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    A human heart is tested by the summons of a wilder, older world that presses against the edges of everyday life. Green Fire by William Sharp, the Scottish writer who also published fiction under the name Fiona Macleod, belongs to the late nineteenth-century current often described as the Celtic Revival. Without relying on spectacle, it advances an atmosphere in which inward experience and outward landscape mirror one another. The book’s title signals an elemental force—at once natural and numinous—that shapes the characters’ choices and perceptions. Readers encounter a work concerned less with events than with the awe, danger, and allure of encounter itself.

Green Fire is best approached as lyrical prose fiction, a romance in the older sense of a visionary tale steeped in mythic suggestion. Its world draws upon Celtic atmospheres and coastal and highland vistas, with place treated as a living presence rather than a mere backdrop. Composed in the fin-de-siècle moment, it bears the period’s fascination with symbol, mood, and the borderlands between realism and reverie. The narrative proceeds at a meditative pace, attentive to weather, light, and silence. Instead of elaborate plotting, it favors gradual revelations, allowing feeling and idea to accumulate like mist over moor and sea.

The premise unfolds around a figure attuned to an uncanny prompting—the green fire—that challenges the security of familiar bonds. Ordinary life stands in delicate balance with a sense of destiny awakened by landscape and lore. As the call strengthens, the protagonist’s path narrows to choices that are existential rather than merely practical, testing loyalty, desire, and self-knowledge. Supernatural elements remain suggestive rather than explicit; ambiguity grants the story both mystery and psychological depth. The experience offered is immersive and contemplative, inviting readers to inhabit thresholds where inward longing, ethical responsibility, and the more-than-human world intersect.

Among its central themes are the magnetism of place, the costs of vision, and the tension between individual passion and communal belonging. Green Fire considers how beauty can both heal and unsettle, how love may demand renunciation as well as fulfillment, and how fate is felt not as decree but as pressure. The work participates in a broader late-Victorian exploration of spiritual hunger outside institutional forms, drawing on Celtic legend to articulate questions about mortality, memory, and the soul’s kinship with nature. It speaks to readers who sense that meaning is encountered obliquely, through symbol, rhythm, and silence.

Sharp’s prose, associated with his Fiona Macleod persona, is notable for its musical cadence and painterly attention to color and texture. Sentences move with tidal patience, letting motifs—green light, wind, water, birdsong—echo and evolve. Dialogue is sparse; interiority and description carry the weight of the narrative. The effect is neither archaic nor ornate for its own sake, but tuned to the pulse of the elements, to intimations felt before they are named. Readers attuned to poetic fiction will find the style rewarding, while those seeking swift incident may discover a different kind of momentum: one measured in deepening tonal shifts and symbolic recurrence.

For contemporary readers, Green Fire resonates as an inquiry into belonging—social, ecological, and spiritual. Its attentiveness to landscape anticipates present-day concerns with place-based identity and environmental imagination. The book asks what we owe to the communities that shelter us and to the wild presences that call us beyond them, and how to honor both without erasing either. It also raises questions about self-fashioning: whether the self is a fixed essence or something discovered in relation to memory, myth, and land. These concerns feel timely amid renewed interest in indigenous knowledge, restorative practices, and the ethics of attention.

To approach Green Fire today is to step into a fin-de-siècle chamber of echoes where past and present meet in luminous uncertainty. Read as an exemplar of the Celtic Revival’s literary mood, it offers not a program but a sensibility: receptive, questioning, attuned to thresholds. The book rewards slow reading, openness to suggestion, and patience with ambiguity. Without revealing its turns, it is fair to say that the journey depends less on arrival than on the quality of seeing along the way. In that sense, Green Fire endures as a work for readers who value wonder disciplined by form and feeling.
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    Green Fire unfolds in the Scottish Highlands and islands, where sea, moor, and mountain shape the rhythms of daily life. A young Highlander, recently returned from time away, feels an insistent pull toward the natural world and an enigmatic impulse he names the green fire. This presence glimmers in dawn light, in the shimmer on the water, and in fleeting moments of heightened awareness. The narrative begins quietly, establishing kinship ties, local customs, and a community bound by language and memory. From the outset, longing and belonging stand in tension, with the landscape itself acting as both refuge and summons.

Early chapters follow the protagonist’s re-entry into familiar circles: kin, neighbors, and elders who keep the lore of the place. A seer-like figure hints at second sight and warns against mistaking vision for destiny. The hero’s restlessness contrasts with the steady routines of crofting and fishing, and with the communal calendar of songs, wakes, and season-marking rites. The green fire presses inward as a feeling of more-than-ordinary life, suggesting beauty and danger together. Voices from the past, in lullabies and legends, fold into present experience, guiding and unsettling him by turns as he tries to recover a place in the old order.

A quiet romance takes shape alongside the pull of the unknown. The protagonist’s bond with a longstanding friend promises shelter and continuity, while a newer, more elusive connection hints at transformation. Social expectations, family duty, and the claims of the land complicate those attractions. The region’s lairdly authority and village consensus draw boundaries the hero must respect or resist. Festive gatherings, work on the shore, and hill walks provide the settings for glances, confidences, and unresolved questions. Without breaking the surface calm, the narrative seeds a conflict between affection grounded in shared history and a magnetic wonder that refuses to be domesticated.

As the story deepens, the green fire becomes both symbol and experience. The hero’s encounters with the hills and sea sharpen into heightened perception, and the lore-keepers of the community speak of lights that appear before change, of beauty that tests as much as it blesses. Weather turns unsettled, a sign within the tale’s patterning, and the recurring shimmer suggests thresholds opening. The protagonist’s patience with ordinary tasks thins, even as he senses the cost of abandoning them. Warnings are offered without insistence: to name a vision is not to master it, and the brightness that beckons may not tolerate being held.

A sudden disruption draws private tensions into public view. A mischance on the water, a disappearance, or an illness sends neighbors onto the shore and into the glens, calling forth solidarity and quiet courage. The protagonist must act within community, though the same inner light that lifts his heart also distracts his purpose. Scenes of search and vigil are rendered without spectacle, emphasizing attentiveness, silence, and prayer. The green fire still glimmers, no longer purely invitation, but also interrogation. Against this backdrop, personal choices begin to take firmer shape, entwined with collective need and the fragile continuities that keep the place intact.

The middle movement widens the map. In brief journeys across headland paths and island sounds, the hero meets wanderers, shepherds, and singers who carry fragments of older wisdom. Their tales recast the green fire not as a possession but as a passage, a quickening that arrives and withdraws according to laws beyond will. A healer’s counsel clarifies the difference between vision and vow, between private ecstasy and shared responsibility. In chapels weathered by salt and time, and on ridges open to sky, the protagonist gathers meanings that remain provisional. The narrative keeps its pace measured, allowing insight to accumulate without premature conclusion.

A quiet climax gathers at a liminal place—by a cliff path, a loch’s rim, or a ruined sanctum—where the hero must reconcile divided desires. Matters of the heart, long deferred, come to speech with a frankness that remains free of melodrama. What the green fire asks is not mere surrender or refusal, but a ranking of loves and loyalties. The revelation offered is clear enough to guide action, yet modest enough to protect the tale’s inner hush. Choosing becomes an act of listening, and the book honors the privacy of that threshold, maintaining the balance between narrative candor and the reader’s discovery.

After decision, the story returns to ordinary time. Work resumes; seasons turn; bonds, though altered, endure. The community reknits itself through tasks and courtesies, and the protagonist learns to see the same hills with steadier eyes. The green fire no longer burns as unrest but gleams as a measure for living: attention, restraint, and a readiness to be surprised. The text refrains from grand pronouncements, favoring small recognitions—how care anchors vision, how fidelity refines desire. In this calmer light, earlier symbols grow transparent, and the tale’s sorrows and hopes enter a held accord with the enduring ground of place.

Green Fire closes by gathering its themes without overt moralizing. It presents a life attuned to the seen and the unseen, to inherited forms and personal callings. The book’s central message is that vision must meet responsibility, and that beauty’s summons is fulfilled not by flight from the world but by rightly ordered presence within it. The Highlands and islands are more than backdrop; they are a field where character is tested and nourished. By aligning feeling with fidelity, the narrative offers quiet assurance: the flame that once unsettled can steady the way, illuminating paths that are both old and newly chosen.
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    Green Fire (published in 1896 under the name Fiona Macleod) is set in the late Victorian Scottish Highlands and Hebrides, a region poised between persistent tradition and accelerating modernity. Its imagined locales evoke Skye, Mull, Iona, and the Long Island (Lewis and Harris), where Gaelic-speaking crofting townships faced harsh land tenure, a maritime economy, and stern Protestant norms. Steamers of David MacBrayne’s line linked remote piers to Glasgow, while telegraph lines and lighthouses signaled the state’s reach. Yet blackhouses, peat-cutting, kelp shores, and communal grazing remained central. The novel’s atmosphere depends on this liminal time and place, where ancestral memory confronts newer markets, laws, and imperial British governance.

The Highland Clearances (c. 1750–1860) form the long historical backdrop: systematic evictions by landlords transformed clan-based tenancies into large-scale sheep farms and later sporting estates. In Sutherland (1814–1820), mass removals in Strathnaver culminated in the “Year of the Burnings” (1819), associated with factor Patrick Sellar; thousands emigrated to Nova Scotia, Cape Breton, and beyond. Similar displacements occurred on Mull, Skye, and the Uists. Though Green Fire unfolds later, its characters inhabit a cultural landscape scarred by dispossession—ancestral ruins, fragmentary inheritance, and the moral economy of smallholders. Sharp channels testimonies he heard in the 1890s Hebrides into motifs of exile, land-loss, and the haunting persistence of place.

Land agitation known as the Crofters’ War (1874–1886) directly informs the book’s social tensions. Notable flashpoints included the Bernera Riot (Isle of Lewis, 1874), the Braes Raid (Skye, April 1882) when Glasgow police confronted rent-resisting crofters, and the Glendale protests (Skye, 1882–1883) that produced the celebrated “Glendale Martyrs.” The Napier Commission (1883–1884), chaired by Lord Napier and Ettrick, gathered extensive testimonies across the Highlands and Islands. Its findings paved the way for the Crofters’ Holdings (Scotland) Act 1886, granting security of tenure, fair rents, and a Crofters’ Commission. Green Fire mirrors this climate of contested authority—estate factors, communal solidarity, and the ethics of land use—casting personal fates within a legal and moral struggle for subsistence and dignity.

The explosive growth of deer forests and sporting estates in the later nineteenth century sharpened conflict. Contemporary reports to official inquiries estimated about 1.7 million acres under deer forest by the mid‑1880s, much of it in former pastoral lands. The Park (Pairc) deer raid on Lewis in 1887, in which crofters entered reserved hunting lands to assert traditional rights, drew national attention and lenient judicial outcomes that signaled public sympathy. Green Fire reflects this pressure: fenced glens, guards, and seasonal exclusion confront inherited customary access. Through scenes of trespass, pursuit, and moral reckoning, Sharp connects private property regimes to ecological and communal dislocation in the western seaboard.

Religious currents, particularly after the Disruption of 1843 that created the Free Church of Scotland, defined Highland life. Strict Sabbatarianism, revivalist preaching, and kirk discipline shaped daily rhythms from Lewis to Skye, even as commerce and steamship timetables encroached. The memory of Iona’s early Christian heritage (St Columba’s monastery founded in 563) furnished an alternative sacred geography that many islanders cherished. In Green Fire, visionary encounters and penitential struggles are framed by this religious duality—stern Calvinist codes alongside older sanctities of land and sea. Sharp’s field travels in the 1890s exposed him to Free Church communities and to oral lore that fused Christian devotion with deep-place myth.

Language and schooling policies formed another decisive context. The Education (Scotland) Act 1872 created school boards but ignored Gaelic; punitive attitudes toward Gaelic-speaking pupils were widely recorded. Despite over 250,000 Gaelic speakers in the 1891 census, many concentrated in Ross-shire, Inverness-shire, and the Hebrides, language prestige lagged. Counter-mobilization included new associations for Gaelic culture and the founding of An Comunn Gàidhealach in the early 1890s, with the first National Mòd held at Oban in 1892. Green Fire registers the social costs of linguistic erosion—mistranslation, generational divide, and the silencing of local knowledge—while Sharp’s own collecting of tales and idiom in the Hebrides anchored the book’s cultural realism.

Maritime economy and migration shaped livelihoods and loss. The herring boom drew fleets to Stornoway, Wick, and Oban, yet dangers were stark: the Eyemouth Disaster (14 October 1881) killed 189 fishermen, reverberating across coastal communities. Seasonal hiring, curing stations, and MacBrayne steamers tied islands to imperial markets, even as chronic poverty pushed emigration to North America and Australasia. State responses culminated in the Congested Districts (Scotland) Act 1897, funding piers, roads, and small industries in the west. Green Fire’s seascapes, port scenes, and departures echo these realities, using shipboard passages and storm lore to dramatize precarity and the tug between home ground and the world beyond.

As social and political critique, Green Fire exposes the inequities of landlordism, the brittleness of imposed legal norms, and the human toll of language marginalization and ecclesiastical severity. By dramatizing crofters’ tenure insecurity, blocked access to hill and shore, and the economic volatility of fishing, the book indicts impersonal capital and absentee ownership that treat communities as scenery. Its evocation of Gaelic speech and sacred landscapes argues for cultural rights alongside material reforms, while its conflicted ministers, factors, and lairds reveal class and power asymmetries. The novel thus articulates a Highland moral economy against Victorian Britain’s market orthodoxies and centralized authority.
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THE BIRDS OF ANGUS OGUE[1]



Hither and thither,


And to and fro,


They thrid the Maze


Of Weal and Woe:


O winds that blow


For golden weather


Blow me the birds,


All white as snow


On the hillside heather—


Blow me the birds


That Angus know:


Blow me the birds,


Be it Weal or Woe!
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EUCHARIS


Then, in the violet forest, all a-bourgeon, Eucharis said to me: "It is Spring."—Arthur Rimbaud.





After the dim purple bloom of a suspended spring, a green rhythm ran from larch to thorn, from lime to sycamore; spread from meadow to meadow, from copse to copse, from hedgerow to hedgerow. The blackthorn had already snowed upon the nettle-garths. In the obvious nests among the bare boughs of ash and beech the eggs of the blackbird were blue-green as the sky that March had bequeathed to April. For days past, when the breath of the equinox had surged out of the west, the missel-thrushes had bugled from the wind-swayed topmost branches of the tallest elms. Everywhere the green rhythm ran.

In every leaf that had uncurled there was a delicate bloom, that which is upon all things in the first hours of life. The spires of the grass were washed in a green, dewy light. Out of the brown earth a myriad living things thrust tiny green shafts, arrow-heads, bulbs, spheres, clusters. Along the pregnant soil keener ears than ours would have heard the stir of new life, the innumerous whisper of the bursting seed; and, in the wind itself, shepherding the shadow-chased sunbeams, the voice of that vernal gladness which has been man's clarion since Time began.

Day by day the wind-wings lifted a more multitudinous whisper from the woodlands. The deep hyperborean[2] note, from the invisible ocean of air, was still audible: within the concourse of bare boughs which lifted against it, that surging voice could not but have an echo of its wintry roar. In the sun-havens, however, along the southerly copses, in daisied garths of orchard-trees, amid the flowering currant and guelder and lilac bushes in quiet places where the hives were all a-murmur, the wind already sang its lilt of spring. From dawn till noon, from an hour before sundown till the breaking foam along the wild cherry flushed fugitively because of the crimson glow out of the west, there was a ceaseless chittering of birds. The starlings and the sparrows enjoyed the commune of the homestead; the larks and fieldfares and green and yellow linnets congregated in the meadows, where, too, the wild bee already roved. Among the brown ridgy fallows there was a constant flutter of black, white-gleaming, and silver-gray wings, where the stalking rooks, the jerking pewets, and the wary, uncertain gulls from the neighboring sea, feasted tirelessly from the teeming earth. Often, too, the wind-hover, that harbinger of the season of the young broods, quivered his curved wings in his arrested flight, while his lance-like gaze penetrated the whins, beneath which a new-born rabbit crawled, or discerned in the tangle of a grassy tuft the brown, watchful eyes of a nesting quail.

In the remoter woodlands the three foresters of April could be heard: the woodpecker tapping on the gnarled boles of the oaks; the wild-dove calling in low, crooning monotones to his silent mate; the cuckoo tolling his infrequent peals from skyey belfries built of sun and mist.

In the fields, where the thorns were green as rivulets of melted snow and the grass had the bloom of emerald, and the leaves of docken, clover, cinquefoil, sorrel, and a thousand plants and flowers, were wave-green, the ewes lay, idly watching with their luminous amber eyes the frisking and leaping of the close-curled, tuft-tailed, woolly-legged lambs. In corners of the hedgerows, and in hollows in the rolling meadows, the primrose, the celandine, the buttercup, the dandelion, and the daffodil spilled little eddies of the sun-flood which overbrimmed them with light. All day long the rapture of the larks filled the blue air with vanishing spirals of music, swift and passionate in the ascent, repetitive and less piercing in the narrowing downward gyres. From every whin the poignant, monotonous note of the yellow-hammer reëchoed. Each pastoral hedge was alive with robins, chaffinches, and the dusky shadows of the wild-mice darting here and there among the greening boughs.

Whenever this green fire is come upon the earth, the swift contagion spreads to the human heart.[1q] What the seedlings feel in the brown mould, what the sap feels in the trees, what the blood feels in every creature from the newt in the pool to the nesting bird—so feels the strange, remembering ichor that runs its red tides through human hearts and brains. Spring has its subtler magic for us, because of the dim mysteries of unremembering remembrance [2q]and of the vague radiances of hope. Something in us sings an ascendant song, and we expect, we know not what; something in us sings a decrescent song, and we realize vaguely the stirring of immemorial memories.

There is none who will admit that spring is fairer elsewhere than in his own land.[3q] But there are regions where the season is so hauntingly beautiful that it would seem as though Angus Ogue knew them for his chosen resting-places in his green journey.

Angus Og, Angus MacGreine, Angus the Ever Youthful, the Son of the Sun, a fair god he indeed, golden-haired and wonderful as Apollo Chrusokomes. Some say that he is Love; some, that he is Spring; some, even, that in him, Thanatos[4], the Hellenic Celt that was his far-off kin, is reincarnate. But why seek riddles in flowing water? It may well be that Angus Ogue is Love, and Spring, and Death. The elemental gods are ever triune; and in the human heart, in whose lost Eden an ancient tree of knowledge grows wherefrom the mind has not yet gathered more than a few windfalls, it is surely sooth that Death and Love are oftentimes one and the same, and that they love to come to us in the apparel of Spring.

Sure, indeed, Angus Ogue is a name above all sweet to lovers, for is he not the god—the fair youth of the Tuatha-de-Danann, the Ancient People, with us still, though for ages seen of us no more—from the meeting of whose lips are born white birds, which fly abroad and nest in lovers' hearts till the moment come when, on the yearning lips of love, their invisible wings shall become kisses again?

Then, too, there is the old legend that Angus goes to and fro upon the world, a weaver of rainbows. He follows the spring, or is its herald. Often his rainbows are seen in the heavens; often in the rapt gaze of love. We have all perceived them in the eyes of children, and some of us have discerned them in the hearts of sorrowful women and in the dim brains of the old. Ah! for sure, if Angus Og be the lovely Weaver of Hope he is deathless comrade of the spring,[4q] and we may well pray to him to let his green fire move in our veins, whether he be but the Eternal Youth of the World, or be also Love, whose soul is youth, or even though he be likewise Death himself, Death to whom Love was wedded long, long ago.



But nowhere was spring more lovely, nowhere was the green fire of life so quick with impulsive ardors, as, one year of the years, in a seaward region to the north of the ancient forest of Broceliande, in what of old was Armorica and now is Brittany.

Here spring often comes late, but ever lingers long. Here, too, in the dim green avenues of the oak-woods of Kerival, the nightingales reach their uttermost western flight. Never has the shepherd, tending his scant flock on the upland pastures of Finistère, nor the fisherman lying a-dream amid the sandy thickets of Ushant, heard that quaint music—that primeval and ever young song of the passionate heart which Augustine might well have had in mind when he exclaimed "Sero te amavi, Pulchritudo, tam antiqua et tam nova, sero te amavi." But, each April, in the woods of Kerival, the nightingales congregate from afar, and through May their songs make the forest like a sanctuary filled with choristers swinging incense of a delicate music.

It is a wonderful region, that which lies betwixt Ploumaliou on the east and Kerloek on the west; the oldest, remotest part of an ancient, remote land. Here the few hamlets and fewer scattered villages are, even in externals, the same as they were a hundred or three hundred years ago. In essentials, there is no difference since St. Hervé or St. Ronan preached the new faith, or indeed since Ahès the Pale rode through the forest aisles in the moonlight and heard the Nains chanting, or since King Gradlon raced his horse against the foam when his daughter let the sea in upon the fair city of Ys. The good curés preach the religion of Christ and of Mary to the peasants; but in the minds of most of these there lingers much of the bygone faith that reared the menhirs. Few indeed there are in whose ears is never an echo of the old haunted world, when every wood and stream, every barren moor and granite wilderness, every sea-pasture and creek and bay had its particular presence, its spirit of good or ill, its menace, its perilous enchantment. The eyes of the peasants by these shores, these moors, these windy hill-slopes of the south, are not fixed only on the meal-chest and the fallow-field, or, on fête-days, upon the crucifix in the little church; but often dwell upon a past time, more sacred now than ever in this bitter relinquishing age. On the lips of many may be heard lines from that sad folk-song, "Ann Amzer Dremenet[6]" (In the Long Ago):


Eur c'havel kaer karn olifant,
 War-n-han tachou aour hag arc' hant.


Daelou a ver, daelou c'houero:
 Neb a zo enn han zo maro!


Zo maro, zo maro pell-zo,
 Hag hi luskel, o kana 'to,


Hag hi luskel, luskel ato,
 Kollet ar skiand-vad gant-ho.


Ar skiand-vad ho deuz kollet;
 Kollet ho deuz joaiou ar bed.




[But when they had made the cradle
 Of ivory and of gold,
 Their hearts were heavy still
 With the sorrow of old.


And ever as they rocked, the tears
 Ran down, sad tears:
 Who is it lieth dead therein,
 Dead all these weary years?
 

And still they rock that cradle there
 Of ivory and gold;
 For in their brains the shadow is
 The Shadow of Old.


They weep, and know not what they weep;
 They wait a vain rebirth:
 Vanity of vanities, alas!
 For there is but one birth
 On the wide, green earth.]




Old sayings they have, too; who knows how old? The charcoal-burner in the woods above Kerloek will still shudder at the thought of death on the bleak, open moor, because of the carrion-crow that awaits his sightless eyes, the fox that will tear his heart out, and the toad that will swallow his soul. Long, long ago Gwenc'hlan the Bard sang thus of his foe and the foes of his people, when every battle field was a pasture for the birds and beasts of prey, and when the Spirit of Evil lurked near every corpse in the guise of a toad. And still the shrimper, in the sands beyond Ploumaliou, will cry out against the predatory sea fowl A gas ar Gall—a gas ar Gall! (Chase the Franks!) and not know that, ages ago, this cry went up from the greatest of Breton kings, when Nomenoë drove the Frankish invaders beyond the Oust and the Vilaine, and lighted their flight by the flames of Nantes and Rennes.

Near the northern frontier of the remotest part of this ancient region, the Manor of Kerival was the light-house of its forest vicinage. It was and is surrounded by woods, for the most part of oak and chestnut and beech. Therein are trees of an age so great that they may have sheltered the flight of Jud Mael, when Ahès chased him on her white stallion from glade to glade, and one so venerably old that its roots may have been soaked in the blood of their child Judik, whom she forced her betrayer to slay with the sword before she thrust a dagger into his heart. Northward of the manor, however, the forest is wholly of melancholy spruce, of larch and pine. The pines extend in a desolate disarray to the interminable dunes, beyond which the Breton sea lifts its gray wave against a gray horizon. On that shore there are few rocks, though here and there fang-like reefs rise, ready to tear and devour any boat hurled upon them at full tide in days of storm. At Kerival Haven, too, there is a wilderness of granite rock; a mass of pinnacles, buttresses, and inchoate confusion, ending in long, smooth ledges of black basalt, these forever washed by the green flow of the tides.

None of the peasants knew the age of the House of Kerival, or how long the Kerival family had been there. Old Yann Hénan, the blind brother of the white-haired curé, Père Alain, who was the oldest man in all the countryside, was wont to say that Kerival woods had been green before ever there was a house on the banks of the Seine, and that a Kerival had been lord of the land before ever there was a king of France. All believed this, except Père Alain, and even he dissented only when Yann spoke of the seigneur's ancestor as the Marquis of Kerival; for, as he explained, there were no marquises in those far-off days. But this went for nothing; for, unfortunately, Père Alain had once in his youth preached against the popular belief in Korrigans and Nains[3], and had said that these supernatural beings did not exist, or at any rate were never seen of man. How, then, could much credence be placed on the testimony of a man who could be so prejudiced? Yann had but to sing a familiar snatch from the old ballad of "Aotru Nann Hag ar Gorrigan"—the fragment beginning


Ken a gavas eur waz vihan
 E-kichen ti eur Gorrigan,




and ending


Met gwell eo d'in mervel breman
 'Get dimizi d' eur Gorrigan!—


[The Lord Nann came to the Kelpie's Pool
 And stooped to drink the water cool;


But he saw the kelpie sitting by,
 Combing her long locks listlessly.


"O knight," she sang, "thou dost not fear
 To draw these perilous waters near!


Wed thou me now, or on a stone
 For seven years perish all alone,
 Or three days hence moan your death-moan!"


"I will not wed you, nor alone
 Perish with torment on a stone,
 Nor three days hence draw my death-moan—
 

For I shall die, O Kelpie fair,
 When God lets down the golden stair,
 And so my soul thou shalt not share—


But, if my fate is to lie dead,
 Here, with thy cold breast for my bed,
 Death can be mine, I will not wed!"]




When Yann sang this, or told for the hundredth time the familiar story of how Paskou-Hir the tailor was treated by the Nains when he sought to rifle the hidden treasure in the grotto, every one knew that he spoke what was authentic, what was true. As for Père Alain—well, priests are told to say many things by the good, wise Holy Father, who rules the world so well but has never been in Brittany, and so cannot know all that happens there, and has happened from time immemorial. Then, again, was there not the evidence of the alien, the strange, quiet man called Yann the Dumb, because of his silence at most times—him that was the servitor-in-chief to the Lady Lois, the beautiful paralyzed wife of the Marquis of Kerival, and that came from the far north, where the kindred of the Armorican race dwell among the misty isles and rainy hills of Scotland? Indeed Yann had been heard to say that he would sooner disbelieve in the Pope himself than in the kelpie, for in his own land he had himself heard her devilish music luring him across a lonely moor, and he had known a man who had gone fey because he had seen the face of a kelpie in a hill-tarn.

In the time of the greening, even the Korrigans are unseen of walkers in the dusk. They are busy then, some say, winding the white into the green bulbs of the water-lilies, or tinting the wings within the chrysalis of the water-fly, or weaving the bright skins for the newts; but however this may be, the season of the green flood over the brown earth is not that wherein man may fear them.

No fear of Korrigan or Nain, or any other woodland creature or haunter of pool or stream, disturbed two who walked in the green-gloom of a deep avenue in the midst of the forest beyond the Manor of Kerival. They were young, and there was green fire in their hearts; for they moved slow, hand claspt in hand, and with their eyes dwelling often on the face of each other. And whenever Ynys de Kerival looked at her cousin Alan she thought him the fairest and comeliest of the sons of men; and whenever Alan turned the longing of his eyes upon Ynys he wondered if anywhere upon the green earth moved aught so sweet and winsome, if anywhere in the green world was another woman so beautiful in body, mind, and spirit, as Ynys—Ynys the Dark, as the peasants called her, though Ynys of the dusky hair and the hazel-green eyes would have been truer of her whom Alan de Kerival loved. Of a truth, she was fair to see. Tall she was, and lithe; in her slim, svelt body there was something of the swift movement of the hill-deer, something of the agile abandon of the leopard. She was of that small clan, the true daughters of the sun. Her tanned face and hands showed that she loved the open air, though indeed her every movement proved this. The sun-life was even in that shadowy hair of hers, which had a sheen of living light wrought into its fragrant dusk; it was in her large, deep, translucent eyes, of a soft, dewy twilight-gray often filled with green light, as of the forest-aisles or as the heart of a sea-wave as it billows over sunlit sand; it was in the heart and in the brain of this daughter of an ancient race—and the nostalgia of the green world was hers. For in her veins ran the blood not only of her Armorican ancestors but of another Celtic strain, that of the Gael of the Isles, Through her mother, Lois Macdonald, of the remote south isles of the Outer Hebrides, the daughter of a line as ancient as that of Tristran de Kerival, she inherited even more than her share of the gloom, the mystery, the sea-passion, the vivid oneness with nature which have disclosed to so many of her fellow-Celts secret sources of peace.

Everywhere in that region the peasant poets sang of Ynys the Dark or of her sister Annaik. They were the two beautiful women of the world, there. But, walking in the fragrant green-gloom of the beeches, Alan smiled when he thought of Annaik, for all her milk-white skin and her wonderful tawny hair, for all her strange, shadowy amber-brown eyes—eyes often like dark hill-crystals aflame with stormy light. She was beautiful, and tall too, and with an even wilder grace than Ynys; yet—there was but one woman in the world, but one Dream, and her name was Ynys.
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