Wagner

Tucholsky

Scott

Zola

Fonatne

Wallace

Turgenev

Fechner

Weiße Rose

Fichte

Maximilian I. von Habsburg

Feuerbach

Stevenson

Dach

Reuter

Bismarck

Vigny

Storm

Casanova

Aristoteles
Barlach

Gengenbach

Chamberlain

Gilm

Luther

Heym

Roth

Hofmannsthal

Musset

Navarra Aurel

Marie de France

Nietzsche

Horaz

von Ossietzky

May

Kraft

Kirchhoff
Ipsen

Laotse

Nansen
Marx

Kind

Lamprecht

Lassalle

Gorki

vom Stein

Klett

Platon

Sachs

Vulpius

Gleim

Goedicke

Musil

Kraus

Moltke

Hugo

Liebknecht
Ringelnatz
Leibniz

Lawrence

Petalozzi

Tschechow

Kleist
Mörike

Homer

Kierkegaard

Sokrates

Gibbon

Morgenstern

Hölty

Puschkin

Iffland

Wilde

La Roche

Machiavelli
Nestroy

Klee

Heyse Klopstock

Luxemburg

Georgy

Gryphius

Kralik

Gogol

Proust

Herodot

Grillparzer

Lafontaine

Raabe

Irving
Knigge

Pückler

Poe

de Sade Praetorius

Michelangelo
Liebermann
Mistral

Zetkin

Herder

George

Federer

Langbein

Hoffmann

Kussmaul

Rilke
Bebel

Voltaire
Heine

Gerstäcker

Hesse

Hegel

Grimm Jerome

Schilling

Gautier

Baudelaire

Schopenhauer

Brentano
Claudius
Schiller
Strachwitz
Bellamy
Katharina II. von Rußland
Löns

Humboldt

Hauptmann

Tersteegen

Lessing

Droste-Hülshoff

Hebbel

Melville

Horváth

Gjellerup

Hauff

Dickens

Darwin

Doyle

Hanrieder

Hagen

Descartes

Wolfram von Eschenbach

Campe

Lenz

Defoe

Damaschke

Ganghofer

Dostojewski

Hägele

Rousseau

Garschin

Bronner

London

Hambruch

von Arnim

Verne

Karrillon

Vergil

Rathenau

Tolstoi

Thoma

Ebner Eschenbach

Zweig

Eliot

Shakespeare
Lichtenberg

Trackl
Mommsen

Fock

Elisabeth von Österreich

Balzac

Dumas

Tacitus

Eliasberg

Ewald

Goethe
Mendelssohn

Eichendorff

Flaubert

Frommel

Richthofen

Hölderlin

Fielding

Faber

Frey

Ernst

Kant

von Fallersleben

Engels

Fehrs

Friedrich II. von Preußen

Freiligrath

Weber

Schlegel

Freud

Fouqué

Walther von der Vogelweide

Twain

Sydow

Kock

Kafka

Korolenko

The publishing house tredition has created the series TREDITION CLASSICS. It
contains classical literature works from over two thousand years. Most of these
titles have been out of print and off the bookstore shelves for decades.
The book series is intended to preserve the cultural legacy and to promote the
timeless works of classical literature. As a reader of a TREDITION CLASSICS
book, the reader supports the mission to save many of the amazing works of
world literature from oblivion.
The symbol of TREDITION CLASSICS is Johannes Gutenberg (1400 – 1468), the
inventor of movable type printing.
With the series, tredition intends to make thousands of international literature
classics available in printed format again – worldwide.
All books are available at book retailers worldwide in paperback and in hardcover. For more information please visit: www.tredition.com

tredition was established in 2006 by Sandra Latusseck and Soenke Schulz.
Based in Hamburg, Germany, tredition offers publishing solutions to authors
and publishing houses, combined with worldwide distribution of printed and
digital book content. tredition is uniquely positioned to enable authors and
publishing houses to create books on their own terms and without conventional
manufacturing risks.
For more information please visit: www.tredition.com

King Arthur's Knights The Tales
Re-told for Boys & Girls

Henry Gilbert

Imprint

This book is part of the TREDITION CLASSICS series.

Author: Henry Gilbert
Cover design: toepferschumann, Berlin (Germany)
Publisher: tredition GmbH, Hamburg (Germany)
ISBN: 978-3-8495-2311-4
www.tredition.com
www.tredition.de

Copyright:
The content of this book is sourced from the public domain.
The intention of the TREDITION CLASSICS series is to make world
literature in the public domain available in printed format. Literary
enthusiasts and organizations worldwide have scanned and
digitally edited the original texts. tredition has subsequently
formatted and redesigned the content into a modern reading layout.
Therefore, we cannot guarantee the exact reproduction of the
original format of a particular historic edition. Please also note that
no modifications have been made to the spelling, therefore it may
differ from the orthography used today.

In tholdè dayès of the King Arthour,
Of which that Britons speken great honour,
All was this land fulfilled of faery.
The Canterbury Tales.
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PREFACE
This book is an attempt to tell some of the stories of King Arthur
and his Knights in a way which will be interesting to every boy and
girl who loves adventures.
Although tales of these old British heroes have been published
before in a form intended for young people, it is believed that they
have never been related quite in the same spirit nor from the same
point of view; and it is hoped that the book will fill a place hitherto
vacant in the hearts of all boys and girls.
No doubt many of you, my young readers, have at some time or
another taken down the Morte D'Arthur from your father's bookshelves and read a few pages of it here and there. But I doubt if any
of you have ever gone very far in the volume. You found generally,
I think, that it was written in a puzzling, old-fashioned language,
that though it spoke of many interesting things, and seemed that it
ought to be well worth reading, yet somehow it was tedious and
dry.
In the tales as I have retold them for you, I hope you will not find
any of these faults. Besides writing them in simple language, I have
chosen only those episodes which I know would appeal to you. I
have added or altered here and there, for in places it struck me that
there was just wanting a word or two to make you feel the magic
that was everywhere abroad in those days. It seemed to me that
some mysterious adventure might easily be waiting in the ruined
and deserted Roman town on the desolate moor, or even just round
the mossy trunk of the next oak in the forest-drive, through which
the knight was riding; or that any fair lady or questing dog which
he might meet could turn out to be a wizard seeking to work woe
upon him. Nevertheless, I was always sure that in those bright days
when the world was young, whatever evil power might get the
mastery for a little while, the knight's courage, humility, and faith
would win through every peril at the end.
In this book, besides reading of wonderful adventures and brave
fighting, you will learn just what sort of man a perfect knight was
required to be in the chivalrous times when men wore armour and
rode on errantry. The duties of a 'good and faithful knight' were
7

quite simple, but they were often very hard to perform. They
were—to protect the distressed, to speak the truth, to keep his word
to all, to be courteous and gentle to women, to defend right against
might, and to do or say nothing that should sully the fair name of
Christian knighthood.
Although, therefore, these stories of King Arthur and his men
treat of knights and their ladies, of magical trolls and wonderworking wizards, and it might seem for that reason that they can
have little or nothing in common with life of the present day, it will
be seen that the spirit in which they are told conveys something
which every boy can learn.
Indeed, the great and simple lesson of chivalry which the tales of
King Arthur teach is, in a few words, to merit 'the fine old name of
gentleman.'
The history of King Arthur and his Knights is contained in two
books, one being the Morte D'Arthur, written by Sir Thomas Malory,
the other being the Mabinogion, a collection of old Welsh stories, first
translated by Lady Charlotte Guest in 1838. I have selected thirteen
tales from the number which these two books contain; but there are
many more, equally as interesting, which remain.
Little is known about Sir Thomas Malory, who lived in the fifteenth century. We only learn that he was a Welshman, a man of
heroic mind who, as an old writer relates, 'from his youth, greatly
shone in the gifts of mind and body.' Though much busied with
cares of state, his favourite recreation was said to be the reading of
history, and in this pursuit 'he made selections from various authors
concerning the valour and the victories of the most renowned King
Arthur of the Britons.' We know, further, that these selections or
tales were translated mostly from poems about Arthur written by
old French poets in the eleventh and twelfth centuries, and that Sir
Thomas Malory finished his translation in the ninth year of King
Edward the Fourth (1469). This, of course, was before printing was
introduced into England, but no doubt many written copies were
made of the book, so as to enable the stories to be read to the lords
and ladies and other rich people who would desire to hear about
the flower of kings and chivalry, the great King Arthur. When, in
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1477, Caxton set up his printing press at Westminster, the Morte
D'Arthur was one of the books which then saw the light of day.
The Mabinogion, which contains other tales about King Arthur, is
a collection of old Welsh romances. Though our earliest collection of
them is to be found in a manuscript written in the thirteenth or
fourteenth century, some of them are probably as old as the time
when Welshmen clothed themselves in the skins of the beaver and
the bear, and used stone for their tools and weapons.
It may be that, when you get older, you will go back to the two
books I have mentioned, and you will find them so fascinating that
you will be impatient of any other book which pretends to tell you
the same tales. But until that time arrives, I hope you will find the
stories as I have told them quite interesting and exciting.
HENRY GILBERT.
June 1911.
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I
HOW ARTHUR WAS MADE KING AND WON HIS KINGDOM
In the hall of his Roman palace at London, King Uther, Pendragon of the Island of Britain, lay dying. He had been long sick with a
wasting disease, and forced to lie in his bed, gnawing his beard with
wrath at his weakness, while the pagan Saxons ravened up and
down the fair broad lands, leaving in their tracks the smoking ruin
of broken towns and desolated villages, where mothers lay dead
beside their children on the hearths, fair churches stood pillaged
and desecrated, and priests and nuns wandered in the wilds.
At length, when the pagans, bold and insolent, had ventured near
London, the king had been able to bear his shame and anguish no
longer. He had put himself, in a litter, at the head of his army, and
meeting the fierce, brave pagans at Verulam (now called St. Albans)
he had, in a battle day-long and stubborn, forced them at length to
fly with heavy slaughter.
That was three days ago, and since then he had lain in his bed as
still as if he were dead; and beside him sat the wise wizard Merlin,
white with great age, and in his eyes the calmness of deep learning.
It was the third night when the king suddenly awoke from his
stupor and clutched the hand of Merlin.
'I have dreamed!' he said in a low shaken voice. 'I have seen two
dragons fighting—one white, the other red. First the white dragon
got the mastery, and clawed with iron talons the red one's crest, and
drove him hither and thither into holes and crannies of the rocks.
And then the red one took heart, and with a fury that was marvellous to see, he drove and tore the white dragon full terribly, and
anon the white one crawled away sore wounded. And the red dragon walked up and down in the place of his triumph, and grew
proud, and fought smaller red dragons and conquered. Thus for a
long time he stayed, and was secure and boastful. Then I saw the
white dragon return with a rage that was very terrible, and the red
dragon fought with him; but his pride had softened him, so he drew
off. Then other red dragons came upon him in his wounds and beat
him sore, which seeing, the white dragon dashed upon them all—
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and I awoke. Merlin, tell me what this may mean, for my mind is
sore distraught with the vision.'
Then Merlin looked at the trembling king, wasted with disease,
and in his wise heart was great pity.
'It means, lord,' he said in slow grave tones, 'that thy people shall
conquer—that a red dragon shall rise from thy kin, who shall drive
out the loathsome pagan and shall conquer far and wide, and his
fame shall go into all lands and for all time.'
'I thank thee, Merlin, for thy comfort,' sighed the wearied king. 'I
have feared me these last years that the pagan will at the last drive
my people into the western sea, and that the name of Christ shall
die out of this fair land, and the foul pagan possess it. But thy words
give me great heart.'
'Nay, sir,' said Merlin, 'take comfort. Great power will come to
this people in a near time, and they shall conquer all their enemies.'
Anon the king slept, and lay thus for three further days, neither
speaking nor moving. Many great lords and barons came craving to
speak with Merlin, asking if the king were not better. But, looking
into their crafty eyes, and seeing there the pride and ambitions of
their hearts, Merlin knew that they wished the king were already
dead; for all thought that King Uther had no son to take the kingdom after him, and each great baron, strong in men, plotted to win
the overlordship when the king should be gone.
'If he dieth and sayeth not which he shall name to succeed him,'
some asked, 'say, Merlin, what's to be done?'
'I shall tell you,' said Merlin. 'Come ye all into this chamber tomorrow's morn, and, if God so wills, I will make the king speak.'
Next morn, therefore, came all the great barons and lords into the
high hall of the palace, and many were the proud and haughty
glances passing among them. There was King Lot of Orkney, small
and slim, with his dark narrow face and crafty eyes under pent
eyebrows; King Uriens of Reged, tall and well-seeming, with grim
eyes war-wise, fresh from the long harrying of the fleeing pagans;
King Mark of Tintagel, burly of form, crafty and mean of look; King
Nentres of Garlot, ruddy of face, blusterous of manner, who tried to
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hide cunning under a guise of honesty; and many others, as Duke
Cambenet of Loidis, King Brandegoris of Stranggore, King Morkant
of Strathclyde, King Clariance of Northumberland, King Kador of
Cornwall, and King Idres of Silura.
Now, when all these were assembled about the bed of Uther,
Merlin went to the side of the sleeping king, and looked long and
earnestly upon his closed eyes. Anon he passed his hands above the
face of the king, and Uther instantly awoke, and looked about him
as if startled.
'Lord,' said Merlin, 'God's hand is drawing you to Him, and these
your lords desire you to name your successor ere you pass from life.
Is it not your desire that your son Arthur shall take the kingdom
after you, with your blessing?'
Those who craned towards the bed started and looked darkly at
Merlin and then at each other; for none had heard of the son whom
the wizard named Arthur. Then in the deep silence the dying king
raised his hand in the sign of blessing, and in a hollow whisper said:
'Such is my desire. With God's blessing I wish my son Arthur to
take this kingdom after me, and all that love me must follow him.'
His eyes closed, a shiver passed down the tall frame as it lay beneath the clothes, and with a sigh the soul of Uther sped.
In a few days the king was buried in all solemnity with the dead
of his kindred in the Roman temple that had been made a church,
where now stands St. Paul's. Thereafter men waited and wondered,
for the land was without a king, and none knew who was rightfully
heir to the throne.
As the days went by, men gathered in groups in the market-place
of London, whispering the rumours that mysteriously began to fly
from mouth to mouth,—how King Lot of Orkney and Lothian was
gathering his knights and men-at-arms; and King Uriens and Duke
Cambenet of Loidis had got together a great host, although the
remnant of the pagans had fled the country. The faces of the citizens
went gloomy as they thought of the griefs of civil war, of the terrors
of the sack of cities, the ruin of homes, the death of dear ones, and
the loss of riches. Nevertheless, some were already wagering which
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of the great lords would conquer the others, and take to himself the
crown of Britain and the title of Pendragon.
As it neared the feast of Christmas, men heard that the Archbishop of London, who was then chief ruler of the Church, had sent his
letters to each and all the great nobles, bidding them come to a great
council to be holden at the church of St. Paul at Christmas.
When men heard that this was done by the advice of Merlin, faces
lightened and looked more joyful.
'Now shall things go right,' said they, 'for the old, old Merlin hath
the deepest wisdom of all the earth.'
On Christmas Eve the city throbbed with the clank of arms and
the tramp of the great retinues of princes, kings and powerful lords
who had come at the archbishop's summons, and by day and night
the narrow ways were crowded with armed men. Long ere the
dawn of Christmas Day, the lords and the common people betook
themselves along the wide road which led across to the church,
which then stood in a wide space amid fields, and all knelt therein
to mass.
While it was yet dark a great strange cry rang out in the churchyard. Some ran forth, and there by the wall behind the high altar
they saw a vast stone, four-square, that had not been there before,
and in the middle thereof was stuck a great wedge of steel, and
sticking therefrom by the point was a rich sword. On the blade were
written words in Latin, which a clerk read forth, which said, 'Whoso
pulleth this sword out of this stone and wedge of steel is rightwise
born King of all Britain.'
The clerk ran into the church and told the archbishop, and men
were all amazed and would have gone instantly to see this marvel,
but the archbishop bade them stay.
'Finish your prayers to God,' he said, 'for no man may touch this
strange thing till high mass be done.'
When mass was finished, all poured forth from the church and
thronged about the stone, and marvelled at the words on the sword.
First King Lot, with a light laugh, took hold of the handle and essayed to pull out the point of the sword, but he could not, and his
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face went hot and angry. Then King Nentres of Garlot took his place
with a jest, but though he heaved at the sword with all his burly
strength, till it seemed like to snap, he could not move it, and so let
go at last with an angry oath. All the others essayed in like manner,
but by none was it moved a jot, and all stood about discomfited,
looking with black looks at one another and the stone.
'He that is rightwise born ruler of Britain is not here,' said the
archbishop at length, 'but doubt not he shall come in God's good
time. Meanwhile, let a tent be raised over the stone, and do ye lords
appoint ten of your number to watch over it, and we will essay the
sword again after New Year's Day.'
So that the kings and lords should be kept together, the archbishop appointed a great tournament to be held on New Year's Day on
the waste land north of the city, which men now call Smithfield.
Now when the day was come, a certain lord, Sir Ector de Morven,
who had great lands about the isle of Thorney, rode towards the
jousts with his son, Sir Kay, and young Arthur, who was Sir Kay's
foster-brother. When they had got nearly to the place, suddenly Sir
Kay bethought him that he had left his sword at home.
'Do you ride back, young Arthur,' he said, 'and fetch me my
sword, for if I do not have it I may not fight.'
Willingly Arthur turned his horse and rode back swiftly. But
when he had arrived at the house, he found it shut up and none was
within, for all had gone to the jousts. Then was he a little wroth, and
rode back wondering how he should obtain a sword for his fosterbrother.
Suddenly, as he saw the tower of St. Paul's church through the
trees, he bethought him of the sword in the stone, about which
many men had spoken in his hearing.
'I will ride thither,' said he, 'and see if I may get that sword for my
brother, for he shall not be without a sword this day.'
When he came to the churchyard, he tied his horse to the stile,
and went through the grave-mounds to the tent wherein was the
sword. He found the place unwatched, and the flashing sword was
sticking by the point in the stone.
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Lightly he grasped the handle of the sword with one hand, and it
came forth straightway!
Then, glad that his brother should not be without a sword, he
swiftly gat upon his horse and rode on, and delivered the sword to
Sir Kay, and thought no more of aught but the splendid knights and
richly garbed lords that were at the jousts.
But Sir Kay looked at the sword, and the writing, and knew it was
the sword of the stone, and marvelled how young Arthur had possessed himself thereof; and being of a covetous and sour mind he
thought how he might make advantage for himself. He went to his
father, Sir Ector, and said:
'Lo, father, this is the sword of the stone, and surely am I rightful
king.'
Sir Ector knew the sword and marvelled, but his look was stern as
he gazed into the crafty eyes of his son.
'Come ye with me,' he said, and all three rode to the church, and
alit from their horses and went in.
Sir Ector strode up the aisle to the altar, and turning to his son,
said sternly:
'Now, swear on God's book and the holy relics how thou didst get
this sword.'
Sir Kay's heart went weak, and he stammered out the truth.
'How gat you this sword?' asked Sir Ector of Arthur.
'Sir, I will tell you,' said Arthur, and so told him all as it had happened.
Sir Ector marvelled what this should mean; for Arthur had been
given to him to nourish and rear as a week-old child by Merlin, but
the wizard had only told him that the babe was a son of a dead
lady, whose lord had been slain by the pagans.
Then Sir Ector went to the stone and bade Arthur put back the
sword into the wedge of steel, which the young man did easily.
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