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Sir Thomas Malory wrote Morte d’Arthur in the fifteenth
century, in a time of transition. The feudal order was dying,
gunpowder replaced the lance, and a new aristocratic code super-
seded chivalry. Malory recreated the romance of earlier times in
his story of heroes and kings. For his contemporaries and for us
today, his readers may escape the disorder and uneasiness of the
times, recapture lost ideals of a romantic past.

In the following account young Arthur, accompanied by his
faithful Merlin, court magician, receives his sword Excalibur from

the Lady of the Lake.

No force, said Merlin, hereby is a sword
that shall be yours, an I may.

So they rode till they came to a lake, the
which was a fair water and broad, and in
the midst of the lake Arthur was ware of
an arm clothed in white samite, that held
a fair sword in that hand.

Lo! said Merlin, yonder is that sword
that I spake of. With that they saw a dam-
sel going upon the lake.

What damsel is that? said Arthur.

That is the Lady of the Lake, said Mer-
lin; and within that lake is a rock, and
therein is as fair a place as any on earth,
and richly beseen; and this damsel will
come to you anon, and then speak ye fair
to her that she will give you that sword.
Anon withal came the damsel unto Ar-
thur, and saluted him, and he her again.

Damsel, said Arthur, what sword is
that, that yonder the arm holdeth above
the water? I would it were mine, for I have
no sword.

Sir Arthur, king, said the damsel, that
sword is mine, and if ye will give me a gift
when I ask it you, ye shall have it.

By my faith, said Arthur, [ will give you
what gift ye will ask.

Well! said the damsel, go ye into yonder

barge, and row yourself to the sword, and
take it and the scabbard with you, and |
will ask my gift when I see my time. So Sir
Arthur and Merlin alighted and tied their
horses to two trees, and so they went into
the ship, and when they came to the sword
that the hand held, Sir Arthur took it up
by the handles, and took it with him, and
the arm and the hand went under the wa-
ter. And so they came unto the land and
rode forth.

Then Sir Arthur looked on the sword,
and liked it passing well.

Whether liketh you better, said Merlin,
the sword or the scabbard?

Me liketh better the sword, said Arthur.

Ye are more unwise, said Merlin, for the
scabbard is worth ten of the sword, for
whiles ye have the scabbard upon you, ye
shall never lose no blood, be ye never so
sore wounded; therefore keep well the
scabbard always with you. So they came
unto Carlion, whereof his knights were
passing glad. And when they heard of his
adventures, they marveled that he would
jeopard his person so, alone. But all men
of worship said it was merry to be under
stch a chieftain, that would put his person
in adventure as other poor knights did.




