The Enchanted Forest

By George MacDondd

The trees, which were far gpat where | entered, giving free passage to level rays of the sun,
closed repidly as | advanced, so that ere long their crowded stems barred the sunlight out,
forming as it were a thick grating between me and the east. | seemed to be advancing towards a
second midnight. In the midst of the intervening twilight, however, before | entered wha
appeared to be the darkest portion of the forest, | saw a country maiden coming towards me from
its very depths. She did not seem to observe me, for she was gpparently intent upon a bunch of
wild flowers which she carried in her hand. | could hardly see her face, for, though she came
right towards me, she never looked up. But when we met, insead of passng, she turned and
waked dongsde of me for a few yards, gill keeping her face downwards, and bused with her
flowers. She spoke rapidly, however, dl the time, in a low tone, as if taking to hersdf, but
evidently addressing the purport of her words to me. She seemed afraid of being observed by
some lurking foe. ‘Trust the Oak,” said she; ‘trust the Oak, and the EIm, and the greast Beech.
Take care of the Birch, for though she is honest, she is too young not to be changeable. But shun
the Ash and the Alder; for the Ash is an ogre—you will know him by his thick fingers and the
Alder will smother you with her web of hair, if you let her near you & night.” All this was uttered
without pause or dteration of tone. Then she turned suddenly and left me, waking dill with the
same unchanging gait. | could not conjecture what she meant, but satisfied mysdf with thinking
that it would be time enough to find out her meaning when there was need to make use of her
warning; and that the occasion would reved the admonition. . .

Before noon, | fancied | saw a thin blue smoke risng amongst the stems of larger trees in front
of me; and soon | came to an open spot of ground in which stood a little cottage, so built that the
dems of four great trees formed its corners, while their branches met and intertwined over its
roof, hegping a great cloud of leaves over it, up towards the heavens. | wondered at finding a
human dweling in this neghbourhood; and yet it did not look dtogether human, though
aufficiently 0 to encourage me to expect some sort of food. Seeing no door, | went round to the
other sde, and there | found one, wide open. A woman sat beside it, preparing some vegetables
for dinner. This was homely and comforting. As | came near, she looked up, and seeing me,
showed no surprise, but bent her head again over her work, and said in alow tone:

‘Did you see my daughter?

‘I believel did, sad I. ‘Can you give me something to eet, for | am very hungry.’

‘With pleasure’ she replied, in the same tone ‘but do not say anything more, till you come
into the house, for the Ash iswatching us’

Having sad this, she rose and led the way mo the cottage; which, | now saw, was built of the
gems of smdl trees sat closdly together, and was furnished with rough chars and tables, from
which even the bark had not been removed. . .

Here she placed some bread and some milk before me, with a kindly apology for the
homeliness of the fare, with which, however, 1 was in no humour to quarrd. | now thought it
timeto try to get some explanation of the strange words both of her daughter and hersdlf.

“What did you mean by speaking so about the Ash?

She rose and looked out of the little window. My eyes followed her; but as the window was too
gndl to dlow anything to be seen from where | was gtting, | rose and looked over her shoulder.



| had just tune to see, across the open space, on the edge of the denser forest, a single large ash
tree, whose foliage showed bluish, amidst the truer green of the other trees around t; when she
pushed me back with an expresson of impatience and terror, and then dmost shut out the light
from the window by setting up alarge old book init.

‘In generd,” said she, recovering her composure, ‘there is no danger in the daytime, for then he
is sound adeep; but there is something unusua going on in the woods, there must be some
solemnity among the fairies tonight, for dl the trees are redtless, and dthough they cannot come
awake, they see and hear in their deep.’

‘But what danger is to be dreaded from him?

Ingtead of answering the question, she went again to the window and looked out, saying she
feared the fairies would be interrupted by foul wesather, for a storm was brewing in the west.

*And the sooner it grows dark, the sooner the Ash will be awake,” added she. . .

At thisingant, agrey cat rushed in like ademon, and disgppeared in ahole in thewall.

‘There, | told you!” said the woman.

‘But what of the ashrtree? said I, returning once more to the subject. Here, however, the young
woman, whom | had met in the morning, entered. A smile passed between the mother and
daughter; and then the latter began to help her mother in little household duties.

‘I should like to stay here till the evening,’ | said; ‘and then go on my journey, if you will dlow
me.’

“You are welcome to do as you please; only it might be better to stay dl night, than risk the
dangers of the wood then. Where are you going?

‘Nay, that | do not know, | replied; ‘but | wish to see dl that is to be seen, and therefore |
should like to start just at sundown.’

“You are a bold youth, if you have any idea of what you are daring; but a rash one, if you know
nothing about it; and, excuse me, you do not seem very well informed about the country and its
manners. However, no one comes here but for some reason, either known to himsdf or to those
who have charge of him; so you shdl do just asyou wish!

Accordingly | sat down, and feding rather tired, and disnclined for further talk, | asked leave
to look at the old book which ill screened the window. The woman brought it to me directly,
but not before taking another look towards the forest, and then drawing a white blind over the
window. | sat down opposite to it by the table, on which | laid the great old volume, and read. It
contained many wondrous tades of Fairy Land, and olden times, and the Knights of King
Arthur’'s table. | read on and on, till the shades of the afternoon began to deegpen; for in the midst
of the forest it gloomed earlier than in the open country . . .

Here a low hurried cry from my hostess caused me to look up from the book, and | read no
more,

‘Look therel’ she said; ‘look at hisfingers’

Just as | had been reading in the book, the setting sun was shining through a cleft in the clouds
piled up in the west; and a shadow as of a large distorted hand, with thick knobs and humps on
the fingers, so tha it was much wider across the fingers than across the undivided part of the
hand, passed dowly over the little blind, and then as dowly returned in the opposite direction.

‘Heis amost awake, mother; and greedier than usud tonight.’

“Hush, child; you need not make him more angry with us than he is, for you do not know how
soon something may happen to oblige usto be in the forest after nightfal.’

‘But you arein the forest,” said I; ‘how isit that you are safe here?



‘He dares not come nearer than he is now, she replied; ‘for any of those four oaks, at the
corners of our cottage, would tear him to pieces they are our friends. But he stands there and
makes awful faces at us sometimes, and dretches out his long arms and fingers, and tries to kill
us with fright; for, indeed, that is his favourite way of doing. Pray, keep out of his way
tonight.”. . .

The woman and | continued the conversaion for a few minutes longer. . . But now the
daughter returned with the news, that the Ash had just gone away in a south-westerly direction;
and, as my course seemed to lie eastward, she hoped | should be in no danger of meeting him if |
departed at once. . .

By this time, my hostess was quite anxious that | should be gone. So, with warm thanks for
their hospitdity, | took my leave, and went my way through the little garden towards the fore<t...

Here and there, whole mighty trees glowed with an emitted phosphorescent light. You could
trace the very course of the great roots in the earth by the faint light that came through; and every
twig, and every vein on every leaf was astresk of paefire.

All this time, as | went on through the wood, | was haunted with the feding that other shapes,
more like my own in Sze and mien, were moving about a a little distance on al sdes of me. But
as yet | could discern none of them, athough the moon was high enough to send a grest many of
her rays down between the trees, and these rays were unusudly bright, and sght-giving,
notwithstanding she was only a haf-moon. . .

Soon a vague sense of discomfort possessed me. With variations of rdief, this gradudly
increased; as if some evil thing were wandering about in my neighbourhood, sometimes nearer
and sometimes further off, but sill gpproaching.. .At length the thought crossed my mind with
horror: ‘Can it be possble that the Ash is looking for me? or that, in his nightly wanderings, his
path is gradudly verging towards mine? | comforted mysdf, however, by remembering that he
had dtarted quite in another direction; one that would lead him, if he kept it, far apat from me;
especidly as, for the lagt two or three hours, | had been diligently journeying esstward. | kept on
my way, therefore, striving by direct effort of the will againgt the encroaching fear. . . To add to
my digress, the clouds in the west had risen nearly to the top of the skies, and they and the moon
were travelling dowly towards each other. Indeed, some of ther advanced guard had aready met
her, and she had begun to wade through a filmy vapour that gradualy deepened. At length she
was for a moment amost entirdy obscured. When she shone out again, with a brilliancy
increased by the cortradt, | saw plainly on the path before me—from around which at this spot
the trees receded, leaving a smal space of green sward—the shadow of a large hand, with knotty
joints and protuberances here and there. Especidly | remarked, even in the midst of ny fear, the
bulbous points of the finger. |1 looked hurriedly al round, but could see nothing from which such
a shadow should fdl . . . I looked, and peered, and intensfied my vison, dl to no purpose. |
could see nothing of that kind, not even an ashtree in the neighbourhood. Still the shadow
remained; not seady, but moving to and fro; and once | saw the fingers close, and grind
themsdves dose, like the daws of a wild animd, as if in uncontrollable longing for some
anticipated prey. There seemed but one mode left of discovering the substance of this shadow. |
went forward boldly, though with an inward shudder which | would not heed, to the spot where
the shadow lay, threw mysdf on the ground, lad my head within the form of the hand, and
turned my eyes towards the moon. Good heavens! what did | see? | wonder that ever | arose, and
that the very shadow of the hand did not hold me where | lay until fear had frozen my brain. |
saw the drangest figure; vague, shadowy, amost trangparent, in the centrd parts, and gradudly
deepening in substance towards the outside, until it ended in extremities capable of casting such



a shadow as fdl from the hand through the awful fingers of which | now saw the moon. The
hand was uplifted in the attitude of a paw about to drike its prey. But the face, which throbbed
with fluctuating and pulsstory vishility—not from changes in the light it reflected, but from
changes in its own conditions of reflecting power, the dterations being from within, not from
without—it was horrible. | do not know how to describe it. It caused a new sensation. Just as one
cannot trandate a horrible odour, or a ghastly pain, or a fearful sound, into words, so | cannot
describe this new form of awful hideousness. | can only try to describe ®mething thet is not it,
but seems somewhat pardld to it; or a least is suggested by it. It reminded me of what | had
heard of vampires, for the face resembled that of a corpse more than anything ese | can think of,
epecialy when | can concelve such a face in motion but not suggesting any life as the source of
the motion. The features were rather handsome than otherwise, except the mouth, which had
scacdy a curve in it. The lips were of equd thickness but the thickness was not a dl
remarkable, even dthough they looked dightly swollen. . . But the most awful of the fegtures
were the eyes. These were dive, yet not with life. They seemed lighted up with an infinite greed.
A gnawing voracity, which devoured the devourer, seemed to be the indwelling and propeling
power of the whole ghadtly apparition. | lay for a fewv moments smply imbruted with terror;
when another cloud, obscuring the moon, ddivered me from the immediately pardysng effects
of the presence to the vison of the object of horror, while it added the force of imagination to the
power of fear within me; inasmuch as, knowing far worse cause for apprehenson than before, |
remained equaly ignorant from what | had to defend mysdf, or how to take any precautions. he
might be upon me in the darkness any moment. | sprang to my feet, and sped | knew not whither,
only away from the spectre. | thought no longer of the path, and often narrowly escaped dashing
mysdf againg atres, in my headlong flight of feer.

Great drops of rain began to patter on the leaves. Thunder began to mutter, then growl in the
digance. | ran on. The rain fdl heavier. . . | sprang forward, sung to yet wilder speed; but had
not run many steps before my foot dipped, and, vainly attempting to recover mysdf, | fel at the
foot of one of the large trees. Haf-stunned, | yet raised mysdf, and dmost involuntarily looked
back. All | saw was the hand within three feet of my face. But, a the same moment, | fdt two
large soft arms thrown round me from behind; and a voice like a woman's said: ‘Do not fear the
goblin; he dares not hurt you now.” With that, the hand was suddenly withdrawn as from a fire,
and disappeared in the darkness and the rain. Overcome with the mingling of terror and joy, | lay
for some time amog insengble. The firgt thing | remember is the sound of a voice above me,
full and low, and drangdly reminding me of the sound of a gentle wind amids the leaves of a
great tree. It murmured over and over again: ‘I may love him, | may love him; for he is a man,
and | am only a beech-tree’ | found | was seated on the ground, leaning against a human form,
and supported 4ill by the arms around me, which | knew to be those of a woman who must be
rather above the human sze, and largely proportioned. | turned my head, but without moving
otherwise, for | feared lest the ams should untwine themsdves, and clear, somewhat mournful
eyes met mine. At least that is how they impressed me; but | could see very little of colour or
outline as we sa in the dark and rainy shadow of the tree. The face seemed very lovely, and
solemn from its dillness; with the aspect of one who is quite content, but waiting for something.
| saw my conjecture from her arms was correct: she was above the human scale throughout, but
not grestly.

“Why do you cdl yoursdf abeech-tree? | said.

‘Because | am one,” shereplied, in the same low, musica, murmuring voice.

“You areawoman,’ | returned.



‘Do you think so? Am | very like awoman then?

“You are avery beautiful woman. Isit possible you should not know it?

‘I am vey glad you think so. | fancy | fed like a woman sometimes | do so tonight—and
adways when the rain drips from my hair. For there is an old prophecy in our woods that one day
we shdl dl be men and women like you. Do you know anything about it in your region? Shdl |
be very happy when lam a woman? | fear not; for it is aways in nights like these that | fed like
one. But | long to be awoman for dl that.

| had let her tak on, for her voice was like a solution d al musica sounds. | now told her that
| could hardly say whether women were happy or not. | knew one who had not been happy; and
for my part, | had often longed for Faryland, as she now longed for the world of men. But then
neither of us had lived long, and perhaps people grew happier as they grew older. Only | doubted
it. I could not help sghing. She fdt the sgh, for her ams were ill round me. She asked me how
old | was.

‘“Twenty-one,” said .

‘Why, you baby!" said she; and kissed me with the sveetest kiss of winds and odours. There
was a cool fathfulness in the kiss that revived my heat wonderfully. | fet that | feared the
dreadful Ash no more.

‘What did the horrible Ash want with me? | said.

‘I am not quite sure, but | think he wants to bury you at the foot of his tree. But he shdl not
touch you, my child.’

‘Are dl the ash-trees as dreadful as he?

‘Oh, no. They are dl disagreeable sdfish crestures—(what horrid men they will make, if it be
truel) but this one has a hole in his heart that nobody knows of but one or two; and he is dways
trying to fill it up, but he cannot. That must be what he wanted you for. | wonder if he will ever
be amean. If heis, | hope they will kill him.’

‘How kind of you to save me from him!’

‘I will take care that he shal not come near you again. But there are some in the wood more
like me, from whom, adasl | cannot protect you. Only if you see any of them very beautiful, try to
walk round them.’

‘What then?

‘I cannot tel you more. But now | must tie some of my har about you, and then the Ash will
not touch you. Here, cut some off. Y ou men have strange cutting things about you.’

She shook her long hair loose over me, never moving her arms.

‘1 cannot cut your beautiful hair. 1t would be a shame.’

‘Not cut my har! It will have grown long enough before any is wanted again in this wild
forest. Perhaps it may never be of any use again—not till | an awoman.” And she sSighed.

As gently as | could, | cut with a knife a long tress of flowing, dark hair, she hanging her
beautiful head over me. When | had finished, she shuddered and bresthed deep, as one does
when an acute pan, Seadfastly endured without sign of suffering, is a length relaxed. She then
took the hair and tied it round me, sSnging a strange sweet song, which | could not understand,
but which left in me afeding like this-

| saw thee n€ er before;

| seethee never more;

But love, and help, and pain, beautiful one,
Have made thee mine, till dl my years are done.



| cannot put more of it into words. She closed her arms about me again, and went on singing. The
ran in the leaves, and a light wind that had arisen, kept her song company. | was wrapt in a
trance of dill ddight. It told me the secret of the woods, and the flowers, and the birds. At one
time | fdt as if | was wandering in childhood through sunny spring foredts, over carpets of
primroses, anemones, and little white darry things—| had amost said, crestures, and finding
new wonderful flowers a every turn. At another, | lay hdf dreaming in the hot summer noon,
with a book of old tales beside me, beneath a great beech; or, in autumn, grew sad because | trod
on the leaves that had sheltered me, and received their last blessing in the sweet odours of decay;
or, in a winter evening, frozen-4ill, looked up, as | went home to a warm firesde, through the
netted boughs and twigs to the cold, snowy moon, with her opd zone around her. At last | had
fdlen adeep; for | know nothing more that passed, till 1 found mysdf lying under a superb
beech-tree, in the clear light of the morning, just before sunrise. Around me was a girdle of fresh
beech-leaves. Alad | brought nothing with me out of fary-land, but memories—memories. The
great boughs of the beech hung drooping around me. At my head rose its smooth stem, with its
great sweeps of curving surface that swelled like undeveloped limbs. The leaves and branches
above kept on the song which had sung me adeep; only now, to my mind, it sounded like a
farewell and a speed-wdl. | sa a long time, unwilling to go; but my unfinished story urged me
on. | must act and wander. With the sun well risen, | rose, and put my arms as far as they would
reach around the beech-tree, and kissed it, and said goodbye. A trembling went through the
leaves, a few d the lagt drops of the night's rain fdl from off them a my fedt; and as | waked
dowly away, | seemed to hear in a whisper once more the words ‘I may love him, | may love
him; for heisaman, and | am only abeech-tree.’ . . .

| waked on, in the fresh morning ar, as if new-born. . . There was little to diginguish the
woods to-day from those of my own land; except that dl the wild things, rabbits, birds, squirrels,
mice, and the numberless other inhabitants, were very tame; tha is, they did not un away from
me, but gazed a me as | passed, frequently coming nearer, as if to examine me more closdy. . .
Now and then, too, a dim human figure would appear and disgppear, a some distance, anongst
the trees, moving like adegp-walker. But no one ever came near me.

This day | found plenty of food in the forest—strange nuts and fruits | had never seen before. |
hesitated to eat them; but argued that, if | could live on the ar of fairy-land, | could live on its
food dso. | found my reasoning correct, and the result was better than | had hoped; for it not
only satisfied my hunger, but operated in such a way upon my senses, that | was brought into far
more complete reationship with the things around me. The human forms gppeared much more
dense and defined; more tangibly visble, if | may say s0. | seemed to know better which
direction to choose when any doubt arose. | began to fedl in some degree what the birds meant in
their songs, though | could not express it in words, any more than you can some landscapes. . .
Some of the creatures | never heard spesk a dl, and believe they never do so, except under the
impulse of some great excitement. The mice taked; but the hedgehogs seemed very phlegmatic;
and though | met a couple of moles above ground severd times, they never said a word to each
other in my hearing. There were no wild beadts in the forest; a least, | did not see one larger than
a wild cat. There were plenty of snakes, however, and | do not think they were al harmless; but
none ever bitme. . .

But just where the path seemed to end, rose a great rock, quite overgrown with shrubs and
cregping plants, some of them in full and splendid blossom: these dmost conceded an opening
in the rock, into which the path appeared to lead. | entered, thirding for the shade which it



promised. What was my ddight to find a rocky cdl, dl the angles rounded away with rich moss,
and every ledge and projection crowded with lovely ferns, the variety of whose forms, and
groupings, and shades wrought in me like a poem; for such a harmony could not exist, except
they dl consented to some one end! A little well of the cdearest water filled a mossy hollow in
one corner. | drank, and felt as if | knew what the dixir of life must be; then threw mysdf on a
maossy mound that lay like a couch dong the inner end. Here | lay in a delicious reverie for some
time during which dl lovely forms, and colours, and sounds seemed to use my bran as a
common hal, where they could come and go, unbidden and unexcused. | had never imagined
that such capacity for smple happiness lay in me, as was now awakened by this assembly of
forms and spiritud sensations, which yet were far too vague to admit of being trandated into any
shape common to my own and another mind. | had lain for an hour, | should suppose, though it
may have been far longer, when, the harmonious tumult in my mind having somewhat relaxed, |
became aware that my eyes were fixed on a drange, time-worn bas-relief on the rock opposte to
me. This, after some pondering, | concluded to represent Pygmdion, as he awaited the
quickening of his statue. The sculptor sat more rigid than the figure to which his eyes were
turned. That seemed about to step from its pedestal and embrace the man, who waited rather than
expected.

‘A lovdy gory, | sad to mysdf. ‘This cave, now, with the bushes cut avay from the entrance
to let the light in, might be such a place as he would choose, withdrawn from the notice of men,
to set up his block of marble, and mould into a visble body the thought aready clothed with
form in the unseen hdl of the sculptor’s brain. And, indeed, if | mistake not,; | said, Sarting up,
as a sudden ray of light arived a that moment through a crevice in the roof, and lighted up a
smal portion of the rock, bare of vegetation, ‘this very rock is marble, white enough and delicate
enough for any satue, even if destined to become an ideal woman in the arms of the sculptor.’

| took my knife and removed the moss from a part of the block on which | had been lying;
when, to my surprise, | found it more like aabaster than ordinary marble, and soft to the edge of
the knife. In fact, it was dabaster. By an inexplicable, though by no means unusud kind of
impulse, 1 went on removing the moss from the surface of the stone; and soon saw that it was
polished, or a least smooth, throughout. | continued my labour; and after clearing a space of
about a couple of sguare feet, | observed what caused me to prosecute the work with more
interest and care than before. For the ray of sunlight had now reached the spot | had cleared, and
under its ludre the dabagter reveded its usud dight transparency when polished, except where
my knife had scratched the surface; and | observed tha the transparency seemed to have a
definite Imit, and to end upon an opague body like the more solid, white marble. | was careful to
scraich no more. And firdt, a vague anticipation gave way to a startling sense of possbiity; then,
as | proceeded, one reveation after another produced the entrancing conviction, that under the
crust of adabader, lay a dimly visble form in marble, but whether of man or woman | could not
yet tel. | worked on as rapidly as the necessary care would permit; and when | had uncovered
the whole mass, and, riang from my knees, had retreated a little way, so that the effect of the
whole might fdl on me, | saw before me with sufficient planness—though a the same time with
condderable indigtinctness, arisng from the limited amount of light the place admitted, as well
as from the nature of the object itsdf—a block of pure dabaster enclosing the form, apparently
in marble, of a reposng woman. She lay on one sde, with her hand under her cheek, and her
face towards me; but her har had falen patly over her face, so that | could not see the
expresson of the whole. What | did see, appeared to me perfectly lovely; more near the face that
had been born with me in my soul, than anything | had seen before in nature or at. The actud



outlines of the rest of the form were so ndigtinct, that the more than semi-opacity of the dabaster
seemed insufficient to account for the fact; and | conjectured that a light robe added its obscurity.
Numberless histories passed through my mind of change of substance from enchantment and
other causes, and of imprisonments such as this before me. | thought of the Prince of the
Enchanted City, hdf mable and hdf a living man; of Arid; of Niobe of the Segping Beauty in
the Wood; of the bleeding trees; and many other histories. Even my adventure of the preceding
evening with the lady of the beech-tree contributed to arouse the wild hope, that by some means
life might be given to this foom dso, and that, bresking from her dabagter tomb, she might
glorify my eyes with her presence. ‘For,” | argued, ‘who can tdl but this cave may be the home
of Mable, and this, essentid Marble—tha spirit of marble which, present throughout, makes it
capable of being moulded into any form? Then if she should awake! But how to awake her? A
kiss awoke the Seeping Beauty: a kiss cannot reach her through the incrusing aabagter.” |
kneded, however, and kissed the pae coffin; but she dept on. | bethought me of Orpheus, and
the following stones—that trees should follow his musc seemed nothing surprisng now. Might
not a song awake this form, that the glory of motion might for a time displace the lovdiness of
rest? Sweet sounds can go where kisses may not enter.

| sat down on the ground by the ‘antenatal tomb,” leaned upon it with my face towards the head
of the figure within, and sang—the words and tones coming together, and inseparably connected,
as if word and tone formed one thing; or, as if each word could be uttered only in that tone, and
was incgpable of digtinction from it, except in idea, by an acute ardyds | sang something like
this but the words are only a dull representation of a state whose very devation precluded the
possbility of remembrance; and in which | presume the words redly employed were as far
above these, asthat State transcended thiswherein | recdl it:

Marble woman, vainly deeping

In the very death of dreams!

Wilt thou—dumber from thee siweeping,
All but what with vison teems—

Hear my voice come through the golden
Mist of memory and hope;

And with shadowy smile embolden

Me with primal Desth to cope?

Thee the sculptors al pursuing,
Have embodied but their own;
Round their visons, form induing,
Marble vestments thou hast thrown;
But thysdf, in Slence winding,

Thou hast kept eterndly;

Thee they found not, many finding—
| have found thee: wake for me.

As | sang, | looked earnestly a the face so vagudly reveded before me. | fancied, yet believed it
to be but fancy, that through the dim vell of the dabasgter, | saw a motion of the head as if caused
by a anking sgh. | gazed more earnestly, and concluded that it was but fancy. Nevertheless |
could not help singing again:



Rest is now filled full of beauty,
And can give thee up, | ween;
Come thou forth, for other duty;
Motion pineth for her queen.

* % %

Or, if dill thou choosest rather
Marble, beits spell on me;

Let thy dumber round me gather,
Let another dream with thee!

Agan | paused, and gazed through the stony shroud, as if, by very force of penetrative sight, |
would clear every lineament of the lovely face. And now | thought the hand that had lain under
the cheek, had dipped a little downward. But then | could not be sure that | had at first observed
its podtion accurady. So | sang again; for the longing had grown into a passonate need of
seaing her dive

... Cold lady of the lovely stone!
Awakel or | shal perish here;

And thou be never more aone,
My form and | for ages near.

But words are vain; rgect them dl—
They utter but afeeble part:

Hear thou the depths from which they call,
The voicdess longing of my heart.

There arose a dightly crashing sound. Like a sudden apparition that comes and is gone, a white
form, veiled in a light robe of whiteness, burst upwards from the stone, stood, glided forth, and
gleamed away towards the woods. For | followed to the mouth ofthe cave, as soon as the
amazement and concentration of delight permitted the nerves of motion again to act; and saw the
white form amidst the trees, as it crossed a little glade on the edge of the forest where the
aunlight fel full, seeming to gather with intenser radiance on the one object that floated rather
than flitted through its lake of beams. | gazed after her in a kind of despair; found, freed, lost! It
seemed usdless to follow, yet follow | must. | marked the direction she took; and without once
looking round to the forsaken cave, | hastened towards the forest. . .

The sunny afternoon died into the lovdiest twilight. Great bats began to flit aout with ther own
noisdess flight, seemingly purposdess, because its objects are unseen. The monotonous music of
the owl issued from al unexpected quarters in the haf-darkness around me. The glow-worm was
dight here and there, burning out into the great universe. The night-hawk heightened dl the
harmony and dillness with his oft-recurring, discordant jar. Numberless unknown sounds came
out of the unknown dusk; but dl were of twilight-kind, oppressing the heart as with a condensed
atmosphere of dreamy undefined love and longing. The odours of night arose, and bathed me in



that luxurious mournfulness peculiar to them, as if the plants whence they floated had been
watered with bygone tears. Earth drew me towards her bosom; | fdt as if | could fal down and
kiss her. | forgot | was in Fairy Land, and seemed to be waking in a perfect night of our own old
nursng eath. Grest dems rose about me, uplifting a thick multitudinous roof above me of
branches, and twigs, and leaves—the bird and insect world uplifted over mine, with its own
landscapes, its own thickets, and paths, and glades, and dwellings; its own bird-ways and insect-
delights. Great boughs crossed my path; great roots based the tree-columns, and mightily clasped
the earth, strong to lift and strong to uphold. It seemed an old, old forest, perfect in forest ways
and pleasures. And when, in the midst of this ecstasy, | remembered that under some close
canopy of leaves, by some giant stem, or in some mossy cave, or beside some leafy well, sat the
lady of the marble, whom my songs had cdled forth into the outer world, waiting (might it not
be?) to meat and thank her ddiverer in a twilight which would vel her confuson, the whole
night became one dreamredm of joy, the centrd form of which was everywhere presen,
dthough unbeheld. Then, remembering how my songs seemed to have cdled her from the
marble, piercing through the pearly shroud of aabaster— 'Why, thought I, ‘should not my voice
reech her now, through the ebon night that inwrgps her” My voice burst into song so
spontaneoudy that it seemed involuntarily.

Not asound

But, echoingin me,
Vibrates dl around
With ablind ddlight,
Till it breaks on thee,
Queen of Night!

* * %

Let no moon

Creep up the heaven to-night.
| in darksome noon

Walking hopefully,

Seek my shrouded light—
Grope for theel

Darker grow

The borders of the dark!
Through the branches glow,
From the roof above,

Star and diamond-spark,
Light for love.

Scarcdy had the last sounds floated away from the hearing of my own ears, when | heard instead
a low ddicious laugh near me. It was not the laugh of one who would not be heard, but the laugh
of one who has just received something long and patiently desired—a laugh that ends in a low
muscd moan. | darted, and, turning ddeways, saw a dim white figure sested bedde an
intertwining thicket of smaller trees and underwood.



‘It is my white lady!” | sad, and flung mysdf on the ground besde her; driving, through the
gathering darkness, to get a glimpse of the form which had broken its marble prison a my cal.

‘It is your white lady,’ sad the sweetest voice, in reply, sending a thrill of speechless delight
through a heart which dl the love charms of the preceding day and evening had been tempering
for this culminating hour. Yet, if | would have confessed it, there was something ether in the
sound of the voice, dthough it seemed sweetness itsdlf, or dse in this yidding which awaited no
gradation of gentle gpproaches, that did not vibrate harmonioudy with the beat of my inward
music. And likewise, when, taking her hand in mine, | drew closer to her, looking for the beauty
of her face, which, indeed, | found too plenteoudy, a cold shiver ran through me; but ‘it is the
marble,’ | said to mysdlf, and heeded it not.

She withdrew her hand from mine, and after that would scarce dlow me to touch her. It
seemed drange, after the fulness of her firgt greeting, that she could not trust me to come close to
her. Though her words were those of a lover, she kept hersdf withdrawn as if a mile of space
interposed between us.

‘Why did you run away from me when you woke in the cave? | said.

‘Did 1?7 shereturned. ‘ That was very unkind of me; but | did not know better.’

‘I wish | could seeyou. The night is very dark.’

‘Soitis. Cometo my grotto. Thereislight there’

‘Have you another cave, then?

‘Come and see’

But she did not move until | rose fird, and then she was on her feet before | could offer my
hand to help her. She came close to my sde, and conducted me through the wood. But once or
twice, when, involuntarily dmos, | was about to put my am around her as we waked on
through the warm gloom, she sorang away severd paces, dways keeping her face full towards
me, and then sood looking a me, dightly stooping, in the attitude of one who fears some haf-
seen enemy. It was too dark to discern the expression of her face. Then she would return and
wak close besde me again, as if nothing had happened. | thought this strange; but, besides thet |
had dmogt, as | sad before, given up the atempt to account for gppearances in fary land, |
judged that it would be very unfair to expect from one who had dept so long and had been so
suddenly awakened, a behaviour correspondent to what | might unreflectingly look for. | knew
not what she might have been dreaming about. Besides, it was possble that, while her words
were free, her sense of touch might be exquisitdly delicate.

At length, after walking a long way in the woods, we arived a another thicket, through the
intertexture of which was glimmering apaerosy light.

‘Push aside the branches,” she said, ‘and make room for usto enter.’

| did as shetold me.

‘Goin, shesad; ‘I will follow you.

| did as she dedred, and found mysdf in a little cave, not very unlike the marble cave. It was
festooned and draperied with al kinds of green tat cling to shady rocks. In the furthest corner,
hdf-hidden in leaves, through which it glowed, mingling lovely shadows between them, burned
a bright rosy flame on a little earthen lamp. The lady glided round by the wall from behind me,
dill keeping her face towards me, and seeted hersdf in the furthest corner, with her back to the
lamp, which she hid completdy from my view. | then saw indeed a form of perfect lovdiness
before me. Almost it seemed as if the light of the rose-lamp shone through her (for it could not
be reflected from her); such a delicate shade of pink seemed to shadow what in itsdf must be a
marbly whiteness of hue. | discovered afterwards, however, that there was one thing in it | did



not like; which was, that the white part of the g/e was tinged with the same dight roseate hue as
the rest of the form. It is drange that | cannot recal her festures, but they, as well as her
somewhat girlish figure, left on me amply and only the impresson of intense lovdiness | lay
down a her feet, and gazed up into her face as| lay.

She began, and told me a drange tde, which, likewise, 1 cannot recollect; but which, a every
turn and every pause, somehow or other fixed my eyes and thoughts upon her extreme beauty;
seeming dways to culminate in something that had a relation, reveded or hidden, but dways
operdive, with her own lovdiness. | lay entranced. It was a tde which brings back a feding as of
snows and tempests; torrents and water-Spirits, lovers parted for long, and meeting a lagt; with a
gorgeous summer night to close up the whole. | listened till she and | were blended with the tae
till she and | were the whole history. And we had met at last in this same cave of greenery, while
the summer night hung round us heavy with love, and the odours that crept through the silence
from the deeping woods were the only sgns of an outer world that invaded our solitude. What
followed | cannot clearly remember. The succeeding horror amost obliterated it. | woke as a
grey dawn stole into he cave. The damsd had disgppeared; but in the shrubbery a the mouth of
the cave, stood a strange horrible object. It looked like an open coffin set up on one end; only
that the part for the head and neck was defined from the shoulder-part. In fact it was a rough
representation of the human frame, only hollow, as if made of decaying bark torn from a tree. It
had arms, which were only dightly seamed, down from the shoulder-blade by the elbow, as if the
bark had heded again from the cut of a knife. But the ams moved, and the hands and fingers
were tearing asunder a long slky tress of har. The thing turned round—it had for a face and
front those of my enchantress, but now of a pae greenish hue in the light of the morning, and
with dead lustreless eyes. In the horror of the moment, another fear invaded me. | put my hand to
my was, and found indeed that my girdle of beech-leaves was gone. Hair again in her hands,
ghe was tearing it fiercdly. Once more as she turned, she laughed a low laugh, but now full of
scorn and derison; and then she said, as if to a companion with whom she had been talking
while | dept, ‘There he is you can take him now.’ | lay 4ill, petrified with dismay and fear; for |
now saw another figure besde her; which, dthough vague ad indigtinct, | yet recognized but
too well. It was the Adrtree My beauty was the Maid of the Alder! and she was giving me,
gpoiled of my only avaling defence, into the hands of my awful foe. The Ash bent his Gorgont
head, and entered the cave. | could rot ir. He drew near me. His ghoul-eyes and his ghaestly face
fascinated me. He came stooping, with the hideous hand outstretched, like a beast of prey. | had
given mysdf up to a death of unfathomable horror, when, suddenly, and just as he was on the
point of seizing me, the dull, heavy blow of an axe echoed through the wood, followed by others
in quick repetition. The Ash shuddered and groaned, withdrew the outstretched hand, retrested
backwards to the mouth of the cave, then turned and disappeared amongst the trees. The other
waking Death looked a me once, with a cardess didike on her beautifully moulded festures,
then, heedless any more to conced her hollow deformity, turned her frightful back and likewise
vanished amid the green obscurity without. | lay and wept. The Mad of the Alder-tree had
befooled me—nearly dan me—in spite of dl the warnings | had received from those who knew
my danger.



