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Bibleogrăfikal Nōt on ðe Versez


Dedikaʃon


Tꝏ W. G. E. and tꝏ mi frendz K. H. and G. C. L. M. I dĕdikāt

ðis bʊk


It iz niðer ălegore nor fabel but a Stœre tꝏ be red for its

ōn sāk.


Ðe prŏper nāmz I hav trīd tꝏ spel simple. Ðe e in Karse

iz loŋ, līk ðat in Frine, ðe o in Krŏðeriŋ ʃort and ðe

aksent on ðat sĭlabel: Korund iz aksented on ðe ferst

sĭlabel, Prezmirȃ on ðe sĕkond, Brandox Dahȃ on ðe ferst

and fœrþ, Gorīs on ðe lȃst sĭlabel, rimiŋ wið þrīs:

Korinyus rīmz wið Flaminyus, Galiŋ wið saliŋ, Lȃ Firēz

wið dezīr ēz: ch iz ȏlwāz gŭtꝏral, az in lox.




E. R. E.


9th Dʒănuare 1922


Introdukʃon


Ðe Werm Ꝏroboros, no werm, but ðe Serpent itself, iz a

wunderfʊl bʊk. Az a stœre or az prōz it iz wunderfʊl, and,

ðȇr beiŋ a kȏz for ĕvere efekt, ðe rezon for ritiŋ it

ʃʊd be az marvelȣs agān.


Ʃĕle had tꝏ rīt ðe Promeþeus Unbȣnd, he wȏz under

kompulʃon; for a superhuman ĕnerdʒe had kum ŭpon him, and he

wȏz fœrst tꝏ kreāt a măter ðat wʊd permit him tꝏ imadʒīn,

and þink, and spēk līk a god. It wȏz so wið Blāk, ƕꝏ

wild tꝏ apēr az a man but eksisted līk a mȣntān; and, at

ðȇr best, ðe werk ov ðēz poets iz inhuman and sākred. It

duz not grātle măter ðat ða had or had not a mĕsādʒ. It

duz not măter at ȏl ðat iðer kan be tʃardʒd wið nonsens

or ðat bōþ hav bēn kȏld madmen--ðe sām tʃardʒ mīt be

lād agānst a volkano or a þunderbolt--or ðis bʊk. It duz

not măter ðat ða kʊd trȃnsend human endʒurans, and kʊd

mꝏv trankwile in relmz ƕȇr lītniŋ iz ðe norm ov spēd.

Ðe werk ov sutʃ poets iz sākred bekȏz it ȣtpasez man, and,

in a relm ov ðȇr ōn, winz even abuv Ʃākspēr.


An ĕnerdʒe sutʃ az kām on ðe poets haz vĭzited ðe ȏþor ov

ðis bʊk, and hiz dedikatore stātment, ðat "it iz niðer

ălegore nor fabel but a stœre tꝏ be red for its ōn sāk,"

pʊts us of wið ðe ăʃūrd ărogans ov ðe poet ƕꝏ iz tꝏ

bĭze kreatiŋ tꝏ hav tīm for skꝏl-mȃsteriŋ. But, wakiŋ or

in drēm, ðis ȏþor haz bēn in strāndʒ rēdʒonz and haz

supt at a torent ƕitʃ ōnle ðe gratest no ov.


Ðe stœre iz a loŋ wun--ðis reder wʊd hav līkt it twīs

az loŋ. Ðe plās ov akʃon iz indikated, kăʒuale, az ðe

plănet Merkure, and ðe stœre telz ov ðe worz betwēn tꝏ

grāt kiŋdomz ov ðat plănet, and ðe final overþro ov wun.


Mr. Ĕdison iz a vȃst man. He neded a ƕōl kozmos tꝏ pla in,

and kreated wun; and he fœrdʒd a prōz tꝏ tel ov it ðat iz az

dʒigantik az hiz tāl. In rediŋ ðis bʊk ðe reder must a

lĭtel brāk hiz wa in, and must surender predʒudisez ðat ar

not alȣd for. He ma þink ðat ðe langwādʒ iz mœr rotund

ðan iz neded for a tāl, but, az he prosēdz, he wil se

ðat ōnle sutʃ a tuŋ kʊd be spoken bi ðēz kolŏsi; and,

sꝏn, he wil delīt in a prōz ðat iz az līf-gĭviŋ az it




iz magnĭfisent.


Mr. Ĕdisonz prōz nĕver plāz him fȏls; it rizez and fȏlz

wið hiz subdʒekt, and iz tender, humorȣs, sȣr, presĭpitāt

and terĭfik az ðe okaʒon worants. Hȣ nīsle ðe Kagȃ

dȃnst for ðe Red Foleot.


"Fokse-red abuv, but wið blak bĕlēz, rȣnd fȗre fasez,

ĭnosent amber īz and grāt soft pȏz.... On a sŭden ðe

muzik sēst, and ðe dȃnserz wer stil, and standiŋ sīd bi

sīd, pȏ in fȗre pȏ, ða bȣd ʃile tꝏ ðe kumpane, and

ðe Red Foleot kȏld ðem tꝏ him, and kist ðem on ðe

mȣþ, and sent ðem tꝏ ðȇr sēts."


"Korund lēnd on ðe părapet and ʃaded hiz īz wið hiz

hand, ðat wȏz brȏd az a smōkt hădok, and kŭverd on ðe

bak wið yĕlo hȇrz groiŋ sumƕȏt sparsle az ðe hȇrz

on ðe skin ov a yuŋ ĕlefant."


"A dizmal tempest sŭdenle serprīzd ðem. For forte dāz it

swept ðem in hāl and slēt over wīd wȏloiŋ oʃan, wĭðȣt

a star, wĭðȣt a kœrs."


"Nīt kām dȣn on ðe hilz. A grāt wind moniŋ ȣt ov ðe

hules west tœr ðe klȣdz az a răged garment, reveliŋ ðe

lōnle mꝏn ðat fled naked betwikst ðem."


"Dȏn kām līk a lĭle, safron-hūd, smerkt wið smōk-gra

strēks, ðat slȃnted from ðe norþ."


"He wȏz naked tꝏ ðe wāst, hiz hȇr, brest and armz tꝏ ðe

armpits klŏted and adrop wið blud and in hiz handz tꝏ

blŭde dăgerz."


Kwotaʃonz kan giv sum ideȃ ov ðe riðm ov hiz sentensez,

but it kan giv nun ov ðe măsīv swēp and intensite ov hiz

năratīv. Milton fel in luv wið ðe dĕvil bekȏz ðe

dramătik akʃon la wið him, and, in ðis bʊk, Mr. Ĕdison

trȣnsez hiz dĕvilz for beiŋ nȏte (ðe werd "bad" haz not

signĭfikans hēr), but he trȣnsez ðe Wĭzard Kiŋ and hiz

kiŋdom wið afekʃon and delīt. Ƕȏt gordʒȣs monsterz ar

Gorīs ðe Twelfþ and Korund and Korinyus. Ðe reder wil not

ezile forget ðem; nor Gorisez grāt antăgonist Lord Dʒus;

nor ðe marvelȣs trator, Lord Gro, wið ƕꝏm ðe ȏþor wȏz

sertānle in luv; nor ðe grāt fīts and ðe tĕribel

fiterz Lordz Brandox Dahȃ and Gōldre Bluzko, and a werld ov

ŭðerz and ðȇr wīvz; nor wil he forget ðe mȣntān Koʃtrȃ

Pivrarxȃ, ðat had tꝏ be klīmd, and wȏz klīmd--az dĭzeiŋ

a fēt az lĭteratʃūr kan tel ov.


"So hūdʒ he wȏz ðat even hēr at siks mīlz distans ðe i




mīt not at a glȃns behōld him, but must swēp bak and fœrþ

az over a brȏd landskāp, from ðe ponderȣs rꝏts ov ðe

mȣntān, ƕȇr ða spraŋ blak and ʃēr from ðe glaʃer up

ðe vȃst fās, ƕȇr butres wȏz pīld ŭpon butres, and

tȣer ŭpon tȣer, in a blīndiŋ rādʒans ov īs-huŋ prĕsipīs

and sno-fild gŭle, tꝏ ðe lōn hīts ƕȇr, līk spērz

mĕnasiŋ hi hĕven, ðe ƕīt tēþ ov ðe sŭmit-ridʒ kleft

ðe ski."


Mr. Ĕdisonz prōz duz not derīv from ðe Ingliʃ Bibel. Hiz

mīnd haz mœr afĭnitēz wið Keltik imadʒiniŋz and mĕþod, and

hiz werk iz Keltik in ðat it iz inspīrd bi bute and dariŋ

rȃðer ðan bi þȏts and morălitēz. He mīt be Skotʃ or

Iriʃ: skȇrsle ðe former, for, ƕīl Skotland luvz

fʊl-mȣþt vers, ʃe, līk Ingland, iz prōz-ʃi. But, from

ƕȏtĕver hĕven Mr. Ĕdison kum, he haz ăded a mȃsterpēs tꝏ

Ingliʃ lĭteratʃūr.


DƷĀMZ STEVENZ


ÐE WERM ꝎROBOROS


𝑇𝑟𝑢𝑒 𝑇ℎ𝑜𝑚𝑎𝑠 𝑙𝑎𝑦 𝑜𝑛 𝐻𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑙𝑖𝑒 𝑏𝑎𝑛𝑘,

  𝐴 𝑓𝑒𝑟𝑙𝑖𝑒 ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑝𝑖𝑒𝑑 𝑤𝑖 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑒𝑒;

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑎𝑤 𝑎 𝐿𝑎𝑑𝑦 𝑏𝑟𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡

  𝐶𝑜𝑚𝑒 𝑟𝑖𝑑𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛 𝑏𝑦 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐸𝑖𝑙𝑑𝑜𝑛 𝑇𝑟𝑒𝑒.


𝐻𝑒𝑟 𝑠𝑘𝑖𝑟𝑡 𝑤𝑎𝑠 𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑔𝑟𝑎𝑠𝑠-𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑒𝑛 𝑠𝑖𝑙𝑘,

  𝐻𝑒𝑟 𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑡𝑙𝑒 𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑣𝑒𝑙𝑣𝑒𝑡 𝑓𝑦𝑛𝑒,

𝐴𝑡 𝑖𝑙𝑘𝑎 𝑡𝑒𝑡𝑡 𝑜𝑓 ℎ𝑒𝑟 ℎ𝑜𝑟𝑠𝑒'𝑠 𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑒

  𝐻𝑢𝑛𝑔 𝑓𝑖𝑓𝑡𝑦 𝑠𝑖𝑙𝑙𝑒𝑟 𝑏𝑒𝑙𝑙𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑛𝑖𝑛𝑒.


𝑇𝑟𝑢𝑒 𝑇ℎ𝑜𝑚𝑎𝑠 ℎ𝑒 𝑝𝑢𝑙𝑙𝑑 𝑎𝑓𝑓 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑎𝑝,

  𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑙𝑜𝑢𝑡𝑒𝑑 𝑙𝑜𝑤 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛 𝑜𝑛 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑘𝑛𝑒𝑒:

"𝐻𝑎𝑖𝑙 𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑒, 𝑀𝑎𝑟𝑦, 𝑄𝑢𝑒𝑒𝑛 𝑜𝑓 𝐻𝑒𝑎𝑣𝑒𝑛!

  𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑦 𝑝𝑒𝑒𝑟 𝑜𝑛 𝑒𝑎𝑟𝑡ℎ 𝑐𝑜𝑢𝑙𝑑 𝑛𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟 𝑏𝑒."


"𝑂 𝑛𝑜, 𝑂 𝑛𝑜, 𝑇ℎ𝑜𝑚𝑎𝑠," 𝑠ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑎𝑦𝑠,

  "𝑇ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑛𝑎𝑚𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑒𝑠 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑏𝑒𝑙𝑜𝑛𝑔 𝑡𝑜 𝑚𝑒;

𝐼'𝑚 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑄𝑢𝑒𝑒𝑛 𝑜𝑓 𝑓𝑎𝑖𝑟 𝐸𝑙𝑓𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑,

  𝑇ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑎𝑚 ℎ𝑖𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑣𝑖𝑠𝑖𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑒.


"𝐻𝑎𝑟𝑝 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑐𝑎𝑟𝑝, 𝑇ℎ𝑜𝑚𝑎𝑠," 𝑠ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑎𝑦𝑠,

  "𝐻𝑎𝑟𝑝 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑐𝑎𝑟𝑝 𝑎𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑔 𝑤𝑖 𝑚𝑒.




𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑖𝑓 𝑦𝑒 𝑑𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑘𝑖𝑠𝑠 𝑚𝑦 𝑙𝑖𝑝𝑠,

  𝑆𝑢𝑟𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑏𝑜𝑑𝑖𝑒 𝐼 𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑏𝑒."


"𝐵𝑒𝑡𝑖𝑑𝑒 𝑚𝑒 𝑤𝑒𝑎𝑙, 𝑏𝑒𝑡𝑖𝑑𝑒 𝑚𝑒 𝑤𝑜𝑒,

  𝑇ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑤𝑒𝑖𝑟𝑑 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑛𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟 𝑑𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜𝑛 𝑚𝑒."

𝑆𝑦𝑛𝑒 ℎ𝑒 ℎ𝑎𝑠 𝑘𝑖𝑠𝑠𝑒𝑑 ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑟𝑜𝑠𝑦 𝑙𝑖𝑝𝑠,

  𝐴𝑙𝑙 𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟𝑛𝑒𝑎𝑡ℎ 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐸𝑖𝑙𝑑𝑜𝑛 𝑇𝑟𝑒𝑒.


* * * * * *


TŎMAS ÐE RIMER.


Ðe Indukʃon


Ðȇr wȏz a man nāmd Lĕsĭŋam dwelt in an ōld lo hȣs in

Wastdāl, set in a gra ōld garden ƕȇr u-trēz flŭriʃt

ðat had sēn Vikiŋz in Kōpland in ðȇr sēdliŋ tīm. Lĭle

and rōz and larksper blꝏmd in ðe borderz, and begōnyȃz wið

blŏsomz big az sȏserz, red and ƕīt and pink and

lĕmon-kŭlor, in ðe bedz befœr ðe pœrtʃ. Klimiŋ rozez,

hŭnisukel, klematis, and ðe skarlet flām-flȣer skrambeld

up ðe wȏlz. Þik wʊdz wer on ĕvere sīd wĭðȣt ðe

garden, wið a gap norþ-ēstword openiŋ on ðe dĕzolāt lāk

and ðe grāt felz beỾond it: Gabel reriŋ hiz krag-bȣnd

hed agānst ðe ski from behīnd ðe strāt klēn ȣtlīn ov

ðe Skrēz.


Kꝏl loŋ ʃădōz stōl akros ðe tĕnis lȏn. Ðe ȇr wȏz

gōlden. Duvz mermerd in ðe trēz; tꝏ tʃăfintʃez plād on

ðe nēr pōst ov ðe net; a lĭtel wȏter-wagtāl skŭrēd aloŋ

ðe pȃþ. A Frentʃ windo stʊd open tꝏ ðe garden, ʃoiŋ

darkle a diniŋ-rꝏm păneld wið ōld ōk, its Dʒakobean tabel

brīt wið flȣerz and silver and kut glȃs and Wedʒwʊd

dĭʃez hēpt wið frūt: grēngādʒez, pētʃez, and grēn muskat

grāps. Lĕsĭŋam la bak in a hămok-tʃȇr wȏtʃiŋ þrꝏ

ðe blu smōk ov an ȃfter-dĭner sigar ðe worm līt on ðe

Glwar de Deʒon rozez ðat klusterd abȣt ðe bedrꝏm windo

overhed. He had her hand in hiz. Ðis wȏz ðȇr Hȣs.


"Ʃʊd we fĭniʃ ðat tʃapter ov NỾȃl?" ʃe sed.


Ʃe tʊk ðe hĕve vŏlūm wið its faded grēn kŭver, and red:

"He went ȣt on ðe nīt ov ðe Lordz da, ƕen nīn wēks

wer stil tꝏ winter; he herd a grāt kraʃ, so ðat he

þȏt bōþ hĕven and erþ ʃʊk. Ðen he lʊkt intꝏ ðe




west ȇrt, and he þȏt he sȏ ðarabȣts a riŋ ov fire

hu, and wĭðin ðe riŋ a man on a gra hors. He pȃst

kwikle bi him, and rōd hard. He had a flamiŋ fīrbrand in

hiz hand, and he rōd so klōs tꝏ him ðat he kʊd se him

plānle. He wȏz blak az pitʃ, and he suŋ ðis soŋ wið a

mite vƣs--


Hēr I rīd swift stēd,

Hiz flank flekt wið rīm,

Rān from hiz mān drips,

Hors mite for harm;

Flāmz flȇr at ētʃ end,

Gȏl glōz in ðe midst,

So fȇrz it wið Flozēz rēdz

Az ðis flamiŋ brand flīz;

And so fȇrz it wið Flozēz rēdz

Az ðis flamiŋ brand flīz.


"Ðen he þȏt he herld ðe fīrbrand ēst tꝏwordz ðe felz

befœr him, and sutʃ a blāz ov fīr lept up tꝏ mēt it ðat

he kʊd not se ðe felz for ðe blāz. It sēmd az ðo

ðat man rōd ēst amuŋ ðe flāmz and văniʃt ðȇr.


"Ȃfter ðat he went tꝏ hiz bed, and wȏz sensles for a loŋ

tīm, but at lȃst he kām tꝏ himself. He bœr in mīnd ȏl ðat

had hăpend, and tōld hiz fȃðer, but he bad him tel it tꝏ

HỾalte Skĕgēz sun. So he went and tōld HỾalte, but he sed

he had sēn ðe Wʊlfs Rīd, and ðat kumz ĕver befœr grāt

tidiŋz.'"


Ða wer silent ăƕīl; ðen Lĕsĭŋam sed sŭdenle, "Dꝏ u

mīnd if we slēp in ðe ēst wiŋ tꝏ-nīt?"


"Ƕȏt, in ðe Lotus Rꝏm?"


"Yes."


"Īm tꝏ mutʃ ov a laze-bōnz tꝏ-nīt, dēr," ʃe ȃnserd.


"Dꝏ u mīnd if I go alōn, ðen? I ʃal be bak tꝏ brekfast.

I līk mi lade wið me; stil, we kan go agān ƕen nekst mꝏn

wānz. Mi pet iz not fritend, iz ʃe?"


"No!" ʃe sed, lȃfiŋ. But her īz wer a lĭtel big. Her

fingerz plād wið hiz wȏtʃ-tʃān. "Īd rȃðer," ʃe sed

prĕzentle, "u went later on and tʊk me. Ȏl ðis iz so od

stil: ðe Hȣs, and ðat; and I luv it so. And ȃfter ȏl, it

iz a loŋ wa and sĕveral yērz tꝏ, sumtīmz, in ðe Lotus

Rꝏm, even ðo it iz ȏl over nekst morniŋ. Īd rȃðer we

went tʊgĕðer. If ĕnĭþiŋ hăpend ðen, wel, wēd bōþ be

dun in, and it wʊdnt măter so mutʃ, wʊd it?"




"Bōþ be ƕȏt?" sed Lĕsĭŋam. "Īm afrād yor langwādʒ iz

not ȏl ðat mīt be wiʃt."


"Wel, u tȏt me!" sed ʃe; and ða lȃft.


Ða sat ðȇr til ðe ʃădōz krept over ðe lȏn and up ðe

trēz, and ðe hi roks ov ðe mȣntān ʃōlder beỾond

bernd red in ðe eveniŋ rāz. He sed, "If u līk tꝏ strōl

a bit ov wa up ðe fel-sīd, Merkure iz vĭzibel tꝏ-nīt. We

mīt get a glimps ov him dʒust ȃfter sunset."


A lĭtel later, standiŋ on ðe open hilsīd belo ðe hȏkiŋ

bats, ða wȏtʃt for ðe dim plănet ðat ʃōd at lȃst lo

dȣn in ðe west betwēn ðe sunset and ðe dark.


He sed, "It iz az if Merkure had a finger on me tꝏ-nīt,

Mare. Its no gʊd mi triiŋ tꝏ slēp tꝏ-nīt eksept in ðe

Lotus Rꝏm."


Her arm titend in hiz. "Merkure?" ʃe sed. "It iz anŭðer

werld. It iz tꝏ far."


But he lȃft and sed, "Nŭþiŋ iz tꝏ far."


Ða ternd bak az ðe ʃădōz depend. Az ða stʊd in ðe

dark ov ðe artʃt gāt lediŋ from ðe open fel intꝏ ðe

garden, ðe soft klēr nōts ov a spĭnet sȣnded from ðe

hȣs. Ʃe pʊt up a finger. "Hark," ʃe sed. "Yor dȏter

plaiŋ 𝐿𝑒𝑠 𝐵𝑎𝑟𝑟𝑖𝑐𝑎𝑑𝑒𝑠."


Ða stʊd lĭseniŋ. "Ʃe luvz plaiŋ," he ƕisperd. "Īm

glad we tȏt her tꝏ pla." Prĕzentle he ƕisperd agān, "𝐿𝑒𝑠

𝐵𝑎𝑟𝑟𝑖𝑐𝑎𝑑𝑒𝑠 𝑀𝑦𝑠𝑡�́�𝑟𝑖𝑒𝑢𝑠𝑒𝑠. Ƕȏt inspīrd Kȣperin wið ðat

entʃȃnted nām? And ōnle u and I no ƕȏt it reale mēnz.

𝐿𝑒𝑠 𝐵𝑎𝑟𝑟𝑖𝑐𝑎𝑑𝑒𝑠 𝑀𝑦𝑠𝑡�́�𝑟𝑖𝑒𝑢𝑠𝑒𝑠."


****


Ðat nīt Lĕsĭŋam la alōn in ðe Lotus Rꝏm. Its

kāsments opend ēstword on ðe slepiŋ wʊdz and ðe

slepiŋ bȇr slōps ov Ilgil Hed. He slept soft and dēp;

for ðat wȏz ðe Hȣs ov Pōstmeridʒan, and ðe Hȣs ov Pēs.


In ðe dēp and ded tīm ov ðe nīt, ƕen ðe waniŋ mꝏn

pērd over ðe mȣntān ʃōlder, he wōk sŭdenle. Ðe silver

bēmz ʃon þrꝏ ðe open windo on a form pertʃt at ðe

fʊt ov ðe bed: a lĭtel berd, blak, rȣnd-hĕded,

ʃort-bēkt, wið loŋ ʃarp wiŋz, and īz līk tꝏ starz




ʃiniŋ. It spōk and sed, "Tīm iz."


So Lĕsĭŋam got up and mŭfeld himself in a grāt klōk ðat

la on a tʃȇr besīd ðe bed. He sed, "I am rĕde, mi lĭtel

martlet." For ðat wȏz ðe Hȣs ov Harts Dezīr.


Ʃūrle ðe martlets īz fild ȏl ðe rꝏm wið starlīt.

It wȏz an ōld rꝏm wið lotusez karvd on ðe pănelz and on ðe

bed and tʃȇrz and rꝏf-bēmz; and in ðe glămor ðe karvd

flȣerz swād līk wȏter-lĭlēz in a laze strēm. He went tꝏ

ðe windo, and ðe lĭtel martlet sat on hiz ʃōlder. A

tʃăreot kŭlord līk ðe halo abȣt ðe mꝏn wated bi ðe

windo, pƣzd in ȇr, harnest tꝏ a strāndʒ stēd. A hors it

sēmd, but wiŋd līk an egel, and its fœr-legz fĕðerd

and armd wið egelz klȏz insted ov hꝏvz. He enterd ðe

tʃăreot, and ðat lĭtel martlet sat on hiz ne.


Wið a ƕer ov wiŋz ðe wīld kœrser spraŋ skiword. Ðe

nīt abȣt ðem wȏz līk ðe tʃumult ov bŭbelz abȣt a diverz

ērz diviŋ in a dēp pꝏl under a smꝏð stēp rok in a

mȣntān kătarakt. Tīm wȏz swȏlōd up in spēd; ðe werld

rēld; and it wȏz but az ðe spās betwēn tꝏ dēp breþs

til ðat strāndʒ kœrser spred wīd hiz rānbo wiŋz and

slȃnted dȣn ðe nīt over a grāt iland ðat slumberd on a

slumberiŋ se, wið lĕser īlz abȣt it: a kuntre ov rok

mȣntānz and hil pȃstʃūrz and mĕne wȏterz, ȏl a-glĭmer in

ðe mꝏnʃīn.


Ða landed wĭðin a gāt krȣnd wið gōlden lionz. Lĕsĭŋam

kām dȣn from ðe tʃăreot, and ðe lĭtel blak martlet

serkeld abȣt hiz hed, ʃoiŋ him a u ăvenu lediŋ from

ðe gāts. Az in a drēm, he fŏlōd her.


I. Ðe Kȃsel ov Lord Dʒus


OV ÐE RARITĒZ ÐAT WER IN ÐE LOFTE PRĔZENS TƩĀMBER FȆR

AND LUVLE TꝎ BEHŌLD, AND OV ÐE KWȎLITĒZ AND KONDĬƩONZ OV

ÐE LORDZ OV DEMONLAND: AND OV ÐE EMBASE SENT UNTꝎ ÐEM BI

KIŊ GORĪS 𝟣𝟣., AND OV ÐE ȂNSER ÐȆRTꝎ.


Ðe ēstern starz wer paliŋ tꝏ ðe dȏn az Lĕsĭŋam

fŏlōd hiz konduktor aloŋ ðe grȃs wȏk betwēn ðe ʃădoe

ranks ov Iriʃ ūz, ðat stʊd līk sōldʒerz mistereȣs and

ekspektant in ðe darknes. Ðe grȃs wȏz bāðd in nīt-dʒu,

and grāt ƕīt lĭlēz slepiŋ in ðe ʃădōz ov ðe ūz

loded ðe ȇr ov ðat garden wið frāgrans. Lĕsĭŋam felt




no tutʃ ov ðe grȣnd benēþ hiz fēt, and ƕen he stretʃt

ȣt hiz hand tꝏ tutʃ a tre hiz hand pȃst þrꝏ brȃntʃ and

lēvz az ðo ða wer unsubstanʃal az a mꝏnbēm.


Ðe lĭtel martlet, alitiŋ on hiz ʃōlder, lȃft in hiz

ēr. "Tʃīld ov erþ," ʃe sed, "dust þink we ar hēr in

drēmland?"


He ȃnserd nŭþiŋ, and ʃe sed, "Ðis iz no drēm. Ðȣ,

ferst ov ðe tʃildren ov men, art kum tꝏ Merkure, ƕȇr ðȣ

and I wil dʒerne up and dȣn for a sezon tꝏ ʃo ðe ðe

landz and oʃanz, ðe forests, plānz, and ānʃent mȣntānz,

sĭtēz and pălasez ov ðis werld, Merkure, and ðe dꝏiŋz ov

ðem ðat dwel ðarin. But hēr ðȣ kanst not handel ȏt,

niðer māk ðe fōk wȇr ov ðe, not ðo ðȣ ʃȣt ði

þrōt hœrs. For ðȣ and I wȏk hēr impalpabel and

invĭzibel, az it wer tꝏ drēmz wȏkiŋ."


Ða wer nȣ on ðe marbel steps ƕitʃ led from ðe u wȏk

tꝏ ðe tĕrās ŏpozīt ðe grāt gāt ov ðe kȃsel. "No nēd

tꝏ unbar gāts tꝏ ðe and me," sed ðe martlet, az ða

pȃst benēþ ðe darknes ov ðat ānʃent portal, karvd wið

strāndʒ devisez, and klēn þrꝏ ðe măse timberz ov ðe

bolted gāt þikle rĭveted wið silver, intꝏ ðe ĭner kœrt.

"Go we intꝏ ðe lofte prĕzens tʃāmber and ðȇr tăre ăƕīl.

Morniŋ iz kindliŋ ðe ŭper ȇr, and fōk wil sꝏn be

stȗriŋ in ðe kȃsel, for ða li not loŋ abed ƕen da

bĕginz in Demonland. For be it nōn tꝏ ðe, O erþborn, ðat

ðis land iz Demonland, and ðis kȃsel ðe kȃsel ov Lord

Dʒus, and ðis da nȣ dȏniŋ hiz berþda, ƕen ðe Demonz

hōld hi festival in Dʒŭsez kȃsel tꝏ dꝏ ŏnor untꝏ him and

tꝏ hiz breðren, Spitfīr and Gōldre Bluzko; and ðēz and

ðȇr fȃðerz befœr ðem bȇr rūl from tīm imemœreal in

Demonland, and hav ðe lordʃip over ȏl ðe Demonz."


Ʃe spōk, and ðe ferst lo bēmz ov ðe sun smōt

dʒăvelin-līk þrꝏ ðe ēstern windōz, and ðe freʃnes ov

morniŋ brēðd and ʃĭmerd in ðat lofte tʃāmber, tʃasiŋ

ðe blu and duske ʃādz ov departed nīt tꝏ ðe kornerz and

resesez, and tꝏ ðe rȃfterz ov ðe vȏlted rꝏf. Ʃūrle no

potentāt ov erþ, not Kresus, not ðe grāt Kiŋ, not Minos

in hiz rƣal pălās in Krēt, not ȏl ðe Farōz, not Kwēn

Semirȃmis, nor ȏl ðe Kiŋz ov Băbilon and Nĭnevȃ had ĕver a

þrōn rꝏm tꝏ kompȇr in glœre wið ðat hi prĕzens tʃāmber

ov ðe lordz ov Demonland. Its wȏlz and pĭlarz wer ov

sno-ƕīt marbel, ĕvere vān ƕarov wȏz set wið smȏl dʒemz:

rubēz, koralz, garnets, and pink topaz. Sĕven pĭlarz on

iðer sīd bœr up ðe ʃădoe vȏlt ov ðe rꝏf; ðe




rꝏf-tre and ðe bēmz wer ov gōld, kureȣsle karvd, ðe

rꝏf itself ov mŭðer-ov-perl. A sīd īl ran behīnd ētʃ

ro ov pĭlarz, and sĕven pāntiŋz on ðe western sīd fāst

sĕven spaʃȣs windōz on ðe ēst. At ðe end ov ðe hȏl ŭpon

a dais stʊd þre hi sēts, ðe armz ov ētʃ kompōzd ov tꝏ

hĭpogrifs rȏt in gōld, wið wiŋz spred, and ðe legz ov

ðe sēts ðe legz ov ðe hĭpogrifs; but ðe bŏde ov ētʃ

hi sēt wȏz a singel dʒuel ov monstrȣs sīz: ðe left-hand

sēt a blak opal, asparkel wið stēl-blu fīr, ðe nekst a

fīr-opal, az it wer a berniŋ kōl, ðe þerd sēt an

aleksȃndrīt, perpel līk wīn bi nīt but dēp se-grēn bi

da. Ten mœr pĭlarz stʊd in sĕmiserkel behīnd ðe hi

sēts, bariŋ up abuv ðem and ðe dais a kănope ov gōld. Ðe

bentʃez ðat ran from end tꝏ end ov ðe lofte tʃāmber wer ov

sedar, inlād wið koral and ivore, and so wer ðe tabelz ðat

stʊd befœr ðe bentʃez. Ðe flœr ov ðe tʃāmber wȏz

tĕselated, ov marbel and grēn tꝏrmalēn, and on ĕvere

skwȇr ov tꝏrmalēn wȏz karven ðe ĭmādʒ ov a fiʃ: az ðe

dolfin, ðe konger, ðe kat-fiʃ, ðe sămon, ðe tŭne, ðe

skwid, and ŭðer wunderz ov ðe dēp. Hăŋiŋz ov tăpestre wer

behīnd ðe hi sēts, werkt wið flȣerz, snāks-hed,

snapdrăgon, drăgon-mȣþ, and ðȇr kīnd; and on ðe dado belo

ðe windōz wer skulptʃūrz ov berdz and bēsts and krepiŋ

þiŋz.


But a grāt wunder ov ðis tʃāmber, and a marvel tꝏ behōld, wȏz

hȣ ðe kăpital ov ĕvere wun ov ðe fœr-and-twente pĭlarz wȏz

hūn from a singel prĕʃȣs stōn, karvd bi ðe hand ov sum

skulptor ov loŋ ago intꝏ ðe lĭviŋ form ov a monster: hēr

wȏz a harpe wið skremiŋ mȣþ, so wundrȣsle kut in

oker-tinted dʒād it wȏz a marvel tꝏ hēr no skrēm from her:

hēr in wīn-yĕlo topaz a fliiŋ fīr-drāk: ðȇr a

kŏkatrīs mād ov a singel rube: ðȇr a star săfīr ðe

kŭlor ov mꝏnlīt, kut for a sīklops, so ðat ðe rāz ov ðe

star trembeld from hiz singel i: salamanderz, mermādz,

kimerȃz, wīld men o' ðe wʊdz, leviăþanz, ȏl hūn from

fȏltles dʒemz, þrīs ðe bulk ov a big manz bŏde,

velvet-dark săfīrz, kristolīt, bĕril, ămĕþist, and ðe

yĕlo zerkon ðat iz līk trȃnsparent gōld.


Tꝏ giv līt tꝏ ðe prĕzens tʃāmber wer sĕven eskarbunkelz,

grāt az pumpkinz, huŋ in order dȣn ðe leŋþ ov it, and

nīn fȇr mꝏnstōnz standiŋ in order on silver pĕdestalz

betwēn ðe pĭlarz on ðe dais. Ðēz dʒuelz, drinkiŋ in ðe

sunʃīn bi da, gāv it fœrþ dʒuriŋ ðe ȣrz ov darknes in

a rādʒans ov pink līt and a soft efuldʒens az ov mꝏnbēmz.

And yet anŭðer marvel, ðe nĕðer sīd ov ðe kănope over ðe

hi sēts wȏz enkrusted wið lăpis lăʒule, and in ðat fānd

dōm ov hĕven bernd ðe twelv sīnz ov ðe zōdʒak, ĕvere

star a dimond ðat ʃon wið its ōn līt.




****


Fōk nȣ began tꝏ be aster in ðe kȃsel, and ðȇr kām a

skœr ov serviŋ men intꝏ ðe prĕzens tʃāmber wið brꝏmz and

brŭʃez, kloþs and lĕðerz, tꝏ swēp and garniʃ it, and

berniʃ ðe gōld and dʒuelz ov ðe tʃāmber. Lĭsōm ða wer

and sprītle ov gāt, ov freʃ komplekʃon and fȇr-hȇrd.

Hornz gru on ðȇr hedz. Ƕen ðȇr tȃsks wer akumpliʃt

ða departed, and ðe prĕzens began tꝏ fil wið gests. A

dʒƣ it wȏz tꝏ se sutʃ a ʃiftiŋ māz ov velvets, ferz,

kureȣs nedelwerks and kloþ ov tĭʃu, tĭfanēz, lasez,

rufs, gʊdle tʃānz and karkanets ov gōld: sutʃ glĭter ov

dʒuelz and wĕponz: sutʃ nŏdiŋ ov ðe plūmz ðe Demonz wœr

in ðȇr hȇr, hȃf valiŋ ðe hornz ðat gru ŭpon ðȇr

hedz. Sum wer sĭtiŋ on ðe bentʃez or leniŋ on ðe

pŏliʃt tabelz, sum wȏkiŋ fœrþ and bak ŭpon ðe ʃiniŋ

flœr. Hēr and ðȇr wer wĭmen amuŋ ðem, wĭmen so fȇr wun

had sed: it iz ʃūrle ƕīt-armd Hĕlen ðis wun; ðis,

Arkādʒan Atalantȃ; ðis, Frine ðat stʊd tꝏ Praksĭtelēz for

Afroditēz piktʃūr; ðis, Þaēs, for ƕꝏm grāt Aleksȃnder tꝏ

plĕʒūr her fantase did bern Persepolis līk a kandel; ðis,

ʃe ðat wȏz rapt bi ðe Dark God from ðe flȣeriŋ fēldz ov

Ĕnȃ, tꝏ be Kwēn for ĕver amuŋ ðe ded ðat be departed.


Nȣ kām a ster nēr ðe stātle dœrwa, and Lĕsĭŋam beheld

a Demon ov berle frām and nobel pœrt, ritʃle atīrd. Hiz fās

wȏz rŭde and sumƕȏt frĕkeld, hiz fœrhed wīd, hiz īz

kȃlm and blu līk ðe se. Hiz bērd, þik and tȏne, wȏz

parted and bruʃt bak and upwordz on iðer sīd.


"Tel me, mi lĭtel martlet," sed Lĕsĭŋam, "iz ðis Lord

Dʒus?"


"Ðis iz not Lord Dʒus," ȃnserd ðe martlet, "nor ȏt so

werʃipfʊl az he. Ðe lord ðȣ sēst iz Vol, ƕꝏ dwĕleþ

under Kartadzȃ, bi ðe sȏlt se. A grāt se-kaptān iz he, and

wun ðat did servīs tꝏ ðe kȏz ov Demonland, and ov ðe

ƕōl werld besīdz, in ðe lāt worz agānst ðe Gꝏlz.


"But kȃst ðīn īz agān tꝏwordz ðe dœr, ƕȇr wun standeþ

amid a not ov frendz, tȏl and sumƕȏt stꝏpiŋ, in a

korselet ov silver, and a klōk ov ōld brokaded silk kŭlord

līk tarniʃt gōld; sumþiŋ līk tꝏ Vol in fētʃūr, but

sworðe, and wið brisliŋ blak mʊstȃʃeōz."


"I se him," sed Lĕsĭŋam. "Ðis ðen iz Lord Dʒus!"


"Not so," sed martlet. "Tiz but Viz, brŭðer tꝏ Vol. He iz

welþeest in gʊdz ov ȏl ðe Demonz, sāv ðe þre breðren




ōnle and Lord Brandox Dahȃ."


"And ƕꝏ iz ðis?" ȃskt Lĕsĭŋam, pƣntiŋ tꝏ wun ov līt

and brisk step and humorȣs i, ƕꝏ in ðat moment met Vol

and engādʒd him in konvers apart. Handsum ov fās he wȏz,

ȏlbeit sumƕȏt loŋ-nōzd and ʃarp-nōzd: kēn and hard and

fild wið līf and ðe dʒƣ ov it.


"Hēr ðȣ behōldst," ȃnserd ʃe, "Lord Zig, ðe far-fāmd

tamer ov horsez. Wel luvd iz he amuŋ ðe Demonz, for he iz

mĕre ov mꝏd, and a mite man ov hiz handz wĭðȏl ƕen he

ledeþ hiz horsmen agānst ðe ĕneme."


Vol þru up hiz bērd and lȃft a grāt lȃf at sum dʒest

ðat Zig ƕisperd in hiz ēr, and Lĕsĭŋam lēnd forword

intꝏ ðe hȏl if haple he mīt katʃ ƕȏt wȏz sed. Ðe hum ov

tȏk drȣnd ðe werdz, but leniŋ forword Lĕsĭŋam sȏ

ƕȇr ðe ăras kertānz behīnd ðe dais parted for a moment,

and wun ov prinsle bariŋ advȃnst pȃst ðe hi sēts dȣn

ðe bŏde ov ðe hȏl. Hiz gāt wȏz dĕlikāt, az ov sum līð

bēst ov pra nule wakend ȣt ov slumber, and he greted wið

laze grās ðe mĕne frendz ƕꝏ hāld hiz entrans. Vĕre tȏl

wȏz ðat lord, and slender ov bild, līk a gerl. Hiz tʃunik wȏz

ov silk kŭlord līk ðe wīld rōz, and embrƣderd in gōld

wið reprezentaʃonz ov flȣerz and þunderbolts. Dʒuelz

glĭterd on hiz left hand and on ðe gōlden brāslets on hiz

armz, and on ðe fĭlet twīnd amuŋ ðe gōlden kerlz ov hiz

hȇr, set wið plūmz ov ðe kiŋ-berd ov Păradīs. Hiz hornz

wer dīd wið safron, and inlād wið filigre werk ov gōld.

Hiz buskinz wer lāst wið gōld, and from hiz belt huŋ a

sœrd, năro ov blād and kēn, ðe hilt ruf wið bĕrilz and

blak dimondz. Strāndʒle līt and dĕlikāt wȏz hiz frām and

semiŋ, yet wið a sens ov slumberiŋ pȣer benēþ, az ðe

dĕlikāt pēk ov a sno mȣntān sēn afar in ðe lo red rāz

ov morniŋ. Hiz fās wȏz butifʊl tꝏ lʊk ŭpon, and softle

kŭlord līk a gerlz fās, and hiz eksprĕʃon wun ov dʒentel

mĕlankole, mikst wið sum disdān; but fire glints awōk at

intervalz in hiz īz, and ðe līnz ov swift determinaʃon

hŏverd rȣnd ðe mȣþ belo hiz kerld mʊstȃʃeōz.


"At lȃst," mermerd Lĕsĭŋam, "at lȃst, Lord Dʒus!"


"Lĭtel art ðȣ tꝏ blām," sed ðe martlet, "for ðis

misprĭʒon, for skȇrs kʊd a lordleer sīt hav dʒƣd ðīn

īz. Yet iz ðis not Dʒus, but Lord Brandox Dahȃ, tꝏ ƕꝏm ȏl

Demonland west ov Ʃalgreþ and Stropardon oeþ alēdʒans:

ðe ritʃ vīnyardz ov Krŏðeriŋ, ðe brȏd pȃstʃūr landz ov

Fālz, and ȏl ðe western ilandz and ðȇr kragbȣnd

fȃstnesez. Þink not, bekȏz he afekteþ silks and dʒuelz

līk a kwēn, and kăreeþ himself līt and dānte az a silver

bertʃ tre on ðe mȣntān, ðat hiz hand iz līt or hiz




kŭrādʒ dȣtfʊl in wor. For yērz wȏz he held for ðe þerd

best man-at-armz in ȏl Merkure, aloŋ wið ðēz, Gōldre

Bluzko and Gorīs 𝟣𝟢. ov Witʃland. And Gorīs he slu, nīn

sŭmerz bak, in singel kombat, ƕen ðe Witʃez hărēd in

Goblinland and Brandox Dahȃ led fīv hundred and forskor

Demonz tꝏ sŭkor Gazlark, ðe kiŋ ov ðat kuntre. And nȣ

kan nun serpȃs Lord Brandox Dahȃ in fēts ov armz, sāv

pertʃȃns Gōldre alōn.


"Yet, lo," ʃe sed, az a swēt and wīld muzik stōl on ðe

ēr, and ðe gests ternd tꝏwordz ðe dais, and ðe hăŋiŋz

parted, "at lȃst, ðe trĭpel lordʃip ov Demonland! Strīk

softle, muzik: smīl, Fāts, on ðis festal da! Dʒƣ and sāf

dāz ʃīn for ðis werld and Demonland! Tern ði gāz ferst on

him ƕꝏ wȏks in madʒeste in ðe midst, hiz tʃunik ov ŏlīv-grēn

velvet ornamented wið devisez ov hĭden meniŋ in þred ov

gōld and bēdz ov krisolīt. Mark hȣ ðe buskinz, klȃspiŋ

hiz stȏlwort kȃvz, glĭter wið gōld and amber. Mark ðe

duske klōk strēmd wið gōld and līnd wið blud-red silk: a

tʃarmd klōk, mād bi ðe silfs in forgŏten dāz, brĭŋiŋ

gʊd hap tꝏ ðe warer, so he be tru ov hart and no dȃstard.

Mark him ðat wareþ it, hiz swēt dark kȣntenans, ðe

violet fīr in hiz īz, ðe somber wormþ ov hiz smīl, līk

ȏtum wʊdz in lāt sunʃīn. Ðis iz Lord Dʒus, lord ov ðis

ādʒ-rememberiŋ kȃsel, ðan ƕꝏm nun haþ mœr werʃip in

wīd Demonland. Sumƕȏt he noeþ ov art madʒikal, yet uzeþ

not ðat art; for it săpeþ ðe līf and streŋþ, nor iz it

held werðe ðat a Demon ʃʊd pʊt trust in ðat art, but

rȃðer in hiz ōn mīt and mān.


"Nȣ tern ðīn īz tꝏ him ðat leneþ on Dʒŭsez left arm,

ʃorter but mahap sterdeer ðan he, apăreld in blak silk

ðat ʃĭmerz wið gōld az he mꝏveþ, and krȣnd wið blak

egelz fĕðerz amuŋ hiz hornz and yĕlo hȇr. Hiz fās iz

wīld and kēn līk a se-egelz, and from hiz brisliŋ brȣz

ðe īz dart glȃnsez ʃarp az a glȃnsiŋ spēr. A fānt flām,

pălid līk ðe fīr ov a Wil-o'-ðe-Wisp, brēðz ĕver and

anon from hiz distended nostrilz. Ðis iz Lord Spitfīr,

impetʃuȣs in wor.


"Lȃst, behōld on Dʒŭsez rīt hand, yon lord ðat bulks mite

az Herkulēz yet stĕpeþ lītle az a hĕfer. Ðe þūz and

sĭnūz ov hiz grāt limz rĭpel az he mꝏvz benēþ a skin

ƕiter ðan ivore; hiz klōk ov kloþ ov gōld iz hĕve wið

dʒuelz, hiz tʃunik ov blak sendalīn haþ grāt harts werkt

ðaron in rubēz and red silk þred. Sluŋ from hiz ʃōlderz

klanks a tꝏ-handed sœrd, ðe pŏmel a hūdʒ star-rube karven

in ðe ĭmādʒ ov a hart, for ðe hart iz hiz sīn and simbol.

Ðis iz ðat sœrd fœrdʒd bi ðe elvz, ƕȇrwið he slu ðe

se-monster, az ðȣ māst se in ðe pāntiŋ on ðe wȏl.




Nobel iz he ov kȣntenans, mōst līk tꝏ hiz brŭðer Dʒus, but

darker brȣn ov hȇr and rŭdeer ov hu and bĭger ov

tʃēkbōn. Lʊk wel on him, for nĕver ʃal ðīn īz behōld

a grater tʃampeon ðan ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko, kaptān ov ðe

hōsts ov Demonland."


****


Nȣ ƕen ðe gretiŋz wer dun and ðe strānz ov ðe lūts

and rekorderz sīd and lost ðemselvz in ðe ʃădoe vȏlt

ov ðe rꝏf, ðe kup-barerz did fil grāt dʒemz mād in form

ov kups wið ānʃent wīn, and ðe Demonz karȣzd tꝏ Lord Dʒus

dēp drȃfts in ŏnor ov ðis da ov hiz natĭvite. And nȣ

ða wer rĕde tꝏ set fœrþ bi tꝏz and þrēz intꝏ ðe parks

and plezȏnsez, sum tꝏ tāk ðȇr plĕʒūr abȣt ðe fȇr

gardenz and fiʃpondz, sum tꝏ hunt wīld gām amuŋ ðe wʊded

hilz, sum tꝏ dispœrt ðemselvz at kwƣts or tĕnis or ridiŋ

at ðe riŋ or marʃal eksersizez; ðat so ða mīt spend ðe

livloŋ da az befĭteþ hi hŏlida, in plĕʒūr and akʃon

wĭðȣt kȇr, and ðarȃfter rĕvel in ðe lofte prĕzens

tʃāmber til nīt gru ōld wið etiŋ and drinkiŋ and ȏl

delīt.


But az ða wer ŭpon goiŋ fœrþ, a trumpet wȏz sȣnded

wĭðȣt, þre strident blȃsts.


"Ƕȏt kil-dʒƣ hav we hēr?" sed Spitfīr. "Ðe trumpet

sȣndeþ ōnle for trăvelerz from ðe ȣtlandz. I fēl it in mi

bōnz sum rȃskal iz kum tꝏ Galiŋ, wun ðat brĭŋeþ il hap

in hiz pŏket and a ʃădo aþwort ðe sun on ðis ȣr da ov

festival."


"Spēk no werd ov il omen," ȃnserd Dʒus. "Ƕꝏsoȇr it be,

we wil strāt dispatʃ hiz biznes and so fȏl tꝏ plĕʒūr

indēd. Sum, run tꝏ ðe gāt and briŋ him in."


Ðe serviŋ man hasend and reternd, saiŋ, "Lord, it iz an

Ambăsador from Witʃland and hiz trān. Ðȇr ʃip mād land

at Lʊkiŋhaven-nes at nītfȏl. Ða slept on bœrd, and

yor sōldʒerz gāv ðem eskort tꝏ Galiŋ at brāk ov da. He

kraveþ prĕzent ȏdʒens."


"From Witʃland, hȃ?" sed Dʒus. "Sutʃ smōks ūz ĕver tꝏ go

befœr ðe fīr."


"Ʃalz bid ðe fĕlo," sed Spitfīr, "wāt on ȣr plĕʒūr?

It iz pĭte sutʃ ʃʊd pƣzon ȣr gladnes."


Gōldre lȃft and sed, "Ƕꝏm haþ he sent us? Laksus, þink




u? tꝏ māk hiz pēs wið us agān for ðat vīl part ov hiz

praktīst agānst us of Kartadzȃ, detestable fȏlsifiiŋ hiz

werd he had gĭven us?"


Dʒus sed tꝏ ðe serviŋ man, "Ðȣ sȏst ðe Ambăsador. Ƕꝏ

iz he?"


"Lord," ȃnserd he, "Hiz fās wȏz strāndʒ tꝏ me. He iz lĭtel

ov statʃūr and, bi yor hines lēv, ðe mōst unlīk tꝏ a

grāt lord ov Witʃland ðat ĕver I sȏ. And, bi yor lēv,

for ȏl ðe marvelȣs ritʃ and sumpʃȣs kōt a wareþ, he iz

vĕre līk a fȏls dʒuel in a ritʃ kasiŋ."


"Wel," sed Dʒus, "a sȣr drȃft swetenz not in ðe watiŋ.

Kȏl we in ðe Ambăsador."


Lord Dʒus sat in ðe hi sēt midmōst ov ðe dais, wið Gōldre

on hiz rīt in ðe sēt ov blak opal, and on hiz left

Spitfīr, þrōnd on ðe aleksȃndrīt. On ðe dais sat līkwīz

ðōz ŭðer lordz ov Demonland, and ðe gests ov loer degre

þroŋd ðe bentʃez and ðe pŏliʃt tabelz az ðe wīd dœrz

opend on ðȇr silver hindʒez, and ðe Ambăsador wið pomp and

sĕremone pāst up ðe ʃiniŋ flœr ov marbel and grēn

tꝏrmalēn.


"Ƕi, ƕȏt a bēstle fĕlo iz ðis?" sed Lord Gōldre in hiz

brŭðerz ēr. "Hiz hare handz rētʃ dȣn tꝏ hiz nēz. A

ʃufleþ in hiz wȏk līk a hŏbeld dʒăkas."


"I līk not ðe derte fās ov ðe Ambăsador," sed Lord Zig.

"Hiz nōz sĭteþ flat on ðe fās ov him az it wer a dab ov

kla, and I kan se pat up hiz nostrilz a sŭmer dāz dʒerne

intꝏ hiz hed. Ifs ŭper lip bespēk him not a rȇr spȣter ov

rank fustʃan, perdĭʃon katʃ me. Wer it a fingerz bredþ

longer, a mīt tuk it intꝏ hiz kŏlar tꝏ kēp hiz tʃin worm

ov a winterz nīt."


"I līk not ðe smel ov ðe Ambăsador," sed Lord Brandox

Dahȃ. And he kȏld for senserz and sprinklerz ov lăvender and

rōz wȏter tꝏ purifi ðe tʃāmber, and let open ðe kristal

windōz ðat ðe brezez ov hĕven mīt enter and māk ȏl

swēt.


So ðe Ambăsador wȏkt up ðe ʃiniŋ flœr and stʊd befœr

ðe lordz ov Demonland ðat sat ŭpon ðe hi sēts betwēn ðe

gōlden hĭpogrifs. He wȏz rōbd in a loŋ mantel ov skarlet

līnd wið ermīn, wið krabz, wʊdlīs, and sentipēdz werkt

ðaron in gōlden þred. Hiz hed wȏz kŭverd wið a blak

velvet kap wið a pekoks fĕðer fȃsend wið a brōtʃ ov

silver. Supœrted bi hiz trānbererz and atendants, and

leniŋ on hiz gōlden stȃf, he wið rȏkȣs aksent delĭverd




hiz mĭʃon:


"Dʒus, Gōldre, and Spitfīr, and ye ŭðer Demonz, I kum befœr

u az ðe Ambăsador ov Gorīs 𝟣𝟣., mōst glœreȣs Kiŋ ov

Witʃland, Lord and grāt Dʒūk ov Butene and Estremerīn,

Komȃnder ov Ʃulan, Þramne, Mingos, and Permeo, and Hi

Worden ov ðe Ezamoʃan Martʃez, Grāt Dʒūk ov Trās, Kiŋ

Păramȣnt ov Beʃtreȃ and Nevreȃ and Prins ov Ar, Grāt Lord

over ðe kuntre ov Ōdʒēdʒȃ, Maltraene, and ov Baltare and

Toribeȃ, and Lord ov mĕne ŭðer kuntrēz, mōst glœreȣs and

mōst grāt, ƕꝏz pȣer and glœre iz over ȏl ðe werld and

ƕꝏz nām ʃal endʒūr for ȏl dʒeneraʃonz. And ferst I bid

u be bȣnd bi ðat rĕverens for mi sākred ŏfīs ov envƣ

from ðe Kiŋ, ƕitʃ iz akorded bi ȏl pepel and potentāts,

sāv sutʃ az be ŭterle barbarȣs, tꝏ ambăsadorz and envƣz."


"Spēk and fēr not," ȃnserd Dʒus. "Ðȣ hast mīn ōþ. And

ðat haþ nĕver bēn forsworn, tꝏ Witʃ or ŭðer barbarean."


Ðe Ambăsador ʃot ȣt hiz lips in an O, and þrĕtend wið

hiz hed; ðen grind, laiŋ bȇr hiz ʃarp and misʃapen

tēþ, and proseded:


"Ðus sāþ Kiŋ Gorīs, grāt and glœreȣs, and he tʃardʒeþ me

tꝏ delĭver it tꝏ u, niðer ădiŋ ĕne werd nor takiŋ awa:

'I hav it in mīnd ðat no sĕremone ov hŏmādʒ or fēlte haþ

bēn performd befœr me bi ðe dwĕlerz in mi prŏvins ov

Demonland----'"


Az ðe rusliŋ ov dri lēvz strūn in a flagd kœrt ƕen a

sŭden wind strikeþ ðem, ðȇr went a ster amuŋ ðe gests.

Nor mīt ðe Lord Spitfīr kontān hiz rȏþ, but sprĭŋiŋ up

and klăpiŋ hand tꝏ sœrd-hilt, az mīnded tꝏ dꝏ a hert tꝏ ðe

Ambăsador, "Prŏvins?" he krīd. "Ar not ðe Demonz a fre

pepel? And iz it tꝏ be endʒūrd ðat Witʃland ʃʊd

komĭʃon ðis slāv tꝏ kȃst insults in ȣr tēþ, and ðis in

ȣr ōn kȃsel?"


A mermer went abȣt ðe hȏl, and hēr and ðȇr fōk rōz from

ðȇr sēts. Ðe Ambăsador dru dȣn hiz hed betwēn hiz

ʃōlderz līk a tortƣs, bariŋ hiz tēþ and blinkiŋ wið

hiz smȏl īz. But Lord Brandox Dahȃ, lītle laiŋ hiz hand

on Spitfīrz arm, sed: "Ðe Ambăsador haþ not ended hiz

mĕsādʒ, kŭzin, and ðȣ hast fritend him. Hav paʃens

and spƣl not ðe kŏmede. We ʃal not lak werdz tꝏ ȃnser

Kiŋ Gorīs: no, nor sœrdz, if he must hav ðem. But it ʃal

not be sed ov us ov Demonland ðat it nedeþ but a bꝏriʃ

mĕsādʒ tꝏ tern us from ȣr ānʃent kertese tꝏword ambăsadorz

and hĕraldz."




So spāk Lord Brandox Dahȃ, in laze hȃf-mŏkiŋ tōn, az wun

ƕꝏ but īdle reterneþ ðe bȏl ov konversaʃon; yet klērle,

so ðat ȏl mīt hēr. And ðȇrwið ðe mermerz dīd dȣn,

and Spitfīr sed, "I am tām. Sa ðīn ĕrand frele, and

imadʒīn not ðat we ʃal hōld ðe ȃnserabel for ȏt ðȣ

sāst, but him ðat sent ðe."


"Ƕꝏz humbel mȣþpēs I ōnle am," sed ðe Ambăsador,

sumƕȏt găðeriŋ kŭrādʒ; "and ƕꝏ, saviŋ yor rĕverens,

lăkeþ not ðe wil nor ðe pȣer tꝏ tāk revendʒ for ĕne

ȣtrādʒ dun ŭpon hiz servants. Ðus sāþ ðe Kiŋ: 'I

ðȇrfœr sŭmon and komȃnd u, Dʒus, Spitfīr, and Gōldre

Bluzko, tꝏ māk hāst and kum tꝏ me in Witʃland in mi

fortres ov Karse, and ðȇr dʒutifꝏle kis mi to, in witnes

befœr ȏl ðe werld ðat I am yor Lord and Kiŋ, and rītfʊl

overlord ov ȏl Demonland.'"


Grāvle and wĭðȣt dʒestʃūr Lord Dʒus harkend tꝏ ðe

Ambăsador, leniŋ bak in hiz hi sēt wið iðer arm

þrōn aþwort ðe artʃt nek ov ðe hĭpogrif. Gōldre,

smiliŋ skornfꝏle, tƣd wið ðe hilt ov hiz grāt sœrd.

Spitfīr sat strānd and gloeriŋ, ðe sparks krakliŋ at

hiz nostrilz.


"Ðȣ hast delĭverd ȏl?" sed Dʒus.


"Ȏl," ȃnserd ðe Ambăsador.


"Ðȣ ʃalt hav ðīn ȃnser," sed Dʒus. "Ƕīl we tāk rēd

ðaron, ēt and drink"; and he bĕkond ðe kupbarer tꝏ pœr

ȣt brīt wīn for ðe Ambăsador. But ðe Ambăsador ekskūzd

himself, saiŋ ðat he wȏz not ăþerst, and ðat he had stœr

ov fꝏd and wīn abord ov hiz ʃip, ƕitʃ ʃʊd sufīs hiz

nēdz and ðōz ov hiz fŏloiŋ.


Ðen sed Lord Spitfīr, "No marvel ðo ðe spȏn ov

Witʃland fēr vĕnom in ðe kup. Ða ƕꝏ werk kŏmonle sutʃ

vĭlane agānst ðȇr ĕnemēz, az witnes Resedor ov Goblinland

ƕꝏm Korsus merðerd wið a pƣzonȣs drȃft, ʃāk stil in

ðe nēz lest ðemselvz be so entertānd tꝏ ðȇr

destrukʃon;" and snatʃiŋ ðe kup he kwȏft it tꝏ ðe dregz,

and daʃt it on ðe marbel flœr befœr ðe Ambăsador, so

ðat it wȏz ʃĭverd intꝏ pesez.


And ðe lordz ov Demonland rōz up and wiðdru behīnd ðe

flȣere hăŋiŋz intꝏ a tʃāmber apart, tꝏ determīn ov ðȇr

ȃnser tꝏ ðe mĕsādʒ sent untꝏ ðem bi Kiŋ Gorīs ov

Witʃland.




Ƕen ða wer privāt tʊgĕðer, Spitfīr spāk and sed, "Iz

it tꝏ be bœrn ðat ðe Kiŋ ʃʊd pʊt sutʃ ʃām and mŏkere

ŭpon us? Kʊd a not at ðe lēst hav mād a sun ov Korund or

ov Korsus hiz Ambăsador tꝏ briŋ us hiz defians, sted ov

ðis filþeest ov hiz domestiks, a dʒĭberiŋ dworf fit ōnle tꝏ

māk ðem gab and gām at ðȇr tipliŋ bȣts ƕen ða be

þre parts sensles wið bꝏziŋ?"


Lord Dʒus smīld sumƕȏt skornfꝏle. "Wið wizdom," he sed,

"and wið fœrsīt haþ Witʃland mād tʃƣs ov hiz tīm tꝏ

mꝏv agānst us, noiŋ ðat þerte and þre ov ȣr

wel-bilt ʃips ar sunken in Kartadzȃ Sȣnd in ðe bătel

wið ðe Gꝏlz, and but fœrtēn remān tꝏ us. Nȣ ðat ðe

Gꝏlz ar slān, ĕvere sōl, and ŭterle abŏliʃt from ðis

werld, and so ðe grāt kers and pĕril ov ȏl ðis werld ended

bi ðe sœrd and grāt vălor ov Demonland alōn, nȣ semeþ

ðe hăpe moment untꝏ ðēz lāt mȣþ-frendz tꝏ fȏl ŭpon us.

For hav not ðe Witʃez a stroŋ flēt ov ʃips, sins ðȇr

ƕōl flēt fled at ðe bĕgĭniŋ ov ðȇr fīt wið us

agānst ðe Gꝏlz, leviŋ us tꝏ bȇr ðe berden? And nȣ ar

ða mīnded for ðis nu trezon, tꝏ set ŭpon us tratorȣsle

and sŭdenle in ðis disadvȃntādʒ. For ðe Kiŋ wel dʒudʒeþ we

kan kăre no arme tꝏ Witʃland nor dꝏ ȏt in hiz despīt, but

must be loŋ munþs a-ʃipbildiŋ. And dȣt not he hōldeþ an

armament rĕde abord at Tĕnemos tꝏ sāl hĭðer if he get ðe

ȃnser he noeþ we ʃal send him."


"Sit we at ēz ðen," sed Gōldre, "ʃarpeniŋ ȣr sœrdz; and

let him ʃip hiz armēz akros ðe sȏlt se. Not a Witʃ ʃal

land in Demonland but ʃal lēv hēr hiz blud and bōnz tꝏ

māk fat ȣr kornfēldz and ȣr vīnyardz."


"Rȃðer," sed Spitfīr, "aprehend ðis rȃskal, and pʊt tꝏ se

tꝏ-da wið ðe fœrtēn ʃips left us. We kan serprīz

Witʃland in hiz stroŋ plās ov Karse, sak it, and giv him

tꝏ ðe krōz tꝏ pek at, or ĕver he iz wel awāk tꝏ ðe

swiftnes ov ȣr ȃnser. Ðat iz mi kȣnsel."


"Na," sed Dʒus, "we ʃal not tāk him slepiŋ. Be sertān

ðat hiz ʃips ar rĕde and wȏtʃiŋ in ðe Witʃland sēz,

prepȇrd agānst ĕne raʃ onset. It wer fŏle tꝏ set ȣr nek

in ðe nꝏs; and lĭtel glœre tꝏ Demonland tꝏ awāt hiz

kŭmiŋ. Ðis, ðen, iz mi rēd: I wil bid Gorīs tꝏ ðe

dʒuĕlo, and māk ŏfer tꝏ him tꝏ let li on ðe fortʃūn ðarov

ðe desĭʒon ov ðis kworel."


"A gʊd rēd, if it mīt be fʊlfild," sed Gōldre. "But

nĕver wil he dȇr tꝏ stand wið wĕponz in singel kombat




gānst ðe or gānst ĕne ov us. Nĕverðeles ðe þiŋ ʃal

be brȏt abȣt. Iz not Gorīs a mite rasler, and haþ he

not in hiz pălās in Karse ðe skulz and bōnz ov nīnte and

nīn grāt tʃampeonz ƕꝏm he haþ vankwiʃt and slān in ðat

eksersīz? Puft up beỾond mĕʒūr iz he in hiz ōn konsēt,

and fōk sa it iz a grēf tꝏ him ðat nun haþ bēn fȣnd

ðis loŋ ƕīl ðat derst răsel wið him, and wofꝏle he

pineþ for ðe hundredþ. He ʃal răsel a fȏl wið me!"


Nȣ ðis sēmd gʊd tꝏ ðem ȏl. So ƕen ða had tȏkt on it

ăƕīl and konkluded ƕȏt ða wʊd dꝏ, glad ov hart ðe

lordz ov Demonland ternd ðem bak tꝏ ðe lofte prĕzens

tʃāmber. And ðȇr Lord Dʒus spāk and sed: "Demonz, ye hav

herd ðe werdz ƕitʃ ðe Kiŋ ov Witʃland in ðe overweniŋ

prīd and ʃāmlesnes ov hiz hart haþ spoken untꝏ us bi ðe

mȣþ ov ðis Ambăsador. Nȣ ðis iz ȣr ȃnser ƕitʃ mi

brŭðer ʃal giv, ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko; and we tʃardʒ

ðe, O Ambăsador, tꝏ delĭver it trule, niðer ădiŋ ĕne

werd nor takiŋ awa."


And ðe Lord Gōldre spāk: "We, ðe lordz ov Demonland, dꝏ

ŭterle skorn ðe, Gorīs 𝟣𝟣., for ðe gratest ov dȃstardz,

in ðat ðȣ bāsle fledst and forsʊkst us, ði swœrn

konfĕderāts, in ðe se bătel agānst ðe Gꝏlz. Ȣr sœrdz,

ƕitʃ in ðat bătel ended so grāt a kers and pĕril tꝏ ȏl

ðis werld, ar not bent nor broken. Ða ʃal be ʃēðd in

ðe bȣelz ov ðe and ði minyonz, Korsus tꝏ wit, and Korund,

and ðȇr sunz, and Korinyus, and ƕȏt ŭðer evildꝏerz harbor

in wȏteriʃ Witʃland, sꝏner ðan wun lĭtel se-pink groiŋ

on ðe klifs ov Demonland ʃal dꝏ ðe obazans. But, ðat

ðȣ māst, if so ðȣ wilt, fēl ȣr pȣer sumƕȏt, I, Lord

Gōldre Bluzko, māk ðe ðis ŏfer: ðat ðȣ and I dꝏ matʃ

ȣrselvz single ētʃ agānst ŭðer tꝏ răsel þre fȏlz at

ðe kœrt ov ðe Red Foleot, ƕꝏ inklineþ niðer tꝏ ȣr sīd

nor tꝏ ðīn in ðis kworel. And we wil bīnd ȣrselvz bi

mite ōþs tꝏ ðēz kondĭʃonz, ðat if I overkum ðe, ðe

Demonz ʃal lēv u ov Witʃland in pēs, and ye ðem, and

ðe Witʃez ʃal forswȇr for ĕver ðȇr impudent klāmz on

Demonland. But if ðȣ, Gorīs, win ðe da, ðen hast ðȣ ðe

glœre ov ðat viktore, and wĭðȏl fʊl lĭberte tꝏ þrust ði

klāmz ŭpon us wið ðe sœrd."


So spāk ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko, standiŋ in grāt prīd and

splendor benēþ ðe stȃre kănope, and skȣliŋ tĕrible on

ðe Ambăsador from Witʃland, so ðat ðe Ambăsador wȏz

abaʃt and hiz nēz smōt tʊgĕðer. And Gōldre kȏld hiz

skrīb and mād him rīt ðe mĕsādʒ for Gorīs ðe Kiŋ in

grāt kărakterz on a rōl ov partʃment, and ðe lordz ov




Demonland sēld it wið ðȇr sēlz, and gāv it tꝏ ðe

Ambăsador.


Ðe Ambăsador tʊk it and mād hāst tꝏ depart; but ƕen he

wȏz kum tꝏ ðe stātle dœrwa ov ðe prĕzens tʃāmber, beiŋ

nēr ðe dœr and amuŋst hiz atendants, and awa from ðe

lordz ov Demonland, he plukt up hart a lĭtel and ternd and

sed: "Raʃle and tꝏ ði sertān undꝏiŋ, O Gōldre Bluzko,

hast ðȣ bĭden ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ tꝏ kontend wið ðe in

rasliŋ. For be ðȣ nĕver so mite ov lim, yet haþ he

overþrōn az mite. And he rasleþ not for spœrt, but wil

ʃūrle werk ði līfs deka, and kēp ðe ded bōnz ov ðe

wið ðe bōnz ov ðe nīnte and nīn tʃampeonz ƕꝏm he haþ

hērtꝏfœr lād lo in ðat eksersīz."


Ðȇrwið, bekȏz Gōldre and ðe ŭðer lordz skȣld ŭpon him

tĕrible, and ðe gests nēr ðe dœr fel tꝏ hꝏtiŋ and

reviliŋ ov ðe Witʃez, ðe Ambăsador went fœrþ hāstile and

hāstile dȣn ðe ʃiniŋ stȇrz and akros ðe kœrt, az wun

ƕꝏ flēþ aloŋ a lān on a dark and winde nīt, dariŋ not

tꝏ tern hiz hed lest hiz i behōld sum fērsum þiŋ

prepȇrd tꝏ klȃsp him. So spediŋ, he wȏz fān tꝏ katʃ up

abȣt hiz nēz ðe fōldz ov hiz velvet klōk ritʃle werkt

wið krabz and krepiŋ þiŋz; and hūdʒ ƕꝏpiŋ and lȃfter

went up amuŋ ðe kŏmon lag ov pepel wĭðȣt, tꝏ behōld hiz

loŋ and nervles tāl ðus bȇrd tꝏ ðȇr unfrendle gāz.

Insomutʃ ðat ða fel tꝏ ʃȣtiŋ wið wun akord, "Ðo

hiz mȣþ be fȣl he haþ a fȇr tāl! Sȏ ye not hiz tāl?

Hurȃ for Gorīs ƕꝏ haþ sent us a munke for hiz Ambăsador!"


And wið dʒīb and unmănerle yel ðe krȣd huŋ lŭviŋle ŭpon

ðe Ambăsador and hiz trān ȏl ðe wa dȣn from Galiŋ

kȃsel tꝏ ðe kēz. So ðat it wȏz līk a swēt hōmkŭmiŋ tꝏ

him tꝏ kum on bœrd hiz wel-bilt ʃip and hav her rōd

amān ȣt ov Lʊkiŋhaven. So ƕen ða had rȣnded

Lʊkiŋhaven-nes and wer fre ov ðe land, ða hƣsted sāl

and vƣādʒd befœr a favoriŋ brēz ēstword over ðe temiŋ

dēp tꝏ Witʃland.


𝟤. Ðe Rasliŋ for Demonland


OV ÐE PROGNOSTIKS ǶITƩ TRŬBELD LORD GRO KONSERNIŊ ÐE

METIŊ BETWĒN ÐE KIŊ OV WITƩLAND AND ÐE LORD GŌLDRE

BLUZKO; AND HȢ ÐA MET, AND OV ÐE ĬƩU OV ÐAT RASLIŊ.




"Hȣ kʊd I hav fȏlen aslēp?" krīd Lĕsĭŋam. "Ƕȇr iz

ðe kȃsel ov ðe Demonz, and hȣ did we lēv ðe grāt

prĕzens tʃāmber ƕȇr ða sȏ ðe Ambăsador?" For he stʊd

on roliŋ uplandz ðat lēnd tꝏ ðe se, treles on ĕvere

sīd az far az ðe i mīt rētʃ; and on þre sīdz

ʃĭmerd ðe se, kist bi ðe sun and rŭfend bi ðe sȏlt

glad wind ðat tʃardʒd over ðe dȣnz, tʃăreotiŋ klȣdz

wĭðȣt number þrꝏ ðe ilĭmitabel hīts ov ȇr.


Ðe lĭtel blak martlet ȃnserd him. "Mi hĭpogrif

trăveleþ az wel in tīm az in spās. Dāz and wēks hav

bēn left behīnd bi us, in ƕȏt semeþ tꝏ ðe but ðe

twinkliŋ ov an i, and ðȣ standst in ðe Foleot Īlz, a

land hăpe under ðe mīld redʒiment ov a pēsfʊl prins, on ðe

da apƣnted bi Kiŋ Gorīs tꝏ răsel wið Lord Gōldre

Bluzko. Tĕribel must be ðe rasliŋ betwikst tꝏ sutʃ

tʃampeonz, and dark ðe ĭʃu ðarov. And mi hart iz afrād

for Gōldre Bluzko, big and stroŋ ðo he be and unkonkerd

in wor; for ðȇr haþ not arĭzen in ȏl ðe ādʒez sutʃ a

rasler az ðis Gorīs, and stroŋ he iz, and hard and

unwereiŋ, and skild in ĕvere art ov atak and defens, and

sŭtel wĭðȏl, and kruel and fel līk a serpent."


Ƕȇr ða stʊd ðe dȣn wȏz kut bi a kōm ðat desended tꝏ

ðe se, and overhăŋiŋ ðe kōm wȏz ðe pălās ov ðe Red

Foleot, rambliŋ and lo, wið mĕne lĭtel tȣerz and

bătelments, bilt ov stōnz hūn from ðe wȏl ov ðe kōm,

so ðat it wȏz hard from a distans tꝏ disern ƕȏt wȏz pălās

and ƕȏt natīv rok. Behīnd ðe pălās stretʃt a mĕdo,

flat and smꝏð, karpeted wið ðe klōs wire terf ov ðe

dȣnz. At iðer end ov ðe mĕdo wer bꝏþs set up, tꝏ ðe

norþ ðe bꝏþs ov ðem ov Witʃland, and tꝏ ðe sȣþ ðe

bꝏþs ov ðe Demonz. In ðe midst ov ðe mĕdo wȏz a spās

markt ȣt wið wĭðēz sikste pasez iðer wa for ðe

rasliŋ grȣnd.


Ōnle ðe berdz ov ðe ȇr and ðe se-wind wer abrȏd az ðen,

sāv ðōz ðat wȏkt armd befœr ðe Witʃez bꝏþs, siks in

kumpane, harnest az for bătel in bernēz ov ʃiniŋ bronz,

wið grēvz and ʃēldz ov bronz and helmz ðat glȃnst in

ðe sun. Fīv wer prŏper slender ūþs, ðe eldest ov ƕꝏm

had not yet bērd fʊl grōn, blak-brȣd and grāt ov dʒȏ;

ðe siksþ, hūdʒ az a nēt, topt ðem bi hȃf a hed. Ādʒ had

flekt wið gra ðe bērd ðat spred over hiz big tʃest tꝏ

hiz belt stĭfend wið studz ov īrn, but ðe vĭgor ov ūþ

wȏz in hiz glȃns and in hiz vƣs, and in ðe tred ov hiz

fʊt, and in hiz fist so lītle handliŋ hiz berle spēr.


"Behōld, wunder, and lament," sed ðe martlet, "ðat ðe

ĭnosent i ov da ʃʊd be enforst stil tꝏ lʊk ŭpon ðe




tʃildren ov nīt ĕverlȃstiŋ. Korund ov Witʃland and hiz

kerst sunz."


Lĕsĭŋam þȏt, "A mōst fire politĭʃan iz mi lĭtel

martlet: damd fēndz and āndʒelz and nŭþiŋ betwikst for her.

But Īl dȃns tꝏ nun ov ðȇr tʃūnz, but wāt for ðēz

þiŋz unfōldiŋ."


So wȏkt ðōz bak and fœrþ az kādʒd lionz befœr ðe

Witʃez bꝏþs, until Korund hȏlted and leniŋ on hiz spēr

sed tꝏ wun ov hiz sunz, "Go in and sēk ȣt Gro ðat I ma

spēk wið him." And ðe sun ov Korund went, and reternd anon

wið Lord Gro, ðat kām wið fertīv step yet gʊdle and fȇr

tꝏ behōld. Ðe nōz ov him wȏz hʊkt līk a sĭkel and hiz

īz grāt and fȇr līk ðe īz ov an oks, inskrutabel az

ða. Lēn and spȇr wȏz hiz frām. Pāl wȏz hiz fās and pāl

hiz dĕlikāt handz, and hiz loŋ blak bērd wȏz tītle kerld

and brīt az ðe kōt ov a blak retrever.


Korund sed, "Hȣ iz it wið ðe Kiŋ?"


Gro ȃnserd him, "He tʃafeþ tꝏ be at it; and tꝏ pȃs awa ðe

tīm he plaeþ at dīs wið Korinyus, and ðe luk goeþ

agānst ðe Kiŋ."


"Ƕȏt mākst ðȣ ov ðat?" ȃskt Korund.


And Gro sed, "Ðe fortʃūn ov ðe dīs dʒumpeþ not kŏmonle

wið ðe fortʃūn ov wor."


Korund grunted in hiz bērd, and laiŋ hiz lardʒ hand on Lord

Grōz ʃōlder, "Spēk tꝏ me a lĭtel apart," he sed; and ƕen

ða wer privāt, "Darken not kȣnsel," sed Korund, "tꝏ me

and mi sunz. Hav I not ðēz fœr yērz pȃst bēn az a brŭðer

untꝏ ðe, and wilt ðȣ stil be sēkret tꝏword us?"


But Gro smīld a sad smīl and sed, "Ƕi ʃʊd we bi werdz ov

il omen strīk yet anŭðer blo ƕȇr ðe tre tŏtereþ?"


Korund grōnd. "Omenz," sed he, "inkrēs ŭpon us from ðat

tīm fœrþ ƕen ðe Kiŋ aksepted ðe tʃălendʒ, evile, and

flatle agānst ði kȣnsel and mīn and ðe kȣnsel ov ȏl ðe

grāt wunz in ðe land. Ʃūrle ðe Godz hav mād him fa,

hăviŋ ordānd hiz destrukʃon and ȣr humbliŋ befœr ðēz

Demonz." And he sed, "Omenz þĭken ŭpon us, O Gro. Ferst, ðe

nīt raven ðat went wĭderʃinz rȣnd abȣt ðe pălās ov

Karse, ðat nīt ƕen ðe Kiŋ aksepted ðis tʃălendʒ, and we

wer ȏl drunken wið wīn ȃfter ȣr grāt fēstiŋ and

serfetiŋ in hiz hȏlz. Nekst, ðe stumbliŋ ov ðe Kiŋ ƕĕnaz

he went ŭpon ðe pꝏp ov ðe loŋ ʃip ƕitʃ bȇr us on ðis




vƣādʒ tꝏ ðēz ilandz. Nekst, ðe skwint-īd kup-barer ðat

pœrd ȣt untꝏ us yesternīt. And þrꝏȣt, ðe dĕviliʃ

prīd and brăgiŋ humor ov ðe Kiŋ. No mœr: he iz fa. And

ðe dīs fȏl agānst him."


Gro spāk and sed, "O Korund, I wil not hīd it from ðe

ðat mi hart iz hĕve az ði hart under ʃădo ov il tꝏ be.

For az I la slepiŋ betwikst ðe strōks ov nīt, a drēm ov

ðe nīt stʊd bi mi bed and beheld me wið a glȃns so fel

ðat I wȏz ȏl adrad and kwakiŋ wið fēr. And it sēmd tꝏ me

ðat ðe drēm smōt ðe rꝏf abuv mi bed, and ðe rꝏf opend

and disklōzd ðe ȣter dark, and in ðe dark trăveld a

bērded star, and ðe nīt wȏz kwik wið fire sīnz. And

blud wȏz on ðe rꝏf, and grāt gȣts ov blud on ðe wȏlz

and on ðe kornīs ov mi bed. And ðe drēm skrētʃt līk ðe

skrētʃ-ȣl, and krīd, Witʃland from ði hand, O Kiŋ! And

mĕþȏt ðe ƕōl werld wȏz lited in a lo, and wið a

grāt kri I awōk ȣt ov ðe drēm."


"Ðȣ art wīz," sed Korund; "and belīk ðe drēm wȏz a tru

drēm, sent ðe þrꝏ ðe gāt ov horn, and belīk it

fœrbodeþ events grāt and evil for ðe Kiŋ and for

Witʃland."


Gro sed, "Disklōz it not tꝏ ðe ŭðerz, for nun kan strīv

wið Fāt and gān ðe viktore, and it wʊd but kȃst dȣn

ðȇr harts. But it iz fĭtiŋ we be rĕde agānst evil hap.

If (ƕitʃ yet ma ðe Godz forfend) il kum ov ðis rasliŋ

bȣt, fāl not ĕvere wun ov u ȇr u akt on ĕne enterprīz

tꝏ tāk kȣnsel ov me. Bȇr iz bak wĭðȣt brŭðer behīnd

it.' Tʊgĕðer must we dꝏ ðat we dꝏ."


"Ðȣ hast mi ferm ăʃurans ont," sed Korund.


Nȣ began a grāt kumpane tꝏ kum fœrþ from ðe pălās and

tāk ðȇr stand on iðer sīd ov ðe rasliŋ grȣnd. Ðe

Red Foleot sāt in hiz kar ov pŏliʃt ĕbone, drȏn bi siks

blak horsez wið floiŋ mānz and tālz; befœr him went hiz

muzĭʃanz, piperz and minstrelz dꝏiŋ ðȇr krȃft, and behīnd

him fifte spērmen, wād dȣn wið armor and ponderȣs

ʃēldz ðat kŭverd ðem from tʃin tꝏ to. Ðȇr armor wȏz

stānd wið măder, in sutʃ wīz ðat ða sēmd bāðd in

blud. Mīld tꝏ lʊk on wȏz ðe Red Foleot, yet kiŋle. Hiz skin

wȏz skarlet līk ðe hed ov ðe grēn wʊdpĕker. He wœr a

diadem ov silver, and rōbz ov skarlet trimd wið blak fer.


So ƕen ðe Foleots wer asembeld, wun stʊd fœrþ wið a horn

at ðe komȃnd ov ðe Red Foleot and blu þre blȃsts.

Ðȇrwið kām fœrþ from ðȇr bꝏþs ðe lordz ov Demonland




and ðȇr men-at-armz, Dʒus, Gōldre, Spitfīr, and Brandox

Dahȃ, ȏl armd az for bătel sāv Gōldre, ƕꝏ wȏz mŭfeld in a

klōk ov kloþ ov gōld wið grāt harts werkt ðaron in red

silk þred. And from ðȇr bꝏþs in tern kām ðe lordz ov

Witʃland ȏl armd, and ðȇr fitiŋ men, and lĭtel luv

ðȇr wȏz in ðe glȃnsez ða and ðe Demonz kȃst ŭpon ētʃ

ŭðer. In ðe midst stȏkt ðe Kiŋ, hiz grāt limz mŭfeld,

līk Gōldrēz, in a klōk: and it wȏz ov blak silk līnd wið

blak bȇrskin, and ornamented wið krabz werkt in dimondz.

Ðe krȣn ov Witʃland, făʃond līk a hidʒȣs krab and

enkrusted wið dʒuelz so þikle ðat nun mīt disern ðe

īrn ƕarov it wȏz frāmd, wād on hiz bētliŋ brȣ. Hiz

bērd wȏz blak and brisle, spād-ʃāpt and þik: hiz hȇr

klōs kropt. Hiz ŭper lip wȏz ʃāvd, displaiŋ hiz

sneriŋ mȣþ, and from ðe darknes belo hiz ībrȣz lʊkt

fœrþ īz ðat ʃōd a grēn līt, līk ðōz ov a wʊlf.

Korund wȏkt at ðe Kiŋz left elbo, hiz dʒiant frām an intʃ

les in statʃūr ðan ðe Kiŋ. Korinyus went on ðe rīt,

wariŋ a ritʃ klōk ov ski-blu tĭʃu over hiz ʃiniŋ

armor. Tȏl and sōldʒer-līk wȏz Korinyus, and yuŋ and

gʊdle tꝏ lʊk ŭpon, wið swăgeriŋ gāt and insolent i,

þik-lipt wĭðȏl and sumƕȏt hĕve ov fētʃūr, and ðe sun

ʃon brītle on hiz ʃaven dʒȣl.


Nȣ ðe Red Foleot let sȣnd ðe horn agān, and standiŋ in

hiz ĕbone kar he red ȣt ðe kondĭʃonz, az ðus:


"O Gorīs 𝟣𝟣., mōst glœreȣs Kiŋ ov Witʃland, and O Lord

Gōldre Bluzko, kaptān ov ðe hōsts ov Demonland, it iz

kompakt betwikst u, and mād fȃst bi mite ōþs ƕarov I,

ðe Red Foleot, am keper, ðat ye ʃal răsel þre fȏlz

tʊgĕðer on ðēz kondĭʃonz, nāmle, ðat if Gorīs ðe Kiŋ

be viktœreȣs, ðen haþ he ðat glœre and wĭðȏl fʊl lĭberte

tꝏ enfors wið ðe sœrd hiz klāmz ov lordʃip over

mĕne-mȣntānd Demonland: but if viktore fȏl tꝏ ðe Lord

Gōldre Bluzko, ðen ʃal ðe Demonz let ðe Witʃez abīd in

pēs, and ða ðem, and ðe Witʃez ʃal forswȇr for ĕver

ðȇr klāmz ov lordʃip over ðe Demonz. And u, O Kiŋ, and

u, O Gōldre Bluzko, ar līkwīz bȣnd bi ōþ tꝏ răsel

fȇrle and tꝏ abīd bi ðe ruliŋ ov me, ðe Red Foleot, ƕꝏm

ye ar kontent tꝏ tʃūz az yor umpīr. And I dꝏ swȇr tꝏ

dʒudʒ dʒustle betwēn u. And ðe lȏz ov yor rasliŋ ar

ðat niðer ʃal strangel hiz adversare wið hiz handz, nor

bīt him, nor klȏ nor skratʃ hiz fleʃ, nor pōtʃ ȣt hiz

īz, nor smīt him wið hiz fists, nor dꝏ ĕne ŭðer unfȇr

þiŋ agānst him, but in ȏl ŭðer respekts ye ʃal răsel

frele tʊgĕðer. And he ðat ʃal be brȏt tꝏ erþ wið hip

or ʃōlder ʃal be akȣnted fȏlen."


Ðe Red Foleot sed, "Hav I spoken wel, O Kiŋ, and dꝏ u




swȇr tꝏ ðēz kondĭʃonz?"


Ðe Kiŋ sed, "I swȇr."


Ðe Red Foleot ȃskt in līk măner, "Dust ðȣ swȇr tꝏ ðēz

kondĭʃonz, O Lord Gōldre Bluzko?"


And Gōldre ȃnserd him, "I swȇr."


Wĭðȣt mœr adꝏ ðe Kiŋ stept intꝏ ðe rasliŋ grȣnd on

hiz sīd, and Gōldre Bluzko on hiz, and ða kȃst asīd ðȇr

ritʃ mantelz and stʊd fœrþ naked for ðe rasliŋ. And fōk

stʊd silent for admiraʃon ov ðe þūz and sĭnūz ov ðōz

twān, dȣtiŋ ƕitʃ wer miteer ov bild and līkleer tꝏ

gān ðe viktore. Ðe Kiŋ stʊd tȏler bi a lĭtel, and wȏz

longer in ðe arm ðan Gōldre. But ðe grāt frām ov Gōldre

ʃōd ekselent propœrʃonz, ētʃ part wĕded tꝏ ētʃ az in

ðe bŏde ov a God, and if iðer wer brȏneer ov tʃest it wȏz

he, and he wȏz þĭker ov nek ðan ðe Kiŋ.


Nȣ ðe Kiŋ mokt Gōldre, saiŋ, "Rebĕleȣs hȣnd, it iz

fit ðat I māk demonstraʃon untꝏ ðe, and untꝏ ðēz Foleots

and Demonz ðat witnes ȣr metiŋ, ðat I am ði Kiŋ and

Lord not bi vertʃu ōnle ov ðis mi krȣn ov Witʃland, ƕitʃ I

ðus pʊt bi for an ȣr, but even bi ðe pȣer ov mi bŏde over

ðīn and bi mi mīt and mān. Be sătisfīd ðat I wil not

hav dun wið ðe until I hav taken awa ði līf, and sent

ði sōl skweliŋ bŏdiles intꝏ ðe ŭnōn. And ði skul and

ði măro-bōnz wil I hav awa tꝏ Karse, tꝏ mi pălās, tꝏ be

a token untꝏ ȏl ðe werld ðat I hav bēn ðe bān ov an

hundredþ grāt tʃampeon bi mi rasliŋ, and ðȣ not lēst

amuŋ ðem ðat I hav slān in ðat eksersīz. Ðarȃfter, ƕen

I hav eten and drunken and mād mĕre in mi rƣal pălās at

Karse, I wil sāl wið mi armēz over ðe temiŋ dēp tꝏ

mĕne-mȣntānd Demonland. And it ʃal be mi fʊtstꝏl, and

ðēz ŭðer Demonz ðe slāvz ov me, ya, and ðe slāvz ov mi

slāvz."


But ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko lȃft lītle and sed tꝏ ðe Red

Foleot, "O Red Foleot, I am not kum hĭðer tꝏ kontend wið ðe

Kiŋ ov Witʃland in winde raliŋ, but tꝏ matʃ mi streŋþ

agānst hiz, sĭnu agānst sĭnu."


****


Nȣ ða stʊd rĕde, and ðe Red Foleot mād a sīn wið hiz

hand, and ðe simbalz klaʃt for ðe ferst bȣt.


At ðe klaʃ ðe tꝏ tʃampeonz advȃnst and klȃspt wun anŭðer

wið ðȇr stroŋ armz, ētʃ wið hiz rīt arm belo and left




arm abuv ðe ŭðerz ʃōlder, until ðe fleʃ ʃrank benēþ

ðe mīt ov ðȇr armz ðat wer az brazen bandz. Ða swād

a lĭtel ðis wa and ðat, az grāt trēz swaiŋ in a storm,

ðȇr legz plȃnted fermle so ðat ða sēmd tꝏ gro ȣt ov

ðe grȣnd līk ðe trunks ov ōk trēz. Nor did iðer yēld

grȣnd tꝏ ŭðer, nor mīt iðer win a mȃster hōld ŭpon hiz

ĕneme. So swād ða bak and fœrþ for a loŋ tīm, breðiŋ

hĕvile. And nȣ Gōldre, găðeriŋ hiz streŋþ, gat ðe Kiŋ

lifted a lĭtel from ðe grȣnd, and wȏz mīnded tꝏ swiŋ him

rȣnd and so daʃ him tꝏ erþ. But ðe Kiŋ, in ðat moment

ƕen he fȣnd himself lifted, lēnd forword mitile and smōt

hiz hēl swiftle rȣnd Gōldrēz leg on ðe ȣtsīd, strikiŋ

him behīnd and a lĭtel abuv ðe ankel, in sutʃ wīz ðat

Gōldre wȏz fān tꝏ lꝏsen hiz hōld on ðe Kiŋ; and grātle

fōk marveld ðat he wȏz abel in ðat plīt tꝏ sāv himself

from beiŋ þrōn bakword bi ðe Kiŋ. So ða gript agān

until red ƕēlz rōz on ðȇr baks and ʃōlderz bi rezon ov

ðe grevȣs klȃspiŋ ov ðȇr armz. And ðe Kiŋ on a sŭden

twisted hiz bŏde sīdwāz, wið hiz left sīd ternd from

Gōldre; and katʃiŋ wið hiz leg Gōldrēz leg on ðe insīd

belo ðe grāt mŭsel ov ðe kȃf, and hŭgiŋ him yet kloser,

he lertʃt mitile agānst him, striviŋ tꝏ pʊl Gōldre

bakword and so fȏl ŭpon him and kruʃ him az ða fel tꝏ

erþ. But Gōldre lēnd violentle forword, ĕver titeniŋ hiz

hōld on ðe Kiŋ, and so violentle bȇr he forword in hiz

streŋþ ðat ðe Kiŋ wȏz bȏlkt ov hiz dezīn; and klutʃt

tʊgĕðer ða fel bōþ tꝏ erþ sīd bi sīd wið a hĕve

kraʃ, and la bemūzd ƕīl wun mīt kȣnt hȃf a skœr.


Ðe Red Foleot proklāmd ðem even in ðis bȣt, and ētʃ

reternd tꝏ hiz fĕlōz tꝏ tāk breþ and rest for a spās.


Nȣ ƕīl ða rested, a flĭtermȣs flu fœrþ from ðe

Witʃland bꝏþs and went wĭderʃinz rȣnd ðe rasliŋ

grȣnd and so reternd silentle ƕens ʃe kām. Lord Gro sȏ

her, and hiz hart wakst hĕve wĭðin him. He spāk tꝏ Korund

and sed, "Nēdz must ðat I māk trial even at ðis lāt ȣr

if ðȇr be not ĕne mēnz tꝏ tern ðe Kiŋ from ferðer

adventʃuriŋ ov himself, ȇr ȏl be lost."


Korund sed, "Be it az ðȣ wilt, but it wil be in vān."


So Gro stʊd bi ðe Kiŋ and sed, "Lord, giv over ðis

rasliŋ. Grāt ov grōþ and miteer ov lim ðan ĕne ðat

u did overkum afœrtīm iz ðis Demon, yet hav u

vankwiʃt him. For u did þro him, az we plānle sȏ, and

roŋfꝏle haþ ðe Red Foleot ādʒudʒd u evenle matʃt

bekȏz in ðe þroiŋ ov him yor madʒestēz self did fȏl tꝏ

erþ. Tempt not ðe fāts bi anŭðer bȣt. Yorz iz ðe




viktore in ðis rasliŋ: and nȣ we, yor servants, wāt but

yor nod tꝏ māk a sŭden onslȏt on ðēz Demonz and sla

ðem, az we ma lītle overkum ðem taken at ŭnawȇrz. And

for ðe Foleots, ða be pēsfʊl and ʃēp-līk fōk, and wil

be held in ȏ ƕen we hav smĭten ðe Demonz wið ðe edʒ ov

ðe sœrd. So ma u depart, O Kiŋ, wið plĕʒūr and grāt

ŏnor, and ȃfterword fȇr tꝏ Demonland and briŋ it intꝏ

subdʒekʃon."


Ðe Kiŋ lʊkt sȣrle ŭpon Lord Gro, and sed, "Ði kȣnsel iz

ŭnakseptabel and unsezonabel. Ƕȏt lieþ behīnd it?"


Gro ȃnserd, "Ðȇr hav bēn omenz, O Kiŋ."


And ðe Kiŋ sed, "Ƕȏt omenz?"


Gro ȃnserd and sed, "I wil not hīd it from u, O mi Lord

ðe Kiŋ, ðat in mi slēp abȣt ðe darkest ȣr a drēm ov

ðe nīt kām tꝏ mi bed and beheld me wið a glȃns so fel

ðat ðe hȇrz ov mi hed stʊd up and pāl tĕror gat hōld

ŭpon me. And mĕþȏt ðe drēm smōt up ðe rꝏf abuv mi

bed, and ðe rꝏf yȏnd tꝏ ðe naked ȇr ov ðe midnīt, ðat

labord wið fire sīnz, and a bērded star trăveliŋ in ðe

hȣsles dark. And I beheld ðe rꝏf and ðe wȏlz wun gœr ov

blud. And ðe drēm skrētʃt līk ðe skrētʃ-ȣl, kriiŋ,

Witʃland from ði hand, O Kiŋ! And ðȇrwið ðe ƕōl werld

sēmd lited in wun flām, and wið a ʃȣt I awōk swĕtiŋ

from ðe drēm."


But ðe Kiŋ rōld hiz īz in anger ŭpon Lord Gro and sed,

"Wel am I servd and fāþfꝏle bi sutʃ fȏls skemiŋ foksez

az ðȣ. It il fits yor tern ðat I ʃʊd kăre ðis dēd tꝏ

ðe end wið mīn ōn hand ōnle, and in ðe blīndnes ov yor

impudent fŏle ye kum tꝏ me wið tālz mād for skariŋ ov

bābz, praiŋ me dʒentle tꝏ forgo mi glœre ðat ðȣ and ði

fĕlōz ma māk yorselvz big in ðe werldz īz bi dēdz ov

armz."


Gro sed, "Lord, it iz not so."


But ðe Kiŋ wʊd not hēr him, but sed, "Mĕþinks it iz for

lƣal subdʒekts tꝏ sēk grātnes in ðe grātnes ov ðȇr

Kiŋ, nor dezīr tꝏ ʃīn ov ðȇr ōn brītnes. Az for ðis

Demon, ƕen ðȣ sāst ðat I hav overkum him ðȣ spēkst

a grōs and impudent li. In ðis bȣt I did but mĕʒūr miself

wið him. But ðȇrbi no I ov a ʃurete ðat ƕen I pʊt fœrþ

mi mīt he wil not be abel tꝏ wiðstand me; and ȏl ye ʃal

ʃortle behōld hȣ, az wun ʃătereþ a stȏk ov andʒĕlikȃ, I

wil brāk and ʃăter ðe limz ov ðis Gōldre Bluzko. Az for

ðe, fȏls frend, sŭtel foks, unfāþfʊl servant, ðis loŋ




tīm am I grōn were ov ðe slinkiŋ up and dȣn mi pălās

deviziŋ darkle þiŋz I no not: ðȣ, ðat art nȏt akin

tꝏ Witʃland, but an ȣtlander, a Goblin eksīl, a serpent

wormd in mi bʊzom tꝏ mi hert. But ðēz þiŋz ʃal hav an

end. Ƕen I hav pʊt dȣn ðis Gōldre Bluzko, ðen ʃal I

hav lĕʒūr tꝏ pʊt dȣn ðe ȏlso."


And Gro bȣd in soro ov hart befœr ðe anger ov ðe Kiŋ,

and held hiz pēs.


Nȣ wȏz ðe horn blōn for ðe sĕkond bȣt, and ða stept

intꝏ ðe rasliŋ grȣnd. At ðe klăʃiŋ ov ðe simbalz ðe

Kiŋ spraŋ at Gōldre az ðe panþer sprĭŋeþ, and wið ðe

ruʃ bȇr him bakword and wel ni fœrþ ov ðe rasliŋ

grȣnd. But ƕen ða wer kărēd ȏlmōst amuŋ ðe Demonz

ƕȇr ða stʊd tꝏ behōld ðe kontest, Gōldre swuŋ tꝏ ðe

left and strōv az befœr tꝏ get ðe Kiŋ lifted of hiz fēt;

but ðe Kiŋ fƣld him and bent hiz ponderȣs wāt ŭpon him,

so ðat Gōldrēz spīn wȏz līk tꝏ hav bēn kruʃt benēþ

ðe merðeriŋ violens ov ðe Kiŋz armz. Ðen did ðe Lord

Gōldre Bluzko ʃo fœrþ hiz grāt pȣer az a rasler, for,

even under ðe merðeriŋ klȃsp ov ðe Kiŋ, he bi ðe mīt

ðat wȏz in ðe mŭselz ov hiz brȏne tʃest ʃʊk ðe Kiŋ

ferst tꝏ ðe rīt and ðen tꝏ ðe left; and ðe Kiŋz hōld

wȏz lꝏsend, and ȏl hiz skil and mȃstere but nărole sāvd

him from a grevȣs fȏl. Nor did Gōldre dela nor ponder hȣ

nekst tꝏ māk trial ov ðe Kiŋ, but sŭden az ðe lītniŋ he

slăkend hiz hōld and ternd, and wið hiz bak under ðe

Kiŋz bĕle gāv a mite lift; and ða ðat witnest it

stʊd amāzd in ekspektanse tꝏ se ðe Kiŋ þrōn over Gōldrēz

hed. Yet for ȏl hiz striviŋ mīt not Gōldre get ðe Kiŋ

lifted klēn of ðe grȣnd. Twīs and þre tīmz he strōv,

and at ētʃ trial he sēmd ferðer from hiz ām, and ðe Kiŋ

bĕterd hiz hōld. And at ðe fœrþ ĕsa ðat Gōldre mād tꝏ

lift ðe Kiŋ over hiz bak and fliŋ him hedloŋ, ðe Kiŋ

þrust him forword and tript him from behīnd, so ðat Gōldre

wȏz krȏld on hiz handz and nēz. And ðe Kiŋ kluŋ tꝏ him

from behīnd and pȃst hiz armz rȣnd hiz bŏde benēþ ðe

armpits and so bak over ðe ʃōlderz, beiŋ mīnded tꝏ klȃsp

hiz tꝏ handz at ðe bak ov Gōldrēz nek.


Ðen sed Korund, "Ðe Demon iz sped ȏlrĕde. Bi ðis hōld haþ

ðe Kiŋ brȏt tꝏ ðȇr bān mœr ðan þre skœr famȣs

tʃampeonz. He delaeþ ōnle til hiz fingerz be nit tʊgĕðer

behīnd ðe nek ov ðe akerst Demon tꝏ drȏ ðe hed ov him

forword until ðe bōnz ov ðe nek or ðe brestbōn be

bersten asunder."


"He delaeþ over loŋ for mi pēs," sed Gro.




Ðe Kiŋz breþ kām ȣt ov him in grāt pufs and grunts az

he strānd tꝏ briŋ hiz fingerz tꝏ mēt behīnd Gōldrēz nek.

Nor wȏz it ȏt els ðan ðe hūdʒnes ov hiz nek and berle

tʃest ðat sāvd ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko in ðat ȣr from

ŭter destrukʃon. Krȏld on hiz handz and nēz he kʊd

nowīz eskāp from ðe hōld ov ðe Kiŋ, niðer la hōld on

him in tern; hȣbeit bekȏz ov ðe bignes ov Gōldrēz nek

and tʃest it wȏz impŏsibel for ðe Kiŋ tꝏ fȃsen ðat hōld

ŭpon him, for ȏl hiz striviŋ.


Ƕen ðe Kiŋ persēvd ðat ðis wȏz so, and ðat he but

wāsted hiz streŋþ, he sed, "I wil lꝏs mi hōld on ðe and

let ðe up, and we wil stand agān fās tꝏ fās. For I dēm

it unwerðe tꝏ grăpel on ðe grȣnd līk dogz."


So ða stʊd up, and răseld anŭðer ƕīl in silens. Sꝏn

ðe Kiŋ mād trial wuns agān ov ðe fȏl ƕȇrbi he had

sȏt tꝏ þro him in ðe ferst bȣt, twistiŋ sŭdenle hiz

rīt sīd agānst Gōldre, and katʃiŋ wið hiz leg Gōldrēz

leg, and ðȇrwið leniŋ agānst him wið mān fœrs. And

ƕen, az befœr, Gōldre bȇr forword wið grāt violens,

titeniŋ hiz grip, ðe Kiŋ lertʃt mitile agānst him,

and, beiŋ stil il kontent tꝏ hav mist hiz hōld ðat nĕver

hērtꝏfœr had fāld him, he þrust hiz fingerz up Gōldrēz

nōz in hiz kruel anger, skratʃiŋ and klȏiŋ at ðe dĕlikāt

ĭner parts ov ðe nostrilz in sutʃ wīz ðat Gōldre wȏz fān

tꝏ drȏ bak hiz hed. Ðȇrwið ðe Kiŋ, lertʃiŋ agānst him

yet mœr hĕvile, gat him þrōn a grevȣs fȏl on hiz bak,

and himself fel atop ov him, krŭʃiŋ him and stŭniŋ him on

ðe erþ.


And ðe Red Foleot proklāmd Gorīs ðe Kiŋ viktœreȣs in

ðis bȣt.


Ðȇrwĭðȏl ðe Kiŋ ternd him bak tꝏ hiz Witʃez, ðat

lȣdle aklāmd hiz mȃstere over Gōldre. He sed untꝏ Lord

Gro, "It iz az I hav spoken: ðe testiŋ ferst, nekst ðe

bruziŋ, and in ðe lȃst bȣt ðe brakiŋ and kĭliŋ." And

ðe Kiŋ lʊkt evile on Gro. Gro ȃnserd him not a werd, for

hiz sōl wȏz grēvd tꝏ se blud on ðe nālz and fingerz ov

ðe Kiŋz left hand, and he þȏt he nu ðat ðe Kiŋ must

hav bēn sœr bested in ðis bȣt, seiŋ ðat he must dꝏ ðis

bēstle dēd or ĕver he mīt overkum ðe mīt ov hiz

adversare.


But ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko ƕen he wȏz kum tꝏ hiz sensez and

had gŏten him up from ðat grāt fȏl, spāk tꝏ ðe Red Foleot

in mĭkel rȏþ, saiŋ, "Ðis dĕvil haþ overkum me bi krȃft,




dꝏiŋ ðat ƕitʃ it iz a ʃām tꝏ dꝏ, in ðat he klȏd me wið

hiz fingerz up mi nōz."


Ðe sunz ov Korund rāzd an uprœr at ðe werdz ov Gōldre,

lȣdle kriiŋ ðat he wȏz ðe gratest liar and dȃstard; and

ȏl ða ov Witʃland ʃȣted and kerst in līk măner. But

Gōldre ʃȣted in a vƣs līk a brazen trumpet ðat wȏz plān

tꝏ hēr abuv ðe klămor ov ðe Witʃez, "O Red Foleot, dʒudʒ

nȣ fȇrle betwikst me and Kiŋ Gorīs, az ðȣ art swœrn tꝏ dꝏ.

Let him ʃo hiz finger nālz, if ðȇr be not blud on ðem.

Ðis fȏl iz vƣd, and I klām ðat we răsel it anu." And

ðe lordz ov Demonland in līk măner ʃȣted ðat ðis fȏl

ʃʊd be răseld anu.


Nȣ ðe Red Foleot had sēn sumƕȏt ov ƕȏt wȏz dun, and wel

wȏz he mīnded tꝏ kȏl ðe bȣt vƣd. Yet had he forborn tꝏ dꝏ

ðis ȣt ov fēr ov Kiŋ Gorīs ðat had lʊkt ŭpon him wið a

băzilisks i, þrĕteniŋ him. And nȣ, ƕīl ðe Red Foleot

wȏz trŭbeld in hiz mīnd, unsertān betwēn ðe angre ʃȣts ov

ðe Witʃez and ðe Demonz ƕĕðer sāfte la rȃðer wið hiz

ŏnor or wið trukliŋ tꝏ Kiŋ Gorīs, ðe Kiŋ spāk a werd

tꝏ Korinyus, ƕꝏ went strātwa and standiŋ bi ðe Red

Foleot spāk prĭvile in hiz ēr. And Korinyus mĕnāst ðe Red

Foleot, and sed, "Bewȇr lest ði mīnd be swād bi ðe

brȣ-betiŋ ov ðe Demonz. Rītfꝏle hast ðȣ ādʒudʒd ðe

viktore in ðis bȣt untꝏ ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ, and ðis tȏk ov

þrustiŋ ov fingerz in ðe nōz iz but a pretekst and a vīl

imādʒinaʃon ov ðis Gōldre Bluzko, ƕꝏ, beiŋ þrōn fȇrle

befœr ðīn īz and befœr us ȏl, and perseviŋ himself

ŭnabel tꝏ stand agānst ðe Kiŋ, nȣ þinkeþ wið hiz

swăgeriŋ he kan bȇr it awa, and þinkeþ bi tʃēts and

sŭteltēz tꝏ avƣd defēt. If, agānst ðīn ōn behōldiŋ and

ðe witnes ov us and ðe plited werd ov ðe Kiŋ, ðȣ art

so harde az tꝏ harken tꝏ ðe gīlfʊl perswadiŋ ov ðēz

Demonz, yet bĕþink ðe ðat ðe Kiŋ haþ overbœrn nīnte

and nīn grāt tʃampeonz in ðis eksersīz, and ðis ʃal be

ðe hundredþ; and bĕþink ðe, tꝏ, ðat Witʃland lieþ

nerer tꝏ ðīn Īlz ðan Demonland bi mĕne dāz saliŋ.

Hard ʃal it be for ðe tꝏ abīd ðe avendʒiŋ sœrd ov

Witʃland if ðȣ dꝏ him despīt, and agānst ði swœrn ōþ az

umpīr inklīn roŋfꝏle tꝏ hiz ĕnemēz in ðis dispūt."


So spāk Korinyus; and ðe Red Foleot wȏz kȣd. Ȏlbeit he

belēvd in hiz hart ðat ðe Kiŋ had dun ƕȏt ðarov

Gōldre akūzd him, yet for tĕror ov ðe Kiŋ and ov Korinyus

ðat stʊd bi and þrĕtend him he derst not spēk hiz

þȏt, but in sœr perpleksite gāv order for ðe horn tꝏ be

blōn for ðe þerd bȣt.




And it kām tꝏ pȃs at ðe bloiŋ ov ðe horn ðat ðe

flĭtermȣs fȇrd fœrþ agān from ðe bꝏþs ov ðe Witʃez,

and goiŋ wĭderʃinz rȣnd abȣt ðe rasliŋ grȣnd reternd

on silent wiŋ ƕens ʃe kām.


Ƕen ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko understʊd ðat ðe Red Foleot

wʊd pa no hēd tꝏ hiz akuzaʃon, he gru red az blud. A

fērsum sīt it wȏz tꝏ behōld hȣ he sweld in hiz rȏþ,

and hiz īz blāzd līk dizȃstrȣs starz at midnīt, and

beiŋ wʊd wið anger he naʃt hiz tēþ til ðe froþ stʊd

at hiz lips and slaverd dȣn hiz tʃin. Nȣ ðe simbalz klaʃt

for ðe onset. Ðȇrwið ran Gōldre ŭpon ðe Kiŋ az wun

strȏt ov hiz wits, bĕloiŋ az he ran, and gript him bi

ðe rīt arm wið bōþ hiz handz, wun at ðe rist and wun

nēr ðe ʃōlder. And so it wȏz ðat, befœr ðe Kiŋ mīt

mꝏv, Gōldre spun rȣnd wið hiz bak tꝏ ðe Kiŋ and bi hiz

mĭkel streŋþ and ðe streŋþ ov ðe anger ðat wȏz in him

he hēvd ðe Kiŋ over hiz hed, herliŋ him az wun herleþ a

ponderȣs spēr, hed-fœrmōst tꝏ ðe erþ. And ðe Kiŋ smōt

ðe grȣnd wið hiz hed, and ðe bōnz ov hiz hed and hiz

spīn wer drĭven tʊgĕðer and smaʃt, and blud flōd from

hiz ērz and nōz. Wið ðe mīt ov ðat þro Gōldrēz rȏþ

departed from him and left him streŋþles, in sutʃ sort ðat

he rēld az he went from ðe rasliŋ grȣnd. Hiz breðren,

Dʒus and Spitfīr, bȇr him up on iðer sīd, and pʊt hiz

klōk ov kloþ ov gōld werkt wið red harts abȣt hiz mite

limz.


Mēnƕīl disma wȏz fȏlen ŭpon ðe Witʃez tꝏ behōld ðȇr

Kiŋ so kȏt up on a sŭden and daʃt ŭpon ðe grȣnd, ƕȇr

he la krumpeld in an hēp, ʃăterd līk ðe stȏk ov an

hemlok ðat wun brakeþ and ʃătereþ. In grāt ādʒitaʃon

ðe Red Foleot kām dȣn from hiz kar ov ĕbone and mād hāst

ðĭðer ƕȇr ðe Kiŋ wȏz fȏlen; and ðe lordz ov Witʃland

kām līkwīz ðĭðer strĭken at hart, and Korund lifted ðe

Kiŋ in hiz berle armz. But ðe Kiŋ wȏz stōn ded. So ðōz

sunz ov Korund mād a lĭter wið ðȇr spērz and lād ðe

Kiŋ on ðe lĭter, and spred over him hiz rƣal mantel ov

blak silk līnd wið bȇrskin, and set ðe krȣn ov Witʃland

on hiz hed, and wĭðȣt werd spoken bȇr him awa tꝏ ðe

Witʃez bꝏþs. And ðe ŭðer lordz ov Witʃland wĭðȣt werd

spoken fŏlōd ȃfter.


𝟥. Ðe Red Foleot


OV ÐE ENTERTĀNMENT OV ÐE WITƩEZ IN ÐE PĂLĀS OV ÐE RED

FOLEOT; AND OV ÐE WĪLZ AND SŬTELTĒZ OV LORD GRO; AND HȢ




ÐE WITƩEZ DEPARTED BI NĪT ȢT OV ÐE FOLEOT ĪLZ.


Ðe Red Foleot gat him bak intꝏ hiz pălās and sat in hiz hi

sēt. And he sent untꝏ ðe lordz ov Witʃland and ov Demonland

ðat ða ʃʊd kum and se him. Nor did ða dela, but kām

strātwa and sat on ðe loŋ bentʃez, ðe Witʃez on ðe

ēstern sīd ov ðe hȏl and ðe Demonz on ðe west; and ðȇr

fitiŋ men stʊd in order on iðer sīd behīnd ðem. So sat

ða in ðe ʃădoe hȏl, and ðe sun dekliniŋ tꝏ ðe western

oʃan ʃon þrꝏ ðe hi windōz ov ðe hȏl on ðe

pŏliʃt armor and wĕponz ov ðe Witʃez.


Ðe Red Foleot spāk amuŋ ðem and sed, "A grāt tʃampeon

haþ bēn strʊk tꝏ erþ ðis da in fȇr and ēkwal kombat.

And akordiŋ tꝏ ðe sŏlem ōþs ƕȇrbi ye ar bȣnd, and

ƕarov I am ðe keper, ðȇr iz hēr an end tꝏ ȏl unpēs

betwikst Witʃland and Demonland, and ye ov Witʃland ar tꝏ

forswȇr for ĕver yor klāmz ov lordʃip over ðe Demonz. Nȣ

for a seliŋ and makiŋ fȃst ov ðis sŏlem kŭvenant betwēn

u I se no līkleer rēd ðan ðat ye ȏl dʒƣn wið me hēr

ðis da in gʊd frendʃip tꝏ forget yor kworelz in drinkiŋ

ov ðe arvāl ov Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟣., ðan ƕꝏm haþ rānd nun

miteer nor mœr werʃipfʊl in ȏl ðis werld, and ðarȃfter

depart in pēs tꝏ yor natīv landz."


So spāk ðe Red Foleot, and ðe lordz ov Witʃland asented

ðȇrtꝏ.


But Lord Dʒus ȃnserd and sed, "O Red Foleot, az tꝏ ðe ōþs

swœrn betwēn us and ðe Kiŋ ov Witʃland, ðȣ hast spoken

wel; nor ʃal we depart wun tĭtel from ðe artikel ov ȣr

ōþs, and ðe Witʃez ma abīd in pēs for ĕver az for us

if, az iz klēn agānst ðȇr ūs and nātʃūr, ða forbȇr tꝏ

devīz evil agānst us. For ðe nātʃūr ov Witʃland wȏz ĕver az

a fle, ðat atăkeþ a man in ðe dark. But we wil not ēt

nor drink wið ðe lordz ov Witʃland, ƕꝏ berād and forsʊk

us ðȇr swœrn konfĕderāts at ðe se-fīt agānst ðe

Gꝏlz. Nor we wil not drink ðe arvāl ov Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟣.,

ƕꝏ werkt a ʃāmfʊl and unlȏfʊl slīt agānst mi kinzman

ðis da ƕen ða răseld tʊgĕðer."


So spāk Lord Dʒus, and Korund ƕisperd Gro in ðe ēr,

saiŋ, "Wert not for ðe prĭvilēdʒ ov ðis respekted

kumpane, nȣ wer ðe tīm tꝏ set ŭpon ðem." But Gro sed, "I

prĭðe yet hav paʃens. Ðis wer over hăzardȣs, for ðe

luk goeþ agānst Witʃland. Let us rȃðer tāk ðem in ðȇr

bedz tꝏ-nīt."


Fān wʊd ðe Red Foleot tern ðe Demonz from ðȇr rezolv,




but wĭðȣt avāl; ða kertʃȣsle þankiŋ him for hiz

hospitălite ƕitʃ ða sed ða wʊd endʒƣ ðat nīt in

ðȇr bꝏþs, beiŋ mīnded on ðe moro tꝏ tāk tꝏ ðȇr

bēkt ʃip and fȇr over ðe unvintādʒd se tꝏ Demonland.


Ðȇrwið stʊd up Lord Dʒus, and wið him ðe Lord Gōldre

Bluzko, ðat went in ȏl hiz wor gēr, hiz hornd helm ov gōld

and hiz gōlden berne set wið rube harts, and bȇr hiz

tꝏ-handed sœrd fœrdʒd bi ðe elvz ƕȇrwið he slu ðe

bēst ȣt ov ðe se in dāz gon bi; and Lord Spitfīr ðat

glȇrd ŭpon ðe lordz ov Witʃland az a fȏlkon glareþ,

hungeriŋ for her pra; and ðe Lord Brandox Dahȃ ðat lʊkt

on ðem, and tʃēfle on Korinyus, wið ðe i ov kontemptʃuȣs

amūzment, plaiŋ īdle wið ðe dʒueld hilt ov hiz sœrd,

until Korinyus gru il at ēz benēþ hiz gāz and ʃifted

ðis wa and ðat in hiz sēt, skȣliŋ bak defians. For ȏl

ðe ritʃ ara and gʊdle pœrt and kȣntenans ov Korinyus, he

sēmd but a vĕre bꝏr besīd ðe Lord Brandox Dahȃ, and

dērle did ētʃ hāt ðe ŭðer. So ðe lordz ov Demonland wið

ðȇr fitiŋ men went fœrþ from ðe hȏl.


****


Ðe Red Foleot sent ȃfter ðem and mād ðem in ðȇr ōn

bꝏþs tꝏ be servd ov grāt plente ov wīn and gʊd and

dĕlikāt mēts, and sent ðem muzĭʃanz and a minstrel tꝏ

glăden ðem wið soŋz and stœrēz ov ōld tīm, ðat ða

mīt lak nȏt ov entertānment. But for hiz ŭðer gests he

let bȇr in ðe măse kups ov silver, and ðe grāt ērd wīn

dʒarz hōldiŋ tꝏ ferkinz apēs, and he let pœr fœrþ tꝏ ðe

Witʃez and ðe Foleots, and ða drank ðe kup ov mĕmore untꝏ

Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟣., slān ðat da bi ðe hand ov Gōldre Bluzko.

Ðarȃfter ƕen ðȇr kups wer brimd anu wið fomiŋ wīn

ðe Red Foleot spāk amuŋ ðem and sed, "O ye lordz ov

Witʃland, wil u ðat I spēk a derdʒ in ŏnor ov Gorīs

ðe Kiŋ ðat ðe dark reper haþ ðis da găðerd?" So ƕen

ða sed ya tꝏ ðis, he kȏld tꝏ him hiz plaer on ðe

þeorbo and hiz plaer on ðe hȏtbƣ, and komȃnded ðem

saiŋ, "Pla me a sŏlem muzik." And ða plād softle in ðe

Eolean mōd a muzik ðat wȏz līk ðe waliŋ ov wind þrꝏ

bȇr brȃntʃez on a mꝏnles nīt, and ðe Red Foleot lēnd

fœrþ from hiz hi sēt and resited ðis lamentaʃon:


𝐼 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑖𝑛 ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑤𝑎𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑔𝑙𝑎𝑑𝑛𝑒𝑠𝑠

𝐴𝑚 𝑡𝑟𝑢𝑏𝑙𝑖𝑡 𝑛𝑜𝑤 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑡 𝑠𝑖𝑐𝑘𝑛𝑒𝑠𝑠

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑓𝑒𝑏𝑙𝑖𝑡 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑖𝑛𝑓𝑖𝑟𝑚𝑖𝑡𝑖𝑒:--

𝑇𝑖𝑚𝑜𝑟 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑏𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑒.




𝑂𝑢𝑟 𝑝𝑙𝑒𝑠𝑎𝑛𝑐𝑒 ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑖𝑠 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑣𝑎𝑖𝑛 𝑔𝑙𝑜𝑟𝑦,

𝑇ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑓𝑎𝑙𝑠 𝑤𝑜𝑟𝑙𝑑 𝑖𝑠 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑡𝑟𝑎𝑛𝑠𝑖𝑡𝑜𝑟𝑦,

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑓𝑙𝑒𝑠ℎ 𝑖𝑠 𝑏𝑟𝑢𝑐𝑘𝑙𝑒, 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐹𝑒𝑦𝑛𝑑 𝑖𝑠 𝑠𝑙𝑒𝑒:--

𝑇𝑖𝑚𝑜𝑟 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑏𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑒.


𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑡𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑚𝑎𝑛 𝑑𝑜𝑒𝑠 𝑐ℎ𝑎𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑣𝑎𝑟𝑦,

𝑁𝑜𝑤 𝑠𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑑, 𝑛𝑜𝑤 𝑠𝑖𝑐𝑘, 𝑛𝑜𝑤 𝑏𝑙𝑦𝑡ℎ, 𝑛𝑜𝑤 𝑠𝑎𝑟𝑦,

𝑁𝑜𝑤 𝑑𝑎𝑛𝑠𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑚𝑖𝑟𝑟𝑦, 𝑛𝑜𝑤 𝑙𝑖𝑘𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑑𝑖𝑒:--

𝑇𝑖𝑚𝑜𝑟 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑏𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑒.


𝑁𝑜 𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑡𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝐸𝑟𝑑 ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑖𝑠 𝑠𝑖𝑐𝑘𝑒𝑟;

𝐴𝑠 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑦𝑛𝑑 𝑤𝑎𝑣𝑖𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑖𝑐𝑘𝑒𝑟,

𝑆𝑜 𝑤𝑎𝑛𝑛𝑖𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑤𝑜𝑟𝑙𝑑'𝑠 𝑣𝑎𝑛𝑖𝑡𝑖𝑒:--

𝑇𝑖𝑚𝑜𝑟 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑏𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑒.


𝑈𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐷𝑒𝑎𝑡ℎ 𝑔𝑜𝑖𝑠 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝐸𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑡𝑖𝑠,

𝑃𝑟𝑖𝑛𝑐𝑖𝑠, 𝑃𝑟𝑒𝑙𝑎𝑡𝑡𝑖𝑠, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑃𝑜𝑡𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑡𝑖𝑠,

𝐵𝑎𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑟𝑖𝑐ℎ 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑝𝑜𝑜𝑟 𝑜𝑓 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑑𝑒𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑒:--

𝑇𝑖𝑚𝑜𝑟 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑏𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑒.


𝐻𝑒 𝑡𝑎𝑘𝑖𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑘𝑛𝑖𝑐ℎ𝑡𝑖𝑠 𝑖𝑛 𝑡𝑜 𝑓𝑖𝑒𝑙𝑑

𝐸𝑛𝑎𝑟𝑚𝑖𝑡 𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟 ℎ𝑒𝑙𝑚 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑙𝑑;

𝑉𝑖𝑐𝑡𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑒 𝑖𝑠 𝑎𝑡 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑚𝑒𝑙𝑙𝑖𝑒:--

𝑇𝑖𝑚𝑜𝑟 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑏𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑒.


𝑇ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑜𝑛𝑔 𝑢𝑛𝑚𝑒𝑟𝑐𝑖𝑓𝑢𝑙 𝑡𝑦𝑟𝑎𝑛𝑑

𝑇𝑎𝑘𝑖𝑠, 𝑜𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑖𝑠 𝑏𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑠𝑡 𝑠𝑜𝑤𝑘𝑎𝑛𝑑,

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑏𝑎𝑏𝑒 𝑓𝑢𝑙𝑙 𝑜𝑓 𝑏𝑒𝑛𝑖𝑔𝑛𝑖𝑡𝑖𝑒:--

𝑇𝑖𝑚𝑜𝑟 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑏𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑒.


𝐻𝑒 𝑡𝑎𝑘𝑖𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑐𝑎𝑚𝑝𝑖𝑜𝑛 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑜𝑢𝑟,

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑐𝑎𝑝𝑡𝑎𝑖𝑛 𝑐𝑙𝑜𝑠𝑖𝑡 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑡𝑜𝑢𝑟,

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑎𝑑𝑦 𝑖𝑛 𝑏𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑓𝑢𝑙𝑙 𝑜𝑓 𝑏𝑒𝑤𝑡𝑖𝑒:--

𝑇𝑖𝑚𝑜𝑟 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑏𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑒.




𝐻𝑒 𝑠𝑝𝑎𝑖𝑟𝑖𝑠 𝑛𝑜 𝑙𝑜𝑟𝑑 𝑓𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑝𝑖𝑠𝑐𝑒𝑛𝑐𝑒,

𝑁𝑎 𝑐𝑙𝑒𝑟𝑘 𝑓𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑖𝑛𝑡𝑒𝑙𝑙𝑖𝑔𝑒𝑛𝑐𝑒;

𝐻𝑖𝑠 𝑎𝑤𝑓𝑢𝑙 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑎𝑖𝑘 𝑚𝑎𝑦 𝑛𝑜 𝑚𝑎𝑛 𝑓𝑙𝑒𝑒:--

𝑇𝑖𝑚𝑜𝑟 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑏𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑒.


𝐴𝑟𝑡-𝑚𝑎𝑔𝑖𝑐𝑖𝑎𝑛𝑖𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑜𝑙𝑜𝑔𝑖𝑠,

𝑅𝑒𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑟𝑖𝑠, 𝑙𝑜𝑔𝑖𝑐𝑖𝑎𝑛𝑖𝑠, 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑜𝑙𝑜𝑔𝑖𝑠,

𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑚 ℎ𝑒𝑙𝑝𝑖𝑠 𝑛𝑜 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑐𝑙𝑢𝑠𝑖𝑜𝑛𝑖𝑠 𝑠𝑙𝑒𝑒:--

𝑇𝑖𝑚𝑜𝑟 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑏𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑒.


𝐼𝑛 𝑚𝑒𝑑𝑒𝑐𝑖𝑛𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑠𝑡 𝑝𝑟𝑎𝑐𝑡𝑖𝑐𝑖𝑎𝑛𝑖𝑠,

𝐿𝑒𝑒𝑐ℎ𝑖𝑠, 𝑠𝑢𝑟𝑟𝑖𝑔𝑖𝑎𝑛𝑖𝑠, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑝ℎ𝑦𝑠𝑖𝑐𝑖𝑎𝑛𝑖𝑠,

𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑚𝑠𝑒𝑙𝑓 𝑓𝑟𝑜𝑚 𝐷𝑒𝑎𝑡ℎ 𝑚𝑎𝑦 𝑛𝑜𝑐ℎ𝑡 𝑠𝑢𝑝𝑝𝑙𝑒𝑒:--

𝑇𝑖𝑚𝑜𝑟 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑏𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑒.


Ƕen ðe Red Foleot had spoken ðus far hiz derdʒ, he wȏz

interupted bi an unsēmle brȏliŋ betwikst Korinyus and wun ov

ðe sunz ov Korund. For Korinyus, ƕꝏ gāv not a fig for muzik

or derdʒez, but līkt wel ov kardiŋ and disiŋ, had brȏt

fœrþ hiz dīs boks tꝏ pla wið ðe sun ov Korund. Ða plād

ăƕīl tꝏ Korinyusez grāt kontent, for at ĕvere þro he wun

and ðe ŭðerz pers wakst līt. But at ðis elĕvenþ stanzȃ

ðe sun ov Korund krīd ȣt ðat ðe dīs ov Korinyus wer

loded. And he smōt Korinyus on hiz ʃaven dʒȣl wið ðe dīs

boks, kȏliŋ him tʃēt and māndʒe rȃskal, ƕarŭpon Korinyus

dru fœrþ a bodkin tꝏ smīt him in ðe nek wĭðȏl; but sum

went betwikst ðem, and wið mutʃ adꝏ and mutʃ strugliŋ and

kersiŋ ða wer parted, and it beiŋ ʃōn ðat ðe dīs wer

not loded, ðe sun ov Korund wȏz fān tꝏ māk amendz tꝏ

Korinyus, and so wer ða set at wun agān.


Nȣ wȏz ðe wīn pœrd fœrþ yet agān tꝏ ðe lordz ov

Witʃland, and ðe Red Foleot drank dēp untꝏ ðe glœre ov ðat

land and ðe rulerz ðarov. And he ĭʃūd komȃnd saiŋ, "Let

mi Kagu kum and dȃns befœr us, and ðarȃfter mi ŭðer

dȃnserz. For ðȇr iz no plĕʒūr ƕaron ðe Foleots dꝏ mœr

dērle dōt ðan ðis plĕʒūr ov ðe dȃns, and swēt tꝏ us it

iz tꝏ behōld delītfʊl dȃnsiŋ, be it ðe stātle splendor ov

ðe Pavan ƕitʃ progrĕseþ az lardʒ klȣdz at sun-dȣn ðat

pȃs bi in splendor; or ðe grāsfʊl Ălemand; or ðe

Fandango, ƕitʃ goeþ bi degrēz from langorȣs bute tꝏ ðe




swiftnes and păʃon ov Băkanalz dȃnsiŋ on ðe hi lȏnz

under a sŭmer mꝏn ðat hăŋeþ in ðe pīn trēz; or ðe

dʒƣȣs māz ov ðe Găleard; or ðe Ʒēg, dēr tꝏ ðe Foleots.

Ðȇrfœr dela not, but let mi Kagu kum, ðat ʃe ma dȃns

befœr us."


Ðȇrwið hasend ðe Kagu intꝏ ðe ʃădoe hȏl, mꝏviŋ

softle and roliŋ a lĭtel in her gāt, wið her hed þrust

forword; and a lĭtel flŭrēd wȏz ʃe in her bariŋ az ʃe

darted ðis wa and ðat her lardʒ and butifʊl īz, mīld and

tĭmid, ðat wer līk likwid gōld heted tꝏ rednes. Sumƕȏt

līk a hĕron ʃe wȏz, but stȣter, and ʃorter ov leg, and her

bēk ʃorter and þĭker ðan ðe hĕronz; and so loŋ and

dĕlikāt wȏz her pāl gra plumādʒ ðat hard it wȏz tꝏ sa

ƕĕðer it wer hȇr or fĕðerz. So ðe wind instruments and

ðe lūts and dulsimerz plād a Koranto, and ðe Kagu tript

up ðe hȏl betwikst ðe loŋ tabelz, dʒumpiŋ a lĭtel and

bȣiŋ a lĭtel in her step and kepiŋ ekselent tīm tꝏ ðe

muzik; and ƕen ʃe kām nēr tꝏ ðe dais ƕȇr ðe Red Foleot

sat răviʃt wið delīt at her dȃnsiŋ, ðe Kagu leŋþend

her step and glided smꝏðle and slole forword tꝏword ðe Red

Foleot; and so glidiŋ ʃe dru herself up in stātle wīz and

opend her mȣþ and dru bak her hed til her bēk la tīt

agānst her brest, flȣnsiŋ ȣt her fĕðerz so ðat ða

ʃōd līk a wīdkut skert wið a krĭnolīn, and ðe krest

ðat wȏz on her hed rōz up erekt hȃf agān her ōn hīt

from ðe grȣnd, and ʃe sāld mādʒestikale tꝏword ðe Red

Foleot. On ðis wīz did ðe Kagu at ĕvere tern ðat ʃe tʊk

in ðe Koranto, fœrþ and bak aloŋ ðe leŋþ ov ðe Foleots

hȏl. And ða ȏl lȃft swētle at her, beiŋ overdʒƣd at

her dȃnsiŋ. Ƕen ðe dȃns wȏz dun, ðe Red Foleot kȏld ðe

Kagu tꝏ him and mād her sit on ðe bentʃ besīd him, and

strōkt her soft gra fĕðerz and mād mutʃ ov her. Ȏl

baʃfꝏle ʃe sat besīd ðe Red Foleot, kȃstiŋ her rube īz

in wunder ŭpon ðe Witʃez and ðȇr kumpane.


Nekst ðe Red Foleot kȏld for hiz Kat-bȇrz, ðat stʊd befœr

him fokse-red abuv but wið blak bĕlēz, rȣnd fȗre fasez,

and ĭnosent amber īz, and soft grāt pȏz, and tālz bard

ȏlternātle wið rŭde riŋz and kreme; and he sed, "O

Kat-bȇrz, dȃns befœr us, sins dērle we delīt in yor

dȃnsiŋ."


Ða ȃskt, "Lord, wil u ðat we perform ðe Ʒēg?"


And he ȃnserd ðem, "Ðe Ʒēg, and ye luv me."


So ðe striŋd instruments began a swift mꝏvment, and ðe

tamborēnz and triangelz enterd on ðe bēt, and swiftle

twinkeld ðe fēt ov ðe Kat-bȇrz in ðe dʒƣȣs dȃns. Ðe




muzik rĭpeld and ran and ðe dȃnserz dȃnst til ðe hȏl wȏz

ăƕerl wið ðe riðm ov ðȇr dȃnsiŋ, and ðe Witʃez rœrd

aplȏz. On a sŭden ðe muzik sēst, and ðe dȃnserz wer

stil, and standiŋ sīd bi sīd, pȏ in fȗre pȏ, ða bȣd

ʃile tꝏ ðe kumpane, and ðe Red Foleot kȏld ðem tꝏ him and

kist ðem on ðe mȣþ and sent ðem tꝏ ðȇr sēts, ðat

ða mīt rest and vu ðe dȃnsez ðat wer tꝏ fŏlo.


Nekst ðe Red Foleot kȏld for hiz ƕīt Pekoks, kŭlord

līk mꝏnlīt, ðat ða mīt lēd ðe Pavan befœr ðe

lordz ov Witʃland. In glœreȣs wīz did ða spred ðȇr

tālz for ðe stātle dȃns, and a fȇr and luvle sīt it wȏz

tꝏ se ðȇr grās and ðe grandʒūr ov ðȇr kărādʒ az ða

mꝏvd tꝏ ðe muzik tʃāst and nobel. Wið ðem wer dʒƣnd ðe

Gōlden Fĕzants, ƕꝏ spred wīd ðȇr kŏlarz ov gōld, and

ðe Silver Fĕzants, and ðe Pekok Fĕzants, and ðe

Estrīdʒez, and ðe Bustardz, fʊtiŋ it in pomp, pƣntiŋ ðe

tōz, and bȣiŋ and retiriŋ in dʒu tīm tꝏ ðe sŏlem strānz

ov ðe Pavan. Ĕvere instrument tʊk part in ðe stātle

Pavan: ðe lūts and ðe dulsimerz, and ðe þeorbōz, and ðe

sakbuts, and ðe hȏtbƣz; ðe flūts swētle worbliŋ az

berdz in ðe ŭper ȇr, and ðe silver trumpets, and ðe hornz

ðat brēðd dēp mĕlodēz trembliŋ wið mistere and

tendernes ðat ʃāks ðe hart; and ðe drum ðat beteþ tꝏ

bătel, and ðe wīld þrob ov ðe harp, and ðe simbalz

klăʃiŋ az ðe klaʃ ov armēz. And a nitingāl sĭtiŋ bi

ðe Red Foleot saŋ ðe Pavan in păʃonāt tōnz ðat

dizolvd ðe sōl in ðȇr swēt, mœrnfʊl bute.


Ðe Lord Gro kŭverd hiz fās wið hiz mantel and wept tꝏ hēr

and behōld ðe divīn Pavan; for az gōsts rearĭzen it rāzd

up for him ōld hăpe hȃf-forgŏten dāz in Goblinland, befœr

he had konspīrd agānst Kiŋ Gazlark and bēn drĭven fœrþ

from hiz dēr natīv land, an eksīl in wȏteriʃ Witʃland.


Ðarȃfter let ðe Red Foleot giv order for ðe Găleard.

Dʒƣȣsle swept fœrþ ðe mĕlode from ðe striŋd instruments,

and tꝏ dormīs, fat az bŭter, spun intꝏ ðe hȏl. Wīlder

ƕerld ðe muzik, and ðe dormīs kaperd ĕver hier til

ða bȣnded from ðe flœr up tꝏ ðe bēmz ov ðe vȏlted

rꝏf, and dȣn agān, and up agān tꝏ ðe rꝏf-bēmz in ðe

dʒƣfʊl dȃns. And ðe Foleots dʒƣnd in ðe Găleard, spĭniŋ

and kaperiŋ in mad delīt ov ðe dȃns. And intꝏ ðe hȏl

twerld siks kapripedz, fʊtiŋ it lītle az ðe muzik swept

ĕver fȃster, and a wun-fʊter ðat lēpt hĭðer and ðĭðer

abȣt and abȣt, az ðe fle hŏpeþ, til ðe Witʃez gru

hœrs wið sĭŋiŋ and ʃȣtiŋ and hȣndiŋ ov him on. Yet

ĕver kaperd ðe dormīs hier and wīlder ðan ĕne els, and

so swiftle flaʃt ðȇr lĭtel fēt tꝏ ðe gălopiŋ muzik

ðat no i mīt fŏlo ðȇr moʃon.




****


But lĭtel eno wȏz Lord Gro glădend bi ðe mĕre dȃns. Sad

mĕlankole sat wið him for hiz kompanyon, darkeniŋ hiz

þȏts and makiŋ dʒƣ hātfʊl tꝏ him az sunʃīn tꝏ ȣlz ov

ðe nīt. So ðat he wȏz wel plēzd tꝏ mark ðe Red Foleot

go softle from hiz sēt on ðe dais and fœrþ from ðe hȏl bi

a dœr behīnd ðe ăras, and seiŋ ðis, himself departed

softle amid ðe fʊl tīd ov ðe Găleard, fœrþ ov ðat hȏl

ov swift mꝏvment and glefʊl lȃfter, fœrþ intꝏ ðe kwiet

eveniŋ, ƕȇr abuv ðe smꝏð dȣnz ðe wind wȏz luld tꝏ

slēp in ðe vȃst silent spasez ov ðe ski, and ðe west wȏz a

bȣer ov orandʒ līt fadiŋ tꝏ perpel and unfăðomabel blu in

ðe ŭper hĕven, and nȏt wȏz herd sāv ðe mermer ov ðe

slēples se, and nȏt sēn sāv a flīt ov wīldfȣl fliiŋ

agānst ðe sunset. In ðis kwietnes Gro wȏkt westword abuv

ðe kōm until he kām tꝏ ðe landz edʒ and stʊd on ðe lip

ov a tʃȏk klif fȏliŋ tꝏ ðe se, and wȏz wȇr ov ðe Red

Foleot, alōn on ðat hi western klif, gaziŋ in a stŭde at

ðe diiŋ kŭlorz in ðe west.


Ƕen ða had stʊd for a ƕīl wĭðȣt spētʃ, gaziŋ over ðe

se, Gro spāk and sed, "Konsĭder hȣ az da nȣ dieþ in

yonder tʃāmberz ov ðe west, so haþ ðe glœre departed from

Witʃland."


But ðe Red Foleot ȃnserd him not, beiŋ in a stŭde.


Ðen Gro sed, "Ðo Demonland lieþ ƕȇr ðȣ sȏst ðe

sun desend, yet ēstword ȣt ov Witʃland must ðȣ lʊk for

ðe morniŋ splendor. Not mœr ʃūrle ʃalt ðȣ behōld ðe

sun go up ðens tꝏ-moro ðan ðȣ ʃalt se ʃīn fœrþ in

ʃort sezon ðe glœre and ŏnor and pȣer ov Witʃland, and

benēþ her destruktīv sœrd her ĕnemēz ʃal be az grȃs

befœr ðe sĭkel."


Ðe Red Foleot sed, "I am in luv wið pēs and ðe soft

influens ov ðe eveniŋ ȇr. Lēv me; or if ðȣ wilt sta,

brāk not ðe tʃarm."


"O Red Foleot," sed Gro, "art ðȣ in luv wið pēs indēd?

So ʃʊd ðe riziŋ agān ov Witʃland tʃūn swēt muzik tꝏ ði

þȏt, sins we ov Witʃland luv pēs, nor ar we stȗrerz

up ov strīf, but ðe Demonz ōnle. Ðe wor agānst ðe Gꝏlz,

ƕȇrbi ðe fœr kornerz ov ðe erþ wer ʃaken, wȏz hatʃt

bi Demonland----"


"Ðȣ spēkst," sed ðe Red Foleot, "klēn agānst ðīn

intenʃon, a grāt prāz ov ðem. For ƕꝏ ĕver sȏ ðe līk ov




ðēz man-etiŋ Gꝏlz for korupʃon ov mănerz, inhuman

dēdʒeneraʃon, and dĕlūdʒ ov inikwitēz? Ƕꝏ ĕvere fifþ yēr

from tīm imemœreal hav had ðȇr grand klimakterikal yēr,

and but lȃst yēr brāk fœrþ in nĕver-imadʒīnd ferŏsite. But

if ða sāl nȣ, tiz on ðe dark lāk ða sāl, greviŋ no

erþle sēz nor rĭverz. Prāz Demonland, ðȇrfœr, ƕꝏ did

pʊt ðem dȣn for ĕver."


"I māk no kwestʃon ov ðat," ȃnserd Lord Gro. "But fȣl

wȏter, az sꝏn az fȇr, wil kwentʃ hot fīr. Sœr agānst ȣr

wil did we ov Witʃland dʒƣn wið ðe Demonz in ðat wor,

fœrseiŋ (az haþ bēn blŭdile aprꝏvd) ðat ðe ĭʃu must

be but ðe pŭfiŋ up ov ðe Demonz, ƕꝏ dezīr no ŭðer þiŋ

ðan tꝏ be lordz and tirants ov ȏl ðe werld."


"Ðȣ," sed ðe Red Foleot, "wȏst in ði yuŋ dāz Kiŋ

Gazlarks man: a Goblin born and bred: hiz vĕre foster-brŭðer,

nŭriʃt at ðe sām brest. Ƕi must I obzerv ðe, a plān

trator agānst so gʊd a kiŋ? Ƕꝏz perfide ðe kŏmon pepel

ðen did openle reprꝏv (az I did wel persēv even so lātle

az lȃst ȏtum, ƕen I wȏz in ðe sĭte ov Zādʒe Zakulo at ðe

tīm ov ðȇr festĭvitēz for ðe betroðal ov ðe kiŋz

kŭzin dʒerman ðe Prinses Armelīn untꝏ ðe Lord Gōldre

Bluzko), ða kăreiŋ filþe piktʃūrz ov ðe in ðe strēt,

sĭŋiŋ ov ðe ðus:


𝐼𝑡 𝑤𝑎𝑠 𝑝𝑖𝑡𝑡𝑖𝑒

𝑂𝑛𝑒 𝑠𝑜 𝑤𝑖𝑡𝑡𝑖𝑒

  𝑀𝑎𝑙𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑒𝑛𝑡:

𝐿𝑒𝑎𝑣𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑠𝑜𝑛

𝑆ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑙𝑑 𝑡𝑜 𝑡𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑠𝑜𝑛

  𝑆𝑜 𝑏𝑒 𝑏𝑒𝑛𝑡.


𝐵𝑢𝑡 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑔𝑖𝑓𝑡𝑠

𝑊𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑠ℎ𝑖𝑓𝑡𝑠

  𝑉𝑜𝑖𝑑 𝑜𝑓 𝑔𝑟𝑎𝑐𝑒:

𝐴𝑛𝑑 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑏𝑟𝑎𝑣𝑒𝑟𝑖𝑒

𝑊𝑎𝑠 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑘𝑛𝑎𝑣𝑒𝑟𝑖𝑒

  𝑉𝑖𝑙𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑏𝑎𝑠𝑒."


Sed Gro, winsiŋ a lĭtel, "Ðe art ov it agrēþ wel wið

ðe sentiment, and wið ðe kondĭʃon ov ðōz ƕꝏ invented it.

I wil not þink so nobel a prins az ðȣ art wil set ði

sālz tꝏ ðe wind ov ðe răbelz mōst parʃal hāts and

envēz. For ðe vīl adĭʃon ov trator, I dꝏ rēdʒekt and spit

ŭpon it. But tru it iz ðat, regardiŋ not ðe god ov fꝏlz

and wĭmen, nīs opinyon, I dꝏ stēr bi mīn ōn lōd-star




stil. Hȣbeit, I kām not tꝏ diskœrs tꝏ ðe on so smȏl a

măter az miself. Ðis I wʊd sa untꝏ ðe wið mōst sad and

sereȣs entertān: Be not luld tꝏ þink ðe Demonz wil lēv

ðe werld at pēs: ðat iz farðest from ðȇr intent. Ða

wʊd not lĭsen tꝏ ði kumfortabel werdz nor sit at mēt wið

us, so set be ða tꝏ imadʒīn mistʃēf agānst us. Ƕȏt sed

Dʒus? Witʃland wȏz ĕver az a fle: i, az a fle ƕitʃ he

itʃeþ tꝏ kruʃ betwikst hiz finger-nālz. O, if ðȣ be in

luv wið pēs, a ʃort wa lieþ open tꝏ ði harts dezīr."


Nȏt spāk ðe Red Foleot, gaziŋ stil intꝏ ðe dim

reflekʃonz ov ðe sunset ƕitʃ lingerd belo a darkeniŋ ski

ƕȇr starz wer born. Gro sed softle, az a kat pȗriŋ,

"Ƕȇr softeniŋ unkʃonz fāld, ʃarp serdʒere brĭŋeþ

spedeest ēz. Wilt ðȣ not lēv it tꝏ me?"


But ðe Red Foleot lʊkt angrile ŭpon him, saiŋ, "Ƕȏt hav

I tꝏ dꝏ wið yor enmitēz? U ar swœrn tꝏ kēp ðe pēs,

and I wil not abīd yor violens nor yor brakiŋ ov ōþs

in mi kwiet kiŋdom."


Gro sed, "Ōþs be ov ðe hart, and he ðat brakeþ ðem in

open fakt iz oft, az nȣ, no braker in trūþ, for ȏlrĕde wer

ða skornd and trampeld on bi hiz ŏpozīts."


But ðe Red Foleot sed agān, "Ƕȏt hav I tꝏ dꝏ wið yor

enmitēz ðat set u bi ðe ērz līk fitiŋ dogz? I am yet

tꝏ lern ðat he ðat haþ a rītʃȣs hart, and klēn handz,

and hateþ nun, must nēdz be drȏn intꝏ ðe brȏlz and

manslaiŋz ov sutʃ az u and ðe Demonz."


Lord Gro lʊkt nărole ŭpon him, saiŋ, "Þinkst ðȣ ðat

ðe strāt pȃþ ov him ðat afekteþ niðer sīd lieþ stil

open for ðe? If ðat wer ðīn ām, ðȣ ʃʊdst hav

bĕþȏt ðe ȇr ðȣ gāvst ði dʒudʒment on ðe sĕkond

bȣt. For klēr az da it wȏz tꝏ us and tꝏ ðīn ōn pepel,

and mōst ov ȏl tꝏ ðe Demonz, ðat ðe Kiŋ plād fȣl in

ðat bȣt, and ƕen ðȣ kȏldst him viktœreȣs ðȣ didst

lȣdle bi ðat werd trumpet ðiself hiz frend, and unfrendz

tꝏ Demonland. Marktst ðȣ not, ƕen ða left ðe hȏl, wið

ƕȏt a snāks i Lord Dʒus beheld ðe? Not wið us ōnle but

wið ðe he refūzd tꝏ ēt and drink, ðat so hiz

superstĭʃȣs skrupelz ma be unhert ƕen he prosēdz tꝏ ði

destrukʃon. For on ðis ar ða determīnd. Nŭþiŋ iz mœr

sertān."


Ðe Red Foleot sank hiz tʃin ŭpon hiz brest, and stʊd silent

for a spās. Ðe hūz ov deþ and silens spred ðemselvz

ƕȇr lāt ðe fīrz ov sunset glōd, and lardʒ starz opend




līk flȣerz on ðe ilĭmitabel fēldz ov ðe nīt ski:

Arktʃurus, Spikȃ, Dʒĕmine, and ðe Lĭtel Dog, and Kapĕlȃ and

her Kidz.


Ðe Red Foleot sed, "Witʃland lieþ at mi dœr. And

Demonland: hȣ stand I wið Demonland?"


And Gro sed, "Ȏlso tꝏ-morōz sun goeþ up ȣt ov Witʃland."


For a ƕīl ða spōk not. Ðen Lord Gro tʊk fœrþ a skrōl

from hiz bʊzom, and sed, "Ðe harvest ov ðis werld iz tꝏ ðe

rĕzolūt, and he ðat iz inferm ov perpōs iz grȣnd betwikst

ðe ŭper and ðe nĕðer milstōn. Ðȣ kanst not tern bak:

so wʊd ða skorn and spern ðe, and we Witʃez līkwīz.

And nȣ bi ðēz mēnz ōnle ma lȃstiŋ pēs be brȏt abȣt,

nāmle, bi ðe sĕtiŋ ov Gorīs ov Witʃland on ðe þrōn ov

Demonland, and ðe ŭter humbliŋ ov ðat brꝏd benēþ ðe

hēl ov ðe Witʃez."


Ðe Red Foleot sed, "Iz not Gorīs slān, and drank we not but

nȣ hiz arvāl, slān bi a Demon? and iz he not ðe sĕkond in

order ov ðat līn ƕꝏ haþ so dīd bi a Demon?"


"A twelfþ Gorīs," sed Gro, "at ðis moment ov tīm sĭteþ

Kiŋ in Karse. O Red Foleot, no ðȣ ðat I am a reder ov

ðe plănets ov ðe nīt and ov ðōz hĭden pȣerz ðat werk

ȣt ðe web ov destine. Ƕȇrbi I no ðat ðis twelfþ Kiŋ

ov ðe hȣs ov Gorīs in Karse ʃal be a mōst krȃfte worlok,

fʊl ov gīlz and wīlz, ƕꝏ bi ðe mīt ov hiz egromanse and

ðe sœrd ov Witʃland ʃal eksēd ȏl erþle pȣerz ðat be.

And ineluktabel az ðe lĕvin-bolt ov hĕven goeþ ȣt hiz rȏþ

agānst hiz ĕnemēz." So saiŋ, Gro stꝏpt and tʊk a

glo-werm from ðe grȃs, saiŋ kīndle tꝏ it, "Swetiŋ, ði

lamp for a moment," and brēðd ŭpon it, and held it tꝏ ðe

partʃment, saiŋ, "Sīn nȣ ði rƣal nām tꝏ ðēz artikelz,

ƕitʃ rekwīr ðe not at ȏl tꝏ go tꝏ wor, but ōnle (in kās

wor ʃal arīz) tꝏ be ov ȣr parte, and agānst ðēz Demonz

ðat dꝏ prĭvile perʃu ði līf."


But ðe Red Foleot sed, "Ƕarin am I sertifīd ðat ðȣ

spēkst not a li?"


Ðen tʊk Gro a ritiŋ from hiz pers and ʃōd ðaron a

sēl līk ðe sēl ov Lord Dʒus; and ðȇr wȏz rĭten: "𝑈𝑛𝑡𝑜

𝑉𝑜𝑙𝑙 𝑎𝑙 𝑙𝑜𝑣𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡𝑟𝑢𝑠𝑡𝑒: 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑓𝑎𝑦𝑙𝑙 𝑛𝑎𝑡 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑛𝑎𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑤 𝑠𝑎𝑦𝑙𝑒𝑠𝑡 𝑢𝑝𝑜𝑛

𝑊𝑦𝑐ℎ𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑐𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑖𝑖𝑗 𝑜𝑟 𝑖𝑣 𝑠ℎ𝑖𝑝𝑝𝑒𝑠 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐹𝑜𝑙𝑦𝑜𝑡𝑡 𝐼𝑠𝑙𝑒𝑠

𝑡𝑜 𝑝𝑢𝑡𝑡 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑠𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑏𝑟𝑒𝑛𝑛𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑅𝑒𝑑𝑑 𝐹𝑜𝑙𝑦𝑜𝑡𝑡 𝑖𝑛 ℎ𝑦𝑠 ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑠.

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑖𝑓 𝑤𝑒𝑒 𝑔𝑒𝑡 𝑛𝑎𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑦𝑓𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒 𝑤𝑜𝑟𝑚𝑒𝑠 𝑐ℎ𝑖𝑟𝑡𝑒𝑑 𝑜𝑤𝑡 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚




𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑚𝑒 𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑘𝑘 𝑜𝑛 𝑢𝑠 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟." And Gro sed, "Mi servant

stōl ðis from ðem ƕīl ða spōk wið ðe in ðīn hȏl

tꝏ-nīt."


Ƕitʃ ðe Red Foleot belēvd, and tʊk from hiz belt hiz

ink-horn and hiz pen, and sīnd hiz rƣal nām tꝏ ðe artikelz

ov ðe trete propōzd tꝏ him.


Ðȇrwið Lord Gro pʊt up ðe partʃment in hiz bʊzom and sed,

"Swift serdʒere. Nēdz must ðat we tāk ðem in ðȇr bedz

tꝏ-nīt; so ʃal tꝏ-morōz dȏn briŋ glœre and triumf tꝏ

Witʃland, nȣ fikst in an eklips, and tꝏ ðe ƕōl werld

pēs and soft kontentment."


But ðe Red Foleot ȃnserd him, "Mi Lord Gro, I hav sīnd

ðēz artikelz, and ðȇrbi stand I bȣnd in enmite tꝏ

Demonland. But I wil not bera mi gests ðat hav eten mi

sȏlt, be ða nĕver so dēple pledʒd mīn ĕnemēz. Be it nōn

tꝏ ðe, I hav set gardz on yor bꝏþs ðis nīt and on ðe

bꝏþs ov ðem ov Demonland, ðat no unpēsfʊl dēdz ma be

dun betwikst u. Ðis ƕitʃ I hav dun, bi ðis wil I stand,

and ye ʃal bōþ depart tꝏ-moro in pēs, even az ye kām.

Bekȏz I am yor frend and swœrn tꝏ yor parte, I and mi

Foleots wil be on yor sīd ƕen wor iz betwēn Witʃland and

Demonland. But I wil not sŭfer nīt-slaiŋz nor merðerz in

mi Īlz."


Nȣ wið ðēz werdz ov ðe Red Foleot, Lord Gro wȏz az wun

ðat wȏkeþ aloŋ a flȣere pȃþ tꝏ hiz rest, and in ðe lȃst

steps a gulf yȏneþ sŭdenle aþwort ðe pȃþ, and he standeþ

a-gāp and disapƣnted at ðe hĭðer sīd. Yet in hiz sŭtelte

he mād no sīn, but strāt replīd, "Rītʃȣsle hast ðȣ

dekrēd and wīzle, O Red Foleot, for it wȏz trule sed:


Let werðe mīndz nȇr stăger in distrust

Tꝏ sŭfer deþ or ʃām for ƕȏt iz dʒust,


and ðat ƕitʃ we so in darknes must unfōld in ðe open līt

ov da, lest it be fȣnd wĭðerd in ðe vĕre ȣr ov matʃurite.

Nor wʊd I hav erdʒd ðe ŭðerwīz, but ðat I dꝏ þrꝏle

fēr ðēz Demonz, and ȏl mi mīnd wȏz tꝏ tāk ðȇr plŏtiŋ

in revers. Dꝏ ðen wun þiŋ ōnle for us. If we set sāl

hōmword and ða on ȣr hēlz, ða wil fȏl ŭpon us at a

disadvȃntādʒ, for ða hav ðe swifter ʃip; or if ða get tꝏ

se befœr us, ða wil li in wāt for us on ðe hi sēz.

Sŭfer us ðen tꝏ sāl tꝏ-nīt, and dꝏ ðȣ on sum pretekst

dela ðem hēr for þre dāz ōnle, ðat we ma get us hōm or

ĕver ða lēv ðe Foleot Īlz."




"I wil not gānsa ðe in ðis," ȃnserd ðe Red Foleot,

"for hēr iz nȏt but ƕȏt iz fȇr and dʒust and lieþ wið

mīn ŏnor. I wil kum tꝏ yor bꝏþs at midnīt and briŋ

u dȣn tꝏ yor ʃip."


****


Ƕen Gro kām tꝏ ðe Witʃez bꝏþs he fȣnd ðem garded even

az ðe Red Foleot had sed, and ðe bꝏþs ov ðem ov Demonland

in līk măner. So went he intꝏ ðe rƣal bꝏþ ƕȇr ðe Kiŋ

la in stāt on a beer ov spēr-ʃȃfts, rōbd in hiz kiŋle

rōbz over hiz armor ðat wȏz pānted blak and inlād, wið

gōld, and ðe krȣn ov Witʃland on hiz hed. Tꝏ kandelz

bernd at ðe hed ov Kiŋ Gorīs and tꝏ at hiz fēt; and ðe

nīt wind bloiŋ þrꝏ ðe krănēz ov ðe bꝏþ mād ðem

flȇr and flĭker, so ðat ʃădōz dȃnst unsesiŋle on ðe

wȏl and rꝏf and flœr. On ðe bentʃez rȣnd ðe wȏlz sat ðe

lordz ov Witʃland sŭlen ov kȣntenans, for ðe wīn wȏz ded

in ðem. Bālfꝏle ða īd Lord Gro at hiz kŭmiŋ in, and

Korinyus sāt uprīt in hiz sēt and sed, "Hēr iz ðe

Goblin, fȃðer and fosterer ov ȣr misfortʃūnz. Kum, let us

sla him."


Gro stʊd amuŋ ðem wið hed erekt and held Korinyus wið hiz

i, saiŋ, "We ov Witʃland ar not run lunatik, mi Lord

Korinyus, ðat we ʃʊd dꝏ ðis gladnes tꝏ ðe Demonz, tꝏ

bīt ētʃ at ðe ŭðerz þrōt līk wʊlvz. Mĕþinks if

Witʃland be ðe land ov mi adopʃon ōnle, yet hav I not dun

lēst amuŋ u tꝏ word of ʃēr destrukʃon from her in ðis

pȃs we stand in. If ye hav ȏt agānst me, let me hēr it

and ȃnser it."


Korinyus lȃft a bĭter lȃf. "Harken tꝏ ðe fꝏl! Ar we

babēz and milksops, þinkst ðȣ, and iz it not klēr az da

ðȣ stʊdst in ðe wa ov ȣr fȏliŋ on ðe Demonz ƕen we

mīt hav dun so, erdʒiŋ ƕȏt sĭle kȣnselz I no not in

favor ov dꝏiŋ it bi nīt? And nȣ iz nīt kum, and we

klōs prĭzond in ȣr bꝏþs, and no tʃȃns tꝏ kum at ðem

unles we wʊd briŋ an hornets nest ov Foleots abȣt ȣr

ērz and giv worniŋ ov ȣr intent tꝏ ðe Demonz and ĕvere

lĭviŋ sōl in ðis iland. And ȏl ðis haz kum abȣt sins

ði slinkiŋ of and plŏtiŋ wið ðe Red Foleot. But nȣ haþ

ði gīl overētʃt itself, and nȣ we wil kil ðe, and so

an end ov ðe and ði plŏtiŋ."


Wið ðat Korinyus spraŋ up and dru hiz sœrd, and ðe ŭðer

Witʃez wið him. But Lord Gro mꝏvd not an ilid, ōnle he

sed, "Hēr mīn ȃnser ferst. Ȏl nīt lieþ befœr us, and

tiz but a moments tȃsk tꝏ merðer me."




Ðȇrwið stʊd fœrþ ðe Lord Korund wið hiz hūdʒ bulk

betwikst Gro and Korinyus, saiŋ in a grāt vƣs, "Ƕꝏso ʃal

pƣnt wĕpon gānst him ʃal ferst hav tꝏ dꝏ wið me, ðo

it wer wun ov mi sunz. We wil hēr him. If he klēr not

himself, ðen wil we hu him in pesez."


Ða sat dȣn, mŭteriŋ. And Gro spāk and sed, "Ferst behōld

ðis partʃment, ƕitʃ iz ðe artikelz ov a sŏlem kŭvenant and

alians, and behōld ƕȇr ðe Red Foleot haþ set hiz sīn

mănual ðȇrtꝏ. Tru, hiz iz a kuntre ov no mīt in armz, and

we mīt tred him dȣn and nȇr fēl ðe leviŋz stik tꝏ

ȣr bꝏt, and lĭtel avāl kan ðȇr wēk help be untꝏ us in

ðe da ov bătel. But ðȇr iz in ðēz Īlz a mētle gʊd

rōd and ridiŋ-plās for ʃips, ƕitʃ if ȣr ĕnemēz ʃʊd

ŏkupi, ðȇr flēt wer mōst aptle plāst tꝏ dꝏ us ȏl ðe il

imadʒinabel. Iz ðen ðis trete a līt bĕnefit ƕȇr nȣ we

stand? Nekst, no ðat ƕen I kȣnseld u tāk ðe Demonz in

ðȇr bedz sted ov fȏl ŭpon ðem in ðe Foleots hȏl, I did

so beiŋ advertīzd ðat ðe Red Foleot had komȃnded hiz

sōldʒerz tꝏ tern agānst us or agānst ðe Demonz, ƕitʃĕver

ferst ʃʊd drȏ sœrd ŭpon ðe ŭðer. And ƕen I went fœrþ

from ðe hȏl it wȏz, az Korinyus haþ so dēple divīnd, tꝏ

plot wið ðe Red Foleot; but ðe ām ov mi plŏtiŋ I hav

ʃōn u, on ðēz artikelz ov alians. And indēd, had I az

Korinyus vile akuzeþ me praktīst wið ðe Red Foleot

agānst Witʃland, I had hardle bēn so simpel az retern intꝏ

ðe mȣþ ov destrukʃon ƕen I mīt hav bided sāfle in hiz

pălās."


Nȣ ƕen Gro persēvd ðat ðe anger ov ðe Witʃez agānst

him wȏz apēzd bi hiz defens, ƕarin he spāk kŭniŋle

bōþ tru werdz and līz, he spāk agān amuŋ ðem saiŋ,

"Lĭtel gān hav I ov ȏl mi pānz and þȏt ekspended bi me

for Witʃland. And bĕter it wer for Witʃland if mi kȣnsel

wer bĕter heded. Korund noeþ hȣ, tꝏ mīn ōn pĕril, I

kȣnseld ðe Kiŋ tꝏ răsel no mœr ȃfter ðe ferst bȣt,

and if he had taen mi rēd, rȃðer ðan suspekt me and

þrĕten me wið deþ, we ʃʊd not be nȣ tꝏ bȇr him hōm

ded tꝏ ðe rƣal kătakꝏmz in Karse."


Korund sed, "Trule hast ðȣ spoken."


"In wun þiŋ ōnle hav I fāld," sed Gro; "and it kan

ʃortle be amended. Ðe Red Foleot, ȏlbeit ov ȣr parte, wil

not be wun tꝏ atak ðe Demonz bi frȏd, nor wil he sŭfer us

smīt ðem in ðēz Īlz. Sum fond simpel skrupelz haŋ līk

kobwebz in hiz mīnd, and he iz stŭborn az tutʃiŋ ðis. But I

hav prevāld ŭpon him tꝏ māk ðem tăre hēr for þre dāz




spās, ƕīl we pʊt tꝏ se ðis vĕre nīt, tĕliŋ him, ƕitʃ

he mōst ĭnosentle beleveþ, ðat we fēr ðe Demonz, and

wʊd fle hōm ȇr ða be let lꝏs tꝏ tāk us at a

disadvȃntādʒ on ðe hi sēz. And hōm we wil indēd ȇr ða

set sāl, yet not for fēr ov ðem, but rȃðer ðat we ma

devīz a dedle blo agānst ðem or ĕver ða win hōm tꝏ

Demonland."


"Ƕȏt blo, Goblin?" sed Korinyus.


And Gro ȃnserd and sed, "Wun ðat I wil devīz ŭpon wið

ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ, Gorīs 𝟣𝟤., ƕꝏ nȣ awateþ us in Karse.

And I wil not blab it tꝏ a wīn-bĭber and a diser ƕꝏ haþ

but nȣ drȏn sœrd agānst a tru lŭver ov Witʃland."

Ƕarŭpon Korinyus lēpt up in mĭkel rȏþ tꝏ þrust hiz

sœrd intꝏ Gro. But Korund and hiz sunz restrānd him.


****


In dʒu tīm ðe starz revolvd tꝏ midnīt, and ðe Red Foleot

kām sēkretle wið hiz gardz tꝏ ðe Witʃez bꝏþs. Ðe lordz

ov Witʃland tʊk ðȇr wĕponz and ðe men-at-armz bȇr ðe

gʊdz, and ðe Kiŋ went in ðe midst on hiz beer ov

spēr-ʃȃfts. So went ða pĭkiŋ ðȇr wa in ðe mꝏnles

nīt rȣnd ðe pălās and dȣn ðe wīndiŋ pȃþ ðat led tꝏ

ðe bed ov ðe kōm, and so bi ðe strēm westword tꝏword ðe

se. Hēr ða dēmd it sāf tꝏ līt a tortʃ tꝏ ʃo ðem ðe

wa. Dĕzolāt and blēk ʃōd ðe sīdz ov ðe kōm in ðe

wind-blōn flȇr; and ðe flȇr wȏz þrōn bak from ðe dʒuelz

ov ðe rƣal krȣn ov Witʃland, and from ðe armord buskinz

on ðe Kiŋz fēt ʃoiŋ stark wið tōz pƣntiŋ upword from

belo hiz bȇr-skin mantel, and from ðe armor and ðe wĕponz

ov ðem ðat bȇr him and wȏkt besīd him, and from ðe blak

kōld serfās ov ðe lĭtel rĭver hŭreiŋ for ĕver over its bed

ov bōlderz tꝏ ðe se. Ðe pȃþ wȏz rŭged and stone, and ða

fȇrd slole, lest ða ʃʊd stumbel and drop ðe Kiŋ.


𝟦. Kundʒuriŋ in ðe Īrn Tȣer


OV ÐE HŌLD OV KARSE, AND OV ÐE MIDNĪT PRAKTISEZ OV KIŊ

GORĪS 𝟣𝟤. IN ÐE ĀNƩENT TƩĀMBER, PREPARIŊ DŌL AND DꝎM FOR

ÐE LORDZ OV DEMONLAND.


Ƕen ðe Witʃez wer kum abord ov ðȇr ʃip and ȏl stōd,

and ðe roerz set in order on ðe bentʃez, ða bad fȇrwel

tꝏ ðe Red Foleot and rōd ȣt tꝏ ðe dēp, and ðȇr hƣsted




sāl and pʊt up ðȇr helm and sāld ēstword aloŋ ðe land.

Ðe starz ƕēld overhed, and ðe ēst gru pāl, and ðe sun

kām ȣt ov ðe se on ðe larbord bȣ. Stil sāld ða tꝏ

dāz and tꝏ nīts, and on ðe þerd da ðȇr wȏz land ahed,

and morniŋ rōz abated bi mist and klȣd, and ðe sun wȏz az a

bȏl ov red fīr over Witʃland in ðe ēst. So ða huŋ

ăƕīl of Tĕnemos watiŋ for ðe tīd, and at hi wȏter

sāld over ðe bar and up ðe Drumȃ pȃst ðe dʒūnz and

mud-flats and ðe Ergaspean mēr, til ða rētʃt ðe bend ov

ðe rĭver belo Karse. Sŏlitare marʃ-land stretʃt on iðer

sīd az far az ðe i mīt rētʃ, wið klumps ov wĭlo and

rȇr hōmstedz ʃoiŋ abuv ðe flats. Norþword abuv ðe

bend a bluf ov land fel ʃarple tꝏ ðe elbo ov ðe rĭver,

and on ðe ŭðer sīd slōpt dʒentle awa for a fu mīlz til

it lost itself in ðe ded lĕvel ov ðe marʃez. On ðe

sŭðern fās ov ðe bluf, monstrȣs az a mȣntān in ðōz

lo sedʒ-landz, huŋ skwȇr and blak ðe fortres ov Karse.

It wȏz bilt ov blak marbel, ruf-hūn and unpŏliʃt, ðe

ȣtwerks enkloziŋ mĕne akerz. An ĭner wȏl wið a tȣer at

ētʃ korner formd ðe mān stroŋhōld, in ðe sȣþ-west

korner ov ƕitʃ wȏz ðe pălās, overhăŋiŋ ðe rĭver. And on

ðe sȣþ-west korner ov ðe pălās, tȣeriŋ ʃēr from ðe

wȏterz edʒ sĕvente kubits and mœr tꝏ ðe bătelments, stʊd

ðe kēp, a rȣnd tȣer līnd wið īrn, bariŋ on ðe korbel

tabel benēþ its părapet in vareiŋ form and untōld repetĭʃon

ðe skulptʃūrd fĭgūr ov ðe krab ov Witʃland. Ðe ȣter word

ov ðe fortres wȏz dark wið sīpres trēz: blak flāmz

berniŋ tʃāndʒlesle tꝏ hĕven from a bĭloe se ov glꝏm.

Ēst ov ðe kēp wȏz ðe wȏter-gāt, and besīd it a bridʒ and

bridʒ-hȣs akros ðe rĭver, stroŋle fortifīd wið tŭrets

and matʃikolaʃonz and komȃnded from on hi bi ðe

bătelments ov ðe kēp. Dizmal and fērsum tꝏ vu wȏz ðis

stroŋ plās ov Karse, mōst līk tꝏ ðe embŏdēd sōl ov

dredfʊl nīt brꝏdiŋ on ðe wȏterz ov ðat slŭgiʃ rĭver:

bi da a ʃădo in brȏd sunʃīn, ðe līknes ov pĭtiles

violens sĭtiŋ in ðe plās ov pȣer, darkeniŋ ðe

dezolaʃon ov ðe mœrnfʊl fen; bi nīt, a blaknes mœr

blak ðan nīt herself.


Nȣ wȏz ðe ʃip mād fȃst nēr ðe wȏter-gāt, and ðe lordz

ov Witʃland landed and ðȇr fitiŋ men, and ðe gāt opend

tꝏ ðem, and mœrnfꝏle ða enterd in and klīmd ðe stēp

asent tꝏ ðe pălās, bariŋ wið ðem ðȇr sad berden ov ðe

Kiŋ. And in ðe grāt hȏl in Karse wȏz Gorīs 𝟣𝟣. lād in

stāt for ðat nīt; and ðe da wœr tꝏ its klōz. Nor wȏz

ĕne werd from Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟤.


But ƕen ðe ʃādz ov nīt wer fȏliŋ, ðȇr kām a

tʃāmberlān tꝏ Lord Gro az he wȏkt ŭpon ðe tĕrās wĭðȣt




ðe western wȏl ov ðe pălās; and ðe tʃāmberlān sed, "Mi

lord, ðe Kiŋ bidz u atend him in ðe Īrn Tȣer, and he

tʃardʒeþ u briŋ untꝏ him ðe rƣal krȣn ov Witʃland."


Gro mād hāst tꝏ fʊlfil ðe bĭdiŋ ov ðe Kiŋ, and betʊk

himself tꝏ ðe grāt bankwetiŋ hȏl, and ȏl reverentle he

lifted ðe īrn krȣn ov Witʃland set þik wið prīsles

dʒemz, and went bi a wīndiŋ stȇr tꝏ ðe tȣer, and ðe

tʃāmberlān went befœr him. Ƕen ða wer kum tꝏ ðe ferst

landiŋ, ðe tʃāmberlān nokt on a măsīv dœr ðat wȏz

forþwiþ opend bi a gard; and ðe tʃāmberlān sed, "Mi

lord, it iz ðe Kiŋz wil ðat u atend hiz madʒeste in hiz

sēkret tʃāmber at ðe top ov ðe tȣer." And Gro marveld, for

nun had enterd ðat tʃāmber for mĕne yērz. Loŋ ago had

Gorīs 𝟩. praktīst forbĭden arts ðarin, and fōk sed

ðat in ðat tʃāmber he rāzd up ðōz spĭrits ƕȇrbi he gat

hiz bān. Sĭðens wȏz ðe tʃāmber sēld, nor had ðe lāt

Kiŋz nēd ov it, sins lĭtel fāþ ða plāst in art

madʒikal, reliiŋ rȃðer on ðe mīt ov ðȇr handz and ðe

sœrd ov Witʃland. But Gro wȏz glad at hart, for ðe openiŋ

ov ðis tʃāmber bi ðe Kiŋ met hiz dezīnz hȃf wa.

Fērlesle he mȣnted ðe wīndiŋ stȇrz ðat wer duske wið

ðe ʃădōz ov aprōtʃiŋ nīt and huŋ wið kobwebz and

strūn wið ðe dust ov neglekt, until he kām tꝏ ðe smȏl lo

dœr ov ðat tʃāmber, and pȏziŋ nokt ðaron and harkend

for ðe ȃnser.


And wun sed from wĭðin, "Ƕꝏ nŏkeþ?" and Gro ȃnserd,

"Lord, it iz I, Gro." And ðe bolts wer drȏn and ðe dœr

opend, and ðe Kiŋ sed, "Enter." And Gro enterd and stʊd

in ðe prĕzens ov ðe Kiŋ.


Nȣ ðe făʃon ov ðe tʃāmber wȏz ðat it wȏz rȣnd, fĭliŋ

ðe ƕōl spās ov ðe lofteest flœr ov ðe rȣnd dondʒon kēp.

It wȏz nȣ găðeriŋ dusk, and wēk twilīt ōnle enterd

þrꝏ ðe dēp embraʒūrz ov ðe windōz ðat pērst ðe

wȏlz ov ðe tȣer, lʊkiŋ tꝏ ðe fœr kworterz ov ðe

hĕvenz. A fernās gloiŋ in ðe big harþ þru fitfʊl

glēmz intꝏ ðe resesez ov ðe tʃāmber, litiŋ up strāndʒ

ʃāps ov glȃs and erþenwȇr, flȃsks and retorts, bălansez,

ȣr-glȃsez, krusibelz and astrolābz, a monstrȣs

þre-nekt alembik ov fosforĕsent glȃs supœrted on a

bān-mare, and ŭðer instruments ov dȣtfʊl and unlȏfʊl

aspekt. Under ðe norðern windo over agānst ðe dœrwa wȏz

a măsīv tabel blăkend wið ādʒ, ƕaron la grāt bʊks

bȣnd in blak lĕðer wið īrn gardz and hĕve padloks. And

in a mite tʃȇr besīd ðis tabel wȏz Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟤., rōbd

in hiz kundʒuriŋ rōb ov blak and gōld, restiŋ hiz tʃēk on

hiz hand ðat wȏz lēn az an egelz klȏ. Ðe lo līt,

mŭðer ov ʃād and sēkrese, ðat hŏverd in ðat tʃāmber mꝏvd




abȣt ðe stil fĭgūr ov ðe Kiŋ, hiz nōz hʊkt az ðe

egelz bēk, hiz kropt hȇr, hiz þik klōs-kut bērd and

ʃaven ŭper lip, hiz hi tʃēk-bōnz and kruel hĕve dʒȏ, and

ðe dark ēvz ov hiz brȣz ƕens ðe glint ov grēn īz

ʃōd az no frendle lamp tꝏ ðem wĭðȣt. Ðe dœr ʃut

nƣzlesle, and Gro stʊd befœr ðe Kiŋ. Ðe dusk depend,

and ðe fīrlīt pulst and blinkt in ðat dred tʃāmber, and

ðe Kiŋ lēnd wĭðȣt moʃon on hiz hand, bendiŋ hiz brȣ on

Gro; and ðȇr wȏz ŭter silens sāv for ðe fānt per ov ðe

fernās.


In a ƕīl ðe Kiŋ sed, "I sent for ðe, bekȏz ðȣ alōn

wȏst so harde az tꝏ erdʒ tꝏ ðe ŭtermōst ði kȣnsel ŭpon ðe

Kiŋ ðat iz nȣ ded, Gorīs 𝟣𝟣. ov mĕmore ĕver glœreȣs. And

bekȏz ði kȣnsel wȏz gʊd. Marvelst ðȣ ðat I wist ov

ði kȣnsel?"


Gro sed, "O mi Lord ðe Kiŋ, I marvel not ov ðis. For it iz

nōn tꝏ me ðat ðe sōl endʒureþ, ȏlbeit ðe bŏde pĕriʃ."


"Kēp ðȣ ði lips from overspētʃ," sed ðe Kiŋ. "Ðēz be

misterēz ƕaron but tꝏ þink ma snatʃ ðe intꝏ pĕril, and

ƕꝏso spekeþ ov ðem, ðo in so sēkret a plās az ðis,

and wið me ōnle, yet at hiz mōst bĭter pĕril spekeþ he."


Gro ȃnserd, "O Kiŋ, I spāk not lītle; mœrover, u did

tempt me bi yor kwestʃoniŋ. Nĕverðeles I am ŭterle

obēdʒent tꝏ yor madʒestēz admonĭʃon."


Ðe Kiŋ rōz from hiz tʃȇr and wȏkt tꝏwordz Gro, slole. He

wȏz eksediŋ tȏl, and lēn az a starvd kormorant. Laiŋ hiz

handz ŭpon ðe ʃōlderz ov Gro, and bendiŋ hiz fās tꝏ Grōz,

"Art not afērd," he ȃskt, "tꝏ abīd me in ðis tʃāmber, at

ðe klōz ov da? Or hast not þȏt ont, and on ðēz

instruments ðȣ sēst, ðȇr ūs and perpōs, and ðe ānʃent

ūs ov ðis tʃāmber?"


Gro blentʃt nĕver a ƕit, but stȣtle sed, "I am not afērd,

O mi Lord ðe Kiŋ, but rȃðer rēdʒƣst I at yor sŭmonz. For

it dʒumpeþ wið mīn ōn dezīnz, ƕen I tʊk kȣnsel sēkretle

in mi hart ȃfter ðe wōz ðat ðe Fāts fʊlfild for

Witʃland in ðe Foleot Īlz. For in ðat da, O Kiŋ, ƕen I

beheld ðe līt ov Witʃland darkend and her mīt abated in

ðe fȏl ov Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟣. ov glœreȣs mĕmore, I þȏt on

u, Lord, ðe twelfþ Gorīs rāzd up Kiŋ in Karse; and

ðȇr wȏz prĕzent tꝏ mi mīnd ðe werd ov ðe sꝏþsaer ov ōld,

ƕȇr he sĭŋeþ:


𝑇𝑒𝑛, 𝑒𝑙𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑛, 𝑡𝑤𝑒𝑙𝑓 𝐼 𝑠𝑒𝑒




𝐼𝑛 𝑠𝑒𝑞𝑢𝑒𝑛𝑡 𝑣𝑎𝑟𝑖𝑒𝑡𝑖𝑒

𝑂𝑓 𝑝𝑢𝑖𝑠𝑠𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑐𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑚𝑎𝑖𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑦𝑒

𝑊𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑠𝑤𝑒𝑟𝑑, 𝑠𝑖𝑛𝑤𝑒𝑠, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑔𝑟𝑎𝑚𝑚𝑎𝑟𝑖𝑒,

𝐼𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 ℎ𝑜𝑙𝑑𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝐶𝑎𝑟𝑐𝑒
̈
𝐿𝑜𝑟𝑑𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑖𝑡 𝑟𝑜𝑦𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑦.


And beiŋ mīnded ðat he singleþ ȣt u, ðe twelfþ, az

potent in grămare, ȏl mi kȇr wȏz ðat ðēz Demonz ʃʊd

be detānd wĭðin rētʃ ov yor spelz until we ʃʊd hav

tīm tꝏ win hōm tꝏ u and tꝏ aprīz u ov ðȇr fariŋz,

ðat so u mīt pʊt fœrþ yor pȣer and destrƣ ðem bi art

madʒik or ĕver ða kum sāf agān tꝏ mĕne-mȣntānd

Demonland."


Ðe Kiŋ tʊk Gro tꝏ hiz bʊzom and kist him, saiŋ, "Art

ðȣ not a vĕre dʒuel ov wizdom and diskrĕʃon? Let me embrās

ðe and luv ðe for ĕver."


Ðen ðe Kiŋ stʊd bak from him, kepiŋ hiz handz on Grōz

ʃōlderz, and gāzd pērsiŋle ŭpon him for a spās in

silens. Ðen kindeld he a taper ðat stʊd in an īrn

kandelstik bi ðe tabel ƕȇr ðe bʊks la, and held it tꝏ

Grōz fās. And ðe Kiŋ sed, "I, wīz ðȣ art and ov gʊd

diskrĕʃon, and sum kŭrādʒ hast ðȣ. But if ðȣ be tꝏ serv

me ðis nīt, nēdz must I tri ðe ferst wið tĕrorz til

ðȣ be inūrd tꝏ ðem, az trīd gōld rŭneþ in ðe krusibel;

or if ðȣ be bās mĕtal ōnle, til ðat ðȣ be eten up bi

ðem."


Gro sed untꝏ ðe Kiŋ, "For mĕne yērz, Lord, or ĕver I kām

tꝏ Karse, I fȇrd up and dȣn ðe werld, and I am akwānted

wið obdʒekts ov tĕror az a tʃīld wið hiz tƣz. I hav sēn in

ðe sŭðern sēz, bi ðe līt ov Akernar and Kanopus, dʒiant

se-horsez batliŋ wið āt-lĕged kŭtel-fĭʃez in ðe

ƕerlpꝏlz ov ðe Korʃ. Yet wȏz I ŭnafrād. I wȏz in ðe īl

Ʃonȃ ƕen ðe ferst ov ðe pit brast fœrþ in ðat īl and

split it az a manz skul iz split wið an aks, and ðe grēn

gulfs ov ðe se swȏlōd ðat īl, and ðe stentʃ and ðe

stēm huŋ in ðe ȇr for dāz ƕȇr ðe berniŋ rok and erþ

had sĭzeld in ðe oʃan. Yet wȏz I ŭnafrād. Ȏlso wȏz I wið

Gazlark in ðe flīt ȣt ov Zādʒe Zakulo, ƕen ðe Gꝏlz tʊk

ðe pălās over ȣr hedz, and pœrtents wȏkt in hiz hȏlz in

brȏd dalīt, and ðe Gꝏlz kundʒūrd ðe sun ȣt ov hĕven.

Yet wȏz I ŭnafrād. And for þerte dāz and þerte nīts

wȏnderd I alōn on ðe fās ov ðe Morunȃ in Ŭper Impland,

ƕȇr skȇrs a lĭviŋ sōl haþ bēn: and ðȇr ðe evil wīts

ðat pepel ðe ȇr ov ðat dĕzert dogd mi steps and dʒĭberd

at me in darknes. Yet wȏz I ŭnafrād; and kām in dʒu tīm tꝏ

Mornȃ Morunȃ, and ðens, standiŋ on ðe lip ov ðe eskarpment




az it wer on ðe edʒ ov ðe werld, lʊkt sȣþawa ƕȇr

nĕver mortal i had gāzd afœrtīm, akros ðe untrŏden

forests ov ðe Bhavinan. And in ðat skie distans,

pre-ĕminent beỾond rāndʒ on rāndʒ ov īs-rōbd mȣntānz, I

beheld tꝏ pēks þrōnd for ĕver betwēn ferm land and hĕven

in ŭnerþle luvlines: ðe spīrz and are ridʒez ov Koʃtrȃ

Pivrarxȃ, and ðe wīld prĕsipisez ðat sœr upword from ðe

abĭsez tꝏ ðe kwēnle silent sno-dōm ov Koʃtrȃ Belorn."


Ƕen Gro had ended, ðe Kiŋ ternd him awa and, takiŋ from a

ʃelf a retort fild wið a dark blu fluid, set it on a

bān-mare, and a lamp ðarunder. Fūmz ov a fānt perpel hu

kām fœrþ from ðe nek ov ðe retort, and ðe Kiŋ găðerd

ðem in a flȃsk. He mād sīnz over ðe flȃsk and ʃʊk fœrþ

intꝏ hiz hand ðȇrfrom a fīn pȣder. Ðen sed he untꝏ Gro,

hōldiŋ ȣt ðe pȣder in ðe open pȃlm ov hiz hand, "Lʊk

nărole at ðis pȣder." And Gro lʊkt. Ðe Kiŋ mŭterd an

inkantaʃon, and ðe pȣder mꝏvd and hēvd, and wȏz līk a

krȏliŋ mas ov tʃēzmīts in an overīp tʃēz. It

inkrēst in vŏlūm in ðe Kiŋz hand, and Gro persēvd ðat

ētʃ partĭkular grān had legz. Ðe grānz gru befœr hiz

īz, and bekām ðe sīz ov mustard sēdz, and ðen ov

barlekornz, swiftle krȏliŋ ētʃ over ŭðer. And even az he

marveld, ða wakst grāt az kidne bēnz, and nȣ wȏz ðȇr

ʃāp and semiŋ klēr tꝏ him, so ðat he beheld ðat ða

wer smȏl frogz and pădoks; and ða overflōd from ðe

Kiŋz hand az ða wakst swiftle in sīz, pœriŋ on tꝏ ðe

flœr. And ða sēst not tꝏ inkrēs and gro; and nȣ wer

ða lardʒ az lĭtel dogz, nor mīt ðe Kiŋ retān mœr ðan

a singel wun, hōldiŋ hiz hand under its bĕle ƕīl it wāvd

its legz in ðe ȇr; and ða wer wȏkiŋ on ðe tabelz and

dʒosliŋ on ðe flœr. Pălid ða wer, and permeabel tꝏ līt

līk þin horn, and ðȇr hu a fānt perpel, even az ðe hu

ov ðe vapor ƕens ða wer endʒenderd. And nȣ wȏz ðe rꝏm

fild wið ðem so ðat ða mȣnted perfors wun on anŭðerz

ʃōlderz, and ða wer ov ðe bignes ov wel făted hogz;

and ða gŏgeld ðȇr īz at Gro and krōkt. Ðe Kiŋ lʊkt

nărole on Gro, ƕꝏ stʊd in ðe prĕzens ov ðat spektakel,

ðe krȣn ov Witʃland in hiz handz; and ðe Kiŋ markt ðat

ðe krȣn trembeld not a ƕit in Grōz handz ðat held it. So

he sed a sertān werd, and ðe pădoks and ðe frogz gru

smȏl agān, ʃrinkiŋ mœr swiftle ðan ða had grōn, and so

văniʃt.


Ðe Kiŋ nȣ tʊk from ðe ʃelf a bȏl ðe sīz ov ðe eg ov

an estridʒ, ov dark grēn glȃs. He sed untꝏ Gro, "Lʊk wel

at ðis glȃs and tel me ƕȏt ðȣ sēst." Gro ȃnserd him,

"I se a ʃiftiŋ ʃădo wĭðin." Ðe Kiŋ komȃnded him

saiŋ, "Daʃ it dȣn wið ȏl ði streŋþ ŭpon ðe flœr."

Ðe Lord Gro lifted ðe bȏl wið bōþ handz abuv hiz hed,




and it wȏz ponderȣs az a bȏl ov led, and akordiŋ tꝏ ðe

komȃnd ov Gorīs ðe Kiŋ he herld it on ðe flœr, so ðat

it wȏz paʃt in pesez. And, behōld, a puf ov þik smōk

berst fœrþ from ðe fragments ov ðe bȏl and tʊk ðe form ov

wun ov human ʃāp and dredfʊl aspekt, ƕꝏz tꝏ legz wer tꝏ

riðiŋ snāks; and it stʊd in ðe tʃāmber so tȏl ðat ðe

hed ov it tutʃt ðe vȏlted seliŋ, vuiŋ ðe Kiŋ and

Gro malĕvolentle and mĕnasiŋ ðem. Ðe Kiŋ kȏt dȣn a

sœrd ðat huŋ agānst ðe wȏl, and pʊt it in Grōz hand,

ʃȣtiŋ, "Smīt of ðe legz ov it! and dela not, or ðȣ art

but ded!" Gro smōt and kut of ðe left leg ov ðe evil

wīt, ezile, az it wer kŭtiŋ ov bŭter. But from ðe stump

kām fœrþ tꝏ freʃ snāks a-riðiŋ; and so it fȇrd

līkwīz wið ðe rīt leg, but ðe Kiŋ ʃȣted, "Smīt and

sēs not, or ðȣ art but a ded dog!" and ĕver az Gro hūd a

snāk in twān fœrþ kām tꝏ mœr from ðe wꝏnd, til ðe

tʃāmber wȏz a māz ov ðȇr rigliŋ formz. And stil Gro

hūd wið a wil, until ðe swet stʊd on hiz brȣ, and he

sed, pantiŋ betwēn ðe strōks, "O Kiŋ, I hav mād him

mĕne-lĕged az a sentipēd: must I māk him a mĭreapod ȇr

nīts deklīn?" And ðe Kiŋ smīld, and spāk a werd ov

hĭden meniŋ; and ðȇrwið ðe termƣl wȏz gon az a gust ov

wind departeþ, and nȏt left sāv ðe ʃĭverd splinterz ov

ðe grēn bȏl on ðe tʃāmber flœr.


"Wȏst not afērd?" ȃskt ðe Kiŋ, and ƕen Gro sed na,

"Mĕþinks ðēz sīts ov tĕror ʃʊd mutʃ aflikt ðe,"

sed ðe Kiŋ, "sins wel I no ðȣ art not skild in art

madʒikal."


"Yet am I a filŏsofer," ȃnserd Lord Gro; "and sumƕȏt no

I ov alkime and ðe hĭden prŏpertēz ov ðis matereal werld:

ðe vertʃūz ov herbz, plȃnts, stōnz, and mĭneralz, ðe wāz ov

ðe starz in ðȇr kœrsez, and ðe influensez ov ðōz

hĕvenle bŏdēz. And I hav held konvers wið berdz and fĭʃez

in ðȇr degre, and ðat dʒeneraʃon ƕitʃ krepeþ on ðe

erþ iz not held in skorn bi me, but oft tȏk I in swēt

kompanyonʃip wið ðe eft ov ðe pond, and ðe glo-werm, and

ðe lade-berd, and ðe pizmīr, and ðȇr kīnd, makiŋ ðem mi

lĭtel gŏsips. So hav I a sertān lœr ƕitʃ liteþ me in

ðe ȣter kœrt ov ðe sēkret tempel ov grămare and art

forbid, ȏlbeit I hav not pērd wĭðin ðat tempel. And bi mi

filŏsofe, O Kiŋ, I am sertifīd konserniŋ ðēz aparĭʃonz

ƕitʃ u hav rāzd for me, ðat ða be iluʒonz and

fantazmz ōnle, abel tꝏ tĕrifi ðe sōl indēd ov him ðat

noeþ not divīn filŏsofe, but wĭðȣt bŏdile pȣer or

ĕsens. Nor iz ȏt tꝏ fēr in sutʃ, sāv ðe fēr itself

ƕȇrwið ða strīk ðe simpel."


Ðen sed ðe Kiŋ, "Bi ƕȏt token nōst ðȣ ðis?"




And ðe Lord Gro mād ȃnser untꝏ him, "O Kiŋ, az a tʃīld

weveþ a daze-tʃān, ðus ezile did u kundʒūr up ðēz

ʃāps ov tĕror. Not in sutʃ wīz fareþ he ðat kȏleþ ȣt

ov ðe dēp ðe dedle tĕror indēd; but wið tƣl and swet

and wið straniŋ ov þȏt, wil, hart, and sĭnu fareþ

he."


Ðe Kiŋ smīld. "Ðȣ sāst tru. Nȣ, ðȇrfœr, sins

fantazmagoreȃ makeþ not ði hart tꝏ kwāl, I prezent ðe a

mœr matereal horor."


And he lited ðe kandelz in ðe grāt kandelstiks ov īrn

and opend a lĭtel sēkret dœr in ðe wȏl ov ðe tʃāmber nēr

ðe flœr; and Gro beheld īrn barz wĭðin ðe lĭtel dœr, and

herd a hĭsiŋ from behīnd ðe barz. Ðe Kiŋ tʊk a ke ov

silver ov dĕlikāt konstrukʃon, ðe handel slender and þre

spanz in leŋþ, and opend ðe īrn grated dœr. And ðe Kiŋ

sed, "Behōld and se, ðat ƕitʃ spruŋ from ðe eg ov a

kok, hatʃt bi ðe def ăder. Ðe glȃns ov its i

sufiseþ tꝏ tern tꝏ stōn ĕne lĭviŋ þiŋ ðat standeþ

befœr it. Wer I but for wun instant tꝏ lꝏs mi spelz

ƕȇrbi I hōld it in subdʒekʃon, in ðat moment wʊd end mi

līf dāz and ðīn. So stroŋ in prŏpertēz ov il iz ðis

serpent ƕitʃ ðe ānʃent Ĕneme ðat dwĕleþ in darknes haþ

plāst ŭpon ðis erþ, tꝏ be a bān untꝏ ðe tʃildren ov men,

but an instrument ov mīt in ðe hand ov entʃȃnterz and

sorsererz."


Ðȇrwið kām fœrþ ðat ofspriŋ ov perdĭʃon from its hōl,

strŭtiŋ erekt on its tꝏ legz ðat wer ðe legz ov a kok;

and a koks hed it had, wið roze kōm and wȏtelz, but ðe

fās ov it līk no fȣlz fās ov mĭdel-erþ but rȃðer a

gorgonz ȣt ov Hel. Blak ʃiniŋ fĕðerz gru on its nek,

but ðe bŏde ov it wȏz ðe bŏde ov a drăgon wið skālz ðat

glĭterd in ðe rāz ov ðe kandelz, and a skale krest stʊd

on its bak; and its wiŋz wer līk bats wiŋz, and its tāl

ðe tāl ov an aspik wið a stiŋ in ðe end ðarov, and from

its bēk its forkt tuŋ flĭkerd vĕnomȣsle. And ðe

statʃūr ov ðe þiŋ wȏz a lĭtel abuv a kubit. Nȣ bekȏz ov

ðe spelz ov Kiŋ Gorīs ƕȇrbi he held it ensorseld it

mīt not kȃst its bānfʊl glȃns ŭpon him, nor ŭpon Gro, but

it wȏkt bak and fœrþ in ðe kandel līt, avertiŋ its īz

from ðem. Ðe fĕðerz on its nek wer fluft up wið anger

and wundrȣs swiftle twerld its skale tāl, and it hist ĕver

mœr fērsle, erkt bi ðe bondz ov ðe Kiŋz entʃȃntment;

and ðe breþ ov it wȏz nƣzōm, and huŋ in slŭgiʃ rēþs

abȣt ðe tʃāmber. So for a ƕīl it wȏkt befœr ðem, and az

it lʊkt sīdloŋ pȃst him Gro beheld ðe līt ov its īz

ðat wer az sik mꝏnz berniŋ pƣzonȣsle þrꝏ a mist ov

greniʃ yĕlo in ðe dusk ov nīt. And stroŋ loðiŋ

sēzd him, so ðat hiz gordʒ rōz tꝏ behōld ðe þiŋ, and hiz




brȣ and ðe pȃlmz ov hiz handz bekām klăme, and he sed, "Mi

Lord ðe Kiŋ, I hav lʊkt stedfȃstle on ðis kŏkatrīs and

it afriteþ me no ƕit, but it iz lōþle in mi sīt, so

ðat mi gordʒ rizeþ bekȏz ov it," and wið ðat he fel

a-vŏmitiŋ. And ðe Kiŋ komȃnded ðat serpent bak intꝏ its

hōl, ƕĭðer it reternd, hĭsiŋ rȏþfꝏle.


Nȣ ðe Kiŋ pœrd fœrþ wīn, spekiŋ a tʃarm over ðe kup,

and ƕen ðe brīt wīn had revīvd Lord Gro, ðe Kiŋ spāk

saiŋ, "It iz wel, O Gro, ðat ðȣ hast ʃōn ðiself a

filŏsofer indēd, and ov hart intrĕpid. Yet even az no blād

iz ŭterle trīd until wun tri it in vĕre bătel, ƕȇr if it

snap wo and dꝏm wāt on ðe hand ðat wēldz it, so must ðȣ

in ðis midnīt sŭfer a yet fērser fernās-hēt ov tĕror,

ƕarin if ðȣ be rēdʒūst we ar bōþ lost eternale, and ðis

Karse and ȏl Witʃland blȃsted wið us for ĕver in ruin and

oblĭveon. Derst abīd ðis trial?"


Gro ȃnserd, "I am hot tꝏ oba yor werd, O Kiŋ. For wel

no I ðat it iz idel tꝏ hōp bi fantomz and iluʒonz tꝏ

apȏl ðe Demonz, and ðat agānst ðe Demonz ðe dedle i ov

ði kŏkatrīs wer ternd in vān. Stȣt ov hart ar ða,

and instrukted in ȏl lœr, and Dʒus a sorserer ov ānʃent

pȣer, ƕꝏ haþ tʃarmz tꝏ blunt ðe glȃns ov băzilisk or

kŏkatrīs. He ðat wʊd strīk dȣn ðe Demonz must kundʒūr

indēd."


"Grāt," sed ðe Kiŋ, "iz ðe streŋþ and kŭniŋ ov ðe

sēd ov Demonland. Bi mān streŋþ hav ða nȣ ʃōn mȃstere

over us, az sadle witneseþ ðe overþro ov Gorīs 𝟣𝟣.,

gānst ƕꝏm no mortal kʊd stand up and răsel and not di,

til kerst Gōldre, drunk wið splēn and enve, slu him in ðe

Foleot Īlz. Nor wȏz ðȇr ĕne afœrtīm tꝏ ȣtdꝏ us in fēts

ov armz, and Gorīs 𝟣𝟢., viktœreȣs in singel kombats wĭðȣt

number, mād ȣr nām glœreȣs over ȏl ðe werld. Yet at ðe

lȃst he gat hiz deþ, ȣt ov ȏl ekspektaʃon and bi ƕȏt

tretʃerȣs slīt I no not, standiŋ in singel kombat

agānst ðe kerld step-dȃnser from Krŏðeriŋ. But I, ðat am

skild in grămare, dꝏ bȇr a miteer endʒīn agānst ðe

Demonz ðan brȏne sĭnūz or ðe sœrd ðat smiteþ asunder.

Yet iz mīn endʒīn pĕrilȣs tꝏ him ðat uzeþ it."


Ðȇrwið ðe Kiŋ unlokt ðe gratest ov ðōz bʊks ðat

la bi on ðe măsīv tabel, saiŋ in Grōz ēr, az wun ƕꝏ

wʊd not be overherd, "Ðis iz ðat ȏfʊl bʊk ov grămare

ƕȇrwið in ðis sām tʃāmber, on sutʃ a nīt, Gorīs 𝟩.

sterd ðe vȃste dēp. And no ðat from ðis serkumstȃns

alōn ensūd ðe ruin ov Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟩., in ðat, hăviŋ bi

hiz hĕliʃ siens kundʒūrd up sumƕȏt from ðe primeval




dark, and beiŋ ŭterle fordun wið ðe swet and stres ov

hiz kundʒuriŋ, hiz mīnd wȏz klȣded for a moment, in sutʃ sort

ðat iðer he forgot ðe werdz rit in ðis grămare, or ðe

pādʒ ƕaron ða wer rit, or spētʃ fāld him tꝏ spēk

ðōz werdz ðat must be spoken, or mīt tꝏ dꝏ ðōz þiŋz

ƕitʃ must be dun tꝏ komplēt ðe tʃarm. Ƕȇrfœr he kept not

hiz pȣer over ðat ƕitʃ he had kȏld ȣt ov ðe dēp, but it

ternd ŭpon him and tȇr him lim from lim. Sutʃ līk dꝏm

wil I avƣd, renuiŋ in ðēz lăter dāz ðōz self-sām

spelz, if ðȣ derst stand bi me undismād ðe ƕīl I ŭter

mi inkantaʃonz. And ʃʊdst ðȣ mark me fāl or waver ȇr

ȏl be akumpliʃt, ðen ʃalt ðiself la hand on bʊk and

krusibel and fʊlfil ƕȏtsoĕver iz nēdfʊl, az I ʃal ferst

ʃo ðe. Or kwālst ðȣ at ðis?"


Gro sed, "Lord, ʃo me mi tȃsk. And I wil kăre it, ðo

ȏl ðe Furēz ov ðe pit flok tꝏ ðis tʃāmber tꝏ sa me na."


So ðe Kiŋ instrukted Gro, rehersiŋ tꝏ him ðōz akts ðat

wer nēdfʊl, and makiŋ nōn untꝏ him ðe diverz pādʒez ov ðe

grămare ƕaron wer rit ðōz werdz ƕitʃ must be spoken

ētʃ in its dʒu tīm and sēkwens. But ðe Kiŋ pronȣnst not

yet ðōz werdz, pƣntiŋ ōnle tꝏ ðem in ðe bʊk, for ƕꝏso

spekeþ ðōz werdz in vān and ȣt ov sezon iz lost. And nȣ

ƕen ðe retorts and bekerz wið ðȇr sĕveral neks and tʃūbz

and ðe apertenansez ðarov wer set in order, and ðe

unhălōd prosesez ov fiksaʃon, kondʒunkʃon, deflagraʃon,

putrefakʃon, and rubefikaʃon wer neriŋ matʃurite, and ðe

bālfʊl star Antarēz standiŋ bi ðe astrolāb wĭðin a lĭtel

ov ðe meridʒan signifīd ðe instant aprōtʃ ov midnīt, ðe

Kiŋ deskrībd on ðe flœr wið hiz kundʒuriŋ rod þre

pentakelz inklōzd wĭðin a sĕven-pƣnted star, wið ðe sīnz

ov Kanser and ov Skorpeo dʒƣnd bi sertān rūnz. And in ðe

midst ov ðe star he limd ðe ĭmādʒ ov a grēn krab etiŋ ov

ðe sun. And terniŋ tꝏ ðe sĕvente-þerd pādʒ ov hiz grāt

blak grămare ðe Kiŋ resited in a mite vƣs werdz ov

hĭden meniŋ, kȏliŋ on ðe nām ðat it iz a sin tꝏ ŭter.


Nȣ ƕen he had spoken ðe ferst spel and wȏz silent, ðȇr

wȏz a dedle kwiet in ðat tʃāmber, and a tʃil in ðe ȇr az

ov winter. And in ðe kwiet Gro herd ðe Kiŋz breþ kŭmiŋ

and goiŋ, az ov wun ƕꝏ haþ rōd a kœrs. Nȣ ðe blud

ruʃt bak tꝏ Grōz hart and hiz handz and fēt bekām kōld

and a kōld swet brāk fœrþ on hiz brȣ. But for ȏl ðat, he

held yet hiz kŭrādʒ ferm and hiz brān rĕde. Ðe Kiŋ

moʃond tꝏ Gro tꝏ brāk of ðe tāl ov a sertān drop ov

blak glȃs ðat la on ðe tabel; and wið ðe snăpiŋ ov its

tāl ðe ƕōl drop fel in pesez in a kœrs blak pȣder.

Gro bi ðe Kiŋz direkʃon găðerd ðat pȣder and dropt it




in ðe grāt alembik ƕarin a grēn fluid sēðd and bŭbeld

abuv ðe flām ov a lamp; and ðe fluid bekām red az blud,

and ðe bŏde ov ðe alembik fild wið a tȏne smōk, and

sparks ov sun-līk brĭleans flaʃt and krăkeld þrꝏ ðe

smōk. Ðarŭpon distild from ðe nek ov ðe alembik a ƕīt

ƣl inkombustibel, and ðe Kiŋ dipt hiz rod in ðat ƣl and

deskrībd rȣnd ðe sĕven-pƣnted star on ðe flœr ðe fĭgūr

ov ðe werm Ꝏroboros, ðat eteþ hiz ōn tāl. And he rōt

ðe formulȃ ov ðe krab belo ðe serkel, and spāk hiz sĕkond

spel.


Ƕen ðat wȏz dun, yet mœr bitiŋ sēmd ðe nīt ȇr and

yet mœr līk ðe grāv ðe stilnes ov ðe tʃāmber. Ðe

Kiŋz hand ʃʊk az wið an agu az he ternd ðe pādʒez ov ðe

mite bʊk. Grōz tēþ tʃăterd in hiz hed. He grĭted ðem

tʊgĕðer and wated. And nȣ þrꝏ ĕvere windo kām a līt

intꝏ ðe tʃāmber az ov skīz paliŋ tꝏ ðe dȏn. Yet not ƕole

so; for nĕver yet kām dȏn at midnīt, nor from ȏl fœr

kworterz ov ðe ski at wuns, nor wið sutʃ swift strīdz ov

inkresiŋ līt, nor wið a līt so gȃstle. Ðe kandel

flāmz bernd filme az ðe glȇr wakst stroŋ from wĭðȣt: an

evil pălid līt ov bāl and korupʃon, ƕarin ðe handz and

fasez ov ðe Kiŋ Gorīs and hiz disipel ʃōd deþ-pāl,

and ðȇr lips blak az ðe dark skin ov a grāp ƕȇr ðe

blꝏm haz bēn rubd of from it. Ðe Kiŋ krīd tĕrible,

"Ðe ȣr aprōtʃeþ!" And he tʊk a fial ov kristal

kontaniŋ a dekokʃon ov wʊlfs dʒĕle and salamanderz blud,

and dropt sĕven drops from ðe alembik intꝏ ðe fial and

pœrd fœrþ ðat lĭkor on ðe fĭgūr ov ðe krab drȏn on ðe

flœr. Gro lēnd agānst ðe wȏl, wēk in bŏde but wið wil

unbȣd. So bĭter wȏz ðe kōld ðat hiz handz and fēt wer

benumd, and ðe lĭkor from ðe fial kondʒēld ƕȇr it

fel. Yet ðe swet stʊd in bēdz on ðe fœrhed ov ðe Kiŋ

bi rezon ov ðe mite striviŋ ðat wȏz hiz, and in ðe

overpȣeriŋ glȇr ov ðat līt from ðe undersīdz he stʊd

stif and erekt, handz klentʃt and armz ȣtstretʃt, and

spāk ðe werdz 𝐿𝑈𝑅𝑂 𝑉𝑂𝑃𝑂 𝑉𝐼𝑅 𝑉𝑂𝐴𝑅𝐶𝐻𝐴𝐷𝑈𝑀𝐼𝐴.


Nȣ wið ðōz werdz spoken ðe vĭvid līt departed az a

blōn-ȣt lamp, and ðe midnīt klōzd dȣn agān wĭðȣt. Nor

wȏz ĕne sȣnd herd sāv ðe þik pantiŋ ov ðe Kiŋ; but it

wȏz az if ðe nīt held its breþ in ekspektaʃon ov ðat

ƕitʃ wȏz tꝏ kum. And ðe kandelz spŭterd and bernd blu.

Ðe Kiŋ swād and klutʃt ðe tabel wið hiz left hand; and

agān ðe Kiŋ pronȣnst tĕrible ðe werd 𝑉𝑂𝐴𝑅𝐶𝐻𝐴𝐷𝑈𝑀𝐼𝐴.


Ðarȃfter for ðe spās ov ten hart-bēts silens huŋ līk a

kestrel pƣzd in ðe lĭseniŋ nīt. Ðen went a kraʃ

þrꝏ erþ and hĕven, and a blīndiŋ wildfīr þrꝏ ðe

tʃāmber az it had bēn a þunderbolt. Ȏl Karse kwākt, and ðe




tʃāmber wȏz fild wið a betiŋ ov wiŋz, līk ðe wiŋz ov

sum monstrȣs berd. Ðe ȇr ðat wȏz wintre kōld wakst on a

sŭden hot az ðe breþ ov a berniŋ mȣntān, and Gro wȏz

nēr tʃokiŋ wið ðe smel ov sʊt and ðe smel ov brimstōn.

And ðe tʃāmber rokt az a ʃip ridiŋ in a swel wið ðe

wind agānst ðe tīd. But ðe Kiŋ, stĕdeiŋ himself agānst

ðe tabel and klutʃiŋ ðe edʒ ov it til ðe vānz on hiz

lēn hand sēmd ni tꝏ berstiŋ, krīd in ʃort breþs and

wið an ȏlterd vƣs, "Bi ðēz fĭgūrz drȏn and bi ðēz

spelz entʃȃnted, bi ðe unkʃon ov wʊlf and salamander, bi ðe

unblest sīn ov Kanser nȣ leniŋ tꝏ ðe sun, and bi ðe fire

hart ov Skorpeo ðat flameþ in ðis ȣr on nīts meridʒan,

ðȣ art mi þrȏl and instrument. Abās ðe and serv me,

werm ov ðe pit. Els wil I bi and bi sŭmon ȣt ov ānʃent

nīt intĕlīdʒensez and dominaʃonz miteer far ðan ðȣ, and

ða ʃal serv mīn endz, and ðe ʃal ða tʃān wið

tʃānz ov kwentʃles fīr and drag ðe from torment tꝏ torment

þrꝏ ðe dēp."


Ðȇrwið ðe erþkwāk wȏz stild, and ðȇr remānd but a

kwĭveriŋ ov ðe wȏlz and flœr and ðe wind ov ðōz unsēn

wiŋz and ðe hot smel ov sʊt and brimstōn berniŋ. And

spētʃ kām ȣt ov ðe temiŋ ȇr ov ðat tʃāmber, strāndʒle

swēt, saiŋ, "Akerst retʃ ðat trublst ȣr kwiet, ƕȏt

iz ði wil?" Ðe tĕror ov ðat spētʃ mād ðe þrōt ov Gro

dri, and ðe hȇrz on hiz skalp stʊd up.


Ðe Kiŋ trembeld in ȏl hiz memberz līk a fritend hors,

yet wȏz hiz vƣs lĕvel and hiz kȣntenans unrŭfeld az he

sed hœrsle, "Mīn ĕnemēz sāl at da-brāk from ðe Foleot

Īlz. I lꝏs ðe agānst ðem az a fȏlkon from mi rist. I

giv ðe ðem. Tern ðem tꝏ ði wil: hȣ or ƕȇr it skilz

not, so ðȣ dꝏ but brāk and destrƣ ðem of ðe fās ov ðe

werld. Awa!"


But nȣ wȏz ðe Kiŋz endʒurans klēn spent, so ðat hiz nēz

fāld him and he sank līk a sik man intꝏ hiz mite tʃȇr.

But ðe rꝏm wȏz fild wið a tʃumult az ov rŭʃiŋ wȏterz, and

a lȃfter abuv ðe tʃumult līk tꝏ ðe lȃfter ov sōlz

kondemd. And ðe Kiŋ wȏz remīnded ðat he had left unspoken

ðat werd ƕitʃ ʃʊd dismis hiz sendiŋ. But tꝏ sutʃ

werines wȏz he nȣ kum and so ŭterle wȏz hiz streŋþ gon

ȣt from him in ðe eksersīz ov hiz spelz, ðat hiz tuŋ

klāv tꝏ ðe rꝏf ov hiz mȣþ, so ðat he mīt not spēk ðe

werd; and horible he rōld up ðe ƕīts ov hiz īz

bĕkoniŋ tꝏ Gro, ðe ƕīl hiz nervles fingerz sȏt tꝏ

tern ðe hĕve pādʒez ov ðe grămare. Ðen spraŋ Gro fœrþ tꝏ

ðe tabel, and agānst it sprȏliŋ, for nȣ wȏz ðe grāt kēp

ov Karse ʃaken anu az wun ʃakeþ a dīs boks, and lītniŋz




opend ðe hĕvenz, and ðe þunder rœrd unsesiŋle, and ðe

sȣnd ov wȏterz stund ðe ēr in ðat tʃāmber, and stil ðat

lȃfter pēld abuv ðe termƣl. And Gro nu ðat it wȏz nȣ

wið ðe Kiŋ even az it had bēn wið Gorīs 𝟩. in yērz

gon bi, ƕen hiz streŋþ gāv fœrþ and ðe spĭrit tȇr him

and plȃsterd ðōz tʃāmber-wȏlz wið hiz blud. Yet wȏz Gro

mīndfʊl, even in ðat hidʒȣs storm ov tĕror, ov ðe

nīnte-sĕvenþ pādʒ ƕaron ðe Kiŋ had ʃōn him ðe werd ov

dismĭsal, and he rentʃt ðe bʊk from ðe Kiŋz pȏlzēd

grȃsp and ternd tꝏ ðe pādʒ. Skȇrs had hiz i fȣnd ðe

werd, ƕen a ƕerlwind ov hāl and slēt swept intꝏ ðe

tʃāmber, and ðe kandelz wer blōn ȣt and ðe tabelz overset.

And in ðe plundʒiŋ darknes benēþ ðe krăʃiŋ ov ðe

þunder Gro pitʃiŋ hedloŋ felt klȏz klȃsp hiz hed and

bŏde. He krīd in hiz ăgone ðe werd, ðat wȏz ðe werd

𝑇𝑅𝐼𝑃𝑆𝐴𝑅𝐸𝐶𝑂𝑃𝑆𝐸𝑀, and so fel a-swꝏniŋ.


****


It wȏz hi nꝏn ƕen ðe Lord Gro kām tꝏ hiz sensez in ðat

tʃāmber. Ðe stroŋ spriŋ sunʃīn pœrd þrꝏ ðe sŭðern

windo, litiŋ up ðe rĕkādʒ ov ðe nīt. Ðe tabelz wer

kȃst dȣn and ðe flœr strūn and splaʃt wið kostle

ĕsensez and erþs spilt from ʃăterd fialz and dʒarz and

kȃskets: afrozelmeȃ, ʃel ov gōld, safron ov gōld, azem,

amīnþ, stiptereȃ ov Melos, konfȣnded wið mandragorȃ, vinum

ardenz, sal armōnyak, devȣriŋ akwȃ rēdʒȃ, lĭtel pꝏlz and

skăterd glŏbūlz ov kwiksilver, pƣzonȣs dekokʃonz ov

tōdstꝏlz and ov uberēz, munkshʊd, þorn-ăpel, wʊlfs

bān and blak hĕlebor, kwintĕsensez ov drăgonz blud and

serpents bīl; and wið ðēz, splaʃt tʊgĕðer and wāsted,

elikserz ðat wīz men hav dīd a-dremiŋ ov: spiritus munde,

and ðat sŏverān alkahest ƕitʃ dizolveþ ĕvere substans

dipt ðarin, and ðat orum potabīl ƕitʃ beiŋ itself

perfekt indʒuseþ perfekʃon in ðe lĭviŋ frām. And in ðis

welter ov spƣld trĕʒūr wer ðe grāt kundʒuriŋ bʊks

herld amid ðe ruin ov retorts and aludelz ov glȃs and led

and silver, sand-bȃþs, matrasez, spatʃula, ăþanorz, and

ŭðer instruments inumerabel ov rȇr dezīn, tost and broken

on ðe tʃāmber flœr. Ðe Kiŋz tʃȇr wȏz þrōn agānst ðe

fernās, and hŭdeld agānst ðe tabel la ðe Kiŋ, hiz hed

þrōn bak, hiz blak bērd pƣntiŋ skiword, ʃoiŋ hiz

sĭnue hare þrōt. Gro lʊkt nărole at him; sȏ ðat he

sēmd unhert and slept dēp; and so, noiŋ wel ðat slēp

iz a prĕzent rĕmede for ĕvere il, wȏtʃt bi ðe Kiŋ in

silens ȏl da til sŭper tīm, for ȏl he wȏz sœr

an-hungerd.


Ƕen at leŋþ ðe Kiŋ awōk, he lʊkt abȣt him in amāz.

"Mĕþȏt I tript at ðe lȃst step ov lȃst nīts dʒerne,"




he sed. "And trule strāndʒ riot haþ left its fʊtprints in mi

tʃāmber."


Gro ȃnserd, "Lord, sœrle wȏz I trīd; yet fʊlfild I yor

behest."


Ðe Kiŋ lȃft az wun ƕꝏz sōl iz at ēz, and standiŋ

ŭpon hiz fēt sed untꝏ Gro, "Tāk up ðe krȣn ov Witʃland

and krȣn me. And ðat hi ŏnor ʃalt ðȣ hav, bekȏz I

dꝏ luv ðe for ðis nīt gon bi."


Nȣ wĭðȣt wer ðe lordz ov Witʃland asembeld in ðe

kœrtyard, beiŋ bȣnd for ðe grāt bankwetiŋ hȏl tꝏ ēt and

drink, untꝏ ƕꝏm ðe Kiŋ kām fœrþ from ðe gāt belo ðe

kēp, rōbd in hiz kundʒuriŋ rōb. Wundrȣs brīt sparkeld ðe

dʒemz ov ðe īrn krȣn ov Witʃland abuv ðe hĕve brȣ and

tʃēkbōnz and ðe fērs disdānfʊl lip ov ðe Kiŋ, az he

stʊd ðȇr in hiz madʒeste, and Gro wið ðe gard ov ŏnor

stʊd in ðe ʃădo ov ðe gāt. And ðe Kiŋ sed, "Mi lordz

Korund and Korsus and Korinyus and Gălandus, and ye sunz ov

Korsus and ov Korund, and ye ŭðer Witʃez, behōld yor Kiŋ,

ðe twelfþ Gorīs, krȣnd wið ðis krȣn in Karse tꝏ be Kiŋ

ov Witʃland and ov Demonland. And ȏl kuntrēz ov ðe werld

and ðe rulerz ðarov, so mĕne az ðe sun duþ spred hiz

bēmz over, ʃal dꝏ me obazans, and kȏl me Kiŋ and Lord."


Ȏl ða ʃȣted asent, praziŋ ðe Kiŋ and bȣiŋ dȣn

befœr him.


Ðen sed ðe Kiŋ, "Imadʒīn not ðat ōþs swœrn untꝏ ðe

Demonz bi Gorīs 𝟣𝟣. ov mĕmore ĕver glœreȣs bīnd me ĕne ƕit.

I wil not be at pēs wið ðis Dʒus and hiz breðren, but dꝏ

akȣnt ðem ȏl mīn ĕnemēz. And ðis nīt hav I mād a

sendiŋ tꝏ tāk ðem on ðe wāst ov wȏterz az ða sāl

hōmword tꝏ mĕne-mȣntānd Demonland."


Korund sed, "Lord, yor werdz ar az wīn untꝏ us. And wel we

gest ðat ðe prinsipălitēz ov darknes wer afʊt lȃst

nīt, seiŋ ȏl Karse rokt and ðe fȣndaʃonz ðarov rōz

and fel az ðe brest ov ðe lardʒ erþ a-breðiŋ."


Ƕen ða wer kum intꝏ ðe bankwetiŋ hȏl, ðe Kiŋ sed,

"Gro ʃal sit at mi rīt hand ðis nīt, sins manfꝏle haþ

he servd me." And ƕen ða skȣld at ðis, and spāk ētʃ in

ðe ŭðerz ēr, ðe Kiŋ sed, "Ƕꝏso amuŋ u ʃal so serv

me and so wȏter ðe grōþ ov ðis Witʃland az haþ Gro in

ðis nīt gon bi, untꝏ him wil I dꝏ līk ŏnor." But untꝏ

Gro he sed, "I wil briŋ ðe hōm tꝏ Goblinland in triumf,

ðat wentst fœrþ an eksīl. I wil pluk Gazlark from hiz




þrōn, and māk ðe kiŋ in Zādʒe Zakulo, and ȏl Goblinland

ʃalt ðȣ hōld for me in fe, eksersiziŋ dominyon over it."


𝟧. Kiŋ Gorisez Sendiŋ


OV KIŊ GAZLARK, AND OV ÐE KŬMIŊ OV ÐE SENDIŊ ŬPON ÐE

DEMONZ ON ÐE HI SĒZ; WIÐ HȢ ÐE LORD DƷUS BI ÐE ĔGIŊ

ON OV HIZ KOMPANYONZ WȎZ PERSWADED TꝎ AN UNADVĪZD RAƩNES.


Ðe nekst morniŋ fŏloiŋ ðat nīt ƕen Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟤. sat

krȣnd in Karse az iz afœrsed, wȏz Gazlark a-saliŋ on ðe

mĭdel se, hōmword from ðe ēst. Sĕven ʃips ov wor he had,

and ða stērd in kŏlum sȣþ-westword klōs hȏld on ðe

starbord tak. Gratest and farest amuŋ ðem wȏz ʃe ƕꝏ led

ðe līn, a grāt drăgon ov wor pānted ăʒūr ov ðe sŭmer se

wið tȣeriŋ hed ov a werm, plated wið gōld and rȏt wið

overlăpiŋ skālz, gapiŋ defians from her bȣz, and a wermz

tāl erekt at ðe pꝏp. Sĕvente and fīv pikt men ov

Goblinland sāld on ðat ʃip, klad in ga kertelz and bernēz

ov māl and armd wið aksez, spērz, and sœrdz. Ðȇr ʃēldz,

ētʃ wið hiz devīs, huŋ at ðe bʊlworks. On ðe hi pꝏp

sat Kiŋ Gazlark, hiz sterde handz grȃspiŋ ðe grāt steriŋ

pădel. Gʊdle ov meen and wel nit wer ȏl ða ov

Goblinland ðat went on ðat grāt ʃip, yet did Gazlark ȣtdꝏ

ðem ȏl in gʊdlines and streŋþ and ȏl kiŋlines. He wœr

a silken kertel ov Tirean perpel. Brȏd ristlets ov woven gōld

wer on hiz rists. Dark-skind wȏz he az wun ðat haþ livd

ȏl hiz dāz in ðe hot sunʃīn: klēn-kut ov fētʃūr,

sumƕȏt hʊke-nōzd, wið grāt īz and ƕīt tēþ and

tīt-kerld blak mʊstȃʃeōz. Nȏt restfʊl wȏz ðȇr in hiz

prĕzens and bariŋ, but raʃnes and impetʃuȣs fīr; and he

wȏz wīld tꝏ lʊk on, swift and butifʊl az a stag in ȏtum.


Teʃmar, ðat wȏz ðe skĭper ov hiz ʃip, stʊd at hiz elbo.

Gazlark sed tꝏ him, "Iz it not wun ov ðe þre gălant

spektakelz ov ðe werld, a gʊd ʃip trĕdiŋ ðe haseniŋ

fŭrōz ov ðe se līk a kwēn in grās and bute, skăteriŋ

up ðe wāv-krests befœr her stem in a glĭteriŋ rān?"


"Ya, Lord," ȃnserd he; "and ƕȏt be ðe ŭðer tꝏ?"


"Wun ðat I mōst unhăpile did mis, ƕarov but yesterda we

had tidiŋz: tꝏ behōld sutʃ a batliŋ ov grāt tʃampeonz and

sutʃ a viktore az Lord Gōldre obtānd ŭpon yonder vȏntiŋ

tirant."


"Ðe þerd ʃal be sēn, I þink," sed Teʃmar, "ƕen ðe




Lord Gōldre Bluzko ʃal in yor rƣal pălās ov Zādʒe Zakulo,

amid pomp and hi rēdʒƣsiŋ, wed ðe yuŋ prinses yor

kŭzin: mōst fortʃunāt lord, ðat must be lord ov her ƕꝏm ȏl

dʒust senʃūr duþ aknŏledʒ ðe ornament ov erþ, ðe mŏdel

ov hĕven, ðe kwēn ov bute."


"Kīnd Godz hasen ðe da," sed Gazlark. "For trule tiz a

mōst swēt las, and ðōz kinzmen ov Demonland mi derest

frendz. But for ƕꝏz grāt uphōldiŋ tīm and agān, Teʃmar,

in dāz gon bi, ƕȇr wer I tꝏda and mi kiŋdom, and ƕȇr

ðȣ and ȏl ov u?" Ðe kiŋz brȣ darkend a lĭtel wið

þȏt. Ȃfter a tīm he began tꝏ sa, "I must hav mœr grāt

akʃon: ðēz trĭveal hăreiŋz, spƣlz ov Nevreȃ, tʃasiŋ ov

Ezamoʃan blak-a-mꝏrz, be tƣz not werðe ov ȣr grāt nām

and renȣn amuŋ ðe naʃonz. Sumþiŋ I wʊd enakt ðat

ʃal embrƣl and astŏniʃ ðe werld, even az ðe Demonz ƕen

ða perdʒd erþ ov ðe Gꝏlz, ȇr I go dȣn intꝏ silens."


Teʃmar wȏz stariŋ tꝏword ðe sŭðern bœrn. He pƣnted wið

hiz hand: "Ðȇr rideþ a grāt ʃip, O kiŋ. And mĕþinks ʃe

haþ a strāndʒ lʊk."


Gazlark gāzd ernestle at her for an instant, ðen strātwa

ʃifted hiz helm and stērd tꝏwordz her. He spāk no mœr,

stariŋ ĕver az he sāld, markiŋ ĕver az ðe distans

lĕsend mœr and mœr partĭkularz ov ðat ʃip. Her silken

sāl flŭterd in tăterz from ðe yard; ʃe rōd fēble, az

wun gropiŋ in darknes, wið bȇrle streŋþ tꝏ sta her from

driftiŋ stern-fœrmōst befœr ðe wind. So huŋ ʃe on ðe

se, az wun struk stʃupid bi sum blo, dȣtiŋ ƕitʃ wa her

harbor la or ƕitʃ wa her kœrs. Az a þiŋ ƕitʃ haþ bēn

held in ðe flām ov a monstrȣs kandel, so sēmd ʃe, siŋd

and bezmertʃt wið sʊt. Smaʃt wȏz her prȣd fĭgūr-hed,

and smaʃt wȏz her hi fōksl, and bernd and ʃăterd

ðe karvd timberz ov ðe pꝏp and ðe fȇr sēts ðat wer

ðaron. Ʃe lēkt, so ðat a skœr ov her kru must be stil

a-baliŋ tꝏ kēp her aflōt. Ov her fifte œrz, hȃf wer

broken or gon adrift, and mĕne ov ðe ʃips kumpane la

wꝏnded and sum slān under her þworts.


And nȣ wȏz Kiŋ Gazlark wȇr az he dru nēr ðat hēr wȏz ðe

Lord Dʒus on her ruind pꝏp a-steriŋ, and bi him Spitfīr

and Brandox Dahȃ. Ðȇr dʒueld armz and gēr and ritʃ atīr

wer blak wið mōst stinkiŋ sʊt, and it wȏz az ðo

admiraʃon and grēf and anger wer so lokt and twīnd wĭðin

ðem ðat nun ov ðēz păʃonz mīt win fœrþ tꝏ ȣtword

ʃoiŋ on ðȇr frozen kȣntenansez.


Ƕen ða wer wĭðin haliŋ distans, Gazlark hāld ðem.

Ða ȃnserd him not, ōnle behōldiŋ him wið aleen īz. But




ða stopt ðe ʃip, and Gazlark la abord ov her and kām

on bœrd and went up on ðe pꝏp and greted ðem. And he sed,

"Wel met in an il ȣr. Ƕȏts ðe măter?"


Ðe Lord Dʒus mād az if tꝏ spēk, but no werd kām. Ōnle he

tʊk Gazlark bi bōþ handz and sat dȣn wið a grāt grōn on

ðe pꝏp, avertiŋ hiz fās. Gazlark sed, "O Dʒus, for so mĕne

a tīm az ðȣ hast bœrn part in mi evilz and sŭkord me,

ʃūrle rīt rekwireþ I hav part ov ðīn?"


But Dʒus ȃnserd in a þik, strāndʒ vƣs ȏl unlīk himself,

"Mīn, sāst ðȣ, O Gazlark? Ƕȏt in ðe stabliʃt werld iz

mīn, ðat am ðus in a moment rēvd ov him ðat wȏz mīn ōn

hartstriŋ, mi brŭðer, ðe mīt ov mīn arm, ðe tʃefest

sĭtadel ov mi dominyon?" And he berst intꝏ a grāt păʃon ov

wepiŋ.


Kiŋ Gazlarks riŋz wer drĭven intꝏ ðe fleʃ ov hiz fingerz

bi ðe grip ov Dʒŭsez stroŋ handz on hiz. But he skȇrs wist

ov ðe pān, sutʃ ăgone ov mīnd wȏz in him for ðe los ov hiz

frend, and for ðe bĭternes and wunder ðat it wȏz tꝏ behōld

ðēz þre grāt lordz ov Demonland wēp līk fritend

wĭmen, and ȏl ðȇr ʃips kumpane ov trīd men ov wor wepiŋ

and waliŋ besīdz. And Gazlark sȏ wel ðat ðȇr lordle

sōlz wer unseted for a sezon bekȏz ov sum dredfʊl fakt,

ðe hăvok ƕarov hiz īz mōst wofꝏle beheld, ƕīl its

partĭkularz wer yet dark tꝏ him, yet wið a tĕror in darknes

ðat mīt wel māk hiz hart tꝏ kwāl.


Bi mutʃ kwestʃoniŋ he wȏz at lȃst wel advertīzd ov ƕȏt had

befȏlen: hȣ ða ðe da befœr, in brȏd nꝏn, on sutʃ a

sŭmer se, had herd a nƣz līk ðe flăpiŋ ov wiŋz

ȣtstretʃt from wun edʒ ov ðe ski tꝏ anŭðer, and in a

moment ðe kȃlm se wȏz lifted up and fel agān and ðe ƕōl

se klaʃt tʊgĕðer and rœrd, yet wȏz ðe ʃip not sunken.

And ðȇr wȏz a tʃumult abȣt ðem ov þunder and rādʒiŋ wȏterz

and blak nīt and wildfīr in ðe nīt; ƕitʃ prĕzentle

pȃsiŋ awa and ðe darknes liftiŋ, ðe se la sŏlitare az

far az i mīt rētʃ. "And nŭþiŋ iz mœr sertān," sed

Dʒus, "ðan ðat ðis iz a sendiŋ ov Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟤. spoken

ov bi ðe prŏfets az a grāt klark ov nekromanse beỾond ȏl

ŭðer ðis werld haþ sēn. And ðis iz hiz vendʒans for ðe

wōz we rȏt for Witʃland in ðe Foleot Īlz. Agānst sutʃ

a pĕril I had provided sertān amulets mād ov ðe stōn

alektorean, ƕitʃ groeþ in ðe gĭzard ov a kok hatʃt on a

mꝏnles nīt ƕen Sătern berneþ in a human sīn and ðe lord

ov ðe þerd hȣs iz in ðe ăsendant. Ðēz sāvd us, ȏlbeit

sœrle bŭfeted, from destrukʃon: ȏl sāv Gōldre alōn. He,

bi sum kerst tʃȃns, ƕĕðer he neglekted tꝏ wȇr ðe tʃarm I

gāv him, or ðe tʃān ov it wȏz broken in ðe plundʒiŋ ov ðe




ʃip, or bi sum ŭðer mēnz twȏz lost: ƕen dalīt kām

agān, we stʊd but þre on ðis pꝏp ƕȇr fœr had stʊd.

Mœr I no not."


"O Gazlark," sed Spitfīr, "ȣr brŭðer ðat iz stolen from

us, wið us it ʃūrle lieþ tꝏ fīnd him and set him fre."


But Dʒus grōnd and sed, "In ƕitʃ star ov ðe unklīmd ski

wilt ðȣ bĕgin ȣr sertʃ? Or in ƕitʃ ov ðe sēkret strēmz

ov oʃan ƕȇr ðe lȃst grēn rāz ar kwentʃt in ꝏze

darknes?"


Gazlark wȏz silent for a ƕīl. Ðen he sed, "I þink nȏt

līkleer ðan ðis, ðat Gorīs haþ kȏt awa Gōldre Bluzko

intꝏ Karse, ƕȇr he hōldeþ him in dʒures. And ðĭðer must we

strātwa tꝏ delĭver him."


Dʒus ȃnserd no werd. But Gazlark sēzd hiz hand, saiŋ,

"Ȣr ānʃent luv and yor oft sŭkoriŋ ov Goblinland in dāz

gon bi māk ðis mi kworel. Hēr nȣ mi rēd. Az I fȇrd from

ðe ēst þrꝏ ðe Strāts ov Rinaþ I beheld a mite

kumpane ov forte sāl, bȣnd ēstword tꝏ ðe Beʃtrean se.

Wel it wȏz ða markt us not az we la under ðe īlz ov

Ĕleen in ðe dusk ov eveniŋ. For tutʃiŋ later at Norvasp in

Piksiland we lernd ðat ðȇr sāld Laksus wið ðe ƕōl

Witʃland flēt, beiŋ mīnded tꝏ werk evil dēdz amuŋ ðe

pēsfʊl sĭtēz ov ðe Beʃtrean sebœrd. And az wel met wer

an antelōp wið a devȣriŋ lion, az I and mi sĕven ʃips wið

ðōz il-dꝏerz in sutʃ streŋþ on ðe hi sēz. But nȣ,

behōld hȣ wīd standeþ ðe dœr tꝏ ȣr wĭʃez. Laksus and ðat

grāt armament ar sāf hăreiŋ ēstword-ho. I māk kwestʃon

ƕĕðer at ðis moment mœr ðan nīn skœr or ten skœr

fitiŋ men be left in Karse. I hav hēr ov mīn ōn ni on

fīv hundred. Nĕver wȏz farer tʃȃns tꝏ tāk Witʃland wið

hiz klȏz benēþ ðe tabel, and rƣale ma we skratʃ hiz

fās ȇr he get ðem fœrþ agān." And Gazlark lȃft for dʒƣ

ov bătel, and krīd, "O Dʒus, smīlz it not tꝏ ðe, ðis rēd

ov mīn?"


"Gazlark," sed Lord Dʒus, "nōble and wið ðat open hand and

hart ðat I hav luvd in ðe from ov ōld hast ðȣ mād ðis

ŏfer. Yet not so iz Witʃland tꝏ be overkum, but ȃfter loŋ

dāz ov labor ōnle, and laiŋ ov skēmz and bildiŋ ov

ʃips and găðeriŋ ov hōsts ȃnserabel tꝏ ðe streŋþ we bȇr

ov lāt agānst ðe Gꝏlz ƕen we destrƣd ðem."


Nor for ȏl hiz erdʒiŋ mīt Gazlark mꝏv him ĕne ƕit.


But Spitfīr sat bi hiz brŭðer and spāk privātle tꝏ him:




"Kinzman, ƕȏt ālz ðe? Iz ȏl hi hart and swiftnes tꝏ

akʃon kruʃt ȣt ov Demonland, and duþ but ðe unservisabel

dʒūsles skin remān tꝏ us? Ðȣ art klēn unlīk ðat ðȣ

hast ĕver bēn, and kʊd Witʃland behōld us nȣ wel mīt he

dʒudʒ ðat bās fēr had taen hōld ŭpon us, seiŋ ðat wið

ðe odz ov streŋþ so fortʃunātle ov ȣr sīd we ʃrink from

strikiŋ at him."


Dʒus sed in Spitfīrz ēr, "Ðis it iz, ðat I dꝏ misdȣt me

ov ðe stedfȃstnes ov ðe Goblinz. Tꝏ līk tꝏ fīr amuŋ

ded lēvz iz ðe sŭden flām ov ðȇr vălor, a pꝏr þiŋ

tꝏ reli on if wuns ða be tʃekt. So dꝏ I kȣnt it fŏle

trustiŋ in ðem for ȣr mān streŋþ tꝏ go up agānst Karse.

Ȏlso it iz but a wīld fanse ðat Gōldre haþ bēn trȃnspœrted

intꝏ Karse."


But Spitfīr lēpt up a-kersiŋ, and krīd ȣt, "O Gazlark,

ðȣ wert best fȇr hōm tꝏ Goblinland. But we wil sāl openle

tꝏ Karse and krāv ȏdʒens ov ðe grāt Kiŋ, entretiŋ him

sŭfer us tꝏ kis hiz to, and aknŏlēdʒiŋ him tꝏ be ȣr Kiŋ

and us hiz il-kondĭʃond, disobēdʒent tʃildren. So ma he

haple restœr untꝏ us ȣr brŭðer, ƕen he haþ tʃastīzd us,

and haple ov hiz merse send us hōm tꝏ Demonland, ðȇr tꝏ fȏn

ŭpon Korsus or vīl Korinyus, or ƕꝏmsoĕver he ʃal set up in

Galiŋ for hiz Vīsrƣ. For wið Gōldre haþ ȏl manlines

departed ȣt ov Demonland, and we be milksops ðat remān, and

obdʒekts ov skorn and spĭtiŋ."


Nȣ ƕīl Spitfīr spāk ðus in rȏþ and soro ov hart, ðe

Lord Brandox Dahȃ fȇrd fœr and ȃft on ðe gaŋwa abȣt and

abȣt, az a kādʒd panþer fareþ ƕen fediŋ tīm iz loŋ

overdʒu. And at ƕīlz he klapt hand tꝏ ðe hilt ov hiz loŋ

and glĭteriŋ sœrd and răteld it in ðe skăbard. At leŋþ,

standiŋ over agānst Gazlark, and iiŋ him wið a mŏkiŋ

glȃns, "O Gazlark," he sed, "ðis ðat haþ befȏlen bredeþ

in me a kruel perterbaʃon ƕitʃ kărēz mi spĭrits ȣtwordz,

stȗriŋ up a tempest in mi mīnd and prepariŋ mi bŏde tꝏ

mĕlankole, and madnes itself. Ðe kūr ov ðis iz ōnle

fitiŋ. Ƕȇrfœr if ðȣ luv me, Gazlark, ȣt wið ði

sœrd and word ðiself. Fīt I must, or ðis păʃon wil kil

me kwīt ȣt. Tiz pĭte tꝏ drȏ ŭpon mi frend, but siþ we be

band from fitiŋ wið ȣr ĕnemēz, ƕȏt tʃƣs remaneþ?"


Gazlark lȃft and sēzd him plafꝏle bi ðe armz, saiŋ,

"I wil not fīt wið ðe, hȣ prĭtile soȇr ðȣ ȃsk it,

Brandox Dahȃ, ðat sāvdst Goblinland from ðe Witʃez"; but

strāt gru grāv agān and sed tꝏ Dʒus, "O Dʒus, be rūld.

Ðȣ sēst ƕȏt temper ði frendz ar in. Ȏl we be az hȣndz




tŭgiŋ agānst ðe lēʃ tꝏ be lꝏst agānst Karse in ðis

hăpe ȣr, ðat līkle kŭmeþ not agān."


Nȣ ƕen Lord Dʒus persēvd ðem ȏl agānst him, and

hot-mȣþt for ðat atempt, he smīld skornfꝏle and sed, "O

mi brŭðer and mi frendz, ƕȏt ĕkōz and kwālpīps ar u

bekum ƕꝏ sēm tꝏ katʃ wizdom bi imitatiŋ her vƣs? But ye

be mad līk Martʃ hȇrz, ĕvere man ov u, and miself tꝏ.

Brāk īs in wun plās, twil krak in mœr. And trule I kȇr

not grātle for mi līf nȣ ðat Gōldre iz gon from me. Kȃst

we lots, ðen, ƕitʃ ov us þre ʃal fȇr hōm tꝏ Demonland

wið ðis ȣr ʃip, ðat iz but a lām duk sins ðis sendiŋ.

And he on ƕꝏm ðe lot ʃal fȏl must fȇr hōm tꝏ konsert ðe

raziŋ ov a mite flēt and armament tꝏ kăre on ȣr wor

agānst ðe Witʃez."


So spāk Lord Dʒus, and ȏl ða ƕꝏ had but a ʃort ȣr ago

felt ðemselvz in sutʃ pƣnt ðat ðȇr wȏz in ðem no hōp ov

konvalĕsens nor ov līf, had nȣ ðȇr spĭrits rāzd in a

semiŋ drunken‘nes, and þȏt ōnle on ðe gladnes ov

bătel.


Ðe lordz ov Demonland markt ētʃ hiz lot and kȃst it in ðe

helm ov Gazlark, and Gazlark ʃʊk ðe helm, and ðȇr lept

fœrþ ðe lot ov ðe Lord Spitfīr. Rīt rȏþfʊl wȏz he. So

ðe lordz ov Demonland did of ðȇr armor and ðȇr kostle

apărel ðat wȏz blak wið sʊt, and let klenz it. Sikste ov

ðȇr fitiŋ men ðat wer unskāðd bi ðe sendiŋ went

abord wun ov Gazlarks ʃips, and ðe kru ov ðat ʃip mand

ðe ʃip ov Demonland, and Spitfīr tʊk ðe steriŋ pădel,

and ðe Demonz ðat wer hert la in ðe hōld ov ðe hŏlo

ʃip. Ða brȏt fœrþ a spȇr sāl and hƣsted it in plās

ov ðat ðat wȏz destrƣd; so in sœr diskontent, yet wið a

tʃērfʊl kȣntenans, ðe Lord Spitfīr set sāl for ðe west.

And Gazlark ðe kiŋ sat bi ðe steriŋ pădel ov hiz fȇr

drăgon ov wor, and bi him ðe Lord Dʒus and ðe Lord Brandox

Dahȃ, ƕꝏ wȏz līk a wor-hors impaʃent for bătel. Her prȣ

swuŋ norþ and so rȣnd ēstawa, and her sāl brƣderd wið

flȣer-de-lusez smōt ðe mȃst and fild tꝏ ðe norþ-west

wind, and ðōz ŭðer siks fȇrd ȃfter her in līn ahed wið

ƕīt sālz unferld, stridiŋ mādʒestik over ðe fʊl brȏd

bĭlōz.


𝟨. Ðe Klȏz ov Witʃland


OV KIŊ GAZLARKS LEDIŊ IN ÐE ATEMPT ON KARSE IN ÐE DARK,

AND HȢ HE PROSPERD ÐARIN, AND OV ÐE GRĀT STAND OV LORD




DƷUS AND LORD BRANDOX DAHȂ.


On ðe eveniŋ ov ðe þerd da, ƕĕnaz ða dru nēr tꝏ

wĭðin sīt ov ðe Witʃland kōst, ða brāld up ðȇr

sālz and wated for ðe nīt, ðat so ða mīt māk ðe

landfȏl ȃfter dark; for lĭtel tꝏ ðȇr mīnd it wȏz ðat ðe

Kiŋ ʃʊd hav nūz ov ðȇr fariŋz. Ðis wȏz ðȇr plan, tꝏ

bētʃ ðȇr ʃips on ðe lōnle ʃœr sum tꝏ lēgz norþ ov

Tĕnemos, ƕens it wȏz but tꝏ ȣrz martʃ akros ðe fen tꝏ

Karse. So ƕen ðe sun set and ȏl ðe wāz wer darkend ða

mŭfeld ðȇr œrz and rōd silentle tꝏ ðe lo ʃœr ðat

ʃōd strāndʒle nēr in ðe darknes, yet ĕver sēmd tꝏ fle

and kēp its distans az ða rōd tꝏword it. Kŭmiŋ at leŋþ

ăʃœr, ða dru ðȇr ʃips up on ðe bētʃ. Sum fifte men

ov ðe Goblinz ða left tꝏ gard ðe ʃips, ƕīl ðe rest

tʊk ðȇr wĕponz. And ƕen ða wer marʃald ða martʃt

inland over ðe sand-dʒūnz and so on tꝏ ðe open fen; and

seiŋ ðat ðe mōst ov ðem bi far wer ov Goblinland, it wȏz

agrēd betwēn ðōz þre, Dʒus, Brandox Dahȃ, and Gazlark,

ðat Gazlark ʃʊd hav komȃnd ov ðis emprīz. So fȇrd ða

silentle akros ðe marʃez, ðat wer ferm enuf for martʃiŋ

so it wer dun serkumspektle, rȣndiŋ ðe werst mos-hagz and

ðe smȏl loxs ðat wer skăterd hēr and ðȇr. For ðe

wĕðer had bēn fīn for a sezon, and lĭtel nu wȏter stʊd

on ðe marʃ. But az ða dru nēr tꝏ Karse ðe wĕðer

wersend and fīn rān began tꝏ fȏl. And ȏlbeit ðȇr wȏz

lĭtel kumfort martʃiŋ þrꝏ ðe drizliŋ merk ov nīt

tꝏwordz ðat fortres ov evil nām, yet wȏz Lord Dʒus glad at

ðe rān, sins it favord serprīz, and on serprīz huŋ ȏl

ðȇr hōps.


Abȣt ðe mĭdel nīt ða hȏlted wĭðin fœr hundred pasez ov

ðe ȣter wȏlz ov Karse, ðat lꝏmd gōstle þrꝏ ðe

wȏtere kertān, silent az it had bēn a tꝏm ƕȇr Witʃland

la in deþ, rȃðer ðan ðe māld ʃel ƕarin so grāt a

pȣer sat watiŋ. Ðe sīt ov ðat vȃst bulk kȣtʃt ʃădoe

in ðe rān lited ðe fīr ov bătel in ðe brest ov

Gazlark, nor wʊd ȏt plēz him sāv ðat ða ʃʊd go

forþwiþ up tꝏ ðe wȏlz wið ȏl ðȇr fœrs, and so martʃ

rȣnd ðem sekiŋ ƕȇr ða mīt brāk sŭdenle in and sēz

ðe plās. Nor wʊd he lĭsen tꝏ ðe kȣnsel ov Lord Dʒus, ƕꝏ

wʊd send fœrþ detatʃments tꝏ selekt a spot for asȏlt and

briŋ bak werd befœr ðe ƕōl fœrs advȃnst. "Be ʃūr,"

sed Gazlark, "ðat ða wĭðin ar ȏl fokst and kupʃŏten

ðe þerd nīt wið swĭliŋ ov wīn, in ŏnor ov sutʃ

triumf az he haþ gŏten bi hiz sendiŋ, and but a sore wȏtʃ

iz kept on sutʃ nīt. For ƕꝏ, sa ða, ʃal kum up agānst

Karse nȣ ðat ðe pȣer ov Demonland iz strĭken in pesez?

Ðe skornd Goblinz, hȃ? A moʃon for lȃfter and derĭʒon.




But ðīn advȃns gard mīt giv ðem worniŋ or ĕver ȣr

mān fœrs kʊd sēz ðe okaʒon. Na, but az ðe Gꝏlz in

an evil da kŭmiŋ sŭdenle ŭpon me in Zādʒe Zakulo gat mi

pălās taken ȇr we wer wel wȇr ov ðȇr kŭmiŋ, so must we

tāk ðis hōld ov Karse. And if ðȣ fērst a săle, rīt

hotle dꝏ I dezīr it. For if ða open ðe gāt we ar enuf

tꝏ fœrs an entre in despīt ov ĕne numberz ða ar līk tꝏ

hav wĭðin."


Nȣ Dʒus þȏt il ov ðis kȣnsel, yet, for a strāndʒ

langor ðat stil huŋ abȣt hiz wits, he wʊd not gānsa

Gazlark. So krept ða in stelþ nēr tꝏ ðe grāt wȏlz ov

Karse. Softle ĕver fel ðe rān, and breþles stʊd ðe

sīpresez wĭðin ðe ȣter word, and blank and dum and

untĕnanted frȣnd ðe blak marbel wȏlz ov ðat slepiŋ

kȃsel. And dꝏr midnīt wated over ȏl.


Nȣ Gazlark ĭʃūd komȃnd, bĭdiŋ ðem martʃ warile rȣnd ðe

wȏlz norþword, for no wa wȏz betwikst ðe lofte wȏlz and ðe

rĭver on ðe sȣþ and ēst, but tꝏ ðe norþ-ēst wȏz he

hōpfʊl tꝏ fīnd a līkle plās tꝏ win intꝏ ðe hōld. In sutʃ

order went ða ðat Gazlark wið an hundred ov hiz āblest men

led ðe van, and ȃfter him kām ðe Demonz. Ðe mān streŋþ

ov ðe Goblinz fŏlōd ȃfter, wið Teʃmar for ðȇr kaptān.

Warile ða martʃt, and nȣ wer ða on ðe riziŋ grȣnd

ðat ran bak norþ and west from ðe bluf ov Karse tꝏ ðe

fen. Fʊl eger wer ða ov Goblinland and flōn wið ðe

intoksikaʃon ov impendiŋ bătel, and ða ov ðe vangard

fȇrd apās, ȣtstrĭpiŋ ðe Demonz, so ðat Dʒus wȏz fān tꝏ

hasen ȃfter ðem lest ða ʃʊd lꝏz tutʃ and fȏl tꝏ

konfuʒon. But Teʃmarz men fērd grātle tꝏ be left behīnd,

nor mīt he hōld ðem bak, but ða must run betwikst ðe

Demonz and ðe wȏlz, meniŋ tꝏ dʒƣn wið Gazlark. Dʒus swœr

under hiz breþ, saiŋ, "Se ðe unrule răbel ov Goblinland.

And ða wil yet be ȣr undꝏiŋ."


In sutʃ kās stʊd ða, nor wer Teʃmarz fōk mœr ðan

twente pasez from ðe wȏlz, ƕen, sŭden az nīt-lītniŋ,

flȇrz wer kindeld aloŋ ðe wȏlz, dazliŋ ðe Goblinz and

ðe Demonz and brītle litiŋ ðem for ðōz ðat mand ðe

wȏlz, ƕꝏ fel a-ʃꝏtiŋ at ðem wið spērz and ărōz and

a-slĭŋiŋ ov stōnz. In ðe sām moment opend a postern gāt,

ƕens sălēd fœrþ ðe Lord Korinyus wið an hundred and

fifte stȣt ladz ov Witʃland, ʃȣtiŋ, "He ðat wʊd sup ov

ðe krab ov Witʃland must dēl wið ðe nĭperz ȇr he ĕsa

ðe ʃel"; and tʃardʒiŋ Gazlarks arme in ðe flank he kut

ðem klēn in tꝏ. Az wun wʊd fȇrd fœrþ Korinyus, smitiŋ on

iðer hand wið a tꝏ-edʒd aks wið heft lapt wið bronz;

and grātle ðo ðe fōk ov Gazlark ȣtnumberd him, yet




wer ða so taken at ŭnawȇrz and konfȣnded bi ðe sŭden

onslȏt ov Korinyus ðat ða mīt not abīd him but

ĕverĭƕȇr gāv grȣnd befœr hiz onslȏt. And mĕne wer

wꝏnded and sum wer slān; and wið ðēz Teʃmar ov

Goblinland, ðe mȃster ov Gazlarks ʃip. For smitiŋ at

Korinyus and mĭsiŋ ov hiz ām he lȣted forword wið ðe

blo, and Korinyus hūd at him wið hiz aks and ðe blo kām

on Teʃmarz nek and so hūd of hiz hed. Nȣ Gazlark wið

ðe best ov hiz fitiŋ men wȏz kum sum wa pȃst ðe

postern, but ƕĕnaz ða fel tꝏ fitiŋ he ternd bak

strātwa tꝏ mēt Korinyus, kȏliŋ lȣdle on hiz men tꝏ

răle agānst ðe Witʃez and drīv ðem bak wĭðin ðe wȏlz.

So ƕen Gazlark wȏz gŏten þrꝏ ðe pres tꝏ wĭðin rētʃ ov

Korinyus, he þrust at Korinyus wið a spēr, wꝏndiŋ him in

ðe arm. But Korinyus smōt ðe spēr-ʃȃft asunder wið hiz

aks, and lept ŭpon Gazlark, gĭviŋ him a grāt wꝏnd on ðe

ʃōlder. And Gazlark tʊk tꝏ hiz sœrd, and mĕne blōz ða

bandēd ðat mād iðer stăger, til Korinyus struk Gazlark

on ðe helm a grāt dȣn-strōk ov hiz aks, az wun driveþ a

pīl wið a wʊden mălet. And bekȏz ov ðe gʊd helm he

wœr, gĭven bi Lord Dʒus in dāz gon bi az a gift ov luv and

frendʃip, wȏz Gazlark sāvd and hiz hed not kloven asunder;

for on ðat helm Korinyusez aks mīt not bīt. Yet wið ðat

grāt strōk wer Gazlarks sensez drĭven fœrþ ov him for a

sezon, so ðat he fel sensles tꝏ ðe erþ. And wið hiz

fȏl kām disma ŭpon ðem ov Goblinland.


Ȏl ðis befel in ðe ferst brunt ov ðe bătel, nor wer ðe

lordz ov Demonland yet fʊle dʒƣnd in ðe mĕla, for ðe

grāt pres ov Gazlarks men wer betwēn ðem and ðe Witʃez;

but nȣ Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ went fœrþ mitile wið ðȇr

fŏloiŋ, and tʊk up Gazlark ðat la līk wun ded, and Dʒus

bad a kumpane ov ðe Goblinz bȇr him tꝏ ðe ʃips, and ðȇr

wȏz he bestōd sāf and sȣnd. But ðe Witʃez ʃȣted lȣdle

ðat Kiŋ Gazlark wȏz slān; and at ðis tʃozen tīm Korund,

ðat wȏz kum prĭvile fœrþ ov a hĭden dœr on ðe western

sīd ov Karse wið fifte men, tʊk ðe Goblinz mitile in ðe

rēr. So ða, stil fȏliŋ bak befœr Korinyus and Korund,

and ðȇr harts sik at ðe supozed slaiŋ ov Gazlark, wakst

fʊl ov dȣt and dēdʒekʃon; for in ðe wȏtere darknes ða

mīt nowīz persēv bi hȣ mutʃ ða ȣtwent in numberz ðe

men ov Witʃland. And pănik tʊk ðem, so ðat ða brōk and

fled befœr ðe Witʃez, ðat kām ȃfter ðem rĕzolūt, az a

stōt hōldeþ bi a răbit, and slu ðem bi skœrz and bi

fiftēz az ða fled from Karse. Skȇrs þre skœr men ov ðat

brāv kumpane ov Goblinland ðat went up wið Gazlark agānst

Karse wun awa intꝏ ðe marʃez and kām tꝏ ðȇr ʃips,

eskapiŋ pĭtiles destrukʃon.


But Korund and Korinyus and ðȇr mān fœrs ternd wĭðȣt




mœr adꝏ agānst ðe Demonz, and bĭter wȏz ðe bătel ðat

befel betwikst ðem, and grāt ðe klăter ov ðȇr blōz. And

nȣ wer ðe odz klēn tʃāndʒd abȣt wið ðe pʊtiŋ ov ðe

Goblinz ȣt ov ðe bătel, sins but fu ov Witʃland wer

fȏlen, and ða wer az fœr tꝏ wun agānst ðe Demonz,

hĕmiŋ ðem in and hăviŋ at ðem from ĕvere sīd. And sum

ʃot at ðem from ðe wȏl, until a tʃȃns ʃot kām ðat wȏz

līk tꝏ hav stōv in Korundz helm, ƕꝏ strātwa sent werd

ðat ƕen ðe rȣt wȏz ended he wʊd māk lark-pīz ov ðe

kȣ-hĕded dŏdipōl ƕꝏsoĕver he mīt be ðat had set ðem

ðus a-ʃꝏtiŋ, spƣliŋ spœrt for ðȇr komrādz and

endāndʒeriŋ ðȇr līvz. Ðȇrwið sēst ðe ʃꝏtiŋ from ðe

wȏl.


And nȣ grim and wꝏndsum gru ðe bătel, for ðe Demonz

mitile wiðstʊd ðe onset ov ðe Witʃez, and ðe Lord

Brandox Dahȃ ruʃt wið an onslȏt ĕver and anon ŭpon

Korund or ŭpon Korinyus, nor mīt iðer ov ðēz grāt

kaptānz bȇr up loŋ agānst him, but ĕvere tīm gāv bak

befœr Lord Brandox Dahȃ; and bĭterle kerst ða wun anŭðer

az ētʃ in tern wȏz fān tꝏ sāv himself amid ðe pres ov

ðȇr fitiŋ men. Nor kʊd wun hōp in wun nīts spās tꝏ

behōld sutʃ dēdz ov dĕriŋ-dꝏ az wer dun ðat nīt bi Lord

Brandox Dahȃ, ðat plād hiz sœrd lītle az wun handleþ a

wĭlo wȏnd; yet deþ sat on ðe pƣnt ðarov. In sutʃ wīz

ðat elĕven stȣt sœrderz ov Witʃland wer slān bi him, and

fiftēn besīdz wer sœrle wꝏnded. And at ðe lȃst, Korinyus,

stuŋ bi Korundz tȏnts az bi a gadfli, and wel ni berstiŋ

for grēf and ʃām at hiz il spediŋ, lept ŭpon Lord

Brandox Dahȃ az wun reft ov hiz wits, amiŋ at him a grāt

tꝏ-handed blo ðat wȏz apt enuf tꝏ klēv him tꝏ ðe

brisket. But Brandox Dahȃ slipt from ðe blo lītle az a

kiŋfĭʃer fliiŋ abuv an ȏlder-ʃădōd strēm avƣdeþ a

brȃntʃ in hiz flīt, and ran Korinyus þrꝏ ðe rīt rist

wið hiz sœrd. And strāt wȏz Korinyus pʊt ȣt ov ðe fīt.

Nor had ða grater satisfakʃon ðat went agānst Lord Dʒus,

ƕꝏ mōd at ðem wið grāt swȏʃiŋ blōz, behĕdiŋ sum and

huiŋ sum asunder in ðe midst, til ða wer fān tꝏ kēp

klēr ov hiz repiŋ. So fȏt ðe Demonz in ðe glȇr and

wȏtere mist, grātle agānst grāt odz, until ȏl wer smĭten

tꝏ erþ sāv ðōz tꝏ lordz alōn, Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ.


Nȣ stʊd Kiŋ Gorīs on ðe ȣter bătelments ov Karse, ȏl

armd in hiz blak armor inlād wið gōld; and he beheld ðōz

twān hȣ ða fȏt bak tꝏ bak, and hȣ ðe Witʃez beset

ðem on ĕvere sīd yet nowīz mīt prevāl agānst ðem. And

ðe Kiŋ sed untꝏ Gro ðat wȏz bi him on ðe wȏl, "Mīn īz

dăzel in ðe mist and tortʃlīt. Ƕȏt be ðēz ðat māntān

so blŭde an advȃntādʒ ŭpon mi kempere-men?"




Gro ȃnserd him, "Ʃūrle, O Kiŋ, ðēz be nun ŭðer ðan

Lord Dʒus and Lord Brandox Dahȃ ov Krŏðeriŋ."


Ðe Kiŋ sed, "So bi degrēz kŭmeþ mi sendiŋ hōm tꝏ me. For

bi mi art I hav intĕlīdʒens, ȏlbeit not sertānle, ðat

Gōldre wȏz taken bi mi sendiŋ; so hav I mi dezīr on him I

hōld mōst in hāt. And ðēz, sāvd bi ðȇr entʃȃntments from

līk ruin, hav bēn drĭven mad tꝏ ruʃ intꝏ ðe open mȣþ ov

mi vendʒans." And ƕen he had gāzd ăƕīl, ðe Kiŋ snērd

and sed untꝏ Gro, "A swēt sīt, tꝏ behōld an hundred ov mi

āblest men flintʃ and duk befœr ðēz twān. Til nȣ

mĕþȏt ðȇr wȏz a sœrd in Witʃland, and mĕþȏt

Korinyus and Korund not simpel brăgarts wĭðȣt pȣer or

hart, az hēr apereþ, sins līk bƣz wel bertʃt ða dꝏ

krindʒ from ðe ʃiniŋ sœrdz ov Dʒus and ðe vīl upstart

from Krŏðeriŋ."


But Korinyus, ƕꝏ stʊd no longer in ðe bătel but bi ðe

Kiŋ, fʊl ov splēn and hiz rist ȏl blŭde, krīd ȣt, "U

dꝏ us roŋ, O Kiŋ. Dʒuster it wer tꝏ prāz mi grāt dēd in

ambʊʃiŋ ðis mite kumpane ov ȣr ĕnemēz and pʊtiŋ ðem

ȏl tꝏ ðe slȏter. And if I prevāld not agānst ðis

Brandox Dahȃ yor madʒeste nēdz not tꝏ marvel, sins a grater

ðan I, Gorīs 𝟣𝟢. ov mĕmore ĕver glœreȣs, wȏz lītle

konkerd bi him. Ƕerin mĕþinks I am ðe lŭkeer, tꝏ hav but

a gord rist and not mi deþ. Az for ðēz twān, ða be

stik-frēz, on ƕꝏm no pƣnt or edʒ ma bīt. And nȏt wer

mœr tꝏ be lʊkt for, sins we dēl wið sutʃ a sorserer az

ðis Dʒus."


"Rȃðer," sed ðe Kiŋ, "ar ye ȏl grōn milksops. But I hav

no ferðer stŭmak for ðis interlūd, but strāt wil end

it."


Ðȇrwið ðe Kiŋ kȏld tꝏ him ðe ōld Dʒūk Korsus, bĭdiŋ

him tāk nets and katʃ ðe Demonz ðarin. And Korsus, fariŋ

fœrþ wið nets, bi ʃēr wāt ov numberz and wið ðe deþ

ov nēr a skœr ov ðe Witʃez at leŋþ gat ðis performd,

and Lord Dʒus and Lord Brandox Dahȃ wel tangeld in ðe nets,

and lapt abȣt az silkwermz in ðȇr kokꝏnz, and so drȏn

intꝏ Karse. Sȣndle wer ða bumpt aloŋ ðe grȣnd, and glad

eno wer ðe Witʃez tꝏ hav gŏten ðōz grāt fiterz

skotʃt at lȃst. For ŭterle spent wer Korund and hiz men,

and fān tꝏ drop for vĕre werines.


So ƕen ða wer gŏten intꝏ Karse, ðe Kiŋ let sertʃ wið

tortʃez and briŋ in ðem ov Witʃland ðat la hert befœr ðe

wȏlz; and ĕne Demonz or Goblinz ðat wer hapt ŭpon in līk




kās he let sla wið ðe sœrd. And ðe Lord Dʒus and ðe Lord

Brandox Dahȃ, stil lapt tītle in ðȇr nets, he let fliŋ

intꝏ a korner ov ðe ĭner kœrt ov ðe pălās līk tꝏ bālz

ov dămādʒd gʊdz, and set a gard ŭpon ðem until morniŋ.


Az ðe lordz ov Witʃland wer ŭpon goiŋ tꝏ bed ða beheld

westword bi ðe se a red glo, and tuŋz ov fīr berniŋ in

ðe nīt. Korinyus sed untꝏ Lord Gro, "Lo ƕȇr ði Goblinz

bern ðȇr ʃips, lest we perʃu ðem az ða fle ʃāmfꝏle

hōmword in ðe ʃip ða kēp from ðe berniŋ. Wun ʃip

sufiseþ, for mōst ov ðem be ded."


And Korinyus betʊk him slepile tꝏ bed, pȏziŋ on ðe wa tꝏ

kik at ðe Lord Brandox Dahȃ, ðat la sāfle swāðd in hiz

net pȣerles az ðen tꝏ dꝏ him harm.


𝟩. Gests ov ðe Kiŋ in Karse


OV ÐE TꝎ BANKWET HȎLZ ÐAT WER IN KARSE, ÐE ŌLD AND ÐE

NU, AND OV ÐE ENTERTĀNMENT GĬVEN BI KIŊ GORĪS 𝟣𝟤. IN ÐE

WUN HȎL TꝎ LORD DƷUS AND LORD BRANDOX DAHȂ AND IN ÐE ŬÐER

TꝎ ÐE PRINS LȂ FIRĒZ; AND OV ÐȆR LĒV-TAKIŊ ǶEN ÐE

BANKWET WȎZ DUN.


Ðe moro ov ðat bătel dȏnd fȇr on Karse. Fōk la loŋ

abed ȃfter ðȇr tƣl, and until ðe sun wȏz hi nȏt

sterd befœr ðe wȏlz. But tꝏword nꝏn kām fœrþ a band

sent bi Kiŋ Gorīs tꝏ briŋ in ðe spƣl; and ða tʊk up ðe

bŏdēz ov ðe slān and lād ðem in hȣ on ðe rīt bank ov

ðe rĭver Drumȃ hȃf a mīl belo Karse, Witʃez, Demonz, and

Goblinz in wun grāv tʊgĕðer, and rāzd up a grāt hȣ over

ðem.


Nȣ wȏz ðe sunz hēt stroŋ, but ðe ʃădo ov ðe grāt kēp

rested stil on ðe tĕrās wĭðȣt ðe western wȏl ov ðe

pălās. Kꝏl and rĕdolent ov ēz and soft repōz wȏz ðat

tĕrās, pāvd wið flagstōnz ov red dʒasper, wið splēnwort,

asafetidȃ, lĭvid tōdstꝏlz, drăgonz tēþ, and bĭter

mꝏn-sēd groiŋ in ðe dʒƣnts. On ðe ȣter edʒ ov ðe

tĕrās wer bʊʃez ov arbor vita plȃnted in a ro, skwȏt and

rȣnd līk slepiŋ dormīs, wið klumps ov tʃōk-pard akonīt

in ðe interspasez. Mĕne hundred fēt in leŋþ wȏz ðe tĕrās

from norþ tꝏ sȣþ, and at iðer end a flīt ov blak marbel

steps led dȣn tꝏ ðe lĕvel ov ðe ĭner word and its embăteld

wȏl.




Bentʃez ov grēn dʒasper măsile bilt and laden wið velvet

kʊʃonz ov mĕne kŭlorz stʊd agānst ðe pălās wȏl fasiŋ

tꝏ ðe west, and on ðe bentʃ nerest ðe Īrn Tȣer a lade sat

at ēz, etiŋ krēm waferz and a kwins tart servd bi her

watiŋ-wĭmen in dĭʃez ov pāl gōld for her morniŋ mēl. Tȏl

wȏz ðat lade and slender, and bute dwelt in her az ðe

sunʃīn dwelz in ðe red flœr and gra-grēn trunks ov a

bētʃ wʊd in erle spriŋ. Her tȏne hȇr wȏz găðerd in dēp

fōldz ŭpon her hed and mād fȃst bi grāt silver pinz, ðȇr

hedz set wið anakīt dimondz. Her gȣn wȏz ov kloþ ov

silver wið a nŏted kord-werk ov blak silk embrƣdere

ĕverĭƕȇr dekt wið lĭtel mꝏnstōnz, and over it ʃe wœr

a mantel ov fĭgūrd sătin ðe kŭlor ov ðe wʊd-pidʒonz wiŋ,

tinseld and overkȃst wið silver þredz. Ƕīt-skind ʃe

wȏz, and grāsfʊl az an antelōp. Her īz wer grēn, wið

yĕlo fire glēmz. Dāntile ʃe āt ðe tart and waferz,

sĭpiŋ at ƕīlz from a kup ov amber, artifĭʃale karvd,

ƕīt wīn kꝏl from ðe sĕlarz belo Karse; and a maden

sĭtiŋ at her fēt plād on a sĕven-striŋd lūt, sĭŋiŋ

vĕre swētle ðis soŋ:


𝐴𝑠𝑘𝑒 𝑚𝑒 𝑛𝑜 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝐽𝑜𝑣𝑒 𝑏𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑜𝑤𝑒𝑠,

𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝐽𝑢𝑛𝑒 𝑖𝑠 𝑝𝑎𝑠𝑡, 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑓𝑎𝑑𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑟𝑜𝑠𝑒;

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑖𝑛 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑏𝑒𝑎𝑢𝑡𝑖𝑒'𝑠 𝑜𝑟𝑖𝑒𝑛𝑡 𝑑𝑒𝑒𝑝𝑒,

𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒 𝑓𝑙𝑜𝑤𝑒𝑟𝑠, 𝑎𝑠 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑟 𝑐𝑎𝑢𝑠𝑒𝑠, 𝑠𝑙𝑒𝑒𝑝𝑒.


𝐴𝑠𝑘𝑒 𝑚𝑒 𝑛𝑜 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑑𝑜𝑡ℎ 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑎𝑦

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑔𝑜𝑙𝑑𝑒𝑛 𝑎𝑡𝑜𝑚𝑒𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑑𝑎𝑦;

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑖𝑛 𝑝𝑢𝑟𝑒 𝑙𝑜𝑣𝑒 ℎ𝑒𝑎𝑣𝑒𝑛 𝑑𝑖𝑑 𝑝𝑟𝑒𝑝𝑎𝑟𝑒

𝑇ℎ𝑜𝑠𝑒 𝑝𝑜𝑤𝑑𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑖𝑛𝑟𝑖𝑐ℎ 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 ℎ𝑎𝑖𝑟𝑒.


𝐴𝑠𝑘𝑒 𝑚𝑒 𝑛𝑜 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑑𝑜𝑡ℎ ℎ𝑎𝑠𝑡

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑛𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑎𝑙𝑒 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑀𝑎𝑦 𝑖𝑠 𝑝𝑎𝑠𝑡;

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑖𝑛 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑠𝑤𝑒𝑒𝑡 𝑑𝑖𝑣𝑖𝑑𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑡ℎ𝑟𝑜𝑎𝑡

𝑆ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑖𝑛𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑘𝑒𝑒𝑝𝑒𝑠 𝑤𝑎𝑟𝑚𝑒 ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑛𝑜𝑡𝑒.


𝐴𝑠𝑘𝑒 𝑚𝑒 𝑛𝑜 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑠𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑟𝑟𝑒𝑠 𝑙𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡,

𝑇ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒𝑤𝑎𝑟𝑑𝑠 𝑓𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑖𝑛 𝑑𝑒𝑎𝑑 𝑜𝑓 𝑛𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡;

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑖𝑛 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑒𝑦𝑒𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑠𝑖𝑡, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒

𝐹𝑖𝑥𝑒𝑑 𝑏𝑒𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑒 𝑎𝑠 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑟 𝑠𝑝ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒.


𝐴𝑠𝑘𝑒 𝑚𝑒 𝑛𝑜 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑖𝑓 𝑒𝑎𝑠𝑡 𝑜𝑟 𝑤𝑒𝑠𝑡

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑃ℎ𝑒𝑛𝑖𝑥 𝑏𝑢𝑖𝑙𝑑𝑠 ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑠𝑝𝑖𝑐𝑦 𝑛𝑒𝑠𝑡;

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑎𝑡 𝑙𝑎𝑠𝑡 𝑠ℎ𝑒𝑒 𝑓𝑙𝑖𝑒𝑠,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑖𝑛 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑓𝑟𝑎𝑔𝑟𝑎𝑛𝑡 𝑏𝑜𝑠𝑜𝑚𝑒 𝑑𝑦𝑒𝑠.


"No mœr," sed ðe lade; "ði vƣs iz krakt ðis morniŋ.




Iz nun abrȏd yet ðȣ kanst fīnd tꝏ tel me ov lȃst nīts

dꝏiŋz? Or ar ȏl gon mi lordz gāt, ðat I left slepiŋ

stil az ðo ȏl ðe pŏpēz ov ȏl erþs gardenz brēðd

drȣzines abȣt hiz hed?"


"Wun kŭmeþ, mădam," sed ðe dămozel.


Ðe lade sed, "Ðe Lord Gro. He ma rezolv me. Ðo wer he

in ðe stor lȃst nīt, ðat wer a wunder indēd."


Ðȇrwið kām Gro aloŋ ðe tĕrās from ðe norþ, klad in a

mantel ov dun-kŭlord velvet wið a kŏlar ov rāzd werk ov

gōld ŭpon silver perl; and hiz loŋ blak kerle bērd wȏz

perfūmd wið orandʒ-flȣer wȏter and andʒĕlikȃ. Ƕen ða had

greted wun anŭðer and ðe lade had bĭden her wĭmen stand

apart, ʃe sed, "Mi lord, I þerst for tidiŋz. Rekȣnt tꝏ me

ȏl ðat befel sins sundȣn. For I slept sȣndle til ðe

strēks ov morniŋ ʃōd þrꝏ mi tʃāmber windōz, and ðen

I awōk from a fliiŋ drēm ov sĕnets sȣndiŋ tꝏ ðe onset,

and tortʃez in ðe nīt, and worz alȃrumz. And ðȇr wer

tortʃez indēd in mi tʃāmber litiŋ mi lord tꝏ bed, ðat

ȃnserd me no werd but strātwa fel aslēp az in ŭter

werines. Sum slīt skratʃez he haþ, but els unhert. I

wʊd not wāk him, for bȃlm iz in slumber; ȏlso iz he il tꝏ

dꝏ wið if wun wāk him so. But ðe tătel and wīld sermīz ov

ðe servants bloeþ az ĕver tꝏ ȏl pƣnts ov wunder: az ðat a

grāt armament ov Demonland iz disembarkt at Tĕnemos, and ȏl

rȣted lȃst nīt bi mi lord and bi Korinyus, and Gōldre

Bluzko slān in singel kombat wið ðe Kiŋ. Or ðat Dʒus haþ

set a tʃarm on Laksus and ȏl ȣr flēt, makiŋ ðem sāl līk

părisīdz agānst ðis land, Dʒus and ðe ŭðer Demonz lediŋ

ðem; and ȏl slān sāv Laksus and Gōldre Bluzko, but ðēz

brȏt bȣnd intꝏ Karse, stark mad and frŏþiŋ at ðe lips,

and Korinyus ded ov hiz wꝏndz ȃfter slaiŋ ov Brandox Dahȃ.

Or, fꝏliʃle," and her grēn īz litend dāndʒerȣsle, "ðat

it wȏz mi brŭðer rĭzen in revolt tꝏ rest Piksiland from ðe

overlordʃip ov Gorīs, and dʒƣnd wið Gazlark tꝏ ðat end,

and ðȇr arme overþrōn and bōþ taen prĭzoner."


Gro lȃft and sed, "Ʃūrle, O mi Lade Prezmirȃ, trūþ

mȃskeþ in mĕne a strāndʒ disgīz ƕen ʃe rideþ rumorz

brꝏmstik þrꝏ kiŋz pălasez. But sumƕȏt ov herself haþ

ʃe ʃōn ðe, if ðȣ konklūd ðat an event wȏz brȏt tꝏ

berþ betwikst dark and sunrīz tꝏ stăger ðe werld, and ðat

ðe pȣer ov Witʃland blꝏmd fœrþ ðis nīt intꝏ unbehōlden

glœre."


"Ðȣ spēkst big, mi lord," sed ðe lade. "Wer ðe Demonz

in it?"




"I, mădam," he sed.


"And triumft on? and slān?"


"Ȏl slān sāv Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ, and ða taken," sed

Gro.


"Wȏz ðis mi lordz dꝏiŋ?" ʃe ȃskt.


"Grātle, az I þink," sed Gro; "ðo Korinyus klameþ for

himself, az kŏmonle, ðe mān ŏnor ov it."


Prezmirȃ sed, "He klameþ overmutʃ." And ʃe sed, "Ðȇr

wer nun in it sāv Demonz?"


Gro, noiŋ her þȏt, smīld and mād ȃnser, "Mădam, ðȇr

wer Witʃez."


"Mi Lord Gro," ʃe krīd, "ðȣ dust il tꝏ mok me. Ðȣ art

mi frend. Ðȣ nōst ðe Prins mi brŭðer prȣd and sŭden

tꝏ anger. Ðȣ nōst it tʃafeþ him tꝏ hav Witʃland over

him. Ðȣ nōst ðe tīm iz mĕne dāz overpȃst ƕen he ʃʊd

briŋ hiz yērle trĭbūt tꝏ ðe Kiŋ."


Grōz grāt oks-īz wer soft az he lʊkt ŭpon ðe Lade

Prezmirȃ, saiŋ, "Mōst ăʃūrdle am I ði frend, mădam.

Belīk, if trūþ wer tōld, ðȣ and ði lord ar ȏl ðe tru

frendz I hav in wȏteriʃ Witʃland: u tꝏ, and ðe Kiŋ:

but ƕꝏ slepeþ sāf in ðe favor ov kiŋz? Ȃ, mădam, nun

ov Piksiland stʊd in ðe bătel yesternīt. Ðȇrfœr let ði

sōl be at ēz. But mi tȃsk it wȏz, standiŋ on ðe

bătelments besīd ðe Kiŋ, tꝏ smīl and smīl ƕīl Korinyus

and ȣr fitiŋ men mād a blŭde hăvok ov fœr or fīv

hundred ov mīn ōn kinsfolk."


Prezmirȃ kȏt her breþ and wȏz silent a moment. Ðen,

"Gazlark?"


"Ðe mān fœrs wȏz hiz, it apereþ," ȃnserd Lord Gro.

"Korinyus brăgeþ himself hiz bānzman, and sertān it iz he

feld him tꝏ erþ. But I am sēkretle advertīzd he wȏz not

amuŋ ðe ded taken up ðis morniŋ."


"Mi lord," ʃe sed, "mi dezīr for nūz drinks dēp ƕīl ðȣ

art fȃstiŋ. Sum, briŋ mēt and wīn for mi Lord Gro." And

tꝏ dămozelz ran and reternd wið sparkliŋ gōlden wīn in a

beker, and a diʃ ov lamprāz wið hĭpokras sȏs. So Gro sat

him dȣn on ðe dʒasper bentʃ and, ƕīl he āt and drank,

reherst tꝏ ðe Lade Prezmirȃ ðe dꝏiŋz ov ðe nīt.




Ƕen he had ended ʃe sed, "Hȣ haþ ðe Kiŋ delt wið ðōz

twān, Lord Dʒus and Lord Brandox Dahȃ?"


Gro ȃnserd, "He haþ ðem klapt up in ðe ōld bankwetiŋ

hȏl in ðe Īrn Tȣer." And hiz brȣ darkend, and he sed,

"Tiz pĭte ði lord la ðus loŋ abed, and so kām not tꝏ ðe

kȣnsil, ƕȇr Korsus and Korinyus, bakt bi ði step-sunz and

ðe sunz ov Korsus, egd on ðe Kiŋ tꝏ ūz ʃāmfꝏle ðēz

lordz ov Demonland. Tru iz ðat distitʃ ƕitʃ admŏnĭʃeþ us--


No ƕen tꝏ spēk, for mĕne tīmz it briŋz

Dāndʒer tꝏ giv ðe best advīs tꝏ Kiŋz;


and lĭtel for mi helþ, and lĭtel gān wĭðȏl, had it bēn

had I ðen openle wiðstʊd ðem. Korinyus iz ĕver wȏtʃfʊl tꝏ

fliŋ Goblin in mi tēþ. But Korund waeþ in ðȇr kȣnsilz

az hiz hand waeþ in bătel."


Nȣ az Gro spāk kām ðe Lord Korund on ðe tĕrās, kȏliŋ

for stil wīn tꝏ kꝏl hiz þrōt wĭðȏl. Prezmirȃ pœrd fœrþ

tꝏ him: "Ðȣ art blāmd tꝏ me for kepiŋ ði bed, mi lord,

ðat ʃʊdst hav bēn deviziŋ wið ðe Kiŋ tutʃiŋ ȣr

ĕnemēz taen kaptīv in ðis nīt gon bi."


Korund sat bi hiz lade on ðe bentʃ and drank. "If ðat be ȏl,

mădam," sed he, "ðen hav I lĭtel tꝏ tʃardʒ mi konʃens

wĭðȏl. For nȏt līz rĕdeer ðan strīk of ðȇr hedz,

and so briŋ ȏl tꝏ a fit and hăpe endiŋ."


"Far ŭðerwīz," sed Gro, "haþ ðe Kiŋ determīnd. He let

drag befœr him Lord Dʒus and Lord Brandox Dahȃ, and wið mĕne

flērz and dʒībz, Welkum,' he sāþ, tꝏ Karse. Yor tabel

ʃal not lak stœr ov dĕlikāts ƕīl ye ar mi gests;

ȏlbeit ye kum unbĭden.' Ðȇrwið he let drag ðem tꝏ ðe ōld

bankwet hȏl. And he bad hiz smiþs drīv grāt īrn stapelz

intꝏ ðe wȏl, ƕaron he let haŋ up ðe Demonz bi ðȇr

rists, spred-egeld agānst ðe wȏl, makiŋ bōþ rists and

ankelz fȃst tꝏ ðe stapelz wið dʒīvz ov īrn. And ðe Kiŋ let

dīt ðe tabel befœr ðȇr fēt az for a bankwet, ðat ðe

sīt and ðe savor mīt torment ðem. And he kȏld ȏl us

tꝏ hiz kȣnsil ðĭðer ðat we mīt prāz hiz konsēt and

mok ðem anu."


Sed Prezmirȃ, "A grāt kiŋ ʃʊd rȃðer be a dog ðat

kĭleþ klēn, ðan a kat ðat păteþ and spœrteþ wið hiz

pra."


"Tru it iz," sed Korund, "ðat ða wer safer slān." He

rōz from hiz sēt. "Twer not amis," he sed, "ðat I had

werd wið ðe Kiŋ."




"Ƕȇrfœr so?" ȃskt Prezmirȃ.


"He ðat slepeþ lāt," sed Korund, iiŋ her humorȣsle,

"sumtīmz haþ nūz for her ðat rizeþ betīmz tꝏ sit on ðe

western tĕrās. And ðis wȏz I kum tꝏ tel ðe, ðat I but

nȣ beheld ēstword from ȣr tʃāmber windo, ridiŋ tꝏword

Karse ȣt ov Piksiland dȣn ðe Wa ov Kiŋz----"


"Lȃ Firēz?" ʃe sed.


"Mīn īz be stroŋ eno and klēr eno," sed Korund, "but

þȣdst skȇrs rekwīr me swȇr tꝏ mīn ōn brŭðer at þre

mīlz distans. And az for ðīn, I lēv ðe ðe swariŋ."


"Ƕꝏ ʃʊd rīd dȣn ðe Wa ov Kiŋz from Piksiland," krīd

Prezmirȃ, "but Lȃ Firēz?"


"Ðat, mădam, let Ĕko ȃnser ðe," sed Korund. "And it

stĭkeþ in mi mīnd, ðat ðe Prins mi brŭðer-in-lȏ iz wun

ðat tieþ tꝏ hiz hartstriŋz ðe remembrans ov pȃst

bĕnefits. Ðis tꝏ, ðat nun did him ĕver a grater bĕnefit

ðan Dʒus, ðat sāvd hiz līf siks winterz bak in Impland ðe

Mœr. Ƕȇrfœr, if Lȃ Firēz be tꝏ ʃȇr ȣr rĕvelz ðis

nīt, nēdfʊl it iz ðat ðe Kiŋ komȃnd ðēz gablerz tꝏ

kēp silens tutʃiŋ ȣr entertānment ov ðēz lordz in ðe

ōld bankwet hȏl, and in dʒĕneral tutʃiŋ ðe ʃȇr ov

Demonland in ðis fitiŋ."


Prezmirȃ sed, "Kum, Īl go wið ðe."


Ða fȣnd ðe Kiŋ on ðe topmōst bătelments abuv ðe

wȏter-gāt wið hiz lordz abȣt him, gaziŋ ēstawa tꝏword ðe

loŋ lo hilz beỾond ƕitʃ la Piksiland. But ƕen Korund began

tꝏ open hiz mīnd tꝏ ðe Kiŋ, ðe Kiŋ sed, "Ðȣ grōst ōld,

O Korund, and līk a gʊd-for-nŭþiŋ tʃapman briŋst not ði

wȇrz tꝏ market ȇr ðe market be dun. I hav ȏlrĕde taen

order for ðis, and strātle tʃardʒd mi pepel ðat nȏt

befel lȃst nīt sāv a fariŋ ov ðe Goblinz agānst Karse,

and ðȇr overþro, and mi tʃasiŋ ov ðem wið a grāt

slȏter intꝏ ðe se. Ƕꝏso bi spētʃ or sīn ʃal revēl tꝏ

Lȃ Firēz ðat ðe Demonz wer in it, or ðat ðēz ĕnemēz ov

mīn ar ðus entertānd bi me tꝏ ðȇr diskumfort in ðe ōld

bankwet hȏl, he ʃal lꝏz nŭþiŋ but hiz līf."


Korund sed, "It iz wel, O Kiŋ."


Ðe Kiŋ sed, "Kaptān dʒĕneral, ƕȏt iz ȣr streŋþ?"


Korinyus ȃnserd, "Sĕvente and þre wer slān, and ðe




ŭðerz for ðe mōst part hert: I amuŋ ðem, ðat am ðus

wun-handed for ðe ƕīl. I wil not engādʒ tꝏ fīnd u, O

Kiŋ, fifte sȣnd men in Karse."


"Mi Lord Korund," sed ðe Kiŋ, "ðīn īz pērst ĕver a

lēg beỾond ðe best amuŋ us, yuŋ or ōld. Hȣ mĕne mākst

ðȣ yon kumpane?"


Korund lēnd on ðe părapet and ʃaded hiz īz wið hiz hand

ðat wȏz brȏd az a smōkt hădok and kŭverd on ðe bak wið

yĕlo hȇrz groiŋ sumƕȏt sparsle, az ðe hȇrz on ðe

skin ov a yuŋ ĕlefant. "He rideþ wið þre skœr hors, O

Kiŋ. Wun or tꝏ mœr I giv u for gʊd luk, but if a hav a

horsman fuer ðan sikste, nĕver luv me mœr."


Ðe Kiŋ mŭterd an imprekaʃon. "It iz ðe kers ov tʃȃns

brĭŋeþ him ðus pat ƕen I hav mi pȣerz abrȏd and am left

wið tꝏ lĭtel streŋþ tꝏ ȏ him if he prꝏv erksum. Wun ov

ði sunz, O Korund, ʃal tāk hors and rīd sȣþ tꝏ Zorn and

Permeo and muster a fu skœr fitiŋ men from ðe herdzmen

and farmerz wið ƕȏt spēd he ma. It iz komȃnded."


****


Nȣ wȏz ðe ȃfternꝏn wariŋ tꝏ eveniŋ ƕen ðe Prins Lȃ

Firēz wȏz kum in wið ȏl hiz kumpane, and gretiŋz dun,

and ðe trĭbūt sāf bestōd, and slepiŋ rꝏm apƣnted for

him and hiz. And nȣ ȇr ȏl găðerd tʊgĕðer in ðe grāt

bankwet hȏl ðat wȏz bilt bi Gorīs 𝟣𝟣., ƕen he wȏz ferst

mād Kiŋ, in ðe sȣþēst korner ov ðe pălās; and it far

ekseded in grātnes and magnĭfisens ðe ōld hȏl ƕȇr Lord

Dʒus and Lord Brandox Dahȃ wer held in dʒures. Sĕven ēkwal

wȏlz it had, ov dark grēn dʒasper, spekt wið blŭde spots.

In ðe midst ov wun wȏl wȏz ðe lofte dœrwa, and in ðe

wȏlz rīt and left ov ðis and in ðōz ðat inklōzd ðe

angel ŏpozīt ðe dœr wer grāt windōz plāst hi, gĭviŋ

līt tꝏ ðe bankwet hȏl. In ētʃ ov ðe sĕven angelz ov ðe

wȏl a kariatid, kut in ðe līknes ov a þre-hĕded dʒiant

from ponderȣs bloks ov blak serpentīn, bōd benēþ ðe

mas ov a monstrȣs krab hūn ȣt ov ðe sām stōn. Ðe mite

klȏz ov ðōz sĕven krabz sprĕdiŋ upwordz bȇr up ðe dōm

ov ðe rꝏf, ðat wȏz smꝏð and kŭverd ȏl over wið

pāntiŋz ov bătelz and huntiŋ sēnz and rasliŋ bȣts in

dark and smoke kŭlorz ȃnserabel tꝏ ðe glꝏme grandʒūr ov

ðat tʃāmber. On ðe wȏlz benēþ ðe windōz glēmd wĕponz

ov wor and ov ðe tʃās, and on ðe tꝏ blīnd wȏlz wer nāld

up ȏl orderle ðe skulz and ded bōnz ov ðōz tʃampeonz

ƕitʃ had răseld afœrtīm wið Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟣. or ĕver he

apƣnted in an evil ȣr tꝏ răsel wið Gōldre Bluzko.




Akros ðe ĭnermōst angel fasiŋ ðe dœr wȏz a loŋ tabel and

a karven bentʃ behīnd it, and from ðe tꝏ endz ov ðat tabel,

set skwȇr wið it, tꝏ ŭðer tabelz yet longer and bentʃez bi

ðem on ðe sīdz nekst ðe wȏl stretʃt tꝏ wĭðin a ʃort

spās ov ðe dœr. Midmōst ov ðe tabel tꝏ ðe rīt ov ðe

dœr wȏz a hi sēt ov ōld sīpres wʊd, grāt and fȇr, wið

kʊʃonz ov blak velvet brƣderd wið gōld, and fasiŋ it at

ðe ŏpozīt tabel anŭðer hi sēt, smȏler, and ðe kʊʃonz

ov it sōn wið silver. In ðe spās betwikst ðe tabelz fīv

īrn brazeerz, măsīv and fʊted wið klȏz līk an egelz,

stʊd in a ro, and behīnd ðe bentʃez on iðer sīd wer nīn

grāt standz for flambƣz tꝏ līt ðe hȏl bi nīt, and sĕven

behīnd ðe kros bentʃ, set at ēkwal distansez and even wið

ðe wȏlz. Ðe flœr wȏz pāvd wið stetīt, ƕīt and kreme,

wið vānz ov ritʃ brȣn and blak and perpelz and splăʃez ov

skarlet. Ðe tabelz restiŋ on grāt trĕselz wer măse slabz

ov a duske pŏliʃt stōn, pȣderd wið sparks ov gōld az

smȏl az ătomz.


Ðe wĭmen sat on ðe kros-bentʃ, and midmōst ov ðem ðe Lade

Prezmirȃ, ƕꝏ ȣtwent ðe rest in bute and kwēnlines az

Venus ðe lĕser plănets ov ðe nīt. Zenambreȃ, wīf tꝏ Dʒūk

Korsus, sat on her left, and on her rīt Srivȃ, dȏter tꝏ

Korsus, strāndʒle fȇr for sutʃ a fȃðer. On ðe ŭper bentʃ,

tꝏ ðe rīt ov ðe dœr, ðe lordz ov Witʃland sat abuv and

belo ðe Kiŋz hi sēt, klad in hŏlida atīr, and ða ov

Piksiland had plās over agānst ðem on ðe loer bentʃ. Ðe

hi sēt on ðe loer bentʃ wȏz set apart for Lȃ Firēz. Grāt

plāts and dĭʃez ov gōld and silver and pānted porselān wer

set in order on ðe tabelz, laden wið dĕlikasēz. Harps and

bagpīps struk up a barbărik muzik, and ðe gests rōz tꝏ

ðȇr fēt, az ðe ʃiniŋ dœrz swuŋ open and Gorīs ðe Kiŋ

fŏlōd bi ðe Prins hiz gest enterd ðat hȏl.


Līk a blak egel servaiŋ erþ from sum hi mȣntān ðe

Kiŋ pȃst bi in hiz madʒeste. Hiz berne wȏz ov blak tʃān

māl, its kŏlar, slēvz, and skert edʒd wið plāts ov dul

gōld set wið hiasinþs and blak opalz. Hiz hōz wer blak,

kros-garterd wið bandz ov sēlskin trimd wið dimondz. On

hiz left þum wȏz hiz grāt signet riŋ făʃond in gōld in

ðe semblans ov ðe werm Ꝏroboros ðat eteþ hiz ōn tāl:

ðe bĕzel ov ðe riŋ ðe hed ov ðe werm, mād ov a

pētʃ-kŭlord rube ov ðe bignes ov a spărōz eg. Hiz

klōk wȏz woven ov ðe skinz ov blak kōbrȃz stitʃt tʊgĕðer

wið gōld wīr, its liniŋ ov blak silk sprinkeld wið dust ov

gōld. Ðe īrn krȣn ov Witʃland wād on hiz brȣ, ðe

klȏz ov ðe krab erekt līk hornz; and ðe ʃēn ov its dʒuelz

wȏz mĕne-kŭlord līk ðe rāz ov Sĭreus on a klēr nīt ov

frost and wind at Ūl-tīd.


Ðe Prins Lȃ Firēz went in a mantel ov blak sendalīn




sprinkeld ĕverĭƕȇr wið spangelz ov gōld, and ðe tʃunik

benēþ it ov ritʃ fĭgūrd silk dīd dēp perpel ov ðe Pȃsk

flȣer. From ðe gōlden serklet on hiz hed tꝏ wiŋz spruŋ

aloft ekskwĭzītle făʃond in plāts ov beten kŏper venērd

wið dʒuelz and enămelz and plated wið prĕʃȣs mĕtalz tꝏ ðe

semblans ov ðe wiŋz ov ðe oleander hȏk-moþ. He wȏz

sumþiŋ belo ðe kŏmon hīt, but stȣt and stroŋ and

sterdile nit, wið red krisp kerle hȇr, brȏd-fāst and

rŭde, klēn-ʃāvd, wið hi wīd-nostrild nōz and bʊʃe

red hĕve ībrȣz, ƕens hiz īz, mōst līk hiz lade

sisterz, se-grēn and fire, ʃot glȃnsez līk a lionz.


Ƕen ðe Kiŋ wȏz kum intꝏ hiz hi sēt, wið Korund and

Korinyus on hiz left and rīt in ŏnor ov ðȇr grāt dēdz

ov armz, and Lȃ Firēz fasiŋ him in ðe hi sēt on ðe loer

bentʃ, ðe þrȏlz mād hāst tꝏ set fœrþ dĭʃez ov pĭkeld

grigz and ƣsterz in ðe ʃel, and ƕilks, snālz, and kŏkelz

frīd in ŏlīv ƣl and swĭmiŋ in red and ƕīt hĭpokras. And

ðe fēsterz delād not tꝏ fȏl tꝏ on ðēz dāntēz, ƕīl

ðe kupbarer bœr rȣnd a mite bōl ov beten gōld fild

wið sparkliŋ wīn ðe hu ov ðe yĕlo săfīr, and

ferniʃt wið siks gōlden ladelz restiŋ ðȇr handelz in siks

hȃf-mꝏn ʃāpt niks in ðe rim ov ðat grāt bōl. Ētʃ

gest ƕen ðe bōl wȏz brȏt tꝏ him must brim hiz goblet

wið ðe ladel, and drink untꝏ ðe glœre ov Witʃland and ðe

rulerz ðarov.


Sumƕȏt grēnle lʊkt Korinyus on ðe Prins, and ƕisperiŋ

Hemiŋ, Korundz sun, in ðe ēr, ƕꝏ sat nekst him, he sed,

"Tru it iz ðat Lȃ Firēz iz ðe ʃoeest ov men in ȏl ðat

belŏŋeþ tꝏ gēr and kostle ara. Mark wið ƕȏt ridĭkulȣs

ekses he afekteþ Demonland in ðe grāt stœr ov dʒuelz he

flȏnteþ, and wið ƕȏt an apiʃ insolens he sĭteþ at ðe

bœrd. Yet ðis lobkok lĭveþ ōnle bi ȣr sŭferans, and I

se a haþ not forgot tꝏ briŋ wið him tꝏ Witʃland ðe prīs

ov ȣr hand wiðheld from twistiŋ ov hiz nek."


Nȣ wer bœrn rȣnd dĭʃez ov karp, piltʃardz, and lobsterz,

and ðarȃfter stœr eno ov mēts: a fat kid rōsted ƕōl and

garniʃt wið pēz on a spaʃȣs silver tʃardʒer, kid pȃstēz,

plāts ov nēts tuŋz and swētbredz, sŭkiŋ răbits in

dʒĕlēz, hedʒhogz bākt in ðȇr skinz, hogz hazlets,

karbonȃdōz, tʃĭterliŋz, and dormȣs pīz. Ðēz and ŭðer

lŭʃȣs mēts wer bœrn rȣnd kontĭnuale bi þrȏlz ƕꝏ

mꝏvd silent on bȇr fēt; and mĕre wakst ðe tȏk az ðe edʒ

ov hunger bekām blunted a lĭtel, and ðe kŏkelz ov menz

harts wer wormd wið wīn.


"Ƕȏt nūz in Witʃland?" ȃskt Lȃ Firēz.




"I hav herd nȏt nuer," sed ðe Kiŋ, "ðan ðe slaiŋ

ov Gazlark." And ðe Kiŋ rekȣnted ðe bătel in ðe nīt,

sĕtiŋ fœrþ az in a frank and open ŏneste ĕvere partĭkular

ov numberz, tīmz, and kŭmiŋz and goiŋz; sāv ðat nun mīt

hav gest from hiz tāl ðat ĕne ov Demonland had part or

interest in ðat bătel.


Lȃ Firēz sed, "Strāndʒ it iz ðat he ʃʊd so atak u. An

ĕneme mīt smel sum kȏz behīnd it."


"Ȣr grātnes," sed Korinyus, lʊkiŋ hȏtile at him, "iz a

lamp ƕarat ŭðer moþs ðan he hav bēn bernt. I kȣnt it no

strāndʒ măter at ȏl."


Prezmirȃ sed, "Strāndʒ indēd, wer it ĕne but Gazlark. But

ʃūr wið him no wīld sŭden fanse wer tꝏ līt but it ʃʊd

tʃăreot him līk þĭsel-dȣn tꝏ storm hĕven itself."


"A bŭbel ov ðe ȇr, mădam: ȏl fīn kŭlorz wĭðȣt and empte

wind wĭðin. I hav nōn ŭðer sutʃ," sed Korinyus, stil

restiŋ hiz gāz wið stŭdēd insolens on ðe Prins.


Prezmirȃz i dȃnst. "O mi Lord Korinyus," sed ʃe, "tʃāndʒ

ferst ðīn ōn făʃon, I pra ðe, ȇr ðȣ konvins ga

atīr ov inword fŏle, lest behōldiŋ ðe we misdȣt ði

presept--or ði wizdom."


Korinyus drank hiz kup tꝏ ðe drānz and lȃft. Sumƕȏt

rĕdend wȏz hiz insolent handsum fās abȣt ðe tʃēks and

ʃaven dʒȣl, for ʃūrle wȏz nun in ðat hȏl mœr ritʃle

apăreld ðan he. Hiz ampel tʃest wȏz kāst in a dʒerkin ov

untand bukskin plated wið silver skālz, and he wœr a

kŏlar ov gōld ðat wȏz ruf wið smaragdz and a loŋ klōk ov

ski-blu silk brokād līnd wið kloþ ov silver. On hiz left

rist wȏz a mite riŋ ov gōld, and on hiz hed a rēþ ov

blak brione and slepiŋ nītʃād. Gro ƕisperd Korund in

ðe ēr, "He bĭbeþ it dȣn apās, and ðe ȣr iz yet erle.

Ðis prĕsādʒeþ trŭbel, sins ĕver wið him indiskrĕʃon

trĕdeþ hard on ðe hēlz ov serlines az he wakseþ drunken."


Korund grunted asent, saiŋ alȣd, "Tꝏ ȏl pēks ov fām

mīt Gazlark hav klīmd, but for ðis sām raʃnes. Nȏt

mœr pĭtifʊl haþ bēn herd tꝏ tel ov ðan hiz grāt sendiŋ

intꝏ Impland, ten yērz ago, ƕen, on a sŭden konsēt ðat a

ʃʊd la ȏl Impland under him and bekum ðe gratest kiŋ

in ȏl ðe werld, he hīrd Zeldornyus and Helterānyus and

Dʒalkanius Fostus----"


"Ðe þre mōst notabel kaptānz fȣnd on erþ," sed Lȃ

Firēz.




"Nŭþiŋ iz mœr tru," sed Korund. "Ðēz he hīrd, and

brȏt em ʃips and sōldʒerz and horsez and sutʃ a klŭter ov

endʒīnz ov wor az haþ not bēn sēn ðēz hundred yērz, and

sent em--ƕĭðer? Tꝏ ðe ritʃ and plĕzant landz ov Beʃtreȃ?

No. Tꝏ Demonland? Not a ƕit. Tꝏ ðis Witʃland, ƕȇr wið a

twenteeþ part ðe pȣer a haþ nȣ riskt ȏl and sŭferd

deþ and dꝏm? No! but tꝏ yonder hel-besmĭten wildernes ov

Ŭper Impland, treles, wȏterles, not a sōl tꝏ pa him

trĭbūt had he lād it under him sāv wȏnderiŋ bandz ov săvādʒ

Imps, wið mœr bugz on ðȇr bŏdēz ðan pens in ðȇr

persez, I worant u. Or wȏz he mīnded tꝏ be kiŋ amuŋ ðe

dĭvelz ov ðe ȇr, gōsts, and hob-þrŭʃez ðat be fȣnd in

ðat dĕzert?"


"Wĭðȣt kontroverse ðȇr be sĕventēn sĕveral sorts ov dĭvelz

on ðe Morunȃ," sed Korsus, vĕre lȣd and sŭden, so ðat ȏl

ternd tꝏ lʊk on him; "fire dĭvelz, dĭvelz ov ðe ȇr,

terestreal dĭvelz, az u ma sa, and wȏtere dĭvelz, and

subterānyan dĭvelz. Wĭðȣt kontroverse ðȇr be sĕven sēn

sorts, sĕventēn sĕveral sorts ov hob-þrŭʃez, and sĕveral

sorts ov dĭvelz, and if ðe humor tʊk me I kʊd nām ðem

ȏl bi rōt."


Wundrȣs sŏlem wȏz ðe hĕve fās ov Korsus, hiz īz, băge

undernēþ and sumƕȏt bludʃed, hiz pendʒulȣs tʃēks, þik

blŭber ŭper-lip, and brisle gra mʊstȃʃeōz and ƕiskerz.

He had eten, mānle tꝏ provōk þerst, pĭkeld ŏlīvz, kaperz,

sȏlted ȃlmondz, antʃovēz, fumȃdōz, and piltʃardz frīd wið

mustard, and nȣ awated ðe sȏlt tʃīn ov bēf tꝏ be a pĭlo

and a restiŋ plās for nu potaʃonz.


Ðe Lade Zenambreȃ ȃskt, "Noeþ ĕne for sertān ƕȏt fāt

befel Dʒalkanius and Helterānyus and Zeldornyus and ðȇr

armēz?"


"Herd I not," sed Prezmirȃ, "ðat ða wer led bi

Wil-o'-ðe-Wisps tꝏ ðe rēdʒonz Hiperborean, and ðȇr mād

kiŋz?"


"Tōld ðe bi ðe madʒ-hȣlet, I fēr me, sister," sed Lȃ

Firēz. "Ƕĕnaz I fȇrd þrꝏ Impland ðe Mœr, siks yērz

ago, ðȇr wȏz mĕne a wīld tāl tōld me herov, but nȏt

wĭðin krĕdit."


Nȣ wȏz ðe tʃīn servd in amid ʃalots on a grāt diʃ ov

gōld, bœrn bi fœr serviŋ men, so wate wȏz ðe diʃ and

its berden. Sum līt ðȇr glōd in ðe dul i ov Korsus

tꝏ se it kum, and Korund rōz up wið brĭmiŋ goblet, and

ðe Witʃez krīd, "Ðe soŋ ov ðe tʃīn, O Korund!" Grāt az




a nēt stʊd Korund in hiz rŭset velvet kertel, gert abȣt

wið a brȏd belt ov krŏkodīl hīd edʒd wið gōld. From hiz

ʃōlderz huŋ a klōk ov wʊlfs skin wið ðe hȇr insīd, ðe

ȣtsīd tand and diperd wið perpel silk. Dalīt wȏz ni

gon, and þrꝏ a hāz ov savorz riziŋ from ðe fēst ðe

flambƣz ʃon on hiz bȏld hed set abȣt wið þik grĭzeld

kerlz, and on hiz kēn gra īz, and hiz loŋ and bʊʃe bērd.

He krīd, "Giv me a rȣz, mi lordz! and if ĕne fāl tꝏ bȇr

me ȣt in ðe refrān, Īl nȇr luv him mœr." And he saŋ

ðis soŋ ov ðe tʃīn in a vƣs līk ðe sȣndiŋ ov a goŋ;

and ȏl ða rœrd in ðe refrān til ðe pīld dĭʃez on ðe

servīs tabelz raŋ:


𝐵𝑟𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑜𝑢𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑂𝑙𝑑 𝐶ℎ𝑦𝑛𝑒, 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐶𝑜𝑙𝑑 𝐶ℎ𝑦𝑛𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑚𝑒,


𝐴𝑛𝑑 ℎ𝑜𝑤 𝐼𝑙𝑒 𝑐ℎ𝑎𝑟𝑔𝑒 ℎ𝑖𝑚 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑒𝑒,


𝐵𝑟𝑎𝑤𝑛 𝑡𝑢𝑠𝑘𝑒𝑑, 𝐵𝑟𝑎𝑤𝑛 𝑤𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝑠𝑜𝑤𝑠𝑡 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑓𝑖𝑛𝑒,


𝑊𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎 𝑝𝑟𝑒𝑐𝑖𝑜𝑢𝑠 𝑐𝑢𝑝 𝑜𝑓 𝑀𝑢𝑠𝑐𝑎𝑑𝑖𝑛𝑒:


      𝐻𝑜𝑤 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝐼 𝑠𝑖𝑛𝑔, ℎ𝑜𝑤 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝐼 𝑙𝑜𝑜𝑘,

      𝐼𝑛 ℎ𝑜𝑛𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑀𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑟-𝐶𝑜𝑜𝑘?


𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑃𝑖𝑔 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑛 𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑛𝑠𝑤𝑒𝑟 𝑚𝑒,

𝐶𝑎𝑛𝑠𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑢 𝑠𝑝𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑚𝑒 𝑎 𝑠ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑙𝑑𝑒𝑟? 𝑎 𝑤𝑦, 𝑎 𝑤𝑦.

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝐷𝑢𝑐𝑘, 𝐺𝑜𝑜𝑠𝑒, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝐶𝑎𝑝𝑜𝑛, 𝑔𝑜𝑜𝑑 𝑓𝑒𝑙𝑙𝑜𝑤𝑠 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑟𝑒𝑒,

𝑆ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑑𝑎𝑛𝑐𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑒 𝑎𝑛 𝑎𝑛𝑡𝑖𝑐𝑘, 𝑠𝑜 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑇𝑢𝑟𝑘𝑒𝑦:

𝐵𝑢𝑡 𝑂! 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐶𝑜𝑙𝑑 𝐶ℎ𝑦𝑛𝑒, 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐶𝑜𝑙𝑑 𝐶ℎ𝑦𝑛𝑒 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑚𝑒:


      𝐻𝑜𝑤 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝐼 𝑠𝑖𝑛𝑔, ℎ𝑜𝑤 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝐼 𝑙𝑜𝑜𝑘,

      𝐼𝑛 ℎ𝑜𝑛𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑀𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑟-𝐶𝑜𝑜𝑘?


𝑊𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑏𝑟𝑒𝑤𝑖𝑠 𝐼𝑙𝑒 𝑛𝑜𝑦𝑛𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑒 𝑓𝑟𝑜𝑚 ℎ𝑒𝑎𝑑 𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ' ℎ𝑒𝑒𝑙,

𝑆ℎ𝑎𝑙 𝑚𝑎𝑘𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑒 𝑟𝑢𝑛 𝑛𝑖𝑚𝑏𝑙𝑒𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑛𝑒𝑤 𝑜𝑦𝑙𝑑 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑒𝑙;

𝑊𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑃𝑦𝑒-𝑐𝑟𝑢𝑠𝑡 𝑤𝑒𝑒'𝑙 𝑚𝑎𝑘𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑒

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑒𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡ℎ 𝑤𝑖𝑠𝑒 𝑚𝑎𝑛 𝑡𝑜 𝑏𝑒;

𝐵𝑢𝑡 𝑂! 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑂𝑙𝑑 𝐶ℎ𝑦𝑛𝑒, 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐶𝑜𝑙𝑑 𝐶ℎ𝑦𝑛𝑒 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑚𝑒:


      𝐻𝑜𝑤 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝐼 𝑠𝑖𝑛𝑔, ℎ𝑜𝑤 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝐼 𝑙𝑜𝑜𝑘,

      𝐼𝑛 ℎ𝑜𝑛𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑀𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑟-𝐶𝑜𝑜𝑘?


Ƕen ðe tʃīn wȏz karvd and ðe kups replĕniʃt, ðe Kiŋ

ĭʃūd komȃnd saiŋ, "Kȏl hĭðer mi dworf, and let him akt

hiz antik dʒestʃūrz befœr us."




Ðȇrwið kām ðe dworf intꝏ ðe hȏl, mŏpiŋ and moiŋ,

klad in a slēvles dʒerkin ov strīpt yĕlo and red mŏkado.

And hiz loŋ and nervles tāl dragd on ðe flœr behīnd him.


"Sumƕȏt fʊlsum iz ðis dworf," sed Lȃ Firēz.


"Spēk wĭðin dœr, Prins," sed Korinyus. "Nōst not hiz

kwȏlite? A haþ bēn envƣ ekstrordinare from Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟣.

ov mĕmore ĕver glœreȣs untꝏ Lord Dʒus in Galiŋ and ðe lordz

ov Demonland. And twȏz ðe gratest kertese we kʊd stŭde tꝏ

dꝏ ðem, tꝏ send em ðis lꝏbe for ȣr ambăsador."


Ðe dworf praktīst befœr ðem tꝏ ðe grāt kontent ov ðe

lordz ov Witʃland and ðȇr gests, sāv for hiz dʒapiŋ ŭpon

Korinyus and ðe Prins, kȏliŋ ðem tꝏ pekoks, so līk in

ðȇr brīt plumādʒ ðat nun mīt tel iðer from ŭðer;

ƕitʃ sumƕȏt gȏld ðem bōþ.


And nȣ wȏz ðe Kiŋz hart waksen glad wið wīn, and he

pledʒd Gro, saiŋ, "Be mĕre, Gro, and dȣt not ðat I wil

fʊlfil mi werd I spāk untꝏ ðe, and māk ðe kiŋ in Zādʒe

Zakulo."


"Lord, I am yorz for ĕver," ȃnserd Gro. "But mĕþinks I am

lĭtel fĭted tꝏ be a kiŋ. Mĕþinks I wȏz ĕver a bĕter

stʃuword ov ŭðer menz fortʃūnz ðan ov mīn ōn."


Ƕarat ðe Dʒūk Korsus, ðat wȏz sprȏld on ðe tabel wel

ni aslēp, krīd ȣt in a grāt vƣs but huske wĭðȏl, "A

brās ov dĭvelz brƣl me if ðȣ sāst not sꝏþ! If ðīn ōn

fortʃūnz kum of but blule, kȇr not a ruʃ. Giv me sum

wīn, a fʊl wepiŋ goblet. Hȃ! Hȃ! ƕip it awa! Hȃ! Hȃ!

Witʃland! Ƕen wȇr u ðe krȣn ov Demonland, O Kiŋ?"


"Hȣ nȣ, Korsus," sed ðe Kiŋ, "art ðȣ drunk?"


But Lȃ Firēz sed, "Ye swȇr pēs wið ðe Demonz in ðe

Foleot Īlz, and bi mite ōþs ar ye bȣnd tꝏ pʊt bi for

ĕver yor klāmz ov lordʃip over Demonland. I hōpt yor

kworelz wer ended."


"Ƕi so ða ar," sed ðe Kiŋ.


Korsus tʃŭkeld wēkle. "Ye sa wel: vĕre wel, O Kiŋ, vĕre

wel, Lȃ Firēz. Ȣr kworelz ar ended. No rꝏm for mœr. For,

lʊk u, Demonland iz a rīp frūt rĕde tꝏ drop me ðus in

ȣr mȣþ." Leniŋ bak he gāpt hiz mȣþ wīd open,

suspendiŋ bi wun leg abuv it an hortolan basted wið its ōn

drĭpiŋ. Ðe berd slipt þrꝏ hiz fingerz, and fel




agānst hiz tʃēk, and so on tꝏ hiz bʊzom, and so on ðe flœr,

and hiz brazen berne and ðe slēvz ov hiz pāl grēn kertel

wer splaʃt wið ðe grave.


Ƕarat Korinyus let fli a grāt pēl ov lȃfter; but Lȃ

Firēz fluʃt wið anger and sed, skȣliŋ, "Drunken‘nes, mi

lord, iz a dʒest for þrȏlz tꝏ lȃf at."


"Ðen sit ðȣ mum, Prins," sed Korinyus, "lest ði kwȏlite

be kȏld in kwestʃon. For mi part I lȃf at mi þȏts, and

ða be vĕre tʃƣs."


But Korsus wīpt hiz fās and fel a-sĭŋiŋ:


𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛𝑒'𝑒𝑟 𝐼 𝑏𝑖𝑏 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑖𝑛𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛,

𝐴𝑠𝑙𝑒𝑒𝑝𝑒 𝑑𝑟𝑜𝑝 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑚𝑦 𝑐𝑎𝑟𝑒𝑠.

𝐴 𝑓𝑖𝑔 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑓𝑟𝑒𝑡,

𝐴 𝑓𝑖𝑔 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑠𝑤𝑒𝑎𝑡,

𝐴 𝑓𝑖𝑔 𝑐𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝐼 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑐𝑎𝑟𝑒𝑠.

𝑆𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑑𝑒𝑎𝑡ℎ 𝑚𝑢𝑠𝑡 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑒, 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ 𝐼 𝑠𝑎𝑦 𝑛𝑎𝑦,

𝑊ℎ𝑦 𝑔𝑟𝑖𝑒𝑣𝑒 𝑚𝑦 𝑙𝑖𝑓𝑒'𝑠 𝑑𝑎𝑦𝑠 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑓𝑓𝑎𝑖𝑟𝑒𝑠?


𝐶𝑜𝑚𝑒, 𝑏𝑖𝑏 𝑤𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑖𝑛𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛

𝑂𝑓 𝐵𝑎𝑐𝑐ℎ𝑢𝑠 𝑓𝑎𝑖𝑟𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑠𝑒𝑒;

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑎𝑙𝑤𝑎𝑦 𝑤ℎ𝑖𝑙𝑒 𝑤𝑒 𝑏𝑖𝑏𝑏𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑏𝑒,

𝐴𝑠𝑙𝑒𝑒𝑝𝑒 𝑑𝑟𝑜𝑝 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑐𝑎𝑟𝑒𝑠.


Wið ðat, Korsus sank hĕvile forword agān on ðe tabel. And

ðe dworf, ƕꝏz dʒāps ȏl els in ðat kumpane had taken wel

even ƕen ðemselvz wer ðe mark ðarov, lēpt up and dȣn,

kriiŋ, "Hēr a wunder! Ðis pʊdiŋ sĭŋeþ. Ƕen wið tꝏ

plăterz, þrȏlz! ye hav servd it o' ðe bœrd wĭðȣt a

diʃ. Wun wer tꝏ lĭtel tꝏ kontān so vȃst a dēl ov

bʊloks blud and lard. Swift, and karv it ȇr ðe vaporz

berst ðe skin."


"I wil karv ðe, filþ," sed Korsus, lertʃiŋ tꝏ hiz fēt;

and katʃiŋ ðe dworf bi ðe rist wið wun hand he gāv him a

grāt boks on ðe ēr wið ðe ŭðer. Ðe dworf skwēld and bit

Korsusez þum tꝏ ðe bōn, so ðat he lꝏst hiz hōld; and ðe

dworf fled from ðe hȏl, ƕīl ðe kumpane lȃft plĕzantle.


"So flieþ fŏle befœr wizdom ƕitʃ iz in wīn," sed ðe

Kiŋ. "Ðe nīt iz yuŋ: briŋ me botargōz, and kăvear and

tōst. Drink, Prins. Ðe red Þramnyan wīn ðat iz þik līk

hŭne wꝏeþ ðe sōl tꝏ divīn filŏsofe. Hȣ vān a þiŋ iz

ambĭʃon. Ðis wȏz Gazlarks bān, ƕꝏz enterprizez ov sutʃ

pitʃ and moment hav ended ðus, in a kīnd ov nŭþiŋ. Or ƕȏt




þinkst ðȣ, Gro, ðȣ ƕitʃ art a filŏsofer?"


"Alȃs, pꝏr Gazlark," sed Gro. "Had ȏl grōn tꝏ hiz mīnd, and

had he gānst ȏl ekspektaʃon gŏten us overþrōn, even so

had he bēn no nerer tꝏ hiz harts dezīr ðan ƕen he ferst

set fœrþ. For he had ov ōld in Zādʒe Zakulo etiŋ and drinkiŋ

and gardenz and trĕʒūr and muzĭʃanz and a fȇr wīf, ȏl

soft ēz and kontentment ȏl hiz dāz. And at ðe lȃst,

hȣsoȇr we ʃāp ȣr kœrs, kŭmeþ ðe pŏpe ðat abideþ

ȏl ov us bi ðe harbor ov oblĭveon hard tꝏ klenz. Dri

wĭðerd lēvz ov lorel or ov sīpres tre, and a lĭtel

dust. Nȏt els remaneþ."


"Wið a sad brȣ I sa it," sed ðe Kiŋ: "I hōld him wīz

ðat resteþ hăpe, even az ðe Red Foleot, and tempteþ not

ðe Godz bi over-mȣntiŋ ambĭʃon tꝏ hiz dēdʒekʃon."


Lȃ Firēz had þrōn himself bak in hiz hi sēt wið hiz

elbōz restiŋ on its lofte armz and hiz handz dangliŋ īdle on

iðer sīd. Wið hed held hi and inkredʒulȣs smīl he

harkend tꝏ ðe werdz ov Gorīs ðe Kiŋ.


Gro sed in Korundz ēr, "Ðe Kiŋ haþ fȣnd strāndʒ kīndnes

in ðe kup."


"I þink ðȣ and I be klēn ȣt o' făʃon," ȃnserd Korund,

ƕisperiŋ, "ðat we be not yet drunken; ðe kȏz ƕarov iz

ðat ðȣ drinkst wĭðin mĕʒūr, ƕitʃ iz gʊd, and me ðis

ămĕþist at mi belt kepeþ sober, wer I nĕver so

serfēt-sweld wið wīn."


Lȃ Firēz sed, "U ar plēzd tꝏ dʒest, O Kiŋ. For mi part,

I had az lēf hav ðis musk-mĭleon on mi ʃōlderz az a hed

so blŏkiʃ az tꝏ wȏnt ambĭʃon."


"If ðȣ wert not ȣr prinsle gest," sed Korinyus, "I had

kȏld ðat spōk in ðe rīt făʃon ov a lĭtel man.

Witʃland afekteþ not sutʃ vȏnts, but kan afœrd tꝏ spēk az

ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ in prȣd humĭlite. Terke koks dꝏ strut and

gŏbel; not so ðe egel, ƕꝏ hōldeþ ðe werld at hiz

diskrĕʃon."


"Pĭte on ðe," krīd ðe Prins, "if ðis tʃēp viktore tern

ðe so gĭde. Goblinz!"


Korinyus skȣld. Korsus tʃŭkeld, saiŋ tꝏ himself but lȣd

enuf for ȏl tꝏ hēr, "Goblinz, kwoþȃ? Ða wer smȏl gām

had ða bēn ȏl. I, ðȇr it iz: had ða bēn ȏl."


Ðe Kiŋz brȣ wȏz līk a fȣl blak klȣd. Ðe wĭmen held




ðȇr breþ. But Korsus, blandle insensibel ov ðēz găðeriŋ

þunderz, bēt tīm on ðe tabel wið hiz kup, drȣzile

tʃȃntiŋ tꝏ a mōst mœrnfʊl ȇr:


𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑏𝑖𝑟𝑑𝑠 𝑖𝑛 𝑤𝑎𝑡𝑒𝑟 𝑑𝑒𝑒𝑝𝑒 𝑑𝑜 𝑙𝑖𝑒,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑓𝑖𝑠ℎ𝑒𝑠 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑎𝑖𝑟 𝑑𝑜𝑒 𝑓𝑙𝑖𝑒,

𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑤𝑎𝑡𝑒𝑟 𝑏𝑢𝑟𝑛𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑓𝑖𝑟𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑡ℎ 𝑓𝑟𝑒𝑒𝑧𝑒,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑦𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝑔𝑟𝑜𝑤 𝑎𝑠 𝑓𝑟𝑢𝑖𝑡𝑠 𝑜𝑛 𝑡𝑟𝑒𝑒𝑠--


A rezȣndiŋ hekup brȏt him tꝏ a fʊl klōz.


Ðe tȏk had dīd dȣn, ðe lordz ov Witʃland, il at ēz,

stŭdeiŋ tꝏ wȇr ðȇr fasez tꝏ ðe bent ov ðe Kiŋz lʊks.

But Prezmirȃ spāk, and ðe muzik ov her vƣs kām līk a

refrĕʃiŋ ʃȣer. "Ðis soŋ ov mi Lord Korsus," ʃe sed,

"mād me hōpfʊl for an ȃnser tꝏ a kwestʃon in filŏsofe; but

Băkus, u se, haþ taen hiz sōl intꝏ Eleʒum for a

sezon, and I fēr me nor trūþ nor wizdom kŭmeþ from hiz

mȣþ tꝏ-nīt. And ðis wȏz mi kwestʃon, ƕĕðer it be tru

ðat ȏl ănimalz ov ðe land ar in ðȇr kīnd in ðe se? Mi

Lord Korinyus, or ðȣ, mi prinsle brŭðer, kan u rezolv

me?"


"Ƕi, so it iz resēvd, mădam," sed Lȃ Firēz. "And inkwire

wil ʃo ðe mĕne prĭte instansez: az ðe se-frog, ðe

se-foks, ðe se-dog, ðe se-hors, ðe se-lion, ðe

se-bȇr. And I hav nōn ðe barbarȣs pepel ov Ezamoʃȃ ēt

ov a konserv ov se-mīs maʃt and brād in a mortar wið

ðe fleʃ ov ðat bēst nāmd bos marinus, sezond wið sȏlt

and garlik."


"Fo! spēk tꝏ me sumƕȏt kwikle," krīd ðe Lade Srivȃ, "ȇr

in imādʒinaʃon I tāst sutʃ nȃste mēt. Prĭðe, yonder gōld

pētʃez and razinz ov ðe sun az an antidōt."


"Lord Gro wil instrukt ðe bĕter ðan I," sed Lȃ Firēz.

"For mi part, ȏlbeit I þink nōble ov filŏsofe, yet hav I

lĭtel lĕʒūr tꝏ stŭde it. Oft hav I hunted ðe badʒer, yet

nĕver ȃnserd ðat kwestʃon ov ðe doktorz ƕĕðer he haþ ðe

legz ov wun sīd ʃorter ðan ov ðe ŭðer. Niðer no I, for

ȏl ðe lamprāz I hav ēt, hȣ mĕne īz ðe lampra haþ,

ƕĕðer it be nīn or tꝏ."


Prezmirȃ smīld: "O mi brŭðer, ðȣ art tꝏ tꝏ smꝏrd, I

fēr me, in ðe dust ov akʃon and ðe fēld tꝏ be at akord

wið ðēz nīs sertʃiŋz. But be ðȇr berdz under ðe se,

mi Lord Gro?"


Gro mād ȃnser, "In rĭverz, sertānle, ðo it be but berdz

ov ðe ȇr sōdʒerniŋ for a sezon. Az I miself hav fȣnd ðem




in Ȣter Impland, aslēp in winter tīm at ðe bŏtom ov lāks

and rĭverz, tꝏ tʊgĕðer, mȣþ tꝏ mȣþ, wiŋ tꝏ wiŋ. But in

ðe spriŋ ða revīv agān, and bi and bi ar ðe wʊdz fʊl

ov ðȇr sĭŋiŋ. And for ðe se, ðȇr be tru se-kŭkōz,

se-þrŭʃez, and se-spărōz, and mĕne mœr."


"It iz pȃsiŋ strāndʒ," sed Zenambreȃ.


Korsus saŋ:


𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑠𝑜𝑟𝑐𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝑑𝑜 𝑙𝑒𝑎𝑣𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑟 𝑐ℎ𝑎𝑟𝑚𝑒,

𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑠𝑝𝑖𝑑𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝑑𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑓𝑙𝑦 𝑛𝑜 ℎ𝑎𝑟𝑚𝑒.


Prezmirȃ ternd tꝏ Korund saiŋ, "Wȏz ðȇr not a mĕre

dispūt betwikst u, mi lord, konserniŋ ðe tōd and ðe

spider, ðȣ māntaniŋ ðat ða dꝏ pƣzonȣsle destrƣ wun

anŭðer, and mi Lord Gro ðat he wʊd ʃo ðe tꝏ ðe

kontrare?"


"Twȏz even so, lade," sed Korund, "and it iz yet in

kontroverse."


Korsus saŋ:


𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑏𝑙𝑎𝑐𝑘𝑏𝑖𝑟𝑑 𝑙𝑒𝑎𝑣𝑒𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑠𝑖𝑛𝑔,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑙𝑖𝑘𝑒𝑤𝑖𝑠𝑒 𝑠𝑒𝑟𝑝𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑠 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑡𝑜 𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑛𝑔,

𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑚𝑎𝑦 𝑠𝑎𝑦𝑒, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑗𝑢𝑠𝑡𝑙𝑦 𝑡𝑜𝑜,

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑜𝑙𝑑 𝑤𝑜𝑟𝑙𝑑 𝑛𝑜𝑤 𝑖𝑠 𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑛𝑒𝑑 𝑎𝑛𝑒𝑤:


and so sank bak intꝏ bloted silens.


"Mi Lord ðe Kiŋ," krīd Prezmirȃ, "I besētʃ u giv order

for ðe endiŋ ov ðis dĭferens betwēn tꝏ ov yor kȣnsil,

ȇr it waks tꝏ dāndʒerȣs hēt. Let ðem be gĭven a tōd, O Kiŋ,

and spiderz wĭðȣt dela, ðat ða ma māk ekspĕriment befœr

ðis gʊdle kumpane."


Ðȇrwið ȏl fel a-lȃfiŋ, and ðe Kiŋ komȃnded a þrȏl,

ƕꝏ ʃortle brȏt fat spiderz tꝏ ðe number ov sĕven and a

kristal wīn-kup, and inklōzd wið ðem benēþ ðe kup a

tōd, and set ȏl befœr ðe Kiŋ. And ȏl beheld ðem egerle.


"I wil wādʒer tꝏ ferkinz ov pāl Permean wīn tꝏ a buntʃ ov

rădĭʃez," sed Korund, "ðat viktore ʃal be gĭven untꝏ ðe

spiderz. Behōld hȣ wĭðȣt rezistans ða dꝏ sit ŭpon hiz

hed and pȃs ȏl over hiz bŏde."


Gro sed, "Dun."




"Ðȣ wilt lꝏz ðe wādʒer, Korund," sed ðe Kiŋ. "Ðis tōd

takeþ no hert from ðe spiderz, but sĭteþ kwiet ȣt ov

pŏlise, temptiŋ ðem tꝏ sekurite, ðat ŭpon advȃntādʒ he ma

swȏlo ðem dȣn."


Ƕīl ða wȏtʃt, frūts wer bœrn in: kwēn-ăpelz,

ȃlmondz, pŏmegranāts and pistik nuts; and freʃ bōlz and

dʒarz ov wīn, and amuŋ ðem a kristal flăgon ov ðe

pētʃ-kŭlord wīn ov Krŏðeriŋ vintādʒd mĕne sŭmerz ago in

ðe vīnyardz ðat stretʃ sȣþword tꝏword ðe se from belo

ðe kȃsel ov Lord Brandox Dahȃ.


Korinyus drank dēp, and krīd, "Tiz a rƣal drink, ðis wīn

ov Krŏðeriŋ! Fōk sa it wil be gʊd tʃēp ðis sŭmer."


Ƕarat Lȃ Firēz ʃot a glȃns at him, and ðe Kiŋ markiŋ it

sed in Korinyusez ēr, "Wilt ðȣ be prudent? Let not ði

prīd flăter ðe tꝏ þink ȏt ʃal avāl ðe, ĕne mœr

ðan mi vilest þrȏl, if bi ði dꝏiŋ ðis Prins smel ȣt mi

sēkrets."


Bi ðen wȏz ðe ȣr waksiŋ lāt, and ðe wĭmen tʊk ðȇr

lēv, lited tꝏ ðe dœrz in grāt stāt bi þrȏlz wið

flambƣz. In a ƕīl, ƕen ða wer gon. "A plāg ov ȏl

spiderz!" krīd Korund. "Ði tōd haþ swȏlōd wun ȏlrĕde."


"Tꝏ mœr!" sed Gro. "Ði þeorik krumbleþ apās, O Korund.

He haþ tꝏ at a gulp, and but fœr remān."


Ðe Lord Korinyus, ƕꝏz kȣntenans wȏz nȣ aflām wið

fureȣs drinkiŋ, held hi hiz kup and katʃiŋ ðe Prinsez

i, "Mark wel, Lȃ Firēz," he krīd, "a sīn and a prŏfese.

Ferst wun; nekst tꝏ at a mȣþfʊl; and erle ȃfter ðat, az I

þink, ðe fœr ðat remān. Art not afērd lest ðȣ be fȣnd

a spider ƕen ðe brunt ʃal kum?"


"Hast drunk ðiself horn-mad, Korinyus?" sed ðe Kiŋ under

hiz breþ, hiz vƣs ʃaken wið anger.


"He iz az wĭte a marmalād-eter az ĕver I konverst wið,"

sed Lȃ Firēz, "but I kanot tel ƕȏt ðe dĭkenz he mēnz."


"Ðat," ȃnserd Korinyus, "ƕitʃ ʃʊd māk ði smerkiŋ fās

tern sereȣs. I mēn ȣr ānʃent ĕnemēz, ðe haskardle

mongrelz ov Demonland. Ferst gulp, Gōldre, taken hĕven nōz

ƕĭðer bi ðe Kiŋz sendiŋ in a dedle skud ov wind----"


"Ðe dĕvil dam ðe!" krīd ðe Kiŋ, "ƕȏt drunken brăbel iz

ðis?"




But ðe Prins Lȃ Firēz wakst red az blud, saiŋ, "Ðis it

iz ðen ðat lieþ behīnd ðis hŭder mŭder, and ye go tꝏ wor

wið Demonland? Þink not tꝏ hav mi help ðarin."


"We ʃal not slēp ðe wers for ðat," sed Korinyus. "Ȣr

mȣþ iz big enuf for sutʃ a morsel ov martʃpān az ðȣ, if

ðȣ tern erksum."


"Ði mȣþ iz big enuf tꝏ blab ðe sēkretest intĕlīdʒens, az

we nȣ mōst lȃfable aprꝏv," sed Lȃ Firēz. "Wer I ðe

Kiŋ, I wʊd drȏ lobsterz ƕiskerz on ði skin, for a tipse

and a pratliŋ pŏpindʒa."


"An insult!" krīd ðe Lord Korinyus, lepiŋ up. "I wʊd not

tāk an insult from ðe Godz in hĕven. Rētʃ me a sœrd, bƣ!

I wil māk Beʃtrean kut-werks in hiz guts."


"Pēs, on yor līvz!" sed ðe Kiŋ in a grāt vƣs, ƕīl

Korund went tꝏ Korinyus and Gro tꝏ ðe Prins tꝏ kwiet ðem.

"Korinyus iz wꝏnded in ðe rist and kanot fīt, and belīk

hiz brān iz feverd bi ðe wꝏnd."


"Hēl him, ðen, ov ðis karviŋ ðe Goblinz gāv him, and I

wil karv him līk a kapon," sed ðe Prins.


"Goblinz!" sed Korinyus fērsle. "No, vīl fĕlo, ðe best

sœrdzman in ðe werld gāv me ðis wꝏnd. Had it bēn ðȣ

ðat stʊd befœr me, I had kut ðe intꝏ stāks, ðat art

kapond ȏlrĕde."


But ðe Kiŋ stʊd up in hiz madʒeste, saiŋ, "Silens, on yor

līvz!" And ðe Kiŋz īz glĭterd wið rȏþ, and he sed,

"For ðe, Korinyus, not ði hot ūþ and rebĕleȣs blud nor

yet ðe wīn ðȣ hast swild intꝏ ðat grede bĕle ov ðīn

ʃal mĭtigāt ðe rĭgor ov mi displĕʒūr. Ði pŭniʃment I

rezerv untꝏ tꝏ-moro. And ðȣ, Lȃ Firēz, lʊk ðȣ bȇr

ðiself mœr humble in mi hȏlz. Over pert wȏz ðe mĕsādʒ

brȏt me bi ðīn hĕrald at ði kŭmiŋ hĭðer ðis morniŋ,

and tꝏ mutʃ it smakt ov a gretiŋ from an ēkwal tꝏ an

ēkwal, kȏliŋ ði trĭbūt a gift, ðo it, and ðȣ, and ȏl

ði prinsipălite ar mīn bi rīt tꝏ dēl wið az sēmz me

gʊd. Yet did I bȇr wið ðe: unwīzle, az I þink, sins ði

pertnes nŭriʃt bi mi forbarans sprĭŋeþ up yet ranker at

mi tabel, and ðȣ insultst and brȏlst in mi hȏlz. Be

advīzd, lest mi rȏþ fœrdʒ þunderbolts agānst ðe."


Ðe Prins Lȃ Firēz ȃnserd and sed, "Kēp frȣnz and

þrets for ðīn ofendiŋ þrȏlz, O Kiŋ, sins me ða

afrīt not, and I lȃf ðem tꝏ skorn. Nor am I kȇrfʊl tꝏ

ȃnser ðīn indʒureȣs werdz; sins wel ðȣ nōst mi ōld




frendʃip untꝏ ðīn hȣs, O Kiŋ, and untꝏ Witʃland, and bi

ƕȏt bandz ov mărādʒ I am bȣnd in luv tꝏ ðe Lord Korund,

tꝏ ƕꝏm I gāv mi lade sister. If it sūt not mi stŭmak tꝏ

proklām līk a servīl mĭnister ði suzerānte, yet nēdst

ðȣ not tꝏ karp at ðis, sins ði trĭbūt iz pād ðe, i,

and in over-mĕʒūr. But untꝏ Demonland am I bȣnd, az ȏl ðe

werld noeþ, and sꝏner ʃalt ðȣ prevāl ŭpon ðe lamps ov

hĕven tꝏ kum dȣn and fīt for ðe agānst ðe Demonz ðan

ŭpon me. And untꝏ Korinyus ðat so bōsteþ I sa ðat

Demonland haþ ĕver bēn tꝏ hard for u Witʃez. Gōldre

Bluzko and Brandox Dahȃ hav ʃōn u ðis. Ðis iz mi

kȣnsel untꝏ ðe, O Kiŋ, tꝏ māk pēs wið Demonland: mi

rezonz, ferst ðat ðȣ hast no dʒust kȏz ov kworel wið

ðem, nekst (and ðis ʃʊd swa ðe mœr) ðat if ðȣ

persist in fitiŋ agānst ðem it wil be ðe ruin ov ðe

and ov ȏl Witʃland."


Ðe Kiŋ bit hiz fingerz wið sīnz ov wunderfʊl anger, and for

a mĭnūts tīm no sȣnd wȏz in ðat hȏl. Ōnle Korund spāk

privātle tꝏ ðe Kiŋ saiŋ, "Lord, O for ȏl sāks swȏlo

yor rƣal rādʒ. U ma ƕip him ƕen mi sun Hakmon reterneþ,

but til ðen he ȣtnumberz us, and yor ōn parte so

overƕelmd wið wīn ðat, trust me, I wʊd not adventʃūr ðe

prīs ov a ternip on ȣr tʃȃnsez if it kum tꝏ fitiŋ."


Trŭbeld at hart wȏz Korund, for wel he nu hȣ dēr beỾond

akȣnt hiz lade wīf held ðe kepiŋ ov ðe pēs betwikst Lȃ

Firēz and ðe Witʃez.


In ðis moment Korsus, sumƕȏt rȣzd in an evil ȣr ȣt ov

lĕþardʒe bi ðe lȣd tȏk and mꝏvment, began tꝏ siŋ:


𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑝𝑟𝑖𝑠𝑜𝑛𝑠 ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑏𝑜𝑢𝑡

𝐻𝑎𝑣𝑒 𝑗𝑢𝑠𝑡𝑙𝑒𝑑 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑟 𝑝𝑟𝑖𝑠𝑜𝑛𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝑜𝑢𝑡,

𝐵𝑒𝑐𝑎𝑢𝑠𝑒 𝑖𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑒𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦 ℎ𝑎𝑣𝑒 𝑛𝑜 𝑐𝑎𝑢𝑠𝑒

𝑇𝑜 𝑘𝑒𝑒𝑝𝑒 '𝑒𝑚 𝑖𝑛 𝑏𝑦 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑚𝑜𝑛 𝑙𝑎𝑤𝑠.


Ƕarat Korinyus, in ƕꝏm wīn and kworeliŋ and ðe Kiŋz

rebūks had lited a fīr ov rekles and ȣtrādʒȣs mălīs

befœr ƕitʃ ȏl kȣnselz ov prudens or pŏlise wer dĭsipated

līk waks in a fernās, ʃȣted lȣdle, "Wilt se ȣr prĭzonerz,

Prins, i' ðe ōld bankwet hȏl, tꝏ prꝏv ðiself an as?"


"Ƕȏt prĭzonerz?" krīd ðe Prins, sprĭŋiŋ tꝏ hiz fēt.

"Helz furēz! I am were ov ðēz dark ekwivokaʃonz and wil

no ðe trūþ."




"Ƕi wilt ðȣ rādʒ so bēstle?" sed ðe Kiŋ. "Ðe man iz

drunk. No mœr wīld werdz."


"Ðȣ kanst not daf me so. I wil no ðe trūþ," sed Lȃ

Firēz.


"So ðȣ ʃalt," sed Korinyus. "Ðis it iz: ðat we Witʃez be

bĕter men ðan ðȣ and ði hen-harted Piksēz, and bĕter men

ðan ðe akerst Demonz. No nēd tꝏ hīd it ferðer. Tꝏ ov

ðat brꝏd we hav lād bi ðe hēlz, and nāld em up on ðe

wȏl ov ðe ōld bankwet hȏl, az farmerz nāl up wezelz and

pōlkats on a barn dœr. And ðȇr ʃal ða bīd til ða be

ded: Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ."


"O mōst vĭlanȣs li!" sed ðe Kiŋ. "Īl hav ðe hūn in

pesez."


But Korinyus sed, "I ners yor ŏnor, O Kiŋ. We must no

longer skulk befœr ðēz Piksēz."


"Ðȣ dīst for it," sed ðe Kiŋ, "and it iz a li."


Nȣ wȏz ded silens for a spās. At lȃst ðe Prins sat dȣn

slole. Hiz fās wȏz ƕīt and drȏn, and he spāk untꝏ ðe

Kiŋ, slole and in a kwiet vƣs: "O Kiŋ, ðat I wȏz sumƕȏt

hot wið u, forgiv me. And if I hav omĭted ĕne form ov

alēdʒans dʒu tꝏ u, þink rȃðer ðat in mi blud it iz tꝏ

tʃāf at sutʃ sĕremonēz ðan ðat I had ĕne lak ov frendʃip

untꝏ u or ĕver drēmd ov kwestʃoniŋ yor over-lordʃip.

Ȏt ðat u ʃal rekwīr ov me and ðat lieþ wið mīn

ŏnor, ȏt ov sĕremone or fēlte, wil I wið dʒƣ perform.

And, sāv agānst Demonland, iz mi sœrd rĕde agānst yor

ĕnemēz. But hēr, O Kiŋ, tŏtereþ a tȣer rĕde tꝏ fȏl

aþwort ȣr frendʃip and paʃ it in pesez. It iz nōn tꝏ

u, O Kiŋ, and tꝏ ȏl ðe lordz ov Witʃland, ðat mi bōnz

wer ƕiteniŋ ðēz siks yērz in Impland ðe Mœr if Lord Dʒus

had not sāvd me from ðe barbarȣs Imps ðat fŏlōd Faks Fa

Faz, ƕꝏ besēʒd me fœr munþs wið mi smȏl fŏloiŋ ʃut

up in Lidȃ Nangunȃ. Mi frendʃip ʃal u hav, O Kiŋ, if

u yēld me up mi frendz."


But ðe Kiŋ sed, "I hav not ði frendz."


"Ʃo me ðen ðe ōld bankwet hȏl," sed ðe Prins.


Ðe Kiŋ sed, "I wil ʃo it ðe anon."


"I wil se it nȣ," sed ðe Prins, and he rōz from hiz

sēt.




"I wil disembel wið ðe no longer," sed ðe Kiŋ. "I dꝏ

luv ðe wel. But ƕen ðȣ ȃskst me tꝏ yēld up tꝏ ðe

Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ, ðȣ ȃskst a þiŋ ȏl Piksiland and

ði dēr harts blud wer ŭnabel tꝏ pertʃās from me. Ðēz

be mi werst ĕnemēz. Ðȣ nōst not at ƕȏt kost ov tƣl and

dāndʒer I hav at lȃst lād hand on ðem. And nȣ let not ði

hōps māk ðe an unbelever, ƕen I swȇr tꝏ ðe ðat Dʒus

and Brandox Dahȃ ʃal rot and di in prĭzon."


And for ȏl hiz dʒentel spētʃez, and ŏferz ov welþ and ritʃ

advȃntādʒ and uphōldiŋ in pēs and wor, mīt not Lȃ Firēz

ʃāk ðe Kiŋ. And ðe Kiŋ sed, "Forbȇr, Lȃ Firēz, or ðȣ

wilt veks me. Ða must rot."


So ƕen ðe Prins Lȃ Firēz sȏ ðat he mīt not mꝏv ðe

Kiŋ bi soft werdz, he tʊk up hiz fȇr kristal goblet,

eg-ʃāpt wið þre klȏz ov gōld tꝏ stand wĭðȏl welded tꝏ a

kŏlar ov gōld abȣt its mĭdel bost wið topazez, and herld

it at Gorīs ðe Kiŋ, so ðat ðe goblet smōt him on ðe

fœrhed, and ðe kristal wȏz brast asunder wið ðe fœrs ov

ðe blo, and ðe Kiŋz fœrhed lād open, and ðe Kiŋ

strʊk sensles.


Ðȇrwið wȏz hūdʒ uprœr in ðe bankwet hȏl; nor wʊd Korund

ðat ĕne ʃʊd hav spedeer hand ðarin ðan he, but

katʃiŋ up hiz tꝏ-edʒd sœrd and kriiŋ, "Lʊk tꝏ ðe Kiŋ,

Gro! Hērz distresfʊl rĕvelz!" he lēpt ŭpon ðe tabel. And

hiz sunz līkwīz and Gălandus and ðe ŭðer Witʃez sēzd

ðȇr wĕponz, and in līk măner did Lȃ Firēz and hiz men;

and ðȇr wȏz bătel in ðe grāt hȏl in Karse. Korinyus,

ƕꝏz left hand ōnle mīt az nȣ wēld wĕpon, even so spraŋ

fœrþ in mōst gălant wīz, kȏliŋ ŭpon ðe Prins wið mĕne

vīl werdz tꝏ abīd hiz onset. But ðe fūmz ov unbrideld

potaʃonz, ðat beiŋ flōn tꝏ hiz brān had mād him frantik

mad, rȏt in hiz legz mœr fŏgile, dŭliŋ ðȇr wōnted

nimbelnes. And hiz fʊt slidiŋ in a pŭdel ov spilt wīn he

fel bakword a grevȣs fȏl, strikiŋ hiz hed agānst ðe

pŏliʃt tabel. And Korsus ðat wȏz nȣ wel ni spētʃles

and kwīt stʃupefīd wið drink, so ðat a babe mīt tel az

wel az he ƕȏt ment ðis hŭbub, rēld kup in hand,

ʃȣtiŋ, "Drunken‘nes iz bĕter for ðe bŏde ðan fĭzik!

Drink ȏlwāz, and u ʃal nĕver di!" So ʃȣtiŋ he wȏz

smĭten skwȇr in ðe mȣþ bi a brest ov vēl fluŋ at him bi

Elaron ov Piksiland, ðe kaptān ov ðe Prinsez bŏdigard, and

so fel līk a hog aþwort Korinyus, and ðȇr la wĭðȣt

sens or moʃon. Ðen wer ðe tabelz overset, and wꝏndz gĭven

and taken, and swiftle ran ðe tīd ov vȃntādʒ agānst ðe

Witʃez. For ȏlbeit ðe Piksēz wer nun sutʃ grāt sōldʒerz az

ða ov Witʃland, yet ðis servd ðem mitile ðat ða wer

wel ni sober and ðȇr fōz az so mĕne kȃsks fild wið




wīn, stăgeriŋ and raviŋ for ðe mōst part from ðȇr loŋ

tipliŋ and kwȏfiŋ. Nor did Korundz ămĕþist avāl him

þrꝏle, but ðe wīn klogd hiz vānz so ðat he wakst

skant ov breþ and hiz strōks liter and sloer ðan ða

wer wōnt.


Nȣ for ðe luv he bȇr hiz sister Prezmirȃ and for hiz ōld

kīndnes sāk for Witʃland, ðe Prins tʃardʒd hiz men tꝏ

fīt ōnle for ðe overpȣeriŋ ov ðe Witʃez, slaiŋ nun if

so it mīt be, and on ðȇr līvz tꝏ lʊk tꝏ it ðat ðe Lord

Korund tʊk no hert. And ƕen ða had fȇrle gŏten ðe

mȃstere, Lȃ Firēz mād sertān ov hiz fōk tāk dʒarz ov wīn

and ðȇrwið sȣs Korund and hiz men mōst lustile in ðe

fās, ƕīl ŭðerz held ðem at wĕponz pƣnt, until bi ðe

pȣer ov ðe wīn bōþ wĭðin and wĭðȣt ða wer wel

brȏt under. And ða bărikaded ðe grāt dœrwa ov ðe

hȏl wið ðe bentʃez and tabel tops and hĕve oken trĕselz,

and Lȃ Firēz tʃardʒd Elaron hōld ðe dœr wið ðe mōst ov hiz

fŏloiŋ, and set gardz wĭðȣt ētʃ windo ðat nun mīt

kum fœrþ from ðe hȏl.


But ðe Prins himself tʊk flambƣz and went siks in kumpane tꝏ

ðe ōld bankwet hȏl, overpȣerd ðe gard, brāk open ðe

dœrz, and so stʊd befœr Lord Dʒus and Lord Brandox Dahȃ

ðat huŋ ʃăkeld tꝏ ðe wȏl sīd bi sīd. Sumþiŋ dăzeld

ða wer in ðe sŭden tortʃ-līt, but Lord Brandox Dahȃ

spāk and hāld ðe Prins, and hiz mŏkiŋ hȏte laze

aksents wer skȇrsle tutʃt wið hŏlones, for ȏl hiz

hunger-starviŋ and loŋ wȏtʃiŋ and ðe kark and kȇr ov hiz

aflikʃon. "Lȃ Firēz!" he sed. "Da nȇr brōk up til nȣ.

And mĕþȏt ye wer yonder fȏls fitʃūz fosterd in filþ

and fen, ðe spȏn ov Witʃland, reternd agān tꝏ flēr and

flȣt at us."


Lȃ Firēz tōld ðem hȣ þiŋz had gon, and he sed, "Okaʒon

gălopeþ apās. Ŭpon ðis bargān dꝏ I lꝏs u, ðat ye kum

inkontinentle wið me ȣt ov Karse, and sēk no revendʒ

tꝏ-nīt ŭpon ðe Witʃez."


Dʒus sed ya tꝏ ðis; and Brandox Dahȃ lȃft, saiŋ,

"Prins, I so luv ðe, I kʊd refūz ðe nŭþiŋ, wer it

ʃāv hȃf mi bērd and go in fustʃan til harvest-tīm, slēp

in mi klōðz, and diskœrs piȣs nŭþiŋz sĕven ȣrz a da

wið mi ladēz lap-dog. Ðis nīt we be ŭterle ðīn. An

instant ōnle bȇr wið us: ðis fȇr ʃōz tꝏ gʊd tꝏ rest

untāsted ȃfter so mutʃ lʊkiŋ on. It wer diskertʃȣs tꝏ tꝏ

lēv it so." Ðȇrwið, ðȇr tʃānz beiŋ nȣ strĭken of,

he ēt a grāt slīs ov terke and þre kwālz bōnd and

servd in dʒĕle, and Dʒus a dŭzen plŭverz egz and a kōld

partridʒ. Lord Brandox Dahȃ sed, "I prĭðe brāk ðe




eg-ʃelz, Dʒus, ƕen ðe mēt iz ȣt, lest sum sorserer

ʃʊd prik or rīt ði nām ðaron, and so mistʃēf ði

person." And pœriŋ ȣt a stꝏp ov wīn, he kwȏft it of,

and fĭliŋ it agān, "Perdĭʃon katʃ me if it be not mīn ōn

wīn ov Krŏðeriŋ! Sȏ ĕne a kȇrfꝏler hōst ðan Kiŋ

Gorīs?" And he pledʒd Lord Dʒus in ðe sĕkond kup, saiŋ, "I

wil drink wið ðe nekst in Karse ƕen ðe Kiŋ ov Witʃland

and ȏl ðe lordz ðarov ar slān."


Ðarȃfter ða tʊk ðȇr wĕponz ðat la bi on ðe tabel,

set ðȇr tꝏ distres ðȇr sōlz and wið lĭtel ekspektaʃon

ða ʃʊd so tāk ðem up agān; and glad at hart ȏlbeit

sumƕȏt stif ov lim ða went fœrþ wið Lȃ Firēz from ðat

bankwet hȏl.


Ƕen ða wer kum intꝏ ðe kœrt-yard Dʒus spāk and sed,

"Herin mīt ŏnor hōld us bak even hadst ðȣ mād no

bargān wið us, Lȃ Firēz. For grāt ʃām it wer tꝏ us and

we fel ŭpon ðe lordz ov Witʃland ƕen ða wer drunk and

ŭnabel tꝏ mēt us in ēkwal bătel. But let us ȇr we be gon

from Karse ransak ðis hōld for mi kinzman Gōldre Bluzko,

sins for hiz sāk ōnle and in hōp tꝏ fīnd him hēr we fȇrd

on ðis dʒerne."


"So u tutʃ no ŭðer þiŋ but ōnle Gōldre if ye ʃal fīnd

him, I am kontent," sed ðe Prins.


So ƕen ða had fȣnd kēz ða ransakt ȏl Karse, even tꝏ

ðe dred tʃāmber ƕȇr ðe Kiŋ had kundʒūrd and ðe vȏlts

and sĕlarz belo ðe rĭver. But it avāld not.


And az ða stʊd in ðe kœrt-yard in ðe tortʃlīt ðȇr

kām fœrþ on a balkone ðe Lade Prezmirȃ in her nītgȣn,

disterbd bi ðis ransăkiŋ. Ĕþereal az a klȣd ʃe sēmd,

pavĭleond in ðe bȃlme nīt, az a klȣd tutʃt bi ðe

ekshalaʃonz ov ðe unrĭzen mꝏn. "Ƕȏt trȃnsformaʃon iz ðis?"

sed ʃe. "Demonz lꝏs in ðe kœrt?"


"Kontent ðe, dēr hart," sed ðe Prins. "Ði man iz sāf,

and ȏl els besīd az I þink; sāv ðat ðe Kiŋ haþ a

broken hed, ðe ƕitʃ I lament, and wil wĭðȣt kwestʃon sꝏn

be hēld. Ða li ȏl in ðe bankwet hȏl tꝏ-nīt, beiŋ tꝏ

slepe-sŏden wið ðe fēst tꝏ tāk ðȇr tʃāmberz."


Prezmirȃ krīd, "Mi fērz ar fȏlen ŭpon me. Art ðȣ broken

wið Witʃland?"


"Ðat ma I not fœrdʒudʒ," he ȃnserd. "Tel ðem tꝏ-moro

ðat nȏt I did in hātred, and nȏt but ƕȏt I wȏz bi




serkumstȃns enforst tꝏ. For I am not sutʃ a kȣard nor so

grāt a vĭlān az lēv mi frendz kādʒd up ƕīl streŋþ iz

left me tꝏ werk for ðȇr sĕtiŋ fre."


"U must strātwa fœrþ from Karse," sed Prezmirȃ, "and

ðat o' ðe instant. Mi step-sun Hakmon, ƕitʃ wȏz sent tꝏ

găðer streŋþ tꝏ ȏ ðe if nēd wer, rideþ bi nȣ from

ðe sȣþ wið a grāt kumpane. Ði horsez ar freʃ, and ye

ma wel ȣtdistans ðe Kiŋz men if ða rīd ȃfter u. If

ðȣ wilt not yet rāz up a rĭver ov blud betwikst us,

begon."


"Ƕi fȇr ðe wel, ðen, sister. And dȣt it not, ðēz

rifts twēn me and Witʃland ʃal sꝏn be patʃt up and

forgot." So spāk ðe Prins wið a mĕre vƣs, yet grēvd at

hart. For wel he wēnd ðe Kiŋ ʃʊd nĕver pardon him ðat

blo, nor hiz rŏbiŋ him ov hiz pra.


But ʃe sed, sadle, "Fȇrwel, mi brŭðer. And mi hart telz

me I ʃal nĕver se ðe mœr. Ƕen ðȣ tʊkst ðēz from

prĭzon, ðȣ didst dig up tꝏ mandrāks ʃal briŋ soro and

deþ tꝏ ðe and tꝏ me and tꝏ ȏl Witʃland."


Ðe Prins wȏz silent, but Lord Dʒus bȣd tꝏ Prezmirȃ saiŋ,

"Mădam, ðēz þiŋz be on ðe nēz ov Fāt. But imadʒīn not

ðat ƕīl līf and breþ be in us we ʃal lēv tꝏ uphōld

ðe Prins ði brŭðer. Hiz fōz be ȣr fōz for ðis nīt

sāk."


"Ðȣ swȇrst it?" ʃe sed.


He ȃnserd, "Mădam, I swȇr it untꝏ ðe and untꝏ him."


Ðe Lade Prezmirȃ wiðdru sadle tꝏ her tʃāmber. And in ʃort

spās ʃe herd ðȇr hors-hꝏvz on ðe bridʒ, and lʊkiŋ

fœrþ beheld ƕȇr ða gălopt on ðe Wa ov Kiŋz dim in ðe

kŏpere līt ov a waniŋ mꝏn riziŋ over Piksiland. So sāt

ʃe bi ðe windo ov Korundz lofte bed-tʃāmber gaziŋ þrꝏ

ðe nīt, loŋ ȃfter her brŭðer and ðe lordz ov Demonland

and her brŭðerz men wer rĭden beỾond her seiŋ, loŋ ȃfter

ðȇr lȃst hꝏfbēt had sēst tꝏ ĕko on ðe rōd. In a ƕīl

freʃ hors-hꝏvz sȣnded from ðe sȣþ, and a nƣz az ov

mĕne ridiŋ in kumpane; and ʃe nu it wȏz yuŋ Hakmon bak

from Permeo.


𝟪. Ðe Ferst Ekspedĭʃon tꝏ Impland




OV ÐE HŌM-KŬMIŊ OV ÐE DEMONZ, AND HȢ LORD DƷUS WȎZ TȎT

IN A DRĒM ǶĬÐER HE MUST SĒK FOR TIDIŊZ OV HIZ DĒR

BRŬÐER. AND HȢ ÐA TƱK KȢNSEL AT KRŎÐERIŊ, AND

DETERMĪND OV ÐȆR EKSPEDĬƩON TꝎ IMPLAND.


Midsŭmer nīt, ambroʒal, stȃre-kerteld, wȏkt on ðe se,

az ðe ʃip ðat brȏt ðe Demonz hōm dru ni tꝏ her

dʒernēz end. Ðe klōks ov Lord Dʒus and Lord Brandox Dahȃ,

ƕꝏ slept on ðe pꝏp, wer wet wið dʒu. Smꝏðle ða had

păsādʒ þrꝏ ðat tʃarmd nīt, ƕȇr windz wer huʃt

aslēp and nȏt wȏz herd sāv ðe wāvz tȏkiŋ benēþ ðe

bȣz ov ðe ʃip, ðe liltiŋ tʃāndʒles soŋ ov ðe stērzman,

and ðe krēk, dip, and swȏʃ ov œrz kepiŋ tīm tꝏ hiz

sĭŋiŋ. Vagȃ bernd līk a săfīr nēr ðe zĕniþ, and

Arktʃurus lo in ðe norþ-west, bekoniŋ over Demonland. In

ðe remōt sȣþ-ēst Fomalhȏt rōz from ðe se, a lōnle

splendor in ðe dim rēdʒon ov Kaprikorn and ðe Fĭʃez.


So rōd ða til da brōk, and a līt wind spraŋ up freʃ

and kēn. Dʒus wākt, and stʊd up tꝏ skan ðe gra glȃse

serfās ov ðe se spred tꝏ vȃst distansez ƕȇr ski and wȏter

faded intꝏ wun. Astern, grāt klȣdz bridʒd ðe gāts ov da,

bƣliŋ upwordz intꝏ kragz ov wīn-dark vapor and berniŋ

plūmz ov sunrīz. In ðe stānles spasez ov ðe ski abuv

ðēz sāld ðe hornd mꝏn, frāl and wȏn az a ƕīt

fōm-flȣer blōn from ðe wāvz. Westword, fasiŋ ðe

þunder-smōk ov dȏn, ðe fīn far ridʒ ov Kartadzȃ wȏz līk

kut kristal agānst ðe ski: ðe ferst iland sentinel ov

mĕne-mȣntānd Demonland, hiz topmōst klifs dȏn-ilumīnd

wið pāl gōld and ămĕþist ƕīl yet ðe lĕser hīts la

obskūr, lapt in ðe fōldz ov nīt. And wið ðe openiŋ da

ðe mists swaðiŋ ðe mȣntānz skerts wer lifted up in

bĭloe măsez ðat gru and ʃrank and gru agān, mād

restles bi ðe waword windz ƕitʃ morniŋ wākt in ðe hŏlo

mȣntān sīd, and tœrn bi ðem intꝏ wisps and stremerz. Sum

wer blōn upword, stemiŋ up ðe grāt gŭlēz in ðe roks

belo ðe pēk, ƕīl nȣ and ðen a puf ov klȣd swam fre

for a mĭnūt, floted a mĭnūts spās az rĕde tꝏ sāl

skiword, ðen indolentle stꝏpt agān tꝏ ðe mȣntān wȏl tꝏ

vāl it in an unsubstanʃal flēs ov gōlden vapor. And nȣ

ȏl ðe western sebœrd ov Demonland la klēr tꝏ vu,

stretʃiŋ fifte mīlz and mœr from Norþhȣs Skĕrēz pȃst

ðe Drākhōmz and ðe lo dȣnz ov Kestȏik and Biland,

beỾond ƕitʃ tȣer ðe mȣntānz ov ðe Skarf, pȃst ðe dʒăged

ski-līn ov ðe Þornbaks and ðe far Nĕverdāl pēks

overhăŋiŋ ðe wʊded ʃœrz ov Onwordlīð and Loer

Tivarandardāl, tꝏ ðe ekstrēm sŭðern hedland, filme-pāl in

ðe distans, ƕȇr ðe grāt rāndʒ ov Rimon Armon plundʒez its




lȃst wīld bastʃon in ðe se.


Az a lŭver gaziŋ on hiz mistres, so gāzd Lord Dʒus on

Demonland riziŋ from ðe se. No werd spāk he til ða kām

of Lʊkiŋhaven-nes and kʊd se ƕȇr beỾond ðe bēkt

prŏmontœre ðe sȣnd opend betwēn Kartadzȃ and ðe mānland.

Ȏlbeit ðe ȣter se wȏz kȃlm, ðe ȇr in ðe sȣnd wȏz þik

wið spra from ðe tʃerniŋ ov ðe wȏterz amuŋ ðe rēfs and

swȏloiŋ ʃōlz. For ðe tīd ran līk a mil-rās þrꝏ

ðat sȣnd, and ðe rœriŋ ov it wȏz plān tꝏ hēr at tꝏ

mīlz distans ƕȇr ða sāld. Dʒus sed, "Mīndst ðȣ mi

ʃepherdiŋ ov ðe Gꝏl flēt intꝏ yonder dʒȏz? I wʊd not

tel ðe for ʃām ƕĕnaz ðe fit wȏz on me. But ðis iz ðe

ferst da sins ðe sendiŋ kām ŭpon us ðat I hav not wiʃt

in mi hart ðat ðe Rasez ov Kartadzȃ had gulpt me dȣn ȏlso

and gĭven me wun endiŋ wið ðe akerst Gꝏlz."


Lord Brandox Dahȃ lʊkt swiftle ŭpon him and wȏz silent.


Nȣ in a ʃort ƕīl wȏz ðe ʃip kum intꝏ Lʊkiŋhaven and

aloŋsīd ov ðe marbel ke. Ðȇr amid hiz fōk stʊd

Spitfīr, ƕꝏ greted ðem, saiŋ, "I mād ȏl rĕde tꝏ briŋ

þre ov u hōm in triumf from yor ʃip, but Vol

kȣnseld agānst it. Glad am I ðat I tʊk hiz kȣnsel, and

pʊt bi ðōz þiŋz I had prepȇrd. Ða had kut me tꝏ ðe

hart tꝏ se ðem nȣ."


Dʒus ȃnserd him, "O mi brŭðer, ðis nƣz ov hămerz in

Lʊkiŋhaven, and ðēz ten kēlz lād on ðe slips, ʃo me ye

hav bēn bĭzēd on þiŋz nerer ȣr nēdz ðan ba-lēvz and

ðe instruments ov dʒƣ sins ðȣ ernst hōm."


So ða tʊk hors, and ƕīl ða rōd ða related tꝏ

Spitfīr ȏl ðat had befȏlen sins ðȇr fariŋ tꝏ Karse. In

sutʃ wīz kām ða norþ pȃst ðe harbor, and so over

Haverʃȏ Tuŋ tꝏ Bekfʊt ƕȇr ða tʊk ðe ŭper pȃþ

ðat klīmz intꝏ Evendāl klōs under ðe skrēz ov Starkste

Pīk, and so kām a lĭtel befœr nꝏn tꝏ Galiŋ.


Ðe blak rok ov Galiŋ standz at ðe end ov ðe sper ðat

runz dȣn from ðe sȣþ ridʒ ov Lĭtel Drākhōm, dividiŋ

Brankdāl from Evendāl. On þre sīdz ðe klifs fȏl ʃēr

from ðe kȃsel wȏlz tꝏ ðe dēp wʊdz ov ōk and bertʃ and

roan tre ƕitʃ karpet ðe flats ov Mꝏngarþ Bŏtom and

fĕðer ðe wȏlz ov ðe gil þrꝏ ƕitʃ ðe Brankdāl bek

plundʒez in wȏterfȏl ȃfter wȏterfȏl. Ōnle on ðe norþēst ma

ȏt sāv a wiŋd þiŋ kum at ðe kȃsel, akros a smꝏð

grȃs-grōn sădel les ðan a stōnz þro in widþ. Over

ðat sădel runz ðe paven wa lediŋ from ðe Brankdāl rōd




tꝏ ðe Lion Gāt, and wĭðin ðe gāt iz ðat garden ov ðe

grȃs wȏk betwēn ðe ūz ƕȇr Lĕsĭŋam stʊd wið ðe

martlet nīn wēks befœr, ƕen ferst he kām tꝏ Demonland.


****


Ƕen nīt fel and sŭper wȏz dun, Dʒus wȏkt alōn on ðe

wȏlz ov hiz kȃsel, wȏtʃiŋ ðe konstelaʃonz bern in ðe

mꝏnles ski abuv ðe mite ʃădōz ov ðe mȣntānz,

lĭseniŋ tꝏ ðe hꝏtiŋ ov ðe ȣlz in ðe wʊdz belo and ðe

fānt distant tinkel ov kȣ-belz, and breðiŋ ðe frāgrans

bœrn up from ðe garden on ðe nīt wind ðat even in hi

sŭmer tāsted kēn ov ðe mȣntānz and ðe se. Ðēz sīts

and sents and vƣsez ov ðe hole nīt so held him in þrȏl

ðat it wȏnted but an ȣr ov midnīt ƕen he left ðe

bătelments, and kȏld ðe slepe hȣs-karlz tꝏ līt him tꝏ

hiz tʃāmber in ðe sȣþ tȣer ov Galiŋ.


Wundrȣs fȇr wȏz ðe grāt fœr-pōsted bed ov ðe Lord Dʒus,

bilded ov sŏlid gōld, and huŋ wið kertānz ov dark-blu

tăpestre ƕaron wer fĭgūrd slēp-flȣerz. Ðe kănope abuv

ðe bed wȏz a mozaik ov tine stōnz, dʒet, serpentīn, dark

hiasinþ, blak marbel, bludstōn, and lăpis lăʒule, so

konfȣnded in a māz ov ȏlteriŋ hu and luster ðat ða mīt

mok ðe palpitatiŋ ski ov nīt. And ðarin wȏz ðe līknes

ov ðe konstelaʃon ov Orion, held bi Dʒus for gardʒan ov hiz

fortʃūnz, ðe starz ƕarov, līk ðōz benēþ ðe gōlden

kănope in ðe prĕzens tʃāmber, wer dʒuelz ʃiniŋ ov ðȇr

ōn līt, yet ded wʊd glĭmeriŋ in ðe dark. For Beteldʒūz

wȏz a rube ʃiniŋ, and a dimond for Rīdʒel, and pāl topazez

for ðe ŭðer starz. Ðe fœr pōsts ov ðe bed wer ov ðe

þiknes ov a manz arm in ðȇr ŭper parts, but ðȇr loer

parts grāt az hiz wāst and karven in ðe ĭmādʒ ov berdz and

bēsts: at ðe fʊt ov ðe bed a lion for kŭrādʒ and an ȣl

for wizdom, and at ðe hed an alȏnt for fāþfʊlnes ov hart

and a kiŋfĭʃer for hăpines. On ðe kornīs ov ðe bed and

on ðe pănelz abuv ðe pĭlo agānst ðe wȏl wer karvd

Dʒŭsez dēdz ov dĕriŋ-dꝏ; and ðe latest karviŋ wȏz ov ðe

se-fīt wið ðe Gꝏlz. Tꝏ ðe rīt ov ðe bed stʊd a

tabel wið ōld bʊks ov soŋz and bʊks ov ðe starz and ov

herbz and bēsts and trăvelerz tālz, and ðȇr wȏz Dʒus wōnt

tꝏ la hiz sœrd besīd him ƕīl he slept. Ȏl ðe wȏlz wer

păneld wið dark swēt-smĕliŋ wʊd, and armor and wĕponz

huŋ ðaron. Mite tʃests and ȃlmerēz hȃspt and bȣnd wið

gōld stʊd agānst ðe wȏl, ƕarin he kept hiz ritʃ apărel.

Windōz opend tꝏ ðe west and sȣþ, and on ētʃ windo-ledʒ

stʊd a bōl ov palest dʒād fild wið ƕīt rozez; and ðe

ȇr enteriŋ ðe bed-tʃāmber wȏz laden wið ðȇr sent.


Abȣt kok-kro kām a drēm untꝏ Lord Dʒus, standiŋ bi hiz




hed and tutʃiŋ hiz īz so ðat he sēmd tꝏ wāk and lʊk

abȣt ðe tʃāmber. And he sēmd tꝏ behōld an evil bēst ȏl

berniŋ az a drāk, bĭze in hiz tʃāmber, wið mĕne hedz, ðe

mōst vĕnomȣs ðat ĕver he ðe dāz ov hiz līf had sēn, and

abȣt it its fīv fȏnz, līk tꝏ itself but smȏler. It sēmd

tꝏ Dʒus ðat in plās ov hiz sœrd ðȇr la a grāt spēr ov

fȇr werkmanʃip on ðe tabel bi hiz bed; and it sēmd tꝏ him

in hiz drēm ðat ðis spēr had bēn hiz ȏl hiz līf, and wȏz

hiz gratest trĕʒūr, and ðat wið it he mīt akumpliʃ ȏl

þiŋz and wĭðȣt it skȇrsle ȏt tꝏ hiz mīnd. He labord

tꝏ rētʃ ȣt hiz hand tꝏ ðe spēr, but sum pȣer wiðheld him

so ðat for ȏl hiz striviŋ he mīt not ster. But ðat bēst

tʊk up ðe spēr in its dʒȏz, and went wið it fœrþ from ðe

tʃāmber. It sēmd tꝏ Dʒus ðat ðe pȣer ðat held him

departed wið ðe departiŋ ov ðe bēst, so ðat he lēpt up

and snatʃt dȣn wĕponz from ðe wȏl and mād an onslȏt

on ðe fȏnz ov ðat fel bēst ðat wer tariŋ dȣn ðe

woven hăŋiŋz and mȃriŋ wið ðȇr fire breþ ðe fĭgūr

ov ðe kiŋfĭʃer at ðe hed ov hiz bed. Ȏl ðe tʃāmber wȏz

fʊl ov ðe rēk ov berniŋ, and he þȏt hiz frendz wer

wið him in ðe tʃāmber, Vol and Viz and Zig and Spitfīr

and Brandox Dahȃ, fitiŋ wið ðe bēsts, and ðe bēsts

prevāld agānst ðem. Ðen it sēmd tꝏ him ðat ðe bedpōst

karven in ðe līknes ov an ȣl spāk tꝏ him in hiz drēm in

human spētʃ; and ðe ȣl sed, "O fꝏl, ðat ʃalt dʒustle be

pʊt in grāt mĭzere wĭðȣt end, eksept ðȣ briŋ bak ðe

spēr. Hast ðȣ forgot ðat ðis ōnle iz ði gratest trĕʒūr

and mōst werðeest ði kȇr?"


Ðȇrwið kām bak ðat grim and grizful bēst intꝏ ðe

tʃāmber, and Dʒus asāld it, kriiŋ tꝏ ðe ȣl, "Unsĭvil ȣl,

ƕȇr ðen must I fīnd mi spēr ðat ðis bēst haþ hĭden?"


And it sēmd tꝏ him ðat ðe ȣl mād ȃnser, "Inkwīr in

Koʃtrȃ Belorn."


So tʃumultʃuȣs wȏz Lord Dʒŭsez drēm ðat he wȏz fluŋ at wakiŋ

ȣt ov bed on tꝏ ðe dērskin karpets ov ðe flœr, and hiz

rīt hand klutʃt ðe hilt ov hiz grāt sœrd ƕȇr it la on

ðe tabel bi hiz bed, ƕaraz in hiz drēm he had beheld ðe

spēr. Mitile mꝏvd wȏz he; and forþwiþ klōðd himself,

and fariŋ þrꝏ ðe dim koridorz kām tꝏ Spitfīrz

tʃāmber, and sat on ðe bed and wākt him. And Dʒus tōld him

hiz drēm, and sed, "I hōld miself klēn ov ȏl blām

herabȣt, for from ðat da fœrþ ðis ōnle haþ bēn mi kȇr,

hȣ tꝏ fīnd mi dēr brŭðer and fetʃ him hōm, and ōnle ðen

tꝏ rēk miself on ðe Witʃez. And ƕȏt wȏz ðis spēr in mi

drēm if not Gōldre? Ðis vĭʒon ov ðe nīt kindleþ for us a

bekon fīr we nēdz must sēk tꝏ. It bad me inkwīr in




Koʃtrȃ Belorn, and til ðat be dun nĕver wil I rest nor so

mutʃ az þink on ȏt besīdz."


Spitfīr ȃnserd and sed, "Ðȣ bēst ȣr ōldest brŭðer, and

I ʃal fŏlo and oba ðe in ȏl ðat ðȣ wilt dꝏ or ʃalt

ordān herov."


Ðen fȇrd Dʒus tꝏ ðe gest-tʃāmber, ƕȇr Lord Brandox Dahȃ

la a-slepiŋ, and wākt him and tōld him ȏl. Brandox Dahȃ

snŭgeld him under ðe bedklōðz and sed, "Let me be and let

me slēp yet tꝏ ȣrz. Ðen wil I rīz and bāð and ara

miself and ēt mi morniŋ mēl, and ðarȃfter wil I tāk rēd

wið ðe and tel ðe sumƕȏt for ðīn advȃntādʒ. I hav

not slept in a gꝏs-fĕðer bed and ʃēts ov lȏn ðēz mĕne

wēks. If ðȣ plāg me nȣ, bi God, I wil inkontinentle tāk

hors over ðe Stīl tꝏ Krŏðeriŋ, and let ðe and ðīn

afȇrz go tꝏ ðe dĕvil."


So Dʒus lȃft and left him in pēs. And later ƕen ða had

eten ða wȏkt in a plaʃt ăle, ƕȇr ðe ȇr wȏz kꝏl

and ðe perpel ʃădo on ðe pȃþ wȏz dăpeld wið brīt

fleks ov sunʃīn. Lord Brandox Dahȃ sed, "Ðȣ nōst ðat

Koʃtrȃ Belorn iz a grāt mȣntān, besīd ƕitʃ ȣr mȣntānz

ov Demonland wʊd sēm but lĭtel hilz unremarkt, and ðat

it standeþ in ðe ŭtermōst parts ov erþ beỾond ðe wāsts

ov Ŭper Impland, and ðȣ mītst sertʃ a yēr þrꝏ ȏl

ðe pepeld kuntrēz ov ðe werld and not fīnd wun lĭviŋ sōl

ƕꝏ had so mutʃ az beheld it from afar."


"Ðis mutʃ I no," sed Lord Dʒus.


"Iz ðīn hart ŭterle bent on ðis dʒerne?" sed Brandox

Dahȃ. "Or iz it not preposterȣs, and a þiŋ tꝏ kumfort ȣr

ĕnemēz, ðat we ʃʊd ðus at ðe bĭdiŋ ov a drēm fli tꝏ

far and pĕrilȣs landz, rȃðer ðan pa Witʃland prĕzentle for

ðe ʃām he haþ dun us?"


Dʒus ȃnserd him, "Mi bed iz hălōd bi spelz ov sutʃ a

vertʃu ðat no nȏte drēm flōn þrꝏ ðe ivore gāt nor

no nƣzōm wizardre haþ pȣer tꝏ trŭbel hiz slēp ƕꝏ

slepeþ ðȇr. Ðis drēm iz tru. For Witʃland ðȇr iz tīm

eno. If ðȣ wilt not go wið me tꝏ Koʃtrȃ Belorn, I must go

wĭðȣt ðe."


"Enuf," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ. "Ðȣ nōst for ðe I ti

mi pers wið a spiderz þred. Ðen fȇr we must tꝏ Impland,

and herin ma I help ðe. For lĭsen ƕīl I tel ðe a

þiŋ. Ƕĕnaz I slu Gorīs 𝟣𝟢. in Goblinland, Gazlark gāv me

aloŋ wið ŭðer gʊd gifts, a grāt kureŏsite: a tretēz or




bʊk kŏpēd ȣt on partʃment bi Bhoreon hiz sekretare, ƕarin

it spekeþ ov ȏl ðe wāz tꝏ Impland and ƕȏt kuntrēz and

kiŋdomz li nekst tꝏ ðe Morunȃ and ðe frunts ðarov, and ðe

marvelz ðat he fȣnd in ðōz landz. And ȏl ðat iz rit in

ðis bʊk wȏz set dȣn fāþfꝏle bi Bhoreon ȃfter ðe tĕliŋ

ov Gro, ðe sām ƕitʃ nȣ haþ part wið ðe Witʃlanderz.

Grāt ŏnor had Gro az ðen from Gazlark for hiz far

dʒerneiŋz and for ðat ƕitʃ iz rĭten in ðis bʊk ov

wunderz; and ðis it wȏz ðat had ferst pʊt in Gazlarks mīnd

tꝏ send ðat ekspedĭʃon intꝏ Impland, ƕitʃ so rēdʒūst him and

kām so retʃedle tꝏ nȏt. If ðen ðȣ wilt sēk tꝏ Koʃtrȃ

Belorn, kum hōm wið me tꝏ-da and I wil ʃo ðe mi bʊk."


So spāk Lord Brandox Dahȃ, and Lord Dʒus strātwa orderd

fœrþ ðe horsez, and sent mĕsendʒerz tꝏ Vol under Kartadzȃ

and tꝏ Viz at Darklȇrsted bĭdiŋ ðem mēt him at

Krŏðeriŋ wið ƕȏt spēd ða mīt. It wȏz fœr ȣrz befœr

nꝏn ƕen Dʒus, Spitfīr, and Brandox Dahȃ rōd dȣn from

Galiŋ and þrꝏ ðe wʊdz ov Mꝏngarþ Bŏtom at ðe fʊt ov

ðe lāk, takiŋ ðe mān bridel rōd up Brakiŋdāl, ðat

runz bi ðe western mardʒin ov Mꝏnmēr under ðe butresez ov

ðe Skarf. Ða rōd slole, for ðe sun wȏz stroŋ on ðȇr

baks. Glȃse wȏz ðe lāk and līk a terkwƣz, and ðe

bertʃ-klad slōps tꝏ ðe ēst and norþ and ðe bȇr rŭged

ridʒez ov Staðfel and Budrafel beỾond wer mĭrord in its

depþs. On ðe left az ða rōd, ðe sperz ov ðe Skarf

impended from on hi in pīld bastʃonz ov blak porfire līk

dʒiants kȃselz; and lĭtel vălēz tʃōkt wið monstrȣs

bōlderz, amuŋ ƕitʃ ðe silver bertʃez krȣdiŋ ʃōd līk

tine garden plȃnts, ran stēple bak betwēn ðe sperz. Up

ðōz vălēz apērd suksĕsīvle ðe mān sŭmits ov ðe

Skarf, săvādʒ and remōt, frȣniŋ dȣnword az it wer betwēn

ðȇr ōn nēz: Glȏmre Pīk, Mĭkelskarf, and Ilstak. Bi

nꝏn ða had klīmd tꝏ ðe ekstrēm hed ov Brakiŋdāl, and

hȏlted on ðe Stīl, a lĭtel beỾond ðe wȏterʃed, under ðe

ʃēr norðern wȏl ov Il Drĕnok. Befœr ðem ðe pȃs

plundʒd stēple intꝏ Amadardāl. Ðe loer rētʃ ov Switʃwȏter

ʃon fiftēn mīlz or mœr tꝏ ðe west, wel ni hĭden in

ðe hēt-hāz. Nerer at hand in ðe norþwest la Rămerik

Mēr, bʊzomd amuŋ ðe smꝏð-bakt Keliland hilz and ðe

ēsternmōst Uplandz ov Ʃalgreþ Hēþ, wið ðe se beỾond;

and on ðe văle flœr, nēr ðe wȏterzmēt ƕȇr Trȃnzdāl

runz intꝏ Amadardāl, it wȏz pŏsibel tꝏ deskri ðe rꝏfs ov

Zigz hȣs at Mĕne Bʊʃez.


Ƕen ða kām dȣn ðĭðer, Zig wȏz ȣt a-huntiŋ. So ða

left werd wið hiz lade wīf and drank a stĭrup kup and rōd

on, up Switʃwȏter Wa, and for twelv mīlz and mœr aloŋ ðe

sŭðern ʃœr ov Switʃwȏter. So dropt ða intꝏ




Gaʃterndāl, and ðens rȣndiŋ ðe western slōps ov Erngāt

End kām up on ðe Krŏðeriŋ Sīd ƕen ðe ʃădōz wer

leŋþeniŋ in ðe gōlden sŭmer eveniŋ. Ðe Sīd ran dʒentle

west for a lēg or mœr tꝏ ƕȇr Þunderferþ la līk beten

gōld benēþ ðe sun. Akros ðe Ferþ ðe pīn-forests ov

Westmark, ōld az ðe werld, rōz tꝏword Brokste Edʒ and

Dʒemzar Edʒ: a far-fluŋ amfĭþeater ov bȇr klif and skre

ʃŭtiŋ in ðe prospekt tꝏ ðe norþ. Hi on ðe left tȣerd

ðe prĕsipisez ov Erngāt End; sȣþword and sȣþ-ēstword la

ðe se. So rōd ða dȣn ðe Sīd, þrꝏ dēp pēsfʊl

mĕdōz fȇr wið ƕīt oks-i dazēz, blubelz and yĕlo

gōtsbērd and se kampeon, dēp-blu dʒenʃanz, agrimone and

wīld mardʒoram, and pink klover and bīndwēd and grāt yĕlo

bŭterkups fēstiŋ on ðe sun. And on an ĕminens beỾond ƕitʃ

ðe land fel awa mœr stēple tꝏword ðe se, ðe ŏniks tȣerz

ov Krŏðeriŋ standiŋ abuv wʊdz and gardenz ʃōd

milk-ƕīt agānst hĕven and ðe klēr hilīn.


Ƕen ða wer nȣ but hȃf a mīl from ðe kȃsel Dʒus sed,

"Behōld and se. Ðe Lade Mevrean haþ espīd us from afar, and

rideþ fœrþ tꝏ briŋ ðe hōm."


Brandox Dahȃ kanterd ahed tꝏ mēt her: a lade līt ov bild

and eksediŋ fȇr tꝏ lʊk ŭpon, brāv ov kărādʒ līk a

wor-hors, soft ov fētʃūr, klēr-brȣd, gra-īd and

prȣd-īd: swēt-mȣþt, but not az wun ƕꝏ kan spēk nȏt

but swētnes. Her rōb wȏz ov pāl buf-kŭlord silk, wið

korsādʒ kŭverd az bi a spiderz web wið fīn gōlden þredz;

and ʃe wœr a pƣnt-lās rŭfel stĭfend wið gōld and silver

wīr and spangeld wið lĭtel dimondz. Her dēp hȇr, blak az

ðe ravenz wiŋ, wȏz fȃsend wið pinz ov gōld, and a yĕlo

rōz ðat nĕseld in its kƣlz wȏz az ðe mꝏn lʊkiŋ fœrþ

amuŋ þik klȣdz ov nīt.


"Dꝏiŋz be afʊt, mi lade sister," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ.

"Wun Kiŋ ov Witʃland hav we dun dȣn sins we sāld hens;

and gested in Karse wið anŭðer, lĭtel tꝏ ȣr kontent. Ȏl

ƕitʃ þiŋz Īl tel ðe anon. Nȣ lieþ ȣr rōd sȣþ for

Impland, and Krŏðeriŋ iz but ȣr karavanseri."


Ʃe ternd her hors, and ða rōd ȏl in kumpane intꝏ ðe

ʃădo ov ðe ānʃent sedarz ðat klusterd tꝏ ðe norþ ov ðe

hōm-mēdz and plĕʒūr gardenz, stātle, gȏnt-limd,

flat-brȣd, blēk agānst ðe ski. On ðe left a lĭle-paven

lāk slept kꝏl benēþ mite elmz, wið a blak swȏn nēr ðe

bank and her fœr signets doziŋ in a ro, ðȇr hedz tukt

benēþ ðȇr wiŋz, so ðat ða lʊkt līk bȏlz ov

gra-brȣn froþ flotiŋ on ðe wȏter. Ðe pȃþ lediŋ tꝏ ðe

bridʒ-gāt zig-zagd stēple up ðe mȣnd betwēn lo brȏd




bălustrādz ov ƕīt ŏniks bariŋ at intervalz skwȇr ŏniks

pots, plȃnted sum wið yĕlo rozez and sum wið wundrȣs

flȣerz, grāt and dĕlikāt, wið frāl ƕīt ʃel-līk

pĕtalz. Dēp, mistereȣs senterz had ðōz flȣerz, þik wið

soft hȇrz wĭðin, and dark wĭðin wið velvete perpel strēkt

wið blak and blud kŭlor and dust ov gōld.


Ðe kȃsel ov Lord Brandox Dahȃ standiŋ at ðe top ov ðe

mȣnd wȏz serkeld bi a ditʃ bōþ brȏd and dēp. Ðe gāt

befœr ðe drȏbridʒ wȏz ov īrn gilded and ritʃle rȏt.

Ðe tȣerz and gāthȣs wer ov ƕīt ŏniks līk ðe kȃsel

itself, and on iðer hand befœr ðe gāt wȏz a kolŏsal

marbel hĭpogrif, standiŋ mœr ðan þerte fēt hi at ðe

wĭðerz; and ðe wiŋz and hꝏvz and tălonz ov ðe hĭpogrifs

and ðȇr mānz and fœrloks wer overlād wið gōld, and

ðȇr īz karbunkelz ov purest luster. Over ðe gāt wȏz

rĭten in lĕterz ov gōld:


𝑌𝑒 𝑏𝑟𝑎𝑔𝑔𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝑎𝑛 '𝑎',

𝐵𝑒 𝑠𝑘𝑒𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑑 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑤𝑎'

𝐹𝑟𝑎𝑒 𝐵𝑟𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑜𝑐ℎ 𝐷𝑎ℎ𝑎.


But tꝏ tel even a tenþ part ov ðe marvelz ritʃ and butifʊl

ðat wer in ðe hȣs ov Krŏðeriŋ: its kꝏl kœrts and

kolonādz ritʃ wið dʒemz and frāgrant wið kostle spisez and

strāndʒ blꝏmz: its bed-tʃāmberz ƕȇr, kȏt līk Afrodite

in her gōlden net, ðe spĭrit ov slēp sēmd ĕver tꝏ ʃāk

slumber from its plūmz, and nun mīt be wakiŋ loŋ in ðōz

tʃāmberz but swēt slēp overkām ðȇr ilidz: ðe Tʃāmber ov

ðe Sun and ðe Tʃāmber ov ðe Mꝏn, and ðe grāt mĭdel hȏl

wið its hi gălere and ivore stȇr: tꝏ tel ov ȏl ðēz

wer but tꝏ klƣ imādʒinaʃon wið piktʃuriŋ in wun ƕīl ov

over-mutʃ glœre and splendor.


****


Nȏt befel ðat nīt sāv ðe kŭmiŋ ov Zig befœr

sun-dȣn, and ov ðōz breðren Vol and Viz in ðe nīt,

hăviŋ rĭden hard in obēdʒens tꝏ ðe werd ov Dʒus. In ðe

morniŋ ƕen ða had eten ðȇr da-mēl ðe lordz ov

Demonland went dȣn intꝏ plezȏnsez, and wið ðem ðe Lade

Mevrean. And in an ăle ðat wȏz rꝏft wið bēmz ov sedar

restiŋ on marbel pĭlarz, ðe bēmz and pĭlarz smŭðerd wið

dark-red rozez, ða sat lʊkiŋ ēstword akros a sunk garden.

Ðe wĕðer wȏz swēt and graʃȣs, and þik dʒu la on ðe

pāl tĕrāst lȏnz ðat led dȣn amuŋ flȣer bedz tꝏ ðe

fiʃ-pond in ðe midst. Ðe wȏter mād a kꝏl mĭror ƕaron

floted yĕlo and krimzon wȏter-lĭlēz openiŋ tꝏ ðe ski. Ȏl

ðe grēnz and flȣer-kŭlorz glōd worm and klēn, but soft




wĭðȏl and ʃădoe, vāld in ðe gra hāz ov ðe sŭmer

morniŋ.


Ða sat hēr and ðȇr az ða listed on tʃȇrz and bentʃez,

nēr a hūdʒ tank or vȃz ov dark grēn dʒād ƕȇr

sulfer-kŭlord lĭlēz gru in langorȣs bute, ðȇr

bak-kerld pĕtalz ʃoiŋ ðe skarlet anþerz; and ȏl ðe ȇr

wȏz hĕve wið ðȇr swētnes. Ðe grāt dʒād vȃz wȏz rȣnd

and flat līk ðe bŏde ov a tortƣs, open at ðe top ƕȇr ðe

lĭlēz gru. It wȏz karvd wið skālz, az it wer ðe bŏde ov

a drăgon, and a drăgonz hed a-gapiŋ rērd itself at wun

end, and at ðe ŭðer ðe tāl kervd up and over līk ðe

handel ov a bȃsket, and ðe tāl had lĭtel fœr and hīnd fēt

wið klȏz, and a smȏler hed at ðe end ov ðe tāl gāpt

dȣnwordz bitiŋ at ðe lardʒ hed. Fœr legz supœrted ðe

bŏde, and ētʃ leg wȏz a smȏl drăgon standiŋ on its hīnd

fēt, its hed groiŋ intꝏ ðe parent bŏde az ðe þi or

ʃōlder dʒƣnt ʃʊd dʒƣn ðe trunk. In ðe kerv ov ðe

krētʃūrz nek, hiz bak propt agānst its hed, sat ðe

Lord Brandox Dahȃ in grāsfʊl ēz, wun fʊt tutʃiŋ ðe

grȣnd, ðe ŭðer swĭŋiŋ fre; and in hiz handz wȏz ðe bʊk,

bȣnd in dark pūs-kŭlord gōtskin and gōld, gĭven him bi

Gazlark in yērz gon bi. Zig wȏtʃt him īdle tern ðe pādʒez

ƕīl ðe ŭðerz tȏkt. Leniŋ tꝏword Mevrean he ƕisperd in

her ēr, "Iz not he abel and ʃapen for tꝏ subdʒu and pʊt under

him ȏl ðe werld: ði brŭðer? A man ov blud and pĕril, and

yet so fȇr tꝏ behōld ðat it iz a marvel?"


Her īz dȃnst. Ʃe sed, "It iz pūr trūþ, mi lord."


Nȣ spāk Spitfīr saiŋ, "Rēd fœrþ tꝏ us, I pra ðe, ðe

bʊk ov Gro; for mi sōl iz afīr tꝏ set fœrþ on ðis fariŋ."


"Tiz rit sumƕȏt krabdle," sed Brandox Dahȃ, "and mōst

damnable loŋ. I spent hȃf lȃst nīt a-sertʃiŋ ont, and

tiz mōst apărent no ŭðer wa lieþ tꝏ ðēz mȣntānz sāv

bi ðe Morunȃ, and akros ðe Morunȃ iz (if Gro sa tru) but

wun wa, and ðat from ðe Gulf ov Mūlvȃ: '𝑎 𝑥𝑥 𝑑𝑎𝑦𝑒𝑠 𝑗𝑜𝑢𝑟𝑛𝑒𝑦𝑒

𝑓𝑟𝑜𝑚 𝑛𝑜𝑟𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑏𝑦 𝑠𝑜𝑢𝑡ℎ-𝑒𝑠𝑡.' For hēr he tĕleþ ov wȏterspriŋz

bi ðe wa, but he sāþ in ŭðer parts ov ðe dĕzert be no

wȏterspriŋz, sāv ōnle spriŋz vĕnomȣs, ƕȇr '𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑎𝑡𝑒𝑟

𝑟𝑖𝑘𝑒𝑡ℎ 𝑙𝑖𝑘𝑒 𝑎 𝑠𝑒𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑝𝑜𝑡𝑡𝑒 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑖𝑛𝑢𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑦, ℎ𝑎𝑣𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑠𝑢𝑚𝑤ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑎

𝑠𝑢𝑙𝑝ℎ𝑢𝑟𝑒𝑜𝑢𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑢𝑚𝑤ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑜𝑛𝑝𝑙𝑒𝑎𝑠𝑎𝑛𝑡 𝑠𝑎𝑣𝑜𝑟,' and, '𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑔𝑟𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑑

𝑛𝑢𝑟𝑦𝑠ℎ𝑒𝑡ℎ ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑛𝑜 𝑝𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑡𝑒 𝑛𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑏𝑒 𝑒𝑥𝑐𝑒𝑝𝑡 𝑦𝑡 𝑏𝑒𝑒 𝑣𝑒𝑛𝑜𝑚𝑜𝑢𝑠

𝑐ℎ𝑎𝑚𝑝𝑖𝑛𝑖𝑜𝑛𝑠 𝑜𝑟 𝑡𝑜𝑑𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑜𝑜𝑙𝑒𝑠.'"


"If he sa tru?" sed Spitfīr. "He iz a ternkōt and a

renegado. Ƕȇrfœr not ðȇrfœr a liar?"




"But a filŏsofer," ȃnserd Dʒus. "I nu him wel ov ōld in

Goblinland, and I dʒudʒ him tꝏ be wun ƕꝏ iz not fȏls sāv

ōnle in pŏlise. Sŭtel ov mīnd he iz, and dērle lŭveþ

plŏtiŋ and skemiŋ, and, az I þink, perversle afekteþ

ĕver ðe lꝏziŋ sīd if he be brȏt intꝏ ĕne kworel; and

ðis haþ dragd him oft-tīmz tꝏ misfortʃūn. But in ðis bʊk

ov hiz trăvelz he must nēdz spēk trūþ, az it semeþ tꝏ me,

tꝏ be tru tꝏ hiz ōn self."


Ðe Lade Mevrean lʊkt aprꝏviŋle on Lord Dʒus and her i

twinkeld. For wel it līkt her humor tꝏ hēr menz nātʃūrz so

divīnd.


"O Dʒus, frend ov mi hart," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ, "ði

werdz prosēd, az ĕver ða did, from ðe tru fȣnt ov wizdom,

and I embrās ðem and ðe. Ðis bʊk iz a gīd ƕitʃ we

ʃal fŏlo not helter-skelter but az ōld men ov wor. If ðen

ðe rīt rōd tꝏ Mornȃ Morunȃ li from ðe Gulf ov Mūlvȃ,

wer we not best sāl strāt ðĭðerword and la up ȣr ʃips

in ðat Gulf ƕȇr ðe kōst and ðe kuntre sīd be wĭðȣt

habitaʃon, rȃðer ðan fȇr tꝏ sum nerer haven ov Ȣter

Impland sutʃ az Arlan Mȣþ ƕĭðer ðȣ and Spitfīr fȇrd siks

sŭmerz ago?"


"Not Arlan Mȣþ, o' ðis dʒerne," sed Dʒus. "Sum spœrt

pertʃȃns we mīt obtān ðȇr had we lĕʒūr for fitiŋ

wið ðe akerst inhăbitants, but ĕvere dāz dela we nȣ dꝏ

māk hōldeþ mi brŭðer anŭðer da in bondādʒ. Ðe prinsez and

Făzez ov ðe Imps hav mĕne stroŋ wȏld tȣnz and tȣerz in

ȏl ðōz kōstlandz, and hard bi in a mēdʒamnis ov ðe rĭver

Arlan, in Orpiʃ, iz ðe grāt kȃsel ov Faks Fa Faz, ƕȇrtꝏ

Gōldre and I drāv him hōm from Lidȃ Nangunȃ."


"Tiz an il kōst tꝏ, tꝏ fīnd a landiŋ," sed Brandox Dahȃ,

terniŋ ðe lēvz ov ðe bʊk. "Az he sāþ, '𝑌𝑚𝑝𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒

𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑏𝑒𝑔𝑖𝑛𝑛𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑒𝑠𝑡 𝑠𝑦𝑑𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑤𝑡ℎ 𝑜𝑓 𝐴𝑟𝑙𝑎𝑛 𝑎𝑛𝑑

𝑜𝑐𝑐𝑢𝑝𝑖𝑒𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑜𝑛𝑑 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 ℎ𝑒𝑑𝑒𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑆𝑖𝑏𝑟𝑖𝑜𝑛, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑓𝑟𝑜

𝑠𝑜𝑤𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑤𝑎𝑦𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐶𝑜𝑟𝑠ℎ𝑒, 𝑏𝑦 𝑔𝑒𝑠𝑠𝑒 𝑎 𝑣𝑖𝑗 ℎ𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑑 𝑚𝑦𝑙𝑒𝑠,

𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑏𝑦 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑒 𝑖𝑠 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑜𝑓 𝑛𝑎𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑒 𝑓𝑎𝑣𝑜𝑟𝑎𝑏𝑙𝑒 𝑛𝑜𝑟 𝑛𝑜 ℎ𝑎𝑣𝑒𝑛 𝑖𝑠

𝑜𝑟 𝑐𝑢𝑚𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑦𝑛 𝑚𝑒𝑒𝑡𝑒 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑠ℎ𝑖𝑝𝑝𝑒𝑠.'"


So ȃfter sum tȏk and sertʃiŋ ov ðat bʊk ov Gro ða

determīnd ðis ʃʊd be ðȇr plan: tꝏ fȇr tꝏ Impland bi wa

ov ðe Strāts ov Melikafkaz and ðe Didornyan Se, and so

la up ðȇr ʃips in ðe Gulf ov Mūlvȃ, and landiŋ ðȇr

start strātwa akros ðe wildernes tꝏ Mornȃ Morunȃ, even

az Gro had deskrībd ðe wa.


"Ȇr we lēv it," sed Brandox Dahȃ, "hēr ƕȏt he spekeþ




konserniŋ Koʃtrȃ Belorn. Ðis he beheld from Mornȃ Morunȃ,

ƕarov he sāþ: '𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑦 𝑖𝑠 ℎ𝑦𝑙𝑙𝑦, 𝑠𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑦, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑏𝑎𝑟𝑒𝑛 𝑜𝑓

𝑤𝑜𝑜𝑑 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑐𝑜𝑟𝑛𝑒, 𝑎𝑠 𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑡 𝑓𝑢𝑙 𝑜𝑓 𝑙𝑦𝑛𝑔𝑒, 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒𝑠, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑚𝑜𝑠𝑠𝑒𝑠, 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ

𝑠𝑡𝑜𝑛𝑦 ℎ𝑖𝑙𝑙𝑒𝑠. 𝐻𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑖𝑠 𝑎 𝑚𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡𝑦 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑜𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑢𝑠𝑖𝑑 𝑏𝑜𝑟𝑜𝑤 𝑓𝑜𝑟

𝑓𝑙𝑦𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑠𝑒𝑟𝑝𝑒𝑛𝑠 𝑖𝑛 𝑠𝑢𝑚 𝑏𝑎𝑟𝑒𝑛, ℎ𝑒𝑡ℎ𝑦, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑦 𝑔𝑟𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑑, 𝑎𝑛𝑑

𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑏𝑦 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑖𝑡𝑙𝑒 𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑑 𝑐𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑙 𝑜𝑓 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑛𝑎 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑢𝑛𝑎 𝑠𝑡𝑜𝑛𝑑𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑜𝑛

𝑂𝑚𝑝𝑟𝑒𝑛𝑛𝑒 𝐸𝑑𝑔𝑒, 𝑎𝑠 𝑜𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑖𝑚𝑖𝑡 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑜𝑟𝑙𝑑𝑒, 𝑠𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑤𝑒𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑏𝑒𝑡𝑒𝑛

𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑦𝑛 𝑟𝑢𝑖𝑛𝑒. 𝑇ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑐𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑙𝑙𝑒 𝑤𝑎𝑠 𝑏𝑟𝑒𝑛𝑡 𝑖𝑛 𝑡𝑦𝑚𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑤𝑎𝑟𝑟𝑒, 𝑠𝑝𝑜𝑦𝑙𝑒𝑑

𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑟𝑎𝑧𝑦𝑑 𝑏𝑦 𝐾𝑦𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝐺𝑜𝑟𝑖𝑦𝑠𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑓𝑜𝑢𝑟𝑡 𝑜𝑓 𝑊𝑦𝑡𝑐ℎ𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑐𝑖𝑒𝑛𝑡

𝑑𝑎𝑦𝑒𝑠. 𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑠𝑎𝑦 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑤𝑎𝑠 𝑏𝑙𝑎𝑚𝑒𝑙𝑒𝑠𝑠𝑒 𝑓𝑜𝑙𝑘𝑒 𝑑𝑤𝑒𝑙𝑙𝑖𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑖𝑛

𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑟𝑦𝑔ℎ𝑡𝑒 𝑔𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑙𝑒, 𝑛𝑜𝑟 𝑤𝑎𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑎𝑛𝑦 𝑛𝑒𝑒𝑑 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝐺𝑜𝑟𝑖𝑦𝑠𝑒 𝑡𝑜 ℎ𝑎𝑣𝑒

𝑢𝑠𝑖𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑠𝑜 𝑐𝑟𝑢𝑒𝑙𝑙𝑖𝑒, 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑛 ℎ𝑒𝑒 𝑐𝑎𝑤𝑠𝑦𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒 ℎ𝑜𝑙𝑒 ℎ𝑜𝑤𝑠ℎ𝑜𝑙𝑑𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒

𝑡𝑜 𝑎𝑝𝑝𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑏𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑒 ℎ𝑦𝑚 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑠𝑙𝑎𝑤𝑒 𝑠𝑢𝑚 𝑜𝑤𝑡 𝑜𝑓 ℎ𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒

𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑖𝑑𝑒𝑤 ℎ𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ𝑒 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑒𝑝 𝑐𝑙𝑖𝑓𝑓𝑒. 𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑓𝑒𝑤

𝑠𝑢𝑝𝑒𝑟𝑣𝑖𝑣𝑖𝑑 𝑎𝑓𝑡𝑒𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑡 𝑓𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑒, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒 𝑓𝑙𝑒𝑑 𝑎𝑤𝑎𝑦𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ

𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑟𝑜𝑑𝑑𝑒𝑛 𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝐵𝑎𝑣𝑣𝑦𝑛𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑡𝑒 𝑞𝑢𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑜𝑛

𝑝𝑒𝑟𝑦𝑠ℎ𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑦𝑛 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑡 𝑠𝑜𝑟𝑤𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑚𝑖𝑠𝑒𝑟𝑖𝑒. 𝑆𝑢𝑚 𝑓𝑎𝑏𝑙𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑖𝑡 𝑤𝑎𝑠

𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑦𝑠 𝑐𝑟𝑢𝑒𝑙 𝑓𝑎𝑐𝑡𝑒 𝑠𝑎𝑘𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝐾𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝐺𝑜𝑟𝑖𝑦𝑠𝑒 𝑤𝑎𝑠 𝑒𝑎𝑡 𝑏𝑦 𝑑𝑖𝑣𝑒𝑙𝑠

𝑜𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑢𝑛𝑎 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑙 ℎ𝑦𝑠 ℎ𝑜𝑠𝑡𝑒, 𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑚𝑎𝑛 𝑜𝑛𝑒𝑙𝑦 𝑐𝑢𝑚𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑔 ℎ𝑜𝑚𝑒

𝑎𝑔𝑎𝑖𝑛 𝑡𝑜 𝑡𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑦𝑛𝑔𝑒𝑠 𝑏𝑖𝑓𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑒𝑛.' 𝑁𝑜𝑤 𝑚𝑎𝑟𝑘: '𝐹𝑟𝑜𝑚 𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑛𝑎

𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑢𝑛𝑎 𝐼 𝑏𝑒ℎ𝑒𝑙𝑑𝑒 𝑠𝑜𝑤𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑤𝑎𝑦𝑒 𝑡𝑤𝑜 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑡𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑡𝑎𝑦𝑛𝑒𝑠 𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑜𝑣𝑒𝑟

𝐵𝑎𝑣𝑣𝑖𝑛𝑎𝑛𝑒 𝑎𝑠 𝑡𝑤𝑜 𝑄𝑢𝑒𝑒𝑛𝑒𝑠 𝑖𝑛 𝑏𝑒𝑤𝑡𝑦 𝑠𝑒𝑡𝑒𝑑 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑘𝑦𝑒 𝑏𝑦

𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑚𝑎𝑐𝑖𝑜𝑛 𝑥𝑥 𝑙𝑒𝑔𝑢𝑒𝑠 𝑓𝑟𝑜 ℎ𝑒𝑛𝑐𝑒 𝑎𝑏𝑜𝑣𝑒 𝑚𝑒𝑛𝑦 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑖𝑠𝑒 𝑟𝑜𝑏𝑒𝑑

𝑚𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑡𝑎𝑖𝑛𝑒𝑠 𝑠𝑢𝑝𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑒. 𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑦𝑐ℎ𝑒 𝑎𝑠 𝐼 𝑙𝑒𝑟𝑛𝑦𝑑 𝑤𝑎𝑠 𝐶𝑜𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑡𝑟𝑒

𝐵𝑒𝑙𝑜𝑢𝑟𝑛𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑜𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝐾𝑜𝑠ℎ𝑡𝑟𝑒 𝑃𝑖𝑣𝑟𝑎𝑟𝑐𝑎. 𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝐼 𝑣𝑒𝑢𝑦𝑒𝑑

𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑖𝑛𝑢𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑖𝑒 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑔𝑜𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑢𝑛, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑤𝑎𝑠

𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑓𝑎𝑦𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑡 𝑠𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑠𝑡 𝑏𝑒𝑤𝑡𝑖𝑓𝑢𝑙𝑙𝑒𝑠𝑡 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑔𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑡

𝑚𝑎𝑟𝑣𝑎𝑖𝑙𝑙𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑒 𝑒𝑦𝑒𝑛 ℎ𝑎𝑡ℎ 𝑠𝑒𝑛𝑒. 𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑡𝑎𝑙𝑘𝑖𝑑 𝐼 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑡ℎ𝑒

𝑠𝑚𝑎𝑢𝑙𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑦𝑛𝑔𝑒𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑑𝑤𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑒𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒

𝑏𝑢𝑠𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑔𝑟𝑜𝑤𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑏𝑜𝑤𝑡𝑒 𝑎𝑠 𝑖𝑡 𝑦𝑠 𝑚𝑦 𝑤𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑒, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑚𝑜𝑛𝑔𝑠𝑡

𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑠𝑒 𝑏𝑦𝑟𝑑𝑒𝑠 𝑐𝑎𝑤𝑙𝑑 𝑚𝑎𝑟𝑡𝑙𝑒𝑡𝑡𝑒𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 ℎ𝑎𝑣𝑒 𝑓𝑒𝑒𝑡𝑒 𝑠𝑜

𝑙𝑖𝑡𝑙𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑠𝑒𝑖𝑚𝑒 𝑡𝑜 ℎ𝑎𝑣𝑒 𝑛𝑜𝑛𝑒. 𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑦𝑠 𝑙𝑖𝑡𝑙𝑒 𝑚𝑎𝑟𝑡𝑙𝑒𝑡𝑡𝑒

𝑠𝑖𝑡𝑡𝑦𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑎 𝑓𝑟𝑎𝑚𝑏𝑜𝑢𝑠𝑖𝑒𝑟 𝑜𝑟 𝑟𝑎𝑠𝑝𝑖𝑠 𝑏𝑢𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑒 𝑡𝑜𝑙𝑑𝑒 𝑚𝑒𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑛𝑜𝑛𝑒

𝑚𝑎𝑦 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑒 𝑎𝑙𝑖𝑣𝑒 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝐶𝑜𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑡𝑟𝑎 𝐵𝑒𝑙𝑜𝑜𝑟𝑛, 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑡𝑦𝑐𝑜𝑟𝑒𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒

𝑚𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑡𝑎𝑖𝑛𝑒𝑠 𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑐𝑒𝑟𝑡𝑒𝑦𝑛𝑒𝑙𝑦 𝑒𝑡𝑒 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑏𝑟𝑎𝑖𝑛𝑠 𝑒𝑟𝑒 ℎ𝑒 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟.

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑤𝑒𝑟𝑒 ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑜 𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑢𝑛𝑎𝑡𝑒 𝑎𝑠 𝑠𝑐𝑎𝑝𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒 𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑡𝑦𝑐𝑜𝑟𝑒𝑠, 𝑦𝑒𝑡 𝑐𝑜𝑤𝑙𝑑𝑒

ℎ𝑒𝑒 𝑛𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟 𝑐𝑙𝑖𝑚𝑏𝑒 𝑢𝑝 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑡 𝑐𝑟𝑎𝑔𝑔𝑒𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝑦𝑐𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑟𝑜𝑐𝑘𝑒 𝑜𝑛

𝐾𝑜𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑡𝑟𝑒 𝐵𝑒𝑙𝑜𝑜𝑟𝑛, 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑛𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑖𝑠 𝑠𝑜 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑜𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑎𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑠𝑐𝑎𝑙𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑏𝑢𝑡

𝑏𝑦 𝑎𝑟𝑡 𝑚𝑎𝑔𝑖𝑐𝑎𝑙𝑙, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑢𝑐ℎ 𝑖𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑣𝑒𝑟𝑡𝑢𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑡𝑎𝑦𝑛𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡

𝑛𝑜 𝑚𝑎𝑔𝑖𝑐𝑘 𝑎𝑣𝑎𝑦𝑙𝑒𝑡ℎ 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒, 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑜𝑛𝑙𝑖𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑒𝑛𝑔𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑤𝑖𝑠𝑑𝑜𝑚𝑒 𝑎𝑙𝑜𝑛𝑒,

𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑠 𝐼 𝑠𝑒𝑦𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒 𝑤𝑜𝑢𝑙𝑑𝑒 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑎𝑣𝑎𝑦𝑙 𝑡𝑜 𝑐𝑙𝑖𝑚𝑏𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑠𝑒 𝑐𝑙𝑖𝑓𝑓𝑒𝑠

𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑦𝑐𝑒 𝑟𝑦𝑣𝑒𝑟𝑠.'"


"Ƕȏt be ðēz mantikorz ov ðe mȣntānz ðat ēt menz




brānz?" ȃskt ðe Lade Mevrean.


"Ðis bʊk iz so ekselent wel rit," sed her brŭðer, "ðat

ðīn ȃnser apereþ on ðis sām pādʒ: '𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑏𝑒𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑒

𝑀𝑎𝑛𝑡𝑖𝑐ℎ𝑜𝑟𝑎, 𝑤ℎ𝑦𝑐ℎ 𝑖𝑠 𝑎𝑠 𝑚𝑢𝑐ℎ𝑒 𝑎𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑠𝑎𝑦𝑒 𝑑𝑒𝑣𝑜𝑟𝑒𝑟 𝑜𝑓 𝑚𝑒𝑛𝑛𝑒,

𝑟𝑒𝑛𝑛𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑠 𝐼 ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑑𝑒 𝑡𝑒𝑙𝑙, 𝑜𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑘𝑖𝑟𝑡 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑡𝑎𝑦𝑛𝑒𝑠 𝑏𝑒𝑙𝑜𝑤

𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑛𝑜𝑤 𝑓𝑒𝑙𝑑𝑒𝑠. 𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒 𝑏𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑛𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑠 𝑏𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑠, 𝑔ℎ𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑙𝑖𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑓𝑢𝑙 𝑜𝑓

ℎ𝑜𝑟𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑟, 𝑒𝑛𝑒𝑚𝑖𝑒𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑘𝑖𝑛𝑑𝑒, 𝑜𝑓 𝑎 𝑟𝑒𝑑 𝑐𝑜𝑙𝑜𝑢𝑟𝑒, 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑖𝑗 𝑟𝑜𝑤𝑒𝑠

𝑜𝑓 ℎ𝑢𝑔𝑒 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑡𝑒 𝑡𝑒𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑟 𝑚𝑜𝑢𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠. 𝐼𝑡 ℎ𝑎𝑡ℎ 𝑡ℎ𝑒 ℎ𝑒𝑎𝑑 𝑜𝑓 𝑎

𝑚𝑎𝑛, ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑒𝑦𝑒𝑛 𝑙𝑖𝑘𝑒 𝑎 𝑔ℎ𝑜𝑜𝑡, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑏𝑜𝑑𝑖𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑎 𝑙𝑦𝑜𝑛 𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑐𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑜𝑤𝑡

𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑟𝑝𝑒 𝑝𝑟𝑖𝑐𝑘𝑙𝑒𝑠 𝑓𝑟𝑜 𝑏𝑒ℎ𝑖𝑛𝑑𝑒. 𝐴𝑛𝑑 ℎ𝑦𝑠 𝑡𝑎𝑦𝑙 𝑖𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑡𝑎𝑖𝑙 𝑜𝑓 𝑎

𝑠𝑐𝑜𝑟𝑝𝑖𝑜𝑢𝑛. 𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑖𝑠 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑑𝑒𝑙𝑦𝑣𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑟 𝑡𝑜 𝑔𝑜𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑛 𝑖𝑠 𝑓𝑜𝑤𝑙𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑓𝑙𝑒𝑒.

𝐴𝑛𝑑 ℎ𝑦𝑠 𝑣𝑜𝑦𝑠 𝑖𝑠 𝑎𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑟𝑜𝑎𝑟𝑦𝑛𝑔 𝑜𝑓 𝑥 𝑙𝑦𝑜𝑛𝑠.'"


"Ðēz bēsts," sed Spitfīr, "wer alōn enuf tꝏ drȏ me

ðĭðer. I ʃal briŋ ðe hōm a smȏl wun, mădam, tꝏ kēp

tʃānd in ðe kœrt."


"Ðat ʃʊd daʃ me from ði frendʃip for ĕver, kŭzin,"

sed Mevrean, strokiŋ ðe fĕðere ērz ov her lĭtel marmozet

ðat kŭdeld in her lap. "Ðat ƕitʃ fedeþ on brānz wer

overnŭriʃt in Demonland, and belīk wʊd overun ðe ƕōl

kuntre-sīd."


"Send it tꝏ Witʃland," sed Zig. "Ƕȇr ƕen it haþ ēt up

Gro and Korund it ma sup lītle on ðe Kiŋ, and ðen mōst

fortʃunātle starv for lak ov its prŏper nūtriment."


Dʒus stʊd up from hiz sēt. "Ðȣ and I and Spitfīr," sed he

tꝏ Brandox Dahȃ, "must tꝏ werk rȣndle and găðer streŋþ,

for tiz ȏlrĕde midsŭmer. U, Viz, Vol, and Zig, must

hav ðe wordiŋ ov ȣr hōmz ƕīlz we be gon. We kanot be

les ðan tꝏ þȣzand sœrdz on ðis fariŋ."


"Hȣ mĕne ʃips, Vol," ȃskt Lord Brandox Dahȃ, "kanst ðȣ

giv us, buskt and bȣn, ȇr ðis mꝏn wān?"


"Ðȇr be fœrtēn aflōt," sed Vol. "Besīdz ðēz, ten

kēlz li on ðe slips at Lʊkiŋhaven, and nīn mœr haþ

Spitfīr but nȣ lād dȣn on ðe bētʃ befœr hiz hȣs at

Ȣlswik."


"Þerte and þre in sum," sed Spitfīr. "U se we hav not

twĭdeld ȣr þumz ƕīlst ye wer gon."


Dʒus pāst bak and fœrþ wið grāt strīdz, hiz brȣ klȣded

and hiz dʒȏ klentʃt. In a ƕīl he sed, "Laksus haþ forte

sāl, drăgonz ov wor. I am not so idel-hĕded az fȇr wĭðȣt

an arme intꝏ Impland, but sertān it iz ðat if ȣr il-wĭlerz




wʊd mꝏv wor agānst us we stand in apărent wēknes, hēr

or abrȏd, tꝏ þro bak ðȇr onset."


Vol sed, "Ov ðēz nīntēn ʃips a-bildiŋ no mœr ðan

tꝏ kan tāk ðe wȏter befœr a munþ be pȃst, and but sĕven

mœr ȇr siks munþs tīm, pʊʃ we nĕver so mitile ðe werk."


"Ðe sezon wareþ, and mi brŭðer wāsteþ in dʒures. We must

sāl ȇr anŭðer mꝏn gro ōld," sed Dʒus.


Vol sed, "Ðen wið sikstēn sāl ðȣ sālst, O Dʒus; and

ðen ðȣ lēvst us not wun ʃip at hōm til mœr be fĭniʃt

and lȏntʃt."


"Hȣ kan we lēv u so?" krīd Spitfīr.


But Brandox Dahȃ lʊkt tꝏwordz hiz lade sister, met her

glȃns, and wȏz sătisfīd. "Ðe tʃƣs lieþ fȇr befœr us,"

sed he. "If we wil ēt ðe eg, lĭtel nēd tꝏ debāt ƕĕðer

ðe ʃel must go."


Mevrean rōz from her sēt lȃfiŋ, and sed, "Ðen let ðe

kȣnsil rīz, mi lordz." And her īz gru sereȣs, and ʃe

sed, "Ʃal ða māk rīmz ŭpon us ðat we ov Demonland,

ƕꝏm men repūt and hōld ðe miteest lordz in ȏl ðe werld,

huŋ ʃepiʃle bak from ðis hi nēdfʊl enterprīz lest,

ȣr gratest kaptānz beiŋ abrȏd, ȣr ĕnemēz mīt haple

tāk us at hōm at disadvȃntādʒ? It ʃal not be sed ov ðe

wĭmen ov Demonland ðat ða upheld sutʃ kȣnselz."


𝟫. Salapantȃ Hilz


OV ÐE LANDIŊ OV LORD DƷUS AND HIZ KOMPANYONZ IN ȢTER IMPLAND

AND ÐȆR METIŊ WIÐ ZELDORNYUS, HELTERĀNYUS, AND DƷALKANIUS

FOSTUS; AND OV ÐE TIDIŊZ TŌLD BI MIVARƩ, AND ÐE DELIŊZ OV

ÐE ÞRE GRĀT KAPTĀNZ ON ÐE HILZ OV SALAPANTȂ.


On ðe þerte and ferst da ȃfter ðat kȣnsil held in

Krŏðeriŋ, ðe flēt ov Demonland pʊt tꝏ se from

Lʊkiŋhaven: elĕven drăgonz ov wor and tꝏ grāt ʃips ov

berðen, bȣnd for ðe ŭtermōst sēz ov erþ in kwest ov ðe

Lord Gōldre Bluzko. Atēn hundred Demonz fȇrd on ðat

ekspedĭʃon, and not a man amuŋ ðem ðat wȏz not a komplēt

sōldʒer. For fīv dāz ða rōd sȣþawa on a windles se,

and on ðe siksþ ðe se-klifs ov Goblinland kām ȣt ov ðe

hāz on ðȇr starbord bȣ. Ða rōd sȣþ aloŋ ðe land,

and on ðe tenþ da ȣt from Lʊkiŋhaven pȃst under ðe




Nes ov Ozam, dʒerneiŋ ðens fœr dāz wið a favoriŋ wind

over ðe open sēz tꝏ Sibreon. But nȣ, ƕen ða had rȣnded

ðat dark prŏmontœre and wer abȣt steriŋ ēst aloŋ ðe

kōst ov Impland ðe Mœr, and les ðan ten dāz dʒerne la

betwikst ðem and ðȇr haven in Mūlvȃ, a dizmal tempest

sŭdenle serprīzd ðem. For forte dāz it swept ðem in hāl

and slēt over wīd-wȏloiŋ oʃan, wĭðȣt a star, wĭðȣt a

kœrs; til, on a fērs midnīt ov wind and darknes and

rœriŋ wȏterz wȏz Dʒŭsez and Spitfīrz ʃip and ŭðer fœr in

her kumpane drĭven on ðe roks on a le ʃœr and broken in

pesez. Hardle, and ȃfter loŋ batliŋ amuŋ grāt wāvz,

ðōz breðren wun ăʃœr, were and hert. In ðe inhospĭtabel

līt ov a wet and winde dȏn ða musterd on ðe bētʃ sutʃ

ov ðȇr fōk az had eskāpt ȣt ov ðe mȣþ ov destrukʃon;

and ða wer þre hundred and þerte and þre.


Spitfīr, behōldiŋ ðēz þiŋz, spāk and sed, "Ðis land

haþ a vĭlanȣs lʊk stȗreþ mi remembrans, az but tꝏ behōld

verdʒūs sȣreþ ðe mȣþ ov him ƕꝏ wuns tāsted ðarov.

Rememberst ðȣ ðis land?"


Dʒus skand ðe lo loŋ kōst-līn ðat swept norþ and west

tꝏ an estʃuare, and beỾond ran westwordz til it wȏz lost in ðe

skud and driviŋ spra. Dĕzolāt berdz flu abuv ðe welter ov

ðe serdʒez. He sed, "Sertānle ðis iz Arlan Mȣþ, ƕȇr

lēst ov ȏl I had tʃūzd tꝏ kum a-land wið so smȏl a hed

ov men. Yet ʃalt ðȣ prꝏv hēr, az it haþ ĕver bēn, hȣ

ȏl okaʒonz ar but steps for us tꝏ klīm fām bi."


"Ȣr ʃips lost," krīd Spitfīr, "and ðe mœr part ov ȣr

men, and werst ov ȏl, Brandox Dahȃ ðat iz werþ ten

þȣzand. Ezileer ʃal a lĭtel ant bib ðis oʃan dri, ðan

ʃal we in ðis takiŋ perform ȣr enterprīz." And he kerst

and blasfēmd, saiŋ, "Kerst be ðe mălīs ov ðe se,

ƕitʃ, hăviŋ brōk ȣr pȣer, nȣ spueþ us ăʃœr hēr tꝏ

ȣr mēr undꝏiŋ; and so haþ dun grāt sŭkor tꝏ ðe Kiŋ ov

Witʃland, and untꝏ ȏl ðe werld besīd grāt dămādʒ."


But Dʒus ȃnserd him, "Þink not ðat ðēz kontrare windz

kum ov fortʃūn or bi ðe influens ov malignant and kombustīv

starz. Ðis wĕðer bloeþ ȣt ov Karse. Even az ðēz vĕre

wāvz ðȣ behōldst hav ētʃ hiz bak-wȏʃ or underto, so

fŏloeþ ȃfter ĕvere sendiŋ an underto ov evil hap, ƕȇrbi,

ȏlbeit in ĕsens a les dedle þiŋ, mĕne hav bēn drȣnd

and wȏʃt awa ƕꝏ stʊd unremꝏvd agānst ðe mān strōk ov

ðe braker. So wer we twīs sins ðat da brȏt nēr tꝏ

ȣr bān: ferst, ƕen ȣr dʒudʒment beiŋ darkend wið a

strāndʒ distrakʃon we went up wið Gazlark agānst Karse;

nekst, ƕen ðis storm rekt us hēr bi Arlan Mȣþ. Ðo bi

mīn art I rebated ðe Kiŋz sendiŋ, yet agānst ðe




malefĭʃal underto ðat fŏlōd it mi tʃarmz avāl not, nor

ðe vertʃūz ov ȏl sorserȣs herbz ðat gro."


"Ar ðēz þiŋz so, and wilt ðȣ yet be temperāt?" sed

Spitfīr.


"Kontent ðe," sed Dʒus. "Ðe sandz run dȣn. A sertān tīm

ōnle rŭneþ ðis strēm for ȣr hert; it must nȣ hav wel

ni spent itself, and it wer tꝏ pĕrilȣs for him tꝏ kundʒūr

a sĕkond tīm, az lȃst Ma he kundʒūrd in Karse."


"Ƕꝏ tōld ðe ðat?" ȃskt Spitfīr.


"I dꝏ but kondʒektʃūr it," ȃnserd he, "from mi stŭdeiŋ ov

sertān profĕtik ritiŋz tutʃiŋ ðe prinsez ov ðat blud

and līn. Ƕȇrbi it apereþ (yet not klērle, but

rĭdel-wīz) ðat if wun and ðe sām Kiŋ, ĕsaiŋ a sĕkond

tīm in hiz ōn person an enterprīz in ðat kīnd, ʃʊd fāl,

and ðe pȣerz ov darknes destrƣ him, ðen iz not hiz līf

spilt alōn (az it fortʃūnd afœrtīm untꝏ Gorīs 𝟩. at hiz

ferst atempt), but ðȇr ʃal be an end for ĕver ov ðe ƕōl

hȣs ov Gorīs ƕitʃ haþ for so mĕne dʒeneraʃonz rānd in

Karse."


"Wel," sed Spitfīr, "so stand we tꝏ ȣr tʃȃns. Ōld

mukhilz wil blꝏm at lȃst."


****


Nȣ for nīntēn dāz fȇrd ðōz breðren and ðȇr kumpane

ēstword þrꝏ Ȣter Impland: ferst akros a kuntre ov

wīndiŋ slepe rĭverz and rede lāks inumerabel, ðen bi

roliŋ uplandz and ʃampān grȣnd. At leŋþ, on an even,

ða kām ŭpon a hēþ rŭniŋ up ēstword tꝏ a rāndʒ ov

tumbeld hilz. Ðe hilz wer not lofte nor stēp, but rŭged

ov ȣtlīn and ðȇr serfās ruf wið kragz and bōlderz, so

ðat it wȏz a māz ov lĭtel ĕminensez and vălēz grōn ŭpon

bi hĕðer and fern and rank sad-kŭlord grȃs, wið stunted

þorn trēz and dʒuniperz harboriŋ in ðe klefts ov ðe roks.

On ðe wȏter-ʃed, az on an horsez wĭðerz, lʊkiŋ west tꝏ

ðe red Oktober sunset and sȣþ tꝏ ðe far līn ov ðe

Didornyan Se, ða kām ŭpon a spi-fortalīs, ōld and

dĕzolāt, and wun sĭtiŋ in ðe gāt. For vĕre dʒƣ ðȇr

harts melted wĭðin ðem, ƕen ða nu him for nun ŭðer

ðan Brandox Dahȃ.


So ða embrāst him az wun beỾond hōp rĭzen from ðe grāv.

And he sed, "Þrꝏ ðe Strāts ov Melikafkaz wȏz I bœrn,

and rekt at lȃst on ðe lōnle ʃœr ten lēgz sȣþword

from ðis spot, ƕĭðer I wun alōn, hăviŋ lost mi ʃip and




ȏl mi dēr kompanyonz. In mi mīnd it wȏz ðat ye must fȇr bi

ðis rōd tꝏ Mūlvȃ if ye sŭferd ʃiprek in ðe ȣter

kōsts ov Impland.


"Harken," he sed, "and I wil tel u a wunder. A sĕven-nīt

hav I awated u in ðis rꝏstiŋ-sted ov dȏz and ȣlz. And

it iz a karavanseri ov grāt armēz ðat pȃs bi in ðe

wildernes, and hăviŋ parlēd wið tꝏ I awāt ðe þerd. For

wel I þink ðat hēr I hav mād diskŭvere ov a grāt

mistere, wun ðat haþ engādʒd ðe spekulaʃonz ov wīz men for

yērz. For on ðat da ov mi kŭmiŋ hĭðer, ƕen sunset wȏz

red, az nȣ u se it, behōld an arme martʃiŋ up from ðe

ēst wið grāt flagz a-flȏntiŋ in ðe wind and ȏl kīndz ov

muzik. Ƕitʃ I behōldiŋ, mĕþȏt if ðēz be ĕnemēz, ðen

goeþ dȣn mi līfs dāz wið ŏnor, and if frendz, ðen

kŭmeþ prŏvender from ðōz wăgonz ov berðen ðat fŏlo ðis

arme. A wate argument; sins not so mutʃ az ðe smel ov

vĭtelz had I, sāv nȃste nuts and bĕrēz ov ðe open fēld,

sins I kām fœrþ ov ðe se. So went I, takiŋ mi wĕponz, on

ðe wȏlz ov ðis spi-fortalīs and hāld ðem, bĭdiŋ ðem

sa fœrþ ðȇr kwȏlite. And he ðat wȏz ðȇr kaptān rōd up

under ðe wȏlz, and hāld me wið ȏl kertese and nobel

pœrt. And ƕꝏ þink ye twȏz?"


Ða ȃnserd nȏt.


"Wun ðat haþ bēn famȣs," sed he, "up and dȣn ðe erþ

for a marvelȣs vălorȣs and brāv sōldʒer ov fortʃūn. Hav ye

forgot ðat enterprīz ov Gazlark ðat had its bĕreiŋ in

Impland?"


"Wȏz he lĭtel and dark," ȃskt Dʒus, "līk a kēn dăger

sŭdenle unʃēðd at midnīt? Or brīt wið ðe splendor

ov a pĕnond spēr at a dʒȣstiŋ on hi hŏlida? Or wȏz he

dāndʒerȣs ov aspekt līk an ōld sœrd, ruste in ðe midst but

brīt at pƣnt and edʒ, brȏt fœrþ for dēdz ov destine at

ðe fated da?"


"Ðīn ăro strikeþ in ðe trĭpel riŋ o' ðe mark," sed

Lord Brandox Dahȃ. "Grāt ov grōþ he wȏz, and a vĕre pekok

ov splendor in hiz pănople ov wor; and a grāt pitʃ-blak

stăleon bȇr him. So I spāk him fȇr, saiŋ, 'O mōst

magnĭfisent and godlīk Helterānyus, konkeror in an hundred

fīts, ƕȏt mākst ðȣ ðēz loŋ yērz in Ȣter Impland wið

ðis grāt hed ov men? And ƕȏt dark lōdstōn drȏz u ðēz

nīn yērz, sins wið grāt sȣnd ov trumpets and tramp ov

horsez ðȣ and Zeldornyus and Dʒalkanius Fostus went fœrþ tꝏ

māk Impland Gazlarks fʊtstꝏl; sins ƕitʃ tīm ȏl ðe

werld beleveþ u lost and ded?' And he beheld me wið aleen

īz, and mād ȃnser, 'O Brandox Dahȃ, ðe werld dʒerneeþ

tꝏ its sĭle wil, but I fȇr ȏlwa wið mi perpōs befœr me.




Be it nīn yērz, or but nīn mꝏnz, or nīn ādʒez, ƕȏt kȇr I?

Zeldornyus wʊd I enkȣnter and engādʒ him in bătel, ðat

stil flēþ befœr mi fās. Ēt and drink wið me tꝏ-nīt;

but þink not tꝏ detān me nor tꝏ tern me tꝏ idel þȏts

besīd mi perpōs. For wið ðe dȏniŋ ov ðe da I must fœrþ

agān in kwest ov Zeldornyus.'


"So I āt and drank and wȏz mĕre ðat nīt wið Helterānyus

in hiz pavĭleon ov silk and gōld. And wið ðe dȏn he

marʃald hiz arme and martʃt westword tꝏword ðe plānz.


"And on ðe þerd da, az I sat wĭðȣt ðis wȏl, kersiŋ yor

slo kŭmiŋ, behōld an arme martʃiŋ from ðe ēst and wun

lediŋ ðem mȣnted on a smȏl dun hors; and he wȏz klad in

blak armor ʃiniŋ līk ðe ravenz wiŋ, wið blak egelz

plūmz in hiz helm, and īz līk ðe īz ov a kat-a-mȣntān,

fʊl ov sparkliŋ flām. Lĭtel wȏz he, and fērs ov fās, and

līð, and hard tꝏ lʊk on and tīrles tꝏ lʊk on līk a

stōt. And I hāld him from ƕȇr I sat, saiŋ, 'O mōst

notabel and pwesant Dʒalkanius Fostus, ʃăterer ov ðe hōsts

ov men, ƕĭðerword over ðe lōnle hēþs forlorn, ðȣ and

ði grāt armament?' And he lited dȣn from hiz hors, and

tʊk me bi ðe armz wið bōþ hiz handz, and sed, If a man

drēm, tꝏ spēk wið ded men betokenz prŏfit. And art not ðȣ

ov ðe ded, O Brandox Dahȃ? For in forgŏten dāz, ðat nȣ

spriŋ up in mi mīnd az flȣerz in a wēd-tʃōkt garden ȃfter

mĕne yērz, so blꝏmst ðȣ in mi mĕmore: grāt amuŋ ðe

grāt wunz ov ðe werld ðat wȏz, ðȣ and ðīn hȣs in

Krŏðeriŋ abuv ðe se-loxs in mĕne-mȣntānd Demonland.

But oblĭveon, līk a sȣndiŋ se, sȣndeþ betwikst me and

ðōz dāz; and ðe nƣz ov ðe serf stŏpeþ mīn ērz, and

ðe mist ov ðe se darkeneþ mīn īz ðat strān for a sīt

ov ðōz far tīmz and ðe dēdz ðarov. Yet for ðōz ded

dāz sāk, ēt wið me and drink wið me tꝏ-nīt, sins hēr

for a nīt wuns mœr I pitʃ mi mꝏviŋ tent on Salapantȃ

Hilz. And tꝏ-moro I fȇr onword. For nĕver ma rest briŋ

bȃlm tꝏ mi sōl until I fīnd ȣt Helterānyus and smīt hiz hed

from hiz ʃōlderz. Grāt ʃām tꝏ him but lĭtel marvel iz it,

ðat he stil kœrseþ befœr me az an hȇr. For tratorz wer

ĕver dȃstardz. And ƕꝏ ĕver herd tel ov a mœr hĕliʃ

dĕviliʃ damd trator ðan he? Nīn yērz ago, ƕen

Zeldornyus and I mād rĕde tꝏ desīd ȣr kworelz bi bătel,

werd kām tꝏ me in a lŭke ȣr hȣ ðat ðis Helterānyus wið

kŭniŋ kolubrīn and mălīs viperīn and slīts serpentīn

went abȣt tꝏ atak me in ðe rēr. So ternd I rīt abȣt tꝏ

kruʃ him, but ðe fat tʃuf-kat wȏz fled.'


"So spāk Dʒalkanius Fostus; and I āt and drank wið him ðat

nīt, and karȣzd wið him in hiz tent. And at brāk ov da




he struk kamp and rōd westawa wið hiz arme."


Brandox Dahȃ sēst, and lʊkt ēstword tꝏword ðe gāts ov

nīt. And lo, an arme fariŋ up from ðe loer mꝏr-landz,

tꝏword ðem on ðe ridʒ, horsmen and fʊtmen in dens ara,

and ðȇr kaptān on a grāt brȣn hors ridiŋ in ðe van.

Loŋ-limd he wȏz and lēn, ȏl armd in duste ruste armor

hakt and dinted in an hundred fīts, wið wœrn lĕðer

gȏntlets on hiz handz and a faded kampaniŋ klōk þrōn

bak from hiz ʃōlderz. He kărēd hiz kȃsk at hiz

sădel-bo and hiz hed wȏz bȇr: ðe hed ov an ōld lēn

huntiŋ-dog, wið ƕīt hȇr swept bak from a rŭged brȣ

ƕȇr blu vānz ʃōd; grāt-nōzd and bone-fāst, wið hūdʒ

bʊʃe ƕīt mʊstȃʃeōz and ībrȣz, and blu īz glemiŋ

from kăvernȣs i-sŏkets. Hiz hors wȏz kerst-lʊkiŋ, wið

ērz lād bak and blud-ʃed dāndʒerȣs īz, and he in ðe

sădel sat erekt and unyēldiŋ az a lȃns.


Ƕen he and hiz arme kām up ŭpon ðe ridʒ, he dru rān and

hāld ðe Demonz. And he sed, "On ĕvere nīnþ da ðēz nīn

yērz hav I beheld ðis lōnle plās ov erþ, az I perʃūd

ȃfter Dʒalkanius Fostus ðat stil eludeþ me and stil flēþ

befœr me; and ðis iz strāndʒ, sins he wȏz ĕver a grāt

fiter and engādʒd ðēz nīn yērz pȃst tꝏ dꝏ bătel wið me.

And nȣ fēr kŭmeþ ŭpon me ðat eld drȏeþ a vāl ov iluʒon

aþwort mīn īz, portendiŋ ðe aprōtʃ ov deþ or ĕver I

perform mi wil. For hēr in ðe unsertān līt ov eveniŋ

rīz up befœr me ʃāps and semblansez az ov gests ov Gazlark

ðe kiŋ in Zādʒe Zakulo in dāz gon bi: ōld frendz ov

Gazlarks ȣt ov mĕne-mȣntānd Demonland: Brandox Dahȃ, ðat

slu ðe Kiŋ ov Witʃland, and Spitfīr ov Ȣlswik, and Dʒus

hiz brŭðer, ðe sām ƕitʃ had lordʃip over ȏl ðe Demonz

ȇr we fȇrd tꝏ Impland. Gōsts and bak-kŭmerz ov a werld

forgot. But if ye be rīt fleʃ and blud, spēk and diskŭver

yorselvz."


Dʒus ȃnserd him, "O mōst redȣtabel Zeldornyus and in wor

invinsibel, wel mīt a man ekspekt spĭrits ov ðe ded on

ðēz kwiet hilz abȣt kokʃut tīm. And if ðȣ dēm us

sutʃ, hȣ mutʃ mœr ʃal we, ðat be wȏndererz nu-ʃiprekt

ȣt ov hungre sēz, supōz ðe but a ʃād, and ðēz grāt

hōsts ov ðīn but fetʃez ov ðe ded ðat be departed,

stemiŋ up from Ĕrebus az dalīt dīz?"


"O mōst renȣnd and redȣtabel Zeldornyus," sed Brandox

Dahȃ, "ðȣ wȏst wuns mi gest in Krŏðeriŋ. Tꝏ rezolv ði

dȣts and ȣrz, bid us tꝏ sŭper. It wer măter indēd if

spĭrits bŏdiles wer abel tꝏ bib wīn and ēt up erþle

bāk-mēts."




So Zeldornyus let pitʃ hiz tents, and apƣnted ðe fifþ ȣr

befœr midnīt for ðōz lordz ov Demonland tꝏ sup wið him.

Ȇr ða forgăðerd in Zeldornyusez tent ða spāk amuŋ

ðemselvz, and Spitfīr sed, "Wȏz ĕver sutʃ a wunder or sutʃ

a pĭtifʊl trik o' ðe Fāts az brĭŋeþ ðēz þre grāt

kaptānz tꝏ wāst ðe remnant ov ðȇr dāz in ðis remōt

wildernes? Dȣt not but ðȇrz praktīs in it, ðat makeþ

ðem martʃ ðēz loŋ yērz ðis tʃāndʒles rȣnd, ētʃ fleiŋ

wun ðat wʊd fān enkȣnter him, and stil sekiŋ anŭðer

ðat flīz befœr him."


"Nĕver went man wið ðat lʊk ov ðe īz Zeldornyus haþ,"

sed Dʒus, "but he wȏz a man ensorseld."


"Wið sutʃ a lʊk," sed Brandox Dahȃ, "went Helterānyus and

Dʒalkanius. But mark ȣr interest. Twer gʊd tꝏ brāk ðe

tʃarm and klām ðȇr help for ȣr pānz. Ʃalz ʃo ðe ōld

lion ȏl ðe trūþ ov ðis fakt tꝏ-nīt?"


So spāk Lord Brandox Dahȃ, and ðōz breðren dēmd hiz

kȣnsel gʊd. So at sŭper, ƕen menz harts wer glădend

wið gʊd tʃēr, ðe Lord Dʒus sāt him dȣn bi Zeldornyus and

opend tꝏ him ðis măter, saiŋ, "O renȣnd Zeldornyus, hȣ

befȏleþ it ðat ðēz nīn yērz ðȣ perʃūst ȃfter

Dʒalkanius Fostus, ʃăterer ov hōsts, and ƕȏt wȏz yor

dĭferens betwikst u ðat set u bi ðe ērz?"


Zeldornyus sed, "O Dʒus, must I ȃnser ðe bi rezonz in ðis

măter ðat iz rūld bi ðe hi starz and Fāt ðat lāz men

at ðȇr leŋþ? Enuf for ðe ðat unpēs befel betwikst me

and Dʒalkanius mite in wor, and it wȏz konfermd betwēn us

ðat bi ðe arbitrȃment ov ðe blŭde fēld we ʃʊd end ȣr

dĭferens. But he abōd me not; and ðēz nīn yērz I sēk tꝏ

mēt wið him in vān."


"Ðȇr wȏz a þerd ov u," sed Dʒus. "Ƕȏt tidiŋz hast ðȣ

ov Helterānyus?"


Zeldornyus ȃnserd him, "No tidiŋz."


"Wilt ðȣ," sed Dʒus, "ðat I enliten ðe heron?"


Zeldornyus sed, "Ðȣ and ði fĕlōz alōn ov ðe tʃildren ov

men hav spoken wið me sins ðēz þiŋz began. For ða ðat

dwelt in ðis rēdʒon fled yērz ago, akȣntiŋ ðe plās

akerst. A pȏltre kru ða wer, and mēn mēt eno for ȣr

sœrdz. Spēk ðen, if ðȣ menest me wel, and ʃo me ȏl."


"Helterānyus," sed Lord Dʒus, "perʃueþ ðe ðēz nīn yērz,

az ðȣ perʃūst Dʒalkanius Fostus. Mi kŭzin hēr haþ sēn




him but siks dāz ago, in ðis sām plās, and tȏkt wið him,

and ʃʊk him bi ðe hand, and nu hiz mīnd. Ʃūrle ye be ȏl

þre hōlden bi sum entʃȃntment, ðat beiŋ ōld komrādz in

armz so strāndʒle and tꝏ so lĭtel perpōs dꝏ perʃu ētʃ ðe

ŭðerz līf. I prĭðe let us be a mēn betwikst u ȏl tꝏ set

u at wun agān, and fre u from so strāndʒ a þrȏldom."


But wið ðōz werdz spoken wȏz Zeldornyus grōn red az blud.

In a ƕīl he sed, "It wer blak tretʃere. Īl not krĕdit

it."


But Lord Brandox Dahȃ ȃnserd him, "From hiz ōn lips I

resēvd it, O Zeldornyus. And ðȇrtꝏ I plīt mi troþ. Ðis

besīdz, ðat Dʒalkanius Fostus wȏz ternd from batliŋ wið

ðe nīn yērz ago (az he himself haþ tōld me, and mād ferm

hiz saiŋ wið mōst fērfʊl ōþs), bi intĕlīdʒens brȏt

him ðat Helterānyus wȏz in ðat ȣr mīnded tꝏ tāk him in ðe

rēr."


"I," sed Spitfīr, "and untꝏ ðis da he martʃeþ on

Helterānyusez trak az ðȣ on hiz."


Wið ðōz werdz spoken wȏz Zeldornyus grōn yĕlo az ōld

partʃment, and hiz ƕīt mʊstȃʃeōz brĭseld līk a lionz. He

sat silent ăƕīl, ðen, restiŋ ŭpon Dʒus ðe kōld and stĕde

gāz ov hiz blu īz, "Ðe werld kumz bak tꝏ me," he sed,

"and ðis mĕmore ðȇrwið, ðat ða ov Demonland wer

trūþ-tĕlerz ƕĕðer tꝏ frend or fo, and ĕver held it ʃām

tꝏ kog and li." Ȏl ða bȣd grāvle and he sed wið a

grāt lo ov anger in hiz īz, "Ðis Helterānyus devizeþ

agānst me, it wel apereþ, ðe self-sām tretʃere ƕarov

he wȏz fȏlsle akūzd tꝏ Dʒalkanius Fostus. Ðȇr wer no

līkleer plās tꝏ kruʃ him ðan hēr on Salapantȃ ridʒ. If I

stand hēr tꝏ abīd hiz onset, ðe li ov ðe grȣnd

befrendeþ me, and Dʒalkanius kŭmeþ at hiz hēlz tꝏ găðer

ðe broken mēts ȃfter I hav mād mi fēst."


Brandox Dahȃ sed in Dʒŭsez ēr, "Ȣr pēsmakiŋ takeþ a

prĭte tern. Hēlz i' ðe ȇr: monstrȣs unladilīk!"


But nȏt ða kʊd sa wʊd mꝏv Zeldornyus. So in ðe end

ða ŏferd him ðȇr băkiŋ in ðis adventʃūr. "And ƕen ðe

da iz wun, ðen ʃalt ðȣ lend us ði mīt in ȣr

enterprīz, and ād us in ȣr worz wið Witʃland ðat be for

tꝏ kum."


But Zeldornyus sed, "O Dʒus and ye lordz ov Demonland, I yēld

u þanks; but ye ʃal not mĕdel in ðis bătel. For we kām

þre kaptānz wið ȣr hōsts untꝏ ðis land, and beheld ðe




land, and lād it under us. Ȣrz it iz, and if ĕne mĕdel or

māk wið us, wer we nĕver so set at enmite wun wið anŭðer,

we must dʒƣn tʊgĕðer in hiz despīt and briŋ him tꝏ bān. Be

stil ðen, and behōld and se ƕȏt berþ fāt ʃal briŋ

fœrþ on Salapantȃ Hilz. But if I liv, ðarȃfter ʃal ye

hav mi frendʃip and mi help in ȏl yor enterprizez

ƕȏtsoĕver."


For ăƕīl he sat wĭðȣt spētʃ, hiz stark vānd handz

klentʃt on ðe bœrd befœr him; ðen riziŋ, went wĭðȣt

werd tꝏ ðe dœr ov hiz pavĭleon tꝏ stŭde ðe nīt. Ðen

ternd he bak tꝏ Lord Dʒus, and spāk tꝏ him: "No ðat ƕen

ðis mꝏn nȣ pȃst wȏz but þre dāz ōld I began tꝏ be

trŭbeld wið a katar or rꝏm ƕitʃ yet trubleþ me; and

wel ðȣ wotst ðat ƕꝏso fȏleþ sik on ðe þerd da ov

ðe mꝏnz ādʒ, he wil di. Tꝏ-nīt ȏlso iz a nu mꝏn, and

ov a Săterda; and ðat betokeneþ fitiŋ and bludʃed. Ȏlso

ðe wind bloeþ from ðe sȣþ; and he ðat bĕgĭneþ ðat

gām wið a sȣþ wind ʃal hav ðe viktore. Wið sutʃ

unsertān blaknes and brītnes openeþ ðe dœr ov Fāt

befœr me."


Dʒus bȣd hiz hed, and sed, "O Zeldornyus, ði spētʃ iz

sꝏþ."


"I wȏz ĕver a fiter," sed Zeldornyus.


Far intꝏ ðe nīt sat ða in ðe tent ov renȣnd Zeldornyus,

drinkiŋ and tȏkiŋ ov līf and destine and ōld worz and ðe

tʃȃnsez ov wor and grāt adventʃūr; and an ȣr ȃfter midnīt

ða parted, and Dʒus and Spitfīr and Brandox Dahȃ betʊk

ðem tꝏ ðȇr rest in ðe wȏtʃ-tȣer on ðe ridʒ ov

Salapantȃ.


****


On sutʃ wīz pȃst þre dāz bi, Zeldornyus watiŋ wið hiz

arme on ðe hil, and ðe Demonz sŭpiŋ wið him nītle. And

on ðe þerd da he dru ȣt hiz arme az for bătel, ekspektiŋ

Helterānyus. But niðer ðat da nor ðe nekst nor ðe nekst da

fŏloiŋ brȏt sīt nor tidiŋz ov Helterānyus, and strāndʒ

it sēmd tꝏ ðem and hard tꝏ ges ƕȏt tern ov fortʃūn had

delād hiz kŭmiŋ. Ðe siksþ nīt wȏz overkȃst, and merk

darknes kŭverd ðe erþ. Ƕen sŭper wȏz dun, az ðe Demonz

betʊk ðemselvz tꝏ ðȇr slepiŋ plās, ða herd a skŭfel

and ðe vƣs ov Brandox Dahȃ, ƕꝏ went fœrmōst ov ðem,

kriiŋ, "Hēr hav I kȏt a hēþ-dogz ƕelp. Giv me a

līt. Ƕȏt ʃal I dꝏ wið him?"




Men wer rȣzd and līts brȏt, and Brandox Dahȃ servād

ðat ƕitʃ he held pinyond bi ðe armz, kȏt bi ðe entrans

tꝏ ðe fortalīs: wun wið skȇrd wīld-bēst īz in a swort

fās, gōlden ēr-riŋz in hiz ērz, and a þik klōs-kropt

bērd interlāst wið gōld wīr twisted amuŋ its kerlz;

bȇr-armd, wið a tʃunik ov ŏter-skin and wīd hare trȣzerz

kros-stitʃt wið silver þred, a serklet ov gōld on hiz

hed, and frizd dark hȇr plăted in tꝏ þik tālz ðat

huŋ forword over hiz ʃōlderz. Hiz lips wer drȏn bak, līk

a kros-grānd dogz snarliŋ betwikst fēr and fērsnes, and

hiz ƕīt pƣnted tēþ and ðe ƕīts ov hiz īz flaʃt in

ðe tortʃ-līt.


So ða had him wið ðem intꝏ ðe tȣer, and set him befœr

ðem, and Dʒus sed, "Fēr not, but tel fœrþ untꝏ us ði nām

and lĭneādʒ, and ƕȏt briŋz ðe lerkiŋ in ðe nīt abȣt

ȣr lodʒiŋ. We mēn ðe no hert, so ðȣ praktīs not agānst

us and ȣr sāfte. Art ðȣ a dwĕler in ðis Impland, or a

wȏnderer, līk az we be, from kuntrēz beỾond ðe sēz? hast

ðȣ kompanyonz, and if so, ƕȇr be ða, and ƕȏt, and hȣ

mĕne?"


And ðe strāndʒer naʃt ŭpon ðem wið hiz tēþ, and sed, "O

dĕvilz trȃnzmarēn, mok not but sla."


Dʒus entreted him kīndle, gĭviŋ him mēt and drink, and in a

ƕīl mād kwestʃon ov him wuns mœr, "Ƕȏt iz ði nām?"


Ƕȇrtꝏ he replīd, "O dĕvil trȃnzmarēn, pĭte ov ðīn

ignorans siþ ðȣ nōst not Mivarʃ Faz." And he fel intꝏ

a grāt păʃon ov wepiŋ, kriiŋ alȣd, "Wo werþ ðe wo

ðat iz fȏlen ŭpon ȏl ðe land ov Impland!"


"Ƕȏts ðe măter?" sed Dʒus.


But Mivarʃ sēst not tꝏ wāl and tꝏ lament, saiŋ, "Ȣt

hăro and alȃs for Faks Fa Faz and Ĭlaroʃ Faz and Lermeʃ

Faz and Gandăsȃ Faz and ȏl ðe grāt wunz in ðe land!" And

ƕen ða wʊd hav kwestʃond him he krīd agān, "Kers ye

bĭterle Filprits Faz, ƕitʃ betrād us intꝏ ðe hand ov ðe

dĕvil ultramontān in ðe kȃsel ov Orpiʃ."


"Ƕȏt dĕvil iz ðis ðȣ spēkst ov?" ȃskt Dʒus.


"He haþ kum," he ȃnserd, "over ðe mȣntānz ȣt ov ðe

norþ kuntre, ðat alōn wȏz abel tꝏ ȃnser Faks Fa Faz. And

ðe vƣs ov hiz spētʃ iz līk untꝏ ðe rœriŋ ov a bʊl."


"Ȣt ov ðe norþ?" sed Dʒus, gĭviŋ him mœr wīn, and

ekstʃāndʒiŋ glȃnsez wið Spitfīr and Brandox Dahȃ. "I wʊd




hēr mœr ov ðis."


Mivarʃ drank, and sed, "O dĕvilz trȃnzmarēn, ye giv me

stroŋ wȏterz ƕitʃ kumfort mi sōl, and ye spēk me soft

werdz. But ʃal I not fēr soft werdz? Soft werdz wer spōk

bi ðis dĕvil ultramontān, ƕen he and kerst Filprits spāk

soft werdz untꝏ us in Orpiʃ: untꝏ me, and untꝏ Faks Fa Faz,

and Gandăsȃ, and Ĭlaroʃ, and untꝏ ȏl ov us, ȃfter ȣr

overþro in bătel agānst him bi ðe banks ov Arlan."


Dʒus ȃskt, "Ov ƕȏt făʃon iz he tꝏ lʊk on?"


"He haþ a grāt yĕlo bērd beflekt wið gra," sed

Mivarʃ, "and a bȏld ʃine pāt, and standeþ big az a nēt."


Dʒus spāk apart tꝏ Brandox Dahȃ, "Ðȇrz măter in it if

ðis be tru." And Brandox Dahȃ pœrd fœrþ untꝏ Mivarʃ and

bad him drink agān, saiŋ, "O Mivarʃ Faz, we be strāndʒerz

and gests in wīd-fluŋ Impland. Be it nōn tꝏ ðe ðat ȣr

pȣer iz beỾond ken, and ȣr welþ trȃnsendeþ ðe

imādʒinaʃon ov man. Yet iz ȣr benĕvolens ov līk mĕʒūr wið

ȣr pȣer and ritʃez, overfloiŋ az hŭne from ȣr harts untꝏ

sutʃ az resēv us openle and tel us ðat ƕitʃ iz. Ōnle be

wornd, ðat if ĕne li tꝏ us or ăsa krȃftile tꝏ delūd us,

not ðe mantikorz ðat lodʒ beỾond ðe Morunȃ wer mœr

dredfʊl tꝏ ðat man ðan we."


Mivarʃ kwāld, but ȃnserd him, "Ūz me wel, u wer best,

and u ʃal hēr from me nȏt but ƕȏt iz tru. Ferst wið

ðe sœrd he vankwiʃt us, and ðen wið sŭtel werdz invited

us tꝏ tȏk wið him in Orpiʃ, pretendiŋ frendʃip. But ða

ar ȏl ded ðat harkend tꝏ him. For ƕen he held ðem klōzd

up in ðe kȣnsil rꝏm in Orpiʃ, himself went sēkretle fœrþ,

ƕīl hiz men lād handz on Gandăsȃ Faz and on Ĭlaroʃ Faz,

and on Faks Fa Faz ðat wȏz gratest amuŋst us, and on Lermeʃ

Faz, and kut of ðȇr hedz and set ðem up on pōlz wĭðȣt

ðe gāt. And ȣr armēz ðat wated wĭðȣt wer dismād tꝏ

se ðe hedz ov ðe Făzez ov Impland so set on pōlz, and ðe

armēz ov ðe dĕvilz ultramontān stil þrĕteniŋ us wið

deþ. And ðis big bȏld bērded dĕvil spāk ðem ov Impland

fȇr, saiŋ ðēz ðat he had slān wer ðȇr oprĕsorz and

he wʊd giv ðem ðȇr harts dezīr if ða wʊd be hiz

men, and he wʊd māk ðem fre, ĕvere man, and ʃȇr ȣt ȏl

Impland amuŋst ðem. So wer ðe kŏmon sort befꝏld and

brȏt under bi ðis bȏld dĕvil from beỾond ðe mȣntānz, and

nȣ nun wiðstandeþ him in ȏl Impland. But I ðat had held

bak from hiz kȣnsil in Orpiʃ, feriŋ hiz gīl, hardle

eskāpt from mi fōk ðat rōz agānst me. And I fled intꝏ ðe

wʊdz and wildernesez."




"Ƕȇr lȃst sȏ ye him?" ȃskt Dʒus.


Mivarʃ ȃnserd him, "A þre dāz dʒerne norþwest ov ðis,

at Tormeriʃ in Atʃere."


"Ƕȏt mād he ðȇr?" ȃskt Dʒus.


Mivarʃ ȃnserd, "Stil deviziŋ evil."


"Agānst ƕꝏm?" ȃskt Dʒus.


Mivarʃ ȃnserd, "Agānst Zeldornyus, ƕitʃ iz a dĕvil

trȃnzmarēn."


"Giv me sum mœr wīn," sed Dʒus, "and fil agān a beker

for Mivarʃ Faz. I dꝏ luv nȏt so mutʃ az tāl-tĕliŋ

a-nīts. Wið ƕꝏm devīzd he agānst Zeldornyus?"


Mivarʃ ȃnserd, "Wið anŭðer dĕvil from beỾond sēz; I hav

forgot hiz nām."


"Drink and remember," sed Dʒus; "or if tiz gon from ðe,

pānt me hiz piktʃūr."


"He haþ abȣt mi bignes," sed Mivarʃ, ðat wȏz lĭtel ov

statʃūr. "Hiz īz be brīt, and he sumƕȏt favoreþ ðis

wun," pƣntiŋ at Spitfīr, "ðo belīk he haþ not ȏl so

fērs a fās. He iz lēn-fāst and dark ov skin. He goeþ in

blak īrn."


"Iz he Dʒalkanius Fostus?" ȃskt Dʒus.


And Mivarʃ ȃnserd, "I."


"Ðȇrz musk and amber in ði spētʃ," sed Dʒus. "I must hav

mœr ov it. Ƕȏt mēn ða tꝏ dꝏ?"


"Ðis," sed Mivarʃ: "Az I sat lĭseniŋ in ðe dark wĭðȣt

ðȇr tent, it wȏz mād absolūt ðat ðis Dʒalkanius had bēn

desēvd in supoziŋ ðat anŭðer dĕvil trȃnzmarēn, ƕꝏm men

kȏl Helterānyus, had bēn mīnded tꝏ dꝏ tretʃerȣsle agānst

him; ƕaraz, az ðe bȏld dĕvil mād him belēv, twȏz no sutʃ

þiŋ. And so it wȏz konkluded ðat Dʒalkanius ʃʊd send

riderz ȃfter Helterānyus tꝏ māk pēs betwēn ðem, and ðat

ða tꝏ ʃʊd forþwiþ dʒƣn tꝏ kil Zeldornyus, wun fȏliŋ

on him in ðe frunt and ðe ŭðer in ðe rēr."


"So tiz kum tꝏ ðis?" sed Spitfīr.


"And ƕen ða hav Zeldornyus slān," sed Mivarʃ, "ðen must




ða help ðis bȏld-pāt in hiz undertakiŋz."


"And so pa him for hiz rēdz?" sed Dʒus.


And Mivarʃ ȃnserd, "Even so."


"Wun þiŋ mœr I wʊd no," sed Dʒus. "Hȣ grāt a

fŏloiŋ haþ he in Impland?"


"Ðe gratest streŋþ ðat he kan māk," ȃnserd Mivarʃ, "ov

dĕvilz ultramontān iz az I þink tꝏ skœr hundred. Mĕne Imps

besīd wil fŏlo him, but ða hav but ȣr kuntre wĕponz."


Lord Brandox Dahȃ tʊk Dʒus bi ðe arm and went fœrþ wið him

intꝏ ðe nīt. Ðe frosted grȃs kruntʃt under ðȇr tred:

strāndʒ starz blinkt in ðe sȣþ in a winde spās betwikst

klȣd and slepiŋ erþ, Akernar nēr ðe meridʒan bedĭmiŋ

ȏl lĕser fīrz wið hiz pūr rādʒans.


"So kŭmeþ Korund ŭpon us az an egel ȣt ov ðe sītles

blu," sed Brandox Dahȃ, "wið twelv tīmz ȣr fœrsez tꝏ let

us ðe wa tꝏ ðe Morunȃ, and ȏl Impland līk a spanyel

smiliŋ at hiz hēl; if indēd ðis simpel sōl sa tru, az I

þink he duþ."


"Ðȣ fȏlst ȏl ov a hŏlida mꝏd," sed Dʒus, "at ðe ferst

sentiŋ ov ðis grāt hăzard."


"O Dʒus," krīd Brandox Dahȃ, "ðīn ōn breþ liteneþ at

it, and ði werdz kum mœr sprītle fœrþ. Ar not ȏl landz,

ȏl ȇrz, wun kuntre untꝏ us, so ðȇr be grāt dꝏiŋz afʊt

tꝏ kēp brīt ȣr sœrdz?"


Dʒus sed, "Ȇr we slēp I wil inform Zeldornyus hȣ ðe wind

ʃifteþ. He must fās bōþ wāz nȣ, til ðis fēld be kut.

Ðis bătel must not go agānst him, for hiz ĕnemēz be engādʒd

(if Mivarʃ sa tru) tꝏ giv ðe help ov ðȇr sœrdz tꝏ

Korund."


So fȇrd ða tꝏ Zeldornyusez tent, and Dʒus sed bi ðe wa,

"Ov ðis be sătisfīd: Korund bareþ not blād on ðe hilz ov

Salapantȃ. Ðe Kiŋ haþ intĕlīdʒenserz tꝏ kēp him advertīzd

ov ȏl entʃȃnted serkelz ov ðe werld, and wel he noeþ ƕȏt

influensez mꝏv hēr, and wið ƕȏt dāndʒer tꝏ ðemselvz

ȣtlanderz drȏ sœrd hēr, az witnes ðe dꝏm fʊlfild ðēz

nīn yērz bi ðēz þre kaptānz. Ðȇrfœr wil Korund,

instrukted in ðēz þiŋz bi hiz mȃster ðat sent him, lʊk tꝏ

dēl wið us ŭðerƕȇr ðan in ðis tʃarmd korner ov ðe

erþ. And he wer az wel tāk a bȇr bi ðe tꝏþ az mĕdel

in ðe fīt ðat nȣ impendeþ, and so briŋ ŭpon him ðēz




þre sezond armēz dʒƣnd in wun for hiz destrukʃon."


Ða pȃst ðe gard wið ðe wȏtʃwerd, and wākt Zeldornyus

and tōld him ȏl. And he, mŭfeld in hiz grāt faded klōk,

went fœrþ tꝏ se gardz wer set and ȏl ʃūr agānst an

onslȏt from iðer sīd. And standiŋ bi hiz tent tꝏ giv

gʊd nīt tꝏ ðōz lordz ov Demonland, he sed, "It līks me

bĕter so. I ĕver wȏz a fiter; so, wun fīt mœr."


****


Ðe moro dȏnd and pȃst ŭneventfʊl, and ðe morōz

moro. But on ðe þerd morniŋ ȃfter ðe kŭmiŋ ov Mivarʃ,

behōld, ēst and west, grāt armēz martʃiŋ from ðe plānz,

and Zeldornyusez ara drȏn up tꝏ mēt ðem on ðe ridʒ, wið

wĕponz glemiŋ and horsez tʃampiŋ and trumpets bloiŋ ðe

kȏl ov bătel. No gretiŋz wer betwikst ðem, nor so mutʃ az

a mĕsādʒ ov tʃălendʒ or defians, but Dʒalkanius wið hiz

blak riderz ruʃt tꝏ ðe onset from ðe west and Helterānyus

from ðe ēst. But Zeldornyus, līk a gra ōld wʊlf, snăpiŋ

nȣ ðis wa nȣ ðat, stemd ðe tīd ov ðȇr onslȏt. So

began ðe bătel grāt and fel, and kontĭnūd ðe livloŋ

da. Þrīs on iðer sīd Zeldornyus went fœrþ wið a grāt

streŋþ ov tʃozen men, in so mutʃ ðat hiz ĕnemēz fled befœr

him az ðe partridʒ duþ befœr ðe spăro-hȏk; and þrīs

did Helterānyus and þrīs Dʒalkanius Fostus răle and herl him

bak, mȣntiŋ ðe ridʒ anu.


But ƕen it dru nēr tꝏ eveniŋ, and ðe dark da darkend

tꝏword nīt, ðe bătel sēst, diiŋ dȣn sŭdenle intꝏ

silens. Ðōz lordz ov Demonland kām dȣn from ðȇr tȣer,

and wȏkt amuŋ ðe hēps ov ded men slān tꝏword a plās ov

slăbe rok in ðe nek ov ðe ridʒ. Hēr, alōn on ðat

fēld, Zeldornyus lēnd ŭpon hiz spēr, gaziŋ dȣnword in a

stŭde, hiz arm kȃst abȣt ðe nek ov hiz ōld brȣn hors ƕꝏ

huŋ hiz hed and snift ðe grȣnd. Þrꝏ a rift in ðe

western klȣdz ðe sun glȇrd fœrþ; but hiz bēmz wer not so

red az ðe liŋ and bent ov Salapantȃ fēld.


Az Dʒus and hiz kompanyonz dru nēr, no sȣnd wȏz herd sāv

from ðe fortalīs behīnd ðem: a diskordant plŭkiŋ ov a

harp, and ðe vƣs ov Mivarʃ ƕȇr he wȏkt and harpt

befœr ðe wȏlz, sĭŋiŋ ðis dĭte:


𝑇ℎ𝑒 ℎ𝑎𝑔 𝑖𝑠 𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑖𝑑𝑒

𝑇ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑛𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑡𝑜 𝑟𝑖𝑑𝑒;

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑑𝑒𝑣𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠ℎ𝑒𝑒 𝑡𝑜𝑔𝑒𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟:

𝑇ℎ𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑐𝑘 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑛,

𝑁𝑜𝑤 𝑜𝑢𝑡 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑖𝑛,

𝑇ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ 𝑛𝑒'𝑒𝑟 𝑠𝑜 𝑓𝑜𝑢𝑙𝑒 𝑏𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑒𝑎𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟.




𝐴 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑟𝑛 𝑜𝑟 𝑎 𝑏𝑢𝑟𝑟

𝑆ℎ𝑒 𝑡𝑎𝑘𝑒𝑠 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑎 𝑠𝑝𝑢𝑟𝑟𝑒,

𝑊𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎 𝑙𝑎𝑠ℎ 𝑜𝑓 𝑎 𝑏𝑟𝑎𝑚𝑏𝑙𝑒 𝑠ℎ𝑒 𝑟𝑖𝑑𝑒𝑠 𝑛𝑜𝑤;

𝑇ℎ𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ 𝑏𝑟𝑎𝑘𝑒𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ 𝑏𝑟𝑦𝑎𝑟𝑠,

𝑂'𝑟𝑒 𝑑𝑖𝑡𝑐ℎ𝑒𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑚𝑖𝑟𝑒𝑠,

𝑆ℎ𝑒 𝑓𝑜𝑙𝑙𝑜𝑤𝑒𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑝𝑖𝑟𝑖𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑔𝑢𝑖𝑑𝑒𝑠 𝑛𝑜𝑤.


𝑁𝑜 𝑏𝑒𝑎𝑠𝑡 𝑓𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑓𝑜𝑜𝑑

𝐷𝑎𝑟𝑒𝑠 𝑛𝑜𝑤 𝑟𝑎𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑜𝑜𝑑,

𝐵𝑢𝑡 ℎ𝑢𝑠ℎ𝑡 𝑖𝑛 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑙𝑎𝑖𝑟𝑒 ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑖𝑒𝑠 𝑙𝑢𝑟𝑘𝑖𝑛𝑔;

𝑊ℎ𝑖𝑙𝑒 𝑚𝑖𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑖𝑒𝑓𝑠, 𝑏𝑦 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒,

𝑂𝑛 𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑛 𝑠𝑒𝑎𝑠,

𝐴𝑡 𝑛𝑜𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑛𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡 𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑎 𝑤𝑜𝑟𝑘𝑖𝑛𝑔.


𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑜𝑟𝑚𝑒 𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑎𝑟𝑖𝑠𝑒

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑡𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑏𝑙𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑘𝑖𝑒𝑠;

𝑇ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑛𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑜𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟,

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑔ℎ𝑜𝑠𝑡 𝑓𝑟𝑜𝑚 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑡𝑜𝑚𝑏

𝐴𝑓𝑓𝑟𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡𝑒𝑑 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑒,

𝐶𝑎𝑙'𝑑 𝑜𝑢𝑡 𝑏𝑦 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑐𝑙𝑎𝑝 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟.


Ƕen ða wer kum tꝏ Zeldornyus, ðe Lord Dʒus spāk saiŋ,

"O mōst redȣtabel Zeldornyus, renȣnd in wor, ʃūrle ði

prognostikaʃonz bi ðe mꝏn wer tru. Behōld ðe nobel

viktore ðȣ hast obtānd ŭpon ðīn ĕnemēz."


But Zeldornyus ȃnserd him not, stil gaziŋ dȣnwordz befœr

hiz fēt. And ðȇr wȏz Helterānyus fȏlen, ðe sœrd ov

Dʒalkanius Fostus standiŋ in hiz hart, and hiz rīt hand

grȃspiŋ stil hiz ōn sœrd ðat had gĭven Dʒalkanius hiz

bān-sœr.


So lʊkt ða ăƕīl on ðōz tꝏ grāt kaptānz slān. And

Zeldornyus sed, "Spēk not kumfortable tꝏ me ov viktore, O

Dʒus. So loŋ az ðat sœrd, and ðat, had hiz mȃster alīv, I

did not mœr dezīr mīn ōn sāfte ðan ðȇr destrukʃon ƕꝏ

wið me in dāz gon bi mād konkwest ov wīd Impland. And se

wið ƕȏt a pƣzond violens ða labord mi undꝏiŋ, and in

ƕȏt an ŭnekspekted ruin ar ða sŭdenle broken and gon." And

az wun grōn intꝏ a dēp sadnes he sed, "Ƕȇr wer ȏl

heroikal parts but in Helterānyus? and a man mīt māk a

garment for ðe mꝏn sꝏner ðan fit ðe ōr-lepiŋ akʃonz




ov grāt Dʒalkanius, ƕꝏ nȣ leveþ but hiz bŏde tꝏ beduŋ

ðat erþ ðat wȏz lātle ʃaken at hiz tĕror. I hav waded

in red blud tꝏ ðe ne; and in ðis ȣr, in mi ōld yērz,

ðe werld iz bekum for me a vĭʒon ōnle and a mok-ʃo."


Ðȇrwið he lʊkt on ðe Demonz, and ðȇr wȏz ðat in hiz

īz ðat stād ðȇr spētʃ.


In a ƕīl he spāk agān, saiŋ, "I swȇr untꝏ u mi

ferðerans if I prevāld. But nȣ iz mīn arme pȃst awa az

waks wāsteþ befœr ðe fīr, and I wāt ðe dark fĕriman ƕꝏ

tăreeþ for no man. Yet, sins nĕver hav I rōt mīn

obligaʃonz in sande but in marbel mĕmorēz, and sins viktore

iz mīn, resēv ðēz gifts: and ferst ðȣ, O Brandox Dahȃ,

mi sœrd, sins befœr ðȣ wȏst ov yērz atēn ðȣ wȏst

akȣnted ðe miteest amuŋ men-at-armz. Mitile ma it

avāl ðe, az me in tīm gon bi. And untꝏ ðe, O Spitfīr, I

giv ðis klōk. Ōld it iz, yet ma it stand ðe in gʊd

sted, sins ðis vertʃu it haþ ðat he ƕꝏ wareþ it ʃal

not fȏl alīv intꝏ ðe hand ov hiz ĕnemēz. Wȇr it for mi

sāk. But untꝏ ðe, O Dʒus, giv I no gift, for ritʃ ðȣ art

ov ȏl gʊd gifts: ōnle mi gʊd wil giv I untꝏ ðe, ȇr

erþ gāp for me."


So ða þankt him wel. And he sed, "Depart from me, sins

nȣ aprōtʃeþ ðat ƕitʃ must komplēt ðis dāz undꝏiŋ."


So ða fȇrd bak tꝏ ðe spi-fortalīs, and nīt kām dȣn on

ðe hilz. A grāt wind moniŋ ȣt ov ðe hules west tœr

ðe klȣdz az a răged garment, reveliŋ ðe lōnle mꝏn ðat

fled naked betwikst ðem. Az ðe Demonz lʊkt bakword in ðe

mꝏnlīt tꝏ ƕȇr Zeldornyus stʊd gaziŋ on ðe ded, a nƣz

az ov þunder mād ðe ferm land trembel and drȣnd ðe

hȣliŋ ov ðe wind. And ða beheld hȣ erþ gāpt for

Zeldornyus.


Ȃfter ðat, ðe dark ʃut dȣn aþwort ðe mꝏn, and nīt and

silens huŋ on ðe fēld ov Salapantȃ.


𝟣𝟢. Ðe Martʃlandz ov ðe Morunȃ


OV ÐE DƷERNE OV ÐE DEMONZ FROM SALAPANTȂ TꝎ EƩGRAR OGO:

ǶARIN IZ SET DȢN KONSERNIŊ ÐE LADE OV IƩNĀN NEMARTRȂ,

AND ŬÐER NOTABEL MĂTERZ.


Mivarʃ Faz kām betīmz on ðe moro tꝏ ðe lordz ov




Demonland, and fȣnd ðem rĕde for ðe rōd. So he ȃskt ðem

ƕȇr ðȇr dʒerne la, and ða ȃnserd, "Ēst."


"Ēstword," sed Mivarʃ, "ȏl wāz lēd tꝏ ðe Morunȃ. Nun

ma go ðĭðer and not di."


But ða lȃft and ȃnserd him, "Dꝏ not tꝏ nărole defīn

ȣr pȣer, swēt Mivarʃ, restraniŋ it tꝏ ði kapăsitēz.

No ðat ȣr dʒerne iz a măter determīnd ov, and it iz

fikst wið nālz ov dimond tꝏ ðe wȏl ov inĕvitabel

nesĕsite."


Ða tʊk lēv ov him and went ðȇr wāz wið ðȇr smȏl

arme. For fœr dāz ða dʒernēd þrꝏ dēp wʊdz karpeted

wið ðe lēvz ov a þȣzand ȏtumz, ƕȇr at midmōst nꝏn

twilīt dwelt amuŋ huʃt wʊdland nƣzez, and sŏlem

ibȏlz glȇrd nītle betwēn ðe tre-trunks, gaziŋ on ðe

Demonz az ða martʃt or tʊk ðȇr rest.


Ðe fifþ da, and ðe siksþ and ðe sĕvenþ, ða dʒernēd bi

ðe sŭðern mardʒin ov a grăvele se, mād ȏl ov sand and

grăvel and no drop ov wȏter, yet ĕbiŋ and floiŋ ȏlwa wið

grāt wāvz az anŭðer se duþ, nĕver standiŋ stil and nĕver

at rest. And ȏlwāz bi da and nīt az ða kām þrꝏ ðe

dĕzert wȏz a grāt nƣz vĕre hidʒȣs and a sȣnd az it wer ov

tamborēnz and trumpets; yet wȏz ðe plās sŏlitare tꝏ ðe

i, and no lĭviŋ þiŋ afʊt ðȇr sāv ðȇr kumpane fariŋ

tꝏ ðe ēst.


On ðe ātþ da ða left ðe ʃœr ov ðat wȏterles se and

kām bi broken rŏke grȣnd tꝏ ðe desent tꝏ a wīd vāl,

ʃelterles and unfrūtfʊl, wið ðe brȏd stone bed ov a

lĭtel rĭver wīndiŋ in ðe straþ. Hēr, lʊkiŋ ēstword,

ða beheld in ðe luster ov a lāt brīt-ʃiniŋ sun a kȃsel

ov red stōn on a tĕrās ov ðe fel-sīd beỾond ðe văle.

Dʒus sed, "We kan be ðȇr befœr nītfȏl, and ðȇr wil we

tāk gestiŋ." Ƕen ða dru nēr ða wer wȇr, betwikst

sunset and mꝏnlīt, ov wun sĭtiŋ on a bōlder in ðȇr pȃþ

abȣt a ferloŋ from ðe kȃsel, az if gaziŋ on ðem and

awatiŋ ðȇr kŭmiŋ. But ƕen ða kām tꝏ ðe bōlder ðȇr

wȏz no sutʃ person. So ða pȃst on ðȇr wa tꝏword ðe

kȃsel, and ƕen ða lʊkt behīnd ðem, lo, ðȇr wȏz he

sĭtiŋ on ðe bōlder bariŋ hiz hed in hiz handz: a strāndʒ

þiŋ, ƕitʃ wʊd kȏz ĕne man tꝏ abhor.


Ðe kȃsel gāt stʊd open, and ða enterd in, and so bi ðe

kœrt-yard tꝏ a grāt hȏl, wið ðe bœrd set az for a

bankwet, and brīt fīrz and an hundred kandelz berniŋ in ðe

stil ȇr; but no lĭviŋ þiŋ wȏz ðȇr tꝏ be sēn, nor vƣs

herd in ȏl ðat kȃsel. Lord Brandox Dahȃ sed, "In ðis




land tꝏ fāl ov marvelz ōnle for an ȣr wer ðe strāndʒest

marvel. Bankwet we lītle and so tꝏ bed." So ða sat dȣn and

āt, and drank ov ðe hŭne-swēt wīn, til ȏl þȏts ov

wor and hardʃip and ðe ŭnimadʒīnd pĕrilz ov ðe wildernes

and Korundz grāt arme prepariŋ ðȇr destrukʃon faded from

ðȇr mīndz, and ðe spĭrit ov slumber wꝏd ðȇr were

frāmz.


Ðen a fānt muzik, trublȣs in its volupʃȣs wīld swētnes,

floted on ðe ȇr, and ða beheld a lade enter on ðe dais.

Butifʊl ʃe sēmd beỾond ðe bute ov mortal wĭmen. In her

dark hȇr wȏz ðe līknes ov ðe hornd mꝏn in hŭne-kŭlord

simofānz ĕvere stōn ƕarov held a strāt bēm ov līt

imprĭzond ðat kwĭverd and glēmd az sunbēmz kwĭver wadiŋ

in ðe klēr dēps ov a sŭmer se. Ʃe wœr a kōt-harde ov

soft krimzon silk, klōs fĭtiŋ, so ðat ʃe did trule apărel

her apărel and wið her ōn luvlines mād it mœr sumpʃȣs.

Ʃe sed, "Mi lordz and gests in Iʃnān Nemartrȃ, ðȇr be

bedz ov dȣn and ʃēts ov lȏn for ȏl ov u ðat be awere.

But no ðat I kēp a spăro-hȏk sĭtiŋ on a pertʃ in ðe

ēstern tȣer, and he ðat wil wāk mi spăro-hȏk ðis nīt

loŋ, alōn wĭðȣt ĕne kumpane and wĭðȣt slēp, I ʃal kum

tꝏ him at ðe nīts end and ʃal grȃnt untꝏ him ðe ferst

þiŋ ðat he wil ȃsk me ov erþle þiŋz." So saiŋ ʃe

departed līk a drēm.


Brandox Dahȃ sed, "Kȃst we lots for ðis adventʃūr."


But Dʒus spāk agānst it, saiŋ, "Ðȇrz līkle sum gīl

herin. We must not in ðis akerst land sŭfer ȏt tꝏ

sēdʒūs ȣr mīndz, but fŏlo ȣr set perpōs. We must not be ov

ðōz ƕꝏ go fœrþ for wʊl and kum hōm ʃorn."


Brandox Dahȃ and Spitfīr mokt at ðis, and kȃst lots

betwēn ðemselvz. And ðe lot fel ŭpon Lord Brandox Dahȃ.

"Ðȣ ʃalt not deni me ðis," sed he tꝏ Lord Dʒus, "els wil

I nĕver mœr dꝏ ðe gʊd."


"I nĕver kʊd yet deni ðe ĕnĭþiŋ," ȃnserd Dʒus. "Art not

ðȣ and I finger and þum? Ōnle forget not, ƕȏtsoȇr

betīd, ƕȇrfœr we be kum hĭðer."


"Art not ðȣ and I finger and þum?" sed Brandox Dahȃ.

"Fēr nŭþiŋ, O frend ov mi hart. Īl not forget it."


So ƕīl ðe ŭðerz slept, Brandox Dahȃ wākt ðe

spăro-hȏk, nīt-loŋ in ðe ēstern tʃāmber. For ȏl ðat

ðe kōld hilsīd wĭðȣt wȏz ruf wið hœr-frost ðe ȇr wȏz

worm in ðat tʃāmber and hĕve, dispoziŋ stroŋle tꝏ slēp.

Yet he klōzd not an i, but stil beheld ðe spăro-hȏk,




tĕliŋ it stœrēz and twekiŋ it bi ðe tāl ĕver and anon az

it gru drȣze. And it ȃnserd ʃortle and bꝏriʃle, lʊkiŋ

ŭpon him malĕvolentle.


And wið ðe gōlden dȏn, behōld ðat lade in ðe ʃădoe

dœrwa. At her enteriŋ in, ðe spăro-hȏk klikt its wiŋz

az in anger, and wĭðȣt mœr adꝏ tukt its bēk benēþ its

wiŋ and went tꝏ slēp. But ðat brīt lade, lʊkiŋ on ðe

Lord Brandox Dahȃ, spāk and sed, "Rekwīr it ov me, mi Lord

Brandox Dahȃ, ðat ƕitʃ ðȣ mōst dezīrst ov erþle

þiŋz."


But he, az wun bedăzeld, stʊd up saiŋ, "O lade, iz not ði

bute at ðe dȏn ov da an irādʒaʃon ðat mīt dispel ðe

mists ov hel? Mi hart iz răviʃt wið ði luvlines and

ōnle fed wið ði sīt. Ðȇrfœr ði bŏde wil I hav, and

nun ŭðer þiŋ erþle."


"Ðȣ art a fꝏl," ʃe krīd, "ðat nōst not ƕȏt ðȣ

ȃskst. Ov ȏl þiŋz erþle mītst ðȣ hav taken tʃūz;

but I am not erþle."


He ȃnserd, "I wil hav nȏt els."


"Ðȣ dust embrās ðen a grāt dāndʒer," sed ʃe, "and los ov

ȏl ði gʊd luk, for ðe and ði frendz besīd."


But Brandox Dahȃ, seiŋ hȣ her fās bekām on a sŭden sutʃ

az ar nu-blōn rozez at ðe dȏniŋ, and her īz wīd and

dark wið luv-lŏŋiŋ, kām tꝏ her and tʊk her in hiz armz

and fel tꝏ kĭsiŋ and embrasiŋ ov her. On sutʃ wīz ða

abōd for ăƕīl, ðat he wȏz wȇr ov no þiŋ els on erþ

sāv ōnle ðe sens-mădeniŋ kares ov ðat ladēz hȇr, ðe

perfūm ov it, ðe kis ov her mȣþ, ðe swel and fȏl ov

ðat ladēz brest straniŋ agānst hiz. Ʃe sed in hiz ēr

softle, "I se ðȣ art tꝏ mȃsterfʊl. I se ðȣ art wun ƕꝏ

wil be denīd nŭþiŋ, on ƕȏtsoĕver ðīn hart iz set.

Kum." And ða pȃst bi a hĕve-kertānd dœrwa intꝏ an

ĭner tʃāmber, ƕȇr ðe ȇr wȏz fild wið ðe breþ ov

mer and nard and ambergre, a fragranse az ov slepiŋ

luvlines. Hēr, amid ðe darknes ov ritʃ hăŋiŋz and

subdʒūd glints ov gōld, a worm rādʒans ov ʃaded lamps wȏtʃt

abuv a kȣtʃ, grāt and brȏd and dȣne-pĭlōd. And hēr for

a loŋ tīm ða sŏlāst ðem wið luv and ȏl delīt.


Even az ȏl þiŋz hav an end, he sed at ðe lȃst, "O mi

lade, mistres ov harts, hēr wʊd I abīd ĕver, abandoniŋ

ȏl els for ði luv sāk. But mi kompanyonz tăre for me in

ðīn hȏlz belo, and grāt măterz wāt on mi direkʃon. Giv

me ði divīn mȣþ wuns agān, and bid me ādʒu."




Ʃe wȏz liiŋ az if aslēp akros hiz brest: smꝏð-skind,

ƕīt, worm, wið ʃāple þrōt lēnd bakword agānst ðe

spīs-odorȣs darknesez ov her unbȣnd hȇr; wun tres, hĕve

and splendid līk a piþon, kƣld betwēn ƕīt arm and bʊzom.

Swift az a snāk ʃe ternd, klĭŋiŋ fērsle abȣt him,

prĕsiŋ fērsle agān tꝏ hiz her insaʃabel swēt fervent

lips, kriiŋ ðat hēr must he dwel untꝏ eternite in ðe

intoksikaʃon ov perfekt luv and plĕʒūr.


But ƕen in ðe end, dʒentle konstraniŋ her tꝏ lꝏs him and

let him go, he arōz and klōðd and armd him, ðat lade

kȏt abȣt her a trȃnzlusent rōb ov silvere ʃēn, az ƕen

ðe sŭmer mꝏn vālz but not hīdz wið a filme klȣd her

butēz splendor, and so standiŋ befœr him spāk and sed,

"Go ðen. Ðis iz got bi kȃstiŋ ov perlz tꝏ hogz. I ma not

sla ðe, sins over ði bŏde I hav no ŭðer pȣer. But

bekȏz ðȣ ʃalt not lȃf overmutʃ, hăviŋ rekwīrd me ov

ðat ƕitʃ wȏz beỾond ðe pakt and beiŋ endʒƣd iz nȣ

slited ov ðe and abūzd, ðȇrfœr no, prȣd man, ðat

þre gifts I hēr wil grȃnt ðe ðȇrtꝏ ov mīn ōn

tʃuziŋ. Ðȣ ʃalt hav wor and not pēs. He ðat ðȣ werst

hātst ʃal þro dȣn and ruin ði fȇr lordʃip, Krŏðeriŋ

Kȃsel and ðe mānz ðarov. And ðo vendʒans ʃal

overtāk him at ðe lȃst, bi anŭðerz hand ðan ðīn ʃal it

kum, and tꝏ ðīn hand ʃal it be denīd."


Ðȇrwið ʃe fel a-wepiŋ. And ðe Lord Brandox Dahȃ, wið

grāt rezoluʃon, went fœrþ from ðe tʃāmber. And lʊkiŋ bak

from ðe þrĕʃōld he beheld bōþ ðat and ðe ȣter tʃāmber

vƣd ov lade and spăro-hȏk bōþ. And a grāt werines kām

sŭdenle ŭpon him. So, goiŋ dȣn, he fȣnd Lord Dʒus and hiz

kompanyonz slepiŋ on ðe kōld stōnz, and ðe bankwet hȏl

empte ov ȏl gēr and dank wið mos and kobwebz, and bats

slepiŋ hed-dȣnword amuŋ ðe krumbliŋ rꝏf-bēmz; nor wȏz

ĕne sīn ov lȃst nīts bankwetiŋ. So Brandox Dahȃ rȣzd

hiz kompanyonz, and tōld Dʒus hȣ he had fȇrd, and ov ðe

wērd lād on him bi ðat lade.


And ða went grātle wunderiŋ fœrþ ov ðe akerst kȃsel ov

Iʃnān Nemartrȃ, glad tꝏ kum of so skāðles.


****


On ðat nīnþ da ov ðȇr dʒerne from Salapantȃ ða kām

þrꝏ wāst landz ov stōn and lĭviŋ rok, ƕȇr not so mutʃ

az an erþ-lȣs sterd wið līf. Gordʒez split ðe erþ

hēr and ðȇr: rok-wȏld lăbirinþs ov glꝏm, unvĭzited for

ĕver bi sunbēm or mꝏnbēm, terbulent in ðȇr depþs wið

wȏterz ðat lēpt and tʃernd for ĕver, nĕver stil and nĕver




silent. So wȏz ðat dāz dʒerne tortʃuȣs, terniŋ nȣ up nȣ

dȣn aloŋ ðōz rĭver banks tꝏ fīnd krŏsiŋ plasez.


Ƕen ða wer hȏlted at nꝏn bi ðe depest rift ða had yet

beheld, ðȇr kām wun haseniŋ tꝏ ðem and fel dȣn bi Dʒus

and la pantiŋ fās tꝏ erþ az breþles from loŋ rŭniŋ.

And ƕen ða rāzd him up, behōld Mivarʃ Faz, harnest in

ðe gēr ov a blak rider ov Dʒalkanius Fostus and armd wið

aks and sœrd. Grāt wȏz hiz ādʒitaʃon, and he spētʃles for

lak ov breþ. Ða ūzd him kīndle, and gāv him tꝏ drink

from a grāt skin ov wīn, Zeldornyusez gift, and anon he sed,

"He haþ armd kȣntles hundredz ov ȣr fōk wið wĕponz

taken from Salapantȃ fēld. Ðēz, led bi ðe dĕvilz hiz sunz,

wið Filprits kerst ov ðe godz, be gon befœr tꝏ hōld ȏl

ðe wāz be-ēst ov u. Nīt and da hav I rĭden and run tꝏ

worn u. Himself, wið hiz mān streŋþ ov dĕvilz

ultramontān, rideþ hot on yor traks."


Ða þankt him wel, marveliŋ mutʃ ðat he ʃʊd be at

sutʃ pānz tꝏ advertīz ðem ov ðȇr dāndʒer. "I hav ēt yor

sȏlt," ȃnserd he, "and mœrover ye ar agānst ðis nȏte

wĭked bȏldhed ðat kām over ðe mȣntānz tꝏ opres us.

Ðȇrfœr I wʊd dꝏ u gʊd. But I kan lĭtel. For I am pꝏr,

ðat wȏz ritʃ in land and fe. And I am alōn, ðat had

formerle fīv hundred spērmen lodʒiŋ in mi hȏlz tꝏ dꝏ mi

plĕʒūr."


"Ðȇrz nēd tꝏ dꝏ kwikle ðat we dꝏ," sed Lord Brandox

Dahȃ. "Hȣ grāt start ov him hadst ðȣ?"


"He must be ŭpon u in an ȣr or twān," sed Mivarʃ, and

fel a-wepiŋ.


"Tꝏ kōp him in ðe open," sed Dʒus, "wer grāt glœre and ȣr

sertān deþ."


"Giv me tꝏ þink, but a mĭnūts ƕīl," sed Brandox Dahȃ.

And ƕīl ða buskt ðem he wȏkt muziŋ bi ðe lip ov ðat

ravēn, switʃiŋ pĕbelz over ðe edʒ wið hiz sœrd. Ðen he

sed, "Ðis iz wĭðȣt dȣt ðat strēm Aðrăʃȃ spoken ov bi

Gro. O Mivarʃ, rŭneþ not ðis flud ov Aðrăʃȃ sȣþ tꝏ

ðe sȏlt lāks ov Ogo Morveo, and wȏz ðȇr not ðarabȣt a

hōld nāmd Eʃgrar Ogo?"


Mivarʃ ȃnserd, "Ðis iz so. But nĕver herd I ov ĕne so

witles az go ðĭðer. Hēr ƕȇr we stand iz ðe land fērsum

enuf; but Eʃgrar Ogo standeþ at ðe vĕre edʒ ov ðe

Morunȃ. No man haþ harbord ðȇr ðēz hundred yērz."


"Standeþ it yet?" sed Brandox Dahȃ.




"For ȏl I wot ov," ȃnserd Mivarʃ.


"Iz it stroŋ?" he ȃskt.


"In ōld tīmz it wȏz þȏt no plās stronger," ȃnserd

Mivarʃ. "But ye wer az wel di hēr bi ðe hand ov ðe

dĕvilz ultramontān, az ðȇr be tœrn in pesez bi bad

spĭrits."


Brandox Dahȃ ternd him abȣt tꝏ Dʒus. "It iz rezolvd?" sed

he. Dʒus ȃnserd, "Ya;" and forþwiþ ða started at a grāt

pās sȣþ aloŋ ðe rĭver.


"Mĕþȏt u ʃʊd hav bēn gŏten klēn awa ȇr ðis,"

sed Mivarʃ az ða went. "Ðis iz but nīn or ten dāz

dʒerne, and tiz nȣ ðe sikstēnþ da sins ye did lēv me

on Salapantȃ Hilz."


Brandox Dahȃ lȃft. "Sikstēnþ!" sed he. "Þȣlt be ritʃ,

Mivarʃ, if ðȣ rĕkon gōld pesez o' ðis făʃon ðȣ dust

dāz. Ðis iz but ȣr nīnþ dāz dʒerne."


But Mivarʃ stʊd stȣtle tꝏ it, saiŋ ðat wȏz ðe sĕvenþ

da ȃfter ðȇr departʃūr ƕen Korund ferst kām tꝏ Salapantȃ,

"And I fleiŋ nȣ nīn dāz befœr hiz fās tʃȃnst on yor

traks, and nȣ ȣt ov ȏl ekspektaʃon on u." Nor for ȏl

ðȇr mŏkiŋ wʊd he be ternd from ðis. And ƕen, az ða

stil prest þrꝏ ðe dĕzert sȣþword, ðe sun deklīnd

and set in a klēr ski, behōld ðe mꝏn a lĭtel pȃst her fʊl:

and Dʒus sȏ ðat ʃe wȏz sĕven dāz ōlder ðan on ðat nīt

ʃe wȏz ƕen ða kām tꝏ Iʃnān Nemartrȃ. So he ʃōd ðis

wunder tꝏ Brandox Dahȃ and Spitfīr, and mutʃ ða marveld.


"U ar mutʃ tꝏ þank me," sed Brandox Dahȃ, "ðat I kept

u not a fʊl yēr awatiŋ ov me. Beʃru me, but ðat sĕven

dāz spās sēmd tꝏ me but an ȣr!"


"Līkle eno, tꝏ ðe," sed Spitfīr sumƕȏt grēnle. "But

ȏl we slept ðe wēk ȣt on ðe kōld stōnz, and I am hȃf

lāmd yet wið ðe āk ont."


"Na," sed Dʒus, lȃfiŋ; "I wil not hav ðe blām him."


Ðe mꝏn wȏz hi ƕen ða kām tꝏ ðe sȏlt lāks ðat la wun

a lĭtel abuv ðe ŭðer in rŏke basinz. Ðȇr wȏterz wer

līk ruf silver, and ðe harʃ fās ov ðe wildernes wȏz

blak and silver in ðe mꝏnlīt; and it wȏz az a kuntre ov

ded bōnz, blīnd and stĕrīl benēþ ðe mꝏn. Betwikst ðe

lāks a rib ov rok rōz monstrȣs tꝏ an ĕminens krag-bĕgert




on ĕvere sīd, wið dark wȏlz rĭŋiŋ it rȣnd abuv ðe

klifs. Ðĭðer ða hasend, and az ða klīmd and stumbeld

amuŋ ðe kragz a ʃe-ȣl skwēkt on ðe bătelments and tʊk

wiŋ gōst-līk abuv ðȇr hedz. Ðe tēþ ov Mivarʃ Faz

tʃăterd, but rīt glad wer ðe Demonz az ða wun up ðe

roks and enterd at lȃst intꝏ ðat dezerted berg. Wĭðȣt, ðe

nīt wȏz stil; but fīrz wer berniŋ in ðe dĕzert ēstword,

and ŭðerz az ða wȏtʃt wer kindeld in ðe west, and sꝏn

wȏz ðe serkel dʒƣnd ov twinkliŋ pƣnts ov red rȣnd abȣt

Eʃgrar Ogo and ðe lāks.


Dʒus sed, "Bi an ȣr hav we fœrstȏld ðem. And behōld hȣ

he rĭŋeþ us abȣt az men riŋ a skorpeon in flām."


So ða mād ȏl ʃūr, and set ðe gard, and slept until pȃst

dȏn. But Mivarʃ slept not, for tĕror ov hob-þrŭʃez from

ðe Morunȃ.


𝟣𝟣. Ðe Berg ov Eʃgrar Ogo


OV ÐE LORD KORUNDZ BESEƷIŊ OV ÐE BERG ABUV ÐE LĀKS OV

OGO MORVEO, AND ǶȎT BEFEL ÐȆR BETWIKST HIM AND ÐE DEMONZ;

ǶARIN IZ ȎLSO AN EKSȂMPEL HȢ ÐE SŬTEL OV HART STANDEÞ AT

ǶĪLZ IN GRĀT DĀNDƷER OV HIZ DEÞ.


Ƕen ðe Lord Korund nu ov a ʃurete ðat he held ðem ov

Demonland ʃut up in Eʃgrar Ogo, he let dīt sŭper in hiz

tent, and mād a serfēt ov vĕnison pȃstēz and hēþ-koks and

lobsterz from ðe lāks. Ðȇrwið he drank ni a skinfʊl ov

swēt dark Þramnyan wīn, in sutʃ sort ðat an ȣr befœr

midnīt, bekŭmiŋ spētʃles, he wȏz holpen bi Gro tꝏ hiz

kȣtʃ and slept a grāt dēp slēp til morniŋ.


Gro wȏtʃt in ðe tent, hiz rīt elbo propt on ðe tabel,

hiz tʃēk restiŋ on hiz hand, hiz left hand rētʃiŋ forword

wið dĕlikāt fingerz tƣiŋ nȣ wið ðe slēk hĕve perfūmd

măsez ov hiz bērd, nȣ wið ðe goblet ƕens he sipt ĕver

and anon pāl wīn ov Permeo. Hiz þȏts inkonstant az

insekts in a sŭmer garden flĭted ĕver rȣnd and rȣnd,

restiŋ nȣ on ðe sēn befœr him, ðe grāt form ov hiz

dʒĕneral rapt in slumber, nȣ on ŭðer sēnz sunderd bi grāt

gulfs ov tīm or were lēgz ov pĕrilȣs wāz. So ðat in wun

instant he sȏ in fanse ðat lade in Karse welkumiŋ her lord

reternd in triumf, and him, ma be, krȣnd kiŋ ov

nu-vankwiʃt Impland; and in ðe nekst, swept from ðe fūtʃūr

tꝏ ðe pȃst, beheld agān ðe grāt sendiŋ-of in Zādʒe Zakulo,

Gazlark in hiz splendor on ðe gōlden stȇrz saiŋ ādʒu tꝏ




ðōz þre kaptānz and ðȇr matʃles armament fœrdꝏmd tꝏ

dogz and krōz on Salapantȃ Hilz; and ȏlwāz, līk a glꝏme

bakgrȣnd darkeniŋ hiz mīnd, lꝏmd ðe yȏniŋ vƣd,

fētʃūrles and vȃst, beỾond ðe investiŋ serkel ov Korundz

armēz: ðe blīnd blȃsted emptines ov ðe Morunȃ.


Wið sutʃ fansēz, mĕlankole līk a grāt berd sĕteld ŭpon

hiz sōl. Ðe līts flĭkerd in ðȇr sŏkets, and for vĕre

werines Grōz ilidz klōzd at leŋþ over hiz lardʒ likwid

īz; and, tꝏ tīrd tꝏ ster from hiz sēt tꝏ sēk hiz kȣtʃ,

he sank forword on ðe tabel, hiz hed pĭlōd on hiz armz.

Ðe red glo ov ðe brazeer slumberd ĕver dĭmer and dĭmer on

ðe slender form and blak ʃiniŋ kerlz ov Gro, and on ðe

mite frām ov Korund ƕȇr he la wið wun grāt sperd

bꝏted leg stretʃt aloŋ ðe kȣtʃ, and ðe ŭðer fluŋ ȣt

sīdwāz restiŋ its hēl on ðe grȣnd.


****


It wȏnted but tꝏ ȣrz ov nꝏn ƕen a sunbēm strikiŋ þrꝏ

an openiŋ in ðe hăŋiŋz ov ðe tent ʃon ŭpon Korundz

ilidz, and he awōk freʃ and brisk az a ūþ on a huntiŋ

morn. He wākt Gro, and gĭviŋ him a klap on ðe ʃōlder,

"Ðȣ roŋst a fȇr morn," he sed. "Ðe dĕvil dam me blak

az bŭtermilk if it be not grāt ʃām in ðe; and I, ðat wȏz

born ðis da siks and forte yērz az ðe yērz kum abȣt, bĭze

wið mīn afȇrz sins sunrīz."


Gro yȏnd and smīld and stretʃt himself. "O Korund," he

sed, "kȣnterfēt a līvleer wunder in ðīn īz if ðȣ wilt

perswād me ðȣ sȏst ðe sunrīz. For I þink ðat wer az

nu and ŭneksȃmpeld a sīt for ðe az ĕne I kʊd prōdʒūs tꝏ

ðe in Impland."


Korund ȃnserd, "Trule I wȏz seldom so unsĭvil az serprīz

Mădam Orœrȃ in her nītgȣn. And ðe þrīs or fœr tīmz I

hav bēn fœrst ðȇrtꝏ, tȏt me it iz an ȣr ov krūd ȇrz

and mists ƕitʃ brēd kōld dark humorz in ðe bŏde, an ȣr

ƕen ðe tortʃ ov līf bernz wekest. Wĭðin ðȇr! briŋ me mi

morniŋ drȃft."


Ðe bƣ brȏt tꝏ kups ov ƕīt wīn, and ƕīl ða drank,

"A þin ungraʃȣs drink iz ðe wel-spriŋ," sed Korund: "a

drink for kweze-stŭmakt skipdʒaks: for sand-leveriks, not

for men. And līk it iz ðe da-spriŋ: an ungrātfʊl saples

ȣr, an ȣr for stab-i'-ðe-baks and kōld-blŭded betraerz.

Ȃ, giv me wīn," he krīd, "and nꝏn-da visez, and

brazen-brȣd inikwitēz."


"Yet ðȇrz mĕne a dēd ov prŏfit dun bi ȣl-līt," sed




Gro.


"I," sed Korund: "dēdz ov darknes: and ðȇr, mi lord, Īm

stil ði skŏlar. Kum, lets be dꝏiŋ." And takiŋ hiz helm

and wĕponz, and bukliŋ abȣt him hiz grāt wolfskin klōk,

for ðe ȇr wȏz eger and froste wĭðȣt, he strōd fœrþ. Gro

rapt himself in hiz fer mantel, dru on hiz lamskin gluvz,

and fŏlōd him.


"If ðȣ wilt tāk mi rēd," sed Lord Gro, az ða lʊkt on

Eʃgrar Ogo stark in ðe băren sunlīt, "þȣlt dꝏ ðis

ŏnor tꝏ Filprits, ƕitʃ I kwestʃon not he mutʃ dezireþ, tꝏ

sŭfer him and hiz fōk tāk ferst nok at ðis nut. It haþ a

hard lʊk. Pĭte it wer tꝏ wāst gʊd Witʃland blud in a

ferst asȏlt, ƕen ðēz vīl instruments stand rĕde tꝏ ȣr

perpōs."


Korund grunted in hiz bērd, and wið Gro at hiz elbo pāst in

silens þrꝏ ðe līnz, hiz kēn īz sertʃiŋ ĕver ðe

klifs and wȏlz ov Eʃgrar Ogo, til in sum hȃf-ȣrz spās

he hȏlted agān befœr hiz tent, hăviŋ mād a komplēt serkit

ov ðe berg. Ðen he spāk: "Pʊt me in yonder fitiŋ-sted,

and if it wer ōnle but I and fifte abel ladz tꝏ man ðe wȏlz,

yet wʊd I hōld it agānst ten þȣzand."


Gro held hiz pēs ăƕīl, and ðen sed, "Ðȣ spēkst ðis

in ȏl sadnes?"


"In sober sadnes," ȃnserd Korund, skwariŋ hiz ʃōlderz at

ðe berg.


"Ðen þȣlt not asȏlt it?"


Korund lȃft. "Not asȏlt it, kwoþȃ! Ðat wer a swēt tāl

twikst ðe bƣld and ðe rōst in Karse: Īd not asȏlt it!"


"Yet konsĭder," sed Gro, takiŋ him bi ðe arm. "So ʃapeþ

ðe măter in mi mīnd: ða be fu and ʃut up in a lĭtel

plās, in ðis far land, ȣt ov rētʃ and ȣt ov mīnd ov ȏl

sŭkor. Wer ða dĕvilz and not men, ðe multitʃūd ov ȣr

armēz and ðīn ōn trīd kwȏlitēz must dȏnt ðem. Be ðe

plās nĕver so kokʃūr, dȣt not sum dȣts ðarov must

pƣzon ðȇr sekurite. Ðȇrfœr befœr ðȣ risk a repuls

ƕitʃ must dispel ðōz dȣts ūz ðīn advȃntādʒ. Bid Dʒus tꝏ

a parle. Ŏfer him kondĭʃonz: it skilz not ƕȏt. Brīb ðem

ȣt intꝏ ðe open."


"A prĭte plan," sed Korund. "Þȣlt mĕrit wizdomz krȣn if

ðȣ kanst tel me ƕȏt kondĭʃonz we kan ŏfer ðat ða wʊd

tāk. And ƕīlst ðȣ ridlst ðat, remember ðat ðo ðȣ




and I be mȃsterz herabȣt, anŭðer rānz in Karse."


Lord Gro lȃft dʒentle. "Lēv dʒestiŋ," he sed, "O Korund,

and nĕver hōp tꝏ gul me tꝏ belēv ðe sutʃ a bāb in

pŏlise. Ʃal ðe Kiŋ blām us ðo we sīn awa Demonland,

i and ðe wīd werld besīdz, tꝏ Dʒus tꝏ lūr him fœrþ?

Unles indēd we wer so neglektfʊl ov ȣr interest az sŭfer

him, wuns fœrþ, tꝏ elūd ȣr klutʃez."


"Gro," sed Korund, "I luv ðe. But hardle kanst ðȣ resēv

þiŋz az I resēv ðem ðat hav delt ȏl mi dāz in grāt

strīps, gĭven and taken in ðe open fēld. I stikt not tꝏ

tāk part in ði notabel trezon agānst ðēz pꝏr snāks ov

Impland ðat we trapt in Orpiʃ. Ȏlz fȇr agānst sutʃ

dert. Besīdz, grāt nēd wȏz ŭpon us ðen, and hard it iz for

an empte sak tꝏ stand strāt. But hēr iz far ŭðer măter.

Ȏlz wun hēr but ðe plŭkiŋ ov ðe ăpel: it iz ðe vĕre

mān ov mi ambĭʃon tꝏ humbel ðēz Demonz openle bi ðe tĕror

ov mi sœrd: ƕȇrfœr I wil not ūz ŭpon ðem kogz and stops

and ȏl ði dĕviliʃ triks, sutʃ az ʃʊd briŋ me mœr ov

skorn ðan ov glœre in ðe īz ov ȃfterkŭmerz."


So spekiŋ, he ĭʃūd komȃnd and sent an hĕrald tꝏ go fœrþ

benēþ ðe bătelments wið a flag ov trūs. And ðe hĕrald

krīd alȣd and sed: "From Korund ov Witʃland untꝏ ðe lordz

ov Demonland: ðus sāþ ðe Lord Korund, 'I hōld ðis berg ov

Eʃgrar Ogo az a nut betwikst ðe krăkerz. Kum dȣn and spēk

wið me in ðe batabel land befœr ðe berg, and I swȇr tꝏ u

pēs and griþ ƕīl we parle, and ðȇrtꝏ pledʒ I mīn

ŏnor az a man ov wor.'"


So ƕen ðe dʒu sĕremonēz wer performd, ðe Lord Dʒus kām

dȣn from Eʃgrar Ogo and wið him ðe lordz Spitfīr and

Brandox Dahȃ and twente men tꝏ be ðȇr bŏdigard. Korund went

tꝏ mēt ðem wið hiz gard abȣt him, and hiz fœr sunz ðat

fȇrd wið him tꝏ Impland, Hakmon, nāmle, and Hemiŋ and

Viglus and Dormānz: sŭlen and dark yuŋ men, līkle ov lʊk,

ov a lĭtel les fērsnes ðan ðȇr fȃðer. Gro, fȇr tꝏ se

and slender az a rāshors, went at hiz sīd, mŭfeld tꝏ ðe

ērz in a klōk ov ermīn; and behīnd kām Filprits Faz helmd

wið a wiŋd helm ov īrn and gōld. A gilded korselet had

Filprits, and trȣzerz ov panþerz skin, and he kām

a-slinkiŋ at Korundz hēl az ðe dʒăkȏl slinks behīnd ðe

lion.


Ƕen ða wer met, Dʒus spāk and sed, "Ðis wʊd I no

ferst, mi Lord Korund, hȣ ðȣ kumst hĭðer, and ƕi, and bi

ƕȏt rīt ðȣ dispūtst wið us ðe wāz ēstword ȣt ov

Impland."




Korund ȃnserd, leniŋ on hiz spēr, "I nēd not ȃnser ðe

in ðis. And yet I wil. Hȣ kām I? I ȃnser ðe, over ðe

kōld mȣntān wȏl ov Akrȃ Skabranþ. And tiz a fēt haþ not

hiz fĕlo in manz remembrans until nȣ, wið so grāt a

fœrs and in so ʃort a spās ov tīm."


"Tiz wel enuf," sed Dʒus. "Īl grȃnt ðe ðȣ hast

ȣtrun mīn ekspektaʃonz ov ðe."


"Nekst ðȣ demȃndst ƕi," sed Korund. "Sufīs it for ðe

ðat ðe Kiŋ haþ had advertīzment ov yor fariŋz intꝏ

Impland and yor dezīnz ðarin. For tꝏ briŋ ðēz tꝏ nȏt

am I kum."


"Ðȇr wȏz mĕne ferkinz ov wīn drunk dri in Karse," sed

Hakmon, "and mĕne a nobel person sensles and spuiŋ on ðe

grȣnd ȇr morn for pūr delīt, ƕen kerst Gōldre wȏz mād

awa. We wer lĭtel mīnded ðēz helþs ʃʊd be prꝏvd vān

at lȃst."


"Wȏz ðat ȇr ðȣ rōdst from Permeo?" sed Lord Brandox

Dahȃ. "Ðe mĕre god rȏt ov ȣr sīd ðat nīt, if mi

mĕmore tʃēt not."


"Ðȣ demȃndst lȃst," sed Korund, "mi Lord Dʒus, bi ƕȏt

rīt I bar yor păsādʒ ēstawa. No, ðȇrfœr, ðat not ov

mīn ōn self spēk I untꝏ u, but az vĭkar in wīd-frunted

Impland ov ȣr Lord Gorīs 𝟣𝟤., Kiŋ ov Kiŋz, mōst glœreȣs

and mōst grāt. Ðȇr remaneþ no wa ȣt for u from ðis

plās sāv intꝏ ðe rĭgor ov mīn handz. Ðȇrfœr let us,

akordiŋ tꝏ ðe nātʃūr ov grāt men, agre tꝏ ŏnorabel

kondĭʃonz. And ðis iz mīn ŏfer, O Dʒus. Yēld up ðis berg

ov Eʃgrar Ogo, and ðȇrwið ði sēld werd in a ritiŋ

aknŏlēdʒiŋ ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ tꝏ be Kiŋ ov Demonland and ȏl

ye hiz kwiet and obēdʒent subdʒekts, even az we be. And I wil

swȇr untꝏ u ov mi part, and in ðe nām ov ȣr Lord ðe

Kiŋ, and giv u hostādʒez ðȇrtꝏ, ðat ye ʃal depart in

pēs ƕĭðer u list wið ȏl luv and sāfte."


Ðe Lord Dʒus skȣld fērsle on him. "O Korund," he sed, "az

lĭtel az we dꝏ understand ðe sensles wind, so lĭtel we

understand ði werd. Oft eno haþ gra silver bēn in ðe fīr

betwikst us and u Witʃlanderz; for ðe hȣs ov Gorīs fȇrd

ĕver līk ðe fȣl tōd, ðat ma not endʒūr tꝏ smel ðe swēt

savor ov ðe vīn ƕen it flŭrĭʃeþ. So for ðis tīm we

wil abīd in ðis hōld, and wiðstand yor mōst grevȣs

atempts."




"Wið fre ŏneste and open hart," sed Korund, "I mād ðe

ðis ŏfer; ƕitʃ if ðȣ refūz I am not ði lăke tꝏ renu

it."


Gro sed, "It iz rit and sēld, and wȏnteþ but ði

sīn-mănual, mi Lord Dʒus," and wið ðe werd he mād sīn tꝏ

Filprits Faz ðat went tꝏ Lord Dʒus wið a partʃment. Dʒus pʊt

ðe partʃment bi, saiŋ, "No mœr: ye ar ȃnserd," and he

wȏz terniŋ on hiz hēl ƕen Filprits, lȣtiŋ forword

sŭdenle, gāv him a grāt yerk benēþ ðe ribz wið a dăger

slipt from hiz slēv. But Dʒus wœr a prĭve kōt ðat ternd

ðe dăger. Hȣbeit wið ðe grātnes ov ðat strōk he

stăgerd abak.


Nȣ Spitfīr klapt hand tꝏ sœrd, and ðe ŭðer Demonz wið

him, but Dʒus lȣdle ʃȣted ðat ða ʃʊd not be

trūs-brakerz but no ferst ƕȏt Korund wʊd dꝏ. And Korund

sed, "Dust hēr me, Dʒus? I had niðer hand nor part in

ðis."


Brandox Dahȃ dru up hiz lip and sed, "Ðis iz nȏt but

ƕȏt wȏz tꝏ be lʊkt for. It iz a wunder, O Dʒus, ðat ðȣ

ʃʊdst hōld ȣt tꝏ sutʃ mŭke dogz a hand wĭðȣt a ƕip in

it."


"Sutʃ strōks kum hōm or mis mērle," sed Gro softle in

Korundz ēr, and he hugd himself benēþ hiz klōk, lʊkiŋ

wið fertīv amūzment on ðe Demonz. But Korund wið a fās

red in anger sed, "It iz ðīn ȃnser, O Dʒus?" And ƕen Dʒus

sed, "It iz ȣr ȃnser, O Korund," Korund sed violentle,

"Ðen red wor I giv u; and ðis wĭðȏl tꝏ testifi ȣr

ŏnor." And he let la handz on Filprits Faz and wið hiz ōn

hand hakt ðe hed from hiz bŏde befœr ðe īz ov bōþ

ðȇr armēz. Ðen in a grāt vƣs he sed, "Az blŭdile az I

hav revendʒd ðe ŏnor ov Witʃland on ðis Filprits, so

wil I revendʒ it on ȏl ov u or ĕver I drȏ of mīn armēz

from ðēz lāks ov Ogo Morveo."


So ðe Demonz went up intꝏ ðe berg, and Gro and Korund hōm tꝏ

ðȇr tents. "Ðis wȏz wel þȏt on," sed Gro, "tꝏ flȏnt

ðe flag ov semiŋ ŏneste, and wið ðe moʃon rid us ov ðis

fĕlo ðat prŏmīst ĕver tꝏ gro þornz tꝏ māk ŭneze ȣr

sēt in Impland."


Korund ȃnserd him not a werd.


In ðat sām ȣr Korund marʃald hiz fōk and asȏlted

Eʃgrar Ogo, plasiŋ ðōz ov Impland in ðe van. Ða

prosperd not at ȏl. Mĕne a skœr la slān wĭðȣt ðe wȏlz

ðat nīt; and ðe obsēn bēsts from ðe dĕzert fēsted on




ðȇr bŏdēz bi ðe līt ov ðe mꝏn.


****


Nekst morniŋ ðe Lord Korund sent an hĕrald and bad ðe Demonz

agān tꝏ a parle. And nȣ he spāk ōnle tꝏ Brandox Dahȃ,

bĭdiŋ him delĭver up ðōz breðren Dʒus and Spitfīr, "And

if ðȣ wilt yēld ðem tꝏ mi plĕʒūr, ðen ʃalt ðȣ and ȏl

ði pepel els depart in pēs wĭðȣt kondĭʃonz."


"An ŏfer indēd," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ; "if it be not in

mŏkere. Sa it lȣd, ðat mi fōk ma hēr."


Korund did so, and ðe Demonz herd it from ðe wȏlz ov ðe

berg.


Lord Brandox Dahȃ stʊd sumƕȏt apart from Dʒus and Spitfīr

and ðȇr gard. "Libel it me ȣt," he sed. "For gʊd az I nȣ

must dēm ði werd, ðīn hand and sēl must I hav tꝏ ʃo mi

fŏloerz ȇr ða konsent wið me in sutʃ a þiŋ."


"Rīt ðȣ," sed Korund tꝏ Gro. "Tꝏ rīt mi nām iz ȏl mi

skŏlarʃip." And Gro tʊk fœrþ hiz ink-horn and rōt in a

grāt fȇr hand ðis ŏfer on a partʃment. "Ðe mōst

fērfꝏlest ōþs ðȣ nōst," sed Korund; and Gro rōt

ðem, ƕisperiŋ, "He mŏkeþ us ōnle." But Korund sed, "No

măter: tiz a tʃȃns werþ ȣr tʃȃnsiŋ," and slole and wið

labor sīnd hiz nām tꝏ ðe ritiŋ, and gāv it tꝏ Lord

Brandox Dahȃ.


Brandox Dahȃ red it atentīvle, and tukt it in hiz bʊzom

benēþ hiz berne. "Ðis," he sed, "ʃal be a kēpsāk for me

ov ðe, mi Lord Korund. Remīndiŋ me," and hēr hiz īz gru

tĕribel, "so loŋ az ðȇr serviveþ a sōl ov u in

Witʃland, ðat I am stil tꝏ tētʃ ðe werld þrꝏle ƕȏt

ðat man must abīd ðat derst afrunt me wið sutʃ an ŏfer."


Korund ȃnserd him, "Ðȣ art a dăper fĕlo. It iz a wunder

ðat ðȣ wilt strut in ðe tented fēld wið ȏl ðis wʊmaniʃ

gēr. Ði ʃēld: hȣ mĕne ov ðēz sparkliŋ bȏbelz þinkst

ðȣ Īd lēv in it wer we wuns kum tꝏ noks?"


"Īl tel ðe," ȃnserd Lord Brandox Dahȃ. "For ĕvere dʒuel

ðat haþ bēn bēt ȣt ov mi ʃēld in bătel, nĕver yet went

I tꝏ wor ðat I brȏt not hōm an hundredfold tꝏ set it fȇr

agān, from ðe spƣlz I obtānd from mīn ĕnemēz. Nȣ ðis

wil I bid ðe, O Korund, for ði skornfʊl werdz: I wil bid

ðe tꝏ singel kombat, hēr and in ðis ȣr. Ƕitʃ if ðȣ

deni, ðen art ðȣ an open and apărent dȃstard."




Korund tʃŭkeld in hiz bērd, but hiz brȣ darkend sumƕȏt.

"I pra ƕȏt ādʒ dust ðȣ tāk me ov?" sed he. "I bȇr a

sœrd ƕen ðȣ wȏz yet in swȏdliŋ klōðz. Behōld mīn

armēz, and ƕȏt advȃntādʒ I hōld ŭpon u. O, mi sœrd iz

entʃȃnted, mi lord: it wil not ȣt ov ðe skăbard."


Brandox Dahȃ smīld disdānfꝏle, and sed tꝏ Spitfīr, "Mark

wel, I pra ðe, ðis grāt lord ov Witʃland. Hȣ mĕne tru

fingerz haþ a Witʃ on hiz left hand?"


"Az mĕne az on hiz rīt," sed Spitfīr.


"Gʊd. And hȣ mĕne on bōþ?"


"Tꝏ les ðan a dʒūs," sed Spitfīr; "for ða be fȏls

fazarts tꝏ ðe fingerz endz."


"Vĕre wel ȃnserd," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ.


"Yor plĕzant," Korund sed. "But yor fuste dʒībz mꝏv me

not a ƕit. It wer a simpel part indēd tꝏ tāk ðīn ŏfer

ƕen ȏl wīz kȣnselz bid me ūz mi pȣer and kruʃ u."


"Þȣdst kil me sꝏn wið ði mȣþ," sed Brandox Dahȃ. "In

sum, ðȣ art a brāv man ƕen it kumz tꝏ rœriŋ and

swariŋ: a big bŭber ov wīn, az men sa tꝏ drink drunk iz an

ordinare măter wið ðe ĕvere da in ðe wēk; but I fēr

ðȣ derst not fīt."


"Duþ not ði nōz swel at ðat?" sed Spitfīr.


But Korund ʃrugd hiz ʃōlderz. "A fʊtrȃ for yor bāts!"

he ȃnserd. "I am skȇrs bȣnden tꝏ dꝏ sutʃ a kīndnes tꝏ u

ov Demonland az la dȣn mīn advȃntādʒ and fīt alōn,

agānst a sœrder. Yor ōld foksez ar seldom taken in

sprindʒez."


"I þȏt so," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ. "Ʃūrle ðe frog wil

hav hȇr sꝏner ðan ĕne ov u Witʃlanderz ʃal dȇr tꝏ

stand me."


So ended ðe sĕkond parle befœr Eʃgrar Ogo. Ðe sām da

Korund ĕsād agān tꝏ storm ðe hōld, and grevȣs wȏz ðe

bătel and hard pʊt tꝏ it wer ða ov Demonland tꝏ hōld ðe

wȏlz. Yet in ðe end wer Korundz men þrōn bak wið grāt

slȏter. And nīt fel, and ða reternd tꝏ ðȇr tents.


****


"Mīn invenʃon," sed Gro, ƕen on ðe nekst da ða tʊk




kȣnsel tʊgĕðer, "haþ yet sum kontrivans in her pers ƕitʃ

ʃal dꝏ us gʊd, if it fȏl but ȣt tꝏ ȣr mīnd. But I dȣt

mutʃ it wil dislīk ðe."


"Wel, sa it ȣt, and Īl giv ðe mi senʃūr ont," sed

Korund.


Gro spāk: "It haþ bēn ʃōn we ma not hav dȣn ðis tre

bi huiŋ abuv grȣnd. Lets dig abȣt ðe rꝏts. And ferst

giv ðem a sĕven-nīts spās for rĕkoniŋ up ðȇr tʃȃnsez,

ðat ða ma se morniŋ and eveniŋ from ðe berg ðīn

armēz set dȣn tꝏ invest ðem. Ðen, ƕen ðȇr hōps ar

sumþiŋ soberd bi ðat sīt, and wȏnt ov akʃon haþ

trānd ðȇr mīndz tꝏ sad reflekʃon, kȏl ðem tꝏ parle,

goiŋ strāt benēþ ðe wȏl; and ðis tīm ʃalt ðȣ

adres ðiself ōnle tꝏ ðe kŏmon sort, ŏferiŋ ðem ȏl

dʒĕnerȣs and fre kondĭʃonz ðȣ kanst þink on. Ðȇrz

lĭtel ða kan ȃsk ðat wēd not blīðle grȃnt ðem if

ðāl but yēld us up ðȇr kaptānz."


"It mislīks me," ȃnserd Korund. "Yet it ma serv. But ðȣ

ʃalt be mi spōksman herin. For nĕver yet went I kap in hand

tꝏ ȃsk favor ov ðe kŏmon muk o' ðe werld, nor I wil not

dꝏ it nȣ."


"O but ðȣ must," sed Gro. "Ov ðe ða wil resēv in gʊd

fāþ ƕȏt in me ða wʊd akȣnt but praktīs."


"Ðats tru enuf," sed Korund. "But I kanot stŭmak it.

Wĭðȏl, I am tꝏ ruf spoken."


Gro smīld. "He ðat haþ nēd ov a dog," he sed, "kȏleþ him

Ser Dog.' Kum, kum, Īl skꝏl ðe tꝏ it. Iz it not a

smȏler þiŋ ðan munþs ov tēdʒȣs hardʃip in ðis frozen

dĕzert? Bĕþink ðe tꝏ ƕȏt ŏnor it wer tꝏ ðe tꝏ rīd

hōm tꝏ Karse wið Dʒus and Spitfīr and Brandox Dahȃ bȣnden

in a striŋ."


Not wĭðȣt mutʃ perswaʒon wȏz Korund wun tꝏ ðis. Yet at ðe

lȃst he konsented. For sĕven dāz and sĕven nīts hiz armēz

sat befœr ðe berg wĭðȣt sīn; and on ðe ātþ da he bad

ðe Demonz tꝏ a parle, and ƕen ðat wȏz grȃnted went wið hiz

sunz and twente men-at-armz up ðe grāt rib ov rok betwēn

ðe lāks, and stʊd belo ðe ēst wȏl ov ðe berg. Bĭter

tʃil wȏz ðe ȇr ðat da. Pȣdere sno līt-fȏlen blu in

lĭtel wisps aloŋ ðe grȣnd, and ðe roks wer slĭpere wið

an invĭzibel kōt ov īs. Lord Gro, beiŋ trŭbeld wið an

agu, ekskūzd himself from ðat fariŋ and kept hiz tent.


Korund stʊd benēþ ðe wȏlz wið hiz fōk abȣt him. "I hav




măter ov impœrt," he krīd, "and tiz nēdfʊl it be herd bōþ

bi ðe hiest and ðe loest amuŋst u. Ȇr I bĕgin, sŭmon

ðem ȏl tꝏ ðis part ov ðe wȏlz: a lʊk-ȣt iz eno tꝏ

ʃēld u ov ðe ŭðer parts from ĕne sŭden onslȏt, ƕitʃ

besīdz I swȇr tꝏ u iz klēn wĭðȣt mi perpōs." So ƕen

ða wer þik on ðe wȏl abuv him, he began tꝏ sa,

"Sōldʒerz ov Demonland, agānst u had I nĕver kworel. Behōld

hȣ in ðis Impland I hav mād fredom flŭriʃ az a flȣer. I

hav strʊk of ðe hedz ov Filprits Faz, and Ĭlaroʃ, and

Lermeʃ, and Gandăsȃ, and Faks Fa Faz, ðat wer ðe lordz and

gŭvernorz hēr afœrtīm, abȣndiŋ in ȏl ðe blŭde and

kriiŋ sinz, oprĕʃon, glŭtone, idelnes, kruelte, and

ekstorʃon. And ov mi klĕmense I delĭverd ȏl ðȇr pozĕʃonz

untꝏ ðȇr subdʒekts tꝏ hōld and order ȃfter ðȇr ōn wil

alōn, ƕꝏ befœr did pʊt on paʃens and endʒūrd wið mutʃ

hart-berniŋ ðe tĭrane ov ðēz Făzez, until bi me ða

fȣnd a rĕmede for ðȇr mœr fredom. In līk măner, not

agānst u dꝏ I wor, O men ov Demonland; but agānst ðe

tirants ðat enforst u for ðȇr privāt gān tꝏ sŭfer

hardʃip and deþ in ðis remōt kuntre: nāmle, agānst Dʒus

and Spitfīr ðat kām hĭðer in kwest ov ðȇr kerst brŭðer

ƕꝏm ðe mīt ov ðe grāt Kiŋ haþ hăpile remꝏvd. And

agānst Brandox Dahȃ am I kum, ov insolens untāmd, ƕꝏ

lĭveþ a tʃāmberiŋ idel līf etiŋ and drinkiŋ and

eksersiziŋ tĭrane, ƕīl ðe plĕzant landz ov Krŏðeriŋ and

Fālz and Stropardon, and ðe dwĕlerz in ðe īlz, Sorbe,

Morve, Strufe, Dalne, and Kenarve, and ða ov Westmark and

ȏl ðe western parts ov Demonland grōn and waks lēn tꝏ fēd

hiz lukʃure. Tꝏ yor hert ōnle hav ðēz þre led u, az

kătel tꝏ ðe slȏter. Delĭver ðem tꝏ me, ðat I ma

tʃastīz ðem, and I, ðat am grāt vīsrƣ ov Impland, wil

māk u fre and grȃnt u lordʃips: a lordʃip for ĕvere man

ov u in ðis mi relm ov Impland."


Ƕīl Korund spāk, ðe Lord Brandox Dahȃ went amuŋ ðe

sōldʒerz bĭdiŋ ðem hōld ðȇr pēs and not mermer agānst

Korund. But ðōz ðat wer mōst hot for akʃon he sent abȣt

an ĕrand prepariŋ ƕȏt he had in mīnd. So ðat ƕen ðe Lord

Korund sēst from hiz deklamiŋ, ȏl wȏz rĕde tꝏ hand, and

wið wun vƣs ðe sōldʒerz ov Lord Dʒus ðat stʊd ŭpon ðe

wȏl krīd ȣt and sed, "Ðis iz ði werd, O Korund, and ðis

ȣr ȃnser," and ðȇrwið fluŋ dȣn ŭpon him from pots and

bŭkets and ĕvere kīnd ov vĕsel a dĕlūdʒ ov slops and ŏfal

and ȏl filþ ðat kām tꝏ hand. A bŭketfʊl tʊk Korund in ðe

mȣþ, befȣliŋ ȏl hiz grāt bērd, so ðat he gāv bak

spĭtiŋ. And he and hiz, standiŋ klōs benēþ ðe wȏl, and

lĭtel ekspektiŋ so sŭden and il an ȃnser, fȇrd ʃāmfꝏle,

beiŋ ȏl wel sȣst and bemerded wið filþ and li.




Ðȇrwið went up grāt ʃȣts ov lȃfter from ðe wȏlz. But

Korund krīd ȣt, "O filþ ov Demonland, ðis iz mi latest werd

wið u. And ðo twer ten yērz I must besēʒ ðis hōld,

yet wil I tāk it over yor hedz. And vĕre il tꝏ dꝏ wið

ʃal ye fīnd me in ðe end, and vĕre pwesant, prȣd, mite,

kruel, and blŭde in mi konkwest."


"Ƕȏt, ladz?" sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ, standiŋ on ðe

bătelments, "hav we not fed ðis bēst wið pigwaʃ eno, but

he must stil be snŭfiŋ and snȣkiŋ at ȣr gāt? Giv me

anŭðer pālfʊl."


So ðe Witʃez reternd tꝏ ðȇr tents wið grāt ʃām. So hot

wȏz Korund in anger agānst ðe Demonz, ðat he stād not tꝏ

ēt nor drink at hiz kŭmiŋ dȣn from Eʃgrar Ogo, but strāt

găðerd fœrs and mād an asȏlt ŭpon ðe berg, ðe miteest

he had yet ĕsād; and hiz pikt men ov Witʃland wer in

ðat asȏlt, and he himself tꝏ lēd ðem. Þrīs bi mān fure

ða wun up intꝏ ðe hōld, but ȏl wer slān ƕꝏ set fʊt

ðarin, and Korundz yuŋ sun Dormānz wꝏnded tꝏ ðe deþ.

And at even ða dru of from ðe bătel. Ðȇr fel in ðat

fīt an hundred and fœr-skœr Demonz, and ov ðe Imps fīv

hundred, and ov ðe Witʃez þre hundred and nīnte and nīn.

And mĕne wer hert ov iðer sīd.


****


Rȏþ sat līk þunder on Korundz brȣ at sŭper-tīm. He āt

hiz mēt săvādʒle, þrustiŋ grāt gŏbets in hiz mȣþ,

kruntʃiŋ ðe bōnz līk a bēst, takiŋ dēp drȃfts ov wīn

wið ĕvere mȣþfʊl, ƕitʃ yet dispeld not hiz blak mꝏd.

Over agānst him Gro sat silent, ʃĭveriŋ nȣ and ðen for ȏl

ðat he kept hiz ermīn klōk abȣt him and ðe brazeer stʊd

at hiz elbo. He mād but a pꝏr mēl, drinkiŋ muld wīn in

lĭtel sips and dĭpiŋ lĭtel pesez ov bred in it.


So wœr wĭðȣt spētʃ ðat tʃērles and unkīndle mēl, until

ðe Lord Korund, lʊkiŋ sŭdenle akros ðe bœrd at Gro and

katʃiŋ hiz i stŭdeiŋ him, sed, "Ðat wȏz a brīt star ov

ðīn and ðen ʃīnd klēr ŭpon ðe ƕen ðȣ tʊkst ðis

bȣt ov ʃĭveriŋ fits and so wentst not wið me tꝏ be sȣst

wið muk befœr ðe berg."


"Ƕꝏ wʊd hav drēmd," ȃnserd Gro, "ov ðȇr uziŋ so bās

and ʃāmfʊl a part?"


"Not ðȣ, Īl swȇr," sed Korund, lʊkiŋ evile ŭpon him

and markiŋ, az he þȏt, a twinkliŋ līt in Grōz īz.

Gro ʃĭverd agān, sipt hiz wīn, and ʃifted hiz glȃns

ŭnezile under ðat unfrendle stȇr.




Korund drank ăƕīl in silens, ðen flŭʃiŋ sŭdenle a darker

red, sed, leniŋ hĕvile akros ðe bœrd at him, "Dust no

ƕi I sed not ðȣ?"


"Twȏz skȇrs nēdfʊl, tꝏ ði frend," sed Gro.


"I sed it," sed Korund, "bekȏz I no ðȣ didst lʊk for

anŭðer þiŋ ƕen ðȣ didst skulk ʃămiŋ hēr."


"Anŭðer þiŋ?"


"Sit not ðȇr līk sum prim-mȣþt mis faniŋ an

ĭnosens ȏl no wel ðȣ hast not," sed Korund, "or Īl

kil ðe. Ðȣ plŏtedst mi deþ wið ðe Demonz. And bekȏz

ðiself hast no ʃred ov ŏnor in ði sōl, ðȣ hadst not ðe

wit tꝏ persēv ðat ðȇr nobĭlite wʊd ʃrink from sutʃ a

betraal az ði hōps entertānd."


Gro sed, "Ðis iz a dʒest I kanot lȃf at; or els tiz

madmanz brăbel."


"Disembliŋ ker," sed Korund, "be ʃūr ðat I hōld him not

les gilte ðat hōldz ðe lăder ðan him ðat mȣnts ðe

wȏl. It wȏz ði dezīn ða ʃʊd smīt us at ŭnawȇrz ƕen

we went up tꝏ ðem wið ðis propozal ðȣ didst erdʒ on me so

hotle."


Gro mād az if tꝏ rīz. "Sit dȣn!" sed Korund. "Ȃnser me;

didst not ðȣ eg on ðe pꝏr snīp Filprits tꝏ ðat atempt

on Dʒus?"


"He tōld me ont," sed Gro.


"O, ðȣ art kŭniŋ," sed Korund. "Ðȇr tꝏ I se ði

tretʃere. Had ða fȏlen ŭpon us, ðȣ mītst hav þrōn

ðiself sāfle ŭpon ðȇr merse."


"Ðis iz fꝏliʃnes," sed Gro. "We wer far stronger."


"Tiz so," sed Korund. "Ƕen did I tʃardʒ ðe wið wizdom and

sober dʒudʒment? Wið tretʃere I no ðȣ art sōkt wet."


"And ðȣ art mi frend!" sed Gro.


Korund sed in a ƕīl, "I hav loŋ nōn ðe tꝏ be bōþ a

sŭtel and disembliŋ foks, and nȣ I derst trust ðe no mœr,

for fēr I ʃʊd fȏl ferðer intꝏ ði dāndʒer. I am rezolvd

tꝏ merðer ðe."




Gro fel bak in hiz tʃȇr and fluŋ ȣt hiz armz. "I hav bēn

hēr befœr," he sed. "I hav beheld it, in mꝏnlīt and in

ðe băren glȇr ov da, in fȇr wĕðer and in hāl and sno,

wið ðe grāt windz tʃardʒiŋ over ðe wāsts. And I nu it

wȏz akerst. From Mornȃ Morunȃ, ȇr I wȏz born or ðȣ, O

Korund, or ĕne ov us, trezon and kruelte blăker ðan nīt

herself had berþ, and brȏt deþ tꝏ ðȇr bĕgĕter and ȏl

hiz fōk. From Mornȃ Morunȃ bloeþ ðis wind abȣt ðe wāst

tꝏ blȃst ȣr luv and briŋ us destrukʃon. I, kil me; Īl

not word miself, not i' ðe smȏlest."


"Tiz smȏl măter, Goblin," sed Korund, "ƕĕðer ðȣ

ʃʊdst or no. Ðȣ art but a lȣs betwēn mi fingerz, tꝏ

kil or kȃst awa az ʃal sēm me gʊd."


"I wȏz Kiŋ Gazlarks man," sed Gro, az if tȏkiŋ in a drēm;

"and betwēn a man and a bƣ nēr fiftēn yērz I servd him

tru and kostle. Yet it wȏz mi fortʃūn in ȏl ðat tīm and at

ðe endiŋ ðarov ōnle tꝏ get a bērd on mi tʃin and remors

at hart. Tꝏ ƕȏt skornd perpōs must I plot agānst him? Pĭte

ov Witʃland, ov Witʃland slidiŋ az ðen intꝏ ðe pit ov

advers luk, twȏz ðat mād fœrs ŭpon me. And I servd

Witʃland wel: but fāt ĕver fȏt o' ðe ŭðer sīd. I it

wȏz ðat kȣnseld Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟣. tꝏ drȏ ȣt from ðe fīt

at Kartadzȃ. Yet wȏnton Fortʃūn trod dȣn ðe skāl for

Demonland. I prād him not răsel wið Gōldre in ðe Foleot

Īlz. Ðȣ didst bak me. Nȏt but rebūks and þrets ov

deþ gat I ðȇrfrom; but bekȏz mi rēdz wer set at nȏt,

evil fel ŭpon Witʃland. I helpt ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ ƕen he

kundʒūrd and mād a sendiŋ agānst ðe Demonz. He luvd me

ðȇrfor and upheld me, but grāt enve wȏz rāzd up agānst me

in Karse for ðat fakt. Yet I bȇr up, for ði frendʃip and

ði lade wīfs wer az brīt fīrz tꝏ worm me agānst ȏl ðe

frosts ov ðȇr il-wil. And nȣ, for luv ov ðe, I fȇrd

wið ðe tꝏ Impland. And hēr bi ðe Morunȃ ƕȇr in ōld dāz

I wȏnderd in dāndʒer and in soro, it iz fĭtiŋ I behōld at

leŋþ ðe emptines ov ȏl mi dāz."


Ðȇrwið Gro fel silent a mĭnūt, and ðen began tꝏ sa: "O

Korund, Īl strip bȇr mi sōl tꝏ ðe befœr ðȣ kil me. It

iz mōst tru ðat until nȣ, sĭtiŋ befœr Eʃgrar Ogo, it

haþ bēn prĕzent tꝏ mi hart hȣ grāt an advȃntādʒ we held

agānst ðe Demonz, and ðe glœre ov ðȇr defens, so lĭtel a

streŋþ agānst us so mĕne, and ðe grāt glœre ov ðȇr

flĭŋiŋ ov us bak, ðēz þiŋz wer a splendor tꝏ mi sōl

behōldiŋ ðem. Sutʃ glămor haþ ĕver ʃon tꝏ me ȏl mi

līfs dāz ƕen I behōld grāt men batliŋ stil benēþ ðe

bludʒoniŋz ov advers fortʃūn ðat, hȣsoĕver ða be mīn

ĕnemēz, it lieþ not in mi vertʃu tꝏ wiðhōld from admiraʃon




ov ðem and wel ni luv. But nĕver wȏz I fȏls tꝏ ðe, nor

mutʃ les ĕver þȏt, az ðȣ mōst unkīndle akūzst me, tꝏ

kumpas ði destrukʃon."


"Ðȣ dust ƕīn līk a wʊman for ði līf," sed Korund.

"Kȣardle hȣndz nĕver sterd pĭte in me." Yet he mꝏvd not,

ōnle lʊkiŋ dꝏrle on Gro.


Gro plukt fœrþ hiz ōn sœrd, and pʊʃt it tꝏwordz Korund

hilt-fœrmōst akros ðe bœrd. "Sutʃ werdz ar wers ðan

sœrd-þrusts betwikst us twān," sed he. "Ðȣ ʃalt se hȣ

Īl welkum deþ. Ðe Kiŋ wil prāz ðe, ƕen ðȣ

ʃōst ðe kȏz. And it wil be swēt nūz tꝏ Korinyus and

ðem ðat hav held me in ðȇr hāt, ðat ði luv haþ kȃst

me of, and ðȣ hast rid ðem ov me at lȃst."


But Korund sterd not. Ȃfter a spās, he fild anŭðer kup,

and drank, and sat on. And Gro sat moʃonles befœr him. At

lȃst Korund rōz hĕvile from hiz sēt, and pʊʃiŋ Grōz sœrd

bak akros ðe tabel, "Þȣdst best tꝏ bed," sed he. "But

ðe nīt ȇrz ōr ʃrūd for ðīn agu. Slēp on mi kȣtʃ

tꝏ-nīt."


****


Ðe da dȏnd kōld and gra, and wið ðe dȏn Korund orderd

hiz līnz rȣnd abȣt Eʃgrar Ogo and sat dȣn for a sēʒ. For

ten dāz he sat befœr ðe berg, and nȏt befel from dȏn

til nīt, from nīt til dȏn: ōnle ðe sentinelz wȏkt on

ðe wȏlz and Korundz fōk garded ðȇr līnz. On ðe

elĕvenþ da kām a bank ov fog roliŋ westword from ðe

Morunȃ, tʃil and dank, blŏtiŋ ȣt ðe fētʃūrz ov ðe land.

Sno fel, and ðe fog huŋ on ðe land, and nīt kām ov sutʃ

a pitʃe blaknes ðat even bi tortʃ-līt a man mīt not se

hiz hand stretʃt fœrþ at armz leŋþ befœr him. Fīv dāz

ðe fog held. On ðe fifþ nīt, it beiŋ ðe twente-fœrþ ov

November, in ðe darknes ov ðe þerd ȣr ȃfter midnīt, ðe

alarm wȏz sȣnded and Korund sŭmond bi a rŭner from ðe

norþ wið werd ðat a săle wȏz mād from Eʃgrar Ogo, and ðe

līnz bersten þrꝏ in ðat kworter, and fitiŋ goiŋ

forword in ðe merk. Korund wȏz skȇrs harnest and gŏten

fœrþ intꝏ ðe nīt, ƕen a sĕkond rŭner kām hot-fʊt from

ðe sȣþ wið tidiŋz ov a grāt fīt ðarawa. Ȏl wȏz

konfȣnded in ðe dark, and nȏt sertān, sāv ðat ðe

Demonz wer broken ȣt from Eʃgrar Ogo. In a spās, az Korund

kām wið hiz fōk tꝏ ðe norðern kworter and dʒƣnd in ðe

fīt, kām a mĕsādʒ from hiz sun Hemiŋ ðat Spitfīr and a

number wið him wer broken ȣt at ðe ŭðer sīd and gŏten

awa westword, and a grāt band tʃasiŋ him bak tꝏwordz Ȣter

Impland; and ðȇrwið ðat mœr ðan an hundred Demonz wer




surȣnded and pend in bi ðe ʃœr ov ðe lāks, and ðe

berg enterd and taken bi Korundz fōk; but ov Dʒus and

Brandox Dahȃ no sertān nūz, sāv ðat ða wer not ov

Spitfīrz kumpane, but wer wið ðōz agānst ƕꝏm Korund

went in person, hăviŋ fȇrd fœrþ norþawa. So went ðe

bătel þrꝏ ðe nīt. Korund himself had sīt ov Dʒus, and

ekstʃāndʒd ʃots wið him wið twerl-spērz in a liftiŋ ov ðe

fog tꝏword dȏn, and a sun ov hiz bȇr witnes ov Brandox Dahȃ

in ðat sām kworter, and had gŏten a grāt wꝏnd from him.


Ƕen nīt wȏz pȃst, and ðe Witʃez reternd from ðe persūt,

Korund strātle kwestʃond hiz ŏfiserz, and went himself abȣt

ðe bătelfēld heriŋ ētʃ manz stœre and vuiŋ ðe slān.

Ðōz Demonz ðat wer hemd agānst ðe lāks had ȏl lost

ðȇr līvz, and sum wer taken up ded in ŭðer parts, and

sum fu alīv. Ðēz wʊd hiz ŏfiserz let sla, but Korund

sed, "Sins I am kiŋ in Impland, til ðat ðe Kiŋ resēv

it ov me, it iz not ðis handfʊl ov erþ-līs ʃal ʃāk mi

sāfte hēr; and I ma wel giv ðem ðȇr līvz, ðat fȏt

sterdile agānst us." So he gāv ðem pēs. And he sed untꝏ

Gro, "Bĕter ðat for ĕvere Demon ded in Ogo Morveo ten ʃʊd

rīz up agānst us, if but Dʒus ōnle and Brandox Dahȃ wer

slān."


"Īl be in ðe tāl wið ðe, if ðȣ wilt proklām ðem

ded," sed Gro. "And nŭþiŋ iz līkleer, if ða be gon wið

but tꝏ or þre on tꝏ ðe Morunȃ, ðan ðat sutʃ a tāl ʃʊd

kum tru ȇr it wer tōld in Karse."


"Pʃȏ!" sed Korund, "tꝏ ðe dĕvil wið sutʃ fȏls fĕðerz.

Ƕȏts dun ʃōz brāv eno wĭðȣt ðem: Impland konkerd,

Dʒŭsez arme minst tꝏ a gălimȏfre, himself and Brandox Dahȃ

tʃāst līk rŭnawa þrȏlz up on ðe Morunȃ. Ƕȇr if dĕvilz

tȇr ðem, tiz mi best wiʃ kum tru. If not, þȣlt hēr ov

ðem, be ʃūr. Dust þink ðēz kan servīv on erþ and not

rāz a răket ðat ʃal be herd from hens tꝏ Karse?"


𝟣𝟤. Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ


OV ÐE KŬMIŊ OV ÐE LORDZ OV DEMONLAND TꝎ MORNȂ MORUNȂ, ǶENS

ÐA BEHELD ÐE ZIMEAMVEAN MȢNTĀNZ, SĒN ȎLSO BI GRO IN YĒRZ

GON BI; AND OV ÐE WUNDERZ SĒN BI ÐEM AND PĔRILZ UNDERGON

AND DĒDZ DUN IN ÐȆR ATEMPT ON KOƩTRȂ PIVRARXȂ, ÐE ǶITƩ

ALŌN OV ȎL ERÞS MȢNTĀNZ LƱKEÞ DȢN ŬPON KOƩTRȂ

BELORN; AND NUN ƩAL ASEND UP INTꝎ KOƩTRȂ BELORN ÐAT HAÞ

NOT FERST LƱKT DȢN ŬPON HER.




Nȣ it iz tꝏ be sed ov Lord Dʒus and Lord Brandox Dahȃ ðat

ða, fīndiŋ ðemselvz parted from ðȇr pepel in ðe fog,

and ŭterle ŭnabel tꝏ fīnd ðem, ƕen ðe lȃst sȣnd ov bătel

had dīd awa wīpt and pʊt up ðȇr blŭde sœrdz and set

fœrþ at a grāt pās ēstword. Ōnle Mivarʃ fȇrd wið ðem ov

ȏl ðȇr fŏloiŋ. Hiz lips wer drȏn bak a lĭtel, ʃoiŋ

hiz tēþ, but he kărēd himself prȣdle az wun ƕꝏ beiŋ

rezolvd tꝏ di wȏks wið a kwiet mīnd tꝏ hiz destrukʃon. Da

ȃfter da ða dʒernēd, sumtīmz in klēr wĕðer, sumtīmz

in mist or slēt, over ðe tʃāndʒles dĕzert, wĭðȣt a

landmark, sāv hēr a lĭtel slŭgiʃ rĭver, or hēr a pēs ov

riziŋ grȣnd, or a pond, or a klump ov roks: smȏl þiŋz

ƕitʃ faded from sīt amid ðe wāst ȇr ða wer pȃst bi a

hȃf-mīlz distans. So wȏz ētʃ da līk yesterda, drȏiŋ

tꝏ a moro līk tꝏ it agān. And ȏlwāz fēr wȏkt at ðȇr

hēl and sat besīd ðem slepiŋ: klankiŋ ov wiŋz herd

abuv ðe wind, a brꝏdiŋ huʃ ov mĕnās in ðe sunʃīn, and

nƣzez ȣt ov ðe vƣd ov darknes az ov tēþ tʃăteriŋ. So

kām ða on ðe twenteeþ da tꝏ Mornȃ Morunȃ, and stʊd at

even in ðe sorofʊl twilīt bi ðe lĭtel rȣnd kȃsel,

silent on Ompren Edʒ.


From ðȇr fēt ðe klifs dropt ʃēr. Strāndʒ it wȏz,

standiŋ on ðat frozen lip ov ðe Morunȃ, az on ðe lĭmit ov

ðe werld, tꝏ gāz sȣþword on a land ov sŭmer, and tꝏ

brēð fānt sŭmer ȇrz bloiŋ up from blŏsomiŋ trēz and

flȣer-klad alps. In ðe depþs a karpet ov hūdʒ tre-tops

klōðd a vȃst stretʃ ov kuntre, þrꝏ ðe midst ov ƕitʃ,

sēn hēr and ðȇr in a bend ov silver amuŋ ðe wʊdz, ðe

Bhavinan bœr ðe wȏterz ov a þȣzand sēkret mȣntān

sŏlitʃūdz dȣn tꝏ an ŭnōn se. BeỾond ðe rĭver ðe dēp

wʊdz, blu wið distans, sweld tꝏ fĕðere hil-tops wið

sum ʃarper-fētʃūrd lofteer hīts bŏdeiŋ klȣdile beỾond

ðem. Ðe Demonz strānd ðȇr īz sertʃiŋ ðe kertān ov

mistere behīnd and abuv ðōz fʊt-hilz; but ðe grāt pēks,

līk grāt ladēz, ʃrȣded ðemselvz agānst ðȇr kureȣs

gāz, and no glimps wȏz ʃōn ðem ov ðe snōz.


Ʃūrle tꝏ be in Mornȃ Morunȃ wȏz tꝏ be in ðe deþ tʃāmber ov

sum wuns luvle prĕzens. Stānz ov fīr wer on ðe wȏlz.

Ðe fȇr gălere ov open wʊd-werk ðat ran abuv ðe mān hȏl

wȏz bernt þrꝏ and partle fȏlen in ruin, ðe blăkend endz

ov ðe bēmz ðat held it dʒŭtiŋ blīndle in ðe gap. Amuŋ ðe

rek ov karvd tʃȇrz and bentʃez, broken and werm-eten, sum

ʃredz ov fĭgūrd tăpestrēz rŏted, ðe hōm nȣ ov betelz

and spiderz. Patʃez ov kŭlor, faded līnz, mildʒūd and damp

wið ðe korupʃon ov tꝏ hundred yērz, lingerd tꝏ be ðe

memœrealz, līk ðe mŭmēd skĕleton ov a kiŋz dȏter loŋ

ago untīmle ded, ov swēt graʃȣs pāntiŋz on ðe wȏlz.

Fīv nīts and fīv dāz ðe Demonz and Mivarʃ dwelt in Mornȃ




Morunȃ, inūrd tꝏ pœrtents til ða markt ðem az lĭtel az

men mark swȏlōz at ðȇr windo. In ðe stil nīt wer

flāmz sēn, and fliiŋ formz dim in ðe mꝏnlit ȇr; and in

mꝏnles nīts unstard, mōnz herd and dʒĭberiŋ aksents:

prŏdīdʒēz besīd ðȇr bedz, and ridiŋz in ðe ski, and

fleʃles fingerz plŭkiŋ at Dʒus unsēn ƕen he went fœrþ tꝏ

māk kwestʃon ov ðe nīt.


Klȣd and mist abōd ĕver in ðe sȣþ, and ōnle ðe fʊt-hilz

ʃōd ov ðe grāt rāndʒez beỾond Bhavinan. But on ðe eveniŋ

ov ðe siksþ da befœr Ūl, it beiŋ ðe nīntēnþ ov

Desember ƕen Beteldʒūz standz at midnīt on ðe meridʒan, a

wind blu ȣt ov ðe norþwest wið tʃāndʒiŋ fits ov slēt and

sunʃīn. Da wȏz fadiŋ az ða stʊd abuv ðe klif. Ȏl ðe

forest land wȏz blu wið ʃādz ov aprōtʃiŋ nīt: ðe

rĭver wȏz dul silver: ðe wʊded hīts afar mingeld ðȇr

ȣtlīnz wið ðe tȣerz and banks ov terbulent dēp blu

vapor ðat herteld in sēsles păsādʒ þrꝏ ðe ŭper ȇr.

Sŭdenle a windo opend in ðe klȣdz tꝏ a spās ov klēn wȏn

wind-swept ski hi abuv ðe ʃăge hilz. Ʃūrle Dʒus kȏt

hiz breþ in ðat moment, tꝏ se ðōz deþles wunz ƕȇr

ða ʃon pavĭleond in ðe pelusid ȇr, far, vȃst, and

lōnle, mōst līk tꝏ krētʃūrz ov ŭnasended hĕven, ov wind

and ov fīr ȏl kompakt, tꝏ pūr tꝏ hav ȏt ov ðe grōs

ĕlements ov erþ or wȏter. It wȏz az if ðe rōz-red līt ov

sundȣn had bēn frozen tꝏ kristal and ðēz hūn from it tꝏ

abīd tꝏ ĕverlȃstiŋ, stroŋ and untʃāndʒabel amid ðe welter

ov erþborn mists belo and tʃumultʃuȣs ski abuv ðem. Ðe

rift ran wider, ēstword and westword, openiŋ on mœr pēks

and sunset-kindeld snōz. And a rānbo leniŋ tꝏ ðe sȣþ

wȏz līk a sœrd ov glœre akros ðe vĭʒon.


Moʃonles, līk hȏks stariŋ from ðat hi plās ov

prospekt, Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ lʊkt on ðe mȣntānz ov

ðȇr dezīr.


Dʒus spāk, hȏltiŋle az wun tȏkiŋ in a drēm. "Ðe swēt

smel, ðis guste wind, ðe vĕre stōn ði fʊt standeþ on: I

no ðem ȏl befœr. Ðȇrz not a nīt sins we sāld ȣt

ov Lʊkiŋhaven ðat I hav not beheld in slēp ðēz mȣntānz

and nōn ðȇr nāmz."


"Ƕꝏ tōld ðe ðȇr nāmz?" ȃskt Lord Brandox Dahȃ.


"Mi drēm," Dʒus ȃnserd. "And ferst I drēmd it in mīn ōn

bed in Galiŋ ƕen I kām hōm from gestiŋ wið ðe lȃst

Dʒūn. And ða be tru drēmz ðat ar drēmd ðȇr." And he

sed, "Sēst ðȣ ƕȇr ðe fʊthilz part tꝏ a dark văle

ðat rŭneþ dēp intꝏ ðe tʃān, and ðe mȣntānz ar bȇr tꝏ




vu from krȣn tꝏ fʊt? Mark ƕȇr, beỾond ðe nerer rāndʒ,

blēk-vĭzādʒd prĕsipisez, kobweb-strēkt wið hūdʒ sno

koridorz, rīz tꝏ a rampart ƕȇr ðe rok tȣerz stand

agānst ðe ski. Ðis iz ðe grāt ridʒ ov Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ,

and ðe lofteest ov ðōz spīrz hiz sēkret mȣntān-top."


Az he spōk, hiz i fŏlōd ðe līn ov ðe ēstern ridʒ,

ƕȇr ðe tȣerz, līk dark godz goiŋ dȣn from hĕven, plundʒ

tꝏ a părapet ƕitʃ runz lĕvel abuv a kertān ov

ăvalȃnʃ-fluted sno. He fel silent az hiz gāz rested on ðe

sister pēk ðat ēst ov ðe gap flāmd skiword in wīld klifs

tꝏ an are snoe sŭmit, soft-līnd az a madenz tʃēk, purer

ðan dʒu, luvleer ðan a drēm.


Ƕīl ða lʊkt ðe sunset fīrz dīd ȣt ŭpon ðe mȣntānz,

leviŋ ōnle pāl hūz ov deþ and silens. "If ði drēm,"

sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ, "kondukted ðe dȣn ðis Edʒ, over

ðe Bhavinan, þrꝏ yonder wʊdz and hilz, up þrꝏ ðe

lēgz ov īs and frozen rok ðat stand betwikst us and ðe

mān ridʒ, up bi ðe rīt rōd tꝏ ðe topmōst snōz ov

Koʃtrȃ Belorn: ðat wer a drēm indēd."


"Ȏl ðis it ʃōd me," sed Dʒus, "up tꝏ ðe loest roks ov

ðe grāt norþ butres ov Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ, ðat must ferst

be skāld bi him ðat wʊd go up tꝏ Koʃtrȃ Belorn. But beỾond

ðōz roks not even a drēm haþ ĕver klīmd. Ȇr ðe līt

fādz, Īl ʃo ðe ȣr pȃs over ðe nerer rāndʒ." He

pƣnted ƕȇr a glaʃer krȏld betwikst ʃădoe wȏlz dȣn from

a tœrn sno-fēld ðat rōz stēple tꝏ a sădel. Ēst ov it

stʊd tꝏ ƕīt pēks, and west ov it a ʃēr-fāst and

loŋ-bakt mȣntān līk a sĭtadel, skwȏt and dark benēþ ðe

wīld ski-līn ov Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ ðat huŋ in ȇr beỾond it.


"Ðe Ʒȃ văle," sed Dʒus, "ðat rŭneþ intꝏ Bhavinan. Ðȇr

lieþ ȣr wa: under ðat dark bastʃon kȏld bi ðe Godz

Tetraxnampf."


****


On ðe moro Lord Brandox Dahȃ kām tꝏ Mivarʃ Faz and sed,

"It iz nēdfʊl ðat ðis da we go dȣn from Ompren Edʒ. I

wʊd for no sāk lēv ðe on ðe Morunȃ, but tiz no wȏkiŋ

măter tꝏ desend ðis wȏl. Art ðȣ a kragzman?"


"I wȏz born," ȃnserd he, "in ðe hi văle ov Perarʃin bi

ðe ŭper wȏterz ov ðe Berun in Impland. Ðȇr bƣz skȇrs

tŏdel ȇr ða kan klīm a rok. Ðis klīm afrīts me not,

nor ðōz mȣntānz. But ðe land iz ŭnōn and tĕribel, and

mĕne lōþle wunz inhăbit it, gōsts and eterz ov men. O

dĕvilz trȃnzmarēn, and mi frendz, iz it not enuf? Let us




tern agān, and if ðe Godz sāv ȣr līvz we ʃal be famȣs

for ĕver, ðat kām untꝏ Mornȃ Morunȃ and reternd alīv."


But Dʒus ȃnserd and sed, "O Mivarʃ Faz, no ðat not for

fām ar we kum on ðis dʒerne. Ȣr grātnes ȏlrĕde

ʃădoeþ ȏl ðe werld, az a grāt sedar tre sprĕdiŋ hiz

ʃădo in a garden; and ðis enterprīz, mite ðo it be,

ʃal ad tꝏ ȣr glœre ōnle so mutʃ az ðȣ mītst ad tꝏ

ðēz forests ov ðe Bhavinan bi plȃntiŋ ov wun mœr tre. But

so it iz, ðat ðe grāt Kiŋ ov Witʃland, praktisiŋ in

darknes in hiz rƣal pălās ov Karse sutʃ arts ov grămare

and sendiŋz madʒikal az ðe werld haþ not bēn grēvd wið

until nȣ, sent an il þiŋ tꝏ tāk mi brŭðer, ðe Lord

Gōldre Bluzko, ƕꝏ iz dēr tꝏ me az mīn ōn sōl. And Ða

ðat dwel in sēkret sent me werd in a drēm, bĭdiŋ me, if I

wʊd hav tidiŋz ov mi dēr brŭðer, inkwīr in Koʃtrȃ

Belorn. Ðȇrfœr, O Mivarʃ, go wið us if ðȣ wilt, but if

ðȣ wilt not, ƕi, fȇr ðe wel. For nȏt but mi deþ

ʃal sta me from goiŋ ðĭðer."


And Mivarʃ, bĕþinkiŋ him ðat if ðe mantikorz ov ðe

mȣntānz ʃʊd devȣr him aloŋ wið ðōz tꝏ lordz, ðat

wer yet a kīndleer fāt ðan ȏl alōn tꝏ abīd ðōz þiŋz

he wist ov on ðe Morunȃ, pʊt on ðe rōp, and ȃfter komendiŋ

himself tꝏ ðe protekʃon ov hiz godz fŏlōd Lord Brandox

Dahȃ dȣn ðe rŏten slōps ov rok and frozen erþ at ðe

hed ov a gŭle lediŋ dȣn ðe klif.


For ȏl ðat ða wer erle afʊt, yet wȏz it hi nꝏn ȇr

ða wer of ðe roks. For ðe pĕril ov fȏliŋ stōnz drōv

ðem ȣt from ðe gŭlēz bed ferst on tꝏ ðe ēstern butres

and ȃfter, ƕen ðat gru tꝏ ʃēr, bak tꝏ ðe western wȏl.

And in an ȣr or twān ðe gŭlēz bed gru ʃălo and it

nărōd tꝏ an end, ƕens Brandox Dahȃ gāzd betwēn hiz fēt

tꝏ ƕȇr, a fu spērz leŋþs belo, ðe smꝏð slabz kervd

dȣnword ȣt ov sīt and ðe i lept strāt from ðȇr

klēn-kut edʒ tꝏ ʃĭmeriŋ tre-tops ðat ʃōd tine az

mŏsez beỾond ðe unsēn gulf ov ȇr. So ða rested ăƕīl;

ðen reterniŋ a lĭtel up ðe gŭle fœrst a wa ȣt on tꝏ ðe

fās and mād a hăzardȣs travers tꝏ a nu gŭle westword ov

ðe ferst, and so at lȃst plundʒd dȣn a loŋ fan ov skre and

rested on soft fīn terf at ðe fʊt ov ðe klifs.


Lĭtel mȣntān dʒenʃanz gru at ðȇr fēt; ðe pȃþles

forest la līk ðe se belo ðem; befœr ðem ðe mȣntānz

ov ðe Ʒȃ stʊd suprēm: ðe ƕīt gabelz ov Izlardʒin, ðe

lēn dark finger ov Tetraxnampf nan Tʃark liiŋ bak abuv

ðe Ʒȃ Pȃs pƣntiŋ tꝏ ðe ski, and west ov it, dʒŭtiŋ abuv

ðe văle, ðe skwȇr bastʃon ov Tetraxnampf nan Tserm. Ðe




grater mȣntānz wer for ðe mōst part sunk behīnd ðis

nerer rāndʒ, but Koʃtrȃ Belorn stil tȣerd abuv ðe Pȃs.

Az a kwēn lʊkiŋ dȣn from her hi windo, so ʃe overlʊkt

ðōz grēn wʊdz slepiŋ in ðe nꝏn-da; and on her fœrhed

wȏz bute līk a star. Behīnd ðem ƕȇr ða sat, ðe

eskarpment rērd bak in krampt perspektīv, a pīl ov

măsīv butresez kleft wið ravēnz lediŋ upword from ðat

land ov lēvz and wȏterz tꝏ ðe hĭden wintre flats ov ðe

Morunȃ.


****


Ðat nīt ða slept on ðe fel under ðe starz, and nekst

da, goiŋ dȣn intꝏ ðe wʊdz, kām at dusk tꝏ an open glād

bi ðe wȏterz ov ðe brȏd-bʊzomd Bhavinan. Ðe terf wȏz līk

a kʊʃon, a plās for elvz tꝏ dȃns in. Ðe far bank fʊl

hȃf a mīl awa wȏz wʊded tꝏ ðe wȏter wið silver bertʃez,

dānte az mȣntān nimfs, ðȇr limz glemiŋ þrꝏ ðe

twilīt, ðȇr reflekʃonz kwĭveriŋ in ðe depþs ov ðe

mite rĭver. In ðe hi ȇr da lingerd yet, a fānt wormþ

tindʒiŋ ðe grāt ȣtlīnz ov ðe mȣntānz, and westword up

ðe rĭver ðe yuŋ mꝏn stꝏpt abuv ðe trēz. Ēst ov ðe

glād a lĭtel wʊded ĕminens, no hier ðan a hȣs, ran

bak from ðe rĭver bank, and in its ʃōlder a hŏlo kāv.


"Hȣ smīlz it tꝏ ðe?" sed Dʒus. "Be ʃūr we ʃal fīnd no

bĕter plās ðan ðis ðȣ sēst tꝏ dwel in until ðe snōz

melt and we ma on. For ðo it be sŭmer ȏl ðe yēr rȣnd

in ðis fortʃunāt văle, it iz winter on ðe grāt hilz, and

until ðe spriŋ we wer mad tꝏ ĕsa ȣr enterprīz."


"Ƕi ðen," sed Brandox Dahȃ, "tern we ʃepherdz ăƕīl. Ðȣ

ʃalt pīp tꝏ me, and Īl fʊt ðe mĕʒūrz ʃal māk ðe

driadz þink ða nȇr went tꝏ skꝏl. And Mivarʃ ʃal be a

gōt-fʊt god tꝏ tʃās ðem; for tꝏ tel ðe trūþ kuntre

wentʃez ar loŋ grōn tēdʒȣs tꝏ me. O, tiz a swēt līf. But

ȇr we fȏl tꝏ it, bĕþink ðe, O Dʒus: tīm martʃeþ, and ðe

werld wăgeþ: ƕȏt goeþ forword in Demonland til sŭmer be

kum and we hōm agān?"


"Ȏlso mi hart iz hĕve bekȏz ov mi brŭðer Spitfīr." sed

Dʒus. "O, twȏz an il storm, and il delāz."


"Awa wið vān regrĕtiŋz," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ. "For ði

sāk and ði brŭðerz fȇrd I on ðis dʒerne, and it iz nōn

tꝏ ðe ðat nĕver yet stretʃt I ȣt mīn hand ŭpon ȏt

ðat I hav not taken it, and had mi wil ov it."


So ða mād ðȇr dwĕliŋ in ðat kāv besīd dēp-ĕdeiŋ




Bhavinan, and befœr ðat kāv ða āt ðȇr Ūl fēst, ðe

strāndʒest ða had eten ȏl ðe dāz ov ðȇr līvz: seted,

not az ov ōld, on ðȇr hi sēts ov rube or ov opal, but on

mŏse banks ƕȇr dazēz slept and krepiŋ tīm; lited not

bi ðe tʃarmd eskarbunkel ov ðe hi prĕzens tʃāmber in

Galiŋ, but bi ðe ʃiftiŋ bēmz ov a bruʃwʊd fīr ðat

ʃon not on ðōz pĭlarz krȣnd wið monsterz ðat wer ðe

wunder ov ðe werld but on ðe miteer pĭlarz ov ðe slepiŋ

bētʃwʊdz. And in plās ov ðat fānd hĕven ov dʒuelz

self-efuldʒent benēþ ðe gōlden kănope at Galiŋ, ða āt

pavĭleond under a tʃarmd sŭmer nīt, ƕȇr ðe grāt starz

ov winter, Orion, Sĭreus, and ðe Lĭtel Dog, wer rāzd up

nēr ðe zĕniþ, yēldiŋ ðȇr nōn kœrsez in ðe sŭðern

ski tꝏ Kanopus and ðe strāndʒ starz ov ðe sȣþ. Ƕen ðe

trēz spāk, it wȏz not wið ðȇr winter vƣs ov bȇr bȣz

krekiŋ, but wið ƕisper ov lēvz and betelz droniŋ in ðe

frāgrant ȇr. Ðe bʊʃez wer ƕīt wið blŏsom, not wið

hœr-frost, and ðe dim ƕīt patʃez under ðe trēz wer not

sno, but wīld lĭlēz and wʊd anĕmonēz slepiŋ in ðe nīt.


Ȏl ðe krētʃūrz ov ðe forest kām tꝏ ðat fēst, for ða

wer wĭðȣt fēr, hăviŋ nĕver lʊkt ŭpon ðe fās ov man.

Lĭtel tre-āps, and pŏpindʒāz, and titmȣsez, and kōlmȣsez,

and renz, and dʒentel rȣnd-īd lemerz, and răbits, and

badʒerz, and dormīs, and pīd skwĭrelz, and beverz from ðe

strēmz, and storks, and ravenz, and bustardz, and wombats, and

ðe spider-munke wið her babe at her brest: ȏl ðēz kām

tꝏ gāz wið kureȣs i ŭpon ðōz trăvelerz. And not ðēz

alōn, but fērs bēsts ov ðe wʊdz and wildernesez: ðe

wīld bŭfalo, ðe wʊlf, ðe tiger wið monstrȣs pȏz, ðe

bȇr, ðe fire-īd unikorn, ðe ĕlefant, ðe lion and

ʃe-lion in ðȇr madʒeste, kām tꝏ behōld ðem in ðe fīrlīt

in ðat kwiet glād.


"It sēmz we hōld kœrt in ðe wʊdz tꝏ-nīt," sed Lord

Brandox Dahȃ. "It iz vĕre plĕzant. Yet hōld ðe rĕde wið

me tꝏ pʊt sum fīr-brandz amuŋst em if nēd befȏl. Tiz

līkle sum ov ðēz grāt bēsts ar lĭtel skꝏld in kœrt

sĕremonēz."


Dʒus ȃnserd, "And ðȣ luvst me, dꝏ no sutʃ þiŋ. Ðȇr

lieþ ðis kers ŭpon ȏl ðis land ov ðe Bhavinan, ðat

ƕꝏso, ƕĕðer he be man or bēst, slaeþ in ðis land or

dꝏeþ hēr ĕne dēd ov violens, ðȇr kŭmeþ dȣn a kers ŭpon

him ðat in ðat instant must destrƣ and blȃst him for ĕver

of ðe fās ov ðe erþ. Ðȇrfœr it wȏz I tʊk awa from

Mivarʃ hiz bo and ărōz ƕen we kām dȣn from Ompren

Edʒ, lest he ʃʊd kil gām for us and so a wers þiŋ

befȏl him."




Mivarʃ harkend not, but sat ȏl a-kwāk, lʊkiŋ intentle on

a krŏkodīl ðat kām ponderȣsle ȣt ŭpon ðe bank. And nȣ he

began tꝏ skrēm wið tĕror, kriiŋ, "Sāv me! let me fli! giv

me mi wĕponz! It wȏz fœrtōld me bi a wīz wʊman ðat a

kokadril-serpent must devȣr me at lȃst!" Ƕarat ðe bēsts

dru bak ŭnezile, and ðe krŏkodīl, hiz smȏl īz wīd,

starteld bi Mivarʃez krīz and violent dʒestʃūrz, lertʃt wið

ƕȏt spēd he mīt bak intꝏ ðe wȏter.


****


Nȣ in ðat plās Lord Dʒus and Lord Brandox Dahȃ and Mivarʃ

Faz abōd for fœr mꝏnz spās. Nŭþiŋ ða lakt ov mēt

and drink, for ðe bēsts ov ðe forest, fīndiŋ ðem wel

dispōzd, brȏt ðem ov ðȇr stœr. Mœrover, ðȇr kām

fliiŋ from ðe sȣþ, abȣt ðe endiŋ ov ðe yēr, a martlet

ƕitʃ alited in Dʒŭsez bʊzom and sed tꝏ him, "Ðe dʒentel

Kwēn Sofonizbȃ, fosterliŋ ov ðe Godz, had nūz ov yor

kŭmiŋ. And bekȏz ʃe noeþ u bōþ mite men ov yor

handz and hi ov hart, ðȇrfœr bi me ʃe sent u

gretiŋ."


Dʒus sed, "O lĭtel martlet, we wʊd se ði Kwēn fās tꝏ

fās, and þank her."


"Ye must þank her," sed ðe berd, "in Koʃtrȃ Belorn."


Brandox Dahȃ sed, "Ðat ʃal we fʊlfil. Ðĭðer ōnle dꝏ ȣr

þȏts intend."


"Yor grātnes," sed ðe martlet, "must aprꝏv ðat werd.

And no ðat it iz ezeer tꝏ la under u ȏl ðe werld in

armz ðan tꝏ asend up afʊt intꝏ ðat mȣntān."


"Ði wiŋz wer tꝏ wēk tꝏ lift me, els Īd boro ðem,"

sed Brandox Dahȃ.


But ðe martlet ȃnserd, "Not ðe egel ðat flieþ agānst

ðe sun ma alīt on Koʃtrȃ Belorn. No fʊt ma tred her,

sāv ov ðōz blĕsed wunz tꝏ ƕꝏm ðe Godz gāv lēv ādʒez

ago, til ða be kum ðat ðe paʃent yērz awāt: men līk

untꝏ ðe Godz in bute and in pȣer, ƕꝏ ov ðȇr ōn mīt

and mān, unholpen bi madʒik arts, ʃal fœrs a păsādʒ up tꝏ

her silent snōz."


Brandox Dahȃ lȃft. "Not ðe egel?" he krīd, "but ðȣ,

lĭtel flĭter-dʒak?"


"Nȏt ðat haþ fēt," sed ðe martlet. "I hav nun."




Ðe Lord Brandox Dahȃ tʊk it tenderle in hiz hand and held it

hi in ðe ȇr, lʊkiŋ tꝏ ðe hi landz in ðe sȣþ. Ðe

bertʃez swaiŋ bi ðe Bhavinan wer not mœr grāsfʊl nor ðe

distant mȣntān-kragz behīnd ðem mœr untamabel tꝏ behōld

ðan he. "Fli tꝏ ði Kwēn," he sed, "and sa ðȣ spākst

wið Lord Dʒus besīd ðe Bhavinan and wið Lord Brandox Dahȃ

ov Demonland. Sa untꝏ her ðat we be ða ðat wer for tꝏ

kum; and ðat we, ov ȣr ōn mīt and mān, ȇr spriŋ be

wel ternd sŭmer, wil kum up tꝏ her in Koʃtrȃ Belorn tꝏ

þank her for her graʃȣs sendiŋz."


****


Nȣ ƕen it wȏz Āpril, and ðe sun mꝏviŋ amuŋ ðe sīnz ov

hĕven wȏz abȣt departiŋ ȣt ov Arēz and enteriŋ intꝏ

Torus, and ðe meltiŋ ov ðe snōz in ðe hi mȣntānz had

swolen ȏl ðe strēmz tꝏ spāt, fĭliŋ ðe mite rĭver so

ðat he brimd hiz banks and swept bi līk a tīd-rās, Lord

Dʒus sed, "Nȣ iz ðe sezon propĭʃȣs for ȣr krŏsiŋ ov

ðe flud ov Bhavinan and sĕtiŋ fœrþ intꝏ ðe mȣntānz."


"Wĭliŋle," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ. "But ʃalz wȏk it, or

swim it, or tāk tꝏ us wiŋz? Tꝏ me, ðat hav mĕne a tīm swum

bak and fœrþ over Þunderferþ tꝏ ƕet mīn ăpetīt ȇr I

brāk mi fȃst, tiz a smȏl măter ov ðis rĭver strēm hȣso

swift it rŭneþ. But wið ȣr harnes and wĕponz and ȏl ȣr

gēr, ðat wer far ŭðer măter."


"Iz it for nȏt we ar grōn frendz wið ðem ðat dꝏ

inhăbit ðēz wʊdz?" sed Dʒus. "Ðe krŏkodīl ʃal bȇr us

over Bhavinan for ðe ȃskiŋ."


"It iz an il fiʃ," sed Mivarʃ; "and it sœr dislīks me."


"Ðen hēr ðȣ must abīd," sed Brandox Dahȃ. "But be not

dismād, I wil go wið ðe. Ðe fiʃ ma bȇr us bōþ at a

drȃft and not fȣnder."


"It wȏz a wīz wʊman fœrtōld it me," ȃnserd Mivarʃ, "ðat

sutʃ a kīnd ov serpent must be mi bān. Yet be it akordiŋ tꝏ

yor wil."


So ða ƕĭseld ðem up ðe krŏkodīl; and ferst ðe Lord Dʒus

fȇrd over Bhavinan, ridiŋ on ðe bak ov ðat serpent wið

ȏl hiz gēr and wĕponz ov wor, and landed sĕveral hundred

pasez dȣn strēm for ðe strēm wȏz vĕre stroŋ; and

ðarȃfter ðe krŏkodīl reterniŋ tꝏ ðe norþ bank tʊk ðe

Lord Brandox Dahȃ and Mivarʃ Faz and pʊt ðem akros in līk

măner. Mivarʃ pʊt on a gălant fās, but rōd az nēr ðe

tāl az mīt be, fingeriŋ sertān herbz from hiz wȏlet ðat




wer gʊd agānst serpents, hiz lips mꝏviŋ in erdʒent

suplikaʃon tꝏ hiz godz. Ƕen ða wer kum ăʃœr ða

þankt ðe krŏkodīl and bad him fȇrwel and went ðȇr wa

swiftle þrꝏ ðe wʊdz. And Mivarʃ, az wun nu lꝏst from

prĭzon, went befœr ðem wið a līt step, sĭŋiŋ and

snăpiŋ hiz fingerz.


Nȣ had ða for þre dāz or fœr a deveȣs dʒerne þrꝏ

ðe fʊt-hilz, and ðarȃfter mād ðȇr dwĕliŋ for forte

dāz spās in ðe Ʒȃ văle, abuv ðe gordʒez. Hēr ðe

văle widenz tꝏ a flat-flœrd amfĭþeater, and lēn

līmstōn kragz tȣer hĕvenword on ĕvere sīd. Hi in ðe

sȣþ, kȣtʃt abuv grāt gra morānz, ðe Ʒȃ glaʃer,

rinkel-bakt līk sum drăgon servīvd ȣt ov ðe elder

kaos, þrusts hiz snȣt intꝏ ðe văle. Hēr ȣt ov hiz kāvz

ov īs ðe yuŋ rĭver þunderz, kȃstiŋ up a spra ƕȇr

rānbōz hŏver in brīt wĕðer. Ðe ȇr blōz ʃarp from ðe

glaʃer, and alpīn flȣerz and ʃrubz fēd on ðe sunlīt.


Hēr ða găðerd ðem gʊd stœr ov fꝏd. And ĕvere morniŋ

ða wer afʊt befœr ðe sunrīz, tꝏ asend ðe mȣntānz and

māk ʃūr ðȇr praktīs ȇr ða ʃʊd atempt ðe grater

pēks. So ða eksplœrd ȏl ðe sperz ov Tetraxnampf and

Izlardʒin, and ðōz pēks ðemselvz; ðe rok pēks ov ðe

loer Nuăner rāndʒ overlʊkiŋ Bhavinan; ðe sno pēks ēst

ov Izlardʒin: Avsek, Keermzer, Merʃu, Berʃnardʒin, and Borx

Mehefþarsk, lofteest ov ðe rāndʒ, bi ȏl hiz ridʒez,

dwĕliŋ a wēk on ðe morānz ov ðe Mehefþarsk glaʃer

abuv ðe upland văle ov Fonȃ; and westword ðe dŏlomīt

grꝏp ov Berdʒazarʃrȃ and ðe grāt wȏl ov Ʃilak.


Nȣ wer ðȇr mŭselz bi ðēz eksersizez grōn līk bandz ov

īrn, and ða harde az mȣntān bȇrz and ʃūr ov fʊt az

mȣntān gōts. So on ðe nīnþ da ov Ma ða krost ðe Ʒȃ

Pȃs and kampt on ðe roks under ðe sȣþ wȏl ov

Tetraxnampf nan Tʃark. Ðe sun went dȣn, līk blud, in a

klȣdles ski. On iðer hand and befœr ðem, ðe snōz

stretʃt blu and silent. Ðe ȇr ov ðōz hi snofēldz wȏz

bĭter kōld. A lēg and mœr tꝏ ðe sȣþ a līn ov blak

klifs bȣnded ðe glaʃer-basin. Over ðat blak wȏl, twelv

mīlz awa, Koʃtrȃ Belorn and Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ tȣerd

agānst an opal hĕven.


Ƕīl ða supt in ðe fadiŋ līt, Dʒus sed, "Ðe wȏl

ðȣ sēst iz kȏld ðe Băreerz ov Emʃer. Ðo over it

lieþ ðe strāt wa tꝏ Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ, yet iz it not ȣr

wa, but an il wa. For, ferst, ðat băreer haþ til nȣ

bēn held unklimbabel, and so prꝏven even bi hȃf-godz ðat

alōn ăsād it."




"I awāt not ði sĕkond rezon," sed Brandox Dahȃ. "Ðȣ hast

had ði wa until nȣ, and nȣ ðȣ ʃalt giv me mīn in ðis,

tꝏ kum wið me tꝏ-moro and ʃo hȣ ðȣ and I māk ov sutʃ

băreerz a puf ov smōk if ða stand in ðe pȃþ betwēn us

and ȣr fikst endz."


"Wer it ōnle ðis," ȃnserd Dʒus, "I wʊd not gānsa ðe.

But not sensles roks alōn ar we set tꝏ dēl wið if we

tāk ðis rōd. Sēst ðȣ ƕȇr ðe Băreerz end in ðe ēst

agānst yonder monstrȣs pĭramid ov tumbeld kragz and hăŋiŋ

glaʃerz ðat ʃuts ȣt ȣr prospekt ēst-awa? Menkser men

kȏl it, but in hĕven it haþ a mœr dredfʊl nām: Elȃ

Mantĭserȃ, ƕitʃ iz tꝏ sa, ðe Bed ov ðe Mantikorz. O

Brandox Dahȃ, I wil klīm wið ðe ƕȏt unsēld klif ðȣ

list, and I wil fīt wið ðe agānst ðe mōst grizfulest

bēsts ðat ĕver grāzd bi ðe Tartȃrean strēmz. But bōþ

ðēz þiŋz in wun moment ov tīm, ðat wer a raʃ part and a

fꝏliʃ."


But Brandox Dahȃ lȃft, and ȃnserd him, "Tꝏ nȏt els

ma I liken ðe, O Dʒus, but tꝏ ðe spăro-kămel. Tꝏ ƕꝏm

ða sed, Fli,' and it ȃnserd, 'I kanot, for I am a

kămel; and ƕen ða sed, Kăre,' it ȃnserd, I kanot, for

I am a berd.'"


"Wilt ðȣ eg me on so mutʃ?" sed Dʒus.


"I," sed Brandox Dahȃ, "if ðȣ wilt be ăsiʃ."


"Wilt ðȣ kworel?" sed Dʒus.


"Ðȣ nōst me," sed Brandox Dahȃ.


"Wel," sed Dʒus, "ði kȣnsel haþ bēn rīt wuns and sāvd

us, for nīn tīmz ðat it haþ bēn roŋ, and mi kȣnsel

sāvd ðe from an evil end. If il behap us, it ʃal be set

dȣn ðat it had from ði peviʃ wil oridʒinal." And ða

rapt ðem in ðȇr klōks and slept.


On ðe moro ða rōz betīmz and set fœrþ sȣþ akros ðe

snōz ðat wer krisp and hard for ðe frosts ov ðe nīt. Ðe

Băreerz, az it wer but a stōnz-þro remꝏvd, stʊd blak

befœr ðem; starlīt swȏlōd up sīz and distans ðat

ʃōd ōnle bi wȏkiŋ, az stil ða wȏkt and stil ðat

wȏl sēmd no nerer nor no lardʒer. Twīs and þrīs ða

dipt intꝏ a văle or krost a rāzd-up fōld ov ðe

glaʃer; til ða stʊd at brāk ov da belo ðe smꝏð blank

wȏl frozen and blēk, wið nĕver a ledʒ in sīt grāt enuf

tꝏ bȇr sno, bȃriŋ ðȇr păsādʒ sȣþword.




Ða hȏlted and āt and skand ðe wȏl befœr ðem. And il

tꝏ dꝏ wið it sēmd. So ða sertʃt for an asent, and fȣnd

at lȃst a spot ƕȇr ðe glaʃer sweld hier, a mīl or les

from ðe western ʃōlder ov Elȃ Mantĭserȃ. Hēr ðe klif wȏz

but fœr or fīv hundred fēt hi; yet smꝏð eno and il

eno tꝏ lʊk on; yet ðȇr līkleest tʃƣs.


Sum ƕīl it wȏz ȇr ða mīt get a fʊtiŋ on ðat wȏl,

but at leŋþ Brandox Dahȃ, standiŋ on Dʒŭsez ʃōlder, fȣnd

him a hōld ƕȇr no hōld ʃōd from belo, and wið grāt

travāl fȏt a păsādʒ up ðe rok tꝏ a stȃns sum hundred

fēt abuv ðem, ƕens sĭtiŋ ʃūr on a brȏd ledʒ grāt

enuf tꝏ hōld siks or sĕven fōk at a tīm he plād up Lord

Dʒus on ðe rōp and ȃfter him Mivarʃ. An ȣr and a hȃf it

kost ðem for ðat ʃort klīm.


"Ðe norþ-ēst butres ov Il Stak wȏz tʃildrenz gruel tꝏ

ðis," sed Lord Dʒus.


"Ðȇrz mœr aloft," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ, liiŋ bak

agānst ðe prĕsipīs, hiz handz klȃspt behīnd hiz hed, hiz

fēt a-dangel over ðe ledʒ. "In ðīn ēr, Dʒus: I wʊd not

go ferst on ðe rōp agān on sutʃ a pitʃ for ȏl ðe welþ

ov Impland."


"Wilt repent and retern?" sed Dʒus.


"If þȣlt be lȃst dȣn," he ȃnserd. "If not, Īd lever

risk ƕȏt wāts untrīd abuv us. If it prꝏv wers, I am

konfermd aþeist."


Lord Dʒus lēnd ȣt, hōldiŋ bi ðe rok wið hiz rīt hand,

skăniŋ ðe wȏl besīd and abuv ðem. An instant he huŋ so,

ðen dru bak. Hiz skwȇr dʒȏ wȏz set, and hiz tēþ glinted

under hiz dark mʊstȃʃeōz sumþiŋ fērsle, az a

þunder-bēm betwikst dark ski and se in a nīt ov þunder.

Hiz nostrilz widend, az ov a wor-hors at ðe kȏl ov bătel;

hiz īz wer līk ðe violet lĕvin-brand, and ȏl hiz bŏde

hardend līk a bo-striŋ drȏn az he grȃspt hiz ʃarp sœrd

and pʊld it fœrþ gratiŋ and sĭŋiŋ from its ʃēþ.


Brandox Dahȃ spraŋ afʊt and dru hiz sœrd, Zeldornyusez

lꝏm. "Ƕȏt stȗreþ?" he krīd. "Ðȣ lʊkst gȃstle. Ðat

lʊk ðȣ hadst ƕen ðȣ tʊkst ðe helm and ȣr prȣz swuŋ

westword tꝏword Kartadzȃ Sȣnd, and ðe fāt ov Demonland and

ȏl ðe werld besīd huŋ in ðīn hand for wāl or blis."


"Ðȇrz lĭtel sœrd-rꝏm," sed Dʒus. And agān he lʊkt

fœrþ ēstword and upword aloŋ ðe klif. Brandox Dahȃ lʊkt

over hiz ʃōlder. Mivarʃ tʊk hiz bo and set an ăro on ðe




striŋ.


"It haþ sented us dȣn ðe wind," sed Brandox Dahȃ.


Smȏl tīm wȏz ðȇr tꝏ ponder. Swĭŋiŋ from hōld tꝏ hōld

akros ðe dĭze prĕsipīs, az an āp swĭŋeþ from bȣ tꝏ

bȣ, ðe bēst dru nēr. Ðe ʃāp ov it wȏz az a lion, but

bĭger and tȏler, ðe kŭlor a dul red, and it had prĭkelz

lȃnsiŋ ȣt behīnd, az ov a porkupīn; its fās a manz fās,

if ȏt so hidʒȣs mīt be konsēvd ov human kīnd, wið

stariŋ ibȏlz, lo rinkeld brȣ, ĕlefant ērz, sum wispe

māndʒe līknes ov a lionz mān, hūdʒ bone tʃaps, brȣn

blud-stānd gŭber-tŭʃez grĭniŋ betwikst brisle lips.

Strāt for ðe ledʒ it mād, and az ða brāst ðem tꝏ

resēv it, wið a grāt swiŋ hēvd a manz hīt abuv ðem

and lēpt dȣn ŭpon ðȇr ledʒ from aloft betwikst Dʒus and

Brandox Dahȃ ȇr ða wer wel awȇr ov its tʃāndʒd kœrs.

Brandox Dahȃ smōt at it a grāt swȏʃiŋ blo and kut of its

skorpeon tāl; but it klȏd Dʒŭsez ʃōlder, smōt dȣn

Mivarʃ, and tʃardʒd līk a lion ŭpon Brandox Dahȃ, ƕꝏ,

mĭsiŋ hiz fʊtiŋ on ðe năro edʒ ov rok, fel bakwordz

a grāt fȏl, klēr ov ðe klif, dȣn tꝏ ðe sno an hundred

fēt benēþ ðem.


Az it krānd over, mīnded tꝏ fŏlo and māk an end ov him,

Dʒus smōt it in ðe hīnder parts and on ðe ham, ʃeriŋ awa

ðe fleʃ from ðe þi bōn, and hiz sœrd kām wið a klank

agānst ðe brazen klȏz ov its fʊt. So wið a horid bĕlo

it ternd on Dʒus, reriŋ līk a hors; and it wȏz þre hedz

grater ðan a tȏl man in statʃūr ƕen it rērd aloft, and

ðe bredþ ov its tʃest līk ðe tʃest ov a bȇr. Ðe stentʃ

ov its breþ tʃōkt Dʒŭsez mȣþ and hiz sensez sĭkend, but

he slaʃt it aþwort ðe bĕle, a grāt rȣnd-armd blo,

kŭtiŋ open its bĕle so ðat ðe guts fel ȣt. Agān he

hūd at it, but mist, and hiz sœrd kām agānst ðe rok,

and wȏz ʃĭverd intꝏ pesez. So ƕen ðat nƣzōm vermin fel

forword on him rœriŋ līk a þȣzand lionz, Dʒus grăpeld

wið it, rŭniŋ in benēþ its bŏde and klȃspiŋ it and

þrustiŋ hiz armz intꝏ its inword parts, tꝏ rip ȣt its vitalz

if so he mīt. So klōs he grăpeld it ðat it mīt not rētʃ

him wið its merðeriŋ tēþ, but its klȏz slīst of ðe

fleʃ from hiz left ne dȣnword tꝏ ðe ankel bōn, and it

fel on him and kruʃt him on ðe rok, brakiŋ in ðe bōnz

ov hiz brest. And Dʒus, for ȏl hiz bĭter pān and torment,

and for ȏl he wȏz wel ni stifeld bi ðe sœr stink ov ðe

krētʃūrz breþ and ðe stink ov its blud and pʊdiŋz

blŭberiŋ abȣt hiz fās and brest, yet bi hiz grāt streŋþ

răseld wið ðat fel and filþe man-eter. And ĕver he

þrust hiz rīt hand, armd wið ðe hilt and stump ov hiz

broken sœrd, yet deper intꝏ its bĕle until he sertʃt ȣt




its hart and did hiz wil ŭpon it, slisiŋ ðe hart asunder

līk a lĕmon and sĕveriŋ and tariŋ ȏl ðe grāt vĕselz

abȣt ðe hart until ðe blud guʃt abȣt him līk a spriŋ.

And līk a kăterpilar ðe bēst kerld up and stratend ȣt

in its deþ spazmz, and it rōld and fel from ðat ledʒ, a

grāt fȏl, and la bi Brandox Dahȃ, ðe fȣlest besīd ðe

farest ov ȏl erþle beiŋz, rĕdeniŋ ðe pūr sno wið its

blud. And ðe spīnz ðat gru on ðe hīnder parts ov ðe

bēst went ȣt and in līk ðe stiŋ ov a nu-ded wȏsp ðat

gōz ȣt and in kontĭnuale. It fel not klēn tꝏ ðe sno, az

bi ðe kȇr ov hĕven wȏz fȏlen Brandox Dahȃ, but smōt an

edʒ ov rok nēr ðe bŏtom, and ðat strʊk ȣt its brānz.

Ðȇr it la in its blud, gapiŋ tꝏ ðe ski.


Nȣ wȏz Dʒus stretʃt fās dȣnword az wun ded, on ðat gĭde

edʒ ov rok. Mivarʃ had sāvd him, seziŋ him bi ðe fʊt

and drȏiŋ him bak tꝏ sāfte ƕen ðe bēst fel. A sīt ov

tĕror he wȏz, klŏted from hed tꝏ to wið ðe bēsts blud

and hiz ōn. Mivarʃ bȣnd hiz wꝏndz and lād him tenderle az

he mīt bak agānst ðe klif, ðen pērd dȣn a loŋ ƕīl

tꝏ no if ðe bēst wer ded indēd.


Ƕen he had gāzd dȣnword ernestle so loŋ ðat hiz īz

wȏterd wið ðe strān, and stil ðe bēst sterd not,

Mivarʃ prostrated himself and mād suplikaʃon saiŋ alȣd,

"O Ʃlimfle, Ʃlamfe, and Ʃebamre, godz ov mi fȃðer and mi

fȃðerz fȃðerz, hav pĭte ov yor tʃīld, if az I dērle trȣ

yor pȣer ekstendeþ over ðis far and forbĭden kuntre no

les ðan over Impland, ƕȇr yor tʃīld haþ ĕver werʃipt

u in yor hole plasez, and tȏt mi sunz and mi dȏterz tꝏ

revēr yor hole nāmz, and mād an ȏltar in mīn hȣs,

pƣnted bi ðe starz in măner ordānd from ov ōld, and

ŏferd up mi sĕvenþ-born sun and wȏz mīnded tꝏ ŏfer up mi

sĕvenþ-born dȏter ðaron, in mēknes and rītʃȣsnes

akordiŋ tꝏ yor hole wil; but ðis I mīt not dꝏ, sins u

vȣtʃsāft me not a sĕvenþ dȏter, but siks ōnle. Ƕȇrfœr I

besētʃ u, ov yor hole nāmz sāk, streŋþen mi hand tꝏ

let dȣn ðis mi kompanyon sāfle bi ðe rōp, and ðarȃfter

briŋ me sāfle dȣn from ðis rok, hȣsoĕver he be a dĕvil

and an unbelever; O sāv hiz līf, sāv bōþ ðȇr līvz. For

I am ʃūr ðat if ðēz be not sāvd alīv, nĕver ʃal yor

tʃīld retern, but in ðis far land starv and di līk an

insekt ðat dʒureþ but for a da."


So prād Mivarʃ. And belīk ðe hi Godz wer mꝏvd tꝏ pĭte

ov hiz ĭnosens, heriŋ him so kri for help untꝏ hiz

mumbo-dʒumbōz, ƕȇr no help wȏz; and belīk ða wer not

mīnded ðat ðōz lordz ov Demonland ʃʊd ðȇr di evile

befœr ðȇr tīm, ŭnŏnord, unsuŋ. Hȣsoĕver, Mivarʃ arōz




and mād fȃst ðe rōp abȣt Lord Dʒus, nŏtiŋ it kŭniŋle

benēþ ðe armz ðat it mīt not titen in ðe loeriŋ and

kruʃ hiz brest and ribz, and so wið mutʃ adꝏ loerd him

dȣn tꝏ ðe fʊt ov ðe klif. Ðarȃfter kām Mivarʃ himself

dȣn ðat pĕrilȣs wȏl, and ȏlbeit for mĕne a tīm he þȏt

hiz bān wȏz ŭpon him, yet bi gʊd kragzmanʃip sperd bi kōld

nesĕsite he gat him dȣn at lȃst. Beiŋ dȣn, he delād not

tꝏ mĭnister tꝏ hiz kompanyonz, ƕꝏ kām tꝏ ðemselvz wið

hĕve groniŋ. But ƕen Lord Dʒus wȏz kum tꝏ himself he did

hiz heliŋ art bōþ on himself and on Lord Brandox Dahȃ, so

ðat in a ƕīl ða wer abel tꝏ stand ŭpon ðȇr fēt, ȏlbeit

sumþiŋ stif and were and līk tꝏ vŏmit. And it wȏz bi ðen

ðe þerd ȣr pȃst nꝏn.


Ƕīl ða rested, behōldiŋ ƕȇr ðe bēst mantikorȃ la in

hiz blud, Dʒus spāk and sed, "It iz tꝏ be sed ov ðe, O

Brandox Dahȃ, ðat ðȣ tꝏ-da hast dun bōþ ðe werst and

ðe best. Ðe werst, ƕen ðȣ wȏst so stŭborn set tꝏ fȇr

ŭpon ðis klīm ƕitʃ haþ kum wĭðin a lĭtel ov spĭliŋ

bōþ ðe and me. Ðe best, ƕĕnaz ðȣ didst smīt of hiz

tāl. Wȏz ðat bi pŏlise or bi tʃȃns?"


"Ƕi," sed he, "I wȏz nĕver so pꝏr a man ov mi handz ðat I

nēd tern brăgart. Twȏz handeest tꝏ mi sœrd, and it dislīkt

me tꝏ se it wăgiŋ. Did ȏt li on it?"


"Ðe stiŋ ov hiz tāl," ȃnserd Dʒus, "wer kompetent for

ðīn or mi destrukʃon, and it grāzd but ȣr lĭtel finger."


"Ðȣ spēkst līk a bʊk," sed Brandox Dahȃ. "Els mīt I

skȇrs no ðe for mi nobel frend, beiŋ berād wið blud

az a bŭfalo wið mīr. Be not angre wið me, if I am mōst at

ēz tꝏ windword ov ðe."


Dʒus lȃft. "If ðȣ be not tꝏ nīs," he sed, "go tꝏ ðe

bēst and dăbel ðiself tꝏ wið ðe blud ov hiz bȣelz. Na,

I mok not; it iz mōst nēdfʊl. Ðēz be ĕnemēz not ov mankīnd

ōnle, but ētʃ ov ŭðer: wȏkiŋ ĕvere wun bi himself, loðiŋ

ĕvere wun hiz kīnd lĭviŋ or ded, so ðat in ȏl ðe werld

ðȇr abideþ nȏt lōþleer untꝏ ðem ðan ðe blud ov

ðȇr ōn kīnd, ðe lēst smel ƕarov ða dꝏ abhor az a mad

dog abhoreþ wȏter. And tiz a klĭŋiŋ smel. So ar we ȃfter

ðis enkȣnter mōst ʃūr agānst ðem."


****


Ðat nīt ða kampt at ðe fʊt ov a sper ov Avsek, and set

fœrþ at dȏn dȣn ðe loŋ văle ēstword. Ȏl da ða herd

ðe rœriŋ ov mantikorz from ðe dĕzolāt flanks ov Elȃ




Mantĭserȃ ðat ʃōd nȣ no longer az a pĭramid but az a

loŋ-bakt skrēn, makiŋ ðe sŭðern rampart ov ðat văle.

It wȏz il goiŋ, and ða sumƕȏt ʃaken. Da wȏz ni gon

ƕen beỾond ðe ēstern slōps ov Elȃ ða kām ƕȇr ðe ƕīt

wȏterz ov ðe rĭver ða fŏlōd þunderd tʊgĕðer wið a

blak wȏter rŭʃiŋ dȣn from ðe sȣþ-west. Belo, ðe rĭver

ran ēst in a wīd văle drŏpiŋ afar tꝏ tre-klad depþs. In

ðe fork abuv ðe wȏterzmēt ðe roks enklōzd a hi grēn

nol, līk sum fragment ov a kīndleer klīm ðat over-livd

intꝏ an ādʒ ov ruin.


"Hēr, tꝏ," sed Dʒus, "mi drēm wȏkt wið me. And if it be

il krŏsiŋ ðȇr ƕȇr ðis strēm brakeþ intꝏ a dŭzen

brȃntʃiŋ kătarakts a lĭtel abuv ðe wȏterzmēt, yet wel I

þink tiz ȣr ōnle krŏsiŋ." So, ȇr ðe līt ʃʊd fād,

ða krost ðat pĕrilȣs edʒ abuv ðe wȏter-fȏlz, and

slept on ðe grēn nol.


Ðat nol Dʒus nāmd Þrŏselgarþ, ȃfter a þruʃ ðat wākt

ðem nekst morniŋ, sĭŋiŋ in a lĭtel wind-stunted mȣntān

þorn ðat gru amuŋ ðe roks. Strāndʒle sȣnded ðat hōmle

soŋ on ðe kōld mȣntān sīd, under ðe unhălōd hīts ov

Elȃ, klōs tꝏ ðe konfīnz ov ðōz entʃȃnted snōz ƕitʃ gard

Koʃtrȃ Belorn.


No sīt ov ðe hi mȣntānz had ða from Þrŏselgarþ,

nor, for a loŋ ƕīl, from ðe bed ov ðat strāt stēp glen

ov ðe blak wȏterz up ƕitʃ nȣ ðȇr dʒerne la. Rŭged

sperz and butresez ʃut ðem in. Hi on ðe left bank abuv

ðe kătarakts ða mād ðȇr wa, bŭfeted bi ðe wind ðat

lēpt and tʃardʒd amuŋ ðe kragz, ðȇr ērz sated wið ðe

rœriŋ sȣnd ov wȏterz, ðȇr īz fild wið ðe spra blōn

upword. And Mivarʃ fŏlōd ȃfter ðem. Silent ða fȇrd, for

ðe wa wȏz stēp and in sutʃ a wind and sutʃ a nƣz ov

torents a man must ʃȣt lustile if he wʊd be herd. Vĕre

dĕzolāt wȏz ðat văle, hăviŋ a dark aspekt and a gȃstfʊl,

sutʃ az a man mīt lʊk for in ðe infernal glenz ov

Piriflĕgĕþon or Ăkeron. No lĭviŋ þiŋ ða sȏ, sāv at

ƕīlz hi abuv ðem an egel saliŋ dȣn ðe wind, and wuns

a bēsts form rŭniŋ in ðe hŏlo mȣntān sīd. Ðis stʊd

at gāz, liftiŋ up its fȣl human plăter-fās wið glĭteriŋ

īz blŭde and grāt az sȏserz; sented its fĕlōz blud,

started, and fled amuŋ ðe kragz.


So fȇrd ða for ðe spās ov þre ȣrz, and so, kŭmiŋ

sŭdenle rȣnd a ʃōlder ov ðe hil, stʊd on ðe ŭper

þrĕʃōld ov ðat glen at ðe gāts ov a flat upland văle.

Hēr ða beheld a sīt tꝏ darken ȏl erþs glœrēz and

strīk dum ȏl her sĭŋerz wið its grandʒūr. Frāmd in ðe

kragz ov ðe hilsīdz, kănopēd bi blu hĕven, Koʃtrȃ




Pivrarxȃ stʊd befœr ðem. So hūdʒ he wȏz ðat even hēr at

siks mīlz distans ðe i mīt not at a glȃns behōld him,

but must swēp bak and fœrþ az over a brȏd landskāp from

ðe ponderȣs rꝏts ov ðe mȣntān ƕȇr ða spraŋ blak and

ʃēr from ðe glaʃer, up ðe vȃst fās, ƕȇr butres wȏz

pīld ŭpon butres and tȣer ŭpon tȣer in a blīndiŋ rādʒans

ov īs-huŋ prĕsipīs and sno-fild gŭle, tꝏ ðe lōn

hīts ƕȇr līk spērz mĕnasiŋ hi hĕven ðe ƕīt tēþ

ov ðe sŭmit-ridʒ kleft ðe ski. From rīt tꝏ left he fild

ni a kworter ov ðe hĕvenz, from ðe grāsfʊl pēk ov

Alinon lʊkiŋ over hiz western ʃōlder, tꝏ ƕȇr on ðe ēst

ðe snoe slōps ov Dʒaltʃe ʃut in ðe prospekt, hidiŋ Koʃtrȃ

Belorn.


Ða kampt ðat eveniŋ on ðe left morān ov ðe Hi

Glaʃer ov Temarm. Loŋ spidere stremerz ov klȣd, filme az

ðe gȏz ov a ladēz vāl, blu ēstword from ðe spīrz on

ðe ridʒ, sīnz ov wīld wĕðer aloft.


Dʒus sed, "Glȃse klēr iz ðe ȇr. Ðat fœrŭneþ not fȇr

wĕðer."


"Wel, tīm ʃal wāt for us if nēd be," sed Brandox Dahȃ.

"So mitile mi dezīr krieþ untꝏ me from ðōz hornz ov īs

ðat, hăviŋ wuns lʊkt on ðem, I had az lēf di az lēv

ðem unklīmd. But ov ðe, O Dʒus, I māk sum marvel. Ðȣ

wȏst bĭden inkwīr in Koʃtrȃ Belorn, and ʃūr ʃe wer ezeer

wun ðan Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ, goiŋ behīnd Dʒaltʃe bi ðe

snofēldz and so avƣdiŋ her grāt western klifs."


"Ðȇr iz a sȏ in Impland," ȃnserd Dʒus, "Wȇr ov a tȏl

wīf.' Even so ðȇr lieþ a kers on ĕne ðat ʃal atempt

Koʃtrȃ Belorn ðat haþ not ferst lʊkt dȣn ŭpon her; and he

ʃal hav hiz deþ or ĕver he hav hiz wil. And from wun

pƣnt ōnle ov erþ ma a man lʊk dȣn on Koʃtrȃ Belorn; and

tiz from yonder ŭnasended tꝏþ ov īs ƕȇr ðȣ sēst ðe

lȃst bēm bern. For ðat iz ðe topmōst pĭnakel ov Koʃtrȃ

Pivrarxȃ. And it iz ðe hiest pƣnt ov ðe stabliʃt

erþ."


Ða wer silent a mĭnūts spās. Ðen Dʒus spāk: "Ðȣ wȏst

ĕver gratest amuŋst us az a mȣntanēr. Ƕitʃ wa līks ðe

best for ȣr klimiŋ up him?"


"O Dʒus," sed Brandox Dahȃ, "on īs and sno ðȣ art mi

mȃster. Ðȇrfœr giv me ði rēd. For mīn ōn tʃƣs and

plĕʒūr, I hav sĕteld it ðis ȣr and mœr: nāmle tꝏ

asend intꝏ ðe gap betwēn ðe tꝏ mȣntānz, and ðens tern

westword up ðe ēst ridʒ ov Pivrarxȃ."


"It iz ðe fērsumest klīm tꝏ lʊk on," sed Dʒus, "and belīk




ðe grandest, and for bōþ kȣnts I had wādʒerd it ði tʃƣs.

Ðat gap hīt ðe Gāts ov Zimeamveȃ. It, and ðe Koʃtrȃ

glaʃer ðat rŭneþ up tꝏ it, lieþ under ðe wērd I tōld

ðe ov. It wer ȣr deþ tꝏ adventʃūr ðȇr ȇr we had lʊkt

dȣn ŭpon Koʃtrȃ Belorn; ƕitʃ dun, ðe tʃarm iz brōk for

us, and from ðat tīm fœrþ it nedeþ but ȣr ōn mīt and

skil and a hi hart tꝏ akumpliʃ ƕȏtsoĕver we dezīr."


"Ƕi ðen, ðe grāt norþ butres," krīd Brandox Dahȃ. "So

ʃal ʃe not behōld us az we klīm, until we kum fœrþ on ðe

hiest tꝏþ and overlʊk her and tām her tꝏ ȣr wil."


So ða supt and slept. But ðe wind krīd amuŋ ðe kragz

ȏl nīt loŋ, and in ðe morniŋ sno and slēt blŏted ȣt

ðe mȣntānz. Ȏl da ðe storm held, and in a lul ða

struk kamp and kām dȣn agān tꝏ Þrŏselgarþ, and ðȇr

abōd nīn dāz and nīn nīts in wind and rān and băteriŋ

hāl.


On ðe tenþ da ðe wĕðer abated, and ða went up and

krost ðe glaʃer and lodʒd ðem in a kāv in ðe rok at

ðe fʊt ov ðe grāt norþ butres ov Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ. At

dȏn Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ went fœrþ tꝏ serva ðe prospekt.

Ða krost ðe mȣþ ov ðe stēp sno-tʃōkt văle ðat ran

up tꝏ ðe mān ridʒ betwikst Aʃnilan on ðe west and Koʃtrȃ

Pivrarxȃ on ðe ēst, rȣnded ðe bās ov Alinon, and klīmd

from ðe west tꝏ a sno sădel sum þre þȣzand fēt up ðe

ridʒ ov ðat mȣntān, ƕens ða mīt vu ðe butres and

tʃūz ðȇr wa for ðȇr atempt.


"Tiz a tꝏ dāz dʒerne tꝏ ðe top," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ.

"If nīt on ðe ridʒ frēz us not tꝏ deþ, I dred no ŭðer

hindrans. Ðat blak rib ðat rizeþ hȃf a mīl abuv ȣr

kamp, ʃal tāk us klēn up tꝏ ðe krest ov ðe butres,

strikiŋ it abuv ðe grāt tȣer at ðe norðern end. If ðe

roks be līk ðōz we kampt on, hard az dimond and ruf az

a spundʒ, ða ʃal not fāl us but bi ȣr ōn neglekt. Az I

liv, I nȇr sȏ ðȇr līk for klimiŋ."


"So far, wel," sed Dʒus.


"Abuv," sed Brandox Dahȃ, "Īd drīv ðe a tʃăreot until we

kum tꝏ ðe ferst grāt kik o' ðe ridʒ. Ðat must we rȣnd,

or nȇr go ferðer, and on ðis sīd it ʃoeþ il enuf,

for ðe roks ʃelv ȣtword. If ða be īst, ðȇrz werk

indēd. BeỾond ðat, Īl prŏfesi nȏt, O Dʒus, for I kan

se nȏt klēr sāv ðat ðe ridʒ iz hakt intꝏ klefts and

stepelz. Hȣ we ma overkum ðem must be pʊt tꝏ ðe prꝏf. It

iz tꝏ hi and tꝏ far tꝏ no. Ðis ōnle: ƕȇr we wʊd go,




ðȇr hav we gon until nȣ. And bi ðat ridʒ lieþ, if ĕne

wa ðȇr lieþ, ðe wa tꝏ ðis mȣntān top ðat we krost

ðe werld tꝏ klīm."


****


Nekst da wið ðe ferst paliŋ ov ðe skīz ða arōz ȏl

þre and set fœrþ sȣþword over ðe krisp snōz. Ða rōpt

at ðe fʊt ov ðe glaʃer ðat kām dȣn from ðe sădel, sum

fīv þȣzand fēt abuv ðem, ƕȇr ðe mān ridʒ dips

betwēn Aʃnilan and Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ. Ȇr ðe briter starz

wer swȏlōd in ðe līt ov morniŋ ða wer kŭtiŋ ðȇr

wa amuŋ ðe lăbirinþīn tȣerz and kazmz ov ðe īs-fȏl.

Sꝏn ðe nu dalīt flŭded ðe snofēldz ov ðe Hi

Glaʃer ov Temarm, diiŋ ðem grēn and safron and palest

rōz. Ðe snōz ov Izlardʒin glōd far awa in ðe norþ tꝏ ðe

rīt ov ðe ƕīt dōm ov Emʃer. Elȃ Mantĭserȃ blokt ðe

vu norþ-ēstword. Ðe butres ðat bȣnded ðȇr văle on

ðe ēst plundʒd it in ʃădo blu az a sŭmer se. Hi on ðe

ŭðer sīd ðe grāt twin pēks ov Alinon and Aʃnilan, rȣzd

bi ðe worm bēmz ȣt ov ðȇr frozen silens ov ðe nīt,

grȣld at ƕīlz wið ăvalȃnʃez and fȏliŋ stōnz.


Dʒus wȏz ðȇr leder in ðe īs-fȏl, gidiŋ ðem nȣ aloŋ

hi nīf-edʒez ðat fel awa on iðer hand tꝏ unsȣnded

depþs, nȣ wĭðin ðe vĕre lips ov ðōz kazmz, aloŋ ðe

basez ov ðe īs-tȣerz. Ðēz, fīv tīmz a manz hīt, sum

skwȇr, sum pĭnakeld, sum ʃăterd or pīld wið ðe ruinz

ov ðȇr kīnd, lēnd abuv ðe pȃþ, az rĕde tꝏ fȏl and

overƕelm ðe klimerz and daʃ ðȇr bōnz for ĕver dȣn tꝏ

ðōz blu-grēn sēkret plasez ov frost and silens ƕȇr ðe

tʃips ov īs tʃinkt hŏlo az Dʒus prest onword, kŭtiŋ hiz

steps wið Mivarʃez aks. At leŋþ ðe slōp ēzd and ða

wȏkt ȣt on ðe unbroken serfās ov ðe glaʃer, and pȃsiŋ

bi a sno-bridʒ over ðe grāt rift betwikst ðe glaʃer and

ðe mȣntān sīd kām tꝏ ȣrz befœr nꝏn tꝏ ðe fʊt ov ðe

rok-rib ðat ða had skand from Alinon.


Nȣ wȏz Brandox Dahȃ tꝏ lēd ðem. Ða klīmd fās tꝏ ðe

rok, slole and wĭðȣt rest, for sȣnd and ferm az ðe roks

wer ðe hōldz wer smȏl and fu and ðe klifs stēp. Hēr

and ðȇr a tʃimne gāv ðem păsādʒ upword, but ðe klīm wȏz

mānle bi kraks and open fasez ov rok, a trial ov mān

streŋþ and endʒurans sutʃ az fu mīt sustān for a ʃort

ƕīl ōnle: but ðis wȏl wȏz þre þȣzand fēt in hīt. Bi

nꝏn ða gānd ðe krest, and ðȇr rested on ðe roks tꝏ

were tꝏ spēk, lʊkiŋ akros ðe ăvalȃnʃ-swept fās ov

Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ tꝏ ðe kornīst părapet ðat ended agānst

ðe western prĕsipisez ov Koʃtrȃ Belorn.




For sum wa ðe ridʒ ov ðe butres wȏz brȏd and lĕvel.

Ðen it nărōd sŭdenle tꝏ ðe widþ ov a horsez bak, and

spraŋ skiword tꝏ þȣzand fēt and mœr. Brandox Dahȃ went

forword and klīmd a fu fēt up ðe klif. It buldʒd ȣt

abuv him, smꝏð and hōldles. He trīd it wuns and agān,

ðen kām dȣn saiŋ, "Nȏt wĭðȣt wiŋz."


Ðen he went tꝏ ðe left. Hēr hăŋiŋ glaʃerz overlʊkt ðe

fās from on hi, and ƕīl he gāzd an ăvalȃnʃ ov

īs-bloks rœrd dȣn it. Ðen he went tꝏ ðe rīt, and hēr

ðe roks slōpt ȣtword, and ðe slopiŋ ledʒez wer pīld

wið rŭbiʃ and ðe roks rŏten and slĭpere wið sno and

īs. So hăviŋ gon a lĭtel wa he reternd, and, "O Dʒus," he

sed, "wilt tāk it rīt fœrþ, and ðat must be bi fliiŋ,

for hōld ðȇr iz nun: or wilt go ēst and dodʒ ðe

ăvalȃnʃ: or west, ƕȇr ȏl iz rŏten and slĭðer and a slip

wer ȣr destrukʃon?"


So ða debated, and at leŋþ desided on ðe ēstern rōd. It

wȏz an il step rȣnd ðe dʒŭtiŋ korner ov ðe tȣer, for

lĭtel hōld ðȇr wȏz, and ðe roks wer underkut belo, so

ðat a stōn or a man lꝏst from ðat plās must fȏl klēr at

a bȣnd þre or fœr þȣzand fēt tꝏ ðe Koʃtrȃ glaʃer and

ðȇr be daʃt in pesez. BeỾond, wīd ledʒez gāv ðem

păsādʒ aloŋ ðe wȏl ov ðe tȣer, ðat nȣ swept inword,

fasiŋ sȣþ. Far overhed, dazliŋ ƕīt in ðe sunʃīn, ðe

broken glaʃer-edʒez and splinterz dʒŭted agānst ðe blu, and

isikelz grater ðan a man huŋ glĭteriŋ from ĕvere ledʒ: a

sīt hĕvenle fȇr, ƕarov ða yet had lĭtel dʒƣ, haseniŋ

az ða had not hasend in ðȇr līvz befœr tꝏ be ȣt ov ðe

dāndʒer ov ðat īs-swept fās.


Sŭdenle wȏz a nƣz abuv ðem līk ðe krak ov a dʒiant ƕip,

and lʊkiŋ up ða beheld agānst ðe ski a dark mas ƕitʃ

opend līk a flȣer and spred intꝏ a hundred fragments. Ðe

Demonz and Mivarʃ hugd ðe klifs ƕȇr ða stʊd, but

ðȇr wȏz lĭtel kŭver. Ȏl ðe ȇr wȏz fild wið ðe

ʃrekiŋ ov ðe stōnz, az ða swept dȣnwordz līk fēndz

reterniŋ tꝏ ðe pit, and wið ðe kraʃ ov ðem az ða daʃt

agānst ðe klifs and berst in pesez. Ðe ĕkōz rōld and

reverberated from klif tꝏ distant klif, and ðe limz ov ðe

mȣntān sēmd tꝏ rīð az under a skerdʒ. Ƕen it wȏz dun,

Mivarʃ wȏz groniŋ for pān ov hiz left rist sœr hert wið

a stōn. Ðe ŭðerz wer skāðles.


Dʒus sed tꝏ Brandox Dahȃ, "Bak, hȣsoĕver it dislīk ðe."


Bak ða went; and an ăvalȃnʃ ov īs kraʃt dȣn ðe fās




ƕitʃ must hav destrƣd ðem had ða proseded. "Ðȣ dust

misdʒudʒ me," sed Brandox Dahȃ, lȃfiŋ. "Giv me ƕȇr mi

līf lieþ on mīn ōn mīt and mān; ðen iz dāndʒer mēt and

drink tꝏ me, and nȏt ʃal tern me bak. But hēr on ðis

kerst klif, on ðe ledʒez ƕarov a krĭpel mīt wȏk at

ēz, we be ðe tƣz ov tʃȃns. And it wer pūr fŏle tꝏ abīd

ŭpon it a moment longer."


"Tꝏ wāz be left us," sed Dʒus. "Tꝏ tern bak, and ðat wer

ȣr ʃām for ĕver; and tꝏ ĕsa ðe western travers."


"And ðat ʃʊd be ðe bān ov ĕne sāv ov me and ðe." sed

Brandox Dahȃ. "And if ȣr bān, ƕi, we ʃal slēp sȣnd."


"Mivarʃ," sed Dʒus, "iz nȏt so bȣnden tꝏ ðis adventʃūr.

He haþ brāvle held bi us, and brāvle stʊd ȣr frend. Yet

hēr we be kum tꝏ sutʃ a pȃs, I sœr misdȣt me if it wer

les dāndʒer ov hiz līf tꝏ kum wið us ðan sēk sāfte

alōn."


But Mivarʃ pʊt on a harde fās. Nĕver a werd he spāk, but

nŏded hiz hed, az ƕꝏ ʃʊd sa, "Forword."


"Ferst I must be ði lētʃ," sed Dʒus. And he bȣnd up

Mivarʃez rist. And bekȏz ðe da wȏz nȣ far spent, ða

kampt under ðe grāt tȣer, hopiŋ nekst da tꝏ rētʃ ðe top

ov Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ ðat stʊd unsēn sum siks þȣzand fēt

abuv ðem.


****


Nekst morniŋ, ƕen it wȏz līt enuf tꝏ klīm, ða set

fœrþ. For tꝏ ȣrz spās on ðat travers not a moment

pȃst but ða wer in instant pĕril ov deþ. Ða wer not

rōpt, for on ðōz slăbere roks wun man had dragd a dŭzen

tꝏ perdĭʃon had he mād a slip. Ðe ledʒez slōpt ȣtword;

ða wer pīld wið broken rok and mud; ðe soft red rok

brōk awa at a handz tutʃ and plundʒd at a lēp tꝏ ðe

glaʃer belo. Dȣn and up and aloŋ, and dȣn and up and up

agān ða wȣnd ðȇr wa, rȣndiŋ ðe bās ov ðat grāt

tȣer, and kām at lȃst bi a rŏten gŭle sāf tꝏ ðe ridʒ

abuv it.


Ƕīl ða klīmd, ƕīt wispe klȣdz ƕitʃ had găðerd in

ðe hi gŭlēz ov Alinon in ðe morniŋ had grōn tꝏ a mas

ov blaknes ðat hid ȏl ðe mȣntānz tꝏ ðe west. Grāt

stremerz ran from it akros ðe gulf belo, dʒƣnd and bƣld

upword, liftiŋ and sinkiŋ līk a fʊl-tided se, riziŋ at

lȃst tꝏ ðe hi ridʒ ƕȇr ðe Demonz stʊd and răpiŋ ðem




in a klōk ov vapor wið a tʃil wind in its fōldz, and

darknes in brȏd nꝏn-da. Ða hȏlted, for ða mīt not se

ðe roks befœr ðem. Ðe wind gru bƣsterȣs, ʃȣtiŋ amuŋ

ðe splinterd tȣerz. Sno swept pȣdere and kēn akros ðe

ridʒ. Ðe klȣd lifted and plundʒd agān līk sum grāt berd

ʃădoiŋ ðem wið its wiŋz. From its bʊzom ðe lītniŋ

flȇrd abuv and belo. Þunder kraʃt on ðe hēlz ov ðe

lītniŋ, sendiŋ ðe ĕkōz roliŋ amuŋ ðe distant klifs.

Ðȇr wĕponz, plȃnted in ðe sno, sĭzeld wið blu flām;

Dʒus had kȣnseld laiŋ ðem asīd lest ða ʃʊd pĕriʃ

hōldiŋ ðem. Krȣtʃt in a hŏlo ov ðe sno amuŋ ðe roks

ov ðat hi ridʒ ov Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ, Lord Dʒus and Lord

Brandox Dahȃ and Mivarʃ Faz wĕðerd ðat nīt ov tĕror.

Ƕen nīt kām ða nu not, for ðe storm brȏt darknes

on ðem ȣrz befœr sun-dȣn. Blīndiŋ sno and slēt and fīr

and þunder, and wīld windz ʃrekiŋ in ðe gŭlēz til ðe

ferm mȣntān sēmd tꝏ rok, kept ðem awāk. Ða wer nēr

frozen, and skȇrs dezīrd ȏt but deþ, ƕitʃ mīt briŋ

ðem ēz from ðat hĕliʃ rȣndela.


Da brōk wið a wēk gra līt, and ðe storm dīd dȣn. Dʒus

stʊd up were beỾond spētʃ. Mivarʃ sed, "Ye be dĕvilz, but

ov miself I marvel. For I hav dwelt bi sno mȣntānz ȏl mi

dāz, and mĕne I wot ov ðat hav bēn benited on ðe snōz

in wīld wĕðer. And not wun but wȏz starvd bi rezon ov ðe

kōld. I spēk ov ðem ðat wer fȣnd. Mĕne wer not fȣnd, for

ðe spĭrits devȣrd ðem."


Ƕarat Lord Brandox Dahȃ lȃft alȣd, saiŋ, "O Mivarʃ, I

fēr me ðat in ðe I hav but a grāsles dog. Lʊk on him,

ðat in hardihʊd and bŏdile endʒurans agānst ȏl hardʃips ov

frost or fīr serpȃseþ me az grātle az I serpȃs ðe. Yet

iz he wereest ov ðe þre. Wʊdst no ƕi? Īl tel ðe:

ȏl nīt he haþ striven agānst ðe kōld, tʃafiŋ not himself

ōnle but me and ðe tꝏ sāv us from frost-bīt. And be ʃūr

nȏt els had sāvd ði karkās."


Bi ðen wȏz ðe mist grōn liter, so ðat ða mīt se ðe

ridʒ for an hundred pasez or mœr ƕȇr it went up befœr

ðem, ētʃ pĭnakel standiŋ ȣt ʃădoe and unsubstanʃal

agānst ðe nekst suksediŋ wun mœr ʃădoe stil. And ðe

pĭnakelz ʃōd monstrȣs hūdʒ þrꝏ ðe mist, līk mȣntān

pēks in statʃūr.


Ða rōpt and set fœrþ, skaliŋ ðe tȣerz or terniŋ ðem,

nȣ on ðis sīd nȣ on ðat; sumtīmz standiŋ on tēþ ov

rok ðat sēmd kut of from ȏl erþ els, sŏlitare in a se

ov ʃiftiŋ vapor; sumtīmz desendiŋ intꝏ a dēp gaʃ in

ðe ridʒ wið a blank wȏl reriŋ aloft on ðe ferðer sīd

and empte ȇr yȏniŋ tꝏ left and rīt. Ðe roks wer ferm




and gʊd, līk ðōz ða had ferst klīmd from ðe glaʃer.

But ða went but a slo pās, for ðe klimiŋ wȏz dĭfikult

and mād dāndʒerȣs bi nu sno and bi ðe īs ðat glāzd ðe

roks.


Az ðe da wœr ðe wind wȏz fȏlen, and ȏl wȏz stil ƕen

ða stʊd at leŋþ befœr a ridʒ ov hard īs ðat ʃot

stēple up befœr ðem līk ðe edʒ ov a sœrd. Ðe ēst sīd

ov it on ðȇr left wȏz ȏlmōst ʃēr, endiŋ in a blank

prĕsipīs ðat dropt ȣt ov sīt wĭðȣt a brāk. Ðe

western slōp, skȇrsle les stēp, ran dȣn in a ƕīt even

ʃēt ov frozen sno til ðe klȣdz engulft it.


Brandox Dahȃ wated on ðe lȃst blunt tꝏþ ov rok at ðe

fʊt ov ðe īs-ridʒ. "Ðe rest iz ðīn," he krīd tꝏ Lord

Dʒus. "I wʊd not ðat ĕne sāv ðȣ ʃʊd tred him ferst,

for he iz ði mȣntān."


"Wĭðȣt ðe I had nĕver wun up hĭðer," ȃnserd Dʒus; "and

it iz not fĭtiŋ ðat I ʃʊd hav ðat glœre tꝏ stand ferst

ŭpon ðe pēk ƕen ðīn wȏz ðe mān atʃēvment. Go ðȣ

befœr."


"I wil not," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ. "And it iz not so."


So Dʒus went forword, smitiŋ wið hiz aks grāt steps dʒust

belo ðe bakbōn ov ðe ridʒ on ðe western sīd, and Lord

Brandox Dahȃ and Mivarʃ Faz fŏlōd in ðe steps.


Prĕzentle a wind arōz in ðe unsēn spasez ov ðe ski, and

tœr ðe mist līk a rŏten garment. Spērz ov sunlīt blāzd

þrꝏ ðe rifts. Distant sŭne landz ʃĭmerd in ðe

ŭnimadʒinabel depþs tꝏ ðe sȣþword, sēn over ðe krest ov a

tremendȣs wȏl ðat stʊd beỾond ðe abis: a skrēn ov blak

rok butresez sēmd wið a þȣzand gŭlēz ov glĭseniŋ

sno, and krȣnd az wið bătelments wið a ro ov mȣntān

pēks, săvādʒ and fērs ov form, ðat mād ðe i blink for

ðȇr brītnes: ðe lēn spīrz ov ðe sŭmit-ridʒ ov

Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ. Ðēz, ðat ðe Demonz had so loŋ lʊkt up

tꝏ az in distant hĕven, nȣ la benēþ ðȇr fēt. Ōnle ðe

pēk ða klīmd stil rērd itself abuv ðem, klēr nȣ and

nēr tꝏ vu, ʃoiŋ a bȇr bētliŋ klif on ðe norþ-ēst,

overhuŋ bi a kornīs ov sno. Dʒus markt ðe kornīs, ternd

him agān tꝏ hiz step-kŭtiŋ, and in hȃf an ȣr from ðe

brakiŋ ov ðe klȣdz stʊd on ðat ŭnasended pĭnakel, wið

ȏl erþ benēþ him.


****


Ða went dȣn a fu fēt on ðe sŭðern sīd and sat on sum




roks. A fȇr lāk stŭded wið ilandz la bʊzomd in wʊded

and krag-gert hilz at ðe fʊt ov a dēp-kut văle ƕitʃ ran

dȣn from ðe Gāts ov Zimeamveȃ. Alinon and Aʃnilan rōz

nēr bi in ðe west, wið ðe dĕlikāt ƕīt pēk ov Akrȃ Garʃ

ʃoiŋ betwēn ðem. BeỾond, mȣntān beỾond mȣntān līk ðe

se.


Dʒus lʊkt sȣþword ƕȇr ðe blu land stretʃt in fōld

ŭpon fōld ov roliŋ kuntre, soft and miste, til it melted in

ðe ski. "Ðȣ and I," sed he, "ferst ov ðe tʃildren ov men,

nȣ behōld wið lĭviŋ īz ðe fabeld land ov Zimeamveȃ. Iz

ðat tru, þinkst ðȣ, ƕitʃ filŏsoferz tel us ov ðat

fortʃunāt land: ðat no mortal fʊt ma tred it, but ðe

blĕsed sōlz dꝏ inhăbit it ov ðe ded ðat be departed, even

ða ðat wer grāt ŭpon erþ and did grāt dēdz ƕen ða

wer lĭviŋ, ðat skornd not erþ and ðe delīts and ðe

glœrēz ðarov, and yet did dʒustle and wer not dȃstardz nor

yet oprĕsorz?"


"Ƕꝏ noeþ?" sed Brandox Dahȃ, restiŋ hiz tʃin in hiz hand

and gaziŋ sȣþ az in a drēm. "Ƕꝏ ʃal sa he noeþ?"


Ða wer silent ăƕīl. Ðen Dʒus spāk saiŋ, "If ðȣ and I

kum ðĭðer at lȃst, O mi frend, ʃal we remember

Demonland?" And ƕen he ȃnserd him not, Dʒus sed, "I had

rȃðer ro on Mꝏnmēr under ðe starz ov a sŭmerz nīt,

ðan be a Kiŋ ov ȏl ðe land ov Zimeamveȃ. And I had rȃðer

wȏtʃ ðe sunrīz on ðe Skarf, ðan dwel in gladnes ȏl mi

dāz on an iland ov ðat entʃȃnted Lāk ov Ravare, under

Koʃtrȃ Belorn."


Nȣ ðe kertān ov klȣd ðat had huŋ til nȣ abȣt ðe

ēstern hīts wȏz rent intꝏ ʃredz, and Koʃtrȃ Belorn stʊd

līk a brīd befœr ðem, tꝏ or þre mīlz tꝏ ēstword,

fasiŋ ðe slȃntiŋ rāz ov ðe sun. On ȏl her vȃst prĕsipisez

skȇrs a rok ʃōd bȇr, so enkrusted wer ða wið a

dazliŋ rōb ov sno. Mœr luvle ʃe sēmd and mœr grāsfʊl

in her are pƣz ðan ða had yet beheld her. Dʒus and

Brandox Dahȃ rōz up, az men arīz tꝏ grēt a kwēn in her

madʒeste. In silens ða lʊkt on her for sum mĭnūts.


Ðen Brandox Dahȃ spāk, saiŋ, "Behōld ði brīd, O Dʒus."


𝟣𝟥. Koʃtrȃ Belorn


HȢ ÐE LORD DƷUS AKUMPLIƩT AT LEŊÞ HIZ DRĒMZ BEHEST, TꝎ

INKWĪR IN KOƩTRȂ BELORN; AND ǶȎT MĂNER OV ȂNSER HE




RESĒVD.


Ðat nīt ða spent sāfle, bi favor ov ðe Godz, under ðe

hiest kragz ov Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ, in a ʃelterd hŏlo pīld

rȣnd wið sno. Dȏn kām līk a lĭle, safron-hūd, smertʃt

wið smōk-gra strēks ðat slȃnted from ðe norþ. Ðe grāt

pēks stʊd az ilandz abuv a mān ov lĕvel klȣd, ȣt ov

ƕitʃ ðe sun wȏkt flamiŋ, a bȏl ov red-gōld fīr. An ȣr

befœr hiz fās apērd, ðe Demonz and Mivarʃ wer rōpt and

started on ðȇr ēstword dʒerne. Il tꝏ dꝏ wið az wȏz ðe

krest ov ðe grāt norþ butres bi ƕitʃ ða had klīmd ðe

mȣntān, sĕven tīmz wers wȏz ðis ēstern ridʒ, lediŋ tꝏ

Koʃtrȃ Belorn. Lener ov bak it wȏz, flankt bi mœr profȣnd

abĭsez, dēpleer gaʃt, tꝏ tretʃerȣs and tꝏ sŭden in its

tʃāndʒez from ʃūr rok tꝏ rŏten and pĕrilȣs: pīld wið

tŏteriŋ kragz, huŋ abȣt wið kornisez ov unsertān sno,

gert wið klifs smꝏð and hōldles az a kȃsel wȏl. Smȏl

marvel ðat it kost ðem þertēn ȣrz tꝏ kum dȣn ðat

ridʒ. Ðe sun ƕēld tꝏwordz ðe west ƕen ða rētʃt at

leŋþ ðat frozen edʒ, ʃarp az a sĭkel, ðat wȏz in ðe

Gāts ov Zimeamveȃ. Were ða wer, and rōples; for bi no

mēnz els mīt ða kum dȣn from ðe lȃst grāt tȣer sāv

bi ðe rōp mād fȃst from abuv. A fērs norþ-ēster had

swept ðe ridʒez ȏl da, brĭŋiŋ sno-stormz on its wiŋz.

Ðȇr fingerz wer numd wið kōld, and ðe bērdz ov Lord

Brandox Dahȃ and Mivarʃ Faz stif wið īs.


Tꝏ were tꝏ hȏlt, ða set fœrþ agān, Dʒus lediŋ. It wȏz

mĕne hundred pasez aloŋ ðat īs-edʒ, and ðe sun wȏz nēr

sĕtiŋ ƕen ða stʊd at lȃst wĭðin a stōnz þro ov ðe

klifs ov Koʃtrȃ Belorn. Sins befœr nꝏn ăvalȃnʃez had

þunderd sēslesle dȣn ðōz klifs. Nȣ, in ðe kꝏl ov

ðe eveniŋ, ȏl wȏz stil. Ðe wind wȏz fȏlen. Ðe dēp blu

ski wȏz wĭðȣt a klȣd. Ðe fīrz ov sunset krept dȣn ðe

vȃst ƕīt prĕsipisez befœr ðem til ĕvere ledʒ and fōld and

frozen pĭnakel glōd pink kŭlor, and ĕvere ʃădo bekām an

ĕmerald. Ðe ʃădo ov Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ la kōld akros ðe

loer stretʃez ov ðe fās on ðe Zimeamvean sīd. Ðe edʒ ov

ðat ʃădo wȏz az ðe divĭʒon betwikst ðe lĭviŋ and ðe

ded.


"Ƕȏt dust þink on?" sed Dʒus tꝏ Brandox Dahȃ, ðat lēnd

ŭpon hiz sœrd servaiŋ ðat glœre.


Brandox Dahȃ started and lʊkt on him. "Ƕi," sed he, "on

ðis: ðat it iz līkle ði drēm wȏz but a lūr, sent ðe bi

ðe Kiŋ tꝏ tempt us on tꝏ mite akʃonz rezervd for ȣr

destrukʃon. On ðis sīd at lēst tiz vĕre sertān ðȇr

lieþ no wa up Koʃtrȃ Belorn."




"Ƕȏt ov ðe lĭtel martlet," sed Dʒus, "ƕꝏ, ƕīlz we wer

yet a grāt wa of, flu ȣt ov ðe sȣþ tꝏ grēt us wið a

graʃȣs mĕsādʒ?"


"Wel if it wer not a dĕvil ov hiz," sed Brandox Dahȃ.


"I wil not tern bak," sed Dʒus. "Ðȣ nēdst not tꝏ kum

wið me." And he ternd agān tꝏ lʊk on ðōz frozen klifs.


"No?" sed Brandox Dahȃ. "Nor ðȣ wið me. Þȣlt māk me

angre if ðȣ wilt so vile rest mi werdz. Ōnle fȇr not tꝏ

sekūrle; and let ðat aks stil be rĕde in ðīn hand, az iz

mi sœrd, for kīndleer werk ðan step-kŭtiŋ. And if ðȣ

embrās ðe hōp tꝏ klīm her bi ðis wȏl befœr us, ðen haþ

ðe Kiŋz entʃȃntere mād ðe fa."


Bi ðen wȏz ðe sun gon dȣn. Under ðe wiŋz ov nīt

uplifted from ðe ēst, ðe unfăðomabel hīts ov ȇr ternd

a ritʃer blu; and hēr and ðȇr, mōst dim and hard tꝏ se,

þrobd a tine pƣnt ov līt: ðe grater starz openiŋ ðȇr

ilidz tꝏ ðe găðeriŋ dark. Glꝏm krept upword, brĭmiŋ ðe

vălēz far belo līk a riziŋ tīd ov ðe se. Frost and

stilnes wated on ðe eternal nīt tꝏ rĕʒūm her rān. Ðe

sŏlem klifs ov Koʃtrȃ Belorn stʊd in tremendȣs silens,

deþ-pāl agānst ðe ski.


Dʒus kām bakword a step aloŋ ðe ridʒ, and laiŋ hiz hand

on Brandox Dahȃz, "Be stil," he sed, "and behōld ðis

marvel." A lĭtel up ðe fās ov ðe mȣntān on ðe Zimeamvean

sīd, it wȏz az if sum leviŋz ov ðe ȃfter-glo had bēn

entangeld amuŋ ðe kragz and frozen kertānz ov sno. Az ðe

glꝏm depend, ðat glo britend and spred, fĭliŋ a rift

ðat sēmd tꝏ go intꝏ ðe mȣntān.


"It iz bekȏz ov us," sed Dʒus, in a lo vƣs. "Ʃe iz afīr

wið ekspektaʃon ov us."


No sȣnd wȏz ðȇr sāv ov ðȇr breþ kŭmiŋ and goiŋ, and

ov ðe strōks ov Dʒŭsez aks, and ov ðe tʃips ov īs tʃinkiŋ

dȣnwordz intꝏ silens az he kut ðȇr wa aloŋ ðe ridʒ. And

ĕver briter, az nīt fel, bernd ðat strāndʒ sunset līt

abuv ðem. Pĕrilȣs klimiŋ it wȏz for fifte fēt or mœr

from ðe ridʒ, for ða had no rōp, ðe wa wȏz hard tꝏ se,

and ðe roks wer stēp and īst and ĕvere ledʒ dēp in sno.

Yet kām ða sāf at leŋþ up bi a stēp ʃort gŭle tꝏ ðe

gŭlēz hed ƕȇr it widend tꝏ ðat rift ov ðe wundrȣs

līt. Hēr mīt tꝏ wȏk abrest, and Lord Dʒus and Lord

Brandox Dahȃ tʊk ðȇr wĕponz and enterd abrest intꝏ ðe

rift. Mivarʃ wȏz fān tꝏ kȏl tꝏ ðem, but he wȏz spētʃles.




He kām ȃfter, klōs at ðȇr hēlz līk a dog.


For sum wa ðe bed ov ðe kāv ran upwordz, ðen dipt at a

dʒentel slōp dēp intꝏ ðe mȣntān. Ðe ȇr wȏz kōld, yet worm

ȃfter ðe frozen ȇr wĭðȣt. Ðe rōz-red līt ʃon worm on

ðe wȏlz and flœr ov ðat păsādʒ, but nun mīt sa ƕens

it ʃon. Strāndʒ skulptʃūrz glĭmerd overhed, bʊl-hĕded

men, stagz wið human fasez, mămoþs, and behemoþs ov ðe

flud: vȃst formz and unsertān karvd in ðe lĭviŋ rok. For

ȣrz Dʒus and hiz kompanyonz perʃūd ðȇr wa, wīndiŋ

dȣnword, lꝏziŋ ȏl sens ov norþ and sȣþ. Lĭtel bi lĭtel

ðe līt faded, and ȃfter an ȣr or tꝏ ða went in

darknes: yet not in ŭter darknes, but az ov a starles nīt

in sŭmer ƕȇr ȏl nīt loŋ twilīt lingerz. Ða went a

soft pās, for fēr ov pitfȏlz in ðe wa.


Ȃfter a ƕīl Dʒus hȏlted and snift ðe ȇr. "I smel

nu-mōn ha," he sed, "and flȣer-sents. Iz ðis mi fantase,

or kanst ðȣ smel ðem tꝏ?"


"I, and hav smelt it ðis hȃf-ȣr pȃst," ȃnserd Brandox

Dahȃ; "ȏlso ðe păsādʒ wideneþ befœr us, and ðe rꝏf ov it

goeþ hier az we dʒerne."


"Ðis," sed Dʒus, "iz a grāt wunder."


Ða fȇrd onword, and in a ƕīl ðe slōp slăkend, and ða

felt lꝏs stōnz and grit benēþ ðȇr fēt, and in a ƕīl

soft erþ. Ða bent dȣn and tutʃt ðe erþ, and ðȇr wȏz

grȃs groiŋ, and nīt-dʒu on ðe grȃs, and dazēz fōlded

up aslēp. A brʊk tinkeld on ðe rīt. So ða krost ðat

mĕdo in ðe dark, until ða stʊd belo a ʃădoe mas ðat

bulkt big abuv ðem. In a blīnd wȏl so hi ðe top wȏz

swȏlōd up in ðe darknes a gāt stʊd open. Ða krost

ðat þrĕʃōld and pȃst þrꝏ a pāvd kœrt ðat klankt

under ðȇr tred. Befœr ðem a flīt ov steps went up tꝏ

fōldiŋ dœrz under an artʃwa.


Lord Brandox Dahȃ felt Mivarʃ pluk him bi ðe slēv. Ðe

lĭtel manz tēþ wer tʃăteriŋ tʊgĕðer in hiz hed for

tĕror. Brandox Dahȃ smīld and pʊt an arm abȣt him. Dʒus had

hiz fʊt on ðe loest step.


In ðat instant kām a sȣnd ov muzik plaiŋ, but ov ƕȏt

instruments ða mīt not ges. Grāt þunderiŋ kordz began

it, līk trumpets kȏliŋ tꝏ bătel, ferst hi, ðen lo, ðen

ʃŭderiŋ dȣn tꝏ silens; ðen ðat grāt kȏl agān,

sȣndiŋ defians. Ðen ðe kēz tʊk nu vƣsez, gropiŋ in

darknes, riziŋ tꝏ păʃonāt lament, hŏveriŋ and diiŋ awa

on ðe wind, until nȏt remānd but a rōl az ov mŭfeld




þunder, loŋ, lo, kwiet, but mĕnasiŋ il. And nȣ ȣt ov ðe

darknes ov ðat indukʃon berst a mite form, þre ponderȣs

blōz, az ov brakerz ðat plundʒ and strīk on a dĕzolāt

ʃœr; a pȏz; ðōz blōz agān; a grīndiŋ pȏz; a rŭʃiŋ

ov wiŋz, az ov Furēz stemiŋ up from ðe pit; anŭðer flīt

ov ðem dredfʊl in its deliberaʃon; ðen a wīld ruʃ upword

and a swꝏpiŋ agān; konfuʒon ov hel, rādʒiŋ serpents

blaziŋ þrꝏ nīt ski. Ðen on a sŭden ȣt ov a distant

ke, a swēt mĕlode, loŋ-drȏn and klēr, līk a blāz ov lo

sunʃīn pērsiŋ ðe dust-klȣdz abuv a bătel-fēld. Ðis

wȏz but an interlūd tꝏ ðe tĕror ov ðe grāt mān þēm ðat

kām in tʃumultʃuȣs strīdz up agān from ðe dēps, stormiŋ tꝏ

a grand klimakterik ov fure and pȃsiŋ awa intꝏ silens. Nȣ

kām a mādʒestik fĭgūr, stātle and kȃlm, born ov ðat tĕror,

lediŋ tꝏ it agān: batliŋz ov ðēz þēmz in mĕne kēz,

and at lȃst ðe grāt trĭpel blo, þunderiŋ in nu streŋþ,

krŭʃiŋ ȏl dʒƣ and swētnes az wið a mās ov īrn,

băteriŋ ðe rꝏts ov līf intꝏ a dʒĕneral ruin. But even in

ðe mān strīd ov its ȣtrādʒ and tĕror, ðat grāt pȣer

sēmd tꝏ ʃrĭvel. Ðe þunder-blȃsts kraʃt wēkleer, ðe

harʃ blōz răteld ari, and ðe vȃst frām ov konkwest and

destrƣiŋ violens sank dȣn pantiŋ, tŏterd and rumbeld

ingloreȣsle intꝏ silens.


Līk men held in a trȃns ðōz lordz ov Demonland lĭsend tꝏ

ðe lȃst ĕkōz ov ðe grāt sad kord ƕȇr ðat muzik had

brēðd ȣt its hart, az if ðe vĕre hart ov rȏþ wer

broken. But ðis wȏz not ðe end. Kōld and serēn az sum

tʃāst verdʒin vȣd tꝏ ðe Godz, wið klēr īz ƕitʃ se

nȏt belo hi hĕven, a kwiet mĕlode rōz from ðat grāv

ov tĕror. Wēk it sēmd at ferst, a lĭtel þiŋ ȃfter ðat

kataklizm; a lĭtel þiŋ, līk spriŋz ferst bud pepiŋ

ȃfter ðe blȃstiŋ rān ov kōld and īs. Yet it wȏkt

undismād, găðeriŋ az it went bute and pȣer. And on a

sŭden ðe fōldiŋ dœrz swuŋ open, ʃĕdiŋ a flud ov

rādʒans dȣn ðe stȇrz.


Lord Dʒus and Lord Brandox Dahȃ wȏtʃt, az men wȏtʃ for a

star tꝏ rīz, ðat rādʒant portal. And līk a star indēd, or

līk ðe trankwil mꝏn aperiŋ, ða beheld ȃfter a ƕīl wun

krȣnd līk a Kwēn wið a diadem ov lĭtel klȣdz ðat sēmd

stolen from ðe mȣntān sunset, skăteriŋ soft bēmz ov roze

brītnes. Ʃe stʊd alōn under ðat mite portiko wið its

vȃst ʃădoe formz ov wiŋd lionz in ʃiniŋ stōn blak az

dʒet. Ūþfʊl ʃe sēmd, az wun ðat haþ but dʒust bĭden

ādʒu tꝏ tʃīldhʊd, wið grāv swēt lips and grāv blak īz

and hȇr līk ðe nīt. Lĭtel blak martlets pertʃt on her

iðer ʃōlder, and a dŭzen mœr skimd ðe ȇr abuv her

hed, so swift ov wiŋ ðat skȇrsle ðe i mīt fŏlo ðem.

Mēntīm, ðat dĕlikāt and simpel mĕlode mȣnted from hīt




tꝏ hīt, until in a ƕīl it bernd wið ȏl ðe fīrz ov

sŭmer, bernd az sŭmer tꝏ ðe ŭtermōst ember, fērs and

kompulsīv in its riot ov luv and bute. So ðat, befœr ðe

lȃst triumfant kordz dīd dȣn in silens, ðat muzik had

brȏt bak tꝏ Dʒus ȏl ðe glœrēz ov ðe mȣntānz, ðe

sunset fīrz on Koʃtrȃ Belorn, ðe ferst grāt revelaʃon ov

ðe pēks from Mornȃ Morunȃ; and over ȏl ðēz, az ðe spĭrit

ov ðat muzik tꝏ ðe i mād mănifest, ðe ĭmādʒ ov ðat Kwēn

so blĕsed-fȇr in her ūþ and her klēr brȣz swēt sŏlem

respekt and prŏmīs: in ĕvere līn and pōz ov her fȇr form,

verdʒinal dānte az a flȣer, and kindeld from wĭðinword az

nĕver flȣer wȏz wið ðat divĭnite befœr ðe fās ov ƕitʃ

spētʃ and soŋ fȏl silent and men ma but katʃ ðȇr breþ

and werʃip.


Ƕen ʃe spōk, it wȏz wið a vƣs līk kristal: "Þanks be

and prāz tꝏ ðe blĕsed Godz. For lo, ðe yērz depart, and

ðe fated yērz briŋ fœrþ az ðe Godz ordān. And ye be ðōz

ðat wer for tꝏ kum."


Ʃūrle ðōz grāt lordz ov Demonland stʊd līk lĭtel bƣz

befœr her. Ʃe sed agān, "Ar not ye Lord Dʒus and Lord

Brandox Dahȃ ov Demonland, kum up tꝏ me bi ðe wa band tꝏ

ȏl mortalz els, kum up intꝏ Koʃtrȃ Belorn?"


Ðen ȃnserd Lord Dʒus for ðem bōþ and sed, "Ʃūrle, O

Kwēn Sofonizbȃ, we be ða ðȣ nāmst."


Nȣ ðe Kwēn kărēd ðem intꝏ her pălās, and intꝏ a grāt

hȏl ƕȇr wȏz her þrōn and stāt. Ðe pĭlarz ov ðe hȏl

wer az vȃst tȣerz, and ðȇr wer gălerēz abuv ðem, tēr

ŭpon tēr, riziŋ hier ðan sīt kʊd rētʃ or ðe līt ov

ðe dʒentel lamps in ðȇr standz ðat lited ðe tabelz and

ðe flœr. Ðe wȏlz and ðe pĭlarz wer ov a somber stōn

unpŏliʃt, and on ðe wȏlz strāndʒ portrātʃūrz: lionz,

drăgonz, nĭkerz ov ðe se, spred-egelz, ĕlefants, swȏnz,

unikornz, and ŭðer, līvle mād and ritʃle set fœrþ wið

kureȣs kŭlorz ov pāntiŋ: ȏl ov dʒiant sīz beỾond ðe

ekspereens ov human kīnd so ðat tꝏ be in ðat hȏl wȏz az it

wer tꝏ ʃelter in a smȏl spot ov līt and līf, kănopēd,

vȏlted, and embrāst bi ðe serkumambeent ŭnōn.


Ðe Kwēn sāt on her þrōn ðat wȏz brīt līk ðe fās ov a

rĭver rŭfeld wið wind under a silver mꝏn. Sāv for ðōz

lĭtel martlets ʃe wȏz ŭnatended. Ʃe mād ðōz lordz ov

Demonland sit dȣn befœr her fās, and ðȇr wer brȏt

fœrþ bi ðe ādʒense ov unsēn handz tabelz befœr ðem and

prĕʃȣs dĭʃez fild wið ŭnōn viandz. And ðȇr plād a

soft muzik, mād in ðe ȇr bi ƕȏt unsēn art ða nu not.




Ðe Kwēn sed, "Behōld, ambroʒȃ ƕitʃ ðe Godz dꝏ ēt and

nektar ƕitʃ ða drink; on ƕitʃ mēt and wīn miself dꝏ fēd,

bi ðe bȣnte ov ðe blĕsed Godz. And ðe savor ðarov

wereeþ not, and ðe glo ðarov and ðe perfūm ðarov

dieþ not for ĕver."


So ða tāsted ov ðe ambroʒȃ, ðat wȏz ƕīt tꝏ lʊk on and

krisp tꝏ ðe tꝏþ and swēt, and beiŋ eten revīvd streŋþ

in ðe bŏde mœr ðan a serfēt ov bʊloks fleʃ, and ov ðe

nektar ðat wȏz ȏl afōm and kŭlord līk ðe inmost fīrz ov

sunset. Ʃūrle sumƕȏt ov ðe pēs ov ðe Godz wȏz in ðat

nektar divīn.


Ðe Kwēn sed, "Tel me, ƕi ar ye kum?"


Dʒus ȃnserd, "Ʃūrle ðȇr wȏz a drēm sent me, O Kwēn

Sofonizbȃ, þrꝏ ðe gāt ov horn, and it bad me inkwīr

hĭðer ȃfter him I mōst dezīr, for wȏnt ov ƕꝏm mi ƕōl sōl

langwĭʃeþ in soro ðis yēr gon bi: even ȃfter mi dēr

brŭðer, ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko."


Hiz werdz sēst in hiz þrōt. For wið ðe spekiŋ ov ðat

nām ðe ferm fabrik ov ðe pălās kwĭverd līk ðe lēvz ov

a forest under a sŭden skwȏl. Kŭlor went from ðe sēn,

līk ðe blud tʃāst from a manz fās bi fēr, and ȏl wȏz ov

a pălid hu, līk ðe landskāp ƕitʃ wun behōldz ov a brīt

sŭmer da ȃfter liiŋ wið īz klōzd for a spās fās-upword

under ðe blaziŋ sun: ȏl gra and kōld, ðe worm kŭlorz

bernt tꝏ ăʃez. Wĭðȏl, fŏlōd ðe aperans ov hātfʊl

lĭtel krētʃūrz ĭʃuiŋ from ðe dʒƣnts ov ðe paviŋ stōnz

and ðe grāt bloks ov ðe wȏlz and pĭlarz: sum līk

grȃshŏperz wið human hedz and wiŋz ov flīz, sum līk

fĭʃez wið stiŋz in ðȇr tālz, sum fat līk tōdz, sum

līk ēlz a-rigliŋ wið pŭpe-dogz hedz and ăsez ērz:

lōþle wunz, eksīlz ov glœre, skale and obsēn.


Ðe horor pȃst. Kŭlor reternd. Ðe Kwēn sat līk a graven

statʃu, her lips parted. Ȃfter a ƕīl ʃe sed wið a ʃaken

vƣs, lo and wið dȣnkȃst īz, "Serz, u demȃnd ov me a

vĕre strāndʒ măter, sutʃ az ƕȇrwið nĕver hĭðertꝏ I hav

bēn akwānted. Az u ar nobel, I besētʃ u spēk not ðat

nām agān. In ðe nām ov ðe blĕsed Godz, spēk it not

agān."


Lord Dʒus wȏz silent. Nȏt gʊd wer hiz þȏts wĭðin him.


In dʒu tīm a lĭtel martlet bi ðe Kwēnz komȃnd brȏt

ðem tꝏ ðȇr bed-tʃāmberz. And ðȇr in grāt bedz soft and

frāgrant ða went tꝏ rest.


Dʒus wākt loŋ in ðe dȣtfʊl līt, trŭbeld at hart. At




leŋþ he fel intꝏ a trŭbeld slēp. Ðe glĭmer ov ðe lamps

mingeld wið hiz drēmz and hiz drēmz wið it, so ðat skȇrs

he wist ƕĕðer aslēp or wakiŋ he beheld ðe wȏlz ov ðe

bed-tʃāmber dispart in sunder, diskloziŋ a prospekt ov vȃst

pȃþs ov mꝏnlīt, and a sŏlitare mȣntān pēk standiŋ naked

ȣt ov a se ov klȣd ðat glēmd ƕīt benēþ ðe mꝏn. It

sēmd tꝏ him ðat ðe pȣer ov flīt wȏz ŭpon him, and ðat

he flu tꝏ ðat mȣntān and huŋ in ȇr behōldiŋ it nēr at

hand, and a serkel az ðe aperans ov fīr rȣnd abȣt it,

and on ðe sŭmit ov ðe mȣntān ðe līknes ov a berg or

sĭtadel ov brȃs ðat wȏz grēn wið eld and serfās-băterd

bi ðe frosts and windz ov ādʒez. On ðe bătelments wȏz ðe

aperans ov a grāt kumpane bōþ men and wĭmen, nĕver stil,

nȣ wȏkiŋ on ðe wȏl wið handz lifted up az in suplikaʃon

tꝏ ðe kristal lamps ov hĕven, nȣ flĭŋiŋ ðemselvz on

ðȇr nēz or leniŋ agānst ðe brazen bătelments tꝏ bĕre

ðȇr fasez in ðȇr handz, or standiŋ at gāz az

nīt-wȏkerz gaziŋ intꝏ ðe vƣd. Sum sēmd men ov wor, and

sum grāt kœrtʃerz bi ðȇr kostle apărel, rulerz and kiŋz

and kiŋz dȏterz, grāv bērded kȣnselorz, ūþs and

madenz and krȣnd kwēnz. And ƕen ða went, and ƕen ða

stʊd, and ƕen ða sēmd tꝏ kri alȣd bĭterle, ȏl wȏz

nƣzles even az ðe tꝏm, and ðe fasez ov ðōz mœrnerz

pălid az a ded korps iz pălid.


Ðen it sēmd tꝏ Dʒus ðat he beheld a kēp ov brȃs

flat-rꝏft standiŋ on ðe rīt, a lĭtel hier ðan ðe

wȏlz, wið bătelments abȣt ðe rꝏf. He strōv tꝏ kri alȣd,

but it wȏz az if sum dĕvil gript hiz þrōt stīfliŋ him,

for no sȣnd kām. For in ðe midst ov ðe rꝏf, az it wer on

a bentʃ ov stōn, wȏz ðe aperans ov wun rekliniŋ; hiz tʃin

restiŋ in hiz grāt rīt hand, hiz elbo on an arm ov ðe

bentʃ, hiz klōk abȣt him gordʒȣs wið kloþ ov gōld, hiz

ponderȣs tꝏ-handed sœrd besīd him wið its hart-ʃāpt

rube pŏmel darkle resplendent in ðe mꝏnlīt. Nȏt

ŭðerwīz lʊkt he ðan ƕen Dʒus lȃst beheld him, on ðȇr

ʃip befœr ðe darknes swȏlōd ðem; ōnle ðe rŭde hūz ov

līf sēmd departed from him, and hiz brȣ sēmd klȣded wið

soro. Hiz i met hiz brŭðerz, but wið no lʊk ov

rekognĭʃon, gaziŋ az if on sum far pƣnt in ðe dēps beỾond

ðe star-ʃīn. It sēmd tꝏ Dʒus ðat even so wʊd he hav

lʊkt tꝏ fīnd hiz brŭðer Gōldre az he nȣ fȣnd him; hiz hed

unbent for ȏl ðe tĭrane ov ðōz dark pȣerz ðat held him

in kaptĭvite: kepiŋ līk a God hiz paʃent vidʒil, hēdles

alīk ov ðe laments ov ðem ðat ʃȇrd hiz prĭzon and ov ðe

mĕnās ov ðe hȣsles nīt abȣt him.


Ðe vĭʒon pȃst; and Lord Dʒus persēvd himself in hiz bed

agān, ðe kōld morniŋ līt steliŋ betwēn ðe hăŋiŋz ov




ðe windōz and dĭmiŋ ðe soft rādʒans ov ðe lamps.


****


Nȣ for sĕven dāz ða dwelt in ðat pălās. No lĭviŋ þiŋ

ða enkȣnterd sāv ōnle ðe Kwēn and her lĭtel martlets,

but ȏl þiŋz dezirȣs wer mĭnisterd untꝏ ðem bi unsēn

handz and ȏl rƣal entertānment. Yet wȏz Lord Dʒus hĕve at

hart, for az often az he wʊd kwestʃon ðe Kwēn ov Gōldre,

so ʃe wʊd ĕver pʊt him bi, praiŋ him ernestle not a

sĕkond tīm tꝏ pronȣns ðat nām ov tĕror. At lȃst, wȏkiŋ

wið her alōn in ðe kꝏl ov ðe eveniŋ on a trŏden pȃþ ov

a mĕdo ƕȇr asfodel gru and ŭðer hole flȣerz besīd a

kwiet strēm, he sed, "So it iz, O Kwēn Sofonizbȃ, ðat ƕen

ferst I kām hĭðer and spāk wið ðe I wel þȏt ðat bi

ðe mi măter ʃʊd be wel sped. And didst not ðȣ ðen

prŏmīs me ði gʊdnes and grās from ðe ðarȃfter?"


"Ðis iz vĕre tru," sed ðe Kwēn.


"Ðen ƕi," sed he, "ƕen I wʊd kwestʃon ðe ov ðat I māk

mōst stœr ov, wilt ðȣ ȏlwāz daf me and pʊt me bi?"


Ʃe wȏz silent, hăŋiŋ her hed. He lʊkt sīdloŋ for a

mĭnūt at her swēt profīl, ðe grāv klēr līnz ov her mȣþ

and tʃin. "Ov ƕꝏm must I inkwīr," he sed, "if not ov ðe,

ƕitʃ art Kwēn in Koʃtrȃ Belorn and must no ðis þiŋ?"


Ʃe stopt and fāst him wið dark īz ðat wer līk a

tʃīldz for ĭnosens and līk a Godz for splendor. "Mi lord,

ðat I hav pʊt ðe of, askrīb it not tꝏ evil intent. Ðat

wer an ŭnatʃural part indēd in me untꝏ u ov Demonland ƕꝏ

hav fʊlfild ðe wērd and set me fre agān tꝏ vĭzit agān

ðe werld ov men ƕitʃ I so mutʃ dezīr, despīt ȏl mi sorōz

I ðȇr fʊlfild in elder tīm. Or ʃal I forget u ar at

enmite wið ðe wĭked hȣs ov Witʃland, and ðȇrfœr duble

pledʒd mi frendz?"


"Ðat ðe event must prꝏv, O Kwēn," sed Lord Dʒus.


"O sȏ ye Mornȃ Morunȃ?" krīd ʃe. "Sȏ ye it in ðe

wildernes?" And ƕen he lʊkt on her stil dark and

mistrustfʊl, ʃe sed, "Iz ðis forgot? And mĕþȏt it ʃʊd

be menʃon and remembrans mād ðarov untꝏ ðe end ov ðe

werld. I pra ðe, mi lord, ƕȏt ādʒ art ðȣ?"


"I hav lʊkt ŭpon ðis werld," ȃnserd Lord Dʒus, "for

þrīs ten yērz."


"And I," sed ðe Kwēn, "but sĕventēn sŭmerz. Yet ðat sām




ādʒ had I ƕen ðȣ wȏst born, and ði grandsīr befœr ðe,

and hiz befœr him. For ðe Godz gāv me ūþ for ĕver mœr,

ƕen ða brȏt me hĭðer ȃfter ðe relm-rāp ðat befel

ȣr hȣs, and lodʒd me in ðis mȣntān."


Ʃe pȏzd, and stʊd moʃonles, her handz klȃspt lītle

befœr her, her hed bent, her fās ternd a lĭtel awa so

ðat he sȏ ōnle ðe ƕīt kerv ov her nek and her tʃēks

soft ȣtlīn. Ȏl ðe ȇr wȏz fʊl ov sunset, ðo no sun wȏz

ðȇr, but a skăterd splendor ōnle, ʃed from ðe hi rꝏf

ov rok ðat wȏz līk a ski abuv ðem self-efuldʒent. Vĕre

softle ʃe began agān tꝏ spēk, ðe kristal aksents ov her

vƣs sȣndiŋ līk ðe fānt nōts ov a bel bœrn from a

grāt wa of on ðe kwiet ȇr ov a sŭmer eveniŋ. "Ʃūrle

tīm pȃst iz gon bi līk a ʃădo sins ðōz dāz, ƕen I wȏz

Kwēn in Mornȃ Morunȃ, dwĕliŋ ðȇr wið mi lade mŭðer and

ðe prinsez mi kŭzinz in pēs and dʒƣ. Until Gorīs 𝟥. kām

ȣt ov ðe norþ, ðe grāt Kiŋ ov Witʃland, deziriŋ tꝏ

eksplœr ðēz mȣntānz, for hiz prīd sāk and hiz insolent

hart; ƕitʃ kost him dēr. Twȏz on an eveniŋ ov erle sŭmer

we beheld him and hiz fōk rīd over ðe flȣeriŋ mĕdōz ov

ðe Morunȃ. Nōble wȏz he entertānd bi us, and ƕen we nu

ƕȏt wa he ment tꝏ go, we kȣnseld him tern bak, and ðe

mantikorz must tȇr him if he went. But he mokt at ȣr

advizōz, and on ðe moro departed, he and hiz, bi wa ov

Ompren Edʒ. And nĕver agān wer ða sēn ov lĭviŋ man.


"Ðat had bēn smȏl los; but herov ðȇr befel a grāt and

horibel mistʃēf. For in ðe spriŋ ov ðe yēr kām Gorīs

𝟦. wið a grāt arme ȣt ov wȏteriʃ Witʃland, saiŋ wið

open mȣþ ov defamaʃon ðat we wer ðe ded Kiŋz

merðererz: we ðat wer pēsfʊl fōk, and wʊd not entertān

an akʃon ʃʊd kȏl us vĭlān for ȏl ðe welþ ov Impland.

In ðe nīt ða kām, ƕen ȏl we sāv ðe sentinelz ŭpon ðe

wȏlz wer in ȣr bedz sekūr in a kwiet konʃens. Ða tʊk

ðe prinsez mi kŭzinz and ȏl ȣr men, and befœr ȣr īz

mōst kruele merðerd ðem. So ðat mi mŭðer seiŋ ðēz

þiŋz fel sŭdenle intꝏ dedle swꝏniŋz and wȏz prĕzentle

ded. And ðe Kiŋ komȃnded ðem bern ðe hȣs wið fīr, and

he brāk dȣn ðe hole ȏltarz ov ðe Godz, and defīld ðȇr

hi plasez. And untꝏ me ðat wȏz yuŋ and fȇr tꝏ lʊk on he

gāv ðis tʃƣs, tꝏ go wið him and be hiz slāv, ŭðer els

tꝏ be kȃst dȣn from ðe Edʒ and ȏl mi bōnz be broken.

Ʃūrle I tʃōz ðis rȃðer. But ðe Godz, ðat dꝏ help ĕvere

rītfʊl tru kȏz, mād līt mi fȏl, and gided me hĭðer

sāf þrꝏ ȏl pĕrilz ov hīt and kōld and răveniŋ bēsts,

grȃntiŋ me ūþ and pēsfʊl dāz for ĕver, hēr on ðe

borderland betwēn ðe lĭviŋ and ðe ded.




"And ðe Godz blu ŭpon ȏl ðe land ov ðe Morunȃ in ðe fīr

ov ðȇr rȏþ, tꝏ māk it dĕzolāt, and man and bēst kut of

ðȇrfrom, for a witnes ov ðe wĭked dēdz ov Gorīs ðe

Kiŋ, even az Gorīs ðe Kiŋ mād dĕzolāt ȣr lĭtel kȃsel

and ȣr plĕzant plasez. Ðe fās ov ðe land wȏz lifted up tꝏ

hi ȇrz ƕȇr frosts dꝏ dwel, so ðat ðe klifs ov Ompren

Edʒ dȣn ƕitʃ ye kām ar ten tīmz ðe hīt ða wer ƕen

Gorīs 𝟥. kām dȣn ðem. So wȏz an end ov flȣerz on ðe

Morunȃ, and an end ðȇr ov spriŋ and ov sŭmer dāz for

ĕver."


Ðe Kwēn sēst spekiŋ, and Lord Dʒus wȏz silent for a

spās, grātle marveliŋ.


"Dʒudʒ nȣ," sed ʃe, "if yor fōz be not mi fōz. It iz not

hĭden from me, mi lord, ðat u dēm me but a lūkworm frend

and no helper at ȏl in yor enterprīz. Yet hav I sēst not

sins ye wer hēr tꝏ sertʃ and tꝏ inkwīr, and sent mi lĭtel

martlets west and ēst and sȣþ and norþ ȃfter tidiŋz ov him

ðȣ nāmdst. Ða ar swift, even az wĭŋe þȏts serkliŋ

ðe stabliʃt werld; and ða reternd tꝏ me on were wiŋz,

yet wið nĕver a werd ov ði grāt kinzman."


Dʒus lʊkt at her īz ðat wer mƣst wið tērz. Trūþ sat

in ðem līk an āndʒel. "O Kwēn," he krīd, "ƕi nēd ði

lĭtel minyonz skȣr ðe werld, ƕen mi brŭðer iz hēr in

Koʃtrȃ Belorn?"


Ʃe ʃʊk her hed, saiŋ, "Ðis I wil swȇr tꝏ ðe, ðȇr

haþ no mortal kum up intꝏ Koʃtrȃ Belorn sāv ōnle ðe and

ði kompanyonz ðēz tꝏ hundred yērz."


But Dʒus sed agān, "Mi brŭðer iz hēr in Koʃtrȃ Belorn.

Mīn īz beheld him ðat ferst nīt, hedʒd abȣt wið fīrz.

And he iz held kaptīv on a tȣer ov brȃs on a pēk ov a

mȣntān."


"Ðȇr be no mȣntānz hēr," sed ʃe, "sāv ðis in ƕꝏz

wꝏm we hav ȣr dwĕliŋ."


"Yet so I beheld mi brŭðer," sed Dʒus, "under ðe ƕīt bēmz

ov ðe fʊl mꝏn."


"Ðȇr iz no mꝏn hēr," sed ðe Kwēn.


So Lord Dʒus reherst tꝏ her hiz vĭʒon ov ðe nīt, tĕliŋ

her pƣnt tꝏ pƣnt ov ĕverĭþiŋ. Ʃe harkend grāvle, and

ƕen he had dun, trembeld a lĭtel and sed, "Ðis iz a

mistere, mi lord, beỾond mi rezoluʃon."




Ʃe fel silent ăƕīl. Ðen ʃe began tꝏ sa in a huʃt

vƣs, az if ðe vĕre werdz and breþ mīt brēd sum

dredfʊl măter: "Taken up in a sendiŋ malefĭʃal bi Kiŋ

Gorīs 𝟣𝟤. So it haþ ĕver bēn, ðat ƕensoĕver ðȇr dieþ

wun ov ðe hȣs ov Gorīs ðȇr rizeþ up anŭðer in hiz

sted, and so from streŋþ tꝏ streŋþ. And deþ wekeneþ

not ðis hȣs ov Witʃland, but līk ðe dandelion wēd beiŋ

kut dȣn and brūzd it sprĭŋeþ up ðe stronger. Dust ðȣ

no ƕi?"


He ȃnserd, "No."


"Ðe blĕsed Godz," sed ʃe, spekiŋ yet loer, "hav ʃōn

me mĕne hĭden măterz ƕitʃ ðe sunz ov men no not niðer

imadʒīn. Behōld ðis mistere. Ðȇr iz but Wun Gorīs. And bi

ðe favor ov hĕven (ðat mꝏveþ sumtīmz in a măner ȣr

wēk dʒudʒment sekeþ in vān tꝏ dʒustifi) ðis kruel and evil

Wun, ĕvere tīm ƕĕðer bi ðe sœrd or in ðe fʊlnes ov hiz

yērz he kŭmeþ tꝏ di, departeþ ðe lĭviŋ sōl and spĭrit ov

him intꝏ a nu and sȣnd bŏde, and lĭveþ yet anŭðer līftīm

tꝏ veks and tꝏ opres ðe werld, until ðat bŏde di, and ðe

nekst in hiz tern, and so kontĭnuale; hăviŋ ðus in a măner

līf eternal."


Dʒus sed, "Ði diskœrs, O Kwēn Sofonizbȃ, iz in a strān

abuv mortălite. Ðis iz a grāt wunder ðȣ telst me;

ƕarov sum lĭtel part I gest afœrtīm, but ðe mān I

nu not. Rītfꝏle, hăviŋ sutʃ a tīmles līf, ðis Kiŋ

wareþ on hiz þum ðat werm Ꝏroboros ƕitʃ doktorz hav

from ov ōld mād for an ensampel ov eternite, ƕarov ðe end

iz ĕver at ðe bĕgĭniŋ and ðe bĕgĭniŋ at ðe end for ĕver

mœr."


"Se ðen ðe hardnes ov ðe þiŋ," sed ðe Kwēn. "But I

forget not, mi lord, ðat ðȣ hast a măter nerer ðīn hart

ðan ðis: tꝏ set fre him (nām him not!) konserniŋ ƕꝏm ðȣ

didst inkwīr ov me. Tutʃiŋ ðis, no it for ði kumfort,

sum ra ov līt I se. Kwestʃon me no mœr til I hav mād

trial ðarov, lest it prꝏv but a fȏls dȏn. If it be az I

þink, tiz a trial yet abideþ ðe ʃʊd māk ðe stȣtest

blentʃ."


𝟣𝟦. Ðe Lāk ov Ravare


OV ÐE FERÐERANS GĬVEN BI KWĒN SOFONIZBȂ, FOSTERLIŊ OV ÐE




GODZ, TꝎ LORD DƷUS AND LORD BRANDOX DAHȂ; WIÐ HȢ ÐE

HĬPOGRIFS EG WȎZ HATƩT BESĪD ÐE ENTƩȂNTED LĀK, AND

ǶȎT ENSŪD ÐȆRFROM.


Nekst da ðe Kwēn kām tꝏ Lord Dʒus and Lord Brandox Dahȃ and

mād ðem go wið her, and Mivarʃ wið ðem tꝏ serv ðem,

over ðe mĕdōz and dȣn a păsādʒ līk ðat ƕȇrbi ða had

enterd ðe mȣntān, but ðis led dȣnword. "Ye ma marvel,"

ʃe sed, "tꝏ se dalīt in ðe hart ov ðis grāt mȣntān.

Yet it iz but ðe hĭden werk ov Nātʃūr. For ðe rāz ov ðe

sun, strikiŋ ȏl da ŭpon Koʃtrȃ Belorn and ŭpon her rōb ov

sno, sink intꝏ ðe sno līk wȏter, and so sokiŋ þrꝏ ðe

sēkret plasez ov ðe roks ʃīn agān in ðis hŏlo tʃāmber

ƕȇr we dwel and in ðēz păsādʒez kleft bi ðe Godz tꝏ giv

us ȣr goiŋz ȣt and ȣr kŭmiŋz in. And az sunset fŏloeþ

brȏd da wið kŭlord fīrz, and mꝏnlīt or darknes

fŏloeþ sunset, and dȏn fŏloeþ nīt ŭʃeriŋ ðe brīt

da wuns mœr, so ðēz tʃāndʒez ov ðe dark and līt suksēd

wun anŭðer wĭðin ðe mȣntān."


Ða pȃst on, ĕver dȣnword, til ȃfter mĕne ȣrz ða kām

sŭdenle fœrþ intꝏ dazliŋ sunlīt. Ða stʊd at a kāvz

mȣþ on a bētʃ ov sand ƕīt and klēn, ðat wȏz lapt bi

ðe rĭpelz ov a săfīr lāk: a grāt lāk, sōn wið ilets

krăge and lukʃureant wið trēz and flȣeriŋ grōþs.

Mĕne-armd wȏz ðe lāk, wīndiŋ ĕverĭƕȇr in sēkret rētʃez

behīnd prŏmontœrēz ðat wer sperz ov ðe mȣntānz ðat held

it in ðȇr bʊzom: sum wʊded or grēn wið luʃ

flȣer-spangeld terf tꝏ ðe wȏterz edʒ, sum wið bȇr roks

abrupt from ðe wȏter, sum krȣnd wið rŭged līnz ov krag

ðat sent dȣn skre-slōps intꝏ ðe lāk belo. It wȏz

mid-ȃfternꝏn, swēt-ȇrd, a da ov dăpeld klȣd-ʃădōz and

tʃāndʒiŋ līts. Ƕīt berdz serkeld abuv ðe lāk, and nȣ

and ðen a kiŋfĭʃer flaʃt bi līk a strēk ov ăʒūr flām.

Ðat wȏz a westword fasiŋ bētʃ, at ðe end ov a hedland ðat

ran dȣn klōðd wið pīn-forests wið open primrōz glādz

from a sper ov Koʃtrȃ Belorn. Norþword ðe tꝏ grāt

mȣntānz stʊd at ðe hed ov a strāt năro văle ðat

ran up tꝏ ðe Gāts ov Zimeamveȃ. Vȃster ða sēmd ðan ðe

Demonz had yet beheld ðem, ʃoiŋ at but siks or sĕven mīlz

distans a klēr sikstēn þȣzand fēt abuv ðe lāk. Nor from

ĕne ŭðer pƣnt ov prospekt wer ða mœr luvle tꝏ behōld:

Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ līk an egel armd, ʃădoiŋ wið wiŋz,

and Koʃtrȃ Belorn az a Gŏdes fȏlen a-dremiŋ, graʃȣs az

ðe morniŋ star ov hĕven. Wundrȣs brīt wer ðȇr snōz in

ðe sunʃīn, yet gōstle and unsubstanʃal tꝏ vu sēn

þrꝏ ðe haze sŭmer ȇr. Ŏlīv trēz, gra and

soft-ȣtlīnd līk embŏdēd mist, gru in ðe loer vălēz;




wʊdz ov ōk and bertʃ and ĕvere forest tre klōðd ðe

slōps; and in ðe wormer fōldz ov ðe mȣntān sīdz belts ov

kreme rododendronz străgeld upwordz even tꝏ ðe morānz

abuv ðe loer glaʃerz and ðe vĕre mardʒin ov ðe snōz.


Ðe Kwēn wȏtʃt Lord Dʒus az hiz gāz mꝏvd tꝏ ðe left pȃst

Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ, pȃst ðe blunt loer krest ov Gōgleo, tꝏ a

grāt lōnle pēk mĕne mīlz distant ðat frȣnd over ðe ritʃ

māz ov nerer ridʒez ƕitʃ stʊd abuv ðe lāk. Its sŭðern

ʃōlder swept in a loŋ mādʒestik līn ov klifs up tꝏ a klēn

ʃarp sŭmit; norþword it fel stēpleer awa. Lĭtel sno

huŋ on ðe ʃēr rok fasez, sāv ƕȇr ðe gŭlēz kleft

ðem. For grās and bute skȇrs mīt Koʃtrȃ Belorn herself

serpȃs ðat pēk: but tĕribel it lʊkt, and az a manʃon ov

ōld nīt, ðat not hi nꝏn-da kʊd ƕole dispozes ov

darknes.


"Ðȇr standeþ a mȣntān grāt and fȇr," sed Lord Brandox

Dahȃ, "ƕitʃ wȏz hid in a klȣd ƕen we wer on ðe hi

ridʒez. It haþ ðe lʊk ov a grāt bēst kȣtʃant."


Stil ðe Kwēn wȏtʃt Lord Dʒus, ƕꝏ lʊkt stil on ðat

pēk. Ðen he ternd tꝏ her, hiz handz klentʃt on ðe bŭkelz

ov hiz brest-plāts. Ʃe sed, "Wȏz it az I þink?"


He tʊk a grāt breþ. "It wȏz so I beheld it in ðe

bĕgĭniŋ," he sed, "az from ðis plās. But hēr ar we tꝏ

far of tꝏ se ðe sĭtadel ov brȃs, or no if it be trule

ðȇr." And he sed tꝏ Brandox Dahȃ, "Ðis remaneþ, ðat we

klīm ðat mȣntān."


"Ðat kan ye nĕver dꝏ," sed ðe Kwēn.


"Ðat ʃal be ʃōn," sed Brandox Dahȃ.


"List," sed ʃe. "Nāmles iz yonder mȣntān ŭpon erþ, for

until ðis ȣr, sāv ōnle for me and u, ðe i ov lĭviŋ

man haþ not lʊkt ŭpon it. But untꝏ ðe Godz it haþ a nām,

and untꝏ ðe spĭrits ov ðe blest ðat dꝏ inhăbit ðis land,

and untꝏ ðōz unhăpe sōlz ðat ar held in kaptĭvite on ðat

kōld mȣntān top: Zorȃ Rax nam Săreon, standiŋ apart abuv

ðe nƣzles līfles sno-fēldz ðat fēd ðe Săreon

glaʃerz; lōnleest and sēkretest ov ȏl erþs mȣntānz, and

mōst akerst. O mi lordz," ʃe sed, "þink not tꝏ klīm up

Zorȃ. Entʃȃntments riŋ rȣnd Zorȃ, so ðat ye ʃʊd not get

so nēr az tꝏ ðe edʒez ov ðe sno-fēldz at her fēt ȇr ruin

găðerd u."


Dʒus smīld. "O Kwēn Sofonizbȃ, lĭtel ðȣ nōst ȣr mīnd,




if ðȣ þink ðis ʃal tern us bak."


"I sa it," sed ðe Kwēn, "wið no sutʃ vān perpōs; but tꝏ

ʃo u ðe nesĕsite ov ðat wa I ʃal nȣ tel u ov,

sins wel I no ye wil not giv over ðis atempt. Tꝏ nun

sāv tꝏ a Demon derst I hav tōld it, lest hĕven ʃʊd hōld

me ȃnserabel for hiz deþ. But untꝏ u I ma wið ðe les

dāndʒer komit ðis dāndʒerȣs kȣnsel if it be tru, az I wȏz

tȏt loŋ ago, ðat ðe hĭpogrif wȏz sēn ov ōld in

Demonland."


"Ðe hĭpogrif?" sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ. "Ƕȏt els iz it

ðan ðe emblem ov ȣr grātnes? A þȣzand yērz ago ða

nested on Nĕverdāl Hȏz, and ðȇr abīd untꝏ ðis da in ðe

roks ðe prints ov ðȇr hꝏvz and tălonz. He ðat rōd it

wȏz a fœrfȃðer ov mīn and ov Lord Dʒus."


"He ðat ʃal rīd it agān," sed Kwēn Sofonizbȃ, "he ōnle

ov mortal men ma win tꝏ Zorȃ Rax, and if he be man enuf ov

hiz handz ma delĭver him we wot ov ȣt ov bondādʒ."


"O Kwēn," sed Dʒus, "sumƕȏt I no ov grămare and divīn

filŏsofe, yet must I bȣ tꝏ ðe for sutʃ lerniŋ, ðat

dwelst hēr from dʒeneraʃon tꝏ dʒeneraʃon and dust komūn

wið ðe ded. Hȣ ʃal we fīnd ðis stēd? Fu ða be, and

hi ða fli abuv ðe werld, and kum tꝏ berþ but wun in

þre hundred yērz."


Ʃe ȃnserd, "I hav an eg. In ȏl landz els must sutʃ an

eg li băren and stĕrīl, sāv in ðis land ov Zimeamveȃ

ƕitʃ iz sākred tꝏ ðe lordle rasez ov ðe ded. And ðus

kŭmeþ ðis stēd tꝏ ðe berþ: ƕen wun ov mīt and hart

beỾond ðe wōnt ov man slepeþ in ðis land wið ðe eg in

hiz bʊzom, grātle deziriŋ sum hi atʃēvment, ðe fīr ov

hiz grāt lŏŋiŋ hatʃeþ ðe eg, and ðe hĭpogrif kŭmeþ

ȣt ðȇrfrom, wēk-wiŋd at ferst az ðȣ hast sēn a

bŭterfli nu-hatʃt ȣt hiz krĭsalis. Ðen ōnle māst ðȣ

mȣnt him, and if ðȣ be man eno tꝏ tern him tꝏ ði wil he

ʃal bȇr ðe tꝏ ðe ŭtermōst parts ov erþ untꝏ ðīn

harts dezīr. But if ðȣ be ȏt les ðan gratest, bewȇr

ðat stēd, and mȣnt ōnle erþle kœrserz. For if ðȇr be

ȏt ov dros wĭðin ðe, and ðīn hart fȏlter, or ði

perpōs kꝏl, or ðȣ forget ðe lĕvel ām ov ði glœre, ðen

wil he tos ðe tꝏ ði ruin."


"Ðȣ hast ðis þiŋ, O Kwēn?" sed Lord Dʒus.


"Mi lord," ʃe sed softle, "mœr ðan an hundred yērz ago I

fȣnd it, ƕīl I rambeld on ðe klifs ðat ar abȣt ðis




tʃarmd Lāk ov Ravare. And hēr I hid it, beiŋ tȏt bi ðe

Godz ƕȏt þiŋ I had fȣnd and noiŋ ƕȏt wȏz fœrordānd,

ðat sertān ov erþ ʃʊd kum at lȃst tꝏ Koʃtrȃ Belorn.

Þinkiŋ in mi hart ðat he ðat ʃʊd kum mīt be ov ðōz

ƕꝏ bȇr sum grāt unfʊlfild dezīr, and mīt be ov sutʃ

mīt az kʊd rīd tꝏ hiz dezīr on sutʃ a stēd."


Ða abōd, tȏkiŋ lĭtel, bi ðe tʃarmd lāks ʃœr til

eveniŋ. Ðen ða arōz, and went wið her tꝏ a pavĭleon bi

ðe lāk, bilt in a grōv ov flȣeriŋ trēz. Ȇr ða went tꝏ

rest, ʃe brȏt ðem ðe hĭpogrifs eg, grāt az a manz

bŏde, yet līt ov wāt, ruf and kŭlord līk gōld. And

ʃe sed, "Ƕitʃ ov u, mi lordz?"


Dʒus ȃnserd, "He, if mīt and a hi hart ʃʊd ōnle

kȣnt; but I, bekȏz mi brŭðer it iz ðat we must fre from

hiz dizmal plās."


So ðe Kwēn gāv ðe eg tꝏ Lord Dʒus; and he, bariŋ it in

hiz armz, bad her gʊd-nīt, saiŋ, "I nēd no ŭðer

lȏdanum ðan ðis tꝏ māk me slēp."


And ðe ambroʒal nīt kām dȣn. And dʒentel slēp, softer

ðan slēp iz on erþ, klōzd ðȇr īz in ðat pavĭleon

besīd ðe entʃȃnted lāk.


****


Mivarʃ slept not. Smȏl dʒƣ had he ov ðat Lāk ov Ravare,

kariŋ for nun ov its butēz but mīndfʊl stil ov sertān

lūd bulks he had sēn bȃskiŋ bi its ʃœrz ȏl þrꝏ ðe

gōlden ȃfternꝏn. He had kwestʃond wun ov ðe Kwēnz martlets

konserniŋ ðem, ƕꝏ lȃft at him and let him no ðat ðēz

wer krŏkodīlz, wordenz ov ðe lāk, tām and dʒentel tꝏword

ðe herōz ov blis ƕꝏ rezorted ðĭðer tꝏ bāð and dispœrt

ðemselvz. "But ʃʊd sutʃ an wun az ðȣ," ʃe sed,

"adventʃūr ðȇr, ða wʊd tʃop ðe up at a mȣþfʊl." Ðis

sădend him. And indēd, lĭtel ēz ov hart had he sins he

kām ȣt ov Impland, and dērle he dezīrd hiz hōm, ðo it

wer sakt and bernt, and ðe men ov hiz ōn blud, ðo

ða ʃʊd prꝏv hiz fōz. And wel he þȏt ðat if Dʒus

ʃʊd fli wið Brandox Dahȃ mȣnted on hĭpogrif tꝏ ðat

kōld mȣntān top ƕȇr sōlz ov ðe grāt wer held in

bondādʒ, he ʃʊd nĕver win bak alōn tꝏ ðe werld ov men,

pȃst ðe frozen mȣntānz, and ðe mantikorz, and pȃst ðe

krŏkodīl ðat dwelt besīd Bhavinan.


He la awāk an ȣr or twān, wepiŋ kwietle, until ȣt ov

ðe dʒiant hart ov midnīt kām tꝏ him wið fire klērnes




ðe werdz ov ðe Kwēn, saiŋ ðat bi ðe hēt ov grāt

lŏŋiŋ in hiz hart ðat klȃspeþ it must ðat eg be hatʃt,

and ðat ðat man ʃʊd ðen mȣnt and rīd on ðe wind untꝏ

hiz harts dezīr. Ðȇrwið Mivarʃ sat up, hiz handz klăme

wið mikst fēr and lŏŋiŋ. It sēmd tꝏ him, awāk and alōn

amuŋ ðe sleperz in ðat breþles nīt, ðat no lŏŋiŋ

kʊd be grater ðan hiz lŏŋiŋ. He sed in hiz hart, "I

wil arīz, and tāk ðe eg prĭvile from ðe dĕvil trȃnzmarēn

and klȃsp it miself. I dꝏ him no roŋ ðȇrbi, for sed ʃe

not it wȏz pĕrilȣs? Ȏlso ĕvere man rakeþ ðe emberz tꝏ hiz

ōn kāk."


So he arōz, and kām sēkretle tꝏ Dʒus ƕȇr he la wið hiz

stroŋ armz serkliŋ ðe eg. A bēm ov ðe mꝏn kām in bi a

windo, ʃiniŋ on ðe fās ov Dʒus, ðat wȏz az ðe fās ov a

God. Mivarʃ bent over him and tēzd ðe eg dʒentle from hiz

embrās, praiŋ ferventle ðe ƕīl. And, for Dʒus wȏz in a

profȣnd slumber, hiz sōl mȣntiŋ in vĭʒon far from erþ,

far from ðat ʃœr divīn, tꝏ lōn rēdʒonz ƕȇr Gōldre

wȏtʃt stil in frozen mœrnfʊl paʃens on ðe hīts ov

Zorȃ, at lȃst Mivarʃ gat ðe eg and bȇr it tꝏ hiz bed. Vĕre

worm it wȏz, krakliŋ tꝏ hiz ēr az he embrāst it, az ov a

pȣer mꝏviŋ from wĭðinwordz.


In sutʃ wīz Mivarʃ fel aslēp, klȃspiŋ ðe eg az a man

ʃʊd klȃsp hiz derest. And a lĭtel befœr dȏn it hatʃt

in hiz armz and fel asunder, and he started awāk, hiz armz

abȣt ðe nek ov a strāndʒ stēd. It went fœrþ intꝏ ðe pāl

līt befœr ðe sunrīz, and he wið it, hōldiŋ it fȃst. Ðe

ʃēn ov its hȇr wȏz līk ðe pekoks nek; its īz līk

ðe tʃāndʒiŋ fīrz ov a star ov a winde nīt. Its nostrilz

widend tꝏ ðe breþ ov ðe dȏn. Its wiŋz unfōlded and gru

stif, ðȇr fĕðerz līk ðe tāl-fĕðerz ov ðe pekok

fĕzant, ƕīt wið perpel īz, and hard tꝏ ðe tutʃ az īrn

blādz. Mivarʃ wȏz mȣnted on its bak, seziŋ ðe ʃiniŋ

mān wið bōþ handz, trembliŋ. And nȣ wȏz he fān tꝏ

desend, but ðe hĭpogrif snorted and rērd, and he, feriŋ

a grāt fȏl, kluŋ kloser. It stampt wið its silver hꝏfs,

flăpiŋ its wiŋz, rampiŋ līk a liones, tariŋ up ðe

grȃs wið its klȏz. Mivarʃ skrēmd, tœrn betwēn hōp and

fēr. It plundʒd forword and lēpt intꝏ ðe ȇr and flu.


Ðe Demonz, wākt bi ðe ƕȗriŋ ov wiŋz, ruʃt from ðe

pavĭleon, tꝏ behōld ðat marvel flōn agānst ðe obskūr west.

Wīld wȏz its flīt, līk a snīp dĭpiŋ and plundʒiŋ. And

ƕīl ða lʊkt, ða sȏ ðe rider fluŋ from hiz sēt and

herd, sum moments ȃfter, a dul flop and splaʃ ov a bŏde

fȏlen in ðe lāk.


Ðe wīld stēd văniʃt, wĭŋiŋ tꝏword ðe ŭper ȇr. Riŋz




ran ȣtword from ðe splaʃ, trubliŋ ðe serfās ov ðe lāk,

mȃriŋ ðe dark reflekʃon ov Zorȃ Rax mĭrord in ðe

slepiŋ wȏterz.


"Pꝏr Mivarʃ!" krīd Lord Brandox Dahȃ. "Ȃfter ȏl ðe were

lēgz I mād him go wið me." And he þru of hiz klōk,

tʊk a dăger in hiz tēþ, and swam wið grāt overarm strōks

ȣt tꝏ ðe spot ƕȇr Mivarʃ fel. But nȏt he fȣnd ov

Mivarʃ. Ōnle he sȏ nēr bi on an iland bētʃ a krŏkodīl,

big and bloted, ðat īd him giltile and stād not for hiz

kŭmiŋ, but lumberiŋ intꝏ ðe wȏter dīvd and disapērd. So

Brandox Dahȃ ternd and swam ăʃœr agān.


Lord Dʒus stʊd az a man strĭken tꝏ stōn. Az wun despȇrd he

ternd tꝏ ðe Kwēn, ƕꝏ nȣ kām fœrþ tꝏ ðem rapt in a

mantel ov swȏnzdȣn; yet hi he held hiz hed. "O Kwēn

Sofonizbȃ, hēr iz ðat sēkret glōm or bŏtom ov ȣr dāz,

kum ƕen we snift ðe swētnes ov ðe morniŋ."


"Mi lord," sed ʃe, "ðe flīz hemera tāk līf wið ðe sun

and di wið ðe dʒu. But ðȣ, if ðȣ be trule grāt, dʒƣn

not handz wið desperaʃon. Let ðe sad endiŋ ov ðis pꝏr

servant ov ðīn be tꝏ ðe a mŏnument agānst sutʃ fŏle.

Erþ iz not ruind for a singel ʃȣer. Kum bak wið me tꝏ

Koʃtrȃ Belorn."


He lʊkt at ðe grand pēk ov Zorȃ, dark agānst ðe wakeniŋ

ēst. "Mădam," he sed, "ðȣ hast lĭtel mœr ðan hȃf mi

yērz, and yet bi anŭðer komputaʃon ðȣ art sĕven tīmz mīn

ādʒ. I am not līt ov wil, nor ðȣ ʃalt not fīnd me a fꝏl

tꝏ ðe. Let us go bak tꝏ Koʃtrȃ Belorn."


Ða brāk ðȇr fȃst kwietle and reternd bi ðe wa ða

kām. And ðe Kwēn sed, "Mi lordz Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ,

ðȇr be fu stēdz ov sutʃ a kīnd tꝏ kăre u tꝏ Zorȃ Rax

nam Săreon, and not ye, ðo ye be beỾond ðe hȃf-godz in

yor mīt and vertʃu, mīt hav pȣer tꝏ rīd ðem but if ye

tāk ðem from ðe eg. So hi ða fli, so ʃi ða ar, ye

ʃʊd not katʃ ðem ðo ye wated ten menz līftīmz. I

wil send mi martlets tꝏ se if ðȇr be anŭðer eg in ðe

werld."


So ʃe despatʃt ðem, norþ and west and sȣþ and ēst. And

in dʒu tīm ðōz lĭtel berdz reternd on were wiŋ, ȏl sāv

wun, wĭðȣt tidiŋz.


"Ȏl hav kum bak tꝏ me," sed ðe Kwēn, "sāv Arabĕlȃ

alōn. Dāndʒerz atend ðem in ðe werld: berdz ov pra, men

ðat sla lĭtel berdz for ðȇr spœrt. Yet hōp wið me ðat

ʃe ma kum bak at lȃst."




But ðe Lord Dʒus spāk and sed, "O Kwēn Sofonizbȃ, tꝏ hōp

and wāt lieþ not in mi nātʃūr, but tꝏ be swift, rĕzolūt, and

eksakt ƕensoĕver I se mi wa befœr me. Ðis hav I ĕver

aprꝏvd, ðat ðe strȏbere groeþ undernēþ ðe nĕtel

stil. I wil ăsa ðe asent ov Zorȃ."


Nor mīt ȏl her prȇrz tern him from ðis raʃnes, ƕarin

ðe Lord Brandox Dahȃ besīdz did mōst egerle sĕkond him.


Tꝏ nīts and tꝏ dāz ða wer gon, and ðe Kwēn abōd

ðem in grāt trŭbel ov hart in her pavĭleon bi ðe entʃȃnted

lāk. Ðe þerd eveniŋ kām Brandox Dahȃ bak tꝏ ðe

pavĭleon, brĭŋiŋ wið him Dʒus ðat wȏz līk a man at pƣnt

ov deþ, and himself besīdz dedle sik.


"Tel me not ĕnĭþiŋ," sed ðe Kwēn. "Forgetfʊlnes iz ðe

ōnle sovran rĕmede, ƕitʃ wið ȏl mi art I wil strīv tꝏ

indʒūs in ði mīnd and in hiz. Ʃūrle I despȇrd ĕver tꝏ se

u in līf agān, so raʃle enterd intꝏ ðōz rēdʒonz

forbid."


Brandox Dahȃ smīld, but hiz lʊk wȏz gȃstle. "Blām us not

overmutʃ, dēr Kwēn. Ƕꝏ ʃꝏts at ðe mid-da sun, ðo he

be ʃūr he ʃal nĕver hit ðe mark, yet az ʃūr he iz he ʃal

ʃꝏt hier ðan ƕꝏ āmz but at a bʊʃ." Hiz vƣs brōk in

hiz þrōt; ðe ƕīts ov hiz īz rōld up; he kȏt at ðe

Kwēnz hand līk a fritend tʃīld. Ðen wið a mite ĕfort

mȃsteriŋ himself, "I pra bȇr wið me a lĭtel," he sed.

"Ȃfter a lĭtel gʊd mēts and drinks taken twil pȃs. I pra

lʊk tꝏ Dʒus: iz a ded, þink u?"


Dāz pȃst, and munþs, and ðe Lord Dʒus la yet az it wer

in ðe artikel ov deþ tended bi hiz frend and bi ðe Kwēn

in ðat pavĭleon bi ðe lāk. At leŋþ ƕen winter wȏz gon in

mĭdel erþ, and ðe spriŋ far spent, bak kām ðat lȃst

lĭtel martlet on were wiŋ, ʃe ða had loŋ gĭven up for

lost. Ʃe sank in her mistresez bʊzom, ȏlmōst ded indēd for

werines. But ðe Kwēn tʃĕriʃt her, and gāv her nektar, so

ðat ʃe găðerd streŋþ and sed, "O Kwēn Sofonizbȃ,

fosterliŋ ov ðe Godz, I flu for ðe ēst and sȣþ and west

and norþ, bi se and bi land, in hēt and frost, untꝏ ðe

frozen pōlz, abȣt and abȣt. And at ðe lȃst kām tꝏ

Demonland, tꝏ ðe rāndʒ ov Nĕverdāl. Ðȇr iz a tarn amuŋ ðe

mȣntānz, ðat men kȏl Dʒūl Tarn. Vĕre dēp it iz, and men

ðat liv bi bred dꝏ hōld it for bŏtomles. Yet haþ it a

bŏtom, and on ðe bŏtom lieþ an hĭpogrifs eg, sēn bi

me, for I flu at a grāt hīt abuv it."


"In Demonland!" sed ðe Kwēn. And ʃe sed tꝏ Lord Brandox




Dahȃ, "It iz ðe ōnle wun. Ye must go hōm tꝏ fetʃ it."


Brandox Dahȃ sed, "Hōm tꝏ Demonland? Ȃfter we spent ȣr

pȣerz and krost ðe werld tꝏ fīnd ðe wa?"


But ƕen Lord Dʒus nu ov it, strātwa wið hōp so renūd

began hiz siknes tꝏ depart from him, so ðat he wȏz in a fu

wēks spās vĕre wel rekŭverd.


And it wȏz nȣ a fʊl yēr gon bi sins ferst ðe Demonz kām

up intꝏ Koʃtrȃ Belorn.


𝟣𝟧. Kwēn Prezmirȃ


HȢ ÐE LADE PREZMIRȂ DISKŬVERD TꝎ LORD GRO ǶȎT ƩE WƱD

HAV BRȎT ABȢT FOR DEMONLAND, IN ǶITƩ ƩƱD ȎLSO APĒR

HER LORDZ YET MŒR GRĀTNES AND ADVȂNSMENT: AND HȢ HER TꝎ

LȢD SPEKIŊ OV HER PERPŌS WȎZ ÐE OKAƷON ǶȆRBI ÐE LORD

KORINYUS WȎZ TꝎ LERN ÐE SWĒTNES OV BLIS DEFERD.


On ðat sām twente-siksþ nīt ov Ma, ƕen Lord Dʒus and Lord

Brandox Dahȃ beheld from erþs lofteest pĭnakel ðe land ov

Zimeamveȃ and Koʃtrȃ Belorn, Gro wȏkt wið ðe Lade Prezmirȃ

on ðe western tĕrās in Karse. It wȏnted yet tꝏ ȣrz ov

midnīt. Ðe ȇr wȏz worm, ðe ski a bȣer ov mꝏnbēm and

starbēm. Nȣ and ðen a fānt brēz sterd az if nīt

ternd in her slēp. Ðe wȏlz ov ðe pălās and ðe Īrn Tȣer

kut of ðe tĕrās from ðe direkt mꝏnlīt, and flambƣz

sprĕdiŋ ðȇr wobliŋ līt mād ȏlternatiŋ rēdʒonz ov

brītnes and glꝏm. Gălopiŋ strānz ov muzik and ðe nƣz

ov rĕvelre kām from wĭðin ðe pălās.


Gro spāk: "If ði kwestʃon, O Kwēn, overli a wiʃ tꝏ hav me

gon. I am az lītniŋ tꝏ oba ðe hȣsoȇr it grēv me."


"Twȏz an idel wunder ōnle," ʃe sed. "Sta and it līk ðe."


"It iz but a natīv part ov wizdom," sed he, "tꝏ fŏlo ðe

līt. Ƕen ðȣ wȏst departed from ðe hȏl mĕþȏt ȏl ðe

brīt līts wer bedimd." He lʊkt at her sīdloŋ az ða

pȃst intꝏ ðe rādʒans ov a flambƣ, stŭdeiŋ her kȣntenans

ðat sēmd klȣded wið grevȣs þȏt. Fȇr ov ȏl fȇrz

ʃe sēmd, stātle and splendid; krȣnd wið a gōlden krȣn

set abȣt wið dark ămĕþists. A fĭgūr ov a krab-fiʃ topt

it abuv ðe brȣ, kureȣsle rȏt in silver and bariŋ in

iðer klȏ a bȏl ov krisolīt ðe bignes ov a þrŭʃez eg.




Lord Gro sed, "Ðis tꝏ wȏz part ov mi mīnd, tꝏ behōld ðōz

starz in hĕven ðat men kȏl Bĕrenesez Hȇr, and no if ða

kan ȣtʃīn in glœre ðīn hȇr, O Kwēn."


Ða pāst on in silens. Ðen, "Ðēz frazez ov fœrst

gălantre," ʃe sed, "sort il wið ȣr frendʃip, mi Lord

Gro. If I be not angre, þink it iz bekȏz I fȃðer ðem on

ðe dēp helþs ðȣ hast karȣzd untꝏ ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ on

ðis nīt ov nīts, ƕen ðe reterniŋ yēr brĭŋeþ bak ðe

dāt ov hiz sendiŋ, and ȣr vendʒans ŭpon Demonland."


"Mădam," he sed, "I wʊd but hav ðe giv over ðis

mĕlankole. Semeþ it tꝏ ðe a lĭtel þiŋ ðat ðe Kiŋ

haþ plēzd so singularle tꝏ ŏnor Korund ði huzband az giv

him a kiŋz stīl and dignite and ȏl Impland tꝏ hōld in fe?

Ȏl tʊk notīs ov it hȣ untʃērfꝏle ðȣ didst resēv ðis

rƣal krȣn ƕen ðe Kiŋ gāv it ðe tꝏ-nīt, in ŏnor ov

ði grāt lord, tꝏ wȇr in hiz sted til he kum hōm tꝏ klām

it; ðis, and ðe grāt prāz spōk bi ðe Kiŋ ov Korund,

ƕitʃ mĕþinks ʃʊd briŋ ðe wormþ ov prīd tꝏ ði tʃēks.

Yet ar ȏl ðēz þiŋz ov az lĭtel avāl agānst ði frozen

skornfʊl mĕlankole az ðe wēk winter sun avaleþ agānst

kondʒēld pꝏlz in a blak frost."


"Krȣnz ar tʃēp traʃ tꝏ-da," sed Prezmirȃ; "ƕĕnaz ðe

Kiŋ, wið twente kiŋz tꝏ be hiz lăkēz, razeþ up nȣ hiz

lăkēz tꝏ be kiŋz ov ðe erþ. Kanst wunder if mi dʒƣans in

ðis krȣn wer daʃt sum lĭtel ƕen I lʊkt on ðat ŭðer

gĭven bi ðe Kiŋ tꝏ Laksus?"


"Mădam," sed Gro, "ðȣ must forgiv Laksus in hiz ōn

partĭkular. Ðȣ nōst he set not so mutʃ az a fʊt in

Piksiland; and if nȣ he must be kȏld kiŋ ðarov, ðat

ʃʊd rȃðer plēz ðe, beiŋ in despīt ov Korinyus ðat

kărēd wor ðȇr and bi ƕȏtsoĕver mēnz ov skil or fortʃūn

overkām ði nobel brŭðer and drāv him intꝏ eksīl."


"Korinyus," ʃe ȃnserd, "tāsteþ in ðat mis ðat bān or

il-hap ƕitʃ I dērle pra ȏl ða ma grōn under ƕꝏ wʊd

făten bi mi brŭðerz ruin."


"Ðen ʃʊd Korinyusez grēf lift up ði dʒƣ," sed Gro. "Yet

sertān it iz, Fāt iz a blīnd pŭpe: bild not on her nekst

tern."


"Am not I a Kwēn?" sed Prezmirȃ. "Iz not ðis Witʃland? Hav

we not streŋþ tꝏ māk kersez stroŋ, if Fāt be blīnd

indēd?"




Ða hȏlted at ðe hed ov a flīt ov steps lediŋ dȣn tꝏ

ðe ĭner word. Ðe Lade Prezmirȃ lēnd ăƕīl on ðe blak

marbel bălustrād, gaziŋ seword over ðe lĕvel marʃez ruf

wið mꝏnlīt. "Ƕȏt kȇr I for Laksus?" ʃe sed at lȃst.

"Ƕȏt kȇr I for Korinyus? A kȃst ov hȏks flōn bi ðe Kiŋ

agānst a kwore ðat in dērwerðines and nobĭlite ȣtʃineþ

an hundred sutʃ az ða. Nor I wil not sŭfer mīn indignaʃon

so tꝏ witwanton wið fȇr dʒustīs az perswād me tꝏ pʊt ðe

wīt on Witʃland. It iz mōst tru ðe Prins mi brŭðer

praktīst wið ȣr ĕnemēz ðe dȣnþro ov ȣr fortʃūnz,

brakiŋ open, had he but nōn it, ðe gāt ov destrukʃon for

himself and us, ðat nīt ƕen ȣr bankwet wȏz ternd bi him

tꝏ a bătel and ȣr wine merþs tꝏ blŭde rādʒez." Ʃe wȏz

silent for a tīm, ðen sed, "Ōþ-brakerz: a mōst ōdʒȣs

nām, flat agānst ȏl humănite. Tꝏ fasez in wun hʊd. O ðat

erþ wʊd start up and strīk ðe sinz ðat tred on her!"


"I se ðȣ lʊkst west over se," sed Gro.


"Ðȇrz sumƕȏt ðȣ kanst se, ðen, mi Lord Gro, bi

ȣl-līt," sed Prezmirȃ.


"Ðȣ didst tel me at ðe tīm," he sed, "wið ƕȏt

kompliments in vȣz and strāndʒ wel-stŭdēd prŏmisez ov

frendʃip ðe Lord Dʒus tʊk lēv ov ðe at ðȇr eskapiŋ

ȣt ov Karse. Yet art ðȣ tꝏ blām, O Kwēn, if ðȣ tāk in

tꝏ il part ðe brakiŋ ov sutʃ prŏmisez gĭven in ekstrĕmite,

ƕitʃ prꝏv kŏmonle līk fiʃ, nu, stāl, and stinkiŋ in

þre dāz."


"Ʃūr, tiz a smȏl măter," sed ʃe, "ðat mi brŭðer ʃʊd

kȃst asīd ȏl tīz ov interest and alians tꝏ sāv ðēz

grāt wunz from an evil deþ; and ða, beiŋ delĭverd,

ʃʊd tos him a līt grămerse and go ðȇr wāz, leviŋ

him tꝏ be eksterminated ȣt ov hiz ōn kuntre and, for ȏl ða

no or rek, tꝏ lꝏz hiz līf. Ma ðe grāt Dĕvil ov Hel

tortʃūr ðȇr sōlz!"


"Mădam," sed Lord Gro, "I wʊd hav ðe vu ðe măter

soberle, and lēv ðēz bĭter flăʃez. Ðe Demonz did sāv

ði brŭðer wuns in Lidȃ Nangunȃ, and hiz delĭveriŋ ov ðem

ȣt ov ðe hand ov ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ wȏz but dʒust pament

ðȇrfor. Ðe skālz haŋ ēkwal."


Ʃe ȃnserd, "Dꝏ not defīl mīn ērz wið ðȇr ekskusez. Ða

hav ʃāmfꝏle abūzd us; and ðe gilt ov ðȇr blak dēd

plȃnteþ ðem da bi da mœr fermleer in mi deper-sĕteld

hāt. Art ðȣ so dēple red in nātʃūr and her lardʒ




filŏsofe, and I am yet tꝏ tētʃ ðe ðat dedleest hĕlebor

or ðe vŏmit ov a tōd ar kwȏlifīd pƣzon tꝏ ðe mălīs ov a

wʊman?"


Ðe darknes ov a grāt klȣd-bank sprĕdiŋ from ðe sȣþ

swȏlōd up ðe mꝏnlīt. Prezmirȃ ternd tꝏ rĕʒūm her slo

pasiŋ dȣn ðe tĕrās. Ðe yĕlo fire sparkelz in her īz

glinted in ðe flambƣz flȇr. Ʃe lʊkt dāndʒerȣs az a

liones, and dĕlikāt and grāsfʊl līk an antelōp. Gro wȏkt

besīd her, saiŋ, "Did not Korund drīv ðem fœrþ in winter

on tꝏ ðe Morunȃ, and kan ða kontĭnu ðȇr in līf, alōn

amid so mĕne devȣriŋ pĕrilz?"


"O mi lord," ʃe krīd, "sa ðēz gʊd tidiŋz tꝏ ðe kitʃen

wentʃez, not tꝏ me. Ƕi, ðiself didst enter in pȃst yērz ðe

vĕre hart ov ðe Morunȃ and yet kāmst of, els art ðȣ ðe

gratest liar. Ðis ōnle kanker-frets mi sōl: ðat dāz go bi,

and munþs, and Witʃland beteþ dȣn ȏl pepelz under him,

and yet he sŭfereþ ðe krȣn ov prīd, ðēz rĕbelz ov

Demonland, tꝏ go yet untrŏden under fēt. Duþ he dēm it ðe

bĕter part tꝏ spȇr a fo and spƣl a frend? Ðat wer an

unhăpe and ŭnatʃural konkluʒon. Or iz he fa, even az wȏz

Gorīs 𝟣𝟣.? Hĕven fœrʃēld it, yet az il an end ma

betʃȃns him and ŭter ruin kum on ȏl ov us if he wil

wiðhōld hiz skerdʒ from Demonland until Dʒus and Brandox

Dahȃ kum hōm agān tꝏ mēt wið him."


"Mădam," sed Lord Gro, "in ðēz fu werdz ðȣ hast gĭven me

ðe piktʃūr ov mīn ōn mīnd in smȏl. And forgiv me ðat I

bespāk ðe warile at ðe ferst, for ðēz ar măterz ov

hĕve moment, and ȇr I opend mi mīnd tꝏ ðe I wʊd no

ðat it agrēd wið ðīn. Let ðe Kiŋ smīt nȣ, in ðe hăpe

absens ov ðȇr gratest tʃampeonz. So ʃal we be in streŋþ

agānst ðem if ða retern agān, and pertʃȃns Gōldre wið

ðem."


Ʃe smīld, and it sēmd az if ȏl ðe sultre nīt frĕʃend

and swetend at ðat ladēz smīl. "Ðȣ art a dēr kompanyon

tꝏ me," ʃe sed. "Ði mĕlankole iz tꝏ me az sum ʃade wʊd

in sŭmer, ƕȇr I ma dȃns if I wil, and ðat iz often, or

be sad if I wil, and ðat iz in ðēz dāz oftener ðan I

wʊd: and nĕver ðȣ krŏsest mi mꝏd. Sāv but nȣ ðȣ didst

so, tꝏ plāg me wið ði prĕʃȣs flăteriŋ dʒargon, til I

had þȏt ðe skin-tʃāndʒd wið Laksus or yuŋ Korinyus,

sekiŋ sutʃ lūrz az galants spred ðȇr wiŋz tꝏ, tꝏ stꝏp

in ladēz bʊzomz."


"For I wʊd ʃāk ðe from ðis lāt-resēvd sadnes," sed

Gro. And he sed, "Ðȣ art tꝏ komend me tꝏ, sins I spāk




nȏt but trūþ."


"O, hav dun, mi lord," ʃe krīd, "or Īl dismis ðe

hens." And az ða wȏkt Prezmirȃ saŋ softle:


𝐻𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑐𝑎𝑛𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑐ℎ𝑢𝑠𝑒 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑙𝑜𝑣𝑒,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑖𝑣𝑒𝑠 𝑎𝑔𝑎𝑖𝑛𝑠𝑡 𝑖𝑡 𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑙𝑙,

𝑁𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑚𝑦 𝑓𝑎𝑛𝑐𝑦 𝑚𝑜𝑣𝑒,

𝐹𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑜𝑣𝑒𝑠 '𝑔𝑎𝑦𝑛𝑠𝑡 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙;

𝑁𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑒 𝑤ℎ𝑖𝑐ℎ 𝑖𝑠 𝑎𝑙𝑙 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑜𝑤𝑛,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑐𝑎𝑛 𝑎𝑡𝑡 𝑝𝑙𝑒𝑎𝑠𝑢𝑟𝑒 𝑐ℎ𝑢𝑠𝑒;

𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝐼 𝑎𝑚 𝑐𝑎𝑢𝑔ℎ𝑡 ℎ𝑒 𝑐𝑎𝑛 𝑏𝑒 𝑔𝑜𝑛𝑒,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑛 ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑖𝑠𝑡 𝑟𝑒𝑓𝑢𝑠𝑒.

𝑁𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑙𝑜𝑣𝑒𝑠 𝑛𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑓𝑎𝑖𝑟𝑒,

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑠𝑢𝑐ℎ 𝑏𝑦 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑠𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ𝑡;

𝑁𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑐𝑎𝑛 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑓𝑜𝑢𝑙 𝑜𝑛𝑒𝑠 𝑐𝑎𝑟𝑒,

𝐹𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝐽𝑢𝑑𝑔𝑒𝑚𝑒𝑛𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑖𝑠 𝑛𝑎𝑢𝑔ℎ𝑡;

𝑁𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑒----


Ʃe brōk of sŭdenle, saiŋ, "Kum, I hav ʃʊk of ðe il

dispozĭʃon ðe sīt ov Laksus bred in me and ov hiz tȏdre

krȣn. Lets þink on akʃon. And ferst, I wil tel ðe a

þiŋ. Ðis we spōk ov haþ bēn in mi mīnd ðēz tꝏ or þre

mꝏnz, ĕver sins Korinyusez kampaniŋ in Piksiland. So ƕen

werd kām ov mi lordz destrƣiŋ ov ðe Demon hōst, and hiz

driviŋ ov Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ līk rŭnawa þrȏlz on ðe

Morunȃ, I sent him a lĕter bi ðe hand ov Viglus ðat bȇr him

from ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ ðe kiŋz nām in Impland. Ðarin I

eksprest hȣ ðat ðe krȣn ov Demonland ʃʊd be a braver

krȣn for us ðan ðis ov Impland, hȣsoȇr it sparkel,

praiŋ him erdʒ ŭpon ðe Kiŋ hiz sendiŋ ov an armament tꝏ

Demonland, and mi lord ðe leder ðarov; or, if he kʊd not

az ðen kum hōm tꝏ ȃsk it, ðen I entreted him māk me hiz

ambăsador tꝏ la ðis kȣnsel befœr ðe Kiŋ and krāv ðe

enterprīz for Korund."


"Iz not hiz ȃnser in ðōz lĕterz I brȏt ðe?" sed Gro.


"I," sed ʃe, "and a vĕre skerve bĕgarle likspĭtel ȃnser

for a grāt lord tꝏ send tꝏ sutʃ a măter az I propȣnded.

Alak, it pufs awa ȏl mi wīfle dʒute but tꝏ spēk ont, and

māks me rāl līk a gangrel-wʊman."


"Īl wȏk apart, mădam," sed Gro, "if ðȣ wʊdst hav

privātnes tꝏ delĭver ði mīnd."


Prezmirȃ lȃft. "Tiz not ȏl so bad," ʃe sed, "and yet it




māks me angre. Ðe enterprīz he komendz, up tꝏ ðe hilt, and

I hav hiz lēv tꝏ brōtʃ it tꝏ ðe Kiŋ, az hiz mȣþ-pēs,

and pres it wið him ȣt ov ȏl ho. But for ðe lediŋ ont,

he wil not hav it, he. Korsus must hav it, or Korinyus.

Sta, let me rēd it ȣt," and standiŋ nēr wun ov ðe līts

ʃe tʊk a partʃment from her bʊzom. "Pꝏ! tiz tꝏ fond; I

wil not ʃām mi lord tꝏ rēd it, even tꝏ ðe."


"Wel," sed Gro, "wer I ðe Kiŋ, Korund ʃʊd be mi dʒĕneral

tꝏ pʊt dȣn Demonland. Korsus he ma send, for he haþ dun

grāt werk in hiz da, but in mīn ōn dʒudʒment I līk him not

for sutʃ an ĕrand. Korinyus he haþ not yet forgĭven for hiz

fȏlt at ðe bankwet a yēr ago."


"Korinyus!" sed Prezmirȃ. "So hiz bʊtʃere ov mīn ōn dēr

land goeþ not ōnle wĭðȣt reword, but haþ not so mutʃ az

bȏt him bak tꝏ favor, ðȣ þinkst?"


"I þink not," sed Lord Gro. "Besīdz, he iz mad roþ tꝏ hav

plukt ðat prikle frūt but for anŭðerz etiŋ. He bȇr

himself so prezumpʃȣs-il in ðe hȏl tꝏ-nīt, glekiŋ and

gȏliŋ at Laksus, slăpiŋ ov hiz sœrd, and wið so mĕne mœr

ʃāmles brāvz and wȏnton făʃonz, and werst ov ȏl hiz mōst

openle sekiŋ tꝏ tƣ wið Srivȃ, i' ðis ferst munþ ov her

betroðal untꝏ Laksus, it wil be a wunder if blud be not spilt

betwikst ðem ȇr ðe nīt be dun. Mĕþinks he iz not i' ðe

mꝏd tꝏ tāk ðe fēld agān wĭðȣt sum ʃūr reword; and

mĕþinks ðe Kiŋ, gĕsiŋ hiz mīnd, wʊd not ŏfer him a nu

enterprīz and so giv him ðe glœre ov refuziŋ it."


Ða stʊd nēr ðe artʃt gātwa ðat opend on ðe tĕrās

from ðe ĭner kœrt. Muzik stil sȣnded from ðe grāt

bankwet hȏl ov Gorīs 𝟣𝟣. Under ðe artʃwa and in ðe ʃădōz

ov ðe hūdʒ butresez ov ðe wȏlz it wȏz az ðo ðe

ĕlements ov glꝏm, ekspeld from ðe brīt serkelz rȣnd ðe

flambƣz, hŭdeld wið sister glꝏmz tꝏ māk a dŭbel darknes.


"Wel, mi lord," sed Prezmirȃ, "duþ ði wizdom bles mi

rezolv?"


"Ƕȏtȇr it be, yes, bekȏz it iz ðīn, O Kwēn."


"Ƕȏtȇr it be!" ʃe krīd. "Dust haŋ in dȣt ont? Ƕȏt

els, but sēk ȏdʒens wið ðe Kiŋ az mi ferst kȇr in ðe

morniŋ. Hav I not mi lordz bĭdiŋ so far?"


"And if ði zēl ȣtrun hiz bĭdiŋ in wun partĭkular?" sed

Gro.


"Ƕi, dʒust!" sed ʃe. "And if I briŋ ðe not werd ȇr




tꝏ-morōz nꝏn ðat order iz gĭven for Demonland, and mi Lord

Korund nāmd hiz dʒĕneral for ðat saliŋ, i, and lĕterz

sēld for hiz strāt rekȏl from Orpiʃ----"


"Hist!" sed Gro. "Steps i' ðe kœrt."


Ða ternd tꝏwordz ðe artʃwa, Prezmirȃ sĭŋiŋ under her

breþ:


𝑁𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑙𝑙 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑀𝑖𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑠𝑒 𝑝𝑎𝑦𝑒𝑠,

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑠ℎ𝑒 𝑖𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑟𝑎𝑙𝑙'𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑒;

𝑁𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑝𝑎𝑦𝑒𝑠 𝑛𝑜𝑡, 𝑓𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑎𝑦𝑒𝑠

𝑊𝑖𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑛, 𝑠ℎ𝑒𝑒'𝑠 𝑤𝑜𝑟𝑡ℎ 𝑛𝑜 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒.

𝐼𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑛𝑜 𝑘𝑖𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑚𝑒𝑛

𝑊ℎ𝑜𝑚 𝐼 𝑚𝑎𝑦 𝑓𝑟𝑒𝑒𝑙𝑦 𝑝𝑟𝑜𝑣𝑒?

𝐼 𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑣𝑒𝑛𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 ℎ𝑢𝑚𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛

𝐼𝑛 𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑒 𝑜𝑤𝑛 𝑠𝑒𝑙𝑓𝑒 𝑙𝑜𝑣𝑒.


Korinyus met ðem in ðe gātwa, kŭmiŋ from ðe bankwet

hȣs. He hȏlted fʊl in ðȇr pȃþ tꝏ pēr klōsle þrꝏ ðe

darknes at Prezmirȃ, so ðat ʃe felt ðe hēt ov hiz breþ,

hĕve wið wīn. It wȏz tꝏ dark tꝏ no fasez but he nu her

bi her statʃūr and bariŋ.


"Kri ðe merse, mădam," he sed. "Mĕþȏt an instant

twȏz--but no măter. Yor best ov rest."


So saiŋ he mād wa for her wið a dēp obazans, dʒosliŋ

rufle agānst Gro wið ðe sām moʃon. Gro, lĭtel mīnded

for a kworel, gāv him ðe wȏl, and fŏlōd Prezmirȃ intꝏ

ðe ĭner kœrt.


****


Ðe Lord Korinyus sat him dȣn on ðe nerest ov ðe bentʃez,

lēnd hiz stȏlwort bak lukʃureȣsle ŭpon ðe kʊʃonz and

ðȇr rested, þrĭpiŋ hiz fingerz and sĭŋiŋ tꝏ himself:


𝑊ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑎𝑛 𝐴𝑠𝑠 𝑖𝑠 ℎ𝑒

𝑊𝑎𝑖𝑡𝑠 𝑎 𝑤𝑜𝑚𝑎𝑛'𝑠 𝑙𝑒𝑖𝑠𝑢𝑟𝑒

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑎 𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑢𝑡𝑒'𝑠 𝑝𝑙𝑒𝑎𝑠𝑢𝑟𝑒,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑝𝑒𝑟ℎ𝑎𝑝𝑠 𝑚𝑎𝑦 𝑏𝑒

𝐺𝑢𝑙𝑙'𝑑 𝑎𝑡 𝑙𝑎𝑠𝑡, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑙𝑜𝑠𝑒 ℎ𝑒𝑟;

𝑊ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑎𝑛 𝑎𝑠𝑠 𝑖𝑠 ℎ𝑒?


𝑊ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑛𝑒𝑒𝑑 𝐼 𝑡𝑜 𝑐𝑎𝑟𝑒

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑎 𝑤𝑜𝑚𝑎𝑛'𝑠 𝑓𝑎𝑣𝑜𝑢𝑟?




𝐼𝑓 𝑎𝑛𝑜𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟 ℎ𝑎𝑣𝑒 ℎ𝑒𝑟,

𝑊ℎ𝑦 𝑠ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑙𝑑 𝐼 𝑑𝑒𝑠𝑝𝑎𝑖𝑟?

𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑔𝑜𝑙𝑑 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑙𝑎𝑏𝑜𝑢𝑟

𝐼 𝑐𝑎𝑛 ℎ𝑎𝑣𝑒 𝑚𝑦 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑟𝑒.


𝐼𝑓 𝐼 𝑐ℎ𝑎𝑛𝑐𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑠𝑒𝑒

𝑂𝑛𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡'𝑠 𝑏𝑟𝑜𝑤𝑛, 𝐼 𝑙𝑜𝑣𝑒 ℎ𝑒𝑟,

𝑇𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝐼 𝑠𝑒𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑜𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟

𝐵𝑟𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒𝑟 𝑖𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑛 𝑠ℎ𝑒;

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝐼 𝑎𝑚 𝑎 𝑙𝑜𝑣𝑒𝑟

𝑂𝑓 𝑚𝑦 𝑙𝑖𝑏𝑒𝑟𝑡𝑦.


A rŭsel behīnd him on hiz left mād him tern hiz hed. A

fĭgūr stōl ȣt ov ðe dēp ʃădo ov ðe butres nerest ðe

artʃwa. He lept up and wȏz ferst in ðe gāt, blŏkiŋ it

wið open armz. "Ȃ," he krīd, "so titmīs rꝏst i' ðe ʃād,

hȃ? Ƕȏt ransom ʃal I hav ov ðe for makiŋ me kēp empte

trist lȃst nīt? I, and wȏst krepiŋ hens tꝏ māk me a fꝏl

wuns mœr ðe nīt-loŋ and I had not kȏt ðe."


Ðe lade lȃft. "Lȃst nīt mi fȃðer kept me bi him; and

tꝏ-nīt, mi lord, wʊdst ðȣ not hav bēn fitle servd for

ði ʃāmles dĭte? Iz ðat a swēt serenād for ladēz ērz?

Siŋ it agān, tꝏ ði lĭberte, and ʃo ðiself an as."


"Ðȣ art vĕre bōld tꝏ provōk me, mădam, wið not even a star

tꝏ be ði witnes if I kwīt ðe fort. Ðēz flambƣz ar ōld

rƣstererz, grōn gra in sēnz ov riot. Ða ʃal not blab."


"Na, if ðȣ spēkst in wīn Īm gon, mi lord;" and az he

tʊk a step tꝏwordz her, "and I retern not, hēr or ŭðerwīz,

but fliŋ ðe of for ĕver," ʃe sed. "I wil not be

entreted līk a serviŋ-mād. I hav bœrn tꝏ loŋ wið ði

fœrst sōldʒer făʃonz."


Korinyus kȏt hiz armz abȣt her, liftiŋ her agānst hiz

brȏd tʃest so ðat her tōz skȇrs kept fʊtiŋ on ðe grȣnd.

"O Srivȃ," he sed þikle, bendiŋ hiz fās tꝏ herz, "dust

þink tꝏ līt so grāt a fīr, and ȃfter wȏk þrꝏ it and

not be skortʃt ðarat?"


Her armz wer klōs pinyond at her sīdz in ðat stroŋ

embrās. Ʃe sēmd tꝏ swꝏn, az a lĭle swꝏniŋ in ðe flamiŋ

nꝏn-da. Korinyus bent dȣn hiz fās and kist her fērsle,

saiŋ, "Bi ȏl ðe swēts ðat ĕver darknes tāsted, ðȣ art

mīn tꝏ-nīt."




"Tꝏ-moro," ʃe sed, az if stifeld.


But Korinyus sed, "Mi derest hăpines, tꝏ-nīt."


"Mi dēr lord," sed ðe Lade Srivȃ softle, "siþ ðȣ hast

mād sutʃ a konkwest ov mi luv, be not a harʃ and forword

konkeror. I swȇr tꝏ ðe bi ȏl ðe dredfʊl pȣerz ðat klip

ðe erþ abȣt, ðȇrz măter in it I ʃʊd tꝏ mi fȃðer

ðis nīt, na mœr, nȣ on ðe instant. Twȏz ðis ōnle mād

me avƣd ðe but nȣ: ðis, and no līt konsēt tꝏ veks ðe."


"He kan atend ȣr plĕʒūr," sed Korinyus. "Tiz an ōld man,

and oft sĭteþ lāt at hiz bʊk."


"Hȣ? and ðȣ leftst him karȣziŋ?" sed ʃe. "Ðȇrz ðat

I must impart tꝏ him ȇr ðe wīn kwīt ōrflo hiz wits. Even

ðis dela, hȣ swēt soȇr tꝏ us, iz dāndʒerȣs."


But Korinyus sed, "I wil not let ðe go."


"Wel," sed ʃe, "be a bēst, ðen. But no Īl kri on a

resku ʃal māk ȏl Karse run tꝏ fīnd us, and mi brŭðerz,

i, and Laksus, if he be a man, ʃal dēl ðe bĭter pament

for ði violens tꝏword me. But if ðȣ wilt be ði nobel self,

and respekt mi luv wið frendʃip, let me go. And if ðȣ

kum sēkretle tꝏ mi tʃāmber dœr, an ȣr pȃst midnīt; I

þink þȣlt fīnd no bolt tꝏ it."


"Hȃ, ðȣ swȇrst it?" he sed.


Ʃe ȃnserd, "Els ma stēp destrukʃon swȏlo me kwik."


"An ȣr pȃst midnīt. And until ðen tiz a yēr in mi

dezīrz," sed he.


"Ðȇr spōk mi nobel lŭver," sed Srivȃ, gĭviŋ him her mȣþ

wuns mœr. And swiftle ʃe fȇrd þrꝏ ðe ʃădoe artʃwa

and akros ðe kœrt tꝏ ƕȇr in ðe norþ gălere her fȃðer

Korsus had hiz tʃāmber.


Ðe Lord Korinyus went bak tꝏ hiz sēt, and ðȇr reklīnd for

a spās in sloþfʊl ēz, hŭmiŋ tꝏ an ōld tʃūn:


𝑀𝑦 𝑀𝑖𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑖𝑠 𝑖𝑠 𝑎 𝑠ℎ𝑖𝑡𝑡𝑙𝑒-𝑐𝑜𝑐𝑘,

𝐶𝑜𝑚𝑝𝑜𝑠'𝑑 𝑜𝑓 𝐶𝑜𝑟𝑘 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑓𝑒𝑎𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟;

𝐸𝑎𝑐ℎ 𝐵𝑎𝑡𝑡𝑙𝑒𝑑𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑠𝑒𝑡𝑠 𝑜𝑛 ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑑𝑜𝑐𝑘,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑏𝑢𝑚𝑝𝑠 ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑜𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑒𝑎𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟.

𝐵𝑢𝑡 𝑐𝑎𝑠𝑡 ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑜𝑓𝑓 𝑤ℎ𝑖𝑐ℎ 𝑤𝑎𝑦 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑊𝑖𝑙𝑙,




𝑆ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑟𝑒𝑞𝑢𝑜𝑖𝑙𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑎𝑛𝑜𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑙𝑙--

𝐹𝑎, 𝑙𝑎, 𝑙𝑎, 𝑙𝑎, 𝑙𝑎, 𝑙𝑎.


He stretʃt hiz armz and yȏnd. "Wel, Laksus, mi tʃub-fāst

mekok, ðis mĕdisīn haþ ēzd pȣerfꝏle mi diskontent.

Tiz but fȇr, siþ I must mis mi krȣn, ðat I ʃʊd hav

ði mistres. And tꝏ sa tru, seiŋ hȣ bās, lĭtel, and

ordinare a kiŋdom iz ðis ov Piksiland, and ƕȏt a delektabel

swēt wagtāl ðis Srivȃ, ƕꝏm besīdz I hav ðēz tꝏ yērz

pȃst nȇr lʊkt on but mi mȣþ wȏterd: ƕi, I ma hōld me

part pād for ðe nons; until I were ov her.


𝐿𝑜𝑣𝑒 𝑖𝑠 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑚𝑦 𝑙𝑖𝑓𝑒,

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑖𝑡 𝑘𝑒𝑒𝑝𝑠 𝑚𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑖𝑛𝑔:

𝑌𝑒𝑡 𝑚𝑦 𝑙𝑜𝑣𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑤𝑜𝑜𝑖𝑛𝑔

𝐼𝑠 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑎 𝑊𝑖𝑓𝑒--


"An ȣr pȃst midnīt, hȃ? Ƕȏt wīnz best for lŭverz? Īl

go drink a stꝏp, and so tꝏ dīs wið sum ov ðēz ladz tꝏ

pȃs awa ðe tīm til ðen."


𝟣𝟨. Ðe Lade Srivȃz Embasādʒ


HȢ ÐE DƷŪK KORSUS ÞȎT IT PRŎPER TꝎ KOMIT AN ĔRAND OV

STĀT UNTꝎ HIZ DȎTER: AND HȢ ƩE PROSPERD ÐARIN.


Srivȃ fȇrd swiftle tꝏ her fȃðerz klŏzet, and fīndiŋ her

lade mŭðer soiŋ in her tʃȇr, nŏdiŋ tꝏword slēp, tꝏ

kandelz at her left and rīt, ʃe sed, "Mi lade mŭðer,

ðȇrz a kwēnz krȣn wāts ðe plŭkiŋ. Twil drop intꝏ

ðe forān wʊmanz lap if ðȣ and mi fȃðer bester u not.

Ƕȇr iz he? Stil i' ðe bankwet hȣs? Ðȣ or I must fetʃ

him on ðe instant."


"Fi!" krīd Zenambreȃ. "Hȣ ðȣst starteld me! Fȏl sumƕȏt

intꝏ a sloer spētʃ, mi gerl. Wið sutʃ wīld sŭden tȏk I

no not ƕȏt ðȣ menest nor ƕȏts ðe măter."


But Srivȃ ȃnserd, "Măter ov stāt. Ðȣ gōst not? Gʊd,

ðen I fetʃ him. Ðȣ ʃalt hēr ȏl anon, mŭðer;" and so

ternd tꝏwordz ðe dœr. Nor mīt ȏl her mŭðerz kriiŋ ȣt

ŭpon ðe skandal ov ðȇr so reterniŋ tꝏ ðe bankwet loŋ pȃst

ðe ȣr ov ðe wĭmenz wiðdrȏal tern her from ðis. So ðat

ðe Lade Zenambreȃ, seiŋ her so wilfʊl, þȏt it les evil




tꝏ go herself; and so went, and in ăƕīl reternd wið Korsus.


Korsus sat in hiz grāt tʃȇr over agānst hiz lade wīf, ƕīl

hiz dȏter tōld her tāl.


"Twīs and þrīs," sed ʃe, "ða pȃst me bi, az nēr az I

stand tꝏ ðe, O mi fȃðer, ʃe leniŋ mōst famĭlearle on ðe

arm ov her kerld filŏsofer. Twȏz plān ða had nĕver a

þȏt ðat ĕne wȏz bi tꝏ overhēr ðem. Ʃe sed so and so;"

and ðȇrwið Srivȃ tōld ȏl ðat wȏz spōk bi ðe Lade

Prezmirȃ az tꝏ an ekspedĭʃon tꝏ Demonland, and az tꝏ her

perpōst spekiŋ wið ðe Kiŋ, and az tꝏ her dezīn ðat

Korund ʃʊd be hiz dʒĕneral for ðat saliŋ, and lĕterz

sēld on ðe moro for hiz strāt rekȏl from Orpiʃ.


Ðe Dʒūk lĭsend unmꝏvd, breðiŋ hĕvile, leniŋ hĕvile

forword, hiz elbo on hiz nēz, wun grāt fat hand twistiŋ

and pʊʃiŋ bak ðe spars gra grōþ ov hiz mʊstȃʃeōz. Hiz

īz ʃifted wið sŭlen glȃns abȣt ðe tʃāmber, and hiz

blăber tʃēks, skarlet from ðe fēst, fluʃt tꝏ a deper

hu.


Zenambreȃ sed, "Alȃs, and did not I tel ðe loŋ ago, mi

lord, ðat Korund did il tꝏ wed wið a yuŋ wīf? And ðens

kŭmeþ nȣ ðat ʃām ðat wȏz but tꝏ be lʊkt for. It iz pĭte

indēd ov so gʊdle a man, nȣ pȃst hiz prīm ādʒ, ʃe ʃʊd

so pla at fȃst and lꝏs wið hiz ŏnor, and he at ðe far

end ov ðe werld. Indēd and indēd, I hōp he wil revendʒ it

on her at hiz kŭmiŋ hōm. For ʃūr I am, Korund iz tꝏ

hi-mīnded tꝏ bi advȃnsment at so ʃāmfʊl a prīs."


"Ði tȏk, wīf," sed Korsus, "ʃoeþ loŋ hȇr and a ʃort

wit. In brēf, ðȣ art a fꝏl."


He wȏz silent for a spās, ðen rāzd hiz gāz tꝏ Srivȃ, ƕȇr

ʃe rested, her bak tꝏ ðe măsīv tabel, hȃf standiŋ, hȃf

sĭtiŋ, a dānte dʒuel-besparkeld hand plȃnted on ðe tabelz

edʒ at her iðer sīd, her armz līk dĕlikāt ƕīt pĭlarz

supœrtiŋ ðat fȇr frām. Sumƕȏt hiz dul i britend,

restiŋ on her. "Kum hĭðer," he sed, "on mi ne: so."


Ƕen ʃe wȏz seted, "Tiz a brāv gȣn," sed he, "ðȣ

wȇrst tꝏ-nīt, mi prĭte pug. Red, for a sangwīn humor."

Hiz grāt arm gāv her a bak, and hiz hand, hūdʒ az a plăter,

la līk a bukler benēþ her brest. "Ðȣ smelst pȃsiŋ

swēt."


"Tiz malabaðrum in ðe lēf," ȃnserd ʃe.


"Īm glad it līks ðe, mi lord," sed Zenambreȃ. "Mi wʊman




stil protesteþ ðat sutʃ, beiŋ bƣld wið wīn, yēldeþ a

perfūm ðat pȃseþ ȏl ŭðer."


Korsus stil lʊkt on Srivȃ. Ȃfter a ƕīl he ȃskt, "Ƕȏt

mādst ðȣ on ðe tĕrās i' ðe dark, hȃ?"


Ʃe lʊkt dȣn, saiŋ, "It wȏz Laksus prād me mēt him

ðȇr."


"Hum!" sed Korsus. "Tiz strāndʒ ðen he ʃʊd awāt ðe

ðis ȣr gon bi in ðe pāvd ăle ov ðe prĭve kœrt."


"He did mistāk me," sed Srivȃ. "And wel iz he servd, for

sutʃ neglekt."


"So. And ðȣ ternst politĭʃan tꝏ-nīt, mi lĭtel pʊs-kat?"

sed Korsus. "And ðȣ smelst an ekspedĭʃon tꝏ Demonland?

Tiz līk eno. But mĕþinks ðe Kiŋ wil send Korinyus."


"Korinyus?" sed Srivȃ. "It iz not þȏt so. Tiz Korund must

hav it, if ðȣ pʊʃ not ðe măter tꝏ a desĭʒon wið ðe

Kiŋ tꝏ-nīt, O mi fȃðer, ȇr mi lade foks be privāt wið him

tꝏ-moro."


"Bȃ!" sed Korsus. "Ðȣ art but a gerl, and nōst nȏt.

Ʃe haþ not ðe fʊl blud nor ðe rezoluʃon tꝏ kăre it

ðus. No, tiz not Korund standz i' ðe līt, it iz Korinyus.

It iz ðȇrfœr ðe Kiŋ wiðheld from him Piksiland, ƕitʃ wȏz

hiz dʒu, and tost ðe bȏbel tꝏ Laksus."


"Ƕi, tiz a monstrȣs þiŋ," sed Zenambreȃ, "if Korinyus

ʃal hav Demonland, ƕitʃ ʃūrle mutʃ serpȃseþ ðis krȣn

ov Piksiland. Ʃal ðis nŏvīs hav ȏl ðe mēt, and ðȣ,

bekȏz ðȣ art ōld, hav nȏt but ðe bōnz and ðe

pariŋz?"


"Hōld ði tuŋ, mistres," sed Korsus, lʊkiŋ ŭpon her az

wun lʊkeþ on a sȣr mikstʃūr. "Ƕi hadst not ðe wit tꝏ angel

for him for ði dȏter?"


"Trule, huzband, Īm sore for it," sed Zenambreȃ.


Ðe Lade Srivȃ lȃft, plasiŋ her arm abȣt her fȃðerz

bʊlok-nek and plaiŋ wið hiz ƕiskerz. "Kontent ðe," ʃe

sed, "mi lade mŭðer. I hav mi tʃƣs, and ðat iz vĕre

sertān, ov ðēz and ov ȏl ŭðer in Karse. And nȣ I bĕþink

me on ðe Lord Korinyus, ƕi, ðȇrz a prŏper man indēd:

wareþ a ʃaven lip tꝏ, ƕitʃ, az ekspereenst opinyon ʃal

tel ðe, far eksedeþ yor nȃste mʊstȃʃeōz."




"Wel," sed Korsus, kĭsiŋ her, "hȣȇr it ʃāp, Īl tꝏ

ðe Kiŋ tꝏ-nīt tꝏ mꝏv mi măter wið him. Mēnƕīl,

mădam," he sed tꝏ Zenambreȃ, "Īl hav ðe tāk ði tʃāmber

strāt. Bolt wel ðe dœr, and for mœr sāfte I wil lok

it miself o' ðe ȣter sīd. Ðȇrz mutʃ merþ tꝏword

tꝏ-nīt, and Īd not hav ðēz stăgeriŋ drunken swȏdz

ofend ðe, az fʊl wel mīt befȏl, ƕīlz I am on mīn

ĕrand ov stāt."


Zenambreȃ bad him gʊd-nīt, and wʊd hav taken her

dȏter wið her, but Korsus sed na tꝏ ðis, saiŋ, "Īl

se her sāf bestōd."


Ƕen ða wer alōn, and ðe Lade Zenambreȃ lokt awa in her

tʃāmber, Korsus tʊk fœrþ from an oken kŭbord a grāt

silver flăgon and tꝏ tʃāst goblets. Ðēz he brimd wið a

sparkliŋ yĕlo wīn from ðe flăgon and mād Srivȃ drink wið

him not wuns ōnle but twīs, empteiŋ ētʃ tīm her goblet.

Ðen he dru up hiz tʃȇr and sinkiŋ hĕvile intꝏ it fōlded

hiz armz ŭpon ðe tabel and bĕrēd hiz hed ŭpon ðem.


Srivȃ pāst bak and fœrþ, impaʃent at her fȃðerz strāndʒ

postʃūr and silens. Ʃūrle ðe wīn lited riot in her vānz;

ʃūrle in ðat silent rꝏm kām bak tꝏ her Korinyusez kĭsez

hot ŭpon her mȣþ, ðe streŋþ ov hiz armz līk bandz ov

bronz hōldiŋ her embrāst. Midnīt tōld. Her bōnz sēmd

tꝏ melt wĭðin her az ʃe bĕþȏt ov her prŏmīs, dʒu in an

ȣr.


"Fȃðer," sed ʃe at lȃst, "midnīt haþ strĭken. Wilt ðȣ

not go ȇr it be tꝏ lāt?"


Ðe Dʒūk rāzd hiz fās and lʊkt at her. He ȃnserd "No."

"No," he sed agān, "ƕȇrz ðe prŏfit? I waks ōld, mi

dȏter, and must wĭðer. Ðe werld iz tꝏ ðe yuŋ. Tꝏ

Korinyus; tꝏ Laksus; tꝏ ðe. But mōst ov ȏl tꝏ Korund, ƕꝏ if

a be ōld yet haþ hiz mes ov sunz, and miteest ov ȏl hiz

wīf, tꝏ be hiz lăder tꝏ klīm þrōnz wĭðȏl."


"But ðȣ sādst but nȣ--" sed Srivȃ.


"I, ƕen ði măme wȏz bi. Ʃe kŭmeþ tꝏ her sĕkond tʃīldhʊd

befœr her tīm, so az tꝏ a tʃīld I spēk tꝏ her. Korund did

il tꝏ wed wið a yuŋ wīf, hȃ? Frut! Iz not ðis ðe vĕre

bʊlwork and rampīr ov hiz fortʃūn? Didst ĕver se a fĕlo so

sperted up in a moment? Mi sekretare ƕen I mănādʒd ðe ōld

worz agānst ðe Gꝏlz, and nȣ klīmd klēn over me, ðat am

yet nīn yēr hiz elder. Kȏld kiŋ, forsꝏþ, and līk tꝏ be

taen sꝏn (under ðe Kiŋ) for Dŏminus fak totum þrꝏȣt




ȏl ðe land if a pla ðis wʊman az a ʃʊd. Wil not ðe

Kiŋ, for sutʃ pament az ʃe intendz, giv Demonland ŭpon

Impland and ȏl ðe werld besīd? Helz dignite, ðat wʊd I,

and twer ŏferd me."


He stʊd up, rētʃiŋ unstĕdile for ðe wīn dʒug. Fertīvle he

wȏtʃt hiz dȏter, ʃiftiŋ hiz gāz ĕver az her i met

hiz.


"Korund," sed he, pœriŋ ȣt sum wīn, "wʊd split hiz

sīdz for lȃfter tꝏ hēr ði mŭðerz prim-mȣþt brăbel:

he ðat haþ endʒƣnd ŭpon hiz wīf, ðȇrz nȇr a dȣt

ont, ðis vĕre ĕrand, and if he vĭzit it on her at hiz kŭmiŋ

hōm twil but be wið hŏter luv and grătitʃūd for ðat ʃe

winz him in ȣr despīt. Trust me, tiz not ĕvere lade ov

kwȏlite ʃal fīnd favor wið a Kiŋ."


Ðe kāsment stʊd open, and ƕīl ða stʊd wĭðȣt spētʃ

sȣndz ov a lūt trembeld upword from ðe kœrt belo, and a

manz vƣs, soft and dēp, sĭŋiŋ ðis soŋ:


𝐻𝑜𝑟𝑛𝑒𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑏𝑢𝑙𝑙,

𝐻𝑜𝑜𝑣𝑒𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑒𝑑𝑒,

𝑇𝑜 𝑙𝑖𝑡𝑡𝑙𝑒 ℎ𝑎𝑦𝑟𝑒𝑠

𝐿𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡 𝑓𝑒𝑒𝑡𝑒 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑠𝑝𝑒𝑒𝑑.

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑙𝑖𝑜𝑛𝑠 𝑠ℎ𝑒 𝑔𝑖𝑣𝑒𝑡ℎ 𝑡𝑒𝑡ℎ𝑒

𝐴-𝑔𝑎𝑝𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑑𝑎𝑛𝑔𝑒𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑠𝑙𝑦𝑒.


𝐹𝑖𝑠ℎ𝑒𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑠𝑤𝑖𝑚,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑏𝑖𝑟𝑑𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑓𝑙𝑦𝑒,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑚𝑒𝑛 𝑡𝑜 𝑗𝑢𝑑𝑔𝑒

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑟𝑒𝑒𝑠𝑜𝑛 𝑤ℎ𝑦,

𝑆ℎ𝑒 𝑡𝑒𝑎𝑐ℎ𝑒𝑡ℎ. 𝑌𝑒𝑡 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑤𝑜𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑘𝑖𝑛𝑑

𝑁𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒𝑠 ℎ𝑎𝑡ℎ 𝑠ℎ𝑒.


𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑤𝑜𝑚𝑒𝑛 𝑏𝑒𝑎𝑢𝑡𝑖𝑒

𝑆ℎ𝑒 ℎ𝑎𝑡ℎ 𝑚𝑎𝑑𝑒

𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑟 𝑜𝑛𝑒𝑙𝑦 𝑠ℎ𝑖𝑒𝑙𝑑𝑒

𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑟 𝑜𝑛𝑒𝑙𝑦 𝑏𝑙𝑎𝑑𝑒.

𝑂'𝑒𝑟 𝑠𝑤𝑜𝑟𝑑 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑓𝑖𝑟𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑡𝑟𝑖𝑢𝑚𝑝ℎ 𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑙𝑙𝑒,

𝑆𝑜𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑏𝑒𝑎𝑢𝑡𝑖𝑜𝑢𝑠 𝑏𝑒.


Ðe Lade Srivȃ nu it wȏz Laksus sĭŋiŋ tꝏ her tʃāmber windo.

Her blud bēt wīldle, ðe spĭrit ov enterprīz wĭŋiŋ her

imādʒinaʃon not tꝏword him, nor yet Korinyus, but intꝏ pȃþs




strāndʒle and pĕrilȣsle invitiŋ, undrēmd ov until nȣ. Ðe

Dʒūk her fȃðer kām tꝏwordz her, þrustiŋ ðe tʃȇrz from hiz

wa, and saiŋ, "Korund and hiz mes ov sunz! Korund and hiz

yuŋ Kwēn! If he kundʒūr wið ðe ƕīt rōz, ƕi not ðȣ

and I wið ðe red? It haþ az fȇr a lʊk, ðe dĕvil dam me

els, and savoreþ az ekselent swēt perfūm."


Ʃe stȇrd at him big-īd, wið blŭʃiŋ tʃēks. He tʊk her

handz in hiz.


"Ʃal ðis ȣtland wʊman," he sed, "and her sălo-tʃēkt

galant stil rŭfel it over us? Loŋ bērdz, ƕĕðer ða be

ƕīt or blak, ar tꝏ hūdʒ a blĕmiʃ in ȣr i, mĕþinks.

Ðe þiŋ semeþ not supœrtabel, ðat ðis presīs mădam wið

her forān făʃonz--Dust fēr tꝏ stand i' ðe fēld agānst

her?"


Srivȃ pʊt her fœrhed on hiz ʃōlder and sed, skȇrs tꝏ be

herd, "And it kum tꝏ ðat, Īl ʃo ðe."


"It must be nȣ," sed Korsus. "Prezmirȃ, ðȣ hast tōld me,

sekeþ ȏdʒens betīmz i' ðe morniŋ. Wĭmen ar best at

nīt-tīm, tꝏ."


"If Laksus ʃʊd hēr ðe!" ʃe sed.


He ȃnserd, "Tuʃ, he nēd nĕver blām ðe, even if he nu

ont, and we kan mănādʒ ðat. Ði sĭle mŭðer prated but nȣ

ov ŏnor. Tiz but a skꝏl-nām; and if twer ŭðer, tel me

ƕens sprĭŋeþ ðe fȣnt ov ŏnor if not from ðe Kiŋ ov

Kiŋz? If he resēv ðe, ðen art ðȣ ŏnord, and ȏl ða

ðat hav tꝏ dꝏ wið ðe. I am yet tꝏ lern disŏnor lieþ on

ðat man or wʊman ƕꝏm ðe Kiŋ duþ ŏnor."


Ʃe lȃft, terniŋ from him tꝏword ðe windo, her handz

stil held in hiz. "Fo, ðȣ hast gĭven me a stroŋ poʃon!

and I þink ðat swaeþ me mœr ðan ði mĕne arguments, O mi

fȃðer, ƕitʃ tꝏ sa trūþ I kanot wel remember bekȏz I did

not mutʃ belēv."


Dʒūk Korsus tʊk her bi ðe ʃōlderz. Hiz fās overlʊkt her

bi a lĭtel, for ʃe wȏz not tȏl ov bild. "Bi ðe Godz," he

sed, "tiz a stronger swēt sent ov ðe red rōz tꝏ māk a

grāt man drunk wĭðȏl ðan ov ðe ƕīt, ðo ðat be a

bĭger flȣer." And he sed, "Ƕi not, for a gām, for a madkap

dʒest? A mantel and hʊd, a mȃsk if ðȣ wilt, and mi riŋ tꝏ

prꝏv ðe mīn ambăsador. Īl atend ðe þrꝏ ðe

kœrt-yard tꝏ ðe fʊt o' ðe stȇrz."




Ʃe sed nŭþiŋ, smiliŋ at him az ʃe ternd for him tꝏ pʊt

ðe grāt velvet mantel abȣt her ʃōlderz.


"Hȃ," sed he, "tiz wel sēn a dȏter iz werþ ten sunz."


****


In ðe mēnƕīl Gorīs ðe Kiŋ sāt in hiz privāt tʃāmber

ritiŋ at a partʃment spred befœr him on ðe tabel ov

pŏliʃt marmolīt. A silver lamp bernd at hiz left elbo. Ðe

windo stʊd open tꝏ ðe nīt. Ðe Kiŋ had lād asīd hiz

krȣn, ðat sparkeld darkle in ðe ʃădo belo ðe lamp. He

pʊt dȣn hiz pen and rēd agān ƕȏt he had rit, in măner

fŏloiŋ:


𝐹𝑟𝑎𝑚 𝑀𝑒, 𝐺𝑜𝑟𝑖𝑐𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑇𝑤𝑒𝑙𝑓𝑡, 𝐺𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑡𝑒 𝐾𝑦𝑛𝑔 𝑜𝑓 𝑊𝑦𝑐ℎ𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑓

𝑌𝑚𝑝𝑒𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑓 𝐷𝑎𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑛𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑓 𝑎𝑙 𝑘𝑦𝑛𝑔𝑑𝑜𝑚𝑒𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑜𝑛𝑛𝑒

𝑑𝑜𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑝𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑑 ℎ𝑦𝑠 𝑏𝑒𝑚𝑒𝑠 𝑜𝑣𝑒𝑟, 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝐶𝑜𝑟𝑠𝑢𝑠 𝑀𝑦 𝑠𝑒𝑟𝑣𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑒: 𝑇ℎ𝑦𝑠 𝑖𝑠

𝑡𝑜 𝑠𝑖𝑔𝑛𝑖𝑓𝑦𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑒 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑡 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑣𝑒𝑛𝑖𝑒𝑛𝑡 𝑠𝑝𝑒𝑑𝑒

𝑟𝑒𝑝𝑎𝑖𝑟𝑒 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎 𝑠𝑢𝑓𝑓𝑦𝑐𝑦𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑡 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑒𝑛𝑔𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑚𝑒𝑛𝑛𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑦𝑝𝑝𝑒𝑠 𝑡𝑜

𝐷𝑎𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑛𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒, 𝑏𝑦𝑐𝑎𝑢𝑠𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜𝑤𝑎𝑟𝑑𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡𝑟𝑎𝑦𝑡𝑜𝑟𝑙𝑦 𝑐𝑎𝑡𝑡𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡

𝑑𝑜𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑖𝑛ℎ𝑎𝑏𝑦𝑡 𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑓𝑒𝑙𝑒 𝑏𝑦 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑟𝑝𝑛𝑒𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝑀𝑦

𝑐𝑜𝑟𝑟𝑒𝑐𝑡𝑖𝑜𝑢𝑛. 𝐼 𝑤𝑦𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒, 𝑎𝑠 ℎ𝑜𝑙𝑑𝑦𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑝𝑙𝑎𝑐𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑀𝑦 𝑔𝑒𝑛𝑒𝑟𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑒

𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟, 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑤 𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑒𝑟 𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑐𝑦𝑏𝑙𝑦 𝑦𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑎𝑦𝑑 𝑐𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑟𝑖𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑑𝑜𝑒

𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑙 𝑑𝑖𝑙𝑦𝑔𝑒𝑛𝑐𝑒 𝑠𝑝𝑜𝑦𝑙 𝑟𝑎𝑣𝑦𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑑𝑒𝑝𝑜𝑝𝑢𝑙𝑎𝑡𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒,

𝑒𝑛𝑠𝑙𝑎𝑣𝑦𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑜𝑝𝑝𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑠𝑦𝑛𝑔 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑝𝑢𝑡𝑡𝑦𝑛𝑔 𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑑𝑒𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑎𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑤 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑡

𝑡ℎ𝑦𝑛𝑘𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑜𝑠𝑡 𝑠𝑒𝑟𝑣𝑦𝑐ℎ𝑎𝑏𝑙𝑒 𝑎𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙 𝑓𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑦𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑦 𝑝𝑜𝑤𝑟𝑒,

𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑖𝑛 𝑝𝑒𝑟𝑡𝑦𝑐𝑢𝑙𝑒𝑟 𝑝𝑢𝑙𝑙𝑦𝑛𝑔 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑟𝑢𝑖𝑛𝑎𝑡𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑦𝑟 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑜𝑛𝑔𝑒

ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑙𝑑𝑠 𝑜𝑟 𝑐𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑙𝑠, 𝑎𝑠 𝐺𝑎𝑙𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒, 𝐷𝑟𝑒𝑝𝑝𝑎𝑏𝑖𝑒, 𝐶𝑟𝑜𝑡ℎ𝑟𝑦𝑛𝑔, 𝑂𝑤𝑙𝑒𝑠𝑤𝑦𝑘𝑒,

𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒. 𝑇ℎ𝑦𝑠 𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑝𝑟𝑦𝑠𝑒 𝑖𝑛 ℎ𝑒𝑎𝑑 𝑖𝑠 𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑡𝑒𝑠𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡

𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟 𝑤𝑎𝑠 𝑠𝑖𝑛𝑐𝑒 𝑦𝑡 𝑖𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑡𝑟𝑎𝑚𝑝𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝐷𝑎𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑛𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑛𝑐𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑

𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑎𝑙 𝑡𝑜 𝑐𝑢𝑡𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑦𝑟 𝑐𝑜𝑎𝑚𝑒𝑠 𝑤ℎ𝑜𝑠𝑒 𝑐𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑠 𝑚𝑎𝑦 𝑑𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑔𝑒𝑟 𝑢𝑠, 𝑎𝑛𝑑

𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑤 𝑎𝑟𝑡 𝑡𝑜𝑒 𝑜𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑤𝑡 𝑒𝑥𝑡𝑟𝑎𝑜𝑟𝑑𝑖𝑛𝑎𝑖𝑟 𝑒𝑥𝑝𝑒𝑟𝑖𝑒𝑛𝑠

𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑦 𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑚𝑒𝑟 𝑚𝑒𝑟𝑟𝑖𝑡𝑠 𝐼 𝑤𝑜𝑙𝑑𝑒 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑚𝑦𝑡 𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑜 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑡𝑒 𝑎

𝑐ℎ𝑎𝑖𝑟𝑔𝑒, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑒𝑠𝑝𝑒𝑐𝑖𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑦 𝑖𝑛 𝑠𝑢𝑐ℎ 𝑎 𝑡𝑦𝑚𝑒. 𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑖𝑛𝑐𝑒 𝑎𝑙 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑡

𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑝𝑟𝑦𝑠𝑒𝑠 𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ𝑡𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑏𝑒𝑒 𝑠𝑜𝑑𝑒𝑦𝑛𝑙𝑦 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑜𝑙𝑢𝑡𝑒𝑙𝑦 𝑝𝑟𝑜𝑠𝑒𝑞𝑢𝑢𝑡𝑒𝑑,

𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑦𝑠 𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ𝑡𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑏𝑒𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑒𝑥𝑒𝑐𝑢𝑡𝑒𝑑 𝑎𝑡 𝑓𝑢𝑟𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑡 𝑖𝑛

ℎ𝑎𝑟𝑣𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑒 𝑛𝑒𝑥𝑡𝑒. 𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑦𝑡 𝑖𝑠 𝑀𝑦 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑚𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑚𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑤

𝐶𝑜𝑟𝑠𝑢𝑠 𝑡𝑎𝑘𝑒 𝑜𝑟𝑑𝑒𝑟 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑖𝑛𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑛𝑡 𝑓𝑢𝑟𝑛𝑒𝑠𝑠ℎ𝑦𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑠ℎ𝑖𝑝𝑝𝑒𝑠,

𝑠𝑒𝑎𝑚𝑒𝑛, 𝑠𝑜𝑢𝑙𝑑𝑖𝑒𝑟𝑠, ℎ𝑜𝑟𝑠𝑒𝑚𝑒𝑛, 𝑜𝑓𝑓𝑖𝑐𝑖𝑒𝑟𝑠, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑝𝑒𝑟𝑡𝑦𝑐𝑢𝑙𝑒𝑟

𝑝𝑒𝑟𝑠𝑜𝑛𝑛𝑒𝑠, 𝑤𝑒𝑝𝑜𝑛𝑠, 𝑚𝑢𝑛𝑖𝑐𝑖𝑜𝑛𝑠, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑙 𝑜𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑛𝑒𝑐𝑒𝑠𝑠𝑎𝑟𝑖𝑒𝑠 𝑤ℎ𝑦𝑐ℎ 𝑖𝑠

𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ𝑡 𝑡𝑜 𝑏𝑒 𝑛𝑒𝑒𝑑𝑓𝑢𝑙𝑙 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑎𝑟𝑚𝑖𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 ℎ𝑜𝑎𝑠𝑡 𝑤ℎ𝑦𝑐ℎ 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑏𝑒

𝑙𝑒𝑣𝑖𝑒𝑑 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑎𝑦𝑑 𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑟𝑒𝑝𝑟𝑦𝑠𝑒, 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑤ℎ𝑦𝑐ℎ𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑙𝑒𝑡𝑡𝑒𝑟 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑏𝑒

𝑡ℎ𝑦 𝑠𝑢𝑓𝑓𝑦𝑐𝑦𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑡 𝑤𝑎𝑟𝑟𝑎𝑛𝑡 𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟 𝑀𝑦 ℎ𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒. 𝐺𝑖𝑣𝑒𝑛 𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟 𝑀𝑦 𝑠𝑖𝑔𝑛𝑒𝑡ℎ

𝑜𝑓 𝑂𝑢𝑟𝑜𝑏𝑜𝑟𝑜𝑠 𝑖𝑛 𝑀𝑦 𝑝𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑎𝑖𝑐𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝐶𝑎𝑟𝑐𝑖𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑦𝑠 𝑥𝑥𝑖𝑥 𝑑𝑎𝑖𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑚𝑎𝑦,

𝑏𝑒𝑦𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑣𝑖𝑗 𝑑𝑎𝑖𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑀𝑦 𝑦𝑒𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝐼𝐼.




Ðe Kiŋ tʊk waks and a taper from ðe grāt gōld ink-stand,

and sēld ðe worant wið ðe rube hed ov ðe werm

Ꝏroboros, saiŋ, "Ðe rube, mōst kumfortabel tꝏ ðe hart,

brān, vĭgor, and mĕmore ov man. So, tiz konfermd."


In ðat instant ƕen ðe waks wȏz yet soft ov ðe Kiŋz sēl

seliŋ ðat komĭʃon for Korsus, wun tapt dʒentle at ðe

tʃāmber dœr. Ðe Kiŋ bad enter, and ðȇr kām ðe kaptān

ov hiz bŏdigard and stʊd befœr ðe Kiŋ, wið werd ðat wun

wated wĭðȣt, praiŋ instant ȏdʒens, "And ʃōd me for a

token, O mi Lord ðe Kiŋ, a bʊlz hed wið fire nostrilz

graven in a blak opal in ðe bĕzel ov a riŋ, ƕitʃ I nu for

ðe signet ov mi Lord Korsus ðat hiz lordʃip bareþ ȏlwa on

hiz left þum. And twȏz ðis, O Kiŋ, ðat ōnle perswaded me

tꝏ delĭver ðe mĕsādʒ untꝏ yor Madʒeste in ðis unsezonabel

ȣr. Ƕitʃ if it be a fȏlt in me, I dꝏ humble hōp yor

Madʒeste wil pardon."


"Nōst ðȣ ðe man?" sed ðe Kiŋ.


He ȃnserd, "I mīt not no him, dred Lord, for ðe mȃsk

and grāt hʊded klōk he wareþ. It iz a lĭtel man, and

spekeþ a huske ƕisper."


"Admit him," sed Kiŋ Gorīs; and ƕen Srivȃ wȏz kum in,

mȃskt and hʊded and hōldiŋ fœrþ ðe riŋ, he sed, "Ðȣ

lʊkst kwestʃonabel, ȏlbeit ðis token opend a wa for ðe.

Pʊt of ðēz trăpiŋz and let me no ðe."


But ʃe, spekiŋ stil in a huske ƕisper, prād ðat ða

mīt be privāt ȇr ʃe disklōzd herself. So ðe Kiŋ bad

lēv ðem privāt.


"Dred Lord," sed ðe sōldʒer, "iz it yor wil ðat I stand

rĕde wĭðȣt ðe dœr?"


"No," sed ðe Kiŋ. "Vƣd ðe ante-tʃāmber, set ðe gard, and

let nun disterb me." And tꝏ Srivȃ he sed, "If ðīn ĕrand

prꝏv not mœr ŏnester ðan ði lʊks, ðis iz an il nīts

dʒerne for ðe. At ðe liftiŋ ov mi finger I am abel tꝏ

metamorfōz ðe tꝏ a mandrāk. If indēd ðȣ bēst ȏt

els ȏlrĕde."


Ƕen ða wer alōn ðe Lade Srivȃ doft her mȃsk and pʊt

bak her hʊd, unkŭveriŋ her hed ðat wȏz krȣnd wið tꝏ

hĕve trămelz ov her dark brȣn hȇr bȣnd up and interwoven

abuv her brȣ and ērz and pind wið silver pinz hĕded wið

garnets kŭlord līk berniŋ kōlz. Ðe Kiŋ beheld her from




under ðe grāt ʃădo ov hiz brȣz, darkle, not bi so mutʃ az

ðe mꝏviŋ ov an ilid or a linyament ov hiz lēn vĭzādʒ

betraiŋ ȏt ðat pȃst in hiz mīnd at ðis diskloziŋ.


Ʃe trembeld and sed, "O mi Lord ðe Kiŋ, I hōp u wil

induldʒ and pardon in me ðis trespas. Trule I marvel at mīn

ōn bōldnes hȣ I derst kum tꝏ u."


Wið a dʒestʃūr ov hiz hand ðe Kiŋ bad her be seted in a

tʃȇr on hiz rīt besīd ðe tabel. "Ðȣ nēdst not be

afrād, mădam," he sed. "Ðat I admit ðe, let it māk ðe

ăʃūrd ov welkum. Let me no ðīn ĕrand."


Ðe fīr ov her fȃðerz wīn ʃŭderd dȣn wĭðin her līk a

lo-lit flām in a gust ov wind az ʃe sat ðȇr alōn wið

Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟤. in ðe serkel ov ðe lamplīt. Ʃe tʊk a

dēp breþ tꝏ stil her harts flŭteriŋ and sed, "O Kiŋ,

I wȏz mutʃ afērd tꝏ kum, and it wȏz tꝏ ȃsk u a bꝏn: a

lĭtel þiŋ for u tꝏ giv, Lord, and yet tꝏ me ðat am ðe

lēst ov yor handmādz a grāt þiŋ tꝏ resēv. But nȣ I am

kum indēd, I derst not ȃsk it."


Ðe glĭter ov hiz īz lʊkiŋ ȣt from ðȇr ēvz ov

darknes dismād her; and lĭtel kumfort had ʃe ov ðe īrn

krȣn at hiz elbo, brīt wið dʒemz and fērs wið uplifted

klȏz, or ov ðe kŏper serpents interlāst ðat mād ðe armz

ov hiz tʃȇr, or ov ðe brīt ĭmādʒ ov ðe lamp reflekted in

ðe tabel top ƕȇr wer red strēks līk strēks ov blud and

blak strēks līk edʒez ov sœrdz strekiŋ ðe grēn ʃiniŋ

serfās ov ðe stōn.


Yet ʃe tʊk hart tꝏ sa, "Wer I a grāt lord had dun yor

madʒeste servīs az mi fȃðer haþ, or ðēz ŭðerz u did

ŏnor tꝏ-nīt, O Kiŋ, it had bēn ŭðerwīz." He sed

nŭþiŋ, and stil găðeriŋ kŭrādʒ ʃe sed, "I tꝏ wʊd

serv u, O Kiŋ. And I kām tꝏ ȃsk u hȣ."


Ðe Kiŋ smīld. "I am mutʃ behōlden tꝏ ðe, mădam. Dꝏ az ðȣ

hast dun, and ðȣ ʃalt plēz me wel. Fēst and be mĕre,

and tʃardʒ not ðīn hed wið ðēz midnīt kwestʃoniŋz,

lest tꝏ mutʃ kȇrfʊlnes māk ðe gro lēn."


"Gro I so, O Kiŋ? U ʃal dʒudʒ." So spekiŋ ðe Lade

Srivȃ rōz up and stʊd befœr him in ðe lamplīt. Slole ʃe

opend her armz upwordz rīt and left, pʊtiŋ bak her velvet

klōk from her ʃōlderz, until ðe dark klōk hăŋiŋ in fōldz

from iðer uplifted hand wȏz līk ðe wiŋz ov a berd lifted

up for flīt. Dazliŋ fȇr ʃon her bȇr ʃōlderz and bȇr

armz and þrōt and bʊzom. Wun grāt hiasinþ stōn, hăŋiŋ bi

a gōld tʃān abȣt her nek, rested abuv ðe hŏlo ov her




brests. It flaʃt and slept wið her breðiŋz ȏlternāt

fȏl and swel.


"U did þrĕten me, Lord, but nȣ," ʃe sed, "tꝏ trȃnzmu me

tꝏ a mandrāk. Wʊd u mīt tʃāndʒ me tꝏ a man."


Ʃe kʊd rēd nŭþiŋ in ðe krag-līk darknes ov hiz

kȣntenans, ðe īrn lip, ðe īz ðat wer līk pulsiŋ

fīrlīt ȣt ov hŏlo kāvz.


"I ʃʊd serv u bĕter so, Lord, ðan mi pꝏr bute ma.

Wer I a man, I had kum tꝏ u tꝏ-nīt and sed, 'O Kiŋ, let

us not sŭfer ĕne longer ov ðat hȣnd Dʒus. Giv me a sœrd, O

Kiŋ, and I wil pʊt dȣn Demonland for u and tred ðem

under fēt.'"


Ʃe sank softle intꝏ her tʃȇr agān, sŭferiŋ her velvet

klōk tꝏ fȏl over its bak. Ðe Kiŋ ran hiz finger

þȏtfꝏle aloŋ ðe upstandiŋ klȏz ov ðe krȣn besīd him

on ðe tabel.


"Iz ðis ðe bꝏn ðȣ ȃskst me?" he sed at leŋþ. "An

ekspedĭʃon tꝏ Demonland?"


Ʃe ȃnserd it wȏz.


"Must ða sāl tꝏ-nīt?" sed ðe Kiŋ, stil wȏtʃiŋ her.


Ʃe smīld fꝏliʃle.


"Ōnle," he sed, "I wʊd no ƕȏt gadfli ov erdʒense stuŋ

ðe on tꝏ kum so strāndʒle and sŭdenle and ȃfter midnīt."


Ʃe pȏzd a mĭnūt, ðen sŭmoniŋ kŭrādʒ: "Lest anŭðer

ʃʊd ferst kum tꝏ u, O Kiŋ," ʃe ȃnserd. "Belēv me, I

no ov preparaʃonz, and wun ðat ʃal kum tꝏ u in ðe

morniŋ praiŋ ðis þiŋ for anŭðer. Ƕȏt intĕlīdʒens

soĕver sum haþ, I am ʃūr ov ðat tꝏ be tru ðat I hav."


"Anŭðer?" sed ðe Kiŋ.


Srivȃ ȃnserd, "Lord, Īl sa no nāmz. But ðȇr be sum, O

Kiŋ, be dāndʒerȣs swēt supleants, hăŋiŋ ðȇr hōps belīk

on ŭðer striŋz ðan we ma tʃūn."


Ʃe had bent her hed abuv ðe pŏliʃt tabel, lʊkiŋ

kureȣsle dȣn intꝏ its depþs. Her korsādʒ and gȣn ov skarlet

silk brokād wer līk ðe tʃălīs ov a grāt flȣer; her ƕīt

armz and ʃōlderz līk ðe pĕtalz ov ðe flȣer abuv it. At




leŋþ ʃe lʊkt up.


"Ðȣ smīlst, mi Lade Srivȃ," sed ðe Kiŋ.


"I smīld at mīn ōn þȏt," ʃe sed. "Ūl lȃf tꝏ hēr

it, O mi Lord ðe Kiŋ, beiŋ so dĭferent from ƕȏt we spōk

on. But ʃūr, ov wĭmenz þȏts iz no mœr ʃurete nor rest

ðan iz in a vān ðat terneþ at ȏl windz."


"Let me hēr it," sed ðe Kiŋ, bendiŋ forword, hiz lēn

hare hand fluŋ īdle akros ðe tabelz edʒ.


"Ƕi ðus it wȏz, Lord," sed ʃe. "Ðȇr kām me in mīnd ov a

sŭden ðat saiŋ ov ðe Lade Prezmirȃ ƕen ferst ʃe wȏz wed

tꝏ Korund and dwelt hēr in Karse. Ʃe sed ȏl ðe rīt part

ov her bŏde wȏz ov Witʃland but ðe left Pikse. Ƕarŭpon ȣr

pepel ðat wer bi rēdʒƣst mutʃ ðat ʃe had gĭven ðe rīt

part ov her bŏde tꝏ Witʃland. Ƕarŭpon ʃe sed, but her

hart wȏz on ðe left sīd."


"And ƕȇr wȇrst ðȣ ðīn?" ȃskt ðe Kiŋ. Ʃe derst not

lʊk at him, and so sȏ not ðe kŏmik līt go līk sŭmer

lītniŋ akros hiz dark kȣntenans az ʃe spōk Prezmirȃz

nām.


Hiz hand had dropt from ðe tabel edʒ; Srivȃ felt it tutʃ

her ne. Ʃe trembeld līk a fʊl sāl ðat sŭdenle for an

instant ðe wind lēvz. Vĕre stil ʃe sat, saiŋ in a lo

vƣs, "Ðȇrz a werd, mi Lord ðe Kiŋ, if ūd but spēk

it, ʃʊd bēm a līt tꝏ ʃo u mīn ȃnser."


But he lēnd kloser, saiŋ, "Dust þink Īl tʃăfer wið

ðe? Īl no ðe ȃnser ferst i' ðe dark."


"Lord," ʃe ƕisperd, "I wʊd not hav kum tꝏ u in ðis

dēp and ded tīm ov ðe nīt but ðat I nu u nobel and

ðe grāt Kiŋ, and no ămorȣs serfeter ðat ʃʊd dēl fȏls

wið me."


Her bŏde brēðd spisez: soft worm sents tꝏ māk ðe sensez

rēl: perfūm ov malabaðrum brūzd in wīn, ĕsensez ov

sulfer-kŭlord lĭlēz plȃnted in Afroditēz garden. Ðe Kiŋ

dru her tꝏ him. Ʃe kȃst her armz abȣt hiz nek, saiŋ klōs

tꝏ hiz ēr, "Lord, I ma not slēp til u tel me ða must

sāl, and Korsus must be ðȇr kaptān."


Ðe Kiŋ held her găðerd up līk a tʃīld in hiz embrās. He

kist her on ðe mȣþ, a loŋ dēp kis. Ðen he spraŋ tꝏ

hiz fēt, set her dȣn līk a dol befœr him ŭpon ðe tabel bi

ðe lamp, and so sat bak in hiz ōn tʃȇr agān and sat

regardiŋ her wið a strāndʒ and disterbiŋ smīl.




On a sŭden hiz brȣ darkend, and þrustiŋ hiz fās tꝏwordz

herz, hiz þik blak skwȇr-kut bērd dʒŭtiŋ benēþ ðe kerl

ov hiz ʃaven ŭper lip, "Gerl," he sed, "ƕꝏ sent ðe o'

ðis ĕrand?"


He rōld hiz i ŭpon her wið sutʃ a gorgon lʊk ðat her

blud ran bak wið a grāt lēp tꝏwordz her hart, and ʃe

ȃnserd, skȇrs tꝏ be herd, "Trule, O Kiŋ, mi fȃðer sent

me."


"Wȏz he drunk ƕen he sent ðe?" ȃskt ðe Kiŋ.


"Trule, Lord, I þink he wȏz," sed ʃe.


"Ðat kup ðat he wȏz drunken wĭðȏl," sed Kiŋ Gorīs, "let

him prīz and tʃĕriʃ it ȏl hiz līf natʃural. For if in hiz

sober sensez he ʃʊd māk no mœr estimaʃon ov me ðan þink

tꝏ brīb mi favorz wið a bonȃ robȃ; bi mi sōl, in hiz evil

helþ he had sȏt tꝏ dꝏ it, for it ʃʊd kost him nŭþiŋ

but hiz līf."


Srivȃ began tꝏ wēp, saiŋ, "O Kiŋ, yor dʒentel pardon."


But ðe Kiŋ pāst ðe rꝏm līk a prȣliŋ lion. "Did he fēr

I ʃʊd supli Korund in hiz plās?" sed he. "Ðis wȏz a

kokʃūr wa tꝏ māk me dꝏ it, if indēd hiz praktīs had mīt

tꝏ mꝏv me at ȏl. Let him lern tꝏ kum tꝏ me wið hiz ōn

mȣþ if he hōp tꝏ get gʊd ov me. Ŭðer els, ȣt ov Karse

let him go and avƣd mi sīt, ðat ȏl ðe grāt mȃsterz ov

Hel ma kondukt him ðĭðer."


Ðe Kiŋ pȏzd at leŋþ besīd Srivȃ, ðat wȏz pertʃt stil

ŭpon ðe tabel, ʃoiŋ a kīnd ov swētnes in tērz, sŏbiŋ

vĕre pĭtifꝏle, her fās hĭden in her tꝏ handz. So for a tīm

he beheld her, ðen lifted her dȣn, and ƕīl he sat in hiz

grāt tʃȇr, hōldiŋ her on hiz ne wið wun hand, wið ðe

ŭðer dru herz dʒentle from befœr her fās. "Kum," he sed,

"I blām it not on ðe. Giv over ȏl ði wepiŋ. Rētʃ me

ðat ritiŋ from ðe tabel."


Ʃe ternd in hiz armz and stretʃt a hand ȣt for ðe

partʃment.


"Ðȣ nōst mi signet?" sed ðe Kiŋ.


Ʃe nŏded, i.


"Rēd," sed he, lĕtiŋ her go. Ʃe stʊd bi ðe lamp, and

red.




Ðe Kiŋ wȏz behīnd her. He tʊk her benēþ ðe armz, bendiŋ

tꝏ spēk hot-brēðd in her ēr. "Ðȣ sēst, I had ȏlrĕde

tʃōz mi dʒĕneral. Ðȇrfœr I let ðe no it, bekȏz I mēn

not tꝏ let ðe go til morniŋ; and I wʊd not hav ðe

þink ði luvlines, hȣȇr it plēz me, mꝏveþ sutʃ

dēp-komȃndiŋ spelz az tꝏ swa mi pŏlise."


Ʃe la bak agānst hiz brest, limp and streŋþles, ƕīl

he kist her nek and īz and þrōt; ðen her lips met hiz

in a loŋ volupʃȣs kis. Ʃūrle ðe Kiŋz handz ŭpon her

wer līk līv kōlz.


Bĕþinkiŋ her ov Korinyus, fumiŋ at an open dœr and an empte

tʃāmber, ðe Lade Srivȃ wȏz yet kontent.


𝟣𝟩. Ðe Kiŋ Flīz Hiz Hăgard


HȢ ÐE LADE PREZMIRȂ KĀM TꝎ ÐE KIŊ ON AN ĔRAND OV STĀT,

AND HȢ ƩE PROSPERD ÐARIN: ǶARIN IZ ȎLSO SĒN ǶI ÐE

KIŊ WƱD SEND ÐE DƷŪK KORSUS INTꝎ DEMONLAND; AND HȢ ON ÐE

FIFTĒNÞ DA OV DƷULI ÐĒZ LORDZ, KORSUS, LAKSUS, GRO, AND

GĂLANDUS, SĀLD WIÐ A FLĒT FROM TĔNEMOS.


On ðe morn kām ðe Lade Prezmirȃ tꝏ pra ȏdʒens ov ðe

Kiŋ, and beiŋ admĭted tꝏ hiz privāt tʃāmber stʊd befœr

him in grāt bute and splendor, saiŋ, "Lord, I kām tꝏ

þank u az okaʒon servd not for me fitle so tꝏ dꝏ lȃst

nīt i' ðe bankwet hȏl. Ʃūr, tiz no eze tȃsk, sins ƕen

I þank u az I wʊd, I must sēm tꝏ unmīndfʊl ov Korundz

dezerviŋ ƕꝏ haþ wun ðis kiŋdom: but if I spēk tꝏ lardʒ

ov ðat, I ʃal sēm tꝏ mĭniʃ yor bȣnte, O Kiŋ. And

ingrătitʃūd iz a vīs abhord."


"Mădam," sed ðe Kiŋ, "ðȣ nēdst not tꝏ þank me. And tꝏ

mīn ērz grāt dēdz hav ðȇr ōn trumpets."


So nȣ ʃe tōld him ov her lĕterz resēvd from Korund ȣt ov

Impland. "It iz wel sēn, Lord," sed ʃe, "hȣ in ðēz dāz

u dꝏ bēt dȣn ȏl pepelz under u, and dꝏ set up nu

trĭbutare kiŋz tꝏ ad tꝏ yor grāt prāz in Karse. O Kiŋ,

hȣ loŋ must ðis il wēd ov Demonland ofend us, goiŋ stil

untrŏden under fēt?"


Ðe Kiŋ ȃnserd her not a werd. Ōnle hiz lip ʃōd a glēm

ov tēþ, az ov a tigerz trŭbeld at hiz mēl.




But Prezmirȃ sed wið grāt hardines, "Lord, be not angre

wið me. Mĕþinks it iz ðe part ov a fāþfʊl servant ŏnord

bi hiz mȃster tꝏ sēk nu servīs. And ƕȇr lieþ līkleer

servīs Korund ʃʊd dꝏ u ðan west over sēz, tꝏ lēd

prĕzentle an arme naval ðĭðer and māk an end ov ðem, ȇr

ðȇr grātnes stand up agān from ðe blo ƕȇrwið lȃst Ma

u did strīk ðem?"


"Mădam," sed ðe Kiŋ, "ðis tʃardʒ iz mīn. Īl tel ðe

ƕen I nēd ði kȣnsel, ƕitʃ iz not nȣ." And standiŋ up az

if tꝏ end ðe măter, he sed, "I dꝏ intend sum spœrt tꝏ-da.

Ða tel me ðȣ hast a fȏlkon dʒentel tȣereþ so wel ʃe

pȃseþ ðe best Korinyus haþ. Tiz klēr kȃlm wĕðer. Wilt

ðȣ tāk her ȣt tꝏ-da and ʃo us ðe mȣnte at a hĕron?"


Ʃe ȃnserd, "Dʒƣfꝏle, O Kiŋ. Yet I besētʃ u ad ðis

favor tꝏ ȏl yor former gʊdnes, tꝏ hēr me yet wun werd.

Sumþiŋ perswādz me u hav ȏlrĕde determīnd ov ðis

enterprīz, and bi yor pʊtiŋ ov me of I dꝏ fēr yor

madʒeste meneþ not Korund ʃal undertāk it but sum ŭðer."


Dark and imꝏvabel az hiz ōn dark fortres fasiŋ ðe brīt

morniŋ, Gorīs ðe Kiŋ stʊd and beheld her. Sunʃīn

stremiŋ þrꝏ ðe ēstern kāsment lited red-gōld

smōlderiŋ splendorz in ðe hĕve kƣlz ov ðat ladēz hȇr,

and flu bak in dazliŋ ʃȣerz from ðe dimondz fȃsend

amuŋ ðōz kƣlz. Ȃfter a spās he sed, "Supōz I am a

gardener. I go not tꝏ ðe bŭterfli for kȣnsel. Let her be

glad ðat ðȇr be rōz-trēz ðȇr and red stōnkrops for her

delīt; ƕitʃ if ĕne be lăkiŋ Īl giv her mœr for ðe

ȃskiŋ, az Īl giv ðe mœr mȃsks and rĕvelz and ȏl brāv

plĕʒūrz in Karse. But wor and pŏlise iz not for wĭmen."


"U hav forgot, O Kiŋ," sed ðe Lade Prezmirȃ, "Korund mād

me hiz ambăsador." But seiŋ a blaknes fȏl ŭpon ðe Kiŋz

kȣntenans ʃe sed in hāst, "But not in ȏl, O Kiŋ. I wil

be open az da tꝏ u. Ðe ekspedĭʃon he stroŋle erdʒd, but

not for himself ðe lediŋ ont."


Ðe Kiŋ lʊkt evile ŭpon her. "I am glad tꝏ hēr it," he

sed. Ðen, hiz brȣ kleriŋ, "No ðȣ it for ði gʊd,

mădam, order iz taen for ðis ȏlrĕde. Ȇr winter-nīts

retern agān, Demonland ʃal be mi fʊtstꝏl. Ðȇrfœr rīt

tꝏ ði lord I gāv him hiz wiʃ befœrhand."


Prezmirȃz īz dȃnst triumf. "O ðe glad da!" ʃe krīd.

"Mīn ȏlso, O Kiŋ?"


"If ðīn be hiz," sed ðe Kiŋ.




"Ȃ," sed ʃe, "u no mīn ȣtgălops it."


"Ðen skꝏl ðīn, mădam," sed ðe Kiŋ, "tꝏ run in harnes.

Ƕi þinkst ðȣ I sent Korund intꝏ Impland, but ðat I nu

he had ekselent wit and nobel kŭrādʒ tꝏ gŭvern a grāt

kiŋdom? Wʊdst hav me a wilfʊl tʃīld snatʃ Impland from him

līk a sȃmpler hȃf stitʃt?"


Ðen, takiŋ lēv ov her wið mœr graʃȣs kertese, "We

ʃal lʊk tꝏ se ðe ðen, mădam, o' ðe þerd ȣr befœr

nꝏn," he sed, and smōt on a goŋ, sŭmoniŋ ðe kaptān ov

hiz gard. "Sōldʒer," he sed, "kondukt ðe Kwēn ov Impland.

And bid ðe Dʒūk Korsus strāt atend me."


****


Ðe þerd ȣr befœr nꝏn ðe Lord Gro met wið Prezmirȃ in

ðe gāt ov ðe ĭner kœrt. Ʃe had a ridiŋ-hăbit ov dark

grēn tĭfane and a năro ruf edʒd wið mardʒere-perlz. Ʃe

sed, "Ðȣ kumst wið us, mi lord? Ʃūrle I am behōlden tꝏ

ðe. I no ðȣ luvst not ðe spœrt, yet tꝏ sāv me from

Korinyus I must hav ðe. He plageþ me mutʃ ðis morniŋ

wið strāndʒ kertesēz; ðo ƕi ðus on a sŭden I kanot

tel."


"In ðis," sed Lord Gro, "az in grater măterz, I am ði

servant, O Kwēn. Tiz yet tīm enuf, ðo. Ðis hȃf ȣr

ðe Kiŋ wil not be rĕde. I left him klŏzeted wið Korsus,

ðat sĕteþ prĕzentle abȣt hiz armiŋ agānst ðe Demonz.

Ðȣ hast herd?"


"Am I def," sed Prezmirȃ, "tꝏ a bel klăŋeþ þrꝏ ȏl

Karse?"


"Alȃs," sed Gro, "ðat we wākt tꝏ loŋ lȃst nīt, and la

tꝏ loŋ abed i' ðe morniŋ!"


Prezmirȃ ȃnserd, "Ðat did not I. And yet Īm angre wið

miself nȣ ðat I did not so."


"Hȣ? Ðȣ sȏst ðe Kiŋ befœr ðe kȣnsil?"


Ʃe bent her hed for yes.


"And he na-sed ðe?"


"Wið infinīt paʃens," sed ʃe, "but mōst irĕvokable. Mi

lord must hōld bi Impland til it be wel brōk tꝏ ðe sădel.

And trule, ƕen I þink ont, ðȇrz rezon in ðat."




Gro sed, "Ðȣ tākst it, mădam, wið ðat klēr brȣ ov

nobelnes and rezon I had lʊkt for in ðe."


Ʃe lȃft. "I hav ðe mān ov mi dezīr, if Demonland ʃal

be pʊt dȣn. Naðeles, it makeþ a grāt wunder ðe Kiŋ

pĭkeþ for ðis werk so rūd a bludʒon ƕen so mĕne gʊdle

blādz he rĕde tꝏ hiz hand. Behōld but hiz armore."


For, standiŋ in ðe gātwa at ðe hed ov ðe stēp desent

tꝏ ðe rĭver, ða beheld ƕȇr ðe lordz ov Witʃland wer met

beỾond ðe bridʒ-gāt tꝏ rīd fœrþ tꝏ ðe hȏkiŋ. And

Prezmirȃ sed, "Iz it not brāv, mi Lord Gro, tꝏ dwel in

Karse? Iz it not pȃsiŋ brāv tꝏ be in Karse, ðat lordeþ it

over ȏl ðe erþ?"


Nȣ kām ða dȣn and bi ðe bridʒ tꝏ ðe Wa ov Kiŋz tꝏ

mēt wið ðem on ðe open mēd on ðe left bank ov Drumȃ.

Prezmirȃ sed tꝏ Laksus ðat rōd on a blak geldiŋ fʊl ov

silver hȇrz, "I se ðȣ hast ði goshȏks fœrþ tꝏ-da, mi

lord."


"I, mădam," sed he. "Ðȇr iz not a stronger hȏk ðan ðēz.

Wĭðȏl ða ar vĕre fērs and krabd, and I must kēp ðem

privāt lest ða sla ȏl ŭðer sort."


Srivȃ, ðat wȏz bi, pʊt fœrþ a hand tꝏ strōk ðem. "Trule,"

ʃe sed, "I luv ðem wel, ði goshȏks. Ða be stȣt and

kiŋle." And ʃe lȃft and sed, "Trule tꝏ-da I lʊk not

loer ðan on a Kiŋ."


"Ðȣ māst lʊk on me, ðen," sed Laksus, "ȏlbeit I bȇr not

mi krȣn i' ðe fēld."


"Tiz ðȇrfœr Īl mark ðe not," sed ʃe.


Laksus sed tꝏ Prezmirȃ, "Wilt ðȣ not prāz mi hȏks, O

Kwēn?"


"I prāz ðem," ȃnserd ʃe, "serkumspektle. For mĕþinks

ða fit ði temper bĕter ðan mīn. Ðēz be gʊd hȏks, mi

lord, for fliiŋ at ðe bʊʃ. I am for ðe hi mȣnte."


Her step-sun Hemiŋ, blak-brȣd and sŭlen-īd, lȃft in

hiz þrōt, noiŋ ʃe mokt and þȏt on Demonland.


Mēnƕīl Korinyus, mȣnted on a grāt ƕīt līrd līk silver

wið blak ēr-tips, mān, and tāl, and ȏl fœr fēt blak az

kōl, dru up tꝏ ðe Lade Srivȃ and spōk wið her apart,

saiŋ sēkretle so ðat nun but ʃe mīt hēr, "Nekst tīm

ðȣ ʃalt not kăre it so, but I wil hav ðe ƕen and ƕȇr




I wʊd. Ðȣ māst gul ðe Dĕvil wið ði perfidʒȣsnes, but

not me a sĕkond tīm, ðȣ liiŋ kŭzeniŋ viksen."


Ʃe ȃnserd softle, "Bēstle man, I did perform ðe vĕre

artikel ov mīn ōþ, and left ðe an open dœr lȃst nīt. If

ðȣ didst lʊk tꝏ fīnd me wĭðin, ðat wer beỾond ȏt I

prŏmīst. And no for ðat Īl sēk a grater ðan ðȣ, and

a niser tꝏ mi likiŋ: wun les rĕde tꝏ swȏp ētʃ kitʃen slut

on ðe lips. I no ði praktīs, mi lord, and ði kondĭʃonz."


Hiz fās flāmd red. "Wer ðat mi kustom, Īd nȣ amend it.

Ðȣ art so tru a runt ov ðȇr sām lĭter, ða ʃal ȏl be

lōþle tꝏ me az ðȣ art lōþle."


"Mu!" sed ʃe, "wĭtile spōk, i' fāþ; and rīt in ðe

măner ov a kŏmon hors-bƣ. Ƕitʃ indēd ðȣ art."


Korinyus struk sperz intꝏ hiz hors so ðat it bȣnded aloft;

ðen krīd ȣt and sed tꝏ Prezmirȃ, "Inkomparabel lade, I

ʃal ʃo ðe mi nu hors, ƕȏt rȣndz, ƕȏt bȣndz, ƕȏt

stop he māks i' ðe fʊl kœrs ov ðe gălop găleard." And

ðȇrwið, trŏtiŋ up tꝏ her, mād hiz hors fetʃ a klōs

tern in a fliiŋ măner ŭpon wun fʊt, and so awa, riziŋ tꝏ a

răkiŋ pās, an ambel, and ðens ȃfter sum dŭbel ternz

reterniŋ at ðe gălop and kŭmiŋ tꝏ a fʊl stop bi Prezmirȃ.


"Tiz vĕre prĭte, mi lord," sed ʃe. "Yet I wʊd not be ði

hors."


"So, mădam?" he krīd. "Ði rezon?"


"Ƕi," sed ʃe, "wer I ðe mōst temperāt, strongest, and ov

ðe dʒentlest nātʃūr i' ðe werld, ov ðe hēt ov ðe dʒindʒer,

mōst swift tꝏ ȏl hi kervets and kapreōlz, Īd fēr mi krest

ʃʊd fȏl i' ðe end, tīrd wið ði sper-gȏliŋ."


Ƕarat ðe Lade Srivȃ fel a-lȃfiŋ.


Nȣ kām Gorīs ðe Kiŋ amuŋ ðem wið hiz ȏstrĭŋerz and

fȏlkonerz and hiz huntsmen wið sĕterz and spanyelz and grāt

fērs bœr-hȣndz drȏn in a striŋ. He rōd ŭpon a blak mȇr

wið īz fīr-red, so tȏl a tȏl manz hed skȇrs topt her

wĭðerz. He wœr a lĕðer gȏntlet on hiz rīt hand, on ðe

rist ƕarov an egel sat, hʊded and moʃonles, grĭpiŋ

wið her klȏz. He sed, "It iz met. Korsus goeþ not wið us:

I fli him at hier gām. Hiz sunz atend him, lꝏziŋ not an

ȣr in preparaʃon for ðis dʒerne. Ðe rest, tāk plĕʒūr

in ðe tʃās."


So ða prāzd ðe Kiŋ, and rōd fœrþ wið him ēstawa. Ðe




Lade Srivȃ ƕisperd Korinyus in ðe ēr, "Entʃȃntere, mi lord,

ruleþ in Karse, and ðis it must be brĭŋeþ it abȣt ðat

nun ma se nor tutʃ me twikst midnīt ȣr and kok-kro

sāv he ðat must be Kiŋ in Demonland."


But Korinyus mād az not tꝏ hēr her, terniŋ tꝏword ðe Lade

Prezmirȃ, ðat ternd ðens tꝏword Gro. Srivȃ lȃft. Mĕre

ov hart ʃe sēmd ðat da, eger az ðe smȏl merlin sĭtiŋ

on her fist, and wĭliŋ at ĕvere tern tꝏ hav spētʃ wið Kiŋ

Gorīs. But ðe Kiŋ heded her not at ȏl, and gāv her not a

lʊk nor a werd.


So rōd ða ăƕīl, dʒestiŋ and diskœrsiŋ, tꝏword ðe

Piksiland border, rȣziŋ hĕronz bi ðe wa ƕarat nun mād

bĕter spœrt ðan Prezmirȃz fȏlkonz, flōn from her fist at

mĕne hundred pasez az ðe kwore rōz, and mȣntiŋ wið it tꝏ

ðe klȣdz in korkskru flīts, riŋ ŭpon riŋ, up and up til

ðe fȣl wȏz but a spek in ðe ŭper ski, and her fȏlkonz tꝏ

lĕser speks besīd it.


But ƕen ða wer kum tꝏ ðe hier grȣnd and ðe skrub and

underwʊd, ðen ðe Kiŋ ƕĭseld hiz egel of hiz fist. Ʃe

flu from him az if ʃe wʊd nĕver hav ternd hed agān, yet

prĕzentle ŭpon hiz ʃȣt kām in; ðen sœriŋ aloft wated on

abuv hiz hed, til ðe hȣndz started a wʊlf ȣt ov ðe

brāk. Ðaron ʃe swꝏpt sŭden az a þunderbolt; and ðe

Kiŋ lited dȣn and helpt her wið hiz huntiŋ-nīf; and so

agān, þrīs and fœr tīmz til fœr wʊlvz wer slān. And

ðat wȏz ðe gratest spœrt.


Ðe Kiŋ mād mutʃ ov hiz egel, gĭviŋ her ðe lȃst wʊlfs

līts and lĭver tꝏ gordʒ herself wĭðȏl. And he gāv her over

tꝏ hiz fȏlkoner, and sed, "Rīd we nȣ intꝏ ðe flats ov

Armane, for I wil fli mi hăgard: mi hăgard egel kȏt ðis

Martʃ in ðe hilz ov Largos. Mĕne a gʊd nīts rest haþ ʃe

kost me, tꝏ wāk her and man her and tētʃ her tꝏ no mi kȏl

and be obēdʒent. I wil fli her nȣ at ðe big blak bœr ov

Largos ðat aflikteþ ðe farmerz herabȣt ðēz tꝏ yērz

pȃst and brĭŋeþ ðem deþ and los. So ʃal we se gʊd

spœrt, if ʃe be not tꝏ kƣ and wīld."


So ðe Kiŋz fȏlkoner brȏt ðe hăgard and ðe Kiŋ tʊk

her on hiz fist. A blak egel ʃe wȏz, red-bēkt and glœreȣs

tꝏ lʊk on. Her dʒĕsez wer ov red lĕðer wið lĭtel silver

varvelz ƕaron ðe krab ov Witʃland wȏz engrāvd in smȏl.

Her hʊd wȏz ov red lĕðer tăseld wið silver. Ferst ʃe

bated from ðe fist ov ðe Kiŋ, skremiŋ and flăpiŋ her

wiŋz, but sꝏn wȏz kwiet. And ðe Kiŋ rōd fœrþ, sendiŋ hiz

grāt brindeld hȣndz befœr him tꝏ pʊt up ðe bœr; and ȏl




hiz kumpane fŏlōd ȃfter.


In no loŋ tīm ða rȣzd ðe bœr, ðat ternd red-īd and

mꝏde-mad on ðe Kiŋz hȣndz, and tʃardʒd amuŋ ðem rĭpiŋ

up ðe fœrmōst so ðat her bȣelz guʃt ȣt. Ðe Kiŋ

unhʊded hiz egel and flu her of hiz fist. But ʃe, wīld and

undʒentel, fȃsend not ŭpon ðe bœr but on a hȣnd ðat held

him bi ðe ēr. Ʃe fikst her kruel klȏz in ðe hȣndz nek

and pikt hiz īz ȣt ȇr a man mīt spēk tꝏ kersez on

her.


Gro, ðat wȏz bi ðe Kiŋ, mŭterd, "O, I līk not ðat. Tiz

ŏminȣs."


Bi ðen wȏz ðe Kiŋ rĭden up, and þrust ðe bœr þrꝏ

wið hiz spēr, pērsiŋ him abuv and a lĭtel behīnd ðe

ʃōlder so ðat ðe blād went þrꝏ ðe hart ov him and he

sank dȣn diiŋ in hiz blud. Ðen ðe Kiŋ smōt hiz egel in

hiz rȏþ wið ðe but ov hiz spēr-ʃȃft, but smōt her

lītle and wið a glȃnsiŋ blo, and awa ʃe flu and wȏz

lost tꝏ sīt. And ðe Kiŋ wȏz angre, for ȏl ðat ðe bœr

wȏz slān, for ðe los ov hiz hȣnd and hiz hăgard, and for

her il behaveor. So he bad hiz huntsmen skin ðe bœr and

briŋ hōm hiz skin tꝏ be a trofe, and so ternd hōmword.


Ȃfter a ƕīl ðe Kiŋ kȏld tꝏ him ðe Lord Gro tꝏ rīd

forword a lĭtel wið him and ȣt ov ērʃot ov ðe rest. Ðe

Kiŋ sed tꝏ him, "Ðȣ hast a diskontented lʊk. Iz it ðat I

send not Korund intꝏ Demonland tꝏ krȣn ðe werk he began at

Eʃgrar Ogo? Ðȣ bablst besīdz ov omenz."


Gro ȃnserd. "Mi Lord ðe Kiŋ, pardon mi fērz. For omenz,

indēd tiz oft az ðe sȏ saeþ, Az ðe fꝏl þinkeþ, so

ðe bel blinkeþ.' I spāk in hāst. Ƕꝏ ʃal wēp Fāt from

her determīnd perpōs? But sins u did nām Korundz

nām----"


"I nāmd him," sed ðe Kiŋ, "bekȏz I am stil rĭŋiŋ in

ðe ērz wið wĭmenz tȏk. Ƕȇrtꝏ ȏlso I dȣt not ðȣ art

prĭve."


"Ōnle so mutʃ," ȃnserd he, "ðat ðis iz mi þȏt: he wer

ȣr best, O Kiŋ."


"Haple so," sed ðe Kiŋ. "But wʊdst hav me ðȇrfœr hōld

mi strōk in ðe ȇr ƕīl okaʒon nŏkeþ at ðe gāt? Īl

tel ðe, I am potent in art madʒikal, but skȇrs ma I sta

tīmz wiŋ ðe ƕīl I fetʃ Korund ȣt ov Impland and pak

him westawa."




Gro held hiz pēs. "Wel," sed ðe Kiŋ, "I wil hēr mœr

from ðe."


"Lord," he ȃnserd, "I līk not Korsus."


Ðe Kiŋ gāv him a frump tꝏ hiz fās. Gro held hiz pēs agān

ăƕīl, but seiŋ ðe Kiŋ wʊd hav mœr, he sed, "Sins it

līks yor madʒeste tꝏ demȃnd mi kȣnsel, I wil spēk. U

no, Lord, ov ȏl yor men in Karse Korinyus iz lēst mi

frend, and if I bak him u wil be lĭtel apt tꝏ þink me

mꝏvd bi interest. In mi klēr dʒudʒment, if Korund be bard

from ðis dʒerne (az rezon iz, I frele embrās it, he must

bīd in Impland, bōþ tꝏ harvest ðȇr hiz viktorēz and tꝏ

deni ðe rōd tꝏ Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ if haple ða retern

from ðe Morunȃ, and besīdz, tīm, az u mōst dʒustle sa, O

Kiŋ, kȏleþ for spede akʃon): if he be bard, u hav no

bĕter ðan Korinyus. A komplēt sōldʒer, a trīd kaptān,

yuŋ, fērs, and rĕzolūt, and wun ðat sĭteþ not dȣn

agān ƕen wuns he standeþ up til ðat hiz wil be

akumpliʃt. Send him tꝏ Demonland."


"No," sed ðe Kiŋ. "I wil not send Korinyus. Hast ðȣ not

sēn hȏks ðat be in ðȇr prīm and fʊl prīd for bute and

gʊdnes, but must be tāmd ȇr ða be flōn at ðe kwore?

Sutʃ an wun iz he, and I wil tām him wið harʃnes and

dʒures til I be sertān ov him. Ȏlso I hav swœrn and tōld

him, lȃst yēr ƕen in hiz drunken‘nes he betrād mi kȣnsel

and ōrset ȏl ȣr planz, brōk me from Piksiland and set mi

prĭzonerz fre, ðat Korund and Korsus and Laksus ʃʊd be

preferd and advȃnst befœr him until bi kwiet servīs he

ʃal pertʃās mi gʊd wil agān."


"Giv ðen ðe glœre tꝏ Korsus, but tꝏ Korinyus ðe rūd werk

ont for a tiriŋ. Send him az Korsusez sekretare, and yor

werk ʃal be bĕter performd, O Kiŋ."


But ðe Kiŋ sed, "No. Ðȣ art a fꝏl tꝏ þink he wʊd

resēv it, ðat beiŋ in disgrās kʊd not humbel himself but

lʊk bĭger ðan befœr. And sertānle I wil not ȃsk him, and

so giv him ðe glœre tꝏ refūz it."


"Mi Lord ðe Kiŋ," sed Gro, "ƕen I sed untꝏ u, I līk not

Korsus, u did skof. Yet tiz no simpel nīsnes mād me sa

it, but bekȏz I dꝏ fēr he ʃal prꝏv a fȏls kloþ: he wil

ʃrink in ðe wĕtiŋ and kan abīd no trial."


"Bi ðe blīt ov Săþanas," sed ðe Kiŋ, "ƕȏt kraze tȏk iz

ðis? Hast forgot ðe Gꝏlz twelv yērz ago? Tru, ðȣ wȏst

not hēr. And yet, ƕȏt skilz it? Ƕen ðe fām haþ gon bak

and fœrþ þrꝏ ȏl ðe werld ov ðȇr grāt spil ƕen




Witʃland stʊd i' ðe gratest strāt ðat ĕver ʃe stʊd, and

mœr ðan ĕne ŭðer Korsus wȏz tꝏ prāz for ȣr delĭveriŋ.

And sins ðen, fīv yērz later, ƕen he held Harkwem agānst

Gōldre Bluzko, and mād him at lȃst tꝏ giv over ðe sēʒ and

go hōm mōst ingloreȣsle, and els had ȏl ðe Sibreon kōst

bēn ðe Demonz ăpanādʒ not ȣrz."


Gro bȣd hiz hed, hăviŋ nȏt tꝏ sa. Ðe Kiŋ wȏz silent

ăƕīl, ðen bȇrd hiz tēþ. "Ƕen I wʊd bern mīn ĕnemēz

hȣs," he sed, "I tʃūz me a gʊd brand, fʊl ov pitʃ and

rŏzin, apt tꝏ spŭter wel i' ðe fīr and fri ðem. Sutʃ an

wun iz Korsus, sins he fȇrd tꝏ Goblinland ten yērz ago, on

ðat il fariŋ ƕitʃ, had I bēn Kiŋ, I nĕver had agrēd tꝏ;

ƕen Brandox Dahȃ tʊk him prĭzoner on Lormeron fēld and

despītfꝏle ūzd him, stript him stark naked, ʃāvd him ȏl

ov wun sīd smꝏð az a tĕnis bȏl and pānted him yĕlo and

sent him hōm wið mĭkel ʃām tꝏ Witʃland. Hel devȣr me,

but I þink hiz hart iz in ðis enterprīz. I þink þȣlt

se brāv dꝏiŋz in Demonland ƕen he kumz ðĭðer."


Stil Gro wȏz silent, and ðe Kiŋ sed ȃfter ăƕīl, "I hav

gĭven ðe rezonz eno, I þink, ƕi I send Korsus intꝏ

Demonland. Ðȇr iz yet ðis ŭðer, ðat bi itself waeþ not

wun dƣt, yet wið ðe ŭðerz bareþ dȣn ðe bălans if mœr

ðȣ lʊkst for. Untꝏ mīn ŭðer servants grāt tȃsks hav I

gĭven, and grāt rewordz: tꝏ Korund Impland and a kiŋz krȣn

ðȇrfor, tꝏ Laksus ðe līk in Piksiland, tꝏ ðe bi

antisipaʃon Goblinland, for so I dꝏ intend. But ðis ōld

huntiŋ-dog ov mīn sĭteþ yet inz kĕnel wið nȇr a bōn

tꝏ bĭze hiz tēþ wĭðȏl. Ðat iz not wel, and ʃal no longer

be niðer, sins ðȇrz no rezon fort."


"Lord," sed Gro, "in ȏl argument and wīz prevĭʒon u hav

kwīt ōrset me. Yet mi hart misgivz me. U wʊd rīd tꝏ

Galiŋ. U hav taen an hors ðȇrfor wið nĕver a star inz

fœrhed. Insted, I se ðȇr iz a klȣd inz fās; and sutʃ

prꝏv kŏmonle fureȣs, dogd, fʊl ov mistʃēf and

misfortʃūn."


Ða kām dȣn nȣ ŭpon ðe Wa ov Kiŋz. Westword befœr ðem

la ðe marʃez, wið ðe grāt bulk ov Karse āt or ten

mīlz distant ðȇr tʃefest landmark, and ðe tȣerz ov

Tĕnemos brakiŋ ðe lĕvel horizon līn beỾond it. Ðe Kiŋ,

ȃfter a loŋ silens, lʊkt dȣn on Gro. Hiz lēn răged

kȣntenans wȏz ȣtlīnd darkle agānst ðe ski, tĕribel and

prȣd. "Ðȣ tꝏ," sed he, "ʃalt be in ðis fariŋ tꝏ

Demonland. Laksus ʃal hav swa aflōt, sins ðat iz hiz

ĕlement ov wȏter. Gălandus ʃal be sekretare tꝏ Korsus, and




ðȣ ʃalt be wið ðem in ðȇr kȣnselz. But ðe mān

komȃnd, az I hav dekrēd, lieþ in Korsus. Īl not krop hiz

ȏþorite, no, not bi an hȇrz bredþ. Siþ Dʒus haþ kȏld

ðe mān, I wil go hăzard wið Korsus. If I þro ȣt wið

him, Hel rot him for a fȏls di. But tiz not sutʃ a kȃst

ʃal kȃst awa ȏl mi fortʃūn. I hav a langret in mi pers

ʃal kros-bīt for me i' ðe end and win me ȏl, hȣsoȇr

ðe Demonz kog agānst me."


****


So ended ðat dāz spœrtiŋ. And ðat da, and ðe nekst, and

nēr a munþ ðarȃfter wȏz ðe Dʒūk Korsus bĭzēd up and dȣn

ðe land prepariŋ hiz grāt armament. And on ðe fiftēnþ da

ov Dʒuli wȏz ðe flēt buskt and bȣn in Tĕnemos Rōdz, and

ðat grāt arme ov fīv þȣzand men-at-armz, wið horsez and

ȏl instruments ov wor, martʃt from ðȇr kamp wĭðȣt Karse

dȣn tꝏ ðe se.


Ferst ov ðem went Laksus wið hiz gard ov mărinerz, he wariŋ

ðe krȣn ov Piksiland and ða lȣdle aklamiŋ him az kiŋ

and Gorīs ov Witʃland az hiz overlord. A gălant man he

sēmd, rĕde-lʊkiŋ and hard, wel-armd, wið open

kȣntenans and brīt semanz īz, and brȣn, krisp, kerle

bērd and hȇr. Nekst kām ðe mān fʊt arme hĕve-armd wið

aks and spēr and ðe ʃort Witʃland hăŋer, yomen and

farmerz from ðe lo landz abȣt Karse or from ðe sŭðern

vīnyardz or ðe hil kuntre agānst Piksiland: berle swȏʃiŋ

fĕlōz, ruf az bȇrz, harde az wīld oksen, adʒīl az an āp;

fœr þȣzand fitiŋ men tʃōz ȣt bi Korsus up and dȣn ðe

land az best for ðis grāt konkwest. Ðe sunz ov Korsus,

Dekalādʒus and Goreus, rōd abrest befœr ðem wið twente

piperz pipiŋ a bătel soŋ. Ʃūrle ðe tramp ov ðat grāt

arme on ðe paven wa wȏz līk ðe tramp ov Fāt mꝏviŋ from

ðe ēst. Gorīs ðe Kiŋ, sĭtiŋ in stāt on ðe bătelments

abuv ðe wȏter-gāt, snift wið hiz nostrilz az a lion at

ðe sent ov blud. It wȏz erle morn, and ðe wind huŋ

sŭðer[⊢⊨]ly, and ðe grāt bănerz, blu and grēn and perpel and

gōld, ētʃ wið an īrn krab displād abuv it, flȏnted in

ðe sun.


Nȣ kām fœr or fīv kumpanēz ov hors, fœr hundred or mœr

in ȏl, wið brazen armor and buklerz and glȃnsiŋ spērz;

and lȃst ov ȏl, Korsus himself wið hiz pikt lēdʒon ov fīv

hundred vĕteranz tꝏ briŋ up ðe rēr, fērs sōldʒerz ov ðe

kōst-landz ðat fŏlōd him ov ōld tꝏ ðe ēstern mān and

Goblinland, and had stʊd besīd him in ðe grāt dāz ƕen he

smōt ðe Gꝏlz in Witʃland. On Korsusez left and rīt, a

lĭtel behīnd him, rōd Gro and Gălandus. Rŭde ov kȣntenans

wȏz Gălandus, ga ov kărādʒ and līkle-lʊkiŋ, loŋ ov

lim, wið loŋ brȣn mʊstȃʃeōz and lardʒ kīnd īz līk a




dog.


Prezmirȃ stʊd besīd ðe Kiŋ, and wið her ðe ladēz

Zenambreȃ and Srivȃ, wȏtʃiŋ ðe loŋ kŏlum martʃiŋ tꝏword

ðe se. Hemiŋ ðe sun ov Korund lēnd on ðe bătelments.

Behīnd him stʊd Korinyus, skornfʊl-lipt, wið fōlded armz,

mōst glœreȣs in hŏlida atīr, a rēþ ov dwāl abȣt hiz

brȣz, and wariŋ on hiz mite brest ðe gōld badʒ ov ðe

Kiŋz kaptān dʒĕneral in Karse.


Korsus, az he rōd bi benēþ ðem, plȃnted on ðe pƣnt ov hiz

sœrd hiz grāt helm ov bronz plūmd wið grēn-dīd

estridʒ-plūmz and rāzd it hi abuv hiz hed in hŏmādʒ tꝏ

ðe Kiŋ. Ðe spars gra loks ov hiz hȇr lifted in ðe

brēz, and prīd flāmd on ðe hĕve fās ov him līk a

November sunset. He rōd a dark ba, hĕvile bilt līk a bȇr,

ðat stept ponderȣsle az wād dȣn bi hiz riderz bulk

and ðe grāt wāt ov gēr and bătel-harnes. Hiz vĕteranz

martʃiŋ at hiz hēl lifted ðȇr helmz on spēr and sœrd and

bil, sĭŋiŋ ðȇr ōld martʃiŋ soŋ in tīm tꝏ ðe klank ov

ðȇr māld fēt martʃiŋ dȣn ðe Wa ov Kiŋz:


𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝐶𝑜𝑟𝑠𝑢𝑠 𝑑𝑤𝑒𝑙𝑡 𝑎𝑡 𝑇𝑒𝑛𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑠,

𝐵𝑒𝑠𝑖𝑑𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑒𝑎 𝑖𝑛 𝑇𝑒𝑛𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑠,

𝑇𝑖𝑟𝑟𝑎 𝑙𝑖𝑟𝑟𝑎 𝑙𝑎𝑦,

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝐺𝑜𝑤𝑙𝑒𝑠 𝑐𝑎𝑚𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑇𝑒𝑛𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑠,

𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑏𝑟𝑒𝑛𝑡 ℎ𝑖𝑠 ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑠𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑇𝑒𝑛𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑠,

𝐷𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝑑𝑒𝑟𝑖𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝑑𝑎𝑦.


𝐵𝑢𝑡 𝐶𝑜𝑟𝑠𝑢𝑠 𝑐𝑎𝑟𝑣𝑒𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐺𝑜𝑤𝑙𝑠

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑐𝑜𝑎𝑟𝑠𝑒𝑠𝑡 𝑚𝑒𝑎𝑡

𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑑𝑖𝑑 𝑒𝑡𝑒,

𝐻𝑒 𝑚𝑎𝑑𝑒 ℎ𝑖𝑚 𝑔𝑎𝑟𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑟 𝑏𝑜𝑤𝑒𝑙𝑠.

𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛 ℎ𝑒𝑒 𝑐𝑎𝑚𝑒 ℎ𝑜𝑚𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑇𝑒𝑛𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑠,

𝐶𝑎𝑚𝑒 ℎ𝑜𝑚𝑒 𝑎𝑔𝑎𝑦𝑛 𝑡𝑜 𝑇𝑒𝑛𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑠,

𝑊𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎 𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑙𝑎𝑦𝑒.


Ðe Kiŋ held aloft hiz stȃf-rƣal, reterniŋ Korsus hiz

salūt, and ȏl Karse ʃȣted from ðe wȏlz.


In sutʃ wīz rōd ðe Lord Korsus dȣn tꝏ ðe ʃips wið hiz

grāt arme ðat ʃʊd briŋ bāl and wo tꝏ Demonland.


𝟣𝟪. Ðe Merðer ov Gălandus bi Korsus




OV ÐE UPRIZIŊ OV ÐE WORZ OV KIŊ GORĪS 𝟣𝟤. IN DEMONLAND;

ǶARIN IZ SĒN HȢ IN AN ŌLD MAN OV WOR STIFNEKTNES AND

TĬRANE MA OVERLĪV GƱD DƷĔNERALƩIP, AND HȢ A GRĀT KIŊZ

DISPLĔƷŪR DƷUREÞ ŌNLE SO LOŊ AZ IT AGRĒÞ WIÐ HIZ PŎLISE.


Nȏt befel tꝏ tel ov ȃfter ðe saliŋ ov ðe flēt from

Tĕnemos til Ȏgust wȏz ni spent. Ðen kām a ʃip ov

Witʃland from ðe west and sāld up ðe rĭver tꝏ Karse and

mꝏrd bi ðe wȏter-gāt. Her skĭper went strāt aland and

up intꝏ ðe rƣal pălās in Karse and ðe nu bankwet hȏl,

ƕaraz wȏz Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟤. etiŋ and drinkiŋ wið hiz fōk.

And ðe skĭper gāv lĕterz intꝏ ðe hand ov ðe Kiŋ.


Bi ðen wȏz nīt fȏlen, and ȏl ðe brīt līts kindeld in

ðe hȏl. Ðe fēst wȏz þre parts dun, and þrȏlz pœrd

fœrþ untꝏ ðe Kiŋ and untꝏ ðem ðat sat at mēt wið him

dark wīnz ðat krȣn ðe bankwet. And ða set befœr ðe

fēsterz swētmēts wundrȣs fȇr: bʊlz and pigz and grĭfonz

and ŭðer, mād ȏl ov ʃʊgar pāst, sum wīnz and spĭgots in

ðȇr bĕlēz tꝏ tāst ov, ĕvere wun wið hiz silver fork.

Merþ and plĕʒūr wȏz ðat nīt in ðe grāt hȏl in Karse;

but nȣ wer ȏl fȏlen silent, lʊkiŋ on ðe Kiŋz

kȣntenans ƕīl he red hiz lĕterz. But nun mīt rēd ðe

kȣntenans ov ðe Kiŋ, ðat wȏz inskrutabel az ðe hi blīnd

wȏlz ov Karse brꝏdiŋ on ðe fen. So in ðat watiŋ silens,

sĭtiŋ in hiz grāt hi sēt, he red hiz lĕterz, ƕitʃ wer

sent bi Korsus, and rit in măner fŏloiŋ:


"𝑅𝑒𝑛𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑒𝑑 𝐾𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑚𝑜𝑠𝑡𝑒 ℎ𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑒 𝑃𝑟𝑖𝑛𝑐𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝐿𝑜𝑟𝑑𝑒, 𝐺𝑜𝑟𝑒𝑖𝑦𝑠𝑒

𝑇𝑤𝑒𝑙𝑓𝑡 𝑜𝑓 𝑊𝑦𝑐ℎ𝑙𝑜𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑓 𝐷𝑎𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑙𝑜𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑓 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑘𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑑𝑜𝑚𝑒𝑠

𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑜𝑛𝑛𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑝𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑑 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑏𝑒𝑚𝑒𝑠 𝑜𝑣𝑒𝑟, 𝐶𝑜𝑟𝑠𝑢𝑠 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑠𝑒𝑟𝑣𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑒

𝑑𝑜𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑝𝑟𝑜𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑎𝑡𝑒 𝑚𝑖𝑠𝑒𝑙𝑓 𝑏𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝐺𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑡𝑒𝑛𝑒𝑠𝑠, 𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑛𝑒 𝑏𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑎𝑟𝑒

𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑓𝑎𝑐𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑒𝑟𝑡ℎ𝑒. 𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝐺𝑜𝑑𝑑𝑒𝑠 𝑔𝑟𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑒 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑚𝑜𝑠𝑡𝑒 𝑛𝑜𝑤𝑏𝑙𝑒

𝐿𝑜𝑟𝑑𝑒 ℎ𝑒𝑙𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑖𝑛𝑒𝑤𝑎𝑛𝑐𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑎𝑓𝑓𝑒𝑡𝑖𝑒 𝑚𝑒𝑛𝑦 𝑦𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑠. 𝐴𝑓𝑡𝑒𝑟

𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝐼 ℎ𝑎𝑑𝑑𝑒 𝑟𝑒𝑐𝑒𝑎𝑣𝑒𝑑 𝑚𝑦 𝑑𝑖𝑠𝑝𝑎𝑐ℎ𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑙𝑒𝑎𝑣𝑒 𝑓𝑟𝑎𝑚 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑀𝑎𝑗𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑒

𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑏𝑦 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑑𝑖𝑑 𝑜𝑓 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑅𝑜𝑦𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑔𝑜𝑜𝑑𝑛𝑒𝑠 𝑔𝑒𝑎𝑣𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑔𝑟𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑡 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑚𝑒𝑒

𝑡𝑜 𝑏𝑒 𝑐ℎ𝑒𝑒𝑓𝑒 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑚𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑎𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑎𝑟𝑙𝑦𝑘𝑒 𝑓𝑜𝑎𝑟𝑐𝑒𝑠 𝑓𝑢𝑟𝑛𝑒𝑠ℎ𝑒𝑑

𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑒𝑛𝑡 𝑏𝑦 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑖𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝐷𝑎𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑛𝑙𝑜𝑛𝑑, ℎ𝑖𝑡 𝑚𝑎𝑦 𝑝𝑙𝑒𝑎𝑠𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑀𝑎𝑗𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑒 𝐼

𝑑𝑖𝑑 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ ℎ𝑎𝑖𝑠𝑡𝑒 𝑐𝑎𝑟𝑟𝑦 𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑒 𝑎𝑟𝑚𝑖𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑤𝑒𝑝𝑜𝑛𝑠 𝑚𝑢𝑛𝑖𝑐𝑖𝑜𝑛𝑠

𝑣𝑖𝑡𝑡𝑢𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑝𝑟𝑜𝑣𝑖𝑐𝑖𝑜𝑛𝑠 𝑎𝑐𝑐𝑜𝑟𝑑𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑙𝑦 𝑡𝑜𝑤𝑎𝑟𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑠𝑒 𝑝𝑎𝑟𝑡𝑒𝑠

𝑜𝑓 𝐷𝑎𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑛𝑙𝑜𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑙𝑦𝑒 𝑐𝑜𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑑 𝑎𝑔𝑎𝑖𝑛𝑠𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑛 𝑠𝑒𝑎𝑠. 𝐻𝑒𝑟𝑒

𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑥𝑥𝑣𝑖𝑗 𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑦𝑝𝑝𝑒𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑝𝑎𝑟𝑡𝑡 𝑜𝑓 𝑚𝑦 𝑝𝑒𝑜𝑝𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝐼 𝑠𝑎𝑦𝑙𝑖𝑛𝑔
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𝑐𝑎𝑡𝑡𝑒𝑙𝑙 ℎ𝑜𝑤𝑠𝑠𝑦𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑝𝑜𝑒𝑝𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝑖𝑛 𝑚𝑦 𝑤𝑎𝑦𝑒 𝑜𝑛 𝑎𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑦𝑠 𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑒𝑛




𝑠𝑒𝑎𝑏𝑜𝑟𝑑𝑒 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑛 𝐿 𝑚𝑖𝑒𝑙𝑙𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑝𝑎𝑠 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑟𝑎𝑝𝑒𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑚𝑢𝑟𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑

𝑏𝑢𝑟𝑛𝑦𝑛𝑔𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑙𝑙 ℎ𝑎𝑟𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑒 𝑑𝑦𝑠𝑐𝑦𝑝𝑙𝑖𝑛𝑒 𝑎𝑐𝑐𝑜𝑟𝑑𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑡𝑜 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑀𝑎𝑗𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑒𝑠

𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙𝑒. 𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑑𝑜 𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑒 𝑎𝑟𝑚𝑖𝑒 𝑏𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑂𝑤𝑙𝑒𝑠𝑤𝑦𝑘, 𝑏𝑙𝑢𝑑𝑑𝑖𝑒

𝑆𝑝𝑖𝑡𝑓𝑦𝑒𝑟'𝑠 𝑛𝑜𝑡𝑎𝑏𝑙𝑒 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑡 𝑐𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑙 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑎𝑙𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑦𝑒𝑡

𝑙𝑖𝑣𝑒𝑡ℎ 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑑𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑔𝑒𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑠 𝑔𝑟𝑖𝑣𝑖𝑜𝑢𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑚𝑎𝑙𝑖𝑡𝑖𝑜𝑢𝑠

𝑎𝑟𝑐ℎ𝑒 𝑒𝑛𝑦𝑚𝑖𝑒𝑠, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑎𝑚𝑒 𝑆𝑝𝑖𝑡𝑓𝑖𝑟𝑒 𝑏𝑒𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑎𝑡𝑡 𝑚𝑦 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒

𝑓𝑙𝑒𝑑𝑑𝑒 𝑖𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑡𝑎𝑦𝑛𝑒𝑠 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑑𝑜 𝑠𝑢𝑏𝑚𝑦𝑡𝑡 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑏𝑒𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟

𝑀𝑎𝑗𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑒𝑠 𝑣𝑎𝑠𝑠𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑠. 𝐵𝑢𝑡 𝐼 𝑤𝑦𝑙𝑙 𝑛𝑎𝑡 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑐𝑙𝑢𝑑 𝑛𝑜𝑟 𝑑𝑒𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑚𝑦𝑛 𝑜𝑓

𝑝𝑒𝑎𝑐𝑒 𝑛𝑜 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑚𝑎𝑛 𝑤𝑒𝑜𝑚𝑎𝑛 𝑛𝑜𝑟 𝑐ℎ𝑦𝑙𝑑 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑘𝑦𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚

𝑎𝑙, ℎ𝑎𝑣𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑎𝑙𝑤𝑎𝑦𝑠 𝑏𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑚𝑦 𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑎𝑡𝑖𝑠𝑓𝑎𝑐𝑡𝑖𝑜𝑢𝑛 𝑜𝑓 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟

𝑃𝑟𝑖𝑛𝑐𝑒𝑙𝑦 𝑃𝑙𝑒𝑎𝑠𝑢𝑟𝑒.


"𝐿𝑒𝑠𝑡 𝐼 𝑏𝑒 𝑡𝑜𝑜 𝑙𝑎𝑟𝑔𝑒 𝐼 𝑙𝑒𝑣𝑒 ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑡𝑒𝑙 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑜𝑓 𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑦 𝑟𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑

𝑟𝑒𝑚𝑎𝑟𝑐𝑎𝑏𝑙𝑒 𝑜𝑐𝑐𝑢𝑟𝑎𝑛𝑡𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑏𝑠𝑒𝑟𝑣𝑎𝑐𝑖𝑜𝑛𝑠 𝑤ℎ𝑦𝑐ℎ 𝑛𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑒𝑠𝑠 𝐼

𝑙𝑎𝑦𝑒 𝑏𝑦 𝑖𝑛 𝑚𝑦 𝑚𝑦𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑎𝑞𝑢𝑒𝑛𝑡 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑔𝑎𝑦𝑛𝑠𝑡 𝑚𝑦 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑔 ℎ𝑜𝑚𝑒

𝑜𝑟 𝑏𝑦 𝑓𝑢𝑟𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑤𝑟𝑖𝑡𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒. 𝐿𝑎𝑥𝑢𝑠 𝑏𝑒𝑎𝑟𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑎 𝑘𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑠 𝑛𝑎𝑚𝑒 𝑑𝑜 𝑝𝑢𝑓𝑓𝑒

ℎ𝑖𝑚𝑠𝑒𝑙𝑓 𝑢𝑝 𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑒𝑑𝑔𝑖𝑛𝑔 ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑎𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑒𝑓𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝐼 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑠𝑎𝑡𝑖𝑠𝑓𝑦

𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑀𝑎𝑗𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑐𝑜𝑛𝑡𝑟𝑎𝑟𝑦. 𝐺𝑟𝑜 𝑓𝑜𝑙𝑙𝑜𝑤𝑒𝑡ℎ 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑎𝑟𝑠 𝑖𝑛 𝑎𝑠

𝑔𝑜𝑜𝑑𝑒 𝑠𝑜𝑟𝑡 𝑎𝑠 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑙𝑒𝑎𝑛 𝑠𝑝𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑏𝑜𝑑𝑒𝑦 𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑤𝑒𝑙 𝑏𝑒𝑎𝑟𝑒. 𝑂𝑓 𝐺𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑢𝑠

𝐼 𝑛𝑒𝑑𝑒𝑠 𝑚𝑢𝑠𝑡 𝑠𝑎𝑦𝑒 ℎ𝑒 𝑑𝑜 𝑚𝑒𝑑𝑑𝑦𝑙 𝑡𝑜𝑜 𝑚𝑢𝑐ℎ 𝑖𝑛 𝑚𝑦 𝑐𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑠𝑎𝑖𝑙𝑙𝑒𝑠,

𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑑𝑒𝑠𝑦𝑟𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑚𝑒 𝑑𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑢𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑢𝑠 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝐼 𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑛𝑎𝑡. 𝐻𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑡𝑜𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑒

𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑖𝑘𝑒 𝑢𝑛𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑝𝑒𝑐𝑡𝑖𝑣𝑒 𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑛𝑒𝑟 ℎ𝑒 ℎ𝑎𝑡ℎ 𝑛𝑜𝑤 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑢𝑠𝑒𝑑 𝑚𝑒𝑒

𝑤ℎ𝑖𝑐ℎ 𝐼 ℎ𝑎𝑣𝑒 𝑠𝑤𝑜𝑙𝑒𝑤𝑒𝑑 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑛𝑜 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒. 𝑊ℎ𝑜 𝑖𝑓 ℎ𝑒𝑒 𝑔𝑜 𝑎𝑏𝑜𝑢𝑡

𝑡𝑜 𝑐𝑎𝑙𝑢𝑚𝑛𝑖𝑎𝑡𝑒 𝑚𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑎𝑛𝑦 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝐼 𝑝𝑟𝑎𝑦𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝐿𝑜𝑟𝑑𝑒 𝑙𝑒𝑡 𝑚𝑒𝑒 𝑘𝑛𝑜𝑤

𝑖𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ 𝐼 𝑑𝑒𝑠𝑝𝑖𝑠𝑒 𝑏𝑎𝑖𝑡ℎ𝑒 ℎ𝑖𝑚 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑠𝑢𝑐ℎ. 𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑖𝑛

𝑎𝑐𝑘𝑛𝑜𝑤𝑙𝑒𝑑𝑔𝑒𝑚𝑒𝑛𝑡 𝑜𝑓 𝑌𝑜𝑢𝑟 ℎ𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑒 𝑓𝑎𝑣𝑜𝑟𝑠 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑚𝑒𝑤𝑎𝑟𝑑 𝑑𝑜 𝑘𝑖𝑠𝑠 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟

𝑀𝑎𝑗𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑒𝑠 ℎ𝑎𝑛𝑑.


"𝑀𝑜𝑠𝑡 ℎ𝑢𝑚𝑏𝑙𝑦 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑟𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑙𝑦 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜𝑒 𝑚𝑦 𝐿𝑜𝑟𝑑𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐾𝑦𝑛𝑔𝑒, 𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑖𝑟 𝑚𝑦

𝑠𝑒𝑎𝑙.


𝐶𝑂𝑅𝑆𝑈𝑆."


Ðe Kiŋ pʊt up ðe ritiŋ in hiz bʊzom. "Briŋ me Korsusez

kup," sed he.


Ða did so, and ðe Kiŋ sed, "Fil it wið Þramnyan wīn.

Drop me an ĕmerald in it tꝏ spȏn luk i' ðe kup, and drink

him fortʃūn and wizdom in viktore."


Prezmirȃ, ðat had wȏtʃt ðe Kiŋ til nȣ az a mŭðer

wȏtʃez her tʃīld in ðe krisis ov a fever, rōz up rādʒant in

her sēt, kriiŋ, "Viktore!" And ȏl ða fel a-ʃȣtiŋ and

smitiŋ on ðe bœrdz til ðe rꝏf-bēmz ʃʊk wið ðȇr

grāt ʃȣtiŋ, ƕīl ðe Kiŋ drank ferst and pȃst on ðe

kup ðat ȏl mīt drink in tern.




But Gorīs ðe Kiŋ sat dark amuŋ ðem az a klif ov

serpentīn ðat frȣnz abuv dȃnsiŋ serdʒez ov a spriŋtīd

sŭmer se.


Ƕen ðe wĭmen left ðe bankwet hȏl ðe Lade Prezmirȃ kām tꝏ

ðe Kiŋ and sed, "Yor brȣ iz tꝏ dark, Lord, if indēd ðis

nūz iz ȏl gʊd ðat līts yor hart and mīnd from

wĭðinword."


Ðe Kiŋ ȃnserd and sed, "Mădam, it iz vĕre gʊd nūz. Yet

remember ðat hard it iz tꝏ lift a fʊl kup wĭðȣt spĭliŋ."


****


Nȣ wȏz sŭmer wœrn and harvest brȏt in, and on ðe

twente-sĕvenþ da ȃfter ðēz tidiŋz afœr-rit kām anŭðer

ʃip ov Witʃland ȣt ov ðe west saliŋ over ðe temiŋ

dēp, and rōd on a fʊl tīd up Drumȃ and þrꝏ ðe

Ergaspean Mēr, and so ankord belo Karse an ȣr befœr

sŭper tīm. Ðat wȏz a kȃlm klēr sunʃīn eveniŋ, and Kiŋ

Gorīs rōd hōm from hiz huntiŋ at ðat instant ƕen ðe ʃip

mād fȃst bi ðe wȏter-gāt. And ðȇr wȏz ðe Lord Gro abord

ov her; and ðe fās ov him az he kām up ȣt ov ðe ʃip and

stʊd tꝏ grēt ðe Kiŋ wȏz ðe kŭlor ov kwiklīm a-slakiŋ.


Ðe Kiŋ lʊkt nărole at him, ðen gretiŋ him wið mutʃ

ȣtword ʃo ov kȇrlesnes and plĕʒūr mād him go wið him

tꝏ ðe Kiŋz ōn lodʒiŋz. Ðȇr ðe Kiŋ mād Gro drink a

grāt stꝏp ov red wīn, and sed tꝏ him, "I am ȏl ov a muk

swet from ðe huntiŋ. Go in wið me tꝏ mi bȃþs and tel me

ȏl ƕīl I bāð me befœr sŭper. Prinsez ov ȏl men be in

gratest dāndʒer, for ðat men dȇr not akwānt ðem wið ðȇr

ōn pĕril. Ðȣ lʊkst prodidʒȣs. No ðat ʃʊdst ðȣ

proklām tꝏ me ȏl mi flēt and arme in Demonland brȏt tꝏ

ʃēr destrukʃon, ðat ʃʊd not dul mi stŭmak for ðe

fēst tꝏ-nīt. Witʃland iz not so pꝏr I mīt not pa bak

sutʃ a los þrīs and fœr tīmz and yet hav mŭne in mi

pers."


So spekiŋ, ðe Kiŋ wȏz kum wið Gro intꝏ hiz grāt bȃþ

tʃāmber, wȏld and flœrd wið grēn serpentīn, wið

dolfinz karvd in ðe sām stōn tꝏ beltʃ wȏter intꝏ ðe bȃþs

ðat wer līnd wið ƕīt marbel and sunken in ðe flœr, bōþ

wīd and dēp, ðe hot bȃþ on ðe left and ðe kōld bȃþ, mĕne

tīmz grater, on ðe rīt az ða enterd ðe tʃāmber. Ðe

Kiŋ dismist ȏl hiz atendants, and mād Gro sit on a bentʃ

pīld wið kʊʃonz abuv ðe hot bȃþ, and drink mœr wīn.

And ðe Kiŋ stript of hiz dʒerkin ov blak kȣhīd and hiz

hōz and hiz ʃert ov ƕīt Beʃtrean wʊl and went dȣn intꝏ




ðe stemiŋ bȃþ. Gro lʊkt wið wunder on ðe mite limz

ov Gorīs ðe Kiŋ, so lēn and yet so stroŋ tꝏ behōld, az if

he wer bilt ȏl ov īrn; and a grāt marvel it wȏz hȣ ðe

Kiŋ, ƕen he had pʊt of hiz rament and rƣal apărel and

went dȣn stark naked intꝏ ðe bȃþ, yet sēmd tꝏ hav pʊt of

not wun ƕit ov hiz kiŋlines and ðe madʒeste and dred ƕitʃ

beloŋd tꝏ him.


So ƕen he had plundʒd ăƕīl in ðe swerliŋ wȏterz ov ðe

bȃþ, and sōpt himself from hed tꝏ fʊt and plundʒd agān,

ðe Kiŋ la bak lukʃureȣsle in ðe wȏter and sed tꝏ Gro,

"Tel me ov Korsus and hiz sunz, and ov Laksus and Gălandus,

and ov ȏl mi men west over sēz, az ðȣ ʃʊdst tel ov

ðōz ƕꝏz līf or deþ in ȣr konsēt impœrteþ az mutʃ az

ðat ov a skarab fli. Spēk and fēr not, kepiŋ nŭþiŋ bak

nor gloziŋ over nŭþiŋ. Ōnle ðat ʃʊd māk me dredfʊl tꝏ

ðe if ðȣ ʃʊdst praktīs tꝏ desēv me."


Gro spāk and sed, "Mi Lord ðe Kiŋ, u hav lĕterz, I

þink, from Korsus ðat hav tōld u hȣ we kām tꝏ Demonland,

and hȣ we gat a viktore over Vol in ðe se-fīt, and

landed at Grundȃ, and fȏt tꝏ bătelz agānst Viz and

overþru him in ðe lȃst, and he iz ded."


"Didst ðȣ se ðēz lĕterz?" ȃskt ðe Kiŋ.


Gro ȃnserd, "I."


"Iz it a tru tāl ða tel me?"


Gro ȃnserd, "Mānle tru, O Kiŋ, ðo sumƕȏt nȣ and

ðen he wīndeþ trūþ tꝏ hiz tern, swĕliŋ overmutʃ hiz ōn

atʃēvment. Az at Grundȃ, ƕȇr he makeþ tꝏ grāt ðe

Demonz arme, ðat bi a dʒust komputaʃon wer fuer ðan us,

and ðe bătel wȏz not ȣrz nor ðȇrz, for ƕīl ȣr left held

ðem bi ðe se ða stormd ȣr kamp on ðe rīt. And wel I

þink twȏz tꝏ envegel us intꝏ kuntre ðat ʃʊd be līkleer

tꝏ hiz perpōs ðat Viz fel bak tꝏword Ȣlswik in ðe

nīt. But az tutʃiŋ ðe bătel ov Krosbe Ȣtsīks Korsus

brăgeþ not tꝏ mutʃ. Ðat wȏz grātle fȏt and grātle

devīzd bi him, ƕꝏ ȏlso slu Viz wið hiz ōn handz in ðe

þik ov ðe bătel, and mād a grāt viktore over ðem and

skăterd ȏl ðȇr streŋþ, kŭmiŋ ŭpon ðem at ŭnawȇrz and

takiŋ ðem ŭpon advȃntādʒ."


So saiŋ Gro stretʃt fœrþ hiz dĕlikāt ƕīt fingerz tꝏ ðe

goblet at hiz sīd and drank. "And nȣ, O Kiŋ," sed he,

leniŋ forword over hiz nēz and rŭniŋ hiz fingerz þrꝏ

ðe blak perfūmd kerlz abuv hiz ērz, "I am tꝏ tel u ðe




upriziŋ ov ðōz diskontents ðat infekted ȏl ȣr fortʃūnz

and konfȣnded us ȏl. Nȣ kām Gălandus wið sum fu men

dȣn from Brakiŋdāl, leviŋ hiz mān fœrs ov fœrtēn

hundred men or so tꝏ hōld ðe Stīl az wȏz agrēd ŭpon

afœrtīm. Nȣ Gălandus had advertīzment ov Spitfīr kum ȣt

ov ðe west kuntre ƕȇr he wȏz sōdʒerniŋ ƕen we kām intꝏ

Demonland, dispœrtiŋ himself in ðe mȣntānz wið huntiŋ ov

ðe bȇrz ðat dꝏ ðȇr inhăbit, but nȣ kum hot-fʊt ēstword

and agăðeriŋ ov men at Galiŋ. And on Gălandusez erdʒent

ȃskiŋ, wȏz held a kȣnsil ov wor þre dāz ȃfter Krosbe

Ȣtsīks, ƕarin Gălandus set fœrþ hiz kȣnsel ðat we

ʃʊd fȇr norþ tꝏ Galiŋ and dispers ðem.


"Ȏl þȏt wel ov ðis kȣnsel, sāv Korsus. But he tʊk it

mite il, beiŋ stŭborn set tꝏ kăre ȣt hiz predetermīnd

perpōs, ƕitʃ wȏz tꝏ fŏlo up ðis viktore ov Krosbe

Ȣtsīks bi so mĕne kruel merðerz, rāps, and berniŋz, up and

dȣn ðe kuntre sīd in Ŭper and Loer Tivarandardāl and

dȣn bi Onwordlīð and ðe sŭðern sebœrd, az ʃʊd ʃo

ðōz vermin he wȏz ðȇr mȃster ƕꝏm ða did rekwīr, and ðe

skerdʒ in yor hand, O Kiŋ, ðat must skerdʒ ðem tꝏ ðe

bȇr bōn.


"Tꝏ ƕitʃ Gălandus makiŋ ȃnser ðat ðe preparaʃonz at

Galiŋ did argu sumþiŋ tꝏ be dun and not afar of, and

ðat Ðis wer a prĭte măter, if Ȣlswik and Drĕpabe ʃal

be abel tꝏ enfors us kȃst ȣr īz over ȣr ʃōlderz ƕīl

ðōz befœr us (meniŋ in Galiŋ) strīk us in ðe brānz;

Korsus ȃnsereþ mōst unhandsumle, 'I wil not sătisfi miself

wið ðis intĕlīdʒens until I fīnd it mœr sȣndle sĕkonded.'

Nor wʊd he lĭsen, but sed ðat ðis wȏz hiz mīnd, and ȏl

we ʃʊd abīd bi it or an il þiŋ ʃʊd els befȏl us:

ðat ðis sȣþ-ēstern korner ov ðe land beiŋ gānd wið

grāt tĕror and kruelte ðe nek ov ðe worz in Demonland

ʃʊd ðen be broken, and ȏl ðe ŭðerz ƕĕðer in Galiŋ or

ŭðerƕȇr kʊd not tʃūz but di līk dogz; ðat twȏz pūr

fŏle, bekȏz ov ðe hardnes and nȏte wāz ov ðe kuntre,

tꝏ set ŭpon Galiŋ; and ðat he wʊd kwikle ʃo Gălandus he

wȏz lord ðȇr. So wȏz ðe kȣnsil brōk up in grāt

diskontent. And Gălandus abōd befœr Ȣlswik, ƕitʃ az ðȣ

nōst, O Kiŋ, iz a mite stroŋ plās, seted on an arm ov

ðe land ðat rŭneþ ȣt intꝏ ðe se besīd ðe harbor, and

a paven wa goeþ ðȇrtꝏ ðat iz kŭverd wið ðe se sāv at

lo tīd ov a spriŋ-tīd. And we dru grāt stœr ov

provĭʒonz ðĭðer agānst a sēʒ if sutʃ ʃʊd befȏl us.

But Korsus wið hiz mān fœrsez went sȣþ abȣt ðe kuntre,

merðeriŋ and răvĭʃiŋ, on hiz wa tꝏ ðe nu hȣs ov Gōldre

Bluzko at Drĕpabe, gĭviŋ ȣt ðat from hensfœrþ ʃʊd fōk




spēk no mœr ov Drĕpabe Mīr and Drĕpabe Kombust ðat ðe

Gꝏlz did bern, but bōþ ʃʊd ʃortle be bernt alīk az tꝏ

sinderz."


"I," sed ðe Kiŋ, kŭmiŋ ȣt ov ðe bȃþ, "and did he bern

it so?"


Gro ȃnserd, "He did, O Kiŋ."


Ðe Kiŋ lifted hiz armz abuv hiz hed and plundʒd hed

fœrmōst intꝏ ðe grāt kōld swĭmiŋ bȃþ. Kŭmiŋ fœrþ anon,

he tʊk a tȣel tꝏ dri himself, and hōldiŋ an end ov it in

iðer hand kām and stʊd bi Gro, ðe tȣel rŭʃiŋ bak and

fœrþ behīnd hiz ʃōlderz, and sed, "Prosēd, tel me mœr."


"Lord," sed Gro, "so it wȏz ðat ða in Ȣlswik gāv up ðe

plās at lȃst untꝏ Gălandus, and Korsus kām bak from ðe

berniŋ ov Drĕpabe Mīr. Ȏl ðe fōk in ðat part ov Demonland

had he brȏt tꝏ mĭzere in her mōst ʃarp kondĭʃon. But nȣ

wȏz he tꝏ fīnd bi sȣr ekspereens ƕȏt ðat neglekt had bred

him ƕen he went not norþ tꝏ Galiŋ az Gălandus had

kȣnseld him tꝏ dꝏ.


"For nȣ wȏz werd ov Spitfīr martʃiŋ ȣt from Galiŋ wið an

hundred and ten skœr fʊt and tꝏ hundred and fifte hors.

Ŭpon ƕitʃ tidiŋz we plāst ȣrselvz in vĕre worlīk făʃon

and mꝏvd norþ tꝏ mēt ðem, and on ðe lȃst morn ov Ȏgust

fel in wið ðȇr arme in a plās kȏld ðe Rāps ov Brimȃ in

ðe open parts ov Loer Tivarandardāl. Ȏl we wer blīð at

hart, for we held ðem at an advȃntādʒ bōþ in numberz (for we

wer mœr ðan þre þȣzand fœr hundred fitiŋ men,

ƕarov wer fœr hundred a-horsbak), and in ðe gʊdnes ov

ȣr fitiŋ sted, beiŋ pertʃt on ðe edʒ ov a lĭtel

văle lʊkiŋ dȣn on Spitfīr and hiz fōk. Ðȇr we abōd

for a tīm, wȏtʃiŋ ƕȏt he wʊd dꝏ, til Korsus gru were

ov ðis and sed, We ar mœr ðan ða. I wil martʃ norþ

and ðen ēst akros ðe hed ov ðe văle and so kut ðem

of, ðat ða eskāp not norþ agān tꝏ Galiŋ ȃfter ðe

bătel ƕen ða ar wersted bi us.'


"Nȣ Gălandus na-sed ðis stroŋle, wĭliŋ him tꝏ stand and

abīd ðȇr onset; for beiŋ mȣntanērz ða must sertānle

tʃūz at leŋþ, if we kept kwiet, tꝏ atak us up ðe slōp,

and ðat wer mitile tꝏ ȣr advȃntādʒ. But Korsus, ðat stil

gru from da tꝏ da mœr hard tꝏ dēl wið, wʊd not hēr

him, and at lȃst stikt not tꝏ akūz him befœr ðem ȏl

(ƕitʃ wȏz mōst fȏls) ðat he did praktīs tꝏ gān ðe komȃnd

for himself, and had kȏzd Korsus tꝏ be set ŭpon tꝏ hav him

and hiz sunz merðerd az ða went from hiz lodʒiŋ ðe nīt




befœr.


"And Korsus gāv order for ðe martʃ akros ðȇr frunt az I

hav tōld it u, O Kiŋ; ƕitʃ indēd wȏz ðe kȣnsel ov a

madman. For Spitfīr, ƕen he sȏ ȣr kŏlum krŏsiŋ ðe

dāl-hed on hiz rīt, gāv order for ðe tʃardʒ, tʊk us i'

ðe flank, kut us in tꝏ, and in tꝏ ȣrz had ȣr arme smaʃt

līk an eg ðat iz dropt from a wȏtʃ-tȣer on pāvment ov

hard grănīt. Nĕver sȏ I so evil a destrukʃon rȏt on a

grāt arme. Hardle and in evil kās we wun bak tꝏ Ȣlswik

wið but sĕventēn hundred men, and ov ðem sum hundredz

wꝏnded sœr. And if tꝏ hundred fel o' ðe ŭðer sīd, tiz a

wunder and pȃst ekspektaʃon, so grāt wȏz Spitfīrz viktore

ŭpon us at ðe Rāps ov Brimȃ. And nȣ wȏz ȣr wo wersend bi

fūdʒitīvz kŭmiŋ from ðe norþ, tĕliŋ hȣ Zig had fȏlen

ŭpon ðe smȏl fœrs ðat wȏz left tꝏ hōld ðe Stīl and klēn

ōrƕelmd ðem. So wer we nȣ ʃut up in Ȣlswik and klōs

besēʒd bi Spitfīr and hiz arme, ƕꝏ but for ðe dĕviliʃ

fŏle ov Korsus, had nȇr mād hed agānst us.


"An il nīt wȏz ðat, O mi Lord ðe Kiŋ, in Ȣlswik bi ðe

se. Korsus wȏz drunk, and bōþ hiz sunz, guzliŋ dȣn goblet

ŭpon goblet ov ðe wīn from Spitfīrz sĕlarz in Ȣlswik.

Til at lȃst he wȏz fȏlen spuiŋ on ðe flœr betwikst ðe

tabelz, and Gălandus standiŋ amuŋst us ȏl, gȏld tꝏ ðe

kwik ȃfter ðis ʃām and ruin ov ȣr fortʃūnz, krīd ȣt and

sed, Sōldʒerz ov Witʃland, I am awere ov ðis Korsus: a

rioter, a letʃer, a serfeter, a brȏler, a spĭler ov armēz,

ȣr ōn not ȣr ĕnemēz, ƕꝏ must briŋ us ȏl tꝏ hel and we

tāk not order tꝏ prevent him.' And he sed, 'I wil go hōm

agān tꝏ Witʃland, and hav no mœr ʃȇr nor part in ðis

ʃām.' But ȏl ða krīd, Tꝏ ðe dĕvil wið Korsus! Be ðȣ

ȣr dʒĕneral.'"


Gro wȏz silent a mĭnūt. "O Kiŋ," he sed at lȃst, "if so it

be ðat ðe mălīs ov ðe Godz and mīn unfortʃūn hav brȏt

me tꝏ ðat kās ðat I am part gilte ov ðat ƕitʃ kām abȣt,

blām me not overmutʃ. Lĭtel I þȏt ĕne werd ov mīn ʃʊd

help Korsus and ðe goiŋ forword ov hiz bad enterprīz. Ƕen

ȏl ða kȏld stil ŭpon Gălandus, saiŋ, Hȃ, hȃ,

Gălandus! wēd ȣt ðe wēdz, lest ðe best korn fester! Be

ðȣ ȣr dʒĕneral,' he tʊk me asīd tꝏ spēk wið him; bekȏz

he sed he wʊd tāk ferðer dʒudʒment ov me befœr he wʊd

konsent in so grāt a măter. And I, seiŋ dedle dāndʒer in

ðēz disorderz, and þinkiŋ ðat ðȇr ōnle la ȣr sāfte if

he ʃʊd hav komȃnd ƕꝏ wȏz bōþ a sōldʒer and ƕꝏz mīnd

wȏz bent tꝏ hi atempts and nobel enterprizez, did eg him

forword tꝏ aksept it. So ðat he, ȏlbeit unwĭliŋ, sed ya tꝏ

ðem at lȃst. Ƕitʃ ȏl aplȏded; and Korsus sed nȏt




agānst it, beiŋ tꝏ slepe-sŏden az we þȏt wið

drunken‘nes tꝏ spēk or mꝏv.


"So for ðat nīt we went tꝏ bed. But in ðe morn, O Kiŋ, wȏz

a grāt klămor betīmz in ðe mān kœrt in Ȣlswik. And I,

rŭniŋ fœrþ in mi ʃert in ðe miste gra ov dȏn, beheld

Korsus standiŋ fœrþ in a gălere befœr Gălandusez lodʒiŋz

ðat wer in an ŭper tʃāmber. He wȏz naked tꝏ ðe wāst, hiz

hare brest and armz tꝏ ðe armpits klŏted and adrip wið

blud, and in hiz handz tꝏ blŭde dăgerz. He krīd in a grāt

vƣs, Trezon in ðe kamp, but I hav skotʃt it. He ðat

wil hav Gălandus tꝏ hiz dʒĕneral, kum up and I ʃal mix hiz

blud wið hiz and māk ðem famĭlear.'"


Bi ðen had ðe Kiŋ drȏn on hiz silken hōz, and a klēn

silken ʃert, and wȏz abȣt lasiŋ hiz blak dublet trimd

wið dimondz. "Ðȣ telst me," sed he, "tꝏ fȏlts

komĭted bi Korsus. Ðat ferst he lost me a bătel and ni

hȃf hiz men, and nekst did merðer Gălandus in a splēn

agānst him ƕen he wʊd hav amended ðis."


"Kĭliŋ Gălandus in hiz slēp," sed Gro, "and sendiŋ him

from ðe ʃād intꝏ ðe hȣs ov darknes."


"Wel," sed ðe Kiŋ, "ðȇr be tꝏ dāz in ĕvere munþ ƕen

ƕȏtĕver iz begun wil nĕver rētʃ kompleʃon. And I þink it

wȏz on sutʃ a da he did eksekūt hiz perpōs ŭpon Gălandus."


"Ðe ƕōl kamp," sed Lord Gro, "iz up in a mutine agānst

him, beiŋ marvelȣsle ofended at ðe merðer ov so werðe a

man in armz. Yet derst ða not openle go agānst him; for hiz

vĕteranz gard hiz person, and he haþ let slīs ðe guts ȣt

ov sum dŭzen or mœr ðat wer fœrmōst in mermeriŋ at him,

so ðat ðe rest ar afērd tꝏ māk open rebĕleon. I tel

u, O Kiŋ, yor arme ov Demonland iz in grāt dāndʒer and

pĕril. Spitfīr sĭteþ dȣn befœr Ȣlswik in mĭkel

streŋþ, and ðȇr iz no ekspektaʃon ðat we ʃal hōld ȣt

loŋ wĭðȣt supli ov men. Ðȇr iz dāndʒer tꝏ lest Korsus dꝏ

sum desperāt akt. I se not hȣ, wið so mutinȣs an arme az

hiz, he kan dȇr tꝏ atempt ĕnĭþiŋ at ȏl. Yet haþ he hiz

ērz fild wið ðe kontĭnual sȣnd ov reputaʃon, and ðe

kontempt ƕitʃ wil be spred tꝏ ðe disgrās ov him if he

repȇr not sꝏn hiz fȏlt on ðe Rāps ov Brimȃ. It iz þȏt

ðat ðe Demonz hav no ʃips, and Laksus komȃndeþ ðe se.

Yet hard it iz tꝏ māk ĕne goiŋ betwēn betwikst ðe flēt and

Ȣlswik, and ðȇr be mĕne gʊdle harborz and plasez for

bildiŋ ov ʃips in Demonland. If ða kan stop ȣr releviŋ

ov Korsus, and prevent Laksus wið a flēt at spriŋ, ma be we

ʃal be drĭven tꝏ a grāt kalămite."




"Hȣ kāmst ðȣ of?" sed ðe Kiŋ.


"O Kiŋ," ȃnserd Lord Gro, "ȃfter ðis merðer in Ȣlswik I

did dale fēr a fig or a nīf, so for mīn ōn helþ and

Witʃlandz devīzd ȏl ðe wāz I kʊd tꝏ kum awa. And gat

at lȃst tꝏ ðe flēt bi stelþ and ðȇr tʊk rēd wið Laksus,

ƕꝏ iz mōst hot ŭpon Korsus for ðis il dēd ov hiz, ƕȇrbi

ȏl ȣr hōps ma end in smōk, and prād me kum tꝏ u for

him az for miself and for ȏl tru harts ov Witʃland ðat dꝏ

sēk yor grātnes, O Kiŋ, and not deka, ðat u mīt send

ðem sŭkor ȇr ȏl be ʃent. For ʃūrle in Korsus sum wīld

distrakʃon haþ overternd hiz ōld kondĭʃon and spilt ðe

gʊdnes u wuns did no in him. Hiz luk haþ gon from him,

and he iz nȣ wun ðat wʊd fȏl on hiz bak and brāk hiz

nōz. I pra u strīk, ȇr Fāt strīk ferst and strīk us

intꝏ ðe hăzard."


"Tuʃ!" sed ðe Kiŋ. "Dꝏ not lift me befœr I fȏl. Tiz

sŭper tīm. Atend me tꝏ ðe bankwet."


Bi nȣ wȏz Gorīs ðe Kiŋ in fʊl festival atīr, wið hiz

dublet ov blak tĭfane slaʃt wið blak velvet and

brƣderd ōr wið dimondz, blak velvet hōz kros-garterd

wið silver-spangeld bandz ov silk, and a grāt blak bȇr-skin

mantel and kŏlar ov ponderȣs gōld. Ðe Īrn krȣn wȏz on hiz

hed. He tʊk dȣn from hiz tʃāmber wȏl, az ða went bi, a

sœrd hȃfted ov blu stēl wið a pŏmel ov bludstōn karvd

līk a ded manz skul. Ðis he bȇr naked in hiz hand, and

ða kām intꝏ ðe bankwet hȏl.


Ða ðat wer ðȇr rōz tꝏ ðȇr fēt in silens, gaziŋ

ekspektant on ðe Kiŋ ƕȇr he stʊd betwēn ðe pĭlarz ov ðe

dœr wið ðat ʃarp sœrd held on hi, and ðe dʒueld krab

ov Witʃland ablāz abuv hiz brȣ. But mōst ða markt hiz

īz. Ʃūrle ðe līt in ðe īz ov ðe Kiŋ under hiz betel

brȣz wȏz līk a līt from ðe under-skīz ʃed upword from

ðe pit ov hel.


He sed no werd, but wið a dʒestʃūr bĕkond Korinyus. Korinyus

stʊd up and kām tꝏ ðe Kiŋ, slole, az a nīt-wȏker,

obēdʒent tꝏ ðat dred gāz. Hiz klōk ov ski-blu silk wȏz

fluŋ bak from hiz ʃōlderz. Hiz tʃest, brȏd az a bʊlz,

sweld benēþ ðe ʃiniŋ silver skālz ov hiz berne, ðat

wȏz ʃort-slēvd, leviŋ hiz stroŋ armz bȇr tꝏ vu wið

gōlden riŋz abȣt ðe rists. Prȣdle he stʊd befœr ðe

Kiŋ, hiz hed ferm plȃnted abuv hiz mite þrōt and nek;

hiz prȣd lukʃureȣs mȣþ, mād for wīn-kups and for ladēz

lips, ferm set abuv ðe skwȇr ʃaven tʃin and dʒȏ; ðe þik

fȇr kerlz ov hiz hȇr bȣnd wið blak brione; ðe insolens




ðat dwelt in hiz dark blu īz tāmd for ðe ƕīl in fās ov

ðat grēn bāl-līt ðat rōz and fel in ðe stedfȃst gāz

ov ðe Kiŋ.


Ƕen ða had so stʊd silent ƕīl men mīt kȣnt twente

breþs, ðe Kiŋ spāk saiŋ: "Korinyus, resēv ðe nām ov

ðe kiŋdom ov Demonland ƕitʃ ði Lord and Kiŋ giv ðe, and

māk hŏmādʒ tꝏ me ðarov."


Ðe breþ ov amāzment went abȣt ðe hȏl. Korinyus nēld.

Ðe Kiŋ gāv him ðat sœrd ƕitʃ he held in hiz hand, bȇr

for ðe slȏter, saiŋ, "Wið ðis sœrd, O Korinyus, ʃalt

ðȣ wȇr ȣt ðis blĕmiʃ and blot ðat until nȣ rested ŭpon

ðe in mīn i. Korsus haþ prꝏvd hăgard. He haþ mād mis

in Demonland. Hiz sŏtiʃ fŏle haþ ʃut him up in Ȣlswik

and lost me hȃf hiz fœrs. Hiz dʒĕlȣse, tꝏ malĭʃȣsle and

blŭdile bent agānst mi frendz sted ov mīn ĕnemēz, haþ

lost me a gʊd kaptān. Ðe wunderfʊl disorder and distrĕsez

ov hiz arme must, if ðȣ amend it not, swiŋ ȏl ȣr fortʃūn

at wun tʃop from blis tꝏ bāl. If ðis be rītle handeld bi

ðe, wun grāt strōk ʃal tʃāndʒ ĕvere dēl. Go ðȣ, and

prꝏv ði demĕrits."


Ðe Lord Korinyus stʊd up, hōldiŋ ðe sœrd pƣnt-dȣnword in

hiz hand. Hiz fās flāmd red az an ȏtum ski ƕen lĕden

klȣdz brāk apart on a sŭden westword and ðe sun lʊks ȣt

betwēn. "Mi Lord ðe Kiŋ," sed he, "giv me ƕȇr I ma sit

dȣn: I wil māk ƕȇr I ma li dȣn. Ȇr anŭðer mꝏn ʃal

waks agān tꝏ ðe fʊl I wil set fœrþ from Tĕnemos. If I dꝏ

not ʃortle rĕmede for u ȣr fortʃūnz ƕitʃ ðis blŭde fꝏl

haþ labord tꝏ ruināt, spit in mi fās, O Kiŋ, wiðhōld

from me ðe līt ov yor kȣntenans, and pʊt spelz ŭpon me

ʃal destrƣ and blȃst me for ĕver."


𝟣𝟫. Þremnerz Hu


OV ÐE LORD SPITFĪRZ BESEƷIŊ OV ÐE WITƩEZ IN HIZ ŌN

KȂSEL OV ȢLSWIK; AND HȢ HE DID BĂTEL AGĀNST KORINYUS

UNDER ÞREMNERZ HU, AND ÐE MEN OV WITƩLAND WUN ÐE DA.


Lord Spitfīr sat in hiz pavĭleon befœr Ȣlswik in mĭkel

diskontent. A brazeer ov hot kōlz mād a plĕzant wormþ

wĭðin, and līts fild ðe ritʃ tent wið splendor. From

wĭðȣt kām ðe nƣz ov rān stĕdile fȏliŋ in ðe dark

ȏtum nīt, splăʃiŋ in ðe pŭdelz, păteriŋ on ðe silken

rꝏf. Zig sat bi Spitfīr on ðe bed, hiz hȏk-līk




kȣntenans ʃădōd wið an unwōnted lʊk ov kȇr. Hiz sœrd

stʊd betwēn hiz nēz pƣnt dȣnword on ðe flœr. He tipt

it dʒentle wið iðer hand nȣ tꝏ ðe left nȣ tꝏ ðe rīt,

wȏtʃiŋ wið pensīv gāz ðe worm līt ʃift and glēm in

ðe bȏl ov balas rube ðat mād ðe pŏmel ov ðe sœrd.


"Fel it ȣt so akerstle?" sed Spitfīr. "Ȏl ten, ðȣ

sādst, on Rămerik Strandz?"


Zig nŏded asent.


"Ƕȇr wȏz he ðat he sāvd ðem not?" sed Spitfīr. "O, it

wȏz vile miskărēd!"


Zig ȃnserd, "Twȏz a swift and sēkret landiŋ in ðe dark a

mīl ēst ov ðe harbor. Ðȣ must not blām him unherd."


"Ƕȏt mœr remān tꝏ us?" sed Spitfīr. "Kontent: Īl hēr

him. Ƕȏt ʃips remān tꝏ us, iz mœr tꝏ ðe perpōs. Þre bi

Norþsandz Ȇrz, belo Elmersted: fīv on Þrowȏter: tꝏ bi

Litʃnes: tꝏ mœr at Orwaþ: siks bi mi direkʃon on

Stropardon Ferþ: sĕven hēr on ðe bētʃ."


"Besīdz fœr at ðe ferþ hed in Westmark," sed Zig. "And

order iz taen for mœr in ðe Īlz."


"Twente and nīn," sed Spitfīr, "and ðōz in ðe Īlz

besīd. And not wun aflōt, nor kan be ȇr spriŋ. If Laksus

smel ðem ȣt and tāk ðem az lītle az ðēz he bernd

under Volz nōz on Rămerik Strandz, we dꝏ but plȣ ðe

dĕzert bildiŋ ðem."


He rōz tꝏ pās ðe tent. "Ðȣ must rāz me nu fœrsez for tꝏ

brāk intꝏ Ȣlswik. Fœr hĕven!" he sed, "ðis veksez me tꝏ

ðe guts, tꝏ sit at mīn ōn gāt fʊl tꝏ munþs līk a

bĕgar, ƕīlz Korsus and ðōz tꝏ kubz hiz sunz drink

ðemselvz drunk wĭðin, and pla at kokʃīz wið mi

trĕʒūrz."


"O' ðe roŋ sīd ov ðe wȏl," sed Zig, "ðe mȃster-bilder

ma dʒudʒ ðe ekselens ov hiz ōn bildiŋ."


Spitfīr stʊd bi ðe brazeer, sprĕdiŋ hiz stroŋ handz abuv

ðe glo. Ȃfter a tīm he spāk mœr soberle. "It iz not ðēz

fu ʃips bernt in ðe norþ ʃʊd trŭbel me; and indēd

Laksus haþ not fīv hundred men tꝏ man hiz ƕōl flēt wĭðȏl.

But he hōldeþ ðe se, and ĕver sins hiz pʊtiŋ ȣt intꝏ ðe

dēp wið þerte sāl from Lʊkiŋhaven I dꝏ ekspekt freʃ

sŭkorz ȣt ov Witʃland. Tiz ðat makeþ me tʃamp stil on

ðe bit til ðis hōld be wun agān; for ðen wer we fre at




lēst tꝏ mēt ðȇr landiŋ. But twer mōst unfit at ðis tīm

ov ðe yēr tꝏ kăre on a sēʒ in lo and wȏtere grȣndz, ðe

ĕnemēz arme beiŋ on fʊt and unengādʒd. Ƕȇrfœr, ðis iz mi

mīnd, O mi frend, ðat ðȣ go wið hāst over ðe Stīl and

fetʃ me supli ov men. Lēv fœrs tꝏ word ȣr ʃips

a-bildiŋ, ƕȇrsoĕver ða be; and a gʊd fœrs in Krŏðeriŋ

and ðarabȣt, for I wil not be fȣnd a fȏls stʃuword ov hiz

lade sisterz sāfte. And in ðīn ōn hȣs māk ʃūr. But

ðēz þiŋz beiŋ provided, ʃēr up ðe wor-ăro and briŋ

me ȣt ov ðe west fiftēn or atēn hundred men-at-armz. For

I dꝏ þink ðat bi me and ðe and sutʃ a hed ov men ov

Demonland az we ʃal ðen komȃnd Ȣlswik gāts ma be brast

open and Korsus plukt ȣt ov Ȣlswik līk a ƕilk ȣt ov hiz

ʃel."


Zig ȃnserd him, "Īl be gon at pƣnt ov da."


Nȣ ða rōz up and tʊk ðȇr wĕponz and mŭfeld ðemselvz

in ðȇr grāt kampaniŋ klōks and went fœrþ wið

tortʃ-barerz tꝏ wȏk þrꝏ ðe līnz, az ĕvere nīt ȇr he

went tꝏ rest it wȏz Spitfīrz wōnt tꝏ dꝏ, vĭzitiŋ hiz

kaptānz and sĕtiŋ ðe gard. Ðe rān fel dʒentleer. Ðe

nīt wȏz wĭðȣt a star. Ðe wet sandz glēmd wið ðe līts

ov Ȣlswik Kȃsel, and from ðe kȃsel kām bi fits ðe sȣnd

ov fēstiŋ herd abuv ðe wȏʃ and mōn ov ðe sŭlen

slēples se.


Ƕen ða had mād ȏl ʃūr and wer kum ni agān tꝏ

Spitfīrz tent and Zig wȏz ŭpon saiŋ gʊd-nīt, ðȇr rōz

up ȣt ov ðe ʃădo ov ðe tent an ānʃent man and kām

betwikst ðem intꝏ ðe glȇr ov ðe tortʃez. Ʃrĭveld and

rinkeld and bȣd he sēmd az wið ekstrēm ādʒ. Hiz hȇr and

hiz bērd huŋ dȣn in elf-loks adrip wið rān. Hiz mȣþ wȏz

tꝏþles, hiz īz līk a ded fĭʃez īz. He tutʃt

Spitfīrz klōk wið hiz skĭne hand, saiŋ in a vƣs līk

ðe nīt-ravenz, "Spitfīr, bewȇr ov Þremnerz Hu."


Spitfīr sed, "Ƕȏt hav we hēr? And ƕitʃ wa ðe dĕvil kām

he intꝏ mi kamp?"


But ðat ādʒd man stil held him bi ðe klōk, saiŋ,

"Spitfīr, iz not ðis ðīn hȣs ov Ȣlswik? And iz it not

ðe mōst stroŋ and fȇr plās ðat ĕver man sȏ in ðis

kuntre?"


"Filþ, unhand me," sed Spitfīr, "els ʃal I prĕzentle

þrust ðe þrꝏ wið mi sœrd, and send ðe tꝏ ðe

Tartarus ov hel, ƕȇr I dȣt not ðe dĕvilz ðȇr tꝏ loŋ

awāt ðe."




But ðat ādʒd man sed agān, "Hot stȗriŋ hedz ar tꝏ

ezile entrapt. Hōld fȃst, Spitfīr, tꝏ ðat ƕitʃ iz ðīn,

and bewȇr ov Þremnerz Hu."


Nȣ wȏz Lord Spitfīr wʊd angre, and bekȏz ðe ōld karl

stil held him bi ðe klōk and wʊd not let him go, plukt

fœrþ hiz sœrd, þinkiŋ tꝏ hav strĭken him abȣt ðe hed

wið ðe flat ov hiz sœrd. But wið ðat strōk went a gust ov

wind abȣt ðem, so ðat ðe tortʃ-flāmz wer ni blōn ȣt.

And ðat wȏz strāndʒ, ov a stil windles nīt. And in ðat

gust wȏz ðe ōld man văniʃt awa līk a klȣd pȃsiŋ in ðe

nīt.


Zig spāk: "Ðe þin hăbit ov spĭrits iz beỾond ðe fœrs ov

wĕponz."


"Piʃ!" sed Spitfīr. "Wȏz ðis a spĭrit? I hōld it rȃðer a

simulakrum or iluʒon prepȇrd for us bi Witʃlandz kŭniŋ,

tꝏ darken ȣr kȣnsel and ʃāk ȣr rezoluʃon."


****


On ðe moro ƕīl yet sunrīz wȏz red, Lord Zig went dȣn tꝏ

ðe se-ʃœr tꝏ bāð in ðe grāt rok pꝏlz ðat fās

sȣþword akros ðe lĭtel ba ov Ȣlswik. Ðe sȏlt ȇr wȏz

freʃ ȃfter ðe rān. Ðe wind ðat had vērd tꝏ ðe ēst blu

in kōld and pintʃiŋ gusts. In a rift betwēn slāt-blu klȣdz

ðe lo sun flāmd blud-red. Far tꝏ ðe sȣþ-ēst ƕȇr ðe

wȏterz ov Mĭkelferþ open on ðe mān, ðe lo klifs ov

Lʊkiŋhaven-nes lꝏmd ʃădoe az a bank ov klȣd.


Zig lād dȣn hiz sœrd and spēr and lʊkt sȣþēst akros

ðe ferþ; and behōld, a ʃip in fʊl sāl rȣndiŋ ðe nes

and steriŋ norþword on ðe larbord tak. And ƕen he had

pʊt of hiz kertel he lʊkt agān, and behōld, tꝏ mœr ʃips

a-steriŋ rȣnd ðe nes and saliŋ hard in ðe wāk ov ðe

ferst. So he dond hiz kertel agān and tʊk hiz wĕponz, and

bi ðen wer fiftēn sāl a-steriŋ up ðe ferþ in līn

ahed, drăgonz ov wor.


So he fȇrd hāstile tꝏ Spitfīrz tent, and fȣnd him yet abed,

for swēt slēp yet nerst in her bʊzom impetʃuȣs Spitfīr; hiz

hed wȏz þrōn bak on ðe brƣderd pĭlo, displaiŋ hiz

stroŋ ʃaven þrōt and tʃin; hiz fērs mȣþ benēþ hiz

brisliŋ fȇr mʊstȃʃeōz wȏz relakst in slumber, and hiz

fērs īz klōzd in slumber benēþ ðȇr yĕlo brisliŋ

ībrȣz.


Zig tʊk him bi ðe fʊt and wākt him and tōld him ȏl ðe




măter: "Fiftēn ʃips, and ĕvere ʃip (az I mīt plānle se

az ða dru ni) az fʊl ov men az ðȇr be egz in a

hĕriŋz ro. So kŭmeþ ȣr ekspektaʃon tꝏ ðe berþ."


"And so," sed Spitfīr, lepiŋ from ðe kȣtʃ, "kŭmeþ Laksus

agān tꝏ Demonland, wið freʃ mēt tꝏ glut ȣr sœrdz wĭðȏl."


He kȏt up hiz wĕponz and ran tꝏ a lĭtel nol ðat stʊd

abuv ðe bētʃ over agānst Ȣlswik Kȃsel. And ȏl ðe hōst

ran tꝏ behōld ðōz drăgonz ov wor sāl up ðe ferþ at dȏn ov

da.


"Ða dȣz sāl," sed Spitfīr, "and pʊt in for Skaramze.

Tiz not for nŭþiŋ I tȏt ðēz Witʃlanderz on ðe Rāps

ov Brimȃ. Laksus, sins he witnest ðat dȣn-þro ov ðȇr

arme, nȣ akȣnteþ ilandz mœr ƕōlsumer ðan ðe mānland,

wel noiŋ we hav nor sālz nor wiŋz tꝏ strīk akros ðe

ferþ at him. Yet skȇrsle bi skulkiŋ in ðe ilandz ʃal he

brāk up ðe sēʒ ov Ȣlswik."


Zig sed, "I wʊd no ƕȇr be hiz fiftēn ŭðer ʃips."


"In fiftēn ʃips," sed Spitfīr, "it iz not pŏsibel he

bareþ mœr ðan sikstēn hundred or sĕventēn hundred men ov

wor. Agānst so mĕne I am stroŋ enuf tꝏ-da, ʃʊd ða

adventʃūr a landiŋ, tꝏ þro em intꝏ ðe se and stil

kontān Korsus if he māk a săle. If mœr be ăded, I am ðe

les sekūr. Ðȇrfœr okaʒon kȏleþ but ðe lȣder for ði

perpōst fariŋ tꝏ ðe west."


So ðe Lord Zig kȏld him ȣt a dŭzen men-at-armz and went

a-horsbak. Bi ðen wer ȏl ðe ʃips rōd ăʃœr under ðe

sŭðern spit ov Skaramze, ƕȇr iz gʊd ankorādʒ for ʃips.

Ða wer ðȇr hĭden from vu, ȏl sāv ðȇr mȃsts ðat

ʃōd over ðe spit, so ðat ðe Demonz mīt obzerv nȏt

ov ðȇr disembarkiŋ.


Spitfīr rōd wið Zig þre mīlz or fœr, az far az ðe brȣ

ov ðe desent tꝏ ðe fœrdz ov Eþriwȏter, and ðȇr bad him

fȇrwel. "Lītniŋ ʃal be slo tꝏ mi hāstiŋ," sed Zig,

"til I be bak agān. Mēntīm, I wʊd hav ðe be not tꝏ

skornfꝏle unmīndfʊl ov ðat ōld man."


"Tʃerkiŋ ov spărōz!" sed Spitfīr. "I hav forgot hiz

brăbel." Nĕverðeles hiz glȃns ʃifted sȣþword beỾond

Ȣlswik tꝏ ðe grāt bluf ov tre-huŋ prĕsipīs ðat standz

līk a sentinel abuv ðe mĕdōz ov Loer Tivarandardāl,

leviŋ but a năro wa betwikst its loest kragz and ðe se.

He lȃft: "O mi frend, I am yet a bƣ in ðīn īz it

semeþ, ȏlbeit I am wel-ni twente-nīn yērz ōld."




"Lȃf at me and ðȣ wilt," sed Zig. "Wĭðȣt ðis werd sed

I kʊd not lēv ðe."


"Wel," sed Spitfīr, "tꝏ lul ði fērz, Īl not go

a-berdsnestiŋ on Þremnerz Hu til ðȣ kum bak agān."


****


Nȣ for a wēk or mœr wȏz nȏt tꝏ tel ov sāv ðat

Spitfīrz arme sat befœr Ȣlswik, and ða on ðe iland

sent ĕver and agān þre or fœr ʃips tꝏ land sŭdenle abȣt

Lʊkiŋhaven or at ðe hed ov ðe ferþ, or sȣþawa beỾond

Drĕpabe, az far az ðe kōstlandz under Rimon Armon, hăreiŋ

and berniŋ. And az oft az fœrs wȏz găðerd agānst ðem,

ða fȇrd abord agān and sāld bak tꝏ Skaramze. In ðōz

dāz kām Vol from ðe west wið an hundred men and dʒƣnd

him wið Spitfīr.


Ðe ātþ da ov November ðe wĕðer wersend, and klȣdz

găðerd from ðe west and sȣþ, til ȏl ðe ski wȏz a welter

ov hūdʒ wȏtere lĕden klȣdz, sĕparated wun from anŭðer bi

ƣle strēks ov ƕīt. Ðe wind gru fitfʊl az ðe da wœr.

Ðe se wȏz dark līk dul īrn. Rān began tꝏ fȏl in big

drops. Ðe mȣntānz ʃōd monstrȣs and ʃădoe: sum dark

inke blu, ŭðerz in ðe west līk wȏlz and bastʃonz ov

klŏted mist agānst ðe hules mist ov hĕven behīnd ðem.

Eveniŋ klōzd wið þunder and rān and lītniŋ-tœrn banks

ov vapor. Ȏl nīt loŋ ðe þunder rœrd in sŭlen

intermĭʃon, and ȏl nīt loŋ nu banks ov þunder-klȣd

swuŋ tʊgĕðer and parted and swuŋ tʊgĕðer agān. And ðe

līt ov ðe mꝏn wȏz abated, and no līt sēn sāv ðe

lĕvin-brand, and ðe kamp-fīrz befœr Ȣlswik, and ðe līt

ov rĕvelre wĭðin. So ðat ðe Demonz kampt befœr ðe kȃsel

wer not wȇr ov ðōz fiftēn ʃips ðat pʊt ȣt from

Skaramze on ðat wīld se and landed tꝏ or þre mīlz tꝏ ðe

sȣþword bi ðe grāt bluf ov Þremnerz Hu. Nor wer ða

wȇr at ȏl ov ðem ðat landed from ðe ʃips: fiftēn or

sikstēn hundred men-at-armz wið Hemiŋ ov Witʃland and hiz

yuŋ brŭðer Kargo for ðȇr lederz. And ðe ʃips rōd bak

tꝏ Skaramze þrꝏ ðe lȣd storm and fure ov ðe wĕðer,

ȏl sāv wun ðat fȣnderd in Boðre Sȣnd.


But on ðe morn, ƕen ðe tempest wȏz abated, mīt ȏl behōld

ðe pʊtiŋ fœrþ ov fœrtēn ʃips ov wor from Skaramze,

ĕvere ʃip ov ðem laden wið men-at-armz. Ða had păsādʒ

swiftle over ðe ferþ, and kām aland tꝏ mīlz sȣþ ov

Ȣlswik. And ðe ʃips stʊd of agān from ðe land, but ðe

arme marʃald for bătel on ðe mēdz abuv Mingarn Hōp.




Nȣ Lord Spitfīr let drȏ up hiz men and mꝏvd ȣt sȣþword

from ðe līnz befœr Ȣlswik. Ƕen ða wer kum wĭðin sum

hȃf mīlz distans ov ðe Witʃland arme, so ðat ða mīt

se klērle ðȇr rŭset kertelz and ðȇr ʃēldz and

bŏde-armor ov bronz, and ðe dul glint ov ðȇr sœrd-blādz

and ðe hedz ov ðȇr spērz, Vol, ðat rōd bi Spitfīr,

spāk and sed, "Markst ðȣ him, O Spitfīr, ðat rideþ bak

and fœrþ befœr ðȇr bătel, marʃaliŋ ðem? So ĕver rōd

Korinyus; and wel māst ðȣ no him even afar of bi hiz

ʃoines and dʒȏntiŋ kărādʒ. Yet se a grāt wunder nȣ:

for ƕꝏ ĕver herd tel ov ðis yuŋ hotsper gĭviŋ bak from

ðe fīt? And nȣ, or ĕver we be gŏten wĭðin spēr-ʃot----"


"Bi ðe brīt i ov da," krīd Spitfīr, "tiz so! Wil he

bȏlk me kwīt ov a bătel? Īl lꝏs a handfʊl ov hors ŭpon

ðem tꝏ dela ðȇr hāst ȇr ða be flōn beỾond sīt and

fīndiŋ."


Ðȇrwið he gāv komȃnd tꝏ hiz horsmen tꝏ rīd fœrþ ŭpon

ðe ĕneme. And ða rōd fœrþ wið Astar ov Retra, ðat wȏz

brŭðer-in-lȏ tꝏ Lord Zig, for ðȇr leder. But ðe

Witʃland hors met ðem bi ðe ʃălōz ov Aron Pȣ and held

ðem in ðe ʃălōz ƕīl Korinyus wið hiz mān arme wun

akros ðe rĭver. And ƕen ðe mān bŏde ov ðe Demonz wer

kum up and ðe păsādʒ fœrst, ðe Witʃlanderz wer gŏten

klēn awa akros ðe wȏter-mĕdōz tꝏ ðe pȃs betwikst ðe

ʃœr and ðe stēps ov Þremnerz Hu.


Ðen sed Spitfīr, "Ða sta not tꝏ form even i' ðe năro

wa twikst ðe se and ðe Hu. And ðat wer ðȇr sāfte,

if ða had but ðe hart tꝏ tern and stand us." And he ʃȣted

wið a grāt ʃȣt ŭpon hiz men tꝏ tʃardʒ ðe ĕneme, and sŭfer

not a Witʃ tꝏ overlīv ðat slȏter.


So ðe fʊtmen kȏt hōld ov ðe stĭrup-lĕðerz ov ðe

horsmen, and rŭniŋ and ridiŋ ða pœrd intꝏ ðe năro

pȃs; and ĕver wȏz Spitfīr fœrmōst amuŋ hiz men, huiŋ tꝏ

left and tꝏ rīt amuŋ ðe pres, ridiŋ on ðat ƕelmiŋ

bătel-tīd ðat sēmd tꝏ bȇr him on tꝏ triumf.


But nȣ on a sŭden wȏz he, ƕꝏ wið but twelv hundred men had

so hotle fŏlōd fiftēn hundred intꝏ ðe strāt păsādʒ under

Þremnerz Hu, mād wȇr tꝏ lāt ðat he must hav tꝏ dꝏ

wið þre þȣzand: Korinyus răleiŋ hiz fōk and terniŋ

līk a wʊlf in ðe pȃs, ƕīl Korundz sunz, ðat had landed

az afœrsed in ðe storm in ðe merk ov nīt, swept dȣn wið

ðȇr batăleonz from ðe wʊded slōps behīnd ðe Hu. In

sutʃ wīz ðat Spitfīr wist not sꝏner ov ĕne fœrʃădoiŋ ov

dizȃster ðan ov dizȃsterz self: ðe þunder ov ðe blo in




flank and frunt and rēr.


Ðen befel grāt manslaiŋ betwēn ðe se-klifs and ðe

se. Ðe Demonz, taken at ðat advȃntādʒ, wer līk a man

tript in mid-strīd bi a rōp akros ðe wa. Bi ðe sœr

onset ov ðe Witʃez ða wer drĭven dȣn intꝏ ðe ʃălōz ov

ðe se, and ðe spūm ov ðe se wȏz red wið blud. And ðe

Lord Korinyus, nȣ ðat he had dun wið fānd retrēt, fȇrd

þrꝏ ðe bătel līk a strēm ov unkwentʃabel wildfīr, ðat

nun mīt sustān hiz strōks ðat wer abȣt him.


Nȣ wȏz Spitfīrz hors slān under him wið a spēr-þrust,

az ridiŋ fetlok-dēp in ðe yēldiŋ sand he rălēd hiz men

tꝏ fliŋ bak Hemiŋ. But Bremere ov Ʃȏz brȏt him anŭðer

hors, and so mitile went he fœrþ agānst ðe Witʃez ðat

ðe sunz ov Korund wer fān tꝏ giv bak befœr hiz onslȏt,

and ðat wiŋ ov ðe Witʃland arme wȏz prest bak agānst

ðe broken grȣnd belo ðe Hu. Yet wȏz ðat ov lĭtel

avāl, for Korinyus brāk þrꝏ from ðe norþ, þrustiŋ ðe

Demonz wið grāt slȏter bak from ðe se, so ðat ða

wer pend betwikst him and Hemiŋ. Ðȇrwið Spitfīr ternd

wið sum pikt kumpanēz agānst Korinyus; and wel it sēmd

for ăƕīl ðat a grāt fœrs ov ðe Witʃez must be ƕelmd or

drȣnd in ðe sȏlt wāvz. And Korinyus himself stʊd nȣ in

grāt pĕril ov hiz līf, for hiz hors wȏz bōgd in ðe soft

sandz and mīt not win fre for ȏl hiz plundʒiŋ.


In ðat nik ov tīm kām Spitfīr þrꝏ ðe stor, wið a

band ov Demonz abȣt him, slaiŋ az he kām. He ʃȣted wið a

tĕribel vƣs, "O Korinyus, hātfʊl tꝏ me and mīn az ar ðe

gāts ov Hel, nȣ wil I kil ðe, and ði ded karkās ʃal

făten ðe swēt mēdz ov Ȣlswik."


Korinyus ȃnserd him, "Blŭde Spitfīr, lȃst ov þre ƕelps,

for ði brŭðerz ar bi nȣ ded and rŏten, I ʃal giv ðe

a tʃōk-pȇr."


Ðȇrwið Spitfīr ʃot a twerl-spēr at him. It mist ðe man

but smōt ðe grāt hors in ðe ʃōlder so ðat he plundʒd

and fel in a hēp, hert tꝏ ðe deþ. But ðe Lord Korinyus

litiŋ nimble on hiz fēt kȏt Spitfīrz hors bi ðe

bridel rān and smōt it on ðe mŭzel, even az he rōd at him,

so ðat ðe hors rērd up and swervd. Spitfīr mād a grāt

blo at him wið an aks, but it kām slȃntwīz on ðe helmet

ridʒ and glented asīd in ȇr. Ðen Korinyus þrust up under

Spitfīrz ʃēld wið hiz sœrd, and ðe pƣnt enterd ðe big

mŭsel ov ðe arm nēr ðe armpit, and glȃnsiŋ agānst ðe

bōn tœr up þrꝏ ðe mŭselz ov ðe ʃōlder. And ðat wȏz

a grāt wꝏnd.




Nĕverðeles Spitfīr slakt not from ðe fīt, but smōt at

him agān, þinkiŋ tꝏ hav hūn of hiz arm ðe hand ƕarov

stil klutʃt ðe bridel-rān. Korinyus kȏt ðe aks on hiz

ʃēld, but hiz fingerz lꝏst ðe rān, and ȏlmōst he fel tꝏ

erþ under ðat mite strōk, and ðe gʊd bronz ʃēld wȏz

dented and băterd in.


Nȣ wið ðe lꝏsiŋ ov ðe rānz wȏz Spitfīrz hors plundʒd

forword, kăreiŋ him pȃst Korinyus tꝏword ðe se. But he

ternd and hāld him, kriiŋ, "Get ðe an hors. For I kȣnt

it unwerðe tꝏ fīt wið ðe bariŋ ðis advȃntādʒ over

ðe, I a-horsbak and ðȣ on fʊt."


Korinyus krīd ȣt and ȃnserd, "Kum dȣn from ðīn hors

ðen, and mēt me fʊt tꝏ fʊt. And no it, mi prĭte

þrŏsel-kok, ðat I am kiŋ in Demonland, ƕitʃ dignite I

hōld ov ðe Kiŋ ov Kiŋz, Gorīs ov Witʃland, mīn ōnle

overlord. Mēt it iz ðat I ʃo ðe in kombat singular, ðat

vȏntst ðiself gratest amuŋ ðe rĕbelz yet left alīv in

ðis mi kiŋdom, hȣ mutʃ grater iz mi mīt ðan ðīn."


"Ðēz be grāt and þumpiŋ werdz," sed Spitfīr. "I ʃal

þrust ðem dȣn ði þrōt agān."


Ðȇrwið he mād az if tꝏ līt dȣn from hiz hors; but az he

strōv tꝏ līt dȣn, a mist went befœr hiz īz and he rēld

in hiz sădel. Hiz men ruʃt in betwikst him and Korinyus, and

ðe kaptān ov hiz bŏdigard bȇr him up, saiŋ, "U ar

hert, mi lord. U must not fīt no mœr wið Korinyus, for

yor hines iz unmēt for fitiŋ and ma not stand alōn."


So ða ðat wer abȣt him bȇr up grāt Spitfīr. And ðe

mĕla ðat wȏz stād ƕīl ðōz lordz delt tʊgĕðer in

singel kombat brāk fœrþ afreʃ in ðat plās. But ȏl ðe

ƕīl had fureȣs wor swuŋ and răvend belo Þremnerz Hu,

and wundrȣs wȏz ðe vălor ov ðe Demonz; for mĕne hundred

wer slān or wꝏnded tꝏ ðe deþ, and but a smȏl fœrs wer

ða ðat yet remānd tꝏ bȇr up ðe bătel agānst ðe

Witʃez.


****


Nȣ ðōz ðat wer wið Spitfīr departed wið him in ðe

sēkretest măner ðat ða kʊd ȣt ov ðe fīt, răpiŋ

abȣt him a wȏtʃet-kŭlord klōk tꝏ hīd hiz ʃiniŋ armor.

Ða stȃntʃt ðe blud ðat ran from ðe grāt wꝏnd in hiz

ʃōlder and bȣnd it up kȇrfꝏle, and kărēd him a-horsbak

bi Volz komȃnd intꝏ Trĕmerdāl bi sēkret mȣntān pȃþs up

tꝏ a dĕzolāt kore ēst ov Stĕre Gap, under ðe grāt




skre-ʃꝏt ðat flanks ðe prĕsipisez ov ðe sȣþ sŭmit ov

Dinȃ. A loŋ tīm he la ðȇr sensles, līk tꝏ wun ded. For

mĕne herts had he taken in ðe ŭnēkwal fīt, and grātle wȏz

he brūzd and băterd, but werst ov ȏl wȏz ðe sœr hert

Korinyus gāv him ȇr ða parted betwikst ðe lĭmits ov land

and se.


And ƕen nīt wȏz fȏlen and ȏl ðe wāz wer darkend, kām

ðe Lord Vol wið a fu kompanyonz ŭterle werēd tꝏ ðat

lōnle kore. Ðe nīt wȏz stil and klȣdles, and ðe

maden mꝏn wȏkt hi hĕven, blăkeniŋ ðe ʃădōz ov ðe

grāt pēks ðat wer līk ʃarks tēþ agānst ðe nīt.

Spitfīr la on a bed ov liŋ and klōks in ðe le ov a grāt

bōlder. Gȃstle pāl wȏz hiz fās in ðe silver mꝏnlīt.


Vol lēnd ŭpon hiz spēr lʊkiŋ ernestle ŭpon him. Ða

ȃskt him tidiŋz. And Vol ȃnserd, "Ȏl lost," and stil

lʊkt ŭpon Spitfīr.


Ða sed, "Mi lord, we hav stȃntʃt ðe blud and bȣnd up

ðe wꝏnd, but hiz lordʃip abideþ yet sensles. And grātle

we fēr for hiz līf, lest ðis grāt hert yet prꝏv hiz

bān-sœr."


Vol nēld besīd him on ðe kōld ʃarp stōnz and tended

him az a mŭðer mīt her sik tʃīld, apliiŋ tꝏ ðe wꝏnd

lēvz ov blak horhȣnd and milfƣl and ŭðer heliŋ

simpelz, and gĭviŋ him tꝏ drink ȣt ov a flȃsk ov prĕʃȣs

wīn ov Arʃalmar, ripend for an ādʒ in ðe dēp sĕlarz belo

Krŏðeriŋ. So ðat in a ƕīl Spitfīr opend hiz īz and

sed, "Drȏ bak ðe kertānz ov ðe bed, for tiz mĕne a da

sins I wōk up in Ȣlswik. Or iz it nīt indēd? Hȣ went

ðe fīt, ðen?"


Hiz īz stȇrd at ðe naked roks and ðe naked ski beỾond

ðem. Ðen wið a grāt grōn he lifted himself on hiz rīt

elbo. Vol pʊt a stroŋ arm abȣt him, saiŋ, "Drink ðe

gʊd wīn, and hav paʃens. Ðȇr be grāt dꝏiŋz tꝏword."


Spitfīr stȇrd rȣnd him ăƕīl, ðen sed violentle, "Ʃal

we be foksez and fūdʒitīv men tꝏ dwel in hōlz o' ðe hŏlo

mȣntān sīd? So ðe brīt da iz dun, hȃ? Ðen of wið

ðēz trămelz." And he fel a-tariŋ at ðe bandādʒ on hiz

wꝏndz.


But Vol prevented him wið stroŋ handz, saiŋ, "Bĕþink

ðe hȣ on ðe alōn, O glœreȣs Spitfīr, and on ði wīz

hart and valeant sōl ðat deliteþ in fureȣs wor, resteþ

ȏl ȣr hōp tꝏ word of from ȣr lade wīvz and dēr tʃildren

and ȏl ȣr gʊd land and fe ðe fure ov ðe men ov Witʃland,




and tꝏ sāv alīv ðe grāt nām ov Demonland. Let not ði

prȣd hart be kapabel ov despȇr."


But Spitfīr grōnd and sed, "Sertān it wȏz ðat wo and

evil hap must be tꝏ Demonland until mi kinzmen be gŏten hōm

agān. And ðat da I þink ʃal nĕver dȏn." And he krīd,

"Bōsted he not ðat he iz kiŋ in Demonland? and yet I had not

mi sœrd in hiz umbelz. And ðȣ þinkst Īl liv in ʃām?"


Ðȇrwĭðȏl he strōv agān tꝏ tȇr of ðe bandādʒez, but Vol

prevented him. And he rāvd and sed, "Ƕꝏ wȏz it fœrst me

from ðe bătel? Tiz pĭte ov hiz līf, tꝏ hav abūzd me so.

Bĕter ded ðan run from Korinyus līk a beten pŭpe. Let me

go, fȏls tratorz! I wil amend ðis. I wil di fitiŋ. Let

me go bak."


Vol sed, "Lift up ðīn īz, grāt Spitfīr, and behōld ðe

lade mꝏn, hȣ verdʒin fre ʃe wȏkeþ ðe wīd fēldz ov

hĕven, and ðe glœre ov ðe starz ov hĕven ƕitʃ in ðȇr

multitʃūdz atend her. And az lĭtel az erþle mists and

stormz dꝏ dim her, but ðo ʃe be hid ăƕīl yet ƕen ðe

tempest iz abated and ðe ski swept bȇr ov klȣdz ðȇr ʃe

apereþ agān in her stedfȃst kœrs, mistres ov tīdz and

sezonz and swaer ov ðe fāts ov mortal men: even sutʃ iz ðe

glœre ov se-gert Demonland, and ðe glœre ov ðīn hȣs, O

Spitfīr. And az lĭtel az komoʃonz in ðe hĕvenz ʃʊd

avāl tꝏ remꝏv ðēz ĕverlȃstiŋ mȣntānz, so lĭtel avaleþ

dizȃstrȣs wor, ðo it be a grāt fīt lost az wȏz tꝏ-da,

tꝏ ʃāk dȣn ȣr grātnes, ðat ar miteest wið ðe spēr

from ov ōld and abel tꝏ māk ȏl erþ bȣ tꝏ ȣr glœre."


So sed Vol. And ðe Lord Spitfīr lʊkt ȣt akros ðe

mist-tʃōkt slepiŋ văle tꝏ ðe grāt rok-fasez dim in ðe

mꝏnlīt and ðe lēn pēks grand and silent benēþ ðe mꝏn.

He spāk not, ƕĕðer for streŋþlesnes or az tʃarmd tꝏ

silens bi ðe mite influensez ov nīt and ðe mȣntān

sŏlitʃūdz and bi Volz vƣs spekiŋ dēp and kwiet in hiz

ēr, līk ðe vƣs ov nīt herself kȃlmiŋ erþ-born tʃumults

and despȇrz.


Ȃfter a tīm Vol spāk wuns mœr: "Ði breðren ʃal kum

hōm agān: dȣt it not. But til ðen art ðȣ ȣr streŋþ.

Ðȇrfœr hav paʃens; hēl ði wꝏndz; and rāz fœrsez

agān. But ʃʊdst ðȣ in desperāt madnes destrƣ ði līf,

ðen wer we ʃent indēd."


𝟤𝟢. Kiŋ Korinyus




OV ÐE ENTRE OV ÐE LORD KORINYUS INTꝎ ȢLSWIK AND HȢ HE WȎZ

KRȢND IN SPITFĪRZ SĂFĪR TƩȆR AZ VĪSRƢ OV GORĪS ÐE

KIŊ AND KIŊ IN DEMONLAND: AND HȢ ȎL ÐAT WER IN ȢLSWIK

KȂSEL DID SO RESĒV AND AKNŎLEDƷ HIM.


Korinyus, hăviŋ kompleted ðis grāt viktore, kām wið hiz

arme norþ agān tꝏ Ȣlswik az dalīt began tꝏ fād. Ðe

drȏbridʒ wȏz let dȣn for him and ðe grāt gāts fluŋ wīd,

ðat wer stŭded wið silver and ribd wið ădamant; and in

grāt pomp rōd he and hiz intꝏ Ȣlswik Kȃsel, over ðe

kȏzwa bilded ov ðe lĭviŋ rok and grāt bloks ov hūn

grănīt ȣt ov Trĕmerdāl. Ðe mœr part ov hiz arme la in

Spitfīrz kamp befœr ðe kȃsel, but a þȣzand wer wið him

in hiz entre intꝏ Ȣlswik wið Korundz sunz and ðe lordz Gro

and Laksus besīdz, for ðe flēt had pʊt akros tꝏ ankor ðȇr

ƕen ða sȏ ðe da wȏz wun. Korsus greted ðem wel, and

wʊd hav brȏt ðem tꝏ ðȇr lodʒiŋz nēr hiz ōn tʃāmber,

ðat ða mīt pʊt of ðȇr harnes and don klēn lĭnen and

festival garments befœr sŭper. But Korinyus ekskūzd himself,

saiŋ he had ēt nȏt sins brekfast-tīm: "Let us

ðȇrfœr not pȃs for sĕremone, but briŋ us I pra u

fœrþrīt tꝏ ðe bankwet hȣs."


Korinyus went in wið Korsus befœr ðem ȏl, pʊtiŋ lŭviŋle

abȣt hiz ʃōlder hiz arm ȏl befȣld wið dust and klŏted

blud. For he had not so mutʃ az stād for wȏʃiŋ ov hiz

handz. And ðat wȏz skȇrs gʊd for ðe brƣderd klōk ov

perpel tăfete ðe Dʒūk Korsus wœr abȣt hiz ʃōlderz.

Hȣbeit, Korsus mād az if he markt it not.


Ƕen ða wer kum intꝏ ðe hȏl, Korsus lʊkt abȣt him and

sed, "So it iz, mi Lord Korinyus, ðat ðis hȏl iz sumþiŋ

lĭtel for ðe grāt pres ðat hēr befȏleþ. Mĕne ov mīn

ōn fōk ðat be ov sum akȣnt ʃʊd bi loŋ kustom sit dȣn

wið us. And hēr be no sēts left for ðem. Prĭðe komȃnd

sum ov ðe kŏmon sort ðat kām in wið ðe tꝏ giv plās,

ðat ȏl ma be dun orderle. Mīn ŏfiserz must not skrambel

in ðe bŭtere."


"Īm sore, mi lord," ȃnserd Korinyus, "but nēdz must ðat

we bĕþink us o' ðēz ladz ov mīn ƕitʃ hav tʃēfle bœrn

ðe tƣl ov bătel, and wel I wēt þȣlt not deni ðem ðis

ŏnor tꝏ sit at mēt wið us: ðēz ðat ðȣ hast mōst tꝏ

þank for openiŋ Ȣlswik gāts and raziŋ ðe sēʒ ȣr

ĕnemēz held so loŋ agānst u."


So ða tʊk ðȇr sēts, and sŭper wȏz set befœr ðem: kidz

stuft wið wȏlnuts and ȃlmondz and pistăʃeōz; hĕronz in




sȏs kamelīn; tʃīnz ov bēf; gēs and bustardz; and grāt

bekerz and dʒarz ov rube-harted wīn. Rīt fān ov ðe gʊd

bankwet wer Korinyus and hiz fōk, and silens wȏz in ðe hȏl

for ăƕīl sāv for ðe klăter ov dĭʃez and ðe tʃampiŋ ov

ðe mȣþs ov ðe fēsterz.


At leŋþ Korinyus, kwȏfiŋ dȣn at wun drȃft a mite

goblet ov wīn, spāk and sed, "Ðȇr wȏz bătel in ðe mēdz

bi Þremnerz Hu tꝏ-da, mi lord Dʒūk. Wȏst ðȣ at ðat

bătel?"


Korsusez hĕve tʃēks fluʃt sumƕȏt red. He ȃnserd, "Ðȣ

nōst I wȏz not. And I ʃʊd akȣnt it mōst blamebel

hothĕdednes tꝏ hav sălēd fœrþ ƕen it sēmd Spitfīr had

ðe viktore."


"O mi lord," sed Korinyus, "þink not I mād ðis a kworel tꝏ

ðe. Ðe rȃðer let me ʃo ðe hȣ mutʃ I hōld ðe in

ŏnor."


Ðȇrwið he kȏld hiz bƣ ðat stʊd behīnd hiz tʃȇr, and

ðe bƣ reternd anon wið a diadem ov pŏliʃt gōld set ȏl

abȣt wið topazez ðat had pȃst þrꝏ ðe fīr; and on ðe

fruntlet ov ðat diadem wȏz ðe smȏl fĭgūr ov a krab-fiʃ in

dul īrn, ðe īz ov it tꝏ grēn bĕrilz on stȏks ov silver.

Ðe bƣ set it dȣn on ðe tabel befœr ðe Lord Korinyus, az

it had bēn a diʃ ov mēt befœr him. Korinyus tʊk a ritiŋ

from hiz pers, and lād it on ðe tabel for Korsus tꝏ se. And

ðȇr wȏz ðe signet ŭpon it ov ðe werm Ꝏroboros in skarlet

waks, and ðe sīn mănual ov Gorīs ðe Kiŋ.


"Mi Lord Korsus," sed he, "and ye sunz ov Korsus, and ye ŭðer

Witʃez, I dꝏ u tꝏ wit ðat ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ mād me bi

ðēz tokenz hiz vīsrƣ for hiz prŏvins ov Demonland, and

wild ðat I ʃʊd bȇr a kiŋz nām in ðis land and ðat

under him ȏl ʃʊd render me obēdʒens."


Korsus, lʊkiŋ on ðe krȣn and ðe rƣal worant ov ðe Kiŋ,

wakst in wun instant dedle pāl, and in ðe nekst red az blud.


Korinyus sed, "Tꝏ ðe, O Korsus, ȣt ov ȏl ðēz grāt wunz

ðat hēr be găðerd tʊgĕðer in Ȣlswik, wil I submit me

for ðe tꝏ krȣn me wið ðis krȣn, az kiŋ in Demonland.

Ðis, ðat ðȣ māst se and no hȣ mōst I ŏnor ðe."


Nȣ wer ȏl silent, watiŋ on Korsus tꝏ spēk. But he spāk

not a werd. Dekalādʒus sed prĭvile in hiz ēr, "O mi fȃðer, if

ðe munke rānz, dȃns befœr him. Tīm ʃal briŋ us

okaʒon tꝏ rīt u."




And Korsus, disregardiŋ not ðis ƕōlsum rēd, for ȏl he

mīt not ƕole rūl hiz kȣntenans, yet rūld himself tꝏ

bīt in ðe indʒurēz he wȏz fān tꝏ ŭter. And wið no il

grās he did ðat ŏfīs, tꝏ set on Korinyusez hed ðe nu

krȣn ov Demonland.


Korinyus sat nȣ in Spitfīrz sēt, ƕens Korsus had mꝏvd tꝏ

māk plās for him: in Spitfīrz hi sēt ov smōk-kŭlord

dʒād, kureȣsle karvd and set wið velvet-lusterd săfīrz,

and rīt and left ov him wer tꝏ hi kandelstiks ov fīn

gōld. Ðe bredþ ov hiz ʃōlderz fild ȏl ðe spās betwēn

ðe pĭlarz ov ðe spaʃȣs sēt. A hard man he lʊkt tꝏ dēl

wið, klōðd ŭpon wið ūþ and streŋþ and ȏl armd and

yet smokiŋ from ðe bătel.


Korsus, sĭtiŋ betwēn hiz sunz, sed under hiz breþ,

"Rubarb! briŋ me rubarb tꝏ perdʒ awa ðis kŏler!"


But Dekalādʒus ƕisperd him, "Softle, tred eze. Let not ȣr

kȣnselz wȏk in a net, þinkiŋ ða ar hĭden. Ners him tꝏ

sekurite, ƕitʃ ʃal be ȣr sāfte and ðe mēn tꝏ ȣr wipiŋ

ȣt ðis ʃamiŋ. Wȏz not Gălandus az big a man?"


Korsusez dul i glēmd. He lifted a brĭmiŋ wīn-kup tꝏ

tōst Korinyus. And Korinyus hāld him and sed, "Mi lord

Dʒūk, kȏl in ðīn ŏfiserz I pra ðe and proklām me, ðat

ða in tern ma proklām me kiŋ untꝏ ȏl ðe arme ðat iz in

Ȣlswik."


Ƕitʃ Korsus did, ȏlbeit sœr agānst hiz likiŋ, noiŋ not

ƕȇr tꝏ fīnd a rezon agānst it.


Ƕen ðe plȏdits wer herd in ðe kœrts wĭðȣt, aklamiŋ

him az kiŋ, Korinyus spāk agān and sed, "I and mi fōk be

a-were, mi lord, and wʊd betīmz tꝏ ȣr rest. Giv order, I

pra ðe, ðat ða māk rĕde mi lodʒiŋz. And let ðem be

ðōz sām lodʒiŋz Gălandus had ƕĕnaz he wȏz in Ȣlswik."


Ƕarat Korsus mīt skȇrs forbȇr a start. But Korinyusez i

wȏz on him, and he gāv ðe order.


Ƕīl he wated for hiz lodʒiŋz tꝏ be mād rĕde, ðe Lord

Korinyus mād grāt gʊd tʃēr, kȏliŋ for mœr wīn and freʃ

dāntēz tꝏ set befœr ðōz lordz ov Witʃland: ŏlīvz, and

botargōz, and konservz ov gꝏsez lĭver ritʃle sezond,

taken from Spitfīrz plentʃȣs stœr.


In ðe mēntīm Korsus spāk softle tꝏ hiz sunz: "I līk not

hiz namiŋ ov Gălandus. Yet semeþ he kȇrles, az wun ðat




fereþ no gīl."


And Dekalādʒus ȃnserd in hiz ēr, "Peradventʃūr ðe Godz

ordānd hiz destrukʃon, tꝏ māk him tʃūz ðat tʃāmber."


So ða lȃft. And ðe bankwet dru tꝏ a klōz wið mutʃ

plĕʒūr and mĕrimakiŋ.


Nȣ kām serviŋ men wið tortʃez tꝏ līt ðem tꝏ ðȇr

tʃāmberz. Az ða stʊd up tꝏ bid gʊd-nīt, Korinyus sed,

"Īm sore, mi lord, if, ȃfter ði plĕzant usādʒ, I ʃʊd dꝏ

ȏt ðat iz not konvenabel tꝏ ðe. But I dȣt not Ȣlswik

Kȃsel must be erksum tꝏ ðe and ði sunz, ðat wer so loŋ

mūd up wĭðin it, and I dȣt not ye ar werēd bi ðis

sēʒ and loŋ worfȇr. Ðȇrfœr it iz mi wil ðat u dꝏ

instantle depart hōm tꝏ Witʃland. Laksus haþ a ʃip mand

rĕde tꝏ trȃnspœrt u ðĭðer. Tꝏ pʊt a fit and frendle term

tꝏ ȣr festĭvitēz, wēl briŋ u dȣn tꝏ ðe ʃip."


Korsusez dʒȏ fel. Yet he skꝏld hiz tuŋ tꝏ sa, "Mi lord,

so az it ʃal plēz ðe. Yet let me no ði rezonz. Ʃūrle

ðe sœrdz ov me and mi sunz avāl not so lĭtel for Witʃland

in ðis kuntre ov ȣr evil-wĭlerz ðat we ʃʊd ʃēð em

and go hōm. Hȣbeit, tiz a măter demȃndeþ no swĕte hāst.

We wil tāk rēd heron in ðe morniŋ."


But Korinyus ȃnserd him, "Kri u merse, nēdfʊl it iz ðat

ðis vĕre nīt u go ăʃipbœrd." And he gāv him an il

lʊk, saiŋ, "Siþ I li tꝏ-nīt in Gălandusez lodʒiŋz, I

þink it fit mi bŏdigard ʃʊd hav ði tʃāmber, mi lord

Dʒūk, ƕitʃ, az I lātle lernd, ādʒƣneþ it."


Korsus sed no werd. But Goreus, hiz yunger sun, ðat wȏz

drunk wið wīn, lēpt up and sed, "Korinyus, in an evil ȣr

art ðȣ kum intꝏ ðis land tꝏ demȃnd servitʃūd ov us. And

ðȣ art informd ov mi fȃðer rīt malĭʃȣsle if ðȣ art

afērd ov us bekȏz ov Gălandus. Tiz ðis viper sĭteþ

besīd ðe, ðe Goblin swȏber, tōld ðe fȏlsle ðis bad

tāl ov us. And tiz pĭte he iz stil inword wið ðe, for

stil he plŏteþ evil gānst Witʃland."


Dekalādʒus þrust him asīd, saiŋ tꝏ Korinyus, "Hēd not mi

brŭðer ðo he be hāste and rūd ov spētʃ; for in wīn he

spekeþ, and wīn iz anŭðer man. But mōst tru it iz, O

Korinyus, and ðis ʃal ðe Dʒūk mi fȃðer and ȏl we swȇr

and konferm tꝏ ðe wið ðe miteest ōþs ðȣ wilt, ðat

Gălandus sȏt tꝏ uzerp ȏþorite for ðis sāk ōnle, tꝏ

betra ȣr ƕōl arme tꝏ ðe ĕneme. And twȏz ōnle ðȇrfœr

Korsus slu him."




"Ðat iz a flat li," sed Laksus.


Gro lȃft lītle.


But Korinyusez sœrd lēpt hȃf naked from ðe skăbard, and

he mād a strīd tꝏword Korsus and hiz sunz. "Giv me ðe

kiŋz nām ƕen ye spēk tꝏ me," he sed, skȣliŋ ŭpon ðem.

"U sunz ov Korsus ar not men tꝏ māk me a stȏk tꝏ katʃ

berdz wið or tꝏ serv yor ōn tern. And ðȣ," he sed,

lʊkiŋ fērsle on Korsus, "wert best go mēkle, and not bande

werdz wið me. Ðȣ fꝏl! þinkst ðȣ I am Gălandus kum

agān? Ðȣ ðat didst merðer him ʃalt not merðer me. Or

þinkst I delĭverd ðe ȣt ov ðe tƣlz ðīn ōn fŏle and

þrȏart wāz had bȣnd ðe in, ōnle tꝏ sŭfer ðe lord it

agān hēr and kȃst ȏl amis agān bi ðe unkwietnes ov ði

mălīs? Hēr iz ðe gard tꝏ briŋ u dȣn tꝏ ðe ʃip. And

wel it iz for ðe if I slaʃ not of ði hed."


Nȣ Korsus and hiz sunz stʊd for a lĭtel dȣtiŋ in ðȇr

harts ƕĕðer it wer fĭter tꝏ lēp wið ðȇr wĕponz ŭpon

Korinyus, pʊtiŋ ðȇr fortʃūnz tꝏ ðe hăzard ov bătel in

Ȣlswik hȏl, or tꝏ embrās nesĕsite and go dȣn tꝏ ðe ʃip.

And ðis sēmd tꝏ ðem ðe bĕter tʃƣs, tꝏ go kwietle

ăʃipbœrd; for ðȇr stʊd Korinyus and Laksus and ðȇr men,

and but fu tꝏ fās ðem ov Korsusez ōn pepel, ðat ʃʊd be

ʃūr for hiz parte if it kām tꝏ fitiŋ; and wĭðȏl ða wer

not eger tꝏ hav tꝏ dꝏ wið Korinyus, not ðo it had bēn

on mœr even termz. So at ðe lȃst, in anger and bĭternes ov

hart, ða submĭted ðem tꝏ oba hiz wil; and in ðat sām

ȣr Laksus brȏt ðem tꝏ ðe ʃip, and pʊt ðem akros ðe

ferþ tꝏ Skaramze.


Ðȇr wer ða sāf az a mȣs in a mil. For Kadarus wȏz

skĭper ov ðat ʃip, a trusted lēʒman ov Lord Laksus, and her

kru men lēl and tru tꝏ Korinyus and Laksus. Ʃe la at ankor

az for ðat nīt in ðe le ov ðe iland, and wið ðe ferst

strēk ov dȏn sāld dȣn ðe ferþ, bariŋ Korsus and hiz

sunz hōmword from Demonland.


𝟤𝟣. Ðe Parle Befœr Krŏðeriŋ


ǶARIN IZ ƩŌN HȢ WORLĪK PŎLISE AND A PIKTƩŪR PĀNTED DRU

ÐE WOR WESTWORD: AND HȢ ÐE LORD GRO WENT ON AN EMBASĀDƷ TꝎ

KRŎÐERIŊ GĀTS, AND OV ÐE ȂNSER HE GAT ÐȆR.




Nȣ it iz tꝏ be sed ov Zig ðat he fāld not tꝏ fʊlfil

Spitfīrz behest, but găðerd hāstile an arme ov mœr ðan

fiftēn hundred hors and fʊt ȣt ov ðe norðern dālz and

ðe habitaʃonz abȣt Ʃalgreþ Hēþ and ðe pȃstʃūr-landz ov

Keliland and Switʃwȏter Wa and ðe rēdʒon ov Rămerik, and

kām in hāst over ðe Stīl. But ƕen Korinyus nu ov ðis

fariŋ from ðe west, he martʃt þre þȣzand stroŋ tꝏ mēt

ðem abuv Mꝏnmēr Hed, tꝏ deni ðem ðe wa tꝏ Galiŋ. But

Zig, beiŋ yet in ðe ŭper defīlz ov Brakiŋdāl, nȣ for

ðe ferst tīm had advertīzment ov ðe grāt slȏter at

Þremnerz Hu, and hȣ ðe fœrsez ov Spitfīr and Vol wer

broken and skăterd and ðemselvz fled up intꝏ ðe mȣntānz;

and so demiŋ it smȏl gān wið so lĭtel an arme tꝏ giv

bătel tꝏ Korinyus, he ternd bak wĭðȣt mœr adꝏ and

reternd hāstile over ðe Stīl ƕens he kām. Korinyus sent

līt fœrsez tꝏ hăre hiz retrēt, but beiŋ not mīnded az ðen

tꝏ fŏlo ðem intꝏ ðe west kuntre, let bild a berg in ðe

þrōt ov ðe pȃs in a plās ov vȃntādʒ, and staʃond ðȇr

sufĭʃent men tꝏ word it, and so kām agān tꝏ Ȣlswik.


Ða ðat wer wið Korinyus in Demonland numberd nȣ mœr

ðan fīv þȣzand fitiŋ men: a grāt and redȣtabel arme.

Wið ðēz, ðe wĕðer beiŋ fīn and open, he in a ʃort tīm

lād under him ȏl ēstern Demonland, sāv Galiŋ alōn.

Bremere ov Ʃȏz wið but sĕvente men held Galiŋ for Lord Dʒus

agānst ȏl asȏlts. So ðat Korinyus, þinkiŋ ðis frūt

ʃʊd ripen later and drop intꝏ hiz hand ƕen ðe rest had

bēn găðerd, rezolvd at winterz end tꝏ martʃ wið hiz mān

arme intꝏ ðe west kuntre, leviŋ a smȏl fœrs tꝏ hōld dȣn

ðe ēstlandz and kontān Bremere in Galiŋ. Tꝏ ðis

determinaʃon he wȏz led bi ȏl arguments ov sȣnd sōldʒerʃip,

mōst hăpile sĕkondiŋ hiz ōn inklinaʃonz. For besīdz ðis

ov worlīk pŏlise tꝏ skȇrs weker lōdstōnz dru him

westword: ferst ðe ōld kankerd mălīs he bȇr in hiz hart

agānst ðe Lord Brandox Dahȃ, ðat mād Krŏðeriŋ hiz

derest pra; and nekst, hiz ōn lustfʊl dezīrz mōst

ȣtrādʒȣsle berniŋ for ðe Lade Mevrean. And ðis ōnle for

ðe sīt ov her piktʃūr, fȣnd bi him in Spitfīrz klŏzet

amuŋ hiz penz and inkstandz and ŭðer trinkets, ƕitʃ wuns

lʊkt on he swœr ðat wið Hĕvenz wil (i, or wĭðȣt if

so it must be) ʃe ʃʊd be hiz păramꝏr.


So on ðe fortēnþ da ov Martʃ, ov a brīt froste morn, he

wið hiz mān arme martʃt up Brakiŋdāl and over ðe Stīl,

bi ðat sām rōd ðat Lord Dʒus fȇrd bi and Lord Brandox

Dahȃ, ðat sŭmerz da ƕen ða went tꝏ tāk kȣnsel in

Krŏðeriŋ befœr ðe Impland ekspedĭʃon. So kām ðe Witʃez

dȣn tꝏ ðe wȏterzmēt and ternd asīd tꝏ Mĕne Bʊʃez. Ðȇr

ða fȣnd not Zig nor hiz lade wīf nor ĕne ov hiz fōk, but




fȣnd ðe hȣs dĕzolāt. So ða robd and bernd and went

ðȇr wa. And a famȣs kȃsel ov Dʒŭsez ða sakt and bernd

in ðe konfīnz ov Keliland, and anŭðer on Switʃwȏter Wa,

and a sŭmer pălās ov Spitfīrz on a lĭtel hil abuv

Rămerik Mēr. In sutʃ wīz ða martʃt viktœreȣsle dȣn

Switʃwȏter Wa, and ðȇr wȏz nun tꝏ dispūt ðȇr prōgres

but ȏl fled at ðe aprōtʃ ov ðat grāt arme and hid

ðemselvz in ðe sēkret plasez ov ðe mȣntānz, avƣdiŋ

deþ and fāt.


Ƕen he wȏz kum þrꝏ ðe strāts ov Gaʃterndāl up on tꝏ

Krŏðeriŋ Sīd, Korinyus let pitʃ hiz kamp under Erngāt End,

at ðe fʊt ov ðe skre-strūn slōps ðat rīz stēple tꝏ ðe

hi western fās ov ðe mȣntān, ƕȇr ðe lēn embăteld

kragz far aloft stand līk a wȏl agānst hi hĕven.


Korinyus kām tꝏ Lord Gro and sed tꝏ him, "Tꝏ ðe wil I

entrust mīn embasādʒ tꝏ ðis Mevrean. Ðȣ ʃalt go wið a

flag ov trūs tꝏ gān ðe entre tꝏ ðe kȃsel; or if ða wil

not admit ðe, ðen bid her parle wið ðe wĭðȣt ðe wȏl.

Ðen ʃalt ðȣ ūz ƕȏt fantastik kœrtʃerz dʒargon nātʃūr and

ðīn invenʃon ʃal lītleest kȣnsel ðe, and sa,

Korinyus, bi ðe grās ov ðe grāt Kiŋ and ðe mīt ov hiz

ōn hand kiŋ ov Demonland, sĭteþ az ðȣ wel māst se in

pȣer invinsibel befœr ðis kȃsel. But he wild me let ðe

no ðat he iz not kum for tꝏ māk wor agānst ladēz and

dămozelz, and be ðȣ ov ðis ʃūr, ðat niðer tꝏ ðe nor tꝏ

nun ov ði fortres he wil nȏt sa nor hert. Ōnle ðis

ŏnor he prŏfereþ ðe, tꝏ wed ðe in swēt mărādʒ and

māk ðe hiz kwēn in Demonland.' Ƕȇrtꝏ if ʃe sa ya, wel

and gʊd, and we wil go up pesable intꝏ Krŏðeriŋ and

pozes it and ðe wʊman. But if ʃe deni me ðis, ðen ʃalt

ðȣ sa untꝏ her rīt fērsle ðat I wil set on agānst ðe

kȃsel līk a lion, and niðer rest nor giv over until I hav

beten it ȏl tꝏ a ruin abȣt her ērz and slān ðe fōk wið

ðe edʒ ov ðe sœrd. And ðat ƕitʃ ʃe refuzeþ me tꝏ hav

in pēsfʊl luv and kīndnes I wil hav ov mi ōn violent

dēd, ðat ʃe and her stif-nekt Demonz ma no ðat I am

ðȇr kiŋ, and mȃster ov ȏl ðat iz ðȇrz, and ðȇr ōn

bŏdēz but tʃătelz tꝏ serv mi plĕʒūr."


Gro sed, "Mi Lord Korinyus, tʃūz I pra ðe anŭðer ƕꝏ

ʃal be fĭter ðan I tꝏ dꝏ ðis ĕrand for ðe;" and so for

a loŋ tīm mōst ernestle besȏt him. But Korinyus, ðe mœr

he persēvd ðe dʒute hātfʊl tꝏ Gro, ðe fermer bekām hiz

rezoluʃon ðat nun but Gro ʃʊd undertāk it. So ðat in

ðe end Gro perfors konsented, and in ðe sām ȣr went wið

elĕven up tꝏ ðe gāts ov Krŏðeriŋ, and a ƕīt flag ov trūs

wȏz bœrn befœr him.




He sent hiz hĕrald up tꝏ ðe gāt tꝏ dezīr spētʃ ov ðe Lade

Mevrean. And in a ƕīl ðe gāts wer opend, and ʃe kām

dȣn atended tꝏ mēt Lord Gro in ðe open garden befœr ðe

bridʒ-gāt. It wȏz bi ðen lāt ȃfternꝏn, and ðe berniŋ sun

swam lo amid strēkt lĕvel klȣdz inkarnadīn, sĕtiŋ aflām

ðe wȏterz ov Þunderferþ wið ðe reflekʃon ov hiz bēmz.

From ðe horizon, hi beỾond ðe pīn-klad hilz ov Westmark,

a rāndʒ ov klȣdz rērd ðemselvz, sŏlid and ov an īrn hu;

so hard-edʒd agānst ðe vapore ski ov sunset, ðat ða

sēmd substȃnʃal mȣntānz, not klȣdz: ŭnerþle mȣntānz

(a man mīt fanse) divīnle rāzd up for Demonland, for ƕꝏm

not ȏl her ānʃent hilz gāv ĕne longer rĕfūdʒ agānst her

ĕnemēz. Hēr, in Krŏðeriŋ gāts, winterswēt and ðe lĭtel

perpel dafne bʊʃ ðat blꝏmz befœr ðe lēf brēðd

frāgrans abrȏd. Yet wȏz it not ðis swētnes in ðe ȇr ðat

trŭbeld ðe Lord Gro, nor ðat western glœre berniŋ ðat

dăzeld hiz īz; but tꝏ lʊk ŭpon ðat lade standiŋ in ðe

gāt, ƕīt-skind and dark, līk ðe divīn Huntres, tȏl

and prȣd and luvle.


Mevrean, seiŋ him spētʃles, sed at lȃst, "Mi lord, I herd

ðȣ hadst sum ĕrand tꝏ deklȇr untꝏ me. And seiŋ a grāt

kamp ov wor găðerd under Erngāt End, and hăviŋ herd ov

rŏberz and evil-dꝏerz rīf abȣt ðe land ðēz mĕne mꝏnz, I

lʊk not for soft spētʃ. Tāk hart, ðȇrfœr, and deklȇr

plānle ƕȏt il ðȣ menest."


Gro ȃnserd and sed, "Tel me ferst if ðȣ ðat spēkst art

in trūþ ðe Lade Mevrean, ðat I ma no ƕĕðer tꝏ human

kīnd I spēk or tꝏ sum Gŏdes kum dȣn from ðe ʃiniŋ

flœr ov hĕven."


Ʃe ȃnserd, "Ov ði kompliments I hav nȏt tꝏ dꝏ. I am ʃe

ðȣ nāmst."


"Mădam," sed Lord Gro, "I wʊd not hav brȏt yor hines

ðis mĕsādʒ nor delĭverd it, but ðat I no fʊl wel ðat

did I refūz it anŭðer ʃʊd bȇr it ðe fʊl spedile, and

wið les kompliment and les soro ðan I."


Ʃe nŏded grāvle, az ƕꝏ ʃʊd sa, Prosēd. So, wið ƕȏt

kȣntenans he mīt, he reherst hiz mĕsādʒ, saiŋ ƕen it

wȏz ended, "Ðus, mădam, sāþ Korinyus ðe kiŋ: and ðus he

tʃardʒd me delĭver it untꝏ yor hines."


Mevrean herd him atentīvle wið hed erekt. Ƕen he had dun

ʃe wȏz silent a lĭtel, stil stŭdeiŋ him. Ðen ʃe spāk:

"Mĕþinks I no ðe nȣ. Ðȣ art Lord Gro ov Goblinland ðat

bȇrst me ðis mĕsādʒ."




Gro ȃnserd, "Mădam, he ðȣ nāmst went yērz ago from ðis

erþ. I am Lord Gro ov Witʃland."


"So it semeþ, from ði tȏk," sed ʃe; and wȏz silent agān.


Ðe stĕde kontemplaʃon from ðat ladēz īz wȏz līk a nīf

skrapiŋ hiz tender skin, so ðat he wȏz il at ēz wel ni

pȃst bariŋ.


Ȃfter a lĭtel ʃe sed. "I remember ðe, mi lord. Let me ster

ði mĕmore. Elĕven yērz ago, mi brŭðer went tꝏ wor in

Goblinland agānst ðe Witʃez, and overkām ðem on Lormeron

fēld. Ðȇr slu he ðe grāt Kiŋ ov Witʃland in singel

kombat, Gorīs 𝟣𝟢., ðat until ðat da wȏz held for ðe

miteest man-at-armz in ȏl ðe werld. Mi brŭðer wȏz az ðen

but atēn winterz ōld, and ðat wȏz ðe ferst blaziŋ up ov

hiz grāt fām and glœre. So Kiŋ Gazlark mād grāt fēstiŋ

and grāt rēdʒƣsiŋ in Zādʒe Zakulo bekȏz ov ðe rĭdiŋ ov

hiz land ov ðe oprĕsorz. I wȏz at ðōz rĕvelz. I sȏ ðe

ðȇr, mi lord; and beiŋ but a lĭtel mād ov elĕven sŭmerz,

sat on ði ne in Gazlarks hȏlz. Ðȣ didst ʃo me bʊks,

wið piktʃūrz in strāndʒ kŭlorz ov gōld and grēn and skarlet,

ov berdz and bēsts and distant kuntrēz and wunderz ov ðe

werld. And I, beiŋ a lĭtel harmles mād, þȏt ðe gʊd

and kīnd ov hart, and luvd ðe."


Ʃe sēst, and Gro, līk a man haþ taken sum drȣze drug,

stʊd lʊkiŋ on her konfȣnded.


"Tel me," sed ʃe, "ov ðis Korinyus. Iz he sutʃ a fiter az

men sa?"


"He iz," sed Gro, "wun ov ðe mōst famȣsest kaptānz ðat

ĕver wȏz. Ðat mīt not hiz werst ĕnemēz gānsa."


Mevrean sed, "A līkle konsort, þinkst ðȣ, for a lade ov

Demonland? Remember, I hav sed na tꝏ krȣnd kiŋz. I wʊd

no ði mīnd, for dȣtles he iz ði vĕre famĭlear frend,

sins he mād ðe hiz go-betwēn."


Gro sȏ ðat ʃe mokt, and he wȏz trŭbeld at hart. "Mădam,"

sed he, and hiz vƣs ʃʊk sumƕȏt, "tāk not in tꝏ grāt

skorn ðis vīl part in me. Vĕrile ðis I brȏt ðe iz ðe

mōst ʃāmfꝏlest mĕsādʒ, and flatle agānst mi wil did I

delĭver it untꝏ ðe. Yet wið sutʃ konstrānt ŭpon me, hȣ

kʊd I tʃūz but strīk mi fœrhed intꝏ dȏntles marbel and

werd bi werd delĭver mi tʃardʒ?"


"Ði tuŋ," sed Mevrean, "haþ struk hot īrnz in mi fās.

Go bak tꝏ ði mȃster. If he lʊk for an ȃnser, tel him he




ma rēd it in lĕterz ov gōld abuv ðe gāts."


"Ði nobel brŭðer, mădam," sed Gro, "iz not hēr tꝏ māk gʊd

ðat ȃnser." And he kām nēr tꝏ her, saiŋ in a lo vƣs so

ðat ōnle ða tꝏ ʃʊd hēr it, "Be not desēvd. Ðis

Korinyus iz a nȏte, wĭked, and lukʃureȣs ūþ, ðat wil

ūz ðe wĭðȣt ĕne respekt if wuns he brāk in bi fœrs intꝏ

Krŏðeriŋ Kȃsel. It wer wīzleer kărēd tꝏ māk sum open

ʃo tꝏ resēv him; so bi fȇr werdz and pʊtiŋ ov him of

ðȣ māst yet eskāp."


But Mevrean sed, "Ðȣ hast mīn ȃnser. I hav no ērz tꝏ hiz

rekwest. Sa tꝏ ðat mi kŭzin ðe Lord Spitfīr haþ hēld

hiz wꝏndz, and haþ an arme afʊt ʃal ƕip ðēz Witʃez

from mi gāts ȇr mĕne dāz be pȃst bi."


So saiŋ ʃe reternd in grāt skorn wĭðin ðe kȃsel.


But ðe Lord Gro reternd agān tꝏ ðe kamp and tꝏ Korinyus,

ƕꝏ ȃskt him hȣ he had sped.


He ȃnserd, ʃe did ŭterle refūz it.


"So," sed Korinyus; "duþ ðe pʊs þump me of? Ðen pȏz mi

hot dezīrz an instant, ōnle ðe mœr þunderiŋle tꝏ klap it

on. For I wil hav her. And ðis kƣnes and pert rēdʒekʃon

haþ ðe mœr fikstle konfermd me."


𝟤𝟤. Orwaþ and Switʃwȏter


HȢ ÐE LADE MEVREAN BEHELD FROM KRŎÐERIŊ WȎLZ ÐE WITƩLAND

ARME AND ÐE KAPTĀNZ ÐAROV: AND OV ÐE TIDIŊZ BRȎT HER

ÐȆR OV ÐE WOR IN ÐE WEST KUNTRE, OV ORWAÞ FĒLD AND ÐE

GRĀT SLȎTER ON SWITƩWȎTER WA.


Ðe fœrþ da ȃfter ðēz dꝏiŋz afœrit, ðe Lade Mevrean

wȏkt on ðe bătelments ov Krŏðeriŋ kēp. A blusteriŋ wind

blu from ðe norþ-west. Ðe ski wȏz klȣdles: klēr blu

overhed, ȏl els perl-gra, and ðe ȇr a lĭtel miste. Her

ōld stʃuword, stȏlwort and sōldʒer-līk, grēvd and helmd and

klad in a plated dʒerkin ov bʊlz hīd, wȏkt wið her.


"Ðe ȣr ʃʊd be abȣt strikiŋ," sed ʃe. "Tiz tꝏ-da or

tꝏ-moro mi Lord Zig nāmd tꝏ me ƕen ða wer hēr

a-gestiŋ. If but Goblinland kēp trist it wer ðe prĭteest

fēt, tꝏ tāk ðem so pat."




"Az yor ladĭʃip mīt klap a nat twikst ðe pȃlmz ov yor

tꝏ handz," sed ðe ōld man; and he gāzd agān sȣþword over

ðe se.


Mevrean set her gāz in ðe sām kworter. "Nŭþiŋ but mist and

spra," ʃe sed ȃfter a fu mĭnūts sertʃiŋ. "Īm glad I

sent Lord Spitfīr ðōz tꝏ hundred hors. He must hav ĕvere

man kan be skrāpt up, for sutʃ a da. Hȣ þinkst ðȣ,

Ravnor: if Kiŋ Gazlark kum not, haþ Lord Spitfīr fœrs eno

tꝏ kōp ðem alōn?"


Ravnor tʃŭkeld in hiz bērd. "I þink and mi lord yor brŭðer

wer hēr he ʃʊd tel yor hines i tꝏ ðat. Sins

ferst I bōld a hꝏp, ða tȏt me a Demon wȏz under-matʃt

agānst fīv Witʃez."


Ʃe lʊkt at him a lĭtel wistfꝏle. "Ȃ," ʃe sed, "wer he

at hōm. And wer Dʒus at hōm." Ðen on a sŭden ʃe fāst

rȣnd norþword, pƣntiŋ tꝏ ðe kamp. "Wer ða at hōm," ʃe

krīd, "ðȣ ʃʊdst not se ȣtlanderz insultiŋ in armz on

Krŏðeriŋ Sīd, sendiŋ me ʃāmfʊl ŏferz, kādʒiŋ me līk a

berd in ðis kȃsel. Hav sutʃ þiŋz bēn in Demonland, until

nȣ?"


Nȣ kām a bƣ rŭniŋ aloŋ ðe bătelments from ðe far sīd

ov ðe tȣer, kriiŋ ðat ʃips wer hōv in sīt saliŋ from

ðe sȣþ and ēst, "And ða māk for ðe ferþ."


"Ov ƕȏt land?" sed Mevrean, ƕīl ða hasend bak tꝏ lʊk.


"Ƕȏt but Goblinland?" sed Ravnor.


"O sa not so tꝏ hāstile!" krīd ʃe. Ða kām rȣnd ðe

tŭret wȏl, and ðe se and Stropardon Ferþ opend wīd and

vƣd befœr ðem. "I se nȏt," ʃe sed; "or iz yon flīt

ov se-mūz ðe flēt ðȣ sȏst?"


"He meneþ Þunderferþ," sed Ravnor, ƕꝏ had gon on ahed,

pƣntiŋ tꝏ ðe west. "Ða ʃāp ðȇr kœrs tꝏword Orwaþ.

Tiz Kiŋ Gazlark for ʃūr. Mark but ðe blu and gōld ov hiz

sālz."


Mevrean wȏtʃt ðem, her gluvd hand drŭmiŋ nervȣsle on ðe

marbel bătelment. Vĕre stātle ʃe sēmd, mŭfeld in a

floiŋ klōk ov ƕīt wȏterd silk kŏlard and līnd wið

ermīn. "Atēn ʃips!" ʃe sed. "I drēmd not Goblinland

mīt māk so grāt a fœrs."


"Yor ladĭʃip ma se," sed Ravnor, wȏkiŋ bak aloŋ ðe

wȏl, "ƕĕðer ðe Witʃlanderz hav slept ƕīl ðēz ʃips




sāld tꝏ pœrt."


Ʃe fŏlōd and lʊkt. Grāt ster ðȇr wȏz in ðe Witʃland

arme, marʃaliŋ befœr ðe kamp; ðȇr wȏz kŭmiŋ and goiŋ

and lepiŋ on horsbak, and fāntle on ðe wind ðȇr

trumpets blȇr wȏz bœrn tꝏ Mevreanz ērz az ʃe beheld ðem

from her hi wȏtʃ-tȣer. Ðe hōst mꝏvd fœrþ dȣn ðe

mĕdōz, ȏl orderle, a-glĭter wið bronz and stēl.

Sȣþword ða kām, pȃsiŋ at leŋþ þrꝏ ðe hōm-mēdz

ov Krŏðeriŋ, so nēr ðat ētʃ man wȏz plānle sēn from ðe

bătelments, az ða rōd benēþ.


Mevrean lēnd forword in an embraʒūr, wun hand on iðer

bătelment at her left and rīt. "I wʊd no ðȇr nāmz,"

sed ʃe. "Ðȣ, ðat hast oft fȇrd tꝏ ðe worz, māst tētʃ

me. Gro I no, wið a loŋ bērd; and hart-hĕvines it iz tꝏ

se a lord ov Goblinland in sutʃ a fĕloʃip. Ƕȏts he besīd

him, yon bērded galant, wið a wiŋd helm and a diadem abȣt

it, līk a kiŋz, and bareþ a glāv krimzon-hȃfted? He

lʊkeþ a prȣd wun."


Ðe ōld man ȃnserd, "Laksus ov Witʃland: ðe sām ðat wȏz

admiral ov ðȇr flēt agānst ðe Gꝏlz."


"Tiz a brāv man tꝏ lʊk on, and werðe a bĕter kȏz. Ƕȏts

he rideþ nȣ belo us, hĕdiŋ ðȇr hors: rŭde and sworðe

and līt ov bild, haþ a brȣ līk ðe þunder-klȣd, and

wareþ armor from nek tꝏ to?"


Ravnor ȃnserd, "Hines, I no him not sertānle, ðe sunz

ov Korund so favor wun anŭðer. But mĕþinks tiz ðe yuŋ

prins Hemiŋ."


Mevrean lȃft. "Prins kwoþȃ?"


"So mꝏveþ ðe werld, yor hines. Sins Gorīs set Korund in

kiŋdom in Impland----"


Sed Mevrean, "Nām him prĭðe Hemiŋ Faz: I worant ða trap

ðem nȣ wið barbarȣs adĭʃonz. Hemiŋ Faz, gʊd lak!

lordiŋ it nȣ in Demonland.


"Ðe prīm huf-kap ov ȏl," sed ʃe ȃfter a lĭtel, "hōldeþ

abak it semeþ. O hēr he kumz. Swēt hĕven, ƕȏt fureȣs

horsmanʃip! Troþ, and he kan sit a hors, Ravnor, and haþ

ðe grāt fĭgūr ov an aþlēt. Lʊk ƕȇr he gălopeþ

bȇr-hĕded dȣn ðe līn. I wēn hēl nēd mœr ðan gōlden

kerlz tꝏ kēp hiz hed ƕōl ȇr he hav dun wið Gazlark, i,

and ȣr ōn fōk găðeriŋ from ðe norþ. I se he bareþ hiz

helm at ðe sădel-bo. Tꝏ āp us so!" ʃe krīd az he dru




nerer. "Ȏl silks and silver. Þȣdst hav swœrn nun but a

Demon went tꝏ bătel so kostle apăreld. O, for a sĭzorz tꝏ

kut hiz kōm wĭðȏl!"


So spekiŋ ʃe lēnd forword ȏl ʃe mīt, tꝏ wȏtʃ him. And

he, gălopiŋ bi belo, lʊkt up; and markiŋ her so wȏtʃiŋ,

rānd mitile hiz grāt tʃesnut hors, þroiŋ him wið ðe

tʃek wel ni on hiz hȏntʃez. And ƕīl ðe hors plundʒd

and rērd, Korinyus hāld her in a grāt vƣs, kriiŋ,

"Mistres, gʊd-moro!" kriiŋ, "Wiʃ me viktore, and swift tꝏ

ðīn armz!"


So nēr belo wȏz he a-ridiŋ, ʃe mīt skan ðe vĕre

linyaments ov hiz fās and rēd it az he lʊkt up and ʃȣted

tꝏ her ðat gretiŋ. He saluted wið hiz sœrd, and sperd

onword tꝏ overtāk Gro and Laksus in ðe van.


Az if sĭkend on a sŭden, or az if ʃe had bēn rĕde tꝏ

tred on a dedle stĭŋiŋ ăder, ðe Lade Mevrean lēnd

agānst ðe marbel ov ðe bătelments. Ravnor stept tꝏwordz

her: "Iz yor ladĭʃip il? Ƕi, ƕȏts ðe măter?"


"A sĭle kwȃlm," sed Mevrean fāntle. "If þȣdst mĕdisīn

it, ʃo me ðe ʃēn ov Spitfīrz spērz tꝏ ðe norþword.

Ðe blank land dăzelz me."


****


So wœr ðe ȃfternꝏn. Twīs and þrīs Mevrean went ŭpon ðe

wȏlz, but kʊd se nȏt sāv ðe se and ðe ferþs and ðe

mȣntān-bʊzomd plān fȇr and pēsfʊl in ðe spriŋ-tīm: no

sīn ov men or ov worz alȃrumz, sāv ōnle ðe mȃsts ov

Gazlarks ʃips sēn over ðe landz brȣ þre mīlz or mœr

tꝏ ðe sȣþ-west. Yet ʃe nu ʃūrle ðat nēr ðōz ʃips

besīd Orwaþ harbor must be desperāt fitiŋ tꝏword,

Gazlark ðe kiŋ engādʒd at hĕve odz agānst Laksus and

Korinyus and ðe spērz ov Witʃland. And ðe sun ƕēld lo

over ðe dark pīnz ov Westmark, and stil no sīn from ðe

norþ.


"Ðȣ didst send wun fœrþ for tidiŋz?" ʃe sed tꝏ Ravnor,

ðe þerd tīm ʃe went on ðe wȏl.


He ȃnserd, "Betīmz ðis morniŋ, yor hines. But tiz

slo fariŋ until a be a mīl or twān klēr ov ðe kȃsel, for

a must elūd ðȇr smȏl bandz ðat go up and dȣn gardiŋ ðe

kuntrisīd."


"Briŋ him tꝏ me o' ðe instant ov hiz retern," sed ʃe.




Wið a fʊt on ðe stȇr, ʃe ternd bak. "Ravnor," ʃe sed.


He kām tꝏ her.


"Ðȣ," ʃe sed, "hast bēn yērz eno mi brŭðerz stʃuword in

Krŏðeriŋ, and ȣr fȃðerz befœr him, tꝏ no ƕȏt mīnd and

spĭrit dwĕleþ in ðem ov ȣr līn. Tel me, trule and sadle,

ƕȏt ðȣ mākst ov ðis. Lord Spitfīr iz tꝏ lāt: ŭðer

els, Goblinland tꝏ sŭden-erle (and ðat wȏz hiz fȏlt from

ov ōld). Ƕȏt sēst ðȣ in it? Spēk tꝏ me az ðȣ ʃʊdst tꝏ

mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ wer it he ðat ȃskt ðe."


"Hines," sed ðe ōld man Ravnor, "I wil ȃnser u mi vĕre

þȏt: and it iz, wo tꝏ Goblinland. Sins mi Lord Spitfīr

kŭmeþ not yet from ðe norþ, ōnle ðe deþles Godz

desendiŋ ȣt ov hĕven kan sāv ðe kiŋ. Ðe Witʃez number

at an humbel rĕkoniŋ twīs hiz streŋþ; and man tꝏ man u

wer az wel pit a hȣnd agānst a bȇr, az agānst Witʃez

Goblinz. For ȏl ðat ðēz be fērs and fʊl ov fire

kŭrādʒ, ðe bȇr haþ it at ðe lȃst."


Mevrean lĭsend, lʊkiŋ on him wið sorofʊl stĕde īz.

"And he so dʒĕnerȣs-nobel flōn tꝏ kumfort Demonland in ðe

blaknes ov her dāz," ʃe sed at lȃst. "Kan fāt be so

ungălant? O Ravnor, ðe ʃām ov it! Ferst Lȃ Firēz, nȣ

Gazlark. Hȣ ʃal ĕne luv us ĕne mœr? Ðe ʃām ov it,

Ravnor!"


"I wʊd not hav yor hines," sed Ravnor, "tꝏ hāste tꝏ

blām us. If ðȇr plan and kompakt hav gon amis, tiz

līkleer Kiŋ Gazlarks misprĭʒon ðan Lord Spitfīrz. We

no not for ʃūr ƕitʃ da wȏz set for ðis landiŋ."


Ƕīl he so spāk, he wȏz lʊkiŋ pȃst her seword, a lĭtel

sȣþ ov ðe rĕdest part ov ðe sunset. Hiz īz widend. He

tutʃt her arm and pƣnted. Sālz wer hƣsted amuŋ ðe mȃsts

at Orwaþ. Smōk, az ov berniŋ, rēkt up agānst ðe ski. Az

ða wȏtʃt, ðe mōst part ov ðe ʃips mꝏvd ȣt tꝏ se. From

ðōz ðat remānd, sum fīv or siks, fīr lēpt and blak

klȣdz ov smōk. Ðe rest az ða kām ȣt ov ðe le ov ðe

land, mād sȣþword for ðe open se under œr and sāl.


Niðer spāk; and ðe Lade Mevrean leniŋ her elbōz on ðe

părapet ov ðe wȏl hid her fās in her handz.


****


Nȣ kām Ravnorz mĕsendʒer at leŋþ bak from hiz fariŋ, and

ðe ōld man brȏt him in tꝏ Mevrean in her bȣer in ðe sȣþ

part ov Krŏðeriŋ. Ðe mĕsendʒer sed, "Hines, I briŋ no




ritiŋ, sins ðat wer tꝏ pĕrilȣs had I fȏlen in mi wa

amuŋ Witʃez. But I had ȏdʒens ov mi Lord Spitfīr and mi

Lord Zig in ðe gāts ov Gaʃterndāl. And ðus ðȇr

lordʃips komȃnded me delĭver it untꝏ u, ðat yor hines

ʃʊd be at ēz and sekūr, seiŋ ðat ða dꝏ in sutʃ sort

hōld ȏl ðe wāz tꝏ Krŏðeriŋ, ðat ðe Witʃland arme kanot

eskāp ȣt ov ðis kuntrisīd ðat iz betwikst Þunderferþ and

Stropardon Ferþ and ðe se, but and if ða wil giv bătel

untꝏ ðȇr lordʃips. But if ða tʃūz rȃðer tꝏ abīd hēr

bi Krŏðeriŋ, ðen ma ȣr armēz klōz on ðem and opres

ðem, sins ȣr fœrsez dꝏ eksēd ðȇrz bi nēr a þȣzand

spērz. Ƕitʃ tꝏ-moro wil be dun ƕȏtȇr betīd, sins

ðat iz ðe da apƣnted for Gazlark ðe kiŋ tꝏ land wið a

fœrs at Orwaþ."


Mevrean sed, "Ða no nȏt ðen ov ðis dīrfʊl

miskărādʒ, and Gazlark hēr ȏlrĕde befœr hiz tīm and

þrōn bak intꝏ ðe se?" And ʃe sed, "We must aprīz ðem

ont, and ðat hāstile and tꝏ-nīt."


Ƕen ðe man understʊd ðis, he ȃnserd, "Ten mĭnūts for a

bīt and a stĭrup-kup, and I am at yor ladĭʃips servīs."


And in a ʃort ƕīl, ðat man went fœrþ agān sēkretle ȣt ov

Krŏðeriŋ in ðe dusk ov nīt tꝏ briŋ werd tꝏ Lord Spitfīr

ov ƕȏt wȏz befȏlen. And ðe wȏtʃmen wȏtʃiŋ in ðe nīt

from Krŏðeriŋ wȏlz beheld norþword under Erngāt End ðe

kamp-fīrz ov ðe Witʃez līk ðe starz.


****


Nīt pȃst and da dȏnd, and ðe kamp ov ðe Witʃez ʃōd

empte az an empte ʃel.


Mevrean sed, "Ða hav mꝏvd in ðe nīt."


"Ðen ʃal yor hines hēr grāt tidiŋz ȇr loŋ," sed

Ravnor.


"Tiz līk we ma hav gests in Krŏðeriŋ tꝏ-nīt," sed

Mevrean. And ʃe gāv order for ȏl tꝏ be mād rĕde agānst

ðȇr kŭmiŋ, and ðe tʃƣsest bed-tʃāmberz for Spitfīr and

Zig tꝏ welkum ðem. So, wið bĭze preparaʃonz, ðe da went

bi. But az eveniŋ kām, and stil no ridiŋ from ðe norþ,

sum ʃădōz ov impaʃens and ankʃȣs dȣt krept wið nīts

ʃādz krepiŋ akros hĕven akros ðȇr eger ekspektanse in

Krŏðeriŋ. For Mevreanz mĕsendʒer reternd not. Lāt tꝏ rest

went ðe Lade Mevrean; and wið ðe ferst pepiŋ līt ʃe wȏz

abrȏd, mŭfeld in her grāt mantel ov velvet and swȏnzdȣn




agānst ðe eger windz ov morniŋ. Up tꝏ ðe bătelments ʃe

went, and wið ōld Ravnor sertʃt ðe blank prospekt. For pāl

morniŋ rōz on an empte landskāp; and so ȏl da until ðe

eveniŋ: wȏtʃiŋ, and watiŋ, and kwestʃoniŋ in ðȇr

harts.


So went ða at leŋþ tꝏ sŭper on ðis þerd nīt ȃfter

Orwaþ fēld. And ȇr sŭper wȏz hȃf dun wȏz a ster in ðe

ȣter kœrts, and ðe rătel ov ðe bridʒ let dȣn, and a

klăter ov hors-hꝏvz on ðe bridʒ and ðe dʒasper pāvments.

Mevrean sāt erekt and ekspektant. Ʃe nŏded tꝏ Ravnor ƕꝏ

wȏntiŋ no ferðer sīn went hāstile ȣt, and reternd in an

instant hāstile and wið hĕve brȣ. He spāk in her ēr,

"Nūz, mi Lade. It wer wel u bad him tꝏ privāt ȏdʒens.

Drink ðis kup ferst," pœriŋ ȣt sum wīn for her.


Ʃe rōz up, saiŋ tꝏ ðe stʃuword, "Kum ðȣ, and briŋ him

wið ðe."


Az ða went he ƕisperd her, "Astar ov Retra, sent bi ðe

Lord Zig wið măter ov erdʒent impœrt for yor hinesez

ēr."


Ðe Lade Mevrean sat in her ivore tʃȇr kʊʃond wið ritʃ

stuft silks ov Beʃtreȃ, wið lĭtel gōlden berdz and

strȏbere lēvz wið ðe flȣerz and ritʃ red frūts ȏl

fĭgūrd ðaron in gordʒȣs kŭlorz ov nedelwerk. Ʃe rētʃt

ȣt her hand tꝏ Astar ƕꝏ stʊd befœr her in hiz bătel

harnes, mŭde and beblŭdēd from hed tꝏ fʊt. He bȣd and

kist her hand: ðen stʊd silent. He held hiz hed hi and

lʊkt her in ðe fās, but hiz īz wer bludʃed and hiz

lʊk wȏz gȃstle līk a mĕsendʒer ov il.


"Ser," sed Mevrean, "stand not in dȣt, but deklȇr ȏl. Ðȣ

nōst it iz not in ȣr blud tꝏ kwāl under dāndʒerz and

misfortʃūn."


Astar sed, "Zig, mi brŭðer-in-lȏ, gāv me ðis in tʃardʒ,

mădam, tꝏ tel ðe ȏl trule."


"Prosēd," sed ʃe. "Ðȣ nōst ȣr lȃst nūz. Ȣr bi ȣr

sins ðen, we wȏtʃt on viktore. I hav no mēn welkum fēst

prepȇrd agānst yor kŭmiŋ."


Astar grōnd. "Mi Lade Mevrean," sed he, "u must nȣ

prepȇr a sœrd, not a bankwet. U did send a rŭner tꝏ Lord

Spitfīr."


"I," sed ʃe.




"He brȏt us advertīzment ðat nīt," sed Astar, "ov

Gazlarks overþro. Alȃs, ðat Goblinland wȏz a da tꝏ sꝏn,

and so bȇr alōn ðe brunt. Yet wȏz vendʒans rĕde tꝏ ȣr

hand, az we supōzd. For ĕvere pȃs and wa wȏz garded, and

ȣrz ðe grater fœrs. So for ðat nīt we wated, seiŋ

Korinyusez fīrz alīt in hiz kamp on Krŏðeriŋ Sīd, meniŋ

tꝏ smīt him at dȏn ov da. Nȣ in ðe nīt wer mists

abrȏd, and ðe mꝏn erle sunken. And tru it iz az il it iz,

ðat ðe ƕōl Witʃland arme martʃt awa pȃst us in ðe

dark."


"Ƕȏt?" krīd Mevrean, "and slept ye ȏl tꝏ let ðem bi?"


"In ðe mĭdel nīt," ȃnserd he, "we had ʃūr tidiŋz he wȏz

afʊt, and ðe fīrz yet berniŋ in hiz kamp a ʃo tꝏ mok us

wĭðȏl. Bi ȏl ʃūr sīnz, we mīt no he wȏz brōk fœrþ

norþ-westword, ƕȇr he must tāk ðe ŭper rōd intꝏ Meland

over Brokste Hȏz. Zig wið sĕven hundred hors gălopt tꝏ

Hēðbe tꝏ hed him of, ƕīlz ȣr mān fœrs fȇrd ðȇr

swiftest up Lĭtel Ravendāl. Ðȣ sēst, mădam, Korinyus must

martʃ aloŋ ðe bȣ and we aloŋ ðe bōstriŋ."


"Yes," sed Mevrean. "Ye had but tꝏ tʃek him wið ðe hors at

Hēðbe, and he must fīt or fȏl bak tꝏword Dʒustdāl ƕȇr

he wȏz līk tꝏ lꝏz hȃf hiz fōk in Mĕmere Mos. Ȣtlanderz

ʃal skȇrs fīnd a ferm wa ðȇr in a dark nīt."


"Sertān it iz we ʃʊd hav had him," sed Astar. "Yet

sertān it iz he dŭbeld līk a hȇr and fꝏld us ȏl tꝏ ðe

top ov ȣr bent: ternd in hiz traks, az later we konkluded,

sumƕȇr bi Gꝏs‘sand, and wið ȏl hiz arme slipt bak

ēstword under ȣr rēr. And ðat wȏz ðe wunderfꝏlest fēt

herd tel ov in ȏl krŏnikelz ov wor."


"Tuʃ, nobel Astar," sed Mevrean. "Labor not Witʃlandz

prazez, nor imadʒīn not Īl dēm les ov Spitfīrz nor

Zigz dʒĕneralʃip bekȏz Korinyus, bi art or fortʃūnz

favor, dodʒd em in ðe dark."


"Dēr Lade," sed he, "even lʊk for ðe werst and prepȇr

yorself for ðe sām."


Her gra īz stĕdile beheld him. "Sertān intĕlīdʒens," sed

he, "wȏz brȏt us ov ðȇr fariŋ wið ȏl spēd ða mīt

ēstawa pȃst Switʃwȏter; and ȇr ðe sun lʊkt wel over

Dʒemzar Edʒ we wer hot on ðe trak ov ðem, noiŋ ȣr fœrs

ðe stronger and ȣr ōnle hōp tꝏ briŋ ðem tꝏ bătel ȇr ða

rētʃt ðe Stīl, ƕȇr ða hav mād a fortres ov grāt

streŋþ we mīt skȇrs hōp tꝏ hȣster ðem ȣt from if ða




ʃʊd win ðĭðer."


He pȏzd. "Wel," sed ʃe.


"Mădam," he sed, "ðat we ov Demonland ar grāt and

invinsibel in wor, tiz mōst sertān. But in ðēz dāz fīt

we az a man ðat fiteþ hŏbeld, or wið hȃf hiz gēr lād

bi, or az a man hȃf rȣzd from slēp. For we be reft ov ȣr

gratest. Bereft ov ðēz, sutʃ sorōz befȏl us and sutʃ dꝏm

az at Þremnerz Hu lȃst ȏtum ʃăterd ȣr streŋþ in

pesez, and nȣ ðis vĕre da yet mœr tĕrible haþ pʊt us

dȣn on Switʃwȏter Wa."


Mevreanz tʃēk ternd ƕīt, but ʃe sed no werd, watiŋ.


"We wer eger in ðe tʃās," sed Astar. "I hav tōld ðe

ƕi, mădam. Ðȣ nōst hȣ nēr tꝏ ðe mȣntānz rŭneþ ðe

rōd pȃst Switʃwȏter, and ðe ʃœrz ov ðe lāk hem in ðe

wa for mīlz agānst ðe mȣntān sperz, and wʊdz klōð ðe

loer slōps, and delz and gordʒez run up betwikst ðe sperz

intꝏ ðe mȣntān sīd. Ðe da wȏz miste, and ðe mists huŋ

bi ðe ʃœrz ov Switʃwȏter. Ƕen we had martʃt so far ðat

ȣr van wȏz abȣt over agānst ðe sted ov Hibank ðat

standz on ðe farðer ʃœr, ðe bătel began: grātle tꝏ ðȇr

advȃntādʒ, sins Korinyus had plāst stroŋ fœrsez in ðe hilz

on ȣr rīt flank, and so ambʊʃt us and tʊk us at ŭnawȇrz.

Not tꝏ grēv ðe wið a wofʊl tāl, mădam, we wer mōst

blŭdile overþrōn, and ȣr arme nērle brȏt tꝏ not-beiŋ.

And in ðe mid rȣt, Zig stōl an instant tꝏ tʃardʒ me bi mi

luv for him rīd tꝏ Krŏðeriŋ az if mi līf la on it and ðe

wēl ov ȏl ov us, and bid u fli hens tꝏ Westmark or ðe

īlz or ƕĭðer u wil, ȇr ðe Witʃez kum agān and hēr

entrap u. Sins sāv for ðēz wȏlz and ðēz fu brāv

sōldʒerz u hav tꝏ word ðem, no help standeþ ĕne mœr

twikst u and ðēz dĕviliʃ Witʃez."


Stil ʃe wȏz silent. He sed, "Let me not be tꝏ hātfʊl tꝏ

u, mōst graʃȣs Lade, for ðis rūd tāl ov dizȃster. Ðe

sŭdenes ov ðe tīmz bar ĕne plĕzant gloziŋ. And indēd I

þȏt I ʃʊd sătisfi u mœr wið plān‘nes, ðan ʃʊd

opinyon ov I no not ƕȏt fȏls kœrtlines bīnd me tꝏ ʃo

u kumfort ƕȇr kumfort iz not."


Ðe Lade Mevrean stʊd up and tʊk him bi bōþ handz. Ʃūrle

ðe līt ov ðat ladēz īz wȏz līk ðe nu līt ov morniŋ

glȃnsiŋ þrꝏ mists on ðe gra stil serfās ov a mȣntān

tarn, and ðe aksent ov her vƣs swēt az ðe vƣsez ov ðe

morniŋ az ʃe sed, "O Astar, þink me not so unhandsum, nor

yet so fꝏliʃ. Þanks, dʒentel Astar. But ðȣ hast not supt,

and ʃūr in a grāt sōldʒer bătel and swift far ridiŋ ʃʊd




brēd hunger, hȣ il soĕver ðe nūz he bareþ. Ði welkum

ʃal not be ðe kōlder bekȏz we lʊkt for mœr ðan ðe,

alȃs, and for far ŭðer tidiŋz. A tʃāmber iz prepȇrd for

ðe. Ēt and drink; and ƕen nīt iz dun iz tīm enuf tꝏ

spēk mœr ov ðēz þiŋz."


"Mădam," he sed, "u must kum nȣ or tiz tꝏ lāt."


But ʃe ȃnserd him, "No, nobel Astar. Ðis iz mi brŭðerz

hȣs. So loŋ az I ma kēp it for him agānst hiz kŭmiŋ hōm

I wil not krēp ȣt ov Krŏðeriŋ līk a rat, but stand tꝏ mi

wȏtʃ. And ðis iz sertān, I ʃal not open Krŏðeriŋ gāts

tꝏ Witʃez ƕīlz I and mi fōk yet liv tꝏ bar ðem agānst

ðem."


****


So ʃe mād him go tꝏ sŭper; but herself sat lāt ðat nīt

alōn in ðe Tʃāmber ov ðe Mꝏn, ðat wȏz in ðe dondʒon kēp

abuv ðe ĭner kœrt in Krŏðeriŋ. Ðis wȏz Lord Brandox

Dahȃz bankwet tʃāmber, devīzd and ferniʃt bi him in yērz

gon bi; and hēr he and ʃe kŏmonle sat at mēt, uziŋ not

ðe bankwet hȏl akros ðe kœrt sāv ƕen grāt kumpane wȏz

prĕzent. Rȣnd wȏz ðat tʃāmber, fŏloiŋ ðe rȣnd wȏlz ov

ðe tȣer ðat held it. Ȏl ðe pĭlarz and ðe wȏlz and ðe

vȏlted rꝏf wer ov a strāndʒ stōn, ƕīt and smꝏð, and

yēldiŋ sutʃ a glisteriŋ ʃo ov pălid gōld in it az wȏz

līk ðe gōlden ʃēn ov ðe fʊl mꝏn ov a worm nīt in

midsŭmer. Lamps ðat wer milke opalz self-efuldʒent fild

ȏl ðe tʃāmber wið a soft rādʒans, in ƕitʃ ðe bȃ-relēfs

ov ðe hi dado, dĕlikātle karvd, portraiŋ ðōz imortal

blꝏmz ov amaranþ and nepenþe and mole and Elĭʒan asfodel,

wer sēn in ȏl ðȇr dĕlikāt bute, and ðe fȇr pānted

piktʃūrz ov ðe Lord ov Krŏðeriŋ and hiz lade sister, and ov

Lord Dʒus abuv ðe grāt open fīrplās wið Gōldre and

Spitfīr on hiz left and rīt. A fu ŭðer piktʃūrz ðȇr

wer, smȏler ðan ðēz: ðe Prinses Armelīn ov Goblinland,

Zig and hiz lade wīf, and ŭðerz; wundrȣs butifʊl.


Hēr a loŋ ƕīl sat ðe Lade Mevrean. Ʃe had a lĭtel lūt

rȏt ov swēt sandalwʊd and ivore inlād wið dʒemz. Ƕīl

ʃe sat a-þinkiŋ, her fingerz strād īdle on ðe striŋz,

and ʃe saŋ in a lo swēt vƣs:


𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑤𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑟𝑒𝑒 𝑟𝑎𝑣𝑒𝑛𝑠 𝑠𝑎𝑡 𝑜𝑛 𝑎 𝑡𝑟𝑒𝑒,

𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑤𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑎𝑠 𝑏𝑙𝑎𝑐𝑘 𝑎𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑚𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡 𝑏𝑒.

𝑊𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒, 𝑑𝑒𝑟𝑟𝑖𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛.


𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑠𝑎𝑖𝑑 𝑡𝑜 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑚𝑎𝑘𝑒,




𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑤𝑒 𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑏𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑘𝑒𝑓𝑎𝑠𝑡 𝑡𝑎𝑘𝑒?


𝐷𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑦𝑜𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑒𝑛𝑒 𝑓𝑖𝑒𝑙𝑑,

𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑙𝑖𝑒𝑠 𝑎 𝑘𝑛𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡 𝑠𝑙𝑎𝑖𝑛 𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑠ℎ𝑖𝑒𝑙𝑑.


𝐻𝑖𝑠 ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑙𝑖𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝑎𝑡 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑓𝑒𝑒𝑡𝑒,

𝑆𝑜 𝑤𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑐𝑎𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑟 𝑚𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑟 𝑘𝑒𝑒𝑝𝑒.


𝐻𝑖𝑠 ℎ𝑎𝑢𝑘𝑒𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑓𝑙𝑖𝑒 𝑠𝑜 𝑒𝑎𝑔𝑒𝑟𝑙𝑦,

𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒'𝑠 𝑛𝑜 𝑓𝑜𝑤𝑙𝑒 𝑑𝑎𝑟𝑒 ℎ𝑖𝑚 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑒 𝑛𝑖𝑒.


𝐷𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑒𝑠 𝑎 𝑓𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑜𝑤 𝑑𝑜𝑒

𝐴𝑠 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑡 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑦𝑜𝑛𝑔 𝑎𝑠 𝑠ℎ𝑒 𝑚𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡 𝑔𝑜𝑒.


𝑆ℎ𝑒 𝑙𝑖𝑓𝑡 𝑢𝑝 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑏𝑙𝑜𝑢𝑑𝑦 ℎ𝑒𝑑,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑘𝑖𝑠𝑡 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑤𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑤𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑠𝑜 𝑟𝑒𝑑.


𝑆ℎ𝑒 𝑔𝑎𝑡 ℎ𝑖𝑚 𝑢𝑝 𝑢𝑝𝑜𝑛 ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑏𝑎𝑐𝑘𝑒,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑐𝑎𝑟𝑟𝑖𝑒𝑑 ℎ𝑖𝑚 𝑡𝑜 𝑒𝑎𝑟𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑙𝑎𝑘𝑒.


𝑆ℎ𝑒 𝑏𝑢𝑟𝑖𝑒𝑑 ℎ𝑖𝑚 𝑏𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑝𝑟𝑖𝑚𝑒;

𝑆ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑎𝑠 𝑑𝑒𝑎𝑑 ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑠𝑒𝑙𝑓𝑒 𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑛-𝑠𝑜𝑛𝑔 𝑡𝑖𝑚𝑒.


𝐺𝑜𝑑 𝑠𝑒𝑛𝑑 𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟𝑦 𝑔𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑙𝑒𝑚𝑎𝑛

𝑆𝑢𝑐ℎ ℎ𝑎𝑢𝑘𝑒𝑠, 𝑠𝑢𝑐ℎ ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑠, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑢𝑐ℎ 𝑎 𝑙𝑒𝑚𝑎𝑛.

𝑊𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒, 𝑑𝑒𝑟𝑟𝑖𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛.


Wið ðe lȃst siiŋ swētnes trembliŋ from ðe striŋz, ʃe

lād asīd ðe lūt, saiŋ, "Ðe diskord ov mi þȏts, mi

lūt, duþ il agre wið ðe harmonēz ov ði striŋz. Pʊt it

bi."


Ʃe fel tꝏ gaziŋ on her brŭðerz piktʃūr, ðe Lord Brandox

Dahȃ, standiŋ in hiz dʒueld hȏberk lāst abȣt wið gōld,

hiz hand ŭpon hiz sœrd. And ðat laze lȃfter-lŭviŋ yet

impereȣs lʊk ov ðe īz ƕitʃ in līf he had wȏz ðȇr,

wundrȣs līvle kȏt bi ðe pānterz art, and ðe luvle

līnz ov hiz brȣ and lip and dʒȏ, ƕȇr pȣer and mȃsterfʊl

determinaʃon slumberd, az brazen Arēz mīt slumber in ðe

armz ov ðe Kwēn ov Luv.




A loŋ ƕīl Mevrean lʊkt on ðat piktʃūr, muziŋ. Ðen,

bĕreiŋ her fās in ðe kʊʃonz ov ðe loŋ lo sēt ʃe sat

on, ʃe berst intꝏ a grāt păʃon ov tērz.


𝟤𝟥. Ðe Wērd Begun ov Iʃnān Nemartrȃ


OV ÐE KȢNSEL TAKEN BI ÐE WITƩEZ TUTƩIŊ ÐE KONDUKT OV ÐE

WOR: ǶARȂFTER IN ÐE FIFÞ ASȎLT ÐE KȂSEL OV LORD

BRANDOX DAHȂ WȎZ MĀD A PRA UNTꝎ KORINYUS.


Nȣ wȏz lĭtel tīm for debāt or kondʒektʃūr, but wið ðe

morōz morn kām ðe Witʃland arme wuns mœr befœr

Krŏðeriŋ, and a hĕrald sent bi Korinyus tꝏ bid Mevrean yēld

up ðe kȃsel and her ōn prŏper person lest a wers þiŋ

befȏl ðem. Ƕitʃ ʃe stȣtle refuziŋ, Korinyus let strāt

asȏlt ðe kȃsel, but wun it not. And in ðe nekst þre dāz

fŏloiŋ he þrīs asȏlted Krŏðeriŋ, and, faliŋ wið

sum los ov men tꝏ win an entre, klōsle invested it.


And nȣ sŭmond he ðōz ŭðer lordz ov Witʃland tꝏ tȏk wið

him. "Hȣ sa ye? Or ƕȏt rēd ʃal we tāk? Ða be fu ōnle

wĭðin tꝏ man ðe wȏlz; and grāt ʃām it iz tꝏ us and tꝏ ȏl

Witʃland if we get not ðis hōld taken, so mĕne az we be hēr

gon up agānst it, and so grāt kaptānz."


Laksus sed, "Ðȣ art kiŋ in Demonland. Ðīn it iz tꝏ tāk

order ƕȏt ʃal be dun. But if ðȣ dezīr mi rēd, ðen

ʃal I giv it ðe."


"I dezīr ētʃ wun ov u," sed Korinyus, "tꝏ ʃo fœrþ tꝏ me

frankle and frele hiz rēd. And wel ye no I strīv for

nȏt els but for Witʃlandz glœre and tꝏ māk ferm ȣr

konkwest hēr."


"Wel," sed Laksus, "I tōld ðe wuns ȏlrĕde mi kȣnsel, and

ðȣ wȏst angre wið me. Ðȣ mādst a mite viktore on

Switʃwȏter Wa; ƕitʃ had we fŏlōd up, pʊʃiŋ hōm ðe

sœrd ov ȣr advȃntādʒ til ðe hilts kām klap agānst ðe

brestplāt ov ȣr adversare, we mīt nȣ hav eksterminated

from ðe land ðe ƕōl nest ov ðem, Spitfīr, Zig, and

Vol. But nȣ ar ða gŏten awa ðe dĕvil nōz ƕĭðer,

for ðe prepariŋ ov freʃ þornz tꝏ prik ȣr sīdz wĭðȏl."


Korinyus sed, "Klām not wizdom ȃfter ðe event, mi lord.

Twȏz not so ðȣ didst advīz. Ðȣ didst bid me let go

Krŏðeriŋ: a þiŋ I wil not dꝏ, wuns I hav set mīn hand tꝏ




it."


Laksus ȃnserd him, "Not ōnle did I so advīz ðe az I hav

sed, but Hemiŋ wȏz bi, and wil bȇr me ȣt, ðat I did ŏfer

ðat he or I wið a smȏl fœrs ʃʊd kēp ðis kumfit-boks

ʃut for ðe til ðȣ ʃʊdst hav dun ðe mān biznes."


"Tiz so," sed Hemiŋ.


But Korinyus sed, "Tiz not so, Hemiŋ. And wer it so, tiz

ezile sēn ƕi he or ðȣ ʃʊdst hanker for ferst suk at

ðis lŭʃȣs frūt. Yet not so eze tꝏ se ƕi I ʃʊd yēld

it u."


"Ðat," sed Laksus, "iz vĕre il sed. I se ði mĕmore nēdz

dʒŏgiŋ, and ðȣ art slidiŋ intꝏ ingrătitʃūd. Hȣ mĕne sutʃ

līk frūts hast ðȣ endʒƣd sins we kām ȣt hĭðer, ðat we

had ȏl ðe pānz and plŭkiŋ ov?"


"O kri ðe merse, mi lord," sed Korinyus, "I ʃʊd hav

rememberd, drēmz ov Srivȃz mƣst lips kēp ðe from

straiŋ. But enuf ov ðis fꝏliŋ: tꝏ ðe măter."


Lord Laksus fluʃt. "Bi mi fāþ," sed he, "ðis iz vĕre mutʃ

tꝏ ðe măter. Twer wel, Korinyus, if ði lꝏs þȏts

wer kept from straiŋ. Spend men on a fortres? Bĕter ăsa

Galiŋ, ðen: ðat wer a prīz werþ mœr tꝏ ȣr sāfte and

ȣr lordʃip hēr."


"I," sed Hemiŋ. "Sēk ȣt ðe ĕneme. Tiz ðȇrfœr we kām

hĭðer: not tꝏ fīnd wĭmen for ðe."


Ðarŭpon ðe Lord Korinyus struk him akros ðe tabel a grāt

bŭfet in ðe fās. Hemiŋ, mad roþ, snatʃt ȣt a dăger;

but Gro and Laksus katʃiŋ him wun bi iðer hand restrānd

him. Gro sed, "Mi lordz, mi lordz, u must not werd it so

dāndʒerȣs il. We hav but wun hart and mīnd hēr, tꝏ magnifi

ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ and hiz glœre. Ðȣ, Hemiŋ, forget not ðe

Kiŋ haþ pʊt ȏþorite in ðe hand ov Korinyus, so ðat ði

dăger set agānst him sĕteþ mōst trezonable agānst ðe

Kiŋz madʒeste. And ðȣ, mi lord, I pra be temperāt in ði

pȣer. Ʃūr, for wȏnt ov open wor it iz ðat ȣr handz be so

rĕde for ðēz privāt brȏlz."


Ƕen bi fȇr werdz ðis stʃu wȏz kꝏld agān. Korinyus bad

Gro sa fœrþ hiz mīnd, ƕȏt he þȏt la nekst tꝏ dꝏ. Gro

ȃnserd. "Mi lord, I am ov Laksusez opinyon. Abidiŋ hēr bi

Krŏðeriŋ, we fȇr az idel kʊks tƣiŋ wið swētmēts ƕīl

ðe rōst spƣlz. We ʃʊd sēk ȣt pȣer and destrƣ it ƕȇr

stil it fareþ fre, lest it swel agān tꝏ a grōþ ma




dāndʒer us: ƕȇrsoĕver ðēz lordz be fled, þink not ðāl

be slak tꝏ prepȇr a mistʃēf for us."


"I se." sed Korinyus, "ye be ȏl þre ov an akord agānst

me. But ðȇr iz no wun bēm ov ðēz þȏts yor diskœrs

haþ plȃnted in me, but iz abel tꝏ disern a grater klȣd ðan

u dꝏ go in."


"It iz vĕre tru," sed Laksus, "ðat we dꝏ þink sumƕȏt

skornfꝏle ov ðis wor agānst wĭmen."


"I, ðȇrz ðe kŭver of ðe diʃ!" sed Korinyus, "and a

prĭte mes wĭðin. Yar wʊman-mad, ĕvere dʒak ov u, and

ðis blērz yor īz tꝏ þink me sik o' ðe sām fŏle. Ðȣ

and ði lĭtel dark-īd băgādʒ, ðat I dȇr swȇr haþ munþs

ago forgot ðe for anŭðer. Hemiŋ hēr and I no not ƕȏt

swēt mād hiz yuŋ hart doteþ on. Gro, hȃ! hȃ!" and he fel

a-lȃfiŋ. "Ƕȇrfœr ðe Kiŋ sădeld me wið ðis Goblin, he

ōnle noeþ, and hiz sekretare ðe Dĕvil: not I. Bi Satan,

ðȣ hast a starvd lʊk i' ðe īz gĭveþ me tꝏ þink ðe

ĕrand I sent ðe tꝏ Krŏðeriŋ gāts did ðe no gʊd. Mi

kats leriŋ lʊk ʃoeþ me ðat mi kat goeþ a kăterwȏiŋ.

Dust nȣ fīnd ðe ravenz wiŋ a sēmleer hu in a wentʃez hȇr

tꝏ set ði kōld blud a-lepiŋ ðan tȏne red? Or dust þink

ðis wun haþ a softer brest ðan ði Kwēnz tꝏ kʊʃon ði

perfūmd loks?"


Wið ðat werd spoken, ȏl þre ov ðem lēpt from ðȇr

sēts. Gro, wið a fās ăʃen gra, sed, "At me ðȣ māst

spit ƕȏt filþ ðȣ wilt. I am skꝏld tꝏ bȇr wið it for

Witʃlandz sāk and until ðīn ōn vĕnom tʃōk ðe. But ðis

ʃalt ðȣ not dꝏ ƕīlz I liv, ðȣ or ĕne ŭðer: tꝏ let ði

bȏde tuŋ mĕdel wið Kwēn Prezmirȃz nām."


Korinyus sat stil in hiz tʃȇr in a postʃūr ov stŭdēd ēz,

but hiz sœrd wȏz rĕde. Hiz grāt dʒȣl wȏz set, hiz insolent

blu īz skornfꝏle lʊkt from wun tꝏ anŭðer ov ðōz lordz

ƕȇr ða stʊd mĕnasiŋ him. "Pʃȏ!" sed he, at lȃst. "Ƕꝏ

brȏt her nām intꝏ it but ðiself, mi Lord Gro? not I."


"Ðȣ wert best not briŋ it in agān, Korinyus," sed Hemiŋ.

"Hav we not wel fŏlōd ðe and upheld ðe? And so ʃal

we dꝏ hensfœrþ. But remember, I am Kiŋ Korundz sun. And if

ðȣ spēk ðis wĭked li agān, it ʃal kost ðe ði līf

if I ma."


Korinyus þru ȣt hiz armz and lȃft. "Kum," sed he,

standiŋ up, wið mutʃ ʃo ov dʒŏle frendlines, "twȏz but a

dʒest; and, I frele aknŏledʒ, an il dʒest. Īm sore for it,




mi lordz.


"And nȣ," sed he, "kum we agān tꝏ ðe măter. Krŏðeriŋ

Kȃsel wil I not forgo, sins tiz not mi wa tꝏ tern bak for

ĕne man on erþ, no not for ðe Godz ȏlmite, wuns I hav

taen mi kœrs. But I wil māk a bargān wið u, and ðis

it iz: ðat we tꝏ-moro dꝏ asȏlt ðe hōld a lȃst tīm, uziŋ

ȏl ȣr men and ȏl ȣr mīt. And if, az I þink iz mōst

unlīkle and mōst ʃāmfʊl, we get it not, ðen ʃal we fȇr

awa and dꝏ akordiŋ tꝏ ði kȣnsel, O Laksus."


"Tiz nȣ fœr dāz lost," sed Laksus. "Ðȣ kanst not retrēv

ðem. Hȣso, be it az ðȣ wilt."


So brāk up ðȇr kȣnsil. But ðe mīnd and hart ov ðe Lord

Gro wȏz nȏt pēsfʊl wĭðin him, but tʃumultʃuȣs wið

mănifōld imadʒiniŋz ov hōps and fērz and ōld dezīrz, ðat

intertwīnd līk serpents twistiŋ and kontendiŋ. So ðat

nȏt wȏz klēr tꝏ him sāv ðe unklēr trŭbel ov hiz

diskontent; and it wȏz az if ðe konʃens ov a sēkret grȃnt

hiz inword mīnd mād had sŭdenle kȃst a vāl betwikst hiz

þȏts and him ðat he derst not pluk asīd.


****


Betīmz on ðe moro Korinyus let fȇr agānst Krŏðeriŋ wið

ȏl hiz hōst, Laksus from ðe sȣþ, Hemiŋ and Kargo from ðe

ēst agānst ðe mān gāts, and himself from ðe west ƕȇr

ðe wȏlz and tȣerz ʃōd strongest but ðe natʃural streŋþ

ov ðe plās weker ðan elsƕȇr. Nȣ ða wĭðin wer fu,

bekȏz ov Mevreanz sendiŋ ov ðōz tꝏ hundred hors tꝏ

fŏlo Zig and ðōz kām not bak ȃfter Switʃwȏter; and az

ðe da wœr, and stil ðe bătel went forword, and stil wer

wꝏndz gĭven and taken, ðe odz swuŋ yet hĕveer agānst ðem

ov Demonland, and mœr and mœr must ðe kȃsel hōld ov its ōn

streŋþ ōnle, for ðȇr wer not ƕōl men left eno tꝏ man

ðe wȏlz. And nȣ had Korinyus wel ni wun ðe kȃsel,

fariŋ up on ðe wȏlz west ov ðe dondʒon tȣer ƕȇr he and

hiz fel tꝏ kleriŋ ðe bătelments, rŭʃiŋ on līk wʊlvz.

But Astar ov Retra stād him ðȇr wið so grāt a

sœrd-strōk on ðe helm ðat he overþru him ȏl astonēd

dȣn wĭðȣt ðe wȏl and intꝏ ðe ditʃ; but hiz men dru him

fœrþ and sāvd him. So wȏz ðe Lord Korinyus pʊt ȣt ov ðe

fīt; but grātle stil he egd on hiz men. And abȣt ðe

fifþ ȣr ȃfter nꝏn ðe sunz ov Korund gat ðe mān gāt.


Lade Mevrean bȇr in ðat ȣr wið her ōn hand a stꝏp ov

wīn tꝏ Astar in a lul ov ðe bătel. Ƕīl he drank, ʃe

sed, "Astar, ðe ȣr demȃndeþ ðat I pledʒ ðe tꝏ




obēdʒens, even az I pledʒd mīn ōn fōk and Ravnor ðat hēr

komȃndeþ mi gărison in Krŏðeriŋ."


"Mi Lade Mevrean," ȃnserd he, "under yor sāfte, I ʃal

oba u."


Ʃe sed, "No kondĭʃonz, ser. Harken and no. Ferst I wil

þank ðe and ðēz valeant men ðat so mitile worded us and

gōlden Krŏðeriŋ agānst ȣr ĕnemēz. Ðis wȏz mi mīnd, tꝏ

word it untꝏ ðe lȃst, bekȏz it iz mi dēr brŭðerz hȣs,

and I kȣnt it unwerðe Korinyus ʃʊd stabel hiz horsez in

ȣr tʃāmberz, and karȣziŋ amid hiz drunkardz dꝏ hert tꝏ ȣr

fȇr bankwet hȏl. But nȣ, bi hard nesĕsite ov dizȃstrȣs

wor, haþ ðis þiŋ kum tꝏ pȃs, and ȏl fȏlen intꝏ hiz hand

sāv ōnle ðis kēp alōn."


"Alȃs, mădam," sed he, "tꝏ ȣr ʃām I ma not deni it."


"O trampel ȣt ĕne þȏt ov ʃām," sed ʃe. "A skœr ov

ðem agānst ĕvere wun ov us: ðe glœre ov ȣr defens ʃal be

for ĕver. But nȣ tiz for me mānle he stil bareþ agānst

Krŏðeriŋ so grāt and pazant strōks az þik az rān

fȏleþ from ðe ski. And nȣ must ye oba me and dꝏ mi

komȃndment; els must we pĕriʃ, for even ðis tȣer we ar

not enuf tꝏ hōld agānst him mĕne dāz."


"Divīn Lade," sed Astar, "but wuns ʃal wun pȃs ðe kruel

pȃs ov deþ. I and yor fōk wil defend u untꝏ ðat end."


"Ser," sed ʃe, standiŋ līk a kwēn befœr him, "I ʃal nȣ

defend miself and ȣr prĕʃȣs þiŋz in Krŏðeriŋ mœr

sertānle ðan ye men ov wor ma dꝏ." And ʃe ʃōd him

ʃortle ðat ðis wȏz her dezīn, tꝏ yēld up ðe kēp untꝏ

Korinyus under prŏmīs ov a sāf kondukt for Astar and Ravnor

and ȏl her men.


"And submit ðe tꝏ ðis Korinyus?" sed Astar. But ʃe

ȃnserd, "Ði sœrd haþ līkle kut hiz klȏz for ăƕīl. I

fēr him not."


Ov ȏl ðis wʊd Astar at ferst hav nȏt tꝏ dꝏ, and ðe ōld

stʃuword wĭðȏl wȏz wel ni mutinȣs. But so ferm ov perpōs

wȏz ʃe, and wĭðȏl ʃōd ðem so plānle ðat ðis wȏz ðe

ōnle hōp tꝏ sāv herself and Krŏðeriŋ, and ðe Witʃez must

els sak ðe hȣs ov Krŏðeriŋ and in a fu dāz win ðe

kēp, "and ðen, snake despȇr; and ðe fȏlt ont not in

fortʃūn but in ȣrselvz, ðat kʊd not frām ȣrselvz tꝏ ȣr

fortʃūn"; ðat at lȃst wið hĕve harts ða konsented tꝏ dꝏ

her bĭdiŋ.




Wĭðȣt mœr adꝏ, wȏz a parle kȏld, Mevrean spekiŋ for

herself from a hi windo openiŋ on ðe kœrt and Gro for

Korinyus. In ƕitʃ parle it wȏz artikeld ðat ʃe ʃʊd

render up ðe tȣer; and ðat ðe fitiŋ men ƕitʃ wer

wĭðin ʃʊd hav pēs and sāf păsādʒ ƕĭðer ða wʊd;

and ðat ðȇr ʃʊd be no skāð nor ȣtrādʒ dun tꝏ

Krŏðeriŋ niðer tꝏ ðe landz ðarov; and ðat ȏl ðis

ʃʊd be rit dȣn and sēld under ðe handz ov Korinyus,

Gro, and Laksus, and ðe gāts opend tꝏ ðe Witʃez and ȏl

kēz delĭverd up wĭðin an hȃf ȣr ov ðe gĭviŋ ov ðe

sēld ritiŋ intꝏ Mevreanz hand.


Nȣ wȏz ȏl ðis performd akordiŋle, and Krŏðeriŋ kēp

renderd tꝏ ðe Lord Korinyus. Astar and Ravnor and ðȇr men

wʊd hav abided az prĭzonerz for Mevreanz sāk, but Korinyus

wʊd not sŭfer it, vȣiŋ wið blŭde imprekaʃonz ðat he

wʊd let sla ȣt ov hand ĕne man ov ðem he ʃʊd tāk ȃfter

an ȣrz spās wĭðin þre mīlz ov Krŏðeriŋ. So, under

Mevreanz strāt komȃndz, ða departed.


𝟤𝟦. A Kiŋ in Krŏðeriŋ


HȢ ÐE LORD KORINYUS WƱD TĀK UNTꝎ HIMSELF A KWĒN IN

DEMONLAND, AND MĀD HIM A BRIDAL FĒST ÐȆRTꝎ: ǶARIN IZ A

NOTABEL INSTANS HȢ UNTꝎ ÐEM ǶITƩ ÐE GODZ DꝎ LUV HELPERZ

AR RĀZD UP AND KUMFORTERZ EVEN IN ÐE MIDST OV ÐȆR

ĔNEMĒZ.


Ðat sām eveniŋ Korinyus let dīt a bankwet in ðe Tʃāmber

ov ðe Mꝏn for sum tꝏ skœr ov hiz tʃefest men, a vĕre

pompȣs and kiŋle entertānment; and konseviŋ ðat he mīt

nȣ vĕre wel avāl tꝏ akumpliʃ hiz plĕʒūr tutʃiŋ ðe

Lade Mevrean, he sent her werd bi wun ov hiz dʒentelmen ðat ʃe

ʃʊd atend him ðȇr. And ʃe sendiŋ ȃnser tꝏ tel him

dʒentle ȏl els in ðe kȃsel wȏz at hiz servīs, but for

herself ʃe wȏz kwīt fordun and grātle dezīrd rest and

slēp ðat nīt, he fel a-lȃfiŋ imŏderātle and saiŋ,

"A mōst unsezonabel dezīr, and wun ðat smăkeþ besīdz ov

mŏkere, sins wel ʃe noeþ ƕȏt ðis nīt I dꝏ intend.

Wiʃ her tꝏ repȇr tꝏ us, and ðat rīt swiftle, lest I fetʃ

her."


Tꝏ ðat mĕsādʒ sent her kām ʃe in a ʃort ƕīl herself tꝏ

ȃnser, drest ȏl in funereal blak, her gȣn and

klōs-fĭtiŋ bŏdīs ov blak sendal slaʃt wið blak




sarsenet, and abȣt her þrōt a tʃān ov săfīrz darkle

lustrȣs. Vĕre nōble ʃe kărēd her hed. Frāmd wið ðe

pīld and braded măsez ov her nīt-dark hȇr, her fās

ʃōd pāl indēd, but unrŭfeld and undismād.


Ȏl at her kŭmiŋ in stʊd up tꝏ grēt her; and Korinyus sed,

"Lade, ðȣ didst tʃāndʒ ði mīnd kwikle sins ðȣ didst

ferst aferm ðȣ nĕver wʊdst yēld up Krŏðeriŋ untꝏ me."


"Az kwikle az I mīt, mi lord," sed ʃe, "for I sȏ I wȏz

roŋ."


He abōd silent a mĭnūt, hiz īz līk ămorȣs serfeterz

over-rŭniŋ her fȇr form. Ðen sed he, "Ðȣ didst wiʃ tꝏ

pertʃās sāfte for ði frendz?"


Ʃe ȃnserd, "Yes."


"For ðīn ōn self," sed Korinyus, "it had mād no dʒot ov

dĭferens. Be witnes untꝏ me ðe omnĭʃense ov ðe Godz,

ƕaruntꝏ iz nŭþiŋ konselabel, I mēn ðe ōnle gʊd."


"Mi lord," sed ʃe, "I embrās ðe kumfort ov ðat werd. And

no ðat gʊd tꝏ me iz mīn ōn fredom: not kondĭʃonz ov ĕne

manz tʃuziŋ."


Ƕȇrtꝏ he, beiŋ wel tĭpeld wið wīn, framiŋ ðe mōst

luvle kȣntenans he mīt, mād ȃnser, "I dȣt not but

tꝏ-nīt, mădam, ðȣ ʃalt be wel advīzd tꝏ tʃūz ðat

hiest kondĭʃon, and til tꝏ-da ŭnōn, ƕitʃ I ʃal

prŏfer ðe: tꝏ be Kwēn ov Demonland."


Ʃe þankt him in her best măner, but sed ʃe wȏz mīnded tꝏ

forgo ðat supozedle pleziŋ ĕminens.


"Hȣ?" sed he. "Iz it tꝏ lĭtel a þiŋ for ðe? Or iz it az

I þink, ðat ðȣ lȃfst?"


Ʃe sed, "Mi lord, it ʃʊd lĭtel besēm me ðat am ov ðe

sēd ov men ov wor sins loŋ dʒeneraʃonz tꝏ trap mi mīnd wið

ðe fȏls ʃōz ov a grātnes ðat iz gon. Yet I pra u

forget not ðis: ðe dominyon ov ðe Demonz haþ ūst tꝏ sœr a

pitʃ abuv kŏmon rƣalte, and līk ðe i ov da regarded

kiŋz from abuv. And for ðis stīl ov Kwēn ðȣ ŏferst me,

I sa untꝏ ðe it iz an adĭʃon I dezīr not, ƕꝏ am sister

untꝏ him ðat rit ðat ritiŋ abuv ðe gāt ðat ȏl ye had

tāsted ðe trūþ ðarov had he bēn hēr tꝏ mēt wið u."


Korinyus sed, "Tru it iz, sum hav ȣt-bragd ðe werld,




yet I ȇr ðis hav ūzd ðem līk nāvz. Mi dʒakbꝏt haþ

nōn þiŋz in Karse, mădam, Īl not gȏl ði hart tꝏ tel

ðe ov." But perseviŋ a grāt lo ov disdānfʊl anger blāz

in Mevreanz i, "Kri u merse," sed he, "inkomparabel lade;

ðis wȏz besīd ðe mark. I wʊd not sŭle ȣr nu frendʃip

wið mĕmorēz ov----Ho ðȇr! a tʃȇr besīd me for ðe Kwēn."


But Mevrean mād ðem set it on ðe far sīd ov ðe bœrd, and

ðȇr sat her dȣn, saiŋ, "I pra ðe, mi Lord Korinyus,

unsa ðat werd. Ðȣ nōst it dislīks me."


He lʊkt on her in silens for a mĭnūt, lēnd forword akros

ðe bœrd, hiz lips parted a lĭtel and betwēn ðem hiz breþ

kŭmiŋ and goiŋ þik and swift. "Wel," he sed, "sit ðȇr,

and it līk ðe, mădam, and mănādʒ mi delīts bi stādʒez. Lȃst

yēr ðe wīd werld betwikst us: ðis yēr ðe mȣntānz:

yesterēv Krŏðeriŋ wȏlz: tꝏ-nīt a tabelz bredþ: and ȇr

nīt be dun, not so mutʃ az----"


Gro sȏ ðe wīld-dēr lʊk in Lade Mevreanz īz. Ʃe sed,

"Ðis iz tȏk I hav not lernd tꝏ understand, mi lord."


"I ʃal lern it ðe," sed Korinyus, hiz fās aflām.

"Lŭverz liv bi luv az larks bi lēks. Bi Satan, I dꝏ luv

ðe az ðȣ wert ðe hart ȣt ov mi bŏde."


"Mi Lord Korinyus," sed ʃe, "we ladēz ov ðe norþ hav

lĭtel stŭmak for ðēz făʃonz, hȣȇr ða komend ðem in

wȏteriʃ Witʃland. If þȣlt hav mi frendʃip, briŋ me

servīs ðȇrfor, and ðat in sezon. Ðis iz no fit

tabel-tȏk."


"Ƕi ðȇr," sed he, "wēr in fȃst agrement. Īl blīðle

ʃo ðe ȏl ðis, and a kwānter þiŋ besīd, in ðīn ōn

tʃāmber. But twȏz beỾond mi hōps þȣdst grȃnt me ðat so

sŭdenle. Ar we so hăpe?"


In grāt ʃām and anger ðe Lade Mevrean stʊd up from ðe

tabel. Korinyus, sumþiŋ unstĕdile, lēpt tꝏ hiz fēt. For

ȏl hiz bignes, so tȏl ʃe wȏz ʃe lʊkt him lĕvel in ðe

i. And he, az ƕen in ðe fās ov a nīt-rāndʒiŋ bēst

sŭdenle a man brandĭʃez a brīt līt, stʊd stʃupid under

ðat gāz, ðe spriŋz ov akʃon strāndʒle frozen in him on a

sŭden, and sed sŭlenle, "Mădam, I am a sōldʒer. Trule mīn

afekʃon standeþ not ŭpon kompliment. Ðat I am impaʃent,

pʊt ðe wīt on ði bute not on me. Pra u, be seted."


But Mevrean ȃnserd, "Ði langwādʒ, mi lord, iz tꝏ bōld and

vĭʃȣs. Kum tꝏ me tꝏ-moro if ðȣ wilt; but Īl hav ðe

no, paʃens ōnle and kertese ʃal get gʊd ov me."




Ʃe ternd tꝏ ðe dœr. He, az if wið ðe terniŋ awa ov ðat

ladēz īz ðe spel wȏz brōk, krīd lȣdle ŭpon hiz fōk tꝏ

sta her. But ðȇr wȏz nun sterd. Ðȇrwið he, az wun ðat

kanot komȃnd hiz ōn indesent ăpetīts, ōrsĕtiŋ bentʃ

and bœrd in eger hāst tꝏ la handz on her, it so betided

ðat he tript up wið wun ov ðēz and fel a-sprȏliŋ. And

ȇr he wȏz gŏten agān on hiz fēt, ðe Lade Mevrean wȏz gon

from ðe hȏl.


He rōz up pānfꝏle, prŏferiŋ from hiz lips a mud-spriŋ ov

barbarȣs and filþe imprekaʃonz; so ðat Laksus ƕꝏ helpt

rāz him up wȏz fān tꝏ tʃīd him, saiŋ, "Mi lord, unman not

ðiself bi sutʃ a bestʃal trȃnsformaʃon. Ar not we yet wið

harnes on ȣr baks in a kiŋdom nule gānd, ðe ōld lordz

ðarov diskomfited in dēd but not yet taen nor slān,

stŭdeiŋ belīk tꝏ rāz nu pȣerz agānst us? And abuv sutʃ

and so mĕne afȇrz wilt ðȣ māk plās for ðe alūrments ov

luv?"


"I!" ȃnserd he. "Nor ʃal sutʃ a saples nĭne az ðȣ

avāl tꝏ kros me ðarin. Ȃsk ði lĭtel gāmsum Srivȃ, ƕen

ðȣ kumst hōm tꝏ wed her, if I be not bĕter abel ðan ðȣ

tꝏ plēz a wʊman. Ʃēl tel ðe! I' ðe mān sezon mĕdel

not in măterz ðat be tꝏ hi for sutʃ az ðȣ."


Bōþ Gro and ðe sunz ov Korund wer bi and herd ðōz werdz.

Ðe Lord Laksus skꝏld himself tꝏ lȃf. He ternd tꝏword Gro,

saiŋ, "Ðe dʒĕneral iz far gon in wīn."


Gro, markiŋ Laksusez fās fluʃt red tꝏ ðe ērz for ȏl hiz

stŭdēd kȇrlesnes, ȃnserd him softle, "Tiz so, mi lord.

And in wīn iz trūþ."


Nȣ Korinyus, bĕþinkiŋ him ðat it wȏz yet erle and ðe

fēst bȇrle wel begun, let set a gard on ȏl ðe păsādʒez

ƕitʃ led tꝏ Mevreanz lodʒiŋz, tꝏ ðe end ðat ʃe mīt not

ĭʃu ðȇrfrom but ðȇr wāt on hiz plĕʒūr. Ðat dun, he

bad renu ðȇr fēstiŋ.


No stint ov lŭʃȣs mēts and wīnz wȏz ðȇr, and ðe lordz

ov Witʃland sat ðem dȣn agān rīt egerle tꝏ ðe gʊd

bankwet. Laksus spōk sēkretle tꝏ Gro: "I wot wel ðȣ tākst

in vĕre il part ðēz dꝏiŋz. Let it stand ferm in ði mīnd

ðat if ðȣ ʃʊdst dēm it fĭtiŋ tꝏ pla him a trik and

stēl ðe lade from him, Īl not stand i' ðe wa ont."


"In a buntʃ ov kardz," sed Gro, "nāvz wāt ŭpon ðe kiŋz.

It wer not so il dun and we mād it so hēr. I herd a berd

siŋ lātle ðȣ hadst a kworel tꝏ him."




"Ðȣ must not þink so," ȃnserd Laksus. "Īl giv ðe stil

a Roland for ðīn Ŏliver, and tel ðe tiz mōst apărent

ðiself dust luv ðis lade."


Gro sed, "Ðȣ tʃardʒst me wið a swēt fŏle iz forān tꝏ mi

nātʃūr, beiŋ a grāv skŏlar ðat if ĕver I did frekwent sutʃ

tƣz hav loŋ estʃūd ðem. Ōnle mesēmz tiz an il þiŋ if

ʃe must be gĭven over untꝏ him agānst her wil. Ðȣ nōst

him ov a ruf and mēr sōldʒerle mīnd, besīdz hiz dĭsolūt

kumpane wið ŭðer wĭmen."


"Tuʃ," sed Laksus, "he ma go hiz gāt for me, and be az klōs

az a bŭterfli wið ðe lade. But ȣt ov pŏlise, twer best

rid her hens. Īd not be sēn int. Ðat provided, Īl sĕkond

ðe ȏl wāz. If he li hēr ðe sŭmer loŋ in ămorȣs

dăleans, dʒustle mīt ðe Kiŋ abrād us ðat midst o' ðe

dāz spœrt we gāv hiz gʊd hȏk a gordʒ, and so lost him ðe

gām."


"I se," sed Gro, smiliŋ in himself, "ðȣ art a man ov sober

gŭvernment and understandiŋ, and þinkst ferst ov Witʃland.

And ðat iz bōþ dʒust and rīt."


Nȣ went ðe fēst forword wið grāt serfetiŋ and swĭgiŋ

ov wīn. Mevreanz wĭmen ðat wer ðȇr, mutʃ agānst ðȇr

ōn gʊd wil, tꝏ serv ðe bankwet, set ĕver freʃ dĭʃez

befœr ðe fēsterz and pœrd fœrþ freʃ wīnz, gōlden and

tȏne and rube-red, in ðe goblets ov dʒād and kristal and

hămerd gōld. Ðe ȇr in ðe fȇr tʃāmber wȏz þik wið ðe

stēm ov bāk-mēts and ðe vinȣs breþ ov ðe fēsterz, so

ðat ðe luster ov ðe opal lamps bernd kŏpere, and abȣt

ētʃ lamp wȏz a bʊʃ ov kŏpere bēmz līk ðe bēmz abȣt a

tortʃ ðat bernz in a fog. Grāt wȏz ðe klăter ov kups, and

grāt ðe klinkiŋ ov glȃs az in ðȇr drunken‘nes ðe Witʃez

kȃst dȣn ðe prīsles bekerz on ðe flœr, smăʃiŋ ðem in

ʃĭverz. And hūdʒ din ðȇr wȏz ov lȃfter and soŋ; and

amidst ov it, wĭmenz vƣsez sĭŋiŋ, ȏlbeit nēr drȣnd in

ðe herle berle. For ða konstrānd Mevreanz dămozelz in

Krŏðeriŋ tꝏ siŋ and dȃns befœr ðem, hȣsoĕver wofʊl at

hart. And tꝏ ŭðer entertānment ðan ðis ov dȃns and soŋ

wȏz mĕne a blak-bērded rĕveler wĭliŋ tꝏ konstrān ðem;

and sȏt okaʒon ðȇrtꝏ, but ðis bi stelþ ōnle, and ȣt

ov i-ʃot ov ðȇr dʒĕneral. For hĕvile eno wȏz hiz rȏþ

fȏlen on sum ƕꝏ raʃle flȏnted in hiz fās ðȇr līt

dispœrts, prĕʒumiŋ tꝏ hunt in sutʃ fēldz ƕīl ðȇr lord

went stil a-fȃstiŋ.


Ȃfter a ƕīl Hemiŋ, ƕꝏ sat nekst tꝏ Gro, began tꝏ sa tꝏ him

in a ƕisper, "Ðis iz an il bankwet."




"Mesēmz rȃðer tiz a vĕre gʊd bankwet," sed Gro.


"Wʊd I sȏ sum ŭðer ĭʃu ðarov," sed Hemiŋ, "ðan ðat

he perposeþ. Or hȣ þinkst ðȣ?"


"I skȇrs kan blām him," ȃnserd Gro. "Tiz a mōst luvsum

lade."


"Iz not ðe man a mōst horibel open swīn? And iz it tꝏ be

endʒūrd ðat he ʃʊd werk hiz lūd perpōs on so swēt a

lade?"


"Ƕȏt hav I tꝏ dꝏ wið it?" sed Gro.


"Ƕȏt les ðan I?" sed Hemiŋ.


"It dislīks ðe?" sed Gro.


"Art ðȣ a man?" sed Hemiŋ. "And ʃe ðat hateþ him besīdz

az blŭde Atropos!"


Gro lʊkt him a swift sertʃiŋ lʊk in ðe i. Ðen he

ƕisperd, hiz hed bȣd over sum razinz he wȏz a-pĭkiŋ:

"If ðis iz ði mīnd, tiz wel." And spekiŋ softle, wið

hēr and ðȇr sum snatʃ ov lȣder diskœrs or dʒest betwēn

ƕīlz lest he ʃʊd sēm tꝏ ernestle engādʒd in sēkret

tȏk, he tȏt Hemiŋ orderle and klērle ƕȏt he had tꝏ dꝏ,

diskŭveriŋ tꝏ him ðat Laksus ȏlso, beiŋ bit wið dʒĕlȣse,

wȏz ov ðȇr akord. "Ði brŭðer Kargo iz aptest for ðis. He

standeþ abȣt her hīt, and bi rezon ov hiz ūþ iz yet

bērdles. Go fīnd him ȣt. Rehers untꝏ him werd bi werd ȏl

ðis tȏkiŋ ðat haþ bēn betwēn me and ðe. Korinyus

hōldeþ me tꝏ dēp suspekt tꝏ sŭfer me ȣt ov hiz i

tꝏ-nīt. Untꝏ u sunz ov Korund ðȇrfœr iz ðe tȃsk; and I

bidiŋ at hiz elbo ma avāl tꝏ hōld him hēr i' ðe hȏl til

it be performd. Go; and wīz kȣnsel and gʊd spēd wāt on

yor atempts."


****


Ðe Lade Mevrean, beiŋ eskāpt tꝏ her ōn tʃāmber in ðe sȣþ

tȣer, sat bi an ēstern windo ðat lʊkt akros ðe gardenz

and ðe lāk, pȃst ðe se-loxs ov Stropardon and ðe dark

hilz ov Ēstmark, tꝏ ðe stātle rāndʒez afar ƕitʃ overhaŋ in

mid-ȇr Mōzdāl and Merkdāl and Swortrĭverdāl and ðe inland

se ov Þrowȏter. Ðe lȃst līts ov da stil lingerd on

ðȇr lofteer sŭmits: on Ironbēk, on ðe gȏnt wȏl ov

Skartȃ, and on ðe distant twin tȣerz ov Dinȃ sēn beỾond ðe

loer Mōzdāl rāndʒ in ðe deprĕʃon ov Nĕverdāl Hȏz.




Behīnd ðem rōld up ðe asent ov hĕven ðe ƕēlz ov kwiet

Nīt: hole Nīt, mŭðer ov ðe Godz, mŭðer ov slēp, tender

ners ov ȏl lĭtel berdz and bēsts ðat dwel in ðe fēld

and ȏl tīrd harts and were: mŭðer besīdz ov strāndʒ

tʃildren, afrīts, and rāps, and midnīt merderz bōld.


Mevrean sat ðȇr til ȏl ðe erþ wȏz blerd in darknes

and ðe ski a-þrob wið starlīt, for it wȏz yet an ȣr

until ðe riziŋ ov ðe mꝏn. And ʃe prād tꝏ Lade Artemis,

kȏliŋ her bi her sēkret nāmz and saiŋ, "Gŏdes and Maden

tʃāst and hole; triūn Gŏdes, Ƕitʃ in hĕven art, and on

ðe erþ Huntres divīn, and ȏlso hast in ðe vāld sunles

plasez belo erþ Ði dwĕliŋ, vuiŋ ðe lardʒ staʃonz ov

ðe ded: sāv me and kēp me ðat am Ði maden stil."


Ʃe ternd ðe riŋ ŭpon her finger and skand in ðe

găðeriŋ glꝏm ðe bĕzel ðarov, ƕitʃ wȏz ov ðat

krisoprāz ðat iz hid in līt and sēn in darknes, beiŋ az

a flām bi nīt but in ðe da-tīm yĕlo or wȏn. And behōld,

it palpitated wið splendor from wĭðinword, and wȏz az if a

þȣzand gōlden sparks dȃnst and swerld wĭðin ðe stōn.


Ƕīl ʃe ponderd ƕȏt interpretaʃon la līkleest on ðis

sŭden flȣeriŋ ov ŭnakustomd splendor wĭðin ðe

krisoprāz, behōld wun ov her wĭmen ov ðe bed-tʃāmber ƕꝏ

brȏt līts, and sed, standiŋ befœr her, "Twān ov ðōz

lordz ov Witʃland wʊd spēk wið yor ladĭʃip in privāt."


"Tꝏ?" sed Mevrean. "Ðȇrz sāfte yet in numberz. Ƕitʃ be

ða?"


"Hines, ða be tȏl and slim ov bŏde. Ða be

blak-advīzd. Ða bȇr ðem diskrēt az dormīs, and mōst

komendable sober."


Mevrean ȃskt, "Iz it ðe Lord Gro? Haþ he a grāt blak

bērd, mutʃ kerld and perfūmd?"


"Hines, I markt not ðat iðer wareþ a bērd," sed ðe

wʊman, "nor ðȇr nāmz I no not."


"Wel," sed Mevrean, "admit ðem. And dꝏ ðȣ and ði fĕlōz

atend me ƕīlz I giv ðem ȏdʒens."


So it wȏz dun akordiŋ tꝏ her bĭdiŋ. And ðȇr enterd in

ðōz tꝏ sunz ov Korund.


Ða greted her wið respektfʊl salutaʃonz, and Hemiŋ sed,

"Ȣr ĕrand, mōst werʃipfʊl lade, wȏz for ðīn ōn ēr ōnle

if it plēz ðe."




Mevrean sed tꝏ her wĭmen, "Māk fȃst ðe dœrz, and atend me

in ðe ante-tʃāmber. And nȣ, mi lordz," sed ʃe, and wated

for ðem tꝏ bĕgin.


Ʃe wȏz seted sīdwāz in ðe windo, betwikst ðe līt and

ðe dark. Ðe kristal lamps ʃiniŋ from wĭðin ðe rꝏm ʃōd

deper darknesez in her hȇr ðan nīts darknes wĭðȣt.

Ðe kerv ov her ƕīt armz restiŋ in her lap wȏz līk ðe

yuŋ mꝏn kradeld abuv ðe sunset. A fȏliŋ brēz ȣt ov

ðe sȣþ kām laden wið ðe mermer ov ðe se, far awa

beỾond fēldz and vīnyardz, restlesle serdʒiŋ even in ðat

kȃlm wĕðer amid ðe se-kāvz ov Stropardon. It wȏz az if ðe

se and ðe nīt enfōldiŋ Demonland gȃspt in indignaʃon at

sutʃ þiŋz az Korinyus, hōldiŋ himself ȏlrĕde an undȣted

pozĕsor ov hiz dezīrz, devīzd for ðat nīt in Krŏðeriŋ.


Ðōz breðren stʊd abaʃt in ðe prĕzens ov sutʃ rȇr

bute. Hemiŋ wið a dēp breþ spāk and sed, "Mădam, ƕȏt

slender opinyon soĕver ðȣ hast held ov us ov Witʃland, I

pra ðe be sătisfīd ðat I and mi kinzman hav sȏt tꝏ

ðe nȣ wið a klēn hart tꝏ dꝏ ðe servīs."


"Prinsez," sed ʃe, "skȇrs mīt ye blām me did I misdȣt

u. Yet, seiŋ ðat mi līfs dāz hav bēn not amuŋ

ambideksterz and kone-katʃerz but lŭverz ov klēn handz and

open deliŋ, not even ȃfter ðat ƕitʃ I ðis nīt endʒūrd

wil mīn hart belēv ðat ȏl sivĭlite iz wœrn awa in

Witʃland. Did I not frele resēv Korinyusez self ƕen I did

open mi gāts tꝏ him, fermle beleviŋ him tꝏ be a kiŋ and not

a răveniŋ wʊlf?"


Ðen sed Hemiŋ, "Kanst ðȣ wȇr armor, mădam? Ðȣ art

sumþiŋ ov an hīt wið mi brŭðer. Tꝏ briŋ ðe pȃst ðe

gard, if ðȣ go armd, az I ʃal kondukt ðe, ðe wīn ða

hav drunken ʃal be ði mĭnister. I hav provided an hors.

In ðe līknes ov mi yuŋ brŭðer māst ðȣ rīd fœrþ

tꝏ-nīt ȣt ov ðis kȃsel, and win klēn awa. But in ðīn

ōn ʃāp ðȣ māst nĕver pȃs from ðēz ði lodʒiŋz, for he

haþ set a gard ðaron; beiŋ rezolvd, kum ðarov ƕȏt

ma, tꝏ vĭzit ðe hēr ðis nīt: in ðīn ōn tʃāmber,

mădam."


Ðe sȣndz ov fureȣs rĕvelre floted up from ðe bankwet

tʃāmber. Mevrean herd bi snatʃez ðe vƣs ov Korinyus

sĭŋiŋ an unsēmle soŋ. Az in ðe prĕzens ov sum dark

influens ðat þrĕtend an il ʃe mīt not komprehend, yet

felt her blud kwāl and her hart gro sik bekȏz ov it, ʃe

lʊkt on ðōz breðren.


Ʃe sed at lȃst, "Wȏz ðis yor plan?"




Hemiŋ ȃnserd, "It wȏz ðe Lord Gro did mōst indʒĕnuȣsle

konsēv it. But Korinyus, az he haþ ĕver held him in

distrust, and mōst ov ȏl ƕen he haþ drunken overmutʃ,

kepeþ him mōst fermle at hiz elbo."


Kargo nȣ did of hiz armor, and Mevrean kȏliŋ in her wĭmen

tꝏ tāk ðis and ŭðer gēr fȇrd strātwa tꝏ an ĭner

tʃāmber tꝏ tʃāndʒ her făʃon.


Hemiŋ sed tꝏ hiz brŭðer, "Ðȣ ʃalt nēd tꝏ go abȣt it

wið grāt serkumspekʃon, tꝏ kum of ƕen we ar gon so az

ðȣ be not aspīd. Wer I ðȣ, I ʃʊd be tempted for ðe

rȇrnes ov ðe dʒest tꝏ awāt hiz kŭmiŋ, and ăsa ƕĕðer

ðȣ kʊdst not māk az gʊd a kȣnterfēt Mevrean az ʃe a

kȣnterfēt Kargo."


"Ðȣ," sed Kargo, "māst wel lȃf and be ga, ðȣ ðat

must kondukt her. And art rezolvd, I dȇr la mi hed tꝏ a

ternip, tꝏ dꝏ ði utmōst endĕvor tꝏ despƣl Korinyus ov ðat

felĭsite he haþ tꝏ-nīt dekrēd him, and bles ðiself

ðȇrwið."


"Ðȣ hast fȏlen," ȃnserd Hemiŋ, "intꝏ a mōst barbarȣs

þȏt. Ʃal mi tuŋ be so fȏls a trator tꝏ mīn hart az

tꝏ sa I luv not ðis lade? Kompȇr but her bute and mi

ūþ tʊgĕðer, hȣ ʃʊd it ŭðer be? But wið sutʃ a hīt

ov fervor I dꝏ luv her ðat Īd az lēf ŏfer violens tꝏ a

star ov hĕven, az rekwīr ov her ȏt but ŏnest."


Sed Kargo, "Ƕȏt sed ðe wīz lĭtel bƣ tꝏz elder brŭðer?

Siþ ðȣst gŏten ðe kāk, brŭðer, I must ēn māk ʃift

wið ðe krumz.' Ƕen u ar gon, and ȏl ƕiʃt and kwiet,

and I left hēr amid ðe watiŋ wĭmen, it ʃal go hard but

Īl tētʃ em sumƕȏt afœr gʊd-nīt."


Nȣ opend ðe dœr ov ðe ĭner tʃāmber, and ðȇr stʊd

befœr ðem ðe Lade Mevrean armd and helmd. Ʃe sed, "Tiz

no līt măter tꝏ hȏlt befœr a krĭpel. Þink u ðis wil

pȃs i' ðe dark, mi lordz?"


Ða ȃnserd, twȏz beỾond ȏl komendaʃon ekselent.


"Īl þank ðe nȣ, Prins Kargo," sed ʃe, stretʃiŋ ȣt

her hand. He bȣd and kist it in silens. "Ðis harnes,"

ʃe sed, "ʃal be a kēpsāk untꝏ me ov a nobel ĕneme. Wʊd

sumda I mīt kȏl ðe frend, for sutʃwīz hast ðȣ bœrn

ðe ðis nīt."




Ðȇrwið, bĭdiŋ yuŋ Kargo ādʒu, ʃe wið hiz brŭðer went

fœrþ from ðe tʃāmber and þrꝏ ðe ante-tʃāmber tꝏ ðat

ʃădoe stȇrwa ƕȇr Korinyusez sōldʒerz stʊd sentinel.

Ðēz (az mĕne mœr be drȣnd in ðe beker ðan in ðe

oʃan), not over-hēdfʊl ȃfter ðȇr tipliŋz, seiŋ tꝏ go

bi tʊgĕðer wið klankiŋ armor and noiŋ Hemiŋz vƣs

ƕen he ȃnserd ðe tʃălendʒ, mād no kwestʃon but hēr wer

Korundz sunz reterniŋ tꝏ ðe bankwet.


So pȃst he and ʃe lītle bi ðe sentinelz. But az ða

fȇrd bi ðe lofte koridor wĭðȣt ðe Tʃāmber ov ðe Mꝏn,

ðe dœrz ov ðat tʃāmber openiŋ sŭdenle left and rīt ðȇr

kām fœrþ tortʃ-barerz and minstrelz tꝏ bi tꝏ az in a

prōgres, wið simbalz klăʃiŋ and flūts and tamborēnz, so

ðat ðe koridor wȏz fʊlfild wið ðe flȇr ov flambƣz and

ðe din. In ðe midst wȏkt ðe Lord Korinyus. Ðe luste blud

wĭðin him bernd skarlet in ȏl hiz ʃiniŋ fās, and mād

stand ðe vānz līk kordz on ðe stroŋ nek and armz and

handz ov him. Ðe þik kerlz abuv hiz brȣ ƕȇr ða strād

belo hiz koronal ov slepiŋ nītʃād wer a-drip wið

swet. Plān it wȏz he wȏz in no gʊd trim, ȃfter ðat ʃrūd

nok on ðe hed Astar ðat da had gĭven him, tꝏ wiðstand

dēp kwȏfiŋz. He went betwēn Gro and Laksus, swaiŋ hĕvile

nȣ on ðe arm ov ðis wun nȣ ov ðe ŭðer, hiz rīt hand

betiŋ tīm tꝏ ðe muzik ov ðe bridal soŋ.


Mevrean ƕisperd tꝏ Hemiŋ, "Let us bȇr ȣt a gʊd fās so

loŋ az we be alīv."


Ða stʊd asīd, hopiŋ tꝏ be pȃst bi ŭnotīst, for retrēt

nor konsēlment wȏz ðȇr nun. But Korinyus hiz i litiŋ

on ðem stopt and hāld ðem, katʃiŋ ðem ētʃ bi an arm,

and kriiŋ, "Hemiŋ, ðȣrt drunk! Kargo, ðȣrt drunk, swēt

ūþ! Tiz a damnabel fŏle, drink az drunk az u be, and

ðēz bŏne wentʃez Īv provided u. Hȣ ʃal I sătisfi em,

þink ye, ƕen ða kum tꝏ me wið ðȇr plānts tꝏ-morn, ðat

ētʃ must sit wið a snoriŋ drunkardz hed in her lap ðe

nīt loŋ?"


Mevrean, az if ʃe had ȏl her part bi rōt, wȏz lēnd ðis

ƕīl hĕvile ŭpon Hemiŋ, hăŋiŋ her hed.


Hemiŋ kʊd þink on nȏt līkleer tꝏ sa, ðan, "Trule, O

Korinyus, we be sober."


"Ðȣ līst," sed Korinyus. "Twȏz ĕver sīn mănifest ov

drunken‘nes tꝏ deni it. Lʊk u, mi lordz, I deni not I am

drunk. Ðȇrfœr iz sīn mănifest I am drunk, I mēn, sīn

mănifest I am sober. But ðe ȣr kȏleþ tꝏ ŭðer werk ðan

kwestʃoniŋ ov ðēz hi măterz. Set on!"




So spekiŋ he rēld hĕvile agānst Gro, and (az if mꝏvd bi

sum are influens ðat, ƕisperiŋ him ov skemiŋz afʊt,

yet konspīrd wið ðe wīn ðat he had drunken tꝏ māk him

lʊk ȏl ŭðerƕȇr for trezon ðan ƕȇr it la under hiz

hand tꝏ diskŭver it) gript Gro bi ðe arm, saiŋ, "Bīd bi

me, Goblin, ðȣ wert best. I dꝏ luv ðe vĕre diskrētle, and

wil stil hōld ðe bi ðe ērz, tꝏ se ðȣ bīt me not, nor

go no mœr a-gădiŋ."


Beiŋ bi sutʃ hăpe fortʃūn delĭverd ȣt ov ðis pĕril, Hemiŋ

and Mevrean wið ƕȏt prudent hāst ða mīt, and wĭðȣt

mishap or hindrans, got ðem ðȇr horsez and fȇrd fœrþ ov

ðe mān gāt betwēn ðe marbel hĭpogrifs, ƕꝏz mite

formz ʃon abuv ðem stark in ðe lo bēmz ov ðe riziŋ

mꝏn. So ða rōd silentle þrꝏ ðe gardenz and ðe

hōm-mēdz and ðens tꝏ ðe wīld wʊdz beỾond, kwĭkeniŋ nȣ

ðȇr pās tꝏ a gălop on ðe yēldiŋ terf. So hard ða rōd,

ðe ȇr ov ðe windles Āpril nīt wȏz laʃt intꝏ storm abȣt

ðȇr fasez. Ðe trampel and þunder ov hꝏfbēts and ðe

fliiŋ glimpsez ov ðe trēz wer tꝏ yuŋ Hemiŋ but an

undertōn tꝏ ðe þunder ov hiz blud ƕitʃ nīt and spēd and

ðat lade gălopiŋ besīd him ne tꝏ ne set a-gălop wĭðin

him. But tꝏ Mevreanz sōl, az ʃe gălopt aloŋ ðōz

wʊdland rīdz, ðōz mꝏnlīt glādz, ðēz þiŋz and nīt

and ðe stedfȃst starz atʃūnd a hĕvenleer muzik; so ðat ʃe

wakst momentle wundrȣs pēsfʊl at hart, az wið ðe mōst

ferm ăʃurans ðat not wĭðȣt ðe abidiŋ glœre ov Demonland

must ðe grāt mutaʃonz ov ðe werld be akted, and but for a

lĭtel ʃʊd ðȇr evil-wĭlerz uzerp her dēr brŭðerz sēt

in Krŏðeriŋ.


Ða dru rān in a kleriŋ besīd a brȏd stretʃ ov wȏter.

Pīn-wʊdz rōz from its ferðer edʒ, ʃădoe in ðe

mꝏnʃīn. Mevrean rōd tꝏ a lĭtel ĕminens ðat stʊd abuv

ðe wȏter and ternd her īz tꝏword Krŏðeriŋ. Sāv bi her

instrukted and lŭviŋ i skȇrs mīt it be sēn, mĕne mīlz

awa be-ēst ov ðem, dimd in ðe obskūr soft rādʒans under

ðe mꝏn. So sat ʃe ăƕīl lʊkiŋ on gōlden Krŏðeriŋ, ƕīl

her hors grāzd kwietle, and Hemiŋ at her elbo held hiz

pēs, ōnle behōldiŋ her.


At lȃst, lʊkiŋ bak and metiŋ hiz gāz, "Prins Hemiŋ,"

ʃe sed, "from ðis plās goeþ a hĭden pȃþ norþ-abȣt

besīd ðe ferþ, and a dri rōd over ðe marʃ, and a fœrd and

an upland hors-wa ledeþ intꝏ Westmark. Hēr and ȏl-ƕȇrz

in Demonland I mīt fȇr blīndfōld. And hēr Īl sa

fȇrwel. Mi tuŋ iz a pꝏr orator. But I mīnd me ov ðe

werdz ov ðe poet ƕȇr he sāþ:




Mi mīnd iz līk tꝏ ðe azbeston stōn.

Ƕitʃ if it wuns be hēt in flāmz ov fīr,

Denieþ tꝏ bekomen kōld agān.


Be ðe lăter ĭʃu ov ðēz worz in mi grāt kinzmenz

viktore, az I mōst fermle trȣ it ʃal be, or in Gorisez hiz,

I ʃal not forget ðis ekspĕriment ov yor nobĭlite mănifested

untꝏ me ðis nīt."


But Hemiŋ, stil behōldiŋ her, ȃnserd not a werd.


Ʃe sed, "Hȣ fȇrz ðe Kwēn ði step-mŭðer? Sĕven sŭmerz

ago ðis sŭmer I wȏz in Norvasp at Lord Korundz wĕdiŋ

fēst, and stʊd bi her at ðe bridal. Iz ʃe yet so fȇr?"


He ȃnserd, "Mădam, az Dʒūn brĭŋeþ ðe gōlden rōz untꝏ

perfekʃon, so wakseþ her bute wið ðe yērz."


"Ʃe and I," sed Mevrean, "wer plamāts, ʃe ðe elder bi

tꝏ sŭmerz. Iz ʃe yet so mȃsterfʊl?"


"Mădam, ʃe iz a Kwēn," sed Hemiŋ, naliŋ hiz vĕre īz on

Mevrean. Her fās hȃf ternd tꝏwordz him, swēt mȣþ hȃf

klōzd, klēr īz uplifted tꝏword ðe ēst, ʃōd dim in ðe

glămor ov ðe mꝏn, and ðe lilt ov her bŏde wȏz az a lĭle

fȏlen a-dremiŋ besīd sum entʃȃnted lāk at midnīt. Wið

a dri þrōt he sed, "Lade, until tꝏ-nīt I had not supōzd

ðȇr livd on erþ a wʊman mœr butifʊl ðan ʃe."


Ðȇrwið ðe luv ðat wȏz in him went līk a wind and līk an

up-swꝏpiŋ darknes aþwort hiz brān. Az wun ƕꝏ haz tꝏ

loŋ, unbōld, unrezolvd, delād tꝏ lift ðat dœrz latʃ

ƕitʃ must open on hiz harts tru hōm, he kȏt hiz armz

abȣt her. Her tʃēk wȏz soft tꝏ hiz kis, but dedle kōld: her

īz līk a wīld berdz kȏt in a pers-net. Hiz brŭðerz

armor ðat kāst her bŏde wȏz not so ded nor so hard under

hiz hand, az tꝏ hiz luv ðat yēldiŋ tʃēk, ðat aleen lʊk.

He sed, az wun a-stăger for hiz wits in ðe prĕzens ov sum

unlʊkt-for tʃȃns, "Ðȣ dust not luv me?"


Mevrean ʃʊk her hed, pʊtiŋ him dʒentle awa.


Līk ðe pȃsiŋ ov a fīr on a dri hēþ in sŭmer ðe flām

ov hiz păʃon wȏz pȃst bi, leviŋ but a smōlderiŋ

dezolaʃon ov skornfʊl sŭlen rȏþ: rȏþ at himself and fāt.


He sed, in a lo ʃāmd vƣs, "I pra u forgiv me, mădam."




Mevrean sed, "Prins, ðe Godz giv ðe gʊd-nīt. Be kīnd

tꝏ Krŏðeriŋ, I hav left ðȇr an evil stʃuword."


So saiŋ, ʃe rānd up her horsez hed and ternd dȣn

westword tꝏwordz ðe ferþ. Hemiŋ wȏtʃt her an instant, hiz

brān a-rēl. Ðen, strikiŋ sperz tꝏ hiz horsez flanks so

ðat ðe hors rērd and plundʒd, he rōd awa at a grāt pās

ēst agān þrꝏ ðe wʊdz tꝏ Krŏðeriŋ.


𝟤𝟧. Lord Gro and ðe Lade Mevrean


HȢ ÐE LORD GRO, KONDUKTED BI A STRĀNDƷ ENĂMORMENT WIÐ LOST

KȎZEZ, FȆRD WIÐ NUN SĀV ÐIS TꝎ BE HIZ GĪD INTꝎ ÐE

RĒDƷONZ OV NĔVERDĀL, AND ÐȆR BEHELD WUNDERZ, AND TĀSTED

AGĀN FOR A SEZON ÐE GƱDNES OV ÐŌZ ÞIŊZ HE DID MŌST

DEZĪR.


Nīnte dāz and a da ȃfter ðēz dꝏiŋz afœrsed, in ðe lȃst

ȣr befœr ðe dȏn, wȏz ðe Lord Gro a-ridiŋ tꝏword ðe

paliŋ ēst dȣn from ðe hilz ov Ēstmark tꝏ ðe fœrdz ov

Mardardāl. At a wȏkiŋ pās hiz hors kām dȣn tꝏ ðe

wȏter-sīd, and hȏlted wið fetloks awȏʃ: hiz flanks wer wet

and hiz wind gon, az from swift fariŋ on ðe open fel sins

midnīt. He stretʃt dȣn hiz nek, snift ðe freʃ

rĭver-wȏter, and drank. Gro ternd in ðe sădel, lĭseniŋ,

hiz left hand þrōn forword tꝏ slak ðe rānz, hiz rīt

flat-plȃnted on ðe krŭper. But nȏt ðȇr wȏz tꝏ hēr sāv

ðe băbel ov wȏterz in ðe ʃălōz, ðe sŭkiŋ nƣz ov ðe

hors drinkiŋ, and ðe plaʃ and kruntʃ ov hiz hꝏvz ƕen he

ʃifted fēt amuŋ ðe pĕbelz. Befœr and behīnd and on iðer

hand ðe wʊdz and straþ and serkliŋ hilz ʃōd dim in ðe

obskūr gra betwikst darknes and twilīt. A līt mist hid

ðe starz. Nȏt sterd sāv an ȣl ðat flĭted līk a

fantom ȣt from a hŏle-bʊʃ in a krăge bluf a bo-ʃot or

mœr dȣn strēm, krŏsiŋ Grōz pȃþ and litiŋ on a brȃntʃ

ov a ded tre abuv him on ðe left, ƕȇr ʃe sat az if tꝏ

obzerv ðe goiŋz ov ðis man and hors ðat trespast in

ðis văle ov kwiet nīt.


Gro lēnd forword tꝏ pat hiz horsez nek. "Kum, gŏsip, we

must on," he sed; "and marvel not if ðȣ fīnd no rest, goiŋ

wið me ƕitʃ kʊd nĕver fīnd ĕne stedfȃst sta under ðe

mꝏnz glōb." So ða fœrded ðat rĭver, and fȇrd þrꝏ lo

ruf grȃs-landz beỾond, and bi ðe skerts ov a wʊd up tꝏ an

open hēþ, and so a mīl or tꝏ, stil ēstword, til ða

ternd tꝏ ðe rīt dȣn a brȏd văle and krost a rĭver




abuv a wȏterzmēt, and so ēst agān up ðe bed ov a stone

strēm and over ðis tꝏ a ruf mȣntān trak ðat krost

sum bŏge grȣnd and ðen klīmd hier and hier abuv ðe

flœr ov ðe năroiŋ văle tꝏ a pȃs betwēn ðe hilz. At

leŋþ ðe slōp slăkend, and ða pȃsiŋ, az þrꝏ a

gātwa, betwēn tꝏ hi mȣntānz ƕitʃ impended ʃēr and

stark on iðer hand, kām fœrþ ŭpon a mꝏr ov liŋ and

bog-mertel, strūn wið lāklets and abȣndiŋ in strēmz and

mos-hagz and ȣtkrops ov ðe lĭviŋ rok; and ðe mȣntān

pēks afar stʊd rȣnd ðat mꝏrland wāst līk woreor kiŋz.

Nȣ wȏz kŭlor wakiŋ in ðe ēstern hĕvenz, ðe brīt

ʃiniŋ morniŋ bĕgĭniŋ tꝏ klēr ðe erþ. Konēz skŭrēd

tꝏ kŭver befœr ðe horsez fēt: smȏl berdz flu up from ðe

hĕðer: sum red dēr stʊd at gāz in ðe fern, ðen tript

awa sȣþword: a mꝏrkok kȏld.


Gro sed in himself, "Hȣ ʃal not kŏmon opinyon akȣnt me

mad, so raʃ and prezumpʃȣs dāndʒerȣsle tꝏ pʊt mi līf in

hăzard? Na, agānst ȏl sȣnd dʒudʒment; and ðis fŏle I

enakt in ðat vĕre sezon ƕen bi paʃens and kŭrādʒ and mi

pŏlitik wizdom I had wun ðat in despīt ov fortʃūnz tēþ

ƕitʃ obstinātle hĭðertꝏ ʃe had denīd me: ƕen ȃfter ðe

brunts ov diverz tradʒikal fortʃūnz I had marvelȣsle gānd

ðe favor and grās ov ðe Kiŋ, ƕꝏ vĕre ŏnorable plāst me

in hiz kœrt, and tendereþ me, I wel þink, so dērle az he

duþ ðe bȏlz ov hiz tꝏ īz."


He pʊt of hiz helm, bariŋ hiz ƕīt fœrhed and smꝏð blak

kerliŋ loks tꝏ ðe ȇrz ov morniŋ, flĭŋiŋ bak hiz hed tꝏ

drink dēp þrꝏ hiz nostrilz ðe swēt stroŋ ȇr and its

pete smel. "Yet iz kŏmon opinyon ðe fꝏl, not I," he sed.

"He ðat imadʒineþ ȃfter hiz laborz tꝏ atān untꝏ lȃstiŋ

dʒƣ, az wel ma he bēt wȏter in a mortar. Iz ðȇr not in ðe

wīld bĕnefit ov nātʃūr instansez eno tꝏ lȃf ðis fŏle ȣt

ov făʃon? A fabel ov grāt men ðat arīz and konker ðe

naʃonz: Da goeþ up agānst ðe tirant nīt. Hȣ dĕlikāt a

spĭrit iz ʃe, hȣ līk a fȏn ʃe fʊteþ it ŭpon ðe

mȣntānz: pāl pĭtifʊl līt matʃt wið ðe primeval dark.

But ĕvere swēt hŏverz in her batăleonz, and ĕvere hĕvenle

influens: kꝏlþ ov ðe waword lĭtel windz ov morniŋ,

flȣerz awakeniŋ, berdz a-kărol, dʒūz a-sparkel on ðe

fīn-drȏn webz ðe tine spĭnerz haŋ from fern-frond tꝏ

þorn, from þorn tꝏ wet dānte lēf ov ðe silver bertʃ; ðe

yuŋ da lȃfiŋ in her streŋþ, wīld wið her ōn bute;

fīr and līf and ĕvere sent and kŭlor born anu tꝏ triumf

over kaos and slo darknes and ðe kinles nīt.


"But bekȏz da at her dȏniŋ ȣrz haþ so bewitʃt me,




must I yet luv her ƕen glŭted wið triumf ʃe sĕtelz tꝏ

gariʃ nꝏn? Rȃðer tern az nȣ I tern tꝏ Demonland, in ðe sad

sunset ov her prīd. And ƕꝏ dȇrz kȏl me ternkōt, ƕꝏ dꝏ but

fŏlo nȣ az I hav fŏlōd ðis rȇr wizdom ȏl mi dāz: tꝏ

luv ðe sunrīz and ðe sundȣn and ðe morniŋ and ðe

eveniŋ star? sins ðȇr ōnle abideþ ðe sōl ov nobĭlite,

tru luv, and wunder, and ðe glœre ov hōp and fēr."


So brꝏdiŋ he rōd at an eze pās bariŋ ēst and a lĭtel

norþ akros ðe mꝏr, fȏliŋ bekȏz ov ðe strāndʒ harmone

ðat wȏz betwēn ȣtword þiŋz and ðe inword þȏts ov hiz

hart intꝏ a dēp stŭde. So kām he tꝏ ðe mꝏrz end, and

enterd amuŋ ðe skerts ov ðe mȣntānz beỾond, krŏsiŋ lo

pȃsez, þrĕdiŋ a wa amuŋ wʊdz and wȏter-kœrsez, up and

dȣn, abȣt and abȣt. Ðe hors led him ƕitʃ wa ðat he

wʊd, for no hēd nor advīs had he ov ȏt abȣt him, for

kȏz ov ðe dēp kontemplaʃon ðat he had wĭðin himself.


It wȏz nȣ hi nꝏn. Ðe hors and hiz rider wer kum tꝏ a

lĭtel del ov grēn grȃs wið a bek wīndiŋ in ðe midst

wið kꝏl wȏter floiŋ over a bed ov ʃingel. Abȣt ðe del

gru mĕne trēz bōþ tȏl and strāt. Abuv ðe trēz hi

mȣntān kragz a-bāk in ðe sun ʃōd ĕþereal þrꝏ ðe

ʃĭmeriŋ hēt. A mermer ov wȏterz, a hum ov tine wiŋz

flĭtiŋ from flȣer tꝏ flȣer, ðe sȣnd ov ðe hors graziŋ

on ðe luʃ pȃstʃūr: ðȇr wȏz nȏt els tꝏ hēr. Not a lēf

mꝏvd, not a berd. Ðe huʃ ov ðe sŭmer nꝏn-da, breþles,

bernt þrꝏ wið ðe sun, mœr ȏfʊl ðan ĕne ʃāp ov nīt,

pȏzd abuv ðat lōnle del.


Gro, az if wākt bi ðe vĕre silens, lʊkt kwikle abȣt him.

Ðe hors felt belīk in hiz bōnz hiz riderz ŭnēz; he gāv

over hiz fediŋ and stʊd alert wið wīld i and kwĭveriŋ

flanks. Gro păted and mād mutʃ ov him; ðen, gided bi sum

inword promptiŋ ðe rezon ƕarov he nu not, ternd west bi

a smȏl trĭbutare bek and rōd softle tꝏword ðe wʊd. Hēr he

wȏz stopt wið a number ov trēz so þikle plāst tʊgĕðer

ðat he wȏz afrād he ʃʊd wið ridiŋ þrꝏ be swept from

ðe sădel. So he lited dȣn, tīd hiz hors tꝏ an ōk, and

klīmd ðe bed ov ðe lĭtel strēm til he wȏz kum ƕens he

mīt lʊk norþ over ðe tre-tops tꝏ a grēn tĕrās abȣt at

a lĕvel wið him and sum fifte pasez distant aloŋ ðe

hilsīd, ʃēlded from ðe norþ bi þre or fœr grāt roan

trēz on ðe far sīd ov it, and on ðe tĕrās a lĭtel tarn

or rok sistern ov fȇr wȏter vĕre kꝏl and dēp.


He pȏzd, stĕdeiŋ himself wið hiz left hand bi a dʒŭtiŋ

rok overgrōn wið rōz-kampeon. Ʃūrle no tʃildren ov men

wer ðēz, fʊtiŋ it on ðat sēkret lȏn besīd ðat




fȣntānz brink, nor no krētʃūrz ov mortal kīnd. Sutʃ it ma

be wer ðe gōts and kidz and soft-īd dōz ðat on ðȇr

hīnd-legz mĕrile dȃnst amuŋ ðem; but nĕver sutʃ ðōz

ŭðerz ov manle ʃāp and wið pƣnted hare ērz, ʃăge legz,

and kloven hꝏvz, nor ðōz madenz ƕīt ov lim benēþ ðe

tred ov ƕꝏz fēt ðe blu dʒenʃan and ðe lĭtel gōlden

sinkfƣl bent not ðȇr blŏsomz, so are-līt wȏz ðȇr

dȃnsiŋ. Tꝏ māk ðem muzik, lĭtel gōt-fʊted tʃildren wið

loŋ pƣnted ērz sat on a hŭmok ov terf-klad rok pipiŋ on

pan-pīps, ðȇr bŏdēz bernt tꝏ ðe hu ov red erþ bi ðe

wind and ðe sun. But, ƕĕðer bekȏz ðȇr muzik wȏz tꝏ fīn

for mortal ērz, or for sum ŭðer rezon, Gro mīt hēr no

sȣnd ov ðat pipiŋ. Ðe hĕve silens ov ðe wāst ƕīt nꝏn

wȏz lord ov ðe sēn, ƕīl ðe mȣntān nimfs and ðe simpel

dʒēnyi ov sedʒ and strēm and krag and mꝏrland sŏlitʃūd

þrĕded ðe mazez ov ðe dȃns.


Ðe Lord Gro stʊd stil in grāt admiraʃon, saiŋ in

himself, "Ƕȏt mēnz mi drȣze hed tꝏ drēm sutʃ fansēz?

Spĭrits ov il hav I hērtꝏfœr beheld in ðȇr

manifestaʃonz; I hav sēn fantastikōz frāmd and prezented

bi art madʒik; I hav drēmd strāndʒ drēmz a-nīts. But til

ðis ȣr I did akȣnt it an idel tāl ov poets faniŋ, ðat

amid wʊdz, forests, fertīl fēldz, se-kōsts, ʃœrz ov

grāt rĭverz and fȣntān brinks, and ȏlso ŭpon ðe tops ov

hūdʒ and hi mȣntānz, dꝏ stil apēr untꝏ sertān favord

īz ðe sundre-sorted nimfs and fēldiʃ dĕmigodz. Ƕitʃ

þiŋ if I nȣ vĕrile behōld, tiz a grāt marvel, and sorteþ

wel wið ðe strāndʒ alūrments ƕȇrbi ðis oprest land

haþ so lātle fȣnd a mēnz tꝏ gŭvern mīn afekʃonz." And he

þȏt ăƕīl, rezoniŋ ðus in hiz mīnd: "If ðis be but an

aparĭʃon, it haþ no ĕsens tꝏ dꝏ me a hert. If o' ðe

kontrare ðēz be vĕre esenʃal beiŋz, nēdz must ða

dʒƣfꝏle welkum me and ūz me wel, beiŋ ðemselvz ðe tru

vital spĭrits ov mĕne-mȣntānd Demonland; untꝏ ƕꝏz kumfort

and ðe restœrment ov her ōld renȣn and prāz I hav wið

sutʃ a strāndʒ determinaʃon bent ȏl mi pānfʊl þȏts and

rezoluʃon."


So on ðe moʃon he diskŭverd himself and hāld ðem. Ðe

wīld þiŋz bȣnded awa and wer lost amuŋ ðe flanks ov ðe

hil. Ðe kapripedz, leviŋ on ðe instant ðȇr pipiŋ or

ðȇr dȃnsiŋ, krȣtʃt wȏtʃiŋ him wið distrustfʊl starteld

īz. Ōnle ðe Oreadz stil in a dazliŋ drift perʃūd ðȇr

rȣnd: kwiet maden mȣþs, butifʊl brests, slender līð

limz, hand dʒƣnd tꝏ dĕlikāt hand, partiŋ and kloziŋ and

partiŋ agān, in riðmz ov unstāld variete; hēr wun ðat,

wið ƕīt armz klȃspt behīnd her hed ƕȇr her braded hȇr

wȏz az berniʃt gōld, serkeld and swād wið a langorȣs




moʃon; hēr anŭðer, ðat lēpt and pȏzd hŏveriŋ a-tipto,

līk an ăro ov ðe sun ʃot þrꝏ ðe lefe rꝏf ov an ōld

pīn-forest ƕen ðe worm hil-wind sterz ðe tre-tops and

openz a tine windo tꝏ ðe ski.


Gro went tꝏword ðem aloŋ ðe grȃse hilsīd. Ƕen he wȏz

kum a dŭzen pasez ðe streŋþ wȏz gon from hiz limz. He

nēld dȣn kriiŋ ȣt and saiŋ, "Divĭnitēz ov erþ! deni

me not, niðer rēdʒekt me, ȏlbeit kruele hav I til nȣ

oprest yor land, but wil dꝏ so no mœr. Ðe fʊtsteps ov

mīn overtrŏden vertʃu li stil az bĭter akuzaʃonz untꝏ

me. Briŋ me ov yor merse ƕȇr I ma fīnd ȣt ðem ðat

pozest ðis land and ŏfer ðem atōnment, ƕꝏ wer drĭven

fœrþ bekȏz ov me and mīn tꝏ be ȣtlȏz in ðe wʊdz and

mȣntānz."


So spāk he, bȣiŋ hiz hed in soro. And he herd, līk ðe

trembliŋ ov a silver lūt-striŋ, a vƣs in ðe ȇr ðat

krīd:


Norþ tiz and norþ tiz!

Ƕi nēd we ferðer?


He rāzd hiz īz. Ðe vĭʒon wȏz gon. Ōnle ðe nꝏn and ðe

wʊdland, silent, sŏlitare, dazliŋ, wer abȣt and abuv him.


Lord Gro kām nȣ tꝏ hiz hors agān, and mȣnted and rōd

norþawa þrꝏ ðe felz ȏl ðat sŭmer ȃfternꝏn, fʊl ov

klȣde fansēz. Ƕen it wȏz eventīd hiz wa wȏz hi up aloŋ

ðe stēp sīd ov a mȣntān betwēn ðe skrēz and ðe grȃs,

fŏloiŋ a lĭtel pȃþ mād bi ðe wīld ʃēp. Far benēþ in

ðe văle wȏz a smȏl rĭver tortʃuȣsle floiŋ aloŋ a

bōldere bed amid hĭloks ov ōld morānz ƕitʃ wer līk

wāvz ov a se ov grȃs-klad erþ. Ðe Dʒuli sun ƕēld lo,

flĭŋiŋ ðe ʃădōz ov ðe hilz far up ðe westword-fasiŋ

slōps ƕȇr Gro wȏz a-ridiŋ, but ƕȇr he rōd and abuv him

ðe hilsīd wȏz yet aglo wið ðe worm lo sunʃīn; and ðe

distant pēk ðat ʃut in ðe hed ov ðe văle, reriŋ hiz

hūdʒ frunt līk ðe gabel ov a hȣs, wið swepiŋ ribz ov

bȇr rok and skre and a krest ov krag līk a grāt braker

frozen tꝏ stōn in mid karēr, bāðd yet in a rādʒans ov

opalĕsent līt.


Terniŋ ðe ʃōlder ov ðe hilsīd at a plās ƕȇr ðe hil

wȏz kut bi a ʃălo gŭle, he sȏ befœr him a hŏlo or

ʃelterd nʊk. Ðȇr, protekted bi ðe grāt bŏde ov ðe hil

from ðe blȃsts ov ðe ēst and norþ, tꝏ roan trēz and sum

hŏlēz gru in ðe klefts ov ðe rok abuv ðe wȏterkœrs.




Under ðȇr ʃădo wȏz a kāv, not lardʒ but so big az a man

mīt wel abīd in and be dri in wīld wĕðer, and beỾond it

on ðe rīt a lĭtel wȏterfȏl, so butifʊl it wȏz a wunder

tꝏ behōld. Ðis wȏz ðe făʃon ov it: a slab ov rok, twīs a

manz hīt, tilted a lĭtel forword from ðe hil, so ðat

ðe wȏter fel klēr from its ŭper edʒ in a þin strēm intꝏ

a rŏke basin. Ðe wȏter in ðe basin wȏz klēr and dēp, but

a-tʃern ȏlwāz wið bŭbelz from ðe plundʒiŋ dʒet from abuv;

and over ȏl ðe roks abȣt it gru mŏsez and litʃenz and

lĭtel wȏter-flȣerz, nŭriʃt bi ðe strēm at rꝏt and

refreʃt bi ðe spra.


Ðe Lord Gro sed in hiz hart, "Hēr wʊd I dwel for ĕver

had I but ðe art tꝏ māk miself lĭtel az an eft. And I wʊd

bild me an hȣs a span hi besīd yonder kʊʃon ov mos

ĕmerald-hūd, wið ðōz pink foksgluvz tꝏ ʃād mi dœr ƕitʃ

bălans ðȇr belz abuv ðe fomiŋ wȏterz. Ðis ʃi grȃs ov

Parnăsus ʃʊd be mi drinkiŋ kup, wið pūr ƕīt tʃălīs

pƣzd on a hȇr-þin stem; and ðe kertānz ov mi bed ðat

lĭtel þerste sandwort ƕitʃ, līk a grēn hĕven sōn wið

milk-ƕīt starz, kertānz ðe ʃade sīdz ov ðēz roks."


Restiŋ in ðis imādʒinaʃon he abōd loŋ tīm lʊkiŋ on ðat

fare plās, so sēkretle bestōd in ðe fōld ov ðe naked

mȣntān. Ðen, unwĭliŋ tꝏ depart from so fȇr a spot, and

bĕþinkiŋ him, besīdz, ðat ȃfter so mĕne ȣrz hiz hors wȏz

were, he dismȣnted and la dȣn besīd ðe strēm. And in a

ʃort ƕīl, hăviŋ hiz spĭrits sublīmd wið ðe swēt

imādʒinaʃon ov ðōz wunderz he had beheld, he wȏz fān tꝏ

sŭfer ðe loŋ dark lăʃez tꝏ drꝏp over hiz lardʒ and likwid

īz. And dēp slēp overkām him.


****


Ƕen he awōk, ȏl ðe ski wȏz afīr wið ðe red ov sunset. A

ʃădo wȏz betwikst him and ðe western līt: ðe ʃāp ov wun

bendiŋ over him and saiŋ in mȃsterfʊl wīz, yet in aksents

ƕarin ðe ĕkōz and mĕmorēz ov ȏl swēt sȣndz sēmd

mingeld and lād up at rest for ĕver, "Li stil, mi lord, nor

kri not a resku. Behōld, ðīn ōn sœrd; and I tʊk it from

ðe slepiŋ." And he wȏz wȇr ov a ʃarp sœrd pƣnted

agānst hiz þrōt ƕȇr ðe big vānz li benēþ ðe tuŋ.


He sterd not at ȏl, niðer spāk ȏt, ōnle lʊkiŋ up at

her az at sum vĭʒon ov delīt strād from ðe fūdʒitīv

flok ov drēmz.


Ðe lade sed, "Ƕȇr be ði kumpane? And hȣ mĕne? Ȃnser me

swiftle."




He ȃnserd her līk a dremer, "Hȣ ʃal I ȃnser ðe? Hȣ

ʃal I number ðem ðat be beỾond ȏl kȣnt? Or hȣ nām untꝏ

yor grās ðȇr habitaʃon ƕitʃ ar even vĕre nȣ kloser tꝏ

me ðan hand or fēt, yet o' ðe nekst instant ar abel tꝏ

trȃnsend a mān wīlder belīk ðan even a starbēm haþ

dʒernēd ōr?"


Ʃe sed, "Rĭdel me no rĭdelz. Ȃnser me, ðȣ wert best."


"Mădam," sed Gro, "ðēz ðat I tōld ðe ov be ðe kumpane ov

mīn ōn silent þȏts. And, but for mīn hors, ðis iz ȏl

ðe kumpane ðat kām hĭðer wið me."


"Alōn?" sed ʃe. "And slēp so sekūrle in ðīn ĕnemēz

kuntre? Ðat ʃōd a strāndʒ konfidens."


"Not ĕnemēz, if I ma," sed he.


But ʃe krīd, "And ðȣ Lord Gro ov Witʃland?"


"Ðat wun sĭkend loŋ sins," he ȃnserd, "ov a mortal

siknes; and tiz nȣ a da and a nīt sins he iz ded

ðarov."


"Ƕȏt art ðȣ, ðen?" sed ʃe.


He ȃnserd, "If yor grās wʊd so resēv me, Lord Gro ov

Demonland."


"A vĕre praktīst ternkōt," sed ʃe. "Belīk ða ȏlso ar

werēd ov ðe and ði wāz. Alȃs," ʃe sed in an ȏlterd

vƣs, "ði dʒentel pardon! ƕen dȣtles it wȏz for ði

dʒĕnerȣs dēdz tꝏ me-word ða fel ȣt wið ðe, ƕen ðȣ

didst so nōble befrend me."


"I wil tel yor hines," ȃnserd he, "ðe pūr trūþ.

Nĕver stʊd măterz bĕter twikst me and ȏl ov ðem ðan ƕen

yesternīt I rezolvd tꝏ lēv ðem."


Ðe Lade Mevrean wȏz silent, a klȣd in her fās. Ðen, "I am

alōn," ʃe sed. "Ðȇrfœr þink it not lĭtel-harted in me,

nor forgetfʊl ov pȃst bĕnefits, if I wil be ferðer sertifīd

ov ðe ȇr I sŭfer ðe tꝏ rīz. Swȇr tꝏ me ðȣ wilt not

betra me."


But Gro sed, "Hȣ ʃʊd an ōþ from me avāl ðe, mădam?

Ōþs bīnd not an il man. Wer I mīnded tꝏ dꝏ ðe roŋ,

lītle ʃʊd I swȇr ðe ȏl ōþs ðȣ mītst rekwīr,

and lītle o' ðe nekst instant be forsworn."


"Ðat iz not wel sed," sed Mevrean. "Nor helpeþ not ði




sāfte. U men dꝏ sa ðat wĭmenz harts be fānt and febel,

but I ʃal ʃo ðe ðe kontrare iz in me. Stŭde tꝏ sătisfi

me. Els wil I ăʃūrdle smīt ðe tꝏ deþ wið ðīn ōn

sœrd."


Ðe Lord Gro la bak, klȃspiŋ hiz slender handz behīnd hiz

hed. "Stand, I pra ðe," sed he, "o' ðe ŭðer sīd ov me,

ðat I ma se ði fās."


Ʃe did so, stil þrĕteniŋ him wið ðe sœrd. And he sed

smiliŋ, "Divīn lade, ȏl mi dāz hav I had dāndʒer for mi

bedfĕlo, and pĕril ov deþ for mi famĭlear frend; ƕilom

lediŋ a dĕlikāt līf in prinsle kœrt, ƕȇr merðer

sĭteþ in ðe wīn-kup and in ðe alkōv; ƕilom dʒerneiŋ

alōn in mœr pĕrilȣs landz ðan ðis, az witnes ðe Morunȃ,

ƕȇr ðe kuntre iz fʊl ov vĕnomȣs bēsts and krȏliŋ

pƣzond serpents, and ðe dĭvelz be az abundant ðȇr az

grȃshŏperz on a hot hilsīd in sŭmer. He ðat fereþ iz a

slāv, wer he nĕver so ritʃ, wer he nĕver so pȣerfʊl. But he

ðat iz wĭðȣt fēr iz kiŋ ov ȏl ðe werld. Ðȣ hast mi

sœrd. Strīk. Deþ ʃal be a swēt rest tꝏ me. Þrȏldom, not

deþ, ʃʊd tĕrifi me."


Ʃe pȏzd ăƕīl, ðen sed untꝏ him, "Mi Lord Gro, ðȣ didst

dꝏ me wuns a rīt grāt gʊd tern. Ʃūrle I ma bild mi

sāfte on ðis, ðat nĕver yet did kīt briŋ fœrþ a gʊd

fliiŋ hȏk." Ʃe ʃifted her hōld on hiz sœrd, and vĕre

prĭtile gāv it him hilt-fœrmōst, saiŋ, "I giv it ðe

bak, mi lord, nŭþiŋ dȣtiŋ ðat ðat ƕitʃ wȏz gĭven in

ŏnor ðȣ wilt ŏnorable ūz."


But he, riziŋ up, sed, "Mădam, ðis and ði nobel werdz haþ

gĭven sutʃ rꝏtfȃstnes tꝏ ðe pakt ov fāþ betwikst us ðat it

ma nȣ unfōld ƕȏt blŏsom ov ōþs ðȣ wilt; for ōþs ar

ðe blŏsom ov frendʃip, not ðe rꝏt. And ðȣ ʃalt fīnd me

a tru hōlder ov mi vȣd ămite untꝏ ðe wĭðȣt spot or

rinkel."


****


For sundre nīts and dāz abōd Gro and Mevrean in ðat plās,

huntiŋ at ƕīlz tꝏ get ðȇr sustenans, drinkiŋ ov ðe

swēt spriŋ-wȏter, slepiŋ a-nīts ʃe in her kāv benēþ

ðe hŏle bʊʃez and ðe roanz besīd ðe wȏterfȏl, he in a

kleft ov ðe roks a lĭtel belo in ðe gŭle, ƕȇr ðe mos

mād kʊʃonz soft and rezĭleent az ðe grāt stuft bedz in

Karse. In ðōz dāz ʃe tōld him ov her fariŋz sins ðat

nīt ov Āpril ƕen ʃe eskāpt ȣt ov Krŏðeriŋ: hȣ ferst

ʃe fȣnd harborādʒ at Bi in Westmark, but heriŋ in a da or

tꝏ ov a hu and kri fled ēst agān, and sōdʒerniŋ ăƕīl




besīd Þrowȏter kām at leŋþ abȣt a munþ ago ŭpon ðis

kāv besīd ðe lĭtel fȣntān, and hēr abōd. Her mīnd had

bēn tꝏ win over ðe mȣntānz tꝏ Galiŋ, but ʃe had ȃfter ðe

ferst atempt gĭven over ðat dezīn, for fēr ov kumpanēz ov

ðe ĕneme ƕꝏz handz ʃe bȇrle eskāpt ƕen ʃe kām fœrþ

intꝏ ðe loer vălēz ðat open on ðe ēstern kōst-landz. So

ʃe had ternd agān tꝏ ðis hidiŋ plās in ðe hilz, az

sēkret and remōt az ĕne in Demonland. For ðis dāl ʃe let

him no wȏz Nĕverdāl, ƕȇr no rōd ran sāv ðe wa ov ðe

dēr and ðe mȣntān gōts, and no garþ opend on ðat dāl,

and ðe rēk ov no manz harþstōn berdend ðe windz ðat

blu ðĭðer. And ðat gabel-krested pēk at ðe hed ov ðe

dāl wȏz ðe sŭðernmōst ov ðe Forks ov Nantreganon, nersere

ov ðe vultʃūr and ðe egel. And a hĭden wa wȏz rȣnd ðe

rīt ʃōlder ov ðat pēk, over ðe tꝏþt ridʒ bi

Nĕverdāl Hȏz tꝏ ðe ŭper wȏterz ov Tivarandardāl.


On an ȃfternꝏn ov sultre sŭmer hēt it so befel ðat ða

rested belo ðe hȏz on a bastʃon ov rok ðat dʒŭted from

ðe sȣþ-western slōp. Benēþ ðȇr fēt prĕsipisez fel

sŭdenle awa from a gĭde verdʒ, swepiŋ rȣnd in a grand

serk abuv ƕitʃ ðe mȣntān rōz līk sum Tartȃrean

fortres, ponderȣs, kruel az ðe se and sad, skard and

gaʃt wið grāt līnz ov klevādʒ az ðo ðe fās ov ðe

mȣntān had bēn slaʃt awa bi ðe aks-strōk ov a dʒiant. In

ðe depþs ðe wȏterz ov Dʒūl Tarn slept plăsid and făðomles.


Gro wȏz stretʃt on ðe brink ov ðe klif, fās dȣnword,

propt on hiz tꝏ elbōz, stŭdeiŋ ðōz dark wȏterz.

"Ʃūrle," he sed, "ðe grāt mȣntānz ov ðe werld ar a

prĕzent rĕmede if men did but no it agānst ȣr mŏdern

diskontent and ambĭʃonz. In ðe hilz iz wizdomz fȣnt. Ða

ar dēp in tīm. Ða no ðe wāz ov ðe sun and ðe wind,

ðe lītniŋz fire fēt, ðe frost ðat ʃătereþ, ðe rān

ðat ʃrȣdeþ, ðe sno ðat pʊteþ abȣt ðȇr nakednes a

softer kŭverlet ðan fīn lȏn: ƕitʃ if ðȇr lardʒ filŏsofe

kwestʃon not if it be a bridal ʃēt or a ʃrȣd, haþ not ðis

unpŏlisēd kȃlm hiz dʒustifikaʃon ĕver in ðe reterniŋ yēr,

and iz it not an instans tꝏ lȃf ȣr kȇrfʊlnes ȣt ov

făʃon? ov us, lĭtel tʃildren ov ðe dust, tʃildren ov a da,

ƕꝏ wið so mĕne berdenz dꝏ berden us wið takiŋ þȏt and

wið fērz and dezīrz and deveȣs skemiŋz ov ðe mīnd, so

ðat we waks ōld befœr ȣr tīm and fȏl were ȇr ðe brēf

da be spent and wun repiŋ-hʊk găðer us hōm at lȃst for

ȏl ȣr pānz."


He lʊkt up and ʃe met ðe gāz ov hiz grāt īz; dēp pꝏlz

ov nīt ða sēmd, ƕȇr strāndʒ măterz mīt mꝏv unsēn,

disterbiŋ tꝏ lʊk on, yet fild wið a soft slumbrȣs tʃarm




ðat luld and sꝏðd.


"Ðȣst fȏlen a-dremiŋ, mi lord," sed Mevrean. "And for me

tiz a hard þiŋ tꝏ wȏk wið ðe in ði drēmz, ƕꝏ am awāk

in ðe brȏd dalīt and wʊd be a-dꝏiŋ."


"Serts it iz an il þiŋ," sed Lord Gro, "ðat ðȣ, ƕꝏ

hast not bēn nŭriʃt in mendĭsite or pŏverte but in

superfluite ov ŏnor and larʒes, ʃʊdst be mād fūdʒitīv

in ðīn ōn dominyonz, tꝏ lodʒ wið foksez and bēsts ov ðe

wīld mȣntān."


Sed ʃe, "It iz yet a sweter lodʒiŋ ðan iz tꝏ-da in

Krŏðeriŋ. It iz ðȇrfœr I tʃāf tꝏ dꝏ sumƕȏt. Tꝏ win

þrꝏ tꝏ Galiŋ, ðat wer sumþiŋ."


"Ƕȏt prŏfit iz in Galiŋ," sed Gro, "wĭðȣt Lord Dʒus?"


Ʃe ȃnserd, "Ðȣ wilt tel me it iz even az Krŏðeriŋ

wĭðȣt mi brŭðer."


Lʊkiŋ sīdloŋ up at her, ƕȇr ʃe sat armd besīd him, he

beheld a tēr a-trembel on her ilid. He sed dʒentle, "Ƕꝏ

ʃal fœrno ðe wāz ov Fāt? Yor hines iz bĕter hēr

belīk."


Lade Mevrean stʊd up. Ʃe pƣnted tꝏ a print in ðe lĭviŋ

rok befœr her fēt. "Ðe hĭpogrifs hꝏfmark!" ʃe krīd,

"strĭken in ðe rok ādʒez ago bi ðat hi berd ƕitʃ

prezideþ from ov ōld over ðe predestīnd glœre ov ȣr līn,

tꝏ pƣnt us on tꝏ a fām advȃnst abuv ðe rēdʒon ov ðe

glĭteriŋ starz. Tru iz ðe werd ðat ðat land ƕitʃ iz in

ðe governans ov a wʊman ōnle iz not ʃūrle kept. I wil abīd

īdle hēr no mœr."


Gro, behōldiŋ her so stand ȏl armd on ðat hi brink ov

krag, sĕtiŋ wið so mutʃ perfekʃon in wʊmanle bute manlīk

vălor, bĕþȏt him ðat hēr wȏz ðat tru embŏdiment ov

morn and ēv, ðat tʃarm ƕitʃ kȏld him from Krŏðeriŋ, and

for ƕitʃ ðe profĕtik spĭrits ov mȣntān and wʊd and fēld

had pƣnted hiz pȃþ wið a hĕvenle bĕnison, meniŋ tꝏ bid

him go norþword tꝏ hiz harts tru hōm. He nēld dȣn and

kȏt her hand in hiz, embrasiŋ and kĭsiŋ it az ov her in

ƕꝏm ȏl hiz hōps wer plāst, and saiŋ păʃonātle,

"Mevrean, Mevrean, let me but be armd in ði gʊd grās and I

defi ƕȏtĕver ðȇr iz or kan be agānst me. Even az ðe sun

liteþ brȏd hĕven at nꝏn-da, and ðat gĭveþ līt untꝏ

ðis drere erþ, so art ðȣ ðe tru līt ov Demonland

ƕitʃ bekȏz ov ðe makeþ ðe ƕōl werld glœreȣs. Welkum




untꝏ me be ȏl mĭzerēz, so ōnle untꝏ ðe I ma be welkum."


Ʃe spraŋ bak, snatʃiŋ awa her hand. Her sœrd lept

sĭŋiŋ from ðe skăbard. But Gro, ðat wȏz so răviʃt and

abūzd ðat he rememberd ov nŭþiŋ werldle but ōnle ðat he

beheld hiz ladēz fās, abōd moʃonles. Ʃe krīd, "Bak tꝏ

bak! Swift, or tiz tꝏ lāt!"


He lēpt up, bȇrle in tīm. Siks stȣt fĕlōz, sōldʒerz ov

Witʃland stolen softle ŭpon ðem at ŭnawȇrz, klōzd nȣ ŭpon

ðem. No breþ tꝏ wāst in parle, but ðe klank ov stēl: he

and Mevrean bak tꝏ bak on a tabel ov rok, ðōz siks sĕtiŋ

on from iðer sīd. "Kil ðe Goblin," sed ða. "Tāk ðe

lade unhert: tiz deþ tꝏ ȏl if ʃe be tutʃt."


So for a tīm ðōz tꝏ defended ðem ov ȏl ðȇr pȣer. Yet

at sutʃ odz kʊd not ðe ĭʃu stand loŋ in dȣt, nor Grōz

hi mĕtel māk up ƕȏt he lakt ov streŋþ bŏdile and skil

in armz. Kŭniŋ ov fens indēd wȏz ðe Lade Mevrean, az ða

gest not tꝏ ðȇr hert; for ðe ferst ov ðem, a grāt

tʃuf-hĕded fĕlo ðat þȏt tꝏ bȇr her dȣn wið rŭʃiŋ

in ŭpon her, ʃe wið a deft þrust pȃsiŋ hiz gard ran klēn

þrꝏ ðe þrōt; bi ƕꝏz takiŋ of, hiz fĕlōz tʊk sum

lĕson ov kȏʃon. But Gro beiŋ at leŋþ brȏt tꝏ erþ

wið mĕne wꝏndz, ða had ðe nekst instant kȏt Mevrean from

behīnd ƕīlz ŭðerz engādʒd her in ðe fās, ƕen in ðe nik

ov tīm az bi ðe intervenʃon ov hĕven wȏz ȏl ðȇr biznes

taken in revers, and ȏl fīv in a moment lād blediŋ on ðe

stōnz besīd ðȇr fĕlōz.


Mevrean, lʊkiŋ abȣt and seiŋ ƕȏt ʃe sȏ, fel wēk and

fānt in her brŭðerz armz, overkum wið so mutʃ rādʒant dʒƣ

ȃfter ðat stres ov akʃon and pĕril; behōldiŋ nȣ wið her

ōn īz ðat hōm-kŭmiŋ ƕarov ðe dʒēnyi ov ðat land had

had fœrnŏledʒ and in Grōz sīt ʃōn ðemselvz wīld wið

dʒƣ ðarov: Brandox Dahȃ and Dʒus kum hōm tꝏ Demonland,

līk men arĭzen from ðe ded.


"Not tutʃt," ʃe ȃnserd ðem. "But lʊk tꝏ mi Lord Gro: I

fēr he be hert. Lʊk tꝏ him wel, for he haþ aprꝏvd him ȣr

frend indēd."


𝟤𝟨. Ðe Bătel ov Krŏðeriŋ Sīd


HȢ WERD WȎZ BRȎT UNTꝎ ÐE LORD KORINYUS ÐAT ÐE LORDZ DƷUS

AND BRANDOX DAHȂ WER KUM AGĀN INTꝎ ÐE LAND, AND HȢ HE




REZOLVD TꝎ GIV ÐEM BĂTEL ON ÐE SĪD, UNDER ERNGĀT END;

AND OV ÐE GRĀT FLANK MARTƩ OV LORD BRANDOX DAHȂ OVER ÐE

MȢNTĀNZ FROM TRȂNZDĀL; AND OV ÐE GRĀT BĂTEL, AND OV ÐE

ĬƩU ÐAROV.


Laksus and ðōz sunz ov Korund wȏkt on an ȃfternꝏn in

Krŏðeriŋ hōm mēd. Ðe ski abuv ðem wȏz hot and kŭlord

ov led, prĕsādʒiŋ þunder. No wind sterd in ðe trēz ðat

wer lĭvid-grēn agānst ðat lĕden pȏl. Ðe nƣz ov mătok

and kro-bar kām wĭðȣt intermĭʃon from ðe kȃsel. Ƕȇr

gardenz had bēn and arborz ov ʃād and swētnes, wȏz nȣ

but rek: broken kŏlumz and smaʃt porfire vȃzez ov rȇr

werkmanʃip, mȣndz ov erþ and rŏtiŋ vēdʒetaʃon. And ðōz

grāt sedarz, emblemz ov ðȇr lordz estāt and prīd, la

prostrāt nȣ wið ðȇr rꝏts ekspōzd, a tangel ov sēr

foleādʒ and brȃntʃez broken, wĭðerd and līfles. Over ðis

deþ-bed ov ruind luvlines ðe tȣerz ov ŏniks ʃōd

gȃstle agānst ðe ski.


"Iz ðȇr not a vertʃu in sĕven?" sed Kargo. "Lȃst wēk wȏz

ðe siksþ tīm we þȏt we had gŏten ðe ēl bi ðe tāl in

yon fli-blōn hilz ov Meland and kām empte hōm. Ƕen

þinkst, Laksus, ʃalz run em tꝏ erþ indēd?"


"Ƕen eg-pīz ʃal gro on ăpel-trēz," ȃnserd Laksus.

"Na, ðe dʒĕneral sĕteþ grater stœr bi hiz proklamaʃonz

konserniŋ ðe yuŋ wʊman (ƕꝏ līkle nĕver hereþ ov ðem,

and ăʃūrdle wil not be bi ðem tīst hōm agān), and bi

ðēz tƣz ov revendʒ, ðan bi sȣnd sōldʒerʃip. Hark! ðȇr

goeþ ðis dāz werk."


Ða ternd at a ʃȣt from ðe gāts, tꝏ behōld ðe norðern

ov ðōz tꝏ gōlden hĭpogrifs tŏter and kraʃ dȣn ðe

stēps intꝏ ðe mōt, sendiŋ up a grāt smōk from ðe stōnz

and rŭbel ƕitʃ pœrd in its wāk.


Lord Laksusez brȣ wȏz dark. He lād hand on Hemiŋz arm,

saiŋ, "Ðe tīmz nēd ȏl sādʒ kȣnsel we kan rētʃ untꝏ, O

ye sunz ov Korund, if ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ ʃal hav indēd from

ðis ekspedĭʃon intꝏ Demonland ðe viktore at lȃst ov ȏl hiz

evil-wĭlerz. Remember, ðat wȏz a grāt mis tꝏ ȣr streŋþ

ƕen ðe Goblin went."


"Ȣt ŭpon ðe viper!" sed Kargo. "Korinyus wȏz rīt in ðis,

not tꝏ worant him ðe ŏneste ov sutʃ slĭpere kătel. He had

not servd abuv a munþ or tꝏ, but ðat he ran tꝏ ðe ĕneme."


"Korinyus," sed Laksus, "iz yet but grēn in hiz estāt. Duþ

he supōz ðe rest ov hiz rān ʃal be but pla and ðe

endʒƣiŋ ov a kiŋdom? Ðōz left-handed strōks ov fortʃūn ma




yet ōrþro him, ðe ƕīl ðat he stremeþ ȣt hiz ūþ in

wīn and venere and mănādʒeþ hiz privāt spīt agānst ðis

lade. Slĭper ūþ must be under-propt wið elder kȣnsel,

lest ȏl go mis."


"A mōst rĕverend ōld kȣnselor art ðȣ!" sed Kargo; "ov

siks-and-þerte yērz ov ādʒ."


Sed Hemiŋ, "We be þre. Tāk komȃnd ðiself. I and mi

brŭðer wil bak ðe."


"I wil ðat ðȣ swȏlo bak ðōz werdz," sed Laksus, "az

ðo ða had nĕver bēn spōk. Remember Korsus and

Gălandus. Besīdz, ȏlbeit he semeþ nȣ rȃðer tꝏ be a man

strȏt ðan wun ðat haþ hiz wits, yet iz Korinyus in hiz

sober self a valeant and pwesant sōldʒer, a pŏlitik and

prŏvident kaptān az iz not fȣnd besīdz in Demonland, no, nor

in Witʃland niðer, and it wer not yor nobel fȃðer; and

ðis wun in hiz ūþle ādʒ."


"Ðat iz tru," sed Hemiŋ. "Ðȣ hast dʒustle reprꝏvd me."


Nȣ ƕīl ða wer a-tȏkiŋ, kām wun from ðe kȃsel and

mād obazans untꝏ Laksus saiŋ, "U ar inkwīrd for, O

kiŋ, so plēz u tꝏ wȏk intꝏ ðe norþ tʃāmber."


Sed Laksus, "Iz it he ðat wȏz nule rĭden from ðe ēst

kuntre?"


"So it iz, so plēz u," wið a lo leg he mād ȃnser.


"Haþ he not had ȏdʒens wið Kiŋ Korinyus?"


"He haþ sȏt ȏdʒens," sed ðe man, "but wȏz denīd. Ðe

măter prĕseþ, and he erdʒd me ðȇrfœr sēk untꝏ yor

lordʃip."


Az ða wȏkt tꝏword ðe kȃsel Hemiŋ sed in Laksusez ēr,

"Nōst ðȣ not ðis brāv nu pēs ov kœrt sĕremone? O'

ðēz dāz, ƕen he haþ strƣd an hostādʒ tꝏ spīt ðe Lade

Mevrean, az tꝏ-da wȏz strƣd ðe hors-hĕded egel, he

gĭveþ not ȏdʒens til sundȣn. For, ðe dēd ov vendʒans

dun, a retireþ himself tꝏ hiz ōn tʃāmber and a wentʃ wið

him, ðe dānteest and gāmsumest he ma prokūr; and so, for

tꝏ ȣrz or þre drȣnd in ðe mān se ov hiz ōn

plĕʒūrz, he abateþ sum lĭtel dēl for a sezon ðe paŋ ov

luv."


Nȣ ƕen Laksus wȏz kum fœrþ from tȏkiŋ wið ðe mĕsendʒer

from ðe ēst, he fȇrd wĭðȣt dela tꝏ Korinyusez tʃāmber.




Ðȇr, þrustiŋ asīd ðe gardz, he fluŋ wīd ðe ʃiniŋ

dœrz, and fȣnd ðe Lord Korinyus mĕrile dispōzd. He wȏz

reklīnd on a kȣtʃ dēp-kʊʃond wið dark grēn þre-pīl

velvet. An ivore tabel inlād wið silver and ĕbone stʊd at

hiz elbo bariŋ a kristal flăgon ȏlrĕde tꝏ parts emptēd ov

ðe fomiŋ wīn, and a fȇr gōld goblet besīd it. He wœr a

loŋ lꝏs slēvles gȣn ov ƕīt silk edʒd wið a gōld

frindʒ; ðis, fȏlen open at ðe nek, left naked hiz tʃest and

wun stroŋ arm ðat in ðat moment ƕen Laksus enterd rētʃt

ȣt tꝏ grȃsp ðe wīn kup. Ŭpon hiz ne he held a dămozel ov

sum sĕventēn yērz, fȇr and freʃ az a rōz, wið ƕꝏm he

wȏz plānle on ðe pƣnt tꝏ pȃs from frendle konvers tꝏ

ămorȣs privase. He lʊkt angrile ŭpon Laksus, ƕꝏ wĭðȣt

sĕremone spōk and sed. "Ðe ƕōl ēst iz in a tʃumult. Ðe

berg iz fœrst ƕitʃ we bilt astrīd ðe Stīl. Spitfīr haþ

pȃst intꝏ Brakiŋdāl tꝏ vĭtel Galiŋ, and haþ overþrōn

ȣr arme ðat sat in sēʒ ðarov."


Korinyus drank a drȃft and spat. "Frut!" sed he. "Mutʃ

brūt, lĭtel frūt. I wʊd no bi ƕȏt worant ðȣ

trublst me wið ðis tĭtel-tătel, and I plĕzantle

dispoziŋ miself tꝏ merþ and rekreaʃon. Kʊd it not wāt

til sŭper tīm?"


Ȇr Laksus mīt sa mœr, wȏz a grāt klăter herd wĭðȣt on

ðe stȇrz, and in kām ðōz sunz ov Korund.


"Am I a kiŋ?" sed Korinyus, găðeriŋ hiz rōb abȣt him,

"and ʃal I be fœrst? Avƣd ðe tʃāmber." Ðen markiŋ ðem

stand silent wið disorderd lʊks, "Ƕȏts ðe măter?" he

sed. "Ar ye taen wið ðe swindel or ðe tern-siknes? Or

ar ye ȣt ov yor wits?"


Hemiŋ ȃnserd and sed, "Not mad, mi lord. Hērz Didarus

ðat held ðe Stīl-berg for us, rĭden from ðe ēst az fȃst

az hiz hors mīt wȏlop, and gŏten hēr hard o' ðe hēlz ov

ðe former mĕsendʒer wið freʃ and mœr sertān advertīzment,

frĕʃer bi fœr dāz ðan ðat wunz. I pra u hēr him."


"Īl hēr him," sed Korinyus, "at sŭper tīm. Nȏt sꝏner,

if ðe rꝏf wer afīr."


"Ðe land benēþ ði fēts afīr!" krīd Hemiŋ. "Dʒus and

Brandox Dahȃ hōm agān, and hȃf ðe kuntre lost ðe ȇr

ðȣ herdst ont. Ðēz dĕvilz ar hōm agān! Ʃal we hēr

ðat and stil be swil-bōlz?"


Korinyus lĭsend wið fōlded armz. Hiz grāt dʒȏ wȏz lifted

up. Hiz nostrilz widend. For a mĭnūt he abōd in silens, hiz

kōld blu īz fikst az it wer on sumƕȏt afar. Ðen, "Hōm




agān?" sed he. "And ðe ēst in a hŭbub? And not unlīkle.

Þank Didarus for hiz tidiŋz. He ʃal sweten mīn ērz wið

sum mœr at sŭper. Til ðen, lēv me, unles ye mēn tꝏ be

stretʃt."


But Laksus, wið sad and sereȣs brȣ, stʊd besīd him and

sed, "Mi lord, forget not ðat u ar hēr ðe vĭkar and

lĕgāt ov ðe Kiŋ. Let ðe krȣn ŭpon yor hed pʊt pĕrilz in

yor þȏts, so az u ma harken pesable tꝏ ðem ðat ar

wĭliŋ tꝏ lĕson u wið sȣnd and sādʒ advīs. If we tāk

order tꝏ-nīt tꝏ martʃ bi Switʃwȏter, we ma vĕre wel ʃut

bak ðis dāndʒer and stifel it ȇr it waks tꝏ tꝏ mutʃ bignes.

If o' ðe kontrare we sŭfer ðem tꝏ enter intꝏ ðēz western

parts, līk enuf wĭðȣt let or sta ða wil overun ðe

ƕōl kuntre."


Korinyus rōld hiz i ŭpon him. "Kan nŭþiŋ," he sed,

"preskrīb untꝏ ðe obēdʒens? Lʊk tꝏ ðīn ōn tʃardʒ. Iz

ðe flēt in prŏper trim? For ðȇrz ðe streŋþ, ēz, and

ankor ov ȣr pȣer, ƕĕðer for vitliŋ, or tꝏ ʃift ȣr

wāt agānst em ƕitʃ wa we tʃūz, or tꝏ giv us ʃūr

asilum if it wer kum tꝏ ðat. Ƕȏt ālz ðe? Hav we not

ðēz fœr munþs dezīrd nȏt bĕter ðan ðat ðēz Demonz

ʃʊd tāk hart tꝏ strīk a fēld wið us? If it be tru ðat

Dʒus himself and Brandox Dahȃ hav þrōn dȣn ðe kȃselz and

streŋþs ƕitʃ I had i' ðe ēst and mꝏv wið an arme agānst

us, ƕi ðen I hav ðem in ðe fœrdʒ ȏlrĕde, and ʃal nȣ

briŋ ðem tꝏ ðe hămer. And be sătisfīd, Īl tʃūz mīn

ōn grȣnd tꝏ fīt ðem."


"Ðȇrz yet măter for hāst in ðis," sed Laksus. "A dāz

martʃ, and we opōz em not, wil briŋ ðem befœr

Krŏðeriŋ."


"Ðat," ȃnserd Korinyus, "dʒumpeþ pat wið mīn ōn dezīn.

Īl not go a lēg tꝏ bar ðȇr wa, but resēv em hēr

ƕȇr ðe grȣnd lieþ mōst favorabel tꝏ mēt an ĕneme. Ƕitʃ

advȃntādʒ Īl emplƣ tꝏ ðe gratest stretʃ ov servīs,

standiŋ on Krŏðeriŋ Sīd, restiŋ mi flank agānst ðe

mȣntān. Ðe flēt ʃal rīd in Orwaþ haven."


Laksus strōkt hiz bērd and wȏz silent a mĭnūt, konsĭderiŋ

ðis. Ðen he lʊkt up and sed, "Ðis iz sȣnd dʒĕneralʃip, I

ma not gānsa it."


"It iz a perpōs, mi lord," sed Korinyus, "I hav loŋ had in

miself, stord bi for ðe event. Let me alōn, ðȇrfœr, tꝏ dꝏ

ðat mi rīt iz. Ðȇrz ðis gʊd in it, tꝏ, az it

befȏleþ: twil sŭfer ðat dīv-dăper tꝏ behōld hiz hōm




agān afœr I kil him. A ʃal fīnd it a sīt for sœr īz,

I þink, ȃfter mi tendiŋ ont."


****


Ðe þerd da ȃfter ðēz dꝏiŋz, ðe farmer at Holt stʊd in

hiz pœrtʃ ðat opend westword on Tivarandardāl. An ōld man

wȏz he, krʊked līk a mȣntān þorn. But a brīt blak i

he had, and ðe hȇr kerld krisp yet abuv hiz brȣ. It wȏz

lāt ȃfternꝏn and ðe ski overkȃst. Tȣzel-hȇrd ʃēp-dogz

slept befœr ðe dœr. Swȏlōz găðerd in ðe ski. Nēr tꝏ

him sat a dămozel, dānte az a mĕdo-pĭpit, līð az an

antelōp; and ʃe wȏz grīndiŋ grān in a hand-mil, sĭŋiŋ

ðe ƕīl:


Grīnd, mil, grīnd,

Korinyus grīndz us ȏl;

Kĭŋiŋ it in wĭdōd Krŏðeriŋ.


Ðe ōld man wȏz ferbĭʃiŋ a ʃēld and moreon-kap, and ŭðer

tăkel ov wor la at hiz fēt.


"I wunder ðȣ wilt stil be bĭze wið ði tăkel, O mi

fȃðer," sed ʃe, lʊkiŋ up from her sĭŋiŋ and grīndiŋ.

"If il tīd il agān ƕȏt ʃʊd an ōld man dꝏ but grēv and

be silent?"


"Ðȇr ʃal be tīm for ðat herȃfter," sed ðe ōld man.

"But a lĭtel ƕīl iz hand fān ov blo."


"Ðāl be for firiŋ ðe rꝏf-tre, līkle, if ða kum

bak," sed ʃe, stil grīndiŋ.


"Ðȣrt a disobēdʒent las. If þȣdst but flit az I bad

ðe tꝏ ðe ʃēl-hȣs up ðe dāl, Īd fœrs not a bēn for

ðȇr berniŋz."


"Let it bern," sed ʃe, "if he be taken. Ƕȏt avāl ðen for

ðe or for me tꝏ be a-tăreiŋ? Ðȣ ðat art an ōld man and

fʊl ov gʊd dāz, and I ðat wil not be left so."


A grāt dog awōk besīd her and ʃʊk himself, ðen dru nēr

and lād hiz nōz in her lap, lʊkiŋ up at her wið kīnd

sŏlem īz.


Ðe ōld man sed, "Ðȣrt a disobēdʒent las, and but for

ðe, kum sœrd, kum fīr, not a strȏ kȇr I; noiŋ it

ʃal be but a pȃsiŋ storm, nȣ ðat mi Lord iz hōm agān."


"Ða tʊk ðe land from Lord Spitfīr," sed ʃe.




"I, hĭne," sed ðe ōld man, "and ðȣ ʃalt se mi Lord

ʃal tāk it bak agān."


"I?" sed ʃe. And stil ʃe grȣnd and stil ʃe saŋ:


Grīnd, mil, grīnd,

Korinyus grīndz us ȏl.


Ȃfter a tīm, "Hist!" sed ðe ōld man, "wȏz not ðat a

hors-tred i' ðe lān? Get ðe wĭðin-dœrz til I no if

ȏl be frendle." And he stꝏpt pānfꝏle tꝏ tāk up hiz

wĕpon. Wofꝏle it ʃʊk in hiz febel hand.


But ʃe, az wun ðat nu ðe step, hediŋ nȏt els, lept

up wið fās ferst red ðen pāl ðen fluʃt agān, and ran tꝏ

ðe gāt ov ðe garþ. And ðe ʃēp-dogz bȣnded befœr her.

Ðȇr in ðe gāt ʃe wȏz met wið a yuŋ man ridiŋ a were

hors. He wȏz garbd līk a sōldʒer, and hors and man wer so

bedrăgeld wið mīr and dust and ȏl măner ov defīlment ða

wer a sore sīt tꝏ se, and so dʒaded bōþ ðat skȇrs it

sēmd ða had mīt tꝏ dʒerne anŭðer ferloŋ. Ða hȏlted

wĭðin ðe gāt, and ȏl ðōz dogz dʒumpt up ŭpon ðem,

ƕiniŋ and barkiŋ for dʒƣ.


Ȇr ðe sōldʒer wȏz wel dȣn from ðe sădel he had a swēt

armfʊl. "Softle, mi hart," sed he, "mi ʃōlderz sumƕȏt

rȏ. Na, tiz nȏt tꝏ spēk on. Īv brȏt ðe ȏl mi

limz hōm."


"Wȏz ðȇr a bătel?" sed ðe ōld man.


"Wȏz ðȇr a bătel, fȃðer?" krīd he. "Īl tel ðe,

Krŏðeriŋ Sīd iz þĭker wið ded men slān ðan ȣr garþ

wið ʃēp i' ðe ʃeriŋ tīm."


"Alak and alak, tiz a mōst horid wꝏnd, dēr," sed ðe

gerl. "Go in, and Īl wȏʃ it and la tꝏ it milfƣl pȣnded

wið hŭne; tiz mōst sovran agānst pān and los ov blud,

and drieþ up ðe lips ov ðe wꝏnd and makeþ ƕōl þȣdst

no krĕdit hȣ sꝏn. Ðȣ hast bled over-mutʃ, ðȣ fꝏliʃ wun.

And hȣ kʊdst ðȣ þrīv wĭðȣt ði wīf tꝏ tend ðe?"


Ðe farmer pʊt an arm abȣt him, saiŋ, "Wȏz ðe fēld ȣrz,

lad?"


"Īl tel u ȏl orderle, ōld man," ȃnserd he, "but I must

stabel him ferst," and ðe hors nŭzeld hiz brest. "And ye

must bălast me ferst. God ʃēld us, tiz not a tāl for an




empte man tꝏ tel."


"Las, fȃðer," sed ðe dămozel, "hav we not wun swēt sĭpet

i' ðe mȣþ, ðat we hōld him hēr wuns mœr? And, swēt or

sȣr, let him tāk hiz tīm tꝏ fetʃ us ðe nekst."


So ða wȏʃt hiz hert and lād kīndle herbz ðȇrtꝏ, and

bȣnd it wið klēn lĭnen, and pʊt freʃ rament ŭpon him, and

mād him sit on ðe bentʃ wĭðȣt ðe pœrtʃ and gāv him tꝏ ēt

and drink: kāks ov barle mēl and dark hĕðer-hŭne, and

ruf ƕīt wīn ov Tivarandardāl. Ðe dogz la klōs abȣt

him az if ðȇr wȏz wormþ ðȇr and sāfte ƕaraz he wȏz. Hiz

yuŋ wīf held hiz hand in herz, az if ðat wer enuf if it

ʃʊd lȃst for i. And ðat ōld man, etiŋ dȣn hiz

impaʃens līk a skʊlbƣ tʃafiŋ for ðe bel, fingerd hiz

partizan wið trembliŋ hand.


"Ðȣ hadst ðe werd I sent ðe, fȃðer, ȃfter ðe fīt belo

Galiŋ?"


"I. Twȏz gʊd."


"Ðȇr wȏz a kȣnsil held ðat nīt," sed ðe sōldʒer. "Ȏl

ðe grāt men tʊgĕðer in ðe hi hȏl in Galiŋ, so az it wȏz

a hĕven tꝏ se. I wȏz wun ov ðȇr kupbarerz, kȏz Īd

kild ðe standard-barer ov ðe Witʃez, in ðat sām bătel

belo Galiŋ. Mĕþȏt twȏz no grāt þiŋ I did; til ȃfter

ðe bătel, lʊk u, mi Lordz self standiŋ besīd me; and

sāþ he, Arnod (i, bi mi nām, fȃðer), Arnod,' a sāþ,

ðȣst dun dȣn ðe pĕnon o' Witʃland ðat gānst ȣr

fredom strēmd so prȣd. Tiz ði līk ʃal best sted

Demonland i' ðēz dog-dāz,' sāþ he. Bȇr mi kup tꝏ-nīt,

for ðīn ŏnor.' I wʊd, las, þȣdst sēn hiz īz ðat

tīd. Tiz a lord tꝏ pʊt măro in ðe sœrd-arm, ȣr Lord.


"Ða had fœrþ ðe grāt map o' ðe werld, ov ðis Demonland,

tꝏ stŭde ðȇr biznes. I wȏz bi, pœriŋ ðe wīn, and I

herd ðȇr disputaʃonz. Tiz a wundrȣs map rȏt in

kristal and bronz, mōst artifĭʃal, wið wȏterz a-glisteriŋ

and mȣntānz standiŋ substȃnʃal tꝏ ðe tutʃ. Mi Lord pƣnts

wiðz sœrd. Hēr,' a sāþ, standeþ Korinyus, bi ȏl ʃūr

tĕliŋz, and budʒeþ not from Krŏðeriŋ. And, bi ðe Godz,' a

sāþ, tiz a wīz dispozĭʃon. For, mark, if we go bi

Gaʃterndāl, az go we must tꝏ kum at him, he strikeþ dȣn on

us az hămer on anvil. And if we wil pȃs bi tꝏword ðe hed

ov Þunderferþ,' and hēr a pƣnteþ it ȣt wiðz sœrd,

dȣn a kŭmeþ on ȣr flank; and ĕvere-gāt ðe landz slōp

serveþ hiz tern and fiteþ agānst us.'


"I mīnd me o' ðōz werdz," sed ðe yuŋ man, "kȏz mi Lord




Brandox Dahȃ lȃft and sed, Ar we grōn so strāndʒ bi ȣr

trăvelz, ȣr ōn land fiteþ o' ðe ŏpozīt parte? Let me

stŭde it agān.'


"I fild hiz kup. Dēr Godz, but Īd fil him a bōl ov mīn

ōn harts blud if he rekwīrd it ov me, ȃfter ȣr tīmz

tʊgĕðer, fȃðer. But mœr o' ðat anon. Ðe stȣtest dʒentelman

and kaptān wĭðȣt pēr.


"But Lord Spitfīr, ðat wȏz ðis ƕīl vȏntiŋ up and dȣn

ðe tʃāmber, krīd ȣt and sed, 'Twer fŏle tꝏ trăvel hiz

rōd prepȇrd us. Tāk him o' ðat sīd he lʊkeþ lēst tꝏ se

us: sȣþ þrꝏ ðe mȣntānz, and ŭpon him in hiz rēr up

from Mardardāl.'


"Ȃ,' sāþ mi Lord, and be prest bak intꝏ Merkdāl Hagz

if we mis ov ȣr ferst spriŋ. Tiz tꝏ pĕrilȣs. Tiz wers

ðan Gaʃterndāl.'


"So went it: a na for ĕvere ya, and nȏt tꝏ plēz em.

Til i' ðe end mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ, ðat had bēn loŋ tīm

bĭze wið ðe map, sed: Nȣ ðat y' hav þreʃt ðe ƕōl

stak and fȣnd not ðe nedel, I wil ʃo u mi rēd, kȏz

ye ʃal not sa I kȣnseld u raʃle.'


"So ða bad him sa hiz rēd. And he sed untꝏ mi Lord, "Ðȣ

and ȣr mān pȣer ʃal go bi Switʃwȏter Wa. And let ðe

ƕōl landz fās blāz yor kŭmiŋ befœr u. Ye ʃal li

tꝏ-moro nīt in sum gʊd fitiŋ-sted ƕĭðer it ʃal

not be tꝏ hiz vȃntādʒ tꝏ mꝏv agānst u: haple in ðe ōld

ʃeliŋz abuv Renþwāt, or at ĕne līkle spot afœr ðe

rōd dĭpeþ sȣþ intꝏ Gaʃterndāl. But at pƣnt ov da

strīk kamp and go bi Gaʃterndāl and so up on tꝏ ðe Sīd tꝏ

dꝏ bătel wið him. So ʃal ȏl fȏl ȣt even az hiz ōn hōps

and ekspektaʃonz dꝏ dezīr it. But I,' sāþ mi Lord Brandox

Dahȃ, wið sĕven hundred tʃozen hors, wil hav fȇrd bi ðen

klēn aloŋ ðe mȣntān ridʒ from Trȃnzdāl even tꝏ Erngāt

End; so az ƕen he terneþ ȏl hiz bătel norþword dȣn ðe

Sīd tꝏ ƕelm u, ðȇr ʃal haŋ abuv ðe sekurite ov hiz

flank and rēr ðat ƕitʃ he nȇr drēmd on. If he supœrt mi

tʃardʒiŋ ov hiz flank at ŭnawȇrz, wið u in frunt tꝏ kōp

him, and he wið so smȏl an advȃntādʒ ŭpon us in streŋþ ov

men: if he stand ðat, ƕi ðen, gʊd-nīt! ðe Witʃez ar

ȣr mȃsterz in armz, and we ma of kap tꝏ em and strīv no

mœr tꝏ rīt us.'


"So sed mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ. But ȏl kȏld him dȃft tꝏ

þink ont. Kăre an arme a-horsbak in so smȏl tīm kros




sutʃ kerst grȣnd? It mīt not be. Wel,' kwōþ he, siþ u

kȣnt it not pŏsibel, so mutʃ ðe mœr ʃal he. Kȏʃȣs

kȣnselz nĕver wil serv us ðis tīd. Giv me but mi pik ov

man and hors tꝏ ðe number ov sĕven hundred, and Īl so set

ðis mȃsk u ʃal not dezīr a bĕter mȃster ov ðe

rĕvelz.'


"So i' ðe end he had hiz wa. And pȃst midnīt ða wer at

it, I wis, plăniŋ and stŭdeiŋ.


"At dȏn wȏz ðe ƕōl arme marʃald in ðe mĕdōz belo

Mꝏnmēr, and mi Lord spāk amuŋ ðem and tōld us he wȏz

mīnded tꝏ martʃ intꝏ ðe west kuntre and ekstermināt ðe

Witʃez ȣt ov Demonland; and he bad ĕne man ðat dēmd he

had nȣ hiz fil ov fureȣs wor and dēmd it a sweter þiŋ

tꝏ go hōm tꝏ hiz ōn plās, sa fœrþ hiz mīnd wĭðȣt fēr,

and he wʊd let him go, ya, and giv him gʊd gifts ðȇrtꝏ,

seiŋ ðat ȏl had dun manfʊl servīs; but he wʊd hav no

man in ðis enterprīz ƕꝏ went not tꝏ it wið hiz ƕōl hart

and mīnd."


Ðe dămozel sed, "I wis ðȇr wȏz not a man wʊd tāk ðat

ŏfer."


"Ðȇr went up," sed ðe sōldʒer, "sutʃ a ʃȣt, wið sutʃ a

stampiŋ, and sutʃ a klăʃiŋ tʊgĕðer ov wĕponz, ðe land

ʃʊk wiðt, and ðe ĕkōz rōld in ðe hi korēz ov ðe

Skarf līk þunder, ov ðem ʃȣtiŋ Krŏðeriŋ!' Dʒus!'

Brandox Dahȃ!' Lēd us tꝏ Krŏðeriŋ!' Wĭðȣt mœr adꝏ wȏz

ðe stuf pakt up, and ȇr nꝏn wȏz ðe ƕōl arme gŏten

over ðe Stīl. Ƕīl we hȏlted for damēl hard bi Blakwʊd

in Amadardāl, kām mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ a-ridiŋ amuŋ ðe

ranks for tꝏ tāk hiz pik ov sĕven hundred ov ȣr āblest

hors. Nor a wʊd not komit ðis tꝏ hiz ŏfiser, but himself

kȏld on ētʃ lad bi nām ƕenso he sȏ a līkle wun, and

spērd wʊd a rīd wið him. I trȣ he gat nĕver a na tꝏ

ðat speriŋ. Mi hart wȏz a-kōld lest hēd ōrlʊk me,

wȏtʃiŋ him rīd bi az dʒȏnte az a kiŋ. But a rānd inz

hors and sāþ, Arnod, tiz a bŏne hors ðȣ rīdst. Kʊd

he kăre ðe tꝏ a swīn-hunt dȣn from Erngāt End i' ðe

morniŋ?' I saluted him and sed, Not so far ōnle, Lord, but

tꝏ berniŋ Hel so ðȣ but lēd us.' Kum on,' sāþ he.

'Tiz a bĕter gāt I ʃal lēd ðe: tꝏ Krŏðeriŋ hȏl ȇr

eventīd.'


"So nȣ wȏz ȣr streŋþ sunderd, and ðe mān arme mād rĕde

tꝏ martʃ westword dȣn Switʃwȏter Wa; wið ðe Lord Zig tꝏ

lēd ðe hors, and ðe Lord Vol and mi Lordz self and hiz

brŭðer ðe Lord Spitfīr fariŋ in ðe midst amuŋst em ȏl.




And wið ðem yonder ȣtland trator, Lord Gro; but I dꝏ þink

him mœr a stik ov ʃʊgar-pāst ðan a man ov wor. And mĕne

dʒentelmen ov werþ went wið ðem: Dʒizmor Glēm ov Dʒustdāl,

Astar ov Retra, and Bremere ov Ʃȏz, and mĕne mœr men ov

mark. But ðȇr abōd wið mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ, Arnund ov Bi,

and Þarmrod ov Kenarve, Kamerar ov Stropardon, Emeron Galt,

Hesper Golþriŋ ov Elmersted, Sterkmer ov Blakwʊd, Melxar

ov Strufe, Kwăzez þre sunz from Dalne, and Stipmar ov

Fālz: fērs and kŏlerik yuŋ dʒentelmen, ȃfter hiz ōn

hart, mĕþinks; grāt horsmen, not vĕre fœrkȃstiŋ ov fūtʃūr

þiŋz afar of but entertanerz ov fortʃūn bi ðe da, tꝏ

raʃ tꝏ gŭvern an arme, but best ov ȏl tꝏ oba and fŏlo him

in so glœreȣs an enterprīz.


"Ȇr we parted, kām mi Lord tꝏ spēk wið mi Lord Brandox

Dahȃ. And mi Lord lʊkt intꝏ ðe lift ðat wȏz ȏl dark klȣd

and wind; and kwōþ he, Fāl not at ðe trist, kŭzin. Tiz

ði werd, ðat ðȣ and I be finger and þum; and nĕver mœr

ʃūrle ðan tꝏ-moro ʃal ðis be sēn.'


"'O frend ov mi hart, kontent ðe,' ȃnsereþ mi Lord

Brandox Dahȃ. Didst ĕver no me neglekt mi gests? And hav

I not bĭden u tꝏ brekfast wið me tꝏ-moro morn in

Krŏðeriŋ mēdz?'


"Nȣ we ov ðe sĕven hundred ternd leftword at ðe wȏterzmēt

up Trȃnzdāl intꝏ ðe mȣntānz. And nȣ kām il wĕðer ŭpon

us, ðe werst ðat ĕver I nu. Tiz soft eno and lĭtel rōd

eno in Trȃnzdāl, az ðȣ nōst, fȃðer, and were werk it

wȏz wið ĕvere dēr-trak ternd a wȏter-kœrs and underfʊt

ȏl sluʃ and mīr, and nȏt for a man tꝏ se sāv ƕīt mist

and rān abuv and abȣt him, and sŏpe bent and wȏter underz

hors-hꝏvz. Lĭtel ðȇr wȏz tꝏ tel us we wer wun at lȃst

tꝏ ðe top ov ðe pȃs, and twer not ðe klȣd blu þĭker

and ðe wind wīlder abȣt us. Ĕvere man wȏz wet tꝏ ðe brētʃ,

and bȇr a pīnt o' wȏter inz tꝏ ʃꝏz.


"Ƕīlz we wer hȏlted on ðe Sădel mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ

rested not at ȏl, but gāv hiz hors tꝏ hiz man tꝏ hōld and

himself fȇrd bak and fœrþ amuŋ us. And for ĕvere man he had

a dʒest or a mĕre lʊk, so az twȏz mēt and drink but tꝏ hēr

or tꝏ behōld him. But a lĭtel ƕīl ōnle wʊd he sŭfer us tꝏ

hȏlt; ðen rīt we ternd, up aloŋ ðe ridʒ, ƕȇr ðe wa

wȏz yet wers ðan in ðe dāl had bēn, wið roks and pits

hĭden in ðe hĕðer, and slĭðere slabz ov grănīt. Bi mi

fāþ, I þink no hors ðat wȏz not born and bred tꝏt mīt

kros sutʃ kuntre, wet or fīn; he ʃʊd be fȣnderd or

ʃʊd brāk hiz legz and hiz riderz nek ȇr he ʃʊd be

gŏten tꝏ ȣrz dʒerne aloŋ ðōz ridʒez; but we ðat rōd




wið mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ tꝏ Krŏðeriŋ Sīd wer ten ȣrz

ridiŋ so, besīdz ȣr hȏlts tꝏ wȏter ȣr horsez and longer

hȏlts tꝏ fēd em, and ðe lȃst part o' ðe wa þrꝏ merk

nīt, and ȏl ðe wa i' ðe windz tēþ wið rān blōn on

ðe wind līk spra, and hāl at ƕīlz. And ƕen ðe rān wȏz

dun, ðe wind vērd tꝏ ðe norþ-west and blu ðe ridʒez

dri. And ðen ðe lĭtel bits ov rŏten grănīt blu in ȣr

fasez līk hālstōnz on ðe wind. Ðȇr wȏz no ʃelter, not o'

ðe le sīd ov ðe roks, but ĕverĭƕȇr ðe storm-wind

băfeld and bŭfeted us, and klapt hiz wiŋz amuŋ ðe kragz

līk þunder. Dēr Hĕven, were we wer and līk tꝏ drop, kōld

tꝏ ðe măro, ni blīnded man and hors, yet wið a dredfʊl

industre prest on. And mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ wȏz nȣ in ðe

van nȣ in ðe rēr-gard, tʃeriŋ menz harts ƕꝏ markt

wið ƕȏt blīð kȣntenans himself did sŭfer ðe sām

hardʃips az hiz menest trꝏper: līk tꝏ wun ridiŋ at ēz tꝏ

sum grāt wĕdiŋ-fēst; kriiŋ, Ƕȏt, ladz, mĕrile on!

Ðēz fen-tōdz ov ðe Drumȃ ʃal lern tꝏ lāt ƕȏt wa ȣr

mȣntān ponēz dꝏ go līk stagz ŭpon ðe mȣntān.'


"Ƕen it began tꝏ be morniŋ we kām tꝏ ȣr lȃst hȏlt, and

ðȇr wȏz ȣr sĕven hundred hors hid in ðe kore under ðe

tȏl klifs ov Erngāt End. I worant u we went kȇrfꝏle

abȣt it, so az no priiŋ swīn ov Witʃland lʊkiŋ up from

belo ʃʊd aspi a glimps ov man or hors o' ðe skilīn. Hiz

hines ferst set hiz sentinelz and let kȏl ðe muster, and

sȏ ðat ĕvere man had hiz morniŋ mēl and ĕvere hors hiz

fēd. Ðen he tʊk hiz stand behīnd a krag ov rok ƕens he

kʊd overlʊk ðe land belo. He had me bi him tꝏ dꝏ hiz

ĕrandz. In ðe ferst līt we lʊkt dȣn westword over ðe

mȣntānz edʒ and sȏ Krŏðeriŋ and ðe armz ov ðe se, not

so dark but we mīt behōld ðȇr flēt at ankor in Orwaþ

rōdz, and ðȇr kamp līk a batʃ ov behīvz so az a man

mīt þink tꝏ kȃst a stōn intꝏt belo us. Ðat wȏz ðe ferst

tīm Īd ȇr gon tꝏ ðe worz wið him. Fāþ, hēz a prĭte

man tꝏ se: lēnd forword ðȇr on ðe hĕðer wiðz tʃin on

hiz fōlded armz, hiz helm lād asīd so ða ʃʊd not se it

glint from belo; kwiet līk a kat: hȃf aslēp ūd sa; but

hiz īz wer awāk, lʊkiŋ dȣn on Krŏðeriŋ. Twȏz wel

sēn even from so far awa hȣ vile ða had ūzd it.


"Ðe grāt red sun lēpt ȣt o' ðe ēstern klȣd-banks. A

ster began in ðȇr kamp belo: standardz set up, men găðeriŋ

ðȇrtꝏ, ranks formiŋ, bugelz sȣndiŋ; ðen a skœr ov hors

gălopiŋ up ðe rōd from Gaʃterndāl intꝏ ðe kamp. Hiz

hines, wĭðȣt terniŋ hiz hed, bĕkond wiðz hand tꝏ me

tꝏ kȏl hiz kaptānz. I ran and fetʃt em. He gāv em swift

komȃndz, pƣntiŋ dȣn ƕȇr ðe Witʃland swīn rōld ȣt




ðȇr bătel; þēvz and pirāts ƕꝏ robd hiz hines

subdʒekts wĭðin hiz strēmz; wið standard and pĕnonz and

glisteriŋ naked spērz, mꝏviŋ norþword from ðe tents. Ðen

in ðe kwiet kām a sȣnd mād a manz hart lēp wĭðin him:

fānt ȣt ov ðe far hŏlōz ov Gaʃterndāl, ðe trumpet ov mi

Lord Dʒŭsez bătel-kȏl.


"Mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ pȏzd a mĭnūt, lʊkiŋ dȣn. Ðen a

ternd him abȣt wið fās ðat ʃon līk ðe morniŋ. Fȇr

lordz,' a sāþ, nȣ lītle on horsbak, for Dʒus fiteþ

agānst hiz ĕnemēz.' I þink he wȏz wel kontent. I þink he

wȏz ʃūr he wʊd ðat da get hiz harts siþ ov ĕvere wun

ðat had roŋd him.


"Ðat wȏz a loŋ rīd dȣn from Erngāt End. Wið ȏl ȣr

harts blud drŭmiŋ us tꝏ hāst, we must yet go warile,

pĭkiŋ ȣr wa i' ðat trĭke grȣnd, stēp az a rꝏf-slōp,

ŭneven and wið no ʃūr fʊthōld, wið sīks in wet mos and

roks ȣtkropiŋ and ʃiftiŋ skrēz. Ðȇr wȏz nȏt but

lēv it tꝏ ðe horsez, and brāvle ða brȏt us dȣn ðe

stēps. We wer not hȃf wa dȣn ȇr we herd and sȏ hȣ

bătel wȏz dʒƣnd. So intent wer ðe Witʃlanderz on mi Lordz

mān arme. I þink we wer of ðe stēp grȣnd and formiŋ for

ðe tʃardʒ ȇr ða wer wȇr ov us. Ȣr trumpeterz sȣnded hiz

bătel tʃălendʒ. Ƕꝏ mĕdelz wi' Brandox Dahȃ? and we kām

dȣn on tꝏ Krŏðeriŋ Sīd līk a rok-fȏl.


"I skȇrs no ƕȏt wa ðe bătel went, fȃðer. Twȏz līk a

metiŋ ov strēmz in spāt. I þink ða opend tꝏ us rīt

and left tꝏ ēz ðe ʃok. Ða ðat wer befœr us went dȣn

līk standiŋ korn under a hālstorm. We ƕēld bōþ wāz,

sum gānst ðȇr rīt ðat wȏz þrōn bak tꝏword ðe kamp,

ðe mœr part wið mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ tꝏ ȣr ōn rīt. I

wȏz wið ðēz in ðe mān bătel. Hiz hines rōd a hot

stȗriŋ hors vĕre fērs and dŏged; ne tꝏ ne wið him

went Sterkmer ov Blakwʊd o' ðe wun sīd and Þarmrod o' ðe

ŭðer. Niðer man nor hors mīt stand up befœr em, and

ða fariŋ az in a māz nȣ ðis wa nȣ ðat, amid ðe

þrumbliŋ and þrastiŋ o' ðe fʊtmen, hedz and armz smĭten

of, men hūn in sunder from krȣn tꝏ bĕle, i, tꝏ ðe sădel,

riderles horsez mădend, blud splaʃt up from ðe grȣnd

līk ðe sluʃ from a marʃ.


"So for a tīm, til we had spent ðe vȃntādʒ ov ȣr onset and

felt for ðe ferst tīm ðe wāt ov ðȇr streŋþ. For

Korinyus, az it apereþ, wȏz nȣ himself rĭden from ðe

vanword ƕȇr he had bēt bak for a tīm ȣr mān arme, and

set on agānst mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ wið horsmen and

spērmen; and komȃnded hiz sliŋ-kȃsterz besīdz tꝏ let frele




at us and drīv us tꝏword ðe kamp.


"And nȣ in ðe grāt swiŋ ov ðe bătel wer we kărēd bak

tꝏ ðe kamp agān; and ðȇr wȏz a swēt dĕvilz hŏlida:

horsez and men trĭpiŋ over tent-rōps, tents tœrn dȣn,

krăʃez ov broken krŏkere, and Kiŋ Laksus kum ðĭðer wið

salorz from ðe flēt, hamstrĭŋiŋ ȣr horsez ƕīl Korinyus

tʃardʒd us from ðe norþ and ēst. Ðat Korinyus bareþ him

in bătel mœr līk a dĕvil from Hel ðan a mortal man. I' ðe

ferst tꝏ strōks ovz sœrd he overþru tꝏ ov ȣr best

kaptānz, Romenard ov Dalne and Emeron Galt. Sterkmer, ðat

stʊd inz wa tꝏ stop him, a fluŋ dȣn wiðz spēr, hors

and man. Ða sa he met twīs wið mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ ðat

da, but ētʃ tīm wer ða parted in ðe pres ȇr ða mīt

rītle skwȇr tʊgĕðer.


"I hav stʊd in sum gʊdle bătelz, fȃðer, az wel ðȣ

nōst: ferst fŏloiŋ mi Lord and mi Lord Gōldre Bluzko in

forān parts, and lȃst yēr in ðe grāt rȣt at Krosbe

Ȣtsīks, and agān wið mi Lord Spitfīr ƕen he smōt ðe

Witʃez on Brimȃ Rāps, and in ðe merðeriŋ grāt bătel

under Þremnerz Hu. But nĕver wȏz I in fīt līk tꝏ ðis

ov yesterda.


"Nĕver sȏ I sutʃ fēts ov armz. Az witnes Kamerar ov

Stropardon, ƕꝏ wið a grāt tꝏ-handed sœrd hūd of hiz

ĕnemēz leg klōs tꝏ ðe hip, so hūdʒ a blo ðe blād ʃērd

þrꝏ leg and sădel and hors and ȏl. And Sterkmer ov

Blakwʊd, riziŋ līk a dĕvil ȣt ov a hēp ov slān men, and

ðōz helm wȏz lŏsen and a wȏz blediŋ from þre or fœr

grāt wꝏndz a held of a dŭzen o' ðe Witʃez wiðz dedle

þrusts and sœrd-strōks, til ða had enuf and gāv bak

befœr him: twelv befœr wun, and he gĭven over for ded a

ƕīl befœr. But ȏl grāt dēdz sēmd traʃ besīd ðe dēdz

ov mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ. In wun ʃort ƕīl had he þre tīmz

a hors slān stark ded under him, yet gat nĕver a wꝏnd

himself, ƕitʃ wȏz a marvel. For wĭðȣt kȇr he rōd þrꝏ

and abȣt, smitiŋ dȣn ðȇr tʃampeonz. I mīnd me ov him wuns,

wiðz hors ript and kild under him, and wun ov ðōz

Witʃland lordz ðat tilted at him on ðe grȣnd az he lēpt

tꝏz fēt agān; hȣ a kȏt ðe spēr wiðz tꝏ handz and bi

mān streŋþ yerkt hiz ĕneme ȣt o' ðe sădel. Prins Kargo

it wȏz, yungest ov Korundz sunz. Loŋ ma ðe Witʃland

ladēz strān ðȇr dēr īz, ðāl nȇr se yon hende lad

kum saliŋ hōm agān. Hiz hines swȏpt him sutʃ a swīp o'

ðe nek-bōn az he pitʃt tꝏ erþ, ðe hed ov him flu i'

ðe ȇr līk a tĕnis bȏl. And i' ðe twinkliŋ ov an i wȏz

mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ horst agān onz ĕnemēz hors, and

ternd tꝏ tʃardʒ em anu. Ūd sa hiz arm must fāl at lȃst




for werines, ov a man so līð and dʒimp tꝏ lʊk on. Yet I

þink hiz lȃst strōk i' ðat bătel wȏz not liter ðan ðe

ferst. And stōnz and spērz and sœrd-strōks sēmd tꝏ kum

ŭpon him wið no mœr imprĕʃon ðan blōz wið a strȏ wʊd

giv tꝏ an ădamant.


"I no not hȣ loŋ wȏz ðat fīt amuŋ ðe tents. Ōnle twȏz

ðe best fīt I ĕver wȏz at, and ðe blŭdeest. And bi ȏl

tĕliŋz twȏz az grāt werk o' ðe ŭðer part, ƕȇr mi Lord

and hiz fōk fȏt ðȇr wa up on tꝏ ðe Sīd. But ov ðat we

nu nŭþiŋ. Yet sertān it iz we had ȏl bēn ded men had mi

Lord not ðȇr prevāld, az sertān tiz he had nĕver so

prevāld but for ȣr tʃardʒiŋ ov ðȇr flank ƕen ða ferst

advȃnst agānst him. But in ðat lȃst ȣr ȏl we ðat fȏt

amuŋ ðe tents þȏt ētʃ man ōnle ov ðis, hȣ he mīt

sla yet wun mœr Witʃ, and yet agān wun mœr, afœr he

ʃʊd di. For Korinyus in ðat ȣr pʊt fœrþ hiz mīt tꝏ

kruʃ us; and for ĕvere ĕneme ðȇr feld tꝏ erþ tꝏ mœr

sēmd tꝏ be rāzd up agānst us. And ȣr ōn fōk fel fȃst,

and ðe tents ðat wer so ƕīt wer wun gœr ov blud.


"Ƕen I wȏz a lĭtel tine bƣ, fȃðer, we had a spœrt, swĭmiŋ

in ðe dēp pꝏlz ov Tivarandarwȏter, ðat wun bƣ wʊd katʃ

tŭðer and hōld him under til he kʊd no mœr for wȏnt ov

breþ. Mĕþinks ðȇrz no lŏŋiŋ i' ðe werld so sœr az ðe

lŏŋiŋ for ȇr ƕen he ðat iz stronger ðan ðȣ grĭpeþ

ðe stil under ðe wȏter, nor no gladnes i' ðe werld līk

ðe bŏne swēt ȇr i' ði luŋz agān ƕen a lĕteþ ðe

ʃꝏt up tꝏ ðe fre dalīt. Twȏz rīt so wið us, ƕꝏ had

nȣ sed ādʒu tꝏ hōp and sȏ ȏl lost sāv līf itself, and

ðat not līk tꝏ tăre loŋ; ƕen we herd sŭdenle ðe þunder

ov mi Lordz trumpet sȣndiŋ tꝏ ðe tʃardʒ. And ȇr ȣr

starteld wits mīt rītle þink ƕȏt ðat portended, wȏz ðe

ƕōl serdʒiŋ bătel ƕipt and skăterd līk ðe wȏter ov a

lāk kȏt up in a ƕīt skwȏl; and ðat mast streŋþ ov

ðe ĕneme ƕitʃ had invested us rȣnd wið so grāt a strēm ov

ʃot and stēl rēld ferst forword ðen bakword ðen forword

agān ŭpon us, konfȣnded in a vȃst konfuʒon. I trȣ nu

streŋþ kām tꝏ ȣr armz; I trȣ ȣr sœrdz opend ðȇr

mȣþs. For norþword we beheld ðe ensīn ov Galiŋ stremiŋ

līk a blaziŋ star; and mi Lordz self in a moment, hi

advȃnst abuv ðe rȣt, and Zig, and Astar, and hundredz ov

ȣr hors, huiŋ ðȇr wa tꝏword us ƕīlz we hūd tꝏwordz

ðem. And nȣ wȏz repiŋ tīm for us, and tīm ov pament for

ȏl ðōz were blŭde ȣrz we had held on tꝏ līf wið ȣr

tēþ amuŋ ðe tents on Krŏðeriŋ Sīd, ƕīl ða o' ðe

ŭðer part, mi Lord and hiz, had wið ȏl ðe odz ov ðe

grȣnd agānst ðem pānfꝏle and yard bi yard fȏt ȣt ðe




fīt tꝏ viktore. And nȣ, ȇr we wel wist ov it, ðe da wȏz

wun, and ðe viktore ȣrz, and ðe ĕneme broken and pʊt tꝏ so

grāt a rȣt az haþ not bēn sēn bi lĭviŋ man.


"Ðat fȏls kiŋ Korinyus, ȃfter he had tărēd tꝏ se ðe end

ov ðe bătel, fled wið a fu ov hiz men ȣt ov ðe grāt

slȏter, and az it later apērd gat him ăʃipbœrd in

Orwaþ harbor and wið þre ʃips or fœr eskāpt tꝏ se.

But ðe mōst ov ðȇr flēt wȏz bernd ðȇr in ðe harbor tꝏ

sāv it from ȣr handz.


"Mi Lord gāv komȃnd tꝏ tāk up ðe wꝏnded and tend em,

frend and fo alīk. Amuŋ ðem wȏz Kiŋ Laksus taen up,

stund wið a mās-blo or sum sutʃ. So ða brȏt him

befœr ðe lordz ƕȇr ða rested a lĭtel wa dȣn ðe Sīd

abuv ðe hōm mēdz ov Krŏðeriŋ.


"He lʊkt em ȏl in ðe i, mōst prȣd and sōldʒer-līk.

Ðen a sāþ untꝏ mi Lord, It ma be pān, but no ʃām tꝏ us

tꝏ be vankwiʃt ȃfter so ēkwal and so grāt a fīt. Herin

ōnle dꝏ I blām mi il luk, ðat it denīd me fȏl in bătel.

Ðȣ māst nȣ, O Dʒus, strīk of mi hed for ðe trezon I

rȏt u þre yērz ago. And sins I no ðe ov a

kertʃȣs and nobel nātʃūr, Īl not skorn tꝏ ȃsk ov ðe ðis

kertese, not tꝏ tăre but tāk it nȣ.'


"Mi Lord stʊd ðȇr līk a wor-hors ȃfter a breðer. He tʊk

him bi ðe hand. 'O Laksus,' sāþ he, 'I giv ðe not ði hed

ōnle, but ði sœrd;' and hēr a gāv it him hilt-fœrmōst.

For ði deliŋz wið us in ðe bătel ov Kartadzȃ, let tīm

ðat haþ an art tꝏ māk dust ov ȏl þiŋz so dꝏ wið ðe

mĕmore ov ðēz. Sins ðen, ðȣ hast ʃōn ðiself stil ȣr

nobel ĕneme; and so ʃal we akȣnt ðe stil.'


"Ðȇrwið mi Lord komȃnded briŋ Kiŋ Laksus dȣn tꝏ ðe se,

and ʃip him abord ov a bōt, for Korinyus stil held of ðe

land wið hiz ʃips, watiŋ no dȣt tꝏ se if he or ĕne ŭðer

ov hiz fōk kʊd yet be sāvd.


"But az Kiŋ Laksus wȏz ŭpon partiŋ, mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ,

spekiŋ wið grāt ʃo ov kȇrlesnes az ov sum trīfliŋ

măter a had bi tʃȃns kȏld tꝏ mīnd, Mi lord,' sāþ he, 'I

nȇr ȃsk favor ov ĕne man. Ōnle in a măner ov retern ov

kertesēz, mĕþȏt ðȣ mītst be wĭliŋ tꝏ bȇr mi

salutaʃonz tꝏ Korinyus, siþ Īv no ŭðer mĕsendʒer.'


"Laksus ȃnsereþ he wʊd frele dꝏ it. Ðen sāþ hiz

hines, Sa tꝏ him I wil not blām him ðat he abōd us not

i' ðe fēld ȃfter ðe bătel wȏz lost, for ðat had bēn a




simpel part, flatle gānst ȏl maksimz ov rīt sōldʒerʃip,

and but tꝏ kȃst hiz līf awa. But frekiʃ Fortʃūn I blām,

ðat twīnd us wun from ðe ŭðer ƕen we ʃʊd hav delt

tʊgĕðer ðis da. He haþ bœrn him in mi hȏlz, I am let tꝏ

no, mœr i' ðe făʃon ov a swīn or a bēstle āp ðan a

man. Pra him kum ăʃœr ȇr u sāl hōm, ðat I and he,

wið no man els tꝏ māk betwikst us, ma kȃst up ȣr akȣnt.

We swȇr him pēs and griþ and a sāf kondukt bak tꝏz ʃips

if he prevāl agānst me or if I so ūz him ðat he kri for

merse. If hēl not tāk ðis ŏfer, ðen iz he a dȃstard; and

ðe ƕōl werld ʃal so aklām him.'


"Ser,' sāþ Laksus, Īl punktʃuale distʃardʒ ði mĕsādʒ.'


"Ƕĕðer he did so or no, fȃðer, I no not. But if he did, it

semeþ it wȏz lĭtel tꝏ Korinyusez likiŋ. For no sꝏner had

hiz ʃip taen Laksus abord, ðan ʃe hƣzd sāl and pʊt ȣt

intꝏ ðe dēp, and so gʊd-bi."


****


Ðe yuŋ man sēst, and ða wer ȏl þre silent ăƕīl. A

fānt brēz rĭpeld ðe foleādʒ ov ðe ōkwʊdz ov

Tivarandardāl. Ðe sun wȏz dȣn behīnd ðe stātle Þornbaks,

and ðe ƕōl ski from bœrn tꝏ bœrn wȏz alīt wið ðe

sunset glœre. Dăpeld klȣdz, wið ski ʃoiŋ hēr and ðȇr

betwēn, kŭverd ðe hĕvenz, sāv in ðe west ƕȇr a grāt

artʃwa ov klēr ȇr opend betwēn klȣdz and erþ: ȇr ov an

ăʒūr ðat sēmd tꝏ bern, so pūr it wȏz, so dēp, so tʃardʒd

wið wormþ: not ðe harʃ blu ov nꝏn-da nor ðe sumpʃȣs

dēp ēstern blu ov aprōtʃiŋ nīt, but a brīt hĕvenle

blu borderiŋ on grēn, dēp, tender, and dĕlikāt az ðe

spĭrit ov eveniŋ. Aþwort ðe midst ov ðat windo ov ðe west

a blād ov klȣd, hard-edʒd and dʒăged wið tēþ kŭlord az

ov līv kōlz and ded, fire and īrn-dark in tern, stretʃt

līk a băterd sœrd. Ðe klȣdz abuv ðe artʃ wer pāl

rōz: ðe zĕniþ līk blak opal, dark blu and þunderȣs gra

dăpeld wið fīr.


𝟤𝟩. Ðe Sĕkond Ekspedĭʃon tꝏ Impland


HȢ ÐE LORD DƷUS, NOT TꝎ BE PERSWADED FROM HIZ SET PERPŌS,

FȢND, ǶȆR LĒST IT WȎZ TꝎ BE LƱKT FOR, UPHŌLDIŊ IN ÐAT

REZOLV; AND OV ÐE SALIŊ OV ÐE ARMAMENT TꝎ MŪLVȂ BI WA OV

ÐE STRĀTS OV MELIKAFKAZ.




Ðat wȏz ðe lȃst ember ov red sŭmer berniŋ ƕen ða kut

ðem ðat harvest on Krŏðeriŋ Sīd. Ȏtum kām, and winter

munþs, and ðe leŋþeniŋ dāz ov ðe reterniŋ yēr. And

wið ðe ferst breþ ov spriŋ wer ðe harborz fild wið

ʃips ov wor, so mĕne az had nĕver in former dāz bēn sēn in

ðe land, and in ĕvere kuntrisīd from ðe western Īlz tꝏ

Biland, from Ʃalgreþ and Keliland tꝏ ðe hedlandz under

Rimon Armon, wer sōldʒerz găðerd wið ðȇr horsez and ȏl

instruments ov wor.


Lord Brandox Dahȃ rōd from ðe west, ðe da ðe Pȃsk

flȣerz ferst opend on ðe blufs belo Erngāt End and

primrozez mād swēt ðe bertʃ-forests in Gaʃterndāl. He set

fœrþ betīmz, and hard he rōd, and he rōd intꝏ Galiŋ bi ðe

Lion Gāt abȣt ðe ȣr ov nꝏn. Ðȇr wȏz Lord Dʒus in hiz

privāt tʃāmber, and greted him wið grāt dʒƣ and luv. So

Brandox Dahȃ ȃskt, "Ƕȏt spēd?" And Dʒus ȃnserd, "Þerte

ʃips and fīv aflōt in Lʊkiŋhaven, ƕarov ȏl sāv fœr be

drăgonz ov wor. Zig I ekspekt tꝏmoro wið ðe Keliland

lĕvēz; Spitfīr lieþ at Ȣlswik wið fiftēn hundred men

from ðe sȣþlandz; Vol kām in but þre ȣrz sins wið

fœr hundred mœr. In sum, Īl hav fœr þȣzand, rĕkoniŋ

ʃips kumpanēz and ȣr ōn bŏdigardz."


"Āt ʃips ov wor hav I," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ, "in

Stropardon Ferþ, ȏl buskt and bȣn. Fīv mœr at Orwaþ,

fīv at Lornaga in Morve, and þre on ðe Meland kōst at

Stakra Ƣs, besīdz fœr mœr in ðe Īlz. And I hav

sikstēn hundred spērmen and siks hundred hors. Ȏl ðēz ʃal

kum tʊgĕðer tꝏ dʒƣn wið ðīn in Lʊkiŋhaven at ðe

snăpiŋ ov mi fingerz, giv me but sĕven dāz notīs."


Dʒus gript him bi ðe hand. "Bȇr wer mi bak wĭðȣt ðe,"

he sed.


"In Krŏðeriŋ Īv ʃifted not a stōn nor swept not a tʃāmber

klēn," sed Brandox Dahȃ. "Tiz a muk-pit. Ĕvere manz hand

I mīt komȃnd I set ōnle tꝏ ðis. And nȣ tiz rĕde." He

ternd ʃarp tꝏword Dʒus and lʊkt at him a mĭnūt in silens.

Ðen wið a grăvite ðat sat not often on hiz lips he sed,

"Let me be erdʒent wið ðe wuns mœr: strīk and dela not. Dꝏ

him not agān ðat kīndnes we did him afœrtīm, fribliŋ ȣr

streŋþ awa on ðe kerst ʃœrz ov Impland, and bi ðe

tʃarmd wȏterz ov Ravare, so az he mīt az sekūr az slēp

send Korsus hĭðer and Korinyus tꝏ werk hăvok i' ðe land; and

so pʊt on us ðe gratest ʃām wȏz ĕver lād on mortal men,

and we not bred up tꝏ sŭfer ʃām."


"Ðȣ sādst sĕven dāz," sed Dʒus. "Snap ði fingerz and kȏl

up ði armēz. Īl dela ðe not an ȣr."




"I, but I mēn tꝏ Karse," sed he.


"Tꝏ Karse, ƕĭðer els?" sed Dʒus. "But Īl tāk mi brŭðer

Gōldre wið us."


"But I mēn ferst tꝏ Karse," sed Brandox Dahȃ. "Let mi

opinyon swa ðe wuns. Ƕi, a skʊlbƣ ʃʊd tel ðe,

klēr ði flank and rēr ȇr ðȣ go forword."


Dʒus smīld. "I luv ðis nu garb ov kȏʃon, kŭzin," sed

he; "it duþ mōst prĭtile bekum ðe. I kwestʃon ðo

ƕĕðer ðis be not ðe tru kȏz: ðat Korinyus tʊk not up

ði tʃălendʒ lȃst sŭmer, but let it li, and ðat haþ left

ðe hungre stil."


Brandox Dahȃ lʊkt him sīdloŋ in ðe i, and lȃft. "O

Dʒus," he sed, "ðȣ hast tutʃt me nēr. But tiz not ðat.

Ðat wȏz in ðe wērd ðat brīt lade lād on me, in ðe

spăro-hȏk kȃsel in Impland forlorn: ðat he I held mōst in

hāt ʃʊd ruin mi fȇr lordʃip, and ðat tꝏ mi hand ʃʊd

vendʒans be denīd. Ðat I ēn must brʊk. O no. Þink ōnle,

delāz ar dāndʒerȣs. Kum, be advīzd. Be not muliʃ."


But ðe Lord Dʒŭsez fās wȏz grāv. "Erdʒ me no mœr, dēr

frend," sed he. "Ðȣ slēpst soft. But tꝏ me, ƕen I am

kȃst in mi ferst slēp, kŭmeþ mĕne a tīm ðe līknes ov

Gōldre Bluzko, held bi a malefĭʃal tʃarm on ðe mȣntān top

ov Zorȃ Rax, ðat standeþ apart, ȣt ov ðe sunlīt, ȣt ov

ȏl sȣnd or wormþ ov līf. Loŋ ago I mād vȣ tꝏ tern

niðer tꝏ ðe rīt nor tꝏ ðe left, until I set him fre."


"He iz ði brŭðer," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ. "Ȏlso iz he mīn

ōn famĭlear frend, ƕꝏm I luv skȇrs les ðan ðe. But

ƕen ðȣ spēkst ov ōþs, remember ðȇrz Lȃ Firēz tꝏ.

Ƕȏt ʃal he þink on us ȃfter ȣr ōþs tꝏ him þre yērz

ago, ðat nīt in Karse? Yet ðis wun blo ʃʊd rīt him

tꝏ."


"He wil understand," sed Dʒus.


"He iz tꝏ kum wið Gazlark, and ðȣ tōldst me ðȣ dust ēn

nȣ ekspekt ðem," sed Brandox Dahȃ. "Īl lēv u. I kanot

for ʃām sa tꝏ him, Paʃens, frend, trule tiz not tꝏ-da

konvēnyent. Ðȣ ʃalt be pād in tīm.' Bi hĕvenz, Īd skorn

tꝏ entrēt mi mantel-maker so. And ðis ȣr frend ðat lost

ȏl and langwĭʃeþ in eksīl bekȏz he sāvd ȣr līvz."


So saiŋ, he stʊd up in grāt diskontent and īr az if tꝏ




lēv ðe tʃāmber. But Dʒus kȏt him bi ðe rist. "Ðȣ dust

upbrād me mōst undʒustle, and wel ðȣ nōst it in ði

hart, and tiz ðat māks ðe so angre. Hark, ðe horn

sȣndeþ at ðe gāt, and tiz for Gazlark. Īl not let ðe

go."


"Wel," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ, "hav ði wil. Ōnle ȃsk not

me tꝏ plēd ði rŏten kās tꝏ ðem. If I spēk it ʃal be tꝏ

ʃām ðe. Nȣ ðȣrt wornd."


Nȣ went ða intꝏ ðe hi prĕzens tʃāmber, ƕȇr wer brīt

ladēz not a fu, and kaptānz and nobel personz from up and

dȣn ðe land, and stʊd on ðe dais. Gazlark ðe kiŋ wȏkt

up ðe ʃiniŋ flœr, and behīnd him hiz kaptānz and

kȣnsilorz ov Goblinland wȏkt tꝏ bi tꝏ. Ðe Prins Lȃ

Firēz strōd at hiz elbo, prȣd az a lion.


Blīðle ða greted ðōz lordz ov Demonland ðat rōz up tꝏ

grēt ðem benēþ ðe stȃre kănope, and ðe Lade Mevrean ðat

stʊd betwikst her brŭðer and Lord Dʒus so az twer hard tꝏ

sa ƕitʃ ov ðe þre wȏz farest tꝏ lʊk on, so mutʃ ða

dĭferd in ðȇr butēz glœre. Gro, standiŋ nēr, sed in

himself, "I no a fœrþ. And wer ʃe but dʒƣnd wið ðēz,

ðen wer ðe krȣn ov ðe ƕōl erþs luvlines fĭted in

ðis wun tʃāmber: in a rīt kȃsket ʃūrle. And ðe Godz in

hĕven (if ðȇr be Godz indēd) ʃʊd go pāl for enve,

hăviŋ in ðȇr stȃre gălere no fȇr tꝏ matʃ wið ðēz; not

Febus Apŏlo, not ðe tʃāst Huntres, nor ðe fōm-born

Kwēn herself."


But Gazlark, ƕen hiz i lited on ðe loŋ blak bērd, ðe

lēn fĭgūr slītle stꝏpiŋ, ðe pălid brȣ, ðe kerlz

smꝏðd wið perfūmd uŋwents, ðe sĭkel-līk nōz, ðe

grāt likwid īz, ðe lĭle hand; he, behōldiŋ and noiŋ

ðēz ov ōld, wakst in a moment dark az þunder wið ðe

blud-ruʃ benēþ hiz sun-brȣnd skin, and wið a grāt swēp

snatʃt ȣt hiz sœrd, az if wĭðȣt gȇr or bewȇr tꝏ þrust

him þrꝏ. Gro stept hāstile bak. But ðe Lord Dʒus kām

betwēn ðem.


"Let alōn, Dʒus," krīd Gazlark. "Nōst not ðis fĕlo,

ƕȏt a vīl ĕneme and viper we hav hēr? A prĭte perfūmd

vĭlān! ƕꝏ for so mĕne yērz did spin me a þred ov mĕne

sedĭʃonz and trŭbelz, ƕīl hiz smꝏð tuŋ gat mŭne from

me stil. Blĕsed okaʒon! Nȣ wil I let hiz sōl ȣt."


But ðe Lord Dʒus lād hiz hand on Gazlarks sœrd-arm.

"Gazlark," sed he, "lēv of ði rādʒez, and pʊt up ði sœrd.

A yēr ago þȣdst dun me no roŋ. But tꝏ-da þȣdst hav

slān me a man ov mīn ōn men, and a lord ov Demonland."




Nȣ ƕen ða had dun ðȇr gretiŋz, ða wȏʃt ðȇr handz

and sāt at dĭner and wer nōble servd and fēsted. And ðe

Lord Dʒus mād pēs betwikst Gro and Gazlark, ȏlbeit twȏz no

līt tȃsk tꝏ prevāl ŭpon Gazlark tꝏ forgiv him. Ðarȃfter

ða retīrd ðem wið Gazlark and Lȃ Firēz intꝏ a tʃāmber

apart.


Gazlark ðe kiŋ spāk and sed, "Nun kan gānsa it, O Dʒus,

ðat ðis fīt ye wun lȃst harvest tīd wȏz ðe gratest sēn

on land ðēz mĕne yērz, and ov gratest konsekwens. But I

hav herd a berd siŋ ðȇr ʃal be yet grater dēdz dun

ȇr mĕne mꝏnz be pȃst. Ðȇrfœr it iz we kām hĭðer tꝏ ðe,

I and Lȃ Firēz ðat be yor frendz from ov ōld, tꝏ pra ðe

let us go wið ðe on ði kwest akros ðe werld ȃfter ði

brŭðer, for soro ov ƕꝏz los ðe ƕōl werld langwĭʃeþ;

and ðarȃfter let us go wið u on yor goiŋ up tꝏ Karse."


"O Dʒus," sed ðe Prins, "we wʊd not in ȃfter-dāz ðat men

ʃʊd sa, On sutʃ a tīm fȇrd ðe Demonz intꝏ pĕrilȣs landz

entʃȃnted and bi ðȇr streŋþ and vălorȣsnes set fre ðe

Lord Gōldre Bluzko (or haple, ðȇr ended ðȇr līfs dāz in

ðat glœreȣs kwest); but Gazlark and Lȃ Firēz wer not in it,

ða bad ðȇr frendz fȇrwel, huŋ up ðȇr sœrdz, and

livd a kwiet and mĕre līf in Zādʒe Zakulo. So let ðȇr

mĕmore be forgot."


Lord Dʒus sat silent a mĭnūt, az wun mutʃ mꝏvd. "O Gazlark,"

he sed at leŋþ, "Īl tāk ðīn ŏfer wĭðȣt anŭðer werd.

But untꝏ ðe, dēr Prins, I must bȇr mīn hart sumƕȏt.

For ðȣ hēr art kum not strest in ȣr kworel tꝏ spend ði

blud, ōnle tꝏ pʊt us yet deper in ði det. And yet smȏl

blām it wer tꝏ ðe ʃʊdst ðȣ in disŏnorabel sort

revīl me, az mĕne ʃal kri ȣt agānst me, for a fȏls frend

intꝏ ðe and a frend forsworn."


But ðe Prins Lȃ Firēz brāk in ŭpon him, saiŋ, "I prĭðe

hav dun, or þȣlt ʃām me kwīt. Ƕȏtȇr I did in Karse,

twȏz but ēkwal pament for yor saviŋ ov mi līf in Lidȃ

Nangunȃ. So wȏz ȏl evend up betwikst us. Þink ðen no mœr

ont, but deni me not tꝏ go wið u tꝏ Impland. But up tꝏ

Karse Īl not go wið u: for ȏlbeit I am klēn brōk wið

Witʃland, agānst Korund and hiz kin I wil not drȏ sœrd nor

agānst mi lade sister. A blak kers on ðe da I gāv her

ƕīt hand tꝏ Korund! Ʃe hōldeþ tꝏ mutʃ ov ȣr stok,

mĕþinks: her hĕraldre iz harts not handz. And gĭviŋ her hand

ʃe gāv her hart. Tiz a strāndʒ werld."


"Lȃ Firēz," sed Dʒus, "we wa not so lītle ȣr obligaʃon

untꝏ ðe. Yet must I hōld mi kœrs; hăviŋ swœrn a stroŋ




ōþ ðat I wʊd tern asīd niðer tꝏ ðe rīt nor tꝏ ðe

left until I had delĭverd mi dēr brŭðer Gōldre ȣt ov

bondādʒ. So swȇr I or ĕver I went ðat il dʒerne tꝏ Karse

and wȏz klōzd in prĭzon fȃst and bi ðe delĭverd. Nor ʃal

blām ov frendz nor roŋfʊl misprĭʒon nor ĕne pȣer ðat iz

ʃāk me in ðis determinaʃon. But ƕen ðat iz dun, no rest

remaneþ untꝏ us til we win bak for ðe ði rītfʊl relm

ov Piksiland, and mĕne gʊd þiŋz besīdz tꝏ be a token ov ȣr

luv."


Sed ðe Prins, "Ðȣ dꝏst rīt. If ðȣ didst ŭðer

þȣdst hav mi blām."


"And mīn ðȇrtꝏ," sed Gazlark. "Dꝏ not I grēv, þinkst

ðȣ, tꝏ se ðe Prinses Armelīn, mi swēt yuŋ kŭzin,

gro ĕvere da mœr wȏn o' ðe tʃēk and pāl? And ȏl for

soro and tēn for her ōn tru luv, ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko.

And ʃe so kȇrfꝏle brȏt up bi her mŭðer az nŭþiŋ wȏz

tꝏ dēr or hard tꝏ be brȏt tꝏ pȃs for her dezīr, þinkiŋ

ðat a krētʃūr so nobel and perfekt kʊd not be trānd up

tꝏ dĕlikātle. I dēm tꝏ-da bĕter ðan tꝏ-moro, and

tꝏ-moro bĕter ðan hiz moro, tꝏ set sāl for wīd-frunted

Impland."


Ȏl ðis ƕīl ðe Lord Brandox Dahȃ sed nĕver a werd. He sat

bak in hiz tʃȇr ov ivore and krisoprāz, nȣ tƣiŋ wið hiz

gōlden finger-riŋz, nȣ twistiŋ and untwistiŋ ðe yĕlo

kerlz ov hiz mʊstȃʃeōz and bērd. In a ƕīl he yȏnd, rōz

from hiz sēt and fel tꝏ pasiŋ lazile up and dȣn. He had

hitʃt up hiz sœrd akros hiz bak under hiz tꝏ elbōz, so

ðat ðe ʃꝏ ov ðe skăbard stʊd ȣt under wun arm and ðe

dʒueld hilt under ðe ŭðer. Hiz fingerz strumd lĭtel

tʃūnz on ðe frunt ov ðe ritʃ rōz velvet dublet ðat kāst

hiz tʃest. Ðe spriŋ sunlīt az he pāst from ʃīn tꝏ ʃād

and tꝏ ʃīn agān, pȃsiŋ ðe tȏl windōz, sēmd tꝏ kares

hiz fās and form. It wȏz az if spriŋ lȃft for dʒƣ

behōldiŋ in him wun ðat wȏz her ōn tʃīld, klōðd tꝏ ȣtword

vu wið so mutʃ luvlines and grās, but fʊl besīdz tꝏ ðe

īz and finger-tips wið fīr and vital sap, līk her ōn budz

berstiŋ in ðe Brankdāl kŏpisez.


In a ƕīl he sēst hiz wȏkiŋ, and stʊd bi ðe Lord Gro ƕꝏ

sat a lĭtel part from ðe rest. "Hȣ þinkst ðȣ, Gro, ov

ȣr kȣnselz? Art ðȣ for ðe strāt rōd or ðe krʊked?

For Karse or Zorȃ Rax?"


"Ov ðe rōdz," ȃnserd Gro, "a wīz man wil tʃūz ĕver ðat

wun ƕitʃ iz indirekt. For but konsĭder ðe măter, ðȣ ðat

art a grāt kragzman: þink ȣr līfs kœrs a lofte klif. I




am tꝏ klīm it, sumtīm up, sumtīm dȣn. I pra, ƕĭðer

ledeþ ðe strāt rōd on sutʃ a klif? Ƕi, noƕĭðer. For

if I wil go up bi ðe strāt wa, tiz not pŏsibel; I am

left gapiŋ ƕīlz ðȣ bi krʊked kœrsez hast gānd ðe top.

Or if dȣn, ƕi tiz eze and swift; but ðen, no mœr klimiŋ

ĕver mœr for me. And ðȣ, klamberiŋ dȣn bi ðe krʊked wa,

ʃalt fīnd me a ded and unsītle korps at ðe bŏtom."


"Grămerse for ði mēz and ðēz," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ.

"Wel, tiz a mōst wate prinsipel, bakt wið a mōst dʒust

and līvle ekspozĭʃon. Hȣ dust ðȣ interpret ði maksim in ȣr

prĕzent kwestʃon?"


Lord Gro lʊkt up at him. "Mi lord, u hav ūzd me wel, and

tꝏ dezerv yor luv and advȃns yor fortʃūnz I hav ponderd

mutʃ hȣ u ov Demonland mīt best obtān revendʒ ŭpon yor

ĕnemēz. And I dale þinkiŋ herŭpon, and konseviŋ in mi

hed diverz imādʒinaʃonz, kan devīz no mēnz but wun ðat in

mi fanse semeþ best, ƕitʃ iz ðis."


"Let me hēr it," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ.


Sed Gro, "Twȏz ĕver a fȏlt in u Demonz ðat u wʊd not

persēv hȣ tiz oft-tīmz gʊd tꝏ drȏ ðe snāk from her

hōl bi anŭðer manz hand. Konsĭder nȣ yor măter. U hav

a grāt fœrs bōþ for land and se. Trust not tꝏ mutʃ in

ðat. Oft haþ he ov ðe lĭtel fœrs ōrkōm mōst pȣerfʊl

ĕnemēz, goiŋ abȣt tꝏ entrap ðem bi slīt and pŏlise. But

konsĭder yet agān. U hav a þiŋ iz miteer far ðan ȏl

yor horsez and spērmen and drăgonz ov wor, miteer ðan

ðīn ōn sœrd, mi lord, and ðȣ akȣnted ðe best sœrdzman

in ȏl ðe werld."


"Ƕȏt þiŋ iz ðat?" ȃskt he.


Gro ȃnserd, "Reputaʃon, mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ. Ðis

reputaʃon ov u Demonz for open deliŋz even tꝏ yor werst

ĕnemēz."


"Tuʃ," sed he. "Tiz but ȣr wa i' ðe werld. Mœrover,

tiz, I þink, a þiŋ natʃural in grāt personz, ov ƕȏtsoĕver

kuntre ða be born. Tretʃere and dŭbel deliŋ prosēd

kŏmonle from fēr, and ðat iz a þiŋ ƕitʃ I þink no man in

ðis land komprehendeþ. Miself, I dꝏ þink ðat ƕen ðe hi

Godz mād a person ov mi kwȏlite ða trāst twēn hiz tꝏ īz

sumþiŋ, I no not ƕȏt, ƕitʃ ðe kŏmon sort derst not

lʊk ŭpon wĭðȣt trembliŋ."


"Giv me but lēv," sed Lord Gro, "and Īl pluk u a

braver triumf in a lĭtel ȣr ðan yor sœrdz ʃʊd win u




in tꝏ yērz. Spēk smꝏð werdz tꝏ Witʃland, ŏfer him

kompozĭʃon, briŋ him tꝏ a kȣnsil and ȏl hiz grāt men aloŋ

wið him. Īl so devīz it, ða ʃal ȏl be sŭdenle taken

of in a nīt, haple bi sĕtiŋ ŭpon ðem in ðȇr bedz, or az

we ma fīnd mōst konvēnyent. Ȏl sāv Korund and hiz sunz; ðem

we ma wīzle spȇr, and konklūd pēs wið ðem. It ʃal not

bi ten dāz dela yor saliŋ tꝏ Impland, ƕĭðer u mīt

ðen prosēd wið līt harts and mīndz sat ēz."


"Vĕre prĭtile konsēvd, ŭpon mi sōl," sed Brandox Dahȃ.

"Mīt I advīz ðe, þȣdst best not tȏk tꝏ Dʒus i' ðis

măner. Not nȣ, I mēn, ƕīl hiz mīndz so bent on măterz ov

wāt and moment. Nor I ʃʊd not sa it tꝏ mi sister

Mevrean. Wĭmen wil oft-tīmz tāk in sad ernest sutʃ a

konsēt, ðo it be but tȏk and diskœrs. Wið me tiz

ŭðerwīz. I am sumþiŋ ov a filŏsofer miself, and ði dʒest

ambleþ wið mi humor vĕre plĕzantle."


"Ðȣ art plēzd tꝏ be mĕre," sed Lord Gro. "Mĕne ȇr nȣ,

az ðe event haþ prꝏvd, rēdʒekted mi ƕōlsum kȣnselz tꝏ

ðȇr ōn grāt hert."


But Brandox Dahȃ sed lītle, "Fēr not, mi Lord Gro, wēl

rēdʒekt no ŏnest rēdz ov so wīz a kȣnselor az ðȣ. But,"

and hēr wȏz a līt in ðe i ov him mād Gro startel, "did

ĕne man wið sereȣs intent dȇr bid me dꝏ a dȃstard dēd, he

ʃʊd hav mi sœrd þrꝏ ðe derest part ovz bŏde."


Lord Brandox Dahȃ nȣ ternd him tꝏ ðe rest ov ðem. "Dʒus,"

sed he, "frend ov mi hart, mesemeþ yar ȏl ov wun mīnd,

and nun ov mi mīnd. Īl ēn bid u fȇrwel. Fȇrwel,

Gazlark; fȇrwel, Lȃ Firēz."


"But ƕĭðer awa?" sed Dʒus, standiŋ up from hiz tʃȇr.

"Ðȣ must not lēv us."


"Ƕĭðer but tꝏ mīn ōn plās?" sed he, and wȏz gon from ðe

tʃāmber.


Gazlark sed, "Hēz mutʃ insenst. Ƕȏt hast ðȣ dun tꝏ anger

him?"


Mevrean sed tꝏ Dʒus, "Īl fŏlo and kꝏl him." Ʃe went, but

sꝏn reternd saiŋ, "No avāl, mi lordz. He iz rĭden fœrþ

from Galiŋ and awa az fȃst az hiz hors mīt kăre him."


Nȣ wer ða ȏl in a grāt stʃu, sum kondʒektʃuriŋ wun þiŋ

and sum anŭðer. Ōnle ðe Lord Dʒus kept silens and a kȃlm

kȣntenans, and ðe Lade Mevrean. And Dʒus sed at leŋþ tꝏ

Gazlark, "Ðis it iz, ðat he tʃafeþ at ĕvere dāz dela ðat




lĕteþ him from hăviŋ at Korinyus. Serts, Īl not blām

him, noiŋ ðe vīl indʒurēz ðe fĕlo did him and hiz

insolens tꝏword ðe, mădam. Be not trŭbeld. Hiz ōn self

ʃal briŋ him bak tꝏ me ƕen tīm iz, az no ŭðer pȣer

ʃʊd dꝏ gānst hiz gʊd wil; he ƕꝏz grāt hart Hĕven

kanot fœrs wið fœrs."


And even so, ðe nekst nīt ȃfter, ƕen fōk wer abed and

aslēp, Dʒus, in hiz hi bed-tʃāmber sĭtiŋ lāt at hiz bʊk,

herd a bridel riŋ. So he kȏld hiz bƣz tꝏ go wið him wið

tortʃez tꝏ ðe gāt. And ðȇr in ðe dȃnsiŋ tortʃ-līt kām

ðe Lord Brandox Dahȃ a-ridiŋ intꝏ Galiŋ Kȃsel, and

sumƕȏt ov ðe bignes ov a grāt pumpkin tīd in a silken

kloþ huŋ at hiz sădel-bo. Dʒus met him in ðe gāt alōn.

"Let me dȣn from mi hors," he sed, "and resēv from me ði

bedfĕlo ðat ðȣ must slēp wið bi ðe Lāk ov Ravare."


"Ðȣ hast gŏten it?" sed Dʒus. "Ðe hĭpogrifs eg, ȣt ov

Dʒūl Tarn, bi ðiself alōn?" and he tʊk ðe bundel rīt

tenderle in hiz tꝏ handz.


"I," ȃnserd he. "Twȏz ƕȇr ðȣ and I mād ʃūr ov it lȃst

sŭmer, akordiŋ tꝏ ðe werd ov her lĭtel martlet ðat ferst

fȣnd it for us. Ðe tarn wȏz frozen and twȏz trĭke werk

diviŋ and mōst vĭlanȣs kōld. It iz smȏl marvel ðȣrt a

lŭke man in ðīn undertakiŋz, O Dʒus, ƕen ðȣ hast sutʃ an

art tꝏ drȏ ði frendz tꝏ sĕkond ðe."


"I þȏt þȣdst not lēv me," sed Dʒus.


"Þȏt?" krīd Brandox Dahȃ. "Didst ĕver drēm Īd sŭfer

ðe tꝏ dꝏ ði fꝏliʃnesez alōn? Na, Īl kum ferst tꝏ ðe

entʃȃnted lāk wið ðe, and let be Karse i' ðe mēntīm.

Hȣbeit Īl dꝏ it gānst ðe strēm ov mi rezoluʃon kwīt."


****


Nȣ wȏz but siks dāz mœr ov preparaʃon, and on ðe sĕkond da

ov Āpril wȏz ȏl rĕde in Lʊkiŋhaven for ðe saliŋ ov ðat

mite armament: fifte and nīn ʃips ov wor and fīv ʃips ov

berðen and þrīs tꝏ þȣzand fitiŋ men.


Lade Mevrean sat on her milk-ƕīt mȇr overlʊkiŋ ðe harbor

ƕȇr ðe ʃips ȏl orderle rōd at ankor, ʃădoe gra

agānst ðe sun-brīt ʃĭmer ov ðe se, wið hēr and ðȇr

a splaʃ ov kŭlor, krimzon or blu or grȃs-grēn, from ðȇr

pānted hulz or a bēm ov ðe sun glȃnsiŋ from ðȇr gōlden

mȃsts or fĭgūr-hedz. Gro stʊd at her bridel-rān. Ðe Galiŋ

rōd, wīndiŋ dȣn from Haverʃȏ Tuŋ, ran klōs belo ðem




and so aloŋ ðe se-ʃœr tꝏ ðe kēz at Lʊkiŋhaven. Aloŋ

ðat rōd ðe hard erþ raŋ wið ðe tramp ov armd men and

ðe tramp ov horsez, and ðe līt west wind wȏfted tꝏ Gro and

Mevrean on ðȇr grȃse hil snatʃez ov dēp-vƣst

bătel-tʃȃnts or ðe gălopiŋ nōts ov trumpet and pīp and

ðe drum ðat sets menz harts a-þrob.


In ðe van rōd ðe Lord Zig, fœr trumpeterz wȏkiŋ befœr

him in gōld and perpel. Hiz armor from tʃin tꝏ to ʃon wið

silver, and dʒuelz blāzd on hiz gordʒet and bȏldrik and ðe

hilt ov hiz loŋ strāt sœrd. He rōd a blak stăleon

săvādʒ-īd wið ērz lād bak and a tāl ðat swept ðe

erþ. A grāt kumpane ov hors fŏlōd him, and hȃf az mĕne

tȏl spērmen, in rŭset lĕðer dʒerkinz plated wið brȃs and

silver. "Ðēz," sed Mevrean, "be ov Keliland and ðe

ʃœr-stedz ov Ăroferþ, and hiz ōn văsalādʒ from

Rămerik and Amadardāl. Ðat iz Hesper Golþriŋ rideþ a

lĭtel behīnd him on hiz rīt hand; he lŭveþ tꝏ þiŋz in

ðis werld, a gʊd hors and a swift ʃip. He on ðe left, he

o' ðe helm ov dul silver set wið ravenz wiŋz, so loŋ ov

ðe leg þȣdst sa if he rōd a lĭtel hors he mīt

strădel and wȏk it: Sterkmer ov Blakwʊd. He iz ov ȣr kin;

not yet twente yērz ōld, yet sins Krŏðeriŋ Sīd akȣnted

wun ov ȣr āblest."


So ʃe ʃōd him ȏl az ða rōd bi, Pĕridor ov Ʃūl, kaptān

ov ðe Melanderz, and hiz nĕfu Stipmar. Fendor ov Ʃalgreþ

wið Emeron Galt hiz yuŋ brŭðer, ðat wȏz nule hēld from

ðe grāt wꝏnd Korinyus gāv him at Krŏðeriŋ Sīd; ðēz

lediŋ ðe ʃepherdz and herdzmen from ðe grāt hēþs norþ

ov Switʃwȏter, ƕꝏ wil hōld bi ðe stĭrup and so wið ðȇr

līt buklerz and lĭtel brȣn sœrdz go intꝏ bătel wið ðe

horsmen fʊl gălop agānst ðe ĕneme. Bremere in hiz

ramz-horn helm ov gōld and brƣderd serkōt ov skarlet

velvet, lediŋ ðe dālzmen from Onwordlīð and

Tivarandardāl. Trentmar ov Skoradāl wið ðe norþ-ēstern

lĕvēz from Biland and ðe Strandz and Brakiŋdāl. Astar ov

Retra, lēn and līð, bone-fāst, gălant-īd, ƕīt ov

skin, wið brīt red hȇr and bērd, ridiŋ hiz luvle rōn at

ðe hed ov tꝏ kumpanēz ov spērmen wið hūdʒ īrn-stŭded

ʃēldz: men from abȣt Drĕpabe and ðe sȣþ-ēstern dālz,

landed men and hōm-men ov Lord Gōldre Bluzko. Ðen ðe iland

dwĕlerz from ðe west, wið ōld Kwaz ov Dalne ridiŋ in ðe

plās ov ŏnor, nobel tꝏ lʊk on wið hiz snoe bērd and

ʃiniŋ armor, but yunger men ðȇr tru lederz in wor:

Melxar ov Strufe, grāt-tʃested, fērs-īd, wið þik

brȣn kerliŋ hȇr, horst on a plundʒiŋ tʃesnut, hiz berne

brīt wið gōld, a ritʃ mantel ov kreme silk brokād fluŋ

abȣt hiz ampel ʃōlderz, and Þarmrod on hiz lĭtel blak

mȇr wið silver berne and bats-wiŋd helm, he ðat held

Kenarve in fe for Lord Brandox Dahȃ, kēn and rĕde līk an




ăro drȏn tꝏ ðe barbz. And ȃfter ðem ðe Westmark men, wið

Arnund ov Bi ðȇr kaptān. And ȃfter ðem, fœr hundred hors,

not tꝏ be serpȃst for bute or orderd ara bi ĕne in ðat

grāt arme, and yuŋ Kamerar ridiŋ at ðȇr hed, berle az a

dʒiant, strāt az a lȃns, apăreld līk a kiŋ, bariŋ on

hiz mite spēr ðe pĕnon ov ðe Lord ov Krŏðeriŋ.


"Lʊk wel on ðēz," sed Mevrean az ða pȃst bi. "Ȣr ōn

men ov ðe Sīd and Þunderferþ and Stropardon. Ðȣ māst

sertʃ ðe wīd werld and not fīnd ðȇr līk for spēd and

fīr and ȏl worlīk gʊdlines and rĕdines tꝏ ðe werd ov

komȃnd. Ðȣ lʊkst sad, mi lord."


"Mădam," sed Lord Gro, "tꝏ ðe ēr ov wun ðat uzeþ, az I

ūs, tꝏ konsĭder ðe vănite ov ȏl hi erþle pomps, ðe

muzik ov ðēz pȣerz and glœrēz haþ a dēp underdrōn ov

sadnes. Kiŋz and gŭvernorz ðat dꝏ eksult in streŋþ and

bute and lustihʊd and ritʃ apărel, ʃoiŋ ðemselvz for

ăƕīl ŭpon ðe stādʒ ov ðe werld and open dominyon ov hi

hĕven, ƕȏt ar ða but ðe gilded sŭmer fli ðat dekaeþ

wið ðe diiŋ da?"


"Mi brŭðer and ðe rest must not sta for us," sed ðe lade.

"Ða ment tꝏ go abord az sꝏn az ðe arme ʃʊd be kum

dȣn tꝏ ðe harbor, for ðȇr ʃips be tꝏ sāl ȣt ferst dȣn

ðe ferþ. Iz it determīnd indēd ðat ðȣ gōst wið ðem on

ðis dʒerne?"


"I had so determīnd, mădam," ȃnserd he. Ʃe wȏz bĕgĭniŋ tꝏ

mꝏv dȣn tꝏwordz ðe rōd and ðe harbor, but Gro pʊt a hand

on ðe rān and stopt her. "Dēr lade," he sed, "ðēz þre

nīts tʊgĕðer I hav drēmd a drēm: a strāndʒ drēm, and

ȏl ðe partĭkularz ðarov betokeniŋ hĕve anksiete, inkrēs

ov pĕril, and săvādʒ mistʃēf; prŏmisiŋ sum tĕribel ĭʃu.

Mĕþinks if I go on ðis dʒerne ðȣ ʃalt se mi fās no

mœr."


"O fi, mi lord," krīd ʃe, rētʃiŋ him her hand, "giv nĕver

a þȏt tꝏ sutʃ fond imadʒiniŋz. Twȏz ðe mꝏn but glȃnsiŋ

in ðīn i. Or if not, sta wið us hēr and tʃēt Fāt."


Gro kist her hand, and kept it in hiz. "Mi Lade Mevrean," he

sed, "Fāt wil not be tʃeted, kog we nĕver so wīzle. I dꝏ

þink ðȇr be not mĕne ekstant ðat in a nobel wa fēr ðe

fās ov deþ les ðan miself. Īl go o' ðis dʒerne. Ðȇr

iz but wun þiŋ ʃʊd tern me bak."


"And tiz?" sed ʃe, for he fel silent on a sŭden.


He pȏzd, lʊkiŋ dȣn at her gluvd hand restiŋ in hiz. "A




man bekŭmeþ hœrs and dum," sed he, "if a wʊlf haþ ðe

advȃntādʒ ferst tꝏ i him. Didst ðȣ prokūr ðe a wʊlf tꝏ

dum me ƕen I wʊd tel ðe? But I did wuns; enuf tꝏ let

ðe no. O Mevrean, dust ðȣ remember Nĕverdāl?"


He lʊkt up at her. But Mevrean sat wið hed erekt, līk her

Pātrones divīn, wið swēt kꝏl lips set ferm and stĕde īz

fikst on ðe haven and ðe ridiŋ ʃips. Dʒentle ʃe dru her

hand from Grōz, and he strōv not tꝏ retān it. Ʃe ēzd

forword ðe rānz. Gro mȣnted and fŏlōd her. Ða rōd

kwietle dȣn tꝏ ðe rōd and so sȣþword sīd bi sīd tꝏ ðe

harbor. Ȇr ða kām wĭðin ērʃot ov ðe ke, Mevrean

spāk and sed, "Þȣlt not þink me grāsles nor forgetfʊl,

mi lord. Ȏl ðat iz mīn, O ȃsk it, and Īl giv it ðe wið

bōþ handz. But ȃsk me not ðat I hav not tꝏ giv, or if I

gāv ʃʊd giv but fȏls gōld. For ðats a þiŋ not gʊd

for ðe nor me, nor I wʊd not dꝏ it tꝏ an ĕneme, far les tꝏ

ðe mi frend."


****


Nȣ wȏz ðe arme ȏl gŏten ăʃipbœrd, and fȇrwelz sed tꝏ

Vol and ðōz ƕꝏ ʃʊd abīd at hōm wið him. Ðe ʃips

rōd ȣt intꝏ ðe ferþ ȏl orderle, ðȇr silken sālz

unferld, and ðat grāt armament sāld sȣþword intꝏ ðe

open sēz under a klēr ski. Ȏl ðe wa ðe wind favord

ðem, and ða mād a swift păsādʒ, so ðat on ðe þerteeþ

morniŋ from ðȇr saliŋ ȣt ov Lʊkiŋhaven ða sited ðe

loŋ gra klif-līn ov Impland ðe Mœr dim in ðe lo blōn

spra ov ðe se, and sāld þrꝏ ðe Strāts ov

Melikafkaz in kŏlum ahed, for skȇrs mīt tꝏ ʃips pȃs

abrest þrꝏ ðat năro wa. Blak prĕsipisez ʃut in ðe

strāts on iðer hand, and ðe se-berdz in ðȇr þȣzandz

ƕitend ĕvere lĭtel ledʒ ov ðōz klifs līk sno. Grāt

flīts ov ðem rōz and serkeld overhed az ðe ʃips sped bi,

and ðe ȇr wȏz fʊl ov ðȇr plānts. And rīt and left, az

ov yuŋ ƕālz bloiŋ, kŏlumz ov ƕīt spra ʃot up

kontĭnuale from ðe serfās ov ðe se. For ðēz wer ðe

stātle-wiŋd gănets fĭʃiŋ ðat se-strāt. Bi þrēz and

fœrz ða flu, ētʃ fŏloiŋ ŭðer in orderd līn, mĕne

mȃst-hīts hi; and ĕver and anon wun tʃekt in her flīt

az if a bolt had smĭten her, and swꝏpt hed-fœrmōst wið

wiŋz hȃf-spred, līk a brȏd-barbd dart ov dazliŋ

ƕītnes, til at a fu fēt abuv ðe serfās ʃe klapt

klōs her wiŋz and kleft ðe wȏter wið a nƣz az ov a grāt

stōn kȃst intꝏ ðe se. Ðen in a moment up ʃe bobd, ƕīt

and sprūs wið her pra in her gŭlet; rōd ðe wāvz a mĭnūt

tꝏ rest and konsĭder; ðen wið grāt swepiŋ wiŋ-strōks up

agān tꝏ rĕʒūm her flīt.




Ȃfter a mīl or tꝏ ðe nărōz opend and ðe klifs gru

loer, and ðe flēt sped pȃst ðe red rēfs ov Uāmnaz and ðe

lofte staks ov Paʃnemarþrȃ ƕīt wið se-gulz on tꝏ ðe

blu sŏlitʃūd ov ðe Didornyan Se. Ȏl da ða sāld

sȣþ-ēst wið a faliŋ wind. Ðe kōstlīn ov Melikafkaz

fel awa astern, pāld in ðe mists ov distans, and wȏz lost

tꝏ sīt, until ōnle ðe skwȇr kloven ȣtlīn ov ðe

Paʃnemarðran ilandz brōk ðe lĕvel horizon ov ðe se. Ðen

ðēz tꝏ sank ȣt ov sīt, and ðe ʃips rōd on

sȣþ-ēstword in a ded kȃlm. Ðe sun stꝏpt tꝏ ðe western

wāvz, enteriŋ hiz bȃþ ov blud-red fīr. He sank, and ȏl

ðe wāz wer darkend. Ȏl nīt ða rōd dʒentle on under

ðe strāndʒ sŭðern starz, and ðe broken wȏterz ov ðat se

at ĕvere œr-strōk wer līk fīr berniŋ. Ðen ȣt ov ðe se

tꝏ ēstword kām ðe da-star, ŭʃeriŋ ðe dȏn, briter ðan

ȏl nīts starz, trasiŋ a lĭtel pȃþ ov gōld aloŋ ðe

wȏterz. Ðen dȏn, fĭliŋ ðe lo ēstern skīz wið a flēt

ov tine kŏkel-ʃelz ov brīt gōld fīr; ðen ðe grāt fās

ov ðe sun ablāz. And wið ðe goiŋ up ov ðe sun a līt

wind spraŋ up, bĕleiŋ ðȇr sālz on ðe starbord tak; so

ðat ȇr da deklīnd ðe se-klifs ov Mūlvȃ huŋ ƕīt abuv

ðe spra-mist on ðȇr larbord bȣ. Ða bētʃt ðe ʃips on

a ƕīt ʃel-strand behīnd a hedland ðat ʃelterd it from

ðe ēst and norþ. Hēr ðe băreer ov klifs stʊd bak a

lĭtel from ðe ʃœr, gĭviŋ plās for a fertīl del ov grēn

pȃstʃūr, and wʊdz klusteriŋ at ðe fʊt ov ðe klifs, and a

lĭtel spriŋ ov wȏter in ðe midst.


So for ðat nīt ða slept on bœrd, and nekst da mād ðȇr

kamp, distʃardʒiŋ ðe ʃips ov berðen ðat wer laden wið ðe

horsez and stuf. But ðe Lord Dʒus wȏz mīnded not tꝏ tăre an

ȣr mœr in Mūlvȃ ðan ʃʊd sufīs tꝏ giv ȏl nēdfʊl

orderz tꝏ Gazlark and Lȃ Firēz ƕȏt ða ʃʊd dꝏ and ƕen

ekspekt him agān, and tꝏ māk provĭʒon for himself and ðōz

ƕꝏ must fȇr wið him beỾond ðēz ʃădoiŋ klifs intꝏ ðe

hȏnted wāsts ov ðe Morunȃ. Ȇr nꝏn wȏz ȏl ðis

akumpliʃt and fȇrwelz sed, and ðēz lordz, Dʒus,

Spitfīr, and Brandox Dahȃ, set fœrþ aloŋ ðe bētʃ

sȣþword tꝏwordz a pƣnt ƕȇr it sēmd mōst hōpfʊl tꝏ skāl

ðe klifs. Wið ðem went ðe Lord Gro, bōþ bi hiz ōn wiʃ

and bekȏz he had nōn ðe Morunȃ afœrtīm and ðēz

partĭkular parts ðarov; and wið ðem went besīdz ðōz tꝏ

brŭðerz-in-lȏ, Zig and Astar, bariŋ ðe prĕʃȣs berden ov

ðe eg, for ðat ŏnor and trust had Dʒus lād on ðem at

ðȇr ernest sekiŋ. So wið sum pānz ȃfter an ȣr or mœr

ða wun up ðe băreer, and hȏlted for a mĭnūt on ðe klifs

edʒ.


Ðe skin ov Grōz handz wȏz hert wið ðe ʃarp roks. Tenderle




he dru on hiz lamzwʊl gluvz, and ʃĭverd a lĭtel; for ðe

breþ ov ðat dĕzert blu snel and fror and ðȇr sēmd a

ʃădo in ðe ȇr sȣþword, for ȏl it wȏz brīt and dʒentel

wĕðer belo ƕens ða wer kum. Yet ȏlbeit hiz frāl bŏde

kwāld, even so wer hiz spĭrits wĭðin him rāzd wið hi

and nobel imadʒiniŋz az he stʊd on ðe lip ov ðat rŏke

klif. Ðe klȣdles vȏlt ov hĕven; ðe ŭnumberd lȃfter

ov ðe se; ðat kwiet kōv benēþ, and ðōz ʃips ov wor and

ðat arme kampiŋ bi ðe ʃips; ðe emptines ov ðe blȃsted

wōldz tꝏ sȣþword, ƕȇr ĕvere rok sēmd līk a ded manz

skul and ĕvere rank tuft ov grȃs hag-rĭden; ðe bariŋ ov

ðōz lordz ov Demonland ƕꝏ stʊd besīd him, az if nȏt

ʃʊd be ov kŏmoner kœrs tꝏ ðem perʃuiŋ ðȇr rezolv

ðan tꝏ tern ðȇr baks on lĭviŋ land and enter ðōz rēdʒonz

ov ðe ded; ðēz þiŋz wið a pȣer az ov a mite muzik

mād Grōz breþ katʃ in hiz þrōt and ðe tēr spriŋ in

hiz i.


In sutʃ wīz ȃfter mœr ðan tꝏ yērz did Lord Dʒus bĕgin hiz

sĕkond krŏsiŋ ov ðe Morunȃ in kwest ov hiz dēr brŭðer ðe

Lord Gōldre Bluzko.


𝟤𝟪. Zorȃ Rax Nam Săreon


OV ÐE LORD DƷŬSEZ RIDIŊ OV ÐE HĬPOGRIF TꝎ ZORȂ RAX, AND

OV ÐE ILZ ENKȢNTERD BI HIM IN ÐAT AKERST PLĀS, AND ÐE

MĂNER OV HIZ PERFORMIŊ HIZ GRĀT ENTERPRĪZ TꝎ DELĬVER HIZ

BRŬÐER ȢT OV BONDĀDƷ.


Luld wið līt-stȗriŋ ȇrz tꝏ dʒentel-soft tꝏ rŭfel her

glȃse serfās, worm insens-laden ȇrz swēt wið ðe perfūm

ov imortal flȣerz, ðe tʃarmd Lāk ov Ravare drēmd under

ðe mꝏn. It wȏz ðe lȃst ȣr befœr ðe dȏn. Entʃȃnted

bōts, ðat sēmd bilded ov ðe glo-wermz līt, drifted on

ðe stȃre bʊzom ov ðe lāk. Over ðe slopiŋ wʊdz ðe limz

ov ðe mȣntānz loerd, unmĕʒūrd, vȃst, mistereȣs in ðe

mꝏnz glămor. In remōt hi spasez ov nīt beỾond glĭmerd

ðe spīrz ov Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ and ðe verdʒin snōz ov Romʃer

and Koʃtrȃ Belorn. No berd or bēst mꝏvd in ðe stilnes:

ōnle a nitingāl sĭŋiŋ tꝏ ðe starz from a kŏpīs ov

ŏlīv-trēz nēr ðe Kwēnz pavĭleon on ðe ēstern ʃœr. And

ðat wȏz a nōt not līk a berdz ov mĭdel erþ, but a nōt

tꝏ tʃarm dȣn spĭrits ȣt ov ðe ȇr, or tꝏ witʃ ðe

impĕrĭʃabel sensez ov ðe Godz ƕen ða wʊd hōld komūnyon

wið hole Nīt and māk her perfekt, and ȏl her lamps and

vƣsez perfekt in ðȇr īz.




Ðe silken hăŋiŋz ov ðe pavĭleon dœr, partiŋ az in ðe

portal ov a vĭʒon, mād wa for ðat Kwēn, fosterliŋ ov ðe

mōst hi Godz. Ʃe pȏzd a step or tꝏ beỾond ðe þrĕʃōld,

lʊkiŋ dȣn ƕȇr ðōz lordz ov Demonland, Spitfīr and

Brandox Dahȃ, wið Gro and Zig and Astar, rapt in ðȇr

klōks, la on ðe goane dʒue banks ðat slōpt dȣn tꝏ ðe

wȏterz edʒ.


"Aslēp," ʃe ƕisperd. "Even az he wĭðin slepeþ agānst

ðe dȏn. I dꝏ þink it iz ōnle in a grāt manz brest slēp

haþ so dʒentel a bed ƕen grāt events ar tꝏword."


Līk a lĭle, or līk a mꝏnbēm strād þrꝏ ðe lefe rꝏf

intꝏ a silent wʊd, ʃe stʊd ðȇr, her fās uplifted tꝏ ðe

stȃre nīt ƕȇr ȏl ðe ȇr wȏz drentʃt wið ðe silver

rādʒans ov ðe mꝏn. And nȣ in a soft vƣs ʃe began

suplikaʃon tꝏ ðe Godz ƕitʃ ar from ĕverlȃstiŋ, kȏliŋ

ŭpon ðem in tern bi ðȇr hole nāmz, ŭpon gra-īd Pălas,

and Apŏlo, and Artemis ðe flēt Huntres, ŭpon Afrodite, and

Herȃ, Kwēn ov Hĕven, and Arēz, and Hermēz, and ðe

dark-trest Erþʃaker. Nor wȏz ʃe afrād tꝏ adres her

hole prȇrz tꝏ him ƕꝏ from hiz vāld pœrtʃ besīd Ăkeron

and Lĕþe Lāk bīndz tꝏ hiz wil ðe dĕvilz ov ðe under-glꝏm,

nor tꝏ ðe grāt Fȃðer ov Ȏl in Ƕꝏz sīt tīm from ðe

bĕgĭniŋ until tꝏ-da iz but ðe dĭpiŋ ov a wȏnd intꝏ ðe

bȣndles oʃan ov eternite. So prād ʃe tꝏ ðe blĕsed Godz,

mōst ernestle rekwiriŋ ðem ðat under ðȇr kȣntenans

mīt be ðat rīd, ðe līk ƕarov erþ had not nōn: ðe

ridiŋ ov ðe hĭpogrif, not raʃle and bi an as az

hērtꝏfœr tꝏ hiz ōn destrukʃon, but bi ðe man ov men ƕꝏ

wið klēn perpōs and rezoluʃon undismād ʃʊd enfors it

kăre him tꝏ hiz harts dezīr.


Nȣ in ðe ēst beỾond ðe fĕðere hiltops and ðe grāt sno

wȏl ov Romʃer ðe gāts wer openiŋ tꝏ ðe da. Ðe sleperz

wakend and stʊd up. Ðȇr wȏz a grāt nƣz from wĭðin ðe

pavĭleon. Ða ternd wīd-īd, and fœrþ ov ðe hăŋiŋz ov

ðe dœrwa kām ðat yuŋ þiŋ nu-hatʃt, pāl and

dȣtfʊl az ðe nu līt ƕitʃ trembeld in ðe ski. Dʒus

wȏkt besīd it, hiz hand on ðe săfīr mān. Hi and

rĕzolūt wȏz hiz lʊk, az he gāv gʊd-moro tꝏ ðe Kwēn, tꝏ

hiz brŭðer and hiz frendz. No werd ða sed, ōnle in tern

gript him bi ðe hand. Ðe ȣr wȏz ŭpon ðem. For even az

da stridiŋ on ðe ēstern sno-fēldz stormd nīt ȣt ov

hi hĕven, so and wið sutʃ swift inkrēs ov splendor wȏz

mīt bŏdile and ðe dezīr ov ðe ŭper ȇr born in ðat wīld

stēd. It ʃon az if lited bi a mꝏviŋ lamp from wĭðinword,

snift ðe swēt morniŋ ȇr and ƕĭnēd, pȏiŋ ðe grȃs ov

ðe wȏter-sīd and tariŋ it up wið its klȏz ov gōld. Dʒus




păted ðe krētʃūrz artʃiŋ nek, lʊkt tꝏ ðe bridel he had

fĭted tꝏ its mȣþ, mād ʃūr ov ðe fȃseniŋz ov hiz armor,

and lꝏsend in ðe skăbard hiz grāt sœrd. And nȣ up spraŋ

ðe sun.


Ðe Kwēn sed, "Remember: ƕen ðȣ ʃalt se ðe lord ði

brŭðer in hiz ōn ʃāp, ðat iz no iluʒon. Mistrust ȏl

els. And ðe ȏlmite Godz prezerv and kumfort ðe."


Ðȇrwið ðe hĭpogrif, az if mădend wið ðe da-bēmz,

plundʒd līk a wīld hors, spred wīd its rānbo pinyonz,

rērd, and tʊk wiŋ. But ðe Lord Dʒus wȏz spruŋ astrīd ov

it, and ðe grip ov hiz nēz on ðe ribz ov it wȏz līk brazen

klamps. Ðe ferm land sēmd tꝏ ruʃ awa benēþ him tꝏ ðe

rēr; ðe lāk and ðe ʃœr and ilandz ðarov ʃōd in a

moment smȏl and remōt, and ðe fĭgūrz ov ðe Kwēn and hiz

kompanyonz līk tƣz, ðen dots, ðen ʃrunken tꝏ nŭþiŋnes,

and ðe vȃst silens ov ðe ŭper ȇr opend and resēvd him

intꝏ ŭter lōnlines. In ðat silens erþ and ski swerld

līk ðe wīn in a ʃaken goblet az ðe wīld stēd rŏketed

hier and hier in grāt spiralz. A klȣd bĭloe-ƕīt ʃut

in ðe ski befœr ðem; briter and briter it gru in its

dazliŋ ƕītnes az ða sped tꝏwordz it, until ða tutʃt

it and ðe glœre wȏz dizolvd in a gra mist ðat gru stil

darker and kōlder az ða flu til sŭdenle ða emerdʒd from

ðe ferðer sīd ov ðe klȣd intꝏ a rādʒans ov blu and gōld

blīndiŋ in its glœre. So for a ƕīl ða flu wið no set

direkʃon, ōnle ĕver hier, til at leŋþ obēdʒent tꝏ Dʒŭsez

mȃstere ðe hĭpogrif sēst from hiz spœrts and ternd

obēdʒentle westword, and so in a swift strāt kœrs,

mȣntiŋ ĕver, sped over Ravare tꝏwordz ðe departiŋ nīt.

And nȣ indēd it wȏz az if ða had vĕrile overtaken nīt in

her western kāvz. For ðe ȇr wakst darker abȣt ðem and

ȏlwāz darker, until ðe grāt pēks ðat stʊd rȣnd Ravare

wer hĭden, and ȏl ðe grēn land ov Zimeamveȃ, wið its

plānz and wīndiŋ wȏterz and hilz and uplandz and entʃȃnted

wʊdz, hĭden and lost in an evil twilīt. And ðe ŭper

hĕven wȏz atēm wið pœrtents: ƕōl armēz ov men skermĭʃiŋ

in ðe ȇr, drăgonz, wīld bēsts, blŭde stremerz, blaziŋ

kŏmets, fire strāks, wið ŭðer aparĭʃonz inumerabel. But

ȏl silent, and ȏl kōld, so ðat Dʒŭsez handz and fēt wer

numd wið ðe kōld and hiz mʊstȃʃeōz stif wið hœr-frost.


Befœr ðem nȣ, invĭzibel til nȣ, lꝏmd ðe gȏnt pēk ov

Zorȃ Rax, blak, wintre, and vȃst, stil tȣeriŋ abuv ðem

for ȏl ða sœrd even hier, grand and lōnle abuv ðe

frozen wāsts ov ðe Săreon Glaʃerz. Dʒus stȇrd at ðat

pēk til ðe wind ov ðȇr flīt blīnded hiz īz wið tērz;

but it wȏz yet tꝏ far for ĕne glimps ov ðat ƕitʃ he

hungerd tꝏ behōld: no brazen sĭtadel, no koronal ov flām, no




wȏtʃer on ðe hīts. Zorȃ, līk sum dark kwēn ov Hel ðat

disdānz ðat prezumpʃȣs mortal īz ʃʊd dȇr tꝏ lʊk

luvle on her dred butēz, dru akros her brȣ a vāl ov

þunderklȣd. Ða flu on, and ðat stēl-blu pȏl ov

þunderȣs vapor rōld fœrþ til it kănopēd ȏl ðe ski

abuv ðem. Dʒus tukt hiz tꝏ handz for wormþ intꝏ ðe

fĕðere armpits ov ðe hĭpogrifs wiŋz ƕȇr ðe wiŋz

dʒƣnd ðe krētʃūrz bŏde. So bĭter kōld it wȏz, hiz vĕre

ibȏlz wer frozen and fikst; but ðat pān wȏz a līt þiŋ

besīd sumƕȏt he nȣ felt wĭðin him ðe līk ƕarov he

nĕver befœr had nōn: a deþ-līk horor az ov ðe hȣsles

lōnlines ov naked spās, ƕitʃ gript him at ðe hart.


Ða landed at lȃst on a krag ov blak obsidʒan stōn a lĭtel

belo ðe klȣd ðat hid ðe hiest roks. Ðe hĭpogrif,

krȣtʃt on ðe stēp slōp, ternd its hed tꝏ lʊk on Dʒus.

He felt ðe krētʃūrz bŏde benēþ him kwĭver. Its ērz wer

lād bak, its i wīd wið tĕror. "Pꝏr tʃīld," he sed. "I

hav brȏt ðe an il dʒerne, and ðȣ but wun ȣr hatʃt

from ðe eg."


He dismȣnted; and in ðat sām instant wȏz berēvd. For ðe

hĭpogrif wið a hors-skrēm ov tĕror tʊk wiŋ and văniʃt

dȣn ðe merk ȇr, diviŋ hedloŋ awa tꝏ ēstword, bak tꝏ

ðe werld ov līf and sunlīt.


And ðe Lord Dʒus stʊd alōn in ðat rēdʒon ov fēr and frost

and ðe sōl-kwaliŋ glꝏm, under ðe blak sŭmit-roks ov

Zorȃ Rax.


Sĕtiŋ, az ðe Kwēn had kȣnseld him tꝏ dꝏ, hiz ƕōl hart

and mīnd on ðe dred gōl he intended, he ternd tꝏ ðe ise

klif. Az he klīmd ðe kōld klȣd kŭverd him, yet not so

þik but he mīt se ten pasez distans befœr and abȣt him

az he went. Il sīts eno, and eno tꝏ kwāl a stroŋ manz

rezoluʃon, ʃōd in hiz pȃþ: ʃāps ov damd fēndz and

gorgonz ov ðe pit rŭniŋ in ðe wa, þrĕteniŋ him wið

deþ and dꝏm. But Dʒus, grĭtiŋ hiz tēþ, klīmd on and

þrꝏ ðem, ða beiŋ unsubstanʃal. Ðen up rōz an

eldritʃ kri, "Ƕȏt man ov mĭdel-erþ iz ðis ðat trubleþ

ȣr kwiet? Māk an end! Kȏl up ðe băzilisks. Kȏl up ðe

Gōlden Băzilisk, ƕitʃ bloeþ ŭpon and sĕteþ on fīr

ƕȏtsoĕver he sēþ. Kȏl up ðe Stȃre Băzilisk, and ƕȏtso he

sēþ it imēdʒātle ʃrinks up and pĕrĭʃeþ. Kȏl up ðe

Blŭde Băzilisk, ƕꝏ if he se or tutʃ ĕne lĭviŋ þiŋ it

floeþ awa so ðat nȏt ðȇr remaneþ but ðe bōnz!"


Ðat wȏz a vƣs tꝏ frēz ðe măro, yet he prest on,

saiŋ in himself, "Ȏl iz iluʒon, sāv ðat alōn ʃe tōld




me ov." And nȏt apērd: ōnle ðe silens and ðe kōld, and

ðe roks gru ĕver steper and ðȇr īs-glāz mœr dāndʒerȣs,

and ðe dĭfikulte līk ðe dĭfikulte ov ðōz Băreerz ov

Emʃer, up ƕitʃ mœr ðan tꝏ yērz ago he had fŏlōd

Brandox Dahȃ and on ƕitʃ he had enkȣnterd and slān ðe

bēst mantikorȃ. Ðe lĕden ȣrz drifted bi, and nȣ nīt

ʃut dȣn, bĭter and blak and silent. Sœr werines bŏdile

wȏz kum ŭpon Dʒus, and hiz ƕōl sōl were wĭðȏl and nēr tꝏ

deþ az he enterd a sno-bĕded gŭle ðat kut dēp intꝏ ðe

fās ov ðe mȣntān, ðȇr tꝏ awāt ðe da. He derst not

slēp in ðat freziŋ nīt; skȇrsle dȇrd he rest lest ðe

kōld ʃʊd mȃster him, but must kēp for ĕver mꝏviŋ and

stampiŋ and tʃafiŋ handz and fēt. And yet, az ðe slo nīt

krept bi, deþ sēmd a dezirabel þiŋ ðat ʃʊd end sutʃ

ŭter werines.


Morniŋ kām wið but a kōld ȏlteraʃon ov ðe mist from blak

tꝏ gra, diskloziŋ ðe sno-bȣnd roks silent, drere, and

ded. Dʒus, enforsiŋ hiz hȃf frozen limz tꝏ rĕʒūm ðe

asent, beheld a sīt ov wo tꝏ tĕribel for ðe i: a yuŋ

man, helmd and grāðd in dark īrn, a blak-a-mꝏr wið

gŏgel-īz and ƕīt tēþ agrin, ƕꝏ held bi ðe nek a fȇr

yuŋ lade neliŋ on her nēz and klȃspiŋ hiz az in

suplikaʃon, and he mōst blŭdile brandĭʃiŋ aloft hiz spēr

ov siks fʊt ov leŋþ az mīnded tꝏ rēv her ov her līf. Ðis

lade, seiŋ ðe Lord Dʒus, krīd ȣt on him for sŭkor vĕre

pitʃȣsle, kȏliŋ him bi hiz nām and saiŋ, "Lord Dʒus ov

Demonland, hav merse, and in yor triumf over ðe pȣerz ov

nīt pȏz for an instant tꝏ delĭver me, pꝏr aflikted

dămozel, from ðis kruel tirant. Kan yor tȣeriŋ spĭrit,

ƕitʃ haþ kworēd ŭpon kiŋdomz, māk a stꝏp at him? O ðat

ʃʊd aprꝏv u nobel indēd, and bles u for ĕver!"


Ʃūrle ðe vĕre hart ov him grōnd, and he klapt hand tꝏ

sœrd wĭʃiŋ tꝏ rīt so kruel a roŋ. But on ðe moʃon he

bĕþȏt him ov ðe wīlz ov evil ðat dwelt in ðat plās,

and ov hiz brŭðer, and wið a grāt grōn pȃst on. In ƕitʃ

instant he beheld sīdloŋ hȣ ðe kruel merðerer smōt wið

hiz spēr ðat dĕlikāt lade, and detrentʃt and kut ðe tꝏ

mȃster-vānz ov her nek, so az ʃe fel diiŋ in her blud.

Dʒus mȣnted wið a grāt pās tꝏ ðe hed ov ðe gŭle, and

lʊkiŋ bak beheld hȣ blak-a-mꝏr and lade bōþ wer tʃāndʒd

tꝏ tꝏ kƣliŋ serpents. And he labord on, ʃaken at hart,

yet glad tꝏ hav so eskāpt ðe pȣerz ðat wʊd hav līmd

him so.


Darker gru ðe mist, and hĕveer ðe brꝏdiŋ dred ƕitʃ

sēmd elemental ov ðe ȇrz abȣt ðat mȣntān. Pȏziŋ wel




ni eksȏsted on a smȏl stȃns ov sno Dʒus beheld ðe

aperans ov a man armd ƕꝏ rōld prostrāt in ðe wa,

tariŋ wið hiz nālz at ðe hard rok and frozen sno, and

ðe sno wȏz ȏl wun gœr ov blud benēþ ðe man; and ðe man

besȏt him in a stifeld vƣs tꝏ go no ferðer but rāz him

up and briŋ him dȣn ðe mȣntān. And ƕen Dʒus, ȃfter an

instants dȣt betwikst pĭte and hiz rezolv, wʊd hav pȃst

bi, ðe man krīd and sed, "Hōld, for I am ði vĕre brŭðer

ðȣ sēkst, ȏlbeit ðe Kiŋ haþ bi hiz art frāmd me tꝏ

anŭðer līknes, hopiŋ so tꝏ delūd ðe. For ði luv sāk

be not deluded!" Nȣ ðe vƣs wȏz līk tꝏ ðe vƣs ov hiz

brŭðer Gōldre, hȣbeit wēk. But ðe Lord Dʒus bĕþȏt him

agān ov ðe werdz ov Sofonizbȃ ðe Kwēn, ðat he ʃʊd se

hiz brŭðer in hiz ōn ʃāp and nȏt els must he trust; and

he þȏt, "It iz an iluʒon, ðis ȏlso." So he sed, "If

ðat ðȣ be trule mi dēr brŭðer, tāk ði ʃāp." But ðe

man krīd az wið ðe vƣs ov ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko, "I ma

not, til ðat I be brȏt dȣn from ðe mȣntān. Briŋ me

dȣn, or mi kers be ŭpon ðe for ĕver."


Ðe Lord Dʒus wȏz tœrn wið pĭte and dȣt and wunder, tꝏ hēr

ðat vƣs agān ov hiz dēr brŭðer so besētʃiŋ him. Yet he

ȃnserd and sed, "Brŭðer, if ðat it be ðȣ indēd, ðen

bīd til I hav wun tꝏ ðis mȣntān top and ðe sĭtadel ov

brȃs ƕitʃ in a drēm I sȏ, ðat I ma no trule ðȣ art

not ðȇr, but hēr. Ðen wil I tern agān and sŭkor ðe.

But until I se ðe in ðīn ōn ʃāp I wil mistrust ȏl.

For hĭðer I kām from ðe endz ov ðe erþ tꝏ delĭver ðe,

and I wil set mi gʊd on no dȣtfʊl kȃst, hăviŋ spent so

mutʃ and pʊt so mutʃ in dāndʒer for ði dēr sāk."


So wið a hĕve hart he set hand agān tꝏ ðōz blak roks,

īst and slĭpere tꝏ ðe tutʃ. Ðȇrwið up rōz an eldritʃ

kri, "Rēdʒƣs, for ðis erþ-born iz mad! Rēdʒƣs, for ðat

wȏz not perfekt frend, ðat relinkwiʃt hiz brŭðer at hiz

nēd!" But Dʒus klīmd on, and bi and bi lʊkiŋ bak beheld

hȣ in ðat semiŋ manz plās rīðd a grizful serpent. And

he wȏz glad, so mutʃ az gladnes mīt be in ðat mȣntān ov

aflikʃon and despȇr.


Nȣ wȏz hiz streŋþ nēr gon, az da dru agān tꝏword nīt

and he klīmd ðe lȃst kragz under ðe pēk ov Zorȃ. And he,

ƕꝏ had ȏl hiz dāz drunk dēp ov ðe fȣntān ov ðe dʒƣ ov

līf and ðe glœre and ðe wunder ov beiŋ, felt ĕver dedleer

and darker in hiz sōl ðat lōnle horor ƕitʃ he ferst had

tāsted ðe da befœr at hiz ferst nēr sīt ov Zorȃ, ƕīl he

flu þrꝏ ðe kōld ȇr pœrtent-laden; and hiz ƕōl hart

gru sik bekȏz ov it.




And nȣ he wȏz kum tꝏ ðe riŋ ov fīr ðat wȏz abȣt ðe

sŭmit ov ðe mȣntān. He wȏz beỾond tĕror or ðe dezīr ov

līf, and trod ðe fīr az it had bēn hiz ōn hōmz

þrĕʃōld. Ðe blu tuŋz ov flām dīd under hiz fʊt-tred,

makiŋ a wa befœr him. Ðe brazen gāts stʊd wīd. He

enterd in, he pȃst up ðe brazen stȇr, he stʊd on ðat

hi rꝏf-flœr ƕitʃ he had beheld in drēmz, he lʊkt az in

a drēm on him he had krost ðe konfīnz ov ðe ded tꝏ fīnd:

Lord Gōldre Bluzko kepiŋ hiz lōn wȏtʃ on ðe unhălōd

hīts ov Zorȃ. Not ŭðerwīz wȏz ðe Lord Gōldre, not bi an

hȇrzbredþ, ðan az Dʒus had afœrtīm sēn him on ðat ferst

nīt in Koʃtrȃ Belorn, so loŋ ago. He reklīnd propt on

wun elbo on ðat bentʃ ov brȃs, hiz hed erekt, hiz īz

fikst az on distant spās, vuiŋ ðe depþs beỾond ðe

star-ʃīn, az wun watiŋ til tīm ʃʊd hav an end.


He ternd not at hiz brŭðerz gretiŋ. Dʒus went tꝏ him and

stʊd besīd him. Ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko mꝏvd not an ilid.

Dʒus spōk agān, and tutʃt hiz hand. It wȏz stif and līk

dank erþ. Ðe kōld ov it struk þrꝏ Dʒŭsez bŏde and smōt

him at ðe hart. He sed in himself, "He iz ded."


Wið ðat, ðe horor ʃut dȣn ŭpon Dʒŭsez sōl līk madnes.

Fērfꝏle he stȇrd abȣt him. Ðe klȣd had lifted from ðe

mȣntānz pēk and huŋ līk a pȏl abuv its nakednes. Tʃil

ȇr ðat wȏz līk ðe breþ ov ðe ƕōl werldz grāv: vȃst

blank klȣd-băreerz: dim far formz ov sno and īs, silent,

sŏlitare, pāl, līk mȣntānz ov ðe ded: it wȏz az if ðe

bŏtom ov ðe werld wer opend and trūþ lād bȇr: ðe

ultimāt Nŭþiŋ.


Tꝏ hōld of ðe horor from hiz sōl, Dʒus ternd in mĕmore tꝏ

ðe dēr līf ov erþ, ðōz þiŋz he had mōst set hiz hart

on, men and wĭmen he luvd derest in hiz līfs dāz; bătelz

and triumfs ov hiz openiŋ manhʊd, hi festivalz in Galiŋ,

gōlden sŭmer nꝏnz under ðe Westmark pīnz, huntiŋ mornz on

ðe hi hēþs ov Meland; ðe da he ferst bakt a hors, ov

a spriŋ morniŋ in a primrōz glād ðat opend on Mꝏnmēr,

ƕen hiz smȏl brȣn legz wer skȇrs ðe leŋþ ov hiz

fœr-arm nȣ, and hiz dēr fȃðer held him bi ðe fʊt az he

trŏted, and ʃōd him ƕȇr ðe skwĭrel had her nest in ðe

ōld ōk tre.


He bȣd hiz hed az if tꝏ avƣd a blo, so plān he sēmd tꝏ

hēr sumƕȏt wĭðin him kriiŋ wið a hi vƣs and lȣd,

"Ðȣ art nŭþiŋ. And ȏl ði dezīrz and mĕmorēz and luvz

and drēmz, nŭþiŋ. Ðe lĭtel ded erþ-lȣs wer ov

grater avāl ðan ðȣ, wer it not nŭþiŋ az ðȣ art

nŭþiŋ. For ȏl iz nŭþiŋ: erþ and ski and se and ða

ðat dwel ðarin. Nor ʃal ðis iluʒon kumfort ðe, if it




mīt, ðat ƕen ðȣ art abŏliʃt ðēz þiŋz ʃal endʒūr

for a sezon, starz and munþs retern, and men gro ōld and

di, and nu men and wĭmen liv and luv and di and be

forgŏten. For ƕȏt iz it tꝏ ðe, ðat ʃalt be az a blōn-ȣt

flām? and ȏl þiŋz in erþ and hĕven, and þiŋz pȃst and

þiŋz for tꝏ kum, and līf and deþ, and ðe mēr ĕlements

ov spās and tīm, ov beiŋ and not beiŋ, ȏl ʃal be nŭþiŋ

untꝏ ðe; bekȏz ðȣ ʃalt be nŭþiŋ, for ĕver."


And ðe Lord Dʒus krīd alȣd in hiz ăgone, "Fliŋ me tꝏ

Tartarus, delĭver me tꝏ ðe blak infernal Furēz, let ðem

blīnd me, sēð me in ðe berniŋ lāk. For so ʃʊd ðȇr

yet be hōp. But in ðis horor ov Nŭþiŋ iz niðer hōp nor

līf nor deþ nor slēp nor wakiŋ, for ĕver. For ĕver."


In ðis blak mꝏd ov horor he abōd for ăƕīl, until a sȣnd

ov wepiŋ and waliŋ mād him rāz hiz hed, and he beheld a

kumpane ov mœrnerz wȏkiŋ wun behīnd anŭðer abȣt ðe brazen

flœr, ȏl klōkt in funeral blak, mœrniŋ ðe deþ ov Lord

Gōldre Bluzko. And ða reherst hiz glœreȣs dēdz and

prāzd hiz bute and prȣes and gʊdlines and streŋþ:

soft wĭmenz vƣsez lamentiŋ, so ðat ðe Lord Dʒŭsez sōl

sēmd az he lĭsend tꝏ arīz agān ȣt ov aniilaʃonz

wāst, and hiz hart gru soft agān, even untꝏ tērz. He felt

a tutʃ on hiz arm and lʊkiŋ up met ðe gāz ov tꝏ īz

dʒentel az a duvz, sufūzd wið tērz, lʊkiŋ intꝏ hiz from

under ðe darknes ov ðat hʊd ov mœrniŋ; and a wʊmanz

vƣs spāk and sed, "Ðis iz ðe obzervabel da ov ðe deþ

ov ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko, ƕitʃ haþ bēn ded nȣ a yēr;

and we hiz fĕlōz in bondādʒ dꝏ bewāl him, az ðȣ māst se,

and ʃal so bewāl him agān yēr bi yēr ƕīlz we ar on

līf. And for ðe, grāt lord, must we yet mœr sorofꝏle

lament, sins ov ȏl ði grāt werks dun ðis iz ðe empte

gerdon, and ðis ðe pereod ov ðīn ambĭʃon. But kum, tāk

kumfort for a sezon, sins untꝏ ȏl dominyonz Fāt haþ set

ðȇr end, and ðȇr iz no kiŋ on ðe rōd ov deþ."


So ðe Lord Dʒus, hiz hart ded wĭðin him for grēf and

despȇr, sŭferd her tāk him bi ðe hand and kondukt him dȣn

a wīndiŋ stȇrwa ðat led from ðat brazen flœr tꝏ an ĭner

tʃāmber frāgrant and delĭʃȣs, lited wið flĭkeriŋ lamps.

Ʃūrle līf and its termƣlz sēmd faded tꝏ a distant and

futīl mermer, and ðe horor ov ðe vƣd sēmd ðȇr but a

vān imādʒinaʃon, under ðe hĕve swētnes ov ðat tʃāmber.

Hiz sensez swꝏnd; he ternd tꝏwordz hiz vāld konduktres.

Ʃe wið a sŭden moʃon kȃst of her mœrniŋ klōk, and stʊd

ðȇr, her ƕōl fȇr bŏde bȇrd tꝏ hiz gāz, open-armd, a

sīt tꝏ răviʃ ðe sōl wið luv and ȏl delīt.




Wel ni had he klȃspt tꝏ hiz bʊzom ðat vĭʒon ov dazliŋ

luvlines. But fortʃūn, or ðe hi Godz, or hiz ōn sōlz

mīt, wōk yet agān in hiz drugd brān remembrans ov hiz

perpōs, so ðat he ternd violentle from ðat bāt prepȇrd

for hiz destrukʃon, and strōd from ðe tʃāmber up tꝏ ðat

rꝏf ƕȇr hiz dēr brŭðer sat az in deþ. Dʒus kȏt him bi

ðe hand: "Spēk tꝏ me, kinzman. It iz I, Dʒus. It iz Dʒus, ði

brŭðer."


But Gōldre mꝏvd not niðer ȃnserd ĕne werd.


Dʒus lʊkt at ðe hand restiŋ in hiz, so līk hiz ōn tꝏ ðe

vĕre ʃāp ov ðe finger nālz and ðe grōþ ov ðe hȇrz on

ðe bak ov ðe hand and fingerz. He let it go, and ðe arm

dropt līfles. "It iz vĕre sertān," sed he, "ðȣ art in a

măner frozen, and ði spĭrits and understandiŋ frozen and

kondʒēld wĭðin ðe."


So saiŋ, he bent tꝏ gāz klōs in Gōldrēz īz, tutʃiŋ hiz

arm and ʃōlder. Not a lim sterd, not an ilid flĭkerd.

He kȏt him bi ðe hand and slēv az if tꝏ fœrs him up from

ðe bentʃ, kȏliŋ him lȣdle bi hiz nām, ʃakiŋ him rufle,

kriiŋ, "Spēk tꝏ me, ði brŭðer, ðat krost ðe werld tꝏ

fīnd ðe;" but he abōd a ded wāt in Dʒŭsez grȃsp.


"If ðȣ be ded," sed Dʒus, "ðen am I ded wið ðe. But

til ðen Īl nȇr þink ðe ded." And he sat dȣn on ðe

bentʃ besīd hiz brŭðer, takiŋ hiz hand in hiz, and lʊkt

abȣt him. Nȏt but ŭter silens. Nīt had fȏlen, and ðe

mꝏnz kȃlm rādʒans and ðe twinkliŋ starz mingeld wið ðe

pāl fīrz ðat hedʒd ðat mȣntān top in an unsertān līt.

Hel lꝏst no mœr her dĕnizenz in ðe ȇr, and sins ðe

moment ƕen Dʒus had in ðat ĭner tʃāmber ʃaken himself fre

ov ðat lȃst iluʒon no prĕzens had he sēn nor simulakrum ov

man or dĕvil sāv ōnle Gōldre hiz brŭðer; nor mīt ðat

horor ĕne mœr mȃster hiz hi hart, but ðe mĕmore ov it wȏz

but az ðe bĭter tʃil ov a winter se ðat tāks ðe

swĭmerz breþ for an instant az he plundʒez ferst intꝏ ðe

ise wȏterz.


So wið a kȃlm and a stedfȃst mīnd ðe Lord Dʒus abōd ðȇr,

hiz sĕkond nīt wĭðȣt slēp, for slēp he dȇrd not in ðat

akerst plās. But for dʒƣ ov hiz fȣnd brŭðer, ȏlbeit it

sēmd ðȇr wȏz in him niðer spētʃ nor sīt nor heriŋ,

Dʒus skȇrs wist ov hiz grāt werines. And he nŭriʃt

himself wið ðat ambroʒȃ gĭven him bi ðe Kwēn, for wel he

þȏt ðe ŭtermōst streŋþ ov hiz bŏde ʃʊd nȣ be trīd

in ðe tȃsk he nȣ dekrēd him.


Ƕen it wȏz da, he arōz and takiŋ hiz brŭðer Gōldre bŏdile




on hiz bak set fœrþ. Pȃst ðe gāts ov brȃs Dʒus bœr him,

and pȃst ðe băreerz ov flām, and pānfꝏle and bi slo

degrēz dȣn ðe loŋ norðern ridʒ ƕitʃ overhaŋz ðe

Săreon Glaʃerz. Ȏl ðat da, and ðe nīt fŏloiŋ, and

ȏl ðe nekst da ȃfter wer ða on ðe mȣntān, and wel ni

ded wȏz Dʒus for werines ƕen on ðe sĕkond da an ȣr or

tꝏ befœr sun-dȣn ða rētʃt ðe morān. Yet wȏz triumf

in hiz hart, and gladnes ov a grāt dēd dun. Ða la ðat

nīt in a grōv ov strȏbere trēz under ðe stēp fʊt ov a

mȣntān sum ten mīlz beỾond ðe western ʃœr ov Ravare, and

met Spitfīr and Brandox Dahȃ ƕꝏ had wated wið ðȇr bōt

tꝏ nīts at ðe apƣnted spot, abȣt eventīd ov ðe

fŏloiŋ da.


Nȣ az sꝏn az Dʒus had brȏt him of ðe mȣntān, ðis

frozen kondĭʃon ov ðe Lord Gōldre wȏz so far þȏd ðat he

wȏz abel tꝏ stand ŭpon hiz fēt and wȏk; but nĕver a werd

mīt he spēk, and nĕver a lʊk ða gat from him, but stil

hiz gāz wȏz set and untʃāndʒiŋ, semiŋ ƕen it rested on hiz

kompanyonz tꝏ lʊk þrꝏ and beỾond ðem az at sum far þiŋ

sēn in a mist. So ðat ētʃ wȏz sēkretle trŭbeld, feriŋ

lest ðis kondĭʃon ov ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko ʃʊd prꝏv

rĕmediles, and ðis ðat ða nȣ resēvd bak from prĭzon

but ðe pꝏr remān ov him ða had so mutʃ dezīrd.


Ða kām aland and brȏt him tꝏ Sofonizbȃ ðe Kwēn ƕȇr

ʃe mād hāst tꝏ mēt ðem on ðe fȇr lȏn befœr her

pavĭleon. Ðe Kwēn, az if noiŋ befœrhand bōþ ðȇr kās

and ðe rĕmede ðarov, tʊk bi ðe hand ðe Lord Dʒus and

sed, "O mi lord, ðȇr yet remaneþ a þiŋ for ðe tꝏ dꝏ tꝏ

fre him þrꝏle, ðat hast ȣtfāst tĕrorz beỾond ðe ūs

ov man tꝏ briŋ him bak: a lĭtel stōn indēd tꝏ krȣn ðis

bildiŋ ov ðīn, and yet wĭðȣt it ȏl wer in vān, az

itself wer vān wĭðȣt ðe rest ðat wȏz ȏl ðīn: and mīn

iz ðis lȃst, and wið a pūr hart I giv it ðe."


So saiŋ ʃe mād ðe Lord Dʒus bȣ dȣn til ʃe mīt kis

hiz mȣþ, swētle and soberle wun līt kis. And ʃe sed,

"Ðis giv untꝏ ðe lord ði brŭðer." And Dʒus did so, kĭsiŋ

hiz dēr brŭðer in līk măner on ðe mȣþ; and ʃe sed,

"Tāk him, dēr mi lordz. And I hav ŭterle pʊt ȣt ðe

remembrans ov ðēz þiŋz from hiz hart. Tāk him, and giv

þanks untꝏ ðe hi Godz bekȏz ov him."


Ðȇrwið ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko lʊkt ŭpon ðem and ŭpon

ðat fȇr Kwēn and ðe mȣntānz and ðe wʊdz and ðe kꝏl

lāks luvlines, az a man awakend ȣt ov a dēp slumber.


Ʃūrle ðȇr wȏz dʒƣ in ȏl ðȇr harts ðat da.




𝟤𝟫. Ðe Flēt at Mūlvȃ


HȢ ÐE LORDZ OV DEMONLAND KĀM AGĀN TꝎ ÐȆR ƩIPS AT MŪLVȂ,

AND ÐE TIDIŊZ ÐA LERND ÐȆR.


For nīn dāz spās ðe lordz ov Demonland abōd wið Kwēn

Sofonizbȃ in Koʃtrȃ Belorn and besīd ðe Lāk ov Ravare

tāstiŋ sutʃ hi and pūr delīts az belīk nun els haþ

tāsted, if it wer not ðe spĭrits ov ðe blest in Eleʒum.

Ƕen ða bad her fȇrwel, ðe Kwēn sed, "Mi lĭtel

martlets ʃal briŋ me tidiŋz ov u. And ƕen u ʃal hav

brȏt tꝏ mēr perdĭʃon ðe wĭked redʒiment ov Witʃland and

reternd agān tꝏ yor dēr natīv land, ðen iz mi tīm for

ðat, mi Lord Dʒus, ƕarov I hav often tȏkt tꝏ ðe and

often glăded mi drēmz wið ðe þȏt ðarov: tꝏ vĭzit

erþ agān and ðe habitaʃonz ov men, and be yor gest in

mĕne-mȣntānd Demonland."


Dʒus kist her hand and sed, "Fāl not in ðis, dēr Kwēn,

ƕȏtsoȇr betīd."


So ðe Kwēn let briŋ ðem bi a sēkret wa ȣt ŭpon ðe hi

sno-fēldz ðat ar betwikst Koʃtrȃ Belorn and Romʃer, ƕens

ða kām dȣn intꝏ ðe glen ov ðe dark wȏter ðat desendz

from ðe glaʃer ov Temarm, and so þrꝏ mĕne pĕrilȣs skāps

ȃfter mĕne dāz bak bi wa ov ðe Morunȃ tꝏ Mūlvȃ and ðe

ʃips.


Ðȇr Gazlark and Lȃ Firēz, ƕen ðȇr gretiŋz wer dun and

ðȇr rēdʒƣsiŋz, sed tꝏ ðe Lord Dʒus, "We abīd tꝏ loŋ

tīm hēr. We hav enterd ðe bărel and ðe buŋ-hōl iz

stopt." Ðȇrwĭðȏl ða brȏt him Hesper Golþriŋ, ƕꝏ

þre dāz ago saliŋ tꝏ ðe Strāts for forādʒ kām bak

agān but yesterda wið a hot alȃrum ðat he met sertān ʃips

ov Witʃland: and brȏt ðem tꝏ bătel: and gat wun sunken

ȇr ða brāk of ðe fīt: and tʊk up sertān prĭzonerz.

"Bi ƕꝏz eksaminaʃon," sāþ he, "az wel az from mīn ōn

perseviŋ and noiŋ, it apereþ Laksus hōldeþ ðe Strāts

wið āt skœr ʃips ov wor, ðe gratest ʃips ðat ĕver ðe

se bȇr until ðis da, kum hĭðer ov perpōs tꝏ destrƣ us."


"Āt skœr ʃips?" sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ. "Witʃland

komȃndeþ not ðe hȃf, nor ðe þerd part, ov sutʃ a streŋþ

sins we did ðem dȣn lȃst harvest-tīd in Orwaþ haven. It

iz not levebel, Hesper."




Hesper ȃnserd him, "Yor hines ʃal fīnd it trūþ; and

mœr ðe soro ont and ðe wunder."


"Tiz ðe skȣriŋz ov hiz subdʒekt-ălīz," sed Spitfīr. "We

ʃal fīnd ðem no sutʃ hard măter tꝏ dispatʃ ȃfter ðe

ŭðerz."


Dʒus sed tꝏ ðe Lord Gro, "Ƕȏt mākst ðȣ ov ðēz nūz, mi

lord?"


"I þink no wunder in it," ȃnserd he. "Witʃland iz ov gʊd

mĕmore and mīndeþ him ov yor semanʃip of Kartadzȃ. He

uzeþ not tꝏ idel, nor tꝏ set ȏl on wun hăzard. Nor kumfort

not ðiself, mi Lord Spitfīr, ðat ðēz be plĕʒūr-gălēz

borōd from ðe soft Beʃtreanz or ðe simpel Foleots. Ða

be nu ʃips bilded for us, mi lordz, and ȣr undꝏiŋ: it iz

bi no kondʒektʃūr I sa it untꝏ u, but ov mīn ōn nŏledʒ,

ȏlbeit ðe number apereþ far grater ðan ȇr I drēmd ov.

But or ĕver I sāld wið Korinyus tꝏ Demonland, grāt

bildiŋz ov an arme naval wȏz begun at Tĕnemos."


"I dꝏ vĕre wel belēv," sed Kiŋ Gazlark, "ðat nun noeþ

ȏl ðis bĕter ðan ðȣ, bekȏz ðiself didst kȣnsel it."


"O Gazlark," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ, "must ðȣ stil itʃ tꝏ

pla at tʃop-tʃĕre ƕen tʃĕre-tīm iz pȃst? Let him alōn. He

iz ȣr frend nȣ."


"Āt skœr ʃips i' ðe Strāts," sed Dʒus. "And ȣrz an

hundred. Tiz wel sēn ƕȏt grāt dĭferens and odz ðȇr iz

betwikst us. Ƕitʃ we must nēdz enkȣnter, or els nȇr sāl

hōm agān, let alōn tꝏ Karse. For ȣt ov ðis se iz no

se-wa for ʃips, but ōnle bi ðēz Strāts ov Melikafkaz."


"We ʃal dꝏ ov Laksus," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ, "ðat he

trȣeþ tꝏ dꝏ ov us."


But Dʒus wȏz fȏlen silent, hiz tʃin in hiz hand.


Gōldre Bluzko sed, "I wʊd alȣ him odz and bēt him."


"It iz a grāt ʃām in ðe, O Dʒus," sed Brandox Dahȃ, "if

ðȣ wilt be abaʃt at ðis. If ðat ða be in number mœr

ðan we, ƕȏt ðen? Ða ar in hōp, kworel, and streŋþ far

infereor."


But Dʒus, stil in a stŭde, rētʃt ȣt and kȏt him bi ðe

slēv, hōldiŋ him so a moment or tꝏ, and ðen lʊkt up at

him and sed, "Ðȣ art ðe gratest kworeler, ov a frend,

ðat ĕver I nu, and if I wer an angre man I kʊd not abȇr




ðe. Ma I not þre mĭnūts stŭde ðe mēnz, but ðȣ ʃalt

kri ȣt ŭpon me for a milksop?"


Ða lȃft, and ðe Lord Dʒus rōz up and sed, "Kȏl we a

kȣnsil ov wor. And let Hesper Golþriŋ be at it, and hiz

skĭperz ðat wer wið him o' ðat vƣādʒ. And pak up ðe

stuf, for we wil awa o' ðe morn. If we līk not ðēz

lĕtus, we ma pʊl bak ȣr lips. But no tʃƣs remaneþ. If

Laksus wil deni us se-rꝏm þrꝏ Melikafkaz Strāts, I

trȣ ðȇr ʃal go up ðens a kraʃ ƕitʃ ƕen ðe Kiŋ

hereþ it he ʃal no it for ȣr ferst băŋiŋ on ðe gāts

ov Karse."


𝟥𝟢. Tidiŋz ov Melikafkaz


OV NŪZ BRȎT UNTꝎ GORĪS ÐE KIŊ IN KARSE ȢT OV ÐE SȢÞ,

ǶȆR ÐE LORD LAKSUS LIIŊ IN ÐE STRĀTS WIÐ HIZ ARMȂDȂ HELD

ÐE FLĒT OV DEMONLAND PRĬZOND IN ÐE MIDLAND SE.


On a nīt ov lāt sŭmer leniŋ tꝏwordz ȏtum, āt wēks

ȃfter ðe saliŋ ov ðe Demonz ȣt ov Mūlvȃ az iz afœrit,

ðe Lade Prezmirȃ sāt befœr her mĭror in Korundz lofte

bed-tʃāmber in Karse. Ðe nīt wĭðȣt wȏz mīld and fʊl ov

starz. Wĭðin, yĕlo flāmz ov kandelz berniŋ stĕdile on

iðer sīd ov ðe mĭror rād fœrþ trĕsez ov tinseliŋ

brītnes in twin glœrēz or luminȣs sfērz ov wormþ. In

ðat soft rādʒans grānz az ov gōlden fīr swam and serkeld,

lꝏziŋ ðemselvz on ðe konfīnz ov ðe glꝏm ƕȇr ðe măse

fernitʃūr and ðe ăras and ðe fĭgūrd hăŋiŋz ov ðe bed

wer but klȣdeer divĭʒonz and kondʒestʃonz ov ðe dʒĕneral

dark. Prezmirȃz hȇr kȏt ðe bēmz and imprĭzond ðem in a

tȏne tangel ov splendor ðat swept abȣt her hed and

ʃōlderz dȣn tꝏ ðe ĕmerald klȃsps ov her gerdel. Her īz

restiŋ īdle on her ōn fȇr ĭmādʒ in ðe ʃiniŋ mĭror, ʃe

tȏkt līt nŭþiŋz wið her wʊman ov ðe bed-tʃāmber ƕꝏ,

pliiŋ ðe kōm, stʊd behīnd her tʃȇr ov gōld and

tortƣs-ʃel.


"Rētʃ me yonder bʊk, ners, ðat I ma rēd agān ðe werdz

ov ðat serenād ðe Lord Gro mād for me, ðe nīt ƕen ferst

we had tidiŋz from mi lord ȣt ov Impland ov hiz konkwest ov

ðat land, and ðe Kiŋ did māk him kiŋ ðarov."


Ðe ōld wʊman gāv her ðe bʊk, ðat wȏz bȣnd in gōt-skin

tʃĭzeld and ornamented bi ðe gilderz art, fĭted wið

klȃsps ov gōld, and enritʃt wið lĭtel dʒemz, smaragdz and

mardʒere-perlz, inlād in ðe pănelz ov its kŭverz. Prezmirȃ




ternd ðe pādʒ and red:


𝑌𝑜𝑢 𝑚𝑒𝑎𝑛𝑒𝑟 𝐵𝑒𝑎𝑢𝑡𝑖𝑒𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑁𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡,

𝑇ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑝𝑜𝑜𝑟𝑙𝑦 𝑠𝑎𝑡𝑖𝑠𝑓𝑖𝑒 𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝐸𝑖𝑒𝑠,

𝑀𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑏𝑦 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑛𝑢𝑚𝑏𝑒𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑙𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡,

𝑌𝑜𝑢 𝐶𝑜𝑚𝑚𝑜𝑛-𝑝𝑒𝑜𝑝𝑙𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑆𝑘𝑖𝑒𝑠;

𝑊ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑀𝑜𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑟𝑖𝑠𝑒?


𝑌𝑜𝑢 𝐶𝑢𝑟𝑖𝑜𝑢𝑠 𝐶ℎ𝑎𝑛𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑊𝑜𝑜𝑑,

𝑇ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑤𝑎𝑟𝑏𝑙𝑒 𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑡ℎ 𝐷𝑎𝑚𝑒 𝑁𝑎𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑒𝑠 𝑙𝑎𝑦𝑒𝑠,

𝑇ℎ𝑖𝑛𝑘𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑃𝑎𝑠𝑠𝑖𝑜𝑛𝑠 𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑟𝑠𝑡𝑜𝑜𝑑

𝐵𝑦 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑤𝑒𝑎𝑘𝑒 𝑎𝑐𝑐𝑒𝑛𝑡𝑠; 𝑤ℎ𝑎𝑡'𝑠 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑝𝑟𝑎𝑖𝑠𝑒

𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑃ℎ𝑖𝑙𝑜𝑚𝑒𝑙𝑙 ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑣𝑜𝑦𝑐𝑒 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑟𝑎𝑖𝑠𝑒?


𝑌𝑜𝑢 𝑉𝑖𝑜𝑙𝑒𝑡𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑓𝑖𝑟𝑠𝑡 𝑎𝑝𝑒𝑎𝑟𝑒,

𝐵𝑦 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑝𝑢𝑟𝑒 𝑝𝑢𝑟𝑝𝑒𝑙 𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑡𝑙𝑒𝑠 𝑘𝑛𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒,

𝐿𝑖𝑘𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑝𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑑 𝑉𝑖𝑟𝑔𝑖𝑛𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑦𝑒𝑎𝑟𝑒,

𝐴𝑠 𝑖𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑆𝑝𝑟𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑤𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑜𝑤𝑛;

𝑊ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑅𝑜𝑠𝑒 𝑖𝑠 𝑏𝑙𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒?


𝑆𝑜, 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑚𝑦 𝑃𝑟𝑖𝑛𝑐𝑒𝑠𝑠 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑏𝑒 𝑠𝑒𝑒𝑛𝑒

𝐼𝑛 𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑚 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝐵𝑒𝑎𝑢𝑡𝑦 𝑜𝑓 ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑑,

𝐵𝑦 𝑉𝑒𝑟𝑡𝑢𝑒 𝑓𝑖𝑟𝑠𝑡, 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝐶ℎ𝑜𝑦𝑐𝑒 𝑎 𝑄𝑢𝑒𝑒𝑛,

𝑇𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝑚𝑒, 𝑖𝑓 𝑠ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑑𝑒𝑠𝑖𝑔𝑛'𝑑

𝑇ℎ' 𝐸𝑐𝑙𝑦𝑝𝑠𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝐺𝑙𝑜𝑟𝑦 𝑜𝑓 ℎ𝑒𝑟 𝑘𝑖𝑛𝑑.


Ʃe abōd silent ăƕīl. Ðen, in a lo swēt vƣs ƕȇr ȏl

ðe kordz ov muzik sēmd tꝏ slumber: "Þre yērz wil be

gon nekst Ūl-tīd," ʃe sed, "sins ferst I herd ðat soŋ.

And not yet am I grōn kustomd tꝏ ðe stīl ov Kwēn."


"Tiz pĭte ov mi Lord Gro," sed ðe ners.


"Ðȣ þinkst?"


"Merþ sat oftener on yor fās, O Kwēn, ƕen he wȏz hēr, and

u wer ūst tꝏ tʃarm hiz mĕlankole and māk a piʃ ov hiz

fantastikal humorȣs fœrbodiŋz."


"Oft dȣtiŋ not hiz fœrdʒudʒment," sed Prezmirȃ, "even ðe

ƕīl I þript mi fingerz at it. But nĕver sȏ I yet ðat ðe

lȣriŋ þunder haþ ðat parʃălite ov a tirant, tꝏ blȃst him

ðat fāst it and pȃs bi him ðat kwāld befœr it."




"He wȏz mōst dēple bȣnd servant tꝏ yor bute," sed ðe ōld

wʊman. "And yet," ʃe sed, vuiŋ her mistres sīdloŋ tꝏ

se hȣ ʃe wʊd resēv it, "ðat wer a mis ezile mād

gʊd."


Ʃe bĭzēd herself wið ðe kōm ăƕīl in silens. Ȃfter a

tīm ʃe sed, "O Kwēn, mistres ov ðe harts ov men, ðȇr

iz not a lord in Witʃland, nor in erþ besīd, u mīt not

bīnd yor servant wið wun þred ov ðis hȇr ov yorz. Ðe

līkleest and ðe gʊdleest wer yorz at an i-glȃns."


Ðe Lade Prezmirȃ lʊkt dremile intꝏ her ōn se-grēn īz

ĭmādʒd in ðe glȃs. Ðen ʃe smīld mŏkiŋle and sed, "Ƕꝏm

ðen akȣntst ðȣ ðe līkleest and ðe gʊdleest man in ȏl

ðe stabliʃt erþ?"


Ðe ōld wʊman smīld. "O Kwēn," ȃnserd ʃe, "ðis wȏz ðe

vĕre măter in dispūt amuŋst us at sŭper ōnle ðis eveniŋ."


"A prĭte disputaʃon!" sed Prezmirȃ. "Let me be mĕre. Ƕꝏ

wȏz ādʒudʒd ðe farest and gălantest bi yor hi kœrt ov

senʃūr?"


"It wȏz not dʒĕnerale determīnd ov, O Kwēn. Sum wʊd hav

mi Lord Gro."


"Alak, he iz tꝏ fĕminīn," sed Prezmirȃ.


"Ŭðerz ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ."


"Ðȇr iz nun grater," sed Prezmirȃ, "nor mœr werʃipfʊl.

But for an huzband, ðȣ ʃʊdst az wel wed wið a

þunder-storm or ðe hungre se. Giv me sum mœr."


"Sum tʃōz ðe lord Admiral."


"Ðat," sed Prezmirȃ, "wȏz a nerer strōk. No skipdʒak nor

soft marmalade kœrtʃer, but a brāv, tȏl, gălant dʒentelman.

I, but tꝏ wȏtere a plănet bernd at hiz natĭvite. He iz tꝏ

līk a statʃuȃ ov a man. No, ners, ðȣ must briŋ me bĕter

ðan he."


Ðe ners sed, "Tru it iz, O Kwēn, ðat mōst wer ov mi

þinkiŋ ƕen I gāv em mi tʃƣs: ðe kiŋ ov Demonland."


"Fi on ðe!" krīd Prezmirȃ. "Nām him not so ðat wȏz tꝏ

unmite tꝏ hōld ðat land agānst ȣr ĕnemēz."


"Fōk sa it wȏz bi foksiʃ arts and praktisez madʒikal a wȏz

spilt on Krŏðeriŋ Sīd. Fōk sa twȏz dĭvelz and not horsez




kărēd ðe Demonz dȣn ðe mȣntān at us."


"Ða sa!" krīd Prezmirȃ. "I sa tꝏ ðe, he haþ fȣnd it

apter tꝏ hiz bent tꝏ flȏnt hiz krȣn in Witʃland ðan māk

em giv him ðe ne in Galiŋ. For a tru kiŋ bōþ ne and

hart dꝏ trule bȣ befœr him. But ðis wun, if he had ðȇr

ne twȏz in ðe bak sīd ov him he had it, tꝏ kik him hōm

agān."


"Fi, mădam!" sed ðe ners.


"Hōld ði tuŋ, ners," sed Prezmirȃ. "It wer gʊd ye wer

ȏl wel ƕipt for a buntʃ ov sĭle mȇrz ðat no not a

hors from an as."


Ðe ōld wʊman wȏtʃiŋ her in ðe glȃs kȣnted it best kēp

silens. Prezmirȃ sed under her breþ az if tȏkiŋ tꝏ

herself, "I no a man, ʃʊd not hav miskărēd it ðus."

Ðe ōld ners ðat luvd not Lord Korund and hiz hȏte

făʃonz and ruf spētʃ and wīn-bĭbiŋ, and wȏz besīdz

dʒĕlȣs ðat so rūd a stok ʃʊd wȇr so ritʃ a dʒuel az wȏz

her mistres, fŏlōd not her meniŋ.


Ȃfter sum tīm, ðe ōld wʊman spāk softle and sed, "U ar

fʊl ov þȏts tꝏ-nīt, mădam."


Prezmirȃz īz met herz in ðe mĭror. "Ƕi ma I not be so

and it līks me?" sed ʃe.


Ðat stone lʊk ov ðe īz struk līk a goŋ sum

twente-yēr-ōld mĕmore in ðe nersez hart: ðe lĭtel wilfʊl

maden, il tꝏ gōd but gʊd tꝏ gīd, lʊkiŋ ȣt from ðat

Kwēnz fās akros ðe yērz. Ʃe nelt dȣn sŭdenle and

kȏt her armz abȣt her mistresez wāst. "Ƕi must u wed

ðen, dēr hart?" sed ʃe, "if u wer mīnded tꝏ dꝏ ƕȏt

līks u? Men luv not sad lʊks in ðȇr wīvz. U ma rīd

a lŭver on ðe kerb, mădam, but wuns u wed him tiz ȏl

tŭðer wa: ȏl hiz wa, mădam, and bewȇr ov had I wist.'"


Her mistres lʊkt dȣn at her mŏkiŋle. "I hav bēn wed

sĕven yērz tꝏ-nīt. I ʃʊd no ðēz þiŋz."


"And ðis nīt!" sed ðe ners. "And but an ȣr til

midnīt, and yet he sĭteþ at bœrd."


Ðe Lade Prezmirȃ lēnd bak tꝏ lʊk agān on her ōn mĭrord

luvlines. Her prȣd mȣþ swetend tꝏ a smīl. "Wilt ðȣ

lern me kŏmon wĭmenz wizdom?" sed ʃe, and ðȇr wȏz yet

mœr volupʃȣs swētnes trembliŋ in her vƣs. "I wil tel

ðe a stœre, az ðȣ hast tōld ðem me in ðe ōld dāz in




Norvasp tꝏ wīl me tꝏ bed. Hast ðȣ not herd tel hȣ ōld

Dʒūk Hilmānz ov Maltraene, amuŋ sum ŭðer fantasēz sutʃ az

apēr bi nīt untꝏ mĕne in diverz plasez, had wun in līknes

ov a wʊman wið ōld fās ov lo and lĭtel statʃūr or bŏde,

ƕitʃ did skȣr hiz pots and panz and did sutʃ þiŋz az a mād

servant ȏt tꝏ dꝏ, lĭberale and wĭðȣt dꝏiŋ ov ĕne harm?

And bi hiz art he nu ðis þiŋ ʃʊd be hiz servant stil,

and briŋ untꝏ him ƕȏtsoĕver he wʊd, so loŋ tīm az he

ʃʊd be glad ov ðe þiŋz it brȏt him. But ðis dʒūk,

beiŋ a fꝏliʃ man and a grede, mād hiz famĭlear briŋ him

at wuns ȏl ðe yērz sezonz and ðȇr sĕveral gʊdz and

plĕʒūrz, and ȏl gʊd þiŋz ov erþ at wun tīm. So az in

siks munþs spās, he beiŋ sated wið ðēz and ȏl gʊd

þiŋz, and hăviŋ no gʊd þiŋ remaniŋ untꝏ him tꝏ ekspekt

or tꝏ dezīr, for vĕre werines did haŋ himself. I wʊd

nĕver hav taen me an huzband, ners, and I had not nōn ðat

I wȏz abel tꝏ giv him ĕvere tīm I wʊd a nu hĕven and a

nu erþ, and nĕver ðe sām þiŋ twīs."


Ʃe tʊk ðe ōld wʊmanz handz in herz and găðerd ðem tꝏ her

brest, az if tꝏ let ðem lern, rokt for a mĭnūt in ðe

bȣntifʊl infinīt swētnes ov ðat plās, ƕȏt fꝏliʃ fērz

wer ðēz. Sŭdenle Prezmirȃ klȃspt ðe handz titer in her

ōn, and ʃŭderd a lĭtel. Ʃe bent dȣn tꝏ ƕisper in ðe

nersez ēr, "I wʊd not wiʃ tꝏ di. Ðe werld wĭðȣt me

ʃʊd be sŭmer wĭðȣt rozez. Karse wĭðȣt me ʃʊd be a

nīt wĭðȣt ðe star-ʃīn."


Her vƣs dīd awa līk ðe nīt brēz in a sŭmer garden.

In ðe silens ða herd ðe dip and wȏʃ ov œr-blādz from

ðe rĭver wĭðȣt; ðe sentinelz tʃălendʒ, ðe ȃnser from

ðe ʃip.


Prezmirȃ stʊd up kwikle and went tꝏ ðe windo. Ʃe kʊd se

ðe ʃips dark bulk bi ðe wȏter-gāt, and kŭmiŋz and goiŋz,

but nȏt klērle. "Tidiŋz from ðe flēt," ʃe sed. "Pʊt up

mi hȇr."


And ȇr ðat wȏz dun, kām a lĭtel pādʒ rŭniŋ tꝏ her

tʃāmber dœr, and ƕen it wȏz opend tꝏ him, stʊd pantiŋ from

hiz rŭniŋ and sed, "Ðe kiŋ yor huzband bad me tel u,

mădam, and pra u go dȣn tꝏ him i' ðe grāt hȏl. It ma be

il nūz, I fēr."


"Ðȣ fērst, pap-fās?" sed ðe Kwēn. "Īl hav ðe

ƕipt if ðȣ briŋst ði fērz tꝏ me. Dust no ȏt?

Ƕȏts ðe măter?"


"Ðe ʃips mutʃ băterd, O Kwēn. He iz klŏzeted wið ȣr




Lord ðe Kiŋ, ðe skĭper. Nun dȇr spēk els. Tiz fērd

ðe hi Admiral----"


"Fērd!" krīd ʃe, swĭŋiŋ rȣnd for ðe ners tꝏ pʊt abȣt

her ƕīt ʃōlderz her mantel ov sendalīn and kloþ ov

silver, ðat ʃĭmerd at ðe kŏlar wið perpel ămĕþists and

wȏz sented wið sedar and galbanum and mer. Ʃe wȏz fœrþ in

ðe dark koridor, dȣn bi ðe wīndiŋ marbel stȇr, þrꝏ

ðe mid-kœrt, hāstiŋ tꝏ ðe bankwet hȏl. Ðe kœrt wȏz fʊl

ov fōk tȏkiŋ; but nȏt sertān, nȏt sāv suspens and

wunder; rumor ov a grāt se-fīt in ðe sȣþ, a mite

viktore wun bi Laksus ŭpon ðe Demonz: Dʒus and ðōz lordz ov

Demonland ded and gon, ðe kaptīvz fŏloiŋ wið ðe

morniŋz tīd. And hēr and ðȇr līk an undertōn tꝏ ðēz

triumfant tidiŋz, kontrare rumorz, ƕisperd lo, līk ðe

hĭsiŋ ov an ăder from her ʃădoe lȇr: ȏl not wel, ðe

lord Admiral wꝏnded, hȃf hiz ʃips lost, ðe bătel dȣtfʊl,

ðe Demonz eskāpt. So kām ðat lade intꝏ ðe grāt hȏl; and

ðȇr wer ðe lordz and kaptānz ov ðe Witʃez ȏl in a

restles kwiet ov ekspektaʃon. Dʒūk Korsus lold forword in

hiz sēt dȣn bi ðe kros-bentʃ, hiz breþ stertorȣs, hiz

smȏl īz fikst in a drunken stȇr. On ðe ŭðer sīd Korund

sāt hūdʒ and moʃonles, hiz elbo propt on ðe tabel, hiz

tʃin in hiz hand, somber and silent, stariŋ at ðe wȏl.

Ŭðerz găðerd in nots, tȏkiŋ in lo tōnz. Ðe Lord

Korinyus wȏkt up and dȣn behīnd ðe kros-bentʃ, hiz handz

klȃspt behīnd him, hiz fingerz snăpiŋ impaʃentle at ƕīlz,

hiz hĕve dʒȏ held hi, hiz glȃns hi and defiant. Prezmirȃ

kām tꝏ Hemiŋ ƕȇr he stʊd amuŋ þre or fœr and tutʃt

him on ðe arm. "We no nŭþiŋ, mădam," he sed. "He iz wið

ðe Kiŋ."


Ʃe kām tꝏ her lord. "Ðȣ didst send for me."


Korund lʊkt up at her. "Ƕi, so I did, mădam. Tidiŋz from

ðe flēt. Mabe sumƕȏt, mabe nȏt. But þȣdst best be

hēr fort."


"Gʊd tidiŋz or il: ðat ʃakeþ not Karse wȏlz," sed ʃe.


Sŭdenle ðe lo buz ov tȏk wȏz huʃt. Ðe Kiŋ stʊd in ðe

kertānd dœrwa. Ða rōz up ȏl tꝏ mēt him, ȏl sāv

Korsus ðat sat drunk in hiz tʃȇr. Ðe krȣn ov Witʃland ʃed

bālfʊl sparkelz abuv ðe darknes ov ðe dark fortres-fās

ov Gorīs ðe Kiŋ, ðe glĭter ov hiz dred ibȏlz, ðe

dedle līn ov hiz mȣþ, ðe skwȇr blak bērd dʒŭtiŋ

benēþ. Līk a tȣer he stʊd, and behīnd him in ðe ʃădo

wȏz ðe mĕsendʒer from ðe flēt wið kȣntenans ðe kŭlor ov

wet mortar.




Ðe Kiŋ spāk and sed, "Mi lordz, hērz tidiŋz tutʃiŋ ðe

trūþ ƕarov I hav wel sătisfīd miself. And it impœrteþ

ðe mēr perdĭʃon ov mi flēt. Ðȇr haþ bēn bătel of

Melikafkaz in ðe Impland sēz. Dʒus haþ sunken ȣr ʃips,

ĕvere ʃip sāv ðat ƕitʃ brȏt ðe tidiŋz, sunk, wið

Laksus and ȏl hiz men ðat wer wið him." He pȏzd: ðen,

"Ðēz be hĕve nūz," he sed, "and Īl hav u bȇr em in

ðe ōld Witʃland făʃon: ðe hĕveer hit ðe hĕveer strīk

agān."


In ðe strāndʒ deformd silens kām a lĭtel gȃspiŋ kri, and

ðe Lade Srivȃ fel a-swꝏniŋ.


Ðe Kiŋ sed, "Let ðe kiŋz ov Impland and ov Demonland

atend me. Ðe rest, it iz komȃnded ðat ȏl dꝏ get ðem tꝏ

bed o' ðe instant."


Ðe Lord Korund sed in hiz ladēz ēr az he went bi, takiŋ

her wið hiz hand abȣt ðe ʃōlder. "Ƕȏt, las? if ðe

broþs split, ðe mēt remaneþ. Tꝏ bed wið ðe, and nĕver

dȣt wēl pa ðem yet."


And he wið Korinyus fŏlōd ðe Kiŋ.


****


It wȏz pȃst mĭdel nīt ƕen ðe kȣnsil brāk up, and Korund

sȏt hiz tʃāmber in ðe ēstern gălere abuv ðe ĭner

kœrt. He fȣnd hiz lade sĭtiŋ yet at ðe windo, wȏtʃiŋ

ðe fȏls dȏn over Piksiland. Dismĭsiŋ hiz lamp-barerz ðat

lited him tꝏ bed, he bolted and bard ðe grāt īrn-stŭded

dœr. Ðe bredþ ov hiz ʃōlderz ƕen he ternd fild ðe

ʃădoe dœrwa; hiz hed wel ni tutʃt ðe lintel. It wȏz

hard tꝏ rēd hiz kȣntenans in ðe unsertān glꝏm ƕȇr he

stʊd beỾond ðe brīt rēdʒon mād bi ðe kandel-līt, but

Prezmirȃz īz kʊd mark hȣ kȇr sat on hiz brȣ, and ðȇr

wȏz in ðe kărādʒ ov hiz ponderȣs frām kiŋlines and ðe

streŋþ ov sum stroŋ determinaʃon.


Ʃe stʊd up, lʊkiŋ up at him az on a māt tꝏ ƕꝏm ʃe kʊd

be tru and be tru tꝏ her ōn self. "Wel?" ʃe sed.


"Ðe tabelz ar set," sed he, wĭðȣt mꝏviŋ.


"Ðe Kiŋ haþ nāmd me hiz kaptān dʒĕneral in Karse."


"Iz it kum tꝏ ðat?" sed Prezmirȃ.


"Ða hav hūn a lim from us," ȃnserd he. "Ða hav wit tꝏ

no ðe nekst strōk ʃʊd be at ðe hart."




"Iz it trule so?" sed ʃe. "Āt þȣzand men? twīs ðīn

armēz streŋþ ðat wun Impland for us? ȏl drȣnd?"


"Twȏz ðe dĕviliʃ semanʃip ov ðēz akerst Demonz," sed

Korund. "It apereþ Laksus held ðe Strāts ƕȇr ða must go

if ĕver ða ʃʊd win hōm agān, meniŋ tꝏ fīt em in ðe

nărōz and so kruʃ em wið ðe wāt ovz ʃips az eze az

kil flīz, hăviŋ bi a grāt odz ðe bĭger streŋþ bōþ in

ʃips and men. Ða o' ðȇr part kept ðe se wĭðȣt, triiŋ

ðȇr best tꝏ tīs him fœrþ so ða mīt dꝏ ðȇr salor

triks i' ðe open. A wēk or mœr he wiðstʊd it, til o' ðe

nīnþ da (ðe dĕvil kers him for a fꝏl, ƕȇrfœr kʊd a

not hav had paʃens?) o' ðe nīnþ morniŋ, were ov inakʃon

and hăviŋ wind and tīd sumþiŋ in hiz favor"; ðe Lord

Korund grōnd and snapt hiz fingerz kontemptʃuȣsle. "O Īl

tel ðe ðe tāl tꝏ-moro, mădam. Īm serfeted wið it

tꝏ-nīt. Ðe sum iz, Laksus drȣnded and ȏl ðat wer wið

him, and Dʒus wið hiz ƕōl grāt armament norþword bȣnd for

Witʃland."


"And ðe wīd sēz hiz. And we ekspekt him, ĕne da?"


"Ðe wind hăŋeþ ēsterle. Ĕne da," sed Korund.


Prezmirȃ sed, "Ðat wȏz wel dun tꝏ rest ðe komȃnd in ðe.

But ƕȏt ov ȣr kwȏlifīd yuŋ dʒentelman ƕꝏ had ðat ŏfīs

afœrtīm. Wil he pla o' ðēz termz?"


Korund ȃnserd, "Hungre dogz wil ēt derte pʊdiŋz. I þink

hēl pla, ȏlbeit he ʃōd hiz tēþ i' ðe ferst ƕīl."


"Let him kēp hiz tēþ for ðe Demonz," sed ʃe.


"Ðis vĕre ʃip wȏz taen," sed Korund, "and sent hōm bi ðem

in a bravȃdo tꝏ tel us ƕȏt betid: a stʃupid insolent part,

ʃal kost em dēr, for it haþ fœrwornd us. Ðe skĭper had

ðis lĕter for ðe: gāv it me monstrȣs sēkretle."


Prezmirȃ tʊk awa ðe waks and opend ðe lĕter, and nu ðe

riter ov it. Ʃe held it ȣt tꝏ Korund: "Rēd it tꝏ me, mi

lord. I am tīrd wið wȏtʃiŋ; I rēd il bi ðis flĭkeriŋ

kandel-līt."


But he sed, "I am tꝏ pꝏr a skŏlar, mădam. I prĭðe rēd

it."


And in ðe līt ov ðe gŭteriŋ kandelz, vekst wið an ēst

wind ðat blu befœr ðe dȏn, ʃe red ðis lĕter, ðat wȏz

konsēvd in măner fŏloiŋ:




"𝑈𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑟𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡 ℎ𝑖𝑔ℎ 𝑚𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑡𝑖 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑑𝑜𝑢𝑏𝑡𝑖𝑑 𝑃𝑟𝑦𝑛𝑠𝑎𝑐𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑄𝑢𝑒𝑛 𝑜𝑓

𝐼𝑚𝑝𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒, 𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑤𝑎𝑠 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑆𝑒𝑟𝑣𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑡 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑛𝑜𝑤 𝑏𝑒𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑏𝑜𝑡ℎ 𝑎

𝑇𝑟𝑎𝑖𝑡𝑜𝑟 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎 𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑖𝑓𝑎𝑙𝑑 𝑝𝑎𝑟𝑗𝑢𝑟𝑒𝑑 𝑇𝑟𝑎𝑖𝑡𝑜𝑟, 𝑤ℎ𝑖𝑐ℎ 𝐻𝑒𝑎𝑣𝑒𝑛 𝑎𝑏𝑜𝑣𝑒

𝑑𝑜𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑏ℎ𝑜𝑟𝑟𝑒, 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑒𝑟𝑡ℎ 𝑏𝑒𝑙𝑜𝑤 𝑑𝑒𝑡𝑒𝑠𝑡, 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑢𝑛 𝑚𝑜𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑟𝑟𝑒𝑠

𝑏𝑒 𝑒𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑎𝑚𝑒𝑑 𝑜𝑓, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝐶𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑒𝑠 𝑑𝑜𝑜 𝑐𝑢𝑟𝑠𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑗𝑢𝑑𝑔𝑒 𝑢𝑛𝑤𝑜𝑟𝑡ℎ𝑦

𝑜𝑓 𝑏𝑟𝑒𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑙𝑖𝑓𝑒, 𝑑𝑜 𝑤𝑖𝑠ℎ 𝑜𝑛𝑒𝑙𝑖𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑑𝑖𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑃𝑒𝑛𝑦𝑡𝑒𝑛𝑡. 𝐼𝑛

ℎ𝑒𝑣𝑦𝑒 𝑠𝑜𝑟𝑟𝑜𝑤𝑒 𝑑𝑜𝑜 𝑠𝑒𝑛𝑑 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒 𝑎𝑑𝑣𝑖𝑠𝑜𝑒𝑠 𝑤ℎ𝑖𝑐ℎ 𝐼 𝑟𝑒𝑞𝑢𝑦𝑟𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟

𝑀𝑎𝑔𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑢𝑚𝑏𝑙𝑒𝑠𝑡 𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑛𝑒𝑟 𝑡𝑜 𝑝𝑜𝑛𝑑𝑢𝑟 𝑤𝑒𝑙, 𝑠𝑒𝑒𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑒𝑙𝑙𝑠 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟

𝑚𝑎𝑛𝑦𝑓𝑒𝑠𝑡 𝑂𝑣𝑒𝑟𝑡ℎ𝑟𝑜𝑤𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑅𝑤𝑦𝑛 𝑎𝑡𝑡 ℎ𝑎𝑛𝑑. 𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑙𝑏𝑒𝑖𝑡 𝑖𝑛 𝐶𝑎𝑟𝑐𝑒𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢

𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑠𝑒𝑐𝑢𝑟𝑖𝑡𝑖𝑒, 𝑖𝑡 𝑖𝑠 𝑠𝑒𝑟𝑡𝑒𝑛 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑎𝑠 𝑠𝑎𝑖𝑓𝑒 𝑎𝑠 ℎ𝑒

𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 ℎ𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒𝑡ℎ 𝑏𝑦 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐿𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝑎 𝑇𝑟𝑒𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑒𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑓 𝐴𝑢𝑡𝑢𝑚𝑝𝑛𝑒 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑛

𝑎𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐿𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑠 𝑏𝑒𝑔𝑖𝑛 𝑡𝑜 𝑓𝑎𝑙𝑙. 𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑙𝑎𝑡𝑒 𝐵𝑎𝑡𝑡𝑎𝑖𝑙𝑒 𝑖𝑛

𝑀𝑒𝑙𝑙𝑖𝑐𝑎𝑓ℎ𝑎𝑧 𝑆𝑒𝑎 ℎ𝑎𝑡ℎ 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑤ℎ𝑜𝑙𝑒 𝑝𝑜𝑤𝑟𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑊𝑦𝑐ℎ𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑜𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑒𝑎

𝑏𝑒𝑒𝑛 𝑏𝑒𝑎𝑡 𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑟𝑢𝑤𝑦𝑛𝑒𝑑, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒 ℎ𝑖𝑔ℎ𝑒 𝐴𝑑𝑚𝑖𝑟𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑜𝑓 𝑜𝑢𝑟

𝑤ℎ𝑜𝑙𝑒 𝑁𝑎𝑣𝑖𝑒 𝑙𝑜𝑠𝑡𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑑𝑒𝑑 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑛𝑎𝑚𝑒𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑡 𝑚𝑒𝑛 𝑜𝑓

𝑎𝑐𝑐𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑡𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑤𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑠𝑙𝑎𝑦𝑒𝑛 𝑎𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑏𝑎𝑡𝑡𝑎𝑖𝑙𝑒 𝐼 𝑚𝑎𝑦 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑛𝑢𝑚𝑏𝑟𝑒 𝑛𝑜𝑟

𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑚𝑜𝑛 𝑠𝑜𝑟𝑡𝑒 𝑚𝑢𝑐ℎ 𝑙𝑒𝑠𝑠𝑒 𝑏𝑦 𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑖𝑠𝑜𝑢𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑝𝑎𝑟𝑡 𝑤𝑒𝑟𝑒

𝑑𝑟𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑑 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑒𝑎 𝑤ℎ𝑖𝑐ℎ 𝑐𝑎𝑚𝑒 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑡𝑜 𝑆𝑦𝑔ℎ𝑡. 𝐵𝑢𝑡 𝑜𝑓 𝐷𝑎𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒

𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑖𝑗 𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑖𝑝𝑠 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑝𝑎𝑛𝑖𝑒𝑠 𝑤𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑙𝑜𝑠𝑠𝑖𝑡, 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑡 𝑝𝑢𝑖𝑠𝑠𝑎𝑢𝑛𝑐𝑒

𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑦 𝑑𝑜𝑜 𝑏𝑢𝑠𝑘𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝐶𝑎𝑟𝑠𝑒𝑒. 𝐻𝑎𝑣𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑚 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝐺𝑜𝑤𝑙𝑑𝑟𝑖

𝐵𝑙𝑒𝑢𝑠𝑐𝑜, 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑎𝑛𝑔𝑒𝑙𝑦 𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑘𝑒𝑤𝑒𝑑 𝑓𝑟𝑜𝑚 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑝𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑠𝑠𝑜𝑢𝑛-ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑠𝑒 𝑏𝑒𝑦𝑜𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒

𝑡𝑜𝑜𝑚𝑏𝑒, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎 𝑔𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑡 𝐴𝑟𝑚𝑒𝑦 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑠𝑡𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑎𝑛𝑔𝑔 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑓𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝑓𝑜𝑙𝑘𝑒

𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟 𝐼 𝑠𝑎𝑤 𝑜𝑟 ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑑 𝑠𝑝𝑒𝑘𝑒 𝑜𝑓. 𝑆𝑢𝑐ℎ 𝑖𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐷𝑖𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑊𝑎𝑟𝑟𝑒.

𝑀𝑜𝑠𝑡 𝑁𝑜𝑤𝑏𝑙𝑒 𝑃𝑟𝑦𝑛𝑠𝑎𝑐𝑒 𝐼 𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑠𝑝𝑒𝑘𝑒 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑏𝑦 𝑎 𝑅𝑦𝑑𝑑𝑙𝑒 𝑜𝑟

𝐷𝑎𝑟𝑐𝑘 𝐹𝑦𝑔𝑢𝑟𝑒 𝑏𝑢𝑡 𝑝𝑙𝑎𝑦𝑛𝑙𝑦 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑙𝑒𝑡 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑠𝑙𝑖𝑝𝑝 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑂𝑐𝑐𝑎𝑠𝑖𝑜𝑢𝑛.

𝐹𝑜𝑟 𝐼 ℎ𝑎𝑣𝑒 𝑑𝑟𝑒𝑚𝑝𝑡 𝑎𝑛 𝑒𝑣𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝐷𝑟𝑒𝑒𝑚𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑛𝑒 𝑝𝑜𝑢𝑟𝑡𝑒𝑛𝑑𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑟𝑢𝑤𝑦𝑛

𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑊𝑦𝑐ℎ𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒, 𝑏𝑒𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑚𝑦 𝑠𝑙𝑒𝑝𝑒 𝑜𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑣𝑒𝑟𝑖𝑒 𝑒𝑣𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑠

𝑠𝑎𝑚𝑒 𝑏𝑎𝑡𝑎𝑖𝑙𝑙𝑒 𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑟𝑖𝑓𝑖𝑒𝑑 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑚𝑦𝑡𝑡𝑒𝑛 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑛 𝑎𝑝𝑝𝑒𝑒𝑟𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑎𝑝𝑒 𝑜𝑓

𝐿𝑎𝑥𝑢𝑠 𝑎𝑟𝑚𝑑𝑒 𝑐𝑟𝑦𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑎𝑛 ℎ𝑦𝑔ℎ𝑒 𝑣𝑜𝑖𝑠𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑙𝑜𝑤𝑑, 𝐴𝑛 𝐸𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑎𝑛 𝐸𝑛𝑑𝑒

𝑎𝑛 𝑒𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝐴𝑙𝑙. 𝑇ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑠𝑡 𝑎𝑒𝑟𝑛𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑙𝑦 𝐼 𝑑𝑜 𝑏𝑒𝑠𝑒𝑒𝑘 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟

𝑀𝑎𝑔𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑖𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑛𝑜𝑤𝑏𝑙𝑒 𝐿𝑜𝑟𝑑𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑤𝑎𝑠 𝑚𝑦 𝐹𝑟𝑒𝑛𝑑 𝑏𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑏𝑦

𝑚𝑦 𝑣𝑒𝑛𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑢𝑠 𝑡𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑢𝑛 𝐼 𝑙𝑜𝑠𝑡𝑒 𝑏𝑜𝑡ℎ 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑎𝑛𝑑 ℎ𝑖𝑚 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑒, 𝑡𝑎𝑘𝑒

𝑜𝑟𝑑𝑒𝑟 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑝𝑟𝑜𝑝𝑒𝑟 𝑠𝑎𝑓𝑓𝑒𝑡𝑖𝑒, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑟𝑒𝑞𝑢𝑦𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝐻𝑎𝑠𝑡𝑒

𝑜𝑓 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑀𝑎𝑔𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑠. 𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑚𝑢𝑠𝑡 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑑𝑜𝑜, 𝑡𝑜 𝑓𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑎𝑦𝑔ℎ𝑡 𝑤𝑎𝑦

𝑖𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒 𝑐𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑟𝑖𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑃𝑖𝑐𝑠𝑒𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑟𝑎𝑖𝑠𝑒 𝐹𝑜𝑟𝑐𝑒. 𝐵𝑒

𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑏𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑠𝑒 𝑟𝑒𝑏𝑎𝑙𝑑𝑠 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑏𝑠𝑡𝑦𝑛𝑎𝑡𝑒𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝐷𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑟

𝑃𝑟𝑜𝑤𝑑 𝐴𝑡𝑡𝑒𝑚𝑝𝑡𝑠, 𝑡𝑜 𝑠𝑡𝑟𝑖𝑘𝑒 𝑎𝑡 𝑊𝑦𝑐ℎ𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑠𝑜 𝑝𝑢𝑟𝑐ℎ𝑎𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑖𝑟

𝐹𝑟𝑒𝑛𝑠ℎ𝑦𝑝 𝑤ℎ𝑜 𝑖𝑡 𝑖𝑠 𝑣𝑒𝑟𝑖𝑒 𝑠𝑒𝑟𝑡𝑎𝑛 𝑤𝑖𝑙𝑙 𝑖𝑛 𝑝𝑜𝑤𝑟𝑒 𝑖𝑛𝑣𝑖𝑛𝑡𝑖𝑎𝑏𝑙𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑛𝑑

𝑏𝑒𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝐶𝑎𝑟𝑠𝑒𝑒 𝑜𝑟 𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟 𝑊𝑦𝑐ℎ𝑙𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 ℎ𝑎𝑣𝑒 𝑡𝑖𝑚𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑝𝑢𝑡𝑡 𝑦𝑜𝑢

𝑑𝑜𝑤𝑛𝑒. 𝑇ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝐶𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑠𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝐼 𝑔𝑖𝑣𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑘𝑛𝑜𝑤𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑓𝑢𝑙𝑙 𝑤𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒

𝑃𝑜𝑤𝑒𝑟 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝐷𝑜𝑚𝑦𝑛𝑦𝑜𝑛 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐷𝑒𝑚𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑠 𝑠𝑡𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑡ℎ 𝑛𝑜𝑤 𝑝𝑟𝑒ℎ𝑒𝑚𝑖𝑛𝑒𝑛𝑡 𝑎𝑛𝑑

𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑡𝑜 𝑏𝑒 𝑤𝑖𝑡ℎ𝑠𝑡𝑜𝑑𝑒. 𝑆𝑜 𝑡𝑎𝑟𝑟𝑦 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑏𝑦 𝑎 𝑆𝑖𝑛𝑐𝑘𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑆𝑐ℎ𝑖𝑝𝑝𝑒, 𝑏𝑢𝑡

𝑑𝑜 𝑎𝑠 𝐼 𝑠𝑎𝑦𝑒 𝑙𝑒𝑠𝑡 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑏𝑒𝑒 𝑙𝑜𝑠𝑡𝑒.




"𝑂𝑛𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝐼 𝑡𝑒𝑙𝑙𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢, 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 ℎ𝑎𝑝𝑙𝑦 𝑒𝑛𝑓𝑜𝑟𝑐𝑒 𝑚𝑦

𝑐𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑠𝑒𝑙𝑙 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑦𝑜𝑢, 𝑡ℎ𝑒 ℎ𝑒𝑣𝑦𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑒 𝑁𝑒𝑤𝑒𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑒."


"Tiz hĕve nūz ðat sutʃ a fȏls troker az he iz ʃʊd yet

supervīv so mĕne ŏnest men," sed Korund.


Ðe Lade Prezmirȃ held ȣt ðe lĕter tꝏ her lord. "Mīn īz

dăzel," ʃe sed. "Rēd ðȣ ðe rest." Korund pʊt hiz grāt

arm abȣt her az he sat dȣn tꝏ ðe tabel befœr ðe mĭror and

pord over ðe ritiŋ, spĕliŋ it ȣt wið wun finger. He had

lĭtel bʊk-lerniŋ, and it wȏz sum tīm ȇr he had ðe

meniŋ klēr. He did not rēd it ȣt; hiz ladēz fās tōld him

ʃe had red ȏl ȇr he began.


Ðis wȏz ðe lȃst nūz Grōz lĕter tōld her: ðe Prins her

brŭðer ded in ðe se-fīt, fitiŋ for Demonland; ded and

drȣnd in ðe se of Melikafkaz.


Prezmirȃ went tꝏ ðe windo. Dȏn wȏz bĕgĭniŋ, blēk and

gra. Ȃfter a mĭnūt ʃe ternd her hed. Līk a ʃe-lion ʃe

lʊkt, prȣd and dāndʒerȣs-īd. Ʃe wȏz vĕre pāl. Her

aksents, lĕvel and kwiet, kȏld tꝏ ðe blud līk ðe rōl ov

a distant drum, az ʃe sed, "Sŭkorz ov Demonland: lāt or

nĕver."


Korund beheld her ŭnezile.


"Ðȇr ōþs tꝏ me and tꝏ him!" sed ʃe, "swœrn tꝏ us ðat

nīt in Karse. Fȏls frendz! O, I kʊd ēt ðȇr harts wið

garlik."


He pʊt hiz grāt handz on her tꝏ ʃōlderz. Ʃe þru ðem

of. "In wun þiŋ," ʃe krīd, "Gro kȣnseleþ us wel: tꝏ

tăre no mœr on ðis sinkiŋ ʃip. We must rāz fœrsez. But

not az he wʊd hav it, tꝏ uphōld ðēz Demonz, ðēz

ōþ-brakerz. We must awa ðis nīt."


Her lord had kȃst asīd hiz grāt wolfskin mantel. "Kum,

mădam," sed he, "tꝏ bedz ȣr nerest dʒerne."


Prezmirȃ ȃnserd, "Īl not tꝏ bed. It ʃal be sēn nȣ, O

Korund, if ðat ðȣ be a kiŋ indēd."


He sat dȣn on ðe bedz edʒ and fel tꝏ dꝏiŋ of hiz bꝏts.

"Wel," he sed, "ĕvere wun az he līks, az ðe gʊdman sed

ƕen he kist hiz kȣ. Dāz nēr dȏniŋ; I must be up

betīmz, and a slēples nīts a pꝏr breder ov invenʃon."




But ʃe stʊd over him, saiŋ, "It ʃal be sēn if ðȣ be a

tru kiŋ. And be not desēvd: if ðȣ fāl me hēr Īl hav

no mœr ov ðe. Ðis nīt we must awa. Ðȣ ʃalt rāz

Piksiland, ƕitʃ iz nȣ mīn bi rīt: rāz pȣer in ðīn ōn

vȃst kiŋdom ov Impland. Fliŋ Witʃland tꝏ ðe windz. Ƕȏt

kȇr I if ʃe sink or swim? Ðis ōnle iz ðe măter: tꝏ pŭniʃ

ðēz vīl perdʒūrd Demonz, ĕnemēz ov ȣrz and ĕnemēz ov ȏl

ðe werld."


"We nēd rīd o' no dʒerne for ðat," sed Korund, stil

pʊtiŋ of hiz bꝏts. "Ðȣ ʃalt ʃortle se Dʒus and hiz

breðren befœr Karse wið þre skœr hundred fitiŋ men

ats bak. Ðen kŭmeþ ðe mĕtal tꝏ ðe anvil. Kum, kum, ðȣ

must not wēp."


"I dꝏ not wēp," sed ʃe. "Nor I ʃal not wēp. But Īl not

be taen in Karse līk a mȣs in a trap."


"Īm glad þȣlt not wēp, mădam. It iz az grāt pĭte tꝏ se a

wʊman wēp az a gꝏs tꝏ go bȇrfʊt. Kum, be not fꝏliʃ. We

must not part fœrsez nȣ. We must bīd ðis storm in Karse."


But ʃe krīd, "Ðȇr iz a kers on Karse. Gro iz lost tꝏ us

and hiz gʊd kȣnsel. Dēr mi lord, I se sumþiŋ wĭked ðat

līk a þik dark ʃădo ʃădoeþ ȏl ðe ski abuv us. Ƕȏt

plās iz ðȇr not subdʒekt tꝏ ðe pȣer and redʒiment ov Gorīs

ðe Kiŋ? but he iz tꝏ prȣd: we be ȏl tꝏ insolent

overwenerz ov ȣr ōn werks. Karse haþ grōn tꝏ grāt, and

ðe Godz be ofended at us. Ðe insolent vīlnes ov Korinyus,

ðe ōld dotard Korsus ðat must stil be at hiz bꝏziŋ-kan,

ðēz and ȣr ōn privāt kworelz in Karse must be ȣr bān.

Repūn not ðȇrfœr agānst ðe wil ov ðe Godz, but tāk ðe

helm in ðīn ōn hand ȇr it be tꝏ lāt."


"Tuʃ, mădam," sed he, "ðēz be but fra-bugz. Dalīt ʃal

māk ðe lȃf at em."


But Prezmirȃ, kweniŋ it no longer, kȏt her armz abȣt hiz

nek. "Ðe od man tꝏ perform ȏl perfektle iz ðȣ. Wilt ðȣ

se us rŭʃiŋ on ðis ƕerlpꝏl and not swim for it ȇr it be

tꝏ lāt?" And ʃe sed in a tʃōkt vƣs, "Mi hart iz nēr

brōk ȏlrĕde. Dꝏ not brāk it ŭterle. Ōnle ðȣ art left

nȣ."


Ðe tʃil dȏn, ðe silent rꝏm, ðe gŭteriŋ kandelz, and

ðat hi-harted lade ov hiz, dȏnted for an instant from her

nobel and ēkwal kŭrādʒ, kȣeriŋ līk a berd in hiz embrās:

ðēz þiŋz wer līk an ise breþ ðat pȃst bi and kwāld




him for a moment. He tʊk her bi her tꝏ handz and held her of

from him. Ʃe held her hed hi agān, ȏlbeit her tʃēk wȏz

blȃnʃt; he felt ðe brāv komrād-grip ov her handz in hiz.


"Dēr las," he sed, "I kȃst me not tꝏ be od wið nun ov

ðēz spȏn ov Demonland. Hēr iz mi hand, and ðe hand ov mi

sunz, hĕve ƕīl breþ remaneþ us agānst Demonland for

ðe and for ðe Kiŋ. But siþ ȣr lord ðe Kiŋ haþ mād me

a kiŋ, kum wind, kum wēt, we must wĕðer it in Karse. Tru

iz ðat sȏ, For fām wun makeþ a kiŋ, not for loŋ

lĭviŋ.'"


Prezmirȃ þȏt in her hart ðat ðēz wer fa werdz. But

hăviŋ nȣ pʊt behīnd her hōp and fēr, ʃe wȏz rezolvd tꝏ

kik agānst ðe wind no mœr, but stand ferm and se ƕȏt

Destine wʊd dꝏ.


𝟥𝟣. Ðe Demonz Befœr Karse


HȢ GORĪS ÐE KIŊ, ȎLBEIT SO STROŊ A SORSERER, ELEKTED ÐAT

BI ÐE SŒRD, AND TƩĒFLE BI ÐE LORD KORUND HIZ KAPTĀN

DƷĔNERAL, ƩƱD BE DETERMĪND AZ FOR ÐIS TĪM ÐE EVENT OV

ÐĒZ HI MĂTERZ; AND HȢ ÐŌZ TWĀN, ÐE KIŊ AND ÐE LORD

DƷUS, SPĀK FĀS TꝎ FĀS AT LȂST; AND OV ÐE BLŬDE BĂTEL

BEFŒR KARSE, AND ǶȎT FRŪT WȎZ GARNERD ÐȆR AND ǶȎT MĀD

RĪP AGĀNST HARVEST.


Gorīs ðe kiŋ sāt in hiz tʃāmber ðe þertēnþ morniŋ

ȃfter ðēz tidiŋz brȏt tꝏ Karse. On ðe tabel under hiz

hand wer paperz ov akȣnt and ʃedʒūlz ov hiz armēz and

ðȇr ekwipment. Korund sāt at ðe Kiŋz rīt hand, and over

agānst him Korinyus.


Korundz grāt hare handz wer klȃspt befœr him on ðe

tabel. He spōk wĭðȣt bʊk, restiŋ hiz gāz on ðe stĕde

klȣdz ðat sāld akros ðe skwȇr ov ski sēn þrꝏ ðe

hi windo ðat fāst him. "Ov Witʃland and ðe hōm

prŏvinsez, O Kiŋ, nȏt but gʊd. Ȏl ðe kumpanēz ov

sōldʒerz ƕitʃ wer apƣnted tꝏ repȇr tꝏ ðis part bi ðe

tenþ ov ðe munþ ar nȣ kum hĭðer, sāv sum bandz ov

spērmen from ðe sȣþ, and sum from Estreganʒȃ. Ðēz lȃst

I ekspekt tꝏ-da; Viglus riteþ ða kum wið him wið ðe

hĕve trꝏps from Baltare I sent him tꝏ asembel. So iz ðe

muster fʊl az for ðēz parts: Þramne, Zorn, Permeo, ðe land

ov Ar, Trās, Butene, and Estremerīn. Ov ðe subdʒekt ălīz,

ðȇrz les gʊd ðȇr. Ðe kiŋz ov Mīnyȃ and Dʒiltȃ: Olis ov

Tekapan: Kȣnte Eskobrīn ov Tʒuʃȃ: ðe kiŋ ov Ĕleen: ȏl




be hēr wið ðȇr kontindʒents. But ðȇrz miteer nāmz we

mis. Dʒūk Makstlin ov Aʒumel haþ fluŋ ofs alēdʒans and

kut of yor envƣz ērz, O Kiŋ; tiz þȏt for sum

supozed līt part ov ðe sunz ov Korsus dun tꝏ hiz sister.

Ðat dŏkeþ us þerte skœr stȣt fiterz. Ðe lord ov

Ūʃtlan sendeþ no ȃnser, and nȣ ar we advertīzd bi Mīnyȃ

and Dʒiltȃ ov hiz open mălīs and trezon, ƕꝏ did stŭbornle

let ðem ðe wa hĭðer þrꝏ hiz kuntre ƕīl ða hasend

tꝏ dꝏ yor madʒestēz komȃndz. Ðen ðȇrz ðe Ōdʒēdʒan lĕvēz,

ʃʊd be ni a þȣzand spērz, ten dāz overdʒu. Hemiŋ,

ðat razeþ Piksiland in Prezmirȃz nām, wil briŋ ðem in if

he ma. Ƕꝏ ȏlso haþ order, beiŋ on hiz wa, tꝏ rȣz

Maltraene tꝏ akʃon, from ƕꝏm no werd az yet; and I dꝏ fēr

tretʃere in em, Maltraene and Ōdʒēdʒȃ bōþ, ða hav bēn so

loŋ ov kŭmiŋ. Kiŋ Barʃt ov Toribeȃ sendeþ flat refuzal."


"It iz nōn tꝏ u besīdz, O Kiŋ," sed Korinyus, "ðat ðe

kiŋ ov Nevreȃ kām in lȃst nīt, mĕne dāz pȃst ðe da

apƣnted, and but hȃf hiz dʒust komplement."


Ðe Kiŋ dru bak hiz lips. "I wil not daʃ hiz spĭrits bi

blamiŋ him at ðis prĕzent. Later, Īl hav ðat kiŋz hed

for ðis."


"Ðis iz ðe sum," sed Korund. "Na, ðen, I had forgot ðe

Red Foleot wiðz fōk, þre hundred pertʃȃns, kām in ðis

morniŋ."


Korinyus þrust ȣt hiz tuŋ and lȃft: "Wun hen-lobster

sutʃ az he ʃal skȇrs afœrd a kœrs for ðis bankwet."


"He kepeþ fāþ," sed Korund, "ƕȇr bĭger men tern

dȃstardz. Tiz sēn nȣ ðat ðēz fœrst lēgz be az ʃūr az

ða wer sēld wið bŭter. Yor madʒeste wil dȣtles giv

him ȏdʒens."


Ðe Kiŋ wȏz silent ăƕīl, stŭdeiŋ hiz paperz. "Ƕȏt streŋþ

tꝏ-da in Karse?" he ȃskt.


Korund ȃnserd him, "Az nēr az ma be tꝏ skœr hundred fʊt

and fifte skœr hors: fīv þȣzand in ȏl. And, ðat I wa

mōst, O Kiŋ, big brȏd stroŋ set ladz ov Witʃland ni ĕvere

dʒak ov em."


Ðe Kiŋ sed, "Twȏz not wel dun, O Korund, tꝏ bid ði sun

dela for Ōdʒēdʒȃ and Maltraene. He mīt els hav bēn in

Karse nȣ wið a þȣzand Piksilanderz tꝏ swel ȣr streŋþ."


"I did ðat I did," ȃnserd Korund, "sekiŋ ōnle yor gʊd, O

Kiŋ. A fu dāz dela mīt bi us a þȣzand spērz."




"Dela," sed ðe Kiŋ, "haþ favord mīn ĕneme. Ðis we

ʃʊd hav dun: at hiz ferst landiŋ giv him no tīm but

wink, set on him wið ȏl ȣr fœrsez, and þro him intꝏ ðe

se."


"If luk go wið us ðat ma yet be," sed Korund.


Ðe Kiŋz nostrilz widend. He krȣtʃt forword, glariŋ at

Korund and Korinyus, hiz dʒȏ þrust ȣt so ðat ðe stif blak

bērd on it bruʃt ðe paperz on ðe tabel befœr him. "Ðe

Demonz," sed he, "landed i' ðe nīt at Ralpȃ. Ða kum on

wið grāt dʒernēz norþword. Wil be hēr ȇr þre dāz be

spent."


Bōþ ða gru red az blud. Korund spāk: "Ƕꝏ tōld u ðēz

tidiŋz, O Kiŋ?"


"Kȇr not ðȣ for ðat," sed ðe Kiŋ. "Enuf for ðe, I

no it. Haþ it taen u năpiŋ?"


"No," ȃnserd he. "Ðēz ten dāz pȃst we hav bēn rĕde,

wið ƕȏt streŋþ we mīt māk, tꝏ resēv em, kum ða

from ƕȏt kworter ða wil. So it iz, ðo, ðat ƕīl we

lak ðe Piksiland sŭkorz Dʒus haþ bi sum odz ðe advȃntādʒ

over us, if, az ȣr intĕlīdʒens sāþ, siks þȣzand fitiŋ

men dꝏ fŏlo him, and ðēz fœrst besīdz wið sum ðat

ʃʊd be ȣrz."


"Ðȣ wʊdst," sed ðe Kiŋ, "awāt ðēz ȣt ov Piksiland,

wið ðat els Hemiŋ ma găðer, afœr we ŏfer ðem bătel?"


Sed Korund, "Ðat wʊd I. We must lʊk beỾond ðe nekst tern

ov ðe rōd, O mi Lord ðe Kiŋ."


"Ðat wʊd not I," sed Korinyus.


"Ðat iz stȣtle sed, Korinyus," sed ðe Kiŋ. "Yet remember,

ðȣ hadst ðe grater fœrs on Krŏðeriŋ Sīd, yet wȏst

overbœrn."


"Tiz ðat standeþ in mi mīnd, Lord," sed Korund. "For wel I

no, had I bēn ðȇr Īd a fȇrd no bĕter."


Ðe Lord Korinyus, ƕꝏz brȣ had darkend wið ðe namiŋ ov

hiz defēt, lʊkt tʃērfꝏle nȣ and sed, "I pra u but

konsĭder, O mi Lord ðe Kiŋ, ðat hēr at hōm iz no rꝏm for

sutʃ a slīt or dʒin az ðat ƕȇrbi in ðȇr ōn kuntre ða

tʊk me. Ƕen Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ and ðȇr stinkiŋ

gaberlunỾēz dꝏ kri huf at us on Witʃland sƣl, tiz tīm tꝏ

giv em a tʃōk-pȇr. Ƕitʃ wið yor lēv, Lord, I wil




prŏmīs nȣ tꝏ dꝏ, ŭðer els tꝏ lꝏz mi līf."


"Giv me ði hand," sed Korund. "Ov ȏl men els wʊd I a

tʃozen ðe for sutʃ a da az ðis, and (wert tꝏ-da tꝏ mēt

ðe ƕōl pȣer ov Demonland in armz) tꝏ stand perdʒu wið ðe

for ðis blŭde servīs. But let us hēr ðe Kiŋz komȃndz:

ƕitʃ wa soȇr he tʃūz, we ʃal dꝏ it rīt gladle."


Gorīs ðe Kiŋ sat silent. Wun lēn hand rested on ðe īrn

serpent-hed ov hiz tʃȇrz arm, ðe ŭðer, wið finger

ȣtstretʃt agānst ðe dʒŭtiŋ tʃēkbōn, supœrted hiz tʃin.

Ōnle in ðe dēp ʃădo ov hiz i-sŏkets a lambent līt

mꝏvd. At leŋþ he started, az if ðe spĭrit, flōn tꝏ sum

unsȣnded gulfs ov tīm or spās, had in ðat instant reternd

tꝏ its mortal dwĕliŋ. He găðerd ðe paperz in a hēp and

tost ðem tꝏ Korund.


"Tꝏ mutʃ lieþ on it," sed he. "He ðat haþ mĕne pēz ma

pʊt mœr in ðe pot. But nȣ ðe da aprōtʃeþ ƕen I and

Dʒus must kȃst up ȣr akȣnt tʊgĕðer, and wun or ȏl ʃal be

brȏt tꝏ deþ and bān." He stʊd up from hiz tʃȇr and

lʊkt dȣn on ðōz tꝏ, hiz tʃozen kaptānz, grāt men ov wor

rāzd up bi him tꝏ be kiŋz over tꝏ kworterz ov ðe werld.

Ða wȏtʃt him līk lĭtel berdz under ðe i ov a snāk.

"Ðe kuntre herabȣt," sed ðe Kiŋ, "iz not gʊd for

horsmanʃip, and ðe Demonz be grāt horsmen. Karse iz

stroŋ, and nĕver kan it be fœrst bi asȏlt. Ȏlso under mīn

i ʃʊd mi men ov Witʃland akwit ðemselvz tꝏ dꝏ ðe

gratest dēdz. Ðȇrfœr wil we abīd ðem hēr in Karse,

until yuŋ Hemiŋ kum and hiz lĕvēz ȣt ov Piksiland. Ðen

ʃal ye fȏl ŭpon ðem and nĕver māk an end til ðe land be

ŭterle perdʒd ov ðem, and ȏl ðe lordz ov Demonland be

slān."


Korinyus sed, "Tꝏ hēr iz tꝏ oba, O Kiŋ. Hȣsoĕver, not tꝏ

disembel wið u, Īd lever at em at wuns, sted ov let

ðem sit ăƕīl and refreʃ ðȇr arme. Okaʒon iz a wȏnton

wentʃ, O Kiŋ, ðat iz kwik tꝏ bĕkon anŭðer man if wun lʊk

kōldle on her. Mœrover, Lord, kʊd u not bi yor art, in

smȏl tīm, wið sertān kompozĭʃonz?----"


But ðe Kiŋ brāk in ŭpon him saiŋ, "Ðȣ nōst not ƕȏt

ðȣ spēkst. Ðȇr iz ði sœrd; ðȇr ði men; ðēz mi

komȃndz. Se ðȣ perform ðem punktʃuale ƕen tīm ʃal

kum."


"Lord," sed Korinyus, "u ʃal not fīnd me wȏntiŋ."

Ðȇrwið he did obazans and went fœrþ from befœr ðe Kiŋ.


Ðe Kiŋ sed untꝏ Korund, "Ðȣ hast mand him wel, ðis




tăsel-dʒentel. Ðȇr wȏz sum dāndʒer he ʃʊd so mislīk

subdʒekʃon untꝏ ðe in ðēz akts marʃal az it ʃʊd brēd

sum kworel ʃʊd lĭtel spēd ȣr enterprīz."


"Þink not u ðat, O Kiŋ," ȃnserd Korund. "Tiz grōn līk

an ȏlmanak for ðe pȃst yēr, pȃst dāt. A wil fēd ȣt ov mi

hand nȣ."


"Bekȏz ðȣ hast kărēd it wið him," sed ðe Kiŋ, "in so

ŏnorabel and open plān‘nes. Hōld on ðe rōd ðȣ hast

begun, and be mīndfʊl stil ðat intꝏ ðīn hand iz gĭven ðe

sœrd ov Witʃland, and ðarin hav I pʊt mi trust for ðis

grāt ȣr."


Korund lʊkt ŭpon ðe Kiŋ wið gra and kwik īz ʃiniŋ

līk untꝏ ðe egelz. He slapt hiz hĕve sœrd wið ðe flat

ov hiz hand: "Tiz a tuf foks, O mi Lord ðe Kiŋ; wil not

fāl hiz mȃster."


Ðȇrwið, glad at ðe Kiŋz graʃȣs werdz, he did obazans

untꝏ ðe Kiŋ and went fœrþ from ðe tʃāmber.


****


Ðe sām nīt ðȇr apērd in ðe ski impendiŋ over Karse a

blaziŋ star wið tꝏ bʊʃez. Korund beheld it in an open spās

betwikst ðe klȣdz az he went tꝏ hiz tʃāmber. He sed nȏt ov

it tꝏ hiz lade wīf, lest it ʃʊd trŭbel her; but ʃe tꝏ

had from her windo sēn ðat star, yet spāk not ov it tꝏ her

lord for a līk rezon.


And Kiŋ Gorīs, sĭtiŋ in hiz tʃāmber wið hiz bālfʊl bʊks,

beheld ðat star and its fire stremerz, ƕitʃ ðe Kiŋ rȃðer

noted ðan līkt. For ȏlbeit he mīt not no ov a sertān

ƕȏt wa ðat sīn intended, yet wȏz it apărent tꝏ wun so

dēple lerned in nīgromanse and sēkrets astronŏmikal ðat ðis

þiŋ wȏz fatal, beiŋ ov ðōz prŏdīdʒēz and ŏminȣs

prognostiks ƕitʃ fœr-run ðe tradʒikal endz ov nobel personz

and ðe ruinz ov stāts.


****


Ðe þerd da fŏloiŋ, wȏtʃmen beheld from Karse wȏlz in

ðe pāl morniŋ ðe armēz ov ðe Demonz ðat fild ðe ƕōl

plān tꝏ sȣþword. But ov ðe sŭkorz ȣt ov Piksiland wȏz az

yet no sīn at ȏl. Gorīs ðe Kiŋ, akordiŋ az he had

determīnd, held ȏl hiz pȣer kwiet wĭðin ðe fortres. But

for pȃsiŋ ov ðe tīm, and bekȏz it plēzd hiz mīnd tꝏ

spēk yet fās tꝏ fās wið ðe Lord Dʒus befœr ðis lȃst

mortal trial in armz ʃʊd be begun betwikst ðem, ðe Kiŋ




sent Kadarus az hiz hĕrald wið flagz ov trūs and

ŏlīv-brȃntʃez intꝏ ðe Demonz līnz. Bi ƕitʃ mĭʃon it wȏz

konkluded ðat ðe Demonz ʃʊd wiðdrȏ ðȇr armēz þre

boʃots from ðe wȏlz, and ða ov Witʃland ʃʊd abīd ȏl

wĭðin ðe hōld; ōnle ðe Kiŋ wið fœrtēn ov hiz fōk

ŭnarmd and Dʒus wið a līk number ŭnarmd ʃʊd kum fœrþ

intꝏ ðe midst ov ðe batabel grȣnd and ðȇr spēk tʊgĕðer.

And ðis metiŋ must be at ðe þerd ȣr ȃfter nꝏn.


So iðer parte kām tꝏ ðis parle at ðe ȣr apƣnted. Dʒus

went bȇr-hĕded but, sāv for ðat, ȏl armd in hiz ʃiniŋ

berne wið gordʒet and ʃōlder-plāts dămaskt and embost

wið wīrz ov gōld, and gōlden leg-harnes, and riŋz ov red

gōld ŭpon hiz rists. Hiz kertel wȏz ov wīn-dark silken

tĭʃu, and he wœr ðat duske klōk ðe silfs had mād for

him, ðe kŏlar ƕarov wȏz stif wið brƣdere and strāndʒ

bēsts werkt ðaron in silver þred. Akordiŋ tꝏ ðe

kompakt he bȇr no wĕpon; ōnle in hiz hand a ʃort ivore stȃf

inlād wið prĕʃȣs stōnz, and ðe hed ov it a bȏl ov ðat

stōn ƕitʃ men kȏl Belus i, ðat iz ƕīt and haþ wĭðin

it a blak ăpel, ðe midst ƕarov a man ʃal se tꝏ glĭter

līk gōld. Vĕre mȃsterfʊl and prȣd he stʊd befœr ðe Kiŋ,

kăreiŋ hiz hed līk a stag ðat snifs ðe morniŋ. Hiz

breðren and Brandox Dahȃ remānd a pās or tꝏ behīnd him,

wið Kiŋ Gazlark and ðe lordz Zig and Gro, and Melxar and

Þarmrod and Sterkmer, Kwaz wið hiz tꝏ sunz, and Astar, and

Bremere ov Ʃȏz: gʊdle men and lordle tꝏ lʊk on, unwĕpond

ȏl; and wundrȣs wȏz ðe sparkel ov ðȇr dʒuelz ðat wer on

ðem.


Over agānst ðem, atendiŋ on ðe Kiŋ, wer ðēz: Korund

kiŋ ov Impland, and Korinyus kȏld kiŋ ov Demonland, Hakmon

and Viglus Korundz sunz, Dʒūk Korsus and hiz sunz Dekalādʒus

and Goreus, Uleen kiŋ ov Mīnyȃ, Olis lord ov Tekapan, Dʒūk

Avel ov Estreganʒȃ, ðe Red Foleot, Erp ðe kiŋ ov Ĕleen,

and ðe kȣnts ov Þramne and Tʒuʃȃ; unwĕpond, but armord

tꝏ ðe þrōt, big men and stroŋ ðe mōst ov ðem and ov

lordle bariŋ, yet nun tꝏ matʃ wið Korinyus and Korund.


Ðe Kiŋ, in hiz mantel ov kōbrȃ-skinz, hiz stȃf-rƣal in hiz

hand, topt bi hȃf a hed ȏl ðōz tȏl men abȣt him,

frend and fo alīk. Lēn and blak he tȣerd amuŋst ðem,

līk a þunder-blȃsted pīn-tre sēn agānst ðe sunset.


So, in ðe gōlden ȏtum ȃfternꝏn, in ðe midst ov ðat sad

mān ov sedʒlandz ƕȇr betwēn slime banks ðe wēd-tʃōkt

Drumȃ deveȣsle wīndz tꝏword ðe se, wer ðōz tꝏ men met

tʊgĕðer for ƕꝏz ambĭʃon and ðȇr prīd ðe werld wȏz tꝏ

lĭtel a plās tꝏ kontān ðem bōþ and pēs liiŋ betwēn

ðem. And līk sum drȣze drăgon ov ðe elder slīm, skwȏt,




sĭnister, and monstrȣs, ðe sĭtadel ov Karse slept over ȏl.


Bi and bi ðe Kiŋ spāk and sed: "I sent for ðe bekȏz I

þink it gʊd I and ðȣ ʃʊd tȏk tʊgĕðer ƕīl yet iz tīm

for tȏkiŋ."


Dʒus ȃnserd, "I kworel not wið ðat, O Kiŋ."


"Ðȣ," sed ðe Kiŋ, bendiŋ hiz brȣ ŭpon him, "art a man

wīz and fērles. I kȣnsel ðe, and ȏl ðēz ðat be wið

ðe, tern bak from Karse. Wel I se ðe blud ðȣ didst

drink in Melikafkaz wil not ala ði þerst, and wor iz tꝏ

ðe ði perl and ði păramꝏr. Yet, if it be, tern bak from

Karse. Ðȣ standst nȣ on ðe pĭnakel ov ðīn ambĭʃon;

wilt lēp hier, ðȣ fȏlst in ðe abis. Let ðe fœr

kornerz ov ðe erþ be ʃaken wið ȣr worz, but not ðis

senter. For hēr ʃal no man găðer frūt, but and if it be

deþ he găðer; or if, ðen ðis frūt ōnle, ðat Zokum, ðat

frūt ov bĭternes, ƕitʃ ƕen he ʃal hav tāsted ov, ȏl

ðe brīt līts ov hĕven ʃal bekum az darknes and ȏl

erþs gʊdnes az ăʃez in hiz mȣþ ȏl hiz līfs dāz

until he di."


He pȏzd. Ðe Lord Dʒus stʊd stil, kwaliŋ not at ȏl

benēþ ðat dredfʊl gāz. Hiz kumpane behīnd him sterd and

ƕisperd. Lord Brandox Dahȃ, wið mŏkere in hiz i, sed

sumƕȏt tꝏ Gōldre Bluzko under hiz breþ.


But ðe Kiŋ spāk agān tꝏ ðe Lord Dʒus, "Be not desēvd.

Ðēz þiŋz I sa untꝏ ðe not az laboriŋ tꝏ skȇr u from

yor set perpōs wið frīts and fare-bābz: I no yor

kwȏlite tꝏ wel. But I hav red sīnz in hĕven: nȏt

klēr, but þretfʊl untꝏ bōþ u and me. For ði gʊd I sa

it, O Dʒus, and agān (for ðat ȣr lȃst spētʃ leveþ ðe

fermest print) be advīzd: tern bak from Karse or it be tꝏ

lāt."


Lord Dʒus harkend atentīvle tꝏ ðe werdz ov Gorīs ðe Kiŋ,

and ƕen he had ended, ȃnserd and sed, "O Kiŋ, ðȣ hast

gĭven us tĕribel gʊd kȣnsel. But it wȏz rĭdelwīz. And

heriŋ ðe, mīn i wȏz stil on ðe krȣn ðȣ wȇrst,

mād in ðe fĭgūr ov a krab-fiʃ, ƕitʃ, bekȏz it lʊks wun

wa and gōz anŭðer, mĕþȏt did fitle pătern ȣt ði

lʊkiŋ tꝏ ȣr pĕrilz but sekiŋ ðe ƕīl ðīn ōn

advȃntādʒ."


Ðe Kiŋ gāv him an il lʊk, saiŋ, "I am ði lord

păramȣnt. Wið subdʒekts it sits not tꝏ ūz ðis famĭlear stīl

untꝏ ðȇr Kiŋ."




Dʒus ȃnserd, "Ðȣ dust ðe and ðȣ me. And indēd it wer

fŏle in iðer ov us twān tꝏ bend ne tꝏ tŭðer, ƕen ðe

lordʃip ov ȏl ðe erþ wateþ on ðe viktor in ȣr grāt

kontenʃon. Ðȣ hast bēn open wið me, Witʃland, tꝏ let me

no ðȣ art ŭneger tꝏ strīk a fēld wið us. I wil be open

tꝏ, and I wil māk an ŏfer untꝏ ðe, and ðis it iz: ðat

we wil depart ȣt ov ði kuntre and dꝏ no mœr unpēsfʊl

dēdz agānst ðe (til ðȣ provōk us agān); and ðȣ, ov

ði part, ov ȏl ðe land ov Demonland ʃalt giv up ði

kworel, and ov Piksiland and Impland besīd, and ʃalt yēld me

up Korsus and Korinyus ði servants ðat I ma pŭniʃ ðem for

ðe bēstle dēdz ða did in ȣr land ƕĕnaz we wer not ðȇr

tꝏ gard it."


He sēst, and for a mĭnūt ða beheld ētʃ ŭðer in silens.

Ðen ðe Kiŋ lifted up hiz tʃin and smīld a dredfʊl smīl.


Korinyus ƕisperd mŏkiŋle in hiz ēr, "Lord, u ma lītle

giv em Korsus. Ðat wer eze kompozĭʃon, and fȏls kƣn tꝏ

mĕþinks."


"Stand bak i' ði plās," sed ðe Kiŋ, "and hōld ði pēs."

And untꝏ Lord Dʒus he sed, "Ov ȏl ensuiŋ harm ðe kȏz iz

in ðe; for I am nȣ rezolvd nĕver tꝏ pʊt up mi sœrd until

ov ði blediŋ hed I ma māk a fʊtbȏl. And nȣ, let ðe

erþ be afrād, and Sinþeȃ obskūr her ʃīn: no mœr werdz

but mum. Þunder and blud and nīt must uzerp ȣr parts, tꝏ

komplēt and māk up ðe katastrofe ov ðis grāt pēs."


****


Ðat nīt ðe Kiŋ wȏkt lāt in hiz tʃāmber in ðe Īrn

Tȣer alōn. Ðēz þre yērz pȃst he had seldom rezorted

ðĭðer, and ðen kŏmonle but tꝏ bȇr awa sum or ŭðer ov

hiz bʊks tꝏ stŭde in hiz ōn lodʒiŋ. Hiz dʒarz and flȃsks and

bŏtelz ov blu and grēn and perpel glȃs ƕarin he kept hiz

kerst drugz and elektʃuarēz ov sēkret kompozĭʃon, hiz ăþalz

and ăþanorz, hiz krusibelz, hiz horsbĕlēd retorts and

alembiks and bānz-marēz, stʊd aro on ʃelvz koted wið

dust and huŋ abȣt wið ðe dul spiderz weviŋz; ðe

fernās wȏz kōld; ðe glȃs ov ðe windōz wȏz klȣded wið

dert; ðe wȏlz wer mildʒūd; ðe ȇr ov ðe tʃāmber fuste and

stagnant. Ðe Kiŋ wȏz dēp in hiz kontemplaʃon, wið a big

blak bʊk open befœr him on ðe siks-sided rediŋ-stand: ðe

damnāblest ov ȏl hiz bʊks, ðe sām ƕitʃ had tȏt him

afœrtīm ƕȏt he must dꝏ ƕen bi ðe wĭked pȣer ov

entʃȃntment he had wȏnted but a lĭtel tꝏ hav konfȣnded

Demonland and ȏl ðe lordz ðarov in deþ and ruin.




Ðe open pādʒ under hiz hand wȏz ov partʃment diskŭlord wið

ādʒ, and ðe ritiŋ on ðe pādʒ wȏz in kărakterz ov ānʃent

ȣt-ov-făʃon krabdnes, hĕve and blak, and ðe grāt

inĭʃal lĕterz and ðe iluminated borderz wer pānted and

gilded in dark and fire hūz wið reprezentaʃonz ov dredfʊl

fasez and formz ov serpents and tōd-fāst men and āps and

mantikorz and sŭkubi and inkubi and obsēn reprezentaʃonz

and fĭgūrz ov unlȏfʊl meniŋ. Ðēz wer ðe werdz ov ðe

ritiŋ on ðe pādʒ ƕitʃ ðe Kiŋ kond over and over,

fȏliŋ agān intꝏ a dēp stŭde betwēnƕīlz, and ðen kŏniŋ

ðēz werdz agān ov an ādʒ-ōld profĕtik ritiŋ tutʃiŋ ðe

preordināt destinēz ov ðe rƣal hȣs ov Gorīs in Karse:


𝑆𝑜𝑜 𝑠𝑐ℎ𝑒𝑙 𝑦𝑜𝑢𝑟 ℎ𝑜𝑢𝑠 𝑠𝑡𝑜𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑏𝑒𝑒

𝑈𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑒𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑛𝑦𝑡𝑒𝑒

𝑌𝑒𝑡 𝑤𝑎𝑙𝑘𝑒 𝑤𝑎𝑟𝑖𝑙𝑖𝑒

𝑊𝑦𝑡𝑡𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑓𝑢𝑙 𝑠𝑎𝑟𝑡𝑒𝑦𝑛𝑙𝑒𝑒

𝑇ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑖𝑓 𝑖𝑚𝑝𝑖𝑜𝑢𝑠𝑙𝑖𝑒

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑒𝑐𝑜𝑢𝑛𝑑𝑒 𝑡𝑦𝑚𝑒 𝑖𝑛 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑏𝑜𝑑𝑖𝑒

𝑃𝑟𝑎𝑐𝑡𝑖𝑠𝑖𝑛𝑔𝑒 𝑔𝑟𝑎𝑚𝑚𝑎𝑟𝑖𝑒

𝑂𝑛𝑒 𝑜𝑓 𝑦𝑒 𝑘𝑎𝑡𝑐ℎ𝑒𝑑 𝑠ℎ𝑢𝑙𝑙𝑒 𝑏𝑒

𝐵𝑦 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑓𝑒𝑦𝑛𝑑𝑖𝑠 𝑠𝑢𝑏𝑡𝑖𝑙𝑡𝑒𝑒

𝐴𝑛𝑑 ℎ𝑦𝑠 𝑙𝑖𝑓𝑓𝑒 𝑙𝑜𝑠𝑠𝑖𝑡 𝑏𝑒𝑒

𝐵𝑟𝑜𝑘𝑒 𝑦𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛𝑛𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑠𝑒𝑟𝑦𝑒

𝐷𝑎𝑚𝑝𝑛𝑒𝑑 𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛𝑛𝑒 𝑒𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑛𝑎𝑙𝑙𝑖𝑒

𝑌𝑒𝑟𝑡ℎ 𝑠ℎ𝑢𝑙𝑑𝑒𝑠𝑡𝑜𝑤 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑛𝑛𝑒 𝑛𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑠𝑒

𝑆𝑐𝑎𝑟𝑠𝑙𝑦 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐺𝑜𝑑𝑑𝑒𝑠 𝑚𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ𝑡 𝑟𝑒𝑠𝑘𝑢𝑒 𝑦𝑒

𝑂𝑤𝑡 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝐻𝑒𝑙𝑙𝑒 𝑤ℎ𝑒𝑟𝑒 𝑦𝑜𝑢 𝑤𝑜𝑙𝑙 𝑙𝑖𝑒

𝑈𝑛𝑡𝑜 𝑒𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑛𝑦𝑡𝑒𝑒

𝑇ℎ𝑒 𝑠𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑟𝑒𝑠 𝑡𝑒𝑎𝑙𝑑𝑒 ℎ𝑖𝑡 𝑚𝑒𝑒.


Gorīs ðe Kiŋ stʊd up and went tꝏ ðe sȣþ windo. Ðe

kāsment bolts wer rusted: he fœrst ðem and ða flu bak

wið a ʃrēk and a klăter and a þin ʃȣer ov dust and grit.

He opend ðe windo and lʊkt ȣt. Ðe hĕve nīt gru tꝏ

her depþ ov kwiet. Ðȇr wer līts far ȣt in ðe marʃez,

ðe līts ov Lord Dʒŭsez kamp-fīrz ov hiz armēz găðerd

agānst Karse. Skȇrsle wĭðȣt a tʃil mīt a man hav lʊkt

ŭpon ðat Kiŋ standiŋ bi ðe windo; for ðȇr wȏz in ðe

tȏl lēn frām ov him an īrn aspekt az ov no natʃural fleʃ

and blud but sum harder kōlder ĕlement; and hiz kȣntenans,

līk ðe piktʃūr ov sum dark divĭnite graven ādʒez ago bi men

loŋ ded, bœr ðe imprint ov ðōz ōld kwȏlitēz ov

unrelentiŋ pȣer, skorn, violens, and oprĕʃon, ānʃent az

nīt herself yet untutʃt bi ādʒ, yuŋ az ētʃ nīt ƕen it

ʃuts dȣn and ōld and elemental az ðe primeval dark.




A loŋ ƕīl he stʊd ðȇr, ðen kām agān tꝏ hiz bʊk.

"Gorīs 𝟩.," he sed in himself. "Ðat wȏz wuns in ðe bŏde.

And I hav dun bĕter ðan ðat, but not yet wel enuf. Tiz

tꝏ hăzardȣs, ðe sĕkond tīm, alōn. Korund iz a man

undȏnted in wor, but ðe man iz tꝏ superstĭʃȣs and kwakeþ

at ðat ƕitʃ haþ not fleʃ and blud. Aparĭʃonz and

ertʃin-ʃōz kan kwīt unman him. Ðȇrz Korinyus, kareþ not

for God or man a pƣnt. But he iz tꝏ raʃ and unadvīzd: I

wer mad tꝏ trust him in it. Wer ðe Goblin hēr, it mīt be

kărēd. Damnabel bōþ-sīdz vĭlān, hēz kȃst of from me."

He skand ðe pādʒ az if hiz pērsiŋ īz wʊd þrust beỾond

ðe băreerz ov tīm and deþ and diskŭver sum nu meniŋ in

ðe werdz ƕitʃ ʃʊd agre bĕter wið ðe þiŋ hiz mīnd

dezīrd ƕīl hiz dʒudʒment forbād it. "He sez damd

eternale:' he sez ðat brakeþ ðe serēz, and erþ

ʃʊdst ðȣ ðen nĕver mœr se.' Pʊt him bi."


And ðe Kiŋ slole ʃut up hiz bʊk, and lokt it wið þre

padloks, and pʊt bak ðe ke in hiz bʊzom. "Ðe nēd iz not

yet," he sed. "Ðe sœrd ʃal hav hiz da, and Korund. But

if ðat fāl me, ðen even ðis ʃal not tern me bak but I

wil dꝏ ðat I wil dꝏ."


****


In ðe sām ȣr ƕen ðe Kiŋ wȏz but nȣ enterd agān intꝏ

hiz ōn lodʒiŋz, kām þrꝏ a rŭner ov Hemiŋz tꝏ let ðem

no ðat he, fiftēn hundred stroŋ, martʃt dȣn ðe Wa ov

Kiŋz from Piksiland. Mœrover ða wer advertīzd ðat ðe

Demon flēt la in ðe rĭver ðat nīt, and it wȏz not unlīk

ðe atak ʃʊd be in ðe morniŋ bi land and wȏter.


Ȏl nīt ðe Kiŋ sāt in hiz tʃāmber hōldiŋ kȣnsil wið hiz

dʒĕneralz and orderiŋ ȏl þiŋz for ðe moro. Ȏl nīt loŋ

he klōzd not hiz īz an instant, but ðe ŭðerz he mād slēp

bi ternz bekȏz ða ʃʊd be brisk and rĕde for ðe bătel.

For ðis wȏz ðȇr kȣnsel, tꝏ drȏ ȣt ðȇr ƕōl arme on ðe

left bank befœr ðe bridʒ-gāt and ðȇr ŏfer bătel tꝏ ðe

Demonz at pƣnt ov da. For if ða ʃʊd abīd wĭðin dœrz

and sŭfer ðe Demonz tꝏ kut yuŋ Hemiŋ of from ðe

bridʒ-gāt, ðen wer he lost, and if ðe bridʒ-hȣs ʃʊd

fȏl and ðe bridʒ, ðen mīt ðe Demonz lītle ʃip ƕȏt

fœrs ða plēzd tꝏ ðe rīt bank and so klōsle invest ðem

in Karse. Ov an atak on ðe rīt bank ða had no fēr, wel

noiŋ ðemselvz abel tꝏ sit wĭðin dœrz and lȃf at ðem,

sins ðe wȏlz wer ðȇr inekspugnabel. But if a bătel wer

nȣ brȏt abȣt befœr ðe bridʒ-gāt az ða wer mīnded,

and Hemiŋ ʃʊd dʒƣn in ðe fīt from ðe ēstword, ðȇr

wȏz gʊd hōp ðat ða ʃʊd be abel tꝏ krumpel up ðe bătel




ov ðe Demonz, driviŋ ðem in ŭpon ðȇr senter from ðe west

ƕīlst Hemiŋ smōt ðem on ðe ŭðer part. Ƕȇrbi ðēz

ʃʊd be kȃst intꝏ a grāt rȣt and konfuʒon and not be abel

tꝏ eskāp awa tꝏ ðȇr ʃips, but ðȇr in ðe fenlandz befœr

Karse ʃʊd be mād a pra untꝏ ðe Witʃez.


Ƕen it wȏz ðe kōld lȃst ȣr befœr ðe dȏn ðe dʒĕneralz

tʊk from ðe Kiŋ ðȇr latest komȃndz ȇr ða dru fœrþ

ðȇr armēz. Korinyus kām fœrþ ferst from ðe Kiŋz tʃāmber

a lĭtel ƕīl befœr ðe rest. In ðe drȃfte koridor ðe

lamps swuŋ and smōkt, makiŋ an unsertān winde līt.

Korinyus espīd bi ðe stȇrhed ðe Lade Srivȃ standiŋ,

ƕĕðer wȏtʃiŋ tꝏ bid her fȃðer ādʒu or but fŏloiŋ idel

kureŏsite. Ƕitʃĕver it wer, not a fiko gāv he for ðat, but

kŭmiŋ swiftle ŭpon her ƕiskt her asīd intꝏ an alkōv ƕȇr

ðe līt wȏz bȇrle enuf tꝏ let him se ðe pāl ʃĭmer ov

her silken gȣn, dark hȇr pind lꝏsle up in dēp snake

kƣlz, and dark, īz ʃiniŋ. "Mi wĭte fȏls wun, hav I

kȏt ðe? Na, fīt not. Ði breþ smelz līk sĭnamon.

Kis me, Srivȃ."


"Īl not!" sed ʃe, striviŋ tꝏ eskāp. "Nȏte man, am I

ūzd ðus?" But fīndiŋ ʃe got nȏt bi strugliŋ, ʃe sed

in a lo vƣs, "Wel, if ðȣ briŋ bak Demonland tꝏ-nīt,

ðen, lets hōld mœr tʃat."


"Harken tꝏ ðe nȏte trātres," sed he, "ðat but lȃst

nīt didst dꝏ me sum unsĭvil diskertesēz, and nȣ spekeþ

me fȇr: and ƕȏt a dĕvil for? if not kȏz hersemeþ Īl

līkle not kum bak ȃfter ðis dāz fīt. But Īl kum

bak, mistres kis-and-be-gon; i, bi ðe Godz, and Īl hav

mi pament tꝏ."


Hiz lips fed dēp on her lips, hiz stroŋ and grede handz

softle mȃsterd her agānst her wil, til wið a lĭtel

smŭðerd kri ʃe embrāst him, bruziŋ her tender bŏde

agānst ðe armor he wȏz gert wĭðȏl. Betwēn ðe kĭsez ʃe

ƕisperd, "Yes, yes, tꝏ-nīt." Ʃūrle he damd spītfʊl

fortʃūn, ðat sent him not ðis enkȣnter bi an hȃf-ȣr

sꝏner.


Ƕen he wȏz departed, Srivȃ remānd in ðe ʃădo ov ðe

alkōv tꝏ set in order her hȇr and apărel, not a lĭtel

disarād in ðat hot wꝏiŋ. Ȣt ov ƕitʃ darknes ʃe had

konvēnyens tꝏ obzerv ðe lēv-takiŋ ov Prezmirȃ and her

lord az ða kām dȣn ðat winde koridor and pȏzd at ðe

hed ov ðe stȇrz.


Prezmirȃ had her arm in hiz. "I no ƕȇr ðe Dĕvil kepeþ




hiz tāl, mădam," sed Korund. "And I no a vĕre trator ƕen

I se him."


"Ƕen didst ðȣ ĕver yet fȇr il bi fŏloiŋ ov mi kȣnsel,

mi lord?" sed Prezmirȃ. "Or did I refūz ðe ĕver ĕne þiŋ

ðȣ didst rekwīr me ov? Ðēz sĕven yērz sins I pʊt of mi

maden zōn for ðe; and twente kiŋz sȏt me in swēt

mărādʒ, but ðe I preferd befœr ðem ȏl, seiŋ ðe

fȏlkon ʃal not māt wið pŏpindʒāz nor ðe ʃe-egel wið

swȏnz and bustardz. And wil u sa na tꝏ me in ðis?"


Ʃe stʊd rȣnd tꝏ fās him. Ðe pupilz ov her grāt īz wer

lardʒ in ðe dȣtfʊl lamplīt, swȏloiŋ ðȇr grēn fīrz

in dēp pꝏlz ov mistere and darknes. Ðe ritʃ and gordʒȣs

ornaments ov her krȣn and gerdel sēmd but a pꝏr kȃsket for

ðat matʃles bute ƕitʃ wȏz herz: her fās, ƕȇr ĕvere

nobel and swēt kwȏlite and ĕvere þiŋ dezirabel ov erþ or

hĕven had frāmd ētʃ fētʃūr tꝏ itself: ðe glœre ov her

hȇr, līk ðe red sunz glœre: her ƕōl bŏdēz pƣz and

postʃūr, līk a stātle berdz nu-lited ȃfter flīt.


"Ðo it be vĕre rubarb tꝏ me," sed Korund, "ʃal I sa

na tꝏ ðe ðis tīd? Not ðis tīd, mi Kwēn."


"Þanks, dēr mi lord. Disarm him and briŋ him in if u ma.

Ðe Kiŋ ʃal not refūz us ðis tꝏ pardon hiz fŏle, ƕen

ðȣ ʃalt hav obtānd ðis viktore for him ŭpon ȣr

ĕnemēz."


Ðe Lade Srivȃ mīt hēr no mœr, harkend ʃe nĕver so

kureȣsle. But ƕen ða wer nȣ kum tꝏ ðe stȇr fʊt,

Korund pȏzd a mĭnūt tꝏ tri ðe bŭkelz ov hiz harnes. Hiz

brȣ wȏz klȣded. At leŋþ he spāk. "Ðis ʃal be a bătel

mortal fērs and dȣtȣs for bōþ partēz. Gānst sutʃ

mite ŏpozīts az hēr we hav, tiz pŏsibel: No mœr; but

kis me, dēr las. And if: tuʃ, twil not be; and yet, Īd

not lēv it unsed: if il tīd il, Īd not hav ðe wāst

ȏl ði dāz a-greviŋ. Ðȣ nōst I am not wun ov yor sȣr

enveȣs dʒaks, bȇr so pꝏr a konsēt o' ðemselvz ða

begrudʒ ðȇr wīvz ʃʊd wed agān lest ðe nekst huzband

ʃʊd prꝏv ðe bĕter man."


But Prezmirȃ kām nēr tꝏ him wið gʊd and mĕre kȣntenans:

"Let me stop ði mȣþ, mi lord. Ðēz be fꝏliʃ þȏts for

a grāt kiŋ goiŋ intꝏ bătel. Kum bak in triumf, and i'

ðe mēn sezon þink on me ðat wāt for ðe; az a star

wāts, dēr mi lord. And nĕver dȣt ðe ĭʃu."


"Ðe ĭʃu," ȃnserd he, "Īl tel ðe ƕen tiz dun. Īm




no astrŏnomer. Īl hu wið mi sœrd, luv; spƣl sum ov

ðȇr gĕsez if I ma."


"Gʊd fortʃūn and mi luv go wið ðe," ʃe sed.


Srivȃ kŭmiŋ fœrþ from her hidiŋ hasend tꝏ her mŭðerz

lodʒiŋ, and ðȇr fȣnd her ðat had dʒust bid ādʒu tꝏ her tꝏ

sunz, her fās ȏl blŭberd wið tērz. In ðe sām instant

kām ðe Dʒūk her huzband tꝏ tʃāndʒ hiz sœrd, and ðe Lade

Zenambreȃ kȏt him abȣt ðe nek and wʊd hav kist him.

But he ʃʊk her of, kriiŋ ȣt ðat he wȏz were ov her and

her slŏberiŋ mȣþ; mĕnasiŋ her besīdz wið filþe

imprekaʃonz, ðat he wʊd drag her wið him and kȃst her tꝏ

ðe Demonz, ƕꝏ, sins ða had a stroŋ loðiŋ for sutʃ ugle

tits and stāl ōld trots, wʊd no dȣt haŋ her up or

disembȣel her and so rid him ov hiz lȃstiŋ konsumpʃon.

Ðȇrwið he went fœrþ hāstile. But hiz wīf and dȏter,

iðer wepiŋ ŭpon ŭðer, kām dȣn intꝏ ðe kœrt, meniŋ tꝏ

go up tꝏ ðe tȣer abuv ðe wȏter-gāt tꝏ se ðe arme

marʃald beỾond ðe rĭver. And on ðe wa Srivȃ related ȏl

ʃe had herd sed betwikst Korund and Prezmirȃ.


In ðe kœrt ða met wið Prezmirȃz self, and ʃe goiŋ wið

blīð kȣntenans and līt tred and hŭmiŋ a mĕre tʃūn

bad ðem gʊd-moro.


"U kan bȇr ðēz þiŋz mœr brāvleer ðan we, mădam," sed

Zenambreȃ. "We be tꝏ dʒentel-harted mĕþinks and pĭtifʊl."


Prezmirȃ replīd ŭpon her, "Tiz tru, mădam, I hav not ðe

wēk sens ov sum ov u soft-īd ƕimperiŋ ladēz. And bi

yor lēv Īl kēp mi tērz (ƕitʃ be grāt spƣlerz ov ðe

tʃēks besīd) until I nēd em."


Ƕen ða wer pȃst bi, "Iz it not a stone-lĭverd and a

ʃāmles hŭse, O mi mŭðer?" sed Srivȃ. "And iz it not

skandalȣs her lȃfiŋ and dʒestiŋ, az I hav tōld it ðe,

ƕen ʃe did bid him ādʒu, deviziŋ ōnle hȣ best ʃe mīt

kōks him tꝏ sāv ðe līf ov yonder tʃāmberiŋ tratorȣs

hȣnd?"


"Wið ƕꝏm," sed Zenambreȃ, "ʃe wōnt tꝏ dꝏ ðe þiŋ Īd

þink ʃām tꝏ spēk on. Trule ðis forān mădam wið her

lꝏs and wȏnton wāz duþ skandal ðe ƕōl land for us."


But Prezmirȃ went her wa, glad ðat ʃe had not bi an ilidz

flĭker let her lord ges ƕȏt a dred pozest her mīnd, ƕꝏ

had in ȏl ðe bĭter nīt sēn strāndʒ and kruel vĭʒonz

portendiŋ los and ruin ov ȏl ʃe held dēr.




****


Nȣ, ƕen dȏn apērd, wȏz ðe Kiŋz ƕōl arme drȏn ȣt in

bătel ara befœr ðe bridʒ-hȣs. Korinyus held komȃnd on

ðe left. Ðȇr fŏlōd him fiftēn hundred tʃozen trꝏps ov

Witʃland, wið ðe Dʒūks ov Trās and Estreganʒȃ, besīdz

ðēz kiŋz and prinsez wið ðȇr ȣtlandiʃ lĕvēz: ðe kiŋ

ov Mīnyȃ, Kȣnt Eskobrīn ov Tʒuʃȃ, and ðe Red Foleot.

Korsus led ðe senter, and wið him went Kiŋ Erp ov Ĕleen and

hiz grēn-koted sliŋ-kȃsterz, ðe kiŋ ov Nevreȃ, Akstakus

lord ov Permeo, ðe kiŋ ov Dʒiltȃ, Olis ov Tekapan, and ŭðer

kaptānz: sĕventēn hundred men in ȏl. Ðe rīt ðe Lord

Korund had tʃozen for himself. Tꝏ þȣzand Witʃland trꝏps,

ðe līkleest and best, hardend tꝏ wor in Impland and

Demonland and ðe sȣþēstern borderz, fŏlōd hiz standard,

besīd ðe hĕve spērmen ov Baltare and sœrdzmen ov Butene

and Ar. Viglus hiz sun wȏz ðȇr, and ðe Kȣnt ov Þramne,

Kadarus, Didarus ov Largos, and ðe lord ov Estremerīn.


But ƕen ðe Demonz wer wȇr ov ðat grāt arme standiŋ

befœr ðe bridʒ-gāt, ða pʊt ðemselvz in ara for

bătel. And ðȇr ʃips mād rĕde tꝏ mꝏv up ðe rĭver under

Karse, if bi ĕne mēnz ða mīt atak ðe bridʒ bi wȏter

and so kut of for ðe Witʃez ðȇr wa ov retrēt.


It wȏz brīt lo sunʃīn, and ðe splendor ov ðe dʒueld

armor ov ðe Demonz and ðȇr mĕne-kŭlord kertelz and ðe

plūmz ðat wer in ðȇr helmz wȏz a wunder tꝏ behōld. Ðis

wȏz ðe order ov ðȇr bătel. On ðȇr left nerest ðe rĭver

wȏz a grāt kumpane ov hors, and ðe Lord Brandox Dahȃ tꝏ

lēd ðem on a grāt gōlden dun wið fire īz. Hiz iland

men, Melxar and Þarmrod, wið Kamerar ov Stropardon and

Strikmer and Stipmar, wer ðe tʃēf kaptānz ðat rōd wið

him tꝏ ðat bătel. Nekst tꝏ ðēz kām ðe hĕve trꝏps from

ðe ēst, and ðe Lord Dʒus himself ðȇr leder on a tȏl

fērs big-bōnd tʃesnut. Abȣt him wȏz hiz pikt bŏdigard

ov hors, wið Bremere ov Ʃȏz ðȇr kaptān; and in hiz

bătel wer ðēz tʃēfs besīdz: Astar ov Retra and Dʒizmor

Glēm ov Dʒustdāl and Pĕridor ov Ʃūl. Lord Spitfīr led ðe

senter, and wið him Fendor ov Ʃalgreþ, and Emeron, and ðe

men ov Dalne, grāt spērmen; ȏlso ðe Dʒūk ov Aʒumel,

sumtīm ălīd wið Witʃland. Ðȇr went ȏlso wið him ðe

Lord Gro, ðat skand stil ðōz ānʃent wȏlz wið a hĕve

hart, þinkiŋ on ðe grāt Kiŋ wĭðin, and wið ƕȏt mȃstere

ov intelekt and wil he rūld ðōz dark terbulent and blŭde

men ƕꝏ bȇr swa under him; þinkiŋ on Kwēn Prezmirȃ. Tꝏ hiz

sik imadʒiniŋ, ðe blaknes ov Karse ƕitʃ no brīt morniŋ

līt mīt liten sēmd not az ov ōld ðe ĭmādʒ and emblem

ov ðe rƣal hȣs ov Witʃland and ðȇr hi magnĭfisense and

pȣer on erþ, but rȃðer ðe ʃădo þrōn befœr ov destine




and deþ rĕde tꝏ pʊt dȣn ðat pȣer for ĕver. Ƕitʃ ƕĕðer

it ʃʊd so befȏl or no he did not grātle kȇr, beiŋ awere

ov līf and līfs feverz, wīld lŏŋiŋz, and eksorbitant

afekts, ƕarov he þȏt he had nȣ lernd mutʃ: ðat tꝏ

him, ƕꝏ az it sēmd must stil adhēr tꝏ hiz ōn fōz

abandoniŋ ðe ŭðerz servīs, fortʃūn þrꝏ ƕȏtĕver tʃop

kʊd briŋ no pēs at lȃst. On ðe Demon rīt ðe Lord

Gōldre Bluzko strēmd hiz standard, lediŋ tꝏ bătel ðe

sȣþ-ferðerz and ðe hĕve spērmen ov Mardardāl and

Þrowȏter. Wið him wȏz Kiŋ Gazlark and hiz arme ov

Goblinland, and lĕvēz from Ōdʒēdʒȃ and Ūʃtlan, lātle

revolted from ðȇr alēdʒans tꝏ Kiŋ Gorīs. Ðe Lord Zig,

wið hiz līt hors ov Rămerik and Keliland and ðe

norðern dālz, kŭverd ðȇr flank tꝏ ðe ēstword.


Gorīs ðe Kiŋ beheld ðēz dispozĭʃonz from hiz tȣer abuv

ðe wȏter-gāt. He beheld, besīdz, a þiŋ ðe Demonz mīt

not se from belo, for a lĭtel swĕliŋ ov ðe grȣnd ðat

kut of ðȇr vu, ðe martʃiŋ ov men far awa aloŋ ðe Wa

ov Kiŋz from ðe ēstword: yuŋ Hemiŋ wið ðe văsalre ov

Piksiland and Maltraene. He sent a truste man tꝏ aprīz Korund

ov it.


Nȣ Lord Dʒus let blo up ðe bătel kȏl, and wið ðe lȣd

braiŋ ov ðe trumpets ðe hōsts ov ðe Demonz swuŋ fœrþ tꝏ

bătel. And ðe klaʃ ov ðōz armēz ƕen ða met befœr

Karse wȏz līk ðe berstiŋ ov a þunderklȣd. But līk a grāt

se-klif paʃent for ādʒez under ðe storm-windz' furēz, ðat

not wun nīts lȣd wind and tʃardʒiŋ brakerz kan wȇr awa,

nor yet a þȣzand þȣzand nīts, ðe embăteld streŋþ ov

Witʃland met ðȇr onset, mikst wið ðem, fluŋ ðem bak,

and stʊd unremꝏvd. Korundz īrn batăleonz bȇr in ðis

ferst brunt ðe hĕveest lōd, and bȇr it þrꝏ. For ðe

ʃips, wið yuŋ Hesper Golþriŋ in komȃnd mōst fērsle

erdʒiŋ ðem, ran up ðe rĭver tꝏ fœrs ðe bridʒ, and Korund

ƕīlz he met on hiz frunt ðe onset ov ðe flȣer ov Demonland

must stil be ʃot at bi ðēz behīnd. Hakmon and Viglus, ðōz

yuŋ prinsez hiz sunz, wer tʃardʒd wið ðe wordiŋ ov ðe

bridʒ and wȏlz tꝏ bern and brāk up ðȇr ʃips. And ða ov

ȏl handz bestȗriŋ ðem twīs and þrīs þru bak ðe

Demonz ƕen ða had gŏten a fʊtiŋ on ðe bridʒ; until in

fīn, bōþ sīdz for a loŋ spās fitiŋ vĕre kruele, it

fel ȣt vĕre fatale agānst Hesper and hiz pȣer, hiz ʃips

ȏl lited in a lo and ðe mœr part ov hiz fōk bernd or

drȣnd or slān wið ðe sœrd; and himself ȃfter mĕne and

grevȣs wꝏndz in hiz lȃst atempt left alōn on ðe bridʒ,

and krȏliŋ tꝏ hav got awa wȏz stabd in wið a dăger and

dīd.




Ȃfter ðis ðe ʃips fel bak dȣn ðe rĭver, so mĕne az mīt

avāl ðȇrtꝏ, and ðōz sunz ov Korund, ðȇr tȃsk manfꝏle

fʊlfild, kām fœrþ wið ðȇr fōk tꝏ dʒƣn in ðe mān

bătel. And ðe smōk ov ðe berniŋ ʃips wȏz līk insens in

ðe nostrilz ov ðe Kiŋ wȏtʃiŋ ðēz þiŋz from hiz tȣer

abuv ðe wȏter-gāt.


Lĭtel pȏz wȏz ðȇr betwikst ðis ferst brunt and ðe nekst,

for Hemiŋ nȣ bȇr dȣn from ðe ēst, drāv in Zigz

horsmen ðat wer hamperd in ðe hĕve grȣnd, and prest

hiz onset hōm on ðe Demon rīt. Aloŋ ðe ƕōl līn from

Korundz pōst besīd ðe rĭver tꝏ ðe ēstern flank ƕȇr

Hemiŋ dʒƣnd Korinyus ðe Witʃez nȣ set on mōst fērsle;

and nȣ wer ðe odz ov numberz, ƕitʃ wer at ferst agānst

ðem, swuŋ mitile in ðȇr favor, and under ðis grāt

sīd-blo on hiz flank not ȏl ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzkōz

sōldʒerʃip nor ȏl ðe tĕror ov hiz mīt in armz kʊd

uphōld ðe Demonz bătel-līn. Yard bi yard ða fel bak

befœr ðe Witʃez, mōst glœreȣsle māntaniŋ ðȇr ara

unbroken, ðo ðe ȣtland ălīz brōk and fled. Mēntīm on

ðe Demon left Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ mōst stŭbornle wiðstʊd

ðat onslȏt, ȏlbeit ða had tꝏ dꝏ wið ðe ferst and tʃozen

trꝏps ov Witʃland. In ƕitʃ strŭgel befel ðe mōst blŭde

fitiŋ ðat wȏz yet sēn ðat da, and ðe stor ov bătel so

asper and so mortal ðat it wȏz hard tꝏ se hȣ ĕne man ʃʊd

kum ȣt from it wið līf, sins not a man ov iðer sīd

wʊd budʒ an intʃ but di ðȇr in hiz steps if he mīt not

rȃðer sla ðe fo befœr him. So ðe armēz swād for an

ȣr līk raslerz lokt, but in ðe end ðe Lord Korund had

hiz wa and held hiz grȣnd befœr ðe bridʒ-gāt.


Romenard ov Dalne, gălopiŋ tꝏ Lord Dʒus ƕȇr he pȏzd a

ƕīl pantiŋ from violens ov ðe bătel brȏt him bi

Spitfīrz komȃnd tidiŋz from ðe rīt: tĕliŋ him Gōldrēz

self kʊd hōld no longer agānst sutʃ odz: ðat ðe senter

yet held, but at ðe nekst onset wȏz līk tꝏ brāk, or ðe rīt

wiŋ els be drĭven in ŭpon ðȇr rēr and ȏl overƕelmd: "If

yor hines kanot þro bak Korund, ȏl iz lost."


In ðēz ʃort mĭnūts lul (if lul it wer ƕen ȏl ðe tīm

ðe bătel līk a sȣndiŋ se rōld on wið a sēsles nƣz

ov ridiŋ and slaiŋ and ðe klaŋ ov armz), Dʒus tʃōz.

Demonland and ðe ƕōl werldz destinēz huŋ on hiz tʃƣs.

He had no kȣnselor. He had no tīm for slo deliberaʃon. In

sutʃ a moment imādʒinaʃon, rezoluʃon, swift desĭʒon, ȏl hi

gifts ov nātʃūr, ar nȏt: swift horsez gulft and lost in

ðe pit ƕitʃ fāt ðe ĕneme digd in ðe wa befœr ðem;

eksept pānfʊl nŏledʒ, stord up paʃentle þrꝏ yērz ov

praktīs, ʃal hav prepȇrd a rōd ʃūr and klēn for ðȇr




fliiŋ hꝏvz tꝏ bȇr ðem in ðe grāt ȣr ov destine. So it

wȏz from ðe bĕgĭniŋ wið ȏl grāt kaptānz: so wið ðe

Lord Dʒus in ðat ȣr ƕen ruin swꝏpt ŭpon hiz armēz. For

tꝏ mĭnūts spās he stʊd silent; ðen sent Bremere ov Ʃȏz

gălopiŋ westword līk wun mīnded tꝏ brāk hiz nek wið hiz

orderz tꝏ Lord Brandox Dahȃ, and Romenard ēstword agān tꝏ

Spitfīr. And Dʒus himself ridiŋ forword amuŋ hiz sōldʒerz

ʃȣted amuŋ ðem in a vƣs ðat wȏz līk a trumpet

þunderiŋ, ðat ða ʃʊd nȣ māk rĕde for ðe fērsest

trial ov ȏl.


"Iz mi kŭzin mad?" sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ, ƕen he sȏ and

understʊd ðe ƕōl substans and măter ov it. "Or haþ he

fȣnd Korund so tām tꝏ dēl wið he kan māk ʃift wĭðȣt me

and wel ni hȃf hiz streŋþ, and yet wiðstand him?"


"He lꝏseþ ðis hōld," ȃnserd Bremere, "tꝏ snatʃ at sāfte.

Tiz desperāt, but ȏl ŭðer wāz we but wāt on destrukʃon.

Ȣr rīt iz klēn drĭven in, ðe left hōldeþ but hardle. He

tʃardʒeþ yor hines brāk ðȇr senter if u ma. Ða hav

sumƕȏt dāndʒerȣsle advȃnst ðȇr left, and ðarin iz ðȇr

momentare pĕril if we be swift enuf. But remember ðat hēr,

o' ðis sīd, iz ðȇr gratest pȣer befœr us, and if we be

ƕelmd ȇr u kan kumpas it----"


"No mœr but Yes," sed Lord Brandox Dahȃ. "Tīm gălopeþ: so

must we."


Even so in ðat ȣr ƕen Gōldre and Zig, gĭviŋ wa step bi

step befœr supereor odz, wer bent bak wel ni wið ðȇr

baks tꝏ ðe rĭver, and Korund on ðe Demonz left had ȃfter a

bĭter bătel tʃekt and held ðem and þrĕtend nȣ tꝏ

komplēt in wun mœr grāt blo ðe ruin ov ðem ȏl, Dʒus,

tʃuziŋ a desperāt ekspēdʒent tꝏ mēt a dāndʒer ðat els must

destrƣ him, wekend hiz hard-prest left tꝏ þro Brandox

Dahȃ and wel ni āt hundred hors intꝏ Spitfīrz bătel

tꝏ drīv a wedʒ betwikst Korsus and Korinyus.


It wȏz nȣ loŋ pȃst nꝏn. Ðe tempest ov bătel ðat had

kwietend ăƕīl for ŭter werines rœrd fœrþ anu from

wiŋ tꝏ wiŋ az Brandox Dahȃ herld hiz horsmen ŭpon Korsus

and ðe subdʒekt ălīz, ƕīl ȏl aloŋ ðe bătel-līn ðe

Demonz rălēd tꝏ fliŋ bak ðe ĕneme. For a breþles ƕīl,

ðe ĭʃu huŋ in suspens: ðen ðe men ov Dʒiltȃ and Nevreȃ

brōk and fled, Brandox Dahȃ and hiz kăvalre swept þrꝏ ðe

gap, ƕēld rīt and left and tʊk Korsus and Korinyus in

flank and rēr.


Ðȇr fel in ðis onset Akstakus lord ov Permeo, ðe kiŋz ov




Ĕleen and Dʒiltȃ, Goreus ðe sun ov Korsus, ðe Kȣnt ov

Tʒuʃȃ, and mĕne ŭðer nobelmen and men ov mark. Ov ðe Demonz

mĕne wer hert and mĕne slān, but nun ov grāt nōt sāv

Kamerar ov Stropardon, ƕꝏz hed Korinyus swȏpt of klēn wið

a blo ov hiz bătel-aks, and Trentmar ƕꝏm Korsus smōt fʊl

in ðe stŭmak wið a dʒăvelin so ðat he fel dȣn from hiz

hors and wȏz ded at wuns. Nȣ wȏz ȏl ðe left and senter ov

ðe Witʃez bătel þrōn intꝏ grāt konfuʒon, and ðe ălīz

mōst ov ȏl fȏlen intꝏ disorder and fān tꝏ yēld ðemselvz

and pra for merse. Ðe Kiŋ, seiŋ ðe ekstent ov ðis

dizȃster, sent a găloper tꝏ Korund, ƕꝏ strātwa sent tꝏ

Korsus and Korinyus komȃndiŋ ðem get ðem at ðȇr spedeest

wið ȏl ðȇr fōk bak intꝏ Karse ƕīl tīm yet servd.

Himself in ðe mēntīm, ʃoiŋ nȣ, līk ðe sun, hiz

gratest kȣntenans in hiz loest estāt, set on wið hiz

were arme tꝏ stem ðe advȃns ov Dʒus, ƕꝏ nȣ momentle

găðerd freʃ fœrs agānst him, and tꝏ kēp open for ðe rest

ov ðe Kiŋz fœrsez ðȇr wa bi ðe bridʒ-gāt intꝏ Karse.

Korinyus, ƕen he understʊd it, gălopt ðĭðer wið a band

ov men tꝏ ād Korund, and ðis did līkwīz Hemiŋ and

Dekalādʒus and ŭðer kaptānz ov ðe Witʃez. But Korsus

himself, kȣntiŋ ðe da lost and konsĭderiŋ ðat he wȏz an

ōld man and had fȏt nȣ loŋ enuf, gat him prĭvile bak

intꝏ Karse az kwikle az he wȏz abel. And trule he wȏz blediŋ

from mĕne wꝏndz.


Bi ðis grāt stand ov Korund and hiz men wȏz tīm wun for a

grāt part ov ðe rĕzīdʒu ov ðe arme tꝏ eskāp intꝏ Karse. And

ĕver ðe Witʃez wer pʊt abak and lost mutʃ grȣnd, yet ĕver

ðe Lord Korund bi hiz grāt valeans and nobel hart

rekumforted hiz fōk, so ðat ða gāv bak vĕre slole, mōst

blŭdile disputiŋ ðe grȣnd fʊt bi fʊt tꝏ ðe bridʒ-gāt,

ðat ða ȏlso mīt win in agān, so mĕne az mīt. Dʒus sed,

"Ðis iz ðe gratest dēd ov armz ðat ĕver I in ðe dāz ov

mi līf did se, and I hav so grāt an admiraʃon and wunder

in mi hart for Korund ðat ȏlmōst I wʊd giv him pēs. But

I hav swœrn nȣ tꝏ hav no pēs wið Witʃland."


Lord Gro wȏz in ðat bătel wið ðe Demonz. He ran Didarus

þrꝏ ðe nek wið hiz sœrd, so ðat he fel dȣn and wȏz

ded.


Korund, ƕen he sȏ it, hēvd up hiz aks, but tʃāndʒd hiz

intenʃon in ðe mănādʒ, saiŋ, "O landskip ov inikwite, ʃalt

ðȣ kil besīd me ðe men ov mīn hȣshōld? But mi

frendʃip sĭteþ not on a wĕðer vān. Liv, and be a

trator."


But Gro, beiŋ mitile mꝏvd wið ðēz werdz, and stariŋ at




grāt Korund wīd-īd līk a man rȣzd from a drēm,

ȃnserd, "Hav I dun amis? Tiz eze rĕmedēd." Ðȇrwið he

ternd abȣt and slu a man ov Demonland. Ƕitʃ Spitfīr

seiŋ, he krīd ȣt ŭpon Gro in a grāt rādʒ for a mōst filþe

trator, and blŭdile rŭʃiŋ in þrust him þrꝏ ðe bukler

intꝏ ðe brān.


In sutʃ wīz and bi sutʃ a sŭden vendʒans did ðe Lord Gro

mōst mĭzerable end hiz līf-dāz. Ƕꝏ, beiŋ a filŏsofer and

a man ov pēs, kȇrles ov partĭkular þiŋz ov erþ, had

fŏlōd and obzervd ȏl hiz dāz stedfȃstle wun hĕvenle

star; yet nȣ in ðe blŭde bătel befœr Karse dīd in ðe

kŏmon opinyon ov men a mănifōld perdʒūrd trator, ðat had at

leŋþ gŏten ðe gerdon ov hiz gīl.


Nȣ kām ðe Lord Dʒus wið a grāt rȣt ov men armd on hiz

grāt hors wið hiz sœrd drĭpiŋ wið blud, and ðe bătel

spraŋ up intꝏ yet mœr nƣz and fure, and grāt man-slaiŋ

befel, and mĕne abel men ov Witʃland fel in ðat stor and

ðe Demonz had ȏlmōst pʊt ðem from ðe bridʒ-gāt. But ðe

Lord Korund, răleiŋ hiz fōk, swuŋ bak yet agān ðe

bătel-tīd, ȏlbeit he wȏz bi a grāt odz ȣtnumberd. And he

sȏt nun but Dʒus himself in ðat dedle mĕla; ƕꝏ ƕen he

sȏ him kŭmiŋ he refūzd him not but mād agānst him mōst

fērsle, and wið grāt klăŋiŋ blōz ða swȏpt tʊgĕðer

ăƕīl, until Korund hūd Dʒŭsez ʃēld asunder and struk him

from hiz hors. Dʒus, lepiŋ up agān, þrust up at Korund

wið hiz sœrd and wið ðe violens ov ðe blo brāk þrꝏ

ðe riŋz ov hiz berne abȣt hiz mĭdel and drāv ðe sœrd

intꝏ hiz brest. And Korund feld him tꝏ erþ wið a grāt

dȣn-strōk on ðe helm, so ðat he la sensles.


Stil ðe bătel rādʒd befœr ðe bridʒ-gāt, and grāt wꝏndz

wer gĭven and taken ov iðer sīd. But nȣ ðe sunz ov Korund

sȏ ðat ðȇr fȃðer had lost mutʃ ov hiz blud and wakst

febel, and ðe rĕzīdʒu ov hiz fōk seiŋ it tꝏ, and seiŋ

ðemselvz so fu agānst so mĕne, began tꝏ be abaʃt. So

ðōz sunz ov Korund, ridiŋ up tꝏ him on iðer sīd wið a

band ov men, mād him tern bak wið ðem and go wið ðem in

bi ðe gāt tꝏ Karse, ðe ƕitʃ he did līk a man amāzd and

noiŋ not ƕȏt he dꝏeþ. And indēd it wȏz a grāt marvel hȣ

so grāt a lord, wꝏnded tꝏ ðe deþ, mīt sit on horsbak.


In ðe grāt kœrt he wȏz gŏten dȣn from hiz hors. Ðe Lade

Prezmirȃ, ƕen ʃe persēvd ðat hiz harnes wȏz ȏl red wið

blud, and sȏ hiz wꝏnd, fel not dȣn in a swꝏn az anŭðer

mīt, but tʊk hiz arm abȣt her ʃōlder and so supœrted,

wið her step-sunz tꝏ help her, ðat grāt frām ƕitʃ kʊd no

mœr supœrt itself yet had til ðat ȣr bœrn up agānst ðe




ƕōl werldz streŋþ in armz. Lētʃez kām ðat ʃe had

kȏld for, and a lĭter, and ða brȏt him tꝏ ðe bankwet

hȏl. But ȃfter no loŋ ƕīl ðōz lerned men konfest hiz

hert wȏz dedle, and ȏl ðȇr kŭniŋ nȏt. Ƕarŭpon, mutʃ

disdaniŋ tꝏ di in bed, not in ðe fēld fitiŋ wið hiz

ĕnemēz, ðe Lord Korund kȏzd himself, komplētle armd and

wĕpond, wið ðe stānz and dust ov ðe bătel yet ŭpon him,

tꝏ be set in hiz tʃȇr, ðȇr tꝏ awāt deþ.


Hemiŋ, ƕen ðis wȏz dun, kām tꝏ tel it tꝏ ðe Kiŋ, ƕȇr

from ðe tȣer abuv ðe wȏter-gāt he beheld ðe end ov ðis

bătel. Ðe Demonz held ðe bridʒ-hȣs. Ðe fīt wȏz dun.

Ðe Kiŋ sat in hiz tʃȇr lʊkiŋ dȣn tꝏ ðe bătel-fēld. Hiz

dark mantel wȏz abȣt hiz ʃōlderz. He lēnd forword restiŋ

hiz tʃin in hiz hand. Ða ov hiz bŏdigard, nīn or ten, stʊd

hŭdeld tʊgĕðer sum yardz awa az if afrād tꝏ aprōtʃ him.

Az Hemiŋ kām nēr, ðe Kiŋ ternd hiz hed slole tꝏ lʊk at

him. Ðe lo sun, swĭŋiŋ blud-red over Tĕnemos, ʃon fʊl

on ðe Kiŋz fās. And az Hemiŋ lʊkt in ðe fās ov ðe

Kiŋ fēr gat hōld ŭpon him, so ðat he derst not spēk a werd

tꝏ ðe Kiŋ, but mād obazans and departed agān, trembliŋ

līk wun ƕꝏ haz sēn a sīt beỾond ðe vāl.


𝟥𝟤. Ðe Lăter End ov Ȏl ðe Lordz ov Witʃland


OV ÐE KȢNSIL OV WOR; AND HȢ ÐE LORD KORSUS, BEIŊ RĒDƷEKTED

OV ÐE KIŊ, TERND HIZ ÞȎTS TꝎ ŬÐER ÞIŊZ; AND OV ÐE

LȂST KUNDƷURIŊ ÐAT WȎZ IN KARSE AND ÐE LȂST WĪN-BĬBIŊ; AND

HȢ YET WUNS AGĀN ÐE LADE PREZMIRȂ SPĀK WIÐ ÐE LORDZ OV

DEMONLAND IN KARSE.


Gorīs ðe Kiŋ held in hiz privāt tʃāmber a kȣnsil ov wor on

ðe moro ov ðe bătel befœr Karse. Ðe morniŋ wȏz

over-kȃst wið sŭlen klȣd, and ðo ȏl ðe windōz wer

þrōn wīd ðe slŭgiʃ ȇr huŋ hĕve in ðe rꝏm, az if it

tꝏ wer pervaded bi ðe kōld dark humor ðat klogd ðe

vitalz ov ðōz lordz ov Witʃland līk a drȣze drug, or az if

ðe starz wʊd brēð ðemselvz for a grater mistʃēf. Pāl

and drȏn wer ðōz lordz fasez; and, for ȏl ða strōv tꝏ

pʊt on a brāv kȣntenans befœr ðe Kiŋ, klēn gon wȏz ðe

vĭgor and wor-līk meen ðat klōðd ðem but yesterda. Ōnle

Korinyus kept sum spriŋ ov hiz ōld valeanse and pœrtle

bariŋ, seted wið armz akimbo over agānst ðe Kiŋ, hiz

hĕve under-dʒȏ set forword and hiz nostrilz wīd. He had slept

il or wȏtʃt lāt, for hiz īz wer blud-ʃŏten, and ðe

breþ ov hiz nostrilz wȏz hĕve wið wīn.




"We tăre for Korsus," sed ðe Kiŋ. "Had he not werd ov mi

bĭdiŋ?"


Dekalādʒus sed, "Lord, I wil sŭmon him agān. Ðēz

misfortʃūnz I fēr me haŋ hĕve on hiz mīnd, and, bi yor

madʒestēz lēv, he iz skȇrs hiz ōn man sins yesterda."


"Dꝏ it strāt," sed ðe Kiŋ. "Giv me ði paperz, Korinyus.

Ðȣ art mi dʒĕneral sins Korund gat hiz deþ. I wil se ƕȏt

yesterda haþ kost us and ƕȏt pȣer yet remaneþ tꝏ kruʃ me

ðēz snāks bi fœrs ov armz."


"Ðēz be ðe numberz, O Kiŋ," sed Korinyus. "But þre

þȣzand and fīv hundred fitiŋ men, and wel ni hȃf ov

ðēz over mutʃ krĭpeld wið wꝏndz tꝏ dꝏ ȏt sāv behīnd

klōzd wȏlz. It wer but tꝏ giv ðe Demonz eze viktore tꝏ

adventʃūr agānst ðem, ðat stand befœr Karse fœr þȣzand

sȣnd men in armz."


Ðe Kiŋ blu skornfꝏle þrꝏ hiz nostrilz. "Ƕꝏ tōld ðe

ðȇr streŋþ?" sed he.


"It wer dāndʒerȣs tꝏ rīt ðem dȣn a man fuer," ȃnserd

Korinyus. And Hakmon sed, "Mi Lord ðe Kiŋ, I wʊd adventʃūr

mi hed ða hav mœr. And yor madʒeste wil not forget ða

be ȏl flōn wið egernes and prīd ȃfter yesterdāz fēld,

ƕaraz ȣr men----"


"Wer ye sunz ov Korund," sed ðe Kiŋ, brakiŋ in kwietle on

hiz spētʃ and lʊkiŋ dāndʒerȣsle ŭpon him, "but twigz ov yor

fȃðerz tre, ðat he beiŋ kut dȣn ye hav no manhʊd left

nor vital sap, but strāt wĭðer in ĭdeotiʃ dotādʒ? I wil

not hav ðēz wʊmaniʃ kȣnselz spōk in Karse; no, nor

þȏt in Karse."


Korinyus sed, "We had ʃūr intĕlīdʒens, O Kiŋ, ƕĕnaz ða

landed ðat ðȇr mān arme wȏz siks þȣzand fitiŋ men; and

lȃst nīt miself spāk wið fʊl a skœr ov ȣr ŏfiserz, and

had a tru tāl ov sum fu ov ðe Demonz kaptʃūrd bi us befœr

ða wer slān wið ðe sœrd. Ƕen I sa tꝏ u Dʒus standeþ

befœr Karse fœr þȣzand stroŋ, I swel not ðe trūþ. Hiz

lŏsez yesterda wer but a fle-bitiŋ gānst ȣrz."


Ðe Kiŋ nŏded a kert asent.


Korinyus proseded, "If we mīt kontrīv indēd tꝏ rāz help

from wĭðȣt Karse, wer it but fīv hundred spērz tꝏ distrakt

hiz mīnd sum part from usword, nȏt but yor madʒestēz

strikt komȃnd ʃʊd sta me but I ʃʊd asȏlt him. It wer




pĕrilȣs even so, but nĕver hav u nōn me lēv a frūt

unplukt at for fēr ov þornz. But until ðat tīm, nȏt

but yor strāt komȃnd mīt win me tꝏ ĕsa a săle. Sins

wel I wot it wer mi deþ, and ðe ruin ov u, O Kiŋ, and

ov ȏl Witʃland."


Ðe Kiŋ lĭsend wið unmꝏvd kȣntenans, hiz ʃaven lip set

sumƕȏt in a snēr, hiz īz hȃf klōzd līk ðe īz ov a

kat kȣtʃt sfinks-līk in ðe sun. But no sun ʃon in ðat

kȣnsil tʃāmber. Ðe lĕden pȏl huŋ darker wĭðȣt, even az

morniŋ gru tꝏword nꝏn. "Mi Lord ðe Kiŋ," sed Hemiŋ,

"send me. Tꝏ overslip ðȇr gardz i' ðe nīt, tiz not a

þiŋ beỾond invenʃon. Ðat dun, Īd găðer u sum smȏl

hed ov men, enuf tꝏ serv ðis tern, if I must rāk ðe

sĕven kiŋdomz tꝏ fīnd em."


Ƕīl Hemiŋ spōk, ðe dœr opend and ðe Dʒūk Korsus enterd

ðe tʃāmber. An il sīt wȏz he, flăbeer ov tʃēk and dŭler

ov i ðan wȏz hiz wōnt. Hiz fās wȏz bludles, hiz grāt

pȏntʃ sēmd ʃrunken, and hiz ʃōlderz yet mœr huntʃt

sins yesterda. Hiz gāt wȏz unsertān, and hiz hand ʃʊk az

he mꝏvd ðe tʃȇr from ðe bœrd and tʊk hiz sēt befœr ðe

Kiŋ. Ðe Kiŋ lʊkt on him ăƕīl in silens, and under ðat

gāz bēdz ov swet stʊd on Korsusez brȣ and hiz under-lip

twitʃt.


"We nēd ði kȣnsel, O Korsus," sed ðe Kiŋ. "Ðus it iz:

sins ȣr il-fāst starz gāv viktore tꝏ ðe Demon rĕbelz in

yesterdāz bătel, Dʒus and hiz breðren frunt us wið fœr

þȣzand men, ƕīlz I hav not tꝏ þȣzand sōldʒerz unhert in

Karse. Korinyus akȣnteþ us tꝏ wēk tꝏ risk a săle but and

if we mīt kontrīv sum diverʒon from wĭðȣt. And ðat

(ȃfter yesterda) iz not tꝏ be þȏt on. Hĭðer and tꝏ

Melikafkaz did we drȏ ȏl ȣr pȣerz, and ðe subdʒekt ălīz

not for ȣr luv but for fēr sāk and for lust ov gān flokt

tꝏ ȣr standard. Ðēz kăterpilarz drop of nȣ. Yet if we

fīt not, ðen iz ȣr streŋþ in armz klēn spent, and ȣr

ĕnemēz nēd but tꝏ sit befœr Karse til we be starvd. Tiz a

pƣnt ov grāt dĭfikulte and nŏte tꝏ solv."


"Dĭfikult indēd, O mi Lord ðe Kiŋ," sed Korsus. Hiz glȃns

ʃifted rȣnd ðe bœrd, avƣdiŋ ðe stĕde gāz bent on him

from benēþ ðe ēvz ov Kiŋ Gorisez brȣ, and restiŋ at

lȃst on ðe dʒueld splendor ov ðe krȣn ov Witʃland on ðe

Kiŋz hed. "O Kiŋ," he sed, "u demȃnd mi rēd, and I

ʃal not sa nor kȣnsel u nŭþiŋ but ðat gʊd and wel

ʃal kum ðarov, az mutʃ az yet ma be in ðis pȃs we stand

in. For nȣ iz ȣr grātnes ternd in wo, dŏlor, and

hĕvines. And eze it iz tꝏ be ȃfter-wĭted."




He pȏzd, and hiz under-dʒȏ wŏbeld and twitʃt. "Spēk on,"

sed ðe Kiŋ. "Ðȣ stŭterst fœrþ nŭþiŋz bi fits and

gerdz, az an agu takeþ a gꝏs. Let me no ði rēd."


Korsus sed, "U wil not tāk it, I no, O Kiŋ. For we ov

Witʃland hav ĕver bēn rūld bi ðe rok rȃðer ðan bi ðe

rŭder. I had lever be silent. Silens wȏz nĕver rĭten

dȣn."


"Ðȣ wʊdst, and ðȣ wʊdst not!" sed ðe Kiŋ. "Ƕens

gotst ðȣ ðis lʊk ov a diʃ ov ƕa wið blud spit in it?

Spēk, or þȣlt anger me."


"Ðen blām me not, O Kiŋ," sed Korsus. "Ðus it semeþ tꝏ

me, ðat ðe ȣr haþ struk ƕĕnaz we ov Witʃland must nēdz

lʊk kalămite in ðe i and aknŏledʒ we hav þrōn ȣr

lȃst, and lost ȏl. Ðe Demonz, az we hav sēn tꝏ ȣr undꝏiŋ,

be unkonkerabel in wor. Yet ar ðȇr mīndz prankt wið mĕne

sĭle fantazēz ov ŏnor and kertese ƕitʃ ma prezerv us

ðe pꝏr dregz yet unspilt from ðe kup ov ȣr fortʃūn, if we

but lēv unsezonabel prīd and se ƕȇr ȣr advȃntādʒ

lieþ."


"Tʃat, tʃat, tʃat!" sed ðe Kiŋ. "Perdĭʃon katʃ me if I kan

fīnd a meniŋ in it! Ƕȏt dust ðȣ bid me dꝏ?"


Korsus met ðe Kiŋz i at lȃst. He brāst himself az if tꝏ

mēt a blo. "Þro not yor klōk in ðe fīr bekȏz yor

hȣs iz berniŋ, O Kiŋ. Surender ȏl tꝏ Dʒus at hiz

diskrĕʃon. And trust me ðe fꝏliʃ softnes ov ðēz Demonz

wil lēv us fredom and ðe ƕȇrwĭðȏl tꝏ liv at ēz."


Ðe Kiŋ wȏz lēnd a lĭtel forword az Korsus, sumƕȏt

dri-þroted but găðeriŋ hart az he spāk, blerted fœrþ hiz

kȣnsel ov defēt. No man amuŋ ðem lʊkt on Korsus, but ȏl

on ðe Kiŋ, and for a mĭnūts spās wȏz no sȣnd sāv ðe

sȣnd ov breðiŋ in ðat tʃāmber. Ðen a puf ov hot ȇr blu

a windo tꝏ wið a þud, and ðe Kiŋ wĭðȣt mꝏviŋ hiz hed

rōld hiz ȏfʊl glȃns fœrþ and bak over hiz kȣnsil slole,

fiksiŋ ētʃ in hiz tern. And ðe Kiŋ sed, "Untꝏ ƕitʃ ov u

iz ðis kȣnsel akseptabel? Let him spēk and instrukt us."


Ȏl did sit mum līk bēsts. Ðe Kiŋ spāk agān, saiŋ, "It

iz wel. Wer ðȇr ov mi kȣnsil sutʃ anŭðer vermin, so

sŏtiʃ, so lȣs-harted, az ðis wun haþ proklāmd himself,

I had bēn perswaded Witʃland wȏz a slepe pȇr, korupted in

her inword parts. And ðat wer so, I had gĭven order

strātwa for ðe săle; and, for hiz tʃaseniŋ and yor

disŏnor, ðis Korsus ʃʊd hav led u. And so an end, ȇr




ðe impostʃūm ov ȣr ʃām brāk fœrþ tꝏ fȣl befœr erþ

and hĕven."


"I admīr not, Lord, ðat u dꝏ strīk at me," sed Korsus.

"Yet I pra u þink hȣ mĕne Kiŋz in Karse hav hēpt wið

indʒureȣs indignitēz ðem ðat wer so harde az giv ðem

ƕōlsum kȣnsel afœr ðȇr fȏl. Ðo yor madʒeste wer a

hȃf-god or a Fure ȣt ov ðe pit, u kʊd not bi ferðer

rezistiŋ delĭver us ȣt ov ðis net ƕarin ðe Demonz hav

gŏten us kȏt and tīd. U kan kēp gēs no longer, O

Kiŋ. Wil u rend me bekȏz I bid u be kontent tꝏ kēp

gozliŋz?"


Korinyus smōt ðe tabel wið hiz fist. "O monstrȣs vermin!"

he krīd, "bekȏz ðȣ wȏst skȏlded, must ȏl we be afērd ov

kōld wȏter?"


But ðe Kiŋ stʊd up in hiz madʒeste, and Korsus ʃrank benēþ

ðe flām ov hiz rƣal anger. And ðe Kiŋ spāk and sed, "Ðe

kȣnsil iz up, mi lordz. For ðe, Korsus, I dismis ðe from

mi kȣnsil. Ðȣ art tꝏ þank mi klĕmense ðat I tāk not ði

hed for ðis. It wer for ði bĕter sāfte, ƕitʃ wel I no

ðȣ prīzst derer ðan mīn ŏnor, ðat ðȣ ʃo not in mi

pȃþ til ðēz pĕrilȣs dāz be overpȃst." And untꝏ Korinyus

he sed, "On ði hed it lieþ ðat ðe Demonz storm not ðe

hōld, az haple ðȇr hot prīd ma insens ðem tꝏ atempt.

Ekspekt me not at sŭper. I li in ðe Īrn Tȣer tꝏ-nīt, and

let nun disterb me ðȇr at pĕril ov hiz hed. U ov mi

kȣnsil must atend me hēr fœr ȣrz ȇr tꝏ-morōz nꝏn.

Lʊk tꝏ it wel, Korinyus, ðat nȏt ʃalt ðȣ dꝏ nor in ĕne

wīz adventʃūr ȣr fœrsez agānst ðe Demonz til ðȣ resēv

mi ferðer bĭdiŋ, sāv ōnle tꝏ hōld Karse agānst ĕne asȏlt

if nēd be. For ðis ði līf ʃal ȃnser. For ðe Demonz,

ða wer wizest prāz a fȇr da at nīt. If mīn ĕneme

uprꝏt a bōlder abuv mi dwĕliŋ, so I be mite eno ov mīn

handz I ma, even in ðe nik ov tīm ðat it tŏtereþ tꝏ lēp

and kruʃ mīn hȣs, ōrset it on him and paʃ him tꝏ a

mŭme."


So spekiŋ, ðe Kiŋ mꝏvd rĕzolūt wið a grāt stroŋ step

tꝏword ðe dœr. Ðȇr pȏzd he, hiz hand ŭpon ðe silver

latʃ, and lʊkiŋ tigeriʃle on Korsus, "Be advīzd," he sed,

"ðȣ. Kros not mi pȃþ agān. Nor, ƕīl I þink ont, send

me not ði dȏter agān, az lȃst yēr ðȣ didst. Apt tꝏ ðe

spœrt ʃe iz, and wel eno ʃe servd mi tern afœrtīm. But

ðe Kiŋ ov Witʃland sŭpeþ not twīs ov ðe sām diʃ, nor

lăkeþ he freʃ wentʃez if he nēd ðem."


Ƕarat ȏl ða lȃft. But Korsusez fās gru red az blud.




****


On sutʃ wīz brāk up ðe kȣnsil. Korinyus wið ðe sunz ov

Korund and ov Korsus went ŭpon ðe wȏlz orderiŋ ȏl in

obēdʒens tꝏ ðe werd ov Gorīs ðe Kiŋ. But ðat ōld Dʒūk

Korsus betʊk him tꝏ hiz tʃāmber in ðe norþ gălere. Nor

mīt he abīd even a smȏl ƕīl at ēz, but sāt nȣ in hiz

karven tʃȇr, nȣ on ðe windo-sil, nȣ on hiz brȏd-kănopēd

bed, and nȣ wȏkt ðe tʃāmber flœr twistiŋ hiz handz and

nȏiŋ hiz lip. And if he wer distrȏt in mīnd, smȏl

wunder it wer, set az he wȏz betwikst hȏk and bŭzard, ðe

Kiŋz rȏþ mĕnasiŋ him in Karse and ðe hōsts ov Demonland

wĭðȣt.


So wœr ðe da til sŭper-tīm. And at sŭper wȏz Korsus, tꝏ

ðȇr mutʃ amāz, sĭtiŋ in hiz plās, and ðe ladēz

Zenambreȃ and Srivȃ wið him. He drank dēp, and ƕen sŭper

wȏz dun he fild a goblet saiŋ, "Mi lord ðe kiŋ ov

Demonland and ye ŭðer Witʃez, gʊd it iz ðat we, ƕꝏ stand

az nȣ we stand wið wun fʊt in ðe dʒȏz ov destrukʃon,

ʃʊd bȇr wið wun anŭðer. Niðer ʃʊd ĕne hīd hiz

þȏt from ŭðer, but sa openle, even az I ðis morniŋ

befœr ðe fās ov ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ, hiz þȏt and kȣnsel.

Ƕȇrfœr wĭðȣt ʃām dꝏ I konfes me il-advīzd tꝏ-da,

ƕen I erdʒd ðe Kiŋ tꝏ māk pēs wið Demonland. I waks ōld,

and ōld men wil oft embrās tĭmorȣs kȣnselz ƕitʃ, if ðȇr

be wizdom and valeanse left in ðem, ða sꝏn renȣns ƕen

ðe stres iz overpȃst and ða hav lĕʒūr tꝏ ȃfterþink ðem

wið a sad mīnd. And klēr az da it iz ðat ðe Kiŋ wȏz

rīt, bōþ in hiz tʃaseniŋ ov mi fānt kŭrādʒ and in hiz

bĭdiŋ ðe, O Kiŋ Korinyus, stand tꝏ ði wȏtʃ and dꝏ nȏt

til ðis nīt be wœrn. For went he not tꝏ ðe Īrn Tȣer? And

tꝏ ƕȏt end els spendeþ he ðe nīt in yonder tʃāmber ov

dred ðan tꝏ dꝏ sorsere or hiz madʒik art, az afœrtīm he did,

and in sutʃ wīz blȃst ðēz Demonz tꝏ perdĭʃon even in ðe

spriŋ-tīd ov ðȇr fortʃūnz? At no pƣnt ov tīm haþ

Witʃland grater nēd ov ȣr wĭʃez ðan at ðis kŭmiŋ

midnīt, and I pra u, mi lordz, let us mēt a lĭtel befœr

in ðis hȏl ðat we wið wun hart and mīnd ma drink fȇr

fortʃūn tꝏ ðe Kiŋz entʃȃntere."


Wið sutʃ plĕzant werdz and simpăþĕtikal insinuaʃonz,

werkiŋ at a sezon ƕen ðe wīn-kup had kȏzd unfōld sum

ganes in ðȇr harts ðat wer fordun wið ðe hard skāps

and tʃȃnsez ov dizȃstrȣs wor, wȏz Korsus grōn tꝏ frendʃip

agān wið ðe lordz ov Witʃland. So, ƕen ðe gard wȏz set

and ȏl mād ʃūr for ðe nīt, ða kām tʊgĕðer in ðe

grāt bankwet hȏl, ƕaraz mœr ðan þre yērz ago ðe




Prins Lȃ Firēz had fēsted and ȃfter fȏt agānst ðem ov

Witʃland. But nȣ wȏz he drȣnd amuŋ ðe ʃiftiŋ tīdz in

ðe Strāts ov Melikafkaz. And ðe Lord Korund, ðat fȏt

ðat nīt in sutʃ valeant wīz, nȣ in ðat sām hȏl, armd

from þrōt tꝏ fʊt az bekŭmeþ a grāt sōldʒer ded, la in

stāt, krȣnd on hiz brȣ wið ðe ămĕþistēn krȣn ov

Impland. Ðe spaʃȣs sīd-bentʃez wer untĕnanted and vƣd

ðȇr hi sēts, and ðe kros-bentʃ wȏz remꝏvd tꝏ māk plās

for Korundz beer. Ðe lordz ov Witʃland sāt at a smȏl tabel

belo ðe dais: Korinyus in ðe sēt ov ŏnor at ðe end

nerest ðe dœr, and over agānst him Korsus, and on

Korinyusez left Zenambreȃ, and on hiz rīt Dekalādʒus sun tꝏ

Korsus, and ðen Hemiŋ; and on Korsusez left hiz dȏter

Srivȃ, and ðōz tꝏ remaniŋ ov Korundz sunz on hiz rīt.

Ȏl wer ðȇr sāv Prezmirȃ, and her had nun sēn sins her

lordz deþ, but ʃe kept her tʃāmber. Flambƣz stʊd in ðe

silver standz az ov ōld, litiŋ ðe lōnle spasez ov ðe

hȏl, and fœr kandelz ʃĭverd rȣnd ðe beer ƕȇr Korund

slept. Fȇr goblets stʊd on ðe bœrd brimd wið dark swēt

Þramnyan wīn, wun for ētʃ fēster ðȇr, and kōld bakon pīz

and botargōz and krȏ-fiʃ in hĭpokras sȏs ferniʃt a

līt midnīt mēl.


Nȣ skȇrs wer ða set, ƕen ðe flambƣz bernd pāl in a

strāndʒ līt from wĭðȣt dœrz: an evil, pălid, bāl-līk

lo, sutʃ az Gro had beheld in dāz gon bi ƕen Kiŋ Gorīs

𝟣𝟤. ferst kundʒūrd in Karse. Korinyus pȏzd ȇr takiŋ hiz

sēt. Gʊdle and stȏlwort he ʃōd in hiz blu silk klōk and

silverd berne. Ðe fȇr krȣn ov Demonland, ƕȇrwið Korsus

had bēn enforst tꝏ krȣn him on ðat grāt nīt in Ȣlswik,

ʃon abuv hiz līt brȣn kerliŋ hȇr. Ūþ and lustihʊd

stʊd fœrþ in ĕvere līn ov hiz grāt frām, and on hiz bȇr

armz smꝏð and brȏne, wið ðȇr ristlets ov gōld; but

sumƕȏt gȃstle wȏz ðe korps-līk pălor ov ðat līt on

hiz ʃaven dʒȣl, and hiz þik skornfʊl lips wer blăkend,

līk ðōz ov pƣzond men, in ðat līt ov bāl.


"Sȏ ye not ðis līt afœrtīm?" he krīd, "and twȏz ðe

ʃădo befœr ðe sun ov ȣr omnĭpotens. Fāts hămer iz

lifted up tꝏ strīk. Drink wið me tꝏ ȣr Lord ðe Kiŋ ðat

laboreþ wið destine."


Ȏl drank dēp, and Korinyus sed, "Pȃs we on ðe kups ðat

ētʃ ma drān hiz naborz. Tiz an ōld lŭke kustom Korund

tȏt me ȣt ov Impland. Swift, for ðe fāt ov Witʃland iz

pƣzd in ðe bălans." Ðȇrwið he pȃst hiz kup tꝏ

Zenambreȃ, ƕꝏ kwȏft it tꝏ ðe dregz. And ȏl ða, pȃsiŋ

on ðȇr kups, drank dēp agān; ȏl sāv Korsus alōn. But

Korsusez īz wer big wið tĕror az he lʊkt on ðe kup

pȃst on tꝏ him bi Korundz sun.




"Drink, O Korsus," sed Korinyus; and seiŋ him stil waver,

"Ƕȏt ālz ðe ōld dotiŋ dizard?" he krīd. "He stareþ on

gʊd wīn wið an i az gȃstle az a mad dogz behōldiŋ

wȏter."


In ðat instant ðe ŭnerþle glȇr went ȣt az a lamp in a

gust ov wind, and ōnle ðe flambƣz and ðe funeral kandelz

flĭkerd on ðe fēsterz wið unsertān rādʒans. Korinyus

sed agān, "Drink."


But Korsus set dȣn ðe kup untāsted, and stād irĕzolūt.

Korinyus opend hiz mȣþ tꝏ spēk, and hiz dʒȏ fel, az ov a

man ðat konseveþ sŭdenle sum dred suspĭʃon. But ȇr he

mīt spēk werd, a blīndiŋ flaʃ went from erþ tꝏ hĕven,

and ðe ferm flœr ov ðe bankwet hȏl rokt and ʃʊk az wið

an erþkwāk. Ȏl sāv Korinyus fel bak intꝏ ðȇr sēts,

klutʃiŋ ðe tabel, amāzd and dum. Kraʃ ȃfter kraʃ, ȃfter

ðe lĭseniŋ ēr wȏz wel ni split bi ðe rœr, ðe horor

broken ȣt ov ðe bȣelz ov nīt þunderd and răvend in

Karse. Lȃfter, az ov damd sōlz bankwetiŋ in Hel, rōd on

ðe tortʃūrd ȇr. Wildfīr tœr ðe darknes asunder, hȃf

blīndiŋ ðem ðat sat abȣt ðat tabel, and Korinyus gript

ðe bœrd wið iðer hand az a lȃst dĕfeniŋ kraʃ ʃʊk ðe

wȏlz, and a flām ruʃt up ðe nīt, litiŋ ðe ƕōl ski

wið a lĭvid glȇr. And in ðat trisulk flaʃ Korinyus beheld

þrꝏ ðe sȣþ-west windo ðe Īrn Tȣer blȃsted and kleft

asunder, and ðe nekst instant fȏlen in an ăvalȃnʃ ov red-hot

ruin.


"Ðe kēp haþ fȏlen!" he krīd. And, dedle werēd on a

sŭden, he sank hĕvile intꝏ hiz sēt. Ðe kataklizm wȏz pȃst

bi līk a wind in ðe nīt; but nȣ wȏz herd a sȣnd az ov

ðe ĕneme rŭʃiŋ tꝏ ðe asȏlt. Korinyus strōv tꝏ rīz, but

hiz legz wer over febel. Hiz i lit on Korsusez untāsted

kup, ðat ƕitʃ wȏz pȃst on tꝏ him bi Viglus Korundz sun,

and he krīd, "Ƕȏt dĕvilz werk iz ðis? I hav a strāndʒ

numnes in mi bōnz. Bi hĕvenz, ðȣ ʃalt drink ðat kup or

di."


Viglus, hiz īz protrudiŋ, hiz hand klutʃiŋ at hiz brest,

strŭgeld tꝏ rīz but kʊd not.


Hemiŋ hȃf stăgerd up, fumbliŋ for hiz sœrd, ðen pitʃt

forword on ðe tabel wið a horid rătel ov ðe þrōt.


But Korsus lēpt up trembliŋ, hiz dul īz aflām wið

triumfant mălīs. "Ðe Kiŋ haþ þrōn and lost," he krīd,

"az wel I fœrsȏ it. And nȣ hav ðe tʃildren ov nīt taken

him tꝏ ðemselvz. And ðȣ, damd Korinyus, and u sunz ov

Korund, ar but ded swīn befœr me. Ye hav ȏl drunk vĕnom,




and ye ar ded. Nȣ wil I delĭver up Karse tꝏ ðe Demonz. And

it, and yor bŏdēz, wið mīn elektʃuare rŏtiŋ in yor

vitalz, ʃal bi me pēs from Demonland."


"O horibel! Ðen I tꝏ am pƣzond," krīd ðe Lade Zenambreȃ,

and ʃe fel a-swꝏniŋ.


"Tiz pĭte," sed Korsus. "Blām ðe pȃsiŋ ov ðe kups for

ðat. I mīt not spēk ȇr ðe pƣzon had tʃānd me ðe limz

ov ðēz kerst dĕvilz, and mād em harmles."


Korinyusez dʒȏ set līk a bʊldogz. Pānfꝏle grĭtiŋ hiz

tēþ he rōz from hiz sēt, hiz sœrd naked in hiz hand.

Korsus, ðat wȏz nȣ pȃsiŋ nēr him on hiz wa tꝏ ðe dœr,

sȏ tꝏ lāt ðat he had rĕkond wĭðȣt hiz hōst. Korinyus,

ȏlbeit ðe bānfʊl drug bȣnd hiz legz az wið a sēr-kloþ,

wȏz yet tꝏ swift for Korsus, ƕꝏ, fleiŋ befœr him tꝏ ðe

dœr, had but tīm tꝏ klutʃ ðe hĕve kertānz ȇr ðe sœrd

ov Korinyus tʊk him in ðe bak. He fel, and la a-riðiŋ

lumpiʃle, līk a tōd spĭted on a skuer. And ðe flœr ov

stetīt wȏz mād slĭpere wið hiz blud.


"Tiz wel. Þrꝏ ðe guts," sed Korinyus. No mīt he had

tꝏ drȏ fœrþ ðe sœrd, but stăgerd az wun drunken, and fel

tꝏ erþ, propt agānst ðe dʒamz ov ðe lofte dœrwa.


Sum ƕīl he la ðȇr, harkeniŋ tꝏ ðe sȣndz ov bătel

wĭðȣt; for ðe Īrn Tȣer wȏz fȏlen aþwort ðe ȣter wȏl,

makiŋ a brētʃ þrꝏ ȏl līnz ov defens. And þrꝏ ðat

brētʃ ðe Demonz stormd ðe hōld ov Karse, ðat nĕver

unfrendle fʊt had enterd bi fœrs in ȏl ðe sentʃurēz sins

it wȏz bilded bi Gorīs I. An il wȏtʃ it wȏz for Korinyus tꝏ

li harkeniŋ tꝏ ðat ŭnēkwal fīt, ŭnabel tꝏ ster a hand, and

ȏl ða ðat ʃʊd hav hĕded ðe defens ded or diiŋ

befœr hiz īz. Yet wȏz hiz breþ litend and hiz pān sum

part ēzd ƕen hiz i rested on ðe grōs bŏde ov Korsus

twistiŋ in ðe ăgone ov deþ ŭpon hiz sœrd.


In sutʃ wīz pȃst wel ni an ȣr. Ðe bŏdile streŋþ ov

Korinyus and hiz īrn hart bȇr up agānst ðe pȣer ov ðe

vĕnom loŋ ȃfter ðōz ŭðerz had brēðd ȣt ðȇr sōlz in

deþ. But nȣ wȏz ðe bătel dun and ðe viktore wið ðem ov

Demonland, and ðe lordz Dʒus and Gōldre Bluzko and Brandox

Dahȃ wið sertān ov ðȇr fitiŋ men kām intꝏ ðe bankwet

hȏl. Smērd ða wer wið blud and ðe dust ov bătel, for

not wĭðȣt grāt blōz and ðe deþ ov mĕne a stȣt lad had

ðe hōld bēn wun. Gōldre sed az ða pȏzd at ðe þrĕʃōld,

"Ðis iz ðe vĕre bankwet hȣs ov deþ. Hȣ kām ðēz bi

ðȇr end?"




Korinyusez brȣ darkend at ðe sīt ov ðe lordz ov

Demonland, and mitile he strōv tꝏ rāz himself, but sank

bak groniŋ. "I hav gŏten an ĕverlȃstiŋ tʃil o' ðe

bōnz," he sed. "Yon hĕliʃ trator merðerd us ȏl bi

pƣzon; els ʃʊd sum ov u hav gŏten yor deþs bi me

or ĕver ye wun up intꝏ Karse."


"Briŋ him sum wȏter," sed Dʒus. And he wið Brandox Dahȃ

dʒentle lifted Korinyus and bȇr him tꝏ hiz tʃȇr ƕȇr he

ʃʊd be mœr at ēz.


Gōldre sed, "Hēr iz a lade lĭveþ." For Srivȃ, ðat sĭtiŋ

on her fȃðerz left hand had so eskāpt a pƣzond drȃft at

ðe pȃsiŋ ov ðe kups, rōz from ðe tabel ƕȇr ʃe had

kȣerd in fērfʊl silens, and kȃst herself in a flud ov

tērz and tĕrifīd suplikaʃonz abȣt Gōldrēz nēz. Gōldre

bad gard her tꝏ ðe kamp and ðȇr besto her in sāf asilum

until ðe morniŋ.


Nȣ wȏz Korinyus nēr hiz end, but he găðerd streŋþ tꝏ

spēk, saiŋ, "I dꝏ dʒƣ ðat not bi yor sœrd wer we pʊt

dȣn, but bi ðe ŭnēkwal trumpere ov Fortʃūn, ƕꝏz tꝏl wȏz

ðis Korsus and ðe Kiŋz dĕviliʃ prīd, ðat dezīrd tꝏ

harnes Hĕven and Hel tꝏ hiz tʃăreot. Fortʃūnz a rīt

strumpet, tꝏ fondel me in ðe nek and nȣ yerk me wun ðus i'

ðe midrif."


"Not Fortʃūn, mi Lord Korinyus, but ðe Godz," sed Gōldre,

"ƕꝏz fēt be ʃod wið wʊl."


Bi ðen wȏz wȏter brȏt in, and Brandox Dahȃ wʊd hav

gĭven him tꝏ drink. But Korinyus wʊd hav nun ov it, but

dʒerkt hiz hed asīd and ōrset ðe kup, and lʊkiŋ fērsle

on Lord Brandox Dahȃ, "Vīl fĕlo," he sed, "so ðȣ tꝏ art

kum tꝏ insult on Witʃlandz grāv? Þȣdst strīk me nȣ

intꝏ ðe senter, and ðȣ wert not mœr a dȃnsiŋ mădam ðan a

sōldʒer."


"Hȣ?" sed Brandox Dahȃ. "Sa a dog bīt me in ðe ham: must

I bīt him agān i' ðe sām part?"


Korinyusez ilidz klōzd, and he sed wēkle, "Hȣ lʊk ði

wʊmaniʃ gu-gȏz in Krŏðeriŋ sins I tȣzd em?" And

ðȇrwið ðe krepiŋ pƣzon rētʃt hiz stroŋ hart-striŋz,

and he dīd.


****


Nȣ wȏz silens for a spās in ðat bankwet hȏl, and in ðe




silens a step wȏz herd, and ðe lordz ov Demonland ternd

tꝏword ðe lofte dœrwa, ðat yȏnd az an artʃt kăvern-mȣþ

ov darknes; for Korsus had tœrn dȣn ðe ăras kertānz in hiz

deþ-þrōz, and ða la hēpt aþwort ðe þrĕʃōld wið

hiz ded bŏde akros ðem, Korinyusez sœrd-hilts dʒamd

agānst hiz ribz and ðe blād standiŋ a fʊts leŋþ fœrþ

from hiz brest. And ƕīl ða gāzd, ðȇr wȏkt intꝏ ðe

ʃiftiŋ līt ov ðe flambƣz over ðat þrĕʃōld ðe Lade

Prezmirȃ, krȣnd and arād in her ritʃ rōbz and ornaments

ov stāt. Her kȣntenans wȏz blēk az ðe winter mꝏn fliiŋ

hi amid līt klȣdz on a winde midnīt setliŋ tꝏwordz

rān, and ðōz lordz, under ðe spel ov her sad kōld bute,

stʊd wĭðȣt spētʃ.


In a ƕīl Dʒus, spekiŋ az wun ƕꝏ nedeþ tꝏ komȃnd hiz

vƣs, and makiŋ grāv obazans tꝏ her, sed, "O Kwēn, we

giv u pēs. Komȃnd ȣr servīs in ȏl þiŋz ƕȏtsoĕver.

And ferst in ðis, ƕitʃ ʃal be ȣr erleest tȃsk ȇr we sāl

hōmword, tꝏ stabliʃ u in yor rītfʊl relm ov Piksiland.

But ðis ȣr iz overtʃardʒd wið fāt and desperāt dēdz tꝏ

sŭfer kȣnsel. Kȣnsel iz for ðe morniŋ. Ðe nīt kȏleþ

tꝏ rest. I pra u giv us lēv."


Prezmirȃ lʊkt ŭpon Dʒus, and ðȇr wȏz i-bīt in her īz,

ðat glinted wið grēn metălik luster līk ðōz ov a

ʃe-lion brȏt tꝏ bătel.


"Ðȣ dust ŏfer me Piksiland, mi Lord Dʒus," sed ʃe, "ðat am

Kwēn ov Impland. And ðis nīt, ðȣ þinkst, kan briŋ me

rest. Ðēz ðat wer dēr tꝏ me hav rest indēd: mi lord and

lŭver Korund; ðe Prins mi brŭðer; Gro, ðat wȏz mi frend.

Dedle eno ða fȣnd u, ƕĕðer az frendz or fōz."


Dʒus sed, "O Kwēn Prezmirȃ, ðe nest fȏleþ wið ðe tre.

Ðēz þiŋz haþ Fāt brȏt tꝏ pȃs, and we be but Fāts

ƕĭpiŋ-tops bandēd ƕȏt wa ʃe wil. Agānst ðe we wor

not, and I swȇr tꝏ ðe ðat ȏl ȣr kȇr iz tꝏ māk ðe

amendz."


"O, ðīn ōþs!" sed Prezmirȃ. "Ƕȏt amendz kanst ðȣ māk?

Ūþ I hav and sum pꝏr bute. Wilt ðȣ kundʒūr ðōz

þre ded men alīv agān ðat ye hav slān? For ȏl ði

vȏnted art, I þink ðis wer tꝏ hard a tȃsk."


Ȏl ða wer silent, iiŋ her az ʃe wȏkt dĕlikātle pȃst

ðe tabel. Ʃe lʊkt wið a distant and, tꝏ ȣtword semiŋ,

unkomprehendiŋ i on ðe ded fēsterz and ðȇr empte kups.

Empte ȏl, sāv ðat wun pȃst on bi Viglus, ƕarov Korsus

wʊd not drink; and it stʊd hȃf drānd. Ov kureȣs




werkmanʃip it wȏz, ov pāl grēn glȃs, its stand formd ov

þre serpents intertwīnd, ðe wun ov gōld, anŭðer ov silver,

ðe þerd ov īrn. Fingeriŋ it kȇrlesle ʃe rāzd her

glĭteriŋ īz wuns mœr on ðe Demonz, and sed, "It wȏz ĕver

ðe wōnt ov u ov Demonland tꝏ ēt ðe eg and giv awa ðe

ʃel in ȃlmz." And pƣntiŋ at ðe lordz ov Witʃland ded at

ðe fēst, ʃe ȃskt, "Wer ðēz ȏlso yor viktimz in ðis

dāz huntiŋ, mi lordz?"


"Ðȣ dust us roŋ, mădam," krīd Gōldre. "Nĕver haþ

Demonland ūzd sutʃlīk arts agānst her ĕnemēz."


Lord Brandox Dahȃ lʊkt swiftle at him, and stept īdle

forword, saiŋ, "I no not ƕȏt art haþ rȏt yon goblet,

but tiz strāndʒle līk tꝏ wun I sȏ in Impland. Yet farer iz

ðis, and ov mœr dʒust propœrʃonz." But Prezmirȃ fœrstȏld

hiz ȣt-stretʃt hand, and kwietle dru ðe kup tꝏwordz her

ȣt ov rētʃ. Az sœrd krŏsez sœrd, ðe glȃns ov her grēn

īz krost hiz, and ʃe sed, "Þink not ðat u hav a

wers ĕneme left on erþ ðan me. I it wȏz ðat sent Korsus

and Korinyus tꝏ trampel Demonland in ðe mīr. Had I but sum

spark ov maskulīn vertʃu, sum sōl at lēst ov u ʃʊd yet

be lꝏst skweliŋ tꝏ ðe ʃādz tꝏ atend mi dēr wunz ȇr I

set sāl. But I hav nun. Kil me ðen, and let me go."


Dʒus, ƕꝏz sœrd wȏz bȇr in hiz hand, smōt it hōm in ðe

skăbard and stept tꝏwordz her. But ðe tabel wȏz betwikst

ðem, and ʃe dru bak tꝏ ðe dais ƕȇr Korund la in stāt.

Ðȇr, līk sum triumfant gŏdes, ʃe stʊd abuv ðem, ðe

kup ov vĕnom in her hand. "Kum not beỾond ðe tabel, mi

lordz," ʃe sed, "or I drān ðis kup tꝏ yor damnaʃon."


Brandox Dahȃ sed, "Ðe dīs ar þrōn, O Dʒus. And ðe Kwēn

haþ wun ðe hăzard."


"Mădam," sed Dʒus, "I swȇr tꝏ u ðȇr ʃal no fœrs nor

restrānt be pʊt ŭpon u, but ŏnor ōnle and werʃip ʃōn

u, and frendʃip if u wil. Ðat ʃūrle mītst ðȣ tāk

ov us for ði brŭðerz sāk." Ðarat ʃe lʊkt tĕrible ŭpon

him, and he sed, "Ōnle on ðis wīld nīt la not handz ŭpon

yorself. For ðȇr sāk, ðat even nȣ haple behōld us ȣt ov

ðe undiskŭverd băren landz, beỾond ðe dizmal lāk, dꝏ not

ðis."


Stil fasiŋ ðem, ðe kup stil aloft in her rīt hand,

Prezmirȃ lād her left hand lītle on ðe brazen plāts ov

Korundz berne ðat kāst ðe mite mŭselz ov hiz brest. Her

hand tutʃt hiz bērd, and dru bak sŭdenle; but in an

instant ʃe lād it dʒentle agān on hiz brest. Sumƕȏt her

oreent luvlines sēmd tꝏ soften for a pȃsiŋ mĭnūt in ðe




ȏlteriŋ līt, and ʃe sed, "I wȏz gĭven tꝏ Korund yuŋ.

Ðis nīt I wil slēp wið him, or rān wið him, amuŋ ðe

mite naʃonz ov ðe ded."


Dʒus mꝏvd az wun abȣt tꝏ spēk, but ʃe stād him wið a

lʊk, and ðe līnz ov her bŏde hardend agān and ðe liones

lʊkt fœrþ anu in her pērles īz. "Haþ yor grātnes,"

ʃe sed, "so mutʃ ȣtgrōn yor wit, ðat u þink I wil

abīd tꝏ be yor penʃoner, ðat hav bēn a Prinses in

Piksiland, a Kwēn ov far-frunted Impland, and wīf tꝏ ðe

gratest sōldʒer in ðis hōld ov Karse, ƕitʃ til ðis da

haþ bēn ðe ōnle skerdʒ and tĕror ov ðe werld? O mi lordz

ov Demonland, gʊd kumfortabel fꝏlz, spēk tꝏ me no mœr, for

yor spētʃ iz fŏle. Go, dof yor hats tꝏ ðe sĭle hīnd ðat

rŭneþ on ðe mȣntān; pra her dʒentle dwel wið u amid

yor stȏld kătel, ƕen u hav slān her māt. Ʃal ðe

blăkeniŋ frost, ƕen it haþ blȃsted and starvd ȏl ðe

swēt garden flȣerz, sa tꝏ ðe rōz, Abīd wið us; and ʃal

ʃe harken tꝏ sutʃ a wʊlfiʃ sūt?"


So spekiŋ ʃe drank ðe kup; and terniŋ from ðōz lordz ov

Demonland az a kwēn terneþ her from ðe unregarded multitʃūd,

nēld dʒentle dȣn bi Korundz beer, her ƕīt armz klȃspt

abȣt hiz hed, her fās pĭlōd on hiz brest.


****


Ƕen Dʒus spāk, hiz vƣs wȏz tʃōkt wið tērz. He komȃnded

Bremere ðat ða ʃʊd tāk up ðe bŏdēz ov Korsus and

Zenambreȃ and ðōz sunz ov Korund and ov Korsus ðat la

pƣzond and ded in ðat hȏl and on ðe moro giv ðem

reverent bĕreal. "And for ðe Lord Korinyus I wil ðat ye māk

a bed ov stāt, ðat he ma li in ðis hȏl tꝏ-nīt, and

tꝏ-moro wil we la him in hȣ befœr Karse, az iz fĭtiŋ

for so renȣnd a kaptān. But grāt Korund and hiz lade ʃal

nun depart wun from ðe ŭðer, but in wun grāv ʃal ða

rest, sīd bi sīd, for ðȇr luv sāk. Ȇr we be gon I wil

rēr ðem sutʃ a mŏnument az besemeþ grāt kiŋz and prinsez

ƕen ða di. For rƣal and lordle wȏz Korund, and a mite

man at armz, and a fiter klēn ov hand, ȏlbeit ȣr bĭter

ĕneme. Wundrȣs it iz wið ƕȏt kordz ov luv he bȣnd tꝏ him

ðis unpăragond Kwēn ov hiz. Ƕꝏ haþ nōn her līk amuŋ

wĭmen for trunes and hines ov hart? And ʃūr nun wȏz

ĕver mœr unfortʃunāt."


Nȣ went ða fœrþ intꝏ ðe ȣter word ov Karse. Ðe nīt

bœr stil sum sīnz ov ðat komoʃon ov ðe skīz ðat had

so lātle berst fœrþ and pȃst awa, and sum tœrn pȏlz ov

þunderklȣd yet huŋ aþwort ðe fās ov hĕven. Betwikst ðem

in ðe swept plasez ov ðe ski a fu starz ʃĭverd, and ðe




mꝏn, mœr ðan hȃf waksen tꝏwordz her fʊl, wȏz sinkiŋ over

Tĕnemos. Sum fānt breþ ov ȏtum wȏz abrȏd, and ðe Demonz

ʃŭderd a lĭtel, freʃ from ðe hĕve ȇr ov ðe grāt

bankwet hȏl. Ðe ruinz ov ðe Īrn Tȣer smokiŋ tꝏ ðe ski,

and ðe tœrn and tumbeld măsez ov masonre abȣt it, ʃōd

monstrȣs in ðe glꝏm az fragments ov ōld kaos; and from ðem

and from ðe rĭven erþ benēþ stēmd up pundʒent fūmz az ov

brimstōn berniŋ. Ĕver bĭzile, bak and fœrþ þrꝏ ðōz

sulfurȣs vaporz, obsēn berdz ov ðe nīt flĭted a were

rȣnd, and bats on lĕðern wiŋ, fitfꝏle and dimle sēn in

ðe unsertān merk, sāv ƕen ðȇr păsādʒ brȏt ðem dark

agānst ðe mꝏn. And from ðe sŏlitʃūdz ov ðe mœrnfʊl fen

afar vƣsez ov lamentaʃon floted on ðe nīt: wīld waliŋ

krīz and sŏbiŋ nƣzez and loŋ mōnz riziŋ and fȏliŋ and

kwĭveriŋ dȣn tꝏ silens.


Dʒus lād hiz hand on Gōldrēz arm, saiŋ, "Ðȇr iz nȏt

erþle in ðēz laments, nor be ðōz ðat ðȣ sēst serkliŋ

in ðe rēk vĕre bats or ȣlz. Ðēz be hiz mȃsterles

famĭlearz waliŋ for ðȇr Lord. Mĕne sutʃ servd him, simpel

erþe dĭvelz and dĭvelz ov ðe ȇr and ov ðe wȏter, held bi

him in þrȏl bi sorserȣs and artifĭʃal praktisez, kŭmiŋ and

goiŋ and dꝏiŋ hiz wil."


"Ðēz avāld him not," sed Gōldre, "nor ðe sœrd ov

Witʃland agānst ȣr mīt and mān, ðat brāk it asunder in

hiz hand and slu hiz mite men ov vălor."


"Yet tru it iz," sed Lord Dʒus, "ðat nun grater haþ livd

on erþ ðan Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟤. Ƕen ȃfter ðēz loŋ worz we

held him az a stag at ba, he fērd not tꝏ ăsa a sĕkond

tīm, and ðis tīm ŭnaded and alōn, ƕȏt no man els haþ so

mutʃ az wuns performd and livd. And wel he nu ðat ðat

ƕitʃ wȏz sŭmond bi him ȣt ov ðe dēp must spil and blȃst

him ŭterle if he ʃʊd slip wun ƕit, az slip he did in

former dāz, but hiz disipel sŭkord him. Behōld nȣ wið

ƕȏt lȣd strikiŋ ov þunder, unkonkerd bi ĕne erþle

pȣer, he haþ hiz partiŋ: wið ðis Karse blak and smokiŋ

in ruin for hiz mŏnument, ðēz lordz ov Witʃland and hundredz

besīdz ov ȣr sōldʒerz and ov ðe Witʃez for hiz funeral

bāk-mēts, and spĭrits wepiŋ in ðe nīt for hiz tʃēf

mœrnerz."


So kām ða agān tꝏ ðe kamp. And in dʒu tīm ðe mꝏn set

and ðe klȣdz departed and ðe kwiet starz perʃūd ðȇr

eternal wa until nīts deklīn; az if ðis nīt had bēn

but az ŭðer nīts: ðis nīt ƕitʃ had beheld ðe pȣer and

glœre ðat wȏz Witʃland bi sutʃ a hămer-strōk ov destine

smĭten in pesez.




𝟥𝟥. Kwēn Sofonizbȃ in Galiŋ


OV ÐE ENTERTĀNMENT GĬVEN BI LORD DƷUS IN DEMONLAND TꝎ KWĒN

SOFONIZBȂ, FOSTERLIŊ OV ÐE GODZ, AND OV ÐAT SERKUMSTȂNS

ǶITƩ, BEỾond ȎL ÐE WUNDERZ FȆR AND LUVLE TꝎ BEHŌLD ƩŌN

HER IN ÐAT KUNTRE, MĀD HER MŌST TꝎ MARVEL: ǶARIN IZ A RȆR

EKSȂMPEL HȢ IN A FORTƩUNĀT WERLD, ȢT OV ȎL EKSPEKTAƩON, IN

ÐE SPRIŊ OV ÐE YĒR, KŬMEÞ A NU BERÞ.


Nȣ ðe reterniŋ munþs brȏt ðe sezon ov ðe yēr ƕen

Kwēn Sofonizbȃ ʃʊd kum akordiŋ tꝏ her prŏmīs tꝏ gest

wið Lord Dʒus in Galiŋ. And so it wȏz ðat in ðe huʃ ov a

windles Āpril dȏn ðe Zimeamvean karavel ðat bȇr ðe Kwēn

tꝏ Demonland rōd up ðe ferþ tꝏ Lʊkiŋhaven.


Ȏl ðe ēst wȏz a bȣer for ðe gōlden dȏn. Kartadzȃ,

ʃarp-ȣtlīnd az if kut in bronz, stil hid ðe sun; and in

ðe grāt ʃădo ov ðe mȣntān ðe haven and ðe lo hilz

and ðe grōvz ov hōm-ōk and strȏbere tre slumberd in a

dēp obskurite ov blūz and perpelz, agānst ƕitʃ ðe ăvenūz

ov pink ȃlmond blŏsom and ðe ƕīt marbel kēz wer bŏdēd

fœrþ in pāl wakeniŋ bute, ĭmādʒd az in a lʊkiŋ-glȃs in

ðat trankwĭlite ov ðe se. Westword akros ðe ferþ ȏl ðe

land wȏz aglo wið ðe openiŋ da. Sno lingerd stil on ðe

hier sŭmits. Klȣdles, baðiŋ in ðe gōlden līt, ða

stʊd agānst ðe blu: Dinȃ, ðe Forks ov Nantreganon, Pīk o'

Ʃardz, and ȏl ðe pēks ov ðe Þornbak rāndʒ and Nĕverdāl.

Morniŋ lȃft on ðȇr hi ridʒez and kist ðe wʊdz ðat

kluŋ abȣt ðȇr loer limz: bĭloe wʊdz, ƕȇr ritʃ hūz

ov brȣn and perpel tōld ov ĕvere twig on ȏl ðȇr mĭread

brȃntʃez þik and afīr wið budz. Ƕīt mists la līk

kŭverlets on ðe wȏter-mĕdōz ƕȇr Tivarandardāl openz tꝏ

ðe se. On ðe ʃœrz ov Boðre and Skaramze, and on ðe

mānland nēr ðe grāt bluf ov Þremnerz Hu and a lĭtel

sȣþ ov Ȣlswik, klēr spasez amuŋ ðe bertʃwʊdz ʃōd

gōlden yĕlo: dăfodilz ablꝏm in ðe spriŋ.


Ða rōd in tꝏ ðe norðernmōst berþ and mād fȃst ðe

karavel. Ðe swētnes ov ðe ȃlmond trēz wȏz ðe swētnes ov

spriŋ in ðe ȇr, and spriŋ wȏz in ðe fās ov ðat Kwēn az

ʃe kām wið her atendants up ðe ʃiniŋ steps, her lĭtel

martlets serkliŋ abȣt her or pertʃiŋ on her ʃōlderz: ʃe

tꝏ ƕꝏm ðe Godz ov ōld gāv ūþ ĕverlȃstiŋ, and pēs

ĕverlȃstiŋ in Koʃtrȃ Belorn.


Lord Dʒus and hiz breðren wer on ðe ke tꝏ mēt her, and




ðe Lord Brandox Dahȃ. Ða bȣd in tern, kĭsiŋ her handz

and bĭdiŋ her welkum tꝏ Demonland. But ʃe sed, "Not tꝏ

Demonland alōn, mi lordz, tꝏ ðe werld agān. And tꝏword ƕitʃ

ov ȏl erþs harborz ʃʊd I stēr, and tꝏword ƕitʃ land

if not tꝏ ðis land ov yorz, ƕꝏ hav bi yor viktorēz

brȏt pēs and dʒƣ tꝏ ȏl ðe werld? Ʃūrle pēs slept not

mœr softle on ðe Morunȃ in ōld dāz befœr ðe nāmz ov

Gorīs and Witʃland wer herd in ðat kuntre, ðan ʃe ʃal

slēp for us on ðis nu erþ and Demonland, nȣ ðat ðōz

nāmz ar drȣnd for ĕver under ðe ƕerlpꝏlz ov oblĭveon and

darknes."


Dʒus sed, "O Kwēn Sofonizbȃ, dezīr not ðat ðe nāmz ov

grāt men ded ʃʊd be forgot for ĕver. So ʃʊd ðēz worz

ðat we lȃst yēr brȏt tꝏ so mite a konkluʒon tꝏ māk us

undisputed lordz ov ðe erþ go dȣn tꝏ oblĭveon wið ðem

ðat fȏt agānst us. But ðe fām ov ðēz þiŋz ʃal be

on ðe lips and in ðe soŋz ov men from wun dʒeneraʃon tꝏ

anŭðer, so loŋ az ðe werld ʃal endʒūr."


Ða tʊk hors and rōd up from ðe harbor tꝏ ðe ŭper rōd,

and so þrꝏ open pȃstʃūrz on tꝏ Haverʃȏ Tuŋ. Lamz

friskt on ðe dʒue mĕdōz besīd ðe rōd; blakberdz flu

from bʊʃ tꝏ bʊʃ; larks trild in ðe sītles ski; and az

ða kām dȣn þrꝏ ðe wʊdz tꝏ Bekfʊt wʊd-pidʒonz kꝏd

in ðe trēz, and skwĭrelz pēpt wið bede īz. Ðe Kwēn

spōk lĭtel. Ðēz and ȏl ʃi þiŋz ov ðe wʊdz and fēld

held her in þrȏl, tʃarmiŋ her tꝏ a silens ðat wȏz broken

ōnle nȣ and ðen bi a lĭtel eksklamaʃon ov dʒƣ. Ðe Lord

Dʒus, ƕꝏ himself ȏlso luvd ðēz þiŋz, wȏtʃt her delīt.


Nȣ ða wꝏnd up ðe stēp asent from Bekfʊt, and rōd intꝏ

Galiŋ bi ðe Lion Gāt. Ðe ăvenu ov Iriʃ ūz wȏz līnd bi

sōldʒerz ov ðe bŏdigardz ov Dʒus, Gōldre, and Spitfīr, and

Brandox Dahȃ. Ðēz, in ŏnor ov ðȇr grāt mȃsterz and ov

ðe Kwēn, lifted ðȇr spērz aloft, ƕīl trumpeterz blu

þre fanfȇrz on silver trumpets. Ðen tꝏ an akumpaniment ov

lūts and þeorbōz and sĭðernz mꝏviŋ abuv ðe puls ov

mŭfeld drumz, a kwīr ov madenz saŋ a soŋ ov welkum,

struiŋ ðe pȃþ befœr ðe lordz ov Demonland and ðe Kwēn

wið swēt ƕīt hiasinþs and narsĭsus blꝏmz, ƕīl ðe

ladēz Mevrean and Armelīn, mœr luvle ðan ĕne kwēnz ov

erþ, wated at ðe hed ov ðe gōlden stȇrkās abuv ðe

ĭner kœrt tꝏ grēt Kwēn Sofonizbȃ kum tꝏ Galiŋ.


****


A hard măter it wer tꝏ tel ov ȏl ðe plĕʒūrz prepȇrd for

Kwēn Sofonizbȃ and for her delīt bi ðe lordz ov Demonland.




Ðe ferst da ʃe spent amuŋ ðe parks and plĕʒūr gardenz ov

Galiŋ, ƕȇr Lord Dʒus ʃōd her hiz grāt līm ăvenūz, hiz

u-hȣzez, hiz frūt gardenz and sunk gardenz and hiz privāt

wȏks and bȣerz; hiz wȏks ov krepiŋ tīm ƕitʃ beiŋ

trŏden on sendz up swēt odorz tꝏ refreʃ ðe trĕder; hiz

ānʃent wȏter-gardenz besīd ðe Brankdāl Bek, ƕĭðer ðe

wȏter nimfs rezort in sŭmer and ar sēn under ðe mꝏn

sĭŋiŋ and komiŋ ðȇr hȇr wið kōmz ov gōld.


On ðe sĕkond da he ʃōd her hiz herb gardenz, diskloziŋ tꝏ

her ðe sēkret prŏpertēz ov herbz, ƕarin he wȏz dēple

lerned. Ðȇr gru ðat Zamalentĭʃon, ƕitʃ beiŋ wel beten

up wið fat wĭðȣt sȏlt iz sovran for ȏl wꝏndz. And Dĭtane,

ƕitʃ if eten sꝏn pʊts ȣt ðe ăro and heleþ ðe wꝏndz;

and not ōnle bi its prĕzens staeþ snāks ƕȇrsoĕver ða be

hande tꝏ it, but bi rezon ov its smel kărēd bi wind and

ða smel it ða di. And Mandragorȃ, ƕitʃ beiŋ taken intꝏ

ðe mĭdel ov an hȣs kompĕleþ ȏl evilz ȣt ov ðe hȣs,

and releveþ ȏlso hĕdāks and prōdʒuseþ slēp. Ȏlso he

ʃōd her Se Hŏle in hiz garden, ðat iz born in sēkret

plasez and in wet wunz, and ðe rꝏt ov it iz az ðe hed ov

ðat monster ƕitʃ men nām ðe Gorgon, and ðe rꝏt-twigz hav

bōþ īz and nōz and kŭlor ov serpents. Ov ðis he tōld her

hȣ ƕen takiŋ up ðe rꝏt, a man must se tꝏ it ðat no sun

ʃīn on it, and he ƕꝏ wʊd karv it must avert hiz hed, for

it iz not permĭted ðat man ma se ðat rꝏt unharmd.


Ðe þerd da Dʒus ʃōd ðe Kwēn hiz stabelz, ƕȇr wer hiz

wor-horsez and horsez for ðe tʃās and for tʃăreot rasiŋ

stabeld in stȏlz wið fernitʃūr ov silver, and mutʃ ʃe

marveld at hiz sĕven ƕīt mȇrz, sisterz, so līk ðat nun

mīt tel wun from anŭðer, gĭven him in dāz gon bi bi ðe

prēsts ov Artemis in ðe landz beỾond ðe sunset. Ða wer

imortal, bariŋ ikor in ðȇr vānz, not blud; and ðe fīr

ov it ʃōd in ðȇr īz līk lamps berniŋ.


Ðe fœrþ nīt and ðe fifþ ðe Kwēn wȏz at Drĕpabe,

gestiŋ wið Lord Gōldre Bluzko and ðe Prinses Armelīn,

ðat wer wĕded in Zādʒe Zakulo lȃst Ūl; and ðe siksþ and

sĕvenþ nīts at Ȣlswik, and ðȇr Spitfīr mād her lordle

entertānment. But Lord Brandox Dahȃ wʊd not hav ðe Kwēn

go yet tꝏ Krŏðeriŋ, for he had not yet mād fȇr agān hiz

gardenz and plezȏnsez and restœrd hiz ritʃ and gʊdle

trĕʒūrz tꝏ hiz mīnd ȃfter ðȇr il handliŋ bi Korinyus. And

it wȏz not hiz wil ðat ʃe ʃʊd lʊk on Krŏðeriŋ Kȃsel

until ȏl wȏz ðȇr stabliʃt anu akordiŋ tꝏ its ānʃent

glœre.


Ðe ātþ da ʃe kām agān tꝏ Galiŋ, and nȣ Lord Dʒus




ʃōd her hiz stŭde, wið hiz astrolābz ov orikalk, fĭgūrd

wið ȏl ðe sīnz ov ðe Zōdʒak and ðe manʃonz ov ðe mꝏn,

standiŋ a tȏl manz hīt abuv ðe flœr, and hiz

perspektīvz and gluvz and kristalz and hŏlo

lʊkiŋ-glȃsez; and grāt kristal glōbz ƕȇr he kept

homunkule ƕꝏm he had mād bi sēkret prosesez ov nātʃūr, bōþ

men and wĭmen, les ðan a span loŋ, az butifʊl az wun kʊd

wiʃ tꝏ se in ðȇr lĭtel kōts, etiŋ and drinkiŋ and

goiŋ ðȇr wāz in ðōz mite glōbz ov kristal ƕȇr hiz

art had gĭven ðem beiŋ.


Ĕvere nīt, ƕĕðer at Galiŋ, Ȣlswik, or Drĕpabe Mīr, wȏz

fēstiŋ held in her ŏnor, wið muzik and dȃnsiŋ and

mĕre-makiŋ and ȏl delīt, and poĕtikal resitaʃonz and

fēts ov armz and horsmanʃip, and mȃsks and interlūdz ðe

līk ƕarov haþ not bēn sēn on erþ for bute and wit and

ȏl magnĭfisens.


****


Nȣ wȏz ðe nīnþ da kum ov ðe Kwēnz gestiŋ in

Demonland, and it wȏz ðe ēv ov Lord Dʒŭsez berþda, ƕen ȏl

ðe grāt wunz in ðe land wer kum tʊgĕðer, az fœr yērz

ago ða kām, tꝏ dꝏ ŏnor on ðe moro untꝏ him and untꝏ hiz

breðren az wȏz ðȇr wōnt afœrtīm. It wȏz fīn brīt

wĕðer, wið ĕvere lĭtel ƕīl a ʃȣer tꝏ briŋ freʃ

swētnes tꝏ ðe ȇr, kŭlor and refreʃment tꝏ ðe erþ, and

gladnes tꝏ ðe sunʃīn. Dʒus wȏkt wið ðe Kwēn in ðe

morniŋ in ðe wʊdz ov Mꝏngarþ Bŏtom, nȣ berstiŋ intꝏ

lēf; and ȃfter ðȇr mid-da mēl ʃōd her hiz trĕʒurēz

kut in ðe līv rok under Galiŋ Kȃsel, ƕȇr ʃe beheld barz

ov gōld and silver pīld līk trunks ov trēz; unhūn kristalz

ov rube, krisoprāz, or hiasinþ, so hĕve a stroŋ man mīt

not lift ðem; staks ov ivore in ðe tusk, pīld tꝏ ðe

seliŋ; tʃests and dʒarz fild wið perfūmz and kostle

spisez, ambergre, frankinsens, swēt-sented sandalwʊd and

mer and spikenard; kups and bekerz and ērd wīn-dʒarz and

lamps and kȃskets mād ov pūr gōld, werkt and tʃāst wið ðe

formz ov men and wĭmen and berdz and bēsts and krepiŋ

þiŋz, and ornamented wið dʒuelz beỾond prīs, margarīts and

pink and yĕlo săfīrz, smaragdz and krisobĕrilz and yĕlo

dimondz.


Ƕen ðe Kwēn had had her fil ov gaziŋ on ðēz, he kărēd

her tꝏ hiz grāt lībrare ƕȇr statʃūz stʊd ov ðe nīn Muzez

abȣt Apŏlo, and ȏl ðe wȏlz wer hĭden wið bʊks:

historēz and soŋz ov ōld dāz, bʊks ov filŏsofe, alkime

and astrŏnome and art madʒik, romansez and muzik and līvz ov

grāt men ded and grāt tretezez ov ȏl ðe arts ov pēs and

wor, wið piktʃūrz and iluminated kărakterz. Grāt windōz




opend sȣþword on ðe garden from ðe lībrare, and klimiŋ

rōz-trēz and plȃnts ov hŭnisukel and evergrēn magnoleȃ

klusterd abȣt ðe windōz. Grāt tʃȇrz and kȣtʃez stʊd

abȣt ðe open harþ ƕȇr a fīr ov sedar logz bernd in

winter tīm. Lamps ov mꝏnstōnz self-efuldʒent ʃaded wið

klȣde grēn tꝏrmalēn stʊd on silver standz on ðe tabel and

bi ētʃ kȣtʃ and tʃȇr, tꝏ giv līt ƕen ðe da wȏz over;

and ȏl ðe ȇr wȏz swēt wið ðe sent ov drīd rōz-lēvz

kept in ānʃent bōlz and vȃzez ov pānted erþenwȇr.


Kwēn Sofonizbȃ sed, "Mi lord, I luv ðis best ov ȏl ðe

fȇr þiŋz ðȣ hast ʃōn me in ði kȃsel ov Galiŋ: hēr

ƕȇr ȏl trŭbel sēmz a forgŏten ĕko ov an il werld left

behīnd. Ʃūrle mi hart iz glad, O mi frend, ðat ðȣ and

ðēz ŭðer lordz ov Demonland ʃal nȣ endʒƣ yor gʊdle

trĕʒūrz and fȇr dāz in yor dēr natīv land in pēs and

kwietnes ȏl yor līvz."


Ðe Lord Dʒus stʊd at ðe windo ðat lʊkt westword akros

ðe lāk tꝏ ðe grāt wȏl ov ðe Skarf. Sum ʃădo ov a nobel

mĕlankole hŏverd abȣt hiz swēt dark kȣntenans az hiz gāz

rested on a kertān ov rān ðat swept akros ðe fās ov ðe

mȣntān wȏl, hȃf valiŋ ðe hi rok sŭmits. "Yet þink,

mădam," sed he, "ðat we be yuŋ ov yērz. And tꝏ strĕnuȣs

mīndz ðȇr iz an unkwietʃūd in over-kwietnes."


Nȣ he kondukted her þrꝏ hiz armorēz ƕȇr he kept hiz

wĕponz and wĕponz for hiz fitiŋ men and ȏl pănople ov

wor. Ðȇr he ʃōd her sœrdz and spērz, masez and aksez and

dăgerz, orfrēd and dămăsēnd and inlād wið dʒuelz;

bernēz and bȏldriks and ʃēldz; blādz so kēn, a hȇr blōn

agānst ðem in a wind ʃʊd be parted in twān; tʃarmd helmz

on ƕitʃ no ordinare sœrd wʊd bīt. And Dʒus sed untꝏ ðe

Kwēn, "Mădam, ƕȏt þinkst ðȣ ov ðēz sœrdz and spērz?

For no wel ðat ðēz be ðe lăderz ruŋz ðat we ov

Demonland klīmd up bi tꝏ ðat sinyore and prinsipălite ƕitʃ

nȣ we hōld over ðe fœr kornerz ov ðe werld."


Ʃe ȃnserd, "O mi lord, I þink nōble ov ðem. For an il

part it wer ƕīl we dʒƣ in ðe harvest, tꝏ kontem ðe tꝏlz

ðat prepȇrd ðe land for it and rēpt it."


Ƕīl ʃe spōk, Dʒus tʊk dȣn from its hʊk a grāt sœrd

wið a hȃft bȣnd wið plăted kordz ov gōld and silver wīr

and kros-hilts ov latȣn set wið studz ov ămĕþist and a

drāks hed at iðer end ov ðe hilt wið krimzon almandīnz

for hiz īz, and ðe pŏmel a bȏl ov dēp amber-kŭlord opal

wið red and grēn flăʃez.


"Wið ðis sœrd," sed he, "I went up wið Gazlark tꝏ ðe




gāts ov Karse, fœr yērz gon bi ðis sŭmer, beiŋ klȣded

in mi mīnd bi ðe bak-wȏʃ ov ðe sendiŋ ov Gorīs ðe Kiŋ.

Wið ðis sœrd I fȏt an ȣr bak tꝏ bak wið Brandox

Dahȃ, agānst Korund and Korinyus and ðȇr āblest men: ðe

gratest fīt ðat ĕver I fȏt, and agānst ðe fērfꝏlest

odz. Witʃland himself beheld us from Karse wȏlz þrꝏ ðe

wȏtere mist and glȇr, and marveld ðat tꝏ men ðat ar born

ov wʊman kʊd perform sutʃ dēdz."


He untīd ðe bandz ov ðe sœrd and dru it sĭŋiŋ from its

ʃēþ. "Wið ðis sœrd," he sed, lʊkiŋ lŭviŋle aloŋ ðe

blād, "I hav overkum hundredz ov mīn ĕnemēz: Witʃez, and

Gꝏlz, and barbarȣs pepel ȣt ov Impland and ðe sŭðern

sēz, pirāts ov Ezamoʃȃ and prinsez ov ðe ēstern mān. Wið

ðis sœrd I gat ðe viktore in mĕne a bătel, and mōst

glœreȣs ov ȏl in ðe bătel befœr Karse lȃst September.

Ðȇr, fitiŋ agānst grāt Korund in ðe pres ov ðe fīt

I gāv him wið ðis sœrd ðe wꝏnd ðat wȏz hiz deþ-wꝏnd."


He pʊt up ðe sœrd agān in its ʃēþ: held it a mĭnūt az if

ponderiŋ ƕĕðer or no tꝏ gerd it abȣt hiz wāst: ðen slole

ternd tꝏ its plās on ðe wȏl and huŋ it up agān. He

kărēd hiz hed hi līk a wor-hors, kepiŋ hiz gāz

averted from ðe Kwēn az ða went ȣt from ðe grāt armore

in Galiŋ; yet not so skilfꝏle but ʃe markt a glĭseniŋ in

hiz i ðat sēmd a tēr standiŋ abuv hiz loer ilaʃ.


****


Ðat nīt wȏz sŭper set in Lord Dʒŭsez privāt tʃāmber: a

līt regāl, yet mōst sumpʃȣs. Ða sat at a rȣnd tabel,

nīn in kumpane: ðe þre breðren, ðe Lordz Brandox Dahȃ,

Zig, and Vol, ðe Ladēz Armelīn and Mevrean, and ðe

Kwēn. Brītle flōd ðe wīnz ov Krŏðeriŋ and Norvasp and

blīðle went ðe tȏk tꝏ ȣtword semiŋ. But ĕver and agān

silens swuŋ aþwort ðe bœrd, līk a gra pȏl, til Zig

brōk it wið a dʒest, or Brandox Dahȃ or hiz sister Mevrean.

Ðe Kwēn felt ðe tʃil behīnd ðȇr mĕriment. Ðe silent

fits kām oftener az ðe fēst went forword, az if wīn and

gʊd tʃēr had lost ðȇr natīv kwȏlite and ternd fȃðerz ov

blak mꝏdz and glꝏme meditaʃonz.


Ðe Lord Gōldre Bluzko, ðat til nȣ had spōk lĭtel, spāk

nȣ not at ȏl, hiz prȣd dark fās fikst in stād pensīv

līnz ov þȏt. Spitfīr tꝏ wȏz fȏlen silent, hiz fās

lēnd ŭpon hiz hand, hiz brȣ bent; and ƕīlz he drank amān,

and ƕīlz he drumd hiz fingerz on ðe tabel. Ðe Lord

Brandox Dahȃ lēnd bak in hiz ivore tʃȇr, sĭpiŋ hiz wīn.

Vĕre demūr, þrꝏ hȃf-klōzd īz, līk a panþer doziŋ in

ðe nꝏn-da, he wȏtʃt hiz kompanyonz at ðe fēst. Līk




sunbēmz tʃāst bi klȣd-ʃădōz akros a mȣntān-sīd in

winde wĕðer, ðe līts ov humorȣs endʒƣment plād akros

hiz fās.


Ðe Kwēn sed, "O mi lordz, u hav prŏmīst me I ʃʊd hēr

ðe fʊl tāl ov yor worz in Impland and ðe Impland sēz, and

hȣ u kām tꝏ Karse and ov ðe grāt bătel ðat ðȇr

befel, and ov ðe lăter end ov ȏl ðe lordz ov Witʃland and

ov Gorīs 𝟣𝟤. ov mĕmore akerst. I pra u let me hēr it

nȣ, ðat ȣr harts ma be glădend bi ðe tāl ov grāt

dēdz ðe remembrans ƕarov ʃal be for ȏl dʒeneraʃonz, and

ðat we ma rēdʒƣs anu ðat ȏl ðe lordz ov Witʃland ar

ded and gon bekȏz ov ƕꝏm and ðȇr tĭrane erþ haþ

grōnd and labord ðēz mĕne yērz."


Lord Dʒus, in ƕꝏz fās ƕen it wȏz at rest ʃe had beheld

ðat sām mĕlankole ƕitʃ ʃe had markt in him in ðe lībrare

ðat sām da, pœrd fœrþ mœr wīn, and sed, "O Kwēn

Sofonizbȃ, ðȣ ʃalt hēr it ȏl." Ðȇrwið he tōld ȏl ðat

had befȏlen sins ða lȃst bad her ādʒu in Koʃtrȃ Belorn:

ov ðe martʃ tꝏ ðe se at Mūlvȃ; ov Laksus and hiz grāt flēt

destrƣd and sunk of Melikafkaz; ov ðe bătel befœr Karse

and its swĭŋiŋ fortʃūnz; ov ðe unhălōd līt and flariŋ

sīnz in hĕven ƕȇrbi ða nu ov ðe Kiŋz kundʒuriŋ agān

in Karse; ov ðȇr watiŋ in ðe nīt, armd at ȏl pƣnts,

wið tʃarmz and amulets rĕde agānst ƕȏt dredfʊl berþ mīt

be from ðe Kiŋz entʃȃntments; ov ðe blȃstiŋ ov ðe Īrn

Tȣer, and ðe stormiŋ ov ðe hōld in pitʃ darknes; ov ðe

lordz ov Witʃland merðerd at ðe fēst, and nȏt left at

lȃst ov ðe pȣer and pomp and tĕror ðat wȏz Witʃland sāv

diiŋ emberz ov a funeral fīr and vƣsez waliŋ in ðe wind

befœr ðe dȏn.


Ƕen he had dun, ðe Kwēn sed, az if tȏkiŋ in a drēm,

"Ʃūrle it ma be sed ov ðēz kiŋz and lordz ov Witʃland

ded--


Ðēz retʃed ĕminent þiŋz

Lēv no mœr fām behīnd em ðan ʃʊd wun

Fȏl in a frost, and lēv hiz print in sno;

Az sꝏn az ðe sun ʃīnz, it ĕver melts

Bōþ form and măter."


Wið ðōz werdz spoken dropt silens agān līk a pȏl

aþwort ðat bankwet tabel, mœr tristfʊl ðan befœr and fʊl

ov hĕvines.


On a sŭden Lord Brandox Dahȃ stʊd up, unbukliŋ from hiz

ʃōlder hiz gōlden bȏldrik set wið āprikot-kŭlord

săfīrz and dimondz and fīr-opalz ðat ĭmādʒd þunderbolts.




He þru it befœr him on ðe tabel, wið hiz sœrd, klăteriŋ

amuŋ ðe kups. "O Kwēn Sofonizbȃ," sed he, "ðȣ hast

spoken a fit funeral derdʒ for ȣr glœre az for Witʃlandz.

Ðis sœrd Zeldornyus gāv me. I bȇr it at Krŏðeriŋ Sīd

agānst Korinyus, ƕen I þru him ȣt ov Demonland. I bȇr it

at Melikafkaz. I bȇr it in ðe lȃst grāt fīt in

Witʃland. Ðȣ wilt sa it brȏt me gʊd luk and viktore in

bătel. But it brȏt not tꝏ me, az tꝏ Zeldornyus, ðis lȃst

best luk ov ȏl: ðat erþ ʃʊd gāp for me ƕen mi grāt

dēdz wer ended."


Ðe Kwēn lʊkt at him amāzd, marveliŋ tꝏ se him so mutʃ

mꝏvd ðat ʃe had nōn until nȣ so laze mŏkiŋ and so

debonȇr.


But ðe ŭðer lordz ov Demonland stʊd up and fluŋ dȣn ðȇr

dʒueld sœrdz on ðe tabel besīd Lord Brandox Dahȃz. And

Lord Dʒus spāk and sed, "We ma wel kȃst dȣn ȣr sœrdz az

a lȃst ŏferiŋ on Witʃlandz grāv. For nȣ must ða rust:

semanʃip and ȏl hi arts ov wor must wĭðer: and, nȣ ðat

ȣr grāt ĕnemēz ar ded and gon, we ðat wer lordz ov ȏl

ðe werld must tern ʃepherdz and hunterz, lest we bekum mēr

mȣntebanks and fops, fit fĕlōz for ðe tʃāmberiŋ Beʃtreanz

or ðe Red Foleot. O Kwēn Sofonizbȃ, and u mi breðren and

mi frendz, ðat ar kum tꝏ kēp mi berþda wið me tꝏ-moro

in Galiŋ, ƕȏt māk ye in hŏlida atīr? Wēp ye rȃðer, and

wēp agān, and klōð u ȏl in blak, þinkiŋ ðat ȣr

miteest fēts ov armz and ðe hi sȣðiŋ ov ðe brīt

star ov ȣr magnĭfisens ʃʊd briŋ us untꝏ tīmles ruin.

Þinkiŋ ðat we, ðat fȏt but for fitiŋz sāk, hav in

ðe end fȏt so wel we nĕver ma fīt mœr; unles it

ʃʊd be in fratrisidal rādʒ ētʃ agānst ētʃ. And ȇr ðat

ʃʊd betīd, ma erþ klōz over us and ȣr mĕmore pĕriʃ."


Mitile mꝏvd wȏz ðe Kwēn tꝏ behōld sutʃ a violent soro,

ȏlbeit ʃe kʊd not komprehend ðe rꝏts and rezon ov it. Her

vƣs ʃʊk a lĭtel az ʃe sed, "Mi Lord Dʒus, mi Lord

Brandox Dahȃ, and u ŭðer lordz ov Demonland, it wȏz lĭtel

in mīn ekspektaʃon tꝏ fīnd in u sutʃ a păʃon ov sȣr

diskontent. For I kām tꝏ rēdʒƣs wið u. And strāndʒle it

sȣndeþ in mīn ēr tꝏ hēr u mœrn and lament yor werst

ĕnemēz, at so grāt hăzard ov yor līvz and ȏl u held

dēr, struk dȣn bi u at lȃst. I am but a mād and yuŋ in

yērz, ȏlbeit mi mĕmore goeþ bak tꝏ hundred spriŋz, and il

it befĭteþ me tꝏ kȣnsel grāt lordz and men ov wor. Yet

strāndʒ it semeþ if ðȇr be not pēsfʊl endʒƣment and nobel

dēdz ov pēs for u ȏl yor dāz, ƕꝏ ar yuŋ and nobel

and lordz ov ȏl ðe werld and ritʃ in ĕvere trĕʒūr and hi

gifts ov lerniŋ, and ðe farest kuntre in ðe werld for




yor dēr natīv land. And if yor sœrdz must not rust, ye ma

bȇr ðem agānst ðe unsĭvil rasez ov Impland and ŭðer

distant kuntrēz tꝏ briŋ ðem tꝏ subdʒekʃon."


But Lord Gōldre Bluzko lȃft bĭterle. "O Kwēn," he krīd,

"ʃal ðe korekʃon ov febel săvādʒez kontent ðēz sœrdz,

ƕitʃ hav word agānst ðe hȣs ov Gorīs and agānst ȏl

hiz tʃozen kaptānz ðat upheld ðe grāt pȣer ov Karse and

ðe glœre and ðe fēr ðarov?"


And Spitfīr sed, "Ƕȏt dʒƣ ʃal we hav ov soft bedz and

dĕlikāt mēts and ȏl ðe delīts ðat be in mĕne-mȣntānd

Demonland, if we must be stiŋles drōnz, wið no akʃon tꝏ

ʃarpen ȣr ăpetīt for ēz?"


Ȏl wer silent ăƕīl. Ðen ðe Lord Dʒus spāk saiŋ, "O

Kwēn Sofonizbȃ, hast ðȣ lʊkt ĕver, on a ʃȣere da in

spriŋ, ŭpon ðe rānbo fluŋ akros erþ and ski, and markt

hȣ ȏl þiŋz ov erþ beỾond it, trēz, mȣntān-sīdz, and

rĭverz, and fēldz, and wʊdz, and hōmz ov men, ar

trȃnsfĭgūrd bi ðe kŭlorz ðat ar in ðe bo?"


"Yes," ʃe sed, "and oft dezīrd tꝏ rētʃ ðem."


"We," sed Dʒus, "hav flōn beỾond ðe rānbo. And ðȇr we

fȣnd no fabeld land ov harts dezīr, but wet rān and wind

ōnle and ðe kōld mȣntān-sīd. And ȣr harts ar a-kōld

bekȏz ov it."


Ðe Kwēn sed, "Hȣ ōld art ðȣ, mi Lord Dʒus, ðat ðȣ

spēkst az an ōld man mīt spēk?"


He ȃnserd, "I ʃal be þerte-þre yērz ōld tꝏmoro, and

ðat iz yuŋ bi ðe rĕkoniŋ ov men. Nun ov us be ōld, and

mi breðren and Lord Brandox Dahȃ yunger ðan I. Yet az ōld

men ma we nȣ lʊk fœrþ on ȣr līvz, sins ðe gʊdnes

ðarov iz gon bi for us." And he sed, "Ðȣ O Kwēn kanst

skȇrsle no ȣr grēf; for tꝏ ðe ðe blĕsed Godz gāv ði

harts dezīr: ūþ for ĕver, and pēs. Wʊd ða mīt

giv us ȣr gʊd gift, ðat ʃʊd be ūþ for ĕver, and wor;

and unwaniŋ streŋþ and skil in armz. Wʊd ða mīt but

giv us ȣr grāt ĕnemēz alīv and ƕōl agān. For bĕter it

wer we ʃʊd run hăzard agān ov ŭter destrukʃon, ðan ðus

liv ȣt ȣr līvz līk kătel făteniŋ for ðe slȏter, or

līk sĭle garden plȃnts."


Ðe Kwēnz īz wer lardʒ wið wunder. "Ðȣ kʊdst wiʃ

it?" ʃe sed.


Dʒus ȃnserd and sed, "A tru saiŋ it iz ðat 'a grāv iz a




rŏten fȣndaʃon.' If ðȣ ʃʊdst proklām tꝏ me at ðis

instant ðe grāt Kiŋ alīv agān and sĭtiŋ agān in Karse,

bĭdiŋ us tꝏ ðe dred arbitrȃment ov wor, ðȣ ʃʊdst

kwikle se I tōld ðe trūþ."


Ƕīl Dʒus spāk, ðe Kwēn ternd her gāz from wun tꝏ anŭðer

rȣnd ðe bœrd. In ĕvere i, ƕen he spāk ov Karse, ʃe sȏ

ðe lītniŋ ov ðe dʒƣ ov bătel az ov līf reterniŋ tꝏ men

held in a dedle trȃns. And ƕen he had dun, ʃe sȏ in ĕvere

i ðe līt go ȣt. Līk Godz ða sēmd, in ðe glœre ov

ðȇr ūþ and prīd, seted abȣt ðat tabel; but sad and

tradʒikal, līk Godz eksīld from wīd Hĕven.


Nun spāk, and ðe Kwēn kȃst dȣn her īz, sĭtiŋ az if

rapt in þȏt. Ðen ðe Lord Dʒus rōz tꝏ hiz fēt, and

sed, "O Kwēn Sofonizbȃ, forgiv us ðat ȣr privāt sorōz

ʃʊd māk us so forgetfʊl ov ȣr hospitălite az were ȣr

gest wið a merþles fēst. But þink tiz bekȏz we no

ðe ȣr dēr frend we ūz not tꝏ mutʃ sĕremone. Tꝏ-moro we

wil be mĕre wið ðe, ƕȏtȇr betīd ðarȃfter."


So ða bad gʊd-nīt. But az ða went ȣt intꝏ ðe garden

under ðe starz, ðe Kwēn tʊk Dʒus asīd privātle and sed

tꝏ him, "Mi lord, sins ðȣ and mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ kām

ferst ov mortal men intꝏ Koʃtrȃ Belorn, and fʊlfild ðe

wērd akordiŋ tꝏ preordānment, ðis ōnle haþ bēn mi

dezīr: tꝏ ferðer u and tꝏ enhȃns u and tꝏ obtān for u

ƕȏt u wʊd, so far az in me lieþ. Ðo I be but a wēk

mād, yet haþ it sēmd gʊd tꝏ ðe blĕsed Godz tꝏ ʃo

kīndnes untꝏ me. Wun hole prȇr ma werk þiŋz we skȇrs

drēm ov. Wilt ðȣ ðat I pra tꝏ Ðem tꝏ-nīt?"


"Alȃs, dēr Kwēn," sed he, "ʃal ðōz estrāndʒd and divided

ăʃez unīt agān? Ƕꝏ ʃal tern bak ðe flud-tīd ov

ŭnȏlterabel nesĕsite?"


But ʃe sed, "Ðȣ hast kristalz and perspektīvz kan ʃo

ðe þiŋz afar of. I pra briŋ ðem, and ro me in ði bōt

up tꝏ Mꝏnmēr Hed ðat we ma land ðȇr abȣt midnīt. And

let mi Lord Brandox Dahȃ kum wið us and ði brŭðerz. But

let nun els no ov it. For ðat wer but tꝏ mok ðem wið a

fȏls dȏn, if it ʃʊd prꝏv at lȃst tꝏ be akordiŋ tꝏ ði

wizdom, O mi lord, and not akordiŋ tꝏ mi prȇrz."


So ðe Lord Dʒus did akordiŋ tꝏ ðe werd ov ðat fȇr Kwēn,

and ða rōd her up ðe lāk bi mꝏnlīt. Nun spāk, and

ðe Kwēn sāt apart in ðe bȣz ov ðe bōt, in ernest

suplikaʃon tꝏ ðe blĕsed Godz. Ƕen ða wer kum tꝏ ðe




hed ov ðe lāk ða went ăʃœr on a lĭtel spit ov silver

sand. Ðe Āpril nīt wȏz abuv ðem, mīld wið mꝏnlīt. Ðe

ʃădōz ov ðe felz rōz inke blak and beỾond imādʒinaʃon

hūdʒ agānst ðe ski. Ðe Kwēn nēld ăƕīl in silens on

ðe kōld grȣnd, and ðōz lordz ov Demonland stʊd tʊgĕðer in

silens wȏtʃiŋ her.


In a ƕīl ʃe rāzd her īz tꝏ hĕven; and behōld, betwēn

ðe tꝏ mān pēks ov ðe Skarf, a meteor krept slole ȣt ov

darknes and akros ðe nīt-ski, leviŋ a trāl ov silver

fīr, and silentle departed intꝏ darknes. Ða wȏtʃt, and

anŭðer kām, and yet anŭðer, until ðe western ski abuv ðe

mȣntān wȏz ablāz wið ðem. From tꝏ pƣnts ov hĕven ða

kām, wun betwikst ðe foreklȏz ov ðe Lion and wun in ðe dark

sīn ov Kanser. And ða ðat kām from ðe Lion wer sparkliŋ

līk ðe ƕīt fīrz ov Rīdʒel or Altȇr, and ða ðat kām

from ðe Krab wer hȏte red, līk ðe luster ov Antarēz. Ðe

lordz ov Demonland, leniŋ on ðȇr sœrdz, wȏtʃt ðēz

pœrtents for a loŋ ƕīl in silens. Ðen ðe trăveliŋ

meteorz sēst, and ðe stedfȃst starz ʃon lōnle and

serēn. A soft brēz sterd amuŋ ðe ȏlderz and wĭlōz bi

ðe lāk. Ðe lăpiŋ wȏterz lăpiŋ ðe ʃiŋle ʃœr mād a

kwiet tʃūn. A nitingāl in a kŏpīs on a lĭtel hil saŋ so

păʃonāt swēt it sēmd sum spĭrit sĭŋiŋ. Az in a trȃns

ða stʊd and lĭsend, until ðat sĭŋiŋ ended, and a huʃ

fel on wȏter and wʊd and lȏn. Ðen ȏl ðe ēst blāzd up

for an instant wið ʃēt lītniŋz, and þunder grȣld from

ðe ēst beỾond ðe se.


Ðe þunder tʊk form so ðat muzik wȏz in ðe hĕvenz, fĭliŋ

erþ and ski az wið trumpets kȏliŋ tꝏ bătel, ferst hi,

ðen lo, ðen ʃŭderiŋ dȣn tꝏ silens. Dʒus and Brandox

Dahȃ nu it for ðat grāt kȏl tꝏ bătel ƕitʃ had preluded

ðat muzik in ðe dark nīt wĭðȣt her pălās, in Koʃtrȃ

Belorn, ƕen ferst ða stʊd befœr her portal divīn. Ðe

grāt kȏl went agān þrꝏ erþ and ȇr, sȣndiŋ defians;

and in its trān nu vƣsez, gropiŋ in darknes, riziŋ tꝏ

păʃonāt lament, hŏveriŋ, and diiŋ awa on ðe wind, til

nȏt remānd but a rōl ov mŭfeld þunder, loŋ, lo,

kwiet, big wið mĕnās.


Ðe Kwēn ternd tꝏ Lord Dʒus. Ʃūrle her īz wer līk tꝏ

starz ʃiniŋ in ðe glꝏm. Ʃe sed in a drȣnd vƣs, "Ði

perspektīvz, mi lord."


So ðe Lord Dʒus mād a fīr ov sertān spisez and herbz, and

smōk rōz in a þik klȣd fʊl ov fire sparks, wið a swēt

ʃarp smel. And he sed, "Not we, O mi Lade, lest ȣr dezīrz

tʃēt ȣr sensez. But lʊk ðȣ in mi perspektīvz þrꝏ ðe

smōk, and sa untꝏ us ƕȏt ðȣ ʃalt behōld in ðe ēst




beỾond ðe unharvested se."


Ðe Kwēn lʊkt. And ʃe sed, "I behōld a harbor tȣn and a

slŭgiʃ rĭver kŭmiŋ dȣn tꝏ ðe harbor þrꝏ a mēr set

abȣt wið mud flats, and a grāt wāst ov fen stretʃiŋ

inland from ðe se. Inland, bi ðe rĭver sīd, I behōld a

grāt bluf standiŋ abuv ðe fenz. And wȏlz abȣt ðe bluf,

az it wer a sĭtadel. And ðe bluf and ðe wȏld hōld pertʃt

ðaron ar blak līk ōld nīt, and līk þrōnd inikwite

sĭtiŋ in ðe plās ov pȣer, darkeniŋ ðe dezolaʃon ov ðat

fen."


Dʒus sed, "Ar ðe wȏlz þrōn dȣn? Or iz not ðe grāt

rȣnd tȣer sȣþ-westword þrōn dȣn in ruin aþwort ðe

wȏlz?"


Ʃe sed, "Ȏl iz ƕōl and sȣnd az ðe wȏlz ov ðīn ōn

kȃsel, mi lord."


Dʒus sed, "Tern ðe kristal, O Kwēn, ðat ðȣ māst se

wĭðin ðe wȏlz if ĕne personz be ðarin, and tel us ðȇr

ʃāp and semiŋ."


Ðe Kwēn wȏz silent for a spās, gaziŋ ernestle in ðe

kristal. Ðen ʃe sed, "I se a bankwet hȏl wið wȏlz ov

dark grēn dʒasper spĕkeld wið red, and a măse kornīs bœrn

up bi dʒiants þre-hĕded karvd in blak serpentīn; and ētʃ

dʒiant iz bȣd benēþ ðe wāt ov a hūdʒ krab-fiʃ. Ðe hȏl

iz sĕven-sided. Tꝏ loŋ tabelz ðȇr be and a kros-bentʃ.

Ðȇr be īrn brazeerz in ðe midst ov ðe hȏl and flambƣz

berniŋ in silver standz, and rĕvelerz kwȏfiŋ at ðe loŋ

tabelz. Sum dark yuŋ men blak ov brȣ and grāt ov dʒȏ,

mōst sōldʒer-līk, brŭðerz mahap. Anŭðer wið ðem, rŭde ov

kȣntenans and kīndleer tꝏ lʊk on, wið loŋ brȣn

mʊstȃʃeōz. Anŭðer ðat wareþ a brazen berne and se-grēn

kertel; an ōld man he, wið spars gra ƕiskerz and flăbe

tʃēks; fat and unwēlde; not a kumle ōld man tꝏ lʊk ŭpon."


Ʃe sēst spekiŋ, and Dʒus sed, "Ƕꝏm sēst ðȣ els in

ðe bankwet hȏl, O Kwēn?"


Ʃe sed, "Ðe flȇr ov ðe flambƣz hideþ ðe kros-bentʃ. I

wil tern ðe kristal agān. Nȣ I behōld tꝏ divertiŋ

ðemselvz wið dīs at ðe tabel befœr ðe kros-bentʃ. Wun

iz wel-lʊkiŋ enuf, wel nit, ov a nobel pœrt, wið kerle

brȣn hȇr and bērd and kēn īz līk a salor. Ðe ŭðer

semeþ yunger in yērz, yunger ðan ĕne ov u, mi lordz. He

iz smꝏð ʃāvd, ov a freʃ komplekʃon and fȇr kerliŋ hȇr,

and hiz brȣ iz rēðd wið a festal garland. A mōst big

brȏd stroŋ and sēmle yuŋ man. Yet iz ðȇr a sumƕȏt

makeþ me il at ēz behōldiŋ him; and for ȏl hiz fȇr




kȣntenans and rƣal bariŋ he semeþ displeziŋ in mīn

īz.


"Ðȇr iz a dămozel ðȇr tꝏ, wȏtʃiŋ ðem ƕīl ða pla.

Ʃoile drest ʃe iz, and haþ sum bute. Yet skȇrs kan I

komend her--" and, il at ēz on a sŭden, ðe Kwēn sŭdenle

pʊt dȣn ðe kristal.


Ðe i ov Lord Brandox Dahȃ twinkeld, but he kept silens.

Lord Dʒus sed, "Mœr, I entrēt ðe, O Kwēn, ȇr ðe rēk be

gon and ðe vĭʒon fād. If ðis be ȏl wĭðin ðe bankwet

hȏl, sēst ðȣ nȏt wĭðȣt?"


Kwēn Sofonizbȃ lʊkt agān, and in a ƕīl sed, "Ðȇr iz a

tĕrās fasiŋ tꝏ ðe west under ðe ĭner wȏl ov ðat

fortres ov ōld nīt, and wȏkiŋ on it in ðe tortʃlīt a

man krȣnd līk a Kiŋ. Vĕre tȏl he iz: lēn ov bŏde, and

loŋ ov lim. He wareþ a blak dublet bĕdizend ōr wið

dimondz, and hiz krȣn iz in ðe fĭgūr ov a krab-fiʃ, and

ðe dʒuelz ðarov ȣt-fās ðe sun in splendor. But skȇrs

ma I mark hiz apărel for lʊkiŋ on ðe fās ov him, ƕitʃ iz

mœr tĕribel ðan ðe fās ov ĕne man ðat ĕver I sȏ. And ðe

ƕōl aspekt ov ðe man iz fʊl ov darknes and pȣer and

tĕror and stern komȃnd, ðat spĭrits from belo erþ must

trembel at and dꝏ hiz bĭdiŋ."


Dʒus sed, "Hĕven forfend ðat ðis ʃʊd prꝏv but a swēt

and gōlden drēm, and we wāk tꝏ-moro tꝏ fīnd it flōn."


"Ðȇr wȏkeþ wið him," sed ðe Kwēn, "in intimāt

konvers, az ov a servant tȏkiŋ tꝏ hiz lord, wun wið a loŋ

blak bērd kerle az ðe ʃēps wʊl and glŏse az ðe ravenz

wiŋ. Pāl he iz az ðe mꝏn in dalīt ȣrz, slender, wið

fīn-kut fētʃūrz and grāt dark īz, and hiz nōz hʊkt līk

a repiŋ-hʊk; dʒentel-lʊkiŋ and mĕlankole-lʊkiŋ, yet

nobel."


Lord Brandox Dahȃ sed, "Sēst ðȣ nun, O Kwēn, in ðe

lodʒiŋz ðat be in ðe ēstern gălere abuv ðe ĭner kœrt

ov ðe pălās?"


Ðe Kwēn ȃnserd, "I se a lofte bed-tʃāmber huŋ wið ăras.

It iz dark, sāv for tꝏ brȃntʃiŋ kandelstiks ov līts

berniŋ befœr a grāt mĭror. I se a lade standiŋ befœr ðe

mĭror, krȣnd wið a kwēnz krȣn ov perpel ămĕþists on her

dēp hȇr ðat haþ ðe kŭlor ov ðe tipmost tuŋz ov a

flām. A man kŭmeþ þrꝏ ðe dœr behīnd her, partiŋ ðe

hĕve hăŋiŋz left and rīt. A big man he iz, and lʊkeþ

līk a kiŋ, in hiz grāt wʊlf-skin mantel and hiz kertel ov

rŭset velvet wið ornaments ov gōld. Hiz bȏld hed set abȣt




wið grĭzeld kerlz and hiz bʊʃe bērd flekt wið gra spēk

him sumþiŋ pȃst hiz prīm; but ðe līt ov ūþ bernz in

hiz eger īz and ðe vĭgor ov ūþ iz in hiz tred. Ʃe

terneþ tꝏ grēt him. Tȏl ʃe iz, and yuŋ ʃe iz, and

butifʊl, and prȣd-fāst, and swēt-fāst, and mōst

gălant-harted tꝏ, and mĕre ov hart tꝏ, if her lʊks beli

her not."


Kwēn Sofonizbȃ kŭverd her īz, saiŋ, "Mi lordz, I se no

mœr. Ðe kristal kerdelz wĭðin līk fōm in a ƕerlpꝏl under

a hi fœrs in rane wĕðer. Mīn īz gro sœr wið

wȏtʃiŋ. Let us ro bak, for ðe nīt iz far spent and I am

were."


But Dʒus stād her and sed, "Let me drēm yet ăƕīl. Ðe

dŭbel pĭlar ov ðe werld, ðat member ðarov ƕitʃ we, blīnd

instruments ov inskrutabel Hĕven, did ʃăter, restœrd agān?

From ðis tīm fœrþ tꝏ māntān, I and he, hiz and mīn,

ādʒles and deþles for ĕver, for ĕver ȣr hi kontenʃon

ƕĕðer he or we ʃʊd be grāt mȃsterz ov ȏl ðe erþ? If

ðis be but fantomz, O Kwēn, ðȣst tīst us tꝏ ðe vĕre

hart ov bĭternes. Ðis we kʊd hav mist, unsēn and

ŭnimadʒīnd: but not nȣ. Yet hȣ wer it pŏsibel ðe Godz

ʃʊd relent and ðe yērz retern?"


But ðe Kwēn spāk, and her vƣs wȏz līk ðe fȏliŋ ʃādz

ov eveniŋ, pulsiŋ wið hĭden splendor, az ov a sens ov

wakeniŋ starlīt alīv behīnd ðe fadiŋ blu. "Ðis Kiŋ,"

ʃe sed, "in ðe wĭkednes ov hiz impeȣs prīd did wȇr on

hiz þum ðe līknes ov ðat werm Ꝏroboros, az mutʃ az tꝏ

sa hiz kiŋdom ʃʊd nĕver end. Yet wȏz he, ƕen ðe

apƣnted ȣr did kum, þunderd dȣn intꝏ ðe depþs ov

Hel. And if nȣ he be rāzd agān and hiz dāz kontĭnūd,

tiz not for hiz vertʃu but for yor sāk, mi lordz, ƕꝏm ðe

Ȏlmite Godz dꝏ luv. Ðȇrfœr I pra u pozes yor harts

ăƕīl wið humĭlite befœr ðe mōst hi Godz, and spēk no

unprŏfitabel werdz. Let us ro bak."


****


Dȏn kām gōlden-fingerd, but ðe lordz ov Demonland la aloŋ

abed ȃfter ðȇr wȏtʃ in ðe nīt. Abȣt ðe þerd ȣr

befœr nꝏn, ðe prĕzens wȏz fild in ðe hi prĕzens

tʃāmber, and ðe þre breðren sat ŭpon ðȇr þrōnz, az fœr

yērz ago ða sat, betwēn ðe gōlden hĭpogrifs, and besīd

ðem wer þrōnz set for Kwēn Sofonizbȃ and Lord Brandox

Dahȃ. Ȏl els ov bute and splendor in Galiŋ Kȃsel had ðe

Kwēn beheld, but not til nȣ ðis prĕzens tʃāmber; and mutʃ

ʃe marveld at its matʃles butēz and raritēz, ðe

hăŋiŋz and ðe karviŋz on ðe wȏlz, ðe fȇr piktʃūrz, ðe




lamps ov mꝏnstōn and eskarbunkel self-efuldʒent, ðe monsterz

on ðe fœr-and-twente pĭlarz, karvd in prĕʃȣs stōnz so

grāt ðat tꝏ men mīt skȇrs serkel ðem wið ðȇr armz,

and ðe konstelaʃonz berniŋ in ðat fermament ov lăpis

lăʒule belo ðe gōlden kănope. And ƕen ða drank untꝏ Lord

Dʒus ðe kup ov glœre tꝏ be, wĭʃiŋ him loŋ yērz and dʒƣ and

grātnes for ĕver mœr, ðe Kwēn tʊk a lĭtel sĭðern

saiŋ, "O mi lord, I wil siŋ a sŏnet tꝏ ðe and tꝏ u mi

lordz and tꝏ se-gert Demonland." So saiŋ, ʃe smōt ðe

striŋz, and saŋ in ðat kristal vƣs ov herz, so tru and

dĕlikāt ðat ȏl ðat wer in ðat hȏl wer răviʃt bi its

bute:


𝑆ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝐼 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑝𝑎𝑟𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑎 𝑆𝑢𝑚𝑚𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝑑𝑎𝑦?

𝑇ℎ𝑜𝑢 𝑎𝑟𝑡 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑙𝑜𝑣𝑒𝑙𝑦 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑚𝑜𝑟𝑒 𝑡𝑒𝑚𝑝𝑒𝑟𝑎𝑡𝑒:

𝑅𝑜𝑢𝑔ℎ 𝑤𝑖𝑛𝑑𝑒𝑠 𝑑𝑜 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑘𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑑𝑎𝑟𝑙𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑏𝑢𝑑𝑠 𝑜𝑓 𝑀𝑎𝑖𝑒,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑆𝑜𝑚𝑚𝑒𝑟𝑠 𝑙𝑒𝑎𝑠𝑒 ℎ𝑎𝑡ℎ 𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑡𝑜𝑜 𝑠ℎ𝑜𝑟𝑡 𝑎 𝑑𝑎𝑡𝑒:

𝑆𝑜𝑚𝑒𝑡𝑖𝑚𝑒 𝑡𝑜𝑜 ℎ𝑜𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑒𝑦𝑒 𝑜𝑓 ℎ𝑒𝑎𝑣𝑒𝑛 𝑠ℎ𝑖𝑛𝑒𝑠,

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑜𝑓𝑡𝑒𝑛 𝑖𝑠 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑔𝑜𝑙𝑑 𝑐𝑜𝑚𝑝𝑙𝑒𝑥𝑖𝑜𝑛 𝑑𝑖𝑚𝑛'𝑑;

𝐴𝑛𝑑 𝑒𝑣𝑒𝑟𝑦 𝑓𝑎𝑖𝑟𝑒 𝑓𝑟𝑜𝑚 𝑓𝑎𝑖𝑟𝑒 𝑠𝑜𝑚𝑒-𝑡𝑖𝑚𝑒 𝑑𝑒𝑐𝑙𝑖𝑛𝑒𝑠,

𝐵𝑦 𝑐ℎ𝑎𝑛𝑐𝑒 𝑜𝑟 𝑛𝑎𝑡𝑢𝑟𝑒𝑠 𝑐ℎ𝑎𝑛𝑔𝑖𝑛𝑔 𝑐𝑜𝑢𝑟𝑠𝑒 𝑢𝑛𝑡𝑟𝑖𝑚'𝑑;

𝐵𝑢𝑡 𝑡ℎ𝑦 𝑒𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑛𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑆𝑜𝑚𝑚𝑒𝑟 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑛𝑜𝑡 𝑓𝑎𝑑𝑒

𝑁𝑜𝑟 𝑙𝑜𝑜𝑠𝑒 𝑝𝑜𝑠𝑠𝑒𝑠𝑠𝑖𝑜𝑛 𝑜𝑓 𝑡ℎ𝑎𝑡 𝑓𝑎𝑖𝑟𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑢 𝑜𝑤'𝑠𝑡;

𝑁𝑜𝑟 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝐷𝑒𝑎𝑡ℎ 𝑏𝑟𝑎𝑔 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑢 𝑤𝑎𝑛𝑑𝑟'𝑠𝑡 𝑖𝑛 ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑠ℎ𝑎𝑑𝑒,

𝑊ℎ𝑒𝑛 𝑖𝑛 𝑒𝑡𝑒𝑟𝑛𝑎𝑙𝑙 𝑙𝑖𝑛𝑒𝑠 𝑡𝑜 𝑡𝑖𝑚𝑒 𝑡ℎ𝑜𝑢 𝑔𝑟𝑜𝑤'𝑠𝑡:

𝑆𝑜 𝑙𝑜𝑛𝑔 𝑎𝑠 𝑚𝑒𝑛 𝑐𝑎𝑛 𝑏𝑟𝑒𝑎𝑡ℎ, 𝑜𝑟 𝑒𝑦𝑒𝑠 𝑐𝑎𝑛 𝑠𝑒𝑒,

𝑆𝑜 𝑙𝑜𝑛𝑔 𝑙𝑖𝑣𝑒𝑠 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑠, 𝑎𝑛𝑑 𝑡ℎ𝑖𝑠 𝑔𝑖𝑣𝑒𝑠 𝑙𝑖𝑓𝑒 𝑡𝑜 𝑡ℎ𝑒𝑒.


Ƕen ʃe had dun, Lord Dʒus rōz up vĕre nōble and kist her

hand, saiŋ, "O Kwēn Sofonizbȃ, fosterliŋ ov ðe Godz,

ʃām us not wið prazez ðat be tꝏ hi for mortal men. For

wel ðȣ nōst ƕȏt þiŋ alōn mīt briŋ us kontent. And

tiz not tꝏ be þȏt ðat ðat ƕitʃ wȏz sēn at Mꝏnmēr

Hed lȃst nīt wȏz vĕre trūþ indēd, but rȃðer ðe drēm ov

a nīt vĭʒon."


But Kwēn Sofonizbȃ ȃnserd and sed, "Mi Lord Dʒus,

blasfēm not ðe bȣnte ov ðe blĕsed Godz, lest Ða be

angre and wiðdrȏ it, Ƕꝏ hav grȃnted untꝏ u ov Demonland

from ðis da fœrþ ūþ ĕverlȃstiŋ and unwaniŋ streŋþ and

skil in armz, and--but hark!" ʃe sed, for a trumpet sȣnded

at ðe gāt, þre strident blȃsts.


At ðe sȣnd ov ðat trumpet blōn, ðe lordz Gōldre and

Spitfīr spraŋ from ðȇr sēts, klăpiŋ hand tꝏ sœrd. Lord

Dʒus stʊd līk a stag at gāz. Lord Brandox Dahȃ sat stil in




hiz gōlden tʃȇr, skȇrs tʃāndʒiŋ hiz pōz ov ēzfʊl grās.

But ȏl hiz frām sēmd alīt wið akʃon nēr tꝏ berþ, az

ðe aktīv prinsipel ov līt pulsez and grōz in ðe ski at

sunrīz. He lʊkt at ðe Kwēn, hiz īz fild wið a wīld

sermīz. A serviŋ man, obēdʒent tꝏ Dʒŭsez nod, hasend from

ðe tʃāmber.


No sȣnd wȏz ðȇr in ðat hi prĕzens tʃāmber in Galiŋ til

in a mĭnūts spās ðe serviŋ man reternd wið starteld

kȣntenans, and, bȣiŋ befœr Lord Dʒus, sed, "Lord, it iz

an Ambăsador from Witʃland and hiz trān. He kraveþ prĕzent

ȏdʒens."


ÐE WERM ꝎROBOROS


Argument: wið Dāts


[Dāts Ăno Karsez Kondita. Ðe akʃon ov ðe stœre kŭverz

eksaktle fœr yērz; from ðe 22nd Āpril 399 tꝏ 22nd Āpril 403

A.C.C.]


Yēr A.C.C.


171. Kwēn Sofonizbȃ born in Mornȃ Morunȃ.


187. Gorīs 𝟥. ēt up wið mantikorz beỾond ðe Bhavinan.


188. Mornȃ Morunȃ sakt bi Gorīs 𝟦. Kwēn Sofonizbȃ lodʒd

bi divīn ādʒense in Koʃtrȃ Belorn.


337. Gorīs 𝟩., kundʒuriŋ in Karse, slān bi evil spĭrits.


341. Berþ ov Zeldornyus.


344. Berþ ov Korsus in Tĕnemos.


353. Korund born in Karse.


354. Berþ ov Zenambreȃ, dutʃes tꝏ Korsus.


357. Berþ ov Helterānyus.


360. Vol born at Darklȇrsted in Demonland.




361. Berþ ov Dʒalkanius Fostus.


363. Berþ ov Viz at Darklȇrsted.


364. Gro born in Goblinland at ðe kœrt ov Zādʒe Zakulo, ðe

foster-brŭðer ov Gazlark ðe Kiŋ.


Gazlark born in Zādʒe Zakulo.


366. Laksus, hi Admiral ov Witʃland and ȃfter kiŋ ov

Piksiland, born in Estremerīn.


367. Berþ ov Gălandus in Butene.


369. Zig born at Mĕne Bʊʃez in Amadardāl.


370. Dʒus born at Galiŋ.


371. Gōldre Bluzko born in Galiŋ.


Dekalādʒus, eldest ov ðe sunz ov Korsus, born in Witʃland.


372. Spitfīr born in Galiŋ.


Brandox Dahȃ born in Krŏðeriŋ.


374. Lȃ Firēz born in Norvasp ov Piksiland.


Goreus, sĕkond ov Korsusez sunz, born in Witʃland.


375. Korinyus born in Karse.


376. Prezmirȃ, sister tꝏ ðe Prins Lȃ Firēz, sĕkond wīf tꝏ

Korund, and ȃfter Kwēn ov Impland, born in Norvasp.


379. Berþ ov Hakmon, eldest ov ðe sunz ov Korund.


Mevrean, sister tꝏ Lord Brandox Dahȃ, born in Krŏðeriŋ.


380. Hemiŋ born, sĕkond ov Korundz sunz.


381. Dormānz born, þerd ov Korundz sunz.


382. Berþ ov Viglus, Korundz fœrþ sun, in Karse.


Resedor, Kiŋ ov Goblinland, prĭvile pƣzond bi Korsus:


Gazlark rānz in hiz sted in Zādʒe Zakulo.


Srivȃ, dȏter tꝏ Korsus and Zenambreȃ, born in Karse.


383. Armelīn, kŭzin-dʒerman tꝏ Kiŋ Gazlark, ȃfter betrōðd

and wed tꝏ Gōldre Bluzko, born in Karse.




384. Kargo, yungest ov ðe sunz ov Korund, born in Karse.


388. Goblinland invaded bi ðe Gꝏlz: ðe flīt ȣt ov Zādʒe

Zakulo: Tĕnemos bernt: ðe pȣer ov ðe Gꝏlz kruʃt bi

Korsus.


389. Zeldornyus, Helterānyus, and Dʒalkanius Fostus sent bi

Gazlark wið an armament intꝏ Impland, and ðȇr ensorseld.


390. Ðe Witʃez hăre in Goblinland: ðȇr defēt bi ðe help

ov Demonland on Lormeron fēld: ðe slaiŋ ov Gorīs 𝟣𝟢. bi

Brandox Dahȃ: Korsus taken kaptīv and ʃāmd bi ðe Demonz:

Gro, abandoniŋ ðe Goblin kȏz, dwelz in eksīl at ðe kœrt

ov Witʃland.


393. Lȃ Firēz, besēʒd bi Faks Fa Faz at Lidȃ Nangunȃ in

Ȣter Impland, delĭverd bi ðe Demonz: Gōldre Bluzko repulst

bi Korsus befœr Harkwem.


395. Korund wedz in Norvasp wið ðe Prinses Prezmirȃ.


398. Ðe Gꝏlz berst fœrþ in ŭnimadʒīnd ferŏsite: ðȇr

hăreiŋ in Demonland and berniŋ ov Gōldrēz hȣs at Drĕpabe.


399. Hole wor ov Witʃland, Demonland, Goblinland, and ŭðer

polīt naʃonz agānst ðe Gꝏlz: Laksus, wið ðe kȣntenans

ov hiz mȃster Gorīs 𝟣𝟣. and bi ðe kȣnsel ov Gro, dezerts

wið ȏl hiz flēt in ðe bătel of Kartadzȃ (ēstern sebœrd

ov Demonland): ðe Gꝏlz nĕverðeles overƕelmd bi ðe

Demonz in Kartadzȃ Sȣnd, and ðȇr ƕōl rās eksterminated:

Gorīs 𝟣𝟣. demȃndz hŏmādʒ ov Demonland, răselz wið Gōldre

Bluzko, and iz in ðat enkȣnter slān. Gorīs 𝟣𝟤., renuiŋ

wið hăpeer fortʃūn ðe artifĭʃal praktisez ov Gorīs 𝟩. in

Karse, tāks Gōldre wið a sendiŋ madʒikal: Dʒus and Brandox

Dahȃ, partle strȏt ov ðȇr wits, unadvīzdle go up wið

Gazlark agānst Karse and ar ðȇr klapt up: ðȇr delĭvere

bi ðe ādʒense ov Lȃ Firēz, and retern tꝏ ðȇr ōn kuntre:

Dʒŭsez drēm: ðe kȣnsil in Krŏðeriŋ: ðe ferst ekspedĭʃon

tꝏ Impland. Ðe Kiŋz revendʒ on Piksiland eksekuted bi

Korinyus, and Lȃ Firēz dispozest and drĭven intꝏ eksīl:

Korundz grāt martʃ over Akrȃ Skabranþ, sŭden irupʃon intꝏ

Ȣter Impland, and konkwest ov ðat kuntre: ʃiprek ov ðe

Demon flēt: karnādʒ at Salapantȃ: martʃ ov ðe Demonz intꝏ

Ŭper Impland: ămorȣs kŏmers ov Brandox Dahȃ wið ðe Lade

ov Iʃnān Nemartrȃ, ƕꝏ lāz a wērd ŭpon him: Korund beseʒez

and kaptʃūrz Eʃgrar Ogo: Dʒus and Brandox Dahȃ eskāp akros

ðe Morunȃ and winter bi ðe Bhavinan.




400. Nūz ov Eʃgrar Ogo brȏt tꝏ Karse: Korund ŏnord bi

ðe Kiŋ ðȇrfor wið ðe stīl ov kiŋ ov Impland. Dʒus and

Brandox Dahȃ kros ðe Ʒȃ Pȃs: fīt wið ðe mantikor:

asent ov Koʃtrȃ Pivrarxȃ, entrans intꝏ Koʃtrȃ Belorn, and

entertānment bi Kwēn Sofonizbȃ: Dʒŭsez vĭʒon ov Gōldre

bȣnd on Zorȃ: ðe Kwēnz ferðerans ov ðȇr dezīnz: ðe

hĭpogrif hatʃt besīd ðe Lāk ov Ravare: ðe fatal fŏle

ov Mivarʃ: Dʒus in despīt ov ðe Kwēnz admonĭʃonz ăsāz

Zorȃ Rax on fʊt and kumz wĭðin a lĭtel ov lꝏziŋ hiz līf.

Prezmirȃ Kwēn ov Impland and Laksus kiŋ ov Piksiland krȣnd in

Karse: ðe Kiŋ sendz an ekspedĭʃon tꝏ pʊt dȣn Demonland,

sĕtiŋ Korsus in tʃēf komȃnd ðarov: Laksus defēts Vol bi

se of Lʊkiŋhaven, and Korsus Viz bi land at Krosbe

Ȣtsīks, Viz slān on ðe fēld: kruel and despītfʊl pŏlise

ov Korsus: disenʃonz betwikst him and Gălandus: grāt

reversal ov ðēz dizȃsterz bi Spitfīr, Korsusez arme kut in

pesez bi him on ðe Rāps ov Brimȃ and ðe servivorz besēʒd

in Ȣlswik: diskontent ov ðe arme: Korsus wið hiz ōn handz

merðerz Gălandus in Ȣlswik: tidiŋz brȏt bi Gro tꝏ

Karse: Korsus degraded bi ðe Kiŋ, ƕꝏ komĭʃonz Korinyus az

kiŋ ov Demonland tꝏ retrēv ðe măter: bătel ov Þremnerz

Hu, wið ðe overþro ov Spitfīrz pȣer: Korinyus krȣnd

in Ȣlswik: arest ov Korsus and hiz sunz and ðȇr despatʃ

hōm tꝏ Witʃland.


401. Redukʃon ov ēstern Demonland bi Korinyus, sāv ōnle

Galiŋ ƕitʃ Bremere hōldz wið sĕvente men: Korinyus mꝏvz

west over ðe Stīl: hiz insolent demȃndz tꝏ Mevrean:

miskărādʒ ov Gazlarks ekspedĭʃon tꝏ ðe relēf ov

Krŏðeriŋ, hiz defēt at Orwaþ: mȃsterle retrēt ov Korinyus

from Krŏðeriŋ befœr supereor numberz: hiz ambʊʃiŋ and

destrƣiŋ ov Spitfīrz arme on ðe ʃœrz ov Switʃwȏter:

fȏl ov Krŏðeriŋ and surender ov Mevrean: her eskāp bi ðe

kȣnsel ov Gro, ðe help ov Korundz sunz, and ðe konivans

ov Laksus: her flīt tꝏ Westmark and ðens ēst agān intꝏ

Nĕverdāl: Gro abandonz ðe kȏz ov Witʃland for ðat ov

Demonland: hiz and Mevreanz metiŋ wið Dʒus and Brandox

Dahȃ on ðȇr retern hōm ȃfter tꝏ yērz: revolt ov ðe ēst

and relēf ov Galiŋ: mȃsterle dispozĭʃonz bōþ bi Korinyus

and bi ðe Demonz for a desisīv enkȣnter: bătel ov

Krŏðeriŋ Sīd and ekspulʃon ov ðe Witʃez from Demonland.


402. Sĕkond ekspedĭʃon tꝏ Impland, in ƕitʃ Gazlark and Lȃ

Firēz dʒƣn ðe Demonz, landz at Mūlvȃ on ðe Didornyan Se:

Dʒus, Spitfīr, Brandox Dahȃ, Gro, Zig, and Astar kros ðe

Morunȃ: Dʒŭsez ridiŋ ov ðe hĭpogrif tꝏ Zorȃ Rax and

deliverans ov Gōldre: Laksus sent bi ðe Kiŋ wið an

overƕelmiŋ pȣer ov ʃips tꝏ klōz Melikafkaz Strāts

agānst ðe Demonz on ðȇr hōmword vƣādʒ: bătel of

Melikafkaz: destrukʃon ov ðe Witʃland armȃdȃ: Laksus and Lȃ




Firēz slān: a singel serviviŋ ʃip briŋz ðe tidiŋz tꝏ

Karse: Korund kȏld kaptān dʒĕneral in Karse: găðeriŋ ov ðe

Witʃland armēz and ðȇr subdʒekt ălīz: landiŋ ov ðe

Demonz in ðe sȣþ: parle befœr Karse: ðe Kiŋz worniŋ tꝏ

Dʒus: implăkabel enmite betwēn ðem: sīnz and prognostiks in

ðe hĕvenz: ðe Kiŋz desperāt rezoluʃon if ðe fīt

ʃʊd go agānst him: bătel befœr Karse: slaiŋ ov Gro and

Korund: defēt ov ðe Kiŋz fœrsez: kȣnsil ov wor in Karse,

Korinyus ðe sĕkond tīm kaptān dʒĕneral: Korsus, kȣnseliŋ

surender, fȏlz grātle intꝏ ðe Kiŋz displĕʒūr and iz bi

him ʃāmd and dismist: in despȇr he kumpasez ðe takiŋ

of ov Korinyus and ðe sunz ov Korund, and unhăpile ov hiz

ōn sun tꝏ and hiz dutʃes, bi pƣzon, but iz himself slān bi

Korinyus: blȃstiŋ ov ðe Īrn Tȣer in ðe miskărādʒ ov ðe

Kiŋz lȃst kundʒuriŋ: ðe Demonz enter intꝏ Karse: ðȇr

enkȣnter ðȇr wið Kwēn Prezmirȃ: her tradʒikal end and

triumf: in ȏl ov ƕitʃ iz kompleted ðe fȏl ov ðe empīr

and kiŋdom ov ðe hȣs ov Gorīs in Karse.


403. Kwēn Sofonizbȃ in Demonland: ðe marvel ov marvelz ðat

restœrd ðe werld on Lord Dʒŭsez natal da, ðe þerte-þerd

yēr ov hiz līf in Galiŋ.


Bibleogrăfik Nōt on ðe Versez


TƩAPTER 𝟥


Ðe Funeral derdʒ on Kiŋ Gorīs 𝟣𝟣. Wĭleam Dunbar (lāt 15th

sentʃure) "𝐿𝑎𝑚𝑒𝑛𝑡 𝑓𝑜𝑟 𝑡ℎ𝑒 𝑀𝑎𝑘𝑎𝑟𝑖𝑠: 𝑞𝑢ℎ𝑒𝑛 ℎ𝑒 𝑤𝑒𝑠 𝑠𝑒𝑖𝑘."


Lampꝏn on Gro Epigram in mĕmore ov Wĭleam Păre, "a kăpital

trator," eksekuted for trezon in 1584: kwoted bi Holinʃt.


TƩAPTER 𝟦


Prŏfese konserniŋ ðe lȃst þre Kiŋz ov ðe hȣs ov Gorīs

in Karse ----


TƩAPTER 𝟩


Soŋ in prāz ov Prezmirȃ Tŏmas Karu (1598-1639).


Korundz Soŋ ov ðe Tʃīn "An Antidōt agānst Mĕlankole"

(1661).




Korsusez "Ƕĕnȇr I bib ðe wīn dȣn" Anakreontȃ 𝟤𝟧.;

transl. from ðe Grēk, E. R. E.


Korsusez ŭðer dĭtēz From ðe "Roksberg Băladz" (kolekted

1774).


TƩAPTER 𝟫


Mivarʃez stāvz on Salapantȃ Hĕrik (1591-1674),

"Hespĕridēz."


TƩAPTER 𝟣𝟧


Prezmirȃz soŋ ov Lŭverz Don (1573-1631)


Korinyusez luv dĭte: "Ƕȏt an As iz he" "Mĕre Drolere"

(1691).


Korinyusez soŋ on hiz Mistres Ibid.


TƩAPTER 𝟣𝟨


Laksusez Serenād Anakreontȃ 𝟤.; transl. from ðe Grēk, E. R.

E.


TƩAPTER 𝟣𝟩


Martʃ ov Korsusez vĕteranz ----


TƩAPTER 𝟤𝟤


Mevreanz bălad ov ðe Ravenz Ōld Bălad: "Ðe Þre Ravenz."


TƩAPTER 𝟤𝟦


Mevreanz kwotaʃon on ðe azbeston stōn. Rŏbert Grēn

(1560-92), "Alfonsus, Kiŋ ov Ăragon."


TƩAPTER 𝟥𝟢


Grōz serenād tꝏ Prezmirȃ. Ser Henre Wŏton (1568-1639),

versez tꝏ Elĭzabeþ, Kwēn ov Bohemeȃ.


TƩAPTER 𝟥𝟣


Prŏfese konserniŋ kundʒuriŋ ----


TƩAPTER 𝟥𝟥




Līnz kwoted bi Kwēn Sofonizbȃ on ðe fȏl ov Witʃland

Webster (bĕgĭniŋ ov 17th sentʃure); "Ðe Dutʃes ov Malfe,"

Akt 𝟧. 𝟧.


Kwēn Sofonizbȃz Sŏnet Ʃākspēr, Sŏnet 𝟣𝟪.


Ðe tekst hēr printed ov Wŏtonz poem iz ðat ov "Relikwea

Wŏtonyȃna," 1st ed., 1651, ĕdited bi Izȃk Wȏlton; eksept

ðat I red (wið ðe erleer teksts) 1. 5 Mꝏn, 1. 8 Păʃonz,

1. 16 Prinses, insted ov Sun, Vƣsez, Mistris ov ðe 1651

edĭʃon.


Ʃākspērz Sŏnet iz from ðe Kworto ov 1609.


Ðe păsādʒ from NỾȃlz Sȃgȃ in ðe Indukʃon iz kwoted from

ðe lāt Ser Dʒordʒ Dasents klăsik trȃnzlaʃon.


[End ov Ðe Werm Ꝏroboros, bi E. R. Ĕdison]



