
      
      
         
         
            
            
            
         
         
      

      
   
      
      Praise for Jonathan Strange & Mr Norrell

      
      “Combining folklore and fantasy with horror-story imagination, [Clarke] creates a
         Napoleonic-era England alive with the promise—and danger—of uncontrollable forces
         . . . Clarke’s sober style keeps the fantasy grounded, and meticulous historical research
         brings the magical episodes to terrifying life.” —People (Critic’s choice, four stars)
      

      
      “What kind of magic can make an 800-page novel seem too short? Whatever it is, debut
         author Susanna Clarke is possessed by it.” —USA Today

      
      “Clarke’s imagination is prodigious, her pacing is masterly and she knows how to employ
         dry humor in the service of majesty.” —The New York Times

      
      “Immense, intelligent, inventive . . . Clarke is a restrained and witty writer with
         an arch and eminently readable style.” —Entertainment Weekly

      
      “Over the course of nearly 800 pages Clarke channels the world of Jane Austen, the
         Gothic tale, the Silver-Fork Society novel, military adventure a la Bernard Sharpe
         or Patrick O’Brian, romantic Byronism and Walter Scott’s passion for the heroic Northern
         past. She orchestrates all these fictive elements consummately well. . . Many books
         are to be read, some are to be studied, and a few are meant to be lived in for weeks.
         Jonathan Strange & Mr. Norrell is of this last kind.” —The Washington Post

      
      “The most sparkling literary debut of the year.” —Salon

      
      “Here is a writer who remembers that true fairy tales carry a sting and the creatures
         themselves were never properly domesticated to the nursery. Her uncanny book is an
         object lesson in the pleasures—and risks—of enchantment.” —Village Voice

      
      “A terrific, phenomenally ambitious book . . . Gorgeous.” —The Onion

      
      “Witty dialogue, cunning observations and intriguing footnotes . . . [A] sweeping
         adventure full of telling details, mixing history and fantasy to create worlds of
         deep imagination that seem as real as our own.” —San Francisco Chronicle

      
      “Utterly enchanting. [Clarke’s] union of historical fiction and fantasy is fresh,
         it is surprising, and it will appeal to those who want nothing more than to be carried
         away to a world crafted by a superb storyteller.” —Denver Post

      
      “Extraordinary ...If Harry Potter is the kind of book that makes you want to be a
         kid again, Jonathan Strange & Mr Norrell is the kind of novel that will remind you that being an adult should be a whole lot
         more fun.” —Atlanta Journal-Constitution

      
      “This 800-page work of fantasy—think Harry Potter sprinkled with the dust of Tolkien
         and Alasdair Gray—posits an extraordinary alternative history of England where magic,
         fairies, spirits and enchantments were once part of everyday life . . . This incredible
         work of the imagination, which took Clarke more than 10 years to write, ends all too
         soon.” —New York Post (four stars)
      

      
      “Combines the wit of Jane Austen with the subterranean spookiness of the works of
         Arthur Conan Doyle.” —Seattle Times

      
      “An enthralling, unique read.” —The Baltimore Sun

      
      “While Jonathan Strange is every bit as whimsical and playful as the Harry Potter books, it is also grave
         and upsetting, the very opposite of comforting children’s entertainment . . . Clarke
         has delivered a book of universal truths and unexpectedly heartbreaking acuity.” —Star-Telegram (Fort-Worth)
      

      
      “Mesmerizing.” —Harper’s Bazaar
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      Preface

      
      It is January and I am arriving at an English country house in Yorkshire. Fog and
         rain shroud the park. The interior is a dim labyrinth of splendid but desolate rooms,
         full of winter shadows and echoing footsteps.
      

      
      It is everything that pleases me best: the perfect setting for a pseudo-nineteenth-century
         novel.
      

      
      The phone conversations about a possible television series of Jonathan Strange and Mr Norrell stretch back years, but now that the moment has come, now that I am actually here
         at Wentworth Woodhouse, I lose my bearings. It is not just the scale of the thing
         that is unnerving. (Look at that positive battalion of lorries drawn up in front of
         the house – perhaps I should find someone and apologise for all the trouble?) Nor
         is it simply the sense of other-worldliness, of reality out of joint with itself –
         I imagine all film sets have something of that quality. (Look at the miles of electrical
         cable that wind up and down stone staircases and disappear, serpent-like, into the
         darkness of one of a hundred nameless rooms.) No, what I find most bewildering are
         the people with early-nineteenth-century hairstyles and early-nineteenth-century clothes.
         I suppose I ought to have expected them and it’s not that there are so many really,
         not in comparison with the film crew.
      

      
      But nothing, I find, has prepared me for the sight of my own characters walking about.
         A playwright or screenwriter must expect it; a novelist doesn’t and naturally concludes
         that she has gone mad. (What do they need so many umbrellas for? Don’t they realise
         that they are imaginary?)
      

      
      In the part of Wentworth Woodhouse that is currently standing in for the House of
         Commons, Sir Walter Pole smiles and saunters over to speak to me. In a ballroom of
         immense magnificence Lady Pole and Mrs Strange perform a dance of their own invention;
         it is both graceful and funny. (Later someone will give me a photograph of it.) Stephen
         Black looks grave and self-possessed and keeps to the shadows. Childermass – in straightforward
         Yorkshire fashion – shows me his tarot cards and lets me hold them for a moment: they
         feel warm and pleasantly rough in the hand. Out of the assembled ranks of fairy dancers
         the gentleman with the thistle-down hair gives me a friendly wave. (This last, I am
         willing to admit, is not the least in character.)
      

      
      The two people I do not meet – slightly to my relief – are Jonathan Strange and Gilbert Norrell. I know that
         I do not meet them because the defining characteristics of Strange and Norrell are
         arrogance and self-regard. (I am sorry to have to say this about people I am related
         to but it is true.) The people I meet in their place – Bertie Carvel and Eddie Marsan
         – are nothing of the sort, being warm and delightful.
      

      
      A month or so later and we are gathered in York outside the Minster. People are walking
         home from work, driving their cars through the city centre, eating in restaurants.
         Everything is quite as normal. Except that in just the one spot – before the great
         West Front—a snowstorm is blowing; and battling their way through it is a covey of
         black-coated magicians in three-cornered hats with lanterns in their hands. Mr Norrell
         is about to do magic in York Minster again. People stop and stare. In the middle of
         twenty-first-century York on an ordinary weekday evening there is suddenly a strange
         little bubble of nineteenth-century-England-that-never-was.
      

      
      The next day I am walking with a friend outside the Minster. I look down and see some
         faint white traces in the cracks between the paving stones.
      

      
      “Oh, look,” I say. “This is my snow.”

      
      Susanna Clarke 
November, 2014
      

      
   
      
      Volume I
Mr Norrell
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      He hardly ever spoke of magic, and when he
did it was like a history lesson and no one
could bear to listen to him.
      

      
      

      
   
      
      1
The library at Hurtfew

      
      Autumn 1806–January 1807

      
      Some years ago there was in the city of York a society of magicians. They met upon
         the third Wednesday of every month and read each other long, dull papers upon the
         history of English magic.
      

      
      They were gentleman-magicians, which is to say they had never harmed any one by magic
         – nor ever done any one the slightest good. In fact, to own the truth, not one of
         these magicians had ever cast the smallest spell, nor by magic caused one leaf to
         tremble upon a tree, made one mote of dust to alter its course or changed a single
         hair upon any one’s head. But, with this one minor reservation, they enjoyed a reputation
         as some of the wisest and most magical gentlemen in Yorkshire.
      

      
      A great magician has said of his profession that its practitioners “… must pound and
         rack their brains to make the least learning go in, but quarrelling always comes very
         naturally to them,”1 and the York magicians had proved the truth of this for a number of years.
      

      
      In the autumn of 1806 they received an addition in a gentleman called John Segundus.
         At the first meeting that he attended Mr Segundus rose and addressed the society.
         He began by complimenting the gentlemen upon their distinguished history; he listed the many celebrated magicians
         and historians that had at one time or another belonged to the York society. He hinted
         that it had been no small inducement to him in coming to York to know of the existence
         of such a society. Northern magicians, he reminded his audience, had always been better
         respected than southern ones. Mr Segundus said that he had studied magic for many
         years and knew the histories of all the great magicians of long ago. He read the new
         publications upon the subject and had even made a modest contribution to their number,
         but recently he had begun to wonder why the great feats of magic that he read about
         remained on the pages of his book and were no longer seen in the street or written
         about in the newspapers. Mr Segundus wished to know, he said, why modern magicians
         were unable to work the magic they wrote about. In short, he wished to know why there
         was no more magic done in England.
      

      
      It was the most commonplace question in the world. It was the question which, sooner
         or later, every child in the kingdom asks his governess or his schoolmaster or his
         parent. Yet the learned members of the York society did not at all like hearing it
         asked and the reason was this: they were no more able to answer it than any one else.
      

      
      The President of the York society (whose name was Dr Foxcastle) turned to John Segundus
         and explained that the question was a wrong one. “It presupposes that magicians have
         some sort of duty to do magic – which is clearly nonsense. You would not, I imagine,
         suggest that it is the task of botanists to devise more flowers? Or that astronomers
         should labour to rearrange the stars? Magicians, Mr Segundus, study magic which was
         done long ago. Why should any one expect more?”
      

      
      An elderly gentleman with faint blue eyes and faintly-coloured clothes (called either
         Hart or Hunt – Mr Segundus could never quite catch the name) faintly said that it
         did not matter in the least whether any body expected it or not. A gentleman could
         not do magic. Magic was what street sorcerers pretended to do in order to rob children of
         their pennies. Magic (in the practical sense) was much fallen off. It had low connexions.
         It was the bosom companion of unshaven faces, gypsies, house-breakers; the frequenter
         of dingy rooms with dirty yellow curtains. Oh no! A gentleman could not do magic.
         A gentleman might study the history of magic (nothing could be nobler) but he could
         not do any. The elderly gentleman looked with faint, fatherly eyes at Mr Segundus
         and said that he hoped Mr Segundus had not been trying to cast spells.
      

      
      Mr Segundus blushed.

      
      But the famous magician’s maxim held true: two magicians – in this case Dr Foxcastle
         and Mr Hunt or Hart – could not agree without two more thinking the exact opposite.
         Several of the gentlemen began to discover that they were entirely of Mr Segundus’s
         opinion and that no question in all of magical scholarship could be so important as
         this one. Chief among Mr Segundus’s supporters was a gentleman called Honeyfoot, a
         pleasant, friendly sort of man of fifty-five, with a red face and grey hair. As the
         exchanges became more bitter and Dr Foxcastle grew in sarcasm towards Mr Segundus,
         Mr Honeyfoot turned to him several times and whispered such comfort as, “Do not mind
         them, sir. I am entirely of your opinion;” and “You are quite right, sir, do not let
         them sway you;” and “You have hit upon it! Indeed you have, sir! It was the want of
         the right question which held us back before. Now that you are come we shall do great
         things.”
      

      
      Such kind words as these did not fail to find a grateful listener in John Segundus,
         whose shock shewed clearly in his face. “I fear that I have made myself disagreeable,”
         he whispered to Mr Honeyfoot. “That was not my intention. I had hoped for these gentlemen’s
         good opinion.”
      

      
      At first Mr Segundus was inclined to be downcast but a particularly spiteful outburst
         from Dr Foxcastle roused him to a little indignation. “That gentleman,” said Dr Foxcastle,
         fixing Mr Segundus with a cold stare, “seems determined that we should share in the unhappy fate of the Society of Manchester Magicians!”
      

      
      Mr Segundus inclined his head towards Mr Honeyfoot and said, “I had not expected to
         find the magicians of Yorkshire quite so obstinate. If magic does not have friends
         in Yorkshire where may we find them?”
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot’s kindness to Mr Segundus did not end with that evening. He invited Mr
         Segundus to his house in High-Petergate to eat a good dinner in company with Mrs Honeyfoot
         and her three pretty daughters, which Mr Segundus, who was a single gentleman and
         not rich, was glad to do. After dinner Miss Honeyfoot played the pianoforte and Miss
         Jane sang in Italian. The next day Mrs Honeyfoot told her husband that John Segundus
         was exactly what a gentleman should be, but she feared he would never profit by it
         for it was not the fashion to be modest and quiet and kind-hearted.
      

      
      The intimacy between the two gentlemen advanced very rapidly. Soon Mr Segundus was
         spending two or three evenings out of every seven at the house in High-Petergate.
         Once there was quite a crowd of young people present which naturally led to dancing.
         It was all very delightful but often Mr Honeyfoot and Mr Segundus would slip away
         to discuss the one thing which really interested both of them – why was there no more
         magic done in England? But talk as they would (often till two or three in the morning)
         they came no nearer to an answer; and perhaps this was not so very remarkable, for
         all sorts of magicians and antiquarians and scholars had been asking the same question
         for rather more than two hundred years.
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot was a tall, cheerful, smiling gentleman with a great deal of energy,
         who always liked to be doing or planning something, rarely thinking to inquire whether
         that something were to the purpose. The present task put him very much in mind of
         the great mediaeval magicians,2 who, whenever they had some seemingly impossible problem to solve, would ride away for a year and a day with only a fairy-servant
         or two to guide them and at the end of this time never failed to find the answer.
         Mr Honeyfoot told Mr Segundus that in his opinion they could not do better than emulate
         these great men, some of whom had gone to the most retired parts of England and Scotland
         and Ireland (where magic was strongest) while others had ridden out of this world
         entirely and no one nowadays was quite clear about where they had gone or what they
         had done when they got there. Mr Honeyfoot did not propose going quite so far – indeed
         he did not wish to go far at all because it was winter and the roads were very shocking.
         Nevertheless he was strongly persuaded that they should go somewhere and consult someone. He told Mr Segundus that he thought they were both growing stale; the advantage
         of a fresh opinion would be immense. But no destination, no object presented itself.
         Mr Honeyfoot was in despair: and then he thought of the other magician.
      

      
      Some years before, the York society had heard rumours that there was another magician
         in Yorkshire. This gentleman lived in a very retired part of the country where (it
         was said) he passed his days and nights studying rare magical texts in his wonderful
         library. Dr Foxcastle had found out the other magician’s name and where he might be
         found, and had written a polite letter inviting the other magician to become a member
         of the York society. The other magician had written back, expressing his sense of
         the honour done him and his deep regret: he was quite unable – the long distance between
         York and Hurtfew Abbey – the indifferent roads – the work that he could on no account
         neglect – etc., etc.
      

      
      The York magicians had all looked over the letter and expressed their doubts that
         any body with such small handwriting could ever make a tolerable magician. Then –
         with some slight regret for the wonderful library they would never see – they had
         dismissed the other magician from their thoughts. But Mr Honeyfoot said to Mr Segundus that the importance of the question, “Why was there no more magic done in
         England?” was such that it would be very wrong of them to neglect any opening. Who
         could say? – the other magician’s opinion might be worth having. And so he wrote a
         letter proposing that he and Mr Segundus give themselves the satisfaction of waiting
         on the other magician on the third Tuesday after Christmas at half past two. A reply
         came very promptly; Mr Honeyfoot with his customary good nature and good fellowship
         immediately sent for Mr Segundus and shewed him the letter. The other magician wrote
         in his small handwriting that he would be very happy in the acquaintance. This was
         enough. Mr Honeyfoot was very well pleased and instantly strode off to tell Waters,
         the coachman, when he would be needed.
      

      
      Mr Segundus was left alone in the room with the letter in his hand. He read: “… I
         am, I confess, somewhat at a loss to account for the sudden honour done to me. It
         is scarcely conceivable that the magicians of York with all the happiness of each
         other’s society and the incalculable benefit of each other’s wisdom should feel any
         necessity to consult a solitary scholar such as myself …”
      

      
      There was an air of subtle sarcasm about the letter; the writer seemed to mock Mr
         Honeyfoot with every word. Mr Segundus was glad to reflect that Mr Honeyfoot could
         scarcely have noticed or he would not have gone with such elated spirits to speak
         to Waters. It was such a very unfriendly letter that Mr Segundus found that all his desire to look upon the other
         magician had quite evaporated. Well, no matter, he thought, I must go because Mr Honeyfoot
         wishes it – and what, after all, is the worst that can happen? We will see him and
         be disappointed and that will be an end of it.
      

      
      The day of the visit was preceded by stormy weather; rain had made long ragged pools
         in the bare, brown fields; wet roofs were like cold stone mirrors; and Mr Honeyfoot’s
         post-chaise travelled through a world that seemed to contain a much higher proportion
         of chill grey sky and a much smaller one of solid comfortable earth than was usually
         the case.
      

      
      Ever since the first evening Mr Segundus had been intending to ask Mr Honeyfoot about
         the Learned Society of Magicians of Manchester which Dr Foxcastle had mentioned. He
         did so now.
      

      
      “It was a society of quite recent foundation,” said Mr Honeyfoot, “and its members
         were clergymen of the poorer sort, respectable ex-tradesmen, apothecaries, lawyers,
         retired mill owners who had got up a little Latin and so forth, such people as might
         be termed half-gentlemen. I believe Dr Foxcastle was glad when they disbanded – he
         does not think that people of that sort have any business becoming magicians. And
         yet, you know, there were several clever men among them. They began, as you did, with
         the aim of bringing back practical magic to the world. They were practical men and
         wished to apply the principles of reason and science to magic as they had done to
         the manufacturing arts. They called it ‘Rational Thaumaturgy’. When it did not work
         they became discouraged. Well, they cannot be blamed for that. But they let their
         disillusionment lead them into all sorts of difficulties. They began to think that
         there was not now nor ever had been magic in the world. They said that the Aureate magicians were all deceivers or were themselves deceived. And that the Raven King
         was an invention of the northern English to keep themselves from the tyranny of the
         south (being north-country men themselves they had some sympathy with that). Oh, their
         arguments were very ingenious – I forget how they explained fairies. They disbanded,
         as I told you, and one of them, whose name was Aubrey I think, meant to write it all
         down and publish it. But when it came to the point he found that a sort of fixed melancholy
         had settled on him and he was not able to rouse himself enough to begin.”
      

      
      “Poor gentleman,” said Mr Segundus. “Perhaps it is the age. It is not an age for magic
         or scholarship, is it sir? Tradesmen prosper, sailors, politicians, but not magicians.
         Our time is past.” He thought for a moment. “Three years ago,” he said, “I was in
         London and I met with a street magician, a vagabonding, yellow-curtain sort of fellow
         with a strange disfiguration. This man persuaded me to part with quite a high sum of money – in return for which he promised
         to tell me a great secret. When I had paid him the money he told me that one day magic
         would be restored to England by two magicians. Now I do not at all believe in prophecies,
         yet it is thinking on what he said that has determined me to discover the truth of
         our fallen state – is not that strange?”
      

      
      “You were entirely right – prophecies are great nonsense,” said Mr Honeyfoot, laughing.
         And then, as if struck by a thought, he said, “We are two magicians. Honeyfoot and
         Segundus,” he said trying it out, as if thinking how it would look in the newspapers
         and history books, “Honeyfoot and Segundus – it sounds very well.”
      

      
      Mr Segundus shook his head. “The fellow knew my profession and it was only to be expected
         that he should pretend to me that I was one of the two men. But in the end he told
         me quite plainly that I was not. At first it seemed as if he was not sure of it. There
         was something about me … He made me write down my name and looked at it a good long
         while.”
      

      
      “I expect he could see there was no more money to be got out of you,” said Mr Honeyfoot.

      
      Hurtfew Abbey was some fourteen miles north-west of York. The antiquity was all in
         the name. There had been an abbey but that was long ago; the present house had been
         built in the reign of Anne. It was very handsome and square and solid-looking in a
         fine park full of ghostly-looking wet trees (for the day was becoming rather misty).
         A river (called the Hurt) ran through the park and a fine classical-looking bridge
         led across it.
      

      
      The other magician (whose name was Norrell) was in the hall to receive his guests.
         He was small, like his handwriting, and his voice when he welcomed them to Hurtfew
         was rather quiet as if he were not used to speaking his thoughts out loud. Mr Honeyfoot
         who was a little deaf did not catch what he said; “I get old, sir – a common failing.
         I hope you will bear with me.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell led his guests to a handsome drawing-room with a good fire burning in the hearth. No candles had been lit; two fine windows gave plenty
         of light to see by – although it was a grey sort of light and not at all cheerful.
         Yet the idea of a second fire, or candles, burning somewhere in the room kept occurring
         to Mr Segundus, so that he continually turned in his chair and looked about him to
         discover where they might be. But there never was any thing – only perhaps a mirror
         or an antique clock.
      

      
      Mr Norrell said that he had read Mr Segundus’s account of the careers of Martin Pale’s
         fairy-servants.3 “A creditable piece of work, sir, but you left out Master Fallowthought. A very minor
         spirit certainly, whose usefulness to the great Dr Pale was questionable.4 Nevertheless your little history was incomplete without him.”
      

      
      There was a pause. “A fairy-spirit called Fallowthought, sir?” said Mr Segundus, “I
         … that is … that is to say I never heard of any such creature – in this world or any
         other.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell smiled for the first time – but it was an inward sort of smile. “Of course,”
         he said, “I am forgetting. It is all in Holgarth and Pickle’s history of their own
         dealings with Master Fallowthought, which you could scarcely have read. I congratulate
         you – they were an unsavoury pair – more criminal than magical: the less one knows
         of them the better.”
      

      
      “Ah, sir!” cried Mr Honeyfoot, suspecting that Mr Norrell was speaking of one of his
         books. “We hear marvellous things of your library. All the magicians in Yorkshire
         fell into fits of jealousy when they heard of the great number of books you had got!”
      

      
      “Indeed?” said Mr Norrell coldly. “You surprize me. I had no idea my affairs were
         so commonly known … I expect it is Thoroughgood,” he said thoughtfully, naming a man who sold books and curiosities in
         Coffee-yard in York. “Childermass has warned me several times that Thoroughgood is
         a chatterer.”
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot did not quite understand this. If he had had such quantities of magical books he would have loved to talk of them, be
         complimented on them, and have them admired; and he could not believe that Mr Norrell
         was not the same. Meaning therefore to be kind and to set Mr Norrell at his ease (for
         he had taken it into his head that the gentleman was shy) he persisted: “Might I be
         permitted to express a wish, sir, that we might see your wonderful library?”
      

      
      Mr Segundus was certain that Norrell would refuse, but instead Mr Norrell regarded
         them steadily for some moments (he had small blue eyes and seemed to peep out at them
         from some secret place inside himself) and then, almost graciously, he granted Mr
         Honeyfoot’s request. Mr Honeyfoot was all gratitude, happy in the belief that he had
         pleased Mr Norrell as much as himself.
      

      
      Mr Norrell led the other two gentlemen along a passage – a very ordinary passage,
         thought Mr Segundus, panelled and floored with well-polished oak, and smelling of
         beeswax; then there was a staircase, or perhaps only three or four steps; and then
         another passage where the air was somewhat colder and the floor was good York stone:
         all entirely unremarkable. (Unless the second passage had come before the staircase
         or steps? Or had there in truth been a staircase at all?) Mr Segundus was one of those
         happy gentlemen who can always say whether they face north or south, east or west.
         It was not a talent he took any particular pride in – it was as natural to him as
         knowing that his head still stood upon his shoulders – but in Mr Norrell’s house his
         gift deserted him. He could never afterwards picture the sequence of passageways and
         rooms through which they had passed, nor quite decide how long they had taken to reach
         the library. And he could not tell the direction; it seemed to him as if Mr Norrell
         had discovered some fifth point of the compass – not east, nor south, nor west, nor north, but somewhere
         quite different and this was the direction in which he led them. Mr Honeyfoot, on
         the other hand, did not appear to notice any thing odd.
      

      
      The library was perhaps a little smaller than the drawing-room they had just quitted.
         There was a noble fire in the hearth and all was comfort and quiet. Yet once again
         the light within the room did not seem to accord with the three tall twelve-paned
         windows, so that once again Mr Segundus was made uncomfortable by a persistent feeling
         that there ought to have been other candles in the room, other windows or another
         fire to account for the light. What windows there were looked out upon a wide expanse
         of dusky English rain so that Mr Segundus could not make out the view nor guess where
         in the house they stood.
      

      
      The room was not empty; there was a man sitting at a table who rose as they entered,
         and whom Mr Norrell briefly declared to be Childermass, his man of business.
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot and Mr Segundus, being magicians themselves, had not needed to be told
         that the library of Hurtfew Abbey was dearer to its possessor than all his other riches;
         and they were not surprized to discover that Mr Norrell had constructed a beautiful
         jewel box to house his heart’s treasure. The bookcases which lined the walls of the
         room were built of English woods and resembled Gothic arches laden with carvings.
         There were carvings of leaves (dried and twisted leaves, as if the season the artist
         had intended to represent were autumn), carvings of intertwining roots and branches,
         carvings of berries and ivy – all wonderfully done. But the wonder of the bookcases
         was nothing to the wonder of the books.
      

      
      The first thing a student of magic learns is that there are books about magic and books of magic. And the second thing he learns is that a perfectly respectable example of
         the former may be had for two or three guineas at a good bookseller, and that the
         value of the latter is above rubies.5 The collection of the York society was reckoned very fine – almost remarkable; among
         its many volumes were five works written between 1550 and 1700 and which might reasonably
         be claimed as books of magic (though one was no more than a couple of ragged pages).
         Books of magic are rare and neither Mr Segundus nor Mr Honeyfoot had ever seen more
         than two or three in a private library. At Hurtfew all the walls were lined with bookshelves
         and all the shelves were filled with books. And the books were all, or almost all,
         old books; books of magic. Oh! to be sure many had clean modern bindings, but clearly
         these were volumes which Mr Norrell had had rebound (he favoured, it seemed, plain
         calf with the titles stamped in neat silver capitals). But many had bindings that
         were old, old, old, with crumbling spines and corners.
      

      
      Mr Segundus glanced at the spines of the books on a nearby shelf; the first title
         he read was How to putte Questiones to the Dark and understand its Answeres.
      

      
      “A foolish work,” said Mr Norrell. Mr Segundus started – he had not known his host
         was so close by. Mr Norrell continued, “I would advise you not to waste a moment’s
         thought upon it.”
      

      
      So Mr Segundus looked at the next book which was Belasis’s Instructions.
      

      
      “You know Belasis, I dare say?” asked Mr Norrell.

      
      “Only by reputation, sir,” said Mr Segundus, “I have often heard that he held the
         key to a good many things, but I have also heard – indeed all the authorities agree
         – that every copy of The Instructions was destroyed long ago. Yet now here it is! Why, sir, it is extraordinary! It is
         wonderful!”
      

      
      “You expect a great deal of Belasis,” remarked Norrell, “and once upon a time I was
         entirely of your mind. I remember that for many months I devoted eight hours out of
         every twenty-four to studying his work; a compliment, I may say, that I have never
         paid any other author. But ultimately he is disappointing. He is mystical where he
         ought to be intelligible – and intelligible where he ought to be obscure. There are
         some things which have no business being put into books for all the world to read.
         For myself I no longer have any very great opinion of Belasis.”
      

      
      “Here is a book I never even heard of, sir,” said Mr Segundus, “The Excellences of Christo-Judaic Magick. What can you tell me of this?”
      

      
      “Ha!” cried Mr Norrell. “It dates from the seventeenth century, but I have no great
         opinion of it. Its author was a liar, a drunkard, an adulterer and a rogue. I am glad
         he has been so completely forgot.”
      

      
      It seemed that it was not only live magicians which Mr Norrell despised. He had taken
         the measure of all the dead ones too and found them wanting.
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot meanwhile, his hands in the air like a Methodist praising God, was walking
         rapidly from bookcase to bookcase; he could scarcely stop long enough to read the
         title of one book before his eye was caught by another on the other side of the room.
         “Oh, Mr Norrell!” he cried. “Such a quantity of books! Surely we shall find the answers
         to all our questions here!”
      

      
      [image: Images]

      
      “I doubt it, sir,” was Mr Norrell’s dry reply.
      

      
      The man of business gave a short laugh – laughter which was clearly directed at Mr
         Honeyfoot, yet Mr Norrell did not reprimand him either by look or word, and Mr Segundus
         wondered what sort of business it could be that Mr Norrell entrusted to this person.
         With his long hair as ragged as rain and as black as thunder, he would have looked
         quite at home upon a windswept moor, or lurking in some pitch-black alleyway, or perhaps
         in a novel by Mrs Radcliffe.
      

      
      Mr Segundus took down The Instructions of Jacques Belasis and, despite Mr Norrell’s poor opinion of it, instantly hit upon
         two extraordinary passages.6 Then, conscious of time passing and of the queer, dark eye of the man of business upon him, he opened The Excellences of Christo-Judaic Magick. This was not (as he had supposed) a printed book, but a manuscript scribbled down
         very hurriedly upon the backs of all kinds of bits of paper, most of them old ale-house
         bills. Here Mr Segundus read of wonderful adventures. The seventeenth-century magician
         had used his scanty magic to battle against great and powerful enemies: battles which
         no human magician ought to have attempted. He had scribbled down the history of his
         patchwork victories just as those enemies were closing around him. The author had
         known very well that, as he wrote, time was running out for him and death was the
         best that he could hope for.
      

      
      The room was becoming darker; the antique scrawl was growing dim on the page. Two
         footmen came into the room and, watched by the unbusinesslike man of business, lit
         candles, drew window curtains and heaped fresh coals upon the fire. Mr Segundus thought
         it best to remind Mr Honeyfoot that they had not yet explained to Mr Norrell the reason
         for their visit.
      

      
      As they were leaving the library Mr Segundus noticed something he thought odd. A chair
         was drawn up to the fire and by the chair stood a little table. Upon the table lay
         the boards and leather bindings of a very old book, a pair of scissars and a strong,
         cruel-looking knife, such as a gardener might use for pruning. But the pages of the
         book were nowhere to be seen. Perhaps, thought Mr Segundus, he has sent it away to be bound anew. Yet the old binding still looked strong
         and why should Mr Norrell trouble himself to remove the pages and risk damaging them?
         A skilled bookbinder was the proper person to do such work.
      

      
      When they were seated in the drawing-room again, Mr Honeyfoot addressed Mr Norrell.
         “What I have seen here today, sir, convinces me that you are the best person to help
         us. Mr Segundus and I are of the opinion that modern magicians are on the wrong path;
         they waste their energies upon trifles. Do not you agree, sir?”
      

      
      “Oh! certainly,” said Mr Norrell.

      
      “Our question,” continued Mr Honeyfoot, “is why magic has fallen from its once-great
         state in our great nation. Our question is, sir, why is no more magic done in England?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell’s small blue eyes grew harder and brighter and his lips tightened as if
         he were seeking to suppress a great and secret delight within him. It was as if, thought
         Mr Segundus, he had waited a long time for someone to ask him this question and had
         had his answer ready for years. Mr Norrell said, “I cannot help you with your question,
         sir, for I do not understand it. It is a wrong question, sir. Magic is not ended in
         England. I myself am quite a tolerable practical magician.”
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      As the carriage passed out of Mr Norrell’s sweep-gate Mr Honeyfoot exclaimed; “A practical
         magician in England! And in Yorkshire too! We have had the most extraordinary good
         luck! Ah, Mr Segundus, we have you to thank for this. You were awake, when the rest
         of us had fallen asleep. Had it not been for your encouragement, we might never have
         discovered Mr Norrell. And I am quite certain that he would never have sought us out;
         he is a little reserved. He gave us no particulars of his achievements in practical
         magic, nothing beyond the simple fact of his success. That, I fancy, is the sign of
         a modest nature. Mr Segundus, I think you will agree that our task is clear. It falls
         to us, sir, to overcome Norrell’s natural timidity and aversion to praise, and lead
         him triumphantly before a wider public!”
      

      
      “Perhaps,” said Mr Segundus doubtfully.

      
      “I do not say it will be easy,” said Mr Honeyfoot. “He is a little reticent and not
         fond of company. But he must see that such knowledge as he possesses must be shared
         with others for the Nation’s good. He is a gentleman: he knows his duty and will do
         it, I am sure. Ah, Mr Segundus! You deserve the grateful thanks of every magician
         in the country for this.”
      

      
      But whatever Mr Segundus deserved, the sad fact is that magicians in England are a peculiarly ungrateful set of men. Mr Honeyfoot and Mr Segundus
         might well have made the most significant discovery in magical scholarship for three
         centuries – what of it? There was scarcely a member of the York society who, when
         he learnt of it, was not entirely confident that he could have done it much better
         – and, upon the following Tuesday when an extraordinary meeting of the Learned Society
         of York Magicians was held, there were very few members who were not prepared to say
         so.
      

      
      At seven o’clock upon the Tuesday evening the upper room of the Old Starre Inn in
         Stonegate was crowded. The news which Mr Honeyfoot and Mr Segundus had brought seemed
         to have drawn out all the gentlemen in the city who had ever peeped into a book of
         magic – and York was still, after its own fashion, one of the most magical cities
         in England; perhaps only the King’s city of Newcastle could boast more magicians.
      

      
      There was such a crush of magicians in the room that, for the present, a great many
         were obliged to stand, though the waiters were continually bringing more chairs up
         the stairs. Dr Foxcastle had got himself an excellent chair, tall and black and curiously
         carved – and this chair (which rather resembled a throne), and the sweep of the red
         velvet curtains behind him and the way in which he sat with his hands clasped over
         his large round stomach, all combined to give him a deeply magisterial air.
      

      
      The servants at the Old Starre Inn had prepared an excellent fire to keep off the
         chills of a January evening and around it were seated some ancient magicians – apparently
         from the reign of George II or thereabouts – all wrapped in plaid shawls, with yellowing
         spider’s-web faces, and accompanied by equally ancient footmen with bottles of medicine
         in their pockets. Mr Honeyfoot greeted them with: “How do you do, Mr Aptree? How do
         you do, Mr Greyshippe? I hope you are in good health, Mr Tunstall? I am very glad
         to see you here, gentlemen! I hope you have all come to rejoice with us? All our years
         in the dusty wilderness are at an end. Ah! no one knows better than you, Mr Aptree and you, Mr Greyshippe what years they have been, for you have
         lived through a great many of them. But now we shall see magic once more Britain’s
         counsellor and protector! And the French, Mr Tunstall! What will be the feelings of
         the French when they hear about it? Why! I should not be surprized if it were to bring
         on an immediate surrender.”
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot had a great deal more to say of the same sort; he had prepared a speech
         in which he intended to lay before them all the wonderful advantages that were to
         accrue to Britain from this discovery. But he was never allowed to deliver more than
         a few sentences of it, for it seemed that each and every gentleman in the room was
         bursting with opinions of his own on the subject, all of which required to be communicated
         urgently to every other gentleman. Dr Foxcastle was the first to interrupt Mr Honeyfoot.
         From his large, black throne he addressed Mr Honeyfoot thus: “I am very sorry to see
         you, sir, bringing magic – for which I know you have a genuine regard – into disrepute
         with impossible tales and wild inventions. Mr Segundus,” he said, turning to the gentleman
         whom he regarded as the source of all the trouble, “I do not know what is customary
         where you come from, but in Yorkshire we do not care for men who build their reputations
         at the expence of other men’s peace of mind.”
      

      
      This was as far as Dr Foxcastle got before he was drowned by the loud, angry exclamations
         of Mr Honeyfoot and Mr Segundus’s supporters. The next gentleman to make himself heard
         wondered that Mr Segundus and Mr Honeyfoot should have been so taken in. Clearly Norrell
         was mad – no different from any stark-eyed madman who stood upon the street corner
         screaming out that he was the Raven King.
      

      
      A sandy-haired gentleman in a state of great excitement thought that Mr Honeyfoot
         and Mr Segundus should have insisted on Mr Norrell leaving his house upon the instant
         and coming straightway in an open carriage (though it was January) in triumph to York,
         so that the sandy-haired gentleman might strew ivy leaves in his path;1 and one of the very old men by the fire was in a great passion about something or
         other, but being so old his voice was rather weak and no one had leisure just then
         to discover what he was saying.
      

      
      There was a tall, sensible man in the room called Thorpe, a gentleman with very little
         magical learning, but a degree of common sense rare in a magician. He had always thought
         that Mr Segundus deserved encouragement in his quest to find where practical English
         magic had disappeared to – though like everyone else Mr Thorpe had not expected Mr
         Segundus to discover the answer quite so soon. But now that they had an answer Mr
         Thorpe was of the opinion that they should not simply dismiss it: “Gentlemen, Mr Norrell
         has said he can do magic. Very well. We know a little of Norrell – we have all heard
         of the rare texts he is supposed to have and for this reason alone we would be wrong
         to dismiss his claims without careful consideration. But the stronger arguments in
         Norrell’s favour are these: that two of our own number – sober scholars both – have
         seen Norrell and come away convinced.” He turned to Mr Honeyfoot. “You believe in
         this man – any one may see by your face that you do. You have seen something that
         convinced you – will you not tell us what it was?”
      

      
      Now Mr Honeyfoot’s reaction to this question was perhaps a little strange. At first
         he smiled gratefully at Mr Thorpe as if this was exactly what he could have wished
         for: a chance to broadcast the excellent reasons he had for believing that Mr Norrell
         could do magic; and he opened his mouth to begin. Then he stopped; he paused; he looked
         about him, as if those excellent reasons which had seemed so substantial a moment
         ago were all turning to mist and nothingness in his mouth, and his tongue and teeth
         could not catch hold of even one of them to frame it into a rational English sentence.
         He muttered something of Mr Norrell’s honest countenance.
      

      
      The York society did not think this very satisfactory (and had they actually been
         privileged to see Mr Norrell’s countenance they might have thought it even less so).
         So Thorpe turned to Mr Segundus and said, “Mr Segundus, you have seen Norrell too.
         What is your opinion?”
      

      
      For the first time the York society noticed how pale Mr Segundus was and it occurred
         to some of the gentlemen that he had not answered them when they had greeted him,
         as if he could not quite collect his thoughts to reply. “Are you unwell, sir?” asked
         Mr Thorpe gently. “No, no,” murmured Mr Segundus, “it is nothing. I thank you.” But
         he looked so lost that one gentleman offered him his chair and another went off to
         fetch a glass of Canary-wine, and the excitable sandy-haired gentleman who had wished
         to strew ivy leaves in Mr Norrell’s path nurtured a secret hope that Mr Segundus might
         be enchanted and that they might see something extraordinary!
      

      
      Mr Segundus sighed and said, “I thank you. I am not ill, but this last week I have
         felt very heavy and stupid. Mrs Pleasance has given me arrowroot and hot concoctions
         of liquorice root, but they have not helped – which does not surprize me for I think
         the confusion is in my head. I am not so bad as I was. If you were to ask me now,
         gentlemen, why it is that I believe that magic has come back to England, I should
         say it is because I have seen magic done. The impression of having seen magic done
         is most vivid here and here …” (Mr Segundus touched his brow and his heart.) “And
         yet I know that I have seen none. Norrell did none while we were with him. And so
         I suppose that I have dreamt it.”
      

      
      Fresh outbreak of the gentlemen of the York society. The faint gentleman smiled faintly
         and inquired if any one could make any thing of this. Then Mr Thorpe cried, “Good
         God! It is very nonsensical for us all to sit here and assert that Norrell can or
         cannot do this or can or cannot do that. We are all rational beings I think, and the
         answer, surely, is quite simple – we will ask him to do some magic for us in proof
         of his claims.”
      

      
      This was such good sense that for a moment the magicians were silent – though this
         is not to say that the proposal was universally popular – not at all. Several of the
         magicians (Dr Foxcastle was one) did not care for it. If they asked Norrell to do
         magic, there was always the danger that he might indeed do some. They did not want
         to see magic done; they only wished to read about it in books. Others were of the
         opinion that the York society was making itself very ridiculous by doing even so little
         as this. But in the end most of the magicians agreed with Mr Thorpe that: “As scholars,
         gentlemen, the least we can do is to offer Mr Norrell the opportunity to convince
         us.” And so it was decided that someone should write another letter to Mr Norrell.
      

      
      It was quite clear to all the magicians that Mr Honeyfoot and Mr Segundus had handled
         the thing very ill and upon one subject at least – that of Mr Norrell’s wonderful
         library – they did seem remarkably stupid, for they were not able to give any intelligible
         report of it. What had they seen? Oh, books, many books. A remarkable number of books?
         Yes, they believed they had thought it remarkable at the time. Rare books? Ah, probably.
         Had they been permitted to take them down and look inside them? Oh no! Mr Norrell
         had not gone so far as to invite them to do that. But they had read the titles? Yes,
         indeed. Well then, what were the titles of the books they had seen? They did not know;
         they could not remember. Mr Segundus said that one of the books had a title that began
         with a ‘B’, but that was the beginning and end of his information. It was very odd.
      

      
      Mr Thorpe had always intended to write the letter to Mr Norrell himself, but there
         were a great many magicians in the room whose chief idea was to give offence to Mr
         Norrell in return for his impudence and these gentlemen thought quite rightly that
         their best means of insulting Norrell was to allow Dr Foxcastle to write the letter.
         And so this was carried. In due time it brought forth an angry letter of reply.
      

      
      
         
         Hurtfew Abbey, Yorkshire,
Feb. 1st, 1807
         

         
         Sir—
Twice in recent years I have been honoured by a letter from the gentlemen of the Learned
            Society of York Magicians soliciting my acquaintance. Now comes a third letter informing
            me of the society’s displeasure. The good opinion of the York society seems as easily
            lost as it is gained and a man may never know how he came to do either. In answer
            to the particular charge contained in your letter that I have exaggerated my abilities
            and laid claim to powers I cannot possibly possess I have only this to say: other
            men may fondly attribute their lack of success to a fault in the world rather than
            to their own poor scholarship, but the truth is that magic is as achievable in this
            Age as in any other; as I have proved to my own complete satisfaction any number of
            times within the last twenty years. But what is my reward for loving my art better
            than other men have done? – for studying harder to perfect it? – it is now circulated
            abroad that I am a fabulist; my professional abilities are slighted and my word doubted.
            You will not, I dare say, be much surprized to learn that under such circumstances
            as these I do not feel much inclined to oblige the York society in any thing – least
            of all a request for a display of magic. The Learned Society of York Magicians meets
            upon Wednesday next and upon that day I shall inform you of my intentions.
         

         
         Your servant
Gilbert Norrell
         

         
      

      
      This was all rather disagreeably mysterious. The theoretical magicians waited somewhat
         nervously to see what the practical magician would send them next. What Mr Norrell
         sent them next was nothing more alarming than an attorney, a smiling, bobbing, bowing
         attorney, a quite commonplace attorney called Robinson, with neat black clothes and
         neat kid gloves, with a document, the like of which the gentlemen of the York society had never seen before; a draft of
         an agreement, drawn up in accordance with England’s long-forgotten codes of magical
         law.
      

      
      Mr Robinson arrived in the upper room at the Old Starre promptly at eight and seemed
         to suppose himself expected. He had a place of business and two clerks in Coney-street.
         His face was well known to many of the gentlemen.
      

      
      “I will confess to you, sirs,” smiled Mr Robinson, “that this paper is largely the
         work of my principal, Mr Norrell. I am no expert upon thaumaturgic law. Who is nowadays?
         Still, I dare say that if I go wrong, you will be so kind as to put me right again.”
      

      
      Several of the York magicians nodded wisely.

      
      Mr Robinson was a polished sort of person. He was so clean and healthy and pleased
         about everything that he positively shone – which is only to be expected in a fairy
         or an angel, but is somewhat disconcerting in an attorney. He was most deferential
         to the gentlemen of the York society for he knew nothing of magic, but he thought
         it must be difficult and require great concentration of mind. But to professional
         humility and a genuine admiration of the York society Mr Robinson added a happy vanity
         that these monumental brains must now cease their pondering on esoteric matters for
         a time and listen to him. He put golden spectacles upon his nose, adding another small
         glitter to his shining person.
      

      
      Mr Robinson said that Mr Norrell undertook to do a piece of magic in a certain place
         at a certain time. “You have no objection I hope, gentlemen, to my principal settling
         the time and place?”
      

      
      The gentlemen had none.

      
      “Then it shall be the Cathedral, Friday fortnight.”2

      
      Mr Robinson said that if Mr Norrell failed to do the magic then he would publicly
         withdraw his claims to be a practical magician – indeed to be any sort of magician
         at all, and he would give his oath never to make any such claims again.
      

      
      “He need not go so far,” said Mr Thorpe. “We have no desire to punish him; we merely
         wished to put his claims to the test.”
      

      
      Mr Robinson’s shining smile dimmed a little, as if he had something rather disagreeable
         to communicate and was not quite sure how to begin.
      

      
      “Wait,” said Mr Segundus, “we have not heard the other side of the bargain yet. We
         have not heard what he expects of us.”
      

      
      Mr Robinson nodded. Mr Norrell intended it seemed to exact the same promise from each
         and every magician of the York society as he made himself. In other words if he succeeded,
         then they must without further ado disband the Society of York Magicians and none
         of them claim the title “magician” ever again. And after all, said Mr Robinson, this
         would be only fair, since Mr Norrell would then have proved himself the only true
         magician in Yorkshire.
      

      
      “And shall we have some third person, some independent party to decide if the magic
         has been accomplished?” asked Mr Thorpe.
      

      
      This question seemed to puzzle Mr Robinson. He hoped they would excuse him if he had
         taken up a wrong idea he said, he would not offend for the world, but he had thought
         that all the gentlemen present were magicians.
      

      
      Oh, yes, nodded the York society, they were all magicians.

      
      Then surely, said Mr Robinson, they would recognize magic when they saw it? Surely
         there were none better qualified to do so?
      

      
      Another gentleman asked what magic Norrell intended to do? Mr Robinson was full of
         polite apologies and elaborate explanations; he could not enlighten them, he did not
         know.
      

      
      It would tire my reader’s patience to rehearse the many winding arguments by which
         the gentlemen of the York society came to sign Mr Norrell’s agreement. Many did so
         out of vanity; they had publicly declared that they did not believe Norrell could do magic, they had publicly
         challenged Norrell to perform some – under such circumstances as these it would have
         looked peculiarly foolish to change their minds – or so they thought.
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot, on the other hand, signed precisely because he believed in Norrell’s magic. Mr Honeyfoot hoped that Mr Norrell would gain public
         recognition by this demonstration of his powers and go on to employ his magic for
         the good of the nation.
      

      
      Some of the gentlemen were provoked to sign by the suggestion (originating with Norrell
         and somehow conveyed by Robinson) that they would not shew themselves true magicians
         unless they did so.
      

      
      So one by one and there and then, the magicians of York signed the document that Mr
         Robinson had brought. The last magician was Mr Segundus.
      

      
      “I will not sign,” he said. “For magic is my life and though Mr Norrell is quite right
         to say I am a poor scholar, what shall I do when it is taken from me?”
      

      
      A silence.

      
      “Oh!” said Mr Robinson. “Well, that is … Are you quite sure, sir, that you should
         not like to sign the document? You see how all your friends have done it? You will
         be quite alone.”
      

      
      “I am quite sure,” said Mr Segundus, “thank you.”

      
      “Oh!” said Mr Robinson. “Well, in that case I must confess that I do not know quite
         how to proceed. My principal gave me no instruction what to do if only some of the gentlemen signed. I shall consult with my principal in the morning.”
      

      
      Dr Foxcastle was heard to remark to Mr Hart or Hunt that once again it was the newcomer
         who brought a world of trouble upon everyone’s heads.
      

      
      But two days later Mr Robinson waited upon Dr Foxcastle with a message to say that
         on this particular occasion Mr Norrell would be happy to overlook Mr Segundus’s refusal
         to sign; he would consider that his contract was with all the members of the York
         society except for Mr Segundus.
      

      
      The night before Mr Norrell was due to perform the magic, snow fell on York and in
         the morning the dirt and mud of the city had disappeared, all replaced by flawless
         white. The sounds of hooves and footsteps were muffled, and the very voices of York’s
         citizens were altered by a white silence that swallowed up every sound. Mr Norrell
         had named a very early hour in the day. In their separate homes the York magicians
         breakfasted alone. They watched in silence as a servant poured their coffee, broke
         their warm white-bread rolls, fetched the butter. The wife, the sister, the daughter,
         the daughter-in-law, or the niece who usually performed these little offices was still
         in bed; and the pleasant female domestic chat, which the gentlemen of the York society
         affected to despise so much, and which was in truth the sweet and mild refrain in
         the music of their ordinary lives, was absent. And the breakfast rooms where these
         gentlemen sat were changed from what they had been yesterday. The winter gloom was
         quite gone and in its place was a fearful light – the winter sun reflected many times
         over by the snowy earth. There was a dazzle of light upon the white linen tablecloth.
         The rosebuds that patterned the daughter’s pretty coffee-cups seemed almost to dance
         in it. Sunbeams were struck from the niece’s silver coffee-pot, and the daughter-in-law’s
         smiling china shepherdesses were all become shining angels. It was as if the table
         were laid with fairy silver and crystal.
      

      
      Mr Segundus, putting his head out of a third-storey window in Lady-Peckitt’s-yard,
         thought that perhaps Norrell had already done the magic and this was it. There was
         an ominous rumble above him and he drew in his head quickly to avoid a sudden fall
         of snow from the roof. Mr Segundus had no servant any more than he had a wife, sister,
         daughter, daughter-in-law, or niece, but Mrs Pleasance, his landlady, was an early
         riser. Many times in the last fortnight she had heard him sigh over his books and
         she hoped to cheer him up with a breakfast of two freshly grilled herrings, tea and
         fresh milk, and white bread and butter on a blue-and-white china plate. With the same
         generous aim she had sat down to talk to him. On seeing how despondent he looked she cried, “Oh! I have no patience with
         this old man!”
      

      
      Mr Segundus had not told Mrs Pleasance that Mr Norrell was old and yet she fancied
         that he must be. From what Mr Segundus had told her she thought of him as a sort of
         miser who hoarded magic instead of gold, and as our narrative progresses, I will allow
         the reader to judge the justice of this portrait of Mr Norrell’s character. Like Mrs
         Pleasance I always fancy that misers are old. I cannot tell why this should be since
         I am sure that there are as many young misers as old. As to whether or not Mr Norrell
         was in fact old, he was the sort of man who had been old at seventeen.
      

      
      Mrs Pleasance continued, “When Mr Pleasance was alive, he used to say that no one
         in York, man or woman, could bake a loaf to rival mine, and other people as well have
         been kind enough to say that they never in their lives tasted bread so good. But I
         have always kept a good table for love of doing a thing well and if one of those queer
         spirits from the Arabian fables came out of this very teapot now and gave me three
         wishes I hope I would not be so ill-natured as to try to stop other folk from baking
         bread – and should their bread be as good as mine then I do not see that it hurts
         me, but rather is so much the better for them. Come, sir, try a bit,” she said, pushing
         a plateful of the celebrated bread towards her lodger. “I do not like to see you get
         so thin. People will say that Hettie Pleasance has lost all her skill at housekeeping.
         I wish you would not be so downcast, sir. You have not signed this perfidious document
         and when the other gentlemen are forced to give up, you will still continue and I
         very much hope, Mr Segundus, that you may make great discoveries and perhaps then
         this Mr Norrell who thinks himself so clever will be glad to take you into partnership
         and so be brought to regret his foolish pride.”
      

      
      Mr Segundus smiled and thanked her. “But I do not think that will happen. My chief
         difficulty will be lack of materials. I have very little of my own, and when the society
         is disbanded, – well I cannot tell what will happen to its books, but I doubt that
         they will come to me.”
      

      
      Mr Segundus ate his bread (which was just as good as the late Mr Pleasance and his
         friends had said it was) and his herrings and drank some tea. Their power to soothe
         a troubled heart must have been greater than he had supposed for he found that he
         felt a little better and, fortified in this manner, he put on his greatcoat and his
         hat and his muffler and his gloves and stamped off through the snowy streets to the
         place that Mr Norrell had appointed for this day’s wonders – the Cathedral of York.
      

      
      And I hope that all my readers are acquainted with an old English Cathedral town or
         I fear that the significance of Mr Norrell’s chusing that particular place will be
         lost upon them. They must understand that in an old Cathedral town the great old church
         is not one building among many; it is the building – different from all others in scale, beauty and solemnity. Even in modern
         times when an old Cathedral town may have provided itself with all the elegant appurtenances
         of civic buildings, assembly and meeting rooms (and York was well-stocked with these)
         the Cathedral rises above them – a witness to the devotion of our forefathers. It
         is as if the town contains within itself something larger than itself. When going
         about one’s business in the muddle of narrow streets one is sure to lose sight of
         the Cathedral, but then the town will open out and suddenly it is there, many times
         taller and many times larger than any other building, and one realizes that one has
         reached the heart of the town and that all streets and lanes have in some way led
         here, to a place of mysteries much deeper than any Mr Norrell knew of. Such were Mr
         Segundus’s thoughts as he entered the Close and stood before the great brooding blue
         shadow of the Cathedral’s west face. Now came Dr Foxcastle, sailing magisterially
         around the corner like a fat, black ship. Spying Mr Segundus there he steered himself
         towards that gentleman and bid him good morning.
      

      
      “Perhaps, sir,” said Dr Foxcastle, “you would be so kind as to introduce me to Mr
         Norrell? He is a gentleman I very much wish to know.”
      

      
      “I shall be only too happy, sir.” said Mr Segundus and looked about him. The weather
         had kept most people within doors and there were only a few dark figures scuttling
         over the white field that lay before the great grey Church. When scrutinized these
         were discovered to be gentlemen of the York society, or clergymen and Cathedral attendants
         – vergers and beadles, sub-choirmasters, provosts, transept-sweepers and such-like
         persons – who had been sent by their superiors out into the snow to see to the Church’s
         business.
      

      
      “I should like nothing better, sir,” said Mr Segundus, “than to oblige you, but I
         do not see Mr Norrell.”
      

      
      Yet there was someone.

      
      Someone was standing in the snow alone directly in front of the Minster. He was a
         dark sort of someone, a not-quite-respectable someone who was regarding Mr Segundus
         and Dr Foxcastle with an air of great interest. His ragged hair hung about his shoulders
         like a fall of black water; he had a strong, thin face with something twisted in it,
         like a tree root; and a long, thin nose; and, though his skin was very pale, something
         made it seem a dark face – perhaps it was the darkness of his eyes, or the proximity
         of that long, black greasy hair. After a moment this person walked up to the two magicians,
         gave them a sketchy bow and said that he hoped they would forgive his intruding upon
         them but they had been pointed out to him as gentlemen who were there upon the same
         business as himself. He said that his name was John Childermass, and that he was Mr
         Norrell’s steward in certain matters (though he did not say what these were).
      

      
      “It seems to me,” said Mr Segundus thoughtfully, “that I know your face. I have seen
         you before, I think?”
      

      
      Something shifted in Childermass’s dark face, but it was gone in a moment and whether
         it had been a frown or laughter it was impossible to say. “I am often in York upon
         business for Mr Norrell, sir. Perhaps you have seen me in one of the city bookselling
         establishments?”
      

      
      “No,” said Mr Segundus, “I have seen you … I can picture you … Where? … Oh! I shall
         have it in a moment!”
      

      
      Childermass raised an eyebrow as if to say he very much doubted it.

      
      “But surely Mr Norrell is coming himself?” said Dr Foxcastle.

      
      Childermass begged Dr Foxcastle’s pardon, but he did not think Mr Norrell would come;
         he did not think Mr Norrell saw any reason to come.
      

      
      “Ah!” cried Dr Foxcastle. “then he concedes, does he? Well, well, well. Poor gentleman.
         He feels very foolish, I dare say. Well indeed. It was a noble attempt at any rate.
         We bear him no ill-will for having made the attempt.” Dr Foxcastle was much relieved
         that he would see no magic and it made him generous.
      

      
      Childermass begged Dr Foxcastle’s pardon once more; he feared that Dr Foxcastle had
         mistaken his meaning. Mr Norrell would certainly do magic; he would do it in Hurtfew
         Abbey and the results would be seen in York. “Gentlemen,” said Childermass to Dr Foxcastle,
         “do not like to leave their comfortable firesides unless they must. I dare say if
         you, sir, could have managed the seeing part of the business from your own drawing-room
         you would not be here in the cold and wet.”
      

      
      Dr Foxcastle drew in his breath sharply and bestowed on John Childermass a look that
         said that he thought John Childermass very insolent.
      

      
      Childermass did not seem much dismayed by Dr Foxcastle’s opinion of him, indeed he
         looked rather entertained by it. He said, “It is time, sirs. You should take your
         stations within the Church. You would be sorry, I am sure, to miss anything when so
         much hangs upon it.”
      

      
      It was twenty minutes past the hour and gentlemen of the York society were already
         filing into the Cathedral by the door in the south transept. Several looked about
         them before going inside, as if taking a last fond farewell of a world they were not
         quite sure of seeing again.
      

      
   
      
      3
The stones of York

      
      February 1807

      
      A great old church in the depths of winter is a discouraging place at the best of
         times; the cold of a hundred winters seems to have been preserved in its stones and
         to seep out of them. In the cold, dank, twilight interior of the Cathedral the gentlemen
         of the York society were obliged to stand and wait to be astonished, without any assurance
         that the surprize when it came would be a pleasant one.
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot tried to smile cheerfully at his companions, but for a gentleman so practised
         in the art of a friendly smile it was a very poor attempt.
      

      
      Upon the instant bells began to toll. Now these were nothing more than the bells of
         St Michael-le-Belfrey telling the half hour, but inside the Cathedral they had an
         odd, far-away sound like the bells of another country. It was not at all a cheerful
         sound. The gentlemen of the York society knew very well how bells often went with
         magic and in particular with the magic of those unearthly beings, fairies; they knew how, in the old days, silvery bells would often sound just as some Englishman
         or Englishwoman of particular virtue or beauty was about to be stolen away by fairies
         to live in strange, ghostly lands for ever. Even the Raven King – who was not a fairy,
         but an Englishman – had a somewhat regrettable habit of abducting men and women and
         taking them to live with him in his castle in the Other Lands.1 Now, had you and I the power to seize by magic any human being that took our fancy
         and the power to keep that person by our side through all eternity, and had we all
         the world to chuse from, then I dare say our choice might fall on someone a little
         more captivating than a member of the Learned Society of York Magicians, but this
         comforting thought did not occur to the gentlemen inside York Cathedral and several
         of them began to wonder how angry Dr Foxcastle’s letter had made Mr Norrell and they
         began to be seriously frightened.
      

      
      As the sounds of the bells died away a voice began to speak from somewhere high up
         in the gloomy shadows above their heads. The magicians strained their ears to hear
         it. Many of them were now in such a state of highly-strung nervousness that they imagined
         that instructions were being given to them as in a fairy-tale. They thought that perhaps mysterious prohibitions were being related to them. Such instructions
         and prohibitions, the magicians knew from the fairy-tales, are usually a little queer,
         but not very difficult to conform to – or so it seems at first sight. They generally
         follow the style of: “Do not eat the last candied plum in the blue jar in the corner
         cupboard,” or “Do not beat your wife with a stick made from wormwood.” And yet, as
         all fairy-tales relate, circumstances always conspire against the person who receives
         the instructions and they find themselves in the middle of doing the very thing that
         was forbidden to them and a horrible fate is thereby brought upon their heads.
      

      
      At the very least the magicians supposed that their doom was being slowly recited
         to them. But it was not at all clear what language the voice was speaking. Once Mr
         Segundus thought he heard a word that sounded like “maleficient” and another time “interficere” a Latin word meaning “to kill”. The voice itself was not easy to understand; it
         bore not the slightest resemblance to a human voice – which only served to increase
         the gentlemen’s fear that fairies were about to appear. It was extraordinarily harsh,
         deep and rasping; it was like two rough stones being scraped together and yet the
         sounds that were produced were clearly intended to be speech – indeed were speech. The gentlemen peered up into the gloom in fearful expectation, but all that
         could be seen was the small, dim shape of a stone figure that sprang out from one
         of the shafts of a great pillar and jutted into the gloomy void. As they became accustomed
         to the queer sound they recognized more and more words; old English words and old
         Latin words all mixed up together as if the speaker had no conception of these being
         two distinct languages. Fortunately, this abominable muddle presented few difficulties
         to the magicians, most of whom were accustomed to unravelling the ramblings and writings
         of the scholars of long ago. When translated into clear, comprehensible English it
         was something like this: Long, long ago, (said the voice), five hundred years ago or more, on a winter’s day at twilight, a young man entered the Church with a young girl with ivy leaves in her hair. There was no one
            else there but the stones. No one to see him strangle her but the stones. He let her
            fall dead upon the stones and no one saw but the stones. He was never punished for
            his sin because there were no witnesses but the stones. The years went by and whenever
            the man entered the Church and stood among the congregation the stones cried out that
            this was the man who had murdered the girl with the ivy leaves wound into her hair,
            but no one ever heard us. But it is not too late! We know where he is buried! In the
            corner of the south transept! Quick! Quick! Fetch picks! Fetch shovels! Pull up the
            paving stones. Dig up his bones! Let them be smashed with the shovel! Dash his skull
            against the pillars and break it! Let the stones have vengeance too! It is not too
            late! It is not too late!

      
      Hardly had the magicians had time to digest this and to wonder some more who it was
         that spoke, when another stony voice began. This time the voice seemed to issue from
         the chancel and it spoke only English; yet it was a queer sort of English full of
         ancient and forgotten words. This voice complained of some soldiers who had entered
         the Church and broken some windows. A hundred years later they had come again and
         smashed a rood screen, erased the faces of the saints, carried off plate. Once they
         had sharpened their arrowheads on the brim of the font; three hundred years later
         they had fired their pistols in the chapter house. The second voice did not appear
         to understand that, while a great Church may stand for millennia, men cannot live
         so long. “They delight in destruction!” it cried. “And they themselves deserve only
         to be destroyed!” Like the first, this speaker seemed to have stood in the Church
         for countless years and had, presumably, heard a great many sermons and prayers, yet
         the sweetest of Christian virtues – mercy, love, meekness – were unknown to him. And
         all the while the first voice continued to lament the dead girl with ivy leaves in
         her hair and the two gritty voices clashed together in a manner that was very disagreeable.
      

      
      Mr Thorpe, who was a valiant gentleman, peeped into the chancel alone, to discover
         who it was that spoke. “It is a statue,” he said.
      

      
      And then the gentlemen of the York society peered up again into the gloom above their
         heads in the direction of the first unearthly voice. And this time very few of them
         had any doubts that it was the little stone figure that spoke, for as they watched
         they could perceive its stubby stone arms that it waved about in its distress.
      

      
      Then all the other statues and monuments in the Cathedral began to speak and to say
         in their stony voices all that they had seen in their stony lives and the noise was,
         as Mr Segundus later told Mrs Pleasance, beyond description. For York Cathedral had
         many little carved people and strange animals that flapped their wings.
      

      
      Many complained of their neighbours and perhaps this is not so surprizing since they
         had been obliged to stand together for so many hundreds of years. There were fifteen
         stone kings that stood each upon a stone pedestal in a great stone screen. Their hair
         was tightly curled as if it had been put into curl papers and never brushed out –
         and Mrs Honeyfoot could never see them without declaring that she longed to take a
         hairbrush to each of their royal heads. From the first moment of their being able
         to speak the kings began quarrelling and scolding each other – for the pedestals were
         all of a height, and kings – even stone ones – dislike above all things to be made
         equal to others. There was besides a little group of queer figures with linked arms
         that looked out with stone eyes from atop an ancient column. As soon as the spell
         took effect each of these tried to push the others away from him, as if even stone
         arms begin to ache after a century or so and stone people begin to tire of being shackled
         to each other.
      

      
      One statue spoke what seemed to be Italian. No one knew why this should be, though
         Mr Segundus discovered later that it was a copy of a work by Michael Angel. It seemed
         to be describing an entirely different church, one where vivid black shadows contrasted
         sharply with brilliant light. In other words it was describing what the parent-statue
         in Rome could see.
      

      
      Mr Segundus was pleased to observe that the magicians, though very frightened, remained
         within the walls of the Church. Some were so amazed by what they saw that they soon
         forgot their fear entirely and ran about to discover more and more miracles, making
         observations, writing down notes with pencils in little memorandum books as if they
         had forgotten the perfidious document which from today would prevent them studying
         magic. For a long time the magicians of York (soon, alas, to be magicians no more!)
         wandered through the aisles and saw marvels. And at every moment their ears were assaulted
         by the hideous cacophony of a thousand stone voices all speaking together.
      

      
      In the chapter house there were stone canopies with many little stone heads with strange
         headgear that all chattered and cackled together. Here were marvellous stone carvings
         of a hundred English trees: hawthorn, oak, blackthorn, wormwood, cherry and bryony.
         Mr Segundus found two stone dragons no longer than his forearm, which slipped one
         after the other, over and under and between stone hawthorn branches, stone hawthorn
         leaves, stone hawthorn roots and stone hawthorn tendrils. They moved, it seemed, with
         as much ease as any other creature and yet the sound of so many stone muscles moving
         together under a stone skin, that scraped stone ribs, that clashed against a heart
         made of stone – and the sound of stone claws rattling over stone branches – was quite
         intolerable and Mr Segundus wondered that they could bear it. He observed a little
         cloud of gritty dust, such as attends the work of a stonecutter, that surrounded them
         and rose up in the air; and he believed that if the spell allowed them to remain in
         motion for any length of time they would wear themselves away to a sliver of limestone.
      

      
      Stone leaves and herbs quivered and shook as if tossed in the breeze and some of them
         so far emulated their vegetable counterparts as to grow. Later, when the spell had
         broken, strands of stone ivy and stone rose briars would be discovered wound around
         chairs and lecterns and prayer-books where no stone ivy or briars had been before.
      

      
      But it was not only the magicians of the York society who saw wonders that day. Whether
         he had intended it or not Mr Norrell’s magic had spread beyond the Cathedral close
         and into the city. Three statues from the west front of the Cathedral had been taken
         to Mr Taylor’s workshops to be mended. Centuries of Yorkshire rain had worn down these
         images and no one knew any longer what great personages they were intended to represent.
         At half past ten one of Mr Taylor’s masons had just raised his chisel to the face
         of one of these statues intending to fashion it into the likeness of a pretty saintess;
         at that moment the statue cried out aloud and raised its arm to ward off the chisel,
         causing the poor workman to fall down in a swoon. The statues were later returned
         to the exterior of the Cathedral untouched, their faces worn as flat as biscuits and
         as bland as butter.
      

      
      Then all at once there seemed a change in the sound and one by one the voices stopped
         until the magicians heard the bells of St Michael-le-Belfrey ring for the half hour
         again. The first voice (the voice of the little figure high up in the darkness) continued
         for some time after the others had fallen silent, upon its old theme of the undiscovered
         murderer (It is not too late! It is not too late!) until it too fell silent.
      

      
      The world had changed while the magicians had been inside the Church. Magic had returned
         to England whether the magicians wished it to or not. Other changes of a more prosaic
         nature had also occurred: the sky had filled with heavy, snow-laden clouds. These
         were scarcely grey at all, but a queer mixture of slate-blue and sea-green. This curious
         coloration made a kind of twilight such as one imagines is the usual illumination
         in fabled kingdoms under the sea.
      

      
      Mr Segundus felt very tired by his adventure. Other gentlemen had been more frightened
         than he; he had seen magic and thought it wonderful beyond any thing he had imagined,
         and yet now that it was over his spirits were greatly agitated and he wished very
         much to be allowed to go quietly home without speaking to any one. While he was in this susceptible condition he found himself halted and addressed
         by Mr Norrell’s man of business.
      

      
      “I believe, sir,” said Mr Childermass, “that the society must now be broken up. I
         am sorry for it.”
      

      
      Now it may have been due entirely to Mr Segundus’s lowness of spirits, but he suspected
         that, in spite of Childermass’s manner which was very respectful, in some other part
         of Childermass’s person he was laughing at the York magicians. Childermass was one
         of that uncomfortable class of men whose birth is lowly and who are destined all their
         lives to serve their betters, but whose clever brains and quick abilities make them
         wish for recognition and rewards far beyond their reach. Sometimes, by some strange
         combination of happy circumstances, these men find their own path to greatness, but
         more often the thought of what might have been turns them sour; they become unwilling
         servants and perform their tasks no better – or worse – than their less able fellows.
         They become insolent, lose their places and end badly.
      

      
      “I beg your pardon, sir,” said Childermass, “but I have a question to put to you.
         I hope you will not think it impertinent, but I would like to know if you ever look
         into a London paper?”
      

      
      Mr Segundus replied that he did.

      
      “Indeed? That is most interesting. I myself am fond of a newspaper. But I have little
         leisure for reading – except such books as come my way in the course of my duties
         for Mr Norrell. And what sort of thing does one find in a London paper nowadays? –
         you will excuse my asking, sir, only Mr Norrell, who never looks at a paper of any
         sort, put the question to me yesterday and I did not think myself qualified to answer
         it.”
      

      
      “Well,” said Mr Segundus, a little puzzled, “there are all sorts of things. What did
         you wish to know? There are accounts of the actions of His Majesty’s Navy against
         the French; speeches of the Government; reports of scandals and divorces. Is this
         what you meant?”
      

      
      “Oh yes!” said Childermass. “You explain it very well, sir. I wonder,” he continued, growing thoughtful, “whether provincial news is ever reported
         in the London papers? – whether (for example) today’s remarkable occurrences might
         merit a paragraph?”
      

      
      “I do not know,” said Mr Segundus. “It seems to me quite possible but then, you know,
         Yorkshire is so far from London – perhaps the London editors will never get to hear
         of what has happened.”
      

      
      “Ah,” said Mr Childermass; and then was silent.

      
      Snow began to fall; a few flakes at first – then rather more than a few; until a million
         little flakes were drifting down from a soft, heavy greenish-grey sky. All the buildings
         of York became a little fainter, a little greyer in the snow; the people all seemed
         a little smaller; the cries and shouts, the footsteps and hoofsteps, the creaks of
         carriages and the slammings of doors were all a little more distant. And all these
         things became somehow less important until all the world contained was the falling
         snow, the sea-green sky, the dim, grey ghost of York Cathedral – and Childermass.
      

      
      And all this time Childermass said nothing. Mr Segundus wondered what more he required
         – all his questions had been answered. But Childermass waited and watched Mr Segundus
         with his queer black eyes, as if he were waiting for Mr Segundus to say one thing
         more – as if he fully expected that Mr Segundus would say it – indeed as if nothing
         in the world were more certain.
      

      
      “If you wish,” said Mr Segundus, shaking the snow from his cape, “I can remove all
         the uncertainty from the business. I can write a letter to the editor of The Times informing him of Mr Norrell’s extraordinary feats.”
      

      
      “Ah! That is generous indeed!” said Childermass. “Believe me, sir, I know very well
         that not every gentleman would be so magnanimous in defeat. But it is no more than
         I expected. For I told Mr Norrell that I did not think there could be a more obliging
         gentleman than Mr Segundus.”
      

      
      “Not at all,” said Mr Segundus, “it is nothing.”

      
      The Learned Society of York Magicians was disbanded and its members were obliged to
         give up magic (all except Mr Segundus) – and, though some of them were foolish and
         not all of them were entirely amiable, I do not think that they deserved such a fate.
         For what is a magician to do who, in accordance with a pernicious agreement, is not
         allowed to study magic? He idles about his house day after day, disturbs his niece
         (or wife, or daughter) at her needlework and pesters the servants with questions about
         matters in which he never took an interest before – all for the sake of having someone
         to talk to, until the servants complain of him to their mistress. He picks up a book
         and begins to read, but he is not attending to what he reads and he has got to page
         22 before he discovers it is a novel – the sort of work which above all others he most despises – and he puts it down
         in disgust. He asks his niece (or wife, or daughter) ten times a day what o’clock
         it is, for he cannot believe that time can go so slowly – and he falls out with his
         pocket watch for the same reason.
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot, I am glad to say, fared a little better than the others. He, kind-hearted
         soul, had been very much affected by the story that the little stone figure high up
         in the dimness had related. It had carried the knowledge of the horrid murder in its
         small stone heart for centuries, it remembered the dead girl with the ivy leaves in
         her hair when no one else did, and Mr Honeyfoot thought that its faithfulness ought
         to be rewarded. So he wrote to the Dean and to the Canons and to the Archbishop, and
         he made himself very troublesome until these important personages agreed to allow
         Mr Honeyfoot to dig up the paving stones of the south transept. And when this was
         done Mr Honeyfoot and the men he had employed uncovered some bones in a leaden coffin,
         just as the little stone figure had said they would. But then the Dean said that he
         could not authorize the removal of the bones from the Cathedral (which was what Mr
         Honeyfoot wanted) on the evidence of the little stone figure; there was no precedent
         for such a thing. Ah! said Mr Honeyfoot but there was, you know; and the argument
         raged for a number of years and, as a consequence, Mr Honeyfoot really had no leisure to
         repent signing Mr Norrell’s document.2

      
      The library of the Learned Society of York Magicians was sold to Mr Thoroughgood of
         Coffee-yard. But somehow no one thought to mention this to Mr Segundus and he only
         learnt about it in a round-about fashion when Mr Thoroughgood’s shopboy told a friend
         (that was a clerk in Priestley’s linen-drapers) and the friend chanced to mention
         it to Mrs Cockcroft of the George Inn and she told Mrs Pleasance who was Mr Segundus’s
         landlady. As soon as Mr Segundus heard of it he ran down through the snowy streets
         to Mr Thoroughgood’s shop without troubling to put on his hat or his coat or his boots.
         But the books were already gone. He inquired of Mr Thoroughgood who had bought them.
         Mr Thoroughgood begged Mr Segundus’s pardon but he feared he could not divulge the
         name of the gentleman; he did not think the gentleman wished his name to be generally known. Mr Segundus, hatless and coatless
         and breathless, with water-logged shoes and mud-splashes on his stockings and the
         eyes of everybody in the shop upon him, had some satisfaction in telling Mr Thoroughgood
         that it did not signify whether Mr Thoroughgood told him or not, for he believed he
         knew the gentleman anyway.
      

      
      Mr Segundus did not lack curiosity about Mr Norrell. He thought about him a great
         deal and often talked of him with Mr Honeyfoot.3 Mr Honeyfoot was certain that everything that had happened could be explained by
         an earnest wish on Mr Norrell’s part to bring back magic to England. Mr Segundus was
         more doubtful and began to look about him to try if he could discover any acquaintance
         of Norrell’s that might be able to tell him something more.
      

      
      A gentleman in Mr Norrell’s position with a fine house and a large estate will always
         be of interest to his neighbours and, unless those neighbours are very stupid, they
         will always contrive to know a little of what he does. Mr Segundus discovered a family
         in Stonegate who were cousins to some people that had a farm five miles from Hurtfew
         Abbey – and he befriended the Stonegate-family and persuaded them to hold a dinner-party
         and to invite their cousins to come to it. (Mr Segundus grew quite shocked at his
         own skill in thinking up these little stratagems.) The cousins duly arrived and were
         all most ready to talk about their rich and peculiar neighbour who had bewitched York
         Cathedral, but the beginning and the end of their information was that Mr Norrell was about to leave
         Yorkshire and go to London.
      

      
      Mr Segundus was surprized to hear this, but more than that he was surprized at the
         effect this news had upon his own spirits. He felt oddly discomfited by it – which
         was very ridiculous, he told himself; Norrell had never shewn any interest in him
         or done him the least kindness. Yet Norrell was Mr Segundus’s only colleague now.
         When he was gone Mr Segundus would be the only magician, the last magician in Yorkshire.
      

      
   
      
      4
The Friends of English Magic

      
      Early spring 1807

      
      Consider, if you will, a man who sits in his library day after day; a small man of
         no particular personal attractions. His book is on the table before him. A fresh supply
         of pens, a knife to cut new nibs, ink, paper, notebooks – all is conveniently to hand.
         There is always a fire in the room – he cannot do without a fire, he feels the cold.
         The room changes with the season: he does not. Three tall windows open on a view of
         English countryside which is tranquil in spring, cheerful in summer, melancholy in
         autumn and gloomy in winter – just as English landscape should be. But the changing
         seasons excite no interest in him – he scarcely raises his eyes from the pages of
         his book. He takes his exercise as all gentlemen do; in dry weather his long walk
         crosses the park and skirts a little wood; in wet weather there is his short walk
         in the shrubbery. But he knows very little of shrubbery or park or wood. There is
         a book waiting for him upon the library table; his eyes fancy they still follow its
         lines of type, his head still runs upon its argument, his fingers itch to take it
         up again. He meets his neighbours twice or thrice a quarter – for this is England
         where a man’s neighbours will never suffer him to live entirely bereft of society,
         let him be as dry and sour-faced as he may. They pay him visits, leave their cards
         with his servants, invite him to dine or to dance at assembly-balls. Their intentions
         are largely charitable – they have a notion that it is bad for a man to be always alone – but
         they also have some curiosity to discover whether he has changed at all since they
         last saw him. He has not. He has nothing to say to them and is considered the dullest
         man in Yorkshire.
      

      
      Yet within Mr Norrell’s dry little heart there was as lively an ambition to bring
         back magic to England as would have satisfied even Mr Honeyfoot, and it was with the
         intention of bringing that ambition to a long-postponed fulfilment that Mr Norrell
         now proposed to go to London.
      

      
      Childermass assured him that the time was propitious and Childermass knew the world.
         Childermass knew what games the children on street-corners are playing – games that
         all other grown-ups have long since forgotten. Childermass knew what old people by
         firesides are thinking of, though no one has asked them in years. Childermass knew
         what young men hear in the rattling of the drums and the tooting of the pipes that
         makes them leave their homes and go to be soldiers – and he knew the half-eggcupful
         of glory and the barrelful of misery that await them. Childermass could look at a
         smart attorney in the street and tell you what he had in his coat-tail pockets. And
         all that Childermass knew made him smile; and some of what he knew made him laugh
         out loud; and none of what he knew wrung from him so much as ha’pennyworth of pity.
      

      
      So when Childermass told his master, “Go to London. Go now,” Mr Norrell believed him.

      
      “The only thing I do not quite like,” said Mr Norrell, “is your plan to have Segundus
         write to one of the London newspapers upon our behalf. He is certain to make errors
         in what he writes – have you thought of that? I dare say he will try his hand at interpretation.
         These third-rate scholars can never resist putting in something of themselves. He
         will make guesses – wrong guesses – at the sorts of magic I employed at York. Surely
         there is enough confusion surrounding magic without our adding to it. Must we make
         use of Segundus?”
      

      
      Childermass bent his dark gaze upon his master and his even darker smile, and replied
         that he believed they must. “I wonder, sir,” he said, “if you have lately heard of
         a naval gentleman of the name of Baines?”
      

      
      “I believe I know the man you mean,” said Mr Norrell.

      
      “Ah!” said Childermass. “And how did you come to hear of him?”

      
      A short silence.

      
      “Well then,” said Mr Norrell reluctantly, “I suppose that I have seen Captain Baines’s
         name in one of the newspapers.”
      

      
      “Lieutenant Hector Baines served on The King of the North, a frigate,” said Childermass. “At twenty-one years of age he lost a leg and two
         or three fingers in an action in the West Indies. In the same battle the Captain of
         The King of the North and many of the seamen died. Reports that Lieutenant Baines continued to command
         the ship and issue orders to his crew while the ship’s doctor was actually sawing
         at his leg are, I dare say, a good deal exaggerated, but he certainly brought a fearfully
         damaged ship out of the Indies, attacked a Spanish ship full of bounty, gained a fortune
         and came home a hero. He jilted the young lady to whom he was engaged and married
         another. This, sir, is the Captain’s history as it appeared in The Morning Post. And now I shall tell you what followed. Baines is a northerner like you, sir, a
         man of obscure birth with no great friends to make life easy for him. Shortly after
         his marriage he and his bride went to London to stay at the house of some friends
         in Seacoal-lane, and while they were there they were visited by people of all ranks
         and stations. They ate their dinner at viscountesses’ tables, were toasted by Members
         of Parliament, and all that influence and patronage can do for Captain Baines was
         promised to him. This success, sir, I attribute to the general approbation and esteem
         which the report in the newspaper gained for him. But perhaps you have friends in
         London who will perform the same services for you without troubling the editors of
         the newspapers?”
      

      
      “You know very well that I do not,” said Mr Norrell impatiently.
      

      
      In the meantime, Mr Segundus laboured very long over his letter and it grieved him
         that he could not be more warm in his praise of Mr Norrell. It seemed to him that
         the readers of the London newspaper would expect him to say something of Mr Norrell’s
         personal virtues and would wonder why he did not.
      

      
      In due course the letter appeared in The Times entitled: “EXTRAORDINARY OCCURRENCES IN YORK: AN APPEAL TO THE FRIENDS OF ENGLISH
         MAGIC.” Mr Segundus ended his description of the magic at York by saying that the
         Friends of English Magic must surely bless that love of extreme retirement which marked
         Mr Norrell’s character – for it had fostered his studies and had at last borne fruit
         in the shape of the wonderful magic at York Cathedral – but, said Mr Segundus, he
         appealed to the Friends of English Magic to join him in begging Mr Norrell not to
         return to a life of solitary study but to take his place upon the wider stage of the
         Nation’s affairs and so begin a new chapter in the History of English Magic.
      

      
      AN APPEAL TO THE FRIENDS OF ENGLISH MAGIC had a most sensational effect, particularly
         in London. The readers of The Times were quite thunderstruck by Mr Norrell’s achievements. There was a general desire
         to see Mr Norrell; young ladies pitied the poor old gentlemen of York who had been
         so frightened by him, and wished very much to be as terrified themselves. Clearly
         such an opportunity as this was scarcely likely to come again; Mr Norrell determined
         to establish himself in London with all possible haste. “You must get me a house,
         Childermass,” he said. “Get me a house that says to those that visit it that magic
         is a respectable profession – no less than Law and a great deal more so than Medicine.”
      

      
      Childermass inquired drily if Mr Norrell wished him to seek out architecture expressive
         of the proposition that magic was as respectable as the Church?
      

      
      Mr Norrell (who knew there were such things as jokes in the world or people would
         not write about them in books, but who had never actually been introduced to a joke
         or shaken its hand) considered a while before replying at last that no, he did not
         think they could quite claim that.
      

      
      So Childermass (perhaps thinking that nothing in the world is so respectable as money)
         directed his master to a house in Hanover-square among the abodes of the rich and
         prosperous. Now I do not know what may be your opinion yet to say the truth I do not
         much care for the south side of Hanover-square; the houses are so tall and thin –
         four storeys at least – and all the tall, gloomy windows are so regular, and every
         house so exactly resembles its neighbours that they have something of the appearance
         of a high wall blocking out the light. Be that as it may, Mr Norrell (a less fanciful
         person than I) was satisfied with his new house, or at least as satisfied as any gentleman
         could be who for more than thirty years has lived in a large country-house surrounded
         by a park of mature timber, which is in its turn surrounded by a good estate of farms
         and woods – a gentleman, in other words, whose eye has never been offended by the
         sight of any other man’s property whenever he looked out of the window.
      

      
      “It is certainly a small house, Childermass,” he said, “but I do not complain. My
         own comfort, as you know, I do not regard.”
      

      
      Childermass replied that the house was larger than most.

      
      “Indeed?” said Mr Norrell, much surprized. Mr Norrell was particularly shocked by
         the smallness of the library, which could not be made to accommodate one third of
         the books he considered indispensable; he asked Childermass how people in London housed
         their books? Perhaps they did not read?
      

      
      Mr Norrell had been in London not above three weeks when he received a letter from
         a Mrs Godesdone, a lady of whom he had never heard before.
      

      
      “… I know it is very shoking that I should write to you upon no acquaintance whatsoever & no doubt you say to
         yourself who is this impertinent creachure? I did not now there was such a person in existence! and
         consider me shokingly bold etc. etc. but Drawlight is a dear freind of mine and assures
         me that you are the sweetest-natured creachure in the world and will not mind it.
         I am most impatient for the pleasure of your acquaintance and would consider it the
         greatest honour in the world if you would consent to give us the pleasure of your
         company at an evening-party on Thursday se’night. Do not let the apprehension of meeting
         with a croud prevent you from coming – I detest a croud of all things and only my
         most intimate freinds will be invited to meet you …”
      

      
      It was not the sort of letter to make any very favourable impression upon Mr Norrell.
         He read it through very rapidly, put it aside with an exclamation of disgust and took
         up his book again. A short while later Childermass arrived to attend to the morning’s
         business. He read Mrs Godesdone’s letter and inquired what answer Mr Norrell intended
         to return to it?
      

      
      “A refusal,” said Mr Norrell.

      
      “Indeed? And shall I say that you have a prior engagement?” asked Childermass.

      
      “Certainly, if you wish,” said Mr Norrell.

      
      “And do you have a prior engagement?” asked Childermass.
      

      
      “No,” said Mr Norrell.

      
      “Ah!” said Childermass. “Then perhaps it is the overabundance of your engagements
         on other days that makes you refuse this one? You fear to be too tired?”
      

      
      “I have no engagements. You know very well that I do not.” Mr Norrell read for another
         minute or two before remarking (apparently to his book), “You are still here.”
      

      
      “I am,” said Childermass.

      
      “Well then,” said Mr Norrell, “what is it? What is the matter?”

      
      “I had thought you were come to London to shew people what a modern magician looked
         like. It will be a slow business if you are to stay at home all the time.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell said nothing. He picked up the letter and looked at it. “Drawlight,” he said at last. “What does she mean by that? I know no one of that
         name.”
      

      
      “I do not know what she means,” said Childermass, “but I do know this: at present
         it will not do to be too nice.”
      

      
      At eight o’clock on the evening of Mrs Godesdone’s party Mr Norrell in his best grey
         coat was seated in his carriage, wondering about Mrs Godesdone’s dear friend, Drawlight,
         when he was roused to a realization that the carriage was no longer moving. Looking
         out of the window he saw a great lamp-lit chaos of people, carriages and horses. Thinking
         that everyone else must find the London streets as confusing as he did, he naturally
         fell into the supposition that his coachman and footman had lost their way and, banging
         on the roof of the carriage with his stick, he cried, “Davey! Lucas! Did not you hear
         me say Manchester-street? Why did you not make sure of the way before we set off?”
      

      
      Lucas, on the box-seat, called down that they were already in Manchester-street, but
         must wait their turn – there was a long line of carriages that were to stop at the
         house before them.
      

      
      “Which house?” cried Mr Norrell.

      
      The house they were going to, said Lucas.

      
      “No, no! You are mistaken,” said Mr Norrell. “It is to be a small gathering.”

      
      But on his arrival at Mrs Godesdone’s house Mr Norrell found himself instantly plunged
         into the midst of a hundred or so of Mrs Godesdone’s most intimate friends. The hall
         and reception rooms were crowded with people and more were arriving at every moment.
         Mr Norrell was very much astonished, yet what in the world was there to be surprized
         at? It was a fashionable London party, no different from any other that might be held
         at any of half a dozen houses across Town every day of the week.
      

      
      And how to describe a London party? Candles in lustres of cut-glass are placed everywhere
         about the house in dazzling profusion; elegant mirrors triple and quadruple the light
         until night outshines day; many-coloured hot-house fruits are piled up in stately
         pyramids upon white-clothed tables; divine creatures, resplendent with jewels, go
         about the room in pairs, arm in arm, admired by all who see them. Yet the heat is
         over-powering, the pressure and noise almost as bad; there is nowhere to sit and scarce
         anywhere to stand. You may see your dearest friend in another part of the room; you
         may have a world of things to tell him – but how in the world will you ever reach
         him? If you are fortunate then perhaps you will discover him later in the crush and
         shake his hand as you are both hurried past each other. Surrounded by cross, hot strangers,
         your chance of rational conversation is equal to what it would be in an African desert.
         Your only wish is to preserve your favourite gown from the worst ravages of the crowd.
         Every body complains of the heat and the suffocation. Every body declares it to be
         entirely insufferable. But if it is all misery for the guests, then what of the wretchedness
         of those who have not been invited? Our sufferings are nothing to theirs! And we may
         tell each other tomorrow that it was a delightful party.
      

      
      It so happened that Mr Norrell arrived at the same moment as a very old lady. Though
         small and disagreeable-looking she was clearly someone of importance (she was all
         over diamonds). The servants clustered round her and Mr Norrell proceeded into the
         house, unobserved by any of them. He entered a room full of people where he discovered
         a cup of punch upon a little table. While he was drinking the punch it occurred to
         him that he had told no one his name and consequently no one knew he was here. He
         found himself in some perplexity as to how to proceed. His fellow-guests were occupied
         in greeting their friends, and as for approaching one of the servants and announcing
         himself, Mr Norrell felt quite unequal to the task; their proud faces and air of indescribable
         superiority unnerved him. It was a great pity that one or two of the late members
         of the Society of York Magicians were not there to see him looking so all forlorn
         and ill at ease; it might have cheered them up immeasurably. But it is the same with
         all of us. In familiar surroundings our manners are cheerful and easy, but only transport us to places where we know no one and no one knows us, and
         Lord! how uncomfortable we become!
      

      
      Mr Norrell was wandering from room to room, wishing only to go away again, when he
         was stopped in mid-perambulation by the sound of his own name and the following enigmatic
         words: “… assures me that he is never to be seen without a mystic robe of midnight
         blue, adorned with otherlandish symbols! But Drawlight – who knows this Norrell very
         well – says that …”
      

      
      The noise of the room was such that it is to be marvelled at that Mr Norrell heard
         anything at all. The words had been spoken by a young woman and Mr Norrell looked
         frantically about him to try and discover her, but without success. He began to wonder
         what else was being said about him.
      

      
      He found himself standing near to a lady and a gentleman. She was unremarkable enough – a sensible-looking woman of forty or fifty – he, however, was a style of man not commonly seen in Yorkshire. He was rather small
         and was dressed very carefully in a good black coat and linen of a most exquisite
         whiteness. He had a little pair of silver spectacles that swung from a black velvet
         ribbon around his neck. His features were very regular and rather good; he had short,
         dark hair and his skin was very clean and white – except that about his cheeks there
         was the faintest suggestion of rouge. But it was his eyes that were remarkable: large,
         well-shaped, dark and so very brilliant as to have an almost liquid appearance. They
         were fringed with the longest, darkest eyelashes. There were many little feminine
         touches about him that he had contrived for himself, but his eyes and eyelashes were
         the only ones which nature had given him.
      

      
      Mr Norrell paid good attention to their conversation to discover if they were talking
         about him.
      

      
      “… the advice that I gave Lady Duncombe about her own daughter,” said the small man.
         “Lady Duncombe had found a most unexceptional husband for her daughter, a gentleman
         with nine hundred a year! But the silly girl had set her heart upon a penniless Captain in the Dragoons, and poor Lady Duncombe was almost frantic. ‘Oh,
         your ladyship!’ I cried the instant that I heard about it, ‘Make yourself easy! Leave
         everything to me. I do not set up as any very extraordinary genius, as your ladyship
         knows, but my odd talents are exactly suited to this sort of thing.’ Oh, madam! you
         will laugh when you hear how I contrived matters! I dare say no one else in the world
         would have thought of such a ridiculous scheme! I took Miss Susan to Gray’s in Bond-street
         where we both spent a very agreeable morning in trying on necklaces and earrings.
         She has passed most of her life in Derbyshire and has not been accustomed to really
         remarkable jewels. I do not think she had ever thought seriously upon such things before. Then Lady Duncombe and I dropt one or two hints that in
         marrying Captain Hurst she would put it quite out of her power to make such delightful
         purchases ever again, whereas if she married Mr Watts she might make her choice of
         the best of them. I next took pains to get acquainted with Captain Hurst and persuaded
         him to accompany me to Boodle’s where – well I will not deceive you, madam – where
         there is gambling!” The small man giggled. “I lent him a little money to try his luck
         – it was not my own money you understand. Lady Duncombe had given it to me for the
         purpose. We went three or four times and in a remarkably short space of time the Captain’s
         debts were – well, madam, I cannot see how he will ever get clear of them! Lady Duncombe and I represented to
         him that it is one thing to expect a young woman to marry upon a small income, but
         quite another to expect her to take a man encumbered with debts. He was not inclined
         to listen to us at first. At first he made use of – what shall I say? – some rather
         military expressions. But in the end he was obliged to admit the justice of all we said.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell saw the sensible-looking woman of forty or fifty give the small man a look
         of some dislike. Then she bowed, very slightly and coldly, and passed without a word
         away into the crowd; the small man turned in the other direction and immediately hailed
         a friend.
      

      
      Mr Norrell’s eye was next caught by an excessively pretty young woman in a white-and-silver
         gown. A tall, handsome-looking man was talking to her and she was laughing very heartily
         at everything he said.
      

      
      “… and what if he should discover two dragons – one red and one white – beneath the
         foundations of the house, locked in eternal struggle and symbolizing the future destruction
         of Mr Godesdone? I dare say,” said the man slyly, “you would not mind it if he did.”
      

      
      She laughed again, even more merrily than before, and Mr Norrell was surprized to
         hear in the next instant someone address her as “Mrs Godesdone”.
      

      
      Upon reflection Mr Norrell thought that he ought to have spoken to her but by then
         she was nowhere to be seen. He was sick of the noise and sight of so many people and
         determined to go quietly away, but it so happened that just at that moment the crowds
         about the door were particularly impenetrable; he was caught up in the current of
         people and carried away to quite another part of the room. Round and round he went
         like a dry leaf caught up in a drain; in one of these turns around the room he discovered
         a quiet corner near a window. A tall screen of carved ebony inlaid with mother-of-pearl
         half-hid – ah! what bliss was this! – a bookcase. Mr Norrell slipped behind the screen,
         took down John Napier’s A Plaine Discouverie of the Whole Revelation of St John and began to read.
      

      
      He had not been there very long when, happening to glance up, he saw the tall, handsome
         man who had been speaking to Mrs Godesdone and the small, dark man who had gone to
         such trouble to destroy the matrimonial hopes of Captain Hurst. They were discoursing
         energetically, but the press and flow of people around them was so great that, without
         any ceremony, the tall man got hold of the small man’s sleeve and pulled him behind
         the screen and into the corner which Mr Norrell occupied.
      

      
      “He is not here,” said the tall man, giving each word an emphasis with a poke of his
         finger in the other’s shoulder. “Where are the fiercely burning eyes that you promised
         us? Where the trances that none of us can explain? Has any one been cursed? – I do not think so.
         You have called him up like a spirit from the vasty deep, and he has not come.”
      

      
      “I was with him only this morning,” said the small man defiantly, “to hear of the
         wonderful magic that he has been doing recently and he said then that he would come.”
      

      
      “It is past midnight. He will not come now.” The tall man smiled a very superior smile.
         “Confess, you do not know him.”
      

      
      Then the small man smiled in rivalry of the other’s smile (these two gentlemen positively
         jousted in smiles) and said, “No one in London knows him better. I shall confess that
         I am a little – a very little – disappointed.”
      

      
      “Ha!” cried the tall man. “It is the opinion of the room that we have all been most
         abominably imposed upon. We came here in the expectation of seeing something very
         extraordinary, and instead we have been obliged to provide our own amusement.” His
         eye happening to light upon Mr Norrell, he said, “That gentleman is reading a book.”
      

      
      The small man glanced behind him and in doing so happened to knock his elbow against
         A Plaine Discouverie of the Whole Revelation of St John. He gave Mr Norrell a cool look for filling up so very small a space with so very
         large a book.
      

      
      “I have said that I am disappointed,” continued the small man, “but I am not at all
         surprized. You do not know him as I do. Oh! I can assure you he has a pretty shrewd
         notion of his value. No one can have a better. A man who buys a house in Hanover-square
         knows the style in which things ought to be done. Oh, yes! He has bought a house in
         Hanover-square! You had not heard that, I dare say? He is as rich as a Jew. He had
         an old uncle called Haythornthwaite who died and left him a world of money. He has
         – among other trifles – a good house and a large estate – that of Hurtfew Abbey in
         Yorkshire.”
      

      
      “Ha!” said the tall man drily. “He was in high luck. Rich old uncles who die are in
         shockingly short supply.”
      

      
      “Oh, indeed!” cried the small man. “Some friends of mine, the Griffins, have an amazingly
         rich old uncle to whom they have paid all sorts of attentions for years and years
         – but though he was at least a hundred years old when they began, he is not dead yet
         and it seems he intends to live for ever to spite them, and all the Griffins are growing
         old themselves and dying one by one in a state of the most bitter disappointment.
         Yet I am sure that you, my dear Lascelles, need not concern yourself with any such vexatious old persons
         – your fortune is comfortable enough, is it not?”
      

      
      The tall man chose to disregard this particular piece of impertinence and instead
         remarked coolly, “I believe that gentleman wishes to speak to you.”
      

      
      The gentleman in question was Mr Norrell who, quite amazed to hear his fortune and
         property discussed so openly, had been waiting to speak for some minutes past. “I
         beg your pardon,” he said.
      

      
      “Yes?” said the small man sharply.

      
      “I am Mr Norrell.”

      
      The tall man and the small man gave Mr Norrell two very broad stares.

      
      After a silence of some moments the small gentleman, who had begun by looking offended,
         had passed through a stage of looking blank and was beginning to look puzzled, asked
         Mr Norrell to repeat his name.
      

      
      This Mr Norrell did, whereupon the small gentleman said, “I do beg your pardon, but
         … Which is to say … I hope you will excuse my asking so impertinent a question, but
         is there at your house in Hanover-square someone all dressed in black, with a thin
         face like a twisted hedge-root?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell thought for a moment and then he said, “Childermass. You mean Childermass.”

      
      “Oh, Childermass!” cried the small man, as if all was now perfectly plain. “Yes, of
         course! How stupid of me! That is Childermass! Oh, Mr Norrell! I can hardly begin
         to express my delight in making your acquaintance. My name, sir, is Drawlight.”
      

      
      “Do you know Childermass?” asked Mr Norrell, puzzled.
      

      
      “I …” Mr Drawlight paused. “I have seen such a person as I described coming out of
         your house and I … Oh, Mr Norrell! Such a noodle I am upon occasion! I mistook him
         for you! Pray do not be offended, sir! For now that I behold you, I plainly see that
         whereas he has the wild, romantic looks one associates with magicians, you have the meditative air of a scholar. Lascelles, does not Mr Norrell have the grave
         and sober bearing of a scholar?”
      

      
      The tall man said, without much enthusiasm, that he supposed so.

      
      “Mr Norrell, my friend, Mr Lascelles,” said Drawlight.

      
      Mr Lascelles made the slightest of bows.

      
      “Oh, Mr Norrell!” cried Mr Drawlight. “You cannot imagine the torments I have suffered
         tonight, in wondering whether or not you would come! At seven o’clock my anxieties
         upon this point were so acute that I could not help myself! I actually went down to
         the Glasshouse-street boiling-cellar expressly to inquire of Davey and Lucas to know
         their opinions! Davey was certain that you would not come, which threw me, as you
         may imagine, into the utmost despair!”
      

      
      “Davey and Lucas!” said Mr Norrell in tones of the greatest astonishment. (These,
         it may be remembered, were the names of Mr Norrell’s coachman and footman.)
      

      
      “Oh, yes!” said Mr Drawlight. “The Glasshouse-street boiling-cellar is where Davey
         and Lucas occasionally take their mutton, as I dare say you know.” Mr Drawlight paused
         in his flow of chatter, just long enough for Mr Norrell to murmur that he had not
         known that.
      

      
      “I have been most industriously talking up your extraordinary powers to all my wide
         acquaintance,” continued Mr Drawlight. “I have been your John the Baptist, sir, preparing
         the way for you! – and I felt no hesitation in declaring that you and I were great
         friends for I had a presentiment from the first, my dear Mr Norrell, that we would
         be; and as you see I was quite right, for now here we are, chatting so comfortably
         to one another!”
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      Early next morning Mr Norrell’s man of business, Childermass, answered a summons to
         attend his master in the breakfast-room. He found Mr Norrell pale-faced and in a state
         of some nervous agitation.
      

      
      “What is the matter?” asked Childermass.

      
      “Oh!” cried Mr Norrell, looking up. “You dare to ask me that! You, who have so neglected
         your duties that any scoundrel may put a watch upon my house and question my servants
         without fear of disturbance! Aye, and get answers to those questions, too! What do
         I employ you for, I should like to know, if not to protect me from such impertinence
         as this?”
      

      
      Childermass shrugged. “You mean Drawlight, I suppose.”

      
      A short, astonished silence.

      
      “You knew of it?” cried Mr Norrell. “Good God, man! What were you thinking of? Have
         you not told me a hundred times that, in order to secure my privacy, the servants
         must be kept from gossiping?”
      

      
      “Oh! certainly!” said Childermass. “But I am very much afraid, sir, that you must
         give up some of your habits of privacy. Retirement and seclusion are all very well
         in Yorkshire, but we are not in Yorkshire any more.”
      

      
      “Yes, yes!” said Mr Norrell irritably. “I know that we are not. But that is not the question. The question is: what does this Drawlight want?”
      

      
      “To have the distinction of being the first gentleman in London to make the acquaintance
         of a magician. That is all.”
      

      
      But Mr Norrell was not to be reasoned out of his fears. He rubbed his yellow-white
         hands nervously together, and directed fearful glances into the shadowy corners of
         the room as though suspecting them of harbouring other Drawlights, all spying upon
         him. “He did not look like a scholar in those clothes,” he said, “but that is no guarantee
         of any thing. He wore no rings of power or allegiance but still …”
      

      
      “I do not well understand you,” said Childermass. “Speak plainly.”

      
      “Might he not have some skill of his own, do you suppose?” said Mr Norrell. “Or perhaps he has friends who are
         jealous of my success! Who are his associates? What is his education?”
      

      
      Childermass smiled a long smile that went all up one side of his face. “Oh! You have
         talked yourself into a belief that he is the agent of some other magician. Well, sir,
         he is not. You may depend upon me for that. Far from neglecting your interests, after
         we received Mrs Godesdone’s letter I made some inquiries about the gentleman – as
         many, I dare say, as he has made about you. It would be an odd sort of magician, I
         think, that employed such a creature as he is. Besides, if such a magician had existed
         you would have long since found him out, would not you? – and discovered the means
         to part him from his books and put an end to his scholarship? You have done it before,
         you know.”
      

      
      “You know no harm of this Drawlight then?”

      
      Childermass raised an eyebrow and smiled his sideways smile. “Upon the contrary,”
         he said.
      

      
      “Ah!” cried Mr Norrell, “I knew it! Well then, I shall certainly make a point of avoiding
         his society.”
      

      
      “Why?” asked Childermass. “I did not say so. Have I not just told you that he is no
         threat to you? What is it to you that he is a bad man? Take my advice, sir, make use of the tool which is to hand.”
      

      
      Then Childermass related to Mr Norrell what he had discovered about Drawlight: how
         he belonged to a certain breed of gentlemen, only to be met with in London, whose
         main occupation is the wearing of expensive and fashionable clothes; how they pass
         their lives in ostentatious idleness, gambling and drinking to excess and spending
         months at a time in Brighton and other fashionable watering places; how in recent
         years this breed seemed to have reached a sort of perfection in Christopher Drawlight.
         Even his dearest friends would have admitted that he possessed not a single good quality.1

      
      Despite Mr Norrell’s tuttings and suckings-in of air at every new revelation, there
         is no doubt that this conversation did him good. When Lucas entered the room ten minutes
         later with a pot of chocolate, he was composedly eating toast and preserves and appeared
         entirely different from the anxious, fretful creature he had been earlier that morning.
      

      
      A loud rap was heard at the door and Lucas went to answer it. A light tread was next
         heard upon the stairs and Lucas re-appeared to announce, “Mr Drawlight!”
      

      
      “Ah, Mr Norrell! How do you do, sir?” Mr Drawlight entered the room. He wore a dark
         blue coat, and carried an ebony stick with a silver knob. He appeared to be in excellent
         spirits, and bowed and smiled and walked to and fro so much that five minutes later
         there was scarcely an inch of carpet in the room that he had not stood upon, a table
         or chair he had not lightly and caressingly touched, a mirror he had not danced across, a painting that he had not for a moment
         smiled upon.
      

      
      Mr Norrell, though confident now that his guest was no great magician or great magician’s
         servant, was still not much inclined to take Childermass’s advice. His invitation
         to Mr Drawlight to sit down at the breakfast-table and take some chocolate was of
         the coldest sort. But sulky silences and black looks had no effect upon Mr Drawlight
         whatsoever, since he filled up the silences with his own chatter and was too accustomed
         to black looks to mind them.
      

      
      “Do you not agree with me, sir, that the party last night was the most charming in
         the world? Though, if I may say so, I think you were quite right to leave when you
         did. I was able to go round afterwards and tell everyone that the gentleman that they
         had just espied walking out of the room was indeed Mr Norrell! Oh! believe me, sir,
         your departure was not unobserved. The Honourable Mr Masham was quite certain he had
         just caught sight of your esteemed shoulder, Lady Barclay thought she had seen a neat
         grey curl of your venerable wig, and Miss Fiskerton was quite ecstatic to think that
         her gaze had rested momentarily upon the tip of your scholarly nose! And the little
         that they have seen of you, sir, has made them desire more. They long to view the
         complete man!”
      

      
      “Ah!” said Mr Norrell, with some satisfaction.

      
      Mr Drawlight’s repeated assurances that the ladies and gentlemen at Mrs Godesdone’s
         party had been utterly enchanted by Mr Norrell went some way to diminish Mr Norrell’s
         prejudices against his guest. According to Mr Drawlight, Mr Norrell’s company was
         like seasoning: the smallest pinch of it could add a relish to the entire dish. Mr
         Drawlight made himself so agreeable that Mr Norrell grew by degrees more communicative.
      

      
      “And to what fortunate circumstance, sir,” asked Mr Drawlight, “do we owe the happiness
         of your society? What brings you to London?”
      

      
      “I have come to London in order to further the cause of modern magic. I intend, sir, to bring back magic to Britain,” answered Mr Norrell gravely.
         “I have a great deal to communicate to the Great Men of our Age. There are many ways
         in which I may be of service to them.”
      

      
      Mr Drawlight murmured politely that he was sure of it.

      
      “I may tell you, sir,” said Mr Norrell, “that I heartily wish this duty had fallen
         to the lot of some other magician.” Mr Norrell sighed and looked as noble as his small,
         pinched features would allow. It is an extraordinary thing that a man such as Mr Norrell
         – a man who had destroyed the careers of so many of his fellow-magicians – should
         be able to convince himself that he would rather all the glory of his profession belonged
         to one of them, but there is no doubt that Mr Norrell believed it when he said it.
      

      
      Mr Drawlight murmured sympathetically. Mr Drawlight was sure that Mr Norrell was too
         modest. Mr Drawlight could not suppose for a moment that anyone could be better suited
         to the task of bringing back magic to Britain than Mr Norrell.
      

      
      “But I labour under a disadvantage, sir,” said Mr Norrell.

      
      Mr Drawlight was surprized to hear it.

      
      “I do not know the world, sir. I know that I do not. I have a scholar’s love of silence
         and solitude. To sit and pass hour after hour in idle chatter with a roomful of strangers
         is to me the worst sort of torment – but I dare say there will be a good deal of that
         sort of thing. Childermass assures me that there will be.” Mr Norrell looked wistfully
         at Drawlight as if hopeful that Drawlight might contradict him.
      

      
      “Ah!” Mr Drawlight considered a moment. “And that is exactly why I am so happy that
         you and I have become friends! I do not pretend to be a scholar, sir; I know next
         to nothing of magicians or magical history, and I dare say that, from time to time,
         you may find my society irksome, but you must set any little irritations of that nature
         against the great good that I may do you in taking you about and shewing you to people.
         Oh, Mr Norrell, sir! You cannot imagine how useful I may be to you!”
      

      
      Mr Norrell declined to give his word there and then to accompany Mr Drawlight to all
         the places that Mr Drawlight said were so delightful and to meet all those people
         whose friendship, Mr Drawlight said, would add a new sweetness to Mr Norrell’s existence,
         but he did consent to go with Mr Drawlight that evening to a dinner at Lady Rawtenstall’s
         house in Bedford-square.
      

      
      Mr Norrell got through the dinner with less fatigue than he expected, and so agreed
         to meet Mr Drawlight upon the morrow at Mr Plumtree’s house. With Mr Drawlight as
         his guide, Mr Norrell entered society with greater confidence than before. His engagements
         became numerous; he was busy from eleven o’clock in the morning to past midnight.
         He paid morning-visits; he ate his dinner in dining-parlours all over the Town; he
         attended evening-parties, balls and concerts of Italian music; he met baronets, viscounts,
         viscountesses, and honourable thises and thats; he was to be met with walking down
         Bond-street, arm-in-arm with Mr Drawlight; he was observed taking the air in a carriage
         in Hyde-park with Mr Drawlight and Mr Drawlight’s dear friend, Mr Lascelles.
      

      
      On days when Mr Norrell did not dine abroad Mr Drawlight took his mutton at Mr Norrell’s
         house in Hanover-square – which Mr Norrell imagined Mr Drawlight must be very glad
         to do, for Childermass had told him that Mr Drawlight had scarcely any money. Childermass
         said that Drawlight lived upon his wits and his debts; none of his great friends had
         ever been invited to visit him at home, because home was a lodging above a shoemaker’s
         in Little Ryder-street.
      

      
      Like every new house, the house in Hanover-square – which had seemed perfection at
         first – was soon discovered to be in need of every sort of improvement. Naturally,
         Mr Norrell was impatient to have it all accomplished as soon as possible, but when
         he appealed to Drawlight to agree with him that the London workmen were extraordinarily
         slow, Drawlight took the opportunity to ascertain all Mr Norrell’s plans for colours, wallpapers, carpets, furniture and ornaments,
         and to find fault with all of them. They argued the point for a quarter of an hour
         and then Mr Drawlight ordered Mr Norrell’s carriage to be got ready and directed Davey
         to take him and Mr Norrell straight to Mr Ackermann’s shop in the Strand. There Mr
         Drawlight shewed Mr Norrell a book which contained a picture by Mr Repton of an empty,
         old-fashioned parlour, where a stony-faced old person from the time of Queen Elizabeth
         stared out of a painting on the wall and the empty chairs all gaped at each other
         like guests at a party who discover they have nothing to say to one another. But on
         the next page, ah! what changes had been wrought by the noble arts of joinery, paper-hanging
         and upholstery! Here was a picture of the same parlour, new-furnished and improved
         beyond all recognition! A dozen or so fashionably-dressed ladies and gentlemen had
         been enticed into the smart new apartment by the prospect of refreshing their spirits
         by reclining in elegant postures upon the chairs, or walking in the vine-clad conservatory
         which had mysteriously appeared on the other side of a pair of French windows. The
         moral, as Mr Drawlight explained it, was that if Mr Norrell hoped to win friends for
         the cause of modern magic, he must insert a great many more French windows into his
         house.
      

      
      Under Mr Drawlight’s tutelage Mr Norrell learnt to prefer picture-gallery reds to
         the respectable dull greens of his youth. In the interests of modern magic, the honest
         materials of Mr Norrell’s house were dressed up with paint and varnish, and made to
         represent things they were not – like actors upon a stage. Plaster was painted to
         resemble wood, and wood was painted to resemble different sorts of wood. By the time
         it came to select the appointments for the dining-parlour, Mr Norrell’s confidence
         in Drawlight’s taste was so complete that Drawlight was commissioned to chuse the
         dinner-service without reference to any one else.
      

      
      “You will not regret it, my dear sir!” cried Drawlight, “for three weeks ago I chose
         a set for the Duchess of B— – and she declared the moment she saw it that she never in her life saw anything half so charming!”
      

      
      On a bright May morning Mr Norrell was seated in a drawing-room in Wimpole-street
         at the house of a Mrs Littleworth. Among the people gathered there were Mr Drawlight
         and Mr Lascelles. Mr Lascelles was exceedingly fond of Mr Norrell’s society, indeed
         he came second only to Mr Drawlight in this respect, but his reasons for courting
         Mr Norrell’s notice were quite different. Mr Lascelles was a clever, cynical man who
         thought it the most ridiculous thing in the world that a scholarly old gentleman should
         have talked himself into the belief that he could perform magic. Consequently, Mr
         Lascelles took great pleasure in asking Mr Norrell questions about magic whenever
         the opportunity arose so that he might amuse himself with the answers.
      

      
      “And how do you like London, sir?” he asked.

      
      “Not at all,” said Mr Norrell.

      
      “I am sorry to hear it,” said Mr Lascelles. “Have you discovered any brother-magicians
         to talk to?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell frowned and said he did not believe there were any magicians in London,
         or if so, then all his researches had not been able to uncover them.
      

      
      “Ah, sir!” cried Mr Drawlight. “There you are mistaken! You have been most abominably
         misinformed! We have magicians in London – Oh! forty at least. Lascelles, would not
         you agree that we have hundreds of magicians in London? One may see them upon practically
         every street corner. Mr Lascelles and I will be very happy to make you acquainted
         with them. They have a sort of king whom they call Vinculus – a tall, ragged scarecrow
         of a man who has a little booth just outside St Christopher Le Stocks, all splashed
         with mud, with a dirty yellow curtain and, if you give him two pennies, he will prophesy.”
      

      
      “Vinculus’s fortunes are nothing but calamities,” observed Mr Lascelles, laughing.
         “Thus far he has promised me drowning, madness, the destruction by fire of all my
         property and a natural daughter who will do me great injury in my old age by her spitefulness.”
      

      
      “I shall be glad to take you, sir,” said Drawlight to Mr Norrell. “I am as fond as
         any thing of Vinculus.”
      

      
      “Take care if you do go, sir,” advised Mrs Littleworth. “Some of these men can put
         one in a dreadful fright. The Cruickshanks brought a magician – a very dirty fellow
         – to the house to shew their friends some tricks, but when he got there it seemed
         he did not know any – and so they would not pay him. In a great rage he swore that
         he would turn the baby into a coal scuttle; and then they were in great confusion
         because the baby was nowhere to be found – though no new coal scuttles had appeared,
         just the old familiar ones. They searched the house from top to bottom and Mrs Cruikshank
         was half-dead with anxiety and the physician was sent for – until the nursemaid appeared
         with the baby at the door and it came out that she had taken it to shew her mother
         in James-street.”
      

      
      Despite such enticements as these, Mr Norrell declined Mr Drawlight’s kind offer to
         take him to see Vinculus in his yellow booth.
      

      
      “And what is your opinion of the Raven King, Mr Norrell?” asked Mrs Littleworth eagerly.

      
      “I have none. He is a person I never think of.”

      
      “Indeed?” remarked Mr Lascelles. “You will excuse my saying so, Mr Norrell, but that
         is rather an extraordinary statement. I never met a magician yet who did not declare
         that the Black King was the greatest of them all – the magician par excellence! A man who could, had he so desired, have wrested Merlin from the tree, spun the
         old gentleman on his head and put him back in again.”2

      
      Mr Norrell said nothing.

      
      “But surely,” continued Mr Lascelles, “none of the other Aureates could rival his achievements? Kingdoms in all the worlds that ever were.3 Bands of human knights and fairy knights to carry out his bidding. Magic woods that
         walked about. To say nothing of his longevity – a three-hundred-year reign – and at
         the end of it we are told that he was still, in appearance at least, a young man.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell said nothing.

      
      “But perhaps you think that the histories lie? I have frequently heard it suggested
         that the Raven King never existed – that he was not one magician at all, but a long
         train of magicians, all looking much the same. Perhaps that is what you think?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell looked as if he would prefer to remain silent, but the directness of Mr
         Lascelles’s question obliged him to give a reply. “No,” he said at last, “I am quite
         certain that he existed. But I cannot consider his influence upon English magic as
         any thing other than deplorable. His magic was of a particularly pernicious sort and
         nothing would please me more than that he should be forgot as completely as he deserves.”
      

      
      “And what of your fairy-servants, sir?” said Mr Lascelles. “Are they visible only
         to yourself? Or may other people perceive them?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell sniffed and said he had none.

      
      “What none?” exclaimed a lady in a carnation-pink gown, much surprized.

      
      “You are wise, Mr Norrell,” said Mr Lascelles. “Tubbs versus Starhouse must stand as a warning to all magicians.”4

      
      “Mr Tubbs was no magician,” said Mr Norrell. “Nor did I ever hear that he claimed
         to be one. But had he been the greatest magician in Christendom, he would still have
         been wrong to wish for the company of fairies. A more poisonous race or one more inimical to England has never existed. There have been far too many magicians too
         idle or ignorant to pursue a proper course of study, who instead bent all their energies
         upon acquiring a fairy-servant – and when they had got such a servant they depended
         upon him to complete all their business for them. English history is full of such
         men and some, I am glad to say, were punished for it as they deserved. Look at Bloodworth.”5

      
      Mr Norrell made many new acquaintances, but kindled no pure flame of friendship in
         the hearts of any. In general, London found him disappointing. He did no magic, cursed
         no one, foretold nothing. Once at Mrs Godesdone’s house he was heard to remark that
         he thought it might rain, but this, if a prophecy, was a disappointing one, for it
         did not rain – indeed no rain fell until the following Saturday. He hardly ever spoke of magic, and when he did it was like a history
         lesson and no one could bear to listen to him. He rarely had a good word to say for
         any other magician, except once when he praised a magician of the last century, Francis
         Sutton-Grove.6

      
      “But I thought, sir,” said Mr Lascelles, “that Sutton-Grove was unreadable. I have
         always heard that De Generibus Artium was entirely unreadable.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Mr Norrell, “how it fares as an amusement for ladies and gentlemen I do
         not know, but I do not think that the serious student of magic can value Sutton-Grove
         too highly. In Sutton-Grove he will find the first attempt to define those areas of
         magic that the modern magician ought to study, all laid out in lists and tables. To
         be sure, Sutton-Grove’s system of classification is often erroneous – perhaps that
         is what you mean by ‘unreadable’? – nevertheless I know of no more pleasant sight
         in the world than a dozen or so of his lists; the student may run his eye over them
         and think ‘I know this,’ or, ‘I have this still to do,’ and there before him is work
         enough for four, perhaps five years.”
      

      
      The tale of the statues in the Cathedral of York grew so stale in the retelling that people began to wonder if Mr Norrell had ever done anything else
         and Mr Drawlight was obliged to invent some new examples.
      

      
      “But what can this magician do, Drawlight?” asked Mrs Godesdone one evening when Mr
         Norrell was not present.
      

      
      “Oh, madam!” cried Drawlight. “What can he not do? Why! It was only a winter or so
         ago that in York – which as you may know, madam, is Mr Norrell’s native city – a great
         storm came out of the north and blew everybody’s washing into the mud and the snow
         – and so the aldermen, thinking to spare the ladies of the town the labour of washing
         everything again, applied to Mr Norrell – and he sent a troop of fairies to wash it
         all anew – and all the holes in people’s shirts and nightcaps and petticoats were
         mended and all the frayed edges were made whole and good again and everybody said
         that they had never seen such a dazzling whiteness in all their days!”
      

      
      This particular story became very popular and raised Mr Norrell in everyone’s estimation
         for several weeks that summer, and consequently when Mr Norrell spoke, as he sometimes
         did, of modern magic, most of his audience supposed that this was the sort of thing
         he must mean.
      

      
      But if the ladies and gentlemen whom Mr Norrell met in London’s drawing-rooms and
         dining-parlours were generally disappointed in him, then he was becoming equally dissatisfied with them. He complained constantly to Mr Drawlight of the frivolous questions that they put
         to him, and said that the cause of English magic had not been furthered one whit by
         the hours he had spent in their company.
      

      
      One dull Wednesday morning at the end of September Mr Norrell and Mr Drawlight were
         seated together in the library in Hanover-square. Mr Drawlight was in the middle of
         a long tale of something that Mr F. had said in order to insult Lord S., and what
         Lady D. had thought about it all, when Mr Norrell suddenly said, “I would be grateful,
         Mr Drawlight, if you could advise me on the following important point: has any body informed the Duke of Portland of my arrival
         in London?”7

      
      “Ah! sir,” cried Drawlight, “only you, with your modest nature, could suppose it possible.
         I assure you all the Ministers have heard of the extraordinary Mr Norrell by now.”
      

      
      “But if that is the case,” said Mr Norrell, “then why has his Grace sent me no message?
         No, I begin to think that they must be entirely ignorant of my existence – and so,
         Mr Drawlight, I would be grateful if you could inform me of any connexions in Government
         that you may have to whom I could apply.”
      

      
      “The Government, sir?” replied Mr Drawlight.

      
      “I came here to be useful,” said Mr Norrell, plaintively. “I had hoped by now to play
         some distinguished part in the struggle against the French.”
      

      
      “If you feel yourself neglected, sir, then I am heartily sorry for it!” cried Drawlight.
         “But there is no need, I do assure you. There are ladies and gentlemen all over Town
         who would be happy to see any little tricks or illusions you might like to shew us
         one evening after dinner. You must not be afraid of overwhelming us – our nerves are
         all pretty strong.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell said nothing.

      
      “Well, sir,” said Mr Drawlight, with a smooth smile of his white teeth and a conciliatory
         look in his dark, liquid eyes, “we must not argue about it. I only wish I were able
         to oblige you but, as you see, it is entirely out of my power. The Government has
         its sphere. I have mine.”
      

      
      In fact Mr Drawlight knew several gentlemen in various Government posts who might
         be very glad to meet Mr Drawlight’s friend and to listen to what that friend might
         have to say, in return for a promise from Mr Drawlight never to tell one or two curious
         things he knew about them. But the truth was that Mr Drawlight could see no advantage
         to himself in introducing Mr Norrell to any of these gentlemen; he preferred to keep Mr Norrell in the drawing-rooms and dining-parlours
         of London where he hoped, in time, to persuade him to perform those little tricks
         and what-not that Mr Drawlight’s acquaintance longed to see.
      

      
      Mr Norrell began writing urgent letters to gentlemen in Government, which he shewed
         to Mr Drawlight before giving them to Childermass to deliver, but the gentlemen in
         Government did not reply. Mr Drawlight had warned Mr Norrell that they would not.
         Gentlemen in Government are generally kept pretty busy.
      

      
      A week or so later Mr Drawlight was invited to a house in Soho-square to hear a famous
         Italian soprano, newly arrived from Rome. Naturally, Mr Norrell was invited too. But
         on arriving at the house Drawlight could not find the magician among the crowd. Lascelles
         was leaning upon the mantelpiece in conversation with some other gentlemen. Drawlight
         went up to him and inquired if he knew where Mr Norrell was.
      

      
      “Oh!” said Mr Lascelles. “He is gone to pay a visit to Sir Walter Pole. Mr Norrell
         has important information which he wishes conveyed to the Duke of Portland immediately.
         And Sir Walter Pole is the man that Mr Norrell intends to honour with the message.”
      

      
      “Portland?” cried another gentleman. “What? Are the Ministers got so desperate as
         that? Are they consulting magicians?”
      

      
      “You have run away with a wrong idea,” smiled Mr Lascelles. “It is all Norrell’s own
         doing. He intends to offer his services to the Government. It seems he has a plan
         to defeat the French by magic. But I think it highly improbable that he will persuade
         the Ministers to listen to him. What with the French at their throats on the Continent,
         and everybody else at their throats in Parliament – I doubt if a more harassed set
         of gentlemen is to be found anywhere, or one with less attention to spare for a Yorkshire
         gentleman’s eccentricities.”
      

      
      Like the hero of a fairy-tale Mr Norrell had discovered that the power to do what
         he wished had been his own all along. Even a magician must have relations, and it so happened that there was a distant connexion
         of Mr Norrell (on his mother’s side) who had once made himself highly disagreeable
         to Mr Norrell by writing him a letter. To prevent such a thing ever occurring again
         Mr Norrell had made this man a present of eight hundred pounds (which was what the
         man wanted), but I am sorry to say that this failed to suppress Mr Norrell’s mother’s
         relative, who was steeped in villainy, and he had written a second letter to Mr Norrell in which he heaped thanks and praise upon his benefactor and
         declared that, “… henceforth I shall consider myself and my friends as belonging to
         your interest and we hold ourselves ready to vote at the next election in accordance
         with your noble wishes, and if, in time to come, it should appear that any service
         of mine might be useful to you, your commands will only honour, and elevate in the
         opinion of the World, your humble and devoted servant, Wendell Markworthy.”
      

      
      Thus far Mr Norrell had never found it necessary to elevate Mr Markworthy in the opinion
         of the world by honouring him with any commands, but it now appeared (it was Childermass
         that had found it out) that Mr Markworthy had used the money to secure for himself
         and his brother clerkships in the East India Company. They had gone to India and ten
         years later had returned very rich men. Having never received any instructions from
         Mr Norrell, his first patron, as to which way to vote, Mr Markworthy had followed
         the lead of Mr Bonnell, his superior at the East India Company, and had encouraged
         all his friends to do the same. He had made himself very useful to Mr Bonnell, who
         was in turn a great friend of the politician, Sir Walter Pole. In the busy worlds
         of trade and government this gentleman owes that one a favour, while he in his turn
         is owed a favour by someone else, and so on until a chain is formed of promises and
         obligations. In this case the chain extended all the way from Mr Norrell to Sir Walter
         Pole and Sir Walter Pole was now a Minister.
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      It was a difficult time to be a Minister.

      
      The war went from bad to worse and the Government was universally detested. As each
         fresh catastrophe came to the public’s notice some small share of blame might attach
         itself to this or that person, but in general everyone united in blaming the Ministers,
         and they, poor things, had no one to blame but each other – which they did more and
         more frequently.
      

      
      It was not that the Ministers were dull-witted – upon the contrary there were some
         brilliant men among them. Nor were they, upon the whole, bad men; several led quite
         blameless domestic lives and were remarkably fond of children, music, dogs, landscape
         painting. Yet so unpopular was the Government that, had it not been for the careful
         speeches of the Foreign Secretary, it would have been almost impossible to get any
         piece of business through the House of Commons.
      

      
      The Foreign Secretary was a quite peerless orator. No matter how low the Government
         stood in the estimation of everyone, when the Foreign Secretary stood up and spoke
         – ah! how different everything seemed then! How quickly was every bad thing discovered
         to be the fault of the previous administration (an evil set of men who wedded general
         stupidity to wickedness of purpose). As for the present Ministry, the Foreign Secretary
         said that not since the days of Antiquity had the world seen gentlemen so virtuous, so misunderstood and
         so horribly misrepresented by their enemies. They were all as wise as Solomon, as
         noble as Caesar and as courageous as Mark Antony; and no one in the world so much
         resembled Socrates in point of honesty as the Chancellor of the Exchequer. But in
         spite of all these virtues and abilities none of the Ministers’ plans to defeat the
         French ever seemed to come to anything and even their cleverness was complained of.
         Country gentlemen who read in their newspapers the speeches of this or that Minister
         would mutter to themselves that he was certainly a clever fellow. But the country
         gentlemen were not made comfortable by this thought. The country gentlemen had a strong
         suspicion that cleverness was somehow unBritish. That sort of restless, unpredictable
         brilliance belonged most of all to Britain’s arch-enemy, the Emperor Napoleon Buonaparte;
         the country gentlemen could not approve it.
      

      
      Sir Walter Pole was forty-two and, I am sorry to say, quite as clever as any one else
         in the Cabinet. He had quarrelled with most of the great politicians of the age at
         one time or another and once, when they were both very drunk, had been struck over
         the head with a bottle of madeira by Richard Brinsley Sheridan. Afterwards Sheridan
         remarked to the Duke of York, “Pole accepted my apologies in a handsome, gentleman-like
         fashion. Happily he is such a plain man that one scar more or less can make no significant
         difference.”
      

      
      To my mind he was not so very plain. True, his features were all extremely bad; he
         had a great face half as long again as other faces, with a great nose (quite sharp
         at the end) stuck into it, two dark eyes like clever bits of coal and two little stubby
         eyebrows like very small fish swimming bravely in a great sea of face. Yet, taken
         together, all these ugly parts made a rather pleasing whole. If you had seen that
         face in repose (proud and not a little melancholy), you would have imagined that it
         must always look so, that no face in existence could be so ill-adapted to express
         feeling. But you could not have been more wrong.
      

      
      Nothing was more characteristic of Sir Walter Pole than Surprize. His eyes grew large, his eyebrows rose half an inch upon his face and he leant suddenly
         backwards and altogether he resembled nothing so much as a figure in the engravings
         of Mr Rowlandson or Mr Gillray. In public life Surprize served Sir Walter very well. “But, surely,” he cried, “You cannot mean to say —!”
         And, always supposing that the gentleman who was so foolish as to suggest – in Sir
         Walter’s hearing was no friend or yours, or if you have that sort of mischief in you
         that likes to see blunt wits confounded by sharp ones, you would be entertained. On
         days when he was full of cheerful malice Sir Walter was better than a play in Drury-lane.
         Dull gentlemen in both Houses grew perplexed, and avoided him when they could. (Old
         Lord So-and-so waves his stick at Sir Walter as he trots down the little stone passage
         that connects the House of Commons to the Horse-Guards, and cries over his shoulder,
         “I will not speak to you, sir! You twist my words! You give me meanings I never intended!”)
      

      
      Once, while making a speech to a mob in the City, Sir Walter had memorably likened
         England and her politicians to an orphaned young lady left in the care of a pack of
         lecherous, avaricious old men. These scoundrels, far from offering the young lady
         protection from the wicked world, stole her inheritance and plundered her house. And
         if Sir Walter’s audience stumbled on some of his vocabulary (the product of an excellent
         classical education) it did not much matter. All of them were capable of imagining
         the poor young lady standing on her bed in her petticoats while the leading Whig politicians
         of the day ransacked her closets and sold off all her bits of things to the rag man.
         And all the young gentlemen found themselves pleasantly shocked by the picture.
      

      
      Sir Walter had a generous spirit and was often kind-hearted. He told someone once
         that he hoped his enemies all had reason to fear him and his friends reason to love
         him – and I think that upon the whole they did. His cheerful manner, his kindness and cleverness, the great station
         he now held in the world – these were even more to his credit as he maintained them
         in the face of problems that would almost certainly have brought down a lesser man.
         Sir Walter was distressed for money. I do not mean that he merely lacked for cash.
         Poverty is one thing, Sir Walter’s debts quite another. Miserable situation! – and
         all the more bitter since it was no fault of his: he had never been extravagant and he had certainly never been foolish, but he was the
         son of one imprudent man and the grandson of another. Sir Walter had been born in
         debt. Had he been a different sort of man, then all might have been well. Had he been
         at all inclined to the Navy then he might have made his fortune in prize money; had
         he loved farming he might have improved his lands and made his money with corn. Had
         he even been a Minister fifty years before he might have lent out Treasury-money at
         twenty per cent interest and pocketed the profit. But what can a modern politician
         do? – he is more likely to spend money than make it.
      

      
      Some years ago his friends in Government had got him the position of Secretary-in-Ordinary
         to the Office of Supplication, for which he received a special hat, a small piece
         of ivory and seven hundred pounds a year. There were no duties attached to the place
         because no one could remember what the Office of Supplication was supposed to do or
         what the small piece of ivory was for. But then Sir Walter’s friends went out and
         new Ministers came in, declaring that they were going to abolish sinecures, and among
         the many offices and places which they pruned from the tree of Government was the
         Office of Supplication.
      

      
      By the spring of 1807 it seemed as if Sir Walter’s political career must be pretty
         much at an end (the last election had cost him almost two thousand pounds). His friends
         were almost frantic. One of those friends, Lady Winsell, went to Bath where, at a
         concert of Italian music, she made the acquaintance of some people called Wintertowne,
         a widow and her daughter. A week later Lady Winsell wrote to Sir Walter: “It is exactly what I have always wished for
         you. Her mother is all for a great marriage and will make no difficulties – or at
         least if she does then I rely upon you to charm them away. As for the money! I tell
         you, my dear friend, when they named the sum that is to be hers, tears sprang into
         my eyes! What would you say to one thousand a year? I will say nothing of the young
         person herself – when you have seen her you shall praise her to me much more ably
         than ever I could to you.”
      

      
      At about three o’clock upon the same day that Mr Drawlight attended the recital by
         the Italian lady, Lucas, Mr Norrell’s footman, knocked upon the door of a house in
         Brunswick-square where Mr Norrell had been summoned to meet Sir Walter. Mr Norrell
         was admitted to the house and was shown to a very fine room upon the first floor.
      

      
      The walls were hung with a series of gigantic paintings in gilded frames of great
         complexity, all depicting the city of Venice, but the day was overcast, a cold stormy
         rain had set in, and Venice – that city built of equal parts of sunlit marble and
         sunlit sea – was drowned in a London gloom. Its aquamarine-blues and cloud-whites
         and glints of gold were dulled to the greys and greens of drowned things. From time
         to time the wind flung a little sharp rain against the window (a melancholy sound)
         and in the grey light the well-polished surfaces of tulipwood chiffoniers and walnut writing-tables had all become black mirrors, darkly reflecting one another.
         For all its splendour, the room was peculiarly comfortless; there were no candles
         to light the gloom and no fire to take off the chill. It was as if the housekeeping
         was under the direction of someone with excellent eyesight who never felt the cold.
      

      
      Sir Walter Pole rose to receive Mr Norrell and begged the honour of presenting Mrs
         Wintertowne and her daughter, Miss Wintertowne. Though Sir Walter spoke of two ladies, Mr Norrell could perceive only one, a lady of mature years, great dignity and magisterial aspect. This puzzled Mr Norrell.
         He thought Sir Walter must be mistaken, and yet it would be rude to contradict Sir Walter so early in the interview. In a state of some confusion, Mr Norrell bowed
         to the magisterial lady.
      

      
      “I am very glad to meet you, sir,” said Sir Walter. “I have heard a great deal about
         you. It seems to me that London talks of very little else but the extraordinary Mr
         Norrell,” and, turning to the magisterial lady, Sir Walter said, “Mr Norrell is a
         magician, ma’am, a person of great reputation in his native county of Yorkshire.”
      

      
      The magisterial lady stared at Mr Norrell.

      
      “You are not at all what I expected, Mr Norrell,” remarked Sir Walter. “I had been
         told you were a practical magician – I hope you are not offended, sir – it is merely what I was told, and I
         must say that it is a relief to me to see that you are nothing of the sort. London
         is plagued with a great number of mock-sorcerers who trick the people out of their
         money by promising them all sorts of unlikely things. I wonder, have you seen Vinculus,
         who has a little booth outside St Christopher Le Stocks? He is the worst of them.
         You are a theoretical magician, I imagine?” Sir Walter smiled encouragingly. “But they tell me that you
         have something to ask me, sir.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell begged Sir Walter’s pardon but said that he was indeed a practical magician;
         Sir Walter looked surprized. Mr Norrell hoped very earnestly that he would not by
         this admission lose Sir Walter’s good opinion.
      

      
      “No, no. By no means,” murmured Sir Walter politely.

      
      “The misapprehension under which you labour,” said Mr Norrell, “by which I mean, of
         course, the belief that all practical magicians must be charlatans – arises from the
         shocking idleness of English magicians in the last two hundred years. I have performed
         one small feat of magic – which the people in York were kind enough to say they found
         astounding – and yet I tell you, Sir Walter, any magician of modest talent might have
         done as much. This general lethargy has deprived our great nation of its best support
         and left us defenceless. It is this deficiency which I hope to supply. Other magicians may be able to neglect their duty, but I cannot; I am come,
         Sir Walter, to offer you my help in our present difficulties.”
      

      
      “Our present difficulties?” said Sir Walter. “You mean the war?” He opened his small
         black eyes very wide. “My dear Mr Norrell! What has the war to do with magic? Or magic
         to do with the war? I believe I have heard what you did in York, and I hope the housewives
         were grateful, but I scarcely see how we can apply such magic to the war! True, the
         soldiers get very dirty, but then, you know,” and he began to laugh, “they have other
         things of think of.”
      

      
      Poor Mr Norrell! He had not heard Drawlight’s story of how the fairies had washed
         the people’s clothes and it came as a great shock to him. He assured Sir Walter that
         he had never in his life washed linen – not by magic nor by any other means – and
         he told Sir Walter what he had really done. But, curiously, though Mr Norrell was
         able to work feats of the most breath-taking wonder, he was only able to describe
         them in his usual dry manner, so that Sir Walter was left with the impression that
         the spectacle of half a thousand stone figures in York Cathedral all speaking together
         had been rather a dull affair and that he had been fortunate in being elsewhere at
         the time. “Indeed?” he said. “Well, that is most interesting. But I still do not quite
         understand how …”
      

      
      Just at that moment someone coughed, and the moment that Sir Walter heard the cough
         he stopped speaking as if to listen.
      

      
      Mr Norrell looked round. In the furthest, most shadowy corner of the room a young
         woman in a white gown lay upon a sopha, with a white shawl wrapped tightly around
         her. She lay quite still. One hand pressed a handkerchief to her mouth. Her posture,
         her stillness, everything about her conveyed the strongest impression of pain and
         ill-health.
      

      
      So certain had Mr Norrell been that the corner was unoccupied, that he was almost
         as startled by her sudden appearance as if she had come there by someone else’s magic. As he watched she was seized by a fit of coughing
         that continued for some moments, and during that time Sir Walter appeared most uncomfortable.
         He did not look at the young woman (though he looked everywhere else in the room).
         He picked up a gilt ornament from a little table by his side, turned it over, looked
         at its underneath, put it down again. Finally he coughed – a brief clearing of the
         throat as though to suggest that everyone coughed – coughing was the most natural
         thing in the world – coughing could never, under any circumstances, be cause for alarm.
         The young woman upon the sopha came at last to the end of her own coughing fit, and
         lay quite still and quiet, though her breathing did not seem to come easily.
      

      
      Mr Norrell’s gaze travelled from the young lady to the great, gloomy painting that
         hung above her and he tried to recollect what he had been speaking of.
      

      
      “It is a marriage,” said the majestic lady.

      
      “I beg your pardon, madam?” said Mr Norrell.

      
      But the lady only nodded in the direction of the painting and bestowed a stately smile
         upon Mr Norrell.
      

      
      The painting which hung above the young lady shewed, like every other picture in the
         room, Venice. English cities are, for the most part, built upon hills; their streets
         rise and fall, and it occurred to Mr Norrell that Venice, being built upon the sea,
         must be the flattest, as well as the queerest, city in the world. It was the flatness
         which made the painting look so much like an exercise in perspective; statues, columns,
         domes, palaces, and cathedrals stretched away to where they met a vast and melancholy
         sky, while the sea that lapped at the walls of those buildings was crowded with ornately
         carved and gilded barges, and those strange black Venetian vessels that so much resemble
         the slippers of ladies in mourning.
      

      
      “It depicts the symbolic marriage of Venice to the Adriatic,” said the lady (whom
         we must now presume to be Mrs Wintertowne), “a curious Italian ceremony. The paintings
         which you see in this room were all bought by the late Mr Wintertowne during his travels on the
         Continent; and when he and I were married they were his wedding-gift to me. The artist
         – an Italian – was then quite unknown in England. Later, emboldened by the patronage
         he received from Mr Wintertowne, he came to London.”
      

      
      Her manner of speech was as stately as her person. After each sentence she paused
         to give Mr Norrell time to be impressed by the information it contained.
      

      
      “And when my dear Emma is married,” she continued, “these paintings shall be my wedding-present
         to her and Sir Walter.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell inquired if Miss Wintertowne and Sir Walter were to be married soon.

      
      “In ten days’ time!” answered Mrs Wintertowne triumphantly.

      
      Mr Norrell offered his congratulations.

      
      “You are a magician, sir?” said Mrs Wintertowne. “I am sorry to hear it. It is a profession
         I have a particular dislike to.” She looked keenly at him as she said so, as though
         her disapproval might in itself be enough to make him renounce magic instantly and
         take up some other occupation.
      

      
      When he did not she turned to her prospective son-in-law. “My own stepmother, Sir
         Walter, placed great faith in a magician. After my father’s death he was always in
         the house. One could enter a room one was quite sure was empty and find him in a corner
         half hidden by a curtain. Or asleep upon the sopha with his dirty boots on. He was
         the son of a leather tanner and his low origins were frankly displayed in all he did.
         He had long, dirty hair and a face like a dog, but he sat at our table like a gentleman.
         My stepmother deferred to him in all she did and for seven years he governed our lives
         completely.”
      

      
      “And your own opinion was disregarded, ma’am?” said Sir Walter. “I am surprized at
         that!”
      

      
      Mrs Wintertowne laughed. “I was only a child of eight or nine when it began, Sir Walter.
         His name was Dreamditch and he told us constantly how happy he was to be our friend,
         though my brother and I were equally constant in assuring him that we considered him
         no friend of ours. But he only smiled at us like a dog that has learned how to smile
         and does not know how to leave off. Do not misunderstand me, Sir Walter. My stepmother
         was in many ways an excellent woman. My father’s esteem for her was such that he left
         her six hundred a year and the care of his three children. Her only weakness was foolishly
         to doubt her own capabilities. My father believed that, in understanding and in knowledge
         of right and wrong and in many other things, women are men’s equals and I am entirely
         of his opinion. My stepmother should not have shrunk from the charge. When Mr Wintertowne
         died I did not.”
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      “No, indeed, ma’am,” murmured Sir Walter.
      

      
      “Instead,” continued Mrs Wintertowne, “she placed all her faith in the magician, Dreamditch.
         He had not an ounce of magic in him and was consequently obliged to invent some. He
         made rules for my brother, my sister and me, which, he assured my stepmother, would
         keep us safe. We wore purple ribbons tied tightly round our chests. In our room six
         places were laid at the table, one for each of us and one for each of the spirits
         which Dreamditch said looked after us. He told us their names. What do you suppose
         they were, Sir Walter?”
      

      
      “I have not the least idea in the world, ma’am.”

      
      Mrs Wintertowne laughed. “Meadowlace, Robin Summerfly and Buttercup. My brother, Sir
         Walter, who resembled myself in independence of spirit, would often say in my stepmother’s
         hearing, ‘Damn Meadowlace! Damn Robin Summerfly! Damn Buttercup!’ and she, poor silly
         woman, would plead very piteously with him to stop. They did us no good those fairy
         spirits. My sister became ill. Often I went to her room and found Dreamditch there,
         stroking her pale cheeks and unresisting hand with his long yellow unclean fingernails.
         He was almost weeping, the fool. He would have saved her if he could. He made spells,
         but she died. A beautiful child, Sir Walter. For years I hated my stepmother’s magician. For years I thought him a wicked man, but in the end, Sir Walter, I knew
         him to be nothing but a sad and pitiful fool.”
      

      
      Sir Walter turned in his chair. “Miss Wintertowne!” he said. “You spoke – but I did
         not hear what it was you said.”
      

      
      “Emma! What is it?” cried Mrs Wintertowne.

      
      There was a soft sigh from the sopha. Then a quiet, clear voice said, “I said that
         you were quite wrong, Mama.”
      

      
      “Am I, my love?” Mrs Wintertowne, whose character was so forceful and whose opinions
         were handed down to people in the manner of Moses distributing the commandments, did
         not appear in the least offended when her daughter contradicted her. Indeed she seemed
         almost pleased about it.
      

      
      “Of course,” said Miss Wintertowne, “we must have magicians. Who else can interpret
         England’s history to us and in particular her northern history, her black northern
         King? Our common historians cannot.” There was silence for a moment. “I am fond of
         history,” she said.
      

      
      “I did not know that,” said Sir Walter.

      
      “Ah, Sir Walter!” cried Mrs Wintertowne. “Dear Emma does not waste her energies upon
         novels like other young women. Her reading has been extensive; she knows more of biography
         and poetry than any young woman I know.”
      

      
      “Yet I hope,” said Sir Walter eagerly, leaning over the back of his chair to speak
         to his betrothed, “that you like novels as well, and then, you know, we could read
         to each other. What is your opinion of Mrs Radcliffe? Of Madame d’Arblay?”
      

      
      But what Miss Wintertowne thought of these distinguished ladies Sir Walter did not
         discover for she was seized by a second fit of coughing which obliged her to struggle
         – with an appearance of great effort – into a sitting position. He waited some moments
         for an answer, but when her coughing had subsided she lay back on the sopha as before,
         with looks of pain and exhaustion, and closed her eyes.
      

      
      Mr Norrell wondered that no one thought to go to her assistance. There seemed to be a sort of conspiracy in the room to deny that the poor young woman
         was ill. No one asked if they could bring her anything. No one suggested that she
         go to bed, which Mr Norrell – who was often ill himself – imagined would be by far
         the best thing for her.
      

      
      “Mr Norrell,” said Sir Walter, “I cannot claim to understand what this help is that
         you offer us …”
      

      
      “Oh! As to particulars,” Mr Norrell said, “I know as little of warfare as the generals
         and the admirals do of magic, and yet …”
      

      
      “… but whatever it is,” continued Sir Walter, “I am sorry to say that it will not
         do. Magic is not respectable, sir. It is not,” Sir Walter searched for a word, “serious.
         The Government cannot meddle with such things. Even this innocent little chat that
         you and I have had today, is likely to cause us a little embarrassment when people
         get to hear of it. Frankly, Mr Norrell, had I understood better what you were intending
         to propose today, I would not have agreed to meet you.”
      

      
      Sir Walter’s manner as he said all this was far from unkind, but, oh, poor Mr Norrell!
         To be told that magic was not serious was a very heavy blow. To find himself classed
         with the Dreamditches and the Vinculuses of this world was a crushing one. In vain
         he protested that he had thought long and hard about how to make magic respected once
         more; in vain he offered to shew Sir Walter a long list of recommendations concerning
         the regulation of magic in England. Sir Walter did not wish to see them. He shook
         his head and smiled, but all he said was: “I am afraid, Mr Norrell, that I can do
         nothing for you.”
      

      
      When Mr Drawlight arrived at Hanover-square that evening he was obliged to listen
         to Mr Norrell lamenting the failure of all his hopes of succeeding with Sir Walter
         Pole.
      

      
      “Well, sir, what did I tell you?” cried Drawlight. “But, oh! Poor Mr Norrell! How
         unkind they were to you! I am very sorry for it. But I am not in the least surprized!
         I have always heard that those Wintertownes were stuffed full of pride!”
      

      
      But there was, I regret to say, a little duplicity in Mr Drawlight’s nature and it
         must be said that he was not quite as sorry as he professed to be. This display of
         independence had provoked him and he was determined to punish Mr Norrell for it. For
         the next week Mr Norrell and Mr Drawlight attended only the quietest dinners and,
         without quite arranging matters so that Mr Norrell would find himself the guest of
         Mr Drawlight’s shoemaker or the old lady who dusts the monuments in Westminster Abbey,
         Mr Drawlight took care that their hosts were people of as little consequence, influence,
         or fashion, as possible. In this way Drawlight hoped to create in Mr Norrell the impression
         that not only the Poles and Wintertownes slighted him, but the whole world, so that
         Mr Norrell might be brought to understand who was his true friend, and might become
         a little more accommodating when it came to performing those small tricks of magic
         that Drawlight had been promising for many months now.
      

      
      Such were the hopes and schemes that animated the heart of Mr Norrell’s dearest friend
         but, unfortunately for Mr Drawlight, so cast down was Mr Norrell by Sir Walter’s rejection
         that he scarcely noticed the change in the style of entertainments and Drawlight succeeded
         in punishing no one but himself.
      

      
      Now that Sir Walter was quite beyond Mr Norrell’s reach, Mr Norrell became more and
         more convinced that Sir Walter was exactly the patron he wished for. A cheerful, energetic
         man, with pleasant, easy manners, Sir Walter Pole was everything that Mr Norrell was
         not. Therefore, reasoned Mr Norrell, Sir Walter Pole would have achieved everything
         that he could not. The influential men of the Age would have listened to Sir Walter.
      

      
      “If only he had listened to me,” sighed Mr Norrell one evening as he and Drawlight
         dined alone. “But I could not find the words to convince him. Of course I wish now
         that I had asked you or Mr Lascelles to come with me. Men of the world prefer to be
         talked to by other men of the world. I know that now. Perhaps I should have done some
         magic to shew him – turned the teacups into rabbits or the teaspoons into goldfish. At least then he would have believed me. But
         I do not think the old lady would have been pleased if I had done that. I do not know.
         What is your opinion?”
      

      
      But Drawlight, who had begun to believe that if anyone had ever died of boredom then
         he was almost certain to expire within the next quarter of an hour, found that he
         had lost the will to speak and the best he could manage was a withering smile.
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      “Well, sir! you have your revenge!” cried Mr Drawlight appearing quite suddenly in
         the library in Hanover-square.
      

      
      “My revenge!” said Mr Norrell. “What do you mean?”

      
      “Oh!” said Mr Drawlight. “Sir Walter’s bride, Miss Wintertowne, is dead. She died
         this very afternoon. They were to be married in two days’ time, but, poor thing, she
         is quite dead. A thousand pounds a year! – Imagine his despair! Had she only contrived
         to remain alive until the end of the week, what a difference it would have made! His
         need of the money is quite desperate – he is all to pieces. I should not be at all
         surprized if we were to hear tomorrow that he has cut his throat.”
      

      
      Mr Drawlight leant for a moment upon the back of a good, comfortable chair by the
         fire and, looking down, discovered a friend. “Ah, Lascelles, I declare. There you
         are behind the newspaper I see. How do you do?”
      

      
      Meanwhile Mr Norrell stared at Mr Drawlight. “The young woman is dead, you say?” he
         said in amazement. “The young woman that I saw in that room? I can scarcely believe
         it. This is very unexpected.”
      

      
      “Oh! Upon the contrary,” said Drawlight, “nothing was more probable.”

      
      “But the wedding!” said Mr Norrell. “All the necessary arrangements! They could not
         have known how ill she was.”
      

      
      “But I assure you,” said Drawlight, “they did know. Everyone knew. Why! there was
         a fellow called Drummond, who saw her at Christmas at a private ball in Leamington
         Spa, and wagered Lord Carlisle fifty pounds that she would be dead within a month.”
      

      
      Mr Lascelles tutted in annoyance and put down his newspaper. “No, no,” he said, “that
         was not Miss Wintertowne. You are thinking of Miss Hookham-Nix, whose brother has
         threatened to shoot her, should she bring disgrace upon the family – which everyone
         supposes she must do sooner or later. But it happened at Worthing – and it was not
         Lord Carlisle who took the bet but the Duke of Exmoor.”
      

      
      Drawlight considered this a moment. “I believe you are right,” he said at last. “But
         it does not matter, for everyone did know that Miss Wintertowne was ill. Except of course the old lady. She thought her daughter perfection – and what can Perfection have to say to ill-health?
         Perfection is only to be admired; Perfection has only to make a great marriage. But
         the old lady has never allowed that Perfection might be ill – she could never bear
         to hear the subject mentioned. For all Miss Wintertowne’s coughs and swoonings upon
         the ground and lyings-down upon the sopha, I never heard that any physician ever came
         near her.”
      

      
      “Sir Walter would have taken better care of her,” said Lascelles, shaking out his
         newspaper before he began once more to read it. “One may say what one likes about
         his politics, but he is a sensible man. It is a pity she could not have lasted till
         Thursday.”
      

      
      “But, Mr Norrell,” said Drawlight turning to their friend, “you look quite pale and
         sick! You are shocked, I dare say, at the spectacle of a young and innocent life cut
         off. Your good feelings, as ever, do you credit, sir – and I am entirely of your opinion
         – the thought of the poor young lady crushed out of existence like a lovely flower
         beneath someone’s boot – well, sir, it cuts my heart like a knife – I can hardly bear
         to think of it. But then, you know, she was very ill and must have died at some time or other – and by your own account
         she was not very kind to you. I know it is not the fashion to say so, but I am the sternest advocate in the world
         for young people giving respectful attention to scholarly old persons such as yourself.
         Impudence, and sauciness, and everything of that sort I hate.”
      

      
      But Mr Norrell did not appear to hear the comfort his friend was so kind as to give
         him and when at last he spoke his words seemed chiefly addressed to himself, for he
         sighed deeply and murmured, “I never thought to find magic so little regarded here.”
         He paused and then said in a quick, low voice, “It is a very dangerous thing to bring
         someone back from the dead. It has not been done in three hundred years. I could not
         attempt it!”
      

      
      This was rather extraordinary and Mr Drawlight and Mr Lascelles looked round at their
         friend in some surprize.
      

      
      “Indeed, sir,” said Mr Drawlight, “and no one proposes that you should.”

      
      “Of course I know the form of it,” continued Mr Norrell as if Drawlight had not spoken,
         “but it is precisely the sort of magic that I have set my face against! – It relies
         so much upon … It relies so much … That is to say the outcome must be entirely unpredictable.
         – Quite out of the magician’s power to determine. No! I shall not attempt it. I shall
         not even think of it.”
      

      
      There was a short silence. But despite the magician’s resolve to think no more about
         the dangerous magic, he still fidgeted in his chair and bit his finger-ends and breathed
         very quick and exhibited other such signs of nervous agitation.
      

      
      “My dear Mr Norrell,” said Drawlight slowly, “I believe I begin to perceive your meaning.
         And I must confess that I think the idea an excellent one! You have in mind a great
         act of magic, a testimony to your extraordinary powers! Why, sir! Should you succeed
         all the Wintertownes and Poles in England will be on your doorstep soliciting the
         acquaintance of the wonderful Mr Norrell!”
      

      
      “And if he should fail,” observed Mr Lascelles, drily, “every one else in England will be shutting his door against the notorious Mr Norrell.”
      

      
      “My dear Lascelles,” cried Drawlight, “what nonsense you talk! Upon my word, there
         is nothing in the world so easy to explain as failure – it is, after all, what every
         body does all the time.”
      

      
      Mr Lascelles said that that did not follow at all, and they were just beginning to
         argue about it when an anguished cry burst from the lips of their friend, Mr Norrell.
      

      
      “Oh, God! What shall I do? What shall I do? I have laboured all these months to make
         my profession acceptable in the eyes of men and still they despise me! Mr Lascelles,
         you know the world, tell me …”
      

      
      “Alas, sir,” interrupted Mr Lascelles quickly, “I make a great point of never giving
         advice to any one.” And he went back to his newspaper.
      

      
      “My dear Mr Norrell!” said Drawlight (who did not wait to be asked for his opinion). “Such an opportunity is hardly likely to occur again …” (A potent argument
         this, and one which caused Mr Norrell to sigh very deeply.) “… and I must say I do
         not think that I could forgive myself if I allowed you to pass it by. With one stroke
         you return to us that sweet young woman – whose death no one can hear of without shedding
         a tear; you restore a fortune to a worthy gentleman; and you re-establish magic as a power in the realm for generations to come! Once you
         have proved the virtue of your skills – their utility and so forth – who will be able
         to deny magicians their dues of veneration and praise? They will be quite as much
         respected as admirals, a great deal more than generals, and probably as much as archbishops
         and lord chancellors! I should not be at all surprized if His Majesty did not immediately
         set up a convenient arrangement of degrees with magicians-in-ordinary and magicians-canonical,
         non-stipendiary magicians and all that sort of thing. And you, Mr Norrell, at the
         top as Arch-Magician! And all this with one stroke, sir! With one stroke!”
      

      
      Drawlight was pleased with this speech; Lascelles, rustling the paper in his irritation, clearly had a great many things to say in contradiction of
         Drawlight, but had put it out of his power to say any of them by his declaration that
         he never gave advice.
      

      
      “There is scarcely any form of magic more dangerous!” said Mr Norrell in a sort of
         horrified whisper. “It is dangerous to the magician and dangerous to the subject.”
      

      
      “Well, sir,” said Drawlight reasonably, “I suppose you are the best judge of the danger
         as it applies to yourself, but the subject, as you term her, is dead. What worse can
         befall her?”
      

      
      Drawlight waited a moment for a reply to this interesting question, but Mr Norrell
         made none.
      

      
      “I shall now ring for the carriage,” Drawlight declared and did so. “I shall go immediately
         to Brunswick-square. Have no fear, Mr Norrell, I have every expectation that all our
         proposals will meet with most ready acquiesence on all sides. I shall return within
         the hour!”
      

      
      After Drawlight had hurried away, Mr Norrell sat for a quarter of an hour or so simply
         staring in front of him and though Lascelles did not believe in the magic that Mr
         Norrell said would be done (nor, therefore, in the danger that Mr Norrell said would
         be braved) he was glad that he could not see what Mr Norrell seemed to see.
      

      
      Then Mr Norrell roused himself and took down five or six books in a great hurry and
         opened them up – presumably searching out those passages which were full of advice
         for magicians who wished to awaken dead young ladies. This occupied him until another
         three-quarters of an hour had passed, when a little bustle could be heard outside
         the library, and Mr Drawlight’s voice preceded him into the room.
      

      
      “… the greatest favour in the world! So very much obliged to you …” Mr Drawlight danced
         through the library-door, his face one immense smile. “All is well, sir! Sir Walter
         did hold back a little at first, but all is well! He asked me to convey to you his
         gratitude for your kind attention, but he did not think that it could do any good. I said that if he were thinking of the thing getting out afterwards and being talked
         about, then he need not fear at all, for we had no wish to see him embarrassed – and
         that Mr Norrell’s one desire was to be of service to him and that Lascelles and I
         were discretion itself – but he said he did not mind about that, for people would
         always laugh at a Minister, only he had rather Miss Wintertowne were left sleeping
         now – which he thought more respectful of her present situation. My dear Sir Walter!
         cried I, how can you say so? You cannot mean that a rich and beautiful young lady
         would gladly quit this life on the very eve of her marriage – when you yourself were
         to be the happy man! Oh! Sir Walter! – I said – you may not believe in Mr Norrell’s magic, but what can it hurt to try? Which the old
         lady saw the sense of immediately and added her arguments to mine – and she told me
         of a magician she had known in her childhood, a most talented person and a devoted
         friend to all her family, who had prolonged her sister’s life several years beyond
         what any one had expected. I tell you, Mr Norrell, nothing can express the gratitude
         Mrs Wintertowne feels at your goodness and she begs me to say to you that you are
         to come immediately – and Sir Walter himself says that he can see no sense in putting
         it off – so I told Davey to wait at the door and on no account to go anywhere else.
         Oh! Mr Norrell, it is to be a night of reconciliations! All misunderstandings, all
         unfortunate constructions which may have been placed on one or two ill-chosen words
         – all, all are to be swept away! It is to be quite like a play by Shakespeare!”
      

      
      Mr Norrell’s greatcoat was fetched and he got into the carriage; and from the expression
         of surprize upon his face when the carriage-doors opened and Mr Drawlight jumped in
         one side and Mr Lascelles jumped in the other I am tempted to suppose that he had
         not originally intended that those two gentlemen should accompany him to Brunswick-square.
      

      
      Lascelles threw himself into the carriage, snorting with laughter and saying that
         he had never in his life heard of anything so ridiculous and comparing their snug drive through the London streets in Mr Norrell’s
         carriage to ancient French and Italian fables in which fools set sail in milk-pails
         to fetch the moon’s reflection from the bottom of a duckpond – all of which might
         well have offended Mr Norrell had Mr Norrell been in spirits to attend to him.
      

      
      When they arrived at Brunswick-square they found, gathered upon the steps, a little
         crowd of people. Two men ran out to catch the horses’ heads and the light from the
         oil-lamp above the steps shewed the crowd to be a dozen or so of Mrs Wintertowne’s
         servants all on the look-out for the magician who was to bring back their young lady.
         Human nature being what it is, I dare say there may have been a few among them who
         were merely curious to see what such a man might look like. But many shewed in their
         pale faces signs that they had been grieving and these were, I think, prompted by
         some nobler sentiment to keep their silent vigil in the cold midnight street.
      

      
      One of them took a candle and went before Mr Norrell and his friends to shew them
         the way, for the house was very dark and cold. They were upon the staircase when they
         heard Mrs Wintertowne’s voice calling out from above, “Robert! Robert! Is it Mr Norrell?
         Oh! Thank God, sir!” She appeared before them very suddenly in a doorway. “I thought
         you would never come!” And then, much to Mr Norrell’s consternation, she took both
         his hands in her own and, pressing them hard, entreated him to use his most potent
         spells to bring Miss Wintertowne back to life. Money was not to be thought of. He
         might name his price! Only say that he would return her darling child to her. He must
         promise her that he would!
      

      
      Mr Norrell cleared his throat and was perhaps about to embark upon one of his long,
         uninteresting expositions of the philosophy of modern magic, when Mr Drawlight glided
         forward, took Mrs Wintertowne’s hands and rescued them both.
      

      
      “Now I beg of you, my dear madam,” cried Drawlight, “to be more tranquil! Mr Norrell is come, as you see, and we must try what his power may
         do. He begs that you will not mention payment again. Whatever he does tonight will
         be done for friendship’s sake …” And here Mr Drawlight stood upon tiptoes and lifted
         his chin to look over Mrs Wintertowne’s shoulder to where Sir Walter Pole was standing
         within the room. Sir Walter had just risen from his chair and stood a little way off,
         regarding the newcomers. In the candlelight he was pale and hollow-eyed and there
         was about him a kind of gauntness which had not been there before. Mere common courtesy
         said that he ought to have come forward to speak to them, but he did not do so.
      

      
      It was curious to observe how Mr Norrell hesitated in the doorway and exhibited great
         unwillingness to be conducted further into the house until he had spoken to Sir Walter.
         “But I must just speak to Sir Walter! Just a few words with Sir Walter! – I shall
         do my utmost for you, Sir Walter!” he called out from the door. “Since the young lady
         is, ahem!, not long gone from us, I may say that the situation is promising. Yes,
         I think I may go so far as to say that the situation is a promising one. I shall go
         now, Sir Walter, and do my work. I hope, in due course, I shall have the honour of
         bringing you good news!”
      

      
      All the assurances that Mrs Wintertowne begged for – and did not get – from Mr Norrell,
         Mr Norrell was now anxious to bestow upon Sir Walter who clearly did not want them.
         From his sanctuary in the drawing-room Sir Walter nodded and then, when Mr Norrell
         still lingered, he called out hoarsely, “Thank you, sir. Thank you!” And his mouth
         stretched out in a curious way. It was, perhaps, meant for a smile.
      

      
      “I wish with all my heart, Sir Walter,” called out Mr Norrell, “that I might invite
         you to come up with me and to see what it is I do, but the curious nature of this
         particular magic demands solitude. I will, I hope, have the honour of shewing you
         some magic upon another occasion.”
      

      
      Sir Walter bowed slightly and turned away.

      
      Mrs Wintertowne was at that moment speaking to her servant, Robert, and Drawlight
         took advantage of this slight distraction to pull Mr Norrell to one side and whisper
         frantically in his ear: “No, no, sir! Do not send them away! My advice is to gather
         as many of them around the bed as can be persuaded to come. It is, I assure you, the
         best guarantee of our night’s exploits being generally broadcast in the morning. And
         do not be afraid of making a little bustle to impress the servants – your best incantations
         if you please! Oh! What a noodle-head I am! Had only I thought to bring some Chinese
         powders to throw in the fire! I don’t suppose that you have any about you?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell made no reply to this but asked to be brought without delay to where Miss
         Wintertowne was.
      

      
      But though the magician particularly asked to be taken there alone, his dear friends,
         Mr Drawlight and Mr Lascelles, were not so unkind as to leave him to face this great
         crisis of his career alone and consequently the three of them together were conducted
         by Robert to a chamber upon the second floor.
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      There was no one there.

      
      Which is to say there was someone there. Miss Wintertowne lay upon the bed, but it
         would have puzzled philosophy to say now whether she were someone or no one at all.
      

      
      They had dressed her in a white gown and hung a silver chain about her neck; they
         had combed and dressed her beautiful hair and put pearl-and-garnet earrings in her
         ears. But it was extremely doubtful whether Miss Wintertowne cared about such things
         any more. They had lit candles and laid a good fire in the hearth, they had put roses
         about the room, which filled it with a sweet perfume, but Miss Wintertowne could have
         lain now with equal composure in the foulest-smelling garret in the city.
      

      
      “And she was quite tolerable to look at, you say?” said Mr Lascelles.

      
      “You never saw her?” said Drawlight. “Oh! she was a heavenly creature. Quite divine.
         An angel.”
      

      
      “Indeed? And such a pinched-looking ruin of a thing now! I shall advise all the good-looking
         women of my acquaintance not to die,” said Mr Lascelles. He leaned closer. “They have
         closed her eyes,” he said.
      

      
      “Her eyes were perfection,” said Drawlight, “a clear dark grey, with long, dark eye-lashes
         and dark eye-brows. It is a pity you never saw her – she was exactly the sort of creature you would have admired.” Drawlight
         turned to Mr Norrell. “Well, sir, are you ready to begin?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell was seated in a chair next to the fire. The resolute, businesslike manner,
         which he had adopted on his arrival at the house, had disappeared; instead he sat
         with neck bowed, sighing heavily, his gaze fixed upon the carpet. Mr Lascelles and
         Mr Drawlight looked at him with that degree of interest appropriate to the character
         of each – which is to say that Mr Drawlight was all fidgets and bright-eyed anticipation,
         and Mr Lascelles all cool, smiling scepticism. Mr Drawlight took a few respectful
         steps back from the bed so that Mr Norrell might more conveniently approach it and
         Mr Lascelles leant against a wall and crossed his arms (an attitude he often adopted
         in the theatre).
      

      
      Mr Norrell sighed again. “Mr Drawlight, I have already said that this particular magic
         demands complete solitude. I must ask you to wait downstairs.”
      

      
      “Oh, but, sir!” protested Drawlight. “Surely such intimate friends as Lascelles and
         I can be no inconvenience to you? We are the quietest creatures in the world! In two
         minutes’ time you will have quite forgotten that we are here. And I must say that
         I consider our presence as absolutely essential! For who will broadcast the news of
         your achievement tomorrow morning if not Lascelles and myself? Who will describe the
         ineffable grandeur of the moment when your magicianship triumphs and the young woman
         rises from the dead? Or the unbearable pathos of the moment when you are forced to
         admit defeat? You will not do it half so well yourself, sir. You know that you will
         not.”
      

      
      “Perhaps,” said Mr Norrell. “But what you suggest is entirely impossible. I will not,
         cannot begin until you leave the room.”
      

      
      Poor Drawlight! He could not force the magician to begin the magic against his will,
         but to have waited so long to see some magic and then to be excluded! It was almost
         more than he could bear. Even Mr Lascelles was a little disappointed for he had hoped to witness something
         very ridiculous that he could laugh at.
      

      
      When they had gone Mr Norrell rose wearily from his seat and took up a book that he
         had brought with him. He opened it at a place he had marked with a folded letter and
         placed it upon a little table so that it would be to hand if he needed to consult
         it. Then he began to recite a spell.
      

      
      It took effect almost immediately because suddenly there was something green where
         nothing green had been before and a fresh, sweet smell as of woods and fields wafted
         through the room. Mr Norrell stopped speaking.
      

      
      Someone was standing in the middle of the room: a tall, handsome person with pale,
         perfect skin and an immense amount of hair, as pale and shining as thistle-down. His
         cold, blue eyes glittered and he had long dark eye-brows, which terminated in an upward
         flourish. He was dressed exactly like any other gentleman, except that his coat was
         of the brightest green imaginable – the colour of leaves in early summer.
      

      
      “O Lar!” began Mr Norrell in a quavering voice. “O Lar! Magnum opus est mihi tuo auxilio. Haec virgo mortua est et familia eius eam
            ad vitam redire vult.”1 Mr Norrell pointed to the figure on the bed.
      

      
      At the sight of Miss Wintertowne the gentleman with the thistledown hair suddenly
         became very excited. He spread wide his hands in a gesture of surprized delight and
         began to speak Latin very rapidly. Mr Norrell, who was more accustomed to seeing Latin
         written down or printed in books, found that he could not follow the language when
         it was spoken so fast, though he did recognize a few words here and there, words such
         as “formosa” and “venusta” which are descriptive of feminine beauty.
      

      
      Mr Norrell waited until the gentleman’s rapture had subsided and then he directed
         the gentleman’s attention to the mirror above the mantelpiece. A vision appeared of
         Miss Wintertowne walking along a narrow rocky path, through a mountainous and gloomy
         landscape. “Ecce mortua inter terram et caelum!” declared Mr Norrell. “Scito igitur, O Lar, me ad hanc magnam operam te elegisse quia …”2

      
      [image: Images]

      
      “Yes, yes!” cried the gentleman suddenly breaking into English. “You elected to summon
         me because my genius for magic exceeds that of all the rest of my race. Because I have
         been the servant and confidential friend of Thomas Godbless, Ralph Stokesey, Martin
         Pale and of the Raven King. Because I am valorous, chivalrous, generous and as handsome as
         the day is long! That is all quite understood! It would have been madness to summon
         anyone else! We both know who I am. The question is: who in the world are you?”
      

      
      “I?” said Mr Norrell, startled. “I am the greatest magician of the Age!”

      
      The gentleman raised one perfect eye-brow as if to say he was surprized to hear it.
         He walked around Mr Norrell slowly, considering him from every angle. Then, most disconcerting
         of all, he plucked Mr Norrell’s wig from his head and looked underneath, as if Mr
         Norrell were a cooking pot on the fire and he wished to know what was for dinner.
      

      
      “I … I am the man who is destined to restore magic to England!” stammered Mr Norrell,
         grabbing back his wig and replacing it, slightly askew, upon his head.
      

      
      “Well, obviously you are that!” said the gentleman. “Or I should not be here! You do not imagine that I would waste
         my time upon a three-penny hedge-sorcerer, do you? But who are you? That is what I wish to know. What magic have you done? Who was your master?
         What magical lands have you visited? What enemies have you defeated? Who are your
         allies?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell was extremely surprized to be asked so many questions and he was not at
         all prepared to answer them. He wavered and hesitated before finally fixing upon the only one to which he had a sensible
         answer. “I had no master. I taught myself.”
      

      
      “How?”

      
      “From books.”

      
      “Books!” (This in a tone of the utmost contempt.)

      
      “Yes, indeed. There is a great deal of magic in books nowadays. Of course, most of
         it is nonsense. No one knows as well as I how much nonsense is printed in books. But
         there is a great deal of useful information too and it is surprizing how, after one
         has learnt a little, one begins to see …”
      

      
      Mr Norrell was beginning to warm to his subject, but the gentleman with the thistle-down
         hair had no patience to listen to other people talk and so he interrupted him.
      

      
      “Am I the first of my race that you have seen?”

      
      “Oh, yes!”

      
      This answer seemed to please the gentleman with the thistledown hair and he smiled.
         “So! Should I agree to restore this young woman to life, what would be my reward?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell cleared his throat. “What sort of thing …?” he said, a little hoarsely.

      
      “Oh! That is easily agreed!” cried the gentleman with the thistle-down hair. “My wishes
         are the most moderate things in the world. Fortunately I am utterly free from greed
         and sordid ambition. Indeed, you will find that my proposal is much more to your advantage
         than mine – such is my unselfish nature! I simply wish to be allowed to aid you in
         all your endeavours, to advise you upon all matters and to guide you in your studies.
         Oh! and you must take care to let all the world know that your greatest achievements
         are due in larger part to me!”
      

      
      Mr Norrell looked a little ill. He coughed and muttered something about the gentleman’s
         generosity. “Were I the sort of magician who is eager to entrust all his business
         to another person, then your offer would be most welcome. But unfortunately … I fear … In short I have no notion of employing you – or indeed any other member of
         your race – ever again.”
      

      
      A long silence.

      
      “Well, this is ungrateful indeed!” declared the gentleman, coldly. “I have put myself
         to the trouble of paying you this visit. I have listened with the greatest good nature
         to your dreary conversation. I have borne patiently with your ignorance of the proper
         forms and etiquette of magic. And now you scorn my offer of assistance. Other magicians,
         I may say, have endured all sorts of torments to gain my help. Perhaps I would do
         better to speak to the other one. Perhaps he understands better than you how to address
         persons of high rank and estate?” The gentleman glanced about the room. “I do not
         see him. Where is he?”
      

      
      “Where is who?”

      
      “The other one.”

      
      “The other what?”

      
      “Magician!”

      
      “Magici …” Mr Norrell began to form the word but it died upon his lips. “No, no! There
         is no other magician! I am the only one. I assure you I am the only one. Why should
         you think that …?”
      

      
      “Of course there is another magician!” declared the gentleman, as if it were perfectly ridiculous
         to deny anything quite so obvious. “He is your dearest friend in all the world!”
      

      
      “I have no friends,” said Mr Norrell.

      
      He was utterly perplexed. Whom might the fairy mean? Childermass? Lascelles? Drawlight?
      

      
      “He has red hair and a long nose. And he is very conceited – as are all Englishmen!”
         declared the gentleman with the thistle-down hair.
      

      
      This was no help. Childermass, Lascelles and Drawlight were all very conceited in
         their ways, Childermass and Lascelles both had long noses, but none of them had red
         hair. Mr Norrell could make nothing of it and so he returned, with a heavy sigh, to
         the matter in hand. “You will not help me?” he said. “You will not bring the young woman back from
         the dead?”
      

      
      “I did not say so!” said the gentleman with the thistle-down hair, in a tone which
         suggested that he wondered why Mr Norrell should think that. “I must confess,” he continued, “that in recent centuries I have grown somewhat
         bored of the society of my family and servants. My sisters and cousins have many virtues
         to recommend them, but they are not without faults. They are, I am sorry to say, somewhat
         boastful, conceited and proud. This young woman,” he indicated Miss Wintertowne, “she
         had, I dare say, all the usual accomplishments and virtues? She was graceful? Witty?
         Vivacious? Capricious? Danced like sunlight? Rode like the wind? Sang like an angel?
         Embroidered like Penelope? Spoke French, Italian, German, Breton, Welsh and many other
         languages?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell said he supposed so. He believed that those were the sorts of things young
         ladies did nowadays.
      

      
      “Then she will be a charming companion for me!” declared the gentleman with the thistle-down
         hair, clapping his hands together.
      

      
      Mr Norrell licked his lips nervously. “What exactly are you proposing?”

      
      “Grant me half the lady’s life and the deal is done.”

      
      “Half her life?” echoed Mr Norrell.

      
      “Half,” said the gentleman with the thistle-down hair.

      
      “But what would her friends say if they learnt I had bargained away half her life?”
         asked Mr Norrell.
      

      
      “Oh! They will never know any thing of it. You may rely upon me for that,” said the
         gentleman. “Besides, she has no life now. Half a life is better than none.”
      

      
      Half a life did indeed seem a great deal better than none. With half a life Miss Wintertowne
         might marry Sir Walter and save him from bankruptcy. Then Sir Walter might continue
         in office and lend his support to all Mr Norrell’s plans for reviving English magic.
         But Mr Norrell had read a great many books in which were described the dealings of
         other English magicians with persons of this race and he knew very well how deceitful they could be. He thought he saw how
         the gentleman intended to trick him.
      

      
      “How long is a life?” he asked.

      
      The gentleman with the thistle-down hair spread his hands in a gesture of the utmost
         candour. “How long would you like?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell considered. “Let us suppose she had lived until she was ninety-four. Ninety-four
         would have been a good age. She is nineteen now. That would be another seventy-five
         years. If you were to bestow upon her another seventy-five years, then I see no reason
         why you should not have half of it.”
      

      
      “Seventy-five years then,” agreed the gentleman with the thistle-down hair, “exactly
         half of which belongs to me.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell regarded him nervously. “Is there any thing more we must do?” he asked.
         “Shall we sign something?”
      

      
      “No, but I should take something of the lady’s to signify my claim upon her.”

      
      “Take one of these rings,” suggested Mr Norrell, “or this necklace about her neck.
         I am sure I can explain away a missing ring or necklace.”
      

      
      “No,” said the gentleman with the thistle-down hair. “It ought to be something … Ah!
         I know!”
      

      
      Drawlight and Lascelles were seated in the drawing-room where Mr Norrell and Sir Walter
         Pole had first met. It was a gloomy enough spot. The fire burnt low in the grate and
         the candles were almost out. The curtains were undrawn and no one had put up the shutters.
         The rattle of the rain upon the windows was very melancholy.
      

      
      “It is certainly a night for raising the dead,” remarked Mr Lascelles. “Rain and trees
         lash the window-panes and the wind moans in the chimney – all the appropriate stage
         effects, in fact. I am frequently struck with the play-writing fit and I do not know
         that tonight’s proceedings might not inspire me to try again – a tragi-comedy, telling
         of an impoverished minister’s desperate attempts to gain money by any means, beginning
         with a mercenary marriage and ending with sorcery. I should think it might be received very well. I
         believe I shall call it, ’ Tis Pity She’s a Corpse.”
      

      
      Lascelles paused for Drawlight to laugh at this witticism, but Drawlight had been
         put out of humour by the magician’s refusal to allow him to stay and witness the magic,
         and all he said was: “Where do you suppose they have all gone?”
      

      
      “I do not know.”

      
      “Well, considering all that you and I have done for them, I think we have deserved
         better than this! It is scarcely half an hour since they were so full of their gratitude
         to us. To have forgotten us so soon is very bad! And we have not been offered so much
         as a bit of cake since we arrived. I dare say it is rather too late for dinner – though
         I for one am famished to death!” He was silent a moment. “The fire is going out too,”
         he remarked.
      

      
      “Then put some more coals on,” suggested Lascelles.

      
      “What! And make myself all dirty?”

      
      One by one all the candles went out and the light from the fire grew less and less
         until the Venetian paintings upon the walls became nothing but great squares of deepest
         black hung upon walls of a black that was slightly less profound. For a long time
         they sat in silence.
      

      
      “That was the clock striking half-past one o’clock!” said Drawlight suddenly. “How
         lonely it sounds! Ugh! All the horrid things one reads of in novels always happen
         just as the church bell tolls or the clock strikes some hour or other in a dark house!”
      

      
      “I cannot recall an instance of any thing very dreadful happening at half-past one,”
         said Lascelles.
      

      
      At that moment they heard footsteps on the stairs – which quickly became footsteps
         in the passageway. The drawing-room door was pushed open and someone stood there,
         candle in hand.
      

      
      Drawlight grasped for the poker.

      
      But it was Mr Norrell.

      
      “Do not be alarmed, Mr Drawlight. There is nothing to be afraid of.”

      
      Yet Mr Norrell’s face, as he raised up his candlestick, seemed to tell a different
         story; he was very pale and his eyes were wide and not yet emptied, it seemed, of
         the dregs of fear. “Where is Sir Walter?” he asked. “Where are the others? Miss Wintertowne
         is asking for her mama.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell was obliged to repeat the last sentence twice before the other two gentlemen
         could be made to understand him.
      

      
      Lascelles blinked two or three times and opened his mouth as if in surprize, but then,
         recovering himself, he shut his mouth again and assumed a supercilious expression;
         this he wore for the remainder of the night, as if he regularly attended houses where
         young ladies were raised from the dead and considered this particular example to have
         been, upon the whole, a rather dull affair. Drawlight, in the meantime, had a thousand
         things to say and I dare say he said all of them, but unfortunately no one had attention
         to spare just then to discover what they were.
      

      
      Drawlight and Lascelles were sent to find Sir Walter. Then Sir Walter fetched Mrs
         Wintertowne, and Mr Norrell led that lady, tearful and trembling, to her daughter’s
         room. Meanwhile the news of Miss Wintertowne’s return to life began to penetrate other
         parts of the house; the servants learnt of it and were overjoyed and full of gratitude
         to Mr Norrell, Mr Drawlight and Mr Lascelles. A butler and two manservants approached
         Mr Drawlight and Mr Lascelles and begged to be allowed to say that if ever Mr Drawlight
         or Mr Lascelles could benefit from any small service that the butler or the manservants
         might be able to render them, they had only to speak.
      

      
      Mr Lascelles whispered to Mr Drawlight that he had not realized before that doing
         kind actions would lead to his being addressed in such familiar terms by so many low
         people – it was most unpleasant – he would take care to do no more. Fortunately the
         low people were in such glad spirits that they never knew they had offended him.
      

      
      It was soon learnt that Miss Wintertowne had left her bed and, leaning upon Mr Norrell’s arm, had gone to her own sitting-room where she was now
         established in a chair by her fire and that she had asked for a cup of tea.
      

      
      Drawlight and Lascelles were summoned upstairs to a pretty little sitting-room where
         they found Miss Wintertowne, her mother, Sir Walter, Mr Norrell and some of the servants.
      

      
      One would have thought from their looks that it had been Mrs Wintertowne and Sir Walter
         who had journeyed across several supernatural worlds during the night, they were so
         grey-faced and drawn; Mrs Wintertowne was weeping and Sir Walter passed his hand across
         his pale brow from time to time like someone who had seen horrors.
      

      
      Miss Wintertowne, on the other hand, appeared quite calm and collected, like a young
         lady who had spent a quiet, uneventful evening at home. She was sitting in a chair
         in the same elegant gown that she had been wearing when Drawlight and Lascelles had
         seen her last. She rose and smiled at Drawlight. “I think, sir, that you and I scarcely
         ever met before, yet I have been told how much I owe to you. But I fear it is a debt
         quite beyond any repaying. That I am here at all is in a large part due to your energy
         and insistence. Thank you, sir. Many, many thanks.”
      

      
      And she held out both her hands to him and he took them.

      
      “Oh! Madam!” he cried, all bows and smiles. “It was, I do assure you, the greatest
         hon …”
      

      
      And then he stopped and was silent a moment. “Madam?” he said. He gave a short, embarrassed
         laugh (which was odd enough in itself – Drawlight was not easily embarrassed). He
         did not let go of her hands, but looked around the room as if in search of someone
         to help him out of a difficulty. Then he lifted one of her own hands and shewed it
         to her. She did not appear in any way alarmed by what she saw, but she did look surprized;
         she raised the hand so that her mother could see it.
      

      
      The little finger of her left hand was gone.
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      It has been remarked (by a lady infinitely cleverer than the present author) how kindly
         disposed the world in general feels to young people who either die or marry. Imagine
         then the interest that surrounded Miss Wintertowne! No young lady ever had such advantages
         before: for she died upon the Tuesday, was raised to life in the early hours of Wednesday
         morning, and was married upon the Thursday; which some people thought too much excitement
         for one week.
      

      
      The desire to see her was quite universal. The full stretch of most people’s information
         was that she had lost a finger in her passage from one world to the next and back
         again. This was most tantalizing; was she changed in any other way? No one knew.
      

      
      On Wednesday morning (which was the morning that followed her happy revival) the principals
         in this marvellous adventure seemed all in a conspiracy to deprive the Town of news;
         morning-callers at Brunswick-square learnt only that Miss Wintertowne and her mother
         were resting; in Hanover-square it was exactly the same – Mr Norrell was very much
         fatigued – it was entirely impossible that he see any body; and as for Sir Walter
         Pole, no body was quite certain where to find him (though it was strongly suspected
         that he was at Mrs Wintertowne’s house in Brunswick-square). Had it not been for Mr
         Drawlight and Mr Lascelles (benevolent souls!) the Town would have been starved of information of any sort, but
         they drove diligently about London making their appearance in a quite impossible number
         of drawing-rooms, morning-rooms, dining-rooms and card-rooms. It is impossible to
         say how many dinners Drawlight was invited to sit down to that day – and it is fortunate
         that he was never at any time much of an eater or he might have done some lasting
         damage to his digestion. Fifty times or more he must have described how, after Miss
         Wintertowne’s restoration, Mrs Wintertowne and he had wept together; how Sir Walter
         Pole and he had clasped each other’s hand; how Sir Walter had thanked him most gratefully
         and how he had begged Sir Walter not to think of it; and how Mrs Wintertowne had insisted
         that Mr Lascelles and he both be driven home in her very own carriage.
      

      
      Sir Walter Pole had left Mrs Wintertowne’s house at about seven o’clock and had gone
         back to his lodgings to sleep for a few hours, but at about midday he returned to
         Brunswick-square just as the Town had supposed. (How our neighbours find us out!)
         By this time it had become apparent to Mrs Wintertowne that her daughter now enjoyed
         a certain celebrity; that she had, as it were, risen to public eminence overnight.
         As well as the people who left their cards at the door, great numbers of letters and
         messages of congratulation were arriving every hour for Miss Wintertowne, many of
         them from people of whom Mrs Wintertowne had never heard. “Permit me, madam,” wrote
         one, “to entreat you to shake off the oppression of that shadowy vale which has been
         revealed to you.”
      

      
      That unknown persons should think themselves entitled to comment upon so private a
         matter as a death and a resurrection, that they should vent their curiosity in letters
         to her daughter was a circumstance to excite Mrs Wintertowne’s utmost displeasure;
         she had a great deal to say in censure of such vulgar, ill-bred beings, and upon his
         arrival at Brunswick-square Sir Walter was obliged to listen to all of it.
      

      
      “My advice, ma’am,” he said, “is to think no more about it. As we politicians well
         know a policy of dignity and silence is our best defence against this sort of impertinence.”
      

      
      “Ah! Sir Walter!” cried his mother-in-law to be. “It is very gratifying to me to discover
         how frequently our opinions agree! Dignity and silence. Quite. I do not think we can
         ever be too discreet upon the subject of poor, dear Emma’s sufferings. After tomorrow
         I for one am determined never to speak of it again.”
      

      
      “Perhaps,” said Sir Walter, “I did not mean to go so far. Because, you know, we must
         not forget Mr Norrell. We shall always have a standing reminder of what has happened
         in Mr Norrell. I fear he must often be with us – after the service he has done us
         we can scarcely ever shew him consideration enough.” He paused and then added with
         a wry twist of his ugly face, “Happily Mr Norrell himself has been so good as to indicate
         how he thinks my share of the obligation might best be discharged.” This was a reference to a conversation
         which Sir Walter and Mr Norrell had had at four o’clock that morning, when Mr Norrell
         had waylaid Sir Walter upon the stairs and talked to him at great length about his
         plans to baffle the French by magic.
      

      
      Mrs Wintertowne said that she would, of course, be glad to distinguish Mr Norrell
         with marks of special respect and consideration; any one might know how highly she
         regarded him. Quite apart from his great magicianship – which, said Mrs Wintertowne,
         there was no need to mention when he came to the house – he seemed a very good sort
         of old gentleman.
      

      
      “Indeed,” said Sir Walter. “But for now our most pressing concern must be that Miss
         Wintertowne should not undertake more than she is equal to – and it was of this that
         I particularly wished to speak to you. I do not know what may be your opinion but
         it seems to me that it would be as well to put off the wedding for a week or two.”
      

      
      Mrs Wintertowne could not approve of such a plan; all the arrangements were made and
         so much of the wedding-dinner cooked. Soup, jellies, boiled meats, pickled sturgeon and so forth were all ready;
         what was the good of letting it all spoil now, only to have it all to do over again
         in a week or so? Sir Walter had nothing to say to arguments of domestic economy, and
         so he suggested that they ask Miss Wintertowne to say whether or not she felt strong
         enough.
      

      
      And so they rose from their seats in the icy drawing-room (where this conversation
         had taken place) and went up to Miss Wintertowne’s sitting-room on the second-floor
         where they put the question to her.
      

      
      “Oh!” said she. “I never felt better in my life. I feel very strong and well. Thank
         you. I have been out already this morning. I do not often walk. I rarely feel equal
         to exercise, but this morning I felt as if the house were a prison. I longed to be
         outside.”
      

      
      Sir Walter looked very concerned. “Was that wise?” He turned to Mrs Wintertowne. “Was
         that well done?”
      

      
      Mrs Wintertowne opened her mouth to protest but her daughter only laughed and exclaimed,
         “Oh! Mama knew nothing of it, I assure you. I went out while she was asleep in her
         room. Barnard went with me. And I walked round Brunswick-square twenty times. Twenty!
         – is not that the most ridiculous thing you ever heard? But I was possessed of such
         a desire to walk! Indeed I would have run, I think, if it were at all possible, but
         in London, you know …” She laughed again. “I wanted to go further but Barnard would
         not let me. Barnard was in a great flutter and worry lest I should faint away in the
         road. She would not let me go out of sight of the house.”
      

      
      They stared at her. It was – apart from anything else – probably the longest speech
         Sir Walter had ever heard her utter. She was sitting very straight with a bright eye
         and blooming complexion – the very picture of health and beauty. She spoke so rapidly
         and with such expression; she looked so cheerful and was so exceedingly animated.
         It was as if Mr Norrell had not only restored her to life, but to twice or thrice
         the amount of life she had had before.
      

      
      It was very odd.
      

      
      “Of course,” said Sir Walter, “if you feel well enough to take exercise, then I am
         sure that no one would wish to prevent you – nothing is so likely to make you strong,
         and to ensure your continuing health, as regular exercise. But perhaps, for the present,
         it would be as well not to go out without telling any one. You should have someone
         more than Barnard to guard you. From tomorrow, you know, I may claim that honour for
         myself.”
      

      
      “But you will be busy, Sir Walter,” she reminded him. “You will have all your Government
         business to attend to.”
      

      
      “Indeed, but …”

      
      “Oh! I know that you will be pretty constantly engaged with business affairs. I know
         I must not expect anything else.”
      

      
      She seemed so cheerfully resigned to his neglecting her that he could not help opening
         his mouth to protest – but the justice of what she said prevented him from saying
         a word. Ever since he had first seen her at Lady Winsell’s house in Bath he had been
         greatly struck by her beauty and elegance – and had quickly concluded that it would
         be a very good thing, not only to marry her as soon as it could conveniently be contrived,
         but also to get better acquainted with her – for he had begun to suspect that, setting
         aside the money, she might suit him very well as a wife. He thought that an hour or
         so of conversation might accomplish a great deal towards setting them upon that footing
         of perfect unreserve and confidence which was so much to be desired between husband
         and wife. He had high hopes that such a tête-à-tête would soon provide ample proofs
         of their mutual sympathies and tastes. Several things she had said had encouraged
         him to hope that it might be so. And being a man – and a clever one – and forty-two
         years old, he naturally had a great deal of information and a great many opinions
         upon almost every subject you care to mention, which he was eager to communicate to
         a lovely woman of nineteen – all of which, he thought, she could not fail but to find
         quite enthralling. But, what with his great pre occupation with business and her poor health they had yet to have this interesting conversation; and now she told
         him that she expected things to continue much the same after they were married. She
         did not appear to resent it. Instead, with her new, lively spirits, she seemed quite
         entertained that he should ever have deceived himself that matters could be otherwise.
      

      
      Unfortunately he was already late for an appointment with the Foreign Secretary so
         he took Miss Wintertowne’s hand (her whole, right hand) and kissed it very gallantly;
         told her how much he looked forward to the morrow that would make him the happiest
         of men; attended politely – hat in hand – to a short speech by Mrs Wintertowne upon
         the subject; and left the house resolving to consider the problem further – just as
         soon, in fact, as he could find the time.
      

      
      Upon the following morning the wedding did indeed take place at St George’s Hanover-square.
         It was attended by almost all of His Majesty’s Ministers, two or three of the Royal
         Dukes, half a dozen admirals, a bishop and several generals. But I am sorry to say
         that, vital as such great men must always be to a Nation’s peace and prosperity, on
         the day that Miss Wintertowne married Sir Walter Pole, no body cared tuppence for
         any of them. The man who drew most eyes, the man whom every body whispered to his
         neighbour to point out to him, was the magician, Mr Norrell.
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The difficulty of finding employment for a magician

      
      October 1807

      
      Sir Walter intended to introduce the subject of magic among the other Ministers by
         degrees, allowing them to grow gradually accustomed to the idea before proposing that
         they make trial of Mr Norrell in the war. He was afraid that they would oppose him;
         he was sure that Mr Canning would be sarcastic, that Lord Castlereagh would be uncooperative,
         and the Earl of Chatham merely bemused.
      

      
      But all of these fears were entirely unfounded. The Ministers, he soon discovered,
         were quite as alive to the novelty of the situation as any one else in London. The
         next time the cabinet met at Burlington House1 they declared themselves eager to employ England’s only magician. But it was by no
         means clear what ought to be done with him. It had been two hundred years since the
         English Government had last commissioned a magician and they were a little out of
         the habit of it.
      

      
      “My chief problem,” explained Lord Castlereagh, “is in finding men for the Army – a quite
         impossible task, I assure you; the British are a peculiarly unmilitary race. But I
         have my eye on Lincolnshire; I am told that the pigs in Lincolnshire are particularly
         fine and by eating them the population grows very stout and strong. Now what would
         suit me best would be a general spell cast over Lincolnshire so that three or four
         thousand young men would all at once be filled with a lively desire to become soldiers
         and fight the French.” He looked at Sir Walter rather wistfully. “Would your friend
         know of such a spell, Sir Walter, do you think?”
      

      
      Sir Walter did not know but he said he would ask Mr Norrell.

      
      Later that same day Sir Walter called upon Mr Norrell and put the question to him.
         Mr Norrell was delighted. He did not believe that anyone had ever proposed such a
         piece of magic before and begged Sir Walter to convey his compliments to Lord Castlereagh
         as the possessor of a most original brain. As to whether or not it were possible;
         “The difficulty lies in confining the application of the spell to Lincolnshire – and
         to young men. There is a danger that if we were successful – which I flatter myself
         we would be – then Lincolnshire – and several of the neighbouring counties – might
         be entirely emptied of people.”
      

      
      Sir Walter went back to Lord Castlereagh and told him no.

      
      The next magic which the Ministers proposed pleased Mr Norrell a great deal less.
         The resurrection of Lady Pole engrossed the thoughts of everyone in London and the
         Ministers were by no means exempt from the general fascination. Lord Castlereagh began
         it when he asked the other Ministers who was it that Napoleon Buonaparte had feared
         most in all the world? Who had always seemed to know what the wicked French emperor
         would do next? Who had inflicted so resounding a defeat upon the French that they
         dare not stick their French noses out of their ports? Who had united in one person
         all the virtues that make up an Englishman? Who else, said Lord Castlereagh, but Lord
         Nelson? Clearly the first thing to be done was to bring back Lord Nelson from the
         dead. Lord Castlereagh begged Sir Walter’s pardon – perhaps he had not understood
         something – but why they were wasting time talking about it?
      

      
      Whereupon Mr Canning, an energetic and quarrelsome person, replied quickly that of
         course Lord Nelson was sadly missed, Nelson had been the Nation’s hero, Nelson had
         done everything Lord Castlereagh said he did. But when all was said and done – and
         Mr Canning meant no disrespect to the Navy, that most glorious of British institutions
         – Nelson had only been a sailor, whereas the late Mr Pitt had been everything.2 If anyone dead was going to be brought back to life then really there was no choice
         – it must be Pitt.
      

      
      Lord Chatham (who was also the late Mr Pitt’s brother) naturally seconded this proposal
         but he wondered why they had to make a choice – why not resurrect both Pitt and Nelson?
         It would only be a question of paying the magician twice and there could not be any
         objection to that, he supposed?
      

      
      Then other Ministers proposed other dead gentlemen as candidates for restoration until
         it seemed that half the vaults in England might be emptied. Very soon they had quite
         a long list and were, as usual, starting to argue about it.
      

      
      “This will not do,” said Sir Walter. “We must begin somewhere and it seems to me that
         every one of us was helped to his present position by the friendship of Mr Pitt. We
         would do very wrong to give some other gentleman the preference.”
      

      
      A messenger was sent to fetch Mr Norrell from Hanover-square to Burlington House.
         Mr Norrell was led into the magnificent painted saloon where the Ministers were sitting.
         Sir Walter told him that they were contemplating another resurrection.
      

      
      Mr Norrell turned very pale and muttered something of how his special regard for Sir
         Walter had compelled him to undertake a sort of magic which otherwise he would not
         have attempted – he really had no wish to make a second attempt – the Ministers did
         not know what they were asking.
      

      
      But when Mr Norrell understood better who it was that they proposed as a candidate, he looked a great deal relieved and was
         heard to say something about the condition of the body.
      

      
      Then the Ministers thought how Mr Pitt had been dead for almost two years, and that,
         devoted as they had been to Pitt in his life, they really had very little desire to
         see him in his present condition. Lord Chatham (Mr Pitt’s brother) remarked sadly
         that poor William would certainly have come a good deal unravelled by now.
      

      
      The subject was not mentioned again.

      
      A week or so later Lord Castlereagh proposed sending Mr Norrell to the Netherlands
         or possibly Portugal – places where the Ministers entertained faint hopes of gaining
         some foothold against Buonaparte – where Mr Norrell might do magic under the direction
         of the generals and the admirals. So Admiral Paycocke, an ancient red-faced seaman,
         and Captain Harcourt-Bruce of the 20th Light Dragoons were dispatched as a joint military
         and naval expedition to Hanover-square to take an observation of Mr Norrell.
      

      
      Captain Harcourt-Bruce was not only dashing, handsome and brave, he was also rather
         romantic. The reappearance of magic in England thrilled him immensely. He was a great
         reader of the more exciting sort of history – and his head was full of ancient battles
         in which the English were outnumbered by the French and doomed to die, when all at
         once would be heard the sound of strange, unearthly music, and upon a hilltop would appear the Raven King in his tall,
         black helmet with its mantling of raven-feathers streaming in the wind; and he would
         gallop down the hillside on his tall, black horse with a hundred human knights and
         a hundred fairy knights at his back, and he would defeat the French by magic.
      

      
      That was Captain Harcourt-Bruce’s idea of a magician. That was the sort of thing which he now expected to see reproduced on every battlefield
         on the Continent. So when he saw Mr Norrell in his drawing-room in Hanover-square,
         and after he had sat and watched Mr Norrell peevishly complain to his footman, first
         that the cream in his tea was too creamy, and next that it was too watery – well,
         I shall not surprize you when I say he was somewhat disappointed. In fact he was so
         downcast by the whole undertaking that Admiral Paycocke, a bluff old gentleman, felt
         rather sorry for him and only had the heart to laugh at him and tease him very moderately
         about it.
      

      
      Admiral Paycocke and Captain Harcourt-Bruce went back to the Ministers and said it
         was absolutely out of the question to send Mr Norrell anywhere; the admirals and the
         generals would never forgive the Government if they did it. For some weeks that autumn
         it seemed the Ministers would never be able to find employment for their only magician.
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Brest

      
      November 1807

      
      In the first week of November a squadron of French ships was preparing to leave the
         port of Brest which lies on the west coast of Brittany in France. The intention of
         the French was to cruise about the Bay of Biscay looking for British ships to capture
         or, if they were unable to do that, to prevent the British from doing any thing which
         they appeared to want to do.
      

      
      The wind blew steadily off the land. The French sailors made their preparations quickly
         and efficiently and the ships were almost ready when heavy black clouds appeared suddenly
         and a rain began to fall.
      

      
      Now it was only natural that such an important port as Brest should contain a great
         number of people who studied the winds and the weather. Just as the ships were about
         to set sail several of these persons hurried down to the docks in great excitement
         to warn the sailors that there was something very queer about the rain: the clouds,
         they said, had come from the north, whereas the wind was blowing from the east. The
         thing was impossible, but it had happened. The captains of the ships just had time
         to be astonished, incredulous or unnerved – as their characters dictated – when another
         piece of news reached them.
      

      
      Brest harbour consists of an inner bay and an outer, the inner bay being separated
         from the open sea by a long thin peninsula. As the rain grew heavier the French officers in charge of the ships learnt that a great
         fleet of British ships had appeared in the outer bay.
      

      
      How many ships were there? The officers’ informants did not know. More than could
         be easily counted – perhaps as many as a hundred. Like the rain, the ships had seemingly
         arrived in a single instant out of an empty sea. What sort of ships were they? Ah!
         That was the strangest thing of all! The ships were all ships of the line, heavily
         armed two- and three-decked warships.
      

      
      This was astonishing news. The ships’ great number and their great size was, in truth,
         more puzzling than their sudden appearance. The British Navy blockaded Brest continually,
         but never with more than twenty-five ships at a time, of which only ten or twelve
         were ships of the line, the remainder being agile little frigates, sloops and brigs.
      

      
      So peculiar was this tale of a hundred ships that the French captains did not believe
         it until they had ridden or rowed to Lochrist or Camaret Saint-Julien or other places
         where they could stand upon the clifftops and see the ships for themselves.
      

      
      Days went by. The sky was the colour of lead and the rain continued to fall. The British
         ships remained stubbornly where they were. The people of Brest were in great dread
         lest some of the ships might attempt to come up to the town and bombard it. But the
         British ships did nothing.
      

      
      Stranger still was the news that came from other ports in the French Empire, from
         Rochefort, Toulon, Marseilles, Genoa, Venice, Flushing, Lorient, Antwerp and a hundred
         other towns of lesser importance. They too were blockaded by British fleets of a hundred
         or so warships. It was impossible to comprehend. Added together these fleets contained
         more warships than the British possessed. Indeed they contained more warships than
         there were upon the face of the earth.
      

      
      The most senior officer at Brest at that time was Admiral Desmoulins. He had a servant,
         a very small man no bigger than an eight-year-old child, and as dark as a European can be. He looked as if he had
         been put into the oven and baked for too long and was now rather overdone. His skin
         was the colour of a coffee-bean and the texture of a dried-up rice-pudding. His hair
         was black, twisted and greasy like the spines and quills you may observe on the less
         succulent parts of roasted chickens. His name was Perroquet (which means parrot).
         Admiral Desmoulins was very proud of Perroquet; proud of his size, proud of his cleverness,
         proud of his agility and most of all, proud of his colour. Admiral Desmoulins often
         boasted that he had seen blacks who would appear fair next to Perroquet.
      

      
      It was Perroquet who sat in the rain for four days studying the ships through his
         eye-glass. Rain spurted from his child-size bicorn hat as if from two little rainspouts;
         it sank into the capes of his child-size coat, making the coat fearfully heavy and
         turning the wool into felt; and it ran in little streams down his baked, greasy skin;
         but he paid it not the slightest attention.
      

      
      After four days Perroquet sighed, jumped to his feet, stretched himself, took off
         his hat, gave his head a good scratch, yawned and said, “Well, my Admiral, they are
         the queerest ships I have ever seen and I do not understand them.”
      

      
      “In what way, Perroquet?” asked the Admiral.

      
      Gathered on the cliffs near Camaret Saint-Julien with Perroquet were Admiral Desmoulins
         and Captain Jumeau, and rain spurted from their bicorn hats and turned the wool of their coats into felt and filled their boots with half an inch of water.
      

      
      “Well,” said Perroquet, “the ships sit upon the sea as if they were becalmed and yet
         they are not becalmed. There is a strong westerly wind which ought by rights to blow
         them on to these rocks, but does it? No. Do the ships beat off? No. Do they reduce
         sail? No. I cannot count the number of times the wind has changed since I have sat
         here, but what have the men on those ships done? Nothing.”
      

      
      Captain Jumeau, who disliked Perroquet and was jealous of his influence with the Admiral, laughed. “He is mad, my Admiral. If the British were really
         as idle or ignorant as he says, their ships would all be heaps of broken spars by
         now.”
      

      
      “They are more like pictures of ships,” mused Perroquet, paying the Captain no attention,
         “than the ships themselves. But a queerer thing still, my Admiral, is that ship, the
         three-decker at the northernmost tip of the line. On Monday it was just like the others
         but now its sails are all in tatters, its mizzen mast is gone and there is a ragged
         hole in its side.”
      

      
      “Huzza!” cried Captain Jumeau. “Some brave French crew has inflicted this damage while
         we stand here talking.”
      

      
      Perroquet grinned. “And do you think, Captain, that the British would permit one French
         ship to go up to their hundred ships and blow one of them to bits and then sail calmly
         away again? Ha! I should like to see you do it, Captain, in your little boat. No,
         my Admiral, it is my opinion that the British ship is melting.”
      

      
      “Melting!” declared the Admiral in surprize.

      
      “The hull bulges like an old woman’s knitting bag,” said Perroquet. “And the bowsprit
         and the spritsail yard are drooping into the water.”
      

      
      “What idiotic nonsense!” declared Captain Jumeau. “How can a ship melt?”

      
      “I do not know,” said Perroquet, thoughtfully. “It depends upon what it is made of.”

      
      “Jumeau, Perroquet,” said Admiral Desmoulins, “I believe that our best course will
         be to sail out and examine those ships. If the British fleet seems likely to attack,
         we will turn back, but in the meantime perhaps we may learn something.”
      

      
      So Perroquet and the Admiral and Captain Jumeau set sail in the rain with a few brave
         men; for sailors, though they face hardship with equanimity, are superstitious, and
         Perroquet was not the only person in Brest who had noticed the queerness of the British
         ships.
      

      
      After they had gone some way, our adventurers could see that the strange ships were
         entirely grey and that they glittered; even under that dark sky, even in all that drenching rain they shone. Once, for a moment,
         the clouds parted and a ray of sunlight struck the sea. The ships disappeared. Then
         the clouds closed and the ships were there again.
      

      
      “Dear God!” cried the Admiral. “What does all this mean?”

      
      “Perhaps,” said Perroquet uneasily, “the British ships have all been sunk and these
         are their ghosts.”
      

      
      Still the strange ships glittered and shone, and this led to some discussion as to
         what they might be made of. The Admiral thought perhaps iron or steel. (Metal ships
         indeed! The French are, as I have often supposed, a very whimsical nation.)
      

      
      Captain Jumeau wondered if they might not be of silver paper.

      
      “Silver paper!” exclaimed the Admiral.

      
      “Oh, yes!” said Captain Jumeau. “Ladies, you know, take silver paper and roll it into
         quills and make little baskets of it, which they then decorate with flowers and fill
         with sugar plums.”
      

      
      The Admiral and Perroquet were surprized to hear this, but Captain Jumeau was a handsome
         man, and clearly knew more of the ways of ladies than they did.
      

      
      But if it took one lady an evening to make a basket, how many ladies would it take
         to make a fleet? The Admiral said it made his head hurt to think of it.
      

      
      The sun came out again. This time, since they were closer to ships, they could see
         how the sunlight shone through them and made them colourless until they were just a faint sparkle upon the water.
      

      
      “Glass,” said the Admiral, and he was near to the mark, but it was clever Perroquet
         who finally hit upon the truth.
      

      
      “No, my Admiral, it is the rain. They are made of rain.”

      
      As the rain fell from the heavens the drops were made to flow together to form solid
         masses – pillars and beams and sheets, which someone had shaped into the likeness
         of a hundred ships.
      

      
      Perroquet and the Admiral and Captain Jumeau were consumed with curiosity to know
         who could have made such a thing and they agreed he must be a master-rainsmith.
      

      
      [image: Images]

      
      “But not only a master-rainsmith!” exclaimed the Admiral, “A master-puppeteer! See
         how they bob up and down upon the water! How the sails billow and fall!”
      

      
      “They are certainly the prettiest things that ever I saw, my Admiral,” agreed Perroquet,
         “but I repeat what I said before; he knows nothing of sailing or seamanship, whoever
         he is.”
      

      
      For two hours the Admiral’s wooden ship sailed in and out of the rain-ships. Being
         ships of rain they made no sound at all – no creaking of timber, no slap of sail in
         the wind, no call of sailor to his mate. Several times groups of smooth-faced men
         of rain came to the ship’s rail to gaze out at the wooden ship with its crew of flesh-and-blood
         men, but what the rain-sailors were thinking, no one could tell. Yet the Admiral,
         the Captain and Perroquet felt themselves to be perfectly safe, for, as Perroquet
         remarked, “Even if the rain-sailors wish to fire upon us, they only have rain-cannonballs
         to do it with and we will only get wet.”
      

      
      Perroquet and the Admiral and Captain Jumeau were lost in admiration. They forgot
         that they had been tricked, forgot that they had wasted a week and that for a week
         the British had been slipping into ports on the Baltic coast and ports on the Portuguese
         coast and all sorts of other ports where the Emperor Napoleon Buonaparte did not want
         them to go. But the spell which held the ships in place appeared to be weakening (which
         presumably explained the melting ship at the northernmost point of the fleet). After
         two hours it stopped raining and in the same moment the spell broke, which Perroquet
         and the Admiral and Captain Jumeau knew by a curious twist of their senses, as if
         they had tasted a string quartet, or been, for a moment, deafened by the sight of
         the colour blue. For the merest instant the rain-ships became mist-ships and then
         the breeze gently blew them apart.
      

      
      The Frenchmen were alone upon the empty Atlantic.
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The Spirit of English Magic urges Mr Norrell to the Aid of Britannia

      
      December 1807

      
      On a day in December two great draycarts happened to collide in Cheapside. One, which
         was loaded with barrels of sherry-wine, overturned. While the draymen argued about
         which of them was to blame, some passers-by observed that sherry-wine was leaking
         from one of the barrels. Soon a crowd of drinkers gathered with glasses and pint-pots
         to catch the sherry, and hooks and bars to make holes in those casks which were still
         undamaged. The draycarts and crowd had soon so effectively stopt up Cheapside that
         queues of carriages formed in all the neighbouring streets, Poultry, Threadneedle-street,
         Bartholomew-lane and, in the other direction, Aldersgate, Newgate and Paternoster-row.
         It became impossible to imagine how the knot of carriages, horses and people would
         ever get undone again.
      

      
      Of the two draymen one was handsome and the other was fat and, having made up their
         quarrel, they became a sort of Bacchus and Silenus to the revel. They decided to entertain
         both themselves and their followers by opening all the carriage-doors to see what
         the rich people were doing inside. Coachmen and footmen tried to prevent this impertinence
         but the crowd were too many to be held off and too drunk to mind the blows of the
         whip which the crosser sort of coachmen gave them. In one of these carriages the fat drayman discovered Mr Norrell and cried, “What! Old Norrell!” The draymen both
         climbed into the carriage to shake Mr Norrell’s hand and breathe sherry fumes all
         over him and assure him that they would lose no time in moving everything out of the
         way so that he – the hero of the French Blockade – might pass. Which promise they
         kept and respectable people found their horses unhitched and their carriages pushed
         and shoved into tanners’ yards and other nasty places, or backed into dirty brick-lanes
         where they got stuck fast and all the varnish was scraped off; and when the draymen
         and their friends had made this triumphal path for Mr Norrell they escorted him and
         his carriage along it, as far as Hanover-square, cheering all the way, flinging their
         hats in the air and making up songs about him.
      

      
      Everyone, it seemed, was delighted with what Mr Norrell had done. A large part of
         the French Navy had been tricked into remaining in its ports for eleven days and during
         that time the British had been at liberty to sail about the Bay of Biscay, the English
         Channel and the German Sea, just as it pleased and a great many things had been accomplished.
         Spies had been deposited in various parts of the French Empire and other spies brought
         back to England with news about what Buonaparte was doing. British merchant ships
         had unloaded their cargoes of coffee and cotton and spices in Dutch and Baltic ports
         without any interference.
      

      
      Napoleon Buonaparte, it was said, was scouring France to find a magician of his own
         – but with no success. In London the Ministers were quite astonished to find that,
         for once, they had done something the Nation approved.
      

      
      Mr Norrell was invited to the Admiralty, where he drank madeira-wine in the Board
         Room. He sat in a chair close to the fire and had a long comfortable chat with the
         First Lord of the Admiralty, Lord Mulgrave, and the First Secretary to the Admiralty,
         Mr Horrocks. Above the fireplace there were carvings of nautical instruments and garlands
         of flowers which Mr Norrell greatly admired. He described the beautiful carvings in the library at Hurtfew Abbey;
         “And yet,” said Mr Norrell, “I envy you, my lord. Indeed I do. Such a fine representation
         of the instruments of your profession! I wish that I might have done the same. Nothing
         looks so striking. Nothing, I believe, inspires a man with such eagerness to begin
         his day’s work as the sight of his instruments neatly laid out – or their images in
         good English oak as we have here. But really a magician has need of so few tools.
         I will tell you a little trick, my lord, the more apparatus a magician carries about
         with him – coloured powders, stuffed cats, magical hats and so forth – the greater
         the fraud you will eventually discover him to be!”
      

      
      And what, inquired Mr Horrocks politely, were the few tools that a magician did require?

      
      “Why! Nothing really,” said Mr Norrell. “Nothing but a silver basin for seeing visions
         in.”
      

      
      “Oh!” cried Mr Horrocks. “I believe I would give almost any thing to see that magic done – would not you, my lord? Oh, Mr Norrell, might we prevail upon you to
         shew us a vision in a silver basin?”
      

      
      Usually Mr Norrell was the last man in the world to satisfy such idle curiosity, but
         he had been so pleased with his reception at the Admiralty (for the two gentlemen
         paid him a world of compliments) that he agreed almost immediately and a servant was
         dispatched to find a silver basin; “A silver basin about a foot in diameter,” said
         Mr Norrell, “which you must fill with clean water.”
      

      
      The Admiralty had lately sent out orders for three ships to rendezvous south of Gibraltar
         and Lord Mulgrave had a great curiosity to know whether or not this had occurred;
         would Mr Norrell be able to find it out? Mr Norrell did not know, but promised to
         try. When the basin was brought and Mr Norrell bent over it, Lord Mulgrave and Mr
         Horrocks felt as if nothing else could have so conjured up the ancient glories of
         English magic; they felt as if they were living in the Age of Stokesey, Godbless and the Raven King.
      

      
      A picture appeared upon the surface of the water in the silver basin, a picture of
         three ships riding the waves of a blue sea. The strong, clear light of the Mediterranean
         shone out into the gloomy December room and lit up the faces of the three gentlemen
         who peered into the bowl.
      

      
      “It moves!” cried Lord Mulgrave in astonishment.

      
      It did indeed. The sweetest white clouds imaginable were gliding across the blue sky,
         the ships rode the waves and tiny people could be seen moving about them. Lord Mulgrave
         and Mr Horrocks had no difficulty in recognizing HMS Catherine of Winchester, HMS Laurel and HMS Centaur.
      

      
      “Oh, Mr Norrell!” cried Mr Horrocks. “The Centaur is my cousin’s ship. Can you shew me Captain Barry?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell fidgeted about and drew in his breath with a sharp hiss and stared fiercely
         at the silver basin, and by and by appeared a vision of a pink-faced, gold-haired,
         overgrown cherub of a man walking about a quarterdeck. This, Mr Horrocks assured them,
         was his cousin, Captain Barry.
      

      
      “He looks very well, does he not?” cried Mr Horrocks. “I am glad to know he is in
         such good health.”
      

      
      “Where are they? Can you tell?” Lord Mulgrave asked Mr Norrell.

      
      “Alas,” said Mr Norrell, “this art of making pictures is the most imprecise in the
         world.1 I am delighted to have had the honour of shewing your lordship some of His Majesty’s
         ships. I am yet more pleased that they are the ones you want – which is frankly more
         than I expected – but I fear I can tell you nothing further.”
      

      
      So delighted was the Admiralty with all that Mr Norrell had accomplished that Lord
         Mulgrave and Mr Horrocks soon looked about them to see what other tasks they could
         find for the magician. His Majesty’s Navy had recently captured a French ship of the line with
         a very fine figurehead in the shape of a mermaid with bright blue eyes, coral-pink
         lips, a great mass of sumptuous golden curls artistically strewn with wooden representations
         of starfish and crabs, and a tail that was covered all over with silver-gilt as if
         it might be made of gingerbread inside. It was known that before it had been captured,
         the ship had been at Toulon, Cherbourg, Antwerp, Rotterdam and Genoa, and so the mermaid
         had seen a great deal of enemy defences and of the Emperor Napoleon Buonaparte’s great
         scheme of ship-building which was going forward at that time. Mr Horrocks asked Mr
         Norrell to put a spell on her so that she might tell all she knew. This Mr Norrell
         did. But though the mermaid could be made to speak she could not at first be brought
         to answer any questions. She considered herself the implacable enemy of the British
         and was highly delighted to be given powers of speech so that she could express her
         hatred of them. Having passed all her existence among sailors she knew a great many
         insults and bestowed them very readily on anyone who came near her in a voice that
         sounded like the creaking of masts and timbers in a high wind. Nor did she confine
         herself to abusing Englishmen with words. There were three seamen that had work to
         do about the ship, but the moment that they got within reach of the mermaid’s wooden
         arms she picked them up in her great wooden hands and threw them in the water.
      

      
      Mr Horrocks who had gone down to Portsmouth to talk to her, grew tired of her and
         told her that he would have her chopped up and made a bonfire of. But, though French,
         she was also very brave and said she would like to see the man that would try to burn
         her. And she lashed her tail and waved her arms menacingly; and all the wooden starfish
         and crabs in her hair bristled.
      

      
      The situation was resolved when the handsome young Captain who had captured her ship
         was sent to reason with her. He was able to explain to her in clear, comprehensible
         French the rightness of the British cause and the terrible wrongness of the French one, and whether it
         were the persuasiveness of his words or the handsomeness of his face that convinced
         her I do not know, but she told Mr Horrocks all he wished to know.
      

      
      Mr Norrell rose every day to new heights of public greatness and an enterprising printmaker
         called Holland who had a print-shop in St Paul’s Churchyard was inspired to commission
         an engraving of him to be sold in the shop. The engraving shewed Mr Norrell in the
         company of a young lady, scantily dressed in a loose smock. A great quantity of stiff,
         dark material swirled and coiled about the young lady’s body without ever actually
         touching it and, for the further embellishment of her person, she wore a crescent
         moon tucked in among the tumbling locks of her hair. She had taken Mr Norrell (who
         appeared entirely astonished by the proceedings) by the arm and was energetically
         pulling him up a flight of stairs and pointing in most emphatic manner towards a lady
         of mature years who sat at the top. The lady of mature years was attired like the
         young lady in smock and draperies, with the handsome addition of a Roman helmet on
         her head; she appeared to be weeping in the most uninhibited fashion, while an elderly
         lion, her only companion, lay at her feet with a gloomy expression upon his countenance.
         This engraving, entitled The Spirit of English Magic urges Mr Norrell to the Aid of Britannia, was an immense success and Mr Holland sold almost seven hundred copies in a month.
      

      
      Mr Norrell did not go out so much as formerly; instead he stayed at home and received
         respectful visits from all sorts of great people. It was not uncommon for five or
         six coronet-coaches to stop at his house in Hanover-square in the space of one morning.
         He was the still same silent, nervous little man he had always been and, had it not
         been for Mr Drawlight and Mr Lascelles, the occupants of those carriages must have
         found their visits dull indeed. Upon such occasions Mr Drawlight and Mr Lascelles
         supplied all the conversation. Indeed Mr Norrell’s dependence upon these two gentlemen
         increased daily. Childermass had once said that it would be an odd sort of magician that would employ Drawlight, yet Mr Norrell now employed him
         constantly; Drawlight was forever being driven about in Mr Norrell’s carriage upon
         Mr Norrell’s business. Every day he came early to Hanover-square to tell Mr Norrell
         what was being said about the Town, who was rising, who falling, who was in debt,
         who in love, until Mr Norrell, sitting alone in his library, began to know as much
         of the Town’s business as any City matron.
      

      
      More surprizing, perhaps, was Mr Lascelles’s devotion to the cause of English magic.
         The explanation, however, was quite simple. Mr Lascelles was one of that uncomfortable
         breed of men who despise steady employment of any sort. Though perfectly conscious
         of his own superior understanding, he had never troubled to acquire any particular
         skills or knowledge, and had arrived at the age of thirty-nine entirely unfitted for
         any office or occupation. He had looked about him and seen men, who had worked diligently
         all the years of their youth, risen to positions of power and influence; and there
         is no doubt that he envied them. Consequently it was highly agreeable to Mr Lascelles
         to become counsellor-in-chief to the greatest magician of the Age, and have respectful
         questions put to him by the King’s Ministers. Naturally, he made a great shew of being
         the same careless, indifferent gentleman as before, but in truth he was extremely
         jealous of his new-found importance. He and Drawlight had come to an understanding
         one night in the Bedford over a bottle of port. Two friends, they had agreed, were
         quite sufficient for a quiet gentleman such as Mr Norrell, and they had formed an
         alliance to guard each other’s interest and to prevent any other person from gaining
         any influence over the magician.
      

      
      It was Mr Lascelles who first encouraged Mr Norrell to think of publication. Poor
         Mr Norrell was constantly affronted by people’s misconceptions concerning magic and
         was forever lamenting the general ignorance upon the subject. “They ask me to shew
         them fairy-spirits,” he complained, “and unicorns and manticores and things of that sort. The utility of the magic I have done is entirely lost on them. It is only the most frivolous
         sorts of magic that excite their interest.”
      

      
      Mr Lascelles said, “Feats of magic will make your name known everywhere, sir, but they will never make your opinions understood. For that you must publish.”
      

      
      “Yes, indeed,” cried Mr Norrell, eagerly, “and I have every intention of writing a
         book – just as you advise – only I fear it will be many years before I have leisure
         enough to undertake it.”
      

      
      “Oh! I quite agree – a book would mean a world of work,” said Mr Lascelles, languidly,
         “but I had no notion of a book. Two or three articles was what I had in mind. I dare
         say there is not an editor in London or Edinburgh who would not be delighted to publish
         any little thing you cared to send him – you may make your choice of the periodicals,
         but if you take my advice, sir, you will chuse The Edinburgh Review. There is scarcely a household in the kingdom with any pretensions to gentility that
         does not take it. There is no quicker way of making your views more widely understood.”
      

      
      Mr Lascelles was so persuasive upon the subject and conjured up such visions of Mr
         Norrell’s articles upon every library-table and Mr Norrell’s opinions discussed in
         every drawing-room that, had it not been for the great dislike that Mr Norrell had
         to The Edinburgh Review, he would have sat down there and then to begin writing. Unfortunately, The Edinburgh Review was a publication renowned chiefly for radical opinions, criticism of the Government
         and opposition to the war with France – none of which Mr Norrell could approve.
      

      
      “Besides,” said Mr Norrell, “I really have no desire to write reviews of other people’s
         books. Modern publications upon magic are the most pernicious things in the world,
         full of misinformation and wrong opinions.”
      

      
      “Then sir, you may say so. The ruder you are, the more the editors will be delighted.”

      
      “But it is my own opinions which I wish to make better known, not other people’s.”
      

      
      “Ah, but, sir,” said Lascelles, “it is precisely by passing judgements upon other
         people’s work and pointing out their errors that readers can be made to understand
         your own opinions better. It is the easiest thing in the world to turn a review to
         one’s own ends. One only need mention the book once or twice and for the rest of the
         article one may develop one’s theme just as one chuses. It is, I assure you, what
         every body else does.”
      

      
      “Hmm,” said Mr Norrell thoughtfully, “you may be right. But, no. It would seem as
         if I were lending support to what ought never to have been published in the first
         place.”
      

      
      And upon this point Mr Norrell proved unpersuadable.

      
      Lascelles was disappointed; The Edinburgh Review far surpassed its rivals in brilliance and wit. Its articles were devoured by everyone
         in the kingdom from the meanest curate to the Prime Minister. Other publications were
         very dull in comparison.
      

      
      He was inclined to abandon the notion altogether and had almost forgotten all about
         it when he happened to receive a letter from a young bookseller named Murray. Mr Murray
         respectfully requested that Mr Lascelles and Mr Drawlight would do him the honour
         of permitting him to wait upon them at any hour and upon any day to suit them. He
         had, he said, a proposal to put before them, a proposal which concerned Mr Norrell.
      

      
      Lascelles and Drawlight met the bookseller at Mr Lascelles’s house in Bruton-street
         a few days later. His manner was energetic and businesslike and he laid his proposal
         before them immediately.
      

      
      “Like every other inhabitant of these isles, gentlemen, I have been amazed and delighted
         at the recent extraordinary revival of English magic. And I have been equally struck
         by the enthusiasm with which the British Public has greeted this reappearance of an
         art long thought dead. I am convinced that a periodical devoted to magic would achieve
         a wide circulation. Literature, politics, religion and travel are all very well –
         they will always be popular subjects for a periodical, but magic – real, practical magic like Mr Norrell’s – has
         the advantage of complete novelty. I wonder, gentlemen, if you could tell me whether
         Mr Norrell would look favourably upon my proposal? I have heard that Mr Norrell has
         a great deal to say upon the subject. I have heard that Mr Norrell’s opinions are
         quite surprizing! Of course we all learnt a little of the history and theory of magic
         in our schoolrooms, but it is so long since any magic was practised in these islands
         that I dare say what we have been taught is full of errors and misconceptions.”
      

      
      “Ah!” cried Mr Drawlight. “How perceptive of you, Mr Murray! How happy it would make
         Mr Norrell to hear you say so! Errors and misconceptions – exactly so! Whenever, my
         dear sir, you are privileged to enjoy Mr Norrell’s conversation – as I have been upon
         many occasions – you will learn that such is the exact state of affairs!”
      

      
      “It has long been the dearest wish of Mr Norrell’s heart,” said Lascelles, “to bring
         a more precise understanding of modern magic before a wider audience, but alas, sir,
         private wishes are often frustrated by public duties, and the Admiralty and the War
         Office keep him so busy.”
      

      
      Mr Murray replied politely that of course all other considerations must give way before
         the great consideration of the war and Mr Norrell was a National Treasure. “But I
         hope that some way might be found to arrange matters so that the chief burden did
         not fall upon Mr Norrell’s shoulders. We would employ an editor to plan each issue,
         solicit articles and reviews, make changes – all under Mr Norrell’s guidance, naturally.”
      

      
      “Ah, yes!” said Lascelles. “Quite. All under Mr Norrell’s guidance. We would insist
         upon that.”
      

      
      The interview ended very cordially upon both sides with Lascelles and Drawlight promising
         to speak to Mr Norrell immediately.
      

      
      Drawlight watched Mr Murray leave the room. “A Scotchman,” he said as soon as the
         door was closed.
      

      
      “Oh, quite!” agreed Lascelles. “But I do not mind that. The Scotch are often very
         able, very canny in business. I believe this might do very well.”
      

      
      “He seemed quite a respectable person – almost a gentleman in fact. Except that he
         has a queer trick of fixing his right eye upon one while his other eye travels the
         room. I found that a little disconcerting.”
      

      
      “He is blind in his right eye.”

      
      “Indeed?”

      
      “Yes. Canning told me. One of his schoolmasters stuck a penknife in it when he was
         boy.”
      

      
      “Dear me! But, just imagine, my dear Lascelles! A whole periodical devoted to one
         person’s opinions! I would never have believed it possible! The magician will be astonished
         when we tell him.”
      

      
      Mr Lascelles laughed. “He will consider it the most natural thing in the world. His
         vanity is beyond any thing.”
      

      
      As Lascelles had predicted, Mr Norrell found nothing extraordinary in the proposal,
         but straightaway he began to make difficulties. “It is an excellent plan,” he said,
         “but unfortunately completely impracticable. I have no time to edit a periodical and
         I could scarcely entrust so important a task to any one else.”
      

      
      “I was quite of the same mind, sir,” said Mr Lascelles, “until I thought of Portishead.”

      
      “Portishead? Who is Portishead?” asked Mr Norrell.

      
      “Well,” said Lascelles, “He was a theoretical magician, but …”
      

      
      “A theoretical magician?” interrupted Mr Norrell in alarm. “You know what I think
         of that!”
      

      
      “Ah, but you have not heard what follows,” said Lascelles. “So great is his admiration
         of you, sir, that on being told you did not approve of theoretical magicians he immediately
         gave up his studies.”
      

      
      “Did he indeed?” said Mr Norrell, somewhat placated by this information.

      
      “He has published one or two books. I forget what exactly – a history of sixteenth-century
         magic for children or something of that sort.2 I really feel that you might safely entrust the periodical to Lord Portishead, sir.
         There is no danger of him publishing any thing of which you disapprove; he is known
         as one of most honourable men in the kingdom. His first wish will be to please you,
         I am quite certain.”3

      
      Somewhat reluctantly Mr Norrell agreed to meet Lord Portishead and Mr Drawlight wrote
         a letter summoning him to Hanover-square.
      

      
      Lord Portishead was about thirty-eight years of age. He was very tall and thin with
         long, thin hands and feet. He habitually wore a whitish coat and light-coloured breeches.
         He was a gentle soul whom everything made uncomfortable: his excessive height made
         him uncomfortable; his status as a former theoretical magician made him uncomfortable
         (being an intelligent man he knew that Mr Norrell disapproved of him); meeting such
         polished men of the world as Drawlight and Lascelles made him uncomfortable and meeting
         Mr Norrell – who was his great hero – made him most uncomfortable of all. At one point
         he became so agitated that he began to sway backwards and forwards – which, taken
         in conjunction with his height and whitish clothes, gave him the appearance of a silver-birch
         tree in a high wind.
      

      
      Despite his nervousness he managed to convey his great sense of the honour done to
         him in being summoned to meet Mr Norrell. Indeed so gratified was Mr Norrell by Lord
         Portishead’s extreme deference towards him that he graciously gave his permission
         for Lord Portishead to study magic again.
      

      
      Naturally Lord Portishead was delighted, but when he heard that Mr Norrell desired
         him to sit for long periods of time in a corner of Mr Norrell’s own drawing-room,
         soaking up Mr Norrell’s opinions upon modern magic, and then to edit, under Mr Norrell’s
         direction, Mr Murray’s new periodical, it seemed that he could conceive of no greater
         happiness.
      

      
      The new periodical was named The Friends of English Magic, the title being taken from Mr Segundus’s letter to The Times in the previous spring. Curiously none of the articles which appeared in The Friends of English Magic were written by Mr Norrell, who was found to be entirely incapable of finishing a
         piece of writing; he was never satisfied with what he had written. He could never
         be sure that he had not said too much or too little.4

      
      There is not much to interest the serious student of magic in the early issues and
         the only entertainment to be got from them is contained in several articles in which
         Portishead attacks on Mr Norrell’s behalf: gentleman-magicians; lady-magicians; street-magicians;
         vagabond-magicians; child-prodigy-magicians; the Learned Society of York Magicians;
         the Learned Society of Manchester Magicians; learned societies of magicians in general;
         any other magicians whatsoever.
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The magician of Threadneedle-street

      
      December 1807

      
      The most famous street-magician in London was undoubtedly Vinculus. His magician’s
         booth stood before the church of St Christopher Le Stocks in Threadneedle-street opposite
         the Bank of England, and it would have been difficult to say whether the bank or the
         booth were the more famous.
      

      
      Yet the reason for Vinculus’s celebrity – or notoriety – was a little mysterious.
         He was no better a magician than any of the other charlatans with lank hair and a
         dirty yellow curtain. His spells did not work, his prophecies did not come true and
         his trances had been proven false beyond a doubt.
      

      
      For many years he was much addicted to holding deep and weighty conference with the
         Spirit of the River Thames. He would fall into a trance and ask the Spirit questions
         and the voice of the Spirit would issue forth from his mouth in accents deep, watery
         and windy. On a winter’s day in 1805 a woman paid him a shilling to ask the Spirit
         to tell her where she might find her runaway husband. The Spirit provided a great
         deal of quite surprizing information and a crowd began to gather around the booth
         to listen to it. Some of the bystanders believed in Vinculus’s ability and were duly
         impressed by the Spirit’s oration, but others began to taunt the magician and his
         client. One such jeerer (a mostingenious fellow) actually managed to set Vinculus’s shoes on fire while Vinculus was speaking. Vinculus
         came out of his trance immediately: he leapt about, howling and attempting to pull
         off his shoes and stamp out the fire at one and the same time. He was throwing himself
         about and the crowd were all enjoying the sight immensely, when something popt out
         of his mouth. Two men picked it up and examined it: it was a little metal contraption
         not more than an inch and a half long. It was something like a mouth-organ and when
         one of the men placed it in his own mouth he too was able to produce the voice of
         the Spirit of the River Thames.
      

      
      Despite such public humiliations Vinculus retained a certain authority, a certain
         native dignity which meant that he, among all the street-magicians of London, was
         treated with a measure of respect. Mr Norrell’s friends and admirers were continually
         urging him to pay a visit to Vinculus and were surprized that he shewed no inclination
         to do it.
      

      
      On a day in late December when storm clouds made Alpine landscapes in the sky above
         London, when the wind played such havoc in the heavens that the city was one moment
         plunged in gloom and the next illuminated by sunlight, when rain rattled upon the
         windowpane, Mr Norrell was seated comfortably in his library before a cheerful fire.
         The tea table spread with a quantity of good things stood before him and in his hand
         was Thomas Lanchester’s The Language of Birds. He was turning the pages in search of a favourite passage when he was nearly frightened
         out of his wits by a voice suddenly saying very loudly and contemptuously, “Magician!
         You think that you have amazed everyone by your deeds!”
      

      
      Mr Norrell looked up and was astonished to find that there was someone else in the
         room, a person he had never seen before, a thin, shabby, ragged hawk of a man. His
         face was the colour of three-day-old milk; his hair was the colour of a coal-smoke-and-ashes
         London sky; and his clothes were the colour of the Thames at dirty Wapping. Nothing
         about him – face, hair, clothes – was particularly clean, but in all other points he corresponded to the common notion of
         what a magician should look like (which Mr Norrell most certainly did not). He stood
         very erect and the expression of his fierce grey eyes was naturally imperious.
      

      
      “Oh, yes!” continued this person, glaring furiously at Mr Norrell. “You think yourself
         a very fine fellow! Well, know this, Magician! Your coming was foretold long ago.
         I have been expecting you these past twenty years! Where have you been hiding yourself?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell sat in amazed silence, staring at his accuser with open mouth. It was as
         if this man had reached into his breast, plucked out his secret thought and held it
         up to the light. Ever since his arrival in the capital Mr Norrell had realized that
         he had indeed been ready long ago; he could have been doing magic for England’s benefit
         years before; the French might have been defeated and English magic raised to that
         lofty position in the Nation’s regard which Mr Norrell believed it ought to occupy.
         He was tormented with the idea that he had betrayed English magic by his dilatoriness.
         Now it was as if his own conscience had taken concrete form and started to reproach
         him. This put him somewhat at a disadvantage in dealing with the mysterious stranger.
         He stammered out an inquiry as to who the person might be.
      

      
      “I am Vinculus, magician of Threadneedle-street!”

      
      “Oh!” cried Mr Norrell, relieved to find that at least he was no supernatural apparition.
         “And you have come here to beg I suppose? Well, you may take yourself off again! I
         do not recognize you as a brother-magician and I shall not give you any thing! Not
         money. Not promises of help. Not recommendations to other people. Indeed I may tell
         you that I intend …”
      

      
      “Wrong again, Magician! I want nothing for myself. I have come to explain your destiny
         to you, as I was born to do.”
      

      
      “Destiny? Oh, it’s prophecies, is it?” cried Mr Norrell contemptuously. He rose from
         his chair and tugged violently at the bell pull, but no servant appeared. “Well, now
         I really have nothing to say to people who pretend to do prophecies. Lucas! Prophecies are without a doubt one of the most villainous tricks which rascals like
         you play upon honest men. Magic cannot see into the future and magicians who claimed
         otherwise were liars. Lucas!”
      

      
      Vinculus looked round. “I hear you have all the books that were ever written upon
         magic,” he said, “and it is commonly reported that you have even got back the ones
         that were lost when the library of Alexandria burnt – and know them all by heart,
         I dare say!”
      

      
      “Books and papers are the basis of good scholarship and sound knowledge,” declared
         Mr Norrell primly. “Magic is to be put on the same footing as the other disciplines.”
      

      
      Vinculus leaned suddenly forward and bent over Mr Norrell with a look of the most
         intense, burning concentration. Without quite meaning to, Mr Norrell fell silent and
         he leaned towards Vinculus to hear whatever Vinculus was about to confide to him.
      

      
      “I reached out my hand,” whispered Vinculus, “England’s rivers turned and flowed the other way …”
      

      
      “I beg your pardon?”

      
      “I reached out my hand,” said Vinculus, a little louder, “my enemies’s blood stopt in their veins …” He straightened himself, opened wide his arms and closed his eyes as if in a religious
         ecstasy of some sort. In a strong, clear voice full of passion he continued:
      

      
      
         
         “I reached out my hand; thought and memory flew out of my enemies’ heads like a flock
               of starlings;

         
         My enemies crumpled like empty sacks.
         

         
         I came to them out of mists and rain;

         
         I came to them in dreams at midnight;

         
         I came to them in a flock of ravens that filled a northern sky at dawn;

         
         When they thought themselves safe I came to them in a cry that broke the silence of
               a winter wood …”
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      “Yes, yes!” interrupted Mr Norrell. “Do you really suppose that this sort of nonsense
         is new to me? Every madman on every street-corner screams out the same threadbare
         gibberish and every vagabond with a yellow curtain tries to make himself mysterious
         by reciting something of the sort. It is in every third-rate book on magic published
         in the last two hundred years! ‘I came to them in a flock of ravens!’ What does that
         mean, I should like to know? Who came to whom in a flock of ravens? Lucas!”
      

      
      Vinculus ignored him. His strong voice overpowered Mr Norrell’s weak, shrill one.

      
      
         
         “The rain made a door for me and I went through it;

         
         The stones made a throne for me and I sat upon it;

         
         Three kingdoms were given to me to be mine forever;

         
         England was given to me to be mine forever.
         

         
         The nameless slave wore a silver crown;

         
         The nameless slave was a king in a strange country …”

         
      

      
      “Three kingdoms!” exclaimed Mr Norrell. “Ha! Now I understand what this nonsense pretends
         to be! A prophecy of the Raven King! Well, I am sorry to tell you that if you hope
         to impress me by recounting tales of that gentleman you will be disappointed. Oh,
         yes, you are entirely mistaken! There is no magician whom I detest more!”1

      
      
         
         “The weapons that my enemies raised against me are venerated in Hell as holy relics;

         
         Plans that my enemies made against me are preserved as holy texts;

         
         Blood that I shed upon ancient battlefields is scraped from the stained earth by Hell’s
               sacristans and placed in a vessel of silver and ivory.
         

         
         I gave magic to England, a valuable inheritance

         
         But Englishmen have despised my gift

         
         Magic shall be written upon the sky by the rain but they shall not be able to read
               it;

         
         Magic shall be written on the faces of the stony hills but their minds shall not be
               able to contain it;

         
         In winter the barren trees shall be a black writing but they shall not understand
               it …”

         
      

      
      “It is every Englishman’s birthright to be served by competent and well-educated magicians,”
         interrupted Mr Norrell. “What do you offer them instead? Mystical ramblings about
         stones and rain and trees! This is like Godbless who told us that we should learn
         magic from wild beasts in the forest. Why not pigs in the sty? Or stray dogs, I wonder?
         This is not the sort of magic which civilized men wish to see practised in England
         nowadays!” He glared furiously at Vinculus and, as he did so, something caught his
         eye.
      

      
      Vinculus had dressed himself with no particular care. His dirty neckcloth had been
         negligently wound about his neck and a little gap of unclean skin shewed between neckcloth
         and shirt. In that space was a curious curving mark of a vivid blue, not unlike the
         upward stroke of a pen. It might have been a scar – the relic of a street brawl perhaps
         – but what it most resembled was that barbaric painting of the skin which is practised
         by the natives of the South Sea islands. Curiously Vinculus, who was able to stand
         entirely at his ease in another man’s house railing at him, seemed embarrassed by
         this mark and when he saw that Mr Norrell had observed it he put his hand to his throat
         and plucked at the cloth to hide it.
      

      
      “Two magicians shall appear in England …
      

      
      A sort of exclamation broke from Mr Norrell, an exclamation that began as a cry and
         ended as a soft, unhappy sigh.
      

      
      
         
         “The first shall fear me; the second shall long to behold me;

         
         The first shall be governed by thieves and murderers; the second shall conspire at
               his own destruction;

         
         The first shall bury his heart in a dark wood beneath the snow, yet still feel its
               ache;

         
         The second shall see his dearest possession in his enemy’s hand …”

         
      

      
      “Oh! Now I know that you have come here with no other aim but to wound me! False Magician,
         you are jealous of my success! You cannot destroy my magic and so you are determined
         to blacken my name and destroy my peace …”
      

      
      
         
         “The first shall pass his life alone; he shall be his own gaoler;

         
         The second shall tread lonely roads, the storm above his head, seeking a dark tower
               upon a high hillside …”

         
      

      
      Just then the door opened and two men ran in.

      
      “Lucas! Davey!” screeched Mr Norrell, hysterically. “Where have you been?”

      
      Lucas began to explain something about the bell-cord.

      
      “What? Seize hold of him! Quickly!”

      
      Davey, Mr Norrell’s coachman, was built on the same generous scale as others of his
         profession and had the strength that comes from daily opposing his will to that of
         four high-bred coach-horses in the prime of life. He took hold of Vinculus around
         his body and his throat. Vinculus struggled energetically. He did not neglect in the
         meantime to continue berating Mr Norrell:
      

      
      
         
         “I sit upon a black throne in the shadows but they shall not see me.
         

         
         The rain shall make a door for me and I shall pass through it;

         
         The stones shall make a throne for me and I shall sit upon it …”

         
      

      
      Davey and Vinculus careered against a little table upsetting a pile of books that
         stood upon it.
      

      
      “Aaaah! Be careful!” exclaimed Mr Norrell, “For God’s sake be careful! He will knock
         over that ink pot! He will damage my books!”
      

      
      Lucas joined Davey in endeavouring to pinion Vinculus’s wild, windmilling arms, while
         Mr Norrell scampered round the library a great deal faster than any one had seen him
         move for many years, gathering up books and putting them out of harm’s way.
      

      
      “The nameless slave shall wear a silver crown,” gasped Vinculus – Davey’s arm tightening about his throat rendered his oration
         decidedly less impressive than before. Vinculus made one last effort and pulled the
         upper part of his body free of Davey’s grasp and shouted, “The nameless slave shall be a king in a strange country…” Then Lucas and Davey half-pulled, half-carried him out of the room.
      

      
      Mr Norrell went and sat down in the chair by the fire. He picked up his book again
         but he found that he was a great deal too agitated to return to his reading. He fidgeted
         about, bit his fingernails, walked about the room, returned constantly to those volumes
         which had been displaced in the struggle and examined them for signs of damage (there
         were none), but most of all he went to the windows and peered out anxiously to see
         if any one was watching the house. At three o’clock the room began to grow dusky.
         Lucas returned to light the candles and mend the fire and just behind him was Childermass.
      

      
      “Ah!” cried Mr Norrell. “At last! Have you heard what happened? I am betrayed on all
         sides! Other magicians keep watch upon me and plot my downfall! My idle servants forget
         their duties. It is a matter of complete indifference to them whether my throat is
         cut or not! And as for you, you villain, you are the very worst of all! I tell you
         this man appeared so suddenly in the room – as if by magic! And when I rang the bell and cried out no one came! You must put aside all your other work. Your only task now is to discover what spells
         this man employed to gain entry to the house! Where did he learn his magic? What does
         he know?”
      

      
      Childermass gave his master an ironical look. “Well, if that is my only task, it is
         done already. There was no magic. One of the kitchenmaids left the pantry window open
         and the sorcerer climbed in and crept about the house until he found you. That is all. No one came
         because he had cut the bell-cord and Lucas and the others did not hear you shout.
         They heard nothing until he started to rant and then they came immediately. Is that
         not so, Lucas?”
      

      
      Lucas, kneeling at the hearth with the poker in his hand, agreed that that was exactly
         how it had been. “And so I tried to tell you, sir. Only you would not listen.”
      

      
      But Mr Norrell had worked himself up into such a frenzy of anxiety over Vinculus’s
         supposed magical powers that this explanation had at first little power to soothe
         him. “Oh!” he said. “But still I am certain he means me harm. Indeed he has done me
         great harm already.”
      

      
      “Yes,” agreed Childermass, “very great harm! For while he was in the pantry he ate
         three meat-pies.”
      

      
      “And two cream cheeses,” added Lucas.

      
      Mr Norrell was forced to admit to himself that this did not seem much like the actions
         of a great magician, but still he could not be entirely easy until he had vented his
         anger upon someone. Childermass and Lucas being most conveniently to hand, he began
         with them and treated them to a long speech, full of invective against Vinculus as
         the greatest villain who ever lived and ending with several strong hints about the
         bad ends that impudent and neglectful servants came to.
      

      
      Childermass and Lucas, who had been obliged to listen to something of this sort practically
         every week since they had entered Mr Norrell’s service, felt no particular alarm,
         but merely waited until their master had talked out his displeasure, whereupon Childermass
         said: “Leaving aside the pies and cheeses, he has put himself to a great deal of trouble
         and risked a hanging to pay you this visit. What did he want?”
      

      
      “Oh! To deliver a prophecy of the Raven King’s. Hardly an original idea. It was quite
         as impenetrable as such ramblings generally are. There was something about a battlefield
         and something about a throne and something about a silver crown, but the chief burden of what he
         had to say was to boast of another magician – by which I suppose he meant himself.”
      

      
      Now that Mr Norrell was reassured that Vinculus was not a terrible rival he began
         to regret that he had ever been led on to argue with him. It would have been far better,
         he thought, to maintain a lofty and magisterial silence. He comforted himself with
         the reflection that Vinculus had looked a great deal less imposing when Lucas and
         Davey were dragging him from the room. Gradually this thought and the consciousness
         of his own infinitely superior education and abilities began to make him feel comfortable
         again. But alas! such comfort was short-lived. For, on taking up The Language of Birds again, he came upon the following passage:
      

      
      
         
         … There is nothing else in magic but the wild thought of the bird as it casts itself
               into the void. There is no creature upon the earth with such potential for magic.
               Even the least of them may fly straight out of this world and come by chance to the
               Other Lands. Where does the wind come from that blows upon your face, that fans the
               pages of your book? Where the harum-scarum magic of small wild creatures meets the
               magic of Man, where the language of the wind and the rain and the trees can be understood,
               there we will find the Raven King …2

         
      

      
      The next time that Mr Norrell saw Lord Portishead (which happened two days later)
         he immediately went up to his lordship and addressed him with the following words:
         “I hope, my lord, that you will have some very sharp things to say about Thomas Lanchester
         in the periodical. For years I have admired The Language of Birds as a valiant attempt to place before the reader a clear and comprehensive description
         of the magic of the Aureate magicians, but upon closer examination I find his writing is tainted with their worst
         characteristics … He is mystical, my lord! He is mystical!”
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      Some thirty years before Mr Norrell arrived in London with a plan to astonish the
         world by restoring English magic, a gentleman named Laurence Strange came into his
         inheritance. This comprised a house in an almost ruinous state, some barren lands
         and a mountain of debts and mortgages. These were grave ills indeed, but, thought
         Laurence Strange, they were nothing that the acquisition of a large sum of money might
         not cure; and so like many other gentlemen before and after him, he made it his business
         to be particularly agreeable to heiresses whenever he met with any, and, being a handsome
         man with elegant manners and a clever way of talking, in no time at all he had captivated
         a Miss Erquistoune, a young Scottish lady with £900 a year.
      

      
      With the money Miss Erquistoune brought him, Laurence Strange repaired his house,
         improved his lands and repaid his debts. Soon he began to make money instead of owing
         it. He extended his estate and lent out money at fifteen per cent. In these and other
         similar pursuits he found occupation for every waking hour. He could no longer be
         at the trouble of shewing his bride much attention. Indeed he made it quite plain
         that her society and conversation were irksome to him; and she, poor thing, had a
         very hard time of it. Laurence Strange’s estate was in Shropshire, in a retired part
         of the country near the Welsh border. Mrs Strange knew no one there. She was accustomed to city life, to Edinburgh balls and Edinburgh
         shops and the clever conversation of her Edinburgh friends; the sight of the high,
         gloomy hills forever shrouded in Welsh rain was very dispiriting. She bore with this
         lonely existence for five years, before dying of a chill she had caught while taking
         a solitary walk on those same hills in a storm.
      

      
      Mr and Mrs Strange had one child who was, at the time of his mother’s death, about
         four years of age. Mrs Strange had not been buried more than a few days when this
         child became the subject of a violent quarrel between Laurence Strange and his late
         wife’s family. The Erquistounes maintained that in accordance with the terms of the
         marriage settlement a large part of Mrs Strange’s fortune must now be put aside for
         her son for him to inherit at his majority. Laurence Strange – to no one’s very great
         surprize – claimed that every penny of his wife’s money was his to do with as he liked.
         Both parties consulted lawyers and two separate lawsuits were started, one in the
         Doctors Commons in London and one in the Scottish courts. The two lawsuits, Strange
         versus Erquistoune and Erquistoune versus Strange, went on for years and years and during this time the very sight of his son
         became displeasing to Laurence Strange. It seemed to him that the boy was like a boggy
         field or a copse full of diseased trees – worth money on paper but failing to yield
         a good annual return. If English law had entitled Laurence Strange to sell his son
         and buy a better one, he probably would have done it.1

      
      Meanwhile the Erquistounes realized that Laurence Strange had it in his power to make
         his son every bit as unhappy as his wife had been, so Mrs Strange’s brother wrote
         urgently to Laurence Strange suggesting that the boy spend some part of every year
         at his own house in Edinburgh. To Mr Erquistoune’s great surprize, Mr Strange made
         no objection.2

      
      So it was that Jonathan Strange spent half of every year of his childhood at Mr Erquistoune’s
         house in Charlotte-square in Edinburgh, where, it is to be presumed, he learnt to
         hold no very high opinion of his father. There he received his early education in
         the company of his three cousins, Margaret, Maria and Georgiana Erquistoune.3 Edinburgh is certainly one of the most civilized cities in the world and the inhabitants
         are full as clever and as fond of pleasure as those of London. Whenever he was with
         them Mr and Mrs Erquistoune did everything they could to make him happy, hoping in
         this way to make up for the neglect and coldness he met with at his father’s house.
         And so it is not to be wondered at if he grew up a little spoilt, a little fond of
         his own way and a little inclined to think well of himself.
      

      
      Laurence Strange grew older and richer, but no better.

      
      A few days before Mr Norrell’s interview with Vinculus, a new manservant came to work
         at Laurence Strange’s house. The other servants were very ready with help and advice:
         they told the new manservant that Laurence Strange was proud and full of malice, that
         everybody hated him, that he loved money beyond any thing, and that he and his son
         had barely spoken to each other for years and years. They also said that he had a
         temper like the devil and that upon no account whatsoever must the new manservant
         do any thing to offend him, or things would go the worse for him.
      

      
      The new manservant thanked them for the information and promised to remember what
         they had said. But what the other servants did not know was that the new manservant
         had a temper to rival Mr Strange’s own; that he was sometimes sarcastic, often rude,
         and that he had a very high opinion of his own abilities and a correspondingly low
         one of other people’s. The new manservant did not mention his failings to the other
         servants for the simple reason that he knew nothing of them. Though he often found himself quarrelling with
         his friends and neighbours, he was always puzzled to discover the reason and always
         supposed that it must be their fault. But in case you should imagine that this chapter
         will treat of none but disagreeable persons, it ought to be stated at once that, whereas
         malice was the beginning and end of Laurence Strange’s character, the new manservant
         was a more natural blend of light and shade. He possessed a great deal of good sense
         and was as energetic in defending others from real injury as he was in revenging imaginary
         insults to himself.
      

      
      Laurence Strange was old and rarely slept much. Indeed it would often happen that
         he found himself more lively at night than during the day and he would sit up at his
         desk, writing letters and conducting his business. Naturally one of the servants always
         sat up as well, and a few days after he had first entered the household, this duty
         fell to the new manservant.
      

      
      All went well until a little after two o’clock in the morning when Mr Strange summoned
         the new manservant and asked him to fetch a small glass of sherry-wine. Unremarkable
         as this request was, the new manservant did not find it at all easy to accomplish.
         Having searched for the sherry-wine in the usual places, he was obliged to wake first
         the maid, and ask her where the butler’s bedroom might be, and next the butler and
         ask him where the sherry-wine was kept. Even then the new manservant had to wait some
         moments more while the butler talked out his surprize that Mr Strange should ask for
         sherry-wine, a thing he hardly ever took. Mr Strange’s son, Mr Jonathan Strange –
         added the butler for the new manservant’s better understanding of the household –
         was very fond of sherry-wine and generally kept a bottle or two in his dressing-room.
      

      
      In accordance with the butler’s instructions the new manservant fetched the sherry-wine
         from the cellars – a task which involved much lighting of candles, much walking down
         long stretches of dark, cold passage-ways, much brushing dirty old cobwebs from his clothes, much knocking of his head against rusty old implements hanging
         from musty old ceilings, and much wiping of blood and dirt from his face afterwards.
         He brought the glass to Mr Strange who drank it straight down and asked for another.
      

      
      The new manservant felt that he had seen enough of the cellars for one night and so,
         remembering what the butler had said, he went upstairs to the dressing-room of Mr
         Jonathan Strange. Entering cautiously he found the room apparently unoccupied, but
         with candles still burning. This did not particularly surprize the new manservant
         who knew that conspicuous among the many vices peculiar to rich, unmarried gentlemen
         is wastefulness of candles. He began to open drawers and cupboards, pick up chamber-pots
         and look into them, look under tables and chairs, and peer into flower-vases. (And
         if you are at all surprized by all the places into which the new manservant looked,
         then all I can say is that he had more experience of rich, unmarried gentlemen than
         you do, and knew that their management of household affairs is often characterized
         by a certain eccentricity.) He found the bottle of sherry-wine, much as he had expected,
         performing the office of a boot-jack inside one of its owner’s boots.
      

      
      As the new manservant poured the wine into the glass, he happened to glance into a
         mirror that was hanging on the wall and discovered that the room was was not, after
         all, empty. Jonathan Strange was seated in a high-backed, high-shouldered chair watching
         every thing that the new manservant did with a look of great astonishment upon his
         face. The new manservant said not a word in explanation – for what explanation could
         he have given that a gentleman would have listened to? A servant would have understood
         him in an instant. The new manservant left the room.
      

      
      Since his arrival in the house the new manservant had entertained certain hopes of
         rising to a position of authority over the other servants. It seemed to him that his
         superior intellects and greater experience of the world made him a natural lieutenant
         for the two Mr Stranges in any difficult business they might have; in his fancy they already said to him such things as: “As you know, Jeremy, these are
         serious matters, and I dare not trust any one but you with their execution.” It would
         be going too far to say that he immediately abandoned these hopes, but he could not
         disguise from himself that Jonathan Strange had not seemed greatly pleased to discover
         someone in his private apartment pouring wine from his private supply.
      

      
      Thus the new manservant entered Laurence Strange’s writing-room with fledgling ambition
         frustrated and spirits dangerously irritated. Mr Strange drank the second glass of
         sherry straight down and remarked that he thought he would have another. At this the
         new manservant gave a sort of strangled shout, pulled his own hair and cried out,
         “Then why in God’s name, you old fool, did you not say so in the first place? I could
         have brought you the bottle!”
      

      
      Mr Strange looked at him in surprize and said mildly that of course there was no need
         to bring another glass if it was such a world of trouble to him.
      

      
      The new manservant went back to the kitchen (wondering as he did so, if in fact he
         had been a little curt). A few minutes later the bell sounded again. Mr Strange was
         sitting at his desk with a letter in his hand, looking out through the window at the
         pitch-black, rainy night. “There is a man that lives up on the hill opposite,” he
         said, “and this letter, Jeremy, must be delivered to him before break of day.”
      

      
      Ah! thought the new manservant, how quickly it begins! An urgent piece of business
         that must be conducted under the cover of night! What can it mean? – except that already
         he has begun to prefer my assistance to that of the others. Greatly flattered he declared eagerly that he would
         go straightaway and took the letter which bore only the enigmatic legend, “Wyvern”.
         He inquired if the house had a name, so that he might ask someone if he missed his
         way.
      

      
      Mr Strange began to say that the house had no name, but then he stopt himself and laughed. “You must ask for Wyvern of Heartbreak Farm,” he said.
         He told the new manservant that he must leave the high-road by a broken wicket that
         stood opposite Blackstock’s ale-house; behind the wicket he would find a path that
         would take him straight to Heart-break Farm.
      

      
      So the new manservant fetched a horse and a stout lantern and rode out on to the high-road.
         It was a dismal night. The air was a great confusion of noisy wind and bitter, driving
         rain which got into all the gaps in his clothing so that he was very soon chilled
         to death.
      

      
      The path that began opposite Blackstock’s ale-house and wound up the hill was fearfully
         overgrown. Indeed it scarcely deserved the name of “path”, for young saplings grew
         in the middle of it, which the strong wind took and turned into rods to lash the new
         manservant as he struggled past. By the time he had travelled half a mile he felt
         as if he had fought several strong men one after the other (and being a hot-headed
         sort of person who was always getting into quarrels in public places it was a sensation
         perfectly familiar to him). He cursed Wyvern for a negligent, idle fellow who could
         not even keep his hedges in order. It was only after an hour or so that he reached
         a place which might have been a field once, but which was now a wilderness of briars
         and brambles and he began to regret that he had not brought an axe with him. He left
         the horse tied to a tree and tried to push his way through. The thorns were large,
         sharp and plentiful; several times he found himself pinned into the briar-bushes in
         so many places and in such an elaborate fashion (an arm up here, a leg twisted behind
         him) that he began to despair of ever getting out again. It seemed odd that any one
         could live behind such a high hedge of thorns, and he began to think that it would
         be no great surprize to discover that Mr Wyvern had been asleep for a hundred years
         or so. Well, I shall not mind that so much, he thought, so long as I am not expected to kiss him.
      

      
      As a sad, grey dawn broke over the hillside he came upon a ruined cottage which did not so much seem to have broken its heart, as its neck. The
         chimney wall sagged outwards in a great bow and the chimney tottered above it. A landslide
         of stone tiles from the roof had left holes where the timbers shewed like ribs. Elder-trees
         and thorn-bushes filled the interior and, in the vigour of their growth, had broken
         all the windows and pushed the doors out of the door-frames.
      

      
      The new manservant stood in the rain for some time contemplating this dismal sight.
         On looking up he saw someone striding down the hillside towards him; a fairy-tale
         figure with a large and curious hat upon his head and a staff in his hand. As the
         figure drew closer it proved to be a yeoman-farmer, a sensible-looking man whose fantastic
         appearance was entirely due to his having folded a piece of canvas about his head
         to keep the rain off.
      

      
      He greeted the new manservant thus: “Man! What have you done to yourself? You are
         all over blood and your good clothes are in tatters!”
      

      
      The new manservant looked down at himself and discovered this was true. He explained
         that the path was overgrown and full of thorns.
      

      
      The farmer looked at him in amazement. “But there is a good road,” he cried, “not
         a quarter of a mile to the west that you could have walked in half the time! Who in
         the world directed you to come by that old path?”
      

      
      The new manservant did not answer but instead asked if the farmer knew where Mr Wyvern
         of Heart-break Farm might be found?
      

      
      “That is Wyvern’s cottage, but he has been dead five years. Heart-break Farm, you
         say? Who told you it was called that? Someone has been playing tricks upon you. Old
         paths, Heartbreak Farm indeed! But then I dare say it is as good a name as any; Wyvern
         did indeed break his heart here. He had the misfortune, poor fellow, to own some land
         which a gentleman in the valley took a fancy to and when Wyvern would not sell it,
         the gentleman sent ruffians in the middle of the night to dig up all the beans and carrots and cabbages
         that Wyvern had planted and when that did not work he put lawsuits upon him – poor
         Wyvern knew nothing of the law and could not make head or tail of it.”
      

      
      The new manservant thought about this for a moment. “And I fancy,” he said at last,
         “that I could tell you the name of that gentleman.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said the farmer. “Anyone could do that.” He looked a little closer at the new
         manservant. “Man,” he said, “you are white as a milk pudding and shivering fit to
         break yourself in pieces!”
      

      
      “I am cold,” said the new manservant.

      
      Then the farmer (who said his name was Bullbridge) was very pressing with the new
         manservant to return with him to his own fireside where he could warm himself and
         take something to eat and drink, and perhaps lie down a spell. The new manservant
         thanked him but said he was cold, that was all.
      

      
      So Bullbridge led the new manservant back to his horse (by a way which avoided the
         thorns) and shewed him the proper way to the road and then the new manservant went
         back to Mr Strange’s house.
      

      
      A bleak, white sun rose in a bleak, white sky like an allegorical picture of despair
         and, as he rode, it seemed to the new manservant that the sun was poor Wyvern and
         that the sky was Hell, and that Wyvern had been put there by Mr Strange to be tormented
         for ever.
      

      
      Upon his return the other servants gathered about him. “Ah, lad!” cried the butler
         in his concern. “What a sight you are! Was it the sherry-wine, Jeremy? Did you make
         him angry over the sherry-wine?”
      

      
      The new manservant toppled off the horse on to the ground. He grasped the butler’s
         coat and begged the butler to bring him a fishing-rod, explaining that he needed it
         to fish poor Wyvern out of Hell.
      

      
      From this and other such coherent speeches the other servants quickly deduced that
         he had taken a cold and was feverish. They put him to bed and sent a man for the physician.
         But Laurence Strange got to hear about it and he sent a second messenger after the
         first to tell the physician he was not wanted. Next Laurence Strange said that he
         thought he would take some gruel and told the butler that he wanted the new manservant
         to bring it to him. This prompted the butler to go in search of Mr Jonathan Strange,
         to beg him to do something, but Jonathan Strange had, it seemed, got up early to ride
         to Shrewsbury and was not expected back until the following day. So the servants were
         obliged to get the new manservant out of bed, dress him, put the tray of gruel into
         his unresisting hand, and push him through the door. All day long Mr Strange maintained
         a steady succession of minor requests, each of which – and Mr Strange was most particular
         about this – was for the new manservant to carry out.
      

      
      By nightfall the new manservant was as hot to the touch as a iron kettle and talked
         wildly of oyster-barrels. But Mr Strange declared his intention of sitting up another
         night and said that the new manservant should wait upon him in the writing-room.
      

      
      The butler pleaded bravely with his master to let him sit up instead.

      
      “Ah! but you cannot conceive what a fancy I have taken to this fellow,” said Mr Strange,
         his eyes all bright with dislike, “and how I wish to have him always near me. You
         think he does not look well? In my opinion he only wants fresh air.” And so saying he unfastened the window above his
         writing-table. Instantly the room became bitter-cold and a handful of snow flakes
         blew in from outside.
      

      
      The butler sighed, and propped the new manservant (who had begun to fall down again)
         more securely against the wall, and secretly put hand-warmers in his pockets.
      

      
      At midnight the maid went in to take Mr Strange some gruel. When she returned to the
         kitchen she reported that Mr Strange had found the hand-warmers and taken them out and put them on the table. The servants
         went sorrowfully to bed, convinced that the new manservant would be dead by morning.
      

      
      Morning came. The door to Mr Strange’s writing-room was closed. Seven o’clock came
         and no one rang the bell for the servant; no one appeared. Eight o’clock came. Nine
         o’clock. Ten. The servants wrung their hands in despair.
      

      
      But what they had forgot – what, indeed, Laurence Strange had forgot – was that the
         new manservant was a young, strong man, whereas Laurence Strange was an old one –
         and some of what the new manservant had been made to suffer that night, Laurence Strange
         had been forced to share. At seven minutes past ten the butler and the coachman ventured
         in together and found the new manservant upon the floor fast asleep, his fever gone.
         On the other side of the room, seated at his writing-table was Laurence Strange, frozen
         to death.
      

      
      When the events of those two nights became more generally known there was a great
         curiosity to see the new manservant, such as there might be to see a dragonslayer
         or a man who had toppled a giant. Of course the new manservant was glad to be thought
         remarkable, and as he told and re-told the story he discovered that what he had actually said to Mr Strange when he asked for the third glass of sherry-wine was: “Oh! it
         may suit you very well now, you wicked old sinner, to abuse honest men and drive them
         into their graves, but a day is coming – and not far off either – when you shall have
         to answer for every sigh you have forced from an honest man’s breast, every tear you
         have wrung from a widow’s eye!” Likewise it was soon well known in the neighbourhood
         that when Mr Strange had opened the window with the kind intention of starving the
         new manservant to death with cold the new manservant had cried out, “Cold at first,
         Laurence Strange, but hot at last! Cold at first, hot at last!” – a prophetic reference
         to Mr Strange’s present situation.
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      “How is lady Pole?”

      
      In every part of the Town and among all stations and degrees of citizen the question
         was to be heard. In Covent-garden at break of dawn, costermongers asked flower-girls,
         “How is Lady Pole?”. In Ackermann’s in the Strand, Mr Ackermann himself inquired of
         his customers (members of the nobility and persons of distinction) whether they had
         any news of Lady Pole. In the House of Commons during dull speeches, Members of Parliament
         whispered the question to their neighbours (each regarding Sir Walter out of the corner
         of his eye as he did so). In Mayfair dressing-rooms in the early hours of the morning,
         maids begged their mistresses’ pardons, “… but was Lady Pole at the party tonight?
         And how is her ladyship?”
      

      
      And so the question went round and round; “How is Lady Pole?”

      
      And, “Oh!” (came back the reply), “her ladyship is very well, exceedingly well.”

      
      Which demonstrates the sad poverty of the English language, for her ladyship was a
         great deal more than well. Next to her ladyship every other person in the world looked
         pale, tired, half-dead. The extraordinary energy she had exhibited the morning after
         her resurrection had never left her; when she took her walk people stared to see a lady get on so fast. And as for the footman who was meant to
         attend her, he, poor fellow, was generally many yards in the rear, red-faced and breathless.
         The Secretary of War, coming out of Drummond’s in Charing Cross one morning, was brought
         into sudden and unexpected conjunction with her ladyship walking rapidly along the
         street and was quite overturned. She helped him to his feet, said she hoped she had
         not hurt him and was gone before he could think of a reply.
      

      
      Like every other young lady of nineteen Lady Pole was wild for dancing. She would
         dance every dance at a ball without ever once losing her breath and was dismayed that
         everyone went away so soon. “It is ridiculous to call such a half-hearted affair a
         ball!” she told Sir Walter. “We have had scarcely three hours dancing!” And she marvelled
         too at the frailty of the other dancers. “Poor things! I pity them.”
      

      
      Her health was drunk by the Army, the Navy and the Church. Sir Walter Pole was regularly
         named as the most fortunate man in the Kingdom and Sir Walter himself was quite of
         the same opinion. Miss Wintertowne – poor, pale, sick Miss Wintertowne – had excited
         his compassion, but Lady Pole, in a constant glow of extraordinary good health and
         happy spirits, was the object of his admiration. When she accidentally knocked the
         Secretary of War to the ground he thought it the best joke in the world and spoke
         of it to everyone he met. He privately confided to Lady Winsell, his particular friend,
         that her ladyship was exactly the wife to suit him – so clever, so lively, so everything
         he could have wished for. He was particularly struck by her independent opinions.
      

      
      “She advised me last week that the Government ought not to send money and troops to
         the King of Sweden – which is what we have decided – but instead to lend our support
         to the Governments of Portugal and Spain and make these countries the bases of our
         operations against Buonaparte. At nineteen, to have thought so deeply upon all manner
         of things and to have come to so many conclusions about them! At nineteen, to contradict
         all the Government so boldly! Of course I told her that she ought to be in Parliament!”
      

      
      Lady Pole united in one person all the different fascinations of Beauty, Politics,
         Wealth and Magic. The fashionable world had no doubt but that she was destined to become one of its
         most brilliant leaders. She had been married almost three months now; it was time
         to embark upon the course that Destiny and the fashionable world had marked out for
         her. Cards were sent out for a magnificent dinner-party to be held in the second week
         of January.
      

      
      The first dinner-party of a bride’s career is a momentous occasion, entailing a world
         of small anxieties. The accomplishments which have won her acclaim in the three years
         since she left the schoolroom are no longer enough. It is no longer enough to dress
         exquisitely, to chuse jewels exactly appropriate to the occasion, to converse in French,
         to play the pianoforte and sing. Now she must turn her attention to French cooking
         and French wines. Though other people may advise her upon these important matters,
         her own taste and inclinations must guide her. She is sure to despise her mother’s
         style of entertaining and wish to do things differently. In London fashionable people
         dine out four, five times a week. However will a new bride – nineteen years old and
         scarcely ever in a kitchen before – think of a meal to astonish and delight such jaded
         palates?
      

      
      Then there are the servants. In the new bride’s new house the footmen are all new
         to their business. If something is needed quickly – candles, a different sort of fork,
         a heavy cloth in which to carry a hot soup tureen – will they be able to find it?
         In the case of Lady Pole’s establishment at no. 9 Harley-street the problems were
         multiplied threefold. Half of the servants were from Northamptonshire – from her ladyship’s
         estate at Great Hitherden – and half were newly hired in London; and as everybody
         knows there is a world of difference between country servants and London servants.
         It is not a matter of duties exactly. Servants must cook and clean and fetch and carry
         in Northamptonshire just as in London. No, the distinction lies more in the manner in which those duties are carried
         out. Say a country squire in Northamptonshire visits his neighbour. The visit over,
         the footman fetches the squire’s greatcoat and helps the squire on with it. While
         he is doing so it is only natural for the footman to inquire respectfully after the
         squire’s wife. The squire is not in the least offended and responds with some inquiries
         of his own. Perhaps the squire has heard that the footman’s grandmother fell over
         and hurt herself while cutting cabbages in her garden and he wishes to know if she
         is recovered. The squire and the footman inhabit a very small world and have known
         each other from childhood. But in London this will never do. A London footman must
         not address his master’s guests. He must look as if he did not know there were such
         things as grandmothers and cabbages in the world.
      

      
      At no. 9 Harley-street Lady Pole’s country servants were continually ill at ease,
         afraid of going wrong and never sure of what was right. Even their speech was found
         fault with and mocked. Their Northamptonshire accent was not always intelligible to
         the London servants (who, it must be said, made no very great efforts to understand
         them) and they used words like goosegogs, sparrow-grass, betty-cat and battle-twigs,
         when they should have said gooseberries, asparagus, she-cat and earwigs.
      

      
      The London servants delighted in playing tricks on the country servants. They gave
         Alfred, a young footman, plates of nasty, dirty water and told him it was French soup
         and bade him serve it up to the other servants at dinner. Often they gave the country
         servants messages to pass on to the butcher’s boy, the baker and the lamplighter.
         The messages were full of London slang and the country servants could make neither
         head nor tail of them, but to the butcher’s boy, the baker and the lamplighter, who
         understood them very well, they were both vulgar and insulting. The butcher’s boy
         punched Alfred in the eye on account of what was said to him, while the London servants
         hid in the larder, to listen and laugh.
      

      
      Naturally, the country servants complained vigorously to Lady Pole (whom they had
         known all their lives) about the manner in which they were persecuted and Lady Pole
         was shocked to find that all her old friends were unhappy in their new home. But she
         was inexperienced and uncertain how to proceed. She did not doubt the truth of what
         the country servants said for a moment, but she feared making matters worse.
      

      
      “What ought I to do, Sir Walter?” she asked.

      
      “Do?” said Sir Walter in surprize. “Do nothing. Leave it all to Stephen Black. By
         the time Stephen has finished with them they will all be as meek as lambs and as harmonious
         as blackbirds.”
      

      
      Before his marriage Sir Walter had had only one servant, Stephen Black, and Sir Walter’s
         confidence in this person knew scarcely any bounds. At no. 9 Harley-street he was
         called “butler”, but his duties and responsibilities extended far beyond the range
         of any ordinary butler: he dealt with bankers and lawyers on Sir Walter’s behalf;
         he studied the accounts of Lady Pole’s estates and reported to Sir Walter upon what
         he found there; he hired servants and workmen without reference to any one else; he
         directed their work and paid bills and wages.
      

      
      Of course in many households there is a servant who by virtue of his exceptional intelligence
         and abilities is given authority beyond what is customary. But in Stephen’s case it
         was all the more extraordinary since Stephen was a negro. I say “extraordinary”, for
         is it not generally the case that a negro servant is the least-regarded person in
         a household? No matter how hardworking he or she may be? No matter how clever? Yet
         somehow Stephen Black had found a way to thwart this universal principle. He had,
         it is true, certain natural advantages: a handsome face and a tall, well-made figure.
         It certainly did him no harm that his master was a politician who was pleased to advertise
         his liberal principles to the world by entrusting the management of his house and
         business to a black servant.
      

      
      The other servants were a little surprized to find they were put under a black man – a sort of person that many of them had never even seen before.
         Some were inclined to be indignant at first and told each other that if he dared to
         give them an order they would return him a very rude answer. But whatever their intentions,
         they discovered that when they were actually in Stephen’s presence they did nothing
         of the sort. His grave looks, air of authority and reasonable instructions made it
         very natural to do whatever he told them.
      

      
      The butcher’s boy, the baker, the lamplighter and other similar new acquaintances
         of the Harley-street servants shewed great interest in Stephen from the first. They
         asked the Harley-street servants questions about Stephen’s mode of life. What did
         he eat and drink? Who were his friends? Where did he like to go whenever he should
         happen to be at liberty to go anywhere? When the Harley-street servants replied that
         Stephen had had three boiled eggs for breakfast, the Secretary at War’s Welsh valet
         was a great friend of his and that he had attended a servants’ ball in Wapping the
         night before, the butcher’s boy, the baker and the lamplighter were most grateful
         for the information. The Harley-street servants asked them why they wished to know.
         The butcher’s boy, the baker and the lamplighter were entirely astonished. Did the
         Harley-street servants really not know? The Harley-street servants really did not.
         The butcher’s boy, the baker and the lamplighter explained that a rumour had been
         circulating London for years to the effect that Stephen Black was not really a butler
         at all. Secretly he was an African prince, the heir to a vast kingdom, and it was
         well known that as soon as he grew tired of being a butler he would return there and
         marry a princess as black as himself.
      

      
      After this revelation the Harley-street servants watched Stephen out of the corners
         of their eyes and agreed among themselves that nothing was more likely. In fact, was
         not their own obedience to Stephen the best proof of it? For it was hardly likely
         that such independent, proud-spirited Englishmen and women would have submitted to the authority of a black man, had they not instinctively felt that respect and reverence which a commoner feels
         for a king!
      

      
      Meanwhile Stephen Black knew nothing of these curious speculations. He performed his
         duties diligently as he had always done. He continued to polish silver, train the
         footmen in the duties of service à la française, admonish the cooks, order flowers, linen, knives and forks and do all the thousand
         and one things necessary to prepare house and servants for the important evening of
         the magnificent dinner-party. When it finally came, everything was as splendid as
         his ingenuity could make it. Vases of hot-house roses filled the drawing-room and
         dining-room and lined the staircase. The dining-table was laid with a heavy white
         damask cloth and shone with all the separate glitters that silver, glass and candlelight
         can provide. Two great Venetian mirrors hung upon the wall and on Stephen’s instructions
         these had been made to face each other, so that the reflections doubled and tripled
         and twice-tripled the silver and the glasses and the candles, and when the guests
         finally sat down to dinner they appeared to be gently dissolving in a dazzling, golden
         light like a company of the blessed in glory.
      

      
      Chief among the guests was Mr Norrell. What a contrast now with that period when he
         had first arrived in London! Then he had been disregarded – a Nobody. Now he sat among
         the highest in the land and was courted by them! The other guests continually directed
         remarks and questions to him and seemed quite delighted by his short, ungracious replies:
         “I do not know whom you mean,” or “I have not the pleasure of that gentleman’s acquaintance,”
         or “I have never been to the place you mention.”
      

      
      Some of Mr Norrell’s conversation – the more entertaining part – was supplied by Mr
         Drawlight and Mr Lascelles. They sat upon either side of him, busily conveying his
         opinions upon modern magic about the table. Magic was a favourite subject that evening.
         Finding themselves at one and the same time in the presence of England’s only magician
         and of the most famous subject of his magic, the guests could neither think nor talk
         of any thing else. Very soon they fell to discussing the numerous claims of successful spells which had
         sprung up all over the country following Lady Pole’s resurrection.
      

      
      “Every provincial newspaper seems to have two or three reports,” agreed Lord Castlereagh.
         “In the Bath Chronicle the other day I read about a man called Gibbons in Milsom-street who awoke in the
         night because he heard thieves breaking into his house. It seems that this man has
         a large library of magical books. He tried a spell he knew and turned the housebreakers
         into mice.”
      

      
      “Really?” said Mr Canning. “And what happened to the mice?”

      
      “They all ran away into holes in the wainscotting.”

      
      “Ha!” said Mr Lascelles. “Believe me, my lord, there was no magic. Gibbons heard a
         noise, feared a housebreaker, said a spell, opened a door and found – not housebreakers,
         but mice. The truth is, it was mice all along. All of these stories prove false in
         the end. There is an unmarried clergyman and his sister in Lincoln called Malpas who
         have made it their business to look into supposed instances of magical occurrences
         and they have found no truth in any of them.”
      

      
      “They are such admirers of Mr Norrell, this clergyman and his sister!” added Mr Drawlight,
         enthusiastically. “They are so delighted that such a man has arisen to restore the
         noble art of English magic! They cannot bear that other people should tell falsehoods
         and claim to imitate his great deeds! They hate it that other people should make themselves
         seem important at Mr Norrell’s expense! They feel it as a personal affront! Mr Norrell
         has been so kind as to supply them with certain infallible means of establishing beyond
         a doubt the falsity of all such claims and Mr Malpas and Miss Malpas drive about the
         country in their phaeton confounding these imposters!”
      

      
      “I believe you are too generous to Gibbons, Mr Lascelles,” said Mr Norrell in his
         pedantic fashion. “It is not at all certain that he did not have some malicious purpose
         in making his false claim. At the very least he lied about his library. I sent Childermass to see it and Childermass
         says there is not a book earlier than 1760. Worthless! Quite worthless!”
      

      
      “Yet we must hope,” said Lady Pole to Mr Norrell, “that the clergyman and his sister
         will soon uncover a magician of genuine ability – someone to help you, sir.”
      

      
      “Oh! But there is no one!” exclaimed Drawlight. “No one at all! You see, in order
         to accomplish his extraordinary deeds Mr Norrell shut himself away for years and years
         reading books. Alas, such devotion to the interests of one’s country is very rare!
         I assure you there is no one else!”
      

      
      “But the clergyman and his sister must not give up their search,” urged her ladyship.
         “I know from my own example how much labour is involved in one solitary act of magic.
         Think how desirable it would be if Mr Norrell were provided with an assistant.”
      

      
      “Desirable yet hardly likely,” said Mr Lascelles. “The Malpases have found nothing
         to suggest that any such person is in existence.”
      

      
      “But by your own account, Mr Lascelles, they have not been looking!” said Lady Pole.
         “Their object has been to expose false magic, not find new magicians. It would be
         very easy for them, as they drive about in their phaeton, to make some inquiries as
         to who does magic and who has a library. I am certain they will not mind the extra
         trouble. They will be glad to do what they can to help you, sir.” (This to Mr Norrell.)
         “And we shall all hope that they soon succeed, because I think you must feel a little
         lonely.”
      

      
      In due course a suitable proportion of the fifty or so dishes was deemed to have been
         eaten and the footmen took away what was left. The ladies withdrew and the gentlemen
         were left to their wine. But the gentlemen found they had less pleasure in each other’s
         society than usual. They had got to the end of all they had to say about magic. They
         had no relish for gossiping about their acquaintance and even politics seemed a little
         dull. In short they felt that they should like to have the pleasure of looking at Lady Pole again, and so they
         told Sir Walter – rather than asked him – that he missed his wife. He replied that
         he did not. But this was not allowed to be possible; it was well known that newly
         married gentlemen were never happy apart from their wives; the briefest of absences
         could depress a new husband’s spirits and interfere with his digestion. Sir Walter’s
         guests asked each other if they thought he looked bilious and they agreed that he
         did. He denied it. Ah, he was putting a brave face on it, was he? Very good. But clearly
         it was a desperate case. They would have mercy on him and go and join the ladies.
      

      
      In the corner by the sideboard Stephen Black watched the gentlemen leave. Three footmen
         – Alfred, Geoffrey and Robert – remained in the room.
      

      
      “Are we to go and serve the tea, Mr Black?” inquired Alfred, innocently.

      
      Stephen Black raised one thin finger as a sign they were to stay where they were and
         he frowned slightly to shew they were to be silent. He waited until he was sure the
         gentlemen were out of hearing and then he exclaimed, “What in the world was the matter
         with everyone tonight? Alfred! I know that you have not often been in such company
         as we have tonight, but that is no reason to forget all your training! I was astonished
         at your stupidity!”
      

      
      Alfred mumbled his apologies.

      
      “Lord Castlereagh asked you to bring him partridges with truffles. I heard him most distinctly! Yet you brought him a strawberry jelly! What were you thinking of?”
      

      
      Alfred said something rather indistinct in which only the word “fright” was distinguishable.

      
      “You had a fright? What fright?”

      
      “I thought I saw a queer figure standing behind her ladyship’s chair.”

      
      “Alfred, what are you talking about?”

      
      “A tall person with a head of shining silver hair and a green coat. He was leaning down to look at her ladyship. But the next moment there was no
         one at all.”
      

      
      “Alfred, look to that end of the room.”

      
      “Yes, Mr Black.”

      
      “What do you see?”

      
      “A curtain, Mr Black.”

      
      “And what else?”

      
      “A chandelier.”

      
      “A green velvet curtain and a chandelier ablaze with candles. That is your green-coated,
         silver-headed person, Alfred. Now go and help Cissie put away the china and do not
         be so foolish in future.” Stephen Black turned to the next footman. “Geoffrey! Your
         behaviour was every bit as bad as Alfred’s. I swear your thoughts were somewhere else
         entirely. What have you to say for yourself?”
      

      
      Poor Geoffrey did not answer immediately. He was blinking his eyes and pressing his
         lips together and generally doing all those things that a man will do when he is trying
         not to cry. “I am sorry, Mr Black, but it was the music that distracted me.”
      

      
      “What music?” asked Stephen. “There was no music. There! Listen! That is the string
         quartet just starting up in the drawing-room. They have not played until now.”
      

      
      “Oh, no, Mr Black! I mean the pipe and fiddle that were playing in the next room all
         the time the ladies and gentlemen were at dinner. Oh, Mr Black! It was the saddest
         music that I ever heard. I thought it would break my heart!”
      

      
      Stephen stared at him in perplexity. “I do not understand you,” he said. “There was
         no pipe and fiddle.” He turned to the last footman, a solid-looking, dark-haired man
         of forty or so. “And Robert! I scarcely know what to say to you! Did we not talk yesterday?”
      

      
      “We did, Mr Black.”

      
      “Did I not tell you how much I relied upon you to set an example to the others?”

      
      “Yes, Mr Black.”
      

      
      “Yet half a dozen times this evening you went to the window! What were you thinking
         of? Lady Winsell was looking round for someone to bring her a clean glass. Your business
         was at the table, attending to her ladyship’s guests, not at the window.”
      

      
      “I am sorry, Mr Black, but I heard a knocking at the window.”

      
      “A knocking? What knocking?”

      
      “Branches beating against the glass, Mr Black.”

      
      Stephen Black made a little gesture of impatience. “But, Robert, there is no tree
         near the house! You know very well there is not.”
      

      
      “I thought a wood had grown up around the house,” said Robert.

      
      “What?” cried Stephen.
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      The servants in Harley-street continued to believe that they were haunted by eerie
         sights and mournful sounds. The cook, John Longridge, and the kitchenmaids were troubled
         by a sad bell. The effect of the bell, explained John Longridge to Stephen Black,
         was to bring vividly to mind everyone they had ever known who had died, all the good
         things they had ever lost and every bad thing which had ever happened to them. Consequently,
         they had become dejected and low and their lives were not worth living.
      

      
      Geoffrey and Alfred, the two youngest footmen, were tormented by the sound of the
         fife and violin which Geoffrey had first heard on the night of the dinner-party. The
         music always appeared to come from the next room. Stephen had taken them all over
         the house and proved that nowhere was any one playing any such instruments, but it
         did no good; they continued afraid and unhappy.
      

      
      Most bewildering of all, in Stephen’s opinion, was the behaviour of Robert, the eldest
         footman. Robert had struck Stephen from the first as a sensible man, conscientious,
         reliable – in short the last person in the world to fall prey to imaginary fears.
         Yet Robert still insisted that he could hear an invisible wood growing up around the
         house. Whenever he paused in his work, he heard ghostly branches scraping at the walls and tapping upon the windows, and tree-roots slyly
         extending themselves beneath the foundations and prising apart the bricks. The wood
         was old, said Robert, and full of malice. A traveller in the wood would have as much
         to fear from the trees as from another person hiding there.
      

      
      But, argued Stephen, the nearest wood of any size was four miles away upon Hampstead
         Heath and even there the trees were quite domesticated. They did not crowd around
         people’s houses and try to destroy them. Stephen could say what he liked; Robert only
         shook his head and shivered.
      

      
      Stephen’s only consolation was that this peculiar mania had erased all the servants’
         other differences. The London servants no longer cared that the country servants were
         slow of speech and had old-fashioned manners. The country servants no longer complained
         to Stephen that the London servants played tricks upon them and sent them on imaginary
         errands. All the servants were united by the belief that the house was haunted. They
         sat in the kitchen after their work was done and told stories of all the other houses
         that they had ever heard of where there were ghosts and horrors, and of the horrible
         fates that had befallen the people who lived there.
      

      
      One evening, about a fortnight after Lady Pole’s dinner-party, they were gathered
         about the kitchen fire, engaged in this favourite occupation. Stephen soon grew tired
         of listening to them and retired to his own little room to read a newspaper. He had
         not been there more than a few minutes when he heard a bell ringing. So he put down
         his newspaper, put on his black coat and went to see where he was wanted.
      

      
      In the little passage-way that connected the kitchen to the butler’s room was a little
         row of bells and beneath the bells the names of various rooms were neatly inscribed
         in brown paint: The Venetian Drawing-room; The Yellow Drawing-room; The Dining-room; Lady Pole’s Sitting-room;
            Lady Pole’s Bed-chamber; Lady Pole’s Dressing-room; Sir Walter’s Study; Sir Walter’s
            Bed-chamber; Sir Walter’s Dressing-room; Lost-hope.
      

      
      “Lost-hope?” thought Stephen. “What in the world is that?”
      

      
      He had paid the carpenter that very morning for the work in putting up the bells and
         he had entered the amount in his account-book: To Amos Judd, for putting up 9 bells in the kitchen passageway and painting the names
            of the rooms beneath, 4 shillings. But now there were ten bells. And the bell for Lost-hope was ringing violently.
      

      
      “Perhaps,” thought Stephen, “Judd means it as a joke. Well, he shall be fetched back
         tomorrow and made to put it right.”
      

      
      Not knowing quite what else to do, Stephen went up to the ground floor and looked
         in every room; all were empty. And so he climbed the staircase to the first floor.
      

      
      At the top of the staircase was a door which he had never seen before.

      
      “Who’s there?” whispered a voice from behind the door. It was not a voice Stephen
         knew and, though it was only a whisper, it was curiously penetrating. It seemed to
         get into Stephen’s head by some other means than his ears.
      

      
      “There is someone upon stairs!” insisted the whispering voice. “Is it the servant?
         Come here, if you please! I need you!”
      

      
      Stephen knocked and went in.

      
      The room was every bit as mysterious as the door. If anyone had asked Stephen to describe
         it, he would have said it was decorated in the Gothic style – this being the only
         explanation he could think of to account for its extraordinary appearance. But it
         had none of the usual Gothic embellishments such as one might see depicted in the
         pages of Mr Ackermann’s Repository of the Arts. There were no pointed mediaeval arches, no intricately carved wood, no ecclesiastical
         motifs. The walls and floor of the room were of plain grey stone, very worn and uneven
         in places. The ceiling was of vaulted stone. One small window looked out upon a starlit
         sky. The window had not so much as a scrap of glass in it and the winter wind blew
         into the room.
      

      
      A pale gentleman with an extraordinary quantity of silvery, thistle-down hair was
         looking at his reflection in an old cracked mirror with an air of deep dissatisfaction. “Oh, there you are!” he said, glancing
         sourly at Stephen. “A person may call and call in this house, but no one comes!”
      

      
      “I am very sorry, sir,” said Stephen, “but no one told me you were here.” He supposed
         the gentleman must be a guest of Sir Walter’s or Lady Pole’s – which explained the
         gentleman, but not the room. Gentlemen are often invited to stay in other people’s
         houses. Rooms hardly ever are.
      

      
      “In what way may I serve you, sir?” asked Stephen.

      
      “How stupid you are!” cried the gentleman with the thistledown hair. “Don’t you know
         that Lady Pole is to attend a ball tonight at my house? My own servant has run off
         and hidden himself somewhere. How can I appear by the side of the beautiful Lady Pole
         in this condition?”
      

      
      The gentleman had cause for complaint: his face was unshaven, his curious hair was
         a mass of tangles and he was not dressed, but only wrapped in an old-fashioned powdering
         gown.
      

      
      “I shall be with you in an instant, sir,” Stephen assured him. “But first I must find
         the means to shave you. You do not happen to know what your servant has done with
         the razor, I suppose?”
      

      
      The gentleman shrugged.

      
      There was no dressing-table in the room. Indeed there was very little furniture of
         any description. There was the mirror, an old three-legged milking stool and a queer
         carved chair that appeared to be made of bones. Stephen did not quite believe that
         they were human bones, although they did look remarkably like it.
      

      
      Atop the milking stool, next to a pretty little box, Stephen found a delicate silver
         razor. A battered pewter basin full of water stood upon the floor.
      

      
      Curiously there was no fireplace in the room, but only a rusting iron brazier full
         of hot coals, that spilt its dirty ashes on the floor. So Stephen heated the basin
         of water on the brazier and then he shaved the gentleman. When he had finished, the
         gentleman inspected his face and pronounced himself excessively pleased. He removed his gown and stood patiently in his dressing-trousers while Stephen massaged
         his skin with a bristle-brush. Stephen could not help but observe that, whereas other
         gentlemen grow red as lobsters under such treatment, this gentleman remained as pale
         as ever and the only difference was that his skin took on a whitish glow as of moonlight
         or mother-of-pearl.
      

      
      His clothes were the finest Stephen had ever seen; his shirt was exquisitely laundered
         and his boots shone like black mirrors. But best of all were a dozen or so white muslin
         neckcloths, each as thin as a cobweb and as stiff as music paper.
      

      
      It took two hours to complete the gentleman’s toilet, for he was, Stephen found, extremely
         vain. During this time the gentleman became more and more delighted with Stephen.
         “I tell you that my own ignorant fellow has not got half your skill at dressing hair,”
         he declared, “and when it comes to the delicate art of tying a muslin neckcloth, why!
         he cannot be made to understand it at all!”
      

      
      “Well, sir, it is exactly the sort of task I like,” said Stephen. “I wish I could
         persuade Sir Walter to take more care of his clothes, but political gentlemen have
         no leisure for thinking of such things.”
      

      
      Stephen helped the gentleman on with his leaf-green coat (which was of the very best
         quality and most fashionable cut), then the gentleman went over to the milking stool
         and picked up the little box that lay there. It was made of porcelain and silver,
         and was about the size of a snuff box but a little longer than snuff boxes generally
         are. Stephen made some admiring remark about the colour which was not exactly pale
         blue and not exactly grey, not precisely lavender and not precisely lilac.
      

      
      “Yes, indeed! It is beautiful,” agreed the gentleman enthusiastically. “And very hard
         to make. The pigment must be mixed with the tears of spinsters of good family, who
         must live long lives of impeccable virtue and die without ever having had a day of
         true happiness!”
      

      
      “Poor ladies!” said Stephen. “I am glad it is so rare.”
      

      
      “Oh! It is not the tears that make it rare – I have bottles full of those – it is
         the skill to mix the colour.”
      

      
      The gentleman had by now become so affable, so willing to talk that Stephen had no
         hesitation in asking him, “And what do you keep in such a pretty little box, sir?
         Snuff?”
      

      
      “Oh, no! It is a great treasure of mine that I wish Lady Pole to wear at my ball tonight!”
         He opened the box and shewed Stephen a small, white finger.
      

      
      At first this struck Stephen as a little unusual, but his surprize faded in a moment
         and if any one had questioned him about it just then, he would have replied that gentlemen
         often carried fingers about with them in little boxes and that this was just one of
         many examples he had seen.
      

      
      “Has it been in your family long, sir?” he asked, politely.

      
      “No, not long.”

      
      The gentleman snapped shut the box and put it in his pocket.

      
      Together, he and Stephen admired his reflection in the mirror. Stephen could not help
         but notice how they perfectly complemented each other: gleaming black skin next to
         opalescent white skin, each a perfect example of a particular type of masculine beauty.
         Exactly the same thought seemed to strike the gentleman.
      

      
      “How handsome we are!” he said in a wondering tone. “But I see now that I have made
         a horrible blunder! I took you for a servant in this house! But that is quite impossible!
         Your dignity and handsomeness proclaim you to be of noble, perhaps kingly birth! You
         are a visitor here, I suppose, as I am. I must beg your pardon for imposing upon you
         and thank you for the great service you have done me in making me ready to meet the
         beautiful Lady Pole.”
      

      
      Stephen smiled. “No, sir. I am a servant. I am Sir Walter’s servant.”

      
      The gentleman with the thistle-down hair raised his eye-brow in astonishment. “A man
         as talented and handsome as yourself ought not be a servant!” he said in a shocked
         tone. “He ought to be the ruler of a vast estate! What is beauty for, I should like to know, if not to stand
         as a visible sign of one’s superiority to everyone else? But I see how it is! Your
         enemies have conspired together to deprive you of all your possessions and to cast
         you down among the ignorant and lowly!”
      

      
      “No, sir. You are mistaken. I have always been a servant.”

      
      “Well, I do not understand it,” declared the gentleman with the thistle-down hair,
         with a puzzled shake of his head. “There is some mystery here and I shall certainly
         look into it just as soon as I am at liberty. But, in the meantime, as a reward for
         dressing my hair so well and all the other services you have done me, you shall attend
         my ball tonight.”
      

      
      This was such a very extraordinary proposal that for a moment Stephen did not know
         quite what to say. “Either he is mad,” he thought, “or else he is some sort of radical
         politician who wishes to destroy all distinctions of rank.”
      

      
      Aloud he said, “I am very sensible of the honour you do me, sir, but only consider.
         Your other guests will come to your house expecting to meet ladies and gentlemen of
         their own rank. When they discover that they are consorting with a servant I am sure
         they will feel the insult very keenly. I thank you for your kindness, but I should
         not wish to embarrass you or offend your friends.”
      

      
      This seemed to astonish the gentleman with the thistle-down hair even more. “What
         nobility of feeling!” he cried. “To sacrifice your own pleasure to preserve the comfort
         of others! Well, it is a thing, I confess, that would never occur to me. And it only
         increases my determination to make you my friend and do everything in my power to
         aid you. But you do not quite understand. These guests of mine on whose account you
         are so scrupulous, they are all my vassals and subjects. There is not one of them
         who would dare to criticize me or any one I chose to call my friend. And if they did, why! we could always kill
         them! But really,” he added as if he were suddenly growing bored of this conversation,
         “there is very little use debating the point since you are already here!”
      

      
      [image: Images]

      
      With that the gentleman walked away and Stephen found that he was standing in a great
         hall where a crowd of people were dancing to sad music.
      

      
      Once again he was a little surprized but, as before, he grew accustomed to the idea
         in a moment and began to look about him. Despite all that the gentleman with the thistle-down
         hair had said upon the point, he was a little apprehensive at first that he would
         be recognized. A few glances about the room were enough to reassure him that there
         were no friends of Sir Walter present – indeed there was no one Stephen had ever seen
         before and in his neat black clothes and clean white linen he believed he might very
         easily pass for a gentleman. He was glad that Sir Walter had never required him to
         wear livery or a powdered wig, which would have marked him out as a servant in an
         instant.
      

      
      Everyone was dressed in the very height of fashion. The ladies wore gowns of the most
         exquisite colours (though, to own the truth, very few of them were colours that Stephen
         could remember having seen before). The gentlemen wore knee breeches and white stockings
         and coats of brown, green, blue and black, their linen was a sparkling, shining white
         and their kid gloves had not so much as a stain or mark upon them.
      

      
      But in spite of all the fine clothes and gaiety of the guests, there were signs that
         the house was not so prosperous as once it had been. The room was dimly lit by an
         insufficient number of tallow candles, and there was just one viol and one fife to
         provide the music.
      

      
      “That must be the music that Geoffrey and Alfred spoke of,” thought Stephen. “How
         odd that I could not hear it before! It is every bit as melancholy as they said.”
      

      
      He made his way to a narrow unglazed window and looked out upon a dark, tangled wood
         under starlight. “And this must be the wood which Robert talks about. How malevolent
         it looks! And is there a bell, I wonder?”
      

      
      “Oh, yes!” said a lady who was standing close by. She wore a gown the colour of storms, shadows and rain and a necklace of broken promises and
         regrets. He was surprized to find himself addressed by her since he was quite certain
         that he had not spoken his thoughts out loud.
      

      
      “There is indeed a bell!” she told him, “It is high up in one of the towers.”

      
      She was smiling and regarding him with such frank admiration that Stephen thought
         it only polite to say something.
      

      
      “This is certainly a most elegant assembly, madam. I do not know when I last saw so
         many handsome faces and graceful figures gathered together in one place. And every
         one of them in the utmost bloom of youth. I confess that I am surprized to see no
         older people in the room. Have these ladies and gentlemen no mothers and fathers?
         No aunts or uncles?”
      

      
      “What an odd remark!” she replied, laughing. “Why should the Master of Lost-hope House
         invite aged and unsightly persons to his ball? Who would want to look at them? Besides
         we are not so young as you suppose. England was nothing but dreary wood and barren
         moor when last we saw our sires and dams. But wait! See! There is Lady Pole!”
      

      
      Between the dancers Stephen caught a glimpse of her ladyship. She was wearing a blue
         velvet gown and the gentleman with the thistle-down hair was leading her to the top
         of the dance.
      

      
      Then the lady in the gown the colour of storms, shadows and rain inquired if he would
         like to dance with her.
      

      
      “Gladly,” he said.

      
      When the other ladies saw how well Stephen danced, he found he could have any partner
         he wished for. After the lady in the gown the colour of storms, shadows and rain he
         danced with a young woman who had no hair, but who wore a wig of shining beetles that
         swarmed and seethed upon her head. His third partner complained bitterly whenever
         Stephen’s hand happened to brush against her gown; she said it put her gown off its
         singing; and, when Stephen looked down, he saw that her gown was indeed covered with tiny mouths which opened and sang a little tune in a series of high,
         eerie notes.
      

      
      Although in general the dancers followed the usual custom and changed partners at
         the end of two dances, Stephen observed that the gentleman with the thistle-down hair
         danced with Lady Pole the whole night long and that he scarcely spoke to any other
         person in the room. But he had not forgotten Stephen. Whenever Stephen chanced to
         catch his eye, the gentleman with the thistle-down hair smiled and bowed his head
         and gave every sign of wishing to convey that, of all the delightful circumstances
         of the ball, what pleased him most was to see Stephen Black there.
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The unaccountable appearance of twenty-five guineas

      
      January 1808

      
      The best grocer’s in Town is Brandy’s in St James’s-street. I am not alone in that
         opinion; Sir Walter Pole’s grandfather, Sir William Pole, declined to purchase coffee,
         chocolate or tea from any other establishment, declaring that in comparison with Mr
         Brandy’s Superfine High Roasted Turkey Coffee, all other coffees had a mealy flavour.
         It must be said, however, that Sir William Pole’s patronage was a somewhat mixed blessing.
         Though liberal in his praise and always courteous and condescending to the shop-people,
         he was scarcely ever known to pay a bill and when he died, the amount of money owing
         to Brandy’s was considerable. Mr Brandy, a short-tempered, pinched-faced, cross little
         old man, was beside himself with rage about it. He died shortly afterwards, and was
         presumed by many people to have done so on purpose and to have gone in pursuit of
         his noble debtor.
      

      
      At Mr Brandy’s death, the business came into the possession of his widow. Mr Brandy
         had married rather late in life and my readers will not be much surprized, I dare
         say, to learn that Mrs Brandy had not been entirely happy in her marriage. She had
         quickly discovered that Mr Brandy loved to look at guineas and shillings more than
         he had ever loved to look at her – though I say it must have been a strange sort of man that did not love to look at her, for she
         was everything that was delightful and amiable, all soft brown curls, light blue eyes
         and a sweet expression. It would seem to me that an old man, such as Mr Brandy, with
         nothing to recommend him but his money, ought to have treasured a young, pretty wife,
         and studied hard to please her in everything he could; but he did not. He had even
         denied her a house of her own to live in – which was something he could have afforded
         very easily. So loath had he been to part with a sixpence that he declared they should
         live in the little room above the shop in St. James’s Street, and for the twelve years
         of her marriage this apartment served Mrs Brandy as parlour, bedroom, dining-parlour
         and kitchen. But Mr Brandy had not been dead three weeks when she bought a house in
         Islington, near the Angel, and acquired three maids, whose names were Sukey, Dafney
         and Delphina.
      

      
      She also employed two men to attend the customers in the shop. John Upchurch was a
         steady soul, hard-working and capable. Toby Smith was a red-haired, nervous man whose
         behaviour often puzzled Mrs Brandy. Sometimes he would be silent and unhappy and at
         other times he would be suddenly cheerful and full of unexpected confidences. From
         certain discrepancies in the accounts (such as may occur in any business) and from
         the circumstances of Toby looking miserable and ill at ease whenever she questioned
         him about it, Mrs Brandy had begun to fear that he might be pocketing the difference.
         One January evening her dilemma took a strange turn. She was sitting in her little
         parlour above the shop when there was a knock upon the door and Toby Smith came shuffling
         in, quite unable to meet her eye.
      

      
      “What’s the matter, Toby?”

      
      “If you please, ma’am,” said Toby looking this way and that, “the money won’t come
         right. John and me have counted it out again and again, ma’am, and cast up the sums
         a dozen times or more, but we cannot make head or tail of it.”
      

      
      Mrs Brandy tutted and sighed and asked by how much they were out.
      

      
      “Twenty-five guineas, ma’am.”

      
      “Twenty-five guineas!” cried Mrs Brandy in horror. “Twenty-five guineas! How could
         we possibly have lost so much? Oh! I hope you are mistaken, Toby. Twenty-five guineas!
         I would not have supposed there to be so much money in the shop! Oh, Toby!” she cried,
         as another thought struck her. “We must have been robbed!”
      

      
      “No, ma’am,” said Toby. “Beg your pardon, ma’am, but you mistake. I did not mean to
         say we are twenty-five guineas short. We are over, ma’am. By that amount.”
      

      
      Mrs Brandy stared at him.

      
      “Which you may see for yourself, ma’am,” said Toby, “if you will just come down to
         the shop,” and he held the door open for her with an anxious, pleading expression
         upon his face. So Mrs Brandy ran downstairs into the shop and Toby followed after
         her.
      

      
      It was about nine o’clock on a moonless night. The shutters were all put up and John
         and Toby had extinguished the lamps. The shop ought to have been as dark as the inside
         of a tea-caddy, but instead it was filled with a soft, golden light which appeared
         to emanate from something golden which lay upon the counter-top.
      

      
      A heap of shining guineas was lying there. Mrs Brandy picked up one of the coins and
         examined it. It was as if she held a ball of soft yellow light with a coin at the
         bottom of it. The light was odd. It made Mrs Brandy, John and Toby look quite unlike
         themselves: Mrs Brandy appeared proud and haughty, John looked sly and deceitful and
         Toby wore an expression of great ferocity. Needless to say, all of these were qualities
         quite foreign to their characters. But stranger still was the transformation that
         the light worked upon the dozens of small mahogany drawers that formed one wall of
         the shop. Upon other evenings the gilt lettering upon the drawers proclaimed the contents
         to be such things as: Mace (Blades), Mustard (Unhusked), Nutmegs, Ground Fennel, Bay Leaves, Pepper of Jamaica, Essence of Ginger, Caraway, Peppercorns and Vinegar and all the other stock of a fashionable and prosperous grocery business. But now
         the words appeared to read: Mercy (Deserved), Mercy (Undeserved), Nightmares, Good Fortune, Bad Fortune, Persecution
            by Families, Ingratitude of Children, Confusion, Perspicacity and Veracity. It was as well that none of them noticed this odd change. Mrs Brandy would have
         been most distressed by it had she known. She would not have had the least notion
         what to charge for these new commodities.
      

      
      “Well,” said Mrs Brandy, “they must have come from somewhere. Has any one sent today
         to pay their bill?”
      

      
      John shook his head. So did Toby. “And, besides,” added Toby, “no one owes so much,
         excepting, of course, the Duchess of Worksop and frankly, ma’am, in that case …”
      

      
      “Yes, yes, Toby, that will do,” interrupted Mrs Brandy. She thought for a moment.
         “Perhaps,” she said, “some gentleman, wishing to wipe the rain from his face, pulled
         out his handkerchief, and so caused the money to tumble out of his pocket on to the
         floor.”
      

      
      “But we did not find it upon the floor,” said John, “it was here in the cash-box with
         all the rest.”
      

      
      “Well,” said Mrs Brandy, “I do not know what to say. Did anyone pay with a guinea
         today?”
      

      
      No, said Toby and John, no one had paid today with a guinea, let alone twenty-five
         such guineas or twenty-five such persons.
      

      
      “And such yellow guineas, ma’am,” remarked John, “each one the very twin of all the
         others, without a spot of tarnish upon any of them.”
      

      
      “Should I run and fetch Mr Black, ma’am?” asked Toby.

      
      “Oh, yes!” said Mrs Brandy, eagerly. “But then again, perhaps no. We ought not to
         trouble Mr Black unless there is any thing very wrong. And nothing is wrong, is it,
         Toby? Or perhaps it is. I cannot tell.”
      

      
      The sudden and unaccountable arrival of large sums of money is such a very rare thing in our Modern Age that neither Toby nor John was able to help
         their mistress decide whether it were a wrong thing or a right.
      

      
      “But, then,” continued Mrs Brandy, “Mr Black is so clever. I dare say he will understand
         this puzzle in an instant. Go to Harley-street, Toby. Present my compliments to Mr
         Black and say that if he is at liberty I should be glad of a few moments’ conversation
         with him. No, wait! Do not say that, it sounds so presumptuous. You must apologize
         for disturbing him and say that whenever he should happen to be at liberty I should
         be grateful – no, honoured – no, grateful – I should be grateful for a few moments’
         conversation with him.”
      

      
      Mrs Brandy’s acquaintance with Stephen Black had begun when Sir Walter had inherited
         his grandfather’s debts and Mrs Brandy had inherited her husband’s business. Every
         week or so Stephen had come with a guinea or two to help pay off the debt. Yet, curiously,
         Mrs Brandy was often reluctant to accept the money. “Oh! Mr Black!” she would say,
         “Pray put the money away again! I am certain that Sir Walter has greater need of it
         than I. We did such excellent business last week! We have got some carracca chocolate
         in the shop just at present, which people have been kind enough to say is the best
         to be had any where in London – infinitely superior to other chocolate in both flavour
         and texture! – and they have been sending for it from all over Town. Will not you
         take a cup, Mr Black?”
      

      
      Then Mrs Brandy would bring the chocolate in a pretty blue-and-white china chocolate-pot,
         and pour Stephen a cup, and anxiously inquire how he liked it; for it seemed that,
         even though people had been sending for it from all over Town, Mrs Brandy could not
         feel quite convinced of its virtues until she knew Stephen’s opinion. Nor did her
         care of him end with making him chocolate. She was solicitous for his health. If it
         happened to be a cold day, she would be concerned that he was not warm enough; if
         it were raining she would worry that he might catch a cold; if it were a hot, dry day she would insist that he sit by a window overlooking
         a little green garden to refresh himself.
      

      
      When it was time for him to go, she would revive the question of the guinea. “But
         as to next week, Mr Black, I cannot say. Next week I may need a guinea very badly
         – people do not always pay their bills – and so I will be so bold as to ask you to
         bring it again on Wednesday. Wednesday at about three o’clock. I shall be quite disengaged
         at three o’clock and I shall be sure to have a pot of chocolate ready, as you are
         so kind as to say you like it very much.”
      

      
      The gentlemen among my readers will smile to themselves and say that women never did
         understand business, but the ladies may agree with me that Mrs Brandy understood her
         business very well, for the chief business of Mrs Brandy’s life was to make Stephen
         Black as much in love with her as she was with him.
      

      
      In due course Toby returned, not with a message from Stephen Black, but with Stephen
         himself and Mrs Brandy’s anxiety about the coins was swept away by a new and altogether
         more pleasant agitation. “Oh, Mr Black! We did not expect to see you so soon! I did
         not imagine you would be at liberty!”
      

      
      Stephen stood in the darkness outside the radiance cast by the strange coins. “It
         does not matter where I am tonight,” he said in a dull tone quite unlike his usual
         voice. “The house is all at sixes and sevens. Her ladyship is not well.”
      

      
      Mrs Brandy, John and Toby were shocked to hear this. Like every other citizen of London
         they took a close interest in everything that concerned her ladyship. They prided
         themselves upon their connexion with all sorts of aristocratic persons, but it was
         the patronage of Lady Pole which gave them the greatest satisfaction. Nothing pleased
         them so much as being able to assure people that when Lady Pole sat down to breakfast,
         her ladyship’s roll was spread with Mrs Brandy’s preserves and her coffee cup was
         filled with coffee made with Mrs Brandy’s beans.
      

      
      Mrs Brandy was suddenly struck with a most unpleasant idea. “I hope her ladyship did not eat something which disagreed with her?” she asked.
      

      
      “No,” said Stephen with a sigh, “it is nothing of that sort. She complains of aches
         in all her limbs, odd dreams and feeling cold. But mostly she is silent and out of
         spirits. Her skin is icy to the touch.”
      

      
      Stephen stepped into the queer light.

      
      The strange alterations which it had made to the appearance of Toby, John and Mrs
         Brandy were nothing to the changes it worked upon Stephen: his native handsomeness
         increased five-, seven-, tenfold; he acquired an expression of almost supernatural
         nobility; and, most extraordinary of all, the light somehow seemed to concentrate
         in a band around his brow so that he appeared to have been crowned with a diadem.
         Yet, just as before, none of those present noticed anything out of the common.
      

      
      He turned the coins over in his thin black fingers. “Where were they, John?”

      
      “Here in the cash-box with all the rest of the money. Where in the world can they
         have come from, Mr Black?”
      

      
      “I am as puzzled as you are. I have no explanation to offer.” Stephen turned to Mrs
         Brandy. “My chief concern, ma’am, is that you should protect yourself from any suspicion
         that you have come by the money dishonestly. I think you must give the money to a
         lawyer. Instruct him to advertise in The Times and The Morning Chronicle to discover if any one lost twenty-five guineas in Mrs Brandy’s shop.”
      

      
      “A lawyer, Mr Black!” cried Mrs Brandy, horrified. “Oh, but that will cost a world
         of money!”
      

      
      “Lawyers always do, ma’am.”

      
      At that moment a gentleman in St. James’s-street passed Mrs Brandy’s shop and, discerning
         a golden radiance shining out of the chinks in the shutters, realized that someone
         was within. He happened to be in need of tea and sugar and so he knocked upon the
         door.
      

      
      “Customer, Toby!” cried Mrs Brandy.
      

      
      Toby hurried to open the door and John put the money away. The instant that he closed
         the lid of the cash-box, the room became dark and for the first time they realized
         that they had been seeing each other by the light of the eerie coins. So John ran
         around, relighting the lamps and making the place look cheerful and Toby weighed out
         the things which the customer wanted.
      

      
      Stephen Black sank into a chair and passed his hand across his forehead. He looked
         grey-faced and tired to death.
      

      
      Mrs Brandy sat down in the chair next to his and touched his hand very gently. “You
         are not well, my dear Mr Black.”
      

      
      “It is just that I ache all over – as a man does who has been dancing all night.”
         He sighed again and rested his head upon his hand.
      

      
      Mrs Brandy withdrew her hand. “I did not know there was a ball last night,” she said.
         There was a tinge of jealousy to her words. “I hope you had a most delightful time.
         Who were your partners?”
      

      
      “No, no. There was no ball. I seem to have all the pains of dancing, without having
         had any of the pleasure.” He raised his head suddenly. “Do you hear that?” he asked.
      

      
      “What, Mr Black?”

      
      “That bell. Tolling for the dead.”

      
      She listened a moment. “No, I do not hear any thing. I hope you will stay to supper,
         my dear Mr Black? It would do us so much honour. I fear it will not be a very elegant
         meal. There is very little. Hardly anything at all. Just some steamed oysters and
         a pigeon-pie and a harrico of mutton. But an old friend like you will make allowances,
         I am sure. Toby can fetch some …”
      

      
      “Are you certain you do not hear it?”

      
      “No.”

      
      “I cannot stay.” He looked as if he meant to say something more – indeed he opened
         his mouth to say it, but the bell seemed to intrude itself upon his attention again
         and he was silent. “Good evening to you!” He rose and, with a rapid half-bow, he walked out.
      

      
      In St James’s-street the bell continued to toll. He walked like a man in a fog. He
         had just reached Piccadilly when an aproned porter carrying a basket full of fish
         came very suddenly out of a little alleyway. In trying to get out of the porter’s
         way, Stephen collided with a stout gentleman in a blue coat and a Bedford hat who
         was standing on the corner of Albemarle-street.
      

      
      The stout gentleman turned and saw Stephen. Instantly he was all alarm; he saw a black
         face close to his own face and black hands near his pockets and valuables. He paid
         no attention to Stephen’s expensive clothes and respectable air but, immediately concluding
         that he was about to be robbed or knocked down, he raised his umbrella to strike a
         blow in his own defence.
      

      
      It was the moment that Stephen had dreaded all his life. He supposed that constables
         would be called and he would be dragged before the magistrates and it was probable
         that even the patronage and friendship of Sir Walter Pole would not save him. Would
         an English jury be able to conceive of a black man who did not steal and lie? A black
         man who was a respectable person? It did not seem very likely. Yet now that his fate
         had come upon him, Stephen found he did not care very much about it and he watched
         events unfold as though he were watching a play through thick glass or a scene at
         the bottom of a pond.
      

      
      The stout gentleman opened his eyes wide in fright, anger and indignation. He opened
         his mouth wide to begin accusing Stephen but in that moment he began to change. His
         body became the trunk of a tree; he suddenly sprouted arms in all directions and all
         the arms became branches; his face became a bole and he shot up twenty feet; where
         his hat and umbrella had been there was a thick crown of ivy.
      

      
      “An oak tree in Piccadilly,” thought Stephen, not much interested. “That is unusual.”

      
      Piccadilly was changing too. A carriage happened to be passing. It clearly belonged to someone of importance for as well as the coachman upon his
         box, two footmen rode behind; there was a coat of arms upon the door and it was drawn
         by four matched greys. As Stephen watched the horses grew taller and thinner until
         they seemed about to disappear entirely and at that point they were suddenly transformed
         into a grove of delicate silver birches. The carriage became a holly bush and the
         coachman and the footmen became an owl and two nightingales which promptly flew away.
         A lady and gentleman walking along together suddenly sprouted twigs in every direction
         and became an elder-bush, a dog became a shaggy clump of dry bracken. The gas lamps
         that hung above the street were sucked up into the sky and became stars in a fretwork
         of winter trees and Piccadilly itself dwindled to a barely discernible path through
         a dark winter wood.
      

      
      But just as in a dream where the most extraordinary events arrive complete with their
         own explanation and become reasonable in an instant, Stephen found nothing to be surprized
         at. Rather, it seemed to him that he had always known that Piccadilly stood in close
         proximity to a magical wood.
      

      
      He began to walk along the path.

      
      The wood was very dark and quiet. Above his head the stars were the brightest he had
         ever seen and the trees were nothing more than black shapes, mere absences of stars.
      

      
      The thick grey misery and stupidity which had enveloped his mind and spirit all day
         disappeared and he began to muse upon the curious dream he had the night before about
         meeting a strange green-coated person with thistle-down hair who had taken him to
         a house where he had danced all night with the queerest people.
      

      
      The sad bell sounded much clearer in the wood than it had in London and Stephen followed
         the sound along the path. In a very short while he came to an immense stone house
         with a thousand windows. A feeble light shone out of some of these openings. A high
         wall surrounded the house. Stephen passed through (though he did not quite understand
         how, for he saw no sign of a gate) and found himself in a wide and dreary courtyard where skulls, broken bones, and rusting
         weapons were scattered about, as if they had lain there for centuries. Despite the
         size and grandeur of the house its only entrance was a mean little door and Stephen
         had to bend low to pass through. Immediately he beheld a vast crowd of people all
         dressed in the finest clothes.
      

      
      Two gentlemen stood just inside the door. They wore fine dark coats, spotless white
         stockings and gloves and dancing pumps. They were talking together, but the moment
         Stephen appeared, one turned and smiled.
      

      
      “Ah, Stephen Black!” he said. “We have been waiting for you!”

      
      At that moment the viol and pipe started up again.
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      Lady Pole sat by the window, pale and unsmiling. She said very little and whenever
         she did say any thing her remarks were odd and not at all to the point. When her husband
         and friends anxiously inquired what the matter was, she replied that she was sick
         of dancing and wished to dance no more. As for music, it was the most detestable thing
         in the world – she wondered that she had never realized it before.
      

      
      Sir Walter regarded this lapse into silence and indifference as highly alarming. It
         was altogether too like that illness which had caused her ladyship so much suffering
         before her marriage and ended so tragically in her early death. Had she not been pale
         before? Well, she was pale now. Had she not been cold before? She was so again.
      

      
      During her ladyship’s previous illness no doctor had ever attended her and naturally
         doctors everywhere resented this as an insult to their profession. “Oh!” they cried
         whenever Lady Pole’s name was mentioned, “the magic which brought her back to life
         was no doubt very wonderful, but if only the proper medicines had been administered
         in time then there would have been no need for the magic in the first place.”
      

      
      Mr Lascelles had been right when he declared the fault to be entirely Mrs Wintertowne’s. She detested doctors and had never allowed one to come
         near her daughter. Sir Walter, however, was hindered by no such prejudice; he sent
         immediately for Mr Baillie.
      

      
      Mr Baillie was a Scottish gentleman who had long been considered the foremost practitioner
         of his profession in London. He had written a great many books with important-sounding
         titles and he was Physician Extraordinary to the King. He had a sensible face and
         carried a gold-topped stick as a symbol of his pre-eminence. He answered Sir Walter’s
         summons swiftly, eager to prove the superiority of medicine to magic. The examination
         done, he came out again. Her ladyship was in excellent health, he said. She had not
         got so much as a cold.
      

      
      Sir Walter explained again how different she was today from what she had been only
         a few days ago.
      

      
      Mr Baillie regarded Sir Walter thoughtfully. He said he believed he understood the
         problem. Sir Walter and her ladyship had not been married long, had they? Well, Sir
         Walter must forgive him, but doctors were often obliged to say things which other
         people would not. Sir Walter was not accustomed to married life. He would soon discover
         that married people often quarrelled. It was nothing to be ashamed of – even the most
         devoted couples disagreed sometimes, and when they did it was not uncommon for one
         partner to pretend an indisposition. Nor was it always the lady that did so. Was there
         perhaps something that Lady Pole had set her heart upon? Well, if it were a small
         thing, like a new gown or a bonnet, why not let her have it since she wanted it so
         much? If it were a large thing like a house or a visit to Scotland, then perhaps it
         would be best to talk to her about it. Mr Baillie was sure that her ladyship was not
         an unreasonable person.
      

      
      There was a pause during which Sir Walter stared at Mr Baillie down his long nose.
         “Her ladyship and I have not quarrelled,” he said at last.
      

      
      Ah, said Mr Baillie in a kindly fashion. It might well appear to Sir Walter that there
         had been no quarrel. It was often the case that gentlemen did not observe the signs. Mr Baillie advised Sir Walter to think carefully.
         Might he not have said something to vex her ladyship? Mr Baillie did not speak of
         blame. It was all part of the little accommodations that married people must make
         in beginning their life together.
      

      
      “But it is not Lady Pole’s character to behave like a spoilt child!”

      
      No doubt, no doubt, said Mr Baillie. But her ladyship was very young and young persons
         ought always be permitted some licence for folly. Old heads did not sit upon young
         shoulders. Sir Walter ought not to expect it. Mr Baillie was rather warming to his
         subject. He had examples to hand (drawn from history and literature) of sober-minded,
         clever men and women who had all done foolish things in their youth, however a glance
         at Sir Walter’s face persuaded him that he should press the point no further.
      

      
      Sir Walter was in a similar situation. He too had several things to say and a great
         mind to say some of them, but he felt himself on uncertain ground. A man who marries
         for the first time at the age of forty-two knows only too well that almost all his
         acquaintance are better qualified to manage his domestic affairs than him. So Sir
         Walter contented himself with frowning at Mr Baillie and then, since it was almost
         eleven o’clock, he called for his carriage and his secretary and drove to Burlington
         House where he had an appointment to meet the other Ministers.
      

      
      At Burlington House he walked through pillared courtyards and gilded ante-rooms. He
         mounted great marble staircases that were overhung by painted ceilings in which impossible
         numbers of painted gods, goddesses, heroes and nymphs tumbled out of blue skies or
         reclined on fluffy white clouds. He was bowed at by a whole host of powdered, liveried
         footmen until he came to the room where the Ministers were looking at papers and arguing
         with one another.
      

      
      “But why do you not send for Mr Norrell, Sir Walter?” asked Mr Canning, the moment he heard what the matter was. “I am astonished that you have
         not already done so. I am sure that her ladyship’s indisposition will prove to be
         nothing more than some slight irregularity in the magic which brought her back to
         life. Mr Norrell can make some small adjustment to a spell and her ladyship will be
         well again.”
      

      
      “Oh, quite!” agreed Lord Castlereagh. “It seems to me that Lady Pole has gone beyond
         physicians. You and I, Sir Walter, are set upon this earth by the Grace of God, but
         her ladyship is here by the grace of Mr Norrell. Her hold upon life is different from
         the rest of us – theologically and, I dare say, medically as well.”
      

      
      “Whenever Mrs Perceval is unwell,” interjected Mr Perceval, a small, precise lawyer
         of unremarkable aspect and manners who held the exalted position of Chancellor of
         the Exchequer, “the first person I apply to is her maid. After all, who knows a lady’s
         state of health better than her maid? What does Lady Pole’s maid say?”
      

      
      Sir Walter shook his head. “Pampisford is as mystified as I am. She agreed with me
         that her ladyship was in excellent health two days ago and now she is cold, pale,
         listless and unhappy. That is the beginning and end of Pampisford’s information. That
         and a great deal of nonsense about the house being haunted. I do not know what is
         the matter with the servants just now. They are all in an odd, nervous condition.
         One of the footmen came to me this morning with a tale of meeting someone upon the
         stairs at midnight. A person with a green coat and a great quantity of pale, silvery
         hair.”
      

      
      “What? A ghost? An apparition?” asked Lord Hawkesbury.

      
      “I believe that is what he meant, yes.”

      
      “How very extraordinary! Did it speak?” asked Mr Canning.

      
      “No. Geoffrey said it gave him a cold, disdainful look and passed on.”

      
      “Oh! Your footman was dreaming, Sir Walter. He was certainly dreaming,” said Mr Perceval.

      
      “Or drunk,” offered Mr Canning.

      
      “Yes, that occurred to me too. So naturally I asked Stephen Black,” said Sir Walter,
         “but Stephen is as foolish as the rest of them. I can scarcely get him to speak to
         me.”
      

      
      “Well,” said Mr Canning, “you will not, I think, attempt to deny that there is something
         here that suggests magic? And is it not Mr Norrell’s business to explain what other
         people cannot? Send for Mr Norrell, Sir Walter!”
      

      
      This was so reasonable that Sir Walter began to wonder why he had not thought of it
         himself. He had the highest opinion of his own abilities and did not think he would
         generally miss so obvious a connection. The truth was, he realized, that he did not
         really like magic. He had never liked it – not at the beginning when he had supposed it to be
         false and not now that it had proved to be real. But he could hardly explain this
         to the other Ministers – he who had persuaded them to employ a magician for the first
         time in two hundred years!
      

      
      At half-past three he returned to Harley-street. It was the eeriest part of a winter
         day. Twilight was turning all the buildings and people to blurred, black nothingnesses
         while, above, the sky remained a dizzying silver-blue and was full of cold light.
         A winter sunset was painting a swathe of rose-colour and blood-colour at the end of
         all the streets – pleasing to the eyes but somehow chilling to the heart. As Sir Walter
         gazed from his carriage-window, he thought it fortunate that he was not in any way
         a fanciful person. Someone else might have been quite unsettled by the combination
         of the disagreeable task of consulting a magician and this queer, black-and-bloody
         dissolution of the London streets.
      

      
      Geoffrey opened the door of no. 9 Harley-street and Sir Walter rapidly mounted the
         stairs. On the first floor he passed the Venetian drawing-room where her ladyship
         had been sitting that morning. A sort of presentiment made him look inside. At first
         it did not seem as though any body could be there. The fire was low in the grate,
         creating a sort of second twilight within the room. No body had lit a lamp or candle
         yet. And then he saw her.
      

      
      She was sitting very upright in a chair by the window. Her back was towards him. Everything
         about her – chair, posture, even the folds of her gown and shawl – was precisely the
         same as when he had left her that morning.
      

      
      The moment he reached his study, he sat down and wrote an urgent message to Mr Norrell.

      
      Mr Norrell did not come immediately. An hour or two passed. At last he arrived with
         an expression of fixed calm upon his face. Sir Walter met him in the hall and described
         what had happened. He then proposed that they go upstairs to the Venetian drawing-room.
      

      
      “Oh!” said Mr Norrell, quickly. “From what you tell me, Sir Walter, I am quite certain
         there is no need to trouble Lady Pole because, you see, I fear I can do nothing for
         her. Much as it pains me to say this to you, my dear Sir Walter – for as you know
         I should always wish to serve you when I can – but whatever it is that has distressed
         her ladyship I do not believe that it is in the power of magic to remedy.”
      

      
      Sir Walter sighed. He ran his hand through his hair and looked unhappy. “Mr Baillie
         found nothing wrong and so I thought …”
      

      
      “Oh! But it is precisely that circumstance which makes me so certain that I cannot
         help you. Magic and medicine are not always so distinct from one another as you seem
         to imagine. Their spheres often overlap. An illness may have both a medical cure and
         a magical one. If her ladyship were truly ill or if, God forbid!, she were to die
         again, then certainly there is magic to cure or restore her. But forgive me, Sir Walter,
         what you have described seems more a spiritual ailment than a physical one and as
         such belongs neither to magic nor medicine. I am no expert in these matters but perhaps
         a clergyman might be found to answer better?”
      

      
      “But Lord Castlereagh thought – I do not know if it is true – Lord Castlereagh thought
         that since Lady Pole owes her life to magic – I confess that I did not understand
         him very well, but I believe he meant to say that since her ladyship’s life is founded upon magic, she
         would only be susceptible to cure by magic.”
      

      
      “Indeed? Lord Castlereagh said that? Oh! He is quite mistaken, but I am most intrigued
         that he should have thought of it. That is what used to be called the Meraudian Heresy.1 A twelfth-century abbot of Rievaulx dedicated himself to its destruction and was
         later made a saint. Of course the theology of magic has never been a favourite subject
         of mine, but I believe I am correct in saying that in the sixty-ninth chapter of William
         Pantler’s Three Perfectible States of Being …”2

      
      Mr Norrell seemed about to embark upon one of his long, dull speeches upon the history
         of English magic, full of references to books no one had ever heard of. Sir Walter
         interrupted him with, “Yes, yes! But do you have any notion who the person with the
         green coat and the silver hair might be?”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Mr Norrell. “You think there was somebody then? But that seems to me most
         unlikely. Might it not be something more in the nature of a dressing gown left hanging
         on a hook by a negligent servant? Just where one does not expect to see it? I myself
         have often been badly startled by this wig which you see now upon my head. Lucas ought
         to put it away each night – he knows he ought – but several times now he has left
         it on its wig stand on the mantelpiece where it is reflected in the mirror above the
         fireplace and resembles nothing so much in the world as two gentlemen with their heads together,
         whispering about me.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell blinked his small eyes rapidly at Sir Walter. Then, having declared that
         he could do nothing, he wished Sir Walter good evening and left the house.
      

      
      Mr Norrell went straight home. As soon as he arrived at his house in Hanover-square
         he immediately went up to a little study upon the second floor. This was a quiet room
         at the back of the house, overlooking the garden. The servants never entered when
         he was working in this room and even Childermass needed some unusually pressing reason
         to disturb him there. Though Mr Norrell rarely gave warning of when he intended to
         use this little study, it was one of the rules of the household that it was always
         kept in readiness for him. Just now a fire was burning brightly in the grate and all
         the lamps were lit, but someone had neglected to draw the curtains and consequently
         the window had become a black mirror, in which the room was reflected.
      

      
      Mr Norrell sat down at the desk which faced the window. He opened a large volume,
         one of many upon the desk, and began to murmur a spell to himself.
      

      
      A coal falling from the grate, a shadow moving in the room, caused him to look up.
         He saw his own alarmed reflection in the dark window and he saw someone standing behind
         him – a pale, silvery face with a mass of shining hair around it.
      

      
      Mr Norrell did not turn but instead addressed the reflection in the window in a bitter,
         angry tone. “When you said that you would take half the young lady’s life, I thought
         you would permit her to remain with her friends and family for half seventy-five years.
         I thought it would appear as if she had simply died!”
      

      
      “I never said so.”

      
      “You cheated me! You have not helped me at all! You risk undoing everything by your
         tricks!” cried Mr Norrell.
      

      
      The person in the window made a sound of disapproval. “I had hoped that I would find
         you more reasonable at our second meeting. Instead you are full of arrogance and unreasonable anger against me! I have kept to the terms of our agreement! I have done what you asked and taken nothing
         that was not mine to take! If you were truly concerned for the happiness of Lady Pole,
         you would rejoice that she is now placed among friends who truly admire and esteem
         her!”
      

      
      “Oh! As to that,” said Mr Norrell, scornfully, “I do not care one way or the other.
         What is the fate of one young woman compared to the success of English magic? No,
         it is her husband that concerns me – the man for whom I did all this! He is brought
         quite low by your treachery. Supposing he should not recover! Supposing he were to
         resign from Government! I might never find another ally so willing to help me.3 I shall certainly never again have a Minister so much in my debt!”
      

      
      “Her husband, is it? Well, then I shall raise him up to some lofty position! I shall
         make him much greater than any thing he could achieve by his own efforts. He shall
         be Prime Minister. Or Emperor of Great Britain perhaps? Will that suit you?”
      

      
      “No, no!” cried Mr Norrell. “You do not understand! I merely want him to be pleased
         with me and to talk to the other Ministers and to persuade them of the great good
         that my magic can do the country!”
      

      
      “It is entirely mysterious to me,” declared the person in the window, haughtily, “why
         you should prefer the help of this person to mine! What does he know of magic? Nothing!
         I can teach you to raise up mountains and crush your enemies beneath them! I can make
         the clouds sing at your approach. I can make it spring when you arrive and winter
         when you leave. I can …”
      

      
      “Oh, yes! And all you want in return is to shackle English magic to your whims! You
         will steal Englishmen and women away from their homes and make England a place fit only for your degenerate race! The price
         of your help is too high for me!”
      

      
      The person in the window did not reply directly to these accusations. Instead a candlestick
         suddenly leapt from its place on a little table and flew across the room, shattering
         a mirror on the opposite wall and a little china bust of Thomas Lanchester.
      

      
      Then all was quiet.

      
      Mr Norrell sat in a state of fright and trembling. He looked down at the books spread
         out upon his desk, but if he read, then it was in a fashion known only to magicians,
         for his eye did not travel over the page. After an interval of several minutes he
         looked up again. The person reflected in the window was gone.
      

      
      Everyone’s plans concerning Lady Pole came to nothing. The marriage – which for a
         few short weeks had seemed to promise so much to both partners – lapsed into indifference
         and silence upon her part and into anxiety and misery upon his. Far from becoming
         a leader of the fashionable world, she declined to go any where. No one visited her
         and the fashionable world very soon forgot her.
      

      
      The servants at Harley-street grew reluctant to enter the room where she sat, though
         none of them could have said why. The truth was that there hung about her the faintest
         echo of a bell. A chill wind seemed to blow upon her from far away and caused any
         one who came near her to shiver. So she sat, hour after hour, wrapped in her shawl,
         neither moving nor speaking, and bad dreams and shadows gathered about her.
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      Curiously, no one noticed that the strange malady that afflicted her ladyship was
         to a precision the same as that which afflicted Stephen Black. He too complained of
         feeling tired and cold, and on the rare occasions that either of them said any thing,
         they both spoke in a low, exhausted manner.
      

      
      But perhaps it was not so curious. The different styles of life of a lady and a butler
         tend to obscure any similarities in their situations. A butler has his work and must
         do it. Unlike Lady Pole, Stephen was not suffered to sit idly by the window, hour
         after hour, without speaking. Symptoms that were raised to the dignity of an illness
         in Lady Pole were dismissed as mere low spirits in Stephen.
      

      
      John Longridge, the cook at Harley-street, had suffered from low spirits for more
         than thirty years, and he was quick to welcome Stephen as a newcomer to the freemasonry
         of melancholy. He seemed glad, poor fellow, of a companion in woe. In the evenings
         when Stephen would sit at the kitchen table with his head buried in his hands, John
         Longridge would come and sit down on the other side of the table, and begin commiserating
         with him.
      

      
      “I condole with you, sir, indeed I do. Low spirits, Mr Black, are the very worst torment
         that a man can be afflicted with. Sometimes it seems to me that all of London resembles
         nothing so much as cold pease porridge, both in colour and consistency. I see people with cold-pease-porridge
         faces and cold-pease-porridge hands walking down cold-pease-porridge streets. Ah,
         me! How bad I feel then! The very sun up in the sky is cold and grey and porridge-y,
         and has no power to warm me. Do you often feel chilled, sir?” John Longridge would
         lay his hand upon Stephen’s hand. “Ah, Mr Black, sir,” he would say, “you are cold
         as the tomb.”
      

      
      Stephen felt he was like a person sleepwalking. He did not live any more; he only
         dreamed. He dreamed of the house in Harley-street and of the other servants. He dreamed
         of his work and his friends and of Mrs Brandy. Sometimes he dreamed of things that
         were very strange – things that he knew, in some small, chilly, far-off part of himself,
         ought not to be. He might be walking along a hallway or up the stairs in the house
         in Harley-street and he would turn and see other hallways and staircases leading off
         into the distance – hallways and staircases which did not belong there. It would be
         as if the house in Harley-street had accidentally got lodged inside a much larger
         and more ancient edifice. The passageways would be stone-vaulted and full of dust
         and shadows. The stairs and floors would be so worn and uneven that they would more
         resemble stones found in nature than architecture. But the strangest thing of all
         about these ghostly halls was that they would be quite familiar to Stephen. He did
         not understand why or how, but he would catch himself thinking, “Yes, just beyond
         that corner is the Eastern Armoury.” Or, “Those stairs lead to the Disemboweller’s
         Tower.”
      

      
      Whenever he saw these passageways or, as he sometimes did, sensed their presence without
         actually perceiving them, then he would feel a little more lively, a little more like
         his old self. Whatever part of him it was that had frozen up (his soul? his heart?)
         unfroze itself the merest hair’s breadth and thought, curiosity and feeling began
         to pulse again within him. But for the rest nothing amused him; nothing satisfied
         him. All was shadows, emptiness, echoes and dust.
      

      
      Sometimes his restless spirit would cause him to go on long, solitary wanders through the dark winter streets around Mayfair and Piccadilly. On
         one such evening in late February he found himself outside Mr Wharton’s coffee-house
         in Oxford-street. It was a place he knew well. The upper-room was home to the Peep-O’Day-Boys,
         a club for the grander sort of male servants in London’s grand houses. Lord Castlereagh’s
         valet was a notable member; the Duke of Portland’s coachman was another and so was
         Stephen. The Peep-O’Day-Boys met upon the third Tuesday of every month and enjoyed
         the same pleasures as the members of any other London club – they drank and ate, gambled,
         talked politics and gossiped about their mistresses. On other evenings of the month
         it was the habit of Peep-O’Day-Boys who happened to find themselves disengaged to
         repair to the upper-room of Mr Wharton’s coffee-house, there to refresh their spirits
         with the society of their fellows. Stephen went inside and mounted the stairs to the
         upper-room.
      

      
      This apartment was much like the corresponding part of any similar establishment in
         the city. It was as full of tobacco smoke as such resorts of the masculine half of
         society usually are. It was panelled in dark wood. Partitions of the same wood divided
         off the room into boxes so that customers were able to enjoy being in a little wooden
         world all their own. The bare floor was kept pleasant with fresh sawdust everyday.
         White cloths covered the tables and oil-lamps were kept clean and their wicks trimmed.
         Stephen sat down in one of the boxes and ordered a glass of port which he then proceeded
         to stare at gloomily.
      

      
      Whenever one of the Peep-O’Day-Boys passed Stephen’s box, they would stop for a word
         with Stephen and he would raise a hand to them in half-hearted salutation, but tonight
         he did not trouble himself to answer them. This had happened, Oh!, two or three times,
         when suddenly Stephen heard someone say in a vivid whisper, “You are quite right to
         pay them no attention! For, when all is said and done, what are they but servants
         and drudges? And when, with my assistance, you are elevated to your rightful place
         at the very pinnacle of nobility and greatness, it will be a great comfort to you to remember that you spurned their friendship!” It was only a whisper,
         yet Stephen heard it most distinctly above the voices and laughter of the Peep-O’Days
         and other gentlemen. He had the odd idea that, though only a whisper, it could have
         passed through stone or iron or brass. It could have spoken to you from a thousand
         feet beneath the earth and you would have still heard it. It could have shattered
         precious stones and brought on madness.
      

      
      This was so very extraordinary that for a moment he was roused from his lethargy.
         A lively curiosity to discover who had spoken took hold of him and he looked around
         the room but saw no one he did not know. So he stuck his head round the partition
         and looked into the next box. It contained one person of very striking appearance.
         He appeared very much at his ease. His arms were resting on the tops of the partition
         and his booted feet were resting on the table. He had several remarkable features,
         but the chief among them was a mass of silvery hair, as bright and soft and shining
         as thistle-down. He winked at Stephen. Then he rose from his own box and came and
         sat in Stephen’s.
      

      
      “I may as well tell you,” he said, speaking in a highly confidential manner, “that
         this city has not the hundredth part of its former splendour! I have been gravely
         disappointed since my return. Once upon a time, to look upon London was to look upon
         a forest of towers and pinnacles and spires. The many-coloured flags and banners that
         flew from each and every one dazzled the eye! Upon every side one saw stone carvings
         as delicate as fingerbones and as intricate as flowing water! There were houses ornamented
         with stone dragons, griffins and lions, symbolizing the wisdom, courage and ferocity
         of the occupants, while in the gardens of those same houses might be found flesh-and-blood
         dragons, griffins and lions, locked in strong cages. Their roars, which could be clearly
         heard in the street, terrified the faint-of-heart. In every church a blessed saint
         lay, performing miracles hourly at the behest of the populace. Each saint was confined
         within an ivory casket, which was secreted in a jewel-studded coffin, which in turn
         was displayed in a magnificent shrine of gold and silver that shone night and day with the light
         of a thousand wax candles! Every day there was a splendid procession to celebrate
         one or other of these blessed saints, and London’s fame passed from world to world!
         Of course in those days the citizens of London were wont to come to me for advice about the construction of their churches, the arrangement of their gardens,
         the decoration of their houses. If they were properly respectful in their petitions
         I would generally give them good counsel. Oh, yes! When London owed its appearance
         to me it was beautiful, noble, peerless. But now …”
      

      
      He made an eloquent gesture, as if he had crumpled London into a ball in his hand
         and thrown it away. “But how stupid you look when you stare at me so! I have put myself
         to any amount of trouble to pay you this visit – and you sit there silent and sullen,
         with your mouth hanging open! You are surprized to see me, I dare say, but that is
         no reason to forget all your good manners. Of course,” he remarked in the manner of
         someone making a great concession, “Englishmen are often all amazement in my presence
         – that is the most natural thing in the world – but you and I are such friends that I think
         I have deserved a better welcome than this!”
      

      
      “Have we met before, sir?” asked Stephen in astonishment. “I have certainly dreamt
         of you. I dreamt that you and I were together in an immense mansion with endless,
         dusty corridors!”
      

      
      “ ‘Have we met before, sir?’ ” mocked the gentleman with the thistle-down hair. “Why!
         What nonsense you talk! As if we had not attended the same feasts and balls and parties
         every night for weeks and weeks!”
      

      
      “Certainly in my dreams …”

      
      “I had not thought you could be so dull-witted!” cried the gentleman. “Lost-hope is
         not a dream! It is the oldest and most beautiful of my mansions – which are numerous – and it
         is quite as real as Carlton House.1 In fact it is a great deal more so! Much of the future is known to me and I tell you that Carlton House will be levelled to the
         ground in twenty years’ time and the city of London itself will endure, oh!, scarcely
         another two thousand years, whereas Lost-hope will stand until the next age of the
         World!” He looked ridiculously pleased with this thought, and indeed it must be said
         that his natural manner seemed to be one of extreme self-congratulation. “No, it is
         no dream. You are merely under an enchantment which brings you each night to Lost-hope
         to join our fairy revels!”
      

      
      Stephen stared at the gentleman uncomprehendingly. Then, remembering that he must
         speak or lay himself open to accusations of sullenness and bad manners, he gathered
         his wits and stammered out, “And … And is the enchantment yours, sir?”
      

      
      “But of course!”

      
      It was clear from the pleased air with which he spoke that the gentleman with the
         thistle-down hair considered that he had bestowed the greatest of favours upon Stephen
         by enchanting him. Stephen thanked him politely for it. “… although,” he added, “I
         cannot imagine what I have done to deserve such kindness from you. Indeed, I am sure
         I have done nothing at all.”
      

      
      “Ah!” cried the gentleman, delighted. “Yours are excellent manners, Stephen Black!
         You could teach the proud English a thing or two about the proper respect that is
         due to persons of quality. Your manners will bring you good luck in the end!”
      

      
      “And those golden guineas in Mrs Brandy’s cash box,” said Stephen, “were they yours
         too?”
      

      
      “Oh! Have you only just guessed it? But only observe how clever I have been! Remembering
         all that you told me about how you are surrounded night and day by enemies who wish
         you harm, I conveyed the money to a friend of yours. Then when you and she marry,
         the money will be yours.”
      

      
      “How did …” began Stephen and stopt. Clearly there was no part of his life that the
         gentleman did not know about and nothing with which the gentleman did not feel entitled
         to interfere. “But you are mistaken about my enemies, sir,” he said, “I do not have any.”
      

      
      “My dear Stephen!” cried the gentleman, greatly amused, “Of course you have enemies! And the chief among them is that wicked man who is your master
         and Lady Pole’s husband! He forces you to be his servant and do his bidding night
         and day. He sets tasks before you that are entirely unsuited to a person of your beauty
         and nobility. And why does he do these things?”
      

      
      “I suppose because …” began Stephen.

      
      “Precisely!” declared the gentleman triumphantly. “Because in the fulsomeness of his
         wickedness he has captured you and girded you with chains and now he triumphs over
         you, dancing about and howling with wicked laughter to see you in such straits!”
      

      
      Stephen opened his mouth to protest that Sir Walter Pole had never done any of those
         things; that he had always treated Stephen with great kindness and affection; that
         when Sir Walter was younger he had paid money he could ill afford so that Stephen
         could go to school; and that later, when Sir Walter was poorer still, they had often
         eaten the same food and shared the same fire. As for triumphing over his enemies,
         Stephen had often seen Sir Walter wear a very self-satisfied smirk when he believed
         he had scored a point against his political opponents, but he had never seen him dance
         about or howl with wicked laughter. Stephen was about to say these things, when the
         mention of the word “chains” seemed to send a sort of silent thunderbolt through him.
         Suddenly in his fancy he saw a dark place – a terrible place – a place full of horror
         – a hot, rank, closed-in place. There were shadows in the darkness and the slither
         and clank of heavy iron chains. What this image meant or where it had come from he
         had not the least idea. He did not think it could be a memory. Surely he had never
         been in such a place?
      

      
      “… If he ever were to discover that every night you and she escape from him to be
         happy in my house, why! he would be thrown instantly into fits of jealousy and would,
         I dare say, try to kill you both. But fear not, my dear, dear Stephen! I will take good care he never
         finds out. Oh! How I detest such selfish people! I know what it is to be scorned and slighted by the proud English and put to perform
         tasks that are beneath one’s dignity. I cannot bear to see the same fate befall you!”
         The gentleman paused to caress Stephen’s cheek and brow with his icy white fingers,
         which produced a queer tingling sensation in Stephen’s skin. “You cannot conceive
         what a warm interest I feel in you and how anxious I am to do you some lasting service!
         – which is why I have conceived a plan to make you the king of some fairy kingdom!”
      

      
      “I … I beg your pardon, sir. I was thinking of something else. A king, you say? No,
         sir. I could not be a king. It is only your great kindness to me that makes you think
         it possible. Besides I am very much afraid that fairyland does not quite agree with
         me. Ever since I first visited your house I have been stupid and heavy. I am tired
         morning, noon and night and my life is a burden to me. I dare say the fault is all
         mine, but perhaps mortals are not formed for fairy bliss?”
      

      
      “Oh! That is simply the sadness you feel at the dreariness of England compared to
         the delightful life you lead at my house where there is always dancing and feasting
         and everyone is dressed in their finest clothes!”
      

      
      “I dare say you are right, sir, yet if you were to find it in your heart to release
         me from this enchantment, I should be very grateful to you.”
      

      
      “Oh! But that is impossible!” declared the gentleman. “Do you not know that my beautiful
         sisters and cousins – for each of whom, I may say, kings have killed each other and
         great empires fallen into decay – all quarrel over who will be your next dancing-partner?
         And what would they say if I told them you would come to Lost-hope no more? For amongst
         my many other virtues I am a most attentive brother and cousin and always try to please
         the females in my household when I can. And as for declining to become a king, there
         is nothing, I assure you, more agreeable than having everyone bow before one and call one by all sorts of noble titles.”
      

      
      He resumed his extravagant praises of Stephen’s beauty, dignified countenance and
         elegant dancing – all of which he seemed to consider the chief qualifications for
         the ruler of a vast kingdom in Faerie – and he began to speculate upon which kingdom
         would suit Stephen best. “Untold-Blessings is a fine place, with dark, impenetrable
         forests, lonely mountains and uncrossable seas. It has the advantage of being without
         a ruler at present – but then it has the disadvantage that there are twenty-six other
         claimants already and you would be plunged straightaway into the middle of a bloody
         civil war – which perhaps you would not care for? Then there is the Dukedom of Pity-Me.
         The present Duke has no friends to speak of. Oh, but I could not bear to see any friend
         of mine ruler of such a miserable little place as Pity-Me!”
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The unlikely milliner

      
      February 1808

      
      Those people who had expected the war to be over now that the magician had appeared
         upon the scene were soon disappointed. “Magic!” said Mr Canning, the Foreign Secretary.
         “Do not speak to me of magic! It is just like everything else, full of setbacks and
         disappointments.”
      

      
      There was some justice in this, and Mr Norrell was always happy to give long, difficult
         explanations of why something was not possible. Once, in making one of these explanations,
         he said something which he later regretted. It was at Burlington House and Mr Norrell
         was explaining to Lord Hawkesbury, the Home Secretary,1 that something or other could not be attempted since it would take, oh!, at least
         a dozen magicians working day and night. He made a long, tedious speech about the
         pitiful state of English magic, ending, “I would it were otherwise but, as your lordship
         is aware, our talented young men look to the Army, the Navy and the Church for their
         careers. My own poor profession is sadly neglected.” And he gave a great sigh.
      

      
      Mr Norrell meant nothing much by this, except perhaps to draw attention to his own
         extraordinary talent, but unfortunately Lord Hawkesbury took up quite another idea.
      

      
      “Oh!” he cried. “You mean we need more magicians? Oh, yes! I quite see that. Quite.
         A school perhaps? Or a Royal Society under His Majesty’s patronage? Well, Mr Norrell,
         I really think we will leave the details to you. If you will be so good as to draw
         up a memorandum upon the subject I shall be glad to read it and submit its proposals
         to the other Ministers. We all know your skill at drawing up such things, so clear
         and so detailed and your handwriting so good. I dare say, sir, we shall find you a
         little money from somewhere. When you have time, sir. There is no hurry. I know how
         busy you are.”
      

      
      Poor Mr Norrell! Nothing could be less to his taste than the creation of other magicians.
         He comforted himself with the thought that Lord Hawkesbury was an exemplary Minister,
         devoted to business, with a thousand and one things to think about. Doubtless he would
         soon forget all about it.
      

      
      But the very next time that Mr Norrell was at Burlington House Lord Hawkesbury came
         hurrying up to him, crying out, “Ah! Mr Norrell! I have spoken to the King about your
         plan for making new magicians. His Majesty was very pleased, thought the idea an excellent
         one and asked me to tell you that he will be glad to extend his patronage to the scheme.”
      

      
      It was fortunate that before Mr Norrell could reply, the sudden arrival of the Swedish
         Ambassador in the room obliged his lordship to hurry away again.
      

      
      But a week or so later Mr Norrell met Lord Hawkesbury again, this time at a special
         dinner given by the Prince of Wales in honour of Mr Norrell at Carlton House. “Ah!
         Mr Norrell, there you are! I don’t suppose that you have the recommendations for the
         Magicians School about you? Only I have just been speaking to the Duke of Devonshire
         and he is most interested – thinks he has a house in Leamington Spa which would be
         just the thing and has asked me questions about the curriculum and whether there would
         be prayers and where the magicians would sleep – all sorts of things I have not the
         least idea about. I wonder – would you be so kind as to speak to him? He is just over there by the mantelpiece – he has seen us
         – he is coming this way. Your Grace, here is Mr Norrell ready to tell you all about
         it!”
      

      
      It was with some difficulty that Mr Norrell was able to convince Lord Hawkesbury and
         the Duke of Devonshire that a school would take up far too much time and moreover
         he had yet to see any young men with sufficient talent to make the attempt worthwhile.
         Reluctantly his Grace and his lordship were obliged to agree and Mr Norrell was able
         to turn his attention to a far more agreeable project: that of destroying the magicians
         already in existence.
      

      
      The street-sorcerers of the City of London had long constituted a standing irritation
         of his spirits. While he was still unknown and unregarded, he had begun to petition
         members of the Government and other eminent gentlemen for the removal of these vagabond
         magicians. Naturally, the moment that he attained public eminence he doubled and tripled
         his efforts. His first idea was that magic ought to be regulated by the Government
         and magicians ought to be licensed (though naturally he had no idea of any one being
         licensed but himself). He proposed that a proper regulatory Board of Magic be established,
         but in this he was too ambitious.
      

      
      As Lord Hawkesbury said to Sir Walter; “We have no wish to offend a man who has done
         the country such service, but in the middle of a long and difficult war to demand
         that a Board be set up with Privy Councillors and Secretaries and Lord knows what
         else! And for what? To listen to Mr Norrell talk and to pay Mr Norrell compliments!
         It is quite out of the question. My dear Sir Walter, persuade him to some other course,
         I beg you.”
      

      
      So the next time that Sir Walter and Mr Norrell met (which was at Mr Norrell’s house
         in Hanover-square) Sir Walter addressed his friend with the following words.
      

      
      “It is an admirable purpose, sir, and no one quarrels with it, but a Board is precisely
         the wrong way of going about it. Within the City of London – which is where the problem
         chiefly lies – the Board would have no authority. I tell you what we shall do; tomorrow you and I shall
         go to the Mansion House to wait upon the Lord Mayor and one or two of the aldermen.
         I think we shall soon find some friends for our cause.”
      

      
      “But, my dear Sir Walter!” cried Mr Norrell. “It will not do. The problem is not confined
         to London. I have looked into it since I left Yorkshire …” (Here he delved about in
         a pile of papers upon a little table at his elbow to fetch out a list.) “There are
         twelve street-sorcerers in Norwich, two in Yarmouth, two in Gloucester, six in Winchester,
         forty-two in Penzance! Why! Only the other day, one – a dirty female – came to my house and
         would not be satisfied without seeing me, whereupon she demanded that I give her a
         paper – a certificate of competence, no less! – testifying to my belief that she could
         do magic. I was never more astonished in my life! I said to her, ‘Woman …’ ”
      

      
      “As to the other places that you mention,” said Sir Walter, interrupting hastily.
         “I think you will find that once London rids itself of this nuisance then the others
         will be quick to follow. They none of them like to feel themselves left behind.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell soon found that it was just as Sir Walter had predicted. The Lord Mayor
         and the aldermen were eager to be part of the glorious revival of English magic. They
         persuaded the Court of Common Council to set up a Committee for Magical Acts and the
         Committee decreed that only Mr Norrell was permitted to do magic within the City boundaries
         and that other persons who “set up booths or shops, or otherwise molested the citizens
         of London with claims to do magic” were to be expelled forthwith.
      

      
      The street-sorcerers packed up their little stalls, loaded their shabby possessions
         into handcarts and trudged out of the City. Some took the trouble to curse London
         as they left, but by and large they bore the change in their fortunes with admirable
         philosophy. Most had simply settled it in their own minds that henceforth they would
         give up magic and become instead beggars and thieves and, since they had indulged
         in beggary and thievery in an amateur way for years, the wrench was not so great as you might imagine.
      

      
      But one did not go. Vinculus, the magician of Threadneedle-street, stayed in his booth
         and continued to foretell unhappy futures and to sell petty revenges to slighted lovers
         and resentful apprentices. Naturally, Mr Norrell complained very vigorously to the
         Committee for Magical Acts about this state of affairs since Vinculus was the sorcerer
         whom he hated most. The Committee for Magical Acts dispatched beadles and constables
         to threaten Vinculus with the stocks but Vinculus paid them no attention, and he was
         so popular among London’s citizens that the Committee feared a riot if he was removed
         by force.
      

      
      On a bleak February day Vinculus was in his magician’s booth beside the church of
         St Christopher Le Stocks. In case there are any readers who do not remember the magicians’
         booths of our childhood, it ought to be stated that in shape the booth rather resembled
         a Punch and Judy theatre or a shopkeeper’s stall at a fair and that it was built of
         wood and canvas. A yellow curtain, ornamented to half its height with a thick crust
         of dirt, served both as a door and as a sign to advertise the services that were offered
         within.
      

      
      On this particular day Vinculus had no customers and very little hope of getting any.
         The City streets were practically deserted. A bitter grey fog that tasted of smoke
         and tar hung over London. The City shopkeepers had heaped coals upon their fires and
         lit every lamp they possessed in a vain attempt to dispel the dark and the cold, but
         today their bow windows cast no cheerful glow into the streets: the light could not
         penetrate the fog. Consequently no one was enticed into the shops to spend money and
         the shopmen in their long white aprons and powdered wigs stood about at their ease,
         chatting to each other or warming themselves at the fire. It was a day when any one
         with something to do indoors stayed indoors to do it, and any one who was obliged
         to go outside did so quickly and got back inside again as soon as he could.
      

      
      Vinculus sat gloomily behind his curtain half frozen to death, turning over in his
         mind the names of the two or three ale-housekeepers who might be persuaded to sell
         him a glass or two of hot spiced wine on credit. He had almost made up his mind which
         of them to try first when the sounds of someone stamping their feet and blowing upon
         their fingers seemed to suggest that a customer stood without. Vinculus raised the
         curtain and stepped outside.
      

      
      “Are you the magician?”

      
      Vinculus agreed a little suspiciously that he was (the man had the air of a bailiff).

      
      “Excellent. I have a commission for you.”

      
      “It is two shillings for the first consultation.”

      
      The man put his hand in his pocket, pulled out his purse and put two shillings into
         Vinculus’s hand.
      

      
      Then he began to describe the problem that he wished Vinculus to magic away. His explanation
         was very clear and he knew exactly what it was that he wished Vinculus to do. The
         only problem was that the more the man talked, the less Vinculus believed him. The
         man said that he had come from Windsor. That was perfectly possible. True, he spoke
         with a northern accent, but there was nothing odd in that; people often came down
         from the northern counties to make their fortunes. The man also said he was the owner
         of a successful millinery business – now that seemed a good deal less likely, for
         any one less like a milliner it was difficult to imagine. Vinculus knew little enough
         about milliners but he did know that they generally dress in the very height of fashion.
         This fellow wore an ancient black coat that had been patched and mended a dozen times.
         His linen, though clean and of a good quality, would have been old-fashioned twenty
         years ago. Vinculus did not know the names of the hundred and one little fancy articles
         that milliners make, but he knew that milliners know them. This man did not; he called
         them “fol-de-lols”.
      

      
      In the freezing weather the ground had become an unhappy compound of ice and frozen
         mud and as Vinculus was writing down the particulars in a greasy little book, he somehow missed his footing and fell
         against the unlikely milliner. He tried to stand but so treacherous was the icy ground
         that he was obliged to use the other man as a sort of ladder to climb up. The unlikely
         milliner looked rather appalled to have strong fumes of ale and cabbage breathed in
         his face and bony fingers grabbing him all over, but he said nothing.
      

      
      “Beg pardon,” muttered Vinculus, when at last he was in an upright position again.

      
      “Granted,” said the unlikely milliner politely, brushing from his coat the stale crumbs,
         gobbets of matted grease and dirt and other little signs of Vinculus having been there.
      

      
      Vinculus too was adjusting his clothes which had got somewhat disarranged in his tumble.

      
      The unlikely milliner continued with his tale.

      
      “So, as I say, my business thrives and my bonnets are the most sought-after in all
         of Windsor and scarcely a week goes by but one of the Princesses up at the Castle
         comes to order a new bonnet or fol-de-lol. I have put a great golden plaster image
         of the Royal Arms above my door to advertise the royal patronage I enjoy. Yet still
         I cannot help but think that millinery is a great deal of work. Sitting up late at
         night sewing bonnets, counting my money and so forth. It seems to me that my life
         might be a great deal easier if one of the Princesses were to fall in love with me
         and marry me. Do you have such a spell, Magician?”
      

      
      “A love spell? Certainly. But it will be expensive. I generally charge four shillings
         for a spell to catch a milkmaid, ten shillings for a seamstress and six guineas for
         a widow with her own business. A Princess … Hmm.” Vinculus scratched his unshaven
         cheek with his dirty fingernails. “Forty guineas,” he hazarded.
      

      
      “Very well.”

      
      “And which is it?” asked Vinculus.

      
      “Which what is what?” asked the unlikely milliner.

      
      “Which Princess?”

      
      “They are all pretty much the same, aren’t they? Does the price vary with the Princess?”
      

      
      “No, not really. I will give you the spell written upon a piece of paper. Tear the
         paper in two and sew half inside the breast of your coat. You need to place the other
         half in a secret place inside the garments of whichever Princess you decide upon.”
      

      
      The unlikely milliner looked astonished. “And how in the world can I do that?”

      
      Vinculus looked at the man. “I thought you just said that you sewed their bonnets?”

      
      The unlikely milliner laughed. “Oh yes! Of course.”

      
      Vinculus stared at the man suspiciously. “You are no more a milliner than I am a …
         a …”
      

      
      “A magician?” suggested the unlikely milliner. “You must certainly admit that it is
         not your only profession. After all you just picked my pockets.”
      

      
      “Only because I wished to know what sort of villain you are,” retorted Vinculus, and
         he shook his arm until the articles he had taken from the pockets of the unlikely
         milliner fell out of his sleeve. There were a handful of silver coins, two golden
         guineas and three or four folded sheets of paper. He picked up the papers.
      

      
      The sheets were small and thick and of excellent quality. They were all covered in
         close lines of small, neat handwriting. At the top of the first sheet was written,
         Two Spells to Make an Obstinate Man leave London and One Spell to Discover what My
            Enemy is doing Presently.
      

      
      “The magician of Hanover-square!” declared Vinculus.

      
      Childermass (for it was he) nodded.

      
      Vinculus read through the spells. The first was intended to make the subject believe
         that every London churchyard was haunted by the people who were buried there and that
         every bridge was haunted by the suicides who had thrown themselves from it. The subject
         would see the ghosts as they had appeared at their deaths with all the marks of violence,
         disease and extreme old age upon them. In this way he would become more and more terrified until he dared not pass
         either a bridge or a church – which in London is a serious inconvenience as the bridges
         are not more than a hundred yards apart and the churches considerably less. The second
         spell was intended to persuade the subject that he would find his one true love and
         all sorts of happiness in the country and the third spell – the one to discover what
         your enemy was doing – involved a mirror and had presumably been intended by Norrell
         to enable Childermass to spy upon Vinculus.
      

      
      Vinculus sneered. “You may tell the Mayfair magician that his spells have no effect
         upon me!”
      

      
      “Indeed?” said Childermass, sarcastically. “Well, that is probably because I have
         not cast them.”
      

      
      Vinculus flung the papers down upon the ground. “Cast them now!” He folded his arms
         in an attitude of defiance and made his eyes flash as he did whenever he conjured
         the Spirit of the River Thames.
      

      
      “Thank you, but no.”

      
      “And why not?”

      
      “Because, like you, I do not care to be told how to conduct my business. My master
         has ordered me to make sure that you leave London. But I intend to do it in my way,
         not his. Come, I think it will be best if you and I have a talk, Vinculus.”
      

      
      Vinculus thought about this. “And could this talk take place somewhere warmer? An
         ale-house perhaps?”
      

      
      “Certainly if you wish.”

      
      The papers with Norrell’s spells upon them were blowing about their feet. Vinculus
         stooped down, gathered them together and, paying no regard to the bits of straw and
         mud sticking to them, put them in the breast of his coat.
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      The ale-house was called the Pineapple and had once been the refuge and hiding-place
         of a notorious thief and murderer. This thief had had an enemy, a man as bad as himself.
         The thief and his enemy had been partners in some dreadful crime, but the thief had
         kept both shares of the spoils and sent a message to the magistrates telling them
         where his enemy might be found. As soon as the enemy had escaped from Newgate, he
         had come to the Pineapple in the dead of night with thirty men. He had set them to
         tear the slates off the roof and unpick the very bricks of walls until he could reach
         inside and pluck out the thief. No one had seen what happened next but many had heard
         the dreadful screams issuing from the pitch-black street. The landlord had discovered
         that the Pineapple’s dark reputation was good for business and consequently he had
         never troubled to mend his house, other than by applying timber and pitch to the holes,
         which gave it the appearance of wearing bandages as if it had been fighting with its
         neighbours.
      

      
      Three greasy steps led down from the street-door into a gloomy parlour. The Pineapple
         had its own particular perfume, compounded of ale, tobacco, the natural fragrance
         of the customers and the unholy stink of the Fleet River, which had been used as a
         sewer for countless years. The Fleet ran beneath the Pineapple’s foundations and the Pineapple was generally supposed to be sinking into it. The walls
         of the parlour were ornamented with cheap engravings – portraits of famous criminals
         of the last century who had all been hanged and portraits of the King’s dissolute
         sons who had not been hanged yet.
      

      
      Childermass and Vinculus sat down at a table in a corner. A shadowy girl brought a
         cheap tallow candle and two pewter tankards of hot spiced ale. Childermass paid.
      

      
      They drank in silence a while and then Vinculus looked up at Childermass. “What was
         all that nonsense about bonnets and princesses?”
      

      
      Childermass laughed. “Oh, that was just a notion I had. Ever since the day you appeared
         in his library my master has been petitioning all his great friends to help him destroy
         you. He asked Lord Hawkesbury and Sir Walter Pole to complain to the King on his behalf.
         I believe he had an idea that His Majesty might send the Army to make war upon you,
         but Lord Hawkesbury and Sir Walter said that the King was unlikely to put himself
         to a great deal of trouble over one yellow-curtained, ragged-arsed sorcerer. But it
         occurred to me that if His Majesty were to learn that you had somehow threatened the
         virgin state of his daughters, he might take a different view of the matter.”1 Childermass took another draught of his spiced ale. “But tell me, Vinculus, don’t
         you tire of fake spells and pretend oracles? Half your customers come to laugh at
         you. They no more believe in your magic than you do. Your day is over. There is a
         real magician in England now.”
      

      
      Vinculus gave a little snort of disgust. “The magician of Hanover-square! All the
         great men in London sit telling one another that they never saw a man so honest. But
         I know magicians and I know magic and I say this: all magicians lie and this one more than most.”
      

      
      Childermass shrugged as if he would not trouble to deny it.

      
      Vinculus leaned forward across the table. “Magic shall be written on the faces of the stony hills, but their minds shall not
            be able to contain it. In winter the barren trees shall be a black writing but they
            shall not understand it.”
      

      
      “Trees and hills, Vinculus? When did you last see a tree or a hill? Why don’t you
         say that magic is written on the faces of the dirty houses or that the smoke writes
         magic in the sky?”
      

      
      “It is not my prophecy!”

      
      “Ah, yes. Of course. You claim it as a prophecy of the Raven King. Well there is nothing
         unusual in that. Every charlatan I ever met was the bearer of a message from the Raven
         King.”
      

      
      “I sit upon a black throne in the shadows,” muttered Vinculus, “but they shall not see me. The rain shall make a door for me and I shall pass through
            it.”
      

      
      “Quite. So, since you did not write this prophecy yourself, where did you find it?”

      
      For a moment Vinculus looked as if he would not answer, but then he said, “It is written
         in a book.”
      

      
      “A book? What book? My master’s library is extensive. He knows of no such prophecy.”

      
      Vinculus said nothing.

      
      “Is it your book?” asked Childermass.

      
      “It is in my keeping.”

      
      “And where did you get a book? Where did you steal it?”
      

      
      “I did not steal it. It is my inheritance. It is the greatest glory and the greatest
         burden that has been given to any man in this Age.”
      

      
      “If it is really valuable then you can sell it to Norrell. He has paid great prices
         for books before now.”
      

      
      “The magician of Hanover-square will never own this book. He will never even see it.”

      
      “And where do you keep such a great treasure?”

      
      Vinculus laughed coldly as if to say it was not very likely that he would tell that
         to the servant of his enemy.
      

      
      Childermass called to the girl to bring them some more ale. She brought it and they
         drank for a while longer in silence. Then Childermass took a pack of cards from the
         breast of his coat and shewed them to Vinculus. “The cards of Marseilles. Did you
         ever see their like before?”
      

      
      “Often,” said Vinculus, “but yours are different.”

      
      “They are copies of a set belonging to a sailor I met in Whitby. He bought them in
         Genoa with the intention of using them to discover the hiding places of pirates’ gold,
         but when he came to look at them, he found that he could not understand them. He offered
         to sell them to me, but I was poor and could not pay the price he asked. So we struck
         a bargain: I would tell him his fortune and in return he would lend me the cards long
         enough to make copies. Unfortunately his ship set sail before I was able to complete
         the drawings and so half are done from memory.”
      

      
      “And what fortune did you tell him?”

      
      “His true one. That he would be drowned dead before the year was out.”

      
      Vinculus laughed approvingly.

      
      It seemed that when Childermass had made the bargain with the dead sailor he had been
         too poor even to afford paper and so the cards were drawn upon the backs of ale-house
         bills, laundry lists, letters, old accounts and playbills. At a later date he had
         pasted the papers on to coloured cardboard, but in several instances the printing
         or writing on the other side shewed through, giving them an odd look.
      

      
      Childermass laid out nine cards in a line. He turned over the first card.

      
      Beneath the picture was a number and a name: VIIII. L’Ermite. It shewed an old man in a monkish robe with a monkish hood. He carried a lantern
         and walked with a stick as if he had come near to losing the use of his limbs through
         too much sitting and studying. His face was pinched and suspicious. A dry atmosphere
         seemed to rise up and envelop the observer as if the card itself were peppery with dust.
      

      
      “Hmm!” said Childermass. “For the present your actions are governed by a hermit. Well,
         we knew that already.”
      

      
      The next card was Le Mat, which is the only picture card to remain numberless, as if the character it depicts
         is in some sense outside the story. Childermass’s card shewed a man walking along
         a road beneath a summer tree. He had a stick to lean upon and another stick over his
         shoulder with a handkerchief bundle hanging from it. A little dog skipped after him.
         The figure was intended to represent the fool or jester of ancient times. He had a
         bell in his hat and ribbons at his knees which Childermass had coloured red and green.
         It appeared that Childermass did not know quite how to interpret this card. He considered
         a while and then turned over the next two cards: VIII. La Justice, a crowned woman holding a sword and a pair of scales; and The Two of Wands. The wands were crossed and might among other things be thought to represent a crossroads.
      

      
      Childermass let out a brief burst of laughter. “Well, well!” he said, crossing his
         arms and regarding Vinculus with some amusement. “This card here,” he tapped La Justice, “tells me you have weighed your choices and come to a decision. And this one,” he
         indicated The Two of Wands. “tells me what your decision is: you are going wandering. It seems I have wasted
         my time. You have already made up your mind to leave London. So many protestations,
         Vinculus, and yet you always intended to go!”
      

      
      Vinculus shrugged, as if to say, what did Childermass expect?

      
      The fifth card was the Valet de Coupe, the Page of Cups. One naturally thinks of a page as being a youthful person, but
         the picture shewed a mature man with bowed head. His hair was shaggy and his beard
         was thick. In his left hand he carried a heavy cup, yet it could not be that which
         gave such an odd, strained expression to his countenance – not unless it were the
         heaviest cup in the world. No, it must be some other burden, not immediately apparent. Owing to the materials which Childermass had been compelled to use to construct
         his cards this picture had a most peculiar look. It had been drawn upon the back of
         a letter and the writing shewed through the paper. The man’s clothes were a mass of
         scribble and even his face and hands bore parts of letters.
      

      
      Vinculus laughed when he saw it as though he recognized it. He gave the card three
         taps in friendly greeting. Perhaps it was this that made Childermass less certain
         than he had been before. “You have a message to deliver to someone,” he said in an
         uncertain tone.
      

      
      Vinculus nodded. “And will the next card shew me this person?” he asked.

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “Ah!” exclaimed Vinculus and turned over the sixth card himself.

      
      The sixth card was the Cavalier de Baton. The Knight of Wands. A man in a broad-brimmed hat sat upon a horse of a pale colour.
         The countryside through which he rode was indicated by a few rocks and tufts of grass
         at his horse’s hooves. His clothes were well-made and expensive-looking, but for some
         inexplicable reason he was carrying a heavy club. Even to call it a club was to make
         it sounder grander than it was. It was scarcely more than a thick branch torn from
         a tree or hedge; there were still twigs and leaves protruding from it.
      

      
      Vinculus picked up the card and studied it carefully.

      
      The seventh card was The Two of Swords. Childermass said nothing but immediately turned over the eighth card – Le Pendv, The Hanged Man. The ninth card was Le Monde, The World. It shewed a naked female figure dancing; in the four corners of the card
         were an angel, an eagle, a winged bull and a winged lion – the symbols of the evangelists.
      

      
      “You may expect a meeting,” said Childermass, “leading to an ordeal of some sort,
         perhaps even death. The cards do not say whether you survive or not, but whatever
         happens, this,” he touched the last card, “says that you will achieve your purpose.”
      

      
      “And do you know what I am now?” asked Vinculus.
      

      
      “Not exactly, but I know more of you than I did.”

      
      “You see that I am not like the others,” said Vinculus.

      
      “There is nothing here that says you are anything more than a charlatan,” said Childermass
         and he began to collect his cards.
      

      
      “Wait,” said Vinculus, “I will tell your fortune.”

      
      Vinculus took the cards and laid out nine. Then he turned them over one by one: XVIII La Lune, XVI La Maison Dieu reversed, The Nine of Swords, Valet de Baton, The Ten of Batons reversed, II La Papesse, X La Rove de Fortvne, The Two of Coins, The King of Cups. Vinculus looked at them. He picked up La Maison Dieu and examined it, but he said nothing at all.
      

      
      Childermass laughed. “You are right, Vinculus. You are not like the others. That is
         my life – there on the table. But you cannot read it. You are a strange creature –
         the very reverse of all the magicians of the last centuries. They were full of learning
         but had no talent. You have talent and no knowledge. You cannot profit by what you
         see.”
      

      
      Vinculus scratched his long, sallow cheek with his unclean fingernails.

      
      Childermass began again to gather up his cards, but once again Vinculus prevented
         him and indicated that they should lay out the cards again.
      

      
      “What?” asked Childermass in surprize. “I have told you your fortune. You have failed
         to tell me mine. What more is there?”
      

      
      “I am going to tell his fortune.”

      
      “Whose? Norrell’s? But you will not understand it.”

      
      “Shuffle the cards,” said Vinculus, stubbornly.

      
      So Childermass shuffled the cards and Vinculus took nine and laid them out. Then he
         turned over the first card. IIII. L’Emperevr. It shewed a king seated upon a throne in the open air with all the customary kingly
         accoutrements of crown and sceptre. Childermass leaned forward and examined it.
      

      
      “What is it?” asked Vinculus.

      
      “I do not seem to have copied this card very well. I never noticed before. The inking
         is badly done. The lines are thick and smudged so that the Emperor’s hair and robe
         appear almost black. And someone has left a dirty thumbprint over the eagle. The Emperor
         should be an older man than this. I have drawn a young man. Are you going to hazard
         an interpretation?”
      

      
      “No,” said Vinculus and indicated by a contemptuous thrust of his chin that Childermass
         should turn the next card.
      

      
      IIII. L’Emperevr.
      

      
      There was a short silence.

      
      “That is not possible,” said Childermass. “There are not two Emperors in this pack.
         I know there are not.”
      

      
      If anything the king was younger and fiercer than before. His hair and robes were
         black and the crown upon his head had become a thin band of pale metal. There was
         no trace of the thumbprint upon the card, but the great bird in the corner was now
         decidedly black and it had cast off its eagle-like aspects and settled itself into
         a shape altogether more English: it had become a raven.
      

      
      Childermass turned over the third card. IIII. L’Emperevr. And the fourth. IIII. L’Emperevr. By the fifth the number and name of the card had disappeared, but the picture remained
         the same: a young, dark-haired king at whose feet strutted a great, black bird. Childermass
         turned over each and every card. He even examined the remainder of the pack, but in
         his anxiety to see he fumbled and the cards somehow fell everywhere. Black Kings crowded
         about Childermass, spinning in the cold, grey air. Upon each card was the same figure
         with the same pale, unforgiving gaze.
      

      
      “There!” said Vinculus softly. “That is what you may tell the magician of Hanover-square!
         That is his past and his present and his future!”
      

      
      Needless to say when Childermass returned to Hanover-square and told Mr Norrell what
         had occurred, Mr Norrell was very angry. That Vinculus should continue to defy Mr
         Norrell was bad enough; that he should claim to have a book and Mr Norrell not be
         able read it was considerably worse; but that he should pretend to tell Mr Norrell’s
         fortune and threaten him with pictures of Black Kings was absolutely unbearable.
      

      
      [image: Images]

      
      “He tricked you!” declared Mr Norrell, angrily. “He hid your own cards and supplanted
         them with a deck of his own. I am amazed you were so taken in!”
      

      
      “Quite,” agreed Mr Lascelles, regarding Childermass coldly.

      
      “Oh, to be sure, Vinculus is nothing but conjuring tricks,” agreed Drawlight. “But
         still I should have liked to have seen it. I am as fond as any thing of Vinculus.
         I wish you had told me, Mr Childermass, that you were going to see him. I would have
         come with you.”
      

      
      Childermass ignored Lascelles and Drawlight and addressed Mr Norrell. “Even supposing
         that he is an able enough conjuror to perform such a trick – which I am very far from
         allowing – how was he to know I possessed such a thing as a pack of Marseilles cards?
         How was he to know when you did not?”
      

      
      “Aye, and it was as well for you that I did not know! Telling fortunes with picture
         cards – it is everything I despise! Oh, it has been a very ill-managed business from
         start to finish!”
      

      
      “And what of this book that the sorcerer claims to have?” asked Lascelles.

      
      “Yes, indeed,” said Mr Norrell. “That odd prophecy. I dare say it is nothing, yet
         there were one or two expressions which suggested great antiquity. I believe it would
         be best if I examined that book.”
      

      
      “Well, Mr Childermass?” asked Lascelles.

      
      “I do not know where he keeps it.”

      
      “Then we suggest you find out.”

      
      So Childermass set spies to follow Vinculus and the first and most surprizing discovery
         they made was that Vinculus was married. Indeed he was a great deal more married than
         most people. His wives were five in number and they were scattered throughout the
         various parishes of London and the surrounding towns and villages. The eldest was
         forty-five and the youngest fifteen and each was entirely ignorant of the existence of the other four. Childermass
         contrived to meet with each of them in turn. To two of them he appeared in the character
         of the unlikely milliner; to another he presented himself as a customs officer; for
         the benefit of the fourth he became a drunken, gambling rogue; and he told the fifth
         that, though he appeared to the world to be a servant of the great Mr Norrell of Hanover-square,
         he was in secret a magician himself. Two tried to rob him; one said she would tell
         him any thing he wanted to know as long as he paid for her gin; one tried to make
         him go with her to a Methodist prayer meeting; and the fifth, much to everyone’s surprize,
         fell in love with him. But in the end all his playacting was for nothing because none
         of them were even aware that Vinculus possessed such a thing as a book, let alone
         where he kept it.
      

      
      Mr Norrell refused to believe this and in his private study on the second floor he
         cast spells and peered into a silver dish of water, examining the lodgings of Vinculus’s
         five wives, but nowhere was there any thing resembling a book.
      

      
      Meanwhile on the floor above, in a little room set aside for his own particular use,
         Childermass laid out his cards. The cards had all returned to their original form,
         except for The Emperevr who had not shaken off his Raven-Kingish look. Certain cards appeared over and over
         again, among them The Ace of Cups – an ecclesiastical-looking chalice of such elaborate design that it more resembled
         a walled city on a stalk – and II. La Papesse. According to Childermass’s way of thinking both these cards stood for something
         hidden. The suit of Wands also appeared with quite unwonted frequency, but they were
         always in the higher numbers, the Seven, the Eight, the Nine and Ten. The more Childermass
         gazed at these rows of wands the more they appeared to him to be lines of writing.
         Yet at the same time they were a barrier, an obstacle to understanding, and so Childermass
         came to believe that Vinculus’s book, whatever it was, was in an unknown language.
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The Knight of Wands

      
      February 1808

      
      Jonathan Strange was a very different sort of person from his father. He was not avaricious;
         he was not proud; he was not ill-tempered and disagreeable. But though he had no striking
         vices, his virtues were perhaps almost as hard to define. At the pleasure parties
         of Weymouth and in the drawing-rooms of Bath he was regularly declared to be “the
         most charming man in the world” by the fashionable people he met there, but all that
         they meant by this was that he talked well, danced well, and hunted and gambled as
         much as a gentleman should.
      

      
      In person he was rather tall and his figure was considered good. Some people thought
         him handsome, but this was not by any means the universal opinion. His face had two
         faults: a long nose and an ironic expression. It is also true that his hair had a
         reddish tinge and, as everybody knows, no one with red hair can ever truly be said
         to be handsome.
      

      
      At the time of his father’s death he was much taken up with a scheme to persuade a
         certain young lady to marry him. When he arrived home from Shrewsbury on the day of
         his father’s death and the servants told him the news, his first thoughts were to
         wonder how his suit would be affected. Was she more likely to say yes now? Or less?
      

      
      This marriage ought to have been the easiest matter in the world to arrange. Their
         friends all approved the match and the lady’s brother – her only relation – was scarcely
         less ardent in wishing for it than Jonathan Strange himself. True, Laurence Strange
         had objected strongly to the lady’s poverty, but he had put it out of his power to
         make any serious difficulty when he froze himself to death.
      

      
      But, though Jonathan Strange had been the acknowledged suitor of this young lady for
         some months, the engagement – hourly expected by all their acquaintance – did not
         follow. It was not that she did not love him; he was quite certain that she did, but
         sometimes it seemed as if she had fallen in love with him for the sole purpose of
         quarrelling with him. He was quite at a loss to account for it. He believed that he
         had done everything she wanted in the way of reforming his behaviour. His card-playing
         and other sorts of gambling had dwindled away almost to nothing and he drank very
         little now – scarcely more than a bottle a day. He had told her that he had no objection
         to going to church more if that would please her – as often, say, as once a week –
         twice, if she would like it better – but she said that she would leave such matters
         to his own conscience, that they were not the sort of thing that could be dictated
         by another person. He knew that she disliked his frequent visits to Bath, Brighton,
         Weymouth and Cheltenham and he assured her that she had nothing to fear from the women
         in those places – doubtless they were very charming, but they were nothing to him.
         She said that was not what concerned her. That had not even occurred to her. It was just that she wished he could find a better
         way to occupy his time. She did not mean to moralize and no one loved a holiday better
         than her, but perpetual holidays! Was that really what he wanted? Did that make him
         happy?
      

      
      He told her that he quite agreed with her and in the past year he had continually
         been forming plans to take up this or that profession or regular train of study. The
         plans themselves were very good. He thought he might seek out a destitute poetic genius
         and become his patron; he thought he would study law; look for fossils on the beach
         at Lyme Regis; buy an ironworks; study iron-founding; ask a fellow he knew about new
         methods of agriculture; study theology; and finish reading a fascinating work on engineering
         which he was almost certain he had put down on a little table at the furthest corner
         of his father’s library two or three years ago. But to each of these projected courses
         some formidable obstacle was found to exist. Destitute poetic geniuses were harder
         to come by than he had imagined;1 lawbooks were dull; he could not remember the name of the fellow who knew about agriculture;
         and the day that he intended to start for Lyme Regis it was raining heavily.
      

      
      And so on and so on. He told the young lady that he heartily wished that he had gone
         into the Navy years ago. Nothing in the world would have suited him so well! But his
         father would never have agreed to it and he was twenty-eight now. It was far too late
         to take up a naval career.
      

      
      The name of this curiously dissatisfied young woman was Arabella Woodhope and she
         was the daughter of the late curate of St Swithin’s in Clunbury.2 At the time of Laurence Strange’s death she was paying an extended visit to some
         friends in the Gloucestershire village where her brother was a curate. Her letter
         of condolence reached Strange on the morning of the funeral. It expressed everything
         that was proper – sympathy for his loss tempered by an understanding of the elder
         Mr Strange’s many failings as a parent. But there was something more besides. She
         was concerned about him. She regretted her absence from Shropshire. She did not like
         him being alone and friendless at such a time.
      

      
      His mind was made up upon the instant. He could not imagine that he was ever likely
         to find himself in a more advantageous situation. She would never be more full of
         anxious tenderness than she was at this moment and he would never be richer. (He could
         not quite believe that she was as indifferent to his wealth as she claimed.) He supposed
         he ought to allow a proper interval between his father’s funeral and his proposal
         of marriage. Three days seemed about right, so on the morning of the fourth day he
         ordered his valet to pack his clothes and his groom to make his horse ready and he
         set off for Gloucestershire.
      

      
      He took with him the new manservant. He had spoken at length to this man and had found
         him to be energetic, resourceful and able. The new manservant was delighted to be
         chosen (though his vain spirit told him that this was the most natural thing in the
         world). But now that the new manservant has passed the giant-toppling stage of his
         career – now that he has, as it were, stepped out of myth and into the workaday world,
         it will perhaps be found more convenient to give him his name like an ordinary mortal.
         His name was Jeremy Johns.
      

      
      Upon the first day they endured nothing but the commonplace adventures which befall
         any traveller: they quarrelled with a man who set his dog to bark at them for no reason
         and there was an alarm about Strange’s horse which began to shew signs of being sickly and which then,
         upon further investigation, was discovered to be in perfect health. On the morning
         of the second day they were riding through a pretty landscape of gently sloping hills,
         winter woods and prosperous-looking, tidy farms. Jeremy Johns was occupied in practising
         the correct degree of haughtiness for the servant of a gentleman newly come into an
         extensive property and Jonathan Strange was thinking about Miss Woodhope.
      

      
      Now that the day had arrived when he was to see her again he began to have some doubts
         of his reception. He was glad to think she was with her brother – dear, good Henry
         who saw nothing but good in the match and who, Strange was quite certain, never failed
         to encourage his sister to think favourably of it. But he had some doubts about the
         friends with whom she was staying. They were a clergyman and his wife. He knew nothing
         of them, but he had the natural distrust that a young, rich, self-indulgent man feels
         for members of the clergy. Who could say what notions of extraordinary virtue and
         unnecessary self-sacrifice they might be daily imparting to her?
      

      
      The low sun cast immense shadows. Ice and frost sparkled upon the branches of the
         trees and in hollows of the fields. Catching sight of a man ploughing a field, he
         was reminded of the families who lived upon his land and whose welfare had always
         been cause for concern to Miss Woodhope. An ideal conversation began to develop in
         his head. And what are your intentions regarding your tenants? she would ask – Intentions? he would say – Yes, she would say. How will you ease their burdens? Your father took every penny he could from them.
            He made their lives miserable – I know he did, Strange would say, I have never defended my father’s actions – Have you lowered the rents yet? she would say. Have you talked to the parish council? Have you thought about almshouses for the old
            people and a school for the children?

      
      “It is really quite unreasonable for her to be talking of rents, almhouses and a school,”
         thought Strange gloomily. “After all, my father only died last Tuesday.”
      

      
      “Well, that is odd!” remarked Jeremy Johns.
      

      
      “Hmmm?” said Strange. He discovered that they had halted at a white gate. At the side
         of the road was a neat little white-painted cottage. It was newly built and had six
         sides and Gothic windows.
      

      
      “Where is the toll-keeper?” asked Jeremy Johns.

      
      “Hmmm?” said Strange.

      
      “It is a tollhouse, sir. See, there is the board with the list of money to pay. But
         there is no one about. Shall I leave them sixpence?”
      

      
      “Yes, yes. As you wish.”

      
      So Jeremy Johns left the toll upon the doorstep of the cottage and opened the gate
         so that Strange and he could pass through. A hundred yards further on they entered
         a village. There was an ancient stone church with winter’s golden light upon it, an
         avenue of ancient, twisted hornbeams that led somewhere or other, and twenty or so
         neat stone cottages with smoke rising up from their chimneys. A stream ran by the
         side of the road. It was bordered by dry, yellow grasses with pendants of ice hanging
         from them.
      

      
      “Where are all the people?” said Jeremy.

      
      “What?” said Strange. He looked around and saw two little girls looking out of a cottage
         window. “There,” he said.
      

      
      “No, sir. Those are children. I meant grown-ups. I do not see any.”

      
      This was true; there were none to be seen. There were some chickens strutting about,
         a cat sitting on some straw in an ancient cart and some horses in a field, but no
         people. Yet as soon as Strange and Jeremy Johns left the village, the reason for this
         queer state of affairs became apparent. A hundred yards or so from the last house
         in the village a crowd was gathered round a winter hedge. They carried an assortment
         of weapons – billhooks, sickles, sticks and guns. It was a very odd picture, both
         sinister and a little ridiculous. Any one would have thought that the village had
         decided to make war upon hawthorn bushes and elder-trees. The low winter sun shone
         full upon the villagers, gilding their clothes and weapons and their strange, intent
         expressions. Long, blue shadows streamed behind them. They were completely silent and whenever one of them
         moved, he did so with great care as though afraid of making a noise.
      

      
      As they rode by, Strange and Jeremy stood up in the stirrups and craned their necks
         to catch a glimpse of whatever it was that the villagers were looking at.
      

      
      “Well, that is odd!” exclaimed Jeremy when they were past. “There was nothing there!”

      
      “No,” said Strange, “there was a man. I am not surprized you could not see him. At
         first I took him for a hedge-root, but it was definitely a man – a grey, gaunt, weather-worn
         man – a man remarkably like a hedge-root, but a man nevertheless.”
      

      
      The road led them into a dark winter wood. Jeremy John’s curiosity had been excited
         and he wondered who the man could be and what the villagers were intending to do to
         him. Strange answered once or twice at random, but soon fell to thinking of Miss Woodhope.
      

      
      “It will be best to avoid discussing the changes brought on by my father’s death,”
         he thought. “It is altogether too dangerous. I will begin with light, indifferent
         subjects – the adventures of this journey for example. Now, what has happened that
         will amuse her?” He looked up. Dark, dripping trees surrounded him. “There must have
         been something.” He remembered a windmill he had seen near Hereford with a child’s
         red cloak caught up on one of the sails. As the sails turned the cloak was one moment
         being dragged through the slush and the mud and the next flying through the air like
         a vivid scarlet flag. “Like an allegory of something or other. Then I can tell her
         about the empty village and the children at the window peeping out between the curtains,
         one with a doll in her hand and the other with a wooden horse. Next come the silent
         crowd with their weapons and the man beneath the hedge.”
      

      
      Oh! she was certain to say, Poor man! What happened to him? – I do not know, Strange would say. But surely you stayed to help him, she would say. No, Strange would say. Oh!, she would say …
      

      
      “Wait!” cried Strange, reining in his horse. “This will not do at all! We must go
         back. I do not feel easy in my mind about the man under the hedge.”
      

      
      “Oh!” cried Jeremy Johns, in relief. “I am very glad to hear you say so, sir. Neither
         am I.”
      

      
      “I don’t suppose you thought to bring a set of pistols, did you?” said Strange.

      
      “No, sir.”

      
      “D—!” said Strange and then flinched a little, because Miss Woodhope did not approve
         of oaths. “What about a knife? Something of that sort?”
      

      
      “No, nothing, sir. But do not fret.” Jeremy jumped off his horse and went delving
         about in the undergrowth. “I can make us some clubs out of these branches which will
         do almost as well as pistols.”
      

      
      There were some stout branches which someone had cut from a coppice of trees and left
         lying on the ground. Jeremy picked one up and offered it to Strange. It was scarcely
         a club, more a branch with twigs growing out of it.
      

      
      “Well,” said Strange, doubtfully, “I suppose that it is better than nothing.”

      
      Jeremy equipped himself with another branch just the same, and, thus armed, they rode
         back to the village and the silent crowd of people.
      

      
      “You there!” cried Strange, singling out a man dressed in a shepherd’s smock with
         a number of knitted shawls tied over it and a wide-brimmed hat upon his head. He made
         a few flourishing gestures with his club in what he hoped was a threatening manner.
      

      
      “What … ?”

      
      Upon the instant several of the crowd turned together and put their fingers to their
         lips.
      

      
      Another man came up to Strange. He was dressed rather more respectably than the first
         in a coat of brown cord. He touched his fingers to his hat and said very softly, “Beg
         pardon, sir, but could not you take the horses further off? They stamp their feet and breathe very loud.”
      

      
      “But …” began Strange.

      
      “Hush, sir!” whispered the man, “Your voice. It is too loud. You will wake him up!”

      
      “Wake him up? Who?”

      
      “The man under the hedge, sir. He is a magician. Did you never hear that if you wake
         a magician before his time, you risk bringing his dreams out of his head into the
         world?”
      

      
      “And who knows what horrors he is dreaming of!” agreed another man, in a whisper.

      
      “But how …” began Strange. Once again several people among the crowd turned and frowned
         indignantly at him and made signs that he was to speak more softly.
      

      
      “But how do you know he is a magician?” he whispered.

      
      “Oh! He has been in Monk Gretton for the past two days, sir. He tells everyone he
         is a magician. On the first day he tricked some of our children into stealing pies
         and beer from their mothers’ larders, saying that they were for the Queen of the Fairies.
         Yesterday he was found wandering in the grounds of Farwater Hall, which is our great
         house here, sir. Mrs Morrow – whose property it is – hired him to tell her fortune,
         but all he said was that her son, Captain Morrow, has been shot dead by the French
         – and now, poor lady, she has lain down upon her bed and says she will lie there until
         she dies. And so, sir, we have had enough of this man. We mean to make him go. And
         if he will not, we shall send him to the workhouse.”
      

      
      “Well, that seems most reasonable,” whispered Strange. “But what I do not understand
         is …”
      

      
      Just at that moment the man under the hedge opened his eyes. The crowd gave a sort
         of soft, communal gasp and several people took a step or two backwards.
      

      
      The man extracted himself from the hedge. This was no easy task because various parts
         of it – hawthorn twigs, elder branches, strands of ivy, mistletoe and witches’ broom
         – had insinuated themselves among his clothes, limbs and hair during the night or glued themselves
         to him with ice. He sat up. He did not seem in the least surprized to find he had
         an audience; indeed one would almost have supposed from his behaviour that he had
         been expecting it. He looked at them all and gave several disparaging sniffs and snorts.
      

      
      He ran his fingers through his hair, removing dead leaves, bits of twig and half a
         dozen earwigs. “I reached out my hand,” he muttered to no one in particular. “England’s
         rivers turned and flowed the other way.” He loosened his neckcloth and fished out
         some spiders which had taken up residence inside his shirt. In doing so, he revealed
         that his neck and throat were ornamented with an odd pattern of blue lines, dots,
         crosses and circles. Then he wrapped his neckcloth back about his neck and, having
         thus completed his toilet to his satisfaction, he rose to his feet.
      

      
      “My name is Vinculus,” he declared. Considering that he had just spent a night under
         a hedge his voice was remarkably loud and clear. “For ten days I have been walking
         westwards in search of a man who is destined to be a great magician. Ten days ago
         I was shewn a picture of this man and now by certain mystic signs I see that it is
         you!”
      

      
      Everyone looked around to see who he meant.

      
      The man in the shepherd’s smock and the knitted shawls came up to Strange and plucked
         at his coat. “It is you, sir,” he said.
      

      
      “Me?” said Strange.

      
      Vinculus approached Strange.

      
      
         
         “Two magicians shall appear in England,” he said.
         

         
         “The first shall fear me; the second shall long to behold me;

         
         The first shall be governed by thieves and murderers; the second shall conspire at
               his own destruction;

         
         The first shall bury his heart in a dark wood beneath the snow, yet still feel its
               ache;

         
         The second shall see his dearest possession in his enemy’s hand …”
         

         
      

      
      “I see,” interrupted Strange. “And which am I, the first or the second? No, do not
         tell me. It does not matter. Both sound entirely dreadful. For someone who is anxious
         that I should become a magician, I must say you do not make the life sound very appealing.
         I hope to be married soon and a life spent in dark woods surrounded by thieves and
         murderers would be inconvenient to say the least. I suggest you chuse someone else.”
      

      
      “I did not chuse you, Magician! You were chosen long ago.”

      
      “Well, whoever it was, they will be disappointed.”

      
      Vinculus ignored this remark and took a firm grasp of the bridle of Strange’s horse
         as a precaution against his riding off. He then proceeded to recite in its entirety
         the prophecy which he had already performed for the benefit of Mr Norrell in the library
         at Hanover-square.
      

      
      Strange received it with a similar degree of enthusiasm and when it was done, he leant
         down from his horse and said very slowly and distinctly, “I do not know any magic!”
      

      
      Vinculus paused. He looked as if he was prepared to concede that this might be a legitimate
         obstacle to Strange’s becoming a great magician. Happily the solution occurred to
         him immediately; he stuck his hand into the breast of his coat and pulled out some
         sheets of paper with bits of straw sticking to them. “Now,” he said, looking even
         more mysterious and impressive than before, “I have here some spells which … No, no!
         I cannot give them to you!” (Strange had reached out to take them.) “They are precious objects.
         I endured years of torment and suffered great ordeals in order to possess them.”
      

      
      “How much?” said Strange.

      
      “Seven shillings and sixpence,” said Vinculus.

      
      “Very well.”

      
      “Surely you do not intend to give him any money, sir?” asked Jeremy Johns.

      
      “If it will stop him talking to me, then, yes, certainly.”

      
      Meanwhile the crowd was regarding Strange and Jeremy Johns in no very friendly manner. Their appearance had coincided more or less with Vinculus’s
         waking and the villagers were starting to wonder if they might not be two apparitions
         from Vinculus’s dreams. The villagers began to accuse one another of having woken
         Vinculus up. They were just starting to quarrel about it when an official-looking
         person in an important-looking hat arrived and informed Vinculus that he must go to
         the workhouse as a pauper. Vinculus retorted that he would do no such thing as he
         was not a pauper any longer – he had seven shillings and sixpence! And he dangled
         the money in the man’s face in a very impertinent fashion. Just as a fight seemed
         certain to ensue from one cause or another, peace was suddenly restored to the village
         of Monk Gretton by the simple expedient of Vinculus turning and walking off one way
         and Strange and Jeremy Johns riding off another.
      

      
      Towards five o’clock they arrived at an inn in the village of S—near Gloucester. So
         little hope had Strange that his meeting with Miss Woodhope would be productive of
         any thing but misery to them both that he thought he would put it off until the following
         morning. He ordered a good dinner and went and sat down by the fire in a comfortable
         chair with a newspaper. But he soon discovered that comfort and tranquillity were
         poor substitutes for Miss Woodhope’s company and so he cancelled the dinner and went
         immediately to the house of Mr and Mrs Redmond in order to begin being unhappy as
         soon as possible. He found only the ladies at home, Mrs Redmond and Miss Woodhope.
      

      
      Lovers are rarely the most rational beings in creation and so it will come as no surprize
         to my readers to discover that Strange’s musings concerning Miss Woodhope had produced
         a most inexact portrait of her. Though his imaginary conversations might be said to
         describe her opinions, they were no guide at all to her disposition and manners. It was not her habit to harass recently bereaved persons with demands that they build schools
         and almshouses. Nor did she find fault with everything they said. She was not so unnatural.
      

      
      She greeted him in a very different manner from the cross, scolding young lady of
         his imaginings. Far from demanding that he immediately undo every wrong his father
         had ever done, she behaved with particular kindness towards him and seemed altogether
         delighted to see him.
      

      
      She was about twenty-two years of age. In repose her looks were only moderately pretty.
         There was very little about her face and figure that was in any way remarkable, but
         it was the sort of face which, when animated by conversation or laughter, is completely
         transformed. She had a lively disposition, a quick mind and a fondness for the comical.
         She was always very ready to smile and, since a smile is the most becoming ornament
         that any lady can wear, she had been known upon occasion to outshine women who were
         acknowledged beauties in three counties.
      

      
      Her friend, Mrs Redmond, was a kindly, placid creature of forty-five. She was not
         rich, widely travelled or particularly clever. Under other circumstances she would
         have been puzzled to know what to say to a man of the world like Jonathan Strange,
         but happily his father had just died and that provided a subject.
      

      
      “I dare say you are a great deal occupied just now, Mr Strange,” she said. “I remember
         when my own father died, there was a world of things to do. He left so many bequests.
         There were some china jugs that used to stand upon the kitchen mantelpiece at home.
         My father wished a jug to be given to each of our old servants. But the descriptions
         of the jugs in his will were most confusing and no one could tell which jug was meant
         for which person. And then the servants quarrelled and they all desired to be given
         the yellow jug with pink roses. Oh! I thought I would never be done with those bequests.
         Did your father leave many bequests, Mr Strange?”
      

      
      “No, madam. None. He hated everybody.”

      
      “Ah! That is fortunate, is it not? And what shall you do now?”

      
      “Do?” echoed Strange.

      
      “Miss Woodhope says your poor, dear father bought and sold things. Shall you do the
         same?”
      

      
      “No, madam. If I have my way – and I believe I shall – my father’s business will all
         be wound up as soon as possible.”
      

      
      “Oh! But then I dare say you will be a good deal taken up with farming? Miss Woodhope
         says your estate is a large one.”
      

      
      “It is, madam. But I have tried farming and I find it does not suit me.”

      
      “Ah!” said Mrs Redmond, wisely.

      
      There was a silence. Mrs Redmond’s clock ticked and the coals shifted in the grate.
         Mrs Redmond began to pull about some embroidery silks that lay in her lap and had
         got into a fearful knot. Then her black cat mistook this activity for a game and stalked
         along the sopha and tried to catch at the silks. Arabella laughed and caught up the
         cat and started to play with it. This was exactly the sort of tranquil domestic scene
         that Strange had set his heart upon (though he did not want Mrs Redmond and was undecided
         about the cat) and it was all the more desirable in his eyes since he had never met
         with anything other than coldness and disagreeableness in his childhood home. The
         question was: how to persuade Arabella that it was what she wanted too? A sort of
         inspiration came over him and he suddenly addressed Mrs Redmond again. “In short,
         madam, I do not think that I shall have the time. I am going to study magic.”
      

      
      “Magic!” exclaimed Arabella, looking at him in surprize.

      
      She seemed about to question him further, but at this highly interesting moment Mr
         Redmond was heard in the hall. He was accompanied by his curate, Henry Woodhope –
         the same Henry Woodhope who was both brother to Arabella and childhood friend to Jonathan
         Strange. Naturally there were introductions and explanations to get through (Henry
         Woodhope had not known Strange was coming) and for the moment Strange’s unexpected
         announcement was forgotten.
      

      
      The gentlemen were just come from a parish meeting and as soon as everyone was seated
         again in the drawing-room, Mr Redmond and Henry imparted various items of parish news
         to Mrs Redmond and Arabella. Then they inquired about Strange’s journey, the state of
         the roads and how the farmers got on in Shropshire, Herefordshire and Gloucestershire
         (these being the counties Strange had travelled through). At seven o’clock the tea
         things were brought in. In the silence that followed, while they were all eating and
         drinking, Mrs Redmond remarked to her husband, “Mr Strange is going to be a magician,
         my love.” She spoke as if it were the most natural thing in the world, because to
         her it was.
      

      
      “A magician?” said Henry, quite astonished. “Why should you want to do that?”

      
      Strange paused. He did not wish to tell his real reason – which was to impress Arabella
         with his determination to do something sober and scholarly – and so he fell back upon
         the only other explanation he could think of. “I met a man under a hedge at Monk Gretton
         who told me that I was a magician.”
      

      
      Mr Redmond laughed, approving the joke. “Excellent!” he said.

      
      “Did you, indeed?” said Mrs Redmond.

      
      “I do not understand,” said Henry Woodhope.

      
      “You do not believe me, I suppose?” said Strange to Arabella.

      
      “Oh, on the contrary, Mr Strange!” said Arabella with an amused smile. “It is all
         of a piece with your usual way of doing things. It is quite as strong a foundation
         for a career as I should expect from you.”
      

      
      Henry said, “But if you are going to take up a profession – and I cannot see why you
         should want one at all, now that you have come into your property – surely you can
         chuse something better than magic! It has no practical application.”
      

      
      “Oh, but I think you are wrong!” said Mr Redmond. “There is that gentleman in London
         who confounds the French by sending them illusions! I forget his name. What is it
         that he calls his theory? Modern magic?”
      

      
      “But how is that different from the old-fashioned sort?” wondered Mrs Redmond. “And
         which will you do, Mr Strange?”
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      “Yes, do tell us, Mr Strange,” said Arabella, with an arch look. “Which will you do?”
      

      
      “A little of both, Miss Woodhope. A little of both!” Turning to Mrs Redmond, he said,
         “I purchased three spells from the man under the hedge. Should you like to see one,
         madam?”
      

      
      “Oh, yes, indeed!”

      
      “Miss Woodhope?” asked Strange.

      
      “What are they for?”

      
      “I do not know. I have not read them yet.” Jonathan Strange took the three spells
         Vinculus had given him out of his breast pocket and gave them to her to look at.
      

      
      “They are very dirty,” said Arabella.

      
      “Oh! We magicians do not regard a little dirt. Besides I dare say they are very old.
         Ancient, mysterious spells such as these are often …”
      

      
      “The date is written at the top of them. 2nd February 1808. That is two weeks ago.”

      
      “Indeed? I had not observed.”

      
      “Two Spells to Make an Obstinate Man leave London,” read Arabella. “I wonder why the magician would want to make people leave London?”
      

      
      “I do not know. There are certainly too many people in London, but it seems a great
         deal of work to make them leave one at a time.”
      

      
      “But these are horrible! Full of ghosts and horrors! Making them think that they are
         about to meet their one true love, when in truth the spell does nothing of the sort!”
      

      
      “Let me see!” Strange snatched back the offending spells. He examined them rapidly
         and said, “I promise you I knew nothing of their content when I purchased them – nothing
         whatsoever. The truth is that the man I bought them from was a vagabond and quite
         destitute. With the money I gave him he was able to escape the workhouse.”
      

      
      “Well, I am glad of that. But his spells are still horrible and I hope you will not
         use them.”
      

      
      “But what of the last spell? One Spell to Discover what My Enemy is doing Presently. I think you can have no objection to that? Let me do the last spell.”
      

      
      “But will it work? You do not have any enemies, do you?”

      
      “None that I know of. And so there can be no harm in attempting it, can there?”

      
      The instructions called for a mirror and some dead flowers,3 so Strange and Henry lifted a mirror off the wall and laid it upon the table. The
         flowers were more difficult; it was February and the only flowers Mrs Redmond possessed
         were some dried lavender, roses and thyme.
      

      
      “Will these do?” she asked Strange.

      
      He shrugged. “Who knows? Now …” He studied the instructions again. “The flowers must
         be placed around, like so. And then I draw a circle upon the mirror with my finger
         like this. And quarter the circle. Strike the mirror thrice and say these words …”
      

      
      “Strange,” said Henry Woodhope, “where did you get this nonsense?”

      
      “From the man under the hedge. Henry, you do not listen.”

      
      “And he seemed honest, did he?”

      
      “Honest? No, not particularly. He seemed, I would say, cold. Yes, ‘cold’ is a good
         word to describe him and ‘hungry’ another.”
      

      
      “And how much did you pay for these spells?”

      
      “Henry!” said his sister. “Did you not just hear Mr Strange say that he bought them
         as an act of charity?”
      

      
      Strange was absent-mindedly drawing circles upon the surface of the mirror and quartering
         them. Arabella, who was sitting next to him, gave a sudden start of surprize. Strange
         looked down.
      

      
      “Good God!” he cried.

      
      In the mirror was the image of a room, but it was not Mrs Redmond’s drawing-room.
         It was a small room, furnished not extravagantly but very well. The ceiling – which
         was high – gave the idea of its being a small apartment within a large and perhaps
         rather grand house. There were bookcases full of books and other books lay about on
         tables. There was a good fire in the fireplace and candles on the desk. A man worked
         at a desk. He was perhaps fifty and was dressed very plainly in a grey coat. He was
         a quiet, unremarkable sort of man in an old-fashioned wig. Several books lay open
         on his desk and he read a little in some and wrote a little in others.
      

      
      “Mrs Redmond! Henry!” cried Arabella. “Come quickly! See what Mr Strange has done!”

      
      “But who in the world is he?” asked Strange, mystified. He lifted the mirror and looked
         under it, apparently with the idea that he might discover there a tiny gentleman in
         a grey coat, ready to be questioned. When the mirror was replaced upon the table the
         vision of the other room and the other man was still there. They could hear no sounds
         from the other room but the flames of the fire danced in the grate and the man, with
         his glinting spectacles on his nose, turned his head from one book to another.
      

      
      “Why is he your enemy?” asked Arabella.

      
      “I have not the least idea.”

      
      “Do you owe him money, perhaps?” asked Mr Redmond.

      
      “I do not think so.”
      

      
      “He could be a banker. It looks a little like a counting house,” suggested Arabella.

      
      Strange began to laugh. “Well, Henry, you can cease frowning at me. If I am a magician,
         I am a very indifferent one. Other adepts summon up fairy-spirits and long-dead kings.
         I appear to have conjured the spirit of a banker.”
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      “Can a magician kill a man by magic?” Lord
Wellington asked Strange. Strange frowned.
He seemed to dislike the question. “I suppose
a magician might,” he admitted, “but a
gentleman never could.”
      

      
      

      
   
      
      23
The Shadow House

      
      July 1809

      
      On a summer’s day in 1809 two riders were travelling along a dusty country lane in
         Wiltshire. The sky was of a deep, brilliant blue, and beneath it England lay sketched
         in deep shadows and in hazy reflections of the sky’s fierce light. A great horse-chestnut
         leant over the road and made a pool of black shadow, and when the two riders reached
         the shadow it swallowed them up so that nothing remained of them except their voices.
      

      
      “… and how long will it be before you consider publication?” said one. “For you must,
         you know. I have been considering the matter and I believe it is the first duty of
         every modern magician to publish. I am surprized Norrell does not publish.”
      

      
      “I dare say he will in time,” said the other. “As to my publishing, who would wish
         to read what I have written? These days, when Norrell performs a new miracle every
         week, I cannot suppose that the work of a purely theoretical magician would be of much interest to any body.”
      

      
      “Oh! You are too modest,” said the first voice. “You must not leave every thing to
         Norrell. Norrell cannot do every thing.”
      

      
      “But he can. He does,” sighed the second voice.

      
      How pleasant to meet old friends! For it is Mr Honeyfoot and Mr Segundus. Yet why
         do we find them on horseback? – a kind of exercise which agrees with neither of them
         and which neither takes regularly, Mr Honeyfoot being too old and Mr Segundus too poor. And on such a day
         as this! So hot that it will make Mr Honeyfoot first sweat, and then itch, and then
         break out in red pimples; a day of such dazzling brightness that it is certain to
         bring on one of Mr Segundus’s headachs. And what are they doing in Wiltshire?
      

      
      It had so happened that, in the course of his labours on behalf of the little stone
         figure and the girl with the ivy-leaves in her hair, Mr Honeyfoot had discovered something.
         He believed that he had identified the murderer as an Avebury man. So he had come
         to Wiltshire to look at some old documents in Avebury parish church. “For,” as he
         had explained to Mr Segundus, “if I discover who he was, then perhaps it may lead me to discover who was the girl and what dark impulse
         drove him to destroy her.” Mr Segundus had gone with his friend and had looked at
         all the documents and helped him unpick the old Latin. But, though Mr Segundus loved
         old documents (no one loved them more) and though he put great faith in what they
         could achieve, he secretly doubted that seven Latin words five centuries old could
         explain a man’s life. But Mr Honeyfoot was all optimism. Then it occurred to Mr Segundus
         that, as they were already in Wiltshire, they should take the opportunity to visit
         the Shadow House which stood in that county and which neither of them had ever seen.
      

      
      Most of us remember hearing of the Shadow House in our schoolrooms. The name conjures
         up vague notions of magic and ruins yet few of us have any very clear recollection
         of why it is so important. The truth is that historians of magic still argue over
         its significance – and some will be quick to tell you that it is of no significance
         whatsoever. No great events in English magical history took place there; furthermore,
         of the two magicians who lived in the house, one was a charlatan and the other was
         a woman – neither attribute likely to recommend its possessor to the gentleman-magicians
         and gentleman-historians of recent years– and yet for two centuries the Shadow House
         has been known as one of the most magical places in England.
      

      
      It was built in the sixteenth century by Gregory Absalom, court magician to King Henry VIII and to Queens Mary and Elizabeth. If we measure a magician’s
         success by how much magic he does, then Absalom was no magician at all, for his spells
         hardly ever took effect. However, if instead we examine the amount of money a magician
         makes and allow that to be our yardstick, then Absalom was certainly one of the greatest
         English magicians who ever lived, for he was born in poverty and died a very rich
         man.
      

      
      One of his boldest achievements was to persuade the King of Denmark to pay a great
         handful of diamonds for a spell which, Absalom claimed, would turn the flesh of the
         King of Sweden into water. Naturally the spell did nothing of the sort, but with the
         money he got for half these jewels Absalom built the Shadow House. He furnished it
         with Turkey carpets and Venetian mirrors and glass and a hundred other beautiful things;
         and, when the house was completed, a curious thing happened – or may have happened
         – or did not happen at all. Some scholars believe – and others do not – that the magic
         which Absalom had pretended to do for his clients began to appear of its own accord
         in the house.
      

      
      On a moonlit night in 1610 two maids looked out of a window on an upper floor and
         saw twenty or thirty beautiful ladies and handsome gentlemen dancing in a circle on
         the lawn. In February 1666 Valentine Greatrakes, an Irishman, held a conversation
         in Hebrew with the prophets Moses and Aaron in a little passageway near the great
         linen press. In 1667 Mrs Penelope Chelmorton, a visitor to the house, looked in a
         mirror and saw a little girl of three or four years old looking out. As she watched,
         she saw the child grow up and grow older and she recognized herself. Mrs Chelmorton’s
         reflection continued to age until there was nought but a dry, dead corpse in the mirror.
         The reputation of the Shadow House is based upon these and a hundred other such tales.
      

      
      Absalom had one child, a daughter named Maria. She was born in the Shadow House and
         lived there all her life, scarcely ever leaving it for more than a day or two. In
         her youth the house was visited by kings and ambassadors, by scholars, soldiers and
         poets. Even after the death of her father, people came to look upon the end of English magic,
         its last strange flowering on the eve of its long winter. Then, as the visitors became
         fewer, the house weakened and began to decay and the garden went to the wild. But
         Maria Absalom refused to repair her father’s house. Even dishes that broke were left
         in cracked pieces on the floor.1

      
      In her fiftieth year the ivy was grown so vigorous and had so far extended itself
         that it grew inside all the closets and made much of the floor slippery and unsafe
         to walk upon. Birds sang as much within the house as without. In her hundredth year
         the house and woman were ruinous together – though neither was at all extinguished.
         She continued another forty-nine years, before dying one summer morning in her bed
         with the leaf shadows of a great ash-tree and the broken sunlight falling all around
         her.
      

      
      As Mr Honeyfoot and Mr Segundus hurried towards the Shadow House on this hot afternoon,
         they were a little nervous in case Mr Norrell should get to hear of their going (for,
         what with admirals and Ministers sending him respectful letters and paying him visits,
         Mr Norrell was growing greater by the hour). They feared lest he should consider that
         Mr Honeyfoot had broken the terms of his contract. So, in order that as few people as possible should know what
         they were about, they had told no one where they were going and had set off very early
         in the morning and had walked to a farm where they could hire horses and had come
         to the Shadow House by a very roundabout way.
      

      
      At the end of the dusty, white lane they came to a pair of high gates. Mr Segundus
         got down from his horse to open them. The gates had been made of fine Castillian wrought
         iron, but were now rusted to a dark, vivid red and their original form was very much
         decayed and shrivelled. Mr Segundus’s hand came away with dusty traces upon it as
         if a million dried and powdered roses had been compacted and formed into the dreamlike
         semblance of a gate. The curling iron had been further ornamented with little bas-reliefs
         of wicked, laughing faces, now ember-red and disintegrating, as if the part of Hell
         where these heathens were now resident was in the charge of an inattentive demon who
         had allowed his furnace to get too hot.
      

      
      Beyond the gate were a thousand pale pink roses and high, nodding cliffs of sunlit
         elm and ash and chestnut and the blue, blue sky. There were four tall gables and a
         multitude of high grey chimneys and stone-latticed windows. But the Shadow House had
         been a ruined house for well over a century and was built as much of elder-trees and
         dog roses as of silvery limestone and had in its composition as much of summer-scented
         breezes as of iron and timber.
      

      
      “It is like the Other Lands,” said Mr Segundus, pressing his face into the gate in
         his enthusiasm, and receiving from it an impression of its shape apparently in powdered
         roses.2 He pulled open the gate and led in his horse. Mr Honeyfoot followed. They tied up
         their horses by a stone basin and began to explore the gardens. 
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      The grounds of the Shadow House did not perhaps deserve the name, “gardens”. No one
         had tended them for over a hundred years. But nor were they a wood. Or a wilderness.
         There is no word in the English language for a magician’s garden two hundred years
         after the magician is dead. It was richer and more disordered than any garden Mr Segundus
         and Mr Honeyfoot had ever seen before.
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot was highly delighted with everything he saw. He exclaimed over a great
         avenue of elms where the trees stood almost to their waists, as it were, in a sea
         of vivid pink foxgloves. He wondered aloud over a carving of a fox which carried a
         baby in its mouth. He spoke cheerfully of the remarkable magical atmosphere of the
         place, and declared that even Mr Norrell might learn something by coming here.
      

      
      But Mr Honeyfoot was not really very susceptible to atmospheres; Mr Segundus, on the
         other hand, began to feel uneasy. It seemed to him that Absalom’s garden was exerting
         a strange kind of influence on him. Several times, as Mr Honeyfoot and he walked about,
         he found himself on the point of speaking to someone he thought he knew. Or of recognizing
         a place he had known before. But each time, just as he was about to remember what
         he wanted to say, he realized that what he had taken for a friend was in fact only
         a shadow on the surface of a rose bush. The man’s head was only a spray of pale roses
         and his hand another. The place that Mr Segundus thought he knew as well as the common
         scenes of childhood was only a chance conjunction of a yellow bush, some swaying elder
         branches and the sharp, sunlit corner of the house. Besides he could not think who
         was the friend or what was the place. This began to disturb him so much that, after
         half an hour, he proposed to Mr Honeyfoot that they sit for a while.
      

      
      “My dear friend!” said Mr Honeyfoot, “What is the matter? Are you ill? You are very pale – your hand is trembling. Why did you not speak sooner?”
      

      
      Mr Segundus passed his hand across his head and said somewhat indistinctly that he
         believed that some magic was about to take place. He had a most definite impression
         that that was the case.
      

      
      “Magic?” exclaimed Mr Honeyfoot. “But what magic could there be?” He looked about
         him nervously in case Mr Norrell should appear suddenly from behind a tree. “I dare
         say it is nothing more than the heat of the day which afflicts you. I myself am very
         hot. But we are blockheads to remain in this condition. For here is comfort! Here
         is refreshment! To sit in the shade of tall trees – such as these – by a sweet, chattering
         brook – such as this – is generally allowed to be the best restorative in the world.
         Come, Mr Segundus, let us sit down!”
      

      
      They sat down upon the grassy bank of a brown stream. The warm, soft air and the scent
         of roses calmed and soothed Mr Segundus. His eyes closed once. Opened. Closed again.
         Opened slowly and heavily …
      

      
      He began to dream almost immediately.

      
      He saw a tall doorway in a dark place. It was carved from a silver-grey stone that
            shone a little, as if there was moonlight. The doorposts were made in the likeness
            of two men (or it might only be one man, for both were the same). The man seemed to
            stride out of the wall and John Segundus knew him at once for a magician. The face
            could not clearly be seen, only enough to know that it would be a young face and a
            handsome one. Upon his head he wore a cap with a sharp peak and raven wings upon each
            side.
      

      
      John Segundus passed through the door and for a moment saw only the black sky and
            the stars and the wind. But then he saw that there was indeed a room, but that it
            was ruinous. Yet despite this, such walls as there were, were furnished with pictures,
            tapestries and mirrors. But the figures in the tapestries moved about and spoke to
            each other, and not all the mirrors gave faithful reproductions of the room; some
            seemed to reflect other places entirely.
      

      
      At the far end of the room in an uncertain compound of moonlight and candlelight someone was sitting at a table. She wore a gown of a very ancient style
            and of a greater quantity of material than John Segundus could have supposed necessary,
            or even possible, in one garment. It was of a strange, old, rich blue; and about the
            gown, like other stars, the last of the King of Denmark’s diamonds were shining still.
            She looked up at him as he approached – two curiously slanting eyes set farther apart
            than is generally considered correct for beauty and a long mouth curved into a smile,
            the meaning of which he could not guess at. Flickers of candlelight suggested hair
            as red as her dress was blue.
      

      
      Suddenly another person arrived in John Segundus’s dream – a gentleman, dressed in
            modern clothes. This gentleman did not appear at all surprized at the finely dressed
            (but somewhat outmoded) lady, but he did appear very astonished to find John Segundus
            there and he reached out his hand and took John Segundus by the shoulder and began
            to shake him …
      

      
      Mr Segundus found that Mr Honeyfoot had grasped his shoulder and was gently shaking
         him.
      

      
      “I beg your pardon!” said Mr Honeyfoot. “But you cried out in your sleep and I thought
         perhaps you would wish to be woken.”
      

      
      Mr Segundus looked at him in some perplexity. “I had a dream,” he said. “A most curious
         dream!”
      

      
      Mr Segundus told his dream to Mr Honeyfoot.

      
      “What a remarkably magical spot!” said Mr Honeyfoot, approvingly. “Your dream – so
         full of odd symbols and portents – is yet another proof of it!”
      

      
      “But what does it mean?” asked Mr Segundus.
      

      
      “Oh!” said Mr Honeyfoot, and stopt to think a while. “Well, the lady wore blue, you
         say? Blue signifies – let me see – immortality, chastity and fidelity; it stands for
         Jupiter and can be represented by tin. Hmmph! Now where does that get us?”
      

      
      “Nowhere, I think,” sighed Mr Segundus. “Let us walk on.”

      
      Mr Honeyfoot, who was anxious to see more, quickly agreed to this proposal and suggested
         that they explore the interior of the Shadow House.
      

      
      In the fierce sunlight the house was no more than a towering, green-blue haze against
         the sky. As they passed through the doorway to the Great Hall, “Oh!” cried Mr Segundus.
      

      
      “Why! What is it now?” asked Mr Honeyfoot, startled.

      
      Upon either side of the doorway stood a stone image of the Raven King. “I saw these
         in my dream,” said Mr Segundus.
      

      
      In the Great Hall Mr Segundus looked about him. The mirrors and the paintings that
         he had seen in his dream were long since gone. Lilac and elder trees filled up the
         broken walls. Horse-chestnuts and ash made a roof of green and silver that flowed
         and dappled against the blue sky. Fine gold grasses and ragged robin made a latticework
         for the empty stone windows.
      

      
      At one end of the room there were two indistinct figures in a blaze of sunlight. A
         few odd items were scattered about the floor, a kind of magical debris: some pieces
         of paper with scraps of spells scribbled upon them, a silver basin full of water and
         a half-burnt candle in an ancient brass candlestick.
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot wished these two shadowy figures a good morning and one replied to him
         in grave and civil tones, but the other cried out upon the instant, “Henry, it is
         he! That is the fellow! That is the very man I described! Do you not see? A small
         man with hair and eyes so dark as to be almost Italian – though the hair has grey
         in it. But the expression so quiet and timid as to be English without a doubt! A shabby
         coat all dusty and patched, with frayed cuffs that he has tried to hide by snipping
         them close. Oh! Henry, this is certainly the man! You sir!” he cried, suddenly addressing
         Mr Segundus. “Explain yourself!”
      

      
      Poor Mr Segundus was very much astonished to hear himself and his coat so minutely
         described by a complete stranger – and the description itself of such a peculiarly
         distressing sort! Not at all polite. As he stood, trying to collect his thoughts,
         his interlocutor moved into the shade of an ash-tree that formed part of the north
         wall of the hall and for the first time in the waking world Mr Segundus beheld Jonathan
         Strange.
      

      
      Somewhat hesitantly (for he was aware as he said it how strangely it sounded) Mr Segundus
         said, “I have seen you, sir, in my dream, I think.”
      

      
      This only enraged Strange more. “The dream, sir, was mine! I lay down on purpose to
         dream it. I can bring proofs, witnesses that the dream was mine. Mr Woodhope,” he
         indicated his companion, “saw me do it. Mr Woodhope is a clergyman – the rector of
         a parish in Gloucestershire – I cannot imagine that his word could be doubted! I am
         rather of the opinion that in England a gentleman’s dreams are his own private concern.
         I fancy there is a law to that effect and, if there is not, why, Parliament should
         certainly be made to pass one immediately! It ill becomes another man to invite himself
         into them.” Strange paused to take breath.
      

      
      “Sir!” cried Mr Honeyfoot hotly. “I must beg you to speak to this gentleman with more
         respect. You have not the good fortune to know this gentleman as I do, but should
         you have that honour you will learn that nothing is further from his character than
         a wish to offend others.”
      

      
      Strange made a sort of exclamation of exasperation.

      
      “It is certainly very odd that people should get into each other’s dreams,” said Henry
         Woodhope. “Surely it cannot really have been the same dream?”
      

      
      “Oh! But I fear it is,” said Mr Segundus with a sigh. “Ever since I entered this garden
         I have felt as if it were full of invisible doors and I have gone through them one
         after the other, until I fell asleep and dreamt the dream where I saw this gentleman.
         I was in a greatly confused state of mind. I knew it was not me that had set these
         doors ajar and made them to open, but I did not care. I only wanted to see what was
         at the end of them.”
      

      
      Henry Woodhope gazed at Mr Segundus as if he did not entirely understand this. “But
         I still think it cannot be the same dream, you know,” he explained to Mr Segundus, as if to a rather stupid child. “What
         did you dream of?”
      

      
      “Of a lady in a blue gown,” said Mr Segundus. “I supposed that it was Miss Absalom.”
      

      
      “Well, of course, it was Miss Absalom!” cried Strange in great exasperation as if he could scarcely
         bear to hear any thing so obvious mentioned. “But unfortunately the lady’s appointment
         was to meet one gentleman. She was naturally disturbed to find two and so she promptly
         disappeared.” Strange shook his head. “There cannot be more than five men in England
         with any pretensions to magic, but one of them must come here and interrupt my meeting
         with Absalom’s daughter. I can scarcely believe it. I am the unluckiest man in England.
         God knows I have laboured long enough to dream that dream. It has taken me three weeks
         – working night and day! – to prepare the spells of summoning, and as for the …”
      

      
      “But this is marvellous!” interrupted Mr Honeyfoot. “This is wonderful! Why! Not even
         Mr Norrell himself could attempt such a thing!”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Strange, turning to Mr Honeyfoot. “It is not so difficult as you imagine.
         First you must send out your invitation to the lady – any spell of summoning will
         do. I used Ormskirk.3 Of course the troublesome part was to adapt Ormskirk so that both Miss Absalom and
         I arrived in my dream at the same time – Ormskirk is so loose that the person one summons might go pretty well anywhere at
         any time and feel that they had fulfilled their obligations – that, I admit, was not an easy task. And yet, you know, I am not displeased with the results.
         Second I had to cast a spell upon myself to bring on a magic sleep. Of course I have
         heard of such spells but confess that I have never actually seen one, and so, you
         know, I was obliged to invent my own – I dare say it is feeble enough, but what can
         one do?”
      

      
      “Good God!” cried Mr Honeyfoot. “Do you mean to say that practically all this magic
         was your own invention?”
      

      
      “Oh! well,” said Strange, “as to that … I had Ormskirk – I based everything on Ormskirk.”

      
      “Oh! But might not Hether-Gray be a better foundation than Ormskirk?” asked Mr Segundus.4 “Forgive me. I am no practical magician but Hether-Gray has always seemed to me so
         much more reliable than Ormskirk.”
      

      
      “Indeed?” said Strange. “Of course I have heard of Hether-Gray. I have recently begun
         to correspond with a gentleman in Lincolnshire who says he has a copy of Hether-Gray’s
         The Anatomy of a Minotaur. So Hether-Gray is really worth looking into, is he?”
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot declared that Hether-Gray was no such thing, that his book was the most
         thick-headed nonsense in the world; Mr Segundus disagreed and Strange grew more interested,
         and less mindful of the fact that he was supposed to be angry with Mr Segundus.
      

      
      For who can remain angry with Mr Segundus? I dare say there are people in the world
         who are able to resent goodness and amiability, whose spirits are irritated by gentleness
         – but I am glad to say that Jonathan Strange was not of their number. Mr Segundus
         offered his apologies for spoiling the magic and Strange, with a smile and a bow, said that Mr Segundus should think of it no more.
      

      
      “I shall not ask, sir,” said Strange to Mr Segundus, “if you are a magician. The ease
         with which you penetrate other people’s dreams proclaims your power.” Strange turned
         to Mr Honeyfoot, “But are you a magician also, sir?”
      

      
      Poor Mr Honeyfoot! So blunt a question to be applied to so tender a spot! He was still
         a magician at heart and did not like to be reminded of his loss. He replied that he
         had been a magician not so many years before. But he had been obliged to give it up.
         Nothing could have been further from his own wishes. The study of magic – of good
         English magic – was, in his opinion, the most noble occupation in the world.
      

      
      Strange regarded him with some surprize. “But I do not very well comprehend you. How
         could any one make you give up your studies if you did not wish it?”
      

      
      Then Mr Segundus and Mr Honeyfoot described how they had been members of the Learned
         Society of York Magicians, and how the society had been destroyed by Mr Norrell.
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot asked Strange for his opinion of Mr Norrell.

      
      “Oh!” said Strange with a smile. “Mr Norrell is the patron saint of English booksellers.”

      
      “Sir?” said Mr Honeyfoot.

      
      “Oh!” said Strange. “One hears of Mr Norrell in every place where the book trade is
         perpetrated from Newcastle to Penzance. The bookseller smiles and bows and says, ‘Ah
         sir, you are come too late! I had a great many books upon subjects magical and historical. But I sold them all to a
         very learned gentleman of Yorkshire.’ It is always Norrell. One may buy, if one chuses,
         the books that Norrell has left behind. I generally find that the books that Mr Norrell
         leaves behind are really excellent things for lighting fires with.”
      

      
      Mr Segundus and Mr Honeyfoot were naturally all eagerness to be better acquainted
         with Jonathan Strange, and he seemed just as anxious to talk to them. Consequently, after each side had made and answered the usual
         inquiries (“Where are you staying?” “Oh! the George in Avebury.” “Well, that is remarkable.
         So are we.”), it was quickly decided that all four gentlemen should ride back to Avebury
         and dine together.
      

      
      As they left the Shadow House Strange paused by the Raven King doorway and asked if
         either Mr Segundus or Mr Honeyfoot had visited the King’s ancient capital of Newcastle
         in the north. Neither had. “This door is a copy of one you will find upon every corner
         there,” said Strange. “The first in this fashion were made when the King was still
         in England. In that city it seems that everywhere you turn the King steps out of some
         dark, dusty archway and comes towards you.” Strange smiled wryly. “But his face is
         always half hidden and he will never speak to you.”
      

      
      At five o’clock they sat down to dinner in the parlour of the George inn. Mr Honeyfoot
         and Mr Segundus found Strange to be a most agreeable companion, lively and talkative.
         Henry Woodhope on the other hand ate diligently and when he was done eating, he looked
         out of the window. Mr Segundus feared that he might feel himself neglected, and so
         he turned to him and complimented him upon the magic that Strange had done at the
         Shadow House.
      

      
      Henry Woodhope was surprized. “I had not supposed it was a matter for congratulation,”
         he said. “Strange did not say it was anything remarkable.”
      

      
      “But, my dear sir!” exclaimed Mr Segundus. “Who knows when such a feat was last attempted
         in England?”
      

      
      “Oh! I know nothing of magic. I believe it is quite the fashionable thing – I have
         seen reports of magic in the London papers. But a clergyman has little leisure for
         reading. Besides I have known Strange since we were boys and he is of a most capricious
         character. I am surprized this magical fit has lasted so long. I dare say he will
         soon tire of it as he has of everything else.” With that he rose from the table and
         said that he thought he would walk about the village for a while. He bade Mr Honeyfoot and Mr Segundus a good evening
         and left them.
      

      
      “Poor Henry,” said Strange, when Mr Woodhope had gone. “I suppose we must bore him
         horribly.”
      

      
      “It is most good-natured of your friend to accompany you on your journey, when he
         himself can have no interest in its object,” said Mr Honeyfoot.
      

      
      “Oh, certainly!” said Strange. “But then, you know, he was forced to come with me
         when he found it so quiet at home. Henry is paying us a visit of some weeks, but ours
         is a very retired neighbourhood and I believe I am a great deal taken up with my studies.”
      

      
      Mr Segundus asked Mr Strange when he began to study magic.

      
      “In the spring of last year.”

      
      “But you have achieved so much!” cried Mr Honeyfoot. “And in less than two years!
         My dear Mr Strange, it is quite remarkable!”
      

      
      “Oh! Do you think so? It seems to me that I have hardly done any thing. But then,
         I have not known where to turn for advice. You are the first of my brother-magicians
         that I ever met with, and I give you fair warning that I intend to make you sit up
         half the night answering questions.”
      

      
      “We shall be delighted to help you in any way we can,” said Mr Segundus, “But I very
         much doubt that we can be of much service to you. We have only ever been theoretical magicians.”
      

      
      “You are much too modest,” declared Strange. “Consider, for example, how much more
         extensive your reading has been than mine.”
      

      
      So Mr Segundus began to suggest authors whom Strange might not yet have heard of and
         Strange began to scribble down their names and works in a somewhat haphazard fashion,
         sometimes writing in a little memorandum book and other times writing upon the back
         of the dinner bill and once upon the back of his hand. Then he began to question Mr
         Segundus about the books.
      

      
      Poor Mr Honeyfoot! How he longed to take part in this interesting conversation! How,
         in fact, he did take part in it, deceiving no one but himself by his little stratagems. “Tell him
         he must read Thomas Lanchester’s The Language of Birds,” he said, addressing Mr Segundus, rather than Strange. “Oh!” he said. “I know you
         have no opinion of it, but I think one may learn many things from Lanchester.”
      

      
      Whereupon Mr Strange told them how, to his certain knowledge, there had been four
         copies of The Language of Birds in England not more than five years ago: one in a Gloucester bookseller’s; one in
         the private library of a gentleman-magician in Kendal; one the property of a blacksmith
         near Penzance who had taken it in part payment for mending an iron-gate; and one stopping
         a gap in a window of the boys’ school in the close of Durham Cathedral.
      

      
      “But where are they now?” cried Mr Honeyfoot. “Why did you not purchase a copy?”

      
      “By the time that I came to each place Norrell had got there before me and bought
         them all,” said Mr Strange. “I never laid eyes upon the man, and yet he thwarts me
         at every turn. That is why I hit upon this plan of summoning up some dead magician
         and asking him – or her – questions. I fancied a lady might be more sympathetic to my plight, and so I chose Miss Absalom.”5

      
      Mr Segundus shook his head. “As a means of getting knowledge, it strikes me as more
         dramatic than convenient. Can you not think of an easier way? After all, in the Golden
         Age of English magic, books were much rarer than they are now, yet men still became
         magicians.”
      

      
      “I have studied histories and biographies of the Aureates to discover how they began,” said Strange, “but it seems that in those days, as soon
         as any one found out he had some aptitude for magic, he immediately set off for the house of some other, older, more experienced
         magician and offered himself as a pupil.”6

      
      “Then you should apply to Mr Norrell for assistance!” cried Mr Honeyfoot, “Indeed
         you should. Oh! yes, I know,” seeing that Mr Segundus was about to make some objection,
         “Norrell is a little reserved, but what is that? Mr Strange will know how to overcome
         his timidity I am sure. For all his faults of temper, Norrell is no fool and must
         see the very great advantages of having such an assistant!”
      

      
      Mr Segundus had many objections to this scheme, in particular Mr Norrell’s great aversion
         to other magicians; but Mr Honeyfoot, with all the enthusiasm of his eager disposition,
         had no sooner conceived the idea than it became a favourite wish and he could not
         suppose there would be any drawbacks. “Oh! I agree,” he said, “that Norrell has never
         looked very favourably upon us theoretical magicians. But I dare say he will behave quite differently towards an equal.”
      

      
      Strange himself did not seem at all averse to the idea; he had a natural curiosity
         to see Mr Norrell. Indeed Mr Segundus could not help suspecting that he had already
         made up his mind upon the point and so Mr Segundus gradually allowed his doubts and
         objections to be argued down.
      

      
      “This is a great day for Great Britain, sir!” cried Mr Honeyfoot. “Look at all that one magician has been able to accomplish! Only consider what two
         might do! Strange and Norrell! Oh, it sounds very well!” Then Mr Honeyfoot repeated
         “Strange and Norrell” several times over, in a highly delighted manner that made Strange
         laugh very much.
      

      
      But like many gentle characters, Mr Segundus was much given to changes of mind. As
         long as Mr Strange stood before him, tall, smiling and assured, Mr Segundus had every
         confidence that Strange’s genius must receive the recognition it deserved – whether
         it be with Mr Norrell’s help, or in spite of Mr Norrell’s hindrance; but the next
         morning, after Strange and Henry Woodhope had ridden off, his thoughts returned to
         all the magicians whom Mr Norrell had laboured to destroy, and he began to wonder
         if Mr Honeyfoot and he might not have misled Strange.
      

      
      “I cannot help thinking,” he said, “that we should have done a great deal better to
         warn Mr Strange to avoid Mr Norrell. Rather than encouraging him to seek out Norrell
         we should have advised him to hide himself!”
      

      
      But Mr Honeyfoot did not understand this at all. “No gentleman likes to be told to
         hide,” he said, “and if Mr Norrell should mean any harm to Mr Strange – which I am
         very far from allowing to be the case – then I am sure that Mr Strange will be the
         first to find it out.”
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      Mr Drawlight turned slightly in his chair, smiled, and said, “It seems, sir, that
         you have a rival.”
      

      
      Before Mr Norrell could think of a suitable reply, Lascelles asked what was the man’s
         name.
      

      
      “Strange,” said Drawlight.

      
      “I do not know him,” said Lascelles.

      
      “Oh!” cried Drawlight. “I think you must. Jonathan Strange of Shropshire. Two thousand
         pounds a year.”
      

      
      “I have not the least idea whom you mean. Oh, but wait! Is not this the man who, when
         an undergraduate at Cambridge, frightened a cat belonging to the Master of Corpus
         Christi?”
      

      
      Drawlight agreed that this was the very man. Lascelles knew him instantly and they
         both laughed.
      

      
      Meanwhile Mr Norrell sat silent as a stone. Drawlight’s opening remark had been a
         terrible blow. He felt as if Drawlight had turned and struck him – as if a figure
         in a painting, or a table or a chair had turned and struck him. The shock of it had
         almost taken his breath away; he was quite certain he would be ill. What Drawlight
         might say next Mr Norrell dared not think – something of greater powers, perhaps –
         of wonders performed beside which Mr Norrell’s own would appear pitiful indeed. And
         he had taken such pains to ensure there could be no rivals! He felt like the man who goes about his house at night, locking doors and barring windows, only to hear
         the certain sounds of someone walking about in an upstairs room.
      

      
      But as the conversation progressed these unpleasant sensations lessened and Mr Norrell
         began to feel more comfortable. As Drawlight and Lascelles talked of Mr Strange’s
         Brighton pleasure-trips and visits to Bath and Mr Strange’s estate in Shropshire,
         Mr Norrell thought he understood the sort of man this Strange must be: a fashionable,
         shallow sort of man, a man not unlike Lascelles himself. That being so (said Mr Norrell
         to himself) was it not more probable that “You have a rival,” was addressed, not to
         himself, but to Lascelles? This Strange (thought Mr Norrell) must be Lascelles’s rival
         in some love affair or other. Norrell looked down at his hands clasped in his lap
         and smiled at his own folly.
      

      
      “And so,” said Lascelles, “Strange is now a magician?”

      
      “Oh!” said Drawlight, turning to Mr Norrell. “I am sure that not even his greatest
         friends would compare his talents to those of the estimable Mr Norrell. But I believe
         he is well enough thought of in Bristol and Bath. He is in London at present. His
         friends hope that you will be kind enough to grant him an interview – and may I express
         a wish to be present when two such practitioners of the art meet?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell lifted his eyes very slowly. “I shall be happy to meet Mr Strange,” he
         said.
      

      
      Mr Drawlight was not made to wait long before he witnessed the momentous interview
         between the two magicians (which was just as well for Mr Drawlight hated to wait).
         An invitation was issued and both Lascelles and Drawlight made it their business to
         be present when Mr Strange waited upon Mr Norrell.
      

      
      He proved neither as young nor as handsome as Mr Norrell had feared. He was nearer
         thirty than twenty and, as far as another gentleman may be permitted to judge these
         things, not handsome at all. But what was very unexpected was that he brought with
         him a pretty young woman: Mrs Strange.
      

      
      Mr Norrell began by asking Strange if he had brought his writing? He would, he said,
         very much like to read what Mr Strange had written.
      

      
      “My writing?” said Strange and paused a moment. “I am afraid, sir, that I am at a
         loss to know what you mean. I have written nothing.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Mr Norrell. “Mr Drawlight told me that you had been asked to write something
         for The Gentleman’s Magazine but perhaps …”
      

      
      “Oh, that!” said Strange. “I have scarcely thought about it. Nichols assured me he
         did not need it until the Friday after next.”
      

      
      “A week on Friday and not yet begun!” said Mr Norrell, very much astonished.

      
      “Oh!” said Strange. “I think that the quicker one gets these things out of one’s brain
         and on to the paper and off to the printers, the better. I dare say, sir,” and he
         smiled at Mr Norrell in a friendly manner, “that you find the same.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell, who had never yet got any thing successfully out of his brain and off
         to the printers, whose every attempt was still at some stage or other of revision,
         said nothing.
      

      
      “As to what I shall write,” continued Strange, “I do not quite know yet, but it will
         most likely be a refutation of Portishead’s article in The Modern Magician.1 Did you see it, sir? It put me in a rage for a week. He sought to prove that modern
         magicians have no business dealing with fairies. It is one thing to admit that we
         have lost the power to raise such spirits – it is quite another to renounce all intention
         of ever employing them! I have no patience with any such squeamishness. But what is
         most extraordinary is that I have yet to see any criticism of Portishead’s article
         anywhere. Now that we have something approaching a magical community I think we would be very wrong to let such thickheaded nonsense pass unreproved.”
      

      
      Strange, apparently thinking that he had talked enough, waited for one of the other
         gentlemen to reply.
      

      
      After a moment or two of silence Mr Lascelles remarked that Lord Portishead had written
         the article at Mr Norrell’s express wish and with Mr Norrell’s aid and approval.
      

      
      “Indeed?” Strange looked very much astonished.

      
      There was a silence of some moments and then Lascelles languidly inquired how one
         learnt magic these days?
      

      
      “From books,” said Strange.

      
      “Ah, sir!” cried Mr Norrell. “How glad I am to hear you say so! Waste no time, I implore
         you, in pursuing any other course, but apply yourself constantly to reading! No sacrifice
         of time or pleasure can ever be too great!”
      

      
      Strange regarded Mr Norrell somewhat ironically and then remarked, “Unfortunately
         lack of books has always been a great obstacle. I dare say you have no conception,
         sir, how few books of magic there are left in circulation in England. All the booksellers
         agree that a few years ago there were a great many, but now …”
      

      
      “Indeed?” interrupted Mr Norrell, hurriedly. “Well, that is very odd to be sure.”

      
      The silence which followed was peculiarly awkward. Here sat the only two English magicians
         of the Modern Age. One confessed he had no books; the other, as was well known, had
         two great libraries stuffed with them. Mere common politeness seemed to dictate that
         Mr Norrell make some offer of help, however slight; but Mr Norrell said nothing.
      

      
      “It must have been a very curious circumstance,” said Mr Lascelles after a while,
         “that made you chuse to be a magician.”
      

      
      “It was,” said Strange. “Most curious.”

      
      “Will you not tell us what that circumstance was?”

      
      Strange smiled maliciously. “I am sure that it will give Mr Norrell great pleasure
         to know that he was the cause of my becoming a magician. One might say in fact that Mr Norrell made me a magician.”
      

      
      “I?” cried Mr Norrell, quite horrified.

      
      “The truth is, sir,” said Arabella Strange quickly, “that he had tried everything
         else – farming, poetry, iron-founding. In the course of a year he ran through a whole
         variety of occupations without settling to any of them. He was bound to come to magic
         sooner or later.”
      

      
      There was another silence, then Strange said, “I had not understood before that Lord
         Portishead wrote at your behest, sir. Perhaps you will be so good as to explain something
         to me. I have read all of his lordship’s essays in The Friends of English Magic and The Modern Magician but have yet to see any mention of the Raven King. The omission is so striking that
         I am beginning to think it must be deliberate.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell nodded. “It is one of my ambitions to make that man as completely forgotten
         as he deserves,” he said.
      

      
      “But surely, sir, without the Raven King there would be no magic and no magicians?”

      
      “That is the common opinion, certainly. But even it were true – which I am very far
         from allowing – he has long since forfeited any entitlement to our esteem. For what
         were his first actions upon coming into England? To make war upon England’s lawful
         King and rob him of half his kingdom! And shall you and I, Mr Strange, let it be known
         that we have chosen such a man as our model? That we account him the first among us? Will that make our profession respected? Will that persuade the
         King’s ministers to put their trust in us? I do not think so! No, Mr Strange, if we
         cannot make his name forgotten, then it is our duty – yours and mine – to broadcast
         our hatred of him! To let it be known everywhere our great abhorrence of his corrupt
         nature and evil deeds!”
      

      
      It was clear that a great disparity of views and temper existed between the two magicians
         and Arabella Strange seemed to think that there was no occasion for them to continue any longer in the same room to irritate
         each other more. She and Strange left very shortly afterwards.
      

      
      Naturally, Mr Drawlight was the first to pronounce upon the new magician. “Well!”
         he said rather before the door had closed upon Strange’s back. “I do not know what may be your opinion,
         but I never was more astonished in my life! I was informed by several people that
         he was a handsome man. What could they have meant, do you suppose? With such a nose
         as he has got and that hair. Reddish-brown is such a fickle colour – there is no wear
         in it – I am quite certain I saw some grey in it. And yet he cannot be more than –
         what? – thirty? thirty-two perhaps? She, on the other hand, is quite delightful! So
         much animation! Those brown curls, so sweetly arranged! But I thought it a great pity
         that she had not taken more trouble to inform herself of the London fashions. The
         sprigged muslin she had on was certainly very pretty, but I should like to see her
         wear something altogether more stylish – say forest-green silk trimmed with black
         ribbons and black bugle-beads. That is only a first thought, you understand – I may
         be struck with quite a different idea when I see her again.”
      

      
      “Do you think that people will be curious about him?” asked Mr Norrell.

      
      “Oh! certainly,” said Mr Lascelles.

      
      “Ah!” said Mr Norrell. “Then I am very much afraid – Mr Lascelles, I would be very
         glad if you could advise me – I am very much afraid that Lord Mulgrave may send for
         Mr Strange. His lordship’s zeal for using magic in the war – excellent in itself,
         of course – has had the unfortunate effect of encouraging him to read all sorts of
         books on magical history and forming opinions about what he finds there. He has devised
         a plan to summon up witches to aid me in defeating the French – I believe he is thinking
         of those half-fairy, half-human women to whom malicious people were used to apply
         when they wished to harm their neighbours – the sort of witches, in short, that Shakespeare
         describes in Macbeth. He asked me to invoke three or four, and was not best pleased that I refused to do it.
         Modern magic can do many things, but summoning up witches could bring a world of trouble
         upon everyone’s head. But now I fear he might send for Mr Strange instead. Mr Lascelles,
         do not you think that he might? And then Mr Strange might try it, not understanding
         any thing of the danger. Perhaps it would be as well to write to Sir Walter asking
         if he would be so good as to have a word in his lordship’s ear to warn him against
         Mr Strange.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Lascelles. “I see no occasion for that. If you think that Mr Strange’s magic is not safe then it will soon get about.”
      

      
      Later in the day a dinner was given in Mr Norrell’s honour at a house in Great Titchfield-street,
         at which Mr Drawlight and Mr Lascelles were also present. It was not long before Mr
         Norrell was asked to give his opinion of the Shropshire magician.
      

      
      “Mr Strange,” said Mr Norrell, “seems a very pleasant gentleman and a very talented
         magician who may yet be a most creditable addition to our profession, which has certainly
         been somewhat depleted of late.”
      

      
      “Mr Strange appears to entertain some very odd notions of magic,” said Lascelles.
         “He has not troubled to inform himself of the modern ideas on the subject – by which
         I mean, of course, Mr Norrell’s ideas, which have so astonished the world with their
         clarity and succinctness.”
      

      
      Mr Drawlight repeated his opinion that Mr Strange’s red hair had no wear in it and
         that Mrs Strange’s gown, though not exactly fashionable, had been of a very pretty
         muslin.
      

      
      At about the same time that this conversation was taking place another set of people
         (among them Mr and Mrs Strange) was sitting down to dinner in a more modest dining-parlour
         in a house in Charterhouse-square. Mr and Mrs Strange’s friends were naturally anxious
         to know their opinion of the great Mr Norrell.
      

      
      “He says he hopes that the Raven King will soon be forgot,” said Strange in amazement.
         “What do you make of that? A magician who hopes the Raven King will soon be forgot! If the Archbishop of Canterbury
         were discovered to be working secretly to suppress all knowledge of the Trinity, it
         would make as much sense to me.”
      

      
      “He is like a musician who wishes to conceal the music of Mr Handel,” agreed a lady
         in a turban eating artichokes with almonds.
      

      
      “Or a fishmonger who hopes to persuade people that the sea does not exist,” said a
         gentleman helping himself to a large piece of mullet in a good wine sauce.
      

      
      Then other people proposed similar examples of folly and everyone laughed except Strange
         who sat frowning at his dinner.
      

      
      “I thought you meant to ask Mr Norrell to help you,” said Arabella.

      
      “How could I when we seemed to be quarrelling from the first moment we met?” cried
         Strange. “He does not like me. Nor I him.”
      

      
      “Not like you! No, perhaps he did not like you. But he did not so much as look at any other person the whole time we were there.
         It was as if he would eat you up with his eyes. I dare say he is lonely. He has studied
         all these years and never had any body he could explain his mind to. Certainly not
         to those disagreeable men – I forget their names. But now that he has seen you – and
         he knows that he could talk to you – well! it would be very odd if he did not invite
         you again.”
      

      
      In Great Titchfield-street Mr Norrell put down his fork and dabbed at his lips with
         his napkin. “Of course,” he said, “he must apply himself. I urged him to apply himself.”
      

      
      Strange in Charterhouse-square said, “He told me to apply myself. – To what? I asked.
         – To reading he said. I was never more astonished in my life. I was very near asking
         him what I was supposed to read when he has all books.”
      

      
      The next day Strange told Arabella that they could go back to Shropshire any time
         she pleased – he did not think that there was any thing to keep them in London. He also said that he had resolved to think no more
         about Mr Norrell. In this he was not entirely successful for several times in the
         next few days Arabella found herself listening to a long recital of all Mr Norrell’s
         faults, both professional and personal.
      

      
      Meanwhile in Hanover-square Mr Norrell constantly inquired of Mr Drawlight what Mr
         Strange was doing, whom he visited, and what people thought of him.
      

      
      Mr Lascelles and Mr Drawlight were a little alarmed at this development. For more
         than a year now they had enjoyed no small degree of influence over the magician and,
         as his friends, they were courted by admirals, generals, politicians, any one in fact
         who wished to know Mr Norrell’s opinion upon this, or wished Mr Norrell to do that.
         The thought of another magician who might attach himself to Mr Norrell by closer ties
         than Drawlight or Lascelles could ever hope to forge, who might take upon himself
         the task of advising Mr Norrell was very disagreeable. Mr Drawlight told Mr Lascelles
         that Norrell should be discouraged from thinking of the Shropshire magician and, though
         Mr Lascelles’s whimsical nature never permitted him to agree outright with any one,
         there is little doubt that he thought the same.
      

      
      But three or four days after Mr Strange’s visit, Mr Norrell said, “I have been considering
         the matter very carefully and I believe that something ought to be done for Mr Strange.
         He complained of his lack of materials. Well, of course, I can see that that might
         … In short I have decided to make him a present of a book.”
      

      
      “But, sir!” cried Drawlight. “Your precious books! You must not give them away to
         other people – especially to other magicians who may not use them as wisely as yourself!”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Mr Norrell. “I do not mean one of my own books. I fear I could not spare
         a single one. No, I have purchased a volume from Edwards and Skittering to give Mr
         Strange. The choice was, I confess, a difficult one. There are many books which, to
         be perfectly frank, I would not be quite comfortable in recommending to Mr Strange yet;
         he is not ready for them. He would imbibe all sorts of wrong ideas from them. This
         book,” Mr Norrell looked at it in an anxious sort of way, “has many faults – I fear
         it has a great many. Mr Strange will learn no actual magic from it. But it has a great
         deal to say on the subjects of diligent research and the perils of committing oneself
         to paper too soon – lessons which I hope Mr Strange may take to heart.”
      

      
      So Mr Norrell invited Strange to Hanover-square again and as on the previous occasion
         Drawlight and Lascelles were present, but Strange came alone.
      

      
      The second meeting took place in the library at Hanover-square. Strange looked about
         him at the great quantities of books, but said not a word. Perhaps he had got to the
         end of his anger. There seemed to be a determination on both sides to speak and behave
         more cordially.
      

      
      “You do me great honour, sir,” said Strange when Mr Norrell gave him his present.
         “English Magic by Jeremy Tott.” He turned the pages. “Not an author I have ever heard of.”
      

      
      “It is a biography of his brother, a theoretical magio-historian of the last century
         called Horace Tott,” said Mr Norrell.2 He explained about the lessons of diligent research and not committing oneself to
         paper that Strange was to learn. Strange smiled politely, bowed, and said he was sure
         it would be most interesting.
      

      
      Mr Drawlight admired Strange’s present.

      
      Mr Norrell gazed at Strange with an odd expression upon his face as though he would
         have been glad of a little conversation with him, but had not the least idea how to
         begin.
      

      
      Mr Lascelles reminded Mr Norrell that Lord Mulgrave of the Admiralty was expected
         within the hour.
      

      
      “You have business to conduct, sir,” said Strange. “I must not intrude. Indeed I have
         business for Mrs Strange in Bond-street that must not be neglected.”
      

      
      “And perhaps one day,” said Drawlight, “we shall have the honour of seeing a piece
         of magic worked by Mr Strange. I am excessively fond of seeing magic done.”
      

      
      “Perhaps,” said Strange.

      
      Mr Lascelles rang the bell for the servant. Suddenly Mr Norrell said, “I should be
         glad to see some of Mr Strange’s magic now – if he would honour us with a demonstration.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Strange. “But I do not …”

      
      “It would do me great honour,” insisted Mr Norrell.

      
      “Very well,” said Strange, “I shall be very glad to shew you something. It will be
         a little awkward, perhaps, compared to what you are accustomed to. I very much doubt,
         Mr Norrell, that I can match you in elegance of execution.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell bowed.

      
      Strange glanced two or three times around the room in search of some magic to do.
         His glance fell upon a mirror that hung in the depths of a corner of the room where
         the light never penetrated. He placed English Magic by Jeremy Tott upon the library-table so that its reflection was clearly visible
         in the mirror. For some moments he stared at it and nothing happened. And then he
         made a curious gesture; he ran both hands through his hair, clasped the back of his
         neck and stretched his shoulders, as a man will do who eases himself of the cramps.
         Then he smiled and altogether looked exceedingly pleased with himself.
      

      
      Which was odd because the book looked exactly as it had done before.

      
      Lascelles and Drawlight, who were both accustomed to seeing – or hearing about – Mr
         Norrell’s wonderful magic, were scarcely impressed by this; indeed it was a great
         deal less than a common conjuror might manage at a fairground. Lascelles opened his
         mouth – doubtless to say some scathing thing – but was forestalled by Mr Norrell suddenly crying out in a tone of wonder, “But that is remarkable! That
         is truly … My dear Mr Strange! I never even heard of such magic before! It is not
         listed in Sutton-Grove. I assure you, my dear sir, it is not in Sutton-Grove!”
      

      
      Lascelles and Drawlight looked from one magician to the other in some confusion.

      
      Lascelles approached the table and stared hard at the book. “It is a little longer
         than it was perhaps,” he said.
      

      
      “I do not think so,” said Drawlight.

      
      “It is tan leather now,” said Lascelles. “Was it blue before?”

      
      “No,” said Drawlight, “it was always tan.”

      
      Mr Norrell laughed out loud; Mr Norrell, who rarely even smiled, laughed at them.
         “No, no, gentlemen! You have not guessed it! Indeed you have not! Oh! Mr Strange,
         I cannot tell how much … but they do not understand what it is you have done! Pick
         it up!” he cried. “Pick it up, Mr Lascelles!”
      

      
      More puzzled than ever Lascelles put out his hand to grasp the book, but all he grasped
         was the empty air. The book lay there in appearance only.
      

      
      “He has made the book and its reflection change places,” said Mr Norrell. “The real
         book is over there, in the mirror.” And he went to peer into the mirror with an appearance
         of great professional interest. “But how did you do it?”
      

      
      “How indeed?” murmured Strange; he walked about the room, examining the reflection
         of the book upon the table from different angles like a billiards-player, closing
         one eye and then the other.
      

      
      “Can you get it back?” asked Drawlight.

      
      “Sadly, no,” said Strange. “To own the truth,” he said at last, “I have only the haziest
         notion of what I did. I dare say it is just the same with you, sir, one has a sensation
         like music playing at the back of one’s head – one simply knows what the next note
         will be.”
      

      
      “Quite remarkable,” said Mr Norrell.

      
      What was perhaps rather more remarkable was that Mr Norrell, who had lived all his
         life in fear of one day discovering a rival, had finally seen another man’s magic, and far from being crushed by the sight, found
         himself elated by it.
      

      
      Mr Norrell and Mr Strange parted that afternoon on very cordial terms, and upon the
         following morning met again without Mr Lascelles or Mr Drawlight knowing any thing
         about it. This meeting ended in Mr Norrell’s offering to take Mr Strange as a pupil.
         Mr Strange accepted.
      

      
      “I only wish that he had not married,” said Mr Norrell fretfully. “Magicians have
         no business marrying.”
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      On the first morning of Strange’s education, he was invited to an early breakfast
         at Hanover-square. As the two magicians sat down at the breakfast-table, Mr Norrell
         said, “I have taken the liberty of drawing up a plan of study for you for the next
         three or four years.”
      

      
      Strange looked a little startled at the mention of three or four years, but he said
         nothing.
      

      
      “Three or four years is such a very short time,” continued Mr Norrell with a sigh,
         “that, try as I can, I cannot see that we will achieve very much.”
      

      
      He passed a dozen or so sheets of paper to Strange. Each sheet was covered in three
         columns of Mr Norrell’s small, precise handwriting; each column contained a long list
         of different sorts of magic.1

      
      Strange looked them over and said that there was more to learn than he had supposed.

      
      “Ah! I envy you, sir,” said Mr Norrell. “Indeed I do. The practice of magic is full of frustrations and disappointments, but the study is a continual delight! All of England’s great magicians are one’s companions and
         guides. Steady labour is rewarded by increase of knowledge and, best of all, one need not so much as look upon another
         of one’s fellow creatures from one month’s end to the next if one does not wish it!”
      

      
      For a few moments Mr Norrell seemed lost in contemplation of this happy state, then,
         rousing himself, he proposed that they deny themselves the pleasure of Strange’s education
         no longer but go immediately into the library to begin.
      

      
      Mr Norrell’s library was on the first floor. It was a charming room in keeping with
         the tastes of its owner who would always chuse to come here for both solace and recreation.
         Mr Drawlight had persuaded Mr Norrell to adopt the fashion of setting small pieces
         of mirror into odd corners and angles. This meant that one was constantly meeting
         with a bright gleam of silver light or the sudden reflection of someone in the street
         where one least expected it. The walls were covered with a light green paper, with
         a pattern of green oak leaves and knobbly oak twigs, and there was a little dome set
         into the ceiling which was painted to represent the leafy canopy of a glade in spring.
         The books all had matching bindings of pale calf leather with their titles stamped
         in neat silver capitals on the spine. Among all this elegance and harmony it was somewhat
         surprizing to observe so many gaps among the books, and so many shelves entirely empty.
      

      
      Strange and Mr Norrell seated themselves one on each side of the fire.

      
      “If you will permit me, sir,” said Strange, “I should like to begin by putting some
         questions to you. I confess that what I heard the other day concerning fairy-spirits
         entirely astonished me, and I wondered if I might prevail upon you to talk to me a
         little upon this subject? To what dangers does the magician expose himself in employing
         fairy-spirits? And what is your opinion of their utility?”
      

      
      “Their utility has been greatly exaggerated, the danger much underestimated,” said
         Mr Norrell.
      

      
      “Oh! Is it your opinion that fairies are, as some people think, demons?” asked Strange.

      
      “Upon the contrary. I am quite certain that the common view of them is the correct
         one. Do you know the writings of Chaston upon the subject? It would not surprize me
         if Chaston turned out to have come very near the truth of it.2 No, no, my objection to fairies is quite another thing. Mr Strange, tell me, in your
         opinion why does so much English magic depend – or appear to depend – upon the aid
         of fairy-spirits?”
      

      
      Strange thought a moment. “I suppose because all English magic comes from the Raven
         King who was educated at a fairy court and learnt his magic there.”
      

      
      “I agree that the Raven King has every thing to do with it,” said Mr Norrell, “but
         not, I think, in the way you suppose. Consider, if you will, Mr Strange, that all
         the time the Raven King ruled Northern England, he also ruled a fairy kingdom. Consider,
         if you will, that no king ever had two such diverse races under his sway. Consider,
         if you will, that he was as great a king as he was a magician – a fact which almost
         all historians are prone to overlook. I think there can be little doubt that he was
         much preoccupied with the task of binding his two peoples together – a task which
         he accomplished, Mr Strange, by deliberately exaggerating the role of fairies in magic. In this way he increased his human subjects’ esteem for fairies, he provided his
         fairy subjects with useful occupation, and made both peoples desire each other’s company.”
      

      
      “Yes,” said Strange, thoughtfully, “I see that.

      
      “It seems to me,” continued Mr Norrell, “that even the greatest of Aureate magicians miscalculated the extent to which fairies are necessary to human magic.
         Look at Pale! He considered his fairy-servants so essential to the pursuit of his
         art that he wrote that his greatest treasures were the three or four fairy-spirits
         living in his house! Yet my own example makes it plain that almost all respectable sorts of magic are perfectly achievable without assistance from any one! What have
         I ever done that has needed the help of a fairy?”
      

      
      “I understand you,” said Strange, who imagined that Mr Norrell’s last question must
         be rhetorical. “And I must confess, sir, that this idea is quite new to me. I have
         never seen it in any book.”
      

      
      “Neither have I,” said Mr Norrell. “Of course there are some sorts of magic which
         are entirely impossible without fairies. There may be times – and I sincerely hope
         that such occasions will be rare – when you and I shall have to treat with those pernicious
         creatures. Naturally we shall have to exercise the greatest caution. Any fairy we
         summon will almost certainly have dealt with English magicians before. He will be
         eager to recount for us all the names of the great magicians he has served and the
         services he has rendered to each. He will understand the forms and precedents of such
         dealings a great deal better than we do. It puts us – will put us – at a disadvantage.
         I assure you, Mr Strange, nowhere is the decline of English magic better understood
         than in the Other Lands.”
      

      
      “Yet fairy-spirits hold a great fascination for ordinary people,” mused Strange, “and
         perhaps if you were occasionally to employ one in your work it might help make our
         art more popular. There is still a great deal of prejudice against using magic in
         the war.”
      

      
      “Oh! Indeed!” cried Mr Norrell, irritably. “People believe that magic begins and ends
         with fairies! They scarcely consider the skill and learning of the magician at all!
         No, Mr Strange, that is no argument with me for employing fairies! Rather the reverse!
         A hundred years ago the magio-historian, Valentine Munday, denied that the Other Lands
         existed. He thought that the men who claimed to have been there were all liars. In
         this he was quite wrong, but his position remains one with which I have a great deal
         of sympathy and I wish we could make it more generally believed. Of course,” said
         Mr Norrell thoughtfully, “Munday went on to deny that America existed, and then France
         and so on. I believe that by the time he died he had long since given up Scotland
         and was beginning to entertain doubts of Carlisle … I have his book here.”3 Mr Norrell stood up and fetched it from the shelves. But he did not give it to Strange
         straightaway.
      

      
      After a short silence Strange said, “You advise me to read this book?”

      
      “Yes, indeed. I think you should read it,” said Mr Norrell.

      
      Strange waited, but Norrell continued to gaze at the book in his hand as though he
         were entirely at a loss as to how to proceed. “Then you must give it to me, sir,”
         said Strange gently.
      

      
      “Yes, indeed,” said Mr Norrell. He approached Strange cautiously and held the book
         out for several moments, before suddenly tipping it up and off into Strange’s hand
         with an odd gesture, as though it was not a book at all, but a small bird which clung
         to him and would on no account go to any one else, so that he was obliged to trick
         it into leaving his hand. He was so intent upon this manoeuvre that fortunately he
         did not look up at Strange who was trying not to laugh.
      

      
      Mr Norrell remained a moment, looking wistfully at his book in another magician’s
         hand.
      

      
      But once he had parted with one book the painful part of his ordeal seemed to be over.
         Half an hour later he recommended another book to Strange and went and got it with
         scarcely any fuss. By midday he was pointing out books on the shelves to Strange and
         allowing him to fetch them down for himself. By the end of the day Mr Norrell had
         given Strange a quite extraordinary number of books to read, and said that he expected
         him to have read them by the end of the week.
      

      
      A whole day of conversation and study was a luxury they could not often afford; generally
         they were obliged to spend some part of every day in attending to Mr Norrell’s visitors
         – whether these were the fashionable people whom Mr Norrell still believed it essential
         to cultivate or gentlemen from the various Government departments.
      

      
      By the end of a fortnight Mr Norrell’s enthusiasm for his new pupil knew no bounds.
         “One has but to explain something to him once,” Norrell told Sir Walter, “and he understands
         it immediately! I well remember how many weeks I laboured to comprehend Pale’s Conjectures
         Concerning the Foreshadowing of Things To Come, yet Mr Strange was master of this
         exceptionally difficult theory in little more than four hours!”
      

      
      Sir Walter smiled. “No doubt. But I think you rate your own achievements too low.
         Mr Strange has the advantage of a teacher to explain the difficult parts to him, whereas
         you had none – you have prepared the way for him and made everything smooth and easy.”
      

      
      “Ah!” cried Mr Norrell. “But when Mr Strange and I sat down to talk of the Conjectures
         some more, I realized that they had a much wider application than I had supposed.
         It was his questions, you see, which led me to a new understanding of Dr Pale’s ideas!”
      

      
      Sir Walter said, “Well, sir, I am glad that you have found a friend whose mind accords
         so well with your own – there is no greater comfort.”
      

      
      “I agree with you, Sir Walter!” cried Mr Norrell. “Indeed I do!”

      
      Strange’s admiration for Mr Norrell was of a more restrained nature. Norrell’s dull
         conversation and oddities of behaviour continued to grate upon his nerves; and at
         about the same time as Mr Norrell was praising Strange to Sir Walter, Strange was
         complaining of Norrell to Arabella.
      

      
      “Even now I scarcely know what to make of him. He is, at one and the same time, the
         most remarkable man of the Age and the most tedious. Twice this morning our conversation
         was interrupted because he thought he heard a mouse in the room – mice are a particular aversion of his. Two footmen,
         two maids and I moved all the furniture about looking for the mouse, while he stood
         by the fireplace, rigid with fear.”
      

      
      “Has he a cat?” suggested Arabella. “He should get a cat.”

      
      “Oh, but that is quite impossible! He hates cats even more than mice. He told me that
         if he is ever so unlucky as to find himself in the same room as a cat, then he is
         sure to be all over red pimples within an hour.”
      

      
      It was Mr Norrell’s sincere wish to educate his pupil thoroughly, but the habits of
         secrecy and dissimulation which he had cultivated all his life were not easily thrown
         off. On a day in December, when snow was falling in large, soft flakes from heavy,
         greenish-grey clouds, the two magicians were seated in Mr Norrell’s library. The slow
         drifting motion of the snow outside the windows, the heat of the fire and the effects
         of a large glass of sherry-wine which he had been so ill-advised as to accept when
         Mr Norrell offered it, all combined to make Strange very heavy and sleepy. His head
         was supported upon his hand and his eyes were almost closing.
      

      
      Mr Norrell was speaking. “Many magicians,” he said, steepling his hands, “have attempted
         to confine magical powers in some physical object. It is not a difficult operation
         and the object can be any thing the magician wishes. Trees, jewels, books, bullets,
         hats have all been employed for this purpose at one time or another.” Mr Norrell frowned
         hard at his fingertips. “By placing some of his power in whatever object he chuses,
         the magician hopes to make himself secure from those wanings of power, which are the
         inevitable result of illness and old age. I myself have often been severely tempted
         to do it; my own skills can be quite overturned by a heavy cold or a bad sore throat.
         Yet after careful consideration I have concluded that such divisions of power are
         most ill-advised. Let us examine the case of rings. Rings have long been considered
         peculiarly suitable for this sort of magic by virtue of their small size. A man may
         keep a ring continually upon his finger for years, without exciting the smallest comment – which would not be the case if he shewed the
         same attachment to a book or a pebble – and yet there is scarcely a magician in history
         who, having once committed some of his skill and power to a magic ring, did not somehow
         lose that ring and was put to a world of trouble to get it back again. Take for example,
         the twelfth-century Master of Nottingham, whose daughter mistook his ring of power
         for a common bauble, put it on her finger, and went to St Matthew’s Fair. This negligent
         young woman …”
      

      
      “What?” cried Strange, suddenly.

      
      “What?” echoed Mr Norrell, startled.

      
      Strange gave the other gentleman a sharp, questioning look. Mr Norrell gazed back
         at him, a little frightened.
      

      
      “I beg your pardon, sir,” said Strange, “but do I understand you aright? Are we speaking
         of magical powers that are got by some means into rings, stones, amulets – things
         of that sort?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell nodded cautiously.

      
      “But I thought you said,” said Strange. “That is,” he made some effort to speak more
         gently, “I thought that you told me some weeks ago that magic rings and stones were a fable.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell stared at his pupil in alarm.

      
      “But perhaps I was mistaken?” said Strange.

      
      Mr Norrell said nothing at all.

      
      “I was mistaken,” said Strange again. “I beg your pardon, sir, for interrupting you.
         Pray, continue.”
      

      
      But Mr Norrell, though he appeared greatly relieved that Strange had resolved the
         matter, was no longer equal to continuing and instead proposed that they have some
         tea; to which Mr Strange agreed very readily.4

      
      That evening Strange told Arabella all that Mr Norrell had said and all that he, Strange, had said in reply.
      

      
      “It was the queerest thing in the world! He was so frightened at having been found
         out, that he could think of nothing to say. It fell to me to think of fresh lies for
         him to tell me. I was obliged to conspire with him against myself.”
      

      
      “But I do not understand,” said Arabella. “Why should he contradict himself in this
         odd way?”
      

      
      “Oh! He is determined to keep some things to himself. That much is obvious – and I suppose he cannot always remember what is to be a secret and
         what is not. You remember that I told you there are gaps among the books in his library?
         Well, it seems that the very day he accepted me as his pupil, he ordered five shelves
         to be emptied and the books sent back to Yorkshire, because they were too dangerous for
         me to read.”
      

      
      “Good Lord! However did you find that out?” asked Arabella, much surprized.

      
      “Drawlight and Lascelles told me. They took great pleasure in it.”
      

      
      “Ill-natured wretches!”

      
      Mr Norrell was most disappointed to learn that Strange’s education must be interrupted
         for a day or two while he and Arabella sought for a house to live in. “It is his wife
         that is the problem,” Mr Norrell explained to Drawlight, with a sigh. “Had he been
         a single man, I dare say he would not have objected to coming and living here with
         me.”
      

      
      Drawlight was most alarmed to hear that Mr Norrell had entertained such a notion and,
         in case it were ever revived, he took the precaution of saying, “Oh, but sir! Think
         of your work for the Admiralty and the War Office, so important and so confidential!
         The presence of another person in the house would impede it greatly.”
      

      
      “Oh, but Mr Strange is going help me with that!” said Mr Norrell. “It would be very
         wrong of me to deprive the country of Mr Strange’s talents. Mr Strange and I went
         down to the Admiralty last Thursday to wait upon Lord Mulgrave. I believe that Lord
         Mulgrave was none too pleased at first to see that I had brought Mr Strange …”
      

      
      “That is because his lordship is accustomed to your superior magic! I dare say he
         thinks that a mere amateur – however talented – has no business meddling with Admiralty matters.”
      

      
      “… but when his lordship heard Mr Strange’s ideas for defeating the French by magic
         he turned to me with a great smile upon his face and said, ‘You and I, Mr Norrell,
         had grown stale. We wanted new blood to stir us up, did we not?’ ”
      

      
      “Lord Mulgrave said that? To you?” said Drawlight. “That was abominably rude of him. I hope, sir, that you gave him
         one of your looks!”
      

      
      “What?” Mr Norrell was engrossed in his own tale and had no attention to spare for
         whatever Mr Drawlight might be saying. “ ‘Oh!’ I said to him – I said, ‘I am quite
         of your mind, my lord. But only wait until you have heard the rest of what Mr Strange
         has to say. You have not heard the half of it!’ ”
      

      
      It was not only the Admiralty – the War Office and all the other departments of Government
         had reason to rejoice at the advent of Jonathan Strange. Suddenly a good many things
         which had been difficult before were made easy. The King’s Ministers had long treasured
         a plan to send the enemies of Britain bad dreams. The Foreign Secretary had first
         proposed it in January 1808 and for over a year Mr Norrell had industriously sent
         the Emperor Napoleon Buonaparte a bad dream each night, as a result of which nothing
         had happened. Buonaparte’s empire had not foundered and Buonaparte himself had ridden
         into battle as coolly as ever. And so eventually Mr Norrell was instructed to leave off. Privately Sir Walter
         and Mr Canning thought that the plan had failed because Mr Norrell had no talent for
         creating horrors. Mr Canning complained that the nightmares Mr Norrell had sent the
         Emperor (which chiefly concerned a captain of Dragoons hiding in Buonaparte’s wardrobe)
         would scarcely frighten his children’s governess let alone the conqueror of half of
         Europe. For a while he had tried to persuade the other Ministers that they should
         commission Mr Beckford, Mr Lewis and Mrs Radcliffe to create dreams of vivid horror
         that Mr Norrell could then pop into Buonaparte’s head. But the other Ministers considered
         that to employ a magician was one thing, novelists were quite another and they would
         not stoop to it.
      

      
      With Strange the plan was revived. Strange and Mr Canning suspected that the wicked
         French Emperor was proof against such insubstantial evils as dreams, and so they decided
         to begin this time with his ally, Alexander, the Emperor of Russia. They had the advantage
         of a great many friends at Alexander’s court: Russian nobles who had made a great
         deal of money selling timber to Britain and were anxious to do so again, and a brave
         and ingenious Scottish lady who was the wife of Alexander’s valet.
      

      
      On learning that Alexander was a curiously impressionable person much given to mystical
         religion, Strange decided to send him a dream of eerie portents and symbols. For seven
         nights in succession Alexander dreamt a dream in which he sat down to a comfortable
         supper with Napoleon Buonaparte at which they were served some excellent venison soup.
         But no sooner had the Emperor tasted the soup, than he jumped up and cried, “J’ai
         une faim qui ne saurait se satisfaire de potage.”5 whereupon he turned into a she-wolf which ate first Alexander’s cat, then his dog,
         then his horse, then his pretty Turkish mistress. And as the she-wolf set to work
         to eat up more of Alexander’s friends and relations, her womb opened and disgorged the cat, dog, horse, Turkish mistress, friends, relations,
         etc. again, but in horrible misshapen forms. And as she ate she grew; and when she
         was as big as the Kremlin, she turned, heavy teats swaying and maw all bloody, intent
         on devouring all of Moscow.
      

      
      “There can be nothing dishonourable in sending him a dream which tells him that he
         is wrong to trust Buonaparte and that Buonaparte will betray him in the end,” explained
         Strange to Arabella. “I might, after all, send him a letter to say as much. He is wrong and nothing is more certain than that Buonaparte will betray him in the end.”
      

      
      Word soon came from the Scottish lady that the Russian Emperor had been exceedingly
         troubled by the dreams and that, like King Nebuchadnezzar in the Bible, he had sent
         for astrologers and soothsayers to interpret it for him – which they very soon did.
      

      
      Strange then sent more dreams to the Russian Emperor. “And,” he told Mr Canning, “I
         have taken your advice and made them more obscure and difficult of interpretation
         that the Emperor’s sorcerers may have something to do.”
      

      
      The indefatigable Mrs Janet Archibaldovna Barsukova was soon able to convey the satisfying
         news that Alexander neglected the business of government and war, and sat all day
         musing upon his dreams and discussing them with astrologers and sorcerers; and that
         whenever a letter came for him from the Emperor Napoleon Buonaparte he was seen to
         turn pale and shudder.
      

      
   
      
      26
Orb, crown and sceptre

      
      September 1809

      
      Every night without fail Lady Pole and Stephen Black were summoned by the sad bell
         to dance in Lost-hope’s shadowy halls. For fashion and beauty these were, without
         a doubt, the most splendid balls Stephen had ever seen, but the fine clothes and smart
         appearance of the dancers made an odd contrast with the mansion itself which exhibited
         numerous signs of poverty and decay. The music never varied. The same handful of tunes
         were scraped out by a single violin, and tooted out by a single pipe. The greasy tallow-candles
         – Stephen could not help but observe with his butler’s eye how there were far too
         few of them for such a vast hall – cast up strange shadows that spun across the walls
         as the dancers went through their figures.
      

      
      On other occasions Lady Pole and Stephen took part in long processions in which banners
         were carried through dusty, ill-lit halls (the gentleman with the thistle-down hair
         having a great fondness for such ceremonies). Some of the banners were ancient and
         decaying pieces of dense embroidery; others represented the gentleman’s victories
         over his enemies and were in fact made from the preserved skins of those enemies,
         their lips, eyes, hair and clothes having been embroidered on to their yellow skins
         by his female relations. The gentleman with the thistle-down hair never grew tired
         of these pleasures and he never appeared to entertain the slightest doubt that Stephen and Lady Pole were equally delighted with them.
      

      
      Though changeable in all else, he remained constant in two things: his admiration
         of her ladyship and his affection for Stephen Black. The latter he continued to demonstrate
         by making Stephen extravagant gifts and by sending him strange pieces of good fortune.
         Some of the gifts were made, as before, to Mrs Brandy on Stephen’s behalf and some
         were sent directly to Stephen for, as the gentleman told Stephen cheerfully, “Your
         wicked enemy will know nothing about it!” (He meant Sir Walter.) “I have very cleverly
         blinded him with my magic and it will never occur to him to wonder about it. Why!
         You could be made Archbishop of Canterbury tomorrow and he would think nothing of
         it! No one would.” A thought appeared to strike him. “Would you like to be Archbishop
         of Canterbury tomorrow, Stephen?”
      

      
      “No, thank you, sir.”

      
      “Are you quite certain? It is scarcely any trouble and if the Church has any attraction
         for you … ?”
      

      
      “I promise you, sir, it has none.”

      
      “Your good taste as ever does you credit. A mitre is a wretchedly uncomfortable sort
         of thing to wear and not at all becoming.”
      

      
      Poor Stephen was assailed by miracles. Every few days something would occur to profit
         him in some way. Sometimes the actual value of what he gained was unremarkable – perhaps
         no more than a few shillings – but the means by which it came to him were always extraordinary.
         Once, for example, he received a visit from the overseer of a farm who insisted that,
         some years before, he had met Stephen at a cockfight near Richmond in the North Riding
         of Yorkshire and that Stephen had wagered him that the Prince of Wales would one day
         do something to bring disgrace upon the country. As this had now happened (the overseer
         cited the Prince’s desertion of his wife as the shameful deed) the overseer had come
         to London by the stagecoach to bring Stephen twenty-seven shillings and sixpence –
         which, he said, was the amount of the wager. It was useless for Stephen to insist that he had never been to a cockfight
         or to Richmond in Yorkshire; the overseer would not be content until Stephen had taken
         the money.
      

      
      A few days after the overseer’s visit a large grey dog was discovered standing in
         the road opposite the house in Harley-street. The poor creature was drenched by the
         rain and splattered with mud and bore every sign of having travelled a great distance.
         More curious still, it had a document grasped between its jaws. The footmen, Robert
         and Geoffrey, and John Longridge, the cook, did their best to get rid of it by shouting
         and hurling bottles and stones at it, but the dog bore this treatment philosophically
         and declined to move until Stephen Black had come out in the rain and taken the document
         from its mouth. Then it went away with a quietly contented air, as if congratulating
         itself upon a difficult task well done. The document proved to be a map of a village
         in Derbyshire and shewed, among other surprizing things, a secret door let into the
         side of a hill.
      

      
      Another time Stephen received a letter from the mayor and aldermen of Bath describing
         how, two months before, the Marquess of Wellesley had been in Bath and had done nothing
         during his stay but talk of Stephen Black and his remarkable honesty, intelligence
         and faithfulness to his master. So impressed had the mayor and the aldermen been by
         his lordship’s report, that they had immediately ordered a medal, celebrating Stephen’s
         life and virtues, to be struck. When five hundred medals had been made, the mayor
         and the aldermen had ordered them to be distributed to the chief householders of Bath
         amid general rejoicing. They enclosed a medal for Stephen, and begged that whenever
         he next found himself in Bath he would make himself known to them so that they might
         hold a magnificent dinner in his honour.
      

      
      None of these miracles did any thing to raise poor Stephen’s spirits. They only served
         to emphasize the eerie character of his present life. He knew that the overseer, dog
         and the mayor and the aldermen were all acting against their natures: overseers loved money – they did not
         give it away for no good reason; dogs did not patiently pursue strange quests for
         weeks on end; and mayors and aldermen did not suddenly develop a lively interest in
         negro servants they had never seen. Yet none of his friends seemed to think there
         was any thing remarkable about the course his life was taking. He was sick of the
         sight of gold and silver, and his little room at the top of the house in Harley-street
         was full of treasures he did not want.
      

      
      He had been almost two years under the gentleman’s enchantment. He had often pleaded
         with the gentleman to release him – or, if not him, then Lady Pole – but the gentleman
         would not hear of it. So Stephen had roused himself to try and tell someone about
         what he and Lady Pole suffered. He was anxious to discover if there were precedents
         for their case. He had faint hopes of finding someone who would help free them. The
         first person he had spoken to was Robert, the footman. He had warned Robert that he
         was about to hear a private revelation of a secret woe, and Robert had looked suitably
         solemn and interested. But, when Stephen began to speak, he found to his own astonishment
         that it was upon quite a different matter; he found himself delivering a very earnest
         and learned discourse upon the cultivation and uses of peas and beans – a subject
         he knew nothing about. Worse still, some of his information was of a most unusual
         nature and would have frankly astonished any farmer or gardener who had heard it.
         He explained the different properties of beans either planted or gathered by moonlight,
         by moondark, at Beltane or on Midsummer’s Night, and how these properties were changed
         if you sowed or gathered the beans with a silver trowel or knife.
      

      
      The next person to whom he attempted to describe his trouble was John Longridge. This
         time he found himself delivering an exact account of Julius Caesar’s dealings and
         experiences in Britain. It was clearer and more detailed than any scholar could have
         managed, tho’ he had studied the subject for twenty years or more. Once again it contained information that was not set down in any book.1

      
      He made two more attempts to communicate his horrible situation. To Mrs Brandy he
         delivered an odd defence of Judas Iscariot in which he declared that in all Iscariot’s
         last actions he was following the instructions of two men called John Copperhead and
         John Brassfoot whom Iscariot had believed to be angels; and to Toby Smith, Mrs Brandy’s
         shopman, he gave a list of all the people in Ireland, Scotland, Wales and England
         who had been stolen away by fairies in the last two hundred years. None of them were
         people he had ever heard of.
      

      
      Stephen was obliged to conclude that, try as he might, he could not speak of his enchantment.
      

      
      The person who suffered most from his strange silences and dismal spirits was, without
         a doubt, Mrs Brandy. She did not understand that he had changed to the whole world, she only saw that he had changed
         towards her. One day at the beginning of September Stephen paid her a visit. They had not met
         for some weeks, which had made Mrs Brandy so unhappy that she had written to Robert
         Austin, and Robert had gone to Stephen and scolded him for his neglect. However once
         Stephen had arrived in the little parlour above the shop in St James’s-street, no
         one could have blamed Mrs Brandy if she had wished him immediately away again. He
         sat with his head in his hand, sighing heavily, and had nothing to say to her. She
         offered him Constantia-wine, marmalade, an old-fashioned wigg bun – all sorts of delicacies
         – but he refused them all. He wanted nothing; and so she sat down on the opposite
         side of the fire and resumed her needlework – a nightcap which she was despondently
         embroidering for him.
      

      
      “Perhaps,” she said, “you are tired of London and of me, and you wish to return to
         Africa?”
      

      
      “No,” said Stephen.

      
      “I dare say Africa is a remarkably charming place,” said Mrs Brandy, who seemed determined
         to punish herself by sending Stephen immediately to Africa. “I have always heard that
         it is. With oranges and pineapples everywhere one looks, and sugar canes and chocolate
         trees.” She had laboured fourteen years in the grocery trade and had mapped out her
         world in its stock. She laughed bitterly. “It seems that I would fare very ill in
         Africa. What need have people of shops when they have only to stretch out their hand
         and pluck the fruit of the nearest tree? Oh, yes! I should be ruined in no time in
         Africa.” She snapped a thread between her teeth. “Not that I should not be glad to
         go tomorrow,” She poked the thread viciously into the needle’s innocent eye, “if any
         one were to ask me.”
      

      
      “Would you go to Africa for my sake?” asked Stephen in surprize.

      
      She looked up. “I would go any where for your sake,” she said. “I thought you knew
         that.”
      

      
      They regarded one another unhappily.
      

      
      Stephen said that he must return and attend to his duties in Harley-street.

      
      Outside in the street, the sky darkened and rain began to fall. People put up umbrellas.
         As Stephen walked up St James’s-street, he saw a strange sight – a black ship sailing
         towards him through the grey rainy air above the heads of the crowd. It was a frigate,
         some two feet high, with dirty, ragged sails and peeling paint. It rose and fell,
         mimicking the motion of ships at sea. Stephen shivered a little to see it. A beggar
         emerged from the crowd, a negro with skin as dark and shining as Stephen’s own. Fastened
         to his hat was this ship. As he walked he ducked and raised his head so that his ship
         could sail. As he went he performed his curious bobbing and swaying movements very
         slowly and carefully for fear of upsetting his enormous hat. The effect was of a man
         dancing amazingly slowly. The beggar’s name was Johnson. He was a poor, crippled sailor
         who had been denied a pension. Having no other means of relief, he had taken to singing
         and begging to make a livelihood, in which he had been most successful and he was
         known throughout the Town for the curious hat he wore. Johnson held out his hand to
         Stephen, but Stephen looked away. He always took great care not to speak to, or in
         any way acknowledge, negroes of low station. He feared that if he were seen speaking
         to such people it might be supposed that he had some connexion with them.
      

      
      He heard his name cried out, and he jumped as if he had been scalded, but it was only
         Toby Smith, Mrs Brandy’s shopman.
      

      
      “Oh! Mr Black!” cried Toby, hurrying up. “There you are! You generally walk so fast,
         sir! I was sure you would be in Harley-street by now. Mrs Brandy sends her compliments,
         sir, and says you left this by your chair.”
      

      
      Toby held out a silver diadem, a delicate band of metal of a size to fit Stephen’s
         head exactly. It had no ornament other than a few odd signs and queer letters cut
         into its surface.
      

      
      “But this is not mine!” said Stephen.
      

      
      “Oh!” said Toby, blankly, but then he appeared to decide that Stephen was joking.
         “Oh, Mr Black, as if I have not seen it upon your head a hundred times!” Then he laughed
         and bowed and ran back to the shop, leaving Stephen with the diadem in his hand.
      

      
      He crossed over Piccadilly into Bond-street. He had not gone far when he heard shouting,
         and a tiny figure came running down the street. In stature the figure appeared no
         more than four or five years old, but its dead-white, sharp-featured face belonged
         to a much older child. It was followed at a distance by two or three men, shouting
         “Thief!” and “Stop him!”
      

      
      Stephen sprang into the thief’s path. But though the young thief could not entirely
         escape Stephen (who was nimble), Stephen was not quite able to fasten on to the thief
         (who was slippery). The thief held a long bundle wrapped in a red cloth, which he
         somehow contrived to tip into Stephen’s hands, before darting in among a crowd of
         people outside Hemmings’s, the goldsmith. These people were but newly emerged from
         Hemmings’s and knew nothing of the pursuit, so they did not spring apart when the
         thief arrived among them. It was impossible to say which way he went.
      

      
      Stephen stood, holding the bundle. The cloth, which was a soft, old velvet, slipped
         away, revealing a long rod of silver.
      

      
      The first of the pursuers to arrive was a dark, handsome gentleman sombrely, but elegantly
         dressed in black. “You had him for a moment,” he said to Stephen.
      

      
      “I am only sorry, sir,” said Stephen, “that I could not hold him for you. But, as
         you see, I have your property.” Stephen offered the man the rod of silver and the
         red velvet cloth but the man did not take them.
      

      
      “It was my mother’s fault!” said the gentleman, angrily. “Oh! How could she be so
         negligent? I have told her a thousand times that if she left the drawing-room window
         open, sooner or later a thief would come in by it. Have I not said so a hundred times,
         Edward? Have I not said so, John?” The latter part of this speech was addressed to
         the gentleman’s servants, who had come running up after their master. They lacked
         breath to reply, but were able to assure Stephen by emphatic nods that the gentleman
         had indeed said so.
      

      
      “All the world knows that I keep many treasures at my house,” continued the gentleman,
         “and yet she continues to open the window in spite of my entreaties! And now, of course,
         she sits weeping for the loss of this treasure which has been in my family for hundreds
         of years. For my mother takes great pride in our family and all its possessions. This
         sceptre, for example, is proof that we are descended from the ancient kings of Wessex,
         for it belonged to Edgar or Alfred or someone of that sort.”
      

      
      “Then you must take it back, sir,” urged Stephen. “Your mother, I dare say, will be
         much relieved to see it safe and sound.”
      

      
      The gentleman reached out to take the sceptre, but suddenly drew back his hand. “No!”
         he cried. “I will not! I vow I will not. If I were to return this treasure to my mother’s
         keeping, then she would never learn the evil consequences of her negligence! She would
         never learn to keep the window shut! And who knows what I might lose next? Why, I
         might come home tomorrow to an empty house! No, sir, you must keep the sceptre! It
         is a reward for the service you did me in trying to catch hold of the thief.”
      

      
      The gentleman’s servants all nodded as if they saw the sense of this, and then a coach
         drew up and gentleman and servants all got into it and drove away.
      

      
      Stephen stood in the rain with a diadem in one hand and a sceptre in the other. Ahead
         of him were the shops of Bond-street, the most fashionable shops in all the kingdom.
         In their windows were displayed silks and velvets, headdresses of pearl and peacock
         feathers, diamonds, rubies, jewels and every sort of gold and silver trinkets.
      

      
      “Well,” thought Stephen, “doubtless he will be able to make all sorts of eerie treasures for me out of the contents of those shops. But I shall be
         cleverer than him. I shall go home by another way.”
      

      
      He turned into a narrow alleyway between two buildings, crossed a little yard, passed
         through a gate, down another alleyway and emerged in a little street of modest houses.
         It was quite deserted here and strangely quiet. The only sound was the rain striking
         the cobblestones. Rain had darkened all the fronts of the houses until they appeared
         to be almost black. The occupants of the houses seemed a very frugal lot, for not
         one of them had lit a lamp or a candle despite the gloominess of the day. Yet the
         heavy cloud did not cover the sky completely and a watery white light shewed at the
         horizon, so that between the dark sky and the dark earth the rain fell in bright silver
         shafts.
      

      
      A shining something rolled suddenly out of a dark alleyway and skittered unevenly
         over the wet cobblestones, coming to a stop directly in front of Stephen.
      

      
      He looked at it and heaved a great sigh when he saw that it was, as he expected, a
         little silver ball. It was very battered and old-looking. At the top where there ought
         to have been a cross to signify that all the world belonged to God, there was a tiny
         open hand. One of the fingers was broken off. This symbol – the open hand – was one
         that Stephen knew well. It was one of those employed by the gentleman with the thistle-down
         hair. Only last night Stephen had taken part in a procession and carried a banner
         bearing this very emblem through dark, windswept courtyards and along avenues of immense
         oak-trees in whose unseen branches the wind soughed.
      

      
      There was the sound of a window sash being raised. A woman poked her head out of a
         window at the top of the house. Her hair was all in curl papers. “Well, pick it up!”
         she cried, glaring furiously at Stephen.
      

      
      “But it is not mine!” he called up to her.

      
      “It is not his, he says!” This made her angrier still. “And I suppose I did not just
         see it fall out of your pocket and roll away! And I suppose my name is not Mariah
         Tompkins! And I suppose I do not labour night and day to keep Pepper-street clean and tidy, but you must come
         here a-purpose to throw away your rubbish!”
      

      
      With a heavy sigh, Stephen picked up the orb. He found that, whatever Mariah Tompkins
         said or believed, if he put it in his pocket there was a very real danger of it tearing
         the cloth, it was so heavy. So he was obliged to walk through the rain, sceptre in
         one hand, orb in the other. The diadem he put on his head, as the most convenient
         place for it, and attired in this fashion he walked home.
      

      
      On arriving at the house in Harley-street, he went down to the area and opened the
         kitchen door. He found himself, not in the kitchen as he had expected, but in a room
         he had never seen before. He sneezed three times.
      

      
      A moment was enough to reassure him that he was not at Lost-hope. It was a quite commonplace
         sort of room – the sort of room, in fact, that one might find in any well-to-do house
         in London. It was, however, remarkably untidy. The inhabitants, who were presumably
         new to the house, appeared to be in the middle of unpacking. All the articles usually
         belonging to a sitting-room and study were present: card-tables, work-tables, reading-tables,
         fire-irons, chairs of varying degrees of comfortableness and usefulness, mirrors,
         tea-cups, sealing-wax, candle-sticks, pictures, books (a great number of these), sanders,
         ink-stands, pens, papers, clocks, balls of string, footstools, fire-screens and writing-desks.
         But they were all jumbled together and standing upon one another in new and surprizing
         combinations. Packing-cases and boxes and bundles were scattered about, some unpacked,
         some half-unpacked and some scarcely begun. The straw from the packing-cases had been
         pulled out and now lay scattered about the room and over the furniture, which had
         the effect of making everything dusty and causing Stephen to sneeze twice more. Some
         of the straw had even got into the fireplace so that there was a very real danger
         of the whole room going up in a conflagration at any moment.
      

      
      The room contained two people: a man whom Stephen had never seen before and the gentleman
         with the thistle-down hair. The man he had never seen before was seated at a little table in front of the window.
         Presumably he ought to have been unpacking his things and setting his room in order,
         but he had abandoned this task and was presently engaged in reading a book. He broke
         off every now and then to look things up in two or three other volumes that lay on
         the table; to mutter excitedly to himself; and to dash down a note or two in an ink-splashed
         little book.
      

      
      Meanwhile the gentleman with the thistle-down hair sat in an arm-chair on the opposite
         side of the fireplace, directing at the other man a look of such extreme malevolence
         and irritation as made Stephen fear for the man’s life. Yet the moment the gentleman
         with the thistle-down hair beheld Stephen, he became all delight, all affability.
         “Ah, there you are!” he cried. “How noble you look in your kingly accoutrements!”
      

      
      There happened to be a large mirror standing opposite the door. For the first time
         Stephen saw himself with the crown, sceptre and orb. He looked every inch a king.
         He turned to look at the man at the table to discover how he bore with the sudden
         appearance of a black man in a crown.
      

      
      “Oh! Do not concern yourself about him!” said the gentleman with the thistle-down hair. “He can neither see nor hear us.
         He has no more talent than the other one. Look!” He screwed up a piece of paper and
         threw it energetically at the man’s head. The man did not flinch or look up or appear
         to know any thing about it.
      

      
      “The other one, sir?” said Stephen. “What do you mean?”

      
      “That is the younger magician. The one lately arrived in London.”

      
      “Is it indeed? I have heard of him, of course. Sir Walter thinks highly of him. But
         I confess I have forgotten his name.”
      

      
      “Oh! Who cares what his name is! What matters is that he is just as stupid as the
         other one and very near as ugly.”
      

      
      “What?” said the magician, suddenly. He turned away from his book and looked around
         the room with a slightly suspicious air. “Jeremy!” he called out very loudly.
      

      
      A servant put his head around the door, but did not trouble himself so far as to come
         into the room. “Sir?” he said.
      

      
      Stephen’s eyes opened very wide at this lazy behaviour –it was a thing he would never
         have allowed in Harley-street. He made a point of staring very coldly at the man to
         shew him what he thought of him before he remembered that the man could not see him.
      

      
      “These London houses are shockingly built,” said the magician. “I can hear the people
         in the next house.”
      

      
      This was interesting enough to tempt the servant called Jeremy all the way into the
         room. He stood and listened.
      

      
      “Are all the walls so thin?” continued the magician. “Do you suppose there can be
         something wrong with them?”
      

      
      Jeremy knocked on the wall which divided the house from its neighbour. It responded
         with as dull and quiet a sound as any stout, well-built wall in the kingdom. Making
         nothing of this, he said, “I do not hear any thing, sir. What were they saying?”
      

      
      “I believe I heard one of them call the other stupid and ugly.”

      
      “Are you sure, sir? It is two old ladies that live upon that side.”

      
      “Ha! That proves nothing. Age is no guarantee of any thing these days.”

      
      With this remark the magician appeared suddenly to grow tired of this conversation.
         He turned back to his book and started reading.
      

      
      Jeremy waited a moment and then, since his master appeared to have forgotten all about
         him, he went away again.
      

      
      “I have not thanked you yet, sir,” said Stephen to the gentleman, “for these wonderful
         gifts.”
      

      
      “Ah, Stephen! I am glad I have pleased you. The diadem, I confess, is your own hat
         transformed by magic. I would have greatly preferred to give you a real crown, but
         I was entirely unable to lay my hand upon one at such short notice. You are disappointed,
         I dare say. Although now I come to think of it, the King of England has several crowns,
         and rarely makes use of any of them.”
      

      
      He raised his hands in the air and pointed upwards with two immensely long white fingers.
      

      
      “Oh!” cried Stephen, suddenly realizing what the gentleman was about. “If you think
         of casting spells to bring the King of England here with one of his crowns – which
         I imagine you do, since you are all kindness – then I beg that you will spare yourself
         the trouble! I have no need of one at the moment, as you know, and the King of England
         is such an old gentleman – would it not perhaps be kinder to let him stay at home?”
      

      
      “Oh, very well!” said the gentleman, lowering his hands.

      
      For lack of any other occupation, he reassumed his abuse of the new magician. Nothing
         about the man pleased him. He ridiculed the book he was reading, found fault with
         the make of his boots, and was entirely unable to approve of his height (despite the
         fact that he was exactly the same height as the gentleman with the thistle-down hair
         – as was proved when they both happened to stand up at the same time.)
      

      
      Stephen was anxious to return to his duties in Harley-street, but he feared that if
         he left them alone together then the gentleman might start throwing something more
         substantial than paper at the magician. “Shall you and I walk to Harley-street together,
         sir?” he asked. “Then you may tell me how your noble actions have moulded London and
         made it glorious. That is always so very entertaining. I never grow tired of hearing
         about it.”
      

      
      “Gladly, Stephen! Gladly!”

      
      “Is it far, sir?”

      
      “Is what far, Stephen?”

      
      “Harley-street, sir. I do not know where we are.”

      
      “We are in Soho-square and no, it is not far at all!”

      
      When they reached the house in Harley-street the gentleman took a most affectionate
         farewell of Stephen, urging him not to feel sad at this parting and reminding him
         that they would meet again that very night at Lost-hope. “… when a most charming ceremony
         will be held in the belfry of the Easternmost Tower. It commemorates an occasion which happened – oh! five hundred years ago or so – when
         I cleverly contrived to capture the little children of my enemy and we pushed them
         out of the belfry to their deaths. Tonight we will re-enact this great triumph! We
         will dress straw dolls in the children’s blood-stained clothes and fling them down
         on to the paving stones and then we will sing and dance and rejoice over their destruction!”
      

      
      “And do you perform this ceremony every year, sir? I feel sure I would have remembered
         it if I had seen it before. It is so very … striking.”
      

      
      “I am glad you think so. I perform it whenever I think of it. Of course it was a great
         deal more striking when we used real children.”
      

      
   
      
      
27
The magician’s wife

      
      December 1809–January 1810

      
      There were now two magicians in London to be admired and made much of and I doubt
         if it will come as much surprize to any one to learn that, of the two, London preferred
         Mr Strange. Strange was everyone’s idea of what a magician ought to be. He was tall;
         he was charming; he had a most ironical smile; and, unlike Mr Norrell, he talked a
         great deal about magic and had no objection to answering any body’s questions on the
         subject. Mr and Mrs Strange attended a great many evening- and dinner-parties, and
         at some point in the proceedings Strange would generally oblige the company with a
         shew of one of the minor sorts of magic. The most popular magic he did was to cause
         visions to appear upon the surface of water.1 Unlike Norrell, he did not use a silver basin which was the traditional vessel for
         seeing visions in. Strange said that really one could see so little in a basin that
         it was scarcely worth the trouble of casting the spells. He preferred instead to wait
         until the servants had cleared the dishes off the table and removed the cloth, then
         he would tip a glass of water or wine over the table and conjure visions into the
         pool. Fortunately his hosts were generally so delighted with the magic that they hardly
         ever complained of their stained, spoilt tables and carpets.
      

      
      For their part Mr and Mrs Strange were settled in London much to their satisfaction.
         They had taken a house in Soho-square and Arabella was deep in all the pleasant cares
         connected with a new home: commissioning elegant new furniture from the cabinetmakers,
         entreating her friends to help her to some steady servants and going every day to
         the shops.
      

      
      One morning in mid-December she received a message from one of the shopmen at Haig
         and Chippendale’s Upholstery (a most attentive person) to say that a bronze silk with
         alternate satin and watered stripes had just arrived in the shop and he believed it
         might be the very thing for Mrs Strange’s drawing-room curtains. This necessitated
         a little re-organization of Arabella’s day.
      

      
      “It appears from Mr Sumner’s description to be very elegant,” she told Strange at
         breakfast, “and I expect to like it very much. But if I chuse bronze-coloured silk
         for the curtains, then I believe I must give up any notion of having a wine-coloured
         velvet for the chaise-longue. I do not think bronze-colour and wine-colour will look
         well together. So I shall to go to Flint and Clark’s to look at the wine-coloured
         velvet again, and see if I can bear to give it up. Then I will go to Haig and Chippendale’s.
         But that means I will have no time to visit your aunt – which I really ought to do
         as she is leaving for Edinburgh this morning. I want to thank her for finding Mary for us.”
      

      
      “Mmm?” said Strange, who was eating hot rolls and preserves, and reading Curiose Observations upon the Anatomie of Faeries by Holgarth and Pickle.2

      
      “Mary. The new maid. You saw her last night.”

      
      “Ah,” said Strange, turning a page.

      
      “She seems a nice, pleasant girl with quiet ways. I am sure we will be very happy
         with her. So, as I was saying, I would be very grateful, Jonathan, if you would call
         upon your aunt this morning. You can walk down to Henrietta-street after breakfast
         and thank her for Mary. Then you can come to Haig and Chippendale’s and wait for me
         there. Oh! And could you look in at Wedgwood and Byerley’s and ask the people when
         the new dinner-service will be ready? It will be scarcely any trouble. It is very
         nearly on your way.” She looked at him doubtfully. “Jonathan, are you listening to
         me?”
      

      
      “Mmm?” said Strange, looking up. “Oh, entirely!”

      
      So Arabella, attended by one of the footmen, walked to Wigmore-street where Flint
         and Clark had their establishment. But on this second viewing of the wine-coloured
         velvet she concluded that, though very handsome, it was altogether too sombre. So
         then she walked on, all anticipation, to St Martin’s-lane to behold the bronze-coloured
         silk. When she arrived at Haig and Chippendale’s she found the shopman waiting for
         her, but not her husband. The shopman was most apologetic but Mr Strange had not been
         there all morning.
      

      
      She went out into the street again.

      
      “George, do you see your master anywhere?” she asked the footman.

      
      “No, madam.”

      
      A grey rain was beginning to fall. A sort of premonition inspired her to look in at
         the window of a bookseller’s. There she discovered Strange, talking energetically
         to Sir Walter Pole. So she went into the shop, bid Sir Walter good morning and sweetly
         inquired of her husband if he had visited his aunt or looked in at Wedgwood and Byerley’s.
      

      
      Strange seemed somewhat perplexed by the question. He looked down and discovered that
         he had a large book in his hand. He frowned at it as if he could not imagine how it
         had got there. “I would have done so, my love, of course,” he said, “only Sir Walter has been talking to
         me all this while which has quite prevented me from beginning.”
      

      
      “It has been entirely my fault,” Sir Walter hastily assured Arabella. “We have a problem
         with our blockade. It is the usual sort of thing and I have been telling Mr Strange
         about it in the hope he and Mr Norrell will be able to help us.”
      

      
      “And can you help?” asked Arabella.

      
      “Oh, I should think so,” said Strange.

      
      Sir Walter explained that the British Government had received intelligence that some
         French ships – possibly as many as ten – had slipped through the British blockade.
         No one knew where they had gone or what they intended to do when they got there. Nor
         did the Government know where to find Admiral Armingcroft who was supposed to prevent
         this sort of thing happening. The Admiral and his fleet of ten frigates and two ships
         of the line had quite disappeared – presumably he had gone in pursuit of the French.
         There was a promising young captain, presently stationed at Madeira, and if the Admiralty
         had only been able to discover what was happening and where it was happening, they would have gladly put Captain Lightwood in charge of four
         or five more ships and sent him there. Lord Mulgrave had asked Admiral Greenwax what
         he thought they ought to do and Admiral Greenwax had asked the Ministers and the Ministers
         said that the Admiralty ought to consult Mr Strange and Mr Norrell immediately.
      

      
      “I would not have you think that the Admiralty is entirely helpless without Mr Strange,”
         smiled Sir Walter. “They have done what they can. They sent one of the clerks, a Mr
         Petrofax, to Greenwich to seek out a childhood friend of Admiral Armingcroft’s to
         ask him, with his superior knowledge of the Admiral’s character, what he thought the
         Admiral would do under such circumstances. But when Mr Petrofax got to Greenwich the
         Admiral’s childhood friend was drunk in bed, and Mr Petrofax was not sure that he
         understood the question.”
      

      
      “I dare say Norrell and I will be able to suggest something,” said Strange, thoughtfully,
         “but I think I should like to see the problem on a map.”
      

      
      “I have all the necessary maps and papers at my house. One of our servants will bring
         them to Hanover-square later today and then perhaps you will be so kind as to talk
         to Norrell …”
      

      
      “Oh! But we can do that now!” said Strange. “Arabella does not mind waiting a few
         moments! You do not mind, do you?” he said to his wife. “I am meeting Mr Norrell at
         two o’clock and I believe that if I can explain the problem to him straightaway then
         we may be able to return an answer to the Admiralty before dinner.”
      

      
      Arabella, like a sweet, compliant woman and good wife, put all thoughts of her new
         curtains aside for the moment and assured both gentlemen that in such a cause it was
         no trouble to her to wait. It was settled that Mr and Mrs Strange would accompany
         Sir Walter to his house in Harley-street.
      

      
      Strange took out his watch and looked at it. “Twenty minutes to Harley-street. Three-quarters
         of an hour to examine the problem. Then another fifteen minutes to Soho-square. Yes,
         there is plenty of time.”
      

      
      Arabella laughed. “He is not always so scrupulous, I assure you,” she said to Sir
         Walter, “but he was late on Tuesday for an appointment with Lord Liverpool and Mr
         Norrell was not best pleased.”
      

      
      “That was not my fault,” said Strange. “I was ready to leave the house in good time but I could not find my gloves.” Arabella’s teasing accusation
         of lateness continued to vex him and on the way to Harley-street he examined his watch
         as though in hopes of discovering something about the operation of Time which had
         hitherto gone unnoticed and which would vindicate him. When they reached Harley-street
         he thought he had it. “Ha!” he cried suddenly. “I know what it is. My watch is wrong!”
      

      
      “I do not think so,” said Sir Walter, taking out his own watch and shewing it to Strange.
         “It is precisely noon. Mine says the same.”
      

      
      “Then why do I hear no bells?” said Strange. “Do you hear bells?” he said to Arabella.

      
      “No, I hear nothing.”

      
      Sir Walter reddened and muttered something about the bells in this parish and the
         neighbouring ones being no longer rung.
      

      
      “Really?” asked Strange. “Why in the world not?”

      
      Sir Walter looked as if he would have thanked Strange to keep his curiosity to himself,
         but all he said was, “Lady Pole’s illness has left her nerves in a sad condition.
         The tolling of a bell is peculiarly distressing to her and I have asked the vestries
         of St Mary-le-bone and St Peter if they would, out of consideration for Lady Pole’s
         nerves, forbear from ringing the church bells, and they have been so obliging as to
         agree.”
      

      
      This was rather extraordinary, but then it was generally agreed that Lady Pole’s illness
         was a rather extraordinary thing with symptoms quite unlike any other. Neither Mr
         nor Mrs Strange had ever seen Lady Pole. No one had seen her for two years.
      

      
      When they arrived at no. 9 Harley-street Strange was anxious to begin looking at Sir
         Walter’s documents straightaway but he was obliged to curb his impatience while Sir
         Walter satisfied himself that Arabella would not lack for amusement in their absence.
         Sir Walter was a well-bred man and greatly disliked leaving any guest alone in his
         house. To abandon a lady was particularly bad. Strange on the other hand was anxious
         to be on time for his appointment with Mr Norrell, so as fast as Sir Walter could suggest diversions, Strange
         was endeavouring to prove that Arabella needed none of them.
      

      
      Sir Walter shewed Arabella the novels in the bookcase, and recommended Mrs Edgeworth’s
         Belinda in particular as being likely to amuse her. “Oh,” said Strange, interrupting, “I
         read Belinda to Arabella two or three years ago. Besides, you know, I do not think we will be
         so long that she will have time to finish a three-volume novel.”
      

      
      “Then perhaps some tea and seed-cake … ?” Sir Walter said to Arabella.

      
      “But Arabella does not care for seed-cake,” interrupted Strange, absent-mindedly picking
         up Belinda himself and beginning to read the first volume, “It is a thing she particularly dislikes.”
      

      
      “A glass of madeira, then,” said Sir Walter. “You will take some madeira, I am sure.
         Stephen! … Stephen, fetch Mrs Strange a glass of madeira.”
      

      
      In the eerie, silent fashion peculiar to high-trained London servants, a tall black
         servant appeared at Sir Walter’s elbow. Mr Strange seemed quite startled by his sudden
         arrival and stared hard at him for several moments, before he said to his wife, “You
         do not want madeira, do you? You do not want any thing.”
      

      
      “No, Jonathan. I do not want any thing,” agreed his wife, laughing at their odd argument.
         “Thank you, Sir Walter, but I am perfectly content to sit here quietly and read.”
      

      
      The black servant bowed and departed as silently as he had come, and Strange and Sir
         Walter went off to talk of the French fleet and the missing English ships.
      

      
      But when she was left alone, Arabella found that she was not after all in a mood for
         reading. On looking round the room in search of amusement her eye was caught by a
         large painting. It was a landscape comprising woods and a ruined castle perched on
         top of a cliff. The trees were dark and the ruins and cliff were touched with gold by the light of a setting sun; the sky by contrast was full of light
         and glowed with pearly colour. A large portion of the foreground was occupied by a
         silvery pool in which a young woman appeared to be drowning; a second figure bent
         over her – whether man, woman, satyr or faun, it was impossible to determine and,
         though Arabella studied their postures carefully, she could not decide whether it
         was the intention of the second figure to save the young woman or murder her. When
         she had tired of looking at this painting Arabella wandered out into the passage to
         look at the pictures there but, as these were for the most part watercolour views
         of Brighton and Chelmsford, she found them very dull.
      

      
      Sir Walter and Strange could be heard talking in another room.

      
      “… extraordinary thing! Yet he is an excellent fellow in his way,” said Sir Walter’s
         voice.
      

      
      “Oh! I know who you mean! He has a brother who is the organist at Bath Cathedral,”
         said Strange. “He has a black-and-white cat that walks about the Bath streets just
         ahead of him. Once, when I was in Milsom-street …”
      

      
      A door stood open, through which Arabella could see a very elegant drawing-room with
         a great number of paintings that appeared to be more splendid and richly coloured
         than any she had yet seen. She went in.
      

      
      The room seemed to be full of light, although the day was every bit as grey and forbidding
         as it had been before. “So where does all this light come from?” wondered Arabella.
         “It is almost as if it shines out of the paintings, but that is impossible.” The paintings
         were all of Venice3 and certainly the great quantities of sky and sea which they contained made the room
         seem somehow insubstantial.
      

      
      When she had done examining the paintings upon one wall, she turned to cross to the
         opposite wall and immediately discovered – much to her mortification – that she was
         not alone. A young woman was sitting before the fire on a blue sopha, regarding her
         with some curiosity. The sopha had a rather high back, which was the reason Arabella
         had not observed her before.
      

      
      “Oh! I do beg your pardon!”

      
      The young woman said nothing.

      
      She was a remarkably elegant woman with a pale, perfect skin and dark hair most gracefully
         arranged. She wore a gown of white muslin and an Indian shawl of ivory, silver and
         black. She seemed altogether too well dressed to be a governess and too much at home
         to be a lady’s companion. Yet if she were a guest in the house, why had Sir Walter
         not introduced her?
      

      
      Arabella curtsied to the young woman and, blushing slightly, said, “I thought there
         was no one here! I beg your pardon for intruding upon you.” She turned to leave.
      

      
      “Oh!” said the young woman. “I hope you do not think of going! I so rarely see any
         one – scarcely any one at all! And besides you wished to see the paintings! You cannot
         deny it, you know, for I saw you in that mirror as you entered the room and your intention
         was plain.” A large Venetian mirror hung above the fireplace. It had a most elaborate
         frame which was also made of mirror-glass and it was decorated with the ugliest glass
         flowers and scrolls imaginable. “I hope,” said the young woman, “that you will not
         allow me to prevent you.”
      

      
      “But I fear I disturb you,” said Arabella.

      
      “Oh, but you do not!” The young woman gestured towards the paintings, “Pray. Continue.”

      
      So, feeling it would be a still worse breach of manners to refuse, Arabella thanked
         the young woman and went and examined the other paintings, but she did it less minutely
         than before because she was conscious that the young woman watched her in the mirror
         the entire time.
      

      
      When she had finished, the young woman asked Arabella to sit. “And how do they please
         you?” she asked.
      

      
      “Well,” said Arabella, “they are certainly very beautiful. I particularly like the
         pictures of processions and feasts – we have nothing like them in England. So many
         fluttering banners! So many gilded boats and exquisite costumes! But it seems to me
         that the artist loves buildings and blue skies more than people. He has made them
         so small, so insignificant! Among so many marble palaces and bridges they seem almost
         lost. Do not you think so?”
      

      
      This seemed to amuse the young woman. She smiled a wry smile. “Lost?” she said. “Oh,
         I should think they are indeed lost, poor souls! For, when all is said and done, Venice
         is only a labyrinth – a vast and beautiful labyrinth to be sure, but a labyrinth nonetheless
         and none but its oldest inhabitants can be sure of finding their way about – or, at
         least, that is my understanding.”
      

      
      “Indeed?” said Arabella. “That must certainly be very inconvenient. But then the sensation
         of being lost in a labyrinth must be so delightful! Oh! I believe I should give almost
         any thing to go there!”
      

      
      The young woman regarded her with an odd, melancholy smile. “If you had spent months,
         as I have done, wearily parading through endless dark passageways, you would think
         very differently. The pleasures of losing oneself in a maze pall very quickly. And
         as for curious ceremonies, processions and feasts, well …” She shrugged. “I quite
         detest them!”
      

      
      Arabella did not very well comprehend her, but thought that it might help if she discovered
         who the young woman was, and so she inquired as to her name.
      

      
      “I am Lady Pole.”

      
      “Oh! Of course!” said Arabella and wondered why she had not thought of this before.
         She told Lady Pole her own name and that her husband had business with Sir Walter,
         which was the reason of her being there.
      

      
      A sudden burst of loud laughter was heard from the direction of the library.
      

      
      “They are supposed to be talking of the war,” Arabella observed to her ladyship, “but
         either the war has got a great deal more entertaining recently, or else – as I suspect
         – they have left business far behind and have got to gossiping about their acquaintance.
         Half an hour ago Mr Strange could think of nothing but his next appointment, but now
         I suppose Sir Walter has drawn him off to talk of other things and I dare say he has
         forgot all about it.” She smiled to herself as wives do when they pretend to criticize
         their husbands, but are really boasting of them. “I really do believe he is the most
         easily distracted creature in the world. Mr Norrell’s patience must be sorely tried
         sometimes.”
      

      
      “Mr Norrell?” said Lady Pole.

      
      “Mr Strange has the honour to be Mr Norrell’s pupil,” said Arabella.

      
      She expected her ladyship to reply with some praise for Mr Norrell’s extraordinary
         magical ability or some words of gratitude for his kindness. But Lady Pole said nothing
         and so Arabella continued in an encouraging tone, “Of course we have heard a great
         deal of the wonderful magic which Mr Norrell performed on your ladyship’s behalf.”
      

      
      “Mr Norrell has been no friend to me,” said Lady Pole in a dry, matter-of-fact tone.
         “I had far better be dead than be as I am.”
      

      
      It was such a shocking thing to hear that for several moments Arabella could think
         of nothing to say. She had no reason to love Mr Norrell. He had never done her any
         kindness – indeed he had several times gone out of his way to shew how little he regarded
         her, but for all that he was the only other representative of her husband’s profession.
         So, just as the wife of an admiral will always take the part of the Navy or the wife
         of a bishop will speak up in favour of the Church, Arabella felt obliged to say something
         in defence of the other magician. “Pain and suffering are the very worst of companions
         and no doubt your ladyship grows heartily sick of them. No one in the world could blame you for wishing to be rid of them …”
         (Yet even as Arabella spoke these words, she was thinking, “It is very odd but she
         does not look ill. Not in the least.”) “But if what I hear be true, then your ladyship
         is not without solace in your suffering. I must confess that I have never heard your
         ladyship’s name spoken without its being accompanied by some praise for your devoted
         husband. Surely you would not gladly leave him? Surely, your ladyship, you must feel
         a little grateful to Mr Norrell – if only for Sir Walter’s sake.”
      

      
      Lady Pole did not reply to this; instead she began to question Arabella about her
         husband. How long had he practised magic? How long had he been Mr Norrell’s pupil?
         Was his magic generally successful? Did he perform magic by himself or only under
         Norrell’s direction?
      

      
      Arabella did her best to answer all the questions adding, “If there is any thing your
         ladyship would like me to ask Mr Strange on your behalf, if there is any service he
         can do, then your ladyship has only to name it.”
      

      
      “Thank you. But what I have to tell you is as much for your husband’s sake as mine.
         I think Mr Strange ought to hear how I was left to a horrible fate by Mr Norrell.
         Mr Strange should know what sort of man he has to deal with. Will you tell him?”
      

      
      “Of course. I …”

      
      “Promise me that you will.”

      
      “I will tell Mr Strange any thing your ladyship wishes.”

      
      “I should warn you that I have made many attempts to tell people of my misery and
         I have never yet succeeded.”
      

      
      As Lady Pole said this something happened which Arabella did not quite understand.
         It was as if something in one of the paintings had moved, or someone had passed behind
         one of the mirrors, and the conviction came over her once again that this room was
         no room at all, that the walls had no real solidity but instead the room were only
         a sort of crossroads where strange winds blew upon Lady Pole from faraway places.
      

      
      “In 1607,” began Lady Pole, “a gentleman named Redeshawe in Halifax, West Yorkshire
         inherited £10 from his aunt. He used the money to buy a Turkish carpet, which he then
         brought home and spread over the stone flags of his parlour. Then he drank some beer
         and fell asleep in a chair by the fire. He awoke at two in the morning to find the
         carpet covered with three or four hundred people, each about two or three inches high.
         Mr Redeshawe observed that the most important individuals among them, both men and
         women, were gorgeously attired in gold and silver armour and that they rode white
         rabbits – which were to them as elephants are to us. When he asked what they were
         doing, one brave soul among them climbed up to his shoulder and bellowed in his ear
         that they intended to fight a battle according to the rules of Honoreé Bonet and Mr
         Redeshawe’s carpet was exactly suited to their purpose because the regularity of the
         patterns helped the heralds determine that each army was positioned correctly and
         took no unfair advantage over the other. However Mr Redeshawe did not chuse that a
         battle should be fought upon his new carpet and so he took a broom and … No, wait!”
         Lady Pole stopt and suddenly covered her face with her hands. “That is not what I
         wished to say!”
      

      
      She began again. This time she told a story of a man who had gone hunting in a wood.
         He had become separated from his friends. His horse had caught its hoof in a rabbit-hole
         and he had tumbled off. As he fell he had had the strangest impression that he was
         somehow falling into the rabbit-hole. When he picked himself up he found he was in
         a strange country lit by its own sun and nurtured by its own rain. In a wood very
         like the one he had just left, he found a mansion where a party of gentlemen – some
         of them rather odd – were all playing cards together.
      

      
      Lady Pole had just got to the part where the gentlemen invited the lost huntsman to
         join them, when a slight sound – scarcely more than an indrawn breath – made Arabella
         turn. She discovered that Sir Walter had entered the room and was gazing down at his
         wife in dismay.
      

      
      “You are tired,” he said to her.
      

      
      Lady Pole looked up at her husband. Her expression at that moment was curious. There
         was sadness in it and pity too and, oddly enough, a little amusement. It was as if
         she were saying to herself, “Look at us! What a sad pair we make!” Aloud she said,
         “I am only as tired as I usually am. I must have walked for miles and miles last night.
         And danced for hours too!”
      

      
      “Then you must rest,” he insisted. “Let me take you upstairs to Pampisford and she
         will take care of you.”
      

      
      At first her ladyship seemed inclined to resist him. She seized Arabella’s hand and
         held it, as if to shew him that she would not consent to be parted from her. But then
         just as suddenly she gave it up and allowed him to lead her away.
      

      
      At the door she turned. “Goodbye, Mrs Strange. I hope they will let you come again.
         I hope you will do me that honour. I see no one. Or rather, I see whole roomfuls of
         people, but not a Christian among them.”
      

      
      Arabella stepped forward, intending to shake Lady Pole’s hand and to assure her that
         she would gladly come again, but Sir Walter had already removed her ladyship from
         the room. For the second time that day Arabella was left alone in the house in Harley-street.
      

      
      A bell began to toll.

      
      Naturally she was a little surprized after all that Sir Walter had said about the
         bells of Mary-le-bone standing silent out of deference to Lady Pole’s illness. This
         bell sounded very sad and far-away and it brought before her imagination all sorts
         of melancholy scenes …
      

      
      … bleak, wind-swept fens and moors; empty fields with broken walls and gates hanging
            off their hinges; a black, ruined church; an open grave; a suicide buried at a lonely
            crossroads; a fire of bones blazing in the twilit snow; a gallows with a man swinging
            from its arm; another man crucified upon a wheel; an ancient spear plunged into the
            mud with a strange talisman, like a little leather finger, hanging from it; a scarecrow
            whose black rags blew about so violently in the wind that he seemed about to leap
            into the grey air and fly towards you on vast black wings …
      

      
      “I must beg your pardon if you have seen any thing here to disturb you,” said Sir
         Walter, coming suddenly back into the room.
      

      
      Arabella caught hold of a chair to steady herself.

      
      “Mrs Strange? You are not well.” He took hold of her arm and helped her sit down.
         “May I fetch someone? Your husband? Her ladyship’s maid?”
      

      
      “No, no,” said Arabella, a little out of breath. “I want no one, nothing. I thought
         … I did not know you were here. That is all.”
      

      
      Sir Walter stared at her in great concern. She tried to smile at him, but she was
         not quite sure that the smile turned out well.
      

      
      He put his hands in his pockets, took them out, ran his fingers through his hair,
         and sighed deeply. “I dare say her ladyship has been telling you all sorts of odd
         tales,” he said, unhappily.
      

      
      Arabella nodded.

      
      “And hearing them has distressed you. I am very sorry for it.”

      
      “No, no. Not at all. Her ladyship did talk a little of … of what seemed rather odd,
         but I did not mind it. Not in the least! I felt a little faint. But do not connect
         the two, I beg you! It was nothing to do with her ladyship! I had a sort of foolish
         idea that there was a sort of mirror before me with all sorts of strange landscapes
         in it and I thought I was falling into it. I suppose I must have been about to faint
         and your coming in just then prevented it. But it is very odd. I never did such a
         thing before.”
      

      
      “Let me fetch Mr Strange.”

      
      Arabella laughed. “You may if you wish, but I assure you he will be a great deal less
         concerned about me than you are. Mr Strange has never been much interested in other
         people’s indispositions. His own are quite another matter! But, there is no need to
         fetch any body. See! I am myself again. I am perfectly well.”
      

      
      There was a little pause.

      
      “Lady Pole …” began Arabella and paused, not knowing quite how to continue.

      
      “Her ladyship is generally calm enough,” said Sir Walter, “not exactly at peace, you understand, but calm enough. But on the rare occasions when
         any one new comes to the house, it always excites her to these outlandish speeches.
         I am sure you are too good to repeat any thing of what she has said.”
      

      
      “Oh! Of course! I would not repeat it for the world!”

      
      “You are very kind.”

      
      “And may … may I come again? Her ladyship seems to wish it very much and I would be
         very happy in the acquaintance.”
      

      
      Sir Walter took a long moment to consider this proposal. Finally he nodded. Then he
         somehow turned his nod into a bow. “I shall consider that you do us both great honour,”
         he said. “Thank you.”
      

      
      Strange and Arabella left the house in Harley-street and Strange was in high spirits.
         “I see the way to do it,” he told her. “Nothing could be simpler. It is a pity that
         I must wait for Norrell’s opinion before beginning or I believe I might solve the
         entire problem in the next half hour. As I see it, there are two crucial points. The
         first … Whatever is the matter?”
      

      
      With a little “Oh!” Arabella had stopt.

      
      It had suddenly occurred to her that she had given two entirely contradictory promises:
         one to Lady Pole to tell Strange about the gentleman in Yorkshire who had purchased
         a carpet; and the second to Sir Walter not to repeat any thing that Lady Pole had
         said. “It is nothing,” she said.
      

      
      “And which of the many occupations that Sir Walter was preparing for you did you fix
         upon?”
      

      
      “None of them. I … I saw Lady Pole and we had some conversation together. That is
         all.”
      

      
      “Did you indeed? A pity I was not with you. I should have liked to see the woman who
         owes her life to Norrell’s magic. But I have not told you what happened to me! You
         remember how the negro servant came in very suddenly? Well, just for a moment I had
         the distinct impression that there was a tall black king standing there, crowned with
         a silver diadem and holding a shining silver sceptre and an orb – but when I looked again there was no one there but Sir Walter’s negro
         servant. Is not that absurd?” Strange laughed.
      

      
      Strange had gossiped so long with Sir Walter that he was almost an hour late for his
         appointment with Mr Norrell and Mr Norrell was very angry. Later the same day Strange
         sent a message to the Admiralty to say that Mr Norrell and he had looked into the
         problem of the missing French ships and that they believed they were in the Atlantic,
         on their way to the West Indies where they intended to cause some mischief. Furthermore
         the two magicians thought that Admiral Armingcroft had guessed correctly what the
         French were doing and had gone after them. The Admiralty, on the advice of Mr Strange
         and Mr Norrell, sent orders to Captain Lightwood to follow the Admiral westwards.
         In due course some of the French ships were captured and those that were not fled
         back to their French ports and stayed there.
      

      
      Arabella’s conscience was sorely racked over the two promises she had made. She put
         the problem to several matrons, friends of hers in whose good sense and careful judgement
         she reposed a great deal of confidence. Naturally she presented it in an ideal form
         without naming any one or mentioning any of the particular circumstances. Unfortunately
         this had the effect of making her dilemma entirely incomprehensible and the wise matrons
         were unable to help her. It distressed her that she could not confide in Strange,
         but clearly even to mention it would be to break her word to Sir Walter. After much
         deliberation she decided that a promise to a person in their senses ought to be more binding than a promise to someone out of their senses. For, after all, what was to be gained by repeating the nonsensical
         ramblings of a poor madwoman? So she never told Strange what Lady Pole had said.
      

      
      A few days later, Mr and Mrs Strange were at a house in Bedford-square attending a
         concert of Italian music. Arabella found much to enjoy, but the room where they sat
         was not quite warm and so in a little pause that ensued when a new singer was joining
         the musicians, she slipped away without any fuss to fetch her shawl from where it lay in another room. She was just wrapping it around herself
         when there was a whisper of sound behind her and she looked up to see Drawlight, approaching
         her with the rapidity of a dream and crying out, “Mrs Strange! How glad I am to see
         you! And how is dear Lady Pole? I hear that you have seen her?”
      

      
      Arabella agreed reluctantly that she had.

      
      Drawlight drew her arm through his as a precaution against her running away, and said,
         “The trouble I have been at to procure an invitation to that house you would scarcely
         believe! None of my efforts have met with the least success! Sir Walter puts me off
         with one paltry excuse after another. It is always exactly the same – her ladyship
         is ill or she is a little better, but she is never well enough to see any body.”
      

      
      “Well, I suppose …” offered Arabella.

      
      “Oh! Quite!” interrupted Drawlight. “If she is ill, then of course the rabble must be kept away. But that is no reason for
         excluding me. I saw her when she was a corpse! Oh, yes! You did not know that, I dare say? On the night he brought her back from
         the dead Mr Norrell came to me and pleaded with me to accompany him to the house.
         His words were, ‘Come with me, my dear Drawlight, for I do not think that my spirits
         can support the sight of a lady, young, fair and innocent, cut off in the sweetest
         period of existence!’ She stays in the house and sees no one. Some people think that
         her resurrection has made her proud and unwilling to mix with ordinary mortals. But
         I think the truth is quite different. I believe that her death and resurrection have
         bred in her a taste for odd experiences. Do not you think they might? It seems to
         me entirely possible that she takes something in order to see horrors! I suppose you
         saw no evidence of any thing of that sort? She took no sips from a glass of odd-coloured
         liquid? There was no folded paper pushed hurriedly into a pocket as you entered the
         room? – A paper such as might contain a teaspoon or two of powder? No? Laudanum generally
         comes in a little blue glass vial two or three inches high. In cases of addiction the family always believe that they can conceal the truth,
         but it is quite in vain. It is always found out in the end.” He gave an affected laugh,
         “I always find it out.”
      

      
      Arabella gently removed her arm from his and begged his pardon. She was quite unable
         to supply him with the information he required. She knew nothing of any little bottles
         or powders.
      

      
      She returned to the concert with much less agreeable feelings than she had taken away.

      
      “Odious, odious little man!”
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The Duke of Roxburghe’s library

      
      November 1810—January 1811

      
      At the end of 1810 the Government’s situation was about as bad as it could possibly
         be. Bad news met the Ministers at every turn. The French were everywhere triumphant;
         the other great European powers who had once combined with Britain to fight the Emperor
         Napoleon Buonaparte (and who had subsequently been defeated by him) now discovered
         their mistake and became instead his allies. At home, trade was destroyed by the war
         and men in every part of the kingdom were bankrupted; the harvest failed two years
         together. The King’s youngest daughter fell ill and died, and the King went mad from
         grief.
      

      
      The war destroyed every present comfort and cast a deep gloom over the future. Soldiers,
         merchants, politicians and farmers all cursed the hour that they were born, but magicians
         (a contrary breed of men if ever there was one) were entirely delighted by the course
         events were taking. Not for many hundreds of years had their art been held in such
         high regard. Many attempts to win the war had ended in disaster and magic now seemed
         the greatest hope Britain had. There were gentlemen from the War Office and all the
         various boards and offices of the navy who were most anxious to employ Mr Norrell
         and Mr Strange. The press of business at Mr Norrell’s house in Hanover-square was
         often so great that visitors were obliged to wait until three or four in the morning before Mr Strange and Mr Norrell were able to attend to them. This was no
         very great trial as long as there was a crowd of gentlemen in Mr Norrell’s drawing-room,
         but woe to the one who was last, for it is never a pleasant thing to have to wait
         in the middle of night outside a closed door and know that behind the door are two
         magicians doing magic.1

      
      A story which was circulating at the time (one heard it everywhere one went) was the
         tale of the Emperor Napoleon Buonaparte’s bungled attempts to find a magician of his
         own. Lord Liverpool’s spies2 reported that the Emperor was so jealous of the success of English magicians that
         he had sent out officers to search through all his Empire for some person or persons
         with magical abilities. Thus far, however, all that they had discovered was a Dutchman
         called Witloof who had a magic wardrobe. The wardrobe had been taken to Paris in a
         barouche-landau. At Versailles, Witloof had promised the Emperor that he could find
         the answer to any question inside the wardrobe.
      

      
      According to the spies, Buonaparte had asked the wardrobe the following three questions:
         “Would the baby the Empress was expecting be male?”; “Would the Czar of Russia change
         sides again?”; “When would the English be defeated?”
      

      
      Witloof had gone inside the wardrobe and come out with the following answers: “Yes,” “No,” and “In four weeks time”. Every time Witloof entered
         the wardrobe there was the most hideous noise as if half the demons in Hell were screaming
         inside it, clouds of little silver stars issued from the cracks and hinges and the
         wardrobe rocked slightly upon its ball-and-claw feet. After the three questions had
         been answered, Buonaparte regarded the wardrobe silently for some moments, and then
         he strode over and pulled open the doors. Inside he found a goose (to make the noises)
         and some saltpetre (to produce the silver stars) and a dwarf (to ignite the saltpetre
         and prod the goose). No one knew for certain what had happened to Witloof and the
         dwarf, but the Emperor had eaten the goose for dinner the following day.
      

      
      In the middle of November the Admiralty invited Mr Norrell and Mr Strange to Portsmouth
         to review the Channel Fleet, an honour usually reserved for admirals, heroes and kings.
         The two magicians and Arabella went down to Portsmouth in Mr Norrell’s carriage. Their
         entrance into the town was marked by a salute of guns from all the ships in the harbour
         and all the arsenals and forts that surrounded it. They were rowed about among the
         ships at Spithead, accompanied by a whole array of admirals, flag officers and captains
         in their several barges. Other less official boats went too, full of the good citizens
         of Portsmouth come to look at the two magicians and wave and cheer. On returning to
         Portsmouth Mr Norrell and Mr and Mrs Strange looked over the dock-yard and in the
         evening a grand ball was given in their honour at the Assembly Rooms and all the town
         was illuminated.
      

      
      The ball was generally reckoned a very delightful affair. There was one slight annoyance
         early on when some of the guests were foolish enough to make some remarks to Mr Norrell
         upon the pleasantness of the occasion and the beauty of the ballroom. Mr Norrell’s
         rude reply immediately convinced them that he was a cross, disagreeable man, unwilling
         to talk to any one below the rank of admiral. However they found ample compensation
         for this disappointment in the lively, unreserved manners of Mr and Mrs Strange. They were happy to be introduced to Portsmouth’s principal inhabitants and they spoke
         admiringly of Portsmouth, of the ships they had seen and of things naval and nautical
         in general. Mr Strange danced every dance without exception, Mrs Strange only sat
         out for two and they did not return to their rooms at the Crown until after two o’clock
         in the morning.
      

      
      Having got to bed a little before three, Strange was not best pleased to be woken
         again at seven by a knock on the door. He got up and found one of the inn-servants
         standing in the hallway.
      

      
      “Beg pardon, sir,” said the man, “but the port-admiral has sent to say the False Prelate is run upon Horse Sand. He has sent Captain Gilbey to fetch one of the magicians
         but the other magician has the headach and will not go.”
      

      
      This was not perhaps as perfectly comprehensible as the man intended, and Strange
         suspected that, even if he had been rather more awake, he would not have understood
         it. Nevertheless it was clear that something had occurred and that he was required to go somewhere. “Tell Captain Whatever-it-is to wait,” he said with a sigh. “I am coming.”
      

      
      He dressed and went downstairs. In the coffee-room he found a handsome young man in
         a captain’s uniform who was pacing up and down. This was Captain Gilbey. Strange remembered
         him from the ballroom – an intelligent-seeming man with pleasant manners. He looked
         greatly relieved to see Strange and explained that a ship, the False Prelate, had run upon one of the shoals at Spithead. It was an awkward situation. The False Prelate might be got off without serious damage or she might not. In the meantime the port-admiral
         sent his compliments to Mr Norrell and Mr Strange and begged that one or both of them
         go with Captain Gilbey to see if there was any thing that they could do.
      

      
      A gig stood outside the Crown with one of the inn-servants at the horse’s head. Strange
         and Captain Gilbey got into it and Captain Gilbey drove them briskly through the town.
         The town was beginning to stir with a certain air of hurry and alarm. Windows were opening; heads in nightcaps were poking out of them and shouting down
         questions; people in the street were shouting back answers. A great many people seemed
         to be hurrying in the same direction as Captain Gilbey’s carriage.
      

      
      When they reached the ramparts, Captain Gilbey halted. The air was cold and damp and
         there was a fresh breeze blowing off the sea. A little way out a huge ship was lying
         on her side. Sailors very small and black and far away could be seen clinging to the
         rail and clambering down the side of the ship. A dozen or so rowing boats and small
         sailing vessels were crowded around her. Some of the occupants of these boats appeared
         to be holding energetic conversations with the sailors on the ship.
      

      
      To Strange’s unnautical eye, it looked very much as if the ship had simply lain down
         and gone to sleep. He felt that if he had been the Captain he would have spoken to
         her sternly and made her get up again.
      

      
      “But surely,” he said, “dozens of ships go in and out of Portsmouth all the time.
         How could such a thing happen?”
      

      
      Captain Gilbey shrugged. “I am afraid it is not so remarkable as you suppose. The
         master might not be familiar with the channels of Spithead, or he might be drunk.”
      

      
      A large crowd was assembling. In Portsmouth every inhabitant has some connexion with
         the sea and ships, and some interest of his own to preserve. The daily talk about
         the place is of the ships going in and out of the harbour and the ships that lie at
         anchor at Spithead. An event such as this was of almost universal concern. It drew
         not only the regular loungers of the place (who were numerous enough), but also the
         steadier citizens and tradesmen, and of course every naval gentleman who had leisure
         to go and see. A vigorous argument was already taking place over what the master of
         the ship had done wrong, and what the port admiral must do to put it right. As soon
         as the crowd understood who Strange was and what he had come to do, it was glad to
         transfer the benefit of its many opinions to him. Unfortunately a great deal of nautical language was employed and Strange had at best an indistinct impression
         of his informants’ meaning. After one explanation he made the mistake of inquiring
         what “beating off” and “heaving to” meant, which led to such a very perplexing explanation
         of the principles of sailing that he understood a great deal less at the end of it
         than he had at the beginning.
      

      
      “Well!” he said. “The chief problem is surely that she is on her side. Shall I simply
         turn her upright? That would be quite easy to accomplish.”
      

      
      “Good Lord! No!” cried Captain Gilbey. “That will not do at all! Unless it is done
         in the most careful manner imaginable her keel would almost certainly snap in two.
         Everybody would drown.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Strange.

      
      His next attempt to help fared even worse. Something somebody said about a fresher
         breeze blowing the ship off the sandbank at high water caused him to think that a
         strong wind might help. He raised his hands to begin conjuring one up.
      

      
      “What are you doing?” asked Captain Gilbey.

      
      Strange told him.

      
      “No! No! No!” cried the Captain, appalled.

      
      Several people seized Strange bodily. One man started shaking him vigorously, as though
         he thought that he might in this way dispel any magic before it took effect.
      

      
      “The wind is the from south-west,” explained Captain Gilbey. “If it grows stronger,
         it will batter the ship against the sands and almost certainly break her up. Everybody
         will drown!”
      

      
      Someone else was heard to remark that he could not for the life of him understand
         why the Admiralty thought so highly of this fellow whose ignorance was so astonishing.
      

      
      A second man replied sarcastically that he might not be much of a magician but at
         least he danced very well.
      

      
      A third person laughed.

      
      “What is the sand called?” asked Strange.

      
      Captain Gilbey shook his head in an exasperated fashion to convey that he had not
         the least idea what Strange was talking about.
      

      
      “The … the place … the thing on which the ship is caught,” urged Strange. “Something
         about horses?”
      

      
      “The shoal is called Horse Sand,” said Captain Gilbey coldly and turned away to speak
         to someone else.
      

      
      For the next minute or two no one paid any attention to the magician. They watched
         the progress of the sloops and brigs and barges around the False Prelate and they looked to the skies and talked of how the weather was changing and where
         the wind would be at high water.
      

      
      Suddenly several people called attention to the water. Something odd had appeared
         there. It was a large, silvery something with a long, oddly-shaped head and hair like
         long pale weeds waving behind it. It seemed to be swimming towards the False Prelate. No sooner had the crowd begun to exclaim and wonder about this mysterious object
         than several more appeared. The next moment there were a whole host of silvery shapes
         – more than a man could count – all swimming towards the ship with great ease and
         speed.
      

      
      “What in the world are they?” asked a man in the crowd.

      
      They were much too large to be men and not at all like fish or dolphins.

      
      “They are horses,” said Strange.

      
      “Where did they come from?” asked another man.

      
      “I made them,” said Strange, “out of the sand. Out of Horse Sand, to be precise.”

      
      “But will they not dissolve?” asked one of the crowd.

      
      “And what are they for?” asked Captain Gilbey.

      
      Strange said, “They are made of sand and sea-water and magic, and they will last as
         long as there is work for them to do. Captain Gilbey, get one of the boats to take
         a message to the Captain of the False Prelate to say that his men should lash the horses to the ship, as many of them as they can. The horses will pull the ship off the shoal.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Captain Gilbey. “Very well. Yes, of course.”

      
      Within half an hour of the message reaching the False Prelate, the ship was clear of the shoal and the sailors were busy putting the sails to rights
         and doing the thousand and one things which sailors do (things which are quite as
         mysterious in their way as the actions of magicians). However, it ought to be said
         that the magic did not work quite as Strange intended. He had not imagined there would
         be much difficulty in capturing the horses. He supposed that the ship would have plenty
         of ropes to make the halters and he had tried to regulate the magic so that the horses
         would be as biddable as possible. But sailors in general do not know much of horses.
         They know the sea and that is all. Some of the sailors did their best to catch hold
         of the horses and harness them, but many had not the least idea how to begin or they
         were too afraid of the silvery, ghostly creatures to go anywhere near them. Of the
         hundred horses that Strange created only about twenty were eventually harnessed to
         the ship. These twenty were certainly instrumental in pulling the False Prelate off the sand, but equally useful was the great trough in the sandbank which appeared
         as more and more horses were created out of it.
      

      
      In Portsmouth opinion was divided over whether Strange had done something glorious
         in saving the False Prelate or whether he had merely used the disaster to improve his own career. Many of the
         captains and officers about the place said that the magic he had done had been of
         a very showy sort and was obviously intended more to draw attention to his own talent
         and impress the Admiralty than to save the ship. Nor were they best pleased about
         the sand-horses. These did not just disappear when their work was done, as Strange
         had said they would; instead they swam about Spithead for a day and a half, after
         which they lay down and became sandbanks in new and entirely unexpected places. The
         masters and pilots of Portsmouth complained to the port-admiral that Strange had permanently altered the channels and shoals in Spithead so that the
         Navy would now have all the expense and trouble of taking soundings and surveying
         the anchorage again.
      

      
      However, in London, where the Ministers knew as little of ships and seamanship as
         Strange, only one thing was clear: Strange had saved a ship, the loss of which would
         have cost the Admiralty a vast amount of money.
      

      
      “One thing that the rescue of the False Prelate demonstrates,” remarked Sir Walter Pole to Lord Liverpool, “is the very great advantage
         of having a magician upon the spot, able to deal with a crisis as it occurs. I know
         that we considered sending Norrell somewhere and were forced to give it up, but what
         of Strange?”
      

      
      Lord Liverpool considered this. “I think,” he said, “we could only justify sending
         Mr Strange to serve with one of the generals if we were reasonably confident of that
         general shortly achieving some sort of success against the French. Anything else would
         be an unforgivable waste of Mr Strange’s talents which, God knows, we need badly enough
         in London. Frankly the choice is not great. Really there is no one but Lord Wellington.”
      

      
      “Oh, quite!”

      
      Lord Wellington was in Portugal with his army and so his opinion could not be easily
         ascertained, but by an odd coincidence his wife lived at no. 11 Harley-street, just
         opposite Sir Walter’s own house. When Sir Walter went home that evening he knocked
         at Lady Wellington’s door and asked her ladyship what she thought Lord Wellington
         would say to the idea of a magician. But Lady Wellington, a small, unhappy person
         whose opinion was not much valued by her husband, did not know.
      

      
      Strange, on the other hand, was delighted with the proposal. Arabella, though somewhat
         less delighted, gave her assent very readily. The greatest obstacle to Strange’s going
         proved to be, to no one’s great surprize, Norrell. In the past year Mr Norrell had
         grown to rely a great deal upon his pupil. He consulted Strange upon all those matters
         which in bygone days had been referred to Drawlight and Lascelles. Mr Norrell talked of nothing but Mr Strange when Strange
         was away, and talked to no one but Strange when Strange was present. His feelings of attachment seemed all the stronger
         for being entirely new; he had never felt truly comfortable in any one’s society before.
         If, in a crowded drawing-room or ballroom, Strange contrived to escape for a quarter
         of an hour, Mr Norrell would send Drawlight after him to discover where he had gone
         and whom he was talking to. Consequently, when Mr Norrell learnt there was a plan
         to send his only pupil and friend to the war he was shocked. “I am astonished, Sir
         Walter,” he said, “that you should even suggest such a thing!”
      

      
      “But every man must be prepared to make sacrifices for the sake of his country during
         a war,” said Sir Walter with some irritation, “and thousands have already done so,
         you know.”
      

      
      “But they were soldiers!” cried Mr Norrell. “Oh! I dare say a soldier is very valuable in his way but that
         is nothing to the loss the Nation would sustain if any thing were to happen to Mr
         Strange! There is, I understand, a school at High Wycombe where 300 officers are trained
         every year. I would to God that I were so fortunate as to have 300 magicians to educate!
         If I had, then English magic might be in a much more promising situation than it is
         at present!”
      

      
      After Sir Walter had tried and failed, Lord Liverpool and the Duke of York undertook
         to speak to Mr Norrell on the subject, but Mr Norrell could not be persuaded by any
         of them to view Strange’s proposed departure with any thing other than horror.
      

      
      “Have you considered, sir,” said Strange, “the great respect that it will win for
         English magic?”
      

      
      “Oh, I dare say it might,” said Mr Norrell peevishly, “but nothing is so likely to
         evoke the Raven King and all that wild, mischievous sort of magic as the sight of
         an English magician upon a battlefield! People will begin to think that we raise fairy-spirits
         and consult with owls and bears. Whereas it is my hope for English magic that it should
         be regarded as a quiet, respectable sort of profession – the sort of profession in
         fact …”
      

      
      “But, sir,” said Strange, hastily interrupting a speech he had heard a hundred times
         before, “I shall have no company of fairy knights at my back. And there are other
         considerations which we would do very wrong to ignore. You and I have often lamented
         that we are continually asked to do the same sorts of magic over and over again. I
         dare say the exigencies of the war will require me to do magic that I have not done
         before – and, as we have often observed to each other, sir, the practice of magic
         makes the theory so much easier to understand.”
      

      
      But the two magicians were too different in temperament ever to come to an agreement
         upon such a point. Strange spoke of braving the danger in order to win glory for English
         magic. His language and metaphors were all drawn from games of chance and from war
         and were scarcely likely to find favour with Mr Norrell. Mr Norrell assured Mr Strange
         that he would find war very disagreeable. “One is often wet and cold upon a battlefield.
         You will like it a great deal less than you suppose.”
      

      
      For several weeks in January and February 1811 it seemed as if Mr Norrell’s opposition
         would prevent Strange’s going to war. The mistake that Sir Walter, Lord Liverpool,
         the Duke of York and Strange had all made was to appeal to Mr Norrell’s nobility,
         patriotism and sense of duty. There is no doubt that Mr Norrell possessed these virtues,
         but there were other principles which were stronger in him and which would always
         counter any higher faculty.
      

      
      Fortunately there were two gentlemen at hand who knew how to manage matters rather
         better. Lascelles and Drawlight were as anxious as every body else that Strange should
         go to Portugal and in their opinion the best method to achieve it was to play upon
         Mr Norrell’s anxiety over the fate of the Duke of Roxburghe’s library.
      

      
      This library had long been a thorn in Mr Norrell’s side. It was one of the most important
         private libraries in the kingdom – second only to Mr Norrell’s own. It had a curious,
         poignant history. Some fifty years before, the Duke of Roxburghe, a most intelligent, civilized and respectable gentleman, had chanced to fall in love with
         the Queen’s sister and had applied to the King for permission to marry her. For various
         reasons to do with court etiquette, form and precedence the King had refused. Heartbroken,
         the Duke and the Queen’s sister made a solemn promise to love each other for ever
         and never upon any inducement to marry any one else. Whether the Queen’s sister kept
         her side of the bargain I do not know, but the Duke retired to his castle in the Scottish
         borders and, to fill his lonely days, he began to collect rare books: exquisite illuminated
         mediaeval manuscripts and editions of the very first printed books produced in the
         workshops of men of such genius as William Caxton of London and Valdarfer of Venice.
         By the early years of the century the Duke’s library was one of the wonders of the
         world. His Grace was fond of poetry, chivalry, history and theology. He had no particular
         interest in magic, but all old books delighted him and it would have been very odd
         if one or two magical texts had not found their way into his library.
      

      
      Mr Norrell had written to the Duke a number of times begging to be allowed to examine
         and perhaps purchase any books of magic which the Duke possessed. The Duke, however,
         felt no inclination to satisfy Mr Norrell’s curiosity and, being immensely wealthy,
         he did not want Mr Norrell’s money. Having been true to his promise to the Queen’s
         sister through many a long year, the Duke had no children and no obvious heir. When
         he died a large number of his male relatives were seized by a strong conviction that
         they were the next Duke of Roxburghe. These gentlemen took their claims before the
         Committee of Privileges of the House of Lords. The Committee considered and came to
         the conclusion that the new Duke was either Major-General Ker or Sir James Innes,
         but as to which of them it might be the Committee was not quite certain and it settled
         itself to consider the matter further. By early 1811 it had still not come to a decision.
      

      
      On a cold, wet Tuesday morning Mr Norrell was seated with Mr Lascelles and Mr Drawlight in the library at Hanover-square. Childermass was also
         in the room, writing letters to various Government departments upon Mr Norrell’s behalf.
         Strange had gone to Twickenham with Mrs Strange to visit a friend.
      

      
      Lascelles and Drawlight were speaking of the lawsuit between Ker and Innes. One or
         two seemingly random allusions upon Lascelles’s part to the famous library caught
         Mr Norrell’s attention.
      

      
      “What do we know of these men?” he asked Lascelles. “Have they any interest in the
         practice of magic?”
      

      
      Lascelles smiled. “You may be easy on that score, sir. I assure you the only thing
         that Innes or Ker cares for is to be Duke. I do not think I have ever seen either
         of them so much as open a book.”
      

      
      “Indeed? They do not care for books? Well, that is most reassuring.” Mr Norrell thought
         for a moment. “But supposing one of them were to come into possession of the Duke’s
         library and chanced to find some rare magical text upon a shelf and become curious
         about it. People are curious about magic, you know. That has been one of the more
         regrettable consequences of my own success. This man might read a little and find
         himself inspired to try a spell or two. It is, after all, exactly how I began myself
         when as a boy of twelve I opened a book from my uncle’s library and found inside a
         single page torn from a much older volume. The instant I read it, the conviction took
         hold of me that I must be a magician!”
      

      
      “Indeed? That is most interesting,” said Lascelles, in tones of complete boredom.
         “But it is hardly, I think, likely to happen to Innes or Ker. Innes must be in his
         seventies and Ker about the same. Neither man is in search of a new career.”
      

      
      “Oh! But have they no young relatives? Relatives who are perhaps avid readers of The Friends of English Magic and The Modern Magician? Relatives who would seize upon any books of magic the instant they laid eyes upon
         them! No, forgive me, Mr Lascelles, but I cannot regard the advanced age of the two
         gentlemen as any security at all!”
      

      
      “Very well. But I doubt, sir, if these young thaumatomanes3 whom you describe so vividly will have any opportunity to view the library. In order
         to pursue their claim to the dukedom, both Ker and Innes have incurred vast legal
         expenses. The first concern of the new Duke, whoever he may be, will be to pay off
         his lawyers. His first act upon entering Floors Castle will be to look around for
         something to sell.4 I shall be very much surprized if the library is not put up for sale within a week
         of the Committee giving its decision.”
      

      
      “A book sale!” exclaimed Mr Norrell in alarm.

      
      “What are you afraid of now?” asked Childermass, looking up from his writing. “A book
         sale is generally the thing most calculated to please you.”
      

      
      “Oh! but that was before,” said Mr Norrell, “when no one in the kingdom had the least
         interest in books of magic except me, but now I fear a great many people might try
         to buy them. I dare say there might be accounts in The Times.”
      

      
      “Oh!” cried Drawlight. “If the books are bought by someone else you may complain to
         the Ministers! You may complain to the Prince of Wales! It is not in the interests
         of the Nation that books of magic should be in any one’s possession but your own,
         Mr Norrell.”
      

      
      “Except Strange,” said Lascelles. “I do not think the Prince of Wales or the Ministers
         would have any objections to Strange’s owning the books.”
      

      
      “That is true,” agreed Drawlight. “I had forgot Strange.”

      
      Mr Norrell looked more alarmed than ever. “But Mr Strange will understand that it
         is proper for the books to be mine,” he said. “They should be collected together in
         one library. They ought not to be separated.” He looked about hopefully for someone
         to agree with him. “Naturally,” he continued, “I shall have no objection to Mr Strange reading them. Everyone knows how many of my books – my own precious books
         – I have lent to Mr Strange. That is … I mean, it would depend upon the subject.”
      

      
      Drawlight, Lascelles and Childermass said nothing. They did indeed know how many books
         Mr Norrell had lent Mr Strange. They also knew how many he had withheld.
      

      
      “Strange is a gentleman,” said Lascelles. “He will behave as a gentleman and expect
         you to do the same. If the books are offered privately to you and you alone, then
         I think you may buy them, but if they are auctioned, he will feel entitled to bid
         against you.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell paused, looked at Lascelles and licked his lips nervously. “And how do
         you suppose the books will be sold? By auction or by private transaction?”
      

      
      “Auction,” said Lascelles, Drawlight and Childermass together.

      
      Mr Norrell covered his face with his hands.

      
      “Of course,” said Lascelles, slowly as if the idea were just occurring to him at that
         moment, “if Strange were abroad, he would not be able to bid.” He took a sip of his
         coffee. “Would he?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell looked up with new hope in his face.

      
      Suddenly it became highly desirable that Mr Strange should go to Portugal for a year
         or so.5
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      “I have been thinking, sir, that my leaving for the Peninsula will be the cause of
         many changes in your dealings with the War Office,” said Strange. “I am afraid that
         when I am gone you will not find it so convenient to have people knocking at the door
         at all hours of the day and night, asking for this or that piece of magic to be performed
         forthwith. There will be no one but you to attend to them. When will you sleep? I
         think we must persuade them to some other way of doing things. If I can be of any
         assistance in arranging matters, I should be glad to do so. Perhaps we should invite
         Lord Liverpool to dine one evening this week?”
      

      
      “Oh, yes indeed!” said Mr Norrell in high good humour with this proof of Strange’s
         considerateness. “You must be there. You explain everything so well! You have only
         to say a thing and Lord Liverpool understands immediately!”
      

      
      “Then shall I write to his lordship?”

      
      “Yes, do! Do!”

      
      It was the first week of January. The date of Strange’s departure was not yet fixed,
         but was likely to be soon. Strange sat down and wrote the invitation. Lord Liverpool
         replied very promptly and the next day but one saw him at Hanover-square.
      

      
      It was the habit of Mr Norrell and Jonathan Strange to spend the hour before dinner
         in Mr Norrell’s library and it was in this room that they received his lordship. Childermass was also present, ready to act as
         clerk, counsellor, messenger or servant just as circumstances should require.
      

      
      Lord Liverpool had never seen Mr Norrell’s library and before he sat down he took
         a little turn about the room. “I had been told, sir,” he said, “that your library
         was one of the Wonders of the Modern World, but I never imagined any thing half so
         extensive.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell was very well pleased. Lord Liverpool was exactly the sort of guest he
         liked – one who admired the books but shewed no inclination to take them down from
         the shelves and read them.
      

      
      Then Strange said, addressing Mr Norrell, “We have not spoken yet, sir, about the
         books I should take to the Peninsula. I have made a list of forty titles, but if you
         think it can be improved upon I should be glad of your advice.” He pulled a folded
         sheet from a jumble of papers on a table and handed it to Mr Norrell.
      

      
      It was not a list to delight Mr Norrell’s soul. It was full of first thoughts crossed-out,
         second thoughts crossed-out and third thoughts put in at angles and made to wriggle
         around other words that were in the way. There were ink blots, titles misspellt, authors
         misnamed and, most confusing of all, three lines of a riddle-poem that Strange had
         begun composing as a farewell-present for Arabella. Nevertheless it was not this that
         made Mr Norrell grow pale. It had never occurred to him before that Strange would
         need books in Portugal. The idea of forty precious volumes being taken into a country
         in a state of war where they might get burnt, blown up, drowned or dusty was almost
         too horrible to contemplate. Mr Norrell did not know a great deal about war, but he
         suspected that soldiers are not generally your great respecters of books. They might
         put their dirty fingers on them. They might tear them! They might – horror of horrors!
         – read them and try the spells! Could soldiers read? Mr Norrell did not know. But
         with the fate of the entire Continent at stake and Lord Liverpool in the room, he
         realized how very difficult it would be – impossible in fact – to refuse to lend them.
      

      
      He turned with a look of desperate appeal to Childermass.
      

      
      Childermass shrugged.

      
      Lord Liverpool continued to gaze about him in a calm manner. He appeared to be thinking
         that the temporary absence of forty books or so would scarcely be noticed among so
         many thousands.
      

      
      “I should not wish to take more than forty,” continued Strange in a matter-of-fact
         tone.
      

      
      “Very wise, sir,” said Lord Liverpool. “Very wise. Do not take more than you can conveniently
         carry about.”
      

      
      “Carry about!” exclaimed Mr Norrell, more shocked than ever. “But surely you do not
         intend to take them from place to place? You must put them in a library the moment
         you arrive. A library in a castle will be best. A stout, well-defended castle …”
      

      
      “But I fear they will do me little good in a library,” said Strange with infuriating
         calmness. “I shall be in camps and on battlefields. And so must they.”
      

      
      “Then you must place them in a box!” said Mr Norrell. “A very sturdy wooden box or
         perhaps an iron chest! Yes, iron will be best. We can have one made specially. And
         then …”
      

      
      “Ah, forgive me, Mr Norrell,” interrupted Lord Liverpool, “but I strongly advise Mr
         Strange against the iron chest. He must not trust to any provision being made for
         him in the carts. The soldiers need the carts for their equipment, maps, food, ammunition
         and so on. Mr Strange will occasion the Army the least inconvenience if he carries
         all his possessions on a mule or donkey as the officers do.” He turned to Strange.
         “You will need a good, strong mule for your baggage and your servant. Purchase some
         saddlebags at Hewley and Ratt’s and place the books in them. Military saddlebags are
         most capacious. Besides, on a cart the books would almost certainly be stolen. Soldiers,
         I am sorry to say, steal everything.” He thought for a moment and then added, “Or
         at least ours do.”
      

      
      How the dinner went after that Mr Norrell knew very little. He was dimly aware that
         Strange and his lordship talked a great deal and laughed a great deal. Several times he heard Strange say, “Well, that is decided
         then!” And he heard his lordship reply, “Oh, certainly!” But what they were talking
         about, Mr Norrell neither knew nor cared. He wished he had never come to London. He
         wished he had never undertaken to revive English magic. He wished he had stayed at
         Hurtfew Abbey, reading and doing magic for his own pleasure. None of it, he thought,
         was worth the loss of forty books.
      

      
      After Lord Liverpool and Strange had gone he went to the library to look at the forty
         books and hold them and treasure them while he could.
      

      
      Childermass was still there. He had taken his dinner at one of the tables and was
         now doing the household accounts. As Mr Norrell entered, he looked up and grinned.
         “I believe Mr Strange will do very well in the war, sir. He has already out-manoeuvred
         you.”
      

      
      On a bright, moonlit night in early February a British ship called St Serlo’s Blessing1 sailed up the Tagus and landed at Black-horse square in the middle of the city of
         Lisbon. Among the first to disembark were Strange and his servant, Jeremy Johns. Strange
         had never been in a foreign country before and he found that the consciousness of
         being so now and the important military and naval bustle that was going on all around
         him was quite exhilarating. He was eager to begin doing magic.
      

      
      “I wonder where Lord Wellington is,” he said to Jeremy Johns. “Do you suppose any
         of these fellows will know?” He looked with some curiosity at a vast, half-built arch
         at one end of the square. It had a very military appearance and he would not have
         been at all surprized to learn that Wellington was somewhere at the rear of it.
      

      
      “But it is two o’clock in the morning, sir,” said Jeremy. “His lordship will be asleep.”
      

      
      “Oh, do you think so? With the fate of all Europe in his hands? I suppose you may
         be right.”
      

      
      Reluctantly, Strange agreed that it would be better to go to the hotel now and look
         for Lord Wellington in the morning.
      

      
      They had been recommended to a hotel in Shoemaker-street which belonged to a Mr Prideaux,
         a Cornishman. Mr Prideaux’s guests were almost all British officers who had just returned
         to Portugal from England or who were waiting for ships to take them on leave of absence.
         It was Mr Prideaux’s intention that during their stay at his hotel the officers should
         feel as much at home as possible. In this he was only partly successful. Do whatsoever
         he might, Mr Prideaux found that Portugal continually intruded itself upon the notice
         of his guests. The wallpaper and furnishings of the hotel might all have been brought
         originally from London, but a Portuguese sun had shone on them for five years and
         faded them in a peculiarly Portuguese manner. Mr Prideaux might instruct the cook
         to prepare an English bill of fare but the cook was Portuguese and there was always
         more pepper and oil in the dishes than the guests expected. Even the guests’ boots
         had a faintly Portuguese air after the Portuguese bootboy had blacked them.
      

      
      The next morning Strange rose rather late. He ate a large breakfast and then strolled
         about for an hour or so. Lisbon proved to be a city well provided with arcaded squares,
         elegant modern buildings, statues, theatres and shops. He began to think that war
         could not be so very dreadful after all.
      

      
      As he returned to the hotel he saw four or five British officers, gathered in the
         doorway, conversing eagerly together. This was just the opportunity he had hoped for.
         He went up to them, begged their pardon for interrupting, explained who he was and
         asked where in Lisbon Lord Wellington might be found.
      

      
      The officers turned and gave him a rather surprized look as if they thought the question
         a wrong one, though he could not tell why it should be. “Lord Wellington is not in Lisbon,” said one, a man in the blue
         jacket and white breeches of the Hussars.
      

      
      “Oh! When is he coming back?” asked Strange.

      
      “Back?” said the officer. “Not for weeks – months, I expect. Perhaps never.”

      
      “Then where will I find him?”

      
      “Good God!” said the officer. “He might be anywhere.”

      
      “Don’t you know where he is?” asked Strange.

      
      The officer looked at him rather severely. “Lord Wellington does not stay in one place,”
         he said. “Lord Wellington goes wherever he is needed. And Lord Wellington,” he added
         for Strange’s better understanding, “is needed everywhere.”
      

      
      Another officer who wore a bright scarlet jacket liberally adorned with silver lace,
         said in a rather more kindly tone, “Lord Wellington is in the Lines.”
      

      
      “In the Lines?” said Strange.

      
      “Yes.”

      
      Unfortunately this was not quite the clear and helpful explanation that the officer
         intended it to be. But Strange felt that he had demonstrated his ignorance long enough.
         His desire to ask questions had quite evaporated.
      

      
      “Lord Wellington is in the Lines.” It was a very curious phrase and if Strange had
         been obliged to hazard a guess at its meaning he believed he would have said it was
         some sort of slang for being drunk.
      

      
      He went back into the hotel and told the porter to find Jeremy Johns. If any one was
         going to appear ignorant and foolish in front of the British Army he had much rather
         it was Jeremy.
      

      
      “There you are!” he said when Jeremy appeared. “Go and find a soldier or officer and
         ask him where I shall find Lord Wellington.”
      

      
      “Certainly, sir. But don’t you want to ask him yourself?”

      
      “Quite impossible. I have magic to do.”

      
      So Jeremy went out and after a very brief interval he returned.

      
      “Have you found it out?” asked Strange.
      

      
      “Oh yes, sir!” said Jeremy, cheerfully. “There is no great secret about it. Lord Wellington
         is in the Lines.”
      

      
      “Yes, but what does that mean?”

      
      “Oh, I beg your pardon, sir! The gentleman said it so naturally. As if it were the
         most commonplace thing in the world. I thought you would know.”
      

      
      “Well, I do not. Perhaps I had better ask Prideaux.”

      
      Mr Prideaux was delighted to be of assistance. There was nothing simpler in the world.
         Mr Strange must go to the Army’s Headquarters. He was certain to find his lordship
         there. It was a half day’s ride from the city. Perhaps a little more. “As far as from
         Tyburn to Godalming, sir, if you can picture it.”
      

      
      “Well, if you would be so good as to shew me on a map …”

      
      “Lord bless you, sir!” said Mr Prideaux, much amused. “You would never find it on
         your own. I must find a man to take you.”
      

      
      The person whom Mr Prideaux found was an Assistant Commissary with business in Torres
         Vedras, a town four or five miles further on than Headquarters. The Assistant Commissary
         declared himself very happy to ride with Strange and shew him the way.
      

      
      “Now, at last,” thought Strange, “I am making progress.”

      
      The first part of the journey was through a pleasant landscape of fields and vineyards
         scattered here and there with pretty little white-painted farms and stone-built windmills
         with brown canvas sails. Large numbers of Portuguese soldiers in brown uniforms were
         continually going to and fro along the road and there were also a few British officers
         whose brighter uniforms of scarlet or blue appeared – to Strange’s patriotic eye at
         any rate – more manly and warlike. After they had been riding for three hours they
         saw a line of mountains rising up from the plain like a wall.
      

      
      As they entered a narrow valley between two of the highest mountains the Assistant
         Commissary said, “This is the beginning of the Lines. You see that fort there high
         up on one side of the pass?” He pointed to the right. The “fort” appeared to have started out life as a
         windmill, but had recently received all sorts of additions in the way of bastions,
         battlements and gun embrasures. “And the other fort on the other side of the pass?”
         added the Assistant Commissary. He pointed to the left. “And then on the next rocky
         outcrop another little fort? And then – though you can’t see it, since today is dull
         and cloudy – there is another beyond that. And so on and so on. A whole line of forts
         from the Tagus to the sea! But that is not all! There are two more lines to the north
         of us. Three lines in all!”
      

      
      “It is certainly impressive. And did the Portuguese do this?”

      
      “No, sir. Lord Wellington did it. The French mayn’t pass here. Why, sir! a beetle
         mayn’t pass unless that beetle has a paper with Lord Wellington’s writing on it! And
         that, sir, is why the French Army sits at Santarem and can get no further, while you
         and I sleep safe in our beds at Lisbon!”
      

      
      Very soon they left the road and took a steep and winding lane that led up the hillside
         to the tiny village of Pero Negro. Strange was struck by the difference between war,
         as he had imagined it, and war, as it actually was. He had pictured Lord Wellington
         sitting in some grand building in Lisbon, issuing orders. Instead he found him in
         a place so small that it barely would have qualified as a village in England.
      

      
      The Army’s Headquarters proved to be an entirely unremarkable house in a plain cobbled
         yard. Strange was informed that Lord Wellington had gone out to inspect the Lines.
         No one knew when he would return – probably not until dinner. No one had any objection
         to Strange’s waiting – providing he did not get in their way.
      

      
      But from the first moment of his entering the house Strange found himself subject
         to that peculiarly uncomfortable Natural Law which states that whenever a person arrives
         at a place where he is not known, then wherever he stands he is sure to be in the
         way. He could not sit because the room he had been placed in contained no chairs – presumably in case the French should somehow penetrate the house
         and hide behind them – so he took up a position in front of a window. But then two
         officers came in and one of them wished to demonstrate some important military characteristic
         of the Portuguese landscape, for which purpose it was necessary to look out of the
         window. They glared at Strange who moved to stand in front of a half-curtained arch.
      

      
      Meanwhile a voice was calling every moment from the passageway for someone named Winespill
         to bring the gunpowder barrels and to do it quickly. A soldier of very small stature
         and with a slight hunchback entered the room. He had a vivid purple birthmark on his
         face and appeared to be wearing part of the uniform of every regiment in the British
         Army. This, presumably, was Winespill. Winespill was unhappy. He could not find the
         gunpowder. He hunted in cupboards, under staircases and on balconies. He called back
         every now and then “One moment!” – until the moment came when he thought to look behind
         Strange, behind the curtain and under the arch. Immediately he shouted out that he
         had found the casks of gunpowder now and he would have seen them earlier only Someone
         – here he gave Strange a very black look – was standing in front of them.
      

      
      The hours passed slowly. Strange was back at his station by the window and almost
         falling asleep, when he realized from certain sounds of bustle and disruption that
         Someone of Importance had just entered the house. The next moment three men swept
         into the room and Strange found himself at last in the presence of Lord Wellington.
      

      
      How to describe Lord Wellington? How can such a thing be necessary or even possible?
         His face is everywhere one looks – a cheap print upon the wall of the coaching inn
         – a much more elaborate one, embellished with flags and drums, at the top of the Assembly-room
         staircase. Nowadays no young lady of average romantic feeling will reach the age of
         seventeen without purchasing at least one picture of him. She will think a long, aquiline
         nose infinitely preferable to a short, stubby one and consider it the worst misfortune
         of her life that he is married already. To make up for it she fully intends to name
         her first-born son, Arthur. Nor is she alone in her devotion. Her younger brothers
         and sisters are every bit as fanatical. The handsomest toy soldier in an English nursery
         is always called Wellington and has more adventures than the rest of the toy box put
         together. Every schoolboy impersonates Wellington at least once a week, and so do
         his younger sisters. Wellington embodies every English virtue. He is Englishness carried
         to perfection. If the French carry Napoleon in their bellies (which apparently they
         do), then we carry Wellington in our hearts.2

      
      Just at present Lord Wellington was none too pleased about something.

      
      “My orders were perfectly clear, I think!” he said to the other two officers. “The
         Portuguese were to destroy all the corn that they could not carry away, so that it
         should not fall into the hands of the French. But I have just spent half the day watching
         the French soldiers going into the caves at Cartaxo and bringing out sacks again.”
      

      
      “It was very hard for the Portuguese farmers to destroy their corn. They feared to
         be hungry,” explained one of the officers.
      

      
      The other officer made the hopeful suggestion that perhaps it was not corn that the
         French had found in the sacks, but something else altogether less useful. Gold or
         silver, perhaps?
      

      
      Lord Wellington eyed him coolly. “The French soldiers took the sacks to the windmills.
         The sails were going round in plain view! Perhaps you think they were milling gold?
         Dalziel, complain to the Portuguese authorities, if you please!” His gaze, darting
         angrily about the room, came to rest upon Strange. “Who is that?” he asked.
      

      
      The officer called Dalziel murmured something in his lordship’s ear.

      
      [image: Images]

      
      “Oh!” said Lord Wellington and then, addressing Strange, he said, “You are the magician.”
         The faintest note of inquiry pervaded his remark.
      

      
      “Yes,” said Strange.

      
      “Mr Norrell?”

      
      “Ah, no. Mr Norrell is in England. I am Mr Strange.”

      
      Lord Wellington looked blank.

      
      “The other magician,” explained Strange.

      
      “I see,” said Lord Wellington.

      
      The officer called Dalziel stared at Strange with an expression of surprize, as if
         he thought that once Lord Wellington had told Strange who he was, it was rather ill-bred
         of him to insist on being someone else.
      

      
      “Well, Mr Strange,” said Lord Wellington, “I fear you have had a wasted journey. I
         must tell you frankly that if I had been able to prevent your coming I would have
         done so. But now that you are here I shall take the opportunity to explain to you
         the great nuisance which you and the other gentleman have been to the Army.”
      

      
      “Nuisance?” said Strange.

      
      “Nuisance,” repeated Lord Wellington. “The visions you have shewn the Ministers have
         encouraged them to believe that they understand how matters stand in Portugal. They
         have sent me a great many more orders and interfered to a far greater extent than
         they would have done otherwise. Only I know what needs to be done in Portugal, Mr
         Strange, since only I am acquainted with all the circumstances. I do not say that
         you and the other gentleman may not have done some good elsewhere – the Navy seem
         pleased – I know nothing of that – but what I do say is that I need no magician here in Portugal.”
      

      
      “But surely, my lord, here in Portugal magic is liable to no such misuse, since I
         shall be wholly at your service and under your direction.”
      

      
      Lord Wellington gave Strange a sharp look. “What I chiefly need is men. Can you make
         more?”
      

      
      “Men? Well, that depends on what your lordship means. It is an interesting question
         …” To Strange’s great discomfort, he found he sounded exactly like Mr Norrell.
      

      
      “Can you make more?” interrupted his lordship.

      
      “No.”

      
      “Can you make the bullets fly any quicker to strike the French? They fly very quickly
         as it is. Can you perhaps upturn the earth and move the stones to build my Redoubts,
         Lunettes and Other Defensive Works?”
      

      
      “No, my lord. But, my lord …”

      
      “The name of the chaplain to the Headquarters is Mr Briscall. The name of the chief
         medical officer is Dr McGrigor. Should you decide to stay in Portugal then I suggest
         you make yourself known to these gentlemen. Perhaps you may be of some use to them.
         You are none to me.” Lord Wellington turned away and immediately shouted for someone
         named Thornton to get dinner ready. In this way Strange was given to understand that
         the interview was at an end.
      

      
      Strange was used to deferential treatment from Government Ministers. He was accustomed
         to being addressed as an equal by some of the highest in the land. To find himself
         suddenly classed with the chaplains and doctors of the Army – mere supernumeraries
         – was very bad indeed.
      

      
      He spent the night – very uncomfortably – at Pero Negro’s only inn and as soon as
         it was light he rode back to Lisbon. When he arrived back at the hotel in Shoemaker-street,
         he sat down and wrote a long letter to Arabella describing in great detail the shocking
         way he was treated. Then, feeling a little better, he decided that it was unmanly
         to complain and so he tore the letter up.
      

      
      He next made a list of all the sorts of magic which Norrell and he had done for the
         Admiralty and tried to decide which would suit Lord Wellington best. After careful
         consideration he concluded that there were few better ways of adding to the misery
         of the French Army than by sending it storms of thunder and drenching rain. He immediately
         determined upon writing his lordship a letter offering to do this magic. A definite
         course of action is always a cheering thing and Strange’s spirits rose immediately
         – until, that is, he happened to glance out of the window. The skies were black, the
         rain was coming down in torrents and a fierce wind was blowing. It looked as if it
         might very well thunder in a short while. He went in search of Mr Prideaux. Prideaux
         confirmed that it had been raining like this for weeks – that the Portuguese thought
         it would continue for a good long while – and, yes, the French were indeed very unhappy.
      

      
      Strange pondered this for a while. He was tempted to send Lord Wellington a note offering
         to make it stop raining, on the principle that it must be very uncomfortable for the British soldiers
         as well – but in the end he decided that the whole question of weather-magic was too
         vexed until he understood the war and Lord Wellington better. In the meantime he settled
         upon a plague of frogs as the best thing to drop on the heads of the French soldiers.
         It was highly Biblical and what, thought Strange, could be more respectable than that?
      

      
      The next morning he was sitting gloomily in his hotel room, pretending to read one
         of Norrell’s books but actually watching the rain, when there was a knock at the door.
         It was a Scottish officer in the uniform of the Hussars who looked inquiringly at
         Strange and said, “Mr Norrell?”
      

      
      “I am not … Oh, never mind! What can I do for you?”

      
      “Message for you from Headquarters, Mr Norrell.” The young officer presented Strange
         with a piece of paper.
      

      
      It was his own letter to Wellington. Someone had scrawled over it in thick, blue pencil
         the single word, “Denied”.
      

      
      “Whose writing is that?” asked Strange.

      
      “Lord Wellington’s, Mr Norrell.”

      
      “Ah.”

      
      The next day Strange wrote Wellington another note, offering to make the waters of the River Tagus rise up and overwhelm the French. This at least
         provoked Wellington into writing a rather longer reply explaining that at present
         the entire British Army and most of the Portuguese Army were between the Tagus and the French and consequently Mr Strange’s suggestion was not found to
         be at all convenient.
      

      
      Strange refused to be deterred. He continued to send Wellington one proposal every
         day. All were rejected.
      

      
      On a particularly gloomy day at the end of February he was passing through the hallway
         of Mr Prideaux’s hotel on his way to a solitary dinner when he almost collided with
         a fresh-faced young man in English clothes. The young man begged his pardon and asked
         if he knew where Mr Strange was to be found.
      

      
      “I am Strange. Who are you?”

      
      “My name is Briscall. I am Chaplain to the Headquarters.”

      
      “Mr Briscall. Yes. Of course.”

      
      “Lord Wellington has asked me to pay you a visit,” explained Mr Briscall. “He said
         something about your aiding me by magic?” Mr Briscall smiled. “But I believe his real
         reason is that he hopes I may be able to dissuade you from writing to him every day.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Strange. “I shall not stop until he gives me something to do.”

      
      Mr Briscall laughed. “Very well, I shall tell him.”

      
      “Thank you. And is there any thing I can do for you? I have never done magic for the
         Church before. I will be frank with you, Mr Briscall. My knowledge of ecclesiastical
         magic is very slight, but I should be glad to be of use to someone.”
      

      
      “Hmm. I will be equally frank with you, Mr Strange. My duties are really very simple.
         I visit the sick and wounded. I read the soldiers the services and try and get them
         a decent burial when they are killed, poor fellows. I do not see what you could do
         to help.”
      

      
      “Neither does any one else,” said Strange with a sigh. “But come, have dinner with
         me? At least I shall not have to eat alone.”
      

      
      This was quickly agreed to and the two men sat down in the hotel dining-parlour. Strange
         found Mr Briscall to be a pleasant dinner companion who was happy to tell all he knew
         of Lord Wellington and the Army.
      

      
      “Soldiers are not in general religious men,” he said, “but then I never expected that
         they would be and I have been greatly helped by the circumstance that all the chaplains
         before me went on leave almost as soon as they arrived. I am the first to stay – and
         the men are grateful to me for that. They look very kindly on any one who is prepared
         to share their hard life.”
      

      
      Strange said he was sure of it.

      
      “And what of you, Mr Strange? How do you get on?”

      
      “I? I do not get on at all. No one wants me here. I am addressed – on the rare occasions
         when any one speaks to me at all – quite indiscriminately as Mr Strange or Mr Norrell.
         No one seems to have any notion that these might be distinct persons.”
      

      
      Briscall laughed.

      
      “And Lord Wellington rejects all my offers of help as soon as I make them.”

      
      “Why? What have you offered him?”

      
      Strange told him about his first proposal to send a plague of frogs to fall on the
         French from the sky.
      

      
      “Well, I am really not at all surprized he refused that!” said Briscall, contemptuously. “The French cook frogs and eat them, do they not?
         It is a vital part of Lord Wellington’s plan that the French should starve. You might
         as well have offered to drop roast chickens on their heads or pork pies!”
      

      
      “It is not my fault,” said Strange, a little stung. “I would be only too glad to take
         Lord Wellington’s plans into consideration – only I do not know what they are. In
         London the Admiralty told us their intentions and we shaped our magic accordingly.”
      

      
      “I see,” said Briscall. “Forgive me, Mr Strange – perhaps I have not understood very
         well – but it seems to me that you have a great advantage here. In London you were
         obliged to rely upon the Admiralty’s opinion as to what might be happening hundreds of miles away – and I dare
         say the Admiralty was quite often mistaken. Here you can go and see for yourself.
         Your experience is no different from my own. When I first arrived no one took the
         least notice of me either. I drifted from one regiment to another. No one wanted me.”
      

      
      “And yet now you are a part of Wellington’s Staff. How did you do it?”

      
      “It took time, but in the end I was able to prove my usefulness to his lordship –
         and I am sure you will do the same.”
      

      
      Strange sighed. “I try. But all I seem to do is demonstrate my superfluousness. Over
         and over again!”
      

      
      “Nonsense! As far as I can see you have only made one real mistake – and that is in
         remaining here in Lisbon. If you take my advice, you will leave as soon as you can.
         Go and sleep on the mountains with the men and the officers! You will not understand
         them until you do. Talk to them. Spend your days with them in the deserted villages
         beyond the Lines. They will soon love you for it. They are the best fellows in the
         world.”
      

      
      “Really? It was reported in London that Wellington had called them the scum of the
         earth.”
      

      
      Briscall laughed as if being the scum of the earth were a very minor sort of indiscretion
         and indeed a large part of the Army’s charm. This was, thought Strange, an odd position
         for a clergyman to take.
      

      
      “Which are they?” he asked.

      
      “They are both, Mr Strange. They are both. Well, what do you say? Will you go?”

      
      Strange frowned. “I do not know. It is not that I fear hardship and discomfort, you
         understand. I believe I can endure as much of that sort of thing as most men. But
         I know no one there. I seem to have been in every body’s way since I arrived and without
         friends to go to …”
      

      
      “Oh! That is easily remedied! This is not London or Bath where one needs letters of introduction. Take a barrel of brandy – and a case or two of
         Champagne if your servant can carry them. You will soon have a very wide acquaintance
         among the officers if you have brandy and Champagne to spare.”
      

      
      “Really? It is as simple as that, is it?”

      
      “Oh, to be sure! But do not trouble to take any red wine. They have plenty of that
         already.”
      

      
      A few days later Strange and Jeremy Johns left Lisbon for the country beyond the Lines.
         The British officers and men were a little surprized to find a magician in their midst.
         They wrote letters home to their friends describing him in a variety of uncomplimentary
         ways and wondering what in the world he was doing there. But Strange did as Mr Briscall
         had advised. Every officer he met was invited to come and drink Champagne with him
         that evening after dinner. They soon excused him the eccentricity of his profession.
         What mattered was that one could always meet with some very jolly fellows at Strange’s
         bivouack and something decent to drink.
      

      
      Strange also took up smoking. It had never really appealed to him as a pastime before,
         but he discovered that a ready supply of tobacco was quite invaluable for striking
         up conversations with the enlisted men.
      

      
      It was an odd sort of life and an eerie sort of landscape. The villages beyond the
         Lines had all been emptied of inhabitants on Lord Wellington’s instructions and the
         crops burnt. The soldiers of both armies went down to the deserted villages and helped
         themselves to whatever looked useful. On the British side it was not unusual to come
         upon sophas, wardrobes, beds, chairs and tables standing on a hillside or in a woodland
         glade. Occasionally one would find whole bed-chambers or drawing-rooms, complete with
         shaving equipment, books and lamps, but minus the impediment of walls and ceiling.
      

      
      But if the British Army suffered inconvenience from the wind and the rain, then the
         plight of the French Army was far, far worse. Their clothes were in rags and they had nothing to eat. They had been staring at Lord
         Wellington’s Lines since the previous October. They could not attack the British Army
         – it had three lines of impregnable forts behind which to retreat at any moment it
         chose. Nor did Lord Wellington trouble to attack the French. Why should he, when Hunger
         and Disease were killing his enemies faster than he could? On the 5th of March the
         French struck camp and turned north. Within a very few hours Lord Wellington and the
         British Army were in pursuit. Jonathan Strange went with them.
      

      
      One very rainy morning about the middle of the month Strange was riding at the side
         of a road along which the 95th Rifles were marching. He happened to spy some particular
         friends of his a little way ahead. Urging his horse to a canter, he soon caught up
         with them.
      

      
      “Good morning, Ned,” he said, addressing a man he had reason to regard as a thoughtful,
         sensible sort of person.
      

      
      “Good morning, sir,” said Ned, cheerfully.

      
      “Ned?”

      
      “Yes, sir?”

      
      “What is it that you chiefly desire? I know it is an odd question, Ned, and you will
         excuse my asking it. But I really need to know.”
      

      
      Ned did not answer immediately. He sucked in his breath and furrowed his brow and
         exhibited other signs of deep thinking. Meanwhile his comrades helpfully told Strange
         what they chiefly desired – things such as magic pots of gold that would never be
         empty and houses carved out of a single diamond. One, a Welshman, sang out dolefully,
         “Toasted cheese! Toasted cheese!” several times – which caused the others to laugh
         a good deal, Welshmen being naturally humorous.
      

      
      Meanwhile Ned had got to the end of his ruminations. “New boots,” he said.

      
      “Really?” said Strange in surprize.

      
      “Yes, sir,” answered Ned. “New boots. It is these d—d Portuguese roads.” He gestured
         ahead at the collection of stones and pot-holes that the Portuguese were pleased to
         call a road. “They tear a man’s boots to ribbons and at night his bones ache from
         walking over them. But if I had new boots, oh! wouldn’t I be fresh after a day’s march?
         Couldn’t I just fight the French then? Couldn’t I just make Johnny sweat for it?”
      

      
      “Your appetite for the fray does you great credit, Ned,” said Strange. “Thank you.
         You have given me an excellent answer.” He rode off, followed by a great many shouts
         of “When will Ned be getting his boots, then?” and “Where’s Ned’s boots?”
      

      
      That evening Lord Wellington’s headquarters were set up in a once-splendid mansion
         in the village of Lousão. The house had once belonged to a wealthy and patriotic Portuguese
         nobleman, José Estoril, but he and his sons had all been tortured and killed by the
         French. His wife had died of a fever, and various stories were in circulation concerning
         the sad fate of his daughters. For many months it had been a very melancholy place,
         but now Wellington’s Staff had arrived to fill it with the sound of their noisy jokes
         and arguments, and the gloomy rooms were made almost cheerful by the officers in their
         coats of red and blue passing in and out.
      

      
      The hour before dinner was one of the busiest of the day and the room was crowded
         with officers bringing reports or collecting orders, or simply gathering gossip. At
         one end of the room was a very venerable, ornate and crumbling stone staircase which
         led to a pair of ancient doors. Behind the doors, it was said, Lord Wellington was
         hard at work devising new plans to defeat the French, and it was a curious fact that
         everyone who came into the room was sure to cast a respectful glance up to the top
         of that staircase. Two of Wellington’s senior staff, the Quartermaster-General, Colonel
         George Murray, and the Adjutant-General, General Charles Stewart, were seated one
         upon either side of a large table, both busily engaged in making arrangements for
         the disposal of the Army upon the following day. And I pause here merely to observe that if, upon reading the words “Colonel” and “General”, you fancy
         these are two old men sitting at the table, you could not be more wrong. It is true that when the French
         war had begun eighteen years before, the British Army had been commanded by some very
         venerable old persons many of whom had passed their whole careers without glimpsing
         a battlefield. But the years had gone by and these old generals were all retired or
         dead and it had been found more convenient to replace them with younger, more energetic
         men. Wellington himself was only a little more than forty and most of his senior officers
         were younger still. The room in José Estoril’s house was a room of young men, all
         fond of a fight, all fond of dancing, all quite devoted to Lord Wellington.
      

      
      The March evening, though rainy, was mild – as mild as May in England. Since his death,
         José Estoril’s garden had grown wild and in particular a great number of lilac trees
         had appeared, crowding against the walls of the house. These trees were now all in
         flower and the windows and shutters of the house stood open to let in the damp, lilac-scented
         air. Suddenly Colonel Murray and General Stewart found that both they and their important
         papers were being comprehensively showered with drops of water. On looking up in some
         indignation they saw Strange, outside on the verandah unconcernedly shaking the water
         off his umbrella.
      

      
      He entered the room and bid good evening to various officers with whom he had some
         acquaintance. He approached the table and inquired if he might possibly speak to Lord
         Wellington. General Stewart, a proud, handsome man, made no reply other than to shake
         his head vigorously. Colonel Murray, who was a gentler and more courteous soul, said
         he feared it would not be possible.
      

      
      Strange glanced up the venerable staircase to the great carved doors behind which
         his lordship sat. (Curious how everyone who entered knew instinctively where he was
         to be found. Such is the fascination that great men exert!) Strange shewed no inclination
         to go. Colonel Murray supposed that he must be feeling lonely.
      

      
      A tall man with vivid black eyebrows and long black mustaches to match approached
         the table. He wore the dark blue jacket and gold braid of the Light Dragoons. “Where
         have you put the French prisoners?” he demanded of Colonel Murray.
      

      
      “In the belfry,” said Colonel Murray.

      
      “That will do,” said the man. “I only ask because last night Colonel Pursey put three
         Frenchmen in a little shed, thinking they could do no harm there. But it seems some
         lads of the 52nd had previously put some chickens in the shed and during the night
         the Frenchmen ate the chickens. Colonel Pursey said that this morning several of his
         lads were eyeing the Frenchmen in a very particular manner as if they were wondering
         how much of the flavour of the chickens had got into the Frenchmen and whether it
         might not be worth cooking one of them to find out.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Colonel Murray. “There is no danger of any thing like that happening tonight.
         The only other creatures in the belfry are the rats and I should think that if any
         one is going to eat any one else, the rats will eat the Frenchmen.”
      

      
      Colonel Murray, General Stewart and the man with black mustaches began to laugh, when
         suddenly they were interrupted by the magician saying, “The road between Espinhal
         and Lousão is abominably bad.” (This was the road along which a substantial part of
         the British Army had come that day.)
      

      
      Colonel Murray agreed that the road was very bad indeed.

      
      Strange continued, “I cannot tell how many times today my horse stumbled into pot-holes
         and slipped in the mud. I was certain she would fall lame. Yet it was no worse than
         any of the other roads that I have seen since I arrived here, and tomorrow I understand
         some of us must go where there are no roads whatsoever.”
      

      
      “Yes,” said Colonel Murray, wishing very heartily that the magician would go away.

      
      “Through flooded rivers and stony plains, and through woods and thickets, I suppose,”
         said Strange. “That will be very bad for all of us. I dare say we shall make very poor progress. I dare say we shall not get
         on at all.”
      

      
      “It is one of the disadvantages of waging war in such a backward, out-of-the-way place
         as Portugal,” said Colonel Murray.
      

      
      General Stewart said nothing but the angry look he gave the magician expressed quite
         clearly his opinion that perhaps Mr Strange would make better progress if he and his
         horse took themselves back to London.
      

      
      “To take forty-five thousand men and all their horses and carts and equipment, across
         such an abominable country! No one in England would believe it possible.” Strange
         laughed. “It is a pity that his lordship cannot spare a moment to talk to me, but
         perhaps you will be so good as to give him a message. Say this: Mr Strange presents
         his compliments to Lord Wellington and says that if it is of any interest to his lordship
         to have a nice, well-made road for the Army to march along tomorrow, then Mr Strange
         will be glad to conjure one up for him. Oh! And if he wishes he may have bridges too,
         to replace the ones the French have blown up. Good evening to you.” With that Strange
         bowed to both gentlemen, picked up his umbrella and left.
      

      
      Strange and Jeremy Johns had been unable to find anywhere to stay in Lousão. None
         of the gentlemen who found quarters for the generals and told the rest of the soldiers
         which damp field they were to sleep in, had made any provision for the magician and
         his servant. Strange had eventually agreed terms for a tiny upstairs room with a man
         who kept a little wine shop a few miles down the road to Miranda de Corvo.
      

      
      Strange and Jeremy ate the supper the wine-shop owner had provided for them. It was
         a stew and their evening’s entertainment chiefly consisted in trying to guess what
         had gone into it.
      

      
      “What the devil is that?” asked Strange, holding up his fork. On the end of it was
         something whitish and glistening that curled over and under itself.
      

      
      “A fish perhaps?” ventured Jeremy.

      
      “It looks more like a snail,” said Strange.
      

      
      “Or part of someone’s ear,” added Jeremy.

      
      Strange stared at it a moment longer. “Would you like it?” he asked.

      
      “No, thank you, sir,” said Jeremy with a resigned glance into his own cracked plate,
         “I have several of my own.”
      

      
      When they had finished supper and when the last candle had burnt out there seemed
         nothing else to do but go to bed – and so they did. Jeremy curled up upon one side
         of the room and Strange lay down upon the other. Each had devised his own bed from
         whatever materials had taken his fancy. Jeremy had a mattress fashioned out of his
         spare clothes and Strange had a pillow formed chiefly of books from Mr Norrell’s library.
      

      
      All at once there came the sound of someone’s horse galloping up the road to the little
         wine-shop. This was quickly followed by the sound of someone’s boots pounding up the
         rickety stairs, which in turn was followed by the sound of someone’s fist pounding
         on the ramshackle door. The door opened and a smart young man in the uniform of the
         Hussars half-tumbled into the room. The smart young man was somewhat out of breath
         but managed to convey, between gulps of air, that Lord Wellington presented his compliments
         to Mr Strange and that if it was at all convenient to Mr Strange Lord Wellington would
         like to speak to him immediately.
      

      
      At José Estoril’s house Wellington was at dinner with a number of his staff officers
         and other gentlemen. Strange could have sworn that the gentlemen at the table had
         all been engaged in the liveliest conversation up to the moment when he entered the
         room, but now all fell silent. This rather suggested that they had been talking about
         him.
      

      
      “Ah, Strange!” cried Lord Wellington, raising a glass in greeting. “There you are!
         I have had three aides-de-camp looking for you all evening. I wished to invite you to dinner, but my boys could
         not find you. Sit down anyway and have some Champagne and dessert.”
      

      
      Strange looked rather wistfully at the remains of the dinner which the servants were
         clearing away. Among other good things Strange believed he recognized were the remains
         of some roast geese, the shells from buttered prawns, half a ragoo of celery, and
         the ends of some spicy Portuguese sausages. He thanked his lordship and sat down.
         A servant brought him a glass of Champagne and he helped himself to almond-tart and
         dried cherries.
      

      
      “And how do you like the war, Mr Strange?” asked a fox-haired, fox-faced gentleman
         at the other end of the table.
      

      
      “Oh, it is a little confusing at first, like most things,” said Strange, “but having
         now experienced many of the adventures a war affords, I grow used to it. I have been
         robbed – once. I have been shot at – once. Once I found a Frenchman in the kitchen
         and had to chase him out, and once the house I was sleeping in was set on fire.”
      

      
      “By the French?” inquired General Stewart.

      
      “No, no. By the English. There was a company of the 43rd who were apparently very
         cold that night and so they set fire to the house to warm themselves.”
      

      
      “Oh, that always happens!” said General Stewart.

      
      There was a little pause and then another gentleman in a cavalry uniform said, “We
         have been talking – arguing rather – about magic and how it is done. Strathclyde says
         that you and the other magician have given every word in the Bible a number, and you
         look for the words to make up the spell and then you add the numbers together and
         then you do something else and then …”
      

      
      “That was not what I said!” complained another person, presumably Strathclyde. “You have
         not understood at all!”
      

      
      “I am afraid I have never done any thing remotely resembling what you describe,” said
         Strange. “It seems rather complicated and I do not think it would work. As to how
         I do magic, there are many, many procedures. As many, I dare say, as for making war.”
      

      
      “I should like to do magic,” said the fox-haired, fox-faced gentleman at the other end of the table. “I should have a ball every night with fairy
         music and fairy fireworks and I would summon all the most beautiful women out of history
         to attend. Helen of Troy, Cleopatra, Lucrezia Borgia, Maid Marian and Madame Pompadour.
         I should bring them all here to dance with you fellows. And when the French appeared
         on the horizon, I would just,” he waved his arm vaguely, “do something, you know,
         and they would all fall down dead.”
      

      
      “Can a magician kill a man by magic?” Lord Wellington asked Strange.

      
      Strange frowned. He seemed to dislike the question. “I suppose a magician might,”
         he admitted, “but a gentleman never could.”
      

      
      Lord Wellington nodded as if this was just as he would have expected. And then he
         said, “This road, Mr Strange, which you have been so good as to offer us, what sort
         of road would it be?”
      

      
      “Oh! The details are the easiest thing in the world to arrange, my lord. What sort
         of road would you like?”
      

      
      The officers and gentlemen around Lord Wellington’s dinner-table looked at each other;
         they had not given the matter any thought.
      

      
      “A chalk road, perhaps?” said Strange, helpfully. “A chalk road is pretty.”

      
      “Too dusty in the dry and a river of mud in the rain,” said Lord Wellington. “No,
         no. A chalk road will never do. A chalk road is scarcely better than no road at all.”
      

      
      “What about a cobbled road?” suggested Colonel Murray.

      
      “Cobbles will make the men’s boots wear out,” said Wellington.

      
      “And besides the artillery will not like it,” said the fox-haired, fox-faced gentleman,
         “They will have a devil of a time dragging the guns along a cobbled road.”
      

      
      Someone else suggested a gravel road. But that, thought Wellington, was liable to
         the same objection as a chalk road: it would become a river of mud in the rain – and
         the Portuguese did seem to think that it would rain again tomorrow.
      

      
      “No,” said his lordship, “I believe, Mr Strange, that what would suit us best would
         be a road along the Roman pattern, with a nice ditch upon either side to drain off
         the water and good flat stones well fitted together on top.”
      

      
      “Very well,” said Strange.

      
      “We set off at daybreak,” said Wellington.

      
      “Then, my lord, if someone would be good enough to shew me where the road ought to
         go, I shall see to it immediately.”
      

      
      By morning the road was in place and Lord Wellington rode along it on Copenhagen –
         his favourite horse – and Strange rode beside him on Egyptian – who was his favourite horse. In his customary decisive manner Wellington pointed out those things
         which he particularly liked about the road and those things which he did not like;
         “… But really I have hardly any criticisms to make. It is an excellent road! Only
         make it a little wider tomorrow, if you please.”
      

      
      Lord Wellington and Strange agreed that as a general rule the road should be in place
         a couple of hours before the first regiment stepped on to it and disappear an hour
         after the last soldier had passed along it. This was to prevent the French Army from
         gaining any benefit from the roads. The success of this plan depended on Wellington’s
         Staff providing Strange with accurate information as to when the Army was likely to
         begin and end marching. Obviously these calculations were not always correct. A week
         or so after the first appearance of the road Colonel Mackenzie of the 11th Foot came
         to see Lord Wellington in a great temper and complained that the magician had allowed
         the road to disappear before his regiment could reach it.
      

      
      “By the time we got to Celorico, my lord, it was disappearing under our feet! An hour
         after that it had vanished entirely. Could not the magician summon up visions to find
         out what the different regiments are doing? I understand that this is something he
         can do very easily! Then he could make sure that the roads do not disappear until
         everyone has finished with them.”
      

      
      Lord Wellington said sharply, “The magician has a great deal to do. Beresford needs
         roads.3 I need roads. I really cannot ask Mr Strange to be forever peering into mirrors and
         bowls of water to discover where every stray regiment has got to. You and your lads
         must keep up, Colonel Mackenzie. That is all.”
      

      
      Shortly after this the British Headquarters received intelligence of something that
         had befallen a large part of the French Army as it was marching from Guarda to Sabugal.
         A patrol had been sent out to look at the road between the two towns, but some Portuguese
         had come along and told the patrol that this was one of the English magician’s roads
         and was certain to disappear in an hour or two taking everyone upon it to Hell – or
         possibly England. As soon as this rumour reached the ears of the soldiers they declined
         absolutely to walk along the road – which was in fact perfectly real and had existed
         for almost a thousand years. Instead the French followed some serpentine route over
         mountains and through rocky valleys that wore out their boots and tore their clothes
         and delayed them for several days.
      

      
      Lord Wellington could not have been more delighted.
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      January–February 1812

      
      A magician’s house is expected to have certain peculiarities, but the most peculiar
         feature of Mr Norrell’s house was, without a doubt, Childermass. In no other household
         in London was there any servant like him. One day he might be observed removing a
         dirty cup and wiping crumbs from a table like a common footman. The next day he would
         interrupt a room full of admirals, generals and noblemen to tell them in what particulars
         he considered them mistaken. Mr Norrell had once publicly reprimanded the Duke of
         Devonshire for speaking at the same time as Childermass.
      

      
      On a misty day at the end of January 1812 Childermass entered the library at Hanover-square
         where Mr Norrell was working and briefly informed him that he was obliged to go away
         upon business and did not know when he would return. Then, having given the other
         servants various instructions about the work they were to do in his absence, he mounted
         his horse and rode away.
      

      
      In the three weeks that followed Mr Norrell received four letters from him: one from
         Newark in Nottinghamshire, one from York in the East Riding of Yorkshire, one from
         Richmond in the North Riding of Yorkshire and one from Sheffield in the West Riding
         of Yorkshire. But the letters were only about business matters and threw no light
         upon his mysterious journey.
      

      
      He returned one night in the second half of February. Lascelles and Drawlight had
         dined at Hanover-square and were in the drawing-room with Mr Norrell when Childermass
         entered. He came directly from the stables; his boots and breeches were splashed with
         mud and his coat was still damp with rain.
      

      
      “Where in the world have you been?” demanded Mr Norrell.

      
      “In Yorkshire,” said Childermass, “making inquiries about Vinculus.”

      
      “Did you see Vinculus?” asked Drawlight, eagerly.

      
      “No, I did not.”

      
      “Do you know where he is?” asked Mr Norrell.

      
      “No, I do not.”

      
      “Have you found Vinculus’s book?” asked Lascelles.

      
      “No, I have not.”

      
      “Tut,” said Lascelles. He eyed Childermass disapprovingly. “If you take my advice,
         Mr Norrell, you will not permit Mr Childermass to waste any more time upon Vinculus.
         No one has heard or seen any thing of him for years. He is probably dead.”
      

      
      Childermass sat down upon the sopha like a man who had a perfect right to do so and
         said, “The cards say he is not dead. The cards say he is still alive and still has
         the book.”
      

      
      “The cards! The cards!” cried Mr Norrell. “I have told you a thousand times how I
         detest any mention of those objects! You will oblige me by removing them from my house
         and never speaking of them again!”
      

      
      Childermass threw his master a cool look. “Do you wish to hear what I have learnt
         or not?” he asked.
      

      
      Mr Norrell nodded sullenly.

      
      “Good,” said Childermass. “In your interest, Mr Norrell, I have taken care to improve
         my acquaintance with all Vinculus’s wives. It has always seemed to me nigh on impossible
         that one of them did not know something that would help us. It seemed to me that all
         I had to do was to go with them to enough gin-houses, buy them enough gin, and let
         them talk, and eventually one of them would reveal it to me. Well, I was right. Three weeks ago Nan Purvis told me a story
         which finally put me on the track of Vinculus’s book.”
      

      
      “Which one is Nan Purvis?” inquired Lascelles.

      
      “The first. She told me something that happened twenty or thirty years ago when Vinculus
         and she were first married. They had been drinking at a gin-house. They had spent
         their money and exhausted their credit and it was time to return to their lodgings.
         They staggered along the street and in the gutter they saw a creature even worse for
         drink than themselves. An old man was lying there, dead drunk. The filthy water flowed
         around him and over his face, and it was only by chance that he did not drown. Something
         about this wretch caught Vinculus’s eye. It seemed that he recognized him. He went
         and peered at him. Then he laughed and gave the old man a vicious kick. Nan asked
         Vinculus who the old man was. Vinculus said his name was Clegg. She asked how he knew
         him. Vinculus replied angrily that he did not know Clegg. He said he had never known
         Clegg! What was more, he told her, he was determined never to know him! In short there
         was no one in the world whom he despised more than Clegg! When Nan complained that
         this was not a very full explanation, Vinculus grudgingly said that the man was his
         father. After this he refused to say any more.”
      

      
      “But what has this to do with any thing?” interrupted Mr Norrell. “Why do you not
         ask these wives of Vinculus’s about the book?”
      

      
      Childermass looked annoyed. “I did so, sir. Four years ago. You may remember I told
         you. None of them knew any thing about it.”
      

      
      With an exasperated wave of his hand Mr Norrell indicated that Childermass was to
         continue.
      

      
      “Some months later Nan was in a tavern, listening to an account of a hanging at York
         that someone was reading from a newspaper. Nan loved to hear of a good hanging and
         this report particularly impressed her because the name of the man who had been executed was Clegg. It stuck in her mind and that evening she told Vinculus.
         To her surprize, she found that he already knew all about it and that it was indeed
         his father. Vinculus was delighted Clegg had been hanged. He said Clegg richly deserved
         it. He said Clegg had been guilty of a terrible crime – the worst crime committed
         in England in the last hundred years.”
      

      
      “What crime?” asked Lascelles.

      
      “At first Nan could not bring it to mind,” said Childermass. “But with a little persistent
         questioning and the promise of more gin she remembered. He had stolen a book.”
      

      
      “A book!” exclaimed Mr Norrell.

      
      “Oh, Mr Norrell!” cried Drawlight. “It must be the same book. It must be Vinculus’s
         book!”
      

      
      “Is it?” asked Mr Norrell.

      
      “I believe so,” said Childermass.

      
      “But did this woman know what the book was?” said Mr Norrell.

      
      “No, that was the end of Nan’s information. So I rode north to York, where Clegg had
         been tried and executed, and I examined the records of the Quarter Sessions. The first
         thing I discovered was that Clegg was originally from Richmond in Yorkshire. Oh yes!”
         Here Childermass glanced meaningfully at Mr Norrell. “Vinculus is, by descent at least,
         a Yorkshireman.1 Clegg began life as a tightrope walker at the northern fairs, but as tightrope-walking
         is not a trade that combines well with drinking – and Clegg was a famous drinker –
         he was obliged to give it up. He returned to Richmond and hired himself out as a servant
         on a prosperous farm. He did well there and impressed the farmer with his cleverness,
         so that he began to be entrusted with more and more business. From time to time he
         would go drinking with bad companions and on these occasions he never stopped at one
         bottle or two. He drank until the spigots gave out and the cellars were emptied. He was mad-drunk
         for days and in that time he got up to all sorts of mischief – thieving, gambling,
         fighting, destruction of property – but he always made sure that these wild adventures
         took place far away from the farm and he always had some plausible excuse to explain
         his absence so that his master, the farmer, never suspected any thing was amiss, though
         the other servants knew all about it. The farmer’s name was Robert Findhelm. He was
         a quiet, kindly, respectable sort of man – the sort of man easily deceived by a rogue
         like Clegg. The farm had been in his family for generations, but once, long ago, it
         had been one of the granges of the Abbey of Easby …”
      

      
      Mr Norrell drew in his breath sharply and fidgeted in his chair.

      
      Lascelles looked inquiringly at him.

      
      “Easby Abbey was one of the foundations of the Raven King,” explained Mr Norrell.

      
      “As was Hurtfew,” added Childermass.

      
      “Indeed!” said Lascelles in surprize.2 “I confess that after all you have said about him, I am surprized that you live in
         a house so closely connected to him.”
      

      
      “You do not understand,” said Mr Norrell, irritably. “We are speaking of Yorkshire,
         of John Uskglass’s Kingdom of Northern England where he lived and ruled for three
         hundred years. There is scarcely a village, scarcely a field even, that does not have
         some close connexion with him.”
      

      
      Childermass continued. “Findhelm’s family possessed something else that had once belonged
         to the Abbey – a treasure that had been given into their keeping by the last Abbot
         and which was handed down from father to son with the land.”
      

      
      “A book of magic?” asked Norrell, eagerly.

      
      “If what they told me in Yorkshire is true, it was more than a book of magic. It was
         The Book of Magic. A book written by the Raven King and set down in his own hand.”
      

      
      There was a silence.

      
      “Is this possible?” Lascelles asked Mr Norrell.

      
      Mr Norrell did not answer. He was sitting deep in thought, wholly taken up with this
         new, and not altogether pleasant, idea.
      

      
      At last he spoke, but it was more as if he were speaking his thoughts out loud, rather
         than answering Lascelles’s question. “A book belonging to Raven King or written by
         him is one of the great follies of English magic. Several people have imagined that
         they have found it or that they know where it is hidden. Some of them were clever
         men who might have written important works of scholarship but instead wasted their
         lives in pursuit of the King’s book. But that is not to say that such a book might
         not exist somewhere …”
      

      
      “And if it did exist,” urged Lascelles, “and if it were found – what then?”

      
      Mr Norrell shook his head and would not reply.

      
      Childermass answered for him. “Then all of English magic would have to be reinterpreted
         in the light of what was found there.”
      

      
      Lascelles raised an eyebrow. “Is this true?” he asked.

      
      Mr Norrell hesitated and looked very much as if he would like to say that it was not.

      
      “Do you believe that this was the King’s book?” Lascelles asked Childermass.
      

      
      Childermass shrugged. “Findhelm certainly believed it. In Richmond I discovered two
         old people who had been servants in Findhelm’s house in their youth. They said that
         the King’s book was the pride of his existence. He was Guardian of The Book first,
         and all else – husband, parent, farmer – second.” Childermass paused. “The greatest
         glory and the greatest burden given to any man in this Age,” he mused. “Findhelm seems
         to have been a theoretical magician himself in a small way. He bought books about magic and paid
         a magician in Northallerton to teach him. But one thing struck me as very curious
         – both these old servants insisted that Findhelm never read the King’s book and had
         only the vaguest notion of what it contained.”
      

      
      “Ah!” exclaimed Mr Norrell, softly.

      
      Lascelles and Childermass looked at him.

      
      “So he could not read it,” said Mr Norrell. “Well, that is very …” He fell silent,
         and began to chew on his fingernails.
      

      
      “Perhaps it was in Latin,” suggested Lascelles.

      
      “And why do you assume that Findhelm did not know Latin?” replied Childermass with
         some irritation. “Just because he was a farmer …”
      

      
      “Oh! I meant no disrespect to farmers in general, I assure you,” laughed Lascelles.
         “The occupation has its utility. But farmers are not in general known for their classical
         scholarship. Would this person even have recognized Latin when he saw it?”
      

      
      Childermass retorted that of course Findhelm would have recognized Latin. He was not
         a fool.
      

      
      To which Lascelles coldly replied that he had never said he was.

      
      The quarrel was becoming heated when they were both suddenly silenced by Mr Norrell
         saying slowly and thoughtfully, “When the Raven King first came into England, he could
         not read and write. Few people could in those days – even kings. And the Raven King
         had been brought up in a fairy house where there was no writing. He had never even
         seen writing before. His new human servants shewed it to him and explained its purpose.
         But he was a young man then, a very young man, perhaps no more than fourteen or fifteen
         years of age. He had already conquered kingdoms in two different worlds and he had
         all the magic a magician could desire. He was full of arrogance and pride. He had
         no wish to read other men’s thoughts. What were other men’s thoughts compared to his
         own? So he refused to learn to read and write Latin – which was what his servants
         wanted – and instead he invented a writing of his own to preserve his thoughts for later times. Presumably
         this writing mirrored the workings of his own mind more closely than Latin could have
         done. That was at the very beginning. But the longer he remained in England, the more
         he changed, becoming less silent, less solitary – less like a fairy and more like
         a man. Eventually he consented to learn to read and write as other men did. But he
         did not forget his own writing – the King’s Letters, as it is called – and he taught
         it to certain favoured magicians so that they might understand his magic more perfectly.
         Martin Pale mentions the King’s Letters and so does Belasis, but neither of them had
         ever seen so much as a single penstroke of it. If a piece of it has survived and in
         the King’s own hand, then certainly …” Mr Norrell fell silent again.
      

      
      “Well, Mr Norrell,” said Lascelles, “you are full of surprizes tonight! So much admiration
         for a man you have always claimed to hate and despise!”
      

      
      “My admiration does not lessen my hatred one whit!” said Mr Norrell, sharply. “I said
         he was a great magician. I did not say he was a good man or that I welcomed his influence
         upon English magic. Besides what you have just heard was my private opinion and not
         for public circulation. Childermass knows. Childermass understands.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell glanced nervously at Drawlight, but Drawlight had stopped listening some
         time ago – just as soon as he discovered that Childermass’s story concerned no one
         in the fashionable world, but only Yorkshire farmers and drunk servants. At present
         he was busy polishing his snuff box with his handkerchief.
      

      
      “So Clegg stole this book?” said Lascelles to Childermass. “Is that what you are going
         to tell us?”
      

      
      “In a manner of speaking. In the autumn of 1754 Findhelm gave the book to Clegg and
         told him to deliver it to a man in the village of Bretton in the Derbyshire Peak.
         Why, I do not know. Clegg set off and on the second or third day of his journey he
         reached Sheffield. He stopped at a tavern, and there he fell in with a man, a blacksmith by trade, whose reputation as a drinker was almost as extraordinary
         as his own. They began a drinking contest that lasted two days and two nights. At
         first they simply drank to see which of them could drink the most, but on the second
         day they began to set each other mad, drunken challenges. There was a barrel of salted
         herrings in the corner. Clegg challenged the blacksmith to walk across a floor of
         herrings. An audience had gathered by this time and all the lookers-on and the loungers-about
         emptied out the herrings and paved the floor with fish. Then the blacksmith walked
         from one end of the room to the other till the floor was a stinking mess of pulped
         fish and the blacksmith was bloody from head to foot with all the falls he had taken.
         Then the blacksmith challenged Clegg to walk along the edge of the tavern roof. Clegg
         had been drunk for a whole day by this time. Time after time the onlookers thought
         he was about to fall and break his worthless neck, but he never did. Then Clegg challenged
         the blacksmith to roast and eat his shoes – which the blacksmith did – and finally,
         the blacksmith challenged Clegg to eat Robert Findhelm’s book. Clegg tore it into
         strips and ate it piece by piece.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell gave a cry of horror. Even Lascelles blinked in surprize.

      
      “Days later,” said Childermass, “when Clegg awoke he realized what he had done. He
         made his way down to London and four years after that he tumbled a serving girl in
         a Wapping tavern, who was Vinculus’s mother.”
      

      
      “But surely the explanation is clear!” cried Mr Norrell. “The book is not lost at
         all! The story of the drinking contest was a mere invention of Clegg’s to blind Findhelm
         to the truth! In reality he kept the book and gave it to his son! Now if we can only
         discover …”
      

      
      “But why?” said Childermass. “Why should he go to all this trouble in order to procure
         the book for a son he had never seen and did not care about? Besides Vinculus was
         not even born when Clegg set off on the road to Derbyshire.”
      

      
      Lascelles cleared his throat. “For once, Mr Norrell, I agree with Mr Childermass.
         If Clegg still had the book or knew where it was to be found, then surely he would
         have produced it at his trial or tried to use it to bargain for his life.”
      

      
      “And if Vinculus had profited so much from his father’s crime,” added Childermass,
         “why did he hate his father? Why did he rejoice when his father was hanged? Robert
         Findhelm was quite sure that the book was destroyed – that is plain. Nan told me Clegg
         had been hanged for stealing a book, but the charge Robert Findhelm brought against
         him was not theft. The charge Findhelm brought against him was book-murder. Clegg
         was the last man in England to be hanged for book-murder.”3

      
      “So why does Vinculus claim to have this book if his father ate it?’ said Lascelles
         in a wondering tone. “The thing is not possible.”
      

      
      “Somehow Robert Findhelm’s inheritance has passed to Vinculus, but how it happened
         I do not pretend to understand,” said Childermass.
      

      
      “What of the man in Derbyshire?” asked Mr Norrell, suddenly. “You said that Findhelm
         was sending the book to a man in Derbyshire.”
      

      
      Childermass sighed. “I passed through Derbyshire on my way back to London. I went
         to the village of Bretton. Three houses and an inn high on a bleak hill. Whoever the
         man was that Clegg was sent to seek out, he is long dead. I could discover nothing
         there.”
      

      
      Stephen Black and the gentleman with the thistle-down hair were seated in the upper
         room of Mr Wharton’s coffee-house in Oxford-street where the Peep-O’Day-Boys met.
      

      
      The gentleman was speaking, as he often did, of his great affection for Stephen. “Which
         reminds me,” he said; “I have been meaning for many months to offer you an apology
         and an explanation.”
      

      
      “An apology to me, sir?”
      

      
      “Yes, Stephen. You and I wish for nothing in the world so much as Lady Pole’s happiness,
         yet I am bound by the terms of the magician’s wicked agreement to return her to her
         husband’s house each morning where she must while away the long day until evening.
         But, clever as you are, you must surely have observed that there are no such constraints
         upon you and I dare say you are wondering why I do not take you away to Lost-hope
         House to be happy for ever and for ever.”
      

      
      “I have wondered about that, sir,” agreed Stephen. He paused because his whole future
         seemed to depend upon the next question. “Is there something which prevents you?”
      

      
      “Yes, Stephen. In a way there is.”

      
      “I see,” said Stephen. “Well, that is most unfortunate.”

      
      “Would not you like to know what it is?” asked the gentleman.

      
      “Oh yes, sir! Indeed, sir!”

      
      “Know then,” said the gentleman, putting on grave and important looks quite unlike
         his usual expression, “that we fairy-spirits know something of the future. Often Fate
         chuses us as her vessels for prophecy. In the past we have lent our aid to Christians
         to allow them to achieve great and noble destinies– Julius Caesar, Alexander the Great,
         Charlemagne, William Shakespeare, John Wesley and so forth.4 But often our knowledge of things to come is misty and …” The gentleman gestured
         furiously as if he were brushing away thick cobwebs from in front of his face. “…
         imperfect. Out of my dear love for you, Stephen, I have traced the smoke of burning
         cities and battlefields and prised dripping, bloody guts out of dying men to discover
         your future. You are indeed destined to be a king! I must say that I am not in the
         least surprized! I felt strongly from the first that you should be a king and it was
         most unlikely that I should be wrong. But more than this, I believe I know which kingdom is to be yours. The smoke and guts and all the
         other signs state quite clearly that it is to be a kingdom where you have already
         been! A kingdom with which you are already closely connected.”
      

      
      Stephen waited.

      
      “But do you not see?” cried the gentleman, impatiently. “It must be England! I cannot
         tell you how delighted I was when I learnt this important news!”
      

      
      “England!” exclaimed Stephen.

      
      “Yes, indeed! Nothing could be more beneficial for England herself than that you should
         be her King. The present King is old and blind and as for his sons, they are all fat
         and drunk! So now you see why I cannot take you away to Lost-hope. It would be wholly
         wrong of me to remove you from your rightful kingdom!”
      

      
      Stephen sat for a moment, trying to comprehend. “But might not the kingdom be somewhere
         in Africa?” he said at last. “Perhaps I am destined to find my way back there and
         perhaps by some strange portent the people will recognize me as the descendant of
         one of their kings?”
      

      
      “Perhaps,” said the gentleman, doubtfully. “But, no! That cannot be. For you see it
         is a kingdom where you have already been. And you never were in Africa. Oh, Stephen! How I long for your wonderful destiny
         to be accomplished. On that day I shall ally my many kingdoms to Great Britain – and
         you and I shall live in perfect amity and brotherhood. Think how our enemies will
         be confounded! Think how eaten up with rage the magicians will be! How they will curse
         themselves that they did not treat us with more respect!”
      

      
      “But I think that you must be mistaken, sir. I cannot rule England. Not with this
         …” He spread out his hands in front of him. Black skin, he thought. Aloud he continued, “Only you, sir, with your partiality for me, could
         think such a thing possible. Slaves do not become kings, sir.”
      

      
      “Slave, Stephen? Whatever do you mean?”

      
      “I was born into slavery, sir. As are many of my race. My mother was a slave on an
         estate in Jamaica that Sir Walter’s grandfather owned. When his debts grew too great
         Sir William went to Jamaica to sell the estate – and one of the possessions which
         he brought back with him was my mother. Or rather he intended to bring her back to
         be a servant in his house, but during the voyage she gave birth to me and died.”
      

      
      “Ha!” exclaimed the gentleman in triumph. “Then it is exactly as I have said! You
         and your estimable mother were enslaved by the wicked English and brought low by their
         machinations!”
      

      
      “Well, yes, sir. That is true in a sense. But I am not a slave now. No one who stands
         on British soil can be a slave. The air of England is the air of liberty. It is a
         great boast of Englishmen that this is so.” And yet, he thought, they own slaves in other countries. Out loud he said, “From the moment that Sir William’s valet carried me as a tiny
         infant from the ship I was free.”
      

      
      “Nevertheless we should punish them!” cried the gentleman. “We can easily kill Lady
         Pole’s husband, and then I will descend into Hell and find his grandfather, and then
         …”
      

      
      “But it was not Sir William and Sir Walter who did the enslaving,” protested Stephen.
         “Sir Walter has always been very much opposed to the slave trade. And Sir William
         was kind to me. He had me christened and educated.”
      

      
      “Christened? What? Even your name is an imposition of your enemies? Signifying slavery?
         Then I strongly advise you to cast it off and chuse another when you ascend the throne
         of England! What was the name your mother called you?”
      

      
      “I do not know, sir. I am not sure that she called me any thing.”

      
      The gentleman narrowed his eyes as a sign that he was thinking hard. “It would be
         a strange sort of mother,” he mused, “that did not name her child. Yes, there will
         be a name that belongs to you. Truly belongs to you. That much is clear to me. The
         name your mother called you in her heart during those precious moments when she held
         you in her arms. Are you not curious to know what it was?”
      

      
      “Certainly, sir. But my mother is long dead. She may never have told that name to
         another soul. Her own name is lost. Once when I was a boy I asked Sir William, but
         he could not remember it.”
      

      
      “Doubtless he knew it well, but in his malice would not tell it to you. It would need
         someone very remarkable to recover your name, Stephen – someone of rare perspicacity,
         with extraordinary talents and incomparable nobility of character. Me, in fact. Yes,
         that is what I will do. As a token of the love I bear you, I will find your true name!”
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Seventeen dead Neapolitans

      
      April 1812—June 1814

      
      There were in the British Army at that time a number of “exploring officers” whose
         business it was to talk to the local people, to steal the French Army’s letters and
         always to know the whereabouts of the French troops. Let your notions of war be as
         romantic as they may, Wellington’s exploring officers would always exceed them. They
         forded rivers by moonlight and crossed mountain ranges under the searing sun. They
         lived more behind French lines than English ones and knew everyone favourable to the
         British cause.
      

      
      The greatest of these exploring officers was, without a doubt, Major Colquhoun Grant
         of the 11th Foot. Often the French would look up from whatever they were doing and
         see Major Grant on horseback, observing them from atop a far-off hill. He would peer
         at them through his telescope and then make notes about them in his little notebook.
         It made them most uncomfortable.
      

      
      One morning in April 1812, quite by chance, Major Grant found himself caught between
         two French cavalry patrols. When it became clear that he could not outride them he
         abandoned his horse and hid in a little wood. Major Grant always considered himself
         to be a soldier rather than a spy, and, as a soldier, he made it a point of honour
         to wear his uniform at all times. Unfortunately the uniform of the 11th Foot (as of
         almost all infantry regiments) was bright scarlet and as he hid amongst the budding spring leaves the French had
         no difficulty whatsoever in perceiving him.
      

      
      For the British the capture of Grant was a calamity akin to losing a whole brigade
         of ordinary men. Lord Wellington immediately sent out urgent messages – some to the
         French generals proposing an exchange of prisoners and some to the guerrilla commanders,1 promising them silver dollars and weapons aplenty if they could effect Grant’s rescue.
         When neither of these proposals produced any results Lord Wellington was obliged to
         try a different plan. He hired one of the most notorious and ferocious of all the
         guerrilla chieftains, Jeronimo Saornil, to convey Jonathan Strange to Major Grant.
      

      
      “You will find that Saornil is rather a formidable person,” Lord Wellington informed
         Strange before he set off, “but I have no fears upon that account, because frankly,
         Mr Strange, so are you.”
      

      
      Saornil and his men were indeed as murderous a set of villains as you could wish to
         see. They were dirty, evil-smelling and unshaven. They had sabres and knives stuck
         into their belts and rifles slung over their shoulders. Their clothes and saddle-blankets
         were covered with cruel and deadly images: skulls and crossbones; hearts impaled upon
         knives; gallows; crucifixions upon cartwheels; ravens pecking at hearts and eyes;
         and other such pleasant devices. These images were formed out of what appeared at
         first to be pearl buttons but which, on closer examination, proved to be the teeth
         of all the Frenchmen they had killed. Saornil, in particular, had so many teeth attached
         to his person that he rattled whenever he moved, rather as if all the dead Frenchmen
         were still chattering with fear.
      

      
      Surrounded as they were by the symbols and accoutrements of death, Saornil and his
         men were confident of striking terror into everyone they met. They were therefore
         a little disconcerted to find that the English magician had outdone them in this respect
         – he had brought a coffin with him. Like many violent men they were also rather superstitious.
         One of them asked Strange what was inside the coffin. He replied carelessly that it
         contained a man.
      

      
      After several days of hard riding the guerrilla band brought Strange to a hill which overlooked the principal road leading out of
         Spain and into France. Along this road, they assured Strange, Major Grant and his
         captors were sure to pass.
      

      
      Saornil’s men set up camp nearby and settled themselves to wait. On the third day
         they saw a large party of French soldiers coming along the road and, riding in the
         middle of them, in his scarlet uniform, was Major Grant. Immediately Strange gave
         instructions for his coffin to be opened. Three of the guerrilleros took crowbars and prised off the lid. Inside they found a pottery person – a sort
         of mannikin made from the same rough red clay which the Spanish use to make their
         colourful plates and jugs. It was life-size, but very crudely made. It had two holes
         for eyes and no nose to speak of. It was, however, carefully dressed in the uniform
         of an officer of the 11th Foot.
      

      
      “Now,” said Strange to Jeronimo Saornil, “when the French outriders reach that rock
         there, take your men and attack them.”
      

      
      Saornil took a moment to digest this, not least because Strange’s Spanish had several
         eccentricities of grammar and pronunciation.
      

      
      When he had understood he asked, “Shall we try to free El Bueno Granto?” (El Bueno Granto was the Spaniards’ name for Major Grant.)
      

      
      “Certainly not!” replied Strange. “Leave El Bueno Granto to me!”
      

      
      Saornil and his men went halfway down the hill to a place where thin trees made a
         screen that hid them from the road. From here they opened fire. The French were taken entirely by surprize. Some were killed; many
         others wounded. There were no rocks and very few bushes – scarcely any where to hide
         – but the road was still before them, offering a good chance of outrunning their attackers.
         After a few minutes of panic and confusion the French gathered up their wits and their
         wounded and sped away.
      

      
      As the guerrilleros climbed back up the hill, they were very doubtful that any thing had been accomplished;
         after all, the figure in the scarlet uniform had still been among the Frenchmen as
         they rode off. They reached the place where they had left the magician and were amazed
         to find he was no longer alone. Major Grant was with him. The two men were sitting
         sociably on a rock, eating cold chicken and drinking claret.
      

      
      “… Brighton is all very well,” Major Grant was saying, “but I prefer Weymouth.”

      
      “You amaze me,” replied Strange. “I detest Weymouth. I spent one of the most miserable
         weeks of my life there. I was horribly in love with a girl called Marianne and she
         snubbed me for a fellow with an estate in Jamaica and a glass eye.”
      

      
      “That is not Weymouth’s fault,” said Major Grant. “Ah! Capitán Saornil!” He waved
         a chicken leg at the chieftain by way of greeting. “Buenos Días!”
      

      
      Meanwhile the officers and soldiers of the French escort continued on their way to
         France and when they reached Bayonne they delivered their prisoner into the keeping
         of the Head of Bayonne’s Secret Police. The Head of the Secret Police came forward
         to greet what he confidently believed to be Major Grant. He was somewhat disconcerted
         when, on reaching out to shake the Major’s hand, the entire arm came away in his hand.
         So surprized was he that he dropped it on the ground where it shattered into a thousand
         pieces. He turned to make his apologies to Major Grant and was even more appalled
         to discover large black cracks appearing all over the Major’s face. Next, part of
         the Major’s head fell off – by which means he was discovered to be completely hollow inside – and a moment later he fell to bits like the Humpty-Dumpty person in
         Mother Goose’s Melody.
      

      
      On July 22nd Wellington fought the French outside the ancient university city of Salamanca.
         It was the most decisive victory for any British Army in recent years.
      

      
      That night the French Army fled through the woods that lay to the south of Salamanca.
         As they ran, the soldiers looked up and were amazed to see flights of angels descending
         through the dark trees. The angels shone with a blinding light. Their wings were as
         white as swans’ wings and their robes were the shifting colours of mother-of-pearl,
         fish scales or skies before thunder. In their hands they held flaming lances and their
         eyes blazed with a divine fury. They flew through the trees with astonishing rapidity
         and brandished their lances in the faces of the French.
      

      
      Many of the soldiers were stricken with such terror that they turned and ran back
         towards the city – towards the pursuing British Army. Most were too amazed to do any
         thing but stand and stare. One man, braver and more resolute than the rest, tried
         to understand what was happening. It seemed to him highly unlikely that Heaven should
         suddenly have allied itself with France’s enemies; after all such a thing had not
         been heard of since Old Testament times. He noticed that though the angels threatened
         the soldiers with their lances, they did not attack them. He waited until one of the
         angels swooped down towards him and then he plunged his sabre into it. The sabre encountered
         no resistance – nothing but empty air. Nor did the angel exhibit any signs of hurt
         or shock. Immediately the Frenchman called out to his compatriots that there was no
         reason to be afraid; these were nothing but illusions produced by Wellington’s magician;
         they could not harm them.
      

      
      The French soldiers continued along the road, pursued by the phantom angels. As they
         came out of the trees they found themselves on the bank of the River Tormes. An ancient
         bridge crossed the river, leading into the town of Alba de Tormes. By an error on the part
         of one of Lord Wellington’s allies this bridge had been left entirely unguarded. The
         French crossed over and escaped through the town.
      

      
      Some hours later, shortly after dawn, Lord Wellington rode wearily across the bridge
         at Alba de Tormes. With him were three other gentlemen: Lieutenant-Colonel De Lancey
         who was the Army’s Deputy Quartermaster; a handsome young man called Fitzroy Somerset
         who was Lord Wellington’s Military Secretary; and Jonathan Strange. All of them were
         dusty and battle-stained and none of them had been to bed for some days. Nor was there
         much likelihood of their doing so soon since Wellington was determined to continue
         his pursuit of the fleeing French.
      

      
      The town with its churches, convents and mediaeval buildings stood out with perfect
         clarity against an opalescent sky. Despite the hour (it was not much after half past
         five) the town was already up. Bells were already being rung to celebrate the defeat
         of the French. Regiments of weary British and Portuguese soldiers were filing through
         the streets and the townspeople were coming out of their houses to press gifts of
         bread, fruit and flowers on them. Carts bearing wounded men were lined up against
         a wall while the officer in charge sent men to seek out the hospital and other places
         to receive them. Meanwhile five or six plain-faced, capable-looking nuns had arrived
         from one of the convents and were going about among the wounded men giving them draughts
         of fresh milk from a tin cup. Small boys whom nobody could persuade to stay in bed
         were excitedly cheering every soldier they saw and forming impromptu victory parades
         behind any that did not seem to mind it.
      

      
      Lord Wellington looked about him. “Watkins!” he cried, hailing a soldier in an artillery
         uniform.
      

      
      “Yes, my lord?” said the man.

      
      “I am in search of my breakfast, Watkins. I don’t suppose you have seen my cook?”

      
      “Sergeant Jefford said he saw your people going up to the castle, my lord.”
      

      
      “Thank you, Watkins,” said his lordship and rode on with his party.

      
      The Castle of Alba de Tormes was not much of a castle. Many years ago at the start
         of the war the French had laid siege to it and with the exception of one tower it
         was all in ruins. Birds and wild creatures now made nests and holes where once the
         Dukes of Alba had lived in unimaginable luxury. The fine Italian murals for which
         the castle had once been famous were a great deal less impressive now that the ceilings
         were all gone and they had been subjected to the rough caresses of rain, hail, sleet
         and snow. The dining-parlour lacked some of the convenience that other dining-parlours
         have; it was open to the sky and there was a young birch tree growing in the middle
         of it. But this troubled Lord Wellington’s servants not one whit; they were accustomed
         to serve his lordship his meals in far stranger places. They had set a table beneath
         the birch tree and spread it with a white cloth. As Wellington and his companions
         rode up to the castle they had just begun to lay it with plates of bread rolls, slices
         of Spanish ham, bowls of apricots and dishes of fresh butter. Wellington’s cook went
         off to fry fish, devil kidneys and make coffee.
      

      
      The four gentlemen sat down. Colonel De Lancey remarked that he did not believe he
         could remember when his last meal had been. Somebody else agreed and then they all
         silently applied themselves to the serious business of eating and drinking.
      

      
      They were just beginning to feel a little more like their usual selves and grow a
         little more conversational when Major Grant arrived.
      

      
      “Ah! Grant,” said Lord Wellington. “Good Morning. Sit down. Have some breakfast.”

      
      “I will in a moment, my lord. But first I have some news for you. Of rather a surprizing
         sort. It seems the French have lost six cannon.”
      

      
      “Cannon?” said his lordship, not much interested. He helped himself to a bread roll
         and some devilled kidneys. “Of course they have lost cannon. Somerset!” he said, addressing
         his Military Secretary. “How many pieces of French cannon did I capture yesterday?”
      

      
      “Eleven, my lord.”

      
      “No, no, my lord,” said Major Grant. “I beg your pardon, but you misunderstand. I
         am not speaking of the cannon that were captured during the battle. These cannon were
         never in the battle. They were on their way from General Caffarelli in the north to
         the French Army. But they did not arrive in time for the battle. In fact they never
         arrived at all. Knowing that you were in the vicinity, my lord, and pressing the French
         hard, General Caffarelli was anxious to deliver them with all dispatch. He made up
         his escort out of the first thirty soldiers that came to hand. Well, my lord, he acted
         in haste and has repented at leisure for it seems that ten out of thirty were Neapolitan.”
      

      
      “Neapolitan! Were they indeed?” said his lordship.

      
      De Lancey and Somerset exchanged pleased looks with one another and even Jonathan
         Strange smiled.
      

      
      The truth was that, although Naples was part of the French Empire, the Neapolitans
         hated the French. The young men of Naples were forced to fight in the French Army
         but they took every opportunity they could to desert, often running away to the enemy.
      

      
      “But what of the other soldiers?” asked Somerset. “Surely we must assume that they
         will prevent the Neapolitans doing much mischief?”
      

      
      “It is too late for the other soldiers to do any thing,” said Major Grant. “They are
         all dead. Twenty pairs of French boots and twenty French uniforms are, at this very
         moment, hanging in the shop of an old clothes dealer in Salamanca. The coats all have
         long slits in the back, such as might be made by an Italian stiletto, and they are
         all over blood stains.”
      

      
      “So, the cannon are in the hands of a pack of Italian deserters, are they?” said Strange.
         “What will they do? Start a war of their own?”
      

      
      “No, no!” said Grant. “They will sell them to the highest bidder. Either to you, my
         lord or to General Castanos.” (This was the name of the General in charge of the Spanish
         Army.)
      

      
      “Somerset!” said his lordship. “What ought I to give for six French cannon? Four hundred
         dollars?”
      

      
      “Oh! It is certainly worth four hundred dollars to make the French feel the consequences
         of their foolishness, my lord. But what I do not understand is why we have not heard
         something from the Neapolitans already. What can they be waiting for?”
      

      
      “I believe I know the answer to that,” said Major Grant. “Four nights ago two men
         met secretly in a little graveyard upon a hillside not far from Castrejon. They wore
         ragged French uniforms and spoke a sort of Italian. They conferred a while and when
         they parted one went south towards the French Army at Cantalapiedra, the other went
         north towards the Duero. My lord, it is my belief that the Neapolitan deserters are
         sending messages to their countrymen to come and join them. I dare say they believe
         that with the money that you or General Castanos will give them for the guns, they
         will all be able to sail back to Naples in a golden ship. There is probably not a
         man among them who does not have a brother or cousin in some other French regiment.
         They do not wish to return home and face their mothers and grandmothers without bringing
         their relations with them.”
      

      
      “I have always heard that Italian women are rather fierce,” agreed Colonel De Lancey.

      
      “All we need to do, my lord,” continued Major Grant, “is find some Neapolitans and
         question them. I am certain we will find that they know where the thieves are and
         where the guns are.”
      

      
      “Are there any Neapolitans among yesterday’s prisoners?” asked Wellington.

      
      Colonel De Lancey sent a man to find out.

      
      “Of course,” continued Wellington, thoughtfully, “it would suit me much better to
         pay nothing at all. Merlin!” (This was his name for Jonathan Strange.) “If you will
         be so good as to conjure up a vision of the Neapolitans, perhaps we will gain some
         clue as to where they and the guns are to be found and then we can simply go and get
         them!”
      

      
      “Perhaps,” said Strange.

      
      “I dare say there will be an oddly shaped mountain in the background,” said his lordship
         cheerfully, “or a village with a distinctive church tower. One of the Spanish guides
         will soon recognize the place.”
      

      
      “I dare say,” said Strange.

      
      “You do not seem very sure of it.”

      
      “Forgive me, my lord, but – as I think I have said before – visions are precisely
         the wrong sort of magic for this sort of thing.”2

      
      “Well, have you any thing better to suggest?” asked his lordship.

      
      “No, my lord. Not at present.”
      

      
      “Then it is decided!” said Lord Wellington. “Mr Strange, Colonel De Lancey and Major
         Grant can turn their attention to the discovery of these guns. Somerset and I will
         go and annoy the French.” The brisk manner in which his lordship spoke suggested that
         he expected all of these things to start happening very soon. Strange and the gentlemen
         of the Staff swallowed the rest of their breakfast and went to their various tasks.
      

      
      At about midday Lord Wellington and Fitzroy Somerset were seated upon their horses
         on a slight ridge near the village of Garcia Hernandez. On the stony plain below several
         brigades of British Dragoons were preparing to charge some squadrons of cavalry which
         formed the rearguard of the French Army.
      

      
      Just then Colonel De Lancey rode up.

      
      “Ah, Colonel!” said Lord Wellington. “Have you found me any Neapolitans?”

      
      “There are no Neapolitans among the prisoners, my lord,” said De Lancey. “But Mr Strange
         suggested we look among the dead upon yesterday’s battlefield. By magical means he
         has identified seventeen corpses as Neapolitan.”
      

      
      “Corpses!” said Lord Wellington, putting down his telescope in surprize. “What in
         the world does he want corpses for?”
      

      
      “We asked him that, my lord, but he grew evasive and would not answer. However he
         has asked that the dead men be put somewhere safe where they will be neither lost
         nor molested.”
      

      
      “Well, I suppose one ought not to employ a magician and then complain that he does
         not behave like other people,” said Wellington.
      

      
      At that moment an officer standing close by cried out that the Dragoons had increased
         their pace to a gallop and would soon be upon the French. Instantly the eccentricities
         of the magician were forgotten; Lord Wellington put his telescope to his eye and every
         man present turned his attention to the battle.
      

      
      Strange meanwhile had returned from the battlefield to the castle at Alba de Tormes.
         In the Armoury Tower (the only part of the castle still standing) he had found a room
         that no one was using and had appropriated it. Scattered about the room were Norrell’s
         forty books. They were all still more or less in one piece, though some were decidedly
         battered-looking. The floor was covered with Strange’s notebooks and pieces of paper
         with scraps of spells and magical calculations scribbled on them. On a table in the
         centre of the room stood a wide and shallow silver bowl, filled with water. The shutters
         had been pulled tight and the only light in the room came from the silver bowl. All
         in all it was a veritable magician’s cave and the pretty Spanish maid who brought
         coffee and almond biscuits at regular intervals was quite terrified and ran out again
         as soon as she had put down her trays.
      

      
      An officer of the 18th Hussars called Whyte had arrived to assist Strange. Captain
         Whyte had lived for a time at the house of the British Envoy in Naples. He was adept
         at languages and understood the Neapolitan dialect perfectly.
      

      
      Strange had no difficulty in conjuring up the visions but, just as he had predicted,
         the visions gave very little clue as to where the men were. The guns, he discovered,
         were half hidden behind some pale yellow rocks – the sort of rocks which were scattered
         liberally throughout the Peninsula – and the men were camped in a sparse woodland
         of olive and pine trees – the sort of woodland in fact that one might discover by
         casting one’s glance in any direction.
      

      
      Captain Whyte stood at Strange’s side and translated everything the Neapolitans said
         into clear, concise English. But, though they stared into the silver bowl all day
         they learnt very little. When a man has been hungry for eighteen months, when he has
         not seen his wife or sweetheart for two years, when he has spent the last four months
         sleeping upon mud and stones his powers of conversation tend to be somewhat dulled.
         The Neapolitans had very little to say to each other and what they did say chiefly
         concerned the food they wished they were eating, the charms of the absent wives and
         sweethearts they wished they were enjoying, and the soft feather mattresses they wished
         they were sleeping upon.
      

      
      For half the night and most of the following day Strange and Captain Whyte remained
         in the Armoury Tower, engaged in the dull work of watching the Neapolitans. Towards
         the evening of the second day an aide-de-camp brought a message from Wellington. His lordship had set up his Headquarters at a
         place called Flores de Avila and Strange and Captain Whyte were summoned to attend
         him there. So they packed up Strange’s books and the silver bowl and gathered their
         other possessions and set off along the hot, dusty roads.
      

      
      Flores de Avila proved to be rather an obscure place; none of the Spanish men and
         women whom Captain Whyte accosted had heard of it. But when two of Europe’s greatest
         armies have recently travelled along a road, they cannot help but leave some signs
         of their passing; Strange and Captain Whyte found that their best plan was to follow
         the trail of discarded baggage, broken carts, corpses and feasting black birds. Against
         a background of empty, stone-strewn plains these sights resembled nothing so much
         as images from a mediaeval painting of Hell and they provoked Strange to make a great
         many gloomy remarks upon the Horror and Futility of War. Ordinarily Captain Whyte,
         a professional soldier, would have felt inclined to argue, but he too was affected
         by the sombre character of their surroundings and only answered, “Very true, sir.
         Very true.”
      

      
      But a soldier ought not to dwell too long on such matters. His life is full of hardship
         and he must take his pleasure where he can. Though he may take time to reflect upon
         the cruelties that he sees, place him among his comrades and it is almost impossible
         for his spirits not to rise. Strange and Captain Whyte reached Flores de Avila at
         about nine o’clock and within five minutes they were greeting their friends cheerfully,
         listening to the latest gossip about Lord Wellington and making a great many inquiries
         about the previous day’s battle – another defeat for the French. One would scarcely suppose they had seen any thing to distress them within the last twelvemonth.
      

      
      The Headquarters had been set up in a ruined church on a hillside above the village
         and there Lord Wellington, Fitzroy Somerset, Colonel De Lancey and Major Grant were
         waiting to meet them.
      

      
      For all that he had won two battles in as many days Lord Wellington was not in the
         best of tempers. The French Army, famed throughout Europe for the rapidity of its
         marches, had got away from him and was now well on the way to Valladolid and safety.
         “It is a perfect mystery to me how they get on so fast,” he complained, “and I would
         give a great deal to catch up with them and destroy them. But this is the only army
         I have and if I wear it out I cannot get another.”
      

      
      “We have heard from the Neapolitans with the guns,” Major Grant informed Strange and
         Captain Whyte. “They are asking a hundred dollars a piece for them. Six hundred dollars
         in all.”
      

      
      “Which is too much,” said his lordship briefly. “Mr Strange, Captain Whyte, I hope
         you have good news for me?”
      

      
      “Hardly, my lord,” said Strange. “The Neapolitans are in a wood. But as to where that
         wood might be I have not the least idea. I am not sure how to progress. I have exhausted
         everything I know.”
      

      
      “Then you must quickly learn something else!”

      
      For a moment Strange looked as if he was going to return his lordship an angry reply,
         but thinking better of it he sighed and inquired whether the seventeen dead Neapolitans
         were being kept safe.
      

      
      “They have been put in the bell tower,” said Colonel De Lancey. “Sergeant Nash has
         charge of them. Whatever you want them for, I advise you to use them soon. I doubt
         they will last much longer in this heat.”
      

      
      “They will last another night,” said Strange. “The nights are cold.” Then he turned
         and went out of the church.
      

      
      Wellington’s Staff watched him go with some curiosity. “You know,” said Fitzroy Somerset,
         “I really cannot help wondering what he is going to do with seventeen corpses.”
      

      
      “Whatever it is,” said Wellington, dipping his quill in the ink and beginning a letter
         to the Ministers in London, “he does not relish the thought of it. He is doing everything
         he can to avoid it.”
      

      
      That night Strange did a sort of magic he had never done before. He attempted to penetrate
         the dreams of the Neapolitan company. In this he was perfectly successful.
      

      
      One man dreamt that he was chased up a tree by a vicious Roast Leg of Lamb. He sat
         in the tree weeping with hunger while the Leg of Lamb ran round and round and thrust
         its knob of bone at him in a menacing way. Shortly afterwards the Leg of Lamb was
         joined by five or six spiteful Boiled Eggs who whispered the most dreadful lies about
         him.
      

      
      Another man dreamt that, as he was walking through a little wood, he met his dead
         mother. She told him that she had just looked down a rabbit hole and seen Napoleon
         Buonaparte, the King of England, the Pope and the Czar of Russia at the bottom. The
         man went down the rabbit hole to see, but when he arrived at the bottom he discovered
         that Napoleon Buonaparte, the King of England, the Pope and the Czar of Russia were
         in fact all the same person, a huge blubbering great man as big as a church with rusty
         iron teeth and burning cartwheels for eyes. “Ha!” sneered this ogre. “You did not
         think we were really different people, did you?” And it reached into a bubbling cauldron
         that stood nearby and pulled out the dreamer’s little son and ate him. In short the
         Neapolitans’ dreams, though interesting, were not very illuminating.
      

      
      Next morning at about ten o’clock Lord Wellington was sitting at a makeshift desk
         in the chancel of the ruined church. He looked up and saw Strange entering the church.
         “Well?” he asked.
      

      
      Strange sighed and said, “Where is Sergeant Nash? I need him to bring out the dead bodies. With your permission, my lord, I will try some magic
         that I heard of once.”3

      
      News quickly got about Headquarters that the magician was going to do something to
         the dead Neapolitans. Flores de Avila was a tiny place, scarcely more than a hundred
         dwellings. The previous evening had proved very dull for an army of young men who
         had just won a great victory and who felt inclined to celebrate and it was considered
         highly probable that Strange’s magic would prove the best entertainment of the day.
         A small crowd of officers and men soon gathered to see it.
      

      
      The church had a stone terrace which overlooked a narrow valley and a prospect of
         pale, towering mountains. Vineyards and olive groves clothed the slopes. Sergeant
         Nash and his men fetched the seventeen corpses from the bell tower and propped them
         up in a sitting position against a low wall that marked the edge of the terrace.
      

      
      Strange walked along, looking at each in turn. “I thought I told you,” he said to
         Sergeant Nash, “that I particularly did not want any one interfering with the corpses.”
      

      
      Sergeant Nash looked indignant. “I am sure, sir,” he said, “that none of our lads
         has touched them. But my lord,” he said, appealing to Lord Wellington, “there was
         scarcely a corpse on the battlefield that those Spanish irregulars had not done something
         to …” He expatiated on the various national failings of the Spanish and concluded
         that if a man so much as went to sleep where the Spanish could find him he would be
         sorry for it when he woke up.
      

      
      Lord Wellington waved impatiently at the man to make him be quiet. “I do not see that
         they are very much mutilated,” he said to Strange. “Does it matter if they are?”
      

      
      Strange muttered blackly that he supposed it did not except that he had to look at
         them.
      

      
      Indeed, most of the wounds that the Neapolitans bore appeared to have been the ones
         that killed them, but all of them had been stripped naked and several had had their
         fingers cut off – the better to remove their rings. One had been a handsome young
         man, but his beauty was very much marred now that someone had plucked out his teeth
         (to make false teeth) and cut off most of his black hair (to make wigs).
      

      
      Strange told a man to fetch a sharp knife and a clean bandage. When the knife was
         brought he took off his coat and rolled up the sleeve of his shirt. Then he began
         muttering to himself in Latin. He next made a long, deep cut in his arm, and when
         he had got a good strong spurt of blood, he let it splash over the heads of the corpses,
         taking care to anoint the eyes, tongue and nostrils of each. After a moment the first
         corpse roused itself. There was a horrible rasping sound as its dried-out lungs filled
         with air and its limbs shook in a way that was very dreadful to behold. Then one by
         one the corpses revived and began to speak in a guttural language which contained
         a much higher proportion of screams than any language known to the onlookers.
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      Even Wellington looked a little pale. Only Strange continued apparently without emotion.
      

      
      “Dear God!” cried Fitzroy Somerset, “What language is that?”

      
      “I believe it is one of the dialects of Hell,” said Strange.

      
      “Is it indeed?” said Somerset. “Well, that is remarkable.”

      
      “They have learnt it very quickly,” said Lord Wellington, “They have only been dead
         three days.” He approved of people doing things promptly and in a businesslike fashion.
         “But do you speak this language?” he asked Strange.
      

      
      “No, my lord.”

      
      “Then how are we to talk to them?”

      
      For answer Strange grasped the head of the first corpse, pulled open its jabbering
         jaws and spat inside its mouth. Instantly it began to speak in its native, earthly language – a thick Neapolitan dialect of Italian, which to most people was quite
         as impenetrable and almost as horrible as the language it had been speaking before.
         It had the advantage, however, of being perfectly comprehensible to Captain Whyte.
      

      
      With Captain Whyte’s help Major Grant and Colonel De Lancey interrogated the dead
         Neapolitans and were highly pleased by the answers they returned. Being dead, the
         Neapolitans were infinitely more anxious to please their questioners than any living
         informer could have been. It seemed that shortly before their deaths at the battle
         of Salamanca, these wretches had each received a secret message from their countrymen
         hidden in the woods, informing them of the capture of the cannon and telling them
         to make their way to a village a few leagues north of the city of Salamanca, from
         where they would easily be able to find the wood by following secret signs chalked
         on trees and boulders.
      

      
      Major Grant took a small detachment of cavalry and within a few days he returned with
         both guns and deserters. Wellington was delighted.
      

      
      Unfortunately, Strange was entirely unable to discover the spell for sending the dead
         Neapolitans back to their bitter sleep.4 He made several attempts, but these had very little effect except that once he made
         all seventeen corpses suddenly shoot up until they were twenty feet tall and strangely
         transparent, like huge water-colour paintings of themselves done on thin muslin banners.
         When Strange had returned them to their normal size, the problem of what should be
         done with them remained.
      

      
      At first they were placed with the other French prisoners. But the other prisoners
         protested loudly about being confined with such shambling, shuffling horrors. (“And
         really,” observed Lord Wellington as he eyed the corpses with distaste, “one cannot
         blame them.”)
      

      
      So when the prisoners were sent back to England the dead Neapolitans remained with
         the Army. All that summer they travelled in a bullock cart and on Lord Wellington’s
         orders they were shackled. The shackles were intended to restrict their movements
         and keep them in one place, but the dead Neapolitans were not afraid of pain – indeed
         they did not seem to feel it – so it was very little trouble to them to extricate
         themselves from their shackles, sometimes leaving pieces of themselves behind. As
         soon as they were free they would go in search of Strange and begin pleading with
         him in the most pitiful manner imaginable to restore them to the fullness of life.
         They had seen Hell and were not anxious to return there.
      

      
      In Madrid the Spanish artist, Francisco Goya, made a sketch in red chalk of Jonathan
         Strange surrounded by the dead Neapolitans. In the picture Strange is seated on the
         ground. His gaze is cast down and his arms hang limp at his sides and his whole attitude speaks of helplessness and despair. The Neapolitans crowd around him; some
         are regarding him hungrily; others have expressions of supplication on their faces;
         one is putting out a tentative finger to stroke the back of his hair. It is, needless
         to say, quite different from any other portrait of Strange.
      

      
      On the 25th of August Lord Wellington gave an order for the dead Neapolitans to be
         destroyed.5

      
      Strange was in some anxiety lest Mr Norrell get to hear of the magic he had done at
         the ruined church at Flores de Avila. He made no mention of it in his own letters
         and he begged Lord Wellington to leave it out of his Dispatches.
      

      
      “Oh, very well!” said his lordship. Lord Wellington was not in any case particularly
         fond of writing about magic. He disliked having to deal with any thing he did not
         understand extremely well. “But it will do very little good,” he pointed out. “Every
         man that has written a letter home in the last five days will have given his friends
         a very full account of it.”
      

      
      “I know,” said Strange, uncomfortably, “but the men always exaggerate what I do and
         perhaps by the time people in England have made allowances for the usual embellishments
         it will not appear so very remarkable. They will merely imagine that I healed some
         Neapolitans that were wounded or something of that sort.”
      

      
      The raising of the seventeen dead Neapolitans was a good example of the sort of problem
         faced by Strange in the latter half of the war. Like the Ministers before him, Lord
         Wellington was becoming more accustomed to using magic to achieve his ends and he demanded increasingly elaborate spells from his magician. However, unlike the Ministers,
         Wellington had very little time or inclination for listening to long explanations
         of why a thing was not possible. After all, he regularly demanded the impossible of
         his engineers, his generals and his officers and he saw no reason to make an exception
         of his magician. “Find another way!” was all he would say, as Strange tried to explain
         that such-and-such a piece of magic had not been attempted since 1302 – or that the
         spell had been lost – or that it had never existed in the first place. As in the early
         days of his magicianship, before he had met Norrell, Strange was obliged to invent
         most of the magic he did, working from general principles and half-remembered stories
         from old books.
      

      
      In the early summer of 1813 Strange again performed a sort of magic the like of which
         had not been done since the days of the Raven King: he moved a river. It happened
         like this. The war that summer was going well and everything Lord Wellington did was
         crowned with success. However it so happened that one particular morning in June the
         French found themselves in a more advantageous position than had been the case for
         some time. His lordship and the other generals immediately gathered together to discuss
         what could be done to correct this highly undesirable situation. Strange was summoned
         to join them in Lord Wellington’s tent. He found them gathered round a table upon
         which was spread a large map.
      

      
      His lordship was in really excellent spirits that summer and he greeted Strange almost
         affectionately. “Ah, Merlin! There you are! Here is our problem! We are on this side
         of the river and the French are on the other side, and it would suit me much better
         if the positions were reversed.”
      

      
      One of the generals began to explain that if they marched the Army west here, and then built a bridge across the river here, and then engaged the French here …
      

      
      “It will take too long!” declared Lord Wellington. “Far too long! Merlin, could not
         you arrange for the Army to grow wings and fly over the French? Could you do that,
         do you think?” His lordship was perhaps half-joking, but only half. “It is only a matter of supplying each man with
         a little pair of wings. Take Captain Macpherson for example,” he said, eyeing an enormous
         Scotsman. “I have a great fancy to see Macpherson sprout wings and flutter about.”
      

      
      Strange regarded Captain Macpherson thoughtfully. “No,” he said at last, “but I would
         be grateful, my lord, if you would permit me to borrow him – and the map – for an
         hour or two.”
      

      
      Strange and Captain Macpherson peered at the map for some time, and then Strange went
         back to Lord Wellington and said it would take too long for every man in the army
         to sprout wings, but it would take no time at all to move the river and would that
         do? “At the moment,” said Strange, “the river flows south here and then twists northwards
         here. If upon the other hand it flowed north instead of south and twisted southwards
         here, then, you see, we would be on the north bank and the French on the south.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said his lordship. “Very well.”

      
      The new position of the river so baffled the French that several French companies,
         when ordered to march north, went in entirely the wrong direction, so convinced were
         they that the direction away from the river must be north. These particular companies were never seen again and
         so it was widely supposed that they had been killed by the Spanish guerrilleros.
      

      
      Lord Wellington later remarked cheerfully to General Picton that there was nothing
         so wearying for troops and horses as constant marching about and that in future he
         thought it would be better to keep them all standing still, while Mr Strange moved
         Spain about like a carpet beneath their feet.
      

      
      Meanwhile the Spanish Regency Council in Cadiz became rather alarmed at this development
         and began to wonder whether, when they finally regained their country from the French,
         they would recognize it. They complained to the Foreign Secretary (which many people
         thought ungrateful). The Foreign Secretary persuaded Strange to write the Regency
         Council a letter promising that after the war he would replace the river in its original
         position and also “… any thing else which Lord Wellington requires to be moved during
         the prosecution of the war.” Among the many things which Strange moved were: a wood
         of olive trees and pines in Navarra;6 the city of Pamplona;7 and two churches in the town of St Jean de Luz in France.8

      
      On the 6th April 1814 the Emperor Napoleon Buonaparte abdicated. It is said that when
         Lord Wellington was told he performed a little dance. When Strange heard the news
         he laughed aloud, and then suddenly stopped and murmured, “Dear God! What will they do with us now?” It was presumed at the time that this somewhat enigmatic remark
         referred to the Army, but afterwards several people wondered if he might perhaps have
         been talking about himself and the other magician.
      

      
      The map of Europe was created anew: Buonaparte’s new kingdoms were dismantled and
         the old ones put back in their place; some kings were deposed; other were restored
         to their thrones. The peoples of Europe congratulated themselves on finally vanquishing
         the Great Interloper. But to the inhabitants of Great Britain it suddenly appeared
         that the war had had an entirely different purpose: it had made Great Britain the
         Greatest Nation in the World. In London Mr Norrell had the satisfaction of hearing
         from everyone that magic – his magic and Mr Strange’s – had been of vital importance
         in achieving this.
      

      
      One evening towards the end of May Arabella returned home from a Victory Dinner at
         Carlton House. She had heard her husband spoken of in terms of the warmest praise,
         toasts had been made in his honour and the Prince Regent had said a great many complimentary
         things to her. Now it was just after midnight and she was sitting in the drawing-room
         reflecting that all she needed to complete her happiness was her husband home again,
         when one of the maids burst in and cried out, “Oh, madam! The master is here!”
      

      
      Someone came into the room.

      
      He was a thinner, browner person than she remembered. His hair had more grey in it
         and there was a whitish scar above his left eyebrow. The scar was not recent, but
         she had never seen it before. His features were what they had always been, but somehow
         his air was different. This scarcely seemed to be the person she had been thinking
         of only a moment ago. But before she could be disappointed, or awkward, or any of
         the things she had feared she would be when he at last came home, he looked around
         the room with a quick, half-ironic glance that she knew in an instant. Then he looked
         at her with the most familiar smile in the world and said, “I’m home.”
      

      
      * * *

      
      The next morning they still had not said a hundredth part of all they had to tell
         each other.
      

      
      “Sit there,” said Strange to Arabella.

      
      “In this chair?”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “Why?”

      
      “So that I may look at you. I have not looked at you for three years and I have long
         felt the lack of it. I must supply the deficiency.”
      

      
      She sat down, but after a moment or two she began to smile. “Jonathan, I cannot keep
         my countenance if you stare at me like that. At this rate you will have supplied the
         deficiency in half an hour. I am sorry to disappoint you, but you never did look at
         me so very often. You always had your nose in some dusty old book.”
      

      
      “Untrue. I had entirely forgotten how quarrelsome you are. Hand me that piece of paper.
         I shall make a note of it.”
      

      
      “I shall do no such thing,” said Arabella, laughing.

      
      “Do you know what my first thought upon waking this morning was? I thought I ought
         to get up and shave and breakfast before some other fellow’s servant took all the
         hot water and all the bread rolls. Then I remembered that all the servants in the
         house were mine and all the hot water in the house was mine and all the bread rolls
         were mine too. I do not think I was ever so happy in my life.”
      

      
      “Were you never comfortable in Spain?”

      
      “In a war one is either living like a prince or a vagabond. I have seen Lord Wellington
         – his Grace, I should say9 – sleeping under a tree with only a rock for a pillow. At other times I have seen
         thieves and beggars snoring upon feather-beds in palace bed-chambers. War is a very topsy-turvy
         business.”
      

      
      “Well, I hope you will not find it dull in London. The gentleman with the thistle-down
         hair said that once you had tasted war, you were sure to be bored at home.”
      

      
      “Ha! No, indeed! What, with everything clean, and just so? And all one’s books and
         possessions so close to hand and one’s wife just before one whenever one looks up?
         What does …? Who did you say it was? The gentleman with what sort of hair?”
      

      
      “Thistle-down. I am sure you must know the person I mean. He lives with Sir Walter
         and Lady Pole. At least, I am not sure he lives there, but I see him whenever I go
         to the house.”
      

      
      Strange frowned. “I do not know him. What is his name?”

      
      But Arabella did not know. “I have always supposed him to be a relation of Sir Walter
         or Lady Pole. How queer it is that I never thought to ask him his name. I have had,
         oh! hours of conversation with him!”
      

      
      “Have you indeed? I am not sure that I approve of that. Is he handsome?”

      
      “Oh, yes! Very! How odd that I do not know his name! He is very entertaining. Quite
         unlike most people one meets.”
      

      
      “And what do you talk of?”

      
      “Oh, everything! But it always ends in him wishing to give me presents. On Monday
         last he wanted to fetch me a tiger from Bengal. On Wednesday he wished to bring me
         the Queen of Naples – because, he said, she and I are so much alike that we were sure
         to be the best of friends and on Friday he wished to send a servant to bring me a
         music-tree …”
      

      
      “A music-tree?”

      
      Arabella laughed. “A music-tree! He says that somewhere on a mountain with a storybook
         name there grows a tree which bears sheet music instead of fruit and the music is
         far superior to any other. I can never quite tell whether he believes his own tales
         or not. Indeed, there have been occasions when I have wondered if he is mad. I always make some excuse or other for not accepting his presents.”
      

      
      “I am glad. I should not at all have cared to come home and find the house full of
         tigers and queens and music-trees. Have you heard from Mr Norrell recently?”
      

      
      “Not recently, no.”

      
      “Why are you smiling?” asked Strange.

      
      “Was I? I did not know. Well then, I will tell you. He once sent me a message and
         that is all.”
      

      
      “Once? In three years?”

      
      “Yes. About a year ago there was a rumour that you had been killed at Vitoria and
         Mr Norrell sent Childermass to ask if it was true. I knew no more than he did. But
         that evening Captain Moulthrop arrived. He had landed at Portsmouth not two days before
         and had come straight here to tell me that there was not a word of truth in it. I
         shall never forget his kindness! Poor young man! His arm had been amputated only a
         month or so before and he was still suffering very much. But there is a letter for
         you from Mr Norrell on the table. Childermass brought it yesterday.”
      

      
      Strange got up and went to the table. He picked up the letter and turned it over in
         his hands. “Well, I suppose I shall have to go,” he said doubtfully.
      

      
      The truth was that he was not looking forward to meeting his old tutor with any very
         great enthusiasm. He had become accustomed to independence of thought and action.
         In Spain he had had his instructions from the Duke of Wellington but what magic he
         did to fulfil those instructions had been entirely his own decision. The prospect
         of doing magic under Mr Norrell’s direction again was not an appealing one; and after
         months spent in the company of Wellington’s bold, dashing young officers, the thought
         of long hours with only Mr Norrell to talk to was a little grim.
      

      
      Yet in spite of his misgivings it was a very cordial meeting. Mr Norrell was so delighted
         to see him, so full of questions about the precise nature of the spells he had employed
         in Spain, so full of praise for all that had been achieved, that Strange almost began to feel he had misjudged
         his tutor.
      

      
      Naturally enough Mr Norrell would not hear of Strange’s giving up his role as Mr Norrell’s
         pupil. “No, no, no! You must return here! We have a great deal to do. Now the war
         is over, all the real work is ahead of us. We must establish magic for the Modern
         Age! I have had the most gratifying assurances from several Ministers who were anxious
         to assure me of the utter impossibility of their continuing to govern the country
         without the aid of our magic! And despite everything that you and I have done there
         are misconceptions! Why! Only the other day I overheard Lord Castlereagh tell someone
         that you had, at the Duke of Wellington’s insistence, employed Black Magic in Spain!
         I was swift to assure his lordship that you had employed nothing but the most modern
         methods.”
      

      
      Strange paused and then inclined his head slightly in a manner which Mr Norrell certainly
         took for acquiescence. “But we were speaking of whether or not I should continue as
         your pupil. I have mastered all the sorts of magic on the list you made four years
         ago. You told me, sir, before I went to the Peninsula, that you were entirely delighted
         with my progress – as I dare say you remember.”
      

      
      “Oh! But that was barely a beginning. I have made another list while you were in Spain.
         I shall ring for Lucas to fetch it from the library. Besides, there are other books, you know, which I wish you to read.” He blinked his little blue eyes nervously at
         Strange.
      

      
      Strange hesitated. This was a reference to the library at Hurtfew Abbey which Strange
         had still not seen.
      

      
      “Oh, Mr Strange!” exclaimed Mr Norrell. “I am very glad that you have come home, sir.
         I am very glad to see you! I hope we may have many hours of conversation. Mr Lascelles
         and Mr Drawlight have been here a great deal …”
      

      
      Strange said he was sure of it.

      
      “… but there is no talking to them about magic. Come back tomorrow. Come early. Come
         to breakfast!”
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The King

      
      November 1814

      
      Early in November 1814 Mr Norrell was honoured by a visit from some very noble gentlemen
         – an earl, a duke and two baronets – who came, they said, to speak to him upon a matter
         of the utmost delicacy and were so discreet themselves that half an hour after they
         had begun talking Mr Norrell was still entirely ignorant of what they wished him to
         do.
      

      
      It emerged that, elevated as these gentlemen were, they were the representatives of
         one still greater – the Duke of York – and they had come to speak to Mr Norrell about
         the madness of the King. The King’s sons had recently paid a visit to their father
         and had been very shocked by his sad condition; and, though all of them were selfish
         and some of them were dissolute and none of them were much given to making sacrifices
         of any sort, they had all told each other how they would give any amount of money
         and cut off any number of limbs to make the King a little more comfortable.
      

      
      But, just as the King’s children quarrelled amongst themselves as to which doctor
         their father should have, so they now quarrelled as to whether or not a magician should
         attend the King. Chief in opposition to the idea was the Prince Regent. Many years
         before, during the life of the great Mr Pitt, the King had suffered a severe bout
         of madness and the Prince had ruled in his place, but then the King had recovered
         and the Prince had found his powers and privileges stripped away from him. Of all the tiresome situations in the world, thought
         the Prince Regent, the most tiresome was to rise from one’s bed in a state of uncertainty
         as to whether or not one was the ruler of Great Britain. So perhaps the Prince might
         be forgiven for wishing that the King remain mad or, at least, only gain such relief
         as Death would supply.
      

      
      Mr Norrell, who had no wish to offend the Prince Regent, declined to offer his assistance,
         adding that he doubted very much whether the King’s illness were susceptible of treatment
         by magic. So the King’s second son, the Duke of York, who was a military gentleman,
         asked the Duke of Wellington if he thought that Mr Strange might be persuaded to visit
         the King.
      

      
      “Oh! I am certain of it!” replied the Duke of Wellington. “Mr Strange is always glad
         of an opportunity to do magic. Nothing pleases him more. The tasks I set him in Spain
         posed all sorts of difficulties and, though he made a great shew of complaining, the
         truth was he could not have been more delighted. I have a great opinion of Mr Strange’s
         abilities. Spain is, as your Royal Highness knows, one of the most uncivilized places
         in the world, with scarcely any thoroughfare superior to a goat track from one end
         of the country to the other. But thanks to Mr Strange my men had good English roads
         to take them wherever they were needed and if there was a mountain or a forest or
         a city in our way, why! Mr Strange simply moved it somewhere else.”
      

      
      The Duke of York remarked that King Ferdinand of Spain had sent a letter to the Prince
         Regent complaining that many parts of his kingdom had been rendered entirely unrecognizable
         by the English magician and demanding that Mr Strange return and restore the country
         to its original form.
      

      
      “Oh,” said the Duke of Wellington, not much interested, “they are still complaining
         about that, are they?”
      

      
      As a consequence of this conversation Arabella Strange came downstairs one Thursday
         morning to find her drawing-room full of the King’s male offspring. There were five
         of them; their Royal Highnesses the Dukes of York, Clarence, Sussex, Kent and Cambridge. They were all
         between forty and fifty years of age. All had been handsome once, but all were rather
         fond of eating and drinking, and consequently all were growing rather stout.
      

      
      Mr Strange was standing with his elbow on the mantelpiece, one of Mr Norrell’s books
         in his hand and a polite look of interest upon his face, while their Royal Highnesses
         all talked at the same time and interrupted one another in their eagerness to describe
         the terrible pathos of the King’s situation.
      

      
      “Were you to see how His Majesty dribbles his bread and milk when he eats,” said the
         Duke of Clarence to Arabella with tears in his eyes, “how full of imaginary fears
         he is and how he holds long conversations with Mr Pitt who has been dead this age
         … well, my dear, you could not help but be brought very low by the sight.” The Duke
         took Arabella’s hand and began to stroke it, apparently under the impression that
         she was the parlour-maid.
      

      
      “All of His Majesty’s subjects are very sorry that he is ill,” said Arabella. “None
         of us can think of his suffering with indifference.”
      

      
      “Oh, my dear!” cried the Duke delighted, “How it touches my heart to hear you say
         so!” and he planted a large wet royal kiss upon her hand and looked at her very tenderly.
      

      
      “If Mr Norrell does not consider it a subject capable of treatment by magic then frankly
         I do not think the chances are good,” said Strange. “But I will gladly wait upon His
         Majesty.”
      

      
      “In that case,” said the Duke of York, “there is only the problem of the Willises.”

      
      “The Willises?” said Strange.

      
      “Oh, indeed!” cried the Duke of Cambridge. “The Willises are more impertinent than
         any one can imagine.”
      

      
      “We must be careful not to vex the Willises too much,” warned the Duke of Clarence,
         “or they are sure to revenge themselves upon His Majesty.”
      

      
      “The Willises will have a great many objections to Mr Strange visiting the King,”
         sighed the Duke of Kent.
      

      
      The Willises were two brothers who owned a madhouse in Lincolnshire. For many years
         now they had attended the King whenever His Majesty had happened to become mad. And
         whenever he had happened to be in his right mind the King had repeatedly told everyone
         how much he hated the Willises and how deeply he resented their cruel treatment of
         him. He had extracted promises from the Queen and the Dukes and the Princesses that,
         should he ever become mad again, they would not surrender him to the Willises. But
         it had done no good. At the first sign of delirium the Willises had been sent for,
         and they had come immediately and locked the King in a room and clapped him in a strait
         waistcoat and given him strong, purging medicines.
      

      
      I believe it will puzzle my readers (for it puzzled everyone else) that a king should
         be so little able to command his own fate. But consider with what alarm the rumour
         of madness is greeted in private families. Consider then how much greater the alarm
         when the sufferer is the King of Great Britain! If you or I go mad, it is a misfortune
         for ourselves, our friends and family. When a king goes mad, it is a disaster for
         the whole Nation. Frequently in the past King George’s illness had left it entirely
         uncertain who should govern the country. There were no precedents. No one had known
         what to do. It was not that the Willises were liked or respected – they were not.
         It was not that their treatments granted the King any relief from his torments – they
         did not. The secret of the Willises’ success was that they were cool when everyone
         else was in a panic. They embraced a responsibility which everyone else was most anxious
         to avoid. In return they demanded absolute control of the King’s person. No one was
         permitted to speak to the King without a Willis being present. Not the Queen, not
         the Prime Minister. Not even the King’s thirteen sons and daughters.
      

      
      “Well, said Strange when all this had been explained to him, “I admit that I would
         much rather speak to His Majesty without the encumbrance of other people – particularly
         people unfavourable to my purpose. However, I have upon occasion baffled the entire French Army. I dare
         say I can manage two doctors. Leave the Willises to me.”
      

      
      Strange refused to discuss the matter of a fee until he had seen the King. He would
         make no charge for visiting His Majesty, which the Dukes – who all had gambling debts
         to pay and houses full of illegitimate children to feed and educate – thought very
         handsome of him.
      

      
      Early the next day Strange rode out to Windsor Castle to see the King. It was a sharp,
         cold morning and a thick, white mist lay everywhere. On the way he cast three small
         spells. The first ensured that the Willises would sleep long past their customary
         hour; the second spell caused the wives and servants of the Willises to forget to
         wake them; and the third made sure that when the Willises finally woke, none of their
         clothes or boots would be in the places where they had left them. Two years earlier
         Strange would have scrupled to play even so slight a trick as this upon two strangers,
         but now he did not give it a second thought. Like many other gentlemen who had been
         in Spain with the Duke of Wellington, he had begun unconsciously to imitate his Grace,
         part of whose character it was always to act in the most direct way possible.1

      
      Towards ten o’clock he crossed the River Thames by the little wooden bridge at the
         village of Datchet. He passed along the lane between the river and the Castle wall
         and entered the town of Windsor. At the Castle-gate he told the sentry who he was
         and his business with the King. A servant in a blue uniform appeared to escort him
         to the King’s apartments. The servant was a civil, intelligent sort of man and, as
         often happens with servants in grand places, he was excessively proud of the Castle
         and every thing to do with it. His chief pleasure in life laying in shewing people
         around the Castle and in fancying them astonished, awed and amazed. “Surely this cannot be your first visit to the Castle, sir?” was his first
         question to Strange.
      

      
      “Upon the contrary. I was never here in my life.”

      
      The man looked shocked. “Then, sir, you have missed one of the noblest sights that
         England has to offer!”
      

      
      “Indeed? Well, I am here now.”

      
      “But you are here on business, sir,” answered the servant in a reproving tone, “and
         will not, I dare say, have leisure to examine everything properly. You must come again,
         sir. In summer. And in case you should be a married gentleman, I take the liberty
         of observing that ladies are always particularly delighted with the Castle.”
      

      
      He led Strange through a courtyard of impressive size. Long ago, in times of war it
         must have provided a refuge for a large number of people and their livestock and there
         were still a few ancient buildings in a very simple style that bore witness to the
         military character which the Castle had originally possessed. But as time had gone
         on the desire for kingly pomp and splendour had begun to outweigh more utilitarian
         considerations and a magnificent church had been built which filled up most of the
         space. This church (called the Chapel, but in truth more like a Cathedral) displayed
         all the complexity and elaborateness of which the Gothic style is capable. It was
         hedged about with prickly stone buttresses, crowned with stone pinnacles and it bulged
         with chapels, oratories and vestries.
      

      
      The servant took Strange past a steep mound with smooth sides, surmounted by the round
         tower which is the most easily recognizable part of the Castle when viewed from a
         distance. Passing through a mediaeval gateway, they entered another courtyard. This
         was almost as magnificently proportioned as the first courtyard, but whereas the other
         had been peopled with servants, soldiers and household officials, this was silent
         and empty.
      

      
      “It is a great pity that you did not come here a few years ago, sir,” said the servant.
         “At that time it was possible to visit the King and Queen’s Apartments upon application to the housekeeper, but His Majesty’s illness
         has made that impossible.”
      

      
      He led Strange to an imposing Gothic entrance in the middle of a long range of stone
         buildings. As they mounted a flight of stone stairs he continued to bemoan the many
         obstacles which stood in the way of Strange’s seeing the Castle. He could not help
         but suppose Strange’s disappointment to be very great. “I have it!” he declared suddenly.
         “I will shew you St George’s Hall! Oh, it is not a hundredth part of what you ought
         to see, sir, but still it will give you a notion of the sublimity of which Windsor
         Castle is capable!”
      

      
      At the top of the stairs he turned to the right and went swiftly through a hall with
         arrangements of swords and pistols upon the walls. Strange followed. They entered
         a long and lofty hall, some two or three hundred feet long.
      

      
      “There!” said the servant with as much satisfaction as if he had built and decorated
         it himself.
      

      
      Tall, arched windows along the south wall let in the cold, misty light. The lower
         part of the walls was panelled with pearwood and the panels all had carved and gilded
         borders. The upper part of the walls and the ceiling were covered with paintings of
         gods and goddesses, kings and queens. The ceiling shewed Charles II in the process
         of being carried up to eternal glory upon a white and blue cloud, surrounded by fat,
         pink cherubs. Generals and diplomats laid trophies at his feet, while Julius Caesar,
         Mars, Hercules and various important personages stood about in some embarrassment,
         having been suddenly struck with a mortifying consciousness of their inferiority to
         the British King.
      

      
      All of this was most magnificent, but the painting which caught Strange’s eye was
         a huge mural that stretched the entire length of the north wall. In the middle were
         two kings seated upon two thrones. On each side stood or knelt knights, ladies, courtiers,
         pages, gods and goddesses. The left-hand part of the painting was steeped in sunlight.
         The king upon this side was a strong, handsome man who displayed all the vigour of
         youth. He was dressed in a pale robe and his hair was golden and curling. There was a laurel wreath upon his
         brow and a sceptre in his hand. The people and gods who attended him were all equipped
         with helmets, breast-plates, spears and swords, as if the artist wished to suggest
         that this king only attracted the most warlike of men and gods to be his friends.
         In the right-hand part of the painting the light grew dim and dusky, as if the artist
         meant to depict a summer’s twilight. Stars shone above and around the figures. The
         king on this side was pale-skinned and dark-haired. He wore a black robe and his expression
         was unfathomable. He had a crown of dark ivy leaves and in his left hand he held a
         slim ivory wand. His entourage was composed largely of magical creatures: a phoenix,
         a unicorn, a manticore, fauns and satyrs. But there were also some mysterious persons:
         a male figure in a monklike robe with his hood pulled down over his face, a female
         figure in a dark, starry mantle with her arm thrown over her eyes. Between the two
         thrones stood a young woman in a loose white robe with a golden helmet upon her head.
         The warlike king had placed his left hand protectively upon her shoulder; the dark
         king held out his right hand towards her and she had extended her hand to his so that
         their fingertips lightly touched.
      

      
      “The work of Antonio Verrio, an Italian gentleman,” said the servant. He pointed to
         the king upon the left. “That is Edward the Third of Southern England.” He pointed
         to the king upon the right, “And that is the Magician-King of Northern England, John
         Uskglass.”
      

      
      “Is it though?” said Strange, greatly interested. “I have seen statues of him of course.
         And engravings in books. But I do not think I ever saw a painting before. And the
         lady between the two kings, who is she?”
      

      
      “That is Mrs Gwynn, one of the mistresses of Charles II. She is meant to represent
         Britannia.”
      

      
      “I see. It is something, I suppose, that he still has a place of honour in the King’s
         house. But then they put him in Roman dress and make him hold hands with an actress. I wonder what he would say to that?”
      

      
      The servant led Strange back through the weapon-lined room to a black door of imposing
         size overtopped with a great jutting marble pediment.
      

      
      “I can take you no further than this, sir. My business ends here and the Dr Willises’
         begins. You will find the King behind that door.” He bowed and went back down the
         stairs.
      

      
      Strange knocked on the door. From somewhere inside came the sound of a harpsichord
         and someone singing.
      

      
      The door opened to reveal a tall, broad fellow of thirty or forty. His face was round,
         white, pockmarked and bedabbled with sweat like a Cheshire cheese. All in all he bore
         a striking resemblance to the man in the moon who is reputed to be made of cheese.
         He had shaved himself with no very high degree of skill and here and there on his
         white face two or three coarse black hairs appeared – rather as if a family of flies
         had drowned in the milk before the cheese was made and their legs were poking out
         of it. His coat was of rough brown drugget and his shirt and neckcloth were of the
         coarsest linen. None of his clothes were particularly clean.
      

      
      “Yes?” he said, keeping his hand upon the door as if he intended to shut it again
         at the least provocation. He had very little of the character of a palace servant
         and a great deal of the character of a madhouse attendant, which was what he was.
      

      
      Strange raised his eyebrow at this rude behaviour. He gave his name rather coldly
         and said he had come to see the King.
      

      
      The man sighed. “Well, sir, I cannot deny that we were expecting you. But, you see,
         you cannot come in. Dr John and Dr Robert …” (These were the names of the two Willis
         brothers) “… are not here. We have been expecting them every minute for the past hour
         and a half. We do not understand where they can have got to.”
      

      
      “That is most unfortunate,” said Strange. “But it is none of my concern. I have no
         desire to see the gentlemen you mention. My business is with the King. I have a letter signed by the Archbishops of Canterbury
         and York granting me permission to visit His Majesty today.” Strange waved the letter
         in the man’s face.
      

      
      “But you must wait, sir, until Dr John and Dr Robert come. They will not allow any
         one to interfere with their system of managing the King. Silence and seclusion are
         what suits the King best. Conversation is the very worst thing for him. You can scarcely
         imagine, sir, what terrible harm you might do to the King merely by speaking to him.
         Say you were to mention that it is raining. I dare say you would consider that the
         most innocent remark in the world. But it might set the King a-thinking, you see,
         and in his madness his mind runs on from one thing to another, enraging him to a most
         dangerous degree. He might think of times in the past when it rained and his servants
         brought him news of battles that were lost, and daughters that were dead, and sons
         that had disgraced him. Why! It might be enough to kill the King outright! Do you
         want to kill the King, sir?”
      

      
      “No,” said Strange.

      
      “Well, then,” said the man coaxingly, “do you not see, sir, that it would be far better
         to wait for Dr John and Dr Robert?”
      

      
      “Thank you, but I think I will take my chances. Conduct me to the King if you please.”

      
      “Dr John and Dr Robert will be very angry,” warned the man.

      
      “I do not care if they are,” replied Strange coolly.

      
      The man looked entirely astonished at this.

      
      “Now,” said Strange, with a most determined look and another flourish of his letter,
         “will you let me see the King or will you defy the authority of two Archbishops? That
         is a very grave matter, punishable by … well, I do not exactly know what, but something
         rather severe, I should imagine.”
      

      
      The man sighed. He called to another man (as rough and dirty as himself) and told
         him to go immediately to the houses of Dr John and Dr Robert to fetch them. Then with
         great reluctance he stood aside for Strange to enter.
      

      
      The proportions of the room were lofty. The walls were panelled in oak and there was
         a great deal of fine carving. More royal and symbolic personages lounged about upon
         clouds on the ceiling. But it was a dreary place. There was no covering upon the floor
         and it was very cold. A chair and a battered-looking harpsichord were the only furniture.
         An old man was seated at the harpsichord with his back to them. He was dressed in
         a dressing-gown of ancient purple brocade. There was a crumpled nightcap of scarlet
         velvet on his head and dirty broken slippers on his feet. He was playing with great
         vigour and singing loudly in German. When he heard the sound of approaching footsteps
         he stopped.
      

      
      “Who’s there?” he demanded. “Who is it?”

      
      “The magician, Your Majesty,” said the madhouse attendant.

      
      The old man seemed to consider this a moment and then he said in a loud voice, “It
         is a profession to which I have a particular dislike!” He struck the keys of his harpsichord
         again and resumed his loud singing.
      

      
      This was rather a discouraging beginning. The madhouse attendant gave an impertinent
         snigger and walked off, leaving Strange and the King alone. Strange took a few paces
         further into the room and placed himself where he might observe the King’s face.
      

      
      It was a face in which all the misery of madness was compounded by the misery of blindness.
         The eyes had irises of clouded blue and whites as discoloured as rotten milk. Long
         locks of whitish hair streaked with grey hung down on either side of cheeks patched
         with broken veins. As the King sang, spittle flew from his slack red lips. His beard
         was almost as long and white as his hair. He was nothing at all like the pictures
         Strange had seen of him, for they had been made when he was in his right mind. With
         his long hair, long beard and long, purple robe, what he chiefly resembled was someone
         very tragic and ancient out of Shakespeare – or, rather, two very tragic and ancient
         persons out of Shakespeare. In his madness and his blindness he was Lear and Gloucester
         combined.
      

      
      [image: Images]

      
      Strange had been cautioned by the Royal Dukes that it was contrary to Court etiquette
         to speak to the King unless the King addressed him first. However there seemed little
         hope of this since the King disliked magicians so much. So when the King ceased his
         playing and singing again, he said, “I am Your Majesty’s humble servant, Jonathan
         Strange of Ashfair in Shropshire. I was Magician-in-Ordinary to the Army during the
         late war in Spain where, I am happy to say, I was able to do Your Majesty some service.
         It is the hope of Your Majesty’s sons and daughters that my magic might afford Your
         Majesty some relief from your illness.”
      

      
      “Tell the magician I do not see him!” said the King airily.

      
      Strange did not trouble to make any reply to this nonsensical remark. Of course the
         King could not see him, the King was blind.
      

      
      “But I see his companion very well!” continued His Majesty in an approving tone. He turned his head as though to gaze
         at a point two or three feet to the left of Strange. “With such silver hair as he
         has got, I think I ought to be able to see him! He looks a very wild fellow.”
      

      
      So convincing was this speech that Strange actually turned to look. Of course there
         was no one.
      

      
      In the past few days he had searched Norrell’s books for something pertinent to the
         King’s condition. There were remarkably few spells for curing madness. Indeed he had
         found only one, and even then he was not sure that was what it was meant for. It was
         a prescription in Ormskirk’s Revelations of Thirty-Six Other Worlds. Ormskirk said that it would dispel illusions and correct wrong ideas. Strange took
         out the book and read through the spell again. It was a peculiarly obscure piece of
         magic, consisting only of the following words:
      

      
      
         
         Place the moon at his eyes and her whiteness shall devour the false sights the deceiver
               has placed there.
         

         
         Place a swarm of bees at his ears. Bees love truth and will destroy the deceiver’s
               lies.
         

         
         Place salt in his mouth lest the deceiver attempt to delight him with the taste of
               honey or disgust him with the taste of ashes.
         

         
         Nail his hand with an iron nail so that he shall not raise it to do the deceiver’s
               bidding.
         

         
         Place his heart in a secret place so that all his desires shall be his own and the
               deceiver shall find no hold there.
         

         
         Memorandum. The colour red may be found beneficial.
         

         
      

      
      However, as Strange read it through, he was forced to admit that he had not the least
         idea what it meant.2 How was the magician supposed to fetch the moon to the afflicted person? And if the
         second part were correct, then the Dukes would have done better to employ a beekeeper
         instead of a magician. Nor could Strange believe that their Royal Highnesses would
         be best pleased if he began piercing the King’s hands with iron nails. The note about
         the colour red was odd too. He thought he remembered hearing or reading something
         about red but he could not at present recall what it was.
      

      
      The King, meanwhile, had fallen into conversation with the imaginary silver-haired
         person. “I beg your pardon for mistaking you for a common person,” he said. “You may
         be a king just as you say, but I merely take the liberty of observing that I have
         never heard of any of your kingdoms. Where is Lost-hope? Where are the Blue Castles?
         Where is the City of Iron Angels? I, on the other hand, am King of Great Britain, a place everyone knows and which is clearly marked on all the maps!” His Majesty
         paused, presumably to attend to the silver-haired person’s reply for he suddenly cried
         out, “Oh, do not be angry! Pray, do not be angry! You are a king and I am a king!
         We shall all be kings together! And there is really no need for either of us to be angry! I shall play and sing for
         you!” He drew a flute from the pocket of his dressing-gown and began to play a melancholy
         air.
      

      
      As an experiment Strange reached forward and plucked off His Majesty’s scarlet nightcap.
         He watched closely to see if the King grew any more mad without it, but after several
         minutes of observation he was forced to admit that he could see no difference. He
         put the nightcap back on.
      

      
      For the next hour and a half he tried all the magic he could think of. He cast spells
         of remembering, spells of finding, spells of awakening, spells to concentrate the
         mind, spells to dispel nightmares and evil thoughts, spells to find patterns in chaos,
         spells to find a path when one was lost, spells of demystification, spells of discernment,
         spells to increase intelligence, spells to cure sickness and spells to repair a limb
         that is shattered. Some of the spells were long and complicated. Some were a single
         word. Some had to be said out loud. Some had only to be thought. Some had no words
         at all but consisted of a single gesture. Some were spells that Strange and Norrell
         had employed in some form or other every day for the last five years. Some had probably
         not been used for centuries. Some used a mirror; two used a tiny bead of blood from
         the magician’s finger; and one used a candle and a piece of ribbon. But they all had
         this in common: they had no effect upon the King whatsoever.
      

      
      At the end of this time: “Oh, I give up!” thought Strange.

      
      His Majesty, who had been happily unconscious of the magic directed at him, was chatting
         confidentially to the person with the silver hair that only he could see. “Have you
         been sent here for ever or can you go away again? Oh, do not stay to be caught! This
         is a bad place for kings! They put us in strait waistcoats! The last time I was permitted
         to go out of these rooms was on a Monday in 1811. They tell me that was three years
         ago, but they lie! By my calculation, it will be two hundred and forty-six years on
         Saturday fortnight!”
      

      
      “Poor, unhappy gentleman!” thought Strange. “Shut away in this cold, melancholy place without friends or amusements! Small wonder time passes
         so slowly for him. Small wonder he is mad!”
      

      
      Out loud he said, “I shall be very happy to take you outside, Your Majesty, if you
         wish it.”
      

      
      The King paused in his chatter and turned his head slightly. “Who said that?” he demanded.

      
      “I did, Your Majesty. Jonathan Strange, the magician.” Strange made the King a respectful
         bow, before recollecting that His Majesty could not see it.
      

      
      “Great Britain! My dear Kingdom!” cried the King. “How I should love to see her again
         – especially now that it is summertime. The trees and meadows are all decked in their
         brightest finery and the air is sweet as cherry-tart!”
      

      
      Strange glanced out of the window at the white, icy mist and the skeletal winter trees.
         “Quite so. And I would account it a great honour if Your Majesty would accompany me
         outside.”
      

      
      The King seemed to consider this proposal. He took off one of his slippers and attempted
         to balance it upon his head. When this did not work, he put the slipper back on, took
         a tassel that hung from the end of his dressing-gown cord and sucked upon it thoughtfully.
         “But how do I know that you are not a wicked demon come to tempt me?” he asked at
         last in a tone of the most complete reasonableness.
      

      
      Strange was somewhat lost for an answer to this question. While he was considering
         what to say, the King continued, “Of course if you are a wicked demon, then you should
         know that I am Eternal and cannot die. If I discover that you are my Enemy, I shall
         stamp my foot and send you straight back to Hell!”
      

      
      “Really? Your Majesty must teach me the trick of that. I should like to know something
         so useful. But permit me to observe that, with such powerful magic at your command,
         Your Majesty has nothing to fear from accompanying me outside. We should leave as
         quickly and discreetly as we can. The Willises are sure to be here soon. Your Majesty
         must be very quiet!”
      

      
      The King said nothing, but he tapped his nose and looked very sly.
      

      
      Strange’s next task was to discover a way out without alerting the madhouse attendants.
         The King was no help at all in this regard. When asked where the various doors led
         to, he gave it as his opinion that one door led to America, another to Everlasting
         Perdition and a third might possibly be the way to next Friday. So Strange picked
         one – the one the King thought led to America – and quickly escorted His Majesty through
         several rooms. All had painted ceilings in which English monarchs were depicted as
         dashing about the sky in fiery chariots, vanquishing persons who symbolized Envy,
         Sin and Sedition, and establishing Temples of Virtue, Palaces of Eternal Justice and
         other useful institutions of that sort. But though the ceilings were full of the most
         intense activity, the rooms beneath them were forlorn, threadbare and full of dust
         and spiders. The furniture was all covered up with sheets so that it appeared as if
         these chairs and tables must have died some time ago and these were their gravestones.
      

      
      They came to a sort of back-staircase. The King, who had taken Strange’s warning to
         be quiet very much to heart, insisted upon tip-toeing down the stairs in the highly
         exaggerated manner of a small child. This took some time.
      

      
      “Well, Your Majesty,” said Strange, cheerfully, when at last they reached the bottom,
         “I think we managed that rather well. I do not hear any sounds of pursuit. The Duke
         of Wellington would be glad to employ either of us as Intelligence Officers. I do
         not believe that Captain Somers-Cocks or Colquhoun Grant himself could have crossed
         enemy territory with more …”
      

      
      He was interrupted by the King playing a very loud, very triumphant blare upon his
         flute.
      

      
      “D—!” said Strange and listened for sounds of the madhouse attendants coming or, worse
         still, the Willises.
      

      
      But nothing happened. Somewhere close at hand there was an odd, irregular thumping
         and clattering, accompanied by screams and wailing – rather as if someone were being beaten by a whole cupboardful of brooms
         at once. Apart from that, all was quiet.
      

      
      A door opened on to a broad stone terrace. From here the land descended steeply and
         at the foot of the slope lay a Park. On the right a long, double line of winter trees
         could be just seen.
      

      
      Arm in arm the King and Strange walked along the terrace to the corner of the Castle.
         Here Strange found a path leading down the slope and into the Park. They descended
         this path and had not walked far into the Park when they came upon an ornamental pool,
         bounded by a low stone rim.3 At its centre stood a little stone pavilion decorated with carved creatures. Some
         resembled dogs – except that their bodies were long and low like lizards and each
         had a row of spines along its back. Others were meant to represent curved stone dolphins
         which had somehow contrived to fasten themselves to the walls. On the roof half a
         dozen classical ladies and gentlemen were sitting in classical attitudes, holding
         vases. It had clearly been the architect’s intention that fountains of water should
         gush out of the mouths of all these strange animals and out of the vases on the roof
         and tumble decoratively into the pool, but just now all was frozen and silent.
      

      
      Strange was about to make some remark on the melancholy sight which this frozen pool
         presented, when he heard several shouts. He looked back and saw that a group of people
         was descending the slope of the Castle very rapidly. As they drew nearer he saw that
         they were four in number: two gentlemen he had never seen before and the two madhouse
         attendants – the one with the face like a Cheshire cheese and the one who had been
         sent to fetch the Willises. They all looked angry.
      

      
      The gentlemen hurried up, frowning in an important, offended sort of manner. They
         shewed every symptom of having dressed in a great hurry. One was attempting to fasten the buttons of his coat, but without much
         success. As soon as he did up the buttons, they flew open again. He was about Mr Norrell’s
         age and wore an old-fashioned wig (rather like Mr Norrell’s) which from time to time
         made a little jump and spun round on his head. But he differed from Mr Norrell in
         that he was rather tall, rather handsome and had an imposing, decisive manner. The
         other gentleman (who was several years younger) was plagued by his boots, which seemed
         to have developed opinions of their own. While he was struggling to walk forwards,
         they were attempting to carry him off in an entirely different direction. Strange
         could only suppose that his earlier magic had been rather more successful than he
         had expected and had made the clothes themselves difficult to manage.
      

      
      The tallest gentleman (the one who wore the playful wig) gave Strange a furious stare.
         “Upon whose authority is the King outside?” he demanded.
      

      
      Strange shrugged. “Mine, I suppose.”

      
      “You! Who are you?”

      
      Not liking the manner in which he was addressed, Strange retorted, “Who are you?”

      
      “I am Dr John Willis. This is my brother, Dr Robert Darling Willis. We are the King’s
         physicians. We have charge of the King’s person by order of the Queen’s Council. No
         one is allowed to see His Majesty without our permission. I ask you again: who are
         you?”
      

      
      “I am Jonathan Strange. I have come at the request of their Royal Highnesses the Dukes
         of York, Clarence, Sussex, Kent and Cambridge to see whether or not His Majesty might
         be cured by magic.”
      

      
      “Ha!” cried Dr John contemptuously. “Magic! That is chiefly used for killing Frenchmen,
         is it not?”
      

      
      Dr Robert laughed in a sarcastic manner. But the effect of cold, scientific disdain
         was rather spoilt when his boots suddenly carried him off with such force that he
         banged his nose against a tree.
      

      
      “Well, Magician!” said Dr John. “You mistake your man if you think you may mistreat
         me and my servants with impunity. You will admit, I dare say, that you glued the doors
         of the Castle shut by magic, so that my men could not prevent you leaving?”
      

      
      “Certainly not!” declared Strange. “I did nothing of the sort! I might have done it,” he conceded, “if there had been any need. But your men are as idle
         as they are impertinent! When His Majesty and I left the Castle they were nowhere
         to be seen!”
      

      
      The first madhouse attendant (the one with a face like a Cheshire cheese) almost exploded
         upon hearing this. “That is not true!” he cried. “Dr John, Dr Robert, I beg that you
         will not listen to these lies! Martin here,” he indicated the other madhouse attendant,
         “has had his voice entirely taken from him. He could not make a sound to raise the
         alarm!” The other madhouse attendant mouthed and gestured furiously in confirmation.
         “As for me, sir, I was in the passageway at the bottom of the stairs, when the door
         opened at the top. I was just readying myself to speak to this magician – and some
         strong words I was going to give him too, sir, on your behalf – when I was pulled
         by magic into a broom cupboard and the door shut fast upon me …”
      

      
      “What nonsense!” cried Strange.

      
      “Nonsense, is it?” cried the man. “And I suppose you did not make the brooms in the
         cupboard beat me! I am all over bruises.”
      

      
      This, at least, was perfectly true. His face and hands were covered in red marks.

      
      “There, Magician!” cried Dr John, triumphantly. “What do you say now? Now that all
         your tricks are exposed?”
      

      
      “Oh, really!” said Strange. “He has done that to himself to make his story more convincing!”

      
      The King blew a vulgar noise on his flute.

      
      “Be assured,” said Dr John, “that the Queen’s Council will soon hear of your impudence!”
         Then, turning away from Strange, he cried out, “Your Majesty! Come here!”
      

      
      The King skipped nimbly behind Strange.

      
      “You will oblige me by returning the King to my care,” said Dr John.
      

      
      “I will do no such thing,” declared Strange.

      
      “And you know how lunatics should be treated, do you?” said Dr Robert with a sneer.
         “You have studied the matter?”
      

      
      “I know that to keep a man without companionship, to deny him exercise and a change
         of air cannot possibly cure any thing,” said Strange. “It is barbaric! I would not
         keep a dog so.”
      

      
      “In speaking as you do,” added Dr Robert, “you merely betray your ignorance. The solitude
         and tranquility of which you complain so vigorously are the cornerstones of our whole
         system of treating the King.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Strange. “You call it a system, do you? And what does it consist of, this
         system?”
      

      
      “There are three main principles,” declared Dr Robert. “Intimidation …”

      
      The King played a few sad notes upon his flute …

      
      “… isolation …”

      
      … which became a lonely little tune …

      
      “… and restraint.”

      
      … ending in a long note like a sigh.

      
      “In this way,” continued Dr Robert, “all possible sources of excitement are suppressed
         and the patient is denied material with which to construct his fantasies and improper
         notions.”
      

      
      “But in the end,” added Dr John, “it is by the imposition of his will upon his patient
         that the doctor effects his cure. It is the forcefulness of the doctor’s own character
         which determines his success or failure. It was observed by many people that our father
         could subdue lunatics merely by fixing them with his eye.”
      

      
      “Really?” said Strange, becoming interested in spite of himself. “I had never thought
         of it before, but something of the sort is certainly true of magic. There are all
         sorts of occasions when the success of a piece of magic depends upon the forcefulness
         of the magician’s character.”
      

      
      “Indeed?” said Dr John, glancing briefly to his left.
      

      
      “Yes. Take Martin Pale for example. Now he …” Strange’s eyes involuntarily followed
         where Dr John had looked. One of the madhouse attendants – the one who could not speak
         – was creeping around the ornamental pool towards the King with a pale-coloured something
         in his hands. Strange could not think at first what it could be. And then he recognized
         it. It was a strait waistcoat.
      

      
      Several things happened at once. Strange shouted something – he did not know what
         – the other madhouse attendant lunged towards the King – both Willises attempted to
         grab Strange – the King blew piercing shrieks of alarm on his flute – and there was
         an odd noise as if a hundred or so people had all cleared their throats at once.
      

      
      Everyone stopped and looked about them. The sound appeared to have come from the little
         stone pavilion at the centre of the frozen pool. Suddenly out of the mouths of each
         stone creature a dense white cloud appeared, as if they had all exhaled at once. The
         breath-clouds glittered and sparkled in the thin, misty light, and then fell upon
         the ice with a faint tinkling sound.
      

      
      There was a silence, followed immediately by a horrible sound like blocks of marble
         being ripped apart. Then the stone creatures tore themselves from the walls of the
         pavilion and began to crawl and waddle down and across the ice towards the Willises.
         Their blank stone eyes rolled in their sockets. They opened their stone mouths and
         from every stone throat came a plume of water. Stone tails snaked from side to side
         and stone legs went stiffly up and down. The lead pipes which conducted water to their
         mouths extended magically behind them.
      

      
      The Willises and the madhouse attendants stared, quite unable to comprehend what was
         happening. The grotesque creatures crawled, dragging their pipes behind them and dousing
         the Willises with water. The Willises shrieked and leapt about, more from fright than
         because of any real hurt they had sustained.
      

      
      The madhouse attendants ran away and as to the Willises remaining any longer with
         the King, there could be no question of it. In the cold air their drenched clothes
         were turning icy.
      

      
      “Magician!” cried Dr John, as he turned to run back to the Castle. “Why! It is just
         another name for liar! Lord Liverpool shall know of it, Magician! He shall know how
         you use the King’s physicians! Ow! Ow!” He would have said more but the stone figures
         on the roof of the pavilion had stood up and begun pelting him with stones.
      

      
      Strange merely bestowed a contemptuous smile on both Willises. But he was acting more
         confident than he felt. The truth was he was beginning to feel decidedly uncomfortable.
         Whatever magic had just been done, had not been done by him.
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      It was most mysterious. Could someone in the Castle be a magician? One of the servants
         perhaps? Or one of the Princesses? It did not seem likely. Could it be Mr Norrell’s
         doing? Strange pictured his tutor sitting in his little room upon the second floor
         at Hanover-square peering into his silver dish, watching all that had happened and
         finally driving away the Willises with magic. It was possible, he supposed. Bringing
         statues to life was, after all, something of a speciality of Mr Norrell’s. It had
         been the first magic to bring him to the public notice. And yet, and yet … Why would
         Mr Norrell suddenly decide to help him? Out of the kindness of his heart? Hardly.
         Besides there had been a dark humour in the magic which was not like Norrell at all.
         The magician had not merely wanted to frighten the Willises; he had wanted to make
         them ridiculous. No, it could not be Norrell. But who then?
      

      
      The King did not seem in the least fatigued. In fact he was more inclined to dance
         and skip about and generally rejoice over the defeat of the Willises. So, thinking
         that further exercise would certainly do His Majesty no harm, Strange walked on.
      

      
      The white mist had erased all detail and colour from the landscape and left it ghostly.
         Earth and sky were blended together in the same insubstantial grey element.
      

      
      The King took Strange’s arm in a most affectionate manner and seemed to have quite
         forgot that he disliked magicians. He began to talk about the things that preoccupied
         him in his madness. He was convinced that a great many disasters had befallen Great
         Britain since he had become mad. He seemed to imagine that the wreck of his own reason
         must be matched by a corresponding wreck of the kingdom. Chief among these delusions
         was the belief that London had been drowned in a great flood. “… and when they came
         to me and said that the cold, grey waters had closed over the dome of St Paul’s Cathedral
         and that London was become a domain of fishes and sea-monsters, my feelings are not
         to be described! I believe I wept for three weeks together! Now the buildings are
         all covered in barnacles and the markets sell nothing but oysters and sea-urchins!
         Mr Fox told me that three Sundays ago he went to St Vedast in Foster-lane where he
         heard an excellent sermon preached by a turbot.1 But I have a plan for my kingdom’s restoration! I have dispatched ambassadors to
         the King of the Fishes with proposals that I should marry a mermaid and so end the
         strife between our two great Nations! …”
      

      
      The other subject which preoccupied His Majesty was that of the silver-haired person
         whom only he could see. “He says he is a king,” he whispered eagerly, “but I believe
         he is an angel! With all that silver hair I think it very likely. And those two Evil
         Spirits – the ones you were talking to – he has been abusing them most horribly. It
         is my belief he has come to smite them and cast them into a fiery pit! Then, no doubt,
         he will carry you and me away to glory in Hanover!”
      

      
      “Heaven,” said Strange. “Your Majesty means Heaven.”

      
      They walked on. Snow began to fall, a slow tumble of white over a pale grey world.
         It was very quiet.
      

      
      Suddenly the sound of a flute was heard. The music was unutterably lonely and mournful,
         but at the same time full of nobility.
      

      
      Thinking that it must be the King who was playing, Strange turned to watch. But the
         King was standing with his hands at his side and his flute in his pocket. Strange
         looked around. The mist was not dense enough to hide anyone who might have been standing
         near them. There was no one. The Park was empty.
      

      
      “Ah, listen!” cried the King. “He is describing the tragedy of the King of Great Britain.
         That run of notes there! That is for past powers all gone! That melancholy phrase!
         That is for his Reason destroyed by deceitful politicians and the wicked behaviour
         of his sons. That little tune fit to break your heart – that is for the beautiful
         young creature whom he adored when he was a boy and was forced by his friends to give
         up. Ah, God! How he wept then!”
      

      
      Tears rolled down the King’s face. He began to perform a slow, grave dance, waving
         his body and his arms from side to side and spinning slowly over the ground. The music
         moved away, deeper into the Park and the King danced after it.
      

      
      Strange was mystified. The music seemed to be leading the King in the direction of
         a grove of trees. At least Strange had supposed it was a grove. He was almost certain
         that a moment ago he had seen a dozen trees – probably fewer. But now the grove had
         become a thicket – no, a wood – a deep, dark wood where the trees were ancient and
         wild. Their great branches resembled twisted limbs and their roots tumbling nests
         of snakes. They were twined about thickly with ivy and mistletoe. There was a little
         path between the trees; it was pitted with deep, ice-rimmed hollows and fringed with
         frost-stiffened weeds. Pale pinpricks of light deep within the wood suggested a house
         where no house ought to be.
      

      
      “Your Majesty!” cried Strange. He ran after the King and caught him by the hands.
         “Your Majesty must forgive me, but I do not quite like the look of those trees. I
         think perhaps that we would be as well to return to the Castle.”
      

      
      The King was quite enraptured by the music and did not wish to leave. He grumbled
         and pulled his arm away from Strange’s grasp. Strange caught him again and half-led,
         half-dragged him back towards the gate.
      

      
      But the invisible flute-player did not seem inclined to give them up so easily. The
         music suddenly grew louder; it was all around them. Another tune crept in almost imperceptibly
         and blended sweetly with the first.
      

      
      “Ah! Listen! Oh, listen!” cried the King, spinning round. “He is playing for you now!
         That harsh melody is for your wicked tutor who will not teach you what you have every
         right to learn. Those discordant notes describe your anger at being prevented from
         making new discoveries. That slow, sad march is for the great library he is too selfish
         to shew you.”
      

      
      “How in the world …” began Strange and then stopped. He heard it too – the music that
         described his whole life. He realized for the first time how full of sadness his existence
         was. He was surrounded by mean-spirited men and women who hated him and were secretly
         jealous of his talent. He knew now that every angry thought he had ever had was justified
         and that every generous thought was misplaced. His enemies were despicable and his
         friends were treacherous. Norrell (naturally) was worst of all, but even Arabella
         was weak and unworthy of his love.
      

      
      “Ah!” sighed His Majesty, “So you have been betrayed too.”

      
      “Yes,” said Strange, sadly.

      
      They were facing the wood again. The lights among the trees – tiny as they were –
         conveyed to Strange a strong idea of the house and its comforts. He could almost see
         the soft candlelight falling upon the comfortable chairs, the ancient hearths where
         cheerful fires blazed, the glasses of hot spiced wine which would be provided to warm
         them after their walk through the dark wood. The lights suggested other ideas too.
         “I think there is a library,” he said.
      

      
      “Oh, certainly!” declared the King, clapping his hands together in his enthusiasm.
         “You shall read the books and when your eyes grow tired, I shall read them to you! But we must hurry! Listen to the music! He grows
         impatient for us to follow him!”
      

      
      His Majesty reached out to take Strange’s left arm. In order to accommodate him, Strange
         found that he must move something he was holding in his left hand. It was Ormskirk’s
         Revelations of Thirty-Six Other Worlds.
      

      
      “Oh, that!” he thought. “Well, I do not need that any longer. There are sure to be better books
         at the house in the wood!” He opened his hand and let Revelations fall upon the snowy ground.
      

      
      The snow fell thicker. The flute-player played. They hurried towards the wood. As
         they ran, the King’s scarlet nightcap fell over his eyes. Strange reached up and straightened
         it. As he did so, he suddenly remembered what it was that he knew about the colour
         red: it was powerful protection against enchantment.
      

      
      “Hurry! Hurry!” cried the King.

      
      The flute-player played a series of rapid notes which rose and fell to mimic the sound
         of the wind. A real wind appeared out of nowhere and half-lifted, half-pushed them
         over the ground towards the wood. When it set them down again they were a great deal
         nearer to the wood.
      

      
      “Excellent!” cried the King.

      
      The nightcap caught Strange’s eye again.

      
      … Protection against enchantment …
      

      
      The flute-player conjured up another wind. This one blew the King’s nightcap off.

      
      “No matter! No matter!” cried the King cheerfully. “He has promised me nightcaps a-plenty
         when we get to his house.”
      

      
      But Strange let go of the King’s arm and staggered back through the snow and the wind
         to fetch it. It lay in the snow, bright scarlet among all the misty shades of white
         and grey.
      

      
      … Protection against enchantment …
      

      
      He remembered saying to one of the Willises that in order to practise magic successfully
         a magician must employ the forcefulness of his own character; why should he think
         of that now?
      

      
      Place the moon at my eyes (he thought) and her whiteness shall devour the false sights the deceiver has placed there.
      

      
      The moon’s scarred white disc appeared suddenly – not in the sky, but somewhere else.
         If he had been obliged to say exactly where, he would have said that it was inside
         his own head. The sensation was not a pleasant one. All he could think of, all he
         could see was the moon’s face, like a sliver of ancient bone. He forgot about the
         King. He forgot he was a magician. He forgot Mr Norrell. He forgot his own name.
      

      
      He forgot everything except the moon …

      
      The moon vanished. Strange looked up and found himself in a snowy place a little distance
         from a dark wood. Between him and the wood stood the blind King in his dressing-gown.
         The King must have walked on when he stopped. But without his guide to lean on, the
         King felt lost and afraid. He was crying out, “Magician! Magician! Where are you?”
      

      
      The wood no longer struck Strange as a welcoming place. It appeared to him now as
         it had at first – sinister, unknowable, unEnglish. As for the lights, he could barely see them; they were the merest pricks of white
         in the darkness and suggested nothing except that the inhabitants of the house could
         not afford many candles.
      

      
      “Magician!” cried the King.

      
      “I am here, Your Majesty.”

      
      Place a swarm of bees at my ears (he thought). Bees love truth and will destroy the deceiver’s lies.
      

      
      A low murmuring noise filled his ears, blocking out the music of the flute-player.
         It was very like language and Strange thought that in a little while he would understand
         it. It grew, filling his head and his chest to the very tips of his fingers and toes.
         Even his hair seemed electrified and his skin buzzed and shook with the noise. For
         one horrible moment he thought that his mouth was full of bees and that there were
         bees buzzing and flying under his skin, in his guts and his ears.
      

      
      The buzzing stopped. Strange heard the flute-player’s music again but it did not sound
         as sweet as before and it no longer seemed to be describing his life.
      

      
      Place salt in my mouth (he thought) lest the deceiver attempt to delight me with the taste of honey or disgust me with
            the taste of ashes.
      

      
      This part of the spell had no effect whatsoever.2

      
      Nail my hand with an iron nail so that I shall not raise it to do the deceiver’s bidding.
      

      
      “Aaaghh! Dear God!” screamed Strange. There was an excruciating pain in the palm of
         his left hand. When it ceased (as suddenly as it had begun) he no longer felt compelled
         to hurry towards the wood.
      

      
      Place my heart in a secret place so that all my desires shall be my own and the deceiver
            shall find no hold there.
      

      
      He pictured Arabella, as he had seen her a thousand times, prettily dressed and seated
         in a drawing-room among a crowd of people who were all laughing and talking. He gave
         her his heart. She took it and placed it quietly in the pocket of her gown. No one
         observed what she did.
      

      
      Strange next applied the spell to the King and at the last step he gave the King’s
         heart to Arabella to keep in her pocket. It was interesting to observe the magic from
         the outside. There had been so many unusual occurrences in the King’s poor head that
         the moon’s sudden appearance there seemed to occasion him no surprize. But he did
         not care for the bees; he was brushing them away for some time afterwards.
      

      
      When the spell was finished, the flute-player abruptly ceased playing.

      
      “And now, Your Majesty,” said Strange, “I think it is time we returned to the Castle.
         You and I, Your Majesty, are a British King and a British magician. Though Great Britain
         may desert us, we have no right to desert Great Britain. She may have need of us yet.”
      

      
      “True, true! I swore an oath at my coronation always to serve her! Oh, my poor country!”
         The King turned and waved in the direction he supposed the mysterious flute-player
         to be. “Goodbye! Goodbye, dear sir! God bless you for your kindness to George III!”
      

      
      Revelations of Thirty-Six Other Worlds lay half-covered up by the snow. Strange picked it up and brushed off the snow. He
         looked back. The dark wood had gone. In its place was a most innocent clump of five
         leafless beech trees.
      

      
      On the ride back to London Strange was deep in thought. He was aware that he ought
         to have been disturbed by his experience at Windsor, perhaps even frightened. But
         his curiosity and excitement far exceeded his uneasiness. Besides, whatever, or whoever,
         had done the magic, he had defeated them and imposed his will upon theirs. They had
         been strong, but he had been stronger. The whole adventure had confirmed something
         he had long suspected: that there was more magic in England than Mr Norrell admitted.
      

      
      Consider the matter from whichever point of view he would, he continually came back
         to the silver-haired person whom only the King could see. He tried to recall what
         exactly the King had said about this person, but he could recall nothing beyond the
         simple fact of his silver hair.
      

      
      He reached London at about half past four. The city was growing dark. Lights were
         glowing in all the shops, and the lamplighters were out in the streets. When he got
         to the corner of Oxford-street and New Bond-street he turned aside and rode to Hanover-square.
         He found Mr Norrell in his library, drinking tea.
      

      
      Mr Norrell was, as ever, delighted to see the other magician and he was eager to hear
         all about Strange’s visit to the King.
      

      
      Strange told him how the King was kept a solitary prisoner in his own palace, and
         he listed the spells he had done. But of the drenching of the Willises, the enchanted wood and the invisible flute-player he said
         not a word.
      

      
      “I am not at all surprized that you could not help His Majesty,” said Mr Norrell.
         “I do not believe that even the Aureate magicians could cure madness. In fact I am not sure that they tried. They seem to
         have considered madness in quite a different light. They held madmen in a sort of
         reverence and thought they knew things sane men did not – things which might be useful
         to a magician. There are stories of both Ralph Stokesey and Catherine of Winchester
         consulting with madmen.”
      

      
      “But it was not only magicians, surely?” said Strange. “Fairies too had a strong interest
         in madmen. I am sure I remember reading that somewhere.”
      

      
      “Yes, indeed! Some of our most important writers have remarked upon the strong resemblance
         between madmen and fairies. Both are well known for talking without sense or connexion
         – I dare say you noticed something of the sort with the King. But there are other
         similarities. Chaston, as I remember, has several things to say upon the subject.
         He gives the example of a lunatic in Bristol who each morning told his family of his
         intention to take his walk in company with one of the dining chairs. The man was quite
         devoted to this article of furniture, considered it one of his closest friends, and
         held imaginary conversations with it in which they discussed the walk they would take
         and the likelihood of meeting other tables and chairs. Apparently, the man became
         quite distressed whenever any one proposed sitting upon the chair. Clearly the man
         was mad, but Chaston says that fairies would not consider his behaviour as ridiculous
         as we do. Fairies do not make a strong distinction between the animate and the inanimate.
         They believe that stones, doors, trees, fire, clouds and so forth all have souls and
         desires, and are either masculine or feminine. Perhaps this explains the extraordinary
         sympathy for madness which fairies exhibit. For example, it used to be well known
         that when fairies hid themselves from general sight, lunatics were often able to perceive
         them. The most celebrated instance which I can recall was of a mad boy called Duffy in Chesterfield
         in Derbyshire in the fourteenth century, who was the favourite of a mischievous fairy-spirit
         which had tormented the town for years. The fairy took a great fancy to this boy and
         made him extravagant presents – most of which would have scarcely been of any use
         to him in his right mind and were certainly no use to him in his madness – a sailing
         boat encrusted with diamonds, a pair of silver boots, a singing pig …”
      

      
      “But why did the fairy pay Duffy all these attentions?”

      
      “Oh! He told Duffy they were brothers in adversity. I do not know why. Chaston wrote
         that a great many fairies harboured a vague sense of having been treated badly by
         the English. Though it was a mystery to Chaston – as it is to me – why they should
         have thought so. In the houses of the great English magicians fairies were the first
         among the servants and sat in the best places after the magician and his lady. Chaston
         has a great many interesting things to say upon the subject. His best work is the
         Liber Novus.” Mr Norrell frowned at his pupil. “I am sure I have recommended it to you half a
         dozen times,” he said. “Have you not read it yet?”
      

      
      Unfortunately, Mr Norrell did not always recall with absolute precision which books
         he wished Strange to read and which books he had sent to Yorkshire for the express
         purpose of keeping them out of Strange’s reach. The Liber Novus was safe on a shelf in the library at Hurtfew Abbey. Strange sighed and remarked
         that the moment Mr Norrell put the book into his hand he would be very glad to read
         it. “But in the meantime, sir, perhaps you would be so good as to finish the tale
         of the fairy of Chesterfield.”
      

      
      “Oh, yes! Now where was I? Well, for a number of years nothing went wrong for Duffy
         and nothing went right for the town. A wood grew up in the market square and the townspeople
         could not conduct their business. Their goats and swine grew wings and flew away.
         The fairy turned the stones of the half-built parish church into sugar loaves. The sugar grew hot and sticky under the sun and part of the church
         melted. The town smelt like a giant pastry-cook’s. Worse still dogs and cats came
         and licked at the church, and birds, rats and mice came and nibbled at it. So the
         townspeople were left with a half-eaten, misshapen church – which was not at all the
         effect that they had in mind. They were obliged to apply to Duffy and beg him to plead
         with the fairy on their behalf. But he was sullen and would not help them because
         he remembered how they had mocked him in the past. So they were obliged to pay the
         poor, mad wretch all sorts of compliments on his cleverness and handsomeness. So then
         Duffy pleaded with the fairy and, ah!, what a difference then! The fairy stopped tormenting
         them and he turned the sugar church back into stone. The townspeople cut down the
         wood in the market place and bought new animals. But they could never get the church
         quite right again. Even today there is something odd about the church in Chesterfield.
         It is not quite like other churches.”
      

      
      Strange was silent a moment. Then he said, “Is it your opinion, Mr Norrell, that fairies
         have left England completely?”
      

      
      “I do not know. There are many stories of Englishmen and women meeting with fairies
         in out-of-the-way places in the last three or four hundred years, but as none of these
         people were scholars or magicians their evidence cannot be said to be worth a great
         deal. When you and I summon fairies – I mean,” he added hastily, “if we were so ill-advised
         as to do such a thing – then, providing we cast our spells correctly, the fairies
         will appear promptly. But where they come from or by what paths they travel is uncertain.
         In John Uskglass’s day very plain roads were built that led out of England into Faerie
         – wide green roads between high green hedges or stone walls. Those roads still exist,
         but I do not think fairies use them nowadays any more than Christians. The roads are
         all overgrown and ruined. They have a lonely look and I am told that people avoid
         them.”
      

      
      “People believe that fairy roads are unlucky,” said Strange.

      
      “They are foolish,” said Norrell. “Fairy roads cannot hurt them. Fairy roads lead
         nowhere at all.”3

      
      “And what of the half-human descendants of fairies? Do they inherit their forefathers’
         knowledge and powers?” asked Strange.
      

      
      “Oh! That is quite another question. Many people nowadays have surnames that reveal
         their ancestors’ fairy origins. Otherlander and Fairchild are two. Elfick is another.
         And Fairey, obviously. I remember there was a Tom Otherlander who worked upon one
         of our farms when I was a child. But it is quite rare for any of these descendants
         of fairies to exhibit the least magical talent. Indeed more often than not they have
         a reputation for malice, pride and laziness – all vices for which their fairy-ancestors
         were well known.”
      

      
      The next day Strange met with the Royal Dukes and told them how much he regretted
         that he had been unable to alleviate the King’s madness. Their Royal Highnesses were
         sorry to hear it, but they were not at all surprized. It was the outcome they had
         expected and they assured Strange that they did not blame him in the least. In fact
         they were pleased with all he had done and they particularly liked that he had not
         charged them a fee. As a reward they granted him their Royal Warrants. This meant
         that he could, if he wished, put gilt and plaster images of all their five coats of
         arms above his door in Soho-square, and he was at liberty to tell any one he liked
         that he was Magician to the Royal Dukes by appointment.
      

      
      Strange did not tell the Dukes that he deserved their gratitude more than they knew.
         He was quite certain he had saved the King from some horrible fate or other. He simply
         did not know what it was.
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On the edge of the desert

      
      November 1814

      
      Stephen and the gentleman with the thistle-down hair were walking through the streets
         of a strange town.
      

      
      “Are you not growing weary, sir?” asked Stephen. “I know that I am. We have been walking
         here for hours.”
      

      
      The gentleman let out a burst of high-pitched laughter. “My dear Stephen! You have
         only just this instant arrived! A moment ago you were at Lady Pole’s house, being
         forced to perform some menial task at the bidding of her wicked husband!”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Stephen. He realized that the last thing he remembered was cleaning the
         silver in his little room near the kitchen, but that seemed like, oh!, years ago.
      

      
      He looked around him. There was nothing here he recognized. Even the smell of the
         place, a mixture of spices, coffee, rotting vegetables and roasting meats, was new
         to him.
      

      
      He sighed. “It is this magic, sir. It is so very confusing.”

      
      The gentleman squeezed his arm affectionately.

      
      The town appeared to be built upon a steep hillside. There did not seem to be any
         proper streets, but only narrow alleyways composed mainly of steps that wound up and
         down between the houses. The houses themselves were of the utmost simplicity; one
         might say severity. The walls were made of earth or clay, painted white, the doorways
         had plain wooden doors and the windows had plain wooden shutters. The steps of the alleys were also painted white. In all the
         town there did not seem to be so much as a spot of colour anywhere to relieve the
         eye: no flower in a flowerpot upon a windowsill, no painted toy left where a child
         had abandoned it in a doorway. Walking through these narrow streets was, thought Stephen,
         rather like losing oneself in the folds of an enormous linen napkin.
      

      
      It was eerily silent. As they went up and down the narrow steps they heard the murmur
         of grave conversation coming from the houses, but there was no laughter, no song,
         no child’s voice raised in excitement. From time to time they met an inhabitant of
         the town; a solemn, dark-faced man dressed in a white robe and pantaloons with a white
         turban upon his head. All carried walking-sticks – even the young men – though in
         truth none of them seemed to be very young; the inhabitants of this town had been
         born old.
      

      
      They saw only one woman (at least the gentleman with the thistle-down hair said it
         was a woman). She stood at her husband’s side robed from the crown of her head to
         the tip of her toe in a single garment the colour of shadows. When Stephen first saw
         her she had her back to him and it seemed in keeping with the dreamlike atmosphere
         of the place that as she turned slowly towards him, he saw that her face was not a
         face at all, but a panel of densely embroidered cloth of the same dusky hue as the
         rest of her garment.
      

      
      “These people are very strange,” whispered Stephen. “But they do not appear to be
         surprized to find us here.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said the gentleman. “It is part of the magic I have done that you and I should
         appear to them as two of their number. They are quite convinced that they have known
         us since childhood. Moreover you will find that you understand them perfectly and
         they will understand you – in spite of the obscurity of their language which is scarcely
         comprehensible to their own countrymen twenty-five miles away!”
      

      
      Presumably, Stephen thought, it was also part of the magic that the town’s inhabitants
         should not notice how loud the gentleman spoke and how his words echoed from every
         white-washed corner.
      

      
      The street they were descending turned a corner and ended abruptly at a low wall that
         had been put there to prevent unwary pedestrians from tumbling off the hill. From
         this spot the surrounding country could be viewed. A desolate valley of white rock
         lay before them under a cloudless sky. A hot wind blew across it. It was a world from
         which all flesh had been stripped, leaving only the bones.
      

      
      Stephen would have supposed that this place was a dream or part of his enchantment,
         had not the gentleman with the thistledown hair informed him excitedly that this was,
         “… Africa! Your ancestral soil, my dear Stephen!”
      

      
      “But,” thought Stephen, “my ancestors did not live here, I am sure. These people are
         darker than Englishmen, but they are far fairer than me. They are Arabs, I suppose.”
         Out loud he said, “Are we going anywhere in particular, sir?”
      

      
      “To see the market, Stephen!”

      
      Stephen was glad to hear it. The silence and emptiness were oppressive. The market
         presumably would have some noise, some bustle.
      

      
      But the market of this town proved to be of a very curious character. It was situated
         close to the high town walls just by a great wooden gate. There were no stalls, no
         crowds of eager people going about to view the wares. Instead everyone who felt at
         all inclined to buy any thing sat silently upon the ground with his hands folded while
         a market official – a sort of auctioneer – carried the goods about and shewed them
         to the prospective buyers. The auctioneer named the last price he had been offered
         and the buyer either shook his head or offered a higher one. There was not a great
         deal of variety in the goods – there were some bales of fine cloth and some embroidered
         articles, but mostly it was carpets. When Stephen remarked upon this to his companion,
         the gentleman replied, “Their religion is of the strictest sort, Stephen. Almost everything is forbidden
         to them except carpets.”
      

      
      Stephen watched them as they went mournfully about the market, these men whose mouths
         were perpetually closed lest they spoke some forbidden word, whose eyes were perpetually
         averted from forbidden sights, whose hands refrained at every moment from some forbidden
         act. It seemed to him that they did little more than half-exist. They might as well
         have been dreams or ghosts. In the silent town and the silent countryside only the
         hot wind seemed to have any real substance. Stephen felt he would not be surprized
         if one day the wind blew the town and its inhabitants entirely away.
      

      
      Stephen and the gentleman seated themselves in a corner of the market beneath a tattered
         brown awning.
      

      
      “Why are we here, sir?” asked Stephen.

      
      “So that we may have some quiet conversation, Stephen. A most serious matter has arisen.
         I am sorry to have to tell you that all our wonderful plans have been rudely overturned
         and once again it is the magicians who thwart us! Never was there such a rascally
         pair of men! Their only pleasure, I think, is in demonstrating their contempt of us!
         But one day, I believe …”
      

      
      The gentleman was a great deal more interested in abusing the magicians than he was
         in making his meaning clear and so it was some time before Stephen was able to understand
         what had happened. It seemed that Jonathan Strange had paid a visit to the King of
         England – for what reason the gentleman did not explain – and the gentleman had gone
         too with the idea first of seeing what the magician did and secondly of looking at
         the King of England.
      

      
      “… and I do not know how it is, but for some reason I never paid my respects to His
         Majesty before. I discovered him to be a most delightful old person! Very respectful
         to me! We had a great deal of conversation! He has suffered much from the cruel treatment
         of his subjects. The English take great pleasure in humbling the great and the noble. A great many Worthies throughout history have suffered from
         their vicious persecutions – people such as Charles I, Julius Caesar and, above all,
         you and me!”
      

      
      “I beg your pardon, sir. But you mentioned plans. What plans are these?”

      
      “Why, our plans to make you King of England, of course! You had not forgotten?”

      
      “No, indeed! But …”

      
      “Well! I do not know what may be your opinion, dearest Stephen,” declared the gentleman,
         not waiting to find out, “but I confess I grow weary of waiting for your wonderful
         destiny to happen of its own accord. I am very much inclined to anticipate the tardy
         Fates and make you King myself. Who knows? Perhaps I am meant to be the noble instrument
         that raises you to the lofty position that is yours by right! Nothing seems so likely!
         Well! While the King and I were talking, it occurred to me that the first step to
         making you King was to get rid of him! Observe! I meant the old man no harm. Upon
         the contrary! I wrapped his soul in sweetness and made him happier than he has been
         in many a long year. But this would not do for the magician! I had barely begun to
         weave an enchantment when the magician began to work against me. He employed ancient
         fairy magic of immense power. I was never more surprized in my life! Who could have
         supposed that he would have known how to do such a thing?”
      

      
      The gentleman paused in his tirade long enough for Stephen to say, “Grateful as I
         am for your care of me, sir, I feel obliged to observe that the present King has thirteen
         sons and daughters, the eldest of whom is already governing the country. Even if the
         King were dead, the Crown would certainly pass to one of them.”
      

      
      “Yes, yes! But the King’s children are all fat and stupid. Who wishes to be governed
         by such frights? When the people of England understand that they might instead be
         governed by you, Stephen – who are all elegance and charm and whose noble countenance
         would look so well upon a coin – why! they must be very dull indeed if they are not immediately delighted and rush to support your cause!”
      

      
      The gentleman, thought Stephen, understood the character of Englishmen a great deal
         less than he supposed.
      

      
      At that moment their conversation was interrupted by a most barbaric sound – a great
         horn was being blown. A number of men rushed forward and heaved the great town gates
         shut. Thinking that perhaps some danger threatened the town, Stephen looked round
         in alarm. “Sir, what is happening?”
      

      
      “Oh, it is these people’s custom to shut the gate every night against the wicked heathen,”
         said the gentleman, languidly, “by which they mean everyone except themselves. But
         tell me your opinion, Stephen? What should we do?”
      

      
      “Do, sir? About what?”

      
      “The magicians, Stephen! The magicians! It is clear to me now that as soon as your
         wonderful destiny begins to unfold, they are certain to interfere. Though why it should
         matter to them who is King of England, I cannot tell. I suppose being ugly and stupid
         themselves, they prefer to have a king the same. No, they are our enemies and consequently
         it behoves us to seek a way to destroy them utterly. Poison? Knives? Pistols? …”
      

      
      The auctioneer approached, holding out yet another carpet. “Twenty silver pennies,”
         he said in a slow, deliberate tone as if he were pronouncing a righteous doom upon
         all the world.
      

      
      The gentleman with the thistle-down hair regarded the carpet thoughtfully. “It is
         possible, of course,” he said, “to imprison someone within the pattern of a carpet
         for a thousand years or so. That is a particularly horrible fate which I always reserve
         for people who have offended me deeply – as have these magicians! The endless repetition
         of colour and pattern – not to mention the irritation of the dust and the humiliation
         of stains – never fails to render the prisoner completely mad! The prisoner always
         emerges from the carpet determined to wreak revenge upon all the world and then the
         magicians and heroes of that Age must join together to kill him or, more usually, imprison him a second time for yet more thousands of
         years in some even more ghastly prison. And so he goes on growing in madness and evil
         as the millennia pass. Yes, carpets! Perhaps …”
      

      
      “Thank you,” said Stephen to the auctioneer, quickly, “but we have no wish to buy
         this carpet. Pray, sir, pass on.”
      

      
      “You are right, Stephen,” said the gentleman. “Whatever their faults these magicians
         have proved themselves most adept at avoiding enchantments. We must find some other
         way to crush their spirits so that they no longer have the will to oppose us! We must
         make them wish they had never taken up the practice of magic!”
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The Nottinghamshire gentleman

      
      November 1814

      
      During Strange’s three-year absence Mr Drawlight and Mr Lascelles had enjoyed a little
         revival of their influence over Mr Norrell. Any one wishing to talk to Mr Norrell
         or ask for Mr Norrell’s assistance had been obliged to apply first to them. They had
         advised Mr Norrell upon the best way of managing the Ministers and the Ministers upon
         the best way of managing Mr Norrell. As friends and counsellors of England’s most
         eminent magician their acquaintance had been solicited by all the wealthiest and most
         fashionable people in the kingdom.
      

      
      After Strange’s return they continued to wait upon Mr Norrell as assiduously as ever,
         but now it was Strange’s opinion which Mr Norrell most wished to hear and Strange’s
         advice which he sought before any other. Naturally, this was not a state of affairs
         to please them and Drawlight, in particular, did all that was in his power to increase
         those little annoyances and resentments which each magician occasionally felt at the
         behaviour of the other.
      

      
      “I cannot believe that I do not know something that would harm him,” he said to Lascelles.
         “There are some very odd stories about what he did in Spain. Several people have told
         me that he raised a whole army of dead soldiers to fight the French. Corpses with
         shattered limbs and eyes hanging by a thread and every sort of horror that you can imagine! What do you suppose Norrell would say if he heard
         that?”
      

      
      Lascelles sighed. “I wish I could convince you of the futility of trying to manufacture
         a quarrel between them. They will do that themselves sooner or later.”
      

      
      A few days after Strange’s visit to the King a crowd of Mr Norrell’s friends and admirers
         gathered in the library at Hanover-square with the object of admiring a new portrait
         of the two magicians by Mr Lawrence.1 Mr Lascelles and Mr Drawlight were there, as were Mr and Mrs Strange and several of the King’s Ministers.
      

      
      The portrait shewed Mr Norrell in his plain grey coat and his old-fashioned wig. Both
         coat and wig seemed a little too large for him. He appeared to have withdrawn inside
         them and his small, blue eyes looked out at the world with a curious mixture of fearfulness
         and arrogance that put Sir Walter Pole in mind of his valet’s cat. Most people, it
         seemed, were having to put themselves to a little effort to find any thing flattering
         to say of Mr Norrell’s half of the picture, but everyone was happy to admire Strange’s
         half. Strange was painted behind Mr Norrell, half-sitting, half-leaning against a
         little table, entirely at his ease, with his mocking half-smile and his eyes full
         of smiles and secrets and spells – just as magicians’ eyes should be.
      

      
      “Oh! it is an excellent thing,” enthused a lady. “See how the darkness of the mirror
         behind the figures sets off Mr Strange’s head.”
      

      
      “People always imagine that magicians and mirrors go together,” complained Mr Norrell.
         “There is no mirror in that part of my library.”
      

      
      “Artists are tricky fellows, sir, forever reshaping the world according to some design
         of their own,” said Strange. “Indeed they are not unlike magicians in that. And yet
         he has made a curious piece of work of it. It is more like a door than a mirror –
         it is so dark. I can almost feel a draught coming from it. I do not like to see myself sitting
         so close to it – I am afraid that I may catch cold.”
      

      
      One of the Ministers, who had never been in Mr Norrell’s library before, made some
         admiring remark about its harmonious proportions and style of fitting up, which led
         other people to say how beautiful they thought it.
      

      
      “It is certainly a very fine room,” agreed Drawlight, “but it is really nothing in
         comparison with the library at Hurtfew Abbey! That is truly a charming room. I never
         in my life saw any thing so delightful, so complete. There are little pointed arches
         and a dome with pillars in the Gothic style and the carvings of leaves – dried and
         twisted leaves, as if withered by some horrid winter blast, all done in good English
         oak and ash and elm – are the most perfect things I ever saw. ‘Mr Norrell,’ I said,
         when I saw them, ‘there are depths in you that we have not suspected. You are quite
         a Romantic, sir.’ ”
      

      
      Mr Norrell looked as if he did not much like to hear the library at Hurtfew talked
         about so much, but Mr Drawlight continued regardless: “It is like being in a wood,
         a pretty little wood, late in the year, and the bindings of the books, being all tan
         and brown and dry with age, compound that impression. Indeed there are as many books,
         it seems, as the leaves in a wood.” Mr Drawlight paused. “And were you ever at Hurtfew,
         Mr Strange?”
      

      
      Strange replied that he had not yet had that pleasure.

      
      “Oh, you should go,” Drawlight smiled spitefully. “Indeed you should. It is truly
         wonderful.”
      

      
      Norrell looked anxiously at Strange but Strange did not reply. He had turned his back
         on them all and was gazing intently at his own portrait.
      

      
      As the others moved away and began to speak of something else, Sir Walter murmured,
         “You must not mind his malice.”
      

      
      “Mmmm?” said Strange. “Oh, it is not that. It is the mirror. Does it not look as if
         one could just walk into it? It would not be so difficult I think. One could use a
         spell of revelation. No, of unravelling. Or perhaps both. The way would be clear before one. One step forward
         and away.” He looked around him and said, “And there are days when I would be away.”
      

      
      “Where?” Sir Walter was surprized; there was no place he found so much to his liking
         as London with its gaslights and its shops, its coffee-houses and clubs, its thousand
         pretty women and its thousand varieties of gossip and he imagined it must be the same
         for every one.
      

      
      “Oh, wherever men of my sort used to go, long ago. Wandering on paths that other men
         have not seen. Behind the sky. On the other side of the rain.”
      

      
      Strange sighed again and his right foot tapped impatiently on Mr Norrell’s carpet,
         suggesting that, if he did not make up his mind soon to go to the forgotten paths,
         then his feet would carry him there of their own accord.
      

      
      By two o’clock the visitors had gone and Mr Norrell, who was rather anxious to avoid
         any conversation with Strange, went upstairs and hid himself away in his little room
         at the back of the house on the second floor. He sat down at his table and began to
         work. Very soon he had forgot all about Strange and the library at Hurtfew and all
         the disagreeable sensations which Drawlight’s speech had produced. He was therefore
         somewhat dismayed when a few minutes later there was a knock at the door and Strange
         walked in.
      

      
      “I beg your pardon for disturbing you, sir,” he said, “but there is something I wish
         to ask you.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Mr Norrell nervously. “Well, of course I am always very happy to answer
         any questions you may have, but just now there is a piece of business which I fear
         I cannot neglect. I have spoken to Lord Liverpool about our plan to secure the coast
         of Great Britain from storms by magic and he is quite delighted with it. Lord Liverpool
         says that every year property to the value of many hundreds of thousands of pounds
         is destroyed by the sea. Lord Liverpool says that he considers the preservation of
         property to be the first task of magic in peacetime. As always his lordship wishes it done immediately and it is a great deal of work. The county of Cornwall
         alone will take a week. I fear we must postpone our conversation until some other
         time.”
      

      
      Strange smiled. “If the magic is as urgent as that, sir, then I had better assist
         you and we can talk while we work. Where do you begin?”
      

      
      “At Yarmouth.”

      
      “And what are you using? Belasis?”

      
      “No, not Belasis. There is a reconstruction of Stokesey’s magic for calming stormy
         waters in Lanchester’s Language of Birds. I am not so foolish as to suppose that Lanchester greatly resembles Stokesey but
         he is the best we have. I have made some revisions to Lanchester and I am adding Pevensey’s
         spells of Ward and Watch.”2 Mr Norrell pushed some papers towards Strange. Strange studied the papers and then
         he too began to work.
      

      
      After a while Strange said, “I recently found a reference in Ormskirk’s Revelations of Thirty-Six Other Worlds to the kingdom that lies behind mirrors, a kingdom which is apparently full of the most convenient
         roads by which a traveller may get from one place to another.”
      

      
      This would not ordinarily have been a subject to please Mr Norrell, but he was so
         relieved to discover that Strange did not intend to quarrel with him about the library
         at Hurtfew that he grew quite communicative. “Oh yes, indeed! There is indeed a path
         which joins all the mirrors of the world. It was well-known to the Great Mediaevals.
         No doubt they trod it often. I fear I cannot give you any more precise information.
         The writers I have seen all describe it in different ways. Ormskirk says it is a road
         across a wide, dark moor, whereas Hickman calls it a vast house with many dark passages
         and great staircases.3 Hickman says that within this house there are stone bridges spanning deep chasms
         and canals of black water flowing between stone walls – to what destination or for
         what purpose no one knows.” Suddenly Mr Norrell was in an excellent humour. To sit quietly doing magic with Mr Strange was to him the very height
         of enjoyment. “And how does the article for the next Gentleman’s Magazine come along?” he asked.
      

      
      Strange thought for a moment. “I have not quite completed it,” he said.

      
      “What is it about? No, do not tell me! I greatly look forward to reading it! Perhaps
         you will bring it with you tomorrow?”
      

      
      “Oh! Tomorrow certainly.”

      
      That evening Arabella entered the drawing-room of her house in Soho-square and was
         somewhat surprized to discover that the carpet was now covered with small pieces of
         paper upon which were written spells and notes and fragments of Norrell’s conversation.
         Strange was standing in the middle of the room, staring down at the papers and pulling
         his hair.
      

      
      “What in the world can I put in the next article for the Gentleman’s Magazine?” he demanded.
      

      
      “I do not know, my love. Has Mr Norrell made no suggestion?” Strange frowned. “For
         some reason he thinks it is already done.”
      

      
      “Well, what about trees and magic?” suggested Arabella. “You were only saying the
         other day how interesting the subject is and very much neglected.”
      

      
      Strange took a clean sheet of paper and began rapidly scribbling notes upon it. “Oak
         trees can be befriended and will aid you against your enemies if they think your cause
         is just. Birch woods are well known for providing doors into Faerie. Ash-trees will
         never cease to mourn until the Raven King comes home again.4 No, no! That will never do. I cannot say that. Norrell would have a fit.” He crumpled
         up the paper and threw it in the fire.
      

      
      “Oh! Then perhaps you will listen for a moment to what I have to say,” said Arabella.
         “I paid a visit to Lady Westby’s house today, where I met a very odd young lady who
         seems to be under the impression that you are teaching her magic.”
      

      
      Strange looked up briefly. “I am not teaching any one magic,” he said.

      
      “No, my love,” said Arabella patiently, “I know that you are not. That is what makes
         it so extraordinary.”
      

      
      “And what is the name of this confused young person?”

      
      “Miss Gray.”

      
      “I do not know her.”

      
      “A smart, stylish girl, but not handsome. She is apparently very rich and absolutely
         wild for magic. Everybody says so. She has a fan decorated with your pictures – yours
         and Mr Norrell’s – and she has read every word that you and Lord Portishead have ever
         published.”
      

      
      Strange stared thoughtfully at her for several seconds, so that Arabella mistakenly
         supposed he must be considering what she had just said. But when he spoke it was only
         to say in a tone of gentle reproof, “My love, you are standing on my papers.” He took
         her arm and moved her gently aside.
      

      
      “She told me that she has paid you four hundred guineas for the privilege of being
         your pupil. She says that in return you have sent her letters with descriptions of
         spells and recommendations of books to read.”
      

      
      “Four hundred guineas! Well, that is odd. I might forget a young lady, but I do not
         think I could forget four hundred guineas.” A piece of paper caught Strange’s eye
         and he picked it up and began to read it.
      

      
      “I thought at first that she might have invented this story in order to make me jealous
         and cause a quarrel between us, but her mania does not seem to be of that sort. It
         is not your person she admires, it is your profession. I cannot make head nor tail of it. What can these
         letters be? Who can have written them?”
      

      
      Strange picked up a little memorandum book (it happened to be Arabella’s housekeeping
         book and nothing to do with him at all) and began to scribble notes in it.
      

      
      “Jonathan!”

      
      “Mmm?”

      
      “What should I say to Miss Gray when I see her next?”

      
      “Ask her about the four hundred guineas. Tell her I have not received it yet.”

      
      “Jonathan! This is a serious matter.”

      
      “Oh! I quite agree. There are few things as serious as four hundred guineas.”

      
      Arabella said again that it was the oddest thing in the world. She told Strange that
         she was quite concerned upon Miss Gray’s account and she said she wished he would
         speak to Miss Gray so that the mystery might be resolved. But she said all this for
         her own satisfaction, since she knew perfectly well that he was no longer attending
         to her.
      

      
      A few days later Strange and Sir Walter Pole were playing at billiards at the Bedford
         in Covent-garden. The game had come to an impasse as Sir Walter had begun, as usual, to accuse Strange of transporting billiard balls
         about the table by magic.
      

      
      Strange declared that he had done no such thing.

      
      “I saw you touch your nose,” complained Sir Walter.

      
      “Good God!” cried Strange. “A man may sneeze, mayn’t he? I have a cold.”

      
      Two other friends of Strange and Sir Walter, Lieutenant-Colonel Colquhoun Grant and
         Colonel Manningham, who were watching the game, said that if Strange and Sir Walter
         merely wished to quarrel then was it entirely necessary for them to occupy the billiards
         table to do it? Colquhoun Grant and Colonel Manningham hinted that there were other
         people – more interested in the game itself – who were waiting to play. This, developing
         into a more general argument, unfortunately led two country gentlemen to put their heads
         round the door and inquire when the table might be free for a game, unaware that on
         Thursday evenings the billiards room at the Bedford was generally considered to be
         the personal property of Sir Walter Pole and Jonathan Strange and their particular
         friends.
      

      
      “Upon my word,” said Colquhoun Grant, “I do not know. But probably not for a very
         long while.”
      

      
      The first of the two country gentlemen was a thick-set, solid-looking person with
         a coat of heavy brown cloth and boots which would have appeared more to advantage
         at some provincial market than in the fashionable surroundings of the Bedford. The
         second country gentleman was a limp little man with an expression of perpetual astonishment.
      

      
      “But, sir,” said the first man, addressing Strange in tones of the utmost reasonableness,
         “you are talking, not playing. Mr Tantony and I are from Nottinghamshire. We have
         ordered our dinner but are told we must wait another hour before it is ready. Let
         us play while you have your chat and then we will be only too glad to give up the
         table to you again.”
      

      
      His manner as he said this was perfectly polite, yet it rather rankled with Strange’s
         party. Everything about him plainly spoke him to be a farmer or a tradesman and they
         were not best pleased that he took it upon himself to order them about.
      

      
      “If you examine the table,” said Strange, “you will see that we have just begun. To
         ask a gentleman to break off before his game is ended – well, sir, it is a thing that
         is never done at the Bedford.”
      

      
      “Ah! Is it not?” said the Nottinghamshire gentleman pleasantly. “Then I beg your pardon.
         But perhaps you will not object to telling me whether you think it will be a short
         game or a long one?”
      

      
      “We have already told you,” said Grant. “We do not know.” He gave Strange a look which
         plainly said, “This fellow is very stupid.”
      

      
      It was at this point that the Nottinghamshire gentleman began to suspect that Strange’s
         party were not merely unhelpful, but that they intended to be rude to him. He frowned
         and indicated the limp little man with the astonished expression who stood at his
         side. “It is Mr Tantony’s first visit to London and he does not desire to come again.
         I particularly wished to shew him the Bedford Coffee-house, but I did not think to
         find the people so very disobliging.”
      

      
      “Well, if you do not like it here,” said Strange, angrily, “then I can only suggest
         that you go back home to wherever it is … Nothing-shire, I think you said?”
      

      
      Colquhoun Grant gave the Nottinghamshire gentleman a very cool look and remarked to
         nobody in particular, “It is no wonder to me that farming is in such a parlous condition.
         Farmers nowadays are always upon the gad. One meets with them at all the idlest haunts
         in the kingdom. They consult nothing but their own pleasure. Is there no wheat to
         be sown in Nottinghamshire, I wonder? No pigs to be fed?”
      

      
      “Mr Tantony and I are not farmers, sir!” exclaimed the Nottinghamshire gentleman indignantly.
         “We are brewers. Gatcombe and Tantony’s Entire Stout is our most celebrated beer and
         it is famed throughout three counties!”
      

      
      “Thank you, but we have beer and brewers enough in London already,” remarked Colonel
         Manningham. “Pray, do not stay upon our account.”
      

      
      “But we are not here to sell beer! We have come for a far nobler purpose than that!
         Mr Tantony and I are enthusiasts for magic! We consider that it is every patriotic
         Englishman’s duty to interest himself in the subject. London is no longer merely the
         capital of Great Britain – it is the centre of our magical scholarship. For many years
         it was Mr Tantony’s dearest wish that he might learn magic, but the art was in such
         a wretched condition that it made him despair. His friends bade him be more cheerful.
         We told him that it is when things are at their worst that they start to mend. And we were right, for almost immediately there appeared two of the greatest magicians
         that England has ever known. I refer of course to Mr Norrell and Mr Strange! The wonders
         which they have performed have given Englishmen cause to bless the country of their
         birth again and encouraged Mr Tantony to hope that he might one day be of their number.”
      

      
      “Indeed? Well, it is my belief that he will be disappointed,” observed Strange.

      
      “Then, sir, you could not be more wrong!” cried the Nottinghamshire gentleman triumphantly.
         “Mr Tantony is being instructed in the magical arts by Mr Strange himself!”
      

      
      Unfortunately, Strange happened at that moment to be leaning across the table, balanced
         upon one foot to take aim at a billiard ball. So surprized was he at what he heard
         that he missed the shot entirely, struck his cue against the side of the table and
         promptly fell over.
      

      
      “I think there must be some mistake,” said Colquhoun Grant.

      
      “No, sir. No mistake,” said the Nottinghamshire gentleman with an air of infuriating
         calmness.
      

      
      Strange, getting up from the floor, asked, “What does he look like, this Mr Strange?”

      
      “Alas,” said the Nottinghamshire gentleman, “I cannot give you any precise information
         upon that point. Mr Tantony has never met Mr Strange. Mr Tantony’s education is conducted
         entirely by letters. But we have great hopes of seeing Mr Strange in the street. We
         go to Soho-square tomorrow expressly for the purpose of looking at his house.”
      

      
      “Letters!” exclaimed Strange.

      
      “I would think an education by correspondence must of a very inferior sort,” said
         Sir Walter.
      

      
      “Not at all!” cried the Nottinghamshire gentleman. “Mr Strange’s letters are full
         of sage advice and remarkable insights into the condition of English magic. Why, only
         the other day Mr Tantony wrote and asked Mr Strange for a spell to make it stop raining – we get a great deal of rain in our part of Nottinghamshire. The very next
         day Mr Strange wrote back and said that, though there were indeed spells that could
         move rain and sunshine about, like pieces on a chessboard, he would never employ them
         except in the direst need, and he advised Mr Tantony to follow his example. English
         magic, said Mr Strange, had grown up upon English soil and had in a sense been nurtured
         by English rain. Mr Strange said that in meddling with English weather, we meddled
         with England, and in meddling with England we risked destroying the very foundations
         of English magic. We thought that a very striking instance of Mr Strange’s genius,
         did we not, Mr Tantony?” The Nottinghamshire man gave his friend a little shake which
         made him blink several times.
      

      
      “Did you ever say that?” murmured Sir Walter.

      
      “Why! I think I did,” answered Strange. “I believe I said something of the sort …
         when would it have been? Last Friday, I suppose.”
      

      
      “And to whom did you say it?”

      
      “To Norrell, of course.”

      
      “And was there any other person in the room?”

      
      Strange paused. “Drawlight,” he said slowly.

      
      “Ah!”

      
      “Sir,” said Strange to the Nottinghamshire gentleman. “I beg your pardon if I offended
         you before. But you must admit that there was something about the way in which you
         spoke to me which was not quite … In short I have a temper and you piqued me. I am
         Jonathan Strange and I am sorry to tell you that I never heard of you or Mr Tantony
         until today. I suspect that Mr Tantony and I are both the dupes of an unscrupulous
         man. I presume that Mr Tantony pays me for his education? Might I ask where he sends
         the money? If it is to Little Ryder-street then I shall have the proof I need.”
      

      
      Unfortunately the Nottinghamshire gentleman and Mr Tantony had formed an idea of Strange
         as a tall, deep-chested man with a long white beard, a ponderous way of speaking and an antiquated mode of dress.
         As the Mr Strange who stood before them was slender, clean-shaven, quick of speech
         and dressed exactly like every other rich, fashionable gentleman in London, they could
         not at first be persuaded that this was the right person.
      

      
      “Well, that is easily resolved,” said Colquhoun Grant.

      
      “Of course,” said Sir Walter, “I will summon a waiter. Perhaps the word of a servant
         will do what the word of a gentleman cannot. John! Come here! We want you!”
      

      
      “No, no, no!” cried Grant, “That was not what I meant at all. John, you may go away
         again. We do not want you. There are any number of things which Mr Strange could do
         which would prove his incomparable magicianship far better than any mere assurances.
         He is after all the Greatest Magician of the Age.”
      

      
      “Surely,” said the Nottinghamshire man with a frown, “that title belongs to Mr Norrell?”

      
      Colquhoun Grant smiled. “Colonel Manningham and I had the honour, sir, to fight with
         his Grace the Duke of Wellington in Spain. I assure you we knew nothing of Mr Norrell
         there. It was Mr Strange – this gentleman here – whom we trusted. Now, if he were
         to perform some startling act of magic then I do not think you could doubt any longer
         and then I am sure your great respect for English magic and English magicians would
         not allow you to remain silent a moment longer. I am sure you would wish to tell him
         all you know about these forged letters.” Grant looked at the Nottinghamshire gentleman
         inquiringly.
      

      
      “Well,” said the Nottinghamshire gentleman, “you are a very queer set of gentlemen,
         I must say, and what you can mean by spinning me such a tale as this, I do not know.
         For I tell you plainly I will be very much surprized if the letters prove to be forgeries
         when every line, every word breathes good English magic!”
      

      
      “But,” said Grant, “if, as we suppose, this scoundrel made use of Mr Strange’s own
         words to concoct his lies, then that would explain it, would it not? Now, in order to prove that he is who we say he is, Mr Strange
         shall now shew you something that no man living has ever seen!”
      

      
      “Why?” said the Nottinghamshire man. “What will he do?” Grant smiled broadly and turned
         to Strange, as if he too were suddenly struck with curiosity. “Yes, Strange, tell
         us. What will you do?”
      

      
      But it was Sir Walter who answered. He nodded in the direction of a large Venetian
         mirror which took up most of one wall and was at that moment reflecting only darkness,
         and he declared, “He will walk into that mirror and he will not come out again.”
      

      
   
      
      
36
All the mirrors of the world

      
      November 1814

      
      The village of Hampstead is situated five miles north of London. In our grandfathers’
         day it was an entirely unremarkable collection of farmhouses and cottages, but the
         existence of so rustic a spot close to London attracted large numbers of people to
         go there to enjoy the sweet air and verdure. A racecourse and bowling-green were built
         for their amusement. Bun shops and tea-gardens provided refreshment. Rich people bought
         summer cottages there and Hampstead soon became what it is today: one of the favourite
         resorts of fashionable London society. In a very short space of time it has grown
         from a country village to a place of quite respectable size – almost a little town.
      

      
      Two hours after Sir Walter, Colonel Grant, Colonel Manningham and Jonathan Strange
         had quarrelled with the Nottinghamshire gentleman a carriage entered Hampstead on
         the London road and turned into a dark lane which was overhung with elder bushes,
         lilacs and hawthorns. The carriage drove to a house at the end of the lane where it
         stopped and Mr Drawlight got out.
      

      
      The house had once been a farmhouse, but it had been much improved in recent years.
         Its small country windows – more useful for keeping out the cold than letting in the
         light – had all been made large and regular; a pillared portico had replaced the mean
         country doorway; the farm-yard had been entirely swept away and a flower garden and
         shrubbery established in its place.
      

      
      Mr Drawlight knocked upon the door. A maidservant answered his knock and immediately
         conducted him to a drawing-room. The room must once have been the farmhouse-parlour,
         but all signs of its original character had disappeared beneath costly French wallpapers,
         Persian carpets and English furniture of the newest make and style.
      

      
      Drawlight had not waited there more than a few minutes when a lady entered the room.
         She was tall, well-formed and beautiful. Her gown was of scarlet velvet and her white
         neck was set off by an intricate necklace of jet beads.
      

      
      Through an open door across the passageway could be glimpsed a dining-parlour, as
         expensively got up as the drawing-room. The remains of a meal upon the table shewed
         that the lady had dined alone. It seemed that she had put on the red gown and black
         necklace for her own amusement.
      

      
      “Ah, madam!” cried Drawlight leaping up. “I hope you are well?”

      
      She made a little gesture of dismissal. “I suppose I am well. As well as I can be
         with scarcely any society and no variety of occupation.”
      

      
      “What!” cried Drawlight in a shocked voice. “Are you all alone here?”

      
      “I have one companion – an old aunt. She urges religion upon me.”

      
      “Oh, madam!” cried Drawlight. “Do not waste your energies upon prayers and sermons.
         You will get no comfort there. Instead, fix your thoughts upon revenge.”
      

      
      “I shall. I do,” she said simply. She sat down upon the sopha opposite the window.
         “And how are Mr Strange and Mr Norrell?”
      

      
      “Oh, busy, madam! Busy, busy, busy! I could wish for their sakes, as well as yours,
         that they were less occupied. Only yesterday Mr Strange inquired most particularly
         after you. He wished to know if you were in good spirits. ‘Oh! Tolerable,’ I told him, ‘merely tolerable.’
         Mr Strange is shocked, madam, frankly shocked at the heartless behaviour of your relations.”
      

      
      “Indeed? I wish that his indignation might shew itself in more practical ways,” she
         said coolly. “I have paid him more than a hundred guineas and he has done nothing.
         I am tired of trying to arrange matters through an intermediary, Mr Drawlight. Convey
         to Mr Strange my compliments. Tell him I am ready to meet him wherever he chuses at
         any hour of the day or night. All times are alike to me. I have no engagements.”
      

      
      “Ah, madam! How I wish I could do as you ask. How Mr Strange wishes it! But I fear
         it is quite impossible.”
      

      
      “So you say, but I have heard no reason – at least none that satisfies me. I suppose
         Mr Strange is nervous of what people will say if we are seen together. But our meeting
         may be quite private. No one need know.”
      

      
      “Oh, madam! You have quite misunderstood Mr Strange’s character! Nothing in the world
         would please him so much as an opportunity to shew the world how he despises your
         persecutors. It is entirely upon your account that he is so circumspect. He fears
         …”
      

      
      But what Mr Strange feared the lady never learnt, for at that moment Drawlight stopt
         suddenly and looked about him with an expression of the utmost perplexity upon his
         face. “What in the world was that?” he asked.
      

      
      It was as if a door had opened somewhere. Or possibly a series of doors. There was
         a sensation as of a breeze blowing into the house and bringing with it the half-remembered
         scents of childhood. There was a shift in the light which seemed to cause all the
         shadows in the room to fall differently. There was nothing more definite than that,
         and yet, as often happens when some magic is occurring, both Drawlight and the lady
         had the strongest impression that nothing in the visible world could be relied upon
         any more. It was as if one might put out one’s hand to touch any thing in the room
         and discover it was no longer there.
      

      
      A tall mirror hung upon the wall above the sopha where the lady sat. It shewed a second
         great white moon in a second tall dark window and a second dim mirror-room. But Drawlight
         and the lady did not appear in the mirror-room at all. Instead there was a kind of
         an indistinctness, which became a sort of shadow, which became the dark shape of someone
         coming towards them. From the path which this person took, it could clearly be seen
         that the mirror-room was not like the original at all and that it was only by odd
         tricks of lighting and perspective – such as one might meet with in the theatre –
         that they appeared to be the same. It seemed that the mirror-room was actually a long
         corridor. The hair and coat of the mysterious figure were stirred by a wind which
         could not be felt in their own room and, though he walked briskly towards the glass
         which separated the two rooms, it was taking him some time to reach it. But finally
         he reached the glass and then there was a moment when his dark shape loomed very large
         behind it and his face was still in shadow.
      

      
      Then Strange hopped down from the mirror very neatly, smiled his most charming smile
         and bid both Drawlight and the lady, “Good evening.”
      

      
      He waited a moment, as if allowing someone else time to speak and then, when no one
         did, he said, “I hope you will be so kind, madam, as to forgive the lateness of my
         visit. To say the truth the way was a little more meandering than I had anticipated.
         I took a wrong turning and very nearly arrived in … well, I do not quite know where.”
      

      
      He paused again, as if waiting for someone to invite him to sit down. When no one
         did, he sat down anyway.
      

      
      Drawlight and the lady in the red gown stared at him. He smiled back at them.

      
      “I have been getting acquainted with Mr Tantony,” he told Drawlight. “A most pleasant
         gentleman, though not very talkative. His friend, Mr Gatcombe, however, told me all
         I wished to know.”
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      “You are Mr Strange?” asked the lady in the red gown.
      

      
      “I am, madam.”

      
      “This is most fortunate. Mr Drawlight was just explaining to me why you and I could
         never meet.”
      

      
      “It is true, madam, that until tonight circumstances did not favour our meeting. Mr
         Drawlight, pray make the introductions.”
      

      
      Drawlight muttered that the lady in the red gown was Mrs Bullworth.

      
      Strange rose, bowed to Mrs Bullworth and sat down again.

      
      “Mr Drawlight has, I believe, told you of my horrible situation?” said Mrs Bullworth.

      
      Strange made a small gesture with his head which might have meant one thing or might
         have meant another thing or might have meant nothing at all. He said, “A narration
         by an unconnected person can never match the tale told by someone intimately concerned
         with the events. There may be vital points which Mr Drawlight has, for one reason
         or another, omitted. Indulge me, madam. Let me it hear from you.”
      

      
      “All?”

      
      “All.”

      
      “Very well. I am, as you know, the daughter of a gentleman in Northamptonshire. My
         father’s property is extensive. His house and income are large. We are among the first
         people in that county. But my family have always encouraged me to believe that with
         my beauty and accomplishments I might occupy an even higher position in the world.
         Two years ago I made a very advantageous marriage. Mr Bullworth is rich and we moved
         in the most fashionable circles. But still I was not happy. In the summer of last
         year I had the misfortune to meet a man who is everything Mr Bullworth is not: handsome,
         clever, amusing. A few short weeks were enough to convince me that I preferred this
         man to any one I had ever seen.” She gave a little shrug of her shoulders. “Two days
         before Christmas I left my husband’s house in his company. I hoped – indeed expected
         – to divorce Mr Bullworth and marry him. But that was not his intention. By the end of January we
         had quarrelled and my friend had deserted me. He returned to his house and all his
         usual pursuits, but there was to be no such revival of a former life for me. My husband
         cast me off. My friends refused to receive me. I was forced back upon the mercy of
         my father. He told me that he would provide for me for the rest of my life, but in
         return I must live in perfect retirement. No more balls for me, no more parties, no
         more friends. No more any thing.” She gazed into the distance for a moment, as if
         in contemplation of all that she had lost, but just as quickly she shook off her melancholy
         and declared, “And now to business!” She went to a little writing-table, opened a
         drawer and drew out a paper which she offered to Strange. “I have, as you suggested,
         made a list of all the people who have betrayed me,” she said.
      

      
      “Ah, I told you to make a list, did I?” said Strange, taking the paper. “How businesslike
         I am! It is quite a long list.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Mrs Bullworth. “Every name will be considered a separate commission and
         you shall have your fee for each. I have taken the liberty of writing by each name
         the punishment which I believe ought to be theirs. But your superior knowledge of
         magic may suggest other, more appropriate fates for my enemies. I should be glad of
         your recommendations.”
      

      
      “ ‘Sir James Southwell. Gout,’ ” read Strange.

      
      “My father,” explained Mrs Bullworth. “He wearied me to death with speeches upon my
         wicked character and exiled me for ever from my home. In many ways it is he who is
         the author of all my miseries. I wish I could harden my heart enough to decree some
         more serious illness for him. But I cannot. I suppose that is what is meant by the
         weakness of women.”
      

      
      “Gout is exceedingly painful,” observed Strange. “Or so I am told.”

      
      Mrs Bullworth made a gesture of impatience.

      
      “ ‘Miss Elizabeth Church,’ ” continued Strange. “ ‘To have her engagement broken off.’
         Who is Miss Elizabeth Church?”
      

      
      “A cousin of mine – a tedious, embroidering sort of girl. No one ever paid her the
         least attention until I married Mr Bullworth. Yet now I hear she is to be married
         to a clergyman and my father has given her a banker’s draft to pay for wedding clothes
         and new furniture. My father has promised Lizzie and the clergyman that he will use
         his interest to get them all sorts of preferments. Their way is to be made easy. They
         are to live in York where they will attend dinners and parties and balls, and enjoy
         all those pleasures which ought to have been mine. Mr Strange,” she cried, growing
         more energetic, “surely there must be spells to make the clergyman hate the very sight
         of Lizzie? To make him shudder at the sound of her voice?”
      

      
      “I do not know,” said Strange. “I never considered the matter before. I suppose there
         must be.” He returned to the list. “ ‘Mr Bullworth’ …”
      

      
      “My husband,” she said.

      
      “… ‘To be bitten by dogs.’ ”

      
      “He has seven great black brutes and thinks more of them than of any human creature.”

      
      “ ‘Mrs Bullworth senior’ – your husband’s mother, I suppose – ‘To be drowned in a
         laundry tub. To be choked to death on her own apricot preserves. To be baked accidentally
         in a bread oven.’ That is three deaths for one woman. Forgive me, Mrs Bullworth, but
         the greatest magician that ever lived could not kill the same person three different
         ways.”
      

      
      “Do as much as you can manage,” said Mrs Bullworth stubbornly. “The old woman is so
         insufferably proud of her housekeeping. She bored me to death upon the subject.”
      

      
      “I see. Well, this is all very Shakespearian. And so we come to the last name. ‘Henry
         Lascelles.’ I know this gentleman.” Strange looked inquiringly at Drawlight.
      

      
      Mrs Bullworth said, “That is the person under whose protection I left my husband’s
         house.”
      

      
      “Ah! And what shall his fate be?”

      
      “Bankruptcy,” she said in a fierce, low voice. “Lunacy. Fire. A disfiguring disease.
         A horse to trample upon him! A villain to lie in wait for him and cut his face with
         a knife! A vision of horror to haunt him and drive away sleep night after night!”
         She rose and began to pace about the room. “Let every mean and dishonourable action
         he ever did be published in the newspaper! Let everyone in London shun him! Let him
         seduce some country girl who will go mad for love of him. Let her follow him wherever
         he goes for years and years. Let him become an object of ridicule because of her.
         Let her never leave him in peace. Let some mistake upon the part of an honest man
         lead to his being accused of a crime. Let him suffer all the indignities of trial
         and imprisonment. Let him be branded! Let him be beaten! Let him be whipped! And let
         him be executed!”
      

      
      “Mrs Bullworth,” said Strange, “pray, calm yourself.”

      
      Mrs Bullworth stopped pacing. She ceased calling down horrible fates upon Mr Lascelles’s
         head, but still she could hardly have been said to be calm. Her breath came rapidly,
         she trembled all over and her face still worked furiously.
      

      
      Strange watched until he judged her enough in command of herself to understand what
         he wanted to say and then he began, “I am sorry, Mrs Bullworth, but you have been
         the victim of a cruel deception. This,” he glanced at Drawlight, “person has lied
         to you. Mr Norrell and I have never undertaken commissions for private individuals.
         We have never employed this person as an agent to find business for us. I never even
         heard your name until tonight.”
      

      
      Mrs Bullworth stared at him a moment and then turning upon Drawlight. “Is this true?”

      
      Drawlight fixed his miserable gaze upon the carpet and mumbled some sort of speech
         in which only the words “madam” and “peculiar situation” were discernible.
      

      
      Mrs Bullworth reached up and rang the bellpull.

      
      The maid who had let Drawlight into the house reappeared.

      
      “Haverhill,” said Mrs Bullworth, “remove Mr Drawlight.”
      

      
      Unlike the majority of maids in fashionable households who are chosen mainly for their
         pretty faces, Haverhill was a competent-looking person of the middle age with strong
         arms and an unforgiving expression. But on this occasion she was required to do very
         little since Mr Drawlight was only too grateful for the opportunity to remove himself.
         He picked up his stick and scuttled out of the room the moment Haverhill opened the
         door.
      

      
      Mrs Bullworth turned to Strange. “Will you help me? Will you do what I ask? If the
         money is not sufficient …”
      

      
      “Oh, the money!” Strange made a dismissive gesture. “I am sorry, but as I have just
         told you, I do not undertake private commissions.”
      

      
      She stared at him, and then said in a wondering tone, “Can it be that you are entirely
         unmoved by the misery of my situation?”
      

      
      “Upon the contrary, Mrs Bullworth, a system of morality which punishes the woman and
         leaves no share of blame to the man seems to me quite detestable. But beyond that
         I will not go. I will not hurt innocent people.”
      

      
      “Innocent!” she cried. “Innocent! Who is innocent? No one!”

      
      “Mrs Bullworth, there is nothing to be said. I can do nothing for you. I am sorry.”

      
      She regarded him sourly. “Hmm, well. At least you have the grace to refrain from recommending
         repentance or good works or needlework or whatever it is the other fools hold up as
         a cure for a blank life and a broken heart. Nevertheless I think it will be best for
         both of us if this interview is brought to a conclusion. Good night, Mr Strange.”
      

      
      Strange bowed. As he left the room he gave a wistful glance at the mirror above the
         sopha, as if he would have preferred to depart by that means, but Haverhill held the
         door open and common politeness obliged him to go through it.
      

      
      Having neither horse nor carriage, he walked the five miles from Hampstead to Soho-square.
         On arriving at his own front door he discovered that although it was almost two o’clock in the morning there was a light
         in every window of the house. Before he could even fish in his pocket for his doorkey,
         the door was flung open by Colquhoun Grant.
      

      
      “Good heavens! What are you doing here?” cried Strange.

      
      Grant did not trouble to answer him, but instead turned back into the house and called,
         “He is here, ma’am! He is quite safe.”
      

      
      Arabella came running, almost tumbling, out of the drawing-room, followed a moment
         later by Sir Walter. Then Jeremy Johns and several of the servants appeared in the
         passageway leading to the kitchen.
      

      
      “Has something happened? Is something wrong?” asked Strange, gazing at them all in
         surprize.
      

      
      “Blockhead!” laughed Grant, striking him affectionately on the head. “We were concerned
         about you! Where in the world have you been?”
      

      
      “Hampstead.”

      
      “Hampstead!” exclaimed Sir Walter. “Well, we are very glad to see you!” He glanced
         at Arabella and added nervously, “I fear we have made Mrs Strange anxious for no good
         reason.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Strange to his wife. “You were not afraid, were you? I was perfectly well.
         I always am.”
      

      
      “There, ma’am!” declared Colonel Grant cheerfully. “It is just as I told you. In Spain
         Mr Strange was often in great peril, but we were never in the least concerned about
         him. He is too clever to come to any harm.”
      

      
      “Must we stand in the hallway?” asked Strange. On the way from Hampstead he had been
         thinking about magic and he had intended to continue doing so at home. Instead, he
         found a house full of people all talking together. It put him out of humour.
      

      
      He led the way into the drawing-room and asked Jeremy to bring him some wine and something
         to eat. When they were all seated he said, “It was just as we supposed. Drawlight
         has been arranging for Norrell and I to perform every sort of Black Magic you can think of. I found him with a most excitable young woman who wanted me to inflict
         torments upon her relations.”
      

      
      “How horrible!” said Colonel Grant.

      
      “And what did Drawlight say?” asked Sir Walter. “How did he explain himself?”

      
      “Ha!” Strange let out a short burst of uncheerful laughter. “He did not say any thing.
         He simply ran away – which was a pity, as I had a great mind to challenge him to a
         duel.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Arabella suddenly. “It is duels now, is it?”

      
      Sir Walter and Grant both looked at her in alarm, but Strange was too absorbed in
         what he was saying to notice her angry expression. “Not that I suppose he would have
         accepted, but I should have liked to frighten him a little. God knows he deserves
         it.”
      

      
      “But you have not said any thing about this kingdom, path – whatever it is – behind
         the mirror,” said Colonel Grant. “Did it answer your expectations?”
      

      
      Strange shook his head. “I do not have the words to describe it. All that Norrell
         and I have done is as nothing in comparison! And yet we have the audacity to call
         ourselves magicians! I wish I could give you an idea of its grandeur! Of its size
         and complexity! Of the great stone halls that lead off in every direction! I tried
         at first to judge their length and number, but soon gave up. There seemed no end to
         them. There were canals of still water in stone embankments. The water appeared black
         in the gloomy light. I saw staircases that rose up so high I could not see the top
         of them, and others that descended into utter blackness. Then suddenly I passed under
         an arch and found myself upon a stone bridge that crossed a dark, empty landscape.
         The bridge was so vast that I could not see the end of it. Imagine a bridge that joined
         Islington to Twickenham! Or York to Newcastle! And everywhere in the halls and on
         the bridge I saw his likeness.”
      

      
      “Whose likeness?” asked Sir Walter.

      
      “The man that Norrell and I have slandered in almost everything we have written. The man whose name Norrell can hardly bear to hear mentioned.
         The man who built the halls, canals, bridge, everything! John Uskglass, the Raven
         King! Of course, the structure has fallen into disrepair over the centuries. Whatever
         John Uskglass once used these roads for, it seems he no longer needs them. Statues
         and masonry have collapsed. Shafts of light break in from God-knows-where. Some halls
         are blocked, while others are flooded. And I will tell you something else very curious.
         There were a great number of discarded shoes everywhere I went. Presumably they belonged
         to other travellers. They were of a very ancient style and much decayed. From which
         I conclude that these passages have been little frequented in recent years. In all
         the time I was walking I only saw one other person.”
      

      
      “You saw someone else?” said Sir Walter.

      
      “Oh, yes! At least I think it was a person. I saw a shadow moving along a white road
         that crossed the dark moor. You must understand that I was upon the bridge at the
         time and it was much higher than any bridge I have ever seen in this world. The ground
         appeared to be several thousand feet beneath me. I looked down and saw someone. If
         I had not been so set upon finding Drawlight, I would certainly have found a way down
         and followed him or her, for it seems to me that there could be no better way for
         a magician to spend his time than in conversation with such a person.”
      

      
      “But would such a person be safe?” asked Arabella.

      
      “Safe?” said Strange, contemptuously. “Oh, no. I do not think so. But then I flatter
         myself that neither am I particularly safe. I hope I have not missed my chance. I hope that when I return tomorrow I will find
         some clue as to where the mysterious figure went.”
      

      
      “Return!” exclaimed Sir Walter. “But are you sure …?”

      
      “Oh!” cried Arabella, interrupting. “I see how it is to be! You will be walking these
         paths every moment Mr Norrell can spare you, while I remain here in a condition of
         the most miserable suspense, wondering if I am ever to see you again!”
      

      
      Strange looked at her in surprize. “Arabella? Whatever is the matter?”
      

      
      “The matter! You are set upon putting yourself in the most horrible danger and you
         expect me to say nothing about it!”
      

      
      Strange made a sort of gesture of combined appeal and helplessness, as if he were
         calling upon Sir Walter and Grant to bear witness how exceedingly unreasonable this
         was. He said, “But when I told you I was going to Spain, you were perfectly composed,
         even though a vicious war was raging there at the time. This, on the other hand, is
         quite …”
      

      
      “Perfectly composed? I assure you I was nothing of the kind! I was horribly afraid
         for you – as were all the wives and mothers and sisters of the men in Spain. But you
         and I agreed that you had a duty to go. And besides, in Spain you had the entire British
         Army with you, whereas there you will be perfectly alone. I say ‘there’, but none
         of us knows where ‘there’ is!”
      

      
      “I beg your pardon, but I know exactly where it is! It is the King’s Roads. Really,
         Arabella, I think it is a little late in the day to decide you do not like my profession!”
      

      
      “Oh, that is not fair! I have never said a word against your profession. I think it
         one of the noblest in the world. I am proud beyond measure of what you and Mr Norrell
         have done and I have never objected in the least to your learning whatever new magic
         you saw fit – but until today you have always been content to make your discoveries
         in books.”
      

      
      “Well, no longer. To confine a magician’s researches to the books in his library,
         well, you might just as well tell an explorer that you approve his plan to search
         for the source of, of – whatever it is those African rivers are called – on the condition
         that he never steps outside Tunbridge Wells!”
      

      
      Arabella gave an exclamation of exasperation. “I thought you meant to be a magician
         not an explorer!”
      

      
      “It is the same thing. An explorer cannot stay at home reading maps other men have
         made. A magician cannot increase the stock of magic by reading other men’s books. It is quite obvious to me that sooner or later
         Norrell and I must look beyond our books!”
      

      
      “Indeed? That is obvious to you, is it? Well, Jonathan, I very much doubt that it
         is obvious to Mr Norrell.”
      

      
      Throughout this exchange Sir Walter and Lieutenant-Colonel Grant looked as uncomfortable
         as any two people can who inadvertently find themselves witnesses to a little outburst
         of marital disharmony. Nor was their situation improved by the consciousness that
         just at present neither Arabella nor Strange was feeling particularly well disposed
         towards them. They had already had to endure some sharp words from Arabella when they
         had confessed their part in encouraging Strange to perform the dangerous magic. Now
         Strange was directing angry glances at them, as if he wondered by what right they
         had come to his house in the middle of the night and put his usually sweet-tempered
         wife out of temper. As soon as there was any thing like a pause in the conversation,
         Colonel Grant muttered something incoherent about the lateness of the hour and about
         their kind hospitality being more than he deserved and about wishing them all good
         night. But then, as no one paid the slightest attention to his speech, he was obliged
         to continue where he was.
      

      
      Sir Walter, however, was of a more resolute character. He concluded that he had been
         wrong in sending Strange upon the mirror-path and he was determined to do what he
         could to put matters right. Being a politician, he was never dissuaded from giving
         any body his opinion by the mere fact that they were not inclined to hear it. “Have
         you read every book upon magic?” he demanded of Strange.
      

      
      “What? No, of course not! You know very well I have not!” said Strange. (He was thinking
         of the books in the library at Hurtfew.)
      

      
      “These halls that you saw tonight, do you know where they all lead?” asked Sir Walter.

      
      “No,” said Strange.

      
      “Do you know what the dark land is that the bridge crosses?”

      
      “No, but …”
      

      
      “Then, surely it would be better to do as Mrs Strange suggests and read all you can
         about these roads, before returning to them,” said Sir Walter.
      

      
      “But the information in books is inaccurate and contradictory! Even Norrell says so
         and he has read everything there is to read about them. You may be certain of that!”
      

      
      Arabella, Strange and Sir Walter continued to argue for another half hour until everyone
         was cross and wretched and longing to go to bed. Only Strange seemed at all comfortable
         with these descriptions of eerie, silent halls, unending pathways and vast, dark landscapes.
         Arabella was genuinely frightened by what she had heard and even Sir Walter and Colonel
         Grant felt decidedly unsettled. Magic, which had seemed so familiar just hours before,
         so English, had suddenly become inhuman, unearthly, otherlandish.
      

      
      As for Strange, it was his decided opinion that they were the most incomprehensible
         and infuriating set of people in the country. They did not appear to comprehend that
         he had done something entirely remarkable. It would not be going too far (he thought) to say that this had been the most extraordinary
         achievement of his career so far. No English magician since Martin Pale had been on
         the King’s Roads. But instead of congratulating him and praising his skill – which
         any one else would have done – all they did was complain in a Norrellish sort of way.
      

      
      The following morning he awoke determined to return to the King’s Roads. He greeted
         Arabella cheerfully, talked to her upon indifferent subjects and generally tried to
         pretend that the quarrel had been due to her tiredness and overwrought state the previous
         evening. But long before he could take advantage of this convenient fiction (and slip
         away to the Roads by the nearest large mirror) Arabella told him very plainly that
         she felt just the same as she had last night.
      

      
      In the end is it not futile to try and follow the course of a quarrel between husband
         and wife? Such a conversation is sure to meander more than any other. It draws in tributary arguments and grievances from years
         before – all quite incomprehensible to any but the two people they concern most nearly.
         Neither party is ever proved right or wrong in such a case, or, if they are, what
         does it signify?
      

      
      The desire to live in harmony and friendship with one’s spouse is very strong, and
         Strange and Arabella were no different from other people in this respect. Finally,
         after two days arguing the point back and forth, they made each other a promise. He
         promised her not to go upon the King’s Roads again until she said that he might. In
         return she promised him to grant him that permission just as soon as he convinced
         her that it was safe to do so.
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      Seven years ago Mr Lascelles’s house in Bruton-street was generally reckoned to be
         one of the best in London. It had the sort of perfection that can only be achieved
         by a very rich, very idle man who devotes the greater part of his time to collecting
         pictures and sculpture and the greater part of his mental energies to chusing furniture
         and wallpapers. His taste was remarkably good and he had a talent for combining colours
         in new and quite striking ways. He was particularly fond of blues, greys and a sort
         of darkish, metallic bronze. Yet he never became sentimentally attached to his possessions.
         He sold paintings as frequently as he bought them and his house never deteriorated
         into that picture-gallery confusion which besets the homes of some collectors. Each
         of Lascelles’s rooms contained only a handful of pictures and objets d’art, but that handful included some of the most beautiful and remarkable objects in all
         of London.
      

      
      In the last seven years however the perfection of Mr Lascelles’s house had become
         somewhat diminished. The colours were as exquisite as ever, but they had not been
         changed for seven years. The furnishings were expensive, but they represented what
         had been most fashionable seven years ago. In the last seven years no new paintings
         had been added to Lascelles’s collection. In the last seven years remarkable antique
         sculptures had arrived in London from Italy, Egypt and Greece but other gentlemen had bought them.
      

      
      What is more, there were signs that the owner of the house had been engaged in useful
         occupation, that he had, in short, been working. Reports, manuscripts, letters and Government papers lay upon every table and chair,
         and copies of The Friends of English Magic and books on magic were to be found in every room.
      

      
      The truth was that, though Lascelles still affected to despise work, in the seven
         years since Mr Norrell had first arrived in London he had been busier than ever before.
         Though it had been his suggestion to appoint Lord Portishead editor of The Friends of English Magic, the manner in which his lordship had carried on his editorial duties had exasperated
         Lascelles to a degree scarcely to be borne. Lord Portishead had deferred to Mr Norrell
         in all things – had instantly executed all of Mr Norrell’s unnecessary amendments
         – and, as a result, The Friends of English Magic had grown duller and more circumlocutious with every issue. In the autumn of 1810
         Lascelles had contrived to have himself appointed joint editor. The Friends of English Magic had one of the largest subscriptions of any periodical in the kingdom; the work was
         not inconsiderable. In addition Lascelles wrote upon modern magic for other periodicals
         and newspapers; he advised the Government upon magical policy; he visited Mr Norrell
         almost every day and in his spare time he studied the history and theory of magic.
      

      
      On the third day after Strange had paid his visit to Mrs Bullworth, Lascelles happened
         to be working hard in his library upon the next issue of The Friends of English Magic. Though it was a little after noon he had not yet found the time to shave and dress
         and was sitting in his dressing-gown amid a litter of books, papers, breakfast plates
         and coffee cups. A letter he wanted was missing and so he went to look for it. On
         entering the drawing-room he was surprized to find someone there.
      

      
      “Oh!” he said. “It’s you.”
      

      
      The wretched-looking creature who drooped in a chair by the fire raised his head.
         He said, “Your servant has gone to find you and tell you I am here.”
      

      
      “Ah!” said Lascelles and paused, apparently at a loss for something to say next. He
         sat down in the opposite chair, rested his head upon his hand and regarded Drawlight
         thoughtfully.
      

      
      Drawlight’s face was pale and his eyes were sunk in his head. His coat was dusty,
         his boots were but indifferently polished and even his linen had a wilted look.
      

      
      “I think it most unkind of you,” said Lascelles at last, “to accept money for arranging
         to have me ruined, crippled and driven mad. And from Maria Bullworth of all people!
         Why she should be so angry is quite beyond me! It was quite as much her doing as mine.
         I did not force her to marry Bullworth. I merely offered her an escape when she could
         no longer bear the sight of him. Is it true that she wanted Strange to inflict leprosy
         upon me?”
      

      
      “Oh, probably,” sighed Drawlight. “I really do not know. There was never the least
         danger in the world that any thing would happen to you. You sit there, every bit as
         rich, healthy and comfortable as ever you were, whereas I am the wretchedest being
         in London. I have not slept in three days. This morning my hands were shaking so much
         I could scarcely tie my cravat. No one knows what mortification it is to me to appear
         in this scarecrow condition. Not that any one will see me, so what does it matter?
         I have been turned away from every door in London. Yours is the only house where I
         am admitted.” He paused. “I ought not to have told you that.”
      

      
      Lascelles shrugged. “What I do not understand,” he said, “is how you expected to succeed
         with such a perfectly absurd scheme.”
      

      
      “It was not in the least absurd! Upon the contrary I was scrupulous in my choice of… of clients. Maria Bullworth lives in perfect retirement from society. Gatcombe and Tantony are
         brewers! From Nottinghamshire! Who could have predicted that they and Strange would
         ever meet?”
      

      
      “And what of Miss Gray? Arabella Strange met her at Lady Westby’s house in Bedford-square.”

      
      Drawlight sighed. “Miss Gray was eighteen years old and lived with her guardians in
         Whitby. According to the terms of her father’s will she was obliged to consult their
         wishes in everything she did until she was thirty-six. They detested London and were
         determined never to leave Whitby. Unfortunately they both caught colds and died very
         suddenly two months ago and the wretched girl immediately set off for the capital.”
         Drawlight paused and licked his lips nervously. “Is Norrell very angry?”
      

      
      “Beyond any thing I ever saw,” said Lascelles softly.

      
      Drawlight retreated a little further into his chair. “What will they do?”

      
      “I do not know. Since your little adventure became known I have thought it best to
         absent myself from Hanover-square for a while. I heard from Admiral Summerhayes that
         Strange wished to call you out …” (Drawlight gave a sort of yelp of fright.) “… but
         Arabella disapproves of duelling and so nothing came of it.”
      

      
      “Norrell has no right to be angry with me!” declared Drawlight suddenly. “He owes
         everything to me! Magicianship is all very well, but had it not been for me taking
         him about and shewing him to people, no one would ever have heard of him. He could
         not do without me then, and he cannot do without me now.”
      

      
      “You think so?”

      
      Drawlight’s dark eyes grew larger than ever and he put a finger in his mouth as though
         to gnaw a fingernail for comfort, but finding that he was still wearing his gloves,
         he took it out again quickly. “I shall call again this evening,” he said. “Shall you be at home?”
      

      
      “Oh, probably! I have half-promised Lady Blessington to go to her salon, but I doubt
         that I shall go. We are horribly behind with the Friends. Norrell keeps plaguing us with contradictory instructions.”
      

      
      “So much work! My poor Lascelles! That will not suit you at all! What a slavedriver
         the old man is!”
      

      
      After Drawlight had gone Lascelles rang for his servant. “I shall go out in an hour,
         Emerson. Tell Wallis to get my clothes ready … Oh, and Emerson! Mr Drawlight has expressed
         an intention of returning here later this evening. When he comes, do not upon any
         consideration admit him.”
      

      
      At the same time that the above conversation was taking place Mr Norrell, Mr Strange
         and John Childermass were gathered in the library at Hanover-square to discuss Drawlight’s
         treachery. Mr Norrell sat in silence, staring into the fire while Childermass described
         to Strange how he had discovered another of Drawlight’s dupes, an elderly gentleman
         in Twickenham called Palgrave who had given Drawlight two hundred guineas to have
         his life prolonged by another eighty years and his youth returned to him.
      

      
      “I am not sure,” continued Childermass, “that we will ever know for certain how many
         people have paid Drawlight in the belief that they were commissioning you to perform
         Black Magic. Both Mr Tantony and Miss Gray have received promises of some future position
         in a hierarchy of magicians, which Drawlight told them will soon exist and which I
         do not pretend to understand very well.”
      

      
      Strange sighed. “How we shall ever convince people that we had no part in it, I do
         not know. We should do something, but I confess that I have not the least idea what.”
      

      
      Suddenly Mr Norrell said, “I have been considering the matter very carefully during
         the last two days – indeed I may say that I have thought of little else – and I have come to the conclusion that we must revive
         the Cinque Dragownes!”1

      
      There was a short silence and then Strange said, “I beg your pardon, sir. Did you
         say the Cinque Dragownes?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell nodded. “It is quite clear to me that this villain should be tried by the
         Cinque Dragownes. He is guilty of False Magic and Evil Tendings. Happily the old mediaeval
         law has never been revoked.”
      

      
      “Old mediaeval law,” said Childermass, with a short laugh, “required twelve magicians
         to sit in judgement in the Court of Cinque Dragownes. There are not twelve magicians in England. You know very well there
         are not. There are two.”
      

      
      “We could find others,” said Mr Norrell.

      
      Strange and Childermass looked at him in astonishment.

      
      Mr Norrell had the grace to appear a little embarrassed at contradicting all that
         he had maintained for seven years, but nevertheless he continued, “There is Lord Portishead
         and that dark little man in York who would not sign the agreement. That is two and
         I dare say,” here he looked at Childermass, “you will find some more if you put your
         mind to it.”
      

      
      Childermass opened his mouth, presumably to say something of all the magicians he
         had already found for Mr Norrell – magicians who were magicians no longer now that
         Mr Norrell had their books, or had turned them out of their businesses or made them
         sign pernicious agreements or, in some other way, destroyed them.
      

      
      “Forgive me, Mr Norrell,” interrupted Strange, “but when I spoke of something being
         done, I meant an advertisement in the newspaper or something of that sort. I very
         much doubt that Lord Liverpool and the Ministers would allow us, for the sake of punishing
         one man, to revive a branch of English law that has been defunct for more than two
         hundred years. And even if they were so obliging as to permit it, I think we must
         assume that twelve magicians means twelve practising magicians. Lord Portishead and John Segundus are both theoretical magicians. Besides
         it is very likely that Drawlight will soon be prosecuted for fraud, forgery, theft
         and I do not know what else. I fail to see what advantage the Cinque Dragownes has
         over the common-law courts.”
      

      
      “The justice of the common-law courts is entirely unpredictable! The judge will know
         nothing of magic. The magnitude of this man’s crimes will be entirely lost upon him.
         I am speaking of his crimes against English magic, his crimes against me. The Cinque Dragownes was renowned for its severity. I consider it our best security
         that he will be hanged.”
      

      
      “Hanged!”

      
      “Oh, yes. I am quite determined to see him hanged! I thought that was what we were
         talking about.” Mr Norrell blinked his small eyes rapidly.
      

      
      “Mr Norrell,” said Strange, “I am quite as angry with this man as you are. He is unprincipled.
         He is deceitful. He is everything I despise. But I will not be the cause of any one’s
         death. I was in the Peninsula, sir. I have seen enough men die.”
      

      
      “But two days ago you wished to challenge him to a duel!”

      
      Strange gave him an angry look. “That is quite another thing!”

      
      “In any case,” continued Mr Norrell, “I scarcely think Drawlight more to blame than
         you!”
      

      
      “Me?” cried Strange, startled. “Why? What have I done?”

      
      “Oh, you know very well what I mean! What in the world possessed you to go upon the
         King’s Roads? Alone and entirely without preparation! You could hardly suppose that
         I would approve such a wild adventure! Your actions that night will do as much to
         bring magic into disrepute as anything that man has done. Indeed they will probably
         do more! No one ever did think well of Christopher Drawlight. It is no surprize to
         any one that he turns out a villain. But you are known everywhere as my pupil! You
         are the Second Magician in the land! People will think that I approved what you did.
         People will think that this is part of my plan for the restoration of English magic!”
      

      
      Strange stared at his master. “God forbid, Mr Norrell, that you should feel compromised
         by any action of mine. Nothing, I assure you, could be further from my wishes. But
         it is easily remedied. If you and I part company, sir, then each of us may act independently.
         The world will judge each of us without reference to the other.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell looked very shocked. He glanced at Strange, glanced away again and muttered
         in a low voice that he had not meant that. He hoped Mr Strange knew he had not meant that. He cleared his throat. “I hope Mr Strange will make some allowance for the irritation
         of my spirits. I hope Mr Strange cares enough for English magic to bear with my fretfulness. He knows how important it is
         that he and I speak and act together for the good of English magic. It is altogether
         too soon for English magic to be exposed to the buffeting of contrary winds. If Mr
         Strange and I begin to contradict each other upon important matters of magical policy,
         then I do not believe that English magic will survive.”
      

      
      A silence.

      
      Strange rose from his chair and made Mr Norrell a stiff, formal bow.

      
      The next few moments were awkward. Mr Norrell looked as if he would have been glad
         to say something but was at a loss for a subject.
      

      
      It so happened that Lord Portishead’s new book, the Essay on the Extraordinary Revival of English Magic, &c., had just arrived from the printer and was lying to hand upon a little table. Mr
         Norrell seized upon it. “What an excellent little work this is! And how devoted to
         our cause is Lord Portishead! After such a crisis one does not feel much inclined
         to trust any body – and yet I think we may always rely upon Lord Portishead!”
      

      
      He handed Strange the book.

      
      Strange turned the pages, thoughtfully. “He has certainly done everything we asked.
         Two long chapters attacking the Raven King and scarcely a mention of fairies at all.
         As I remember, his original manuscript had a long description of the Raven King’s
         magic.”
      

      
      “Yes, indeed,” said Mr Norrell. “Until you made those corrections, it was worthless.
         Worse than worthless – dangerous! But the long hours you spent with him, guiding his
         opinions, have all borne fruit! I am excessively pleased with it.”
      

      
      By the time Lucas brought in the tray with the tea-things the two magicians seemed
         like their natural selves again (though Strange was perhaps a little quieter than
         usual). The quarrel seemed mended.
      

      
      Just before Strange left he asked if he might borrow Lord Portishead’s book.
      

      
      “Certainly!” cried Mr Norrell. “Keep it as your own! I have several other copies.”

      
      Despite all that Strange and Childermass had said against it Mr Norrell was unable
         to give up his plan to revive the Cinque Dragownes. The more he thought of it, the
         more it seemed to him that he would never enjoy peace again until there was a proper
         court of magical law in England. He felt that no punishment that might be meted out
         to Drawlight from any other quarter could ever satisfy him. So later that same day
         he sent Childermass to Lord Liverpool’s house to beg the favour of a few minutes’
         conversation with his lordship. Lord Liverpool sent back a message that he would see
         Mr Norrell upon the following day.
      

      
      At the appointed hour Mr Norrell waited upon the Prime Minister and explained his
         plan. When he had finished Lord Liverpool frowned.
      

      
      “But magical law has fallen into disuse in England,” said his lordship. “There are
         no lawyers trained to practise in such a court. Who would take the cases? Who would
         judge them?”
      

      
      “Ah!” exclaimed Mr Norrell, producing a thick sheaf of papers. “I am glad your lordship
         asks such pertinent questions. I have drawn up a document describing the workings
         of the Cinque Dragownes. Sadly there are many lacunae in our knowledge, but I have
         suggested ways in which we might restore what has been lost. I have taken as my model
         the ecclesiastical courts of the Doctors Commons. As your lordship will see, we have
         a great deal of work before us.”
      

      
      Lord Liverpool glanced at the papers. “Too much work by far, Mr Norrell,” he declared
         flatly.
      

      
      “Oh, but it is very necessary I assure you! Very necessary indeed! How else will we
         regulate magic? How else will we guard against wicked magicians and their servants?”
      

      
      “What wicked magicians? There is only Mr Strange and you.”

      
      “Well, that is true, but …”
      

      
      “Do you feel particularly wicked at present, Mr Norrell? Is there some pressing reason
         that the British Government should establish a separate body of law to control your
         vicious tendencies?”
      

      
      “No, I …”

      
      “Or perhaps Mr Strange is exhibiting a strong inclination to murder, maim and steal?”

      
      “No, but …”

      
      “Then all we are left with is this Mr Drawlight – who, as far as I can tell, is not
         a magician at all.”
      

      
      “But his crimes are specifically magical crimes. Under English law he ought to be
         tried by the court of Cinque Dragownes – it is the proper place for him. These are
         the names of his crimes.” Mr Norrell placed yet another list before the Prime Minister.
         “There! False Magic, Evil Tendings and Malevolent Pedagogy. No ordinary court is competent
         to deal with them.”
      

      
      “No doubt. But, as I have already observed, there is no one who can try the case.”

      
      “If your lordship will only cast your eye over page forty-two of my notes, I propose
         employing judges, advocates and proctors from the Doctors Commons. I could explain
         the principles of thaumaturgic law to them – it will take no more than a week or so.
         And I could lend them my servant, John Childermass, for as long as the trial lasts.
         He is a very knowledgeable man and could easily tell them when they were going wrong.”
      

      
      “What! The judge and lawyers to be coached in their duties by the plaintiff and his
         servant! Certainly not! Justice recoils from the idea!”
      

      
      Mr Norrell blinked. “But what other security do I have that other magicians might
         not arise to challenge my authority and contradict me?”
      

      
      “Mr Norrell, it is not the duty of the court – any court – to exalt one person’s opinions
         above others! Not in magic nor in any other sphere of life. If other magicians think differently from you, then you must battle
         it out with them. You must prove the superiority of your opinions, as I do in politics.
         You must argue and publish and practise your magic and you must learn to live as I
         do – in the face of constant criticism, opposition and censure. That, sir, is the
         English way.”
      

      
      “But …”

      
      “I am sorry, Mr Norrell. I will hear no more. That is an end of it. The Government
         of Great Britain is grateful to you. You have done your country immeasurable service.
         Any one may know how highly we prize you, but what you ask is quite impossible.”
      

      
      Drawlight’s deception soon became common knowledge and, as Strange had predicted,
         a certain amount of blame attached to the two magicians. Drawlight was, after all,
         the bosom companion of one of them. It made an excellent subject for the caricaturists
         and several quite startling examples were published. One by George Cruikshank shewed
         Mr Norrell making a long speech to a group of his admirers about the nobility of English
         magic, while in a backroom Strange dictated a sort of bill of fare to a servant who
         chalked it upon a blackboard; “For killing a slight acquaintance by magic – twenty
         guineas. For killing a close friend – forty guineas. For killing a relation – one
         hundred guineas. For killing a spouse – four hundred guineas.” In another caricature
         by Rowlandson a fashionable lady was walking in the street leading a fluffy little
         dog upon a leash. She was met by some of her acquaintance who began exclaiming over
         her dog: “La! Mrs Foulkes, what a sweet little pug!” “Yes,” replied Mrs Foulkes, “it
         is Mr Foulkes. I paid Mr Strange and Mr Norrell fifty guineas to make my husband obedient
         to my every desire and this is the result.”
      

      
      There is no doubt that the caricatures and malicious paragraphs in the newspapers
         did the cause of English magic considerable damage. It was now possible for magic
         to be considered in quite a different light – not as the Nation’s Greatest Defence,
         but as the tool of Malice and Envy.
      

      
      And what of the people whom Drawlight had harmed? How did they view matters? There
         is no doubt that Mr Palgrave – the ancient, sick and disagreeable person who had hoped
         to live for ever – intended to prosecute Drawlight for fraud, but he was prevented
         from doing so by the circumstance of his dying suddenly the next day. His children
         and heirs (who all hated him) were rather pleased than otherwise to discover that
         his last days had been characterized by frustration, misery and disappointment. Nor
         did Drawlight have any thing to fear from Miss Gray or Mrs Bullworth. Miss Gray’s
         friends and relations would not allow her to become embroiled in a vulgar court case
         and Mrs Bullworth’s instructions to Drawlight had been so malicious as to make her
         culpable herself; she was powerless to strike at him. That left Gatcombe and Tantony,
         the Nottinghamshire brewers. As a practical man of business Mr Gatcombe was chiefly
         concerned to recover the money and sent bailiffs to London to fetch it. Unfortunately,
         Drawlight was unable to oblige Mr Gatcombe in this small particular, as he had spent
         it all long ago.
      

      
      And so we come to Drawlight’s real downfall, for no sooner had he escaped the gallows
         than his true Nemesis appeared in the already-cloudy sky of his existence, whirling
         through the air upon black wings to crush him. He had never been rich, indeed quite
         the reverse. He lived chiefly upon credit and by borrowing from his friends. Sometimes
         he won money at gambling clubs, but more often he encouraged foolish young Toms and
         Jerrys to gamble, and when they lost (which they invariably did) he would take them
         by the arm and, talking all the while, would lead them to this or that money-lender
         of his acquaintance. “I could not honestly recommend you to any other money-lender,”
         he would tell them solicitously, “they require such monstrous amounts of interest
         – but Mr Buzzard is quite another sort. He is such a kindly old gentleman. He cannot
         bear to see any body denied a pleasure when he has the means of obtaining it for them.
         I truly think that he considers the lending of small sums of money more in the light
         of a work of charity than a business venture!” For this small but important role in luring young men into debt, vice and ruination,
         Drawlight received payment from the money-lenders – generally four per cent of the
         first year’s interest for the son of a commoner, six per cent for the son of a viscount
         or baronet and ten per cent for the son of an earl or duke.
      

      
      News of his disgrace began to circulate. Tailors, hatters and glovemakers to whom
         he owed money became anxious and began to clamour for payment. Debts which he had
         confidently supposed might be put off for another four or five years were suddenly
         revived and made matters of urgency. Rough-faced men with sticks in their hands came
         pounding upon his door. He was advised by several people to go abroad immediately,
         but he could not quite believe that he was so entirely forsaken by his friends. He
         thought Mr Norrell would relent; he thought Lascelles, his dear, dear Lascelles, would
         help him. He sent them both respectful letters requesting the immediate loan of four
         hundred guineas. But Mr Norrell never replied and Lascelles only wrote to say that
         he made it a rule never to lend money to any one. Drawlight was arrested for debt
         upon the Tuesday morning and by the following Friday he was a prisoner in the King’s
         Bench Prison.
      

      
      On an evening towards the end of November, a week or so after these events, Strange
         and Arabella were sitting in the drawing-room at Soho-square. Arabella was writing
         a letter and Strange was plucking absent-mindedly at his hair and staring straight
         ahead of him. Suddenly he got up and went out of the room.
      

      
      He reappeared an hour later with a dozen sheets of paper covered in writing.

      
      Arabella looked up. “I thought the article for The Friends of English Magic was done,” she said.
      

      
      “This is not the article for The Friends of English Magic. It is a review of Portishead’s book.”
      

      
      Arabella frowned. “But you cannot review a book which you yourself helped write.”

      
      “I believe I might. Under certain circumstances.”
      

      
      “Indeed! And what circumstances are those?”

      
      “If I say it is an abominable book, a wicked fraud perpetrated upon the British public.”

      
      Arabella stared at him. “Jonathan!” she said at last.

      
      “Well, it is an abominable book.”
      

      
      He handed her the sheaf of papers and she began to read them. The mantelpiece clock
         struck nine and Jeremy brought in the tea-things. When she had finished, she sighed.
         “What are you going to do?”
      

      
      “I do not know. Publish it, I suppose.”

      
      “But what of poor Lord Portishead? If he has written things in his book that are wrong,
         then of course someone ought to say so. But you know very well that he only wrote
         them because you told him to. He will feel himself very ill used.”
      

      
      “Oh, quite! It is a wretched business from start to finish,” said Strange unconcernedly.
         He sipped his tea and ate a piece of toast. “But that is not the point. Ought I to
         allow my regard for Portishead to prevent me from saying what I think is true? I do
         not think so. Do you?”
      

      
      “But must it be you?” said Arabella with a miserable look. “Poor man, he will feel
         it so much more coming from you.”
      

      
      Strange frowned. “Of course it must be me. Who else is there? But, come. I promise
         you I will make him a very handsome apology just as soon as the occasion arises.”
      

      
      And with that Arabella was obliged to be content.

      
      In the meantime Strange considered where he should send his review. His choice fell
         upon Mr Jeffrey, the editor of The Edinburgh Review in Scotland. The Edinburgh Review, it may be remembered, was a radical publication in favour of political reform, emancipation
         of Catholics and Jews, and all sorts of other things Mr Norrell did not approve. As
         a consequence, in recent years Mr Jeffrey had seen reviews and articles upon the Revival
         of English Magic appear in rival publications, while he, poor fellow, had none. Naturally he was delighted to receive Strange’s review. He was not in the least concerned
         about its astonishing and revolutionary content, since that was the sort of thing
         that he liked best. He wrote Strange a letter immediately, assuring him that he would
         publish it as soon as possible, and a couple of days later he sent Strange a haggis
         (a sort of Scotch pudding) as a present.
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From The Edinburgh Review

      
      January 1815

      
      Art. XIII. Essay on the Extraordinary Revival of English Magic, &c. By JOHN WATERBURY, Lord PORTISHEAD, with an Account of the Magic done in the late
         Peninsular War: By JONATHAN STRANGE, Magician-in-Ordinary to His Grace the Duke of
         WELLINGTON. London, 1814. John Murray.
      

      
      As the valued aide and confidant of Mr NORRELL and the friend of Mr STRANGE, Lord
         PORTISHEAD is admirably fitted to write the history of recent magical events, for
         he has been at the centre of many of them. Each of Mr NORRELL and Mr STRANGE’s achievements
         has been widely discussed in the newspapers and reviews, but Lord PORTISHEAD’s readers
         will have their understanding much improved by having the tale set out for them in
         its entirety.
      

      
      Mr NORRELL’s more enthusiastic admirers would have us believe that he arrived in London
         in the Spring of 1807 fully formed as England’s Greatest Magician and the First Phenomenon
         of the Age, but it is clear from PORTISHEAD’s account that both he and STRANGE have
         grown in confidence and skill from very tentative beginnings. PORTISHEAD does not
         neglect to mention their failures as well as their successes. Chapter Five contains a tragi-comic account of their long-running argument with the HORSE GUARDS
         which began in 1810 when one of the generals had the original notion of replacing
         the Cavalry’s horses with unicorns. In this way it was hoped to grant the soldiers
         the power of goring Frenchmen through their hearts. Unfortunately, this excellent
         plan was never implemented since, far from finding unicorns in sufficient number for
         the Cavalry’s use, Mr NORRELL and Mr STRANGE have yet to discover a single one.
      

      
      Of more dubious value is the second half of his lordship’s book, wherein he leaves
         description behind and begins to lay down rules to determine what is, and is not,
         respectable English magic – in other words what shall be called White Magic and what
         Black. There is nothing new here. Were the reader to cast his eye over the offerings
         of the recent commentators upon Magic, he would begin to perceive a curious uniformity
         of opinion. All recite the same history and all use the same arguments to establish
         their conclusions.
      

      
      Perhaps the time has come to ask why this should be so. In every other branch of Knowledge
         our understanding is enlarged by rational opposition and debate. Law, Theology, History
         and Science have their various factions. Why then, in Magic, do we hear nothing but
         the same tired arguments? One begins to wonder why any one troubles to argue at all,
         since everyone appears to be convinced of the same truths. This dreary monotone is
         particularly evident in recent accounts of ENGLISH MAGICAL HISTORY which are growing
         more eccentric with each retelling.
      

      
      Eight years ago this very author published A Child’s History of the Raven King, one of the most perfect things of its kind. It conveys to the reader a vivid sense
         of the eeriness and wonder of JOHN USKGLASS’s magic. So why does he now pretend to
         believe that true English Magic began in the sixteenth century with MARTIN PALE? In
         Chapter 6 of the Essay on the Extraordinary Revival of English Magic, &c., he declares that PALE consciously set out to purge English Magic of its darker
         elements. He does not attempt to present any evidence for this extraordinary claim – which is just as well, since no
         evidence exists.
      

      
      According to PORTISHEAD’s present view, the tradition which began with PALE was more
         perfectly elaborated by HICKMAN, LANCHESTER, GOUBERT, BELASIS et al (those we term the ARGENTINE magicians), and has now reached its glorious apogee
         with Mr NORRELL and Mr STRANGE. It is certainly a view that Mr STRANGE and Mr NORRELL
         have worked hard to perpetrate. But it simply will not do. MARTIN PALE and the ARGENTINE
         magicians never intended to lay the foundations of English Magic. In every spell they
         recorded, in every word they wrote, they were trying to re-create the glorious Magic
         of their predecessors (those we term the Golden Age or AUREATE magicians): THOMAS
         GODBLESS, RALPH DE STOKESEY, CATHERINE OF WINCHESTER and, above all, JOHN USKGLASS.
         MARTIN PALE was the devoted follower of these magicians. He never ceased to regret
         that he had been born two hundred years out of his proper time.
      

      
      One of the most extraordinary characteristics of the revival of English Magic has
         been its treatment of JOHN USKGLASS. Nowadays it seems that his name is only spoken
         in order to revile him. It is as if Mr DAVY and Mr FARADAY and our other Great Men
         of Science felt obliged to begin their lectures by expressing their contempt and loathing
         of ISAAC NEWTON. Or as if our eminent Physicians prefaced every announcement of a
         new discovery in Medicine with a description of the wickedness of WILLIAM HARVEY.
      

      
      Lord PORTISHEAD devotes a long chapter of his book to trying to prove that JOHN USKGLASS
         is not, as is commonly supposed, the founder of English Magic since there were magicians
         in these islands before his time. I do not deny it. But what I do most vehemently
         deny is that there was any tradition of Magic in England before JOHN USKGLASS.
      

      
      Let us examine these earlier magicians that PORTISHEAD makes so much of. Who were they? JOSEPH OF ARIMATHEA was one, a magician who came
         from the Holy Lands and planted a magic tree to protect England from harm – but I
         never heard that he stayed long enough to teach any of the inhabitants his skills.
         MERLIN was another but, as he was upon his mother’s side Welsh and upon his father’s Infernal, he will scarcely do for that pattern of respectable English Magic upon which PORTISHEAD,
         NORRELL and STRANGE have set their hearts. And who were MERLIN’s pupils and followers?
         We cannot name a single one. No, for once the common view is the correct one: Magic
         had been long extinct in these islands until JOHN USKGLASS came out of Faerie and
         established his Kingdom of Northern England.
      

      
      PORTISHEAD seems to have had some doubts upon this point himself and in case his arguments
         have failed to convince his readers he sets about proving that JOHN USKGLASS’s magic
         was inherently wicked. But it is far from clear that the examples he chuses support
         this conclusion. Let us examine one of them. Everyone has heard of the four magical
         woods that surrounded JOHN USKGLASS’s capital city of Newcastle. Their names were
         Great Tom, Asmody’s Citadel, Petty Egypt and Serlo’s Blessing. They moved from place
         to place and were known, upon occasion, to swallow up people who approached the city
         intending harm to the inhabitants. Certainly the notion of man-eating woods strikes
         us as eerie and horrible, but there is no evidence that JOHN USKGLASS’s contemporaries
         found it so. It was a violent Age; JOHN USKGLASS was a mediaeval king and he acted
         as a mediaeval king should, to protect his city and his citizens.
      

      
      Often it is difficult to decide upon the morality of USKGLASS’s actions because his
         motives are so obscure. Of all the AUREATE magicians he is the most mysterious. No
         one knows why in 1138 he caused the moon to disappear from the sky and made it travel
         through all the lakes and rivers of England. We do not know why in 1202 he quarrelled
         with Winter and banished it from his kingdom, so that for four years Northern England enjoyed continual Summer. Nor do
         we know why for thirty consecutive nights in May and June of 1345 every man, woman
         and child in the kingdom dreamt that they had been gathered together upon a dark red
         plain beneath a pale golden sky to build a tall black tower. Each night they laboured,
         waking in the morning in their own beds completely exhausted. The dream only ceased
         to trouble them when, on the thirtieth night, the tower and its fortifications were
         completed. In all these stories – but particularly in the last – we have a sense of
         great events going on, but what they might be we cannot tell. Several scholars have
         speculated that the tall black tower was situated in that part of Hell which USKGLASS
         was reputed to lease from LUCIFER and that USKGLASS was building a fortress in order
         to prosecute a war against his enemies in Hell. However, MARTIN PALE thought otherwise.
         He believed that there was a connexion between the construction of the tower and the
         appearance in England three years later of the Black Death. JOHN USKGLASS’s kingdom
         of Northern England suffered a good deal less from the disease than its southern neighbour
         and PALE believed that this was because USKGLASS had constructed some sort of defence
         against it.
      

      
      But according to the Essay on the Extraordinary Revival of English Magic we have no business even to wonder about such things. According to Mr NORRELL and
         Lord PORTISHEAD the Modern Magician ought not to meddle with things only half-understood.
         But I say that it is precisely because these things are only half-understood that we must
         study them.
      

      
      English Magic is the strange house we magicians inhabit. It is built upon foundations
         that JOHN USKGLASS made and we ignore those foundations at our peril. They should
         be studied and their nature understood so that we can learn what they will support
         and what they will not. Otherwise cracks will appear, letting in winds from God-knows-where.
         The corridors will lead us to places we never intended to go.
      

      
      In conclusion PORTISHEAD’s book – though containing many excellent things – is a fine
         example of the mad contradiction at the heart of Modern English Magic: our foremost
         magicians continually declare their intention of erasing every hint and trace of JOHN
         USKGLASS from English Magic, but how is this even possible? It is JOHN USKGLASS’s
         magic that we do.
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The two magicians

      
      February 1815

      
      Of all the controversial pieces ever published in The Edinburgh Review, this was the most controversial by far. By the end of January there scarcely seemed
         to be an educated man or woman from one end of the country to the other who had not
         read it and formed an opinion upon it. Though it was unsigned, everyone knew who the
         author was – Strange. Oh, certainly at the beginning some people hesitated and pointed
         to the fact that Strange was as much criticized as Norrell – perhaps more. But these
         people were judged very stupid by their friends. Was not Jonathan Strange known to
         be precisely the sort of whimsical, contradictory person who would publish against himself? And did not the author declare himself to be a magician?
         Who else could it possibly be? Who else could speak with so much authority?
      

      
      When Mr Norrell had first come to London, his opinions had seemed very new and not
         a little eccentric. But since then people had grown accustomed to them and he had
         seemed no more than the Mirror of the Times when he said that magic, like the oceans
         themselves, should agree to be governed by Englishmen. Its boundaries were to be drawn
         up and all that was not easily comprehensible to modern ladies and gentlemen – John
         Uskglass’s three-hundred-year reign, the strange, uneasy history of our dealings with fairies – might be conveniently done away with. Now Strange had turned the Norrellite
         view of magic on its head. Suddenly it seemed that all that had been learnt in every
         English childhood of the wildness of English magic might still be true, and even now
         on some long-forgotten paths, behind the sky, on the other side of the rain, John
         Uskglass might be riding still, with his company of men and fairies.
      

      
      Most people thought the partnership between the two magicians must be broken up. In
         London there was a rumour that Strange had been to Hanover-square and the servants
         had turned him away. And there was another, contradictory rumour to the effect that
         Strange had not been to Hanover-square, but that Mr Norrell was sitting night and day in his library,
         waiting for his pupil, pestering the servants every five minutes to go and look out
         of the window to see if he were coming.
      

      
      On a Sunday evening in early February Strange did at last call upon Mr Norrell. This
         much was certain because two gentlemen on their way to St George’s, Hanover-square
         saw him standing on the steps of the house; saw the door opened; saw Strange speak
         to the servant; and saw him instantly admitted as one who had been long expected.
         The two gentlemen continued on their way to church where they immediately told their
         friends in the neighbouring pews what they had seen. Five minutes later a thin, saintly-looking
         young man arrived at the church. Under the pretext of saying his prayers, he whispered
         that he had just spoken to someone who was leaning out of the first-floor window of
         the house next door to Mr Norrell’s and this person believed he could hear Mr Strange
         ranting and haranguing his master. Two minutes later it was being reported throughout
         the church that both magicians had threatened each other with a kind of magical excommunication.
         The service began and several of the congregation were seen to gaze longingly at the
         windows, as if wondering why those apertures were always placed so high in ecclesiastical
         buildings. An anthem was sung to the accompaniment of the organ and some people said later that above the sound of the music they had
         heard great rolls of thunder – a sure sign of magical disturbances. But other people
         said that they had imagined it.
      

      
      All of which would have greatly astonished the two magicians who were at that moment
         standing silently in Mr Norrell’s library, regarding each other warily. Strange, who
         had not seen his tutor for some days, was shocked at his appearance. His face was
         haggard and his body shrunken – he looked ten years older.
      

      
      “Shall we sit down, sir?” said Strange. He moved towards a chair and Mr Norrell flinched
         at the suddenness of the movement. It was almost as if he were expecting Strange to
         hit him. The next moment, however, he had recovered himself enough to sit down.
      

      
      Strange was not much more comfortable. In the last few days he had asked himself over
         and over again if he had been right to publish the review, and repeatedly he had come
         to the conclusion that he had been. He had decided that the correct attitude to take
         was one of dignified moral superiority softened by a very moderate amount of apology.
         But now that he was actually sitting in Mr Norrell’s library again, he did not find
         it easy to meet his tutor’s eye. His gaze fixed itself upon an odd succession of objects
         – a small porcelain figure of Dr Martin Pale; the doorknob; his own thumbnail; Mr
         Norrell’s left shoe.
      

      
      Mr Norrell, on the other hand, never once took his eyes from Strange’s face.

      
      After several moments’ silence both men spoke at once.

      
      “After all your kindness to me …” began Strange.

      
      “You think that I am angry,” began Mr Norrell.

      
      Both paused and then Strange indicated that Mr Norrell should continue.

      
      “You think that I am angry,” said Mr Norrell, “but I am not. You think I do not know
         why you have done what you have done, but I do. You think you have put all your heart into that writing and that every one
         in England now understands you. What do they understand? Nothing. I understood you
         before you wrote a word.” He paused and his face worked as if he were struggling to
         say something that lay very deep inside him. “What you wrote, you wrote for me. For
         me alone.”
      

      
      Strange opened his mouth to protest at this surprizing conclusion. But upon consideration
         he realized it was probably true. He was silent.
      

      
      Mr Norrell continued. “Do you really believe that I have never felt the same … the
         same longing you feel? It is John Uskglass’s magic that we do. Of course it is. What else should it be? I tell you, there were times when I was
         young when I would have done any thing, endured any thing, to find him and throw myself
         at his feet. I tried to conjure him up – Ha! That was the act of a very young, very
         foolish man – to treat a king like a footman and summon him to come and talk to me.
         I consider it one of the most fortunate circumstances of my life that I was unsuccessful!
         Then I tried to find him using the old spells of election. I could not even make the
         spells work. All the magic of my youth was wasted in trying to find him. For ten years
         I thought of nothing else.”
      

      
      “You never said any of this before, sir.”

      
      Mr Norrell sighed. “I wished to prevent you from falling into my error.” He raised
         his hands in a gesture of helplessness.
      

      
      “But by your own account, Mr Norrell, this was long ago when you were young and inexperienced.
         You are a very different magician now, and I flatter myself that I am no ordinary
         assistant. Perhaps if we were to try again?”
      

      
      “One cannot find so powerful a magician unless he wishes to be found,” declared Mr
         Norrell, flatly. “It is useless to make the attempt. Do you think he cares what happens
         to England? I tell you he does not. He abandoned us long ago.”
      

      
      “Abandoned?” said Strange, frowning. “That is rather a harsh word. I suppose years of disappointment would naturally incline one towards a conclusion
         of that sort. But there are many accounts of people who saw John Uskglass long after
         he had supposedly left England. The glovemaker’s child in Newcastle,1 the Yorkshire farmer,2 the Basque sailor …”3

      
      Mr Norrell made a small sound of irritation. “Hearsay and superstition! Even if those
         stories are true – which I am very far from allowing – I have never understood how
         any of them knew that the person they had seen was John Uskglass. No portraits of him exist. Two of
         your examples – the glovemaker’s child and the Basque sailor – did not in fact identify
         him as Uskglass. They saw a man in black clothes and other people told them later that it was John Uskglass. But it is really of very little consequence
         whether or not he returned at this or that time or was seen by this or that person.
         The fact remains that when he abandoned his throne and rode out of England he took
         the best part of English magic with him. From that day forth it began to decline.
         Surely that is enough in itself to mark him as our enemy? You are familiar, I dare
         say, with Watershippe’s A Faire Wood Withering?”4

      
      “No, I do not know it,” said Strange. He gave Mr Norrell a sharp look that seemed
         to say he had not read it for the usual reason. “But I cannot help wishing, sir, that
         you had said some of this before.”
      

      
      “Perhaps I have been wrong to keep so much of my mind from you,” said Mr Norrell,
         knotting his fingers together. “I am almost certain now that I have been wrong. But
         I decided long ago that Great Britain’s best interests were served by absolute silence
         on these subjects and old habits are hard to break. But surely you see the task before
         us, Mr Strange? Yours and mine? Magic cannot wait upon the pleasure of a King who
         no longer cares what happens to England. We must break English magicians of their
         dependence on him. We must make them forget John Uskglass as completely as he has
         forgotten us.”
      

      
      Strange shook his head, frowning. “No. In spite of all you say, it still seems to
         me that John Uskglass stands at the very heart of English magic and that we ignore
         him at our peril. Perhaps I will be proved wrong in the end. Nothing is more likely.
         But on a matter of such vital importance to English magic I need to understand for
         myself. Do not think that I am ungrateful, sir, but I believe the period of our collaboration
         is over. It seems to me that we are too different …”
      

      
      “Oh!” cried Mr Norrell. “I know that in character …” He made a gesture of dismissal.
         “But what does that matter? We are magicians. That is the beginning and end of me
         and the beginning and the end of you. It is all that either of us cares about. If
         you leave this house today and pursue your own course, who will you talk to? – as
         we are talking now? —there is no one. You will be quite alone.” In a tone almost of
         pleading, he whispered, “Do not do this!”
      

      
      Strange stared in perplexity at his master. This was by no means what he had expected.
         Far from being driven into a passion of fury by Strange’s review, Mr Norrell seemed
         only to have been provoked into an outburst of honesty and humility. At that moment
         it seemed to Strange both reasonable and desirable to return to Mr Norrell’s tutelage.
         It was only pride and the consciousness that he was certain to feel differently in
         an hour or two which prompted him to say, “I am sorry, Mr Norrell, but ever since
         I returned from the Peninsula it has not felt right to me to call myself your pupil.
         I have felt as if I was acting a part. To submit my writings for your approval so
         that you can make changes in any way that you see fit – it is what I can no longer
         do. It is making me say what I no longer believe.”
      

      
      “All, all is to be done in public,” sighed Mr Norrell. He leaned forward and said
         with more energy, “Be guided by me. Promise me that you will publish nothing, speak
         nothing, do nothing until you are quite decided upon these matters. Believe me when
         I tell you that ten, twenty, even fifty years of silence is worth the satisfaction of knowing at the end that you have said what you ought – no more, no
         less. Silence and inaction will not suit you – I know that. But I promise to make
         what amends I can. You will not lose by it. If you have ever had cause to consider
         me ungrateful, you shall not find me so in future. I shall tell everyone how highly
         I prize you. We shall no longer be tutor and pupil. Let it be a partnership of equals!
         Have I not in any case learnt almost as much from you as you have from me? The most
         lucrative business shall all be yours! The books …” He swallowed slightly. “The books
         which I ought to have lent you and which I have kept from you, you shall read them!
         We will go to Yorkshire, you and I together – tonight if you wish it! – and I will
         give you the key to the library and you shall read whatever you desire. I …” Mr Norrell
         passed his hand across his brow, as if in surprize at his own words. “I shall not
         even ask for a retraction of the review. Let it stand. Let it stand. And in time,
         you and I, together, will answer all the questions you raise in it.”
      

      
      There was a long silence. Mr Norrell watched the other magician’s face eagerly. His
         offer to shew Strange the library at Hurtfew was not without effect. For some moments
         Strange was clearly wavering in his determination to part with his master, but at
         last he said, “I am honoured, sir. You are not usually a man for a compromise, I know.
         But I think I must follow my own course now. I think we must part.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell closed his eyes.

      
      At that moment the door opened. Lucas and one of the other footmen entered with the
         tea-tray.
      

      
      “Come, sir,” said Strange.

      
      He touched his master’s arm to rouse him a little and England’s only two magicians
         took tea together for the last time.
      

      
      Strange left Hanover-square at half past eight. Several people, lingering by their
         downstairs windows, saw him go. Other people, who scorned to watch themselves, had
         sent their maids and footmen to stand about the square. Whether Lascelles had made some arrangement of
         this sort is not known, but ten minutes after Strange had turned the corner into Oxford-street
         Lascelles knocked upon Mr Norrell’s door.
      

      
      Mr Norrell was still in the library, still in the chair he had been sitting in when
         Strange had left. He was staring fixedly at the carpet.
      

      
      “Is he gone?” asked Lascelles.

      
      Mr Norrell did not answer.

      
      Lascelles sat down. “Our conditions? How did he receive them?”

      
      Still no reply.

      
      “Mr Norrell? You told him what we agreed? You told him that unless he publishes a
         retraction we shall be forced to reveal what we know of the Black Magic done in Spain?
         You told him that under no circumstances would you accept him any longer as a pupil?”
      

      
      “No,” said Mr Norrell. “I said none of those things.”

      
      “But …”

      
      Mr Norrell sighed deeply. “It does not matter what I said to him. He is gone.”

      
      Lascelles was silent a moment and looked with some displeasure at the magician. Mr
         Norrell, still lost in his own thoughts, did not observe this.
      

      
      Finally, Lascelles shrugged. “You were right in the beginning, sir,” he said. “There
         can be only one magician in England.”
      

      
      “What do you mean?”

      
      “I mean that two of any thing is a most uncomfortable number. One may do as he pleases. Six may get along well enough. But two must always struggle for mastery. Two must always watch each other. The eyes of all the world will be on two, uncertain which of them to follow. You sigh, Mr Norrell. You know that I am right.
         Henceforth we must consider Strange in all our plans – what he will say, what he will
         do, how to counter him. You have often told me that he is a remarkable magician. His brilliance was a great advantage when it
         was employed in your service. But that is all over now. Sooner or later he is sure
         to turn his talents against you. We cannot begin to guard against him too soon. I
         am speaking quite literally. His genius for magic is so great and his materials so
         poor and the end of it will be that he comes to believe that all things are permitted
         to a magician – be they house-breaking, theft or deception.” Lascelles leant forward.
         “I do not mean that he is so depraved as to steal from you at this moment, but if
         a day ever comes when he is in great need, then it will appear to his undisciplined
         mind that any breach of trust, any violation of private property is justified.” He
         paused. “You have made provision against thieves at Hurtfew? Spells of concealment?”
      

      
      “Spells of concealment would be no protection against Strange!” declared Mr Norrell,
         angrily. “They would only serve to attract his eye! It would bring him straight to
         my most precious volumes! No, no, you are right.” He sighed. “Something more is needed
         here. I must think.”
      

      
      Two hours after Strange’s departure Mr Norrell and Lascelles left Hanover-square in
         Mr Norrell’s carriage. Three servants accompanied them and they had every appearance
         on embarking on a long journey.
      

      
      The following day, Strange, as whimsical and contradictory as ever, was inclined to
         regret his break with Mr Norrell. Mr Norrell’s prediction that he would never again
         have any one to talk to about magic continually presented itself to his mind. He had
         been rehearsing their conversation. He was almost certain that all Norrell’s conclusions
         concerning John Uskglass were wrong. As a consequence of what Mr Norrell had said
         he had developed a great many new ideas about John Uskglass, and now he was suffering
         all the misery of having no one to tell them to.
      

      
      In the absence of a more suitable listener he went and complained to Sir Walter Pole
         in Harley-street.
      

      
      “Since last night I have thought of fifty things I ought to have said to him. Now
         I suppose I shall have to put them in an article or a review – which will not be published
         until April at the earliest – and then he will have to instruct Lascelles or Portishead
         to write a repudiation – which will not appear until June or July. Five or six months
         to know what he would say to me! It is a very cumbersome way of conducting an argument,
         particularly when you consider that until yesterday I could simply have walked to
         Hanover-square and asked him what he thought. And I am certain now to get no sight
         nor smell of the books which matter! How is a magician to exist without books? Let
         someone explain that to me. It is like asking a politician to achieve high office without the benefit
         of bribes or patronage.”
      

      
      Sir Walter took no offence at this peculiarly uncivil remark, but charitably made
         allowances for the irritation of Strange’s spirits. As a schoolboy at Harrow he had
         been forced to study magical history (which he had loathed) and he now cast his mind
         back to discover if he remembered any thing which might be useful. He found that he
         did not remember much – as much, he thought wryly, as might half-fill a very small
         wine-glass.
      

      
      He thought for a moment or two and at last offered the following. “It is my understanding
         that the Raven King learnt all there is to know of English magic without the aid of
         any books – since there were none at that time in England – and so perhaps you could
         do the same?”
      

      
      Strange gave him a very cool look. “And it is my understanding that the Raven King was the favourite foster-child of King Auberon,
         which, among other trifles, secured him an excellent magical education and a large
         kingdom of his own. I suppose that I could take to loitering in out-of-the-way copses
         and mossy glades in the hopes of being adopted by some fairy royalty but I rather
         think that they might find me a little tall for the purpose.”
      

      
      Sir Walter laughed. “And what shall you do now, without Mr Norrell to fill your days
         for you? Shall I tell Robson at the Foreign Office to send you some magic to do? Only last week he was complaining that he is
         obliged to wait until all the work for the Admiralty and the Treasury is done before
         Mr Norrell has any time to spare for him.”
      

      
      “By all means. But tell him it cannot be for two or three months. We are going home
         to Shropshire. Both Arabella and I have a great desire to be in our own country and
         now that we need not consult the convenience of Mr Norrell, nothing remains to prevent
         our going.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Sir Walter. “But you are not going immediately?”

      
      “In two days’ time.”

      
      “So soon?”

      
      “Do not look so stricken! Really, Pole, I had no idea you were so fond of my company!”

      
      “I am not. I was thinking of Lady Pole. It will be a sad change for her. She will
         miss her friend.”
      

      
      “Oh! Oh, yes!” said Strange, a little discomfited. “Of course!”

      
      Later that morning Arabella made her parting visit to Lady Pole. Five years had made
         very little difference to her ladyship’s beauty and none at all to her sad condition.
         She was as silent as ever and as indifferent to every pain or pleasure. Kindness or
         coldness left her equally unmoved. She passed her days sitting by the window in the
         Venetian drawing-room in the house in Harley-street. She never exhibited the least
         inclination for any occupation and Arabella was her only visitor.
      

      
      “I wish you were not going,” said her ladyship, when Arabella told her the news. “What
         sort of a place is Shropshire?”
      

      
      “Oh! I fear I am a very partial judge. I believe that most people would agree that
         it is a pretty place with green hills and woods and sweet country lanes. Of course
         we shall have to wait for spring to enjoy it completely. But even in winter the views
         can be very striking. It is a peculiarly romantic county with a noble history. There
         are ruined castles and stones planted on the hilltops by who knows-what people – and being so close to Wales it has often been fought over – there are ancient
         battlefields in almost every valley.”
      

      
      “Battlefields!” said Lady Pole. “I know only too well what that is like. To glance
         out of a window and see nothing but broken bones and rusting armour everywhere one
         looks! It is a very melancholy sight. I hope you will not find it too distressing.”
      

      
      “Broken bones and armour?” echoed Arabella. “No, indeed. Your ladyship misunderstands
         me. The battles were all long ago. There is nothing to see – certainly nothing to
         distress one.”
      

      
      “And yet, you know,” continued Lady Pole, scarcely attending to her, “battles have
         been fought at some time or other almost everywhere. I remember learning in my schoolroom
         how London was once the scene of a particularly fierce battle. The people were put
         to death in horrible ways and the city was burnt to the ground. We are surrounded
         by the shadows of violence and misery all the days of our life and it seems to me
         that it matters very little whether any material sign remains or not.”
      

      
      Something changed in the room. It was as if cold, grey, beating wings had passed over
         their heads or as if someone had walked through the mirrors and cast a shadow into
         the room. It was an odd trick of the light which Arabella had often observed when
         she sat with Lady Pole. Not knowing what else to attribute it to, she supposed it
         must be because there were so many mirrors in the room.
      

      
      Lady Pole shivered and pulled her shawl tighter round her. Arabella leaned forward
         and took her hand. “Come! Fix your thoughts upon more cheerful objects.”
      

      
      Lady Pole looked at her blankly. She had no more idea how to be cheerful than to fly.

      
      So Arabella began to talk, hoping to distract her for a time from thinking of horrors.
         She spoke of new shops and new fashions. She described a very pretty ivory-coloured
         sarsenet she had seen in a window in Friday-street and a trimming of turquoise-coloured
         bugle beads she had seen somewhere else which would match the ivory sarsenet beautifully. She went on to relate what her dressmaker had said about
         bugle beads, and then to describe an extraordinary plant that the dressmaker possessed
         which stood in a pot on a little iron balcony outside the window and which had grown
         so tall in the space of a year that it had entirely blocked up a window on the floor
         above belonging to a candlestick-maker. Next came other surprizingly tall plants –
         Jack and his beanstalk – the giant at the top of the beanstalk – giants and giant-killers
         in general – Napoleon Buonaparte and the Duke of Wellington – the Duke’s merits in
         every sphere of life except in one – the great unhappiness of the Duchess.
      

      
      “Happily, it is what you and I have never known any thing of,” she finished up, a
         little breathless, “to have one’s peace continually cut up by the sight of one’s husband
         paying attentions to other women.”
      

      
      “I suppose so,” answered Lady Pole, somewhat doubtfully.

      
      This annoyed Arabella. She tried to make allowances for all Lady Pole’s oddities,
         but she found it rather hard to forgive her her habitual coolness towards her husband.
         Arabella could not visit at Harley-street as often as she did without being aware
         of how very devoted Sir Walter was to Lady Pole. If he ever thought that any thing
         might bring her pleasure or ease her sufferings in the slightest, then that thing
         was done in an instant, and Arabella could never observe without a pang the very meagre
         return he got for his pains. It was not that Lady Pole shewed any dislike towards
         him; but sometimes she scarcely seemed to know that he was there.
      

      
      “Oh! But you do not consider what a blessing it is,” said Arabella. “One of the best
         blessings of existence.”
      

      
      “What is?”

      
      “Your husband’s love.”

      
      Lady Pole looked surprized. “Yes, he does love me,” she said at last. “Or at least
         he tells me that he does. But what good is that to me? It has never warmed me when
         I was cold – and I always am cold, you know. It has never shortened a long, dreary
         ball by so much as a minute or stopped a procession through long, dark, ghostly corridors. It
         has never saved me from any misery at all. Has the love of your husband ever saved
         you from any thing?”
      

      
      “Mr Strange?” smiled Arabella. “No, never. I am more in the habit of saving him! I
         mean,” she added quickly, since it was clear that Lady Pole did not understand her,
         “that he often meets with people who wish him to do magic on their behalf. – Or they
         have a great-nephew who wishes to learn magic from him. – Or they believe they have
         discovered a magic shoe or fork or some such nonsense. They mean no harm. Indeed they
         are generally most respectful. But Mr Strange is not the most patient of men and so
         I am obliged to go in and rescue him before he says something that he had much better
         not.”
      

      
      It was time for Arabella to be thinking of leaving and she began upon her goodbyes.
         Now that they might not meet again for many months she was particularly anxious to
         say something cheerful. “And I hope, my dear Lady Pole,” she said, “that when you
         and I next meet you will be a great deal better and perhaps able to go out into society
         again. It is my dearest wish that one day we shall see each other at a theatre or
         in a ballroom …”
      

      
      “A ballroom!” exclaimed Lady Pole in horror. “What in the world should make you say
         that? God forbid that you and I should ever meet in a ballroom!”
      

      
      “Hush! Hush! I never meant to distress you. I forgot how you hate dancing. Come, do
         not weep! Do not think of it, if it makes you unhappy!”
      

      
      She did her best to soothe her friend. She embraced her, kissed her cheek and her
         hair, stroked her hand, offered her lavender-water. Nothing did any good. For several
         minutes Lady Pole was entirely given over to a fit of weeping. Arabella could not
         quite understand what the matter was. But then again, what understanding could there
         be? It was part of her ladyship’s complaint to be put in a fright by trifles, to be
         made unhappy by nothing at all. Arabella rang the bell to summon the maid.
      

      
      Only when the maid appeared, did her ladyship at last make an effort to compose herself.
         “You do not understand what you have said!” she cried. “And God forbid that you should
         ever find out as I have. I shall try to warn you – I know it is hopeless, but I shall
         try! Listen to me, my dear, dear Mrs Strange. Listen as if your hopes of eternal salvation
         depended upon it!”
      

      
      So Arabella looked as attentive as she possibly could.

      
      But it was all to no end. This occasion proved no different from any other when her
         ladyship had claimed to have something of great importance to communicate to Arabella.
         She looked pale, took several deep breaths – and then proceeded to relate a very odd
         story about the owner of a Derbyshire leadmine who fell in love with a milkmaid. The
         milkmaid was everything the mine-owner had ever hoped for, except that her reflection
         always came several minutes too late into a mirror, her eyes changed colour at sunset
         and her shadow was often seen dancing wild dances when she herself was still.
      

      
      After Lady Pole had gone upstairs, Arabella sat alone. “How stupid of me!” she thought.
         “When I know very well that any mention of dancing distresses her beyond measure!
         How can I have been so unguarded? I wonder what it was that she wished to tell me?
         I wonder if she knows herself? Poor thing! Without the blessing of health and reason,
         riches and beauty are worthless indeed!”
      

      
      She was moralizing to herself in this strain, when a slight noise behind her caused
         her to look round. Immediately she rose from her seat and walked rapidly towards the
         door with hands outstretched.
      

      
      “It is you! How glad I am to see you! Come! Shake hands with me. This will be our
         last meeting for a long time.”
      

      
      That evening she said to Strange, “One person at least is delighted that you have
         turned your attention to the study of John Uskglass and his fairy-subjects.”
      

      
      “Oh? And who is that?”
      

      
      “The gentleman with the thistle-down hair.”

      
      “Who?”

      
      “The gentleman who lives with Sir Walter and Lady Pole. I told you before.”

      
      “Oh, yes! I remember.” There was a silence of some moments while Strange considered
         this. “Arabella!” he suddenly exclaimed.
      

      
      “Do you mean to tell me that you have still not learnt his name?” He began to laugh.

      
      Arabella looked annoyed. “It is not my fault,” she said. “He has never said his name
         and I have never remembered to ask him. But I am glad you take it so lightly. I thought
         at one time that you were inclined to be jealous.”
      

      
      “I do not remember that I was.”

      
      “How odd! I remember it quite distinctly.”

      
      “I beg your pardon, Arabella, but it is difficult to be jealous of a man whose acquaintance
         you made a number of years ago and whose name you have yet to discover. So he approves
         of my work, does he?”
      

      
      “Yes, he has often told me that you will never get anywhere until you begin to study
         fairies. He says that that is what true magic is – the study of fairies and fairy
         magic.”
      

      
      “Indeed? He seems to have very decided views upon the subject! And what, pray, does
         he know about it? Is he a magician?”
      

      
      “I do not think so. He once declared that he had never read a book upon the subject
         in his life.”
      

      
      “Oh! He is one of those, is he?” said Strange, contemptuously. “He has not studied
         the subject at all, but has managed to devise a great many theories about it. I meet
         with that sort very often. Well, if he is not a magician, what is he? Can you at least
         tell me that?”
      

      
      “I think I can,” said Arabella in the pleased manner of someone who has made a very
         clever discovery.
      

      
      Strange sat expectantly.

      
      “No,” said Arabella, “I will not tell you. You will only laugh at me again.”
      

      
      “Probably.”

      
      “Well, then,” said Arabella after a moment, “I believe he is a prince. Or a king.
         He is certainly of royal blood.”
      

      
      “What in the world should make you think that?”

      
      “Because he has told me a great deal of his kingdoms and his castles and his mansions
         – though I confess they all have very odd names and I never heard of a single one
         before. I think he must be one of the princes that Buonaparte deposed in Germany or
         Swisserland.”
      

      
      “Indeed?” said Strange, with some irritation. “Well, now that Buonaparte has been
         defeated, perhaps he would like to go home again.”
      

      
      None of these half-explanations and guesses concerning the gentleman with the thistle-down
         hair quite satisfied him and he continued to wonder about Arabella’s friend. The following
         day (which was to be the Stranges’ last in London) he walked to Sir Walter’s office
         in Whitehall with the express intention of discovering who the fellow was.
      

      
      But when Strange arrived, he found only Sir Walter’s private secretary hard at work.

      
      “Oh! Moorcock! Good morning! Has Sir Walter gone?”

      
      “He has just gone to Fife House,5 Mr Strange. Is there any thing I can do for you?”
      

      
      “No, I do not … Well, perhaps. There is something I always mean to ask Sir Walter
         and I never remember. I don’t suppose that you are at all acquainted with the gentleman
         who lives at his house?”
      

      
      “Whose house, sir?”

      
      “Sir Walter’s.”

      
      Mr Moorcock frowned. “A gentleman at Sir Walter’s house? I cannot think whom you mean.
         What is his name?”
      

      
      “That is what I wish to know. I have never seen the fellow, but Mrs Strange always
         seems to meet him the moment she steps out of the house. She has known him for years
         yet she has never been able to discover his name. He must be a very eccentric sort
         of person to make such a secret of it. Mrs Strange always calls him the gentleman
         with the silvery nose or the gentleman with the snow-white complexion. Or some odd
         name of that sort.”
      

      
      But Mr Moorcock only looked even more bewildered at this information. “I am very sorry,
         sir. I do not think I can ever have seen him.”
      

      
   
      
      40
“Depend upon it; there is no such place.”

      
      June 1815

      
      The Emperor Napoleon Buonaparte had been banished to the island of Elba. However His
         Imperial Majesty had some doubts whether a quiet island life would suit him – he was,
         after all, accustomed to governing a large proportion of the known world. And so before
         he left France he told several people that when violets bloomed again in spring he
         would return. This promise he kept.
      

      
      The moment he arrived upon French soil he gathered an army and marched north to Paris
         in further pursuit of his destiny, which was to make war upon all the peoples of the
         world. Naturally he was eager to re-establish himself as Emperor, but it was not yet known where he would chuse to be Emperor of. He had always yearned to emulate Alexander the Great and so it was thought that
         he might go east. He had invaded Egypt once before and had some success there. Or
         he might go west: there were rumours of a fleet of ships at Cherbourg ready and waiting
         to take him to America to begin the conquest of a fresh, new world.
      

      
      But wherever he chose, everyone agreed that he was sure to begin by invading Belgium
         and so the Duke of Wellington went to Brussels to await the arrival of Europe’s Great
         Enemy.
      

      
      The English newspapers were full of rumours: Buonaparte had assembled his army; he
         was advancing with appalling swiftness upon Belgium; he was there; he was victorious! Then the next day it would appear that
         he was still in his palace in Paris, never having stirred from there in the first
         place.
      

      
      At the end of May, Jonathan Strange followed Wellington and the Army to Brussels.
         He had spent the past three months quietly in Shropshire thinking about magic and
         so it was hardly surprizing that he should feel a little bewildered at first. However
         after he had walked about for an hour or two he came to the conclusion that the fault
         was not in him, but in Brussels itself. He knew what a city at war looked like, and
         this was not it. There ought to have been companies of soldiers passing up and down,
         carts with supplies, anxious-looking faces. Instead he saw fashionable-looking shops
         and ladies lounging in smart carriages. True, there were groups of officers everywhere,
         but none of them appeared to have any idea of pursuing military business (one was
         expending a great deal of concentration and effort in mending a toy parasol for a
         little girl). There was a great deal more laughter and gaiety than seemed quite consistent
         with an imminent invasion by Napoleon Buonaparte.
      

      
      A voice called out his name. He turned and found Colonel Manningham, an acquaintance
         of his, who immediately invited Strange to go with him to Lady Charlotte Greville’s
         house. (This was an English lady who was living in Brussels.) Strange protested that
         he had no invitation and anyway he ought to go and look for the Duke. But Manningham
         declared that the lack of an invitation could not possibly matter – he was sure to
         be welcome – and the Duke was just as likely to be in Lady Charlotte Greville’s drawing-room
         as anywhere else.
      

      
      Ten minutes later Strange found himself in a luxurious apartment filled with people,
         many of whom he already knew. There were officers; beautiful ladies; fashionable gentlemen;
         British politicians; and representatives, so it seemed, of every rank and degree of
         British peer. All of them were loudly discussing the war and making jokes about it.
         It was quite a new idea to Strange: war as a fashionable amusement. In Spain and Portugal it had been customary for the
         soldiers to regard themselves as martyred, maligned and forgotten. Reports in the
         British newspapers had always endeavoured to make the situation sound as gloomy as
         possible. But here in Brussels it was the noblest thing in the world to be one of
         his Grace’s officers – and the second noblest to be his Grace’s magician.
      

      
      “Does Wellington really want all these people here?” whispered Strange to Manningham
         in amazement. “What will happen if the French attack? I wish I had not come. Someone
         is sure to begin asking me about my disagreement with Norrell, and I really do not
         want to talk about it.”
      

      
      “Nonsense!” Manningham whispered back. “No one cares about that here! And anyway here
         is the Duke!”
      

      
      There was a little bustle and the Duke appeared. “Ah, Merlin!” he cried as his eye
         lighted upon Strange. “I am very glad to see you! Shake hands with me! You are acquainted
         with the Duke of Richmond, of course. No? Then allow me to make the introduction!”
      

      
      If the assembly had been lively before, how much more spirited it became now his Grace
         was here! All eyes turned in his direction to discover whom he was talking to and
         (more interesting still) whom he was flirting with. One would not have supposed to
         look at him that he had come to Brussels for any other reason than to enjoy himself.
         But every time Strange tried to move away, the Duke fixed him with a look, as if to
         say, “No, you must stay. I have need of you!” Eventually, still smiling, he inclined his head and
         murmured in Strange’s ear, “There, I believe that will do. Come! There is a conservatory
         at the other end of the room. We will be out of the crowd there.”
      

      
      They took their seats amid the palms and other exotic plants.

      
      “A word of warning,” said the Duke. “This is not Spain. In Spain the French were the
         detested enemy of every man, woman and child in the country. But here matters stand
         quite differently. Buonaparte has friends in every street and in a great many parts of the Army. The
         city is full of spies. And so it is our job – yours and mine – to look as if nothing
         in the world were more certain than his defeat! Smile, Merlin! Take some tea. It will
         steady your nerves.”
      

      
      Strange tried a careless smile, but it immediately turned itself into an anxious frown
         and so, to draw his Grace’s attention away from the deficiencies of his face, he inquired
         how his Grace liked the Army.
      

      
      “Oh! It is a bad army at best. The most miscellaneous Army I ever commanded. British,
         Belgians, Dutch and Germans all mixed up together. It is like trying to build a wall
         out of half a dozen materials. Each material may be excellent in its way, but one
         cannot help wondering if the thing will hold together. But the Prussian Army has promised
         to fight with us. And Blücher is an excellent old fellow. Loves a fight.” (This was
         the Prussian General.) “Unfortunately, he is also mad. He believes he is pregnant.”
      

      
      “Ah!”

      
      “With a baby elephant.”

      
      “Ah!”

      
      “But we must put you to work straightaway! Have you your books? Your silver dish?
         A place to work? I have a strong presentiment that Buonaparte will appear first in
         the west, from the direction of Lille. It is certainly the way I would chuse and I
         have letters from our friends in that city assuring me that he is hourly expected
         there. That is your task. Watch the western border for signs of his approach and tell
         me the instant you catch a glimpse of French troops.”
      

      
      For the next fortnight Strange summoned up visions of places where the Duke thought
         the French might appear. The Duke provided him with two things to help him: a large
         map and a young officer called William Hadley-Bright.
      

      
      Hadley-Bright was one of those happy men for whom Fortune reserves her choicest gifts.
         Everything came easily to him. He was the adored only child of a rich widow. He had wanted a military career; his friends
         had got him a commission in a fashionable regiment. He had wanted excitement and adventure;
         the Duke of Wellington had chosen him to be one of his aides-de-camp. Then, just as he had decided that the one thing he loved more than soldiering was
         English magic, the Duke had appointed him to assist the sublime and mysterious Jonathan
         Strange. But only persons of a particularly sour disposition could resent Hadley-Bright’s
         success; everyone else was disarmed by his cheerfulness and good nature.
      

      
      Day after day Strange and Hadley-Bright examined ancient fortified cities in the west
         of Belgium; they peered at dull village streets; they watched vast, empty vistas of
         fields beneath even vaster prospects of watercolour clouds. But the French did not
         appear.
      

      
      On a hot, sticky day in the middle of June they were seated at this interminable task.
         It was about three o’clock. The waiter had neglected to remove some dirty coffee-cups
         and a fly buzzed around them. From the open window came the mingled odours of horse-sweat,
         peaches and sour milk. Hadley-Bright, perched on a dining-chair, was demonstrating
         to perfection one of the most important skills of a soldier – that of falling asleep
         under any circumstances and at any time.
      

      
      Strange glanced at his map and chose a spot at random. In the water of his silver
         dish a quiet crossroads appeared; nearby was a farm and two or three houses. He watched
         for a moment. Nothing happened. His eyes closed and he was on the point of dozing
         off when some soldiers dragged a gun into position beneath some elm-trees. They had
         a rather businesslike air. He kicked Hadley-Bright to wake him up. “Who are those
         fellows?” he asked.
      

      
      Hadley-Bright blinked at the silver dish.

      
      The soldiers at the crossroads wore green coats with red facings. There suddenly seemed
         to be a great many of them.
      

      
      “Nassauers,” said Hadley-Bright, naming some of Wellington’s German troops. “The Prince of Orange’s boys. Nothing to worry about. What are you
         looking at?”
      

      
      “A crossroads twenty miles south of the city. A place called Quatre Bras.”

      
      “Oh! There is no need to spend time on that!” declared Hadley-Bright with a yawn.
         “That is on the road to Charleroi. The Prussian Army is at the other end of it – or
         so I am told. I wonder if those fellows are supposed to be there?” He began to leaf
         through some papers describing the disposition of the various Allied armies. “No,
         I really don’t think …”
      

      
      “And what is that?” interrupted Strange, pointing at a soldier in a blue coat who had appeared suddenly
         over the opposite rise with his musket at the ready.
      

      
      There was the merest pause. “A Frenchman,” said Hadley-Bright.

      
      “Is he supposed to be there?” asked Strange.
      

      
      The one Frenchman had been joined by another. Then fifty more appeared. The fifty
         became two hundred – three hundred – a thousand! The hillside seemed to be breeding
         Frenchmen as a cheese breeds maggots. The next moment they all began to discharge
         their muskets upon the Nassauers at the crossroads. The engagement did not last long.
         The Nassauers fired their cannons. The Frenchmen, who appeared to have no cannons
         of their own, retreated over the hill.
      

      
      “Ha!” cried Strange, delighted. “They are beaten! They have run away!”

      
      “Yes, but where did they come from in the first place,” muttered Hadley-Bright. “Can
         you look over that hill?”
      

      
      Strange tapped the water and made a sort of twisting gesture above the surface. The
         crossroads vanished and in its place appeared an excellent view of the French Army
         – or, if not the whole Army, a very substantial part of it.
      

      
      Hadley-Bright sat down like a marionette whose strings have been cut. Strange swore
         in Spanish (a language he naturally associated with warfare). The Allied armies were
         in entirely the wrong place. Wellington’s divisions were in the west, ready to defend to the death
         all sorts of places that Buonaparte had no intention of attacking. General Blücher
         and the Prussian army were too far east. And here was the French Army suddenly popping
         up in the south. As matters stood at present, these Nassauers (who amounted to perhaps
         three or four thousand men) were all that lay between Brussels and the French.
      

      
      “Mr Strange! Do something, I implore you!” cried Hadley-Bright.

      
      Strange took a deep breath and opened wide his arms, as though he were gathering up
         all the magic he had ever learnt.
      

      
      “Hurry, Mr Strange! Hurry!”

      
      “I could move the city!” said Strange. “I could move Brussels! I could put it somewhere
         where the French will not find it.”
      

      
      “Put it where?” cried Hadley-Bright, grabbing Strange’s hands and forcing them down
         again. “We are surrounded by armies. Our own armies! If you move Brussels you are
         liable to crush some of our regiments under the buildings and the paving stones. The
         Duke will not be pleased. He needs every man.”
      

      
      Strange thought some more. “I have it!” he cried.

      
      A sort of breeze rushed by. It was not unpleasant – indeed it had the refreshing fragrance
         of the ocean. Hadley-Bright looked out of the windows. Beyond the houses, churches,
         palaces and parks were mountain-ridges that had not been there a moment ago. They
         were black, as if covered with pine trees. The air was much fresher – like air that
         had never been breathed before.
      

      
      “Where are we?” asked Hadley-Bright.

      
      “America,” said Strange. And then by way of an explanation he added, “It always looks
         so empty on the maps.”
      

      
      “Dear God! But this is no better than before! Have you forgotten that we have only
         just signed a peace treaty with America? Nothing will excite the Americans’ displeasure
         so much as the appearance of a European city on their soil!”
      

      
      “Oh, probably! But there is no need for concern, I assure you. We are a long way from
         Washington or New Orleans or any of those places where the battles were. Hundreds of miles I expect. At least … That is
         to say I am not sure where exactly. Do you think it matters?”1

      
      Hadley-Bright dashed outside to find the Duke and tell him that, contrary to what
         he might have supposed, the French were now in Belgium, but he, the Duke, was not.
      

      
      His Grace (who happened to be taking tea with some British politicians and Belgian
         countesses) received the news in his customary imperturbable fashion. But half an
         hour later he appeared in Strange’s hotel with the Quartermaster General, Colonel
         De Lancey. He stared down at the vision in the silver dish with a grim expression.
         “Napoleon has humbugged me, by God!” he exclaimed. “De Lancey, you must write the
         orders as quickly as you can. We must gather the Army at Quatre Bras.”
      

      
      Poor Colonel De Lancey looked most alarmed. “But how do we deliver the orders to the
         officers with all the Atlantic between us?” he asked.
      

      
      “Oh,” said his Grace, “Mr Strange will take care of that.” His eye was caught by something
         outside the window. Four horsemen were passing by. They had the bearing of kings and
         the expressions of emperors. Their skin was the colour of mahogany; their long hair
         was the shiny jet-black of a raven’s wing. They were dressed in skins decorated with
         porcupine quills. Each was equipped with a rifle in a leather case, a fearsome-looking
         spear (as feathered as their heads) and a bow. “Oh, and De Lancey! Find someone to
         ask those fellows if they would like to fight tomorrow, would you? They look as if
         they could do the business.”
      

      
      An hour or so later, in the town of Ath twenty miles from Brussels (or, rather, twenty
         miles from where Brussels usually stood) a pâtissier took a batch of little cakes from the oven. After the cakes had cooled he drew a
         letter upon each one in pink icing – a thing he had never in his life done before.
         His wife (who knew not a word of English) laid the cakes in a wooden tray and gave
         the tray to the sous-pâtissier. The sous-pâtissier carried it to the Headquarters of the Allied Army in the town, where Sir Henry Clinton
         was issuing orders to his officers. The sous-pâtissier presented the cakes to Sir Henry. Sir Henry took one and was about to carry it to
         his mouth when Major Norcott of the 95th Rifles gave a cry of surprize. There in front
         of them, written in pink icing on little cakes, was a dispatch from Wellington instructing
         Sir Henry to move the 2nd Division of Infantry towards Quatre Bras with as little
         delay as possible. Sir Henry looked up in amazement. The sous-pâtissier beamed at him.
      

      
      At about the same time the general in charge of the 3rd Division – a Hanoverian gentleman
         called Sir Charles Alten – was hard at work in a château twenty-five miles south-west
         of Brussels. He happened to look out of the window and observed a very small and oddly
         behaved rainstorm in the courtyard. It shed its rain in the centre of the courtyard
         and touched the walls not at all. Sir Charles was curious enough to go outside and
         look more closely. There, written in the dust with raindrops, was the following missive:
      

      
      
         
         Bruxelles, 15th June, 1815

         
         The 3rd Division to move upon Quatre Bras immediately.
         

         
         Wellington

         
      

      
      Meanwhile some Dutch and Belgian generals in Wellington’s Army had discovered for
         themselves that the French were at Quatre Bras and were on their way there with the
         2nd Netherlands Division. Consequently these generals (whose names were Rebecq and
         Perponcher) were more annoyed than enlightened when a great mass of songbirds alighted
         in the trees all around and began to sing:
      

      
      The Duke’s ideas let us expound

      
      At Quatre Bras the French are found

      
      All his troops must gather round

      
      To the crossroads all are bound

      
      “Yes, yes! We know!” cried General Perponcher, gesturing at the birds to shoo them
         away. “Be off, d—you!” But the birds only flew closer and some actually settled upon his shoulders and horse. They continued singing
         in the most officious manner possible:
      

      
      There reputations will be made

      
      The Duke commands: be not afraid!

      
      All the army’s plans are laid

      
      Go quickly now with your brigade!

      
      The birds accompanied the soldiers for all the remainder of the day, never ceasing
         for a moment to twitter and cheep the same aggravating song. General Rebecq – whose
         English was excellent – managed to catch hold of one of them and tried to teach it
         a new song, in the hopes that it might return to Jonathan Strange and sing it to him:
      

      
      The Duke’s magician must be kicked

      
      From Bruxelles to Maastricht

      
      For playing tricks on honest men

      
      To Maastricht and back again2

      
      At six o’clock Strange returned Brussels to European soil. Immediately those regiments
         which had been quartered inside the city marched out of the Namur Gate and down the
         road that led to Quatre Bras. That done, Strange was able to make his own preparations
         for war. He collected together his silver dish; half a dozen books of magic; a pair
         of pistols; a light summer coat with a number of unusually deep pockets; a dozen hard-boiled
         eggs; three flasks of brandy; some pieces of pork pie wrapped in paper; and a very
         large silk umbrella.
      

      
      The next morning, with these necessaries stowed in various places about his person and his horse, he rode with the Duke and his staff up to the
         crossroads at Quatre Bras. Several thousand Allied troops were assembled there now,
         but the French had yet to shew themselves. From time to time there was the sound of
         a musket, but it was scarcely more than you would hear in any English wood where gentlemen
         are shooting.
      

      
      Strange was looking about him when a songthrush alighted upon his shoulder and began
         to chirrup:
      

      
      The Duke’s ideas let us expound

      
      At Quatre Bras the French are found …
      

      
      “What?” muttered Strange. “What are you doing here? You were supposed to have disappeared
         hours ago!” He made Ormskirk’s sign to disperse a magic spell and the bird flew off.
         In fact, rather to his consternation, a whole flock of birds took flight at the same
         moment. He glanced round nervously to see if any one had noticed that he had bungled
         the magic; but everyone seemed busy with military concerns and he concluded they had
         not.
      

      
      He found a position to his liking – in a ditch directly in front of Quatre Bras farmhouse.
         The crossroads was on his immediate right and the 92nd Foot, the Highland Regiment
         were on his left. He took the hard-boiled eggs out of his pockets and gave them to
         such of the Highlanders as thought they might like to eat them. (In peacetime some
         sort of introduction is generally required to make a person’s acquaintance; in war
         a small eatable will perform the same office.) The Highlanders gave him some sweet,
         milky tea in return and soon they were chatting very companionably together.
      

      
      The day was intensely hot. The road went down between the fields of rye, which seemed,
         under that bright sun, to glow with an almost supernatural brilliance. Three miles
         away the Prussian Army had already engaged with the French and there were faint sounds
         of guns booming and men shouting, like the ghosts of things to come. Just before noon drums and fierce singing were heard in the distance. The
         ground began to shake with the stamping of tens of thousands of feet, and through
         the rye towards them came the thick, dark columns of French infantry.
      

      
      The Duke had given Strange no particular orders and so, when the fighting began, he
         set about performing all the magic he used to do on Spanish battlefields. He sent
         fiery angels to menace the French and dragons to breathe flames over them. These illusions
         were larger and brighter than any thing he had managed in Spain. Several times he
         climbed out of the ditch to admire the effect – in spite of the warnings of the Highlanders
         that he was liable to be shot at any moment.
      

      
      He had been diligently casting such spells for three or four hours when something
         happened. Out on the battlefield, a sudden assault by the French Chasseurs threatened
         to envelop the Duke and his staff. These gentlemen were obliged to wheel round and
         ride pell-mell back to the Allied lines. The nearest troops happened to be the 92nd
         Foot.
      

      
      “92nd!” cried the Duke. “Lie down!”

      
      The Highlanders immediately lay down. Strange looked up from the ditch to see the
         Duke upon Copenhagen3 skimming over their heads. His Grace was quite unharmed and indeed appeared more
         invigorated than alarmed by his adventure. He looked around to see what everyone was
         doing. His eye alighted upon Strange.
      

      
      “Mr Strange! What are you doing? When I want a display of Vauxhall-Gardens magic I
         shall ask for it!4 The French saw plenty of this sort of thing in Spain – they are not in the least
         disturbed by it. But it is entirely new to the Belgians, Dutch and Germans in my Army. I have just seen one of your dragons menace a company of Brunswickers in that
         wood. Four of them fell over. It will not do, Mr Strange! It simply will not do!”
         He galloped off.
      

      
      Strange stared after him. He had half a mind to make some pointed remarks about the
         Duke’s ingratitude to his friends, the Highlanders; but they seemed a little busy
         at the moment, being shot at by cannons and hacked at by sabres. So he picked up his
         map, climbed out of the ditch and made his way to the crossroads where the Duke’s
         military secretary, Lord Fitzroy Somerset, was looking about him with an anxious air.
      

      
      “My lord?” said Strange. “I need to ask you something. How is the battle going?”

      
      Somerset sighed. “All will be well in the end. Of course it will. But half the Army
         is not here yet. We have scarcely any cavalry to speak of. I know you sent the divisions
         their orders very promptly but some of them were simply too far away. If the French
         get reinforcements before we get ours, then …” He shrugged.
      

      
      “And if French reinforcements do come, which direction will they come from? The south,
         I suppose?”
      

      
      “The south and south-east.”

      
      Strange did not return to the battle. Instead, he walked to Quatre Bras farm, just
         behind the British lines. The farm was quite deserted. Doors stood open; curtains
         billowed out of windows; a scythe and hoe had been thrown down in the dust in the
         haste to get away. In the milk-smelling gloom of the dairy he found a cat with some
         newborn kittens. Whenever the guns sounded (which was often) the cat trembled. He
         fetched her some water and spoke to her gently. Then he sat down upon the cool flagstones
         and placed his map before him.
      

      
      He began to move the roads, lanes and villages to the south and east of the battlefield.
         First he changed the positions of two villages. Then he made all the roads that went
         east to west, run north to south. He waited ten minutes and then he put it all back
         the way it was. He made all the woods in the vicinity turn round and face the other way. Next he made the brooks flow in the wrong direction.
         Hour after hour he continued to change the landscape. It was intricate, tedious work
         – quite as dull as any thing he had done with Norrell. At half-past six he heard the
         Allied bugles sound the advance. At eight o’clock he stood up and stretched his cramped
         limbs. “Well,” he remarked to the cat, “I have not the least idea whether that achieved
         any thing or not.”5

      
      Black smoke hung over the fields. Those dismal attendants of any battle, the crows
         and ravens, had arrived in their hundreds. Strange found his friends, the Highlanders,
         in a most forlorn condition. They had captured a house next to the road, but in doing
         so they had lost half their men and twenty-five of their thirty-six officers, including
         their colonel – a man whom many of them had regarded as a father. More than one grizzled-looking
         veteran was sitting with his head in his hands, weeping.
      

      
      The French had apparently returned to Frasnes – the town they had come from that morning.
         Strange asked several people if this meant the Allies had won, but no one seemed to
         have any precise information upon this point.
      

      
      He slept that night in Genappe, a village three miles up the road to Brussels. He
         was at breakfast when Captain Hadley-Bright appeared, bearing news: the Duke’s Allies,
         the Prussian Army had received a terrible beating in the fighting of previous day.
      

      
      “Are they defeated?” asked Strange.
      

      
      “No, but they have retreated and so the Duke says we must do the same. His Grace has
         chosen somewhere to fight and the Prussians will meet us there. A place called Waterloo.”
      

      
      “Waterloo? What a ridiculously odd name!” said Strange.

      
      “It is odd, is it not? I could not find it on the map.”

      
      “Oh!” said Strange. “This was continually happening in Spain! No doubt the fellow
         who told you got the name wrong. Depend upon it, there is no such place as Waterloo!”
      

      
      A little after noon they mounted their horses and were about to follow the Army out
         of the village, when a message arrived from Wellington: a squadron of French lancers
         was approaching and could Mr Strange do something to annoy them? Strange, anxious
         to avoid another accusation of Vauxhall-Gardens magic, asked Hadley-Bright’s advice.
         “What do cavalry hate the most?”
      

      
      Hadley-Bright thought for a moment. “Mud,” he said.

      
      “Mud? Really? Yes, I suppose you are right. Well, there are few things more plain
         and workman-like than weather magic!”
      

      
      The skies darkened. An inky thundercloud appeared; it was as large as all Belgium
         and so full and heavy that its ragged skirts seemed to brush the tops of the trees.
         There was a flash and the world turned bone-white for an instant. There was a deafening
         crack and the next moment the rain came down in such torrents that the earth boiled
         and hissed.
      

      
      Within minutes the surrounding fields had turned to a quagmire. The French lancers
         were quite unable to indulge in their favourite sport of fast and dextrous riding;
         Wellington’s rearguard got safely away.
      

      
      An hour later Strange and Hadley-Bright were surprized to discover that there was
         indeed a place called Waterloo and that they had arrived at it. The Duke was sitting
         on his horse in the rain, gazing in high good humour at the filthy men, horses and
         carts. “Excellent mud, Merlin!” he called out cheerfully. “Very sticky and slippery.
         The French will not like it at all. More rain, if you please! Now, you see that tree where the road dips down?”
      

      
      “The elm, your Grace?”

      
      “The very one. If you will stand there during the battle tomorrow, I will be much
         obliged to you. I will be there some of the time, but probably not very often. My
         boys will bring you your instructions.”
      

      
      That evening the various divisions of the Allied Army took up positions along a shallow
         ridge south of Waterloo. Above them the thunder roared and the rain came down in torrents.
         From time to time deputations of bedraggled men approached the elm-tree and begged
         Strange to make it stop, but he only shook his head and said, “When the Duke tells
         me to stop, I shall.”
      

      
      But the veterans of the Peninsular War remarked approvingly that rain was always an
         Englishman’s friend in times of war. They told their comrades: “There is nothing so
         comforting or familiar to us, you see – whereas other nations it baffles. It rained
         on the nights before Fuentes, Salamanca and Vitoria.” (These were the names of some
         of Wellington’s great victories in the Peninsula.)
      

      
      In the shelter of his umbrella Strange mused on the battle to come. Ever since the
         end of the Peninsular War he had been studying the magic that the Aureates used in times of war. Very little was known about it; there were rumours – nothing
         more – of a spell which John Uskglass had used before his own battles. It foretold
         the outcome of present events. Just before nightfall Strange had a sudden inspiration.
         “There is no way of finding out what Uskglass did, but there is always Pale’s Conjectures
         Concerning the Foreshadowing of Things To Come. That is very likely a watered-down
         version of the same thing. I could use that.”
      

      
      For a moment or two before the spell took effect, he was aware of all the sounds around
         him: rain splashing on metal and leather, and running down canvas; horses shuffling
         and snorting; Englishmen singing and Scotsmen playing bagpipes; two Welsh soldiers
         arguing over the proper interpretation of a Bible passage; the Scottish captain, John
         Kincaid, entertaining the American savages and teaching them to drink tea (presumably
         with the idea that once a man had learnt to drink tea, the other habits and qualities
         that make up a Briton would naturally follow).
      

      
      Then silence. Men and horses began to disappear, few by few at first, and then more
         quickly – hundreds, thousands of them vanishing from sight. Great gaps appeared among
         the close-packed soldiers. A little further to the east an entire regiment was gone,
         leaving a hole the size of Hanover-square. Where, moments before, all had been life,
         conversation and activity, there was now nothing but the rain and the twilight and
         the waving stalks of rye. Strange wiped his mouth because he felt sick. “Ha!” he thought.
         “That will teach me to meddle with magic meant for kings! Norrell is right. Some magic
         is not meant for ordinary magicians. Presumably John Uskglass knew what to do with
         this horrible knowledge. I do not. Should I tell someone? The Duke? He will not thank
         me for it.”
      

      
      Someone was looking down at him; someone was speaking to him – a captain in the Horse
         Artillery. Strange saw the man’s mouth move but he heard not a sound. He snapped his
         fingers to dismiss the spell. The captain was inviting him to come and share some
         brandy and cigars. Strange shivered and declined.
      

      
      For the rest of the night he sat by himself under the elm-tree. Until this moment
         it had never seemed to him that his magicianship set him apart from other men. But
         now he had glimpsed the wrong side of something. He had the eeriest feeling – as if
         the world were growing older around him, and the best part of existence – laughter,
         love and innocence – were slipping irrevocably into the past.
      

      
      At about half past eleven the next morning the French guns began to fire. The Allied
         artillery replied. The clear summer air between the two armies was filled with drifting
         veils of bitter, black smoke.
      

      
      The French attack was chiefly directed at the Château of Hougoumont, an Allied outpost
         in the valley, whose woods and buildings were defended by the 3rd Foot Guards, Coldstream
         Guards, Nassauers and Hanoverians. Strange summoned vision after vision into his silver
         dish so that he could watch the bloody engagements in the woods around the château.
         He was in half a mind to move the trees to give the Allied soldiers a better shot
         at their attackers, but this sort of close hand-to-hand fighting was the very worst
         subject for magic. He reminded himself that in war a soldier may do more harm by acting
         too soon or too impetuously than by never acting at all. He waited.
      

      
      The cannonade grew fiercer. British veterans told their friends that they had never
         known shot fall so fast and thick. Men saw comrades cut in half, smashed to pieces
         or beheaded by cannonballs. The very air shook with the guns’ reverberations. “Hard
         pounding this,” remarked the Duke coolly, and ordered the front ranks to withdraw
         behind the crest of the ridge and lie down. When it was over, the Allies lifted their
         heads to see the French infantry advancing through the smoke-filled valley: sixteen
         thousand men shoulder to shoulder in immense columns, all shouting and stamping together.
      

      
      More than one soldier wondered if, at last, the French had found a magician of their
         own; the French infantrymen appeared much taller than ordinary men and the light in
         their eyes as they drew closer burnt with an almost supernatural fury. But this was
         only the magic of Napoleon Buonaparte, who knew better than any one how to dress his
         soldiers so they would terrify the enemy, and how to deploy them so that any onlooker
         would think them indestructible.
      

      
      Now Strange knew exactly what to do. The thick, clogging mud was already proving a
         decided hindrance to the advancing soldiers. To hamper them further he set about enchanting
         the stalks of rye. He made them wind themselves around the Frenchmen’s feet. The stalks
         were as tough as wires; the soldiers staggered and fell over. With luck, the mud would hold them down and they would be trampled by their
         comrades – or by the French cavalry who soon appeared behind them. But it was painstaking
         work and, in spite of all his efforts, this first magic of Strange’s probably did
         no more harm against the French than the firing of a skilful British musketeer or
         rifleman.
      

      
      An aide-de-camp flew up with impossible velocity and thrust a strip of goatskin into Strange’s hand
         with a shout of, “Message from his Grace!” In an instant he was off again.
      

      
      
         
         French shells have set the Château of Hougoumont on fire. Put out the flames.
         

         
         Wellington

         
      

      
      Strange summoned another vision of Hougoumont. The men there had suffered greatly
         since he had last seen the château. The wounded of both sides lay in every room. The
         haystack, outbuildings and château were all on fire. Black, choking smoke was everywhere.
         Horses screamed and wounded men tried to crawl away – but there was hardly anywhere
         to go. Meanwhile the battle raged on around them. In the chapel Strange found half
         a dozen images of saints painted on the walls. They were seven or eight feet tall
         and oddly proportioned – the work, it seemed, of an enthusiastic amateur. They had long, brown beards and large, melancholy eyes.
      

      
      “They’ll do!” he muttered. At his command the saints stepped down from the walls.
         They moved in a series of jerks, like marionettes, but they had a certain lightness
         and grace. They stalked through the ranks of wounded men to a well in one of the courtyards.
         Here they drew buckets of water which they carried to the flames. All seemed to be
         going well until two of them (possibly Saint Peter and Saint Jerome) caught fire and
         burnt up – being composed of nothing but paint and magic they burnt rather easily.
         Strange was trying to think how to remedy this situation when part of an exploded French shell hit the side of his silver dish, sending it spinning
         fifty yards to the right. By the time he had retrieved it, knocked out a large dent
         in its side and set it to rights, all the painted saints had succumbed to the flames.
         Wounded men and horses were burning. There were no more paintings upon the walls.
         Almost brought to tears by his frustration, Strange cursed the unknown artist for
         his idleness.
      

      
      What else was there? What else did he know? He thought hard. Long ago John Uskglass
         would sometimes make a champion for himself out of ravens – birds would flock together
         to become a black, bristling, shifting giant who could perform any task with ease.
         On other occasions Uskglass would make servants out of earth.
      

      
      Strange conjured a vision of Hougoumont’s well. He drew the water out of the well
         in a sort of fountain; and then, before the fountain could spill on the ground, he
         forced it to take on the clumsy semblance of a man. Next he commanded the water-man
         to hurry to the flames and cast himself down upon them. In this way a stall in the
         stables was successfully doused and three men were saved. Strange made more as quickly
         as he could, but water is not an element that holds a coherent form easily; after
         an hour or so of this labour his head was spinning and his hands were shaking uncontroulably.
      

      
      Between four and five o’clock something entirely unexpected happened. Strange looked
         up to see a brilliant mass of French cavalry approaching. Five hundred abreast they
         rode and twelve deep – yet the thunder of the guns was such that they made no sound
         that any one could hear; they seemed to come silently. “Surely,” thought Strange,
         “they must realize that Wellington’s infantry is unbroken. They will be cut to pieces.”
         Behind him the infantry regiments were forming squares; some of the men called to
         Strange to come and shelter inside their square. This seemed like good advice and
         so he went.
      

      
      From the relative safety of the square Strange watched the cavalry’s approach; the cuirassiers wore shining breast-plates and tall crested helmets;
         the lancers’ weapons were embellished with fluttering pennants of red and white. They
         seemed scarcely to belong to this dull age. Theirs was the glory of ancient days –
         but Strange was determined to match it with an ancient glory of his own. The images
         of John Uskglass’s servants burnt in his mind – servants made of ravens, servants
         made of earth. Beneath the French horsemen the mud began to swell and bubble. It shaped
         itself into gigantic hands; the hands reached up and pulled down men and horses. The
         ones who fell were trampled by their comrades. The rest endured a storm of musket-fire
         from the Allied infantry. Strange watched impassively.
      

      
      When the French had been beaten back, he returned to his silver dish.

      
      “Are you the magician?” said someone.

      
      He spun round and was astonished to find a little, round, soft-looking person in civilian
         clothes who smiled at him. “Who in God’s name are you?” he demanded.
      

      
      “My name is Pink,” explained the man. “I am a commercial traveller for Welbeck’s Superior
         Buttons of Birmingham. I have a message from the Duke for you.”
      

      
      Strange, who was covered in mud and more tired than he had ever been in his life,
         took a moment to comprehend this. “Where are all the Duke’s aides-de-camp?”
      

      
      “He says that they are dead.”

      
      “What? Hadley-Bright is dead? What about Colonel Canning?”

      
      “Alas,” smiled Mr Pink, “I can offer no precise information. I came out from Antwerp
         yesterday to see the battle and when I espied the Duke I took the opportunity to introduce
         myself and to mention in passing the excellent qualities of Welbeck’s Superior Buttons.
         He asked me as a particular favour to come and tell you that the Prussian army is
         on their way here and have reached Paris Wood, but, says his Grace, they are having
         the devil of a time …” (Mr Pink smiled and blinked to hear himself say such a soldierly
         word.) “… the devil of a time in the little lanes and the mud, and would you be so
         good as to make a road for them between the wood and the battlefield?”
      

      
      [image: Images]

      
      “Certainly,” said Strange, rubbing some of the mud from his face.
      

      
      “I will tell his Grace.” He paused and asked wistfully, “Do you think his Grace would
         like to order some buttons?”
      

      
      “I do not see why not. He is as fond of buttons as most men.”

      
      “Then, you know, we could put ‘Supplier of Buttons to his Grace the Duke of Wellington’
         in all our advertisements.” Mr Pink beamed happily. “Off I go then!”
      

      
      “Yes, yes. Off you go.” Strange created the road for the Prussians, but in later times
         he was always inclined to suppose he must have dreamt Mr Pink of Welbeck’s Superior
         Buttons.6

      
      Events seemed to repeat themselves. Again and again the French cavalry charged and
         Strange took refuge within the infantry square. Again the deadly horsemen swirled
         against the sides of the square like waves. Again Strange drew monstrous hands from
         the earth to pull them down. Whenever the cavalry withdrew the cannonade began again;
         he returned to his silver dish and made men out of water to put out the flames and
         succour the dying in ruined, desperate Hougoumont. Everything happened over and over,
         again and again; it was inconceivable that the fighting would ever end. He began to
         think it had always been like this.
      

      
      “There must come a time when the musket-balls and cannon-shot run out,” he thought.
         “And what will we do then? Hack at each other with sabres and bayonets? And if we
         all die, every one of us, who will they say has won?”
      

      
      The smoke rolled back revealing frozen moments like tableaux in a ghostly theatre:
         at the farmhouse called La Haye Sainte the French were climbing a mountain of their own dead to get over the wall and kill the
         German defenders.
      

      
      Once Strange was caught outside the square when the French arrived. Suddenly, directly
         in front of him, was an enormous French cuirassier upon an equally enormous horse.
         His first thought was to wonder if the fellow knew who he was. (He had been told the
         entire French Army hated the English magician with a vivid, Latin passion.) His second
         thought was that he had left his pistols inside the infantry square.
      

      
      The cuirassier raised his sabre. Without thinking, Strange muttered Stokesey’s Animam Evocare. Something like a bee flew out of the breast of the cuirassier and settled in the
         palm of Strange’s hand. But it was not a bee; it was a bead of pearly blue light.
         A second light flew out of the cuirassier’s horse. The horse screamed and reared up.
         The cuirassier stared, puzzled.
      

      
      Strange raised his other hand to smash horse and horseman out of existence. Then he
         froze.
      

      
      “And can a magician kill a man by magic?” the Duke had asked.
      

      
      And he had answered, “A magician might, but a gentleman never could.”
      

      
      While he was hesitating a British cavalry officer – a Scots Grey – swung round out
         of nowhere. He slashed the cuirassier’s head open, from his chin, upwards through
         his teeth. The man toppled like a tree. The Scots Grey rode on.
      

      
      Strange could never quite remember what happened after this. He believed that he wandered
         about in a dazed condition. He did not know for how long.
      

      
      The sound of cheering brought him to himself. He looked up and saw Wellington upon
         Copenhagen. He was waving his hat – the signal that the Allies were to advance upon
         the French. But the smoke wreathed itself so thickly about the Duke that only the
         soldiers nearest to him could share in this moment of victory.
      

      
      So Strange whispered a word and a little gap appeared in the billows. A single ray
         of evening sunlight shone down upon Wellington. All along the ridge the faces of the soldiers turned towards him. The cheering grew
         louder.
      

      
      “There,” thought Strange, “that is the proper use of English magic.”

      
      He followed the soldiers and the retreating French down through the battlefield. Scattered
         about among the dead and the dying were the great earthen hands he had created. They
         seemed frozen in gestures of outrage and horror as if the land itself despaired. When
         he came level with the French guns that had done the Allied soldiers such profound
         injury, he did one last act of magic. He drew more hands out of the earth. The hands
         grasped the cannons and pulled them under.
      

      
      At the Inn of Belle Alliance on the far side of the battlefield, he found the Duke
         with the Prussian General, Prince Blücher. The Duke nodded to him and said, “Come
         to dinner with me.”
      

      
      Prince Blücher shook his hand warmly and said a great many things in German (none
         of which Strange understood). Then the old gentleman pointed to his stomach wherein
         lay the illusory elephant and made a wry face as if to say, “What can one do?”
      

      
      Strange stepped outside and immediately he almost walked into Captain Hadley-Bright.
         “I was told you were dead!” he cried.
      

      
      “I was sure you would be,” replied Hadley-Bright.

      
      There was a pause. Both men felt faintly embarrassed. The ranks of dead and wounded
         stretched away upon all sides as far as the eye could see. Simply being alive at that
         moment seemed, in some indefinable way, ungentlemanly.
      

      
      “Who else survived? Do you know?” asked Hadley-Bright.

      
      Strange shook his head. “No.”

      
      They parted.

      
      At Wellington’s Headquarters in Waterloo that night the table was laid for forty or
         fifty people. But when the dinner-hour came, only three men were there: the Duke,
         General Alava (his Spanish attaché) and Strange. Whenever the door opened the Duke
         turned his head to see if it was one of his friends, alive and well; but no one came.
      

      
      Many places at that table had been laid for gentlemen who were either dead or dying:
         Colonel Canning, Lieutenant-Colonel Gordon, Major-General Picton, Colonel De Lancey.
         The list would grow longer as the night progressed.
      

      
      The Duke, General Alava and Mr Strange sat down in silence.

      
   
      
      
41
Starecross

      
      Late September–December 1815

      
      Fortune, it seemed, could not be persuaded to smile upon Mr Segundus. He had come
         to live in York with the aim of enjoying the society and conversation of the city’s
         many magicians. But no sooner had he got there than all the other magicians were deprived
         of their profession by Mr Norrell, and he was left alone. His little stock of money
         had dwindled considerably and in the autumn of 1815 he was forced to seek employment.
      

      
      “And it is not to be supposed,” he remarked to Mr Honeyfoot with a sigh, “that I shall
         be able to earn very much. What am I qualified to do?”
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot could not allow this. “Write to Mr Strange!” he advised. “He may be in
         need of a secretary.”
      

      
      Nothing would have pleased Mr Segundus better than to work for Jonathan Strange, but
         his natural modesty would not allow him to propose it. It would be a shocking thing
         to put himself forward in such a way. Mr Strange might be embarrassed to know how
         to answer him. It might even look as if he, John Segundus, considered himself Mr Strange’s
         equal!
      

      
      Mr and Mrs Honeyfoot assured him that if Mr Strange did not like the idea he would
         very soon say so – and so there could be no possible harm in asking him. But upon
         this point Mr Segundus proved unpersuadable.
      

      
      Their next proposal, however, pleased him better. “Why not see if there are any little
         boys in the town who wish to learn magic?” asked Mrs Honeyfoot. Her grandsons – stout
         little fellows of five and seven – were just now of an age to begin their education
         and so the subject rather occupied her mind.
      

      
      So Mr Segundus became a tutor in magic. As well as little boys, he also discovered
         some young ladies whose studies would have more usually been confined to French, German
         and music, but who were now anxious to be instructed in theoretical magic. Soon he
         was asked to give lessons to the young ladies’ older brothers, many of whom began
         to picture themselves as magicians. To young men of a studious turn of mind, who did
         not desire to go into the Church or the Law, magic was very appealing, particularly
         since Strange had triumphed on the battlefields of Europe. It is, after all, many
         centuries since clergymen distinguished themselves on the field of war, and lawyers
         never have.
      

      
      In the early autumn of 1815 Mr Segundus was engaged by the father of one of his pupils
         upon an errand. This gentleman, whose name was Palmer, had heard of a house in the
         north of the county that was being sold. Mr Palmer did not wish to buy the house,
         but a friend had told him that there was a library there worth examining. Mr Palmer
         was not at leisure just then to go and see for himself. Though he trusted his servants
         in many other matters, their talents did not quite run to scholarship, so he asked
         Mr Segundus to go in his place, to find out how many books there were and what their
         condition might be and whether they were worth purchasing.
      

      
      Starecross Hall was the principal building in a village which otherwise comprised
         a handful of stone cottages and farmhouses. Starecross itself stood in a most isolated
         spot, surrounded on all sides by brown, empty moors. Tall trees sheltered it from
         storms and winds – yet at the same time they made it dark and solemn. The village
         was amply provided with tumbledown stone walls and tumbledown stone barns. It was
         very quiet; it felt like the end of the world.
      

      
      There was a very ancient and worn-looking packhorse bridge that crossed a deep beck
         of fast-running water. Bright yellow leaves flowed swiftly upon the dark, almost-black
         water, making patterns as they went. To Mr Segundus the patterns looked a little like
         magical writing. “But then,” he thought, “so many things do.”
      

      
      The house itself was a long, low, rambling building, constructed of the same dark
         stone as the rest of the village. Its neglected gardens, garths and courts were filled
         with deep drifts of autumn leaves. It was hard to know who would wish to buy such
         a house. It was much too large for a farmhouse, yet altogether too gloomy and remote
         for a gentleman’s residence. It might have done for a parsonage except that there
         was no church. It might have done for an inn, except that the old pack-road that had
         once passed through the village had fallen into disuse and the bridge was all that
         remained of it.
      

      
      No one came in answer to Mr Segundus’s knock. He observed that the front door was
         ajar. It seemed rather impertinent simply to go inside, but after four or five minutes
         of fruitless knocking he did so.
      

      
      Houses, like people, are apt to become rather eccentric if left too much on their
         own; this house was the architectural equivalent of an old gentleman in a worn dressing-gown
         and torn slippers, who got up and went to bed at odd times of day, and who kept up
         a continual conversation with friends no one else could see. As Mr Segundus wandered
         about in search of whoever was in charge, he found a room which contained nothing
         but china cheese-moulds, all stacked one upon another. Another room had heaps of queer
         red clothes, the like of which he had never seen before – something between labourers’
         smocks and clergymen’s robes. The kitchen had very few of those articles that usually
         belong to kitchens, but it did have the skull of an alligator in a glass case; the
         skull had a great grin and seemed very pleased with itself, though Mr Segundus did
         not know why it should be. There was one room that could only be reached by a queer arrangement of steps and staircases, where the pictures
         all seemed to have been chosen by someone with an inordinate love of fighting; there
         were pictures of men fighting, boys fighting, cocks fighting, bulls fighting, dogs
         fighting, centaurs fighting and even a startling depiction of two beetles locked in
         combat. Another room was almost empty except for a doll’s house standing on a table
         in the middle of the floor; the doll’s house was an exact copy of the real house –
         except that inside the doll’s house a number of smartly dressed dolls were enjoying
         a peaceful and rational existence together: making doll-sized cakes and loaves of
         bread, entertaining their friends with a diminutive harpsichord, playing casino with
         tiny cards, educating miniature children, and dining upon roast turkeys the size of
         Mr Segundus’s thumbnail. It formed a strange contrast with the bleak, echoing reality.
      

      
      He seemed to have looked in every room, but he still had not found the library and
         he still had not found any people. He came to a small door half-hidden by a staircase.
         Behind it was a tiny room – scarcely more than a closet. A man in a dirty white coat
         with his boots propped up on the table was drinking brandy and staring at the ceiling.
         After a little persuasion this person agreed to shew him where the library was.
      

      
      The first ten books Mr Segundus looked at were worthless – books of sermons and moralizing
         from the last century, or descriptions of persons whom no one living cared about.
         The next fifty were very much the same. He began to think his task would soon be done.
         But then he stumbled upon some very interesting and unusual works of geology, philosophy
         and medicine. He began to feel more sanguine.
      

      
      He worked steadily for two or three hours. Once he thought he heard a carriage arrive
         at the house, but he paid it no attention. At the end of that time he was suddenly
         aware that he was extremely hungry. He had no idea whether any arrangements had been
         made for his dinner or not, and the house was a long way from the nearest inn. He went off in search of the negligent man in the tiny room to ask him
         what could be done. In the labyrinth of rooms and corridors he was lost immediately.
         He wandered about opening every door, feeling more and more hungry, and more and more
         out of temper with the negligent man.
      

      
      He found himself in an old-fashioned parlour with dark oak panelling and a mantelpiece
         the size of a young triumphal arch. Directly before him a lovely young woman was sitting
         in a deep window-seat, gazing out at the trees and the high, bare hills beyond. He
         had just time enough to notice that her left hand lacked a little finger, when suddenly
         she was not there at all – or perhaps it was more accurate to say she changed. In
         her place was a much older, stouter woman, a woman about Mr Segundus’s own age, dressed
         in a violet silk gown, with an Indian shawl about her shoulders and a little dog in
         her lap. This lady sat in exactly the same attitude as the other, gazing out of the
         window with the same wistful expression.
      

      
      All these details took but a moment to apprehend, yet the impression made upon Mr
         Segundus by the two ladies was unusually vivid – almost supernaturally so – like images
         in a delirium. A queer shock thrilled through his whole being, his senses were overwhelmed
         and he fainted away.
      

      
      When he came to himself he was lying on the floor and two ladies were leaning over
         him, with exclamations of dismay and concern. Despite his confusion he quickly comprehended
         that neither lady was the beautiful young woman with the missing finger whom he had
         seen first. One was the lady with the little dog whom he had seen second, and the other was a thin, fair-haired, equally mature lady of unremarkable face
         and figure. It appeared that she had been in the room all along, but she had been
         seated behind the door and so he had not observed her.
      

      
      The two ladies would not permit him to stand up or attempt any movement of his limbs.
         They would scarcely allow him to speak; they warned him sternly it would bring on
         another fainting fit. They fetched cushions for his head, and blankets to keep him warm (he protested he
         was perfectly warm to begin with, but they would not listen to him). They dispensed
         lavender water and sal volatile. They stopt a draught they thought might be coming from under one of the doors. Mr
         Segundus began to suspect that they had had an uneventful morning, and that when a
         strange gentleman had walked into the room and dropt down in a swoon, they were rather
         pleased than otherwise.
      

      
      After quarter of an hour of this treatment he was permitted to sit in a chair and
         sip weak tea unaided.
      

      
      “The fault is entirely mine,” said the lady with the little dog. “Fellowes told me
         that the gentleman had come from York to see the books. I ought to have made myself
         known to you before. It was too great a shock coming upon us like that!”
      

      
      The name of this lady was Mrs Lennox. The other was Mrs Blake, her companion. They
         generally resided in Bath and they had come to Starecross so that Mrs Lennox might
         see the house one more time before it was sold.
      

      
      “Foolish, is it not?” said Mrs Lennox to Mr Segundus. “The house has stood vacant
         for years and years. I ought to have sold it long ago, but when I was a child I spent
         several summers here which were particularly happy.”
      

      
      “You are still very pale, sir,” offered Mrs Blake. “Have you eaten any thing today?”

      
      Mr Segundus confessed that he was very hungry.

      
      “Did not Fellowes offer to fetch your dinner?” asked Mrs Lennox in surprize.

      
      Fellowes was presumably the negligent servant in the tiny room. Mr Segundus did not
         like to say that he had barely been able to rouse Fellowes to speak to him.
      

      
      Fortunately, Mrs Lennox and Mrs Blake had brought an ample dinner with them and Fellowes
         was, at that moment, preparing it. Half an hour later the two ladies and Mr Segundus
         sat down to dine in an oak-panelled room with a melancholy view of autumn trees. The only slight inconvenience was that the two ladies wished Mr Segundus, in
         his invalid character, to eat light, easily digestible foods, whereas in truth he
         was very hungry and wanted fried beefsteaks and hot pudding.
      

      
      The two ladies were glad of a companion and asked him a great many questions about
         himself. They were most interested to learn that he was a magician; they had never
         met one before.
      

      
      “And have you found any magical texts in my library?” asked Mrs Lennox.

      
      “None, madam,” said Mr Segundus. “But magical books, valuable ones, are very rare
         indeed. I would have been most surprized to find any.”
      

      
      “Now that I think of it,” mused Mrs Lennox, “I believe there were a few. But I sold
         them all years ago to a gentleman who lived near York. Just between ourselves I thought
         him a little foolish to pay me such a great sum for books no one wanted. But perhaps
         he was wise after all.”
      

      
      Mr Segundus knew that “the gentleman who lived near York” had probably not paid Mrs
         Lennox one quarter the proper value of the books, but it does no good to say such
         things out loud and so he smiled politely, and kept his reflections to himself.
      

      
      He told them about his pupils, both male and female, and how clever they were and
         how eager to learn.
      

      
      “And since you encourage them with such praise,” said Mrs Blake, kindly, “they are
         sure to fare better under your tutelage than they would with any other master.”
      

      
      “Oh! I do not know about that,” said Mr Segundus.

      
      “I had not quite understood before,” said Mrs Lennox, with a thoughtful air, “how
         universally popular the study of magic has become. I had thought that it was confined
         to those two men in London. What are their names? Presumably, Mr Segundus, the next
         step is a school for magicians? Doubtless that is where you will direct your energies?”
      

      
      “A school!” said Mr Segundus. “Oh! But that would require – well, I do not know what exactly – but a great deal of money and a house.”
      

      
      “Perhaps there would be difficulty in acquiring pupils?” said Mrs Lennox.

      
      “No, indeed! I can think of four young men immediately.”

      
      “And if you were to advertise …”

      
      “Oh! But I would never do that!” said Mr Segundus, rather shocked. “Magic is the noblest
         profession in the world – well, the second noblest perhaps, after the Church. One
         ought not to soil it with commercial practices. No, I would only take young men upon
         private recommendation.”
      

      
      “Then all that remains is for someone to find you a little money and a house. Nothing
         could be easier. But I dare say your friend, Mr Honeyfoot, of whom you speak with
         such regard, would wish to lend you the money. I dare say he would want to claim that
         honour for his own.”
      

      
      “Oh, no! Mr Honeyfoot has three daughters – the dearest girls in the world. One of
         them is married and another is engaged and the third cannot make up her mind. No,
         Mr Honeyfoot must think of his family. His money is quite tied up.”
      

      
      “Then I can tell you my hope with a clear conscience! Why should I not lend you the
         money?”
      

      
      Mr Segundus was all amazement and for several moments quite at a loss for an answer.
         “You are very kind, madam!” he stammered at last.
      

      
      Mrs Lennox smiled. “No, sir. I am not. If magic is as popular as you say – and I shall,
         of course, ascertain the opinion of other people upon this point – then I believe
         the profits will be handsome.”
      

      
      “But my experience of business is woefully small,” said Mr Segundus. “I should fear
         to make a mistake and lose you your money. No, you are very kind and I thank you with
         all my heart, but I must decline.”
      

      
      “Well, if you dislike the notion of becoming a borrower of money – and I know it does not suit everyone – then that is easily solved. The school
         shall be mine – mine alone. I will bear the expence and the risk. You will be master
         of the school and our names will appear upon the prospectus together. After all, what
         better purpose for this house could there be than as a school for magicians? As a
         residence it has many drawbacks, but its advantages as a school are considerable.
         It is a very isolated situation. There is no shooting to speak of. There would be
         little opportunity for the young men to gamble or hunt. Their pleasures will be quite
         restricted and so they will apply themselves to their studies.”
      

      
      “I would not chuse young men who gamble!” said Mr Segundus, rather shocked.

      
      She smiled again. “I do not believe you have ever given your friends a moment’s anxiety
         – except for worrying that this wicked world would quickly take advantage of someone
         so honest.”
      

      
      After dinner Mr Segundus dutifully returned to the library and in the early evening
         he took his leave of the two ladies. They parted in a most friendly manner and with
         a promise on Mrs Lennox’s side that she would soon invite him to Bath.
      

      
      On the way back he gave himself stern warnings not to place any reliance on these
         wonderful plans for Future Usefulness and Happiness, but he could not help indulging
         in ideal pictures of teaching the young men and of their extraordinary progress; of
         Jonathan Strange coming to visit the school; of his pupils being delighted to discover
         that their master was a friend and intimate of the most famous magician of the Modern
         Age; of Strange saying to him, “It is all excellent, Segundus. I could not be better
         pleased. Well done!”
      

      
      It was after midnight when he got home, and it took all his resolve not to run to
         Mr Honeyfoot’s house immediately to tell them the news. But the following morning
         when he arrived at the house at a very early hour, their raptures were scarcely to
         be described. They were full of the happiness he had hardly dare allow himself to
         feel. Mrs Honeyfoot still had a great deal of the schoolgirl in her and she caught up her husband’s hands and danced around the breakfast-table
         with him as the only possible means of expressing what she felt. Then she took Mr
         Segundus’s hands and danced around the table with him, and when both magicians protested against any more dancing, she continued by herself.
         Mr Segundus’s only regret (and it was a very slight one) was that Mr and Mrs Honeyfoot
         did not feel the surprize of the thing quite as he intended they should; their opinion of him was so high that
         they found nothing particularly remarkable in great ladies wishing to establish schools
         solely for his benefit.
      

      
      “She may consider herself very lucky to have found you!” declared Mr Honeyfoot. “For
         who is better fitted to direct a school for magicians? No one!”
      

      
      “And after all,” reasoned Mrs Honeyfoot, “what else has she to do with her money?
         Poor, childless lady!”
      

      
      Mr Honeyfoot was convinced that Mr Segundus’s fortune was now made. His sanguine temper
         would not permit him to expect less. Yet he had not lived so long in the world without
         acquiring some sober habits of business and he told Mr Segundus that they would make
         some inquiries about Mrs Lennox, who she was and whether she was as rich as she seemed.
      

      
      They wrote to a friend of Mr Honeyfoot’s who lived in Bath. Fortunately Mrs Lennox
         was well known as a great lady, even in Bath, a city beloved by the rich and the elevated.
         She had been born rich and married an even richer husband. This husband had died young
         and not much regretted, leaving her at liberty to indulge her active temperament and
         clever mind. She had increased her fortune with good investments and careful management
         of her lands and estates. She was famed for her bold, decisive temper, her many charitable
         activities and the warmth of her friendship. She had houses in every part of the kingdom,
         but resided chiefly at Bath with Mrs Blake.
      

      
      Meanwhile Mrs Lennox had been asking the same sort of questions about Mr Segundus,
         and she must have been pleased with the answers because she soon invited him up to Bath where every detail of the
         projected school was quickly decided.
      

      
      The next months were spent in repairing and fitting up Starecross Hall. The roof leaked,
         two chimneys were blocked and part of the kitchen had actually fallen down. Mr Segundus
         was shocked to discover how much everything would cost. He calculated that if he did
         not clear the second chimney, made do with old country settles and wooden chairs instead
         of buying new furniture, and confined the number of servants to three, he could save
         £60. His letter to this effect produced an immediate reply from Mrs Lennox; she informed
         him he was not spending enough. His pupils would all be from good families; they would
         expect good fires and comfort. She advised him to engage nine servants, in addition
         to a butler and a French cook. He must completely refurnish the house and purchase
         a cellar of good French wines. The cutlery, she said, must all be silver and the dining-service
         Wedgwood.
      

      
      In early December Mr Segundus received a letter of congratulation from Jonathan Strange,
         who promised to visit the school the following spring. But in spite of everyone’s
         good wishes and everyone’s endeavours, Mr Segundus could not get rid of the feeling
         that the school would never actually come into being; something would occur to prevent
         it. This idea was constantly at the back of his thoughts, do what he would to suppress
         it.
      

      
      One morning around the middle of December he arrived at the Hall and found a man seated,
         quite at his ease, upon the steps. Though he did not believe he had ever seen the
         man before, he knew him instantly: he was Bad Fortune personified; he was the Ruin
         of Mr Segundus’s Hopes and Dreams. The man was dressed in a black coat of an old-fashioned
         cut, as worn and shabby as Mr Segundus’s own, and he had mud on his boots. With his
         long, ragged dark hair he looked like the portent of doom in a bad play.
      

      
      “Mr Segundus, you cannot do this!” he said in a Yorkshire accent.

      
      “I beg your pardon?” said Mr Segundus.

      
      “The school, sir. You must give up this notion of a school!”
      

      
      “What?” cried Mr Segundus, bravely pretending that he did not know the man spoke an
         inevitable truth.
      

      
      “Now, sir,” continued the dark man, “you know me and you know that when I say a thing
         is so, that thing will be so – however much you and I might privately regret it.”
      

      
      “But you are quite mistaken,” said Mr Segundus. “I do not know you. At least I do
         not believe I ever saw you before.”
      

      
      “I am John Childermass, Mr Norrell’s servant. We last talked nine years ago, outside
         the Cathedral in York. When you confined yourself to a few pupils, Mr Segundus, I
         was able to turn a blind eye. I said nothing and Mr Norrell remained in ignorance
         of what you were doing. But a regular school for grown-up magicians, that is a different
         matter. You have been too ambitious, sir. He knows, Mr Segundus. He knows and it is
         his desire that you wind up the business immediately.”
      

      
      “But what has Mr Norrell or Mr Norrell’s desires to do with me? I did not sign the agreement. You should know that I am not alone in this undertaking.
         I have friends now.”
      

      
      “That is true,” said Childermass, mildly amused. “And Mrs Lennox is a very rich woman,
         and an excellent woman for business. But does she have the friendship of every Minister
         in the Cabinet like Mr Norrell? Does she have his influence? Remember the Society
         of Learned Magicians, Mr Segundus! Remember how he crushed them!”
      

      
      Childermass waited a moment and then, since the conversation appeared to be at an
         end, he strode off in the direction of the stables.
      

      
      Five minutes later he reappeared on a big, brown horse. Mr Segundus was standing,
         just as before, with his arms crossed, glaring at the paving-stones.
      

      
      Childermass looked down at him. “I am sorry it ends like this, sir. Yet, surely all
         is not lost? This house is just as suited to another kind of school as it is for a
         magical one. You would not think it to look at me, but I am a very fine fellow with a wide acquaintance among great people.
         Chuse some other sort of school and the next time I hear that a lord or lady has need
         of such an establishment for their little lordlings, I will send them your way.”
      

      
      “I do not want another kind of school!” said Mr Segundus, peevishly.

      
      Childermass smiled his sideways smile and rode away.

      
      Mr Segundus travelled to Bath and informed his patroness of their dismal situation.
         She was full of indignation that some gentleman she had never even met should presume
         to instruct her in what she could and could not do. She wrote Mr Norrell an angry
         letter. She got no reply, but her bankers, lawyers and partners in other business
         ventures suddenly found themselves in receipt of odd letters from great people of
         their acquaintance, all complaining in an oblique fashion of Mr Segundus’s school.
         One of the bankers – an argumentative and obdurate old person – was unwise enough
         to wonder publicly (in the lobby of the House of Commons) what a school for magicians
         in Yorkshire could possibly have to do with him. The result was that several ladies
         and gentlemen – friends of Mr Norrell – withdrew their patronage from his bank.
      

      
      In Mrs Honeyfoot’s drawing-room in York a few evenings later Mr Segundus sat with
         his head in his hands, lamenting. “It is as if some evil fortune is determined to
         torment me, holding out great prizes in front of me, only to snatch them away again.”
      

      
      Mrs Honeyfoot clucked sympathetically, patted his shoulder and offered the same damning
         censure of Mr Norrell with which she had consoled both Mr Segundus and Mr Honeyfoot
         for the past nine years: to wit, that Mr Norrell seemed a very odd gentleman, full
         of queer fancies, and that she would never understand him.
      

      
      “Why not write to Mr Strange?” said Mr Honeyfoot, suddenly. “He will know what to
         do!”
      

      
      Mr Segundus looked up. “Oh! I know that Mr Strange and Mr Norrell have parted, but still I should not like to be a cause of argument between
         them.”
      

      
      “Nonsense!” cried Mr Honeyfoot. “Have you not read the recent issues of The Modern Magician? This is the very thing Strange wants! – some principle of Norrellite magic that
         he can attack openly and so bring the whole edifice tumbling down. Believe me, he
         will consider himself obliged to you for the opportunity. You know, Segundus, the
         more I think of it, the more I like this plan!”
      

      
      Mr Segundus thought so too. “Let me only consult Mrs Lennox and if she is in agreement,
         then I shall certainly do as you suggest!”
      

      
      Mrs Lennox’s ignorance concerning recent magical events was extensive. She knew very
         little of Jonathan Strange other than his name and that he had some vague connexion
         to the Duke of Wellington. But she was quick to assure Mr Segundus that if Mr Strange
         disliked Mr Norrell, then she was very much in his favour. So on the 20th December
         Mr Segundus sent Strange a letter informing him of Gilbert Norrell’s actions in regard
         to the school at Starecross Hall.
      

      
      Unfortunately, far from leaping to Mr Segundus’s defence, Strange never even replied.
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      It may very easily be imagined with what pleasure Mr Norrell received the news that
         on his return to England Mr Strange had gone straight to Shropshire.
      

      
      “And the best part of it is,” Mr Norrell told Lascelles, “that in the country he is
         unlikely to publish any more of those mischievous articles upon the magic of the Raven
         King.”
      

      
      “No indeed, sir,” said Lascelles, “for I very much doubt that he will have time to
         write them.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell took a moment to consider what this might mean.

      
      “Oh! Have you not heard, sir?” continued Lascelles. “Strange is writing a book. He
         writes to his friends of nothing else. He began very suddenly about two weeks ago
         and is, by his own account, making very rapid progress. But then we all know with
         what ease Strange writes. He has sworn to put the entirety of English magic into his
         book. He told Sir Walter that he would be greatly astonished if he could cram it all
         into two volumes. He rather thinks that it will need three. It is to be called The History and Practice of English Magic and Murray has promised to publish it when it is done.”
      

      
      There could scarcely have been worse news. Mr Norrell had always intended to write
         a book himself. He intended to call it Precepts for the Education of a Magician and he had begun it when he had first become tutor to Mr Strange. His notes already filled two shelves of the
         little book-lined room on the second floor. Yet he had always spoken of his book as
         something for the distant future. He had a quite unreasonable terror of committing
         himself to paper which eight years of London adulation had not cured. All his volumes
         of private notes and histories and journals had yet to be seen by anyone (except,
         in a few instances, by Strange and Childermass). Mr Norrell could never believe himself
         ready to publish: he could never be sure that he had got at the truth; he did not
         believe he had thought long enough upon the matter; he did not know if it were a fit
         subject to place before the public.
      

      
      As soon as Mr Lascelles had gone, Mr Norrell called for a silver dish of clear water
         to be brought to him in his room on the second floor.
      

      
      In Shropshire, Strange was working upon his book. He did not look up, but suddenly
         he smiled a little wryly and wagged his finger at the empty air as if to tell some
         unseen person No. All the mirrors in the room had been turned to face the wall and, though Mr Norrell
         spent several hours bent over his silver dish, by the end of the evening he was no
         wiser.
      

      
      On an evening at the beginning of December Stephen Black was polishing silver in his
         room at the end of the kitchen-passage. He looked down and discovered that the strings
         of his polishing-apron were untying themselves. It was not that the bow had come loose
         (Stephen had never tied a lazy bow in his life), but rather that the strings were
         snaking about in a bold, decisive way like apron-strings that knew what they were
         about. Next his polishing-sleeves and polishing-gloves slipped off his arms and hands
         and folded themselves up neatly upon the table. Then his coat leapt from the chairback
         where he had hung it. It took firm hold of him and helped him on with itself. Finally
         the butler’s room itself disappeared.
      

      
      Suddenly he was standing in a small apartment panelled in dark wood. A table took up most of the space. The table was laid with a cloth of scarlet
         linen with a deep and ornate border of gold and silver. It was crowded with gold and
         silver dishes and the dishes were heaped with food. Jewelled ewers were filled with
         wine. Wax candles in gold candlesticks made a blaze of light and incense burnt in
         two golden censers. Besides the table the only other furniture were two carved wooden
         chairs draped with cloth of gold and made luxurious with embroidered cushions. In
         one of these chairs the gentleman with the thistle-down hair was sitting.
      

      
      “Good evening, Stephen!”

      
      “Good evening, sir.”

      
      “You look a little pale tonight, Stephen. I hope you are not unwell.”

      
      “I am merely a little out of breath, sir. I find these sudden removals to other countries
         and continents a little perplexing.”
      

      
      “Oh! But we are still in London, Stephen. This is the Jerusalem Coffee-house in Cowper’s-court.
         Do you not know it?”
      

      
      “Oh, yes indeed, sir. Sir Walter would often sup here with his rich friends when he
         was a bachelor. It is just that it was never so magnificent before. As for this banquet,
         there are hardly any dishes here I recognize.”
      

      
      “Oh! That is because I have ordered an exact copy of a meal I ate in this very house
         four or five hundred years ago! Here is a haunch of roasted wyvern and a pie of honeyed
         hummingbirds. Here is roasted salamander with a relish of pomegranates; here a delicate
         fricassee of the combs of cockatrices spiced with saffron and powdered rainbows and
         ornamented with gold stars! Now sit you down and eat! That will be the best cure for
         your dizziness. What will you take?”
      

      
      “It is all very wonderful, sir, but I believe I see some plain pork steaks which look
         very good indeed.”
      

      
      “Ah, Stephen! As ever your noble instincts have led you to pick the choicest dish
         of all! Though the pork steaks are indeed quite plain, they have been fried in fat
         that was rendered down from the exorcised ghosts of black Welsh pigs that wander through the hills of Wales at night
         terrifying the inhabitants of that deplorable country! The ghostliness and ferocity
         of the pigs lends the steaks a wonderful flavour which is quite unlike any other!
         And the sauce which accompanies them is made from cherries that were grown in a centaur’s
         orchard!”
      

      
      Taking up a jewelled and gilded ewer, the gentleman poured Stephen a glass of ruby-red
         wine. “This wine is one of the vintages of Hell – but do not allow yourself to be
         dissuaded from tasting it upon that account! I dare say you have heard of Tantalus?
         The wicked king who baked his little son in a pie and ate him? He has been condemned
         to stand up to his chin in a pool of water he cannot drink, beneath a vine laden with
         grapes he cannot eat. This wine is made from those grapes. And, since the vine was
         planted there for the sole purpose of tormenting Tantalus, you may be sure the grapes
         have an excellent flavour and aroma – and so does the wine. The pomegranates too are
         from Persephone’s own orchard.”
      

      
      Stephen tasted the wine and the pork steaks. “It is altogether excellent, sir. What
         was the occasion when you dined here before?”
      

      
      “Oh! I and my friends were celebrating our departure for the Crusades. William of
         Lanchester1 was here and Tom Dundell2 and many other noble lords and knights, both Christian and fairy. Of course it was
         not a coffee-house then. It was an inn. From where we sat we looked out over a wide
         courtyard surrounded by carved and gilded pillars. Our servants, pages and squires
         went to and fro, making everything ready for us to wreak a terrible vengeance upon
         our wicked enemies! On the other side of the courtyard were the stables where were
         housed not only the most beautiful horses in England, but three unicorns that another
         fairy – a cousin of mine – was taking to the Holy Lands to pierce our enemies through and through. Several talented
         magicians were seated at the table with us. They in no way resembled the horrors that
         pass for magicians nowadays. They were as handsome in their persons as they were accomplished
         in their art! The birds of the air stooped to hear their commands. The rains and the
         rivers were their servants. The north wind, the south wind, etc., etc., only existed
         to do their bidding. They spread their hands and cities crumbled – or sprang up whole
         again! What a contrast to that horrible old man who sits in a dusty room, muttering
         to himself and turning the pages of some ancient volume!” The gentlemen ate some cockatrice
         fricassee thoughtfully. “The other one is writing a book,” he said.
      

      
      “So I have heard, sir. Have you been to look at him recently?”

      
      The gentleman frowned. “I? Did you just not hear me say that I consider these magicians
         the stupidest, most abominable men in England? No, I have not seen him above twice
         or three times a week since he left London. When he writes, he cuts his nibs rather
         square with a old pen-knife. I should be ashamed to use so battered and ugly an old knife, but these magicians endure
         all sorts of nastiness that you and I would shudder at! Sometimes he gets so lost
         in what he is writing that he forgets to mend his nib and then the ink splatters on
         to his paper and into his coffee and he pays it no attention at all.”
      

      
      Stephen reflected how odd it was that the gentleman, who lived in a partly ruinous
         house surrounded by the grisly bones of bygone battles, should be so sensitive to
         disorder in other people’s houses. “And what of the subject of the book, sir?” he
         asked. “What is your opinion of that?”
      

      
      “It is most peculiar! He describes all the most important appearances of my race in
         this country. There are accounts of how we have intervened in Britain’s affairs for
         Britain’s good and the greater glory of the inhabitants. He continually gives it as
         his opinion that nothing is so desirable as that the magicians of this Age should
         immediately summon us up and beg for our assistance. Can you make any thing of this, Stephen? I cannot. When I wished to bring the King
         of England to my house and shew him all sorts of polite attentions, this same magician
         thwarted me. His behaviour upon that occasion seemed calculated to insult me!”
      

      
      “But I think, sir,” said Stephen, gently, “that perhaps he did not quite understand
         who or what you were.”
      

      
      “Oh! who can tell what these Englishmen understand? Their minds are so peculiar! It
         is impossible to know what they are thinking! I fear you will find it so, Stephen,
         when you are their King!”
      

      
      “I really have no wish to be King of anywhere, sir.”

      
      “You will feel very differently when you are King. It is just that you are cast down
         at the thought of being excluded from Lost-hope and all your friends. Be easy upon
         that score! I too would be miserable if I thought that your elevation would be the
         means of parting us. But I see no necessity for you to reside permanently in England
         merely because you are its monarch. A week is the utmost any person of taste could
         be expected to linger in such a dull country. A week is more than enough!”
      

      
      “But what of my duties, sir? It is my understanding that kings have a great deal of
         business, and as little as I want to be King, I should not wish …”
      

      
      “My dear Stephen!” cried the gentleman in affectionate but amused delight. “That is
         what seneschals are for! They can perform all the dull business of government, while
         you remain with me at Lost-hope to enjoy our usual pleasures. You will return here
         every so often to collect your taxes and the tribute of conquered nations and put
         them into a bank. Oh, I suppose that once in a while it will be prudent to stay in
         England long enough to have your portrait painted so that the populace may adore you
         all the more. Sometimes you may graciously permit all the most beautiful ladies in
         the land to wait in line to kiss your hands and fall in love with you. Then, all your
         duties performed to perfection, you can return to Lady Pole and me with a good conscience!”
         The gentleman paused and grew unusually thoughtful. “Though I must confess,” he said at
         last, “that my delight in the beautiful Lady Pole is not so overpowering as once it
         was. There is another lady whom I like much more. She is only moderately pretty, but
         the deficiency in beauty is more than compensated for by her lively spirits and sweet
         conversation. And this other lady has one great advantage over Lady Pole. As you and
         I both know, Stephen, however often Lady Pole visits my house, she must always go
         away again in accordance with the magician’s agreement. But in the case of this lady,
         there will be no need for any such foolish agreement. Once I have obtained her, I
         shall be able to keep her always at my side!”
      

      
      Stephen sighed. The thought of some other poor lady held prisoner at Lost-hope for
         ever and a day was melancholy indeed! Yet it would be foolish to suppose that he could
         do any thing to prevent it and it might be that he could turn it to Lady Pole’s advantage.
         “Perhaps, sir,” he said, respectfully, “in that case you would consider releasing
         her ladyship from her enchantment? I know her husband and friends would be glad to
         have her restored to them.”
      

      
      “Oh! But I shall always regard Lady Pole as a most desirable addition to all our entertainments.
         A beautiful woman is always good company and I doubt if her ladyship has her equal
         for beauty in England. There are not many to equal her in Faerie. No, what you suggest
         is entirely impossible. But to return to the subject in hand. We must decide upon
         a scheme to pluck this other lady from her home and carry her off to Lost-hope. I
         know, Stephen, that you will be all the more eager to help me when I tell you that
         I consider the removal of this lady from England as quite essential to our noble aim
         of making you King. It will be a terrible blow to our enemies! It will cast them down
         into utter despair! It will produce strife and dissension amongst them. Oh, yes! It
         will be all good things to us and all bad to them! We would fail in our lofty duties
         if we did any thing less!”
      

      
      Stephen could make very little of this. Was the gentleman speaking of one of the Princesses
         at Windsor Castle? It was well known that the King had gone mad when his youngest
         and favourite daughter died. Perhaps the gentleman with the thistledown hair supposed
         that the loss of another Princess might actually kill him, or loosen the wits of some
         other members of the Royal Family.
      

      
      “Now, my dear Stephen,” said the gentleman. “The question before us is: how may we
         fetch the lady away without any one noticing – particularly the magicians!” He considered
         a moment. “I have it! Fetch me a piece of moss-oak!”
      

      
      “Sir?”

      
      “It must be about your own girth and as tall as my collar bone.”

      
      “I would gladly fetch it for you immediately, sir. But I do not know what moss-oak
         is.”
      

      
      “Ancient wood that has been sunk in peat bogs for countless centuries!”

      
      “Then, sir, I fear we are not very likely to find any in London. There are no peat
         bogs here.”
      

      
      “True, true.” The gentleman flung himself back in his chair and stared at the ceiling
         while he considered this tricky problem.
      

      
      “Would any other sort of wood suit your purposes, sir?” asked Stephen, “There is a
         timber merchant in Gracechurch-street, who I dare say …”
      

      
      “No, no,” said the gentleman, “This must be done …”

      
      At that instant Stephen experienced the queerest sensation: he was plucked out of
         his chair and stood upon his feet. At the same moment the coffee-house disappeared
         and was replaced by a pitch-black, ice-cold nothingness. Though he could see nothing
         at all, Stephen had the sense that he was in a wide, open place. A bitter wind howled
         about his ears and a thick rain seemed to be falling upon him from all directions
         at once.
      

      
      “… properly,” continued the gentleman in exactly the same tone as before. “There is
         a very fine piece of moss-oak hereabouts. At least I think I remember …” His voice, which had been somewhere near Stephen’s
         right ear, moved away. “Stephen!” he cried, “Have you brought a flaughter, a rutter
         and a tusker?”
      

      
      “What, sir? Which, sir? No, sir. I have not brought any of those things. To own the
         truth, I did not quite understand that we were going any where.” Stephen found that
         his feet and ancles were deep in cold water. He tried to step aside. Immediately the
         ground lurched most alarmingly and he sank suddenly into it up to the middle of his
         calves. He screamed.
      

      
      “Mmm?” inquired the gentleman.

      
      “I … I would never presume to interrupt you, sir. But the ground appears to be swallowing
         me up.”
      

      
      “It is a bog,” said the gentleman, helpfully.

      
      “It is certainly a most terrifying substance.” Stephen attempted to mimic the gentleman’s
         calm, uninterested tone. He knew only too well that the gentleman set a great value
         upon dignity in every situation and he feared that if he let the gentleman hear how
         terrified he was, there was every possibility that the gentleman would grow disgusted
         with him and wander off, leaving him to be sucked into the bog. He tried to move,
         but found nothing solid beneath his feet. He flailed about, almost fell and the only
         result was that his feet and legs slipped a little further into the watery mud. He
         screamed again. The bog made a series of most unpleasant sucking noises.
      

      
      “Ah, God! I take the liberty of observing, sir, that I am sinking by degrees. Ah!”
         He began to slip sideways. “You have often been so kind as to express an affection
         for me, sir, and to say how much you prefer my society to that of any other person.
         If it would not inconvenience you in any way, perhaps I might prevail upon you to
         rescue me from this horrible bog?”
      

      
      The gentleman did not trouble to reply. Instead Stephen found himself plucked by magic
         out of the bog and stood upon his feet. He was quite weak with fright and would have
         liked to lie down, but dared not move. The ground here seemed solid enough, but it was unpleasantly wet and he had no idea where the bog was.
      

      
      “I would gladly help you, sir,” he called into the darkness, “but I dare not move
         for fear of falling into the bog again!”
      

      
      “Oh, it does not matter!” said the gentleman. “In truth, there is nothing to do but
         wait. Moss-oak is most easily discovered at dawn.”
      

      
      “But dawn is not for another nine hours!” exclaimed Stephen in horror.

      
      “No, indeed! Let us sit down and wait.”

      
      “Here, sir? But this is a dreadful place. Black and cold and awful!”

      
      “Oh, quite! It is most disagreeable!” agreed the gentleman with aggravating calmness.
         He fell silent then and Stephen could only suppose that he was pursuing this mad plan
         of waiting for the dawn.
      

      
      The icy wind blew upon Stephen; the damp seeped up into every part of his being; the
         blackness pressed down upon him; and the long hours passed with excruciating slowness.
         He had no expectation of being able to sleep, but at some time during the night he
         experienced a little relief from the misery of his situation. It was not that he fell
         asleep exactly, but he did fall to dreaming.
      

      
      In his dream he had gone to the pantry to fetch someone a slice of a magnificent pork
         pie. But when he cut the pie open he found that there was very little pork inside
         it. Most of the interior was taken up by the city of Birmingham. Within the pie-crust
         forges and smithies smoked and engines pounded. One of the citizens, a civil-looking
         person, happened to stroll out from the cut that Stephen had made and when his glance
         fell upon Stephen, he said …
      

      
      Just then a high, mournful sound broke in upon Stephen’s dream – a slow, sad song
         in an unknown language and Stephen understood without ever actually waking that the
         gentleman with the thistle-down hair was singing.
      

      
      It may be laid down as a general rule that if a man begins to sing, no one will take
         any notice of his song except his fellow human beings. This is true even if his song
         is surpassingly beautiful. Other men may be in raptures at his skill, but the rest
         of creation is, by and large, unmoved. Perhaps a cat or a dog may look at him; his
         horse, if it is an exceptionally intelligent beast, may pause in cropping the grass,
         but that is the extent of it. But when the fairy sang, the whole world listened to
         him. Stephen felt clouds pause in their passing; he felt sleeping hills shift and
         murmur; he felt cold mists dance. He understood for the first time that the world
         is not dumb at all, but merely waiting for someone to speak to it in a language it
         understands. In the fairy’s song the earth recognized the names by which it called
         itself.
      

      
      Stephen began to dream again. This time he dreamt that hills walked and the sky wept.
         Trees came and spoke to him and told him their secrets and also whether or not he
         might regard them as friends or enemies. Important destinies were hidden inside pebbles
         and crumpled leaves. He dreamt that everything in the world – stones and rivers, leaves
         and fire – had a purpose which it was determined to carry out with the utmost rigour,
         but he also understood that it was possible sometimes to persuade things to a different
         purpose.
      

      
      When he awoke it was dawn. Or something like dawn. The light was watery, dim and incomparably
         sad. Vast, grey, gloomy hills rose up all around them and in between the hills there
         was a wide expanse of black bog. Stephen had never seen a landscape so calculated
         to reduce the onlooker to utter despair in an instant.
      

      
      “This is one of your kingdoms, I suppose, sir?” he said.

      
      “My kingdoms?” exclaimed the gentleman in surprize. “Oh, no! This is Scotland!”

      
      The gentleman disappeared suddenly – and reappeared a moment later with an armful
         of tools. There was an axe and a spit and three things Stephen had never seen before.
         One was a little like a hoe, one was a little like a spade and the last was a very
         strange object, something between a spade and a scythe. He handed all of them to Stephen,
         who examined them with a puzzled air. “Are they new, sir? They shine so brightly.”
      

      
      “Well, obviously one cannot employ tools of ordinary metal for such a magical undertaking
         as I am proposing. These are made of a compound of quicksilver and starshine. Now,
         Stephen, we must look for a patch of ground where the dew has not settled and if we
         dig there we are sure to find moss-oak!”
      

      
      All through the glen all the grasses and tiny coloured bog-plants were covered with
         dew. Stephen’s clothes, hands, hair and skin had a velvety, grey bloom, and the gentleman’s
         hair – which was always extraordinary – had added the sparkle of a million tiny spheres
         of water to its customary brilliance. He appeared to be wearing a jewelled halo.
      

      
      The gentleman walked slowly across the glen, his eyes fixed upon the ground. Stephen
         followed.
      

      
      “Ah!” cried the gentleman. “Here we are!”

      
      How the gentleman knew this, Stephen could not tell.

      
      They were standing in the middle of a boggy expanse, exactly like every other part
         of the glen. There was no distinguishing tree or rock nearby to mark the spot. But
         the gentleman strode on with a confident air until he came to a shallow depression.
         In the middle of the depression was a long, broad stripe where there was no dew at
         all.
      

      
      “Dig here, Stephen!”

      
      The gentleman proved surprizingly knowledgeable about the art of peat cutting. And
         though he did none of the actual work himself he carefully instructed Stephen how
         to cut away the uppermost layer of grasses and moss with one tool, how to cut the
         peat with another tool and how to lift out the pieces with a third.
      

      
      Stephen was unaccustomed to hard labour and he was soon out of breath and every part
         of him ached. Fortunately, he had not cut down very far when he struck something much
         harder than the peat.
      

      
      “Ah!” cried the gentleman, very well pleased. “That is the moss oak. Excellent! Now,
         Stephen, cut around it!”
      

      
      This was easier said than done. Even when Stephen had cut away enough of the peat
         to expose the moss-oak to the air it was still very difficult to see what was oak
         and what was peat – both were black, wet and oozing. He dug some more and he began
         to suspect that, though the gentleman called it a log, this was in fact an entire
         tree.
      

      
      “Could you not lift it out by magic, sir?” he asked.

      
      “Oh, no! No, indeed! I shall ask a great deal of this wood and therefore it is incumbent
         upon us to make its passage from the bog into the wider world as easy as we can! Now,
         do you take this axe, Stephen, and cut me a piece as tall as my collar-bone. Then
         with the spit and the tusker we will prise it out!”
      

      
      It took them three more hours to accomplish the task. Stephen chopped the wood to
         the size the gentleman had asked for, but the task of manoeuvring it out of the bog
         was more than one man could manage and the gentleman was obliged to descend into the
         muddy, stinking hole with him and they strained and pulled and heaved together.
      

      
      When at last they had finished, Stephen threw himself upon the ground in a condition
         of the utmost exhaustion, while the gentleman stood, regarding his log with delight.
      

      
      “Well,” he said, “that was a great deal easier than I had imagined.”

      
      Stephen suddenly found himself once more in the upper room of the Jerusalem Coffee-house.
         He looked at himself and at the gentleman. Their good clothes were in tatters and
         they were covered from head to foot with bog-mud.
      

      
      For the first time he was able to see the log of moss-oak properly. It was as black
         as sin, extremely fine-grained, and it oozed black water.
      

      
      “We must dry it out before it will be fit for any thing,” he said.

      
      “Oh, no!” said the gentleman with a brilliant smile. “For my purposes it will do very
         well as it is!”
      

      
   
      
      43
The curious adventure of Mr Hyde

      
      December 1815

      
      One morning in the first week of December Jeremy knocked upon the door of Strange’s
         library at Ashfair House and said that Mr Hyde begged the favour of a few minutes’
         conversation with him.
      

      
      Strange was not best pleased to be interrupted. Since he had been in the country he
         had grown almost as fond of quiet and solitude as Norrell. “Oh, very well!” he muttered.
      

      
      Delaying only to write another paragraph, look up three or four things in a biography
         of Valentine Greatrakes, blot his paper, correct some spellings and blot his paper
         again, he went immediately to the drawing-room.
      

      
      A gentleman was sitting alone by the fire, staring pensively into the flames. He was
         a vigorous-looking, active sort of man of fifty or so years, dressed in the stout
         clothes and boots of a gentleman-farmer. On a table at his side there was a little
         glass of wine and a small plate of biscuits. Clearly Jeremy had decided that the visitor
         had sat alone long enough to require some refreshment.
      

      
      Mr Hyde and Jonathan Strange had been neighbours all their lives, but the marked differences
         in their fortunes and tastes had meant that they had never been more than common acquaintances.
         This was in fact the first time they had met since Strange had become a magician.
      

      
      They shook hands.
      

      
      “I dare say, sir,” began Mr Hyde, “you are wondering what can bring me to your door
         in such weather.”
      

      
      “Weather?”

      
      “Yes, sir. It is very bad.”

      
      Strange looked out of the window. The high hills surrounding Ashfair were sheathed
         in snow. Every branch, every twig bore its burden of snow. The very air seemed white
         with frost and mist.
      

      
      “So it is. I had not observed. I have not been out of the house since Sunday.”

      
      “Your servant tells me that you are very much occupied with your studies. I beg your
         pardon for interrupting you, but I have something to tell you which can wait no longer.”
      

      
      “Oh! There is no explanation necessary. And how is your …” Strange paused and tried
         to remember whether Mr Hyde had a wife, any children, brothers, sisters or friends.
         He found he was entirely without information upon the subject. “Farm,” he finished.
         “I recollect it is at Aston.”
      

      
      “It is nearer to Clunbury.”

      
      “Clunbury. Yes.”

      
      “All is well with me, Mr Strange, except for something rather … unsettling which happened
         to me three days ago. I have been debating with myself ever since whether I ought
         to come and speak to you about it. I have asked the advice of my friends and my wife
         and all are agreed that I ought to tell you what I have seen. Three days ago I had
         business on the Welsh side of the border, with David Evans – I dare say you know him,
         sir?”
      

      
      “I know him by sight. I have never spoken to him. Ford knows him, I believe.” (Ford
         was the agent who managed all the business of Strange’s estate.)
      

      
      “Well, sir, David Evans and I had finished our business by two o’clock and I was very
         anxious to get home. There was a thick snow lying everywhere and the roads between
         here and Llanfair Waterdine were very bad. I dare say you do not know it, sir, but
         David Evans’s house is high up on a hill with a long view westwards and the moment
         he and I stepped outside we saw great grey clouds full of snow coming towards us.
         Mrs Evans, Davey’s mother, pressed me to stay with them and come home the next day,
         but Evans and I talked it over and we both agreed that all would be well providing
         I left instantly and came home by the most direct way possible – in other words I
         should ride up to the Dyke and cross over into England before the storm was upon me.”1

      
      “The Dyke?” said Strange, frowning, “That is a steep ride – even in summer – and a
         very lonely place if any thing were to happen to you. I do not think I would have
         attempted it. But I dare say you know these hills and their temper better than I.”
      

      
      “Perhaps you are wiser than I was, sir. As I rode up to the Dyke a hard, high wind
         began to blow and it caught up the snow that had already fallen and carried it up
         into the air. The snow stuck to my horse’s coat and to my own greatcoat so that when
         I looked down we were as white as the hillside, as white as the air. As white as everything.
         The wind made eerie shapes with the snow so that I seemed to be surrounded by spinning
         ghosts and the kind of evil spirits and bad angels that are in the Arabian lady’s
         stories. My poor horse – who is not generally a nervous beast – seemed to be seeing
         all manner of things to frighten him. As you may imagine, I was beginning to wish
         very heartily that I had accepted Mrs Evans’s hospitality when I heard the sound of
         a bell tolling.”
      

      
      “A bell?” said Strange.

      
      “Yes, sir.”

      
      “But what bell could there have been?”

      
      “Well, none at all, sir, in that lonely place. Indeed it is a wonder to me that I
         could have heard any thing at all what with the horse snorting and the wind howling.”
      

      
      Strange, who imagined that Mr Hyde must have come in order to have this queer bell
         explained to him, began to talk of the magical significance of bells: how bells were
         used as a protection against fairies and other evil spirits and how a bad fairy might
         sometimes be frightened away by the sound of a church bell. And yet, at the same time,
         it was well known that fairies loved bells; fairy magic was often accompanied by the
         tolling of a bell; and bells often sounded when fairies appeared. “I cannot explain
         this odd contradiction,” he said. “Theoretical magicians have puzzled over it for
         centuries.”
      

      
      Mr Hyde listened to this speech with every appearance of politeness and attentiveness.
         When Strange had finished, Mr Hyde said, “But the bell was just the beginning, sir.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Strange, a little annoyed. “Very well. Continue.”

      
      “I got so far up the hill that I could see the Dyke where it runs along the top. There
         were a few bent trees, some broken-down walls of loose stones. I looked to the south
         and I saw a lady walking very fast along the Dyke towards me …”
      

      
      “A lady!”

      
      “I saw her very clearly. Her hair was loose and the wind was setting it on end and
         making it writhe about her head.” Mr Hyde gestured with his hands to shew how the
         lady’s hair had danced in the snowy air. “I think I called out to her. I know that
         she turned her head and looked at me, but she did not stop or slow her pace. She turned
         away again and walked on along the Dyke with all the snowy wraiths around her. She
         wore only a black gown. No shawl. No pelisse. And that made me very afraid for her.
         I thought that some dreadful accident must have befallen her. So I urged my horse
         up the hill, as fast as the poor creature could go. I tried to keep her in sight the
         whole time, but the wind kept carrying the snow into my eyes. I reached the Dyke and
         she was nowhere to be seen. So I rode back and forth along the Dyke. I searched and
         cried myself hoarse – I was sure she must have fallen down behind a heap of stones
         or snow, or tripped in some rabbit-hole.
      

      
      Or perhaps been carried away by the person who had done her the evil in the first
         place.”
      

      
      [image: Images]

      
      “The evil?”
      

      
      “Well, sir, I supposed that she must have been carried to the Dyke by someone who
         meant her harm. One hears such terrible things nowadays.”
      

      
      “You knew the lady?”

      
      “Yes, sir.”

      
      “Who was it?”

      
      “Mrs Strange.”

      
      There was a moment’s silence.

      
      “But it could not have been,” said Strange, perplexed. “Mr Hyde, if any thing of a
         distressing nature had happened to Mrs Strange, I think someone would have told me.
         I am not so shut up with my books as that. I am sorry, Mr Hyde, but you are mistaken.
         Whoever this poor woman was, it was not Mrs Strange.”
      

      
      Mr Hyde shook his head. “If I saw you, sir, in Shrewsbury or Ludlow, I might not know
         you immediately. But Mrs Strange’s father was curate of my parish for forty-seven
         years. I have known Mrs Strange – Miss Woodhope as she was then – since she was an
         infant taking her first steps in Clunbury churchyard. Even if she had not looked at
         me I would have known her. I would have known her by her figure, by her way of walking,
         by her everything.”
      

      
      “What did you do after you had lost sight of the woman?”

      
      “I rode straight here – but your servant would not let me in.”

      
      “Jeremy? The man you spoke to just now?”

      
      “Yes. He told me that Mrs Strange was safe within. I confess that I did not believe
         him and so I walked around your house and looked in at all the windows, until I saw
         her seated upon a sopha in this very room.” Mr Hyde pointed to the sopha in question.
         “She was wearing a pale blue gown – not black at all.”
      

      
      “Well, there is nothing remarkable in that. Mrs Strange never wears black. It is not
         a colour I like to see a young woman wear.”
      

      
      Mr Hyde shook his head and frowned. “I wish I could convince you, sir, of what I saw.
         But I see that I cannot.”
      

      
      “And I wish I could explain it to you. But I cannot.”

      
      They shook hands at parting. Mr Hyde looked solemnly at Strange and said, “I never
         wished her harm, Mr Strange. Nobody could be more thankful that she is safe.”
      

      
      Strange bowed slightly. “And we intend to keep her so.”

      
      The door closed upon Mr Hyde’s back.

      
      Strange waited a moment and then went to find Jeremy. “Why did not you tell me that
         he had been here before?”
      

      
      Jeremy made a sort of snorting noise of derision. “I believe I know better, sir, than
         to trouble you with such nonsense! Ladies in black dresses walking about in snow-storms!”
      

      
      “I hope you did not speak too harshly to him.”

      
      “Me, sir? No, indeed!”

      
      “Perhaps he was drunk. Yes, I expect that was it. I dare say he and David Evans were
         celebrating the successful conclusion of their business.”
      

      
      Jeremy frowned. “I do not think so, sir. David Evans is a Methodist preacher.”

      
      “Oh! Well, yes. I suppose you are right. And indeed it is not much like a hallucination
         brought on by drunkenness. It is more the sort of thing one might imagine if one took
         opium after reading one of Mrs Radcliffe’s novels.”
      

      
      Strange found himself unsettled by Mr Hyde’s visit. The thought of Arabella – even
         an ideal, imaginary Arabella – lost in the snow, wandering upon the hilltops, was
         disturbing. He could not help but be reminded of his own mother, who had taken to
         walking those same hills alone to escape the miseries of an unhappy marriage and who
         had caught a chill in a rainstorm and died.
      

      
      That evening at dinner he said to Arabella, “I saw John Hyde today. He thought he
         saw you walking upon the Dyke last Tuesday in the middle of a snow-storm.”
      

      
      “No!”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “Poor man! He must have been a good deal startled.”

      
      “I believe he was.”

      
      “I shall certainly visit Mr and Mrs Hyde when Henry is here.”

      
      “You seem intent upon visiting every body in Shropshire when Henry is here,” said
         Strange. “I hope you will not be disappointed.”
      

      
      “Disappointed! What do you mean?”

      
      “Only that the weather is bad.”

      
      “Then we will tell Harris to drive slowly and carefully. But he would do that anyway.
         And Starling is a very steady horse. It takes a great deal of snow and ice to frighten
         Starling. He is not easily daunted. Besides, you know, there are people whom Henry
         must visit – people who would be most unhappy if he did not. Jenny and Alwen – my father’s
         two old servants. They talk of nothing but Henry’s coming. It is five years since
         they saw him last and they are scarcely likely to last another five years, poor things.”
      

      
      “Very well! Very well! I only said that the weather would be bad. That is all.”

      
      But that was not quite all. Strange was aware that Arabella had high hopes of this
         visit. She had seen her brother only rarely since her marriage. He had not come to
         Soho-square as often as she would have liked and, once there, he had never stayed
         as long as she wished. But this Christmas visit would restore all their old intimacy.
         They would be together among all the scenes of their childhood and Henry had promised
         to stay almost a month.
      

      
      Henry arrived and at first it seemed that Arabella’s dearest wishes would all be answered.
         The conversation at dinner that evening was very animated. Henry had a great deal
         of news to relate about Great Hitherden, the Northamptonshire village where he was Rector.2

      
      Great Hitherden was a large and prosperous village. There were several gentlemen’s
         families in the neighbourhood. Henry was highly pleased with the respectable place
         he occupied in its society. After a long description of his friends and their dinner-parties
         and balls, he ended by saying, “But I would not have you think that we neglect charitable
         works. We are a very active neighbourhood. There is much to do and many distressed
         persons. The day before yesterday I paid a visit to a poor, sick family and I found
         Miss Watkins already at the cottage, dispensing money and good advice. Miss Watkins
         is a very compassionate young lady.” Here he paused as if expecting someone to say
         something.
      

      
      Strange looked blank; then, suddenly, a thought seemed to strike him. “Why, Henry,
         I do beg your pardon. You will think us very remiss. You have now mentioned Miss Watkins
         five times in ten minutes and neither Bell nor I have made the least inquiry about
         her. We are both a little slow tonight – it is this cold Welsh air – it chills the
         brain – but now that I have awoken to your meaning I shall be happy to quiz you about
         her quite as much as you could wish for. Is she fair or dark? A brown complexion or
         a pale one? Does she favour the piano or the harp? What are her favourite books?”
      

      
      Henry, who suspected he was being teased, frowned and seemed inclined to say no more
         about the lady.
      

      
      Arabella, with a cool look at her husband, took up the inquiries in a gentler style
         and soon got out of Henry the following information – that Miss Watkins had only lately removed to the neighbourhood of Great
         Hitherden – that her Christian name was Sophronia – that she lived with her guardians,
         Mr and Mrs Swoonfirst (persons to whom she was distantly related) – that she was fond
         of reading (though Henry could not say precisely what) – that her favourite colour
         was yellow – and that she had a particular dislike of pineapples.
      

      
      “And her looks? Is she pretty?” asked Strange.

      
      The question seemed to embarrass Henry.

      
      “Miss Watkins is not generally considered one of the first in beauty, no. But then
         upon further acquaintance, you know – that is worth a great deal. People of both sexes,
         whose looks are very indifferent at the beginning, may appear almost handsome on further
         acquaintance. A well-informed mind, nice manners and a gentle nature – all of these
         are much more likely to contribute to a husband’s happiness than mere transient beauty.”
      

      
      Strange and Arabella were a little surprized at this speech. There was a pause and
         then Strange asked, “Money?”
      

      
      Henry looked quietly triumphant. “Ten thousand pounds,” he said.

      
      “My dear Henry!” cried Strange.

      
      Later, when they were alone, Strange said to Arabella, “As I understand it, Henry
         is to be congratulated upon his cleverness. It seems that he has found the lady before
         any one else could. I take it that she has not been overpowered by offers – there
         is something in her face or figure that protects her from a too universal admiration.”
      

      
      “But I do not think that it can be only the money,” said Arabella, who was inclined
         to defend her brother. “I think there must be some liking too. Or Henry would not
         have thought of it.”
      

      
      “Oh, I dare say,” said Strange. “Henry is a very good fellow. And, besides, I never
         interfere, as you know.”
      

      
      “You are smiling,” said Arabella, “which you have no right to do. I was just as clever as Henry in my time. I do not believe that any one had thought of marrying you, with your long nose and unamiable disposition,
         until it occurred to me to do so.”
      

      
      “That is true,” said Strange thoughtfully. “I had forgotten that. It is a family failing.”

      
      The next day Strange stayed in the library while Arabella and Henry drove out to visit
         Jenny and Alwen. But the enjoyment of the first few days did not last long. Arabella
         soon discovered that she no longer had a great deal in common with her brother. Henry
         had passed the last seven years in a small country village. She, on the other hand,
         had been in London where she had observed at close hand some of the most important
         events of recent years. She had the friendship of more than one Cabinet Minister.
         She was acquainted with the Prime Minister and had danced several times with the Duke
         of Wellington. She had met the Royal Dukes, curtsied to the Princesses and could always
         rely upon a smile and a word from the Prince Regent whenever she happened to be at
         Carlton House. As for her large acquaintance with every one connected with the glorious
         revival of English magic, that went without saying.
      

      
      But, while she was greatly interested in all her brother’s news, he had next to no
         interest in hers. Her descriptions of London life drew no more than a polite, “Ah,
         indeed?” from him. Once when she was speaking of something the Duke of Wellington
         had said to her and relating what she had said in reply, Henry turned and looked at
         her with a raised eye-brow and a bland smile – a look and smile which said very plainly,
         “I do not believe you.” Such behaviour wounded her. She did not believe she was boasting
         – such encounters had been part of the daily tenor of her London life. She realized
         with a little pang that whereas his letters had always delighted her, he must have
         found her replies tedious and affected.
      

      
      Meanwhile, poor Henry had dissatisfactions of his own. When he had been a boy he had
         greatly admired Ashfair House. Its size, its situation and the great importance of
         its owner in the neighbourhood of Clun, had all seemed equally wonderful to him. He had always looked forward to
         the day when Jonathan Strange would inherit and he could visit Ashfair in the important
         character of Friend of The Master. Now that all of this had come to pass he discovered
         that he did not really enjoy being there. Ashfair was inferior to many houses that
         he had seen in the intervening years. It had almost as many gables as windows. Its
         rooms were all low-ceilinged and oddly shaped. The many generations of inhabitants
         had placed the windows in the walls just as it had pleased them – without any thought
         to the general appearance of the house – and the windows themselves were darkened,
         every one, by the roses and ivy growing up the walls. It was an old-fashioned house
         – the sort of house in fact, as Strange expressed it, which a lady in a novel might
         like to be persecuted in.
      

      
      Several houses in the neighbourhood of Great Hitherden had recently been improved
         and elegant new cottages built for ladies and gentlemen with rustic inclinations and
         so – partly because it was impossible for Henry to keep any thing connected to his
         parish to himself – and partly because he was intending to be married soon and so
         his mind rather ran upon domestic improvements – he was quite unable to refrain from
         giving Strange advice upon the matter. He was particularly distressed by the position
         of the stable yard which, as he told Strange, “One is obliged to walk through to get
         to the southerly part of the pleasure-grounds and the orchard. You could very easily
         pull it down and build it again somewhere else.”
      

      
      Strange did not exactly reply to this, but instead suddenly addressed his wife. “My
         love, I hope you like this house? I am very much afraid that I never thought to ask
         you before. Say if you do not and we shall instantly remove elsewhere!”
      

      
      Arabella laughed and said that she was quite satisfied with the house. “And I am sorry,
         Henry, but I am just as satisfied with the stable-yard as with everything else.”
      

      
      Henry tried again. “Well, surely, you will agree that a great improvement could be made simply by cutting down those trees that crowd about the
         house so much and darken every room? They grow just as they please – just where the
         acorn or seed fell, I suppose.”
      

      
      “What?” asked Strange, whose eyes had wandered back to his book during the latter
         part of the conversation.
      

      
      “The trees,” said Henry.

      
      “Which trees?”

      
      “Those,” said Henry, pointing out of the window to a whole host of ancient and magnificent
         oaks, ashes and beech trees.
      

      
      “As far as neighbours go, those trees are quite exemplary. They mind their own affairs
         and have never troubled me. I rather think that I will return the compliment.”
      

      
      “But they are blocking the light.”

      
      “So are you, Henry, but I have not yet taken an axe to you.”

      
      The truth was that, though Henry saw much to criticize in the grounds and position
         of Ashfair, this was not his real complaint. What really disturbed him about the house
         was the all-pervading air of magic. When Strange had first taken up the profession
         of magic, Henry had not thought any thing of it. At that time news of Mr Norrell’s
         wonderful achievements was only just beginning to spread throughout the kingdom. Magic
         had seemed little more than an esoteric branch of history, an amusement for rich,
         idle gentlemen; and Henry still somehow contrived to regard it in that light. He prided
         himself upon Strange’s wealth, his estate, his important pedigree, but not upon his
         magic. He was always a little surprized whenever any one congratulated him on his
         close connexion with the Second Greatest Magician of the Age.
      

      
      Strange was a long way from Henry’s ideal of a rich English gentleman. He had pretty
         well abandoned those pursuits with which gentlemen in the English countryside customarily
         occupy their time. He took no interest in farming or hunting. His neighbours went
         shooting – Henry heard their shots echoing in the snowy woods and fields and the barking
         of their dogs – but Strange never picked up a gun. It took all Arabella’s persuasion to make him go outside
         and walk about for half an hour. In the library the books that had belonged to Strange’s
         father and grandfather – those works in English, Greek and Latin which every gentleman
         has upon his shelves – had all been removed and piled up upon the floor to make room
         for Strange’s own books and notebooks.3 Periodicals concerned with the practice of magic, such as The Friends of English Magic and The Modern Magician, were everywhere scattered about the house. Upon one of the tables in the library
         there stood a great silver dish, which was sometimes full of water. Strange would
         often sit for half an hour peering into the water, tapping the surface and making
         odd gestures and writing down notes of what he saw there. On another table amid a
         jumble of books there lay a map of England upon which Strange was marking the old
         fairy roads which once led out of England to who-knows-where.
      

      
      There were other things too which Henry only half-understood but which he disliked
         even more. He knew for instance that Ashfair’s rooms often had an odd look, but he
         did not see that this was because the mirrors in Strange’s house were as likely as
         not to be reflecting the light of half an hour ago, or a hundred years ago. And in
         the morning, when he awoke, and at night, just before he fell asleep, he heard the
         sound of a distant bell – a sad sound, like the bell of a drowned city heard across
         a waste of ocean. He never really thought of the bell, or indeed remembered any thing
         about it, but its melancholy influence stayed with him through the day.
      

      
      He found relief for all his various disappointments and dissatisfactions in drawing
         numerous comparisons between the way things were done in Great Hitherden and the way
         they were done in Shropshire (much to the detriment of Shropshire), and in wondering aloud that Strange should study so hard – “quite as if he had no estate
         of his own and all his fortune was still to make.” These remarks were generally addressed
         to Arabella, but Strange was often in earshot and pretty soon Arabella found herself
         in the unenviable position of trying to keep the peace between the two of them.
      

      
      “When I want Henry’s advice,” said Strange, “I shall ask for it. What business is
         it of his, I should like to know, where I chuse to build my stables? Or how I spend
         my time?”
      

      
      “It is very aggravating, my love,” agreed Arabella, “and no one should wonder if it
         put you out of temper, but only consider …”
      

      
      “My temper! It is he who keeps quarrelling with me!”

      
      “Hush! Hush! He will hear you. You have been very sorely tried and any one would say
         that you have borne it like an angel. But, you know, I think he means to be kind.
         It is just that he does not express himself very well, and for all his faults we shall
         miss him greatly when he is gone.”
      

      
      Upon this last point Strange did not perhaps look as convinced as she could have wished.
         So she added, “Be kind to Henry? For my sake?”
      

      
      “Of course! Of course! I am patience itself. You know that! There used to be a proverb
         – quite defunct now – something about priests sowing wheat and magicians sowing rye,
         all in the same field. The meaning is that priests and magicians will never agree.4 I never found it so until now. I believe I was on friendly terms with the London clergy.
         The Dean of Westminster Abbey and the Prince Regent’s chaplain are excellent fellows.
         But Henry irks me.”
      

      
      On Christmas-day the snow fell thick and fast. Whether from the vexations of recent
         days or from some other cause, Arabella awoke in the morning quite sick and wretched
         with a headach, and unable to rise from her bed. Strange and Henry were obliged to
         keep each other company the whole day. Henry talked a great deal about Great Hitherden
         and in the evening they played ecarte. This was a game they were both rather fond
         of. It might perhaps have produced a more natural state of enjoyment, but halfway
         through the second game Strange turned over the nine of spades and was immediately
         struck by several new ideas concerning the magical significance of this card. He abandoned
         the game, abandoned Henry and took the card with him to the library to study it. Henry
         was left to his own devices.
      

      
      Sometime in the early hours of the following morning he woke – or half-woke. There
         was a faint silvery radiance in the room which might easily have been a reflection
         of the moonlight on the snow outside. He thought he saw Arabella, dressed and seated on the foot of the bed with
         her back towards him. She was brushing her hair. He said something to her – or at
         least thought he said something.
      

      
      Then he went back to sleep.

      
      At about seven o’clock he woke properly, anxious to get to the library and work for
         an hour or two before Henry appeared. He rose quickly, went to his dressing-room and
         rang for Jeremy Johns to come and shave him.
      

      
      At eight o’clock Arabella’s maid, Janet Hughes, knocked on the bed-chamber door. There
         was no reply and Janet, thinking her mistress might still have the headach, went away
         again.
      

      
      At ten o’clock Strange and Henry breakfasted together. Henry had decided to spend
         the day shooting and was at some pains to persuade Strange to go with him.
      

      
      “No, no. I have work to do, but that need not prevent your going. After all you know
         these fields and woods as well as I. I can lend you a gun and dogs can be found from
         somewhere, I am sure.”
      

      
      Jeremy Johns appeared and said that Mr Hyde had returned. He was in the hall and had
         asked to speak to Strange on a matter of urgency.
      

      
      “Oh, what does the fellow want this time?” muttered Strange.

      
      Mr Hyde entered hurriedly, his face grey with anxiety.

      
      Suddenly Henry exclaimed, “What in the world does that fellow think he is doing? He
         is neither in the room nor out of it!” One of Henry’s several sources of vexation
         at Ashfair was the servants who rarely behaved with that degree of ceremony that Henry
         considered proper for members of such an important household. On this occasion Jeremy
         Johns had begun to leave the room but had only got as far as the doorway, where, half-hidden
         by the door, he and another servant were conducting a conversation in urgent whispers.
      

      
      Strange glanced at the doorway, sighed and said, “Henry, it really does not matter.
         Mr Hyde, I …”
      

      
      Meanwhile Mr Hyde, whose agitation appeared to have been increased by this delay,
         burst out, “An hour ago I saw Mrs Strange again upon the Welsh hills!”
      

      
      Henry gave a start and looked at Strange.

      
      Strange gave Mr Hyde a very cool look and said, “It is nothing, Henry. Really it is
         nothing.”
      

      
      Mr Hyde flinched a little at this, but there was a sort of stubbornness in him that
         helped him bear it. “It was upon Castle Idris and just as before, Mrs Strange was
         walking away from me and I did not see her face. I tried to follow her and catch up
         with her, but, just as before, I lost sight of her. I know that the last time it was
         accounted no more than a delusion – a phantom made by my own brain out of the snow
         and wind – but today is clear and calm and I know that I saw Mrs Strange – as clearly,
         sir, as I now see you.”
      

      
      “The last time?” said Henry in confusion.

      
      Strange, somewhat impatiently, began to thank Mr Hyde for his great good nature in
         bringing them this … (He was not quite able to find the word he wanted.) “But as I
         know Mrs Strange to be safe within my own house, I dare say you will not be surprized,
         if I …”
      

      
      Jeremy came back into the room rather suddenly. He went immediately to Strange and
         bent and whispered in his ear.
      

      
      “Well, speak, man! Tell us what is the matter!” said Henry.

      
      Jeremy looked rather doubtfully at Strange, but Strange said nothing. He covered his
         mouth with his hand and his eyes went this way and that, as if he were suddenly taken
         up with some new, and not very pleasant, idea.
      

      
      Jeremy said, “Mrs Strange is no longer in the house, sir. We do not know where she
         is.”
      

      
      Henry was questioning Mr Hyde about what he had seen on the hills and barely giving
         him time to answer one question before asking another. Jeremy Johns was frowning at
         them both. Strange, meanwhile, sat silently, staring in front of him. Suddenly he
         stood up and went rapidly out of the room.
      

      
      “Mr Strange!” called Mr Hyde. “Where are you going?”
      

      
      “Strange!” cried Henry.

      
      As nothing could be done or decided without him, they had no choice but to follow
         him. Strange mounted the stairs to his library on the first floor and went immediately
         to the great silver dish that stood upon one of the tables.
      

      
      “Bring water,” he said to Jeremy Johns.

      
      Jeremy Johns fetched a jug of water and filled the dish.

      
      Strange spoke a single word and the room seemed to grow twilit and shadowy. In the
         same moment the water in the dish darkened and became slightly opaque.
      

      
      The lessening of the light terrified Henry.

      
      “Strange!” he cried. “What are we doing here? The light is failing! My sister is outside.
         We ought not to remain in the house a moment longer!” He turned to Jeremy Johns as
         the only person present likely to have any influence with Strange. “Tell him to stop!
         We must start to search!”
      

      
      “Be quiet, Henry,” said Strange.

      
      He drew his finger over the surface of the water twice. Two glittering lines of light
         appeared, quartering the water. He made a gesture above one of the quarters. Stars
         appeared in it and more lines, veinings and webs of light. He stared at this for some
         moments. Then he made a gesture above the next quarter. A different pattern of light
         appeared. He repeated the process for the third and fourth quarters. The patterns
         did not remain the same. They shifted and sparkled, sometimes appearing like writing,
         at other times like the lines of a map and at other times like constellations of stars.
      

      
      “What is all this meant to do?” asked Mr Hyde, in a wondering tone.

      
      “Find her,” said Strange. “At least, that is what it is supposed to do.”

      
      He tapped one of the quarters. Instantly the other three patterns disappeared. The
         remaining pattern grew until it filled the surface of the water. Strange divided it into quarters, studied it for a while and then tapped
         one of the quarters. He repeated this process several times. The patterns grew denser
         and began more and more to resemble a map. But the further Strange got, the more doubting
         his expression grew and the less sure he seemed of what the dish was shewing him.
      

      
      After several minutes Henry could bear it no longer. “For God’s sake, this is no time
         for magic! Arabella is lost! Strange, I beg you! Leave this nonsense and let us look
         for her!”
      

      
      Strange said nothing in reply but he looked angry and struck the water. Instantly
         the lines and stars disappeared. He took a deep breath and began again. This time
         he proceeded in a more confident manner and quickly reached a pattern he seemed to
         consider relevant. But far from drawing any useful information from it, he sat instead
         regarding it with a mixture of dismay and perplexity.
      

      
      “What is it?” asked Mr Hyde in alarm. “Mr Strange, do you see your wife?”

      
      “I can make no sense of what the spell is telling me! It says she is not in England.
         Not in Wales. Not in Scotland. Not in France. I cannot get the magic right. You are
         right, Henry. I am wasting time here. Jeremy, fetch my boots and coat!”
      

      
      A vision blossomed suddenly on the face of the water. In an ancient, shadowy hall
         a crowd of handsome men and lovely women were dancing. But as this could have no conceivable
         connexion with Arabella, Strange struck the surface of the water again. The vision
         vanished.
      

      
      Outside, the snow lay thick upon everything. All was frozen, still and silent. The
         grounds of Ashfair were the first places to be searched. When these proved to contain
         hardly so much as a wren or a robin, Strange, Henry, Mr Hyde and the servants began
         to search the roads.
      

      
      Three of the maidservants went back to the house where they went into attics that
         had scarcely been disturbed since Strange had been a boy. They took an axe and a hammer and broke open chests that had been locked
         fifty years before. They looked into closets and drawers, some of which could hardly
         have contained the body of an infant, let alone that of a grown woman.
      

      
      Some of the servants ran to houses in Clun. Others took horses and rode to Clunton,
         Purslow, Clunbury and Whitcott. Soon there was not a house in the neighbourhood that
         did not know Mrs Strange was missing and not a house that did not send someone to
         join the search. Meanwhile the women of these houses kept up their fires and made
         all manner of preparations so that should Mrs Strange be brought to that house, she should instantly have as much warmth, nourishment, and comfort as one
         human being can benefit from at a time.
      

      
      The first hour brought them Captain John Ayrton of the 12th Light Dragoons, who had
         been with Wellington and Strange in the Peninsula and at Waterloo. His lands adjoined
         those of Strange. They were the same age and had been neighbours all their lives,
         but Captain Ayrton was so shy and reserved a gentleman that they had rarely exchanged
         more than twenty words in the course of a year. In this crisis he arrived with maps
         and a quiet, solemn promise to Strange and Henry to give them all the assistance that
         was in his power.
      

      
      It was soon discovered that Mr Hyde was not the only person to have seen Arabella.
         Two farm labourers, Martin Oakley and Owen Bullbridge, had also seen her. Jeremy Johns
         learnt this from some friends of the two men, whereupon he instantly took the first
         horse he could lay his hands upon and rode to the snowy fields on the banks of the
         Clun river where Oakley and Bullbridge had joined the general search. Jeremy half-escorted
         them, half-herded them back to Clun to appear before Captain Ayrton, Mr Hyde, Henry
         Woodhope and Strange.
      

      
      They discovered that Oakley and Bullbridge’s account contradicted Mr Hyde’s in odd
         ways. Mr Hyde had seen Arabella on the bare snowy hillsides of Castle Idris. She had
         been walking northwards. He had seen her at precisely nine o’clock and, just as before, he had heard bells
         ringing.
      

      
      Oakley and Bullbridge, on the other hand, had seen her hurrying through the dark winter
         trees some five miles east of Castle Idris, yet they too claimed to have seen her
         at precisely nine o’clock.
      

      
      Captain Ayrton frowned and asked Oakley and Bullbridge to explain how they had known
         it was nine o’clock, since, unlike Mr Hyde, neither of them possessed a pocket-watch.
         Oakley replied that they had thought it must be nine o’clock because they had heard
         bells ringing. The bells, Oakley thought, belonged to St George’s in Clun. But Bullbridge
         said that they were not the bells of St George’s – that the bells he had heard were many, and that St George’s
         had but one. He had said that the bells he had heard were sad bells – funeral bells,
         he thought – but, when asked to explain what he meant by this, he could not.
      

      
      The two accounts agreed in all other details. In neither was there any nonsense about
         black gowns. All three men said she had been wearing a white gown and all agreed that
         she had been walking rather fast. None of them had seen her face.
      

      
      Captain Ayrton set the men to search the dark winter woods in groups of four and five.
         He set women to find lanterns and warm clothing and he set riders to cover the high,
         open hills around Castle Idris. He put Mr Hyde – who would be satisfied with nothing
         else – in charge of them. Ten minutes after Oakley and Bullbridge had finished speaking,
         all were gone. As long as daylight lasted they searched, but daylight could not last
         long. They were only five days from the Winter Solstice: by three o’clock the light
         was fading; by four it was gone altogether.
      

      
      The searchers returned to Strange’s house, where Captain Ayrton intended to review
         what had been done so far and hoped to determine what ought to be done next. Several
         of the ladies of the neighbourhood were also present. They had tried waiting in their
         own houses for news of Mrs Strange’s fate and found it a lonely, anxious business. They had come to Ashfair partly in case they were needed,
         but chiefly so that they might take comfort in each other’s society.
      

      
      The last to arrive were Strange and Jeremy Johns. They came, booted and muddy, direct
         from the stables. Strange was ashen-faced and hollow-eyed. He looked and moved like
         a man in dream. He would probably not even have sat down, had Jeremy Johns not pushed
         him into a chair.
      

      
      Captain Ayrton laid out his maps upon the table and began to question each of the
         search parties about where they had been and what they had found – which was nothing
         at all.
      

      
      Every man and woman present thought how the neatly drawn lines and words upon the
         maps were in truth ice-covered pools and rivers, silent woods, frozen ditches and
         high, bare hills and every one of them thought how many sheep and cattle and wild
         creatures died in this season.
      

      
      “I think I woke last night …” said a hoarse voice, suddenly. They looked round.

      
      Strange was still seated in the chair where Jeremy had placed him. His arms hung at
         his sides and he was staring at the floor. “I think I woke last night. I do not know
         when exactly. Arabella was sitting at the foot of the bed. She was dressed.”
      

      
      “You did not say this before,” said Mr Hyde.

      
      “I did not remember before. I thought I had dreamt it.”

      
      “I do not understand,” said Captain Ayrton. “Do you mean to say that Mrs Strange may
         have left your house during the night?”
      

      
      Strange seemed to cast about for an answer to this highly reasonable question, but
         without success.
      

      
      “But surely,” said Mr Hyde, “you must know if she was there or not in the morning?”

      
      “She was there. Of course she was there. It is ridiculous to suggest … At least …”
         Strange paused. “That is to say I was thinking about my book when I rose and the room
         was dark.”
      

      
      Several people present began to think that as a husband Jonathan Strange, if not absolutely neglectful, was at least curiously unobservant
         of his wife, and some of them were led to eye him doubtingly and run through in their
         minds the many reasons why an apparently devoted wife might suddenly run away into
         the snow. Cruel words? A violent temper? The dreadful sights attendant on a magician’s
         work – ghosts, demons, horrors? The sudden discovery that he had a mistress somewhere
         and half a dozen natural children?
      

      
      Suddenly there was a shout from outside in the hall. Afterwards no one could say whose
         voice it had been. Several of Strange’s neighbours who were standing nearest the door
         went to see what the matter was. Then the exclamations of those people drew out the
         rest.
      

      
      The hall was dark at first, but in a moment candles were brought and they could see
         that someone was standing at the foot of the stairs.
      

      
      It was Arabella.

      
      Henry rushed forward and embraced her; Mr Hyde and Mrs Ayrton told her how glad they
         were to see her safe and sound; other people began to express their amazement and
         to inform any one who would listen that they had not had the least idea of her being
         there. Several of the ladies and maids gathered around her, asking her questions.
         Was she hurt? Where had she been? Had she got lost? Had something happened to distress
         her?
      

      
      Then, as sometimes will happen, several people became aware at the same time of something
         rather odd: Strange had said nothing, made no movement towards her – nor, for that
         matter, had she spoken to him or made any movement towards him.
      

      
      The magician stood, staring silently at his wife. Suddenly he exclaimed, “Good God,
         Arabella! What have you got on?”
      

      
      Even by the candles’ uncertain, flickering light it was quite plain that she was wearing
         a black gown.
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      “You must be chilled to the bone!” declared Mrs Ayrton, taking one of Arabella’s hands.
         “Oh, my dear! You are as cold as the grave!”
      

      
      Another lady ran and fetched one of Arabella’s shawls from the drawing-room. She returned
         carrying a blue Indian cashmere with a delicate border of gold and pink threads, but
         when Mrs Ayrton wrapped it around her, the black gown seemed to extinguish all its
         prettiness.
      

      
      Arabella, with her hands folded in front of her, looked at them all with a calm, indifferent
         expression upon her face. She did not trouble to answer any of their kind inquiries.
         She seemed neither surprized nor embarrassed to find them there.
      

      
      “Where in the world have you been?” demanded Strange.

      
      “Walking,” she said. Her voice was just as it had always been.

      
      “Walking! Arabella, are you quite mad? In three feet of snow? Where?”

      
      “In the dark woods,” she said, “among my soft-sleeping brothers and sisters. Across
         the high moors among the sweet-scented ghosts of my brothers and sisters long dead.
         Under the grey sky through the dreams and murmurs of my brothers and sisters yet to
         come.”
      

      
      Strange stared at her. “What?”

      
      With such gentle questioning as this to encourage her, it surprized no one that she
         said no more and at least one of the ladies began to think that it was her husband’s
         harshness that made her so quiet and made her answer in such odd strain.
      

      
      Mrs Ayrton put her arm around Arabella and gently turned her towards the stairs. “Mrs
         Strange is tired,” she said firmly. “Come, my dear, let you and I go up to …”
      

      
      “Oh, no!” declared Strange. “Not yet! I wish to know where that gown came from. I
         beg your pardon, Mrs Ayrton, but I am quite determined to …”
      

      
      He advanced towards them, but then stopt suddenly and stared down at the floor in
         puzzlement. Then he carefully stepped out of the way of something. “Jeremy! Where
         did this water come from? Just where Mrs Strange was standing.”
      

      
      Jeremy Johns brought a candelabra to the foot of the stairs. There was a large pool.
         Then he and Strange peered at the ceiling and the walls. The other manservants became
         interested in the problem and so did the gentlemen.
      

      
      While the men were thus distracted, Mrs Ayrton and the ladies led Arabella quietly
         away.
      

      
      The hall at Ashfair was as old-fashioned as the rest of the house. It was panelled
         in cream-painted elmwood. The floor was well-swept stone flags. One of the manservants
         thought that the water must have seeped up from under the stones and so he went and
         fetched an iron rod to poke about at them to prove that one of them was loose. But
         he could not make them move. Nowhere was there any sign of where the water could have
         crept in. Someone else thought that perhaps Captain Ayrton’s two dogs might have shed
         the water. The dogs were carefully examined. They were not in the least wet.
      

      
      Finally they examined the water itself.

      
      “It is black and there are tiny scraps of something in it,” pointed out Strange.

      
      “It looks like moss,” said Jeremy Johns.

      
      They continued to wonder and exclaim for some time until a complete lack of any success
         obliged them to abandon the matter. Shortly afterwards the gentlemen left, taking
         their wives with them.
      

      
      At five o’clock Janet Hughes went up to her mistress’s bedchamber and found her lying
         upon the bed. She had not even troubled to take off the black dress. When Janet asked
         her if she felt unwell, Arabella replied that she had a pain in her hands. So Janet
         helped her mistress undress and then went and told Strange.
      

      
      On the second day Arabella complained of a pain which went from the top of her head
         all down her right side to her feet (or at least that was what they supposed she meant
         when she said, “from my crown to the tips of my roots”). This was sufficiently alarming
         for Strange to send for Mr Newton, the physician at Church Stretton. Mr Newton rode
         over to Clun in the afternoon, but apart from the pain he could find nothing wrong
         and he went away cheerfully, telling Strange that he would return in a day or two.
      

      
      On the third day she died.
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John Uskglass
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      It is the contention of Mr Norrell of Hanover-square
that everything belonging to John
Uskglass must be shaken out of modern magic,
as one would shake moths and dust out of an
old coat. What does he imagine he will have
left? If you get rid of John Uskglass you will
be left holding the empty air.
      

      
      Jonathan Strange, Prologue to The History and
Practice of English Magic, pub. John Murray,
London, 1816
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Prologue to The History and Practice of English Magic

      
      by Jonathan Strange

      
      In the last months of 1110 a strange army appeared in Northern England. It was first
         heard of near a place called Penlaw some twenty or thirty miles north-west of Newcastle.
         No one could say where it had come from – it was generally supposed to be an invasion
         of Scots or Danes or perhaps even of French.
      

      
      By early December the army had taken Newcastle and Durham and was riding west. It
         came to Allendale, a small stone settlement that stands high among the hills of Northumbria,
         and camped one night on the edge of a moor outside the town. The people of Allendale
         were sheep-farmers, not soldiers. The town had no walls to protect it and the nearest
         soldiers were thirty-five miles away, preparing to defend the castle of Carlisle.
         Consequently, the townspeople thought it best to lose no time in making friends with
         the strange army. With this aim in mind several pretty young women set off, a company
         of brave Judiths determined to save themselves and their neighbours if they could.
         But when they arrived at the place where the army had their camp the women became
         fearful and hung back.
      

      
      The camp was a dreary, silent place. A thick snow was falling and the strange soldiers
         lay, wrapped in their black cloaks, upon the snowy ground. At first the young women thought the soldiers must be dead – an
         impression which was strengthened by the great multitude of ravens and other black
         birds which had settled over the camp, and indeed upon the prostrate forms of the
         soldiers themselves – yet the soldiers were not dead; from time to time one would
         stir himself and go attend to his horse, or brush a bird away if it tried to peck
         at his face.
      

      
      At the approach of the young women a soldier got to his feet. One of the women shook
         off her fears and went up to him and kissed him on the mouth.
      

      
      His skin was very pale (it shone like moonlight) and entirely without blemish. His
         hair was long and straight like a fall of dark brown water. The bones of his face
         were unnaturally fine and strong. The expression of the face was solemn. His blue
         eyes were long and slanting and his brows were as fine and dark as pen-strokes with
         a curious flourish at the end. None of this worried the girl in the least. For all
         she knew every Dane, Scot and Frenchman ever born is eerily beautiful.
      

      
      He took well enough to the kiss and allowed her to kiss him again. Then he paid her
         back in kind. Another soldier rose from the ground and opened his mouth. Out of it
         came a sad, wailing sort of music. The first soldier – the one the girl had kissed
         – began to coax her to dance with him, pushing her this way and that with his long
         white fingers until she was dancing in a fashion to suit him.
      

      
      This went on for some time until she became heated with the dance and paused for a
         moment to take off her cloak. Then her companions saw that drops of blood, like beads
         of sweat, were forming on her arms, face and legs, and falling on to the snow. This
         sight terrified them and so they ran away.
      

      
      The strange army never entered Allendale. It rode on in the night towards Carlisle.
         The next day the townspeople went cautiously up to the fields where the army had camped.
         There they found the girl, her body entirely white and drained of blood while the
         snow around her was stained bright red.
      

      
      By these signs they recognized the Daoine Sidhe – the Fairy Host.
      

      
      Battles were fought and the English lost every one. By Christmas the Fairy Host was
         at York. They held Newcastle, Durham, Carlisle and Lancaster. Aside from the exsanguination
         of the maid of Allendale the fairies displayed very little of the cruelty for which
         their race is famed. Of all the towns and fortifications which they took, only Lancaster
         was burnt to the ground. At Thirsk, north of York, a pig offended a member of the
         Host by running out under the feet of his horse and causing it to rear up and fall
         and break its back. The fairy and his companions hunted the pig and when they had
         caught it they put its eyes out. Generally, however, the arrival of the Host at any
         new place was a cause of great rejoicing among animals both wild and domesticated
         as if they recognized in the fairies an ally against their common foe, Man.
      

      
      At Christmas, King Henry summoned his earls, bishops, abbots and the great men of
         his realm to his house in Westminster to discuss the matter. Fairies were not unknown
         in England in those days. There were long-established fairy settlements in many places,
         some hidden by magic, some merely avoided by their Christian neighbours. King Henry’s
         counsellors agreed that fairies were naturally wicked. They were lascivious, mendacious
         and thieving; they seduced young men and women, confused travellers, and stole children,
         cattle and corn. They were astonishingly indolent: they had mastered the arts of masonry,
         carpentry and carving thousands of years ago but, rather than take the trouble to
         build themselves houses, most still preferred to live in places which they were pleased
         to call castles but which were in fact brugh – earth barrows of great antiquity. They spent their days drinking and dancing while
         their barley and beans rotted in the fields, and their beasts shivered and died on
         the cold hillside. Indeed, all King Henry’s advisers agreed that, had it not been
         for their extraordinary magic and near immortality, the entire fairy race would have
         long since perished from hunger and thirst. Yet this feckless, improvident people had invaded a well-defended Christian kingdom, won every battle
         they had fought and had ridden from place to place securing each stronghold as they
         came to it. All this spoke of a measure of purposefulness which no fairy had ever
         been known to possess.
      

      
      No one knew what to make of it.

      
      In January the Fairy Host left York and rode south. At the Trent they halted. So it
         was at Newark on the banks of the Trent that King Henry and his army met the Daoine Sidhe in battle.
      

      
      Before the battle a magic wind blew through the ranks of King Henry’s army and a sweet
         sound of pipe music was heard, which caused a great number of the horses to break
         free and flee to the fairy side, many taking their unlucky riders with them. Next,
         every man heard the voices of his loved ones – mothers, fathers, children, lovers
         – call out to him to come home. A host of ravens descended from the sky, pecking at
         the faces of the English and blinding them with a chaos of black wings. The English
         soldiers not only had the skill and ferocity of the Sidhe to contend with, but also their own fear in the face of such eerie magic. It is scarcely
         to be wondered at that the battle was short and that King Henry lost. At the moment
         when all fell silent and it became clear beyond any doubt that King Henry had been
         defeated the birds for miles around began singing as if for joy.
      

      
      The King and his counsellors waited for some chieftain or king to step forward. The
         ranks of the Daoine Sidhe parted and someone appeared.
      

      
      He was rather less than fifteen years old. Like the Daoine Sidhe he was dressed in ragged clothes of coarse black wool. Like them his dark hair was
         long and straight. Like them, he spoke neither English nor French – the two languages
         current in England at that time – but only a dialect of Faerie.1 He was pale and handsome and solemn-faced, yet it was clear to everyone present that he was human, not fairy.
      

      
      By the standards of the Norman and English earls and knights, who saw him that day
         for the first time, he was scarcely civilized. He had never seen a spoon before, nor
         a chair, nor an iron kettle, nor a silver penny, nor a wax candle. No fairy clan or
         kingdom of the period possessed any such fine things. When King Henry and the boy
         met to divide England between them, Henry sat upon a wooden bench and drank wine from
         a silver goblet, the boy sat upon the floor and drank ewe’s milk from a stone cup.
         The chronicler, Orderic Vitalis, writing some thirty years later, describes the shock
         felt by King Henry’s court when they saw, in the midst of all these important proceedings,
         a Daoine Sidhe warrior lean across and begin solicitously plucking lice out of the boy’s filthy
         hair.
      

      
      There was among the Fairy Host a young Norman knight called Thomas of Dundale.2 Though he had been a captive in Faerie for many years he remembered enough of his
         own language (French) to make the boy and King Henry understand each other.
      

      
      King Henry asked the boy his name.

      
      The boy replied that he had none.3

      
      King Henry asked him why he made war on England.

      
      The boy said that he was the only surviving member of an aristocratic Norman family
         who had been granted lands in the north of England by King Henry’s father, William
         the Conqueror. The men of the family had been deprived of their lands and their lives by a wicked
         enemy named Hubert de Cotentin. The boy said that some years before his father had
         appealed to William II (King Henry’s brother and predecessor) for justice, but had
         received none. Shortly afterwards his father had been murdered. The boy said that
         he himself had been taken by Hubert’s men while still a baby and abandoned in the
         forest. But the Daoine Sidhe had found him and taken him to live with them in Faerie. Now he had returned.
      

      
      He had a very young man’s belief in the absolute rightness of his own cause and the
         absolute wrongness of everyone else’s. He had settled it in his own mind that the
         stretch of England which lay between the Tweed and the Trent was a just recompense
         for the failure of the Norman kings to avenge the murders of his family. For this
         reason and no other King Henry was suffered to retain the southern half of his kingdom.
      

      
      The boy said that he was already a king in Faerie. He named the fairy king who was
         his overlord. No one understood.4

      
      That day he began his unbroken reign of more than three hundred years.

      
      At the age of fourteen he had already created the system of magic that we employ today.
         Or rather that we would employ if we could; most of what he knew we have forgotten.
         His was a perfect blending of fairy magic and human organization – their powers were
         wedded to his own terrifying purposefulness. There is no reason that we know of to
         explain why one stolen Christian child should suddenly emerge the greatest magician
         of any age. Other children, both before and since, have been held captive in the borderlands
         of Faerie, but none other ever profited from the experience in the way he did. By
         comparison with his achievements all our efforts seem trivial, insignificant.
      

      
      It is the contention of Mr Norrell of Hanover-square that everything belonging to John Uskglass must be shaken out of modern magic, as one would
         shake moths and dust out of an old coat. What does he imagine he will have left? If
         you get rid of John Uskglass you will be left holding the empty air.
      

      
      From The History and Practice of English Magic, volume I, by Jonathan Strange, published by John Murray, 1816
      

      
   
      
      
46
“The sky spoke to me …”

      
      January 1816

      
      It was a dark day. A chill wind blew snowflakes against the windows of Mr Norrell’s
         library where Childermass sat writing business letters. Though it was only ten o’clock
         in the morning the candles were already lit. The only sounds were the coals being
         consumed in the grate and the scratch of Childermass’s pen against the paper.
      

      
      
         
         Hanover-square
To Lord Sidmouth, the Home Secretary         Jan. 8th, 1816.
         

         
      

      
      
         
         My lord,
Mr Norrell desires me to inform you that the spells to prevent flooding of the rivers
            in the County of Suffolk are now complete. The bill will be sent to Mr Wynne at the
            Treasury today …
         

         
      

      
      Somewhere a bell was tolling, a mournful sound. It was very far away. Childermass
            barely noticed it and yet, under the influence of the bell, the room around him grew
            darker and lonelier.
      

      
      
         
         … The magic will keep the waters within the confines of the rivers’ customary courses.
            However Mr Leeves, the young engineer employed by the Lord Lieutenant of Suffolk to
            assess the strength of the present bridges and other structures adjacent to the rivers, has
            expressed some doubts …
         

         
      

      
      The image of a dreary landscape was before him. He saw it very vividly as if it were
            somewhere he knew well or a painting that he had seen every day for years and years.
            A wide landscape of brown, empty fields and ruined buildings beneath a bleak, grey
            sky …
      

      
      
         
         … whether the bridges over the Stour and the Orwell are capable of withstanding the
            more violent flow of water which will certainly ensue at times of heavy rains. Mr
            Leeves recommends an immediate and thorough examination of the bridges, mills and
            fords in Suffolk, beginning with the Stour and Orwell. I am told that he has already
            written to your lordship about this matter …
         

         
      

      
      He was no longer merely thinking of the landscape. It seemed to him that he was actually
            there. He was standing in an old road, rutted and ancient, that wound up a black hill
            towards the sky where a great flock of black birds was gathering …
      

      
      
         
         … Mr Norrell has declined to put a period to the magic. It is his private opinion
            that it will last as long as the rivers themselves, however he begs leave to recommend
            to your lordship that the spells be re-examined in twenty years. On Tuesday next Mr
            Norrell will begin to put in place the same magic for the County of Norfolk …
         

         
      

      
      The birds were like black letters against the grey of the sky. He thought that in
            a moment he would understand what the writing meant. The stones in the ancient road
            were symbols foretelling the traveller’s journey.
      

      
      Childermass came to himself with a start. The pen jerked from his hand and the ink
         splattered over the letter.
      

      
      He looked around in confusion. He did not appear to be dreaming. All the old, familiar
         objects were there: the shelves of books, the mirror, the ink pot, the fire-irons,
         the porcelain figure of Martin Pale. But his confidence in his own senses was shaken.
         He no longer trusted that the books, the mirrors, the porcelain figure were really
         there. It was as if everything he could see was simply a skin that he could tear with
         one fingernail and find the cold, desolate landscape behind it.
      

      
      The brown fields were partly flooded; they were strung with chains of chill, grey
            pools. The pattern of the pools had meaning. The pools had been written on to the
            fields by the rain. The pools were a magic worked by the rain, just as the tumbling
            of the black birds against the grey was a spell that the sky was working and the motion
            of grey-brown grasses was a spell that the wind made. Everything had meaning.
      

      
      Childermass leapt up away from the desk and shook himself. He took a hurried turn
         around the room and rang the bell for the servant. But even as he waited the magic
         began to reassert itself. By the time Lucas appeared he was no longer certain if he
         were in Mr Norrell’s library or standing upon an ancient road …
      

      
      He shook his head violently and blinked several times. “Where is my master?” he said,
         “Something is wrong.”
      

      
      Lucas gazed at him in some concern. “Mr Childermass? Are you ill, sir?”

      
      “Never mind that. Where is Mr Norrell?”

      
      “He is at the Admiralty, sir. I thought you knew. The carriage came for him over an
         hour ago. I dare say he will be back shortly.”
      

      
      “No,” said Childermass, “that cannot be. He cannot have gone. Are you sure that he
         is not upstairs doing magic?”
      

      
      “Quite sure, sir. I saw the carriage leave with the master inside it. Let me send
         Matthew for a physician, Mr Childermass. You look very ill.”
      

      
      [image: Images]

      
      Childermass opened his mouth to protest that he was not ill at all, but just at that
         moment …
      

      
      … the sky looked at him. He felt the earth shrug because it felt him upon its back.
      

      
      The sky spoke to him.
      

      
      It was a language he had never heard before. He was not even certain there were words.
            Perhaps it only spoke to him in the black writing the birds made. He was small and
            unprotected and there was no escape. He was caught between earth and sky as if cupped
            between two hands. They could crush him if they chose.
      

      
      The sky spoke to him again.
      

      
      “I do not understand,” he said.
      

      
      He blinked and found that Lucas was bending over him. His breath was coming in gasps.
         He put out his hand and his hand brushed something at his side. He turned to look
         at it and was puzzled to discover that it was a chair-leg. He was lying on the floor.
         “What … ?” he asked.
      

      
      “You are in the library, sir,” said Lucas. “I think you fainted.”

      
      “Help me up. I need to talk to Norrell.”

      
      “But I told you already, sir …”

      
      “No,” said Childermass. “You are wrong. He must be here. He must be. Take me upstairs.”

      
      Lucas helped him up and out of the room, but when they reached the stairs he very
         nearly collapsed again. So Lucas called for Matthew, the other footman, and together
         they half-supported, half-carried Childermass to the little study upon the second
         floor where Mr Norrell performed his most private magic.
      

      
      Lucas opened the door. Inside, a fire was burning in the grate. Pens, pen-knives,
         pen-holders and pencils were placed neatly in a little tray. The inkwell was filled
         and the silver cap placed on it. Books and notebooks stood stacked neatly or tidied
         away. Everything was dusted and polished and in perfect order. Clearly Mr Norrell had not been there
         that morning.
      

      
      Childermass pushed the footmen away from him. He stood and gazed at the room in some
         perplexity.
      

      
      “You see, sir?” said Lucas. “It is just as I told you. The master is at the Admiralty.”

      
      “Yes,” said Childermass.

      
      But it made no sense to him. If the eerie magic was not Norrell’s, then whose could
         it be? “Has Strange been here?” he asked.
      

      
      “No, indeed!” Lucas was indignant. “I hope I know my duties better than to let Mr
         Strange in the house. You still look queer, sir. Let me send for a physician.”
      

      
      “No, no. I am better. I am a great deal better. Here, help me to a chair.” Childermass
         collapsed into a chair with a sigh. “What in God’s name are you both staring at?”
         He waved them both away. “Matthew, have you no work to do? Lucas, fetch me a glass
         of water!”
      

      
      He was still dazed and dizzy, but the sick feeling in his stomach had lessened. He
         could picture the landscape in every detail. The image of it was fixed in his head.
         He could taste its desolation, its otherworldliness, but he no longer felt in danger
         of losing himself in it. He could think.
      

      
      Lucas returned with a tray with a wine-glass and a decanter full of water. He poured
         a glass of water and Childermass drank it off.
      

      
      There was a spell Childermass knew. It was a spell to detect magic. It could not tell
         you what the magic was or who was performing it; it simply told you whether there
         was any magic occurring or not. At least that was what it was supposed to do. Childermass
         had only ever tried it once and there had been nothing. He had no way of knowing whether
         or not it worked.
      

      
      “Fill the glass again,” he told Lucas.

      
      Lucas did so.

      
      This time Childermass did not drink from the glass. Instead he muttered some words
         at it. Then he held it up to the light and peered through it, turning slowly until he had surveyed every part of the room through
         the glass.
      

      
      There was nothing.

      
      “I am not even sure what I am looking for,” he murmured. To Lucas he said, “Come.
         I need your help.”
      

      
      They returned to the library. Childermass held up the glass again and said the words
         and looked through it.
      

      
      Nothing.

      
      He approached the window. For a moment he thought he saw something at the bottom of
         the glass like a pearl of white light.
      

      
      “It is in the square,” he said.

      
      “What is in the square?” asked Lucas.

      
      Childermass did not answer. Instead, he looked out of the window. Snow covered the
         muddy cobbles of Hanover-square. The black railings that surrounded the enclosure
         in the centre shewed sharply against the whiteness. Snow was still falling and there
         was a sharp wind. Despite this there were several people in the square. It was well
         known that Mr Norrell lived in Hanover-square and people came here, hoping to catch
         a glimpse of him. Just now a gentleman and two young ladies (all, doubtless, fanatics
         for magic) were standing in front of the house, gazing at it in some excitement. A
         little further off a dark young man was lounging against the railings. Near him was
         an ink-seller with a ragged coat and a little barrel of ink upon his back. On the
         right there was another lady. She had turned away from the house and was walking slowly
         in the direction of Hanover-street, but Childermass had the notion that she had been
         among the onlookers only a moment before. She was fashionably and expensively dressed
         in a dark green pelisse trimmed with ermine, and she carried a large ermine muff.
      

      
      Childermass knew the ink-seller well – he had often bought ink from him. The others
         were, he thought, all strangers. “Do you recognize anyone?” he asked.
      

      
      “That dark-haired fellow.” Lucas pointed to the young man leaning against the railings. “That is Frederick Marston. He has been here several
         times to ask Mr Norrell to take him as a pupil, but Mr Norrell has always refused
         to see him.”
      

      
      “Yes. I think you told me about him.” Childermass studied the people in the square
         a moment longer and then he said, “Unlikely as it seems, one of them must be performing
         some sort of magic. I need to go down and see. Come. I cannot do this without you.”
      

      
      In the square the magic was stronger than ever. The sad bell tolled inside Childermass’s
         head. Behind the curtain of snow the two worlds flickered back and forth, like images
         in a magic lantern – one moment Hanover-square, one moment dreary fields and a black
         writing upon the sky.
      

      
      Childermass held up the wine-glass in preparation to saying the words of the spell,
         but there was no need. It blazed with a soft white light. It was the brightest thing
         in the whole of that dark winter’s day, its light clearer and purer than any lamp
         could be and it threw curious shadows upon the faces of Childermass and Lucas.
      

      
      The sky spoke to him again. This time he thought it was a question. Great consequences
            hung upon his answer. If he could just understand what was being asked and find the
            correct words in which to frame his reply, then something would be revealed – something
            that would change English magic for ever, something that Strange and Norrell had not
            even guessed at yet.
      

      
      For a long moment he struggled to understand. The language or spell seemed tantalizingly
            familiar now. In a moment, he thought, he would grasp it. After all, the world had
            been speaking these words to him every day of his life – it was just that he had not
            noticed it before …
      

      
      Lucas was saying something. Childermass must have begun to fall again because he now
         found that Lucas was grasping him under the arms and dragging him upright. The wine-glass
         lay shattered upon the cobbles and the white light was split across the snow.
      

      
      “… the queerest thing,” said Lucas. “That’s it, Mr Childermass. Up you come. I have never known you taken like this. Are you sure, sir, that you don’t
         want to go inside? But, here is Mr Norrell. He will know what to do.”
      

      
      Childermass looked to the right. Mr Norrell’s carriage was turning into the square
         from George-street.
      

      
      The ink-seller saw it too. Immediately he approached the gentleman and two young ladies.
         He made them a respectful bow and spoke to the gentleman. All three turned their heads
         and looked at the carriage. The gentleman reached into a pocket and gave the ink-seller
         a coin. The ink-seller bowed again and withdrew.
      

      
      Mr Marston, the dark young man, did not need any one to tell him that this was Mr
         Norrell’s carriage. As soon as he observed its approach, he stood away from the railings
         and moved forward.
      

      
      Even the fashionably dressed lady had turned and was walking back towards the house,
         apparently with the intention of looking at England’s Foremost Magician.
      

      
      The carriage stopped in front of the house. The footman descended from the box and
         opened the door. Mr Norrell stepped out. He was so wrapped up in mufflers that his
         shrunken little form appeared almost stout. Immediately Mr Marston hailed him and
         began to say something to him. Mr Norrell shook his head impatiently and waved Mr
         Marston away.
      

      
      The fashionably dressed lady passed Childermass and Lucas. She was very pale and solemn-looking.
         It occurred to Childermass that she would probably have been considered handsome by
         the people who cared about such things. Now that he looked at her properly he began
         to think that he knew her. “Lucas,” he murmured, “who is that woman?”
      

      
      “I am sorry, sir. I don’t think I ever saw her before.”

      
      At the foot of the carriage steps Mr Marston was growing more insistent and Mr Norrell
         was growing angrier. Mr Norrell looked around; he saw Lucas and Childermass close
         at hand and beckoned to them.
      

      
      Just then the fashionably dressed lady took a step towards him. For a moment it seemed
         that she too was going to address him, but that was not her intention. She took a
         pistol from her muff and, with all the calm in the world, aimed it at his heart.
      

      
      Mr Norrell and Mr Marston both stared at her.

      
      Several things happened at once. Lucas loosed his hold of Childermass – who dropt
         like a stone to the ground – and ran to help his master. Mr Marston seized hold of
         the lady around her waist. Davey, Mr Norrell’s coachman, jumped down from his box
         and grabbed the arm which held the pistol.
      

      
      Childermass lay amid the snow and shards of glass. He saw the woman shrug herself
         free of Mr Marston’s grasp with what seemed like remarkable ease. She pushed him to
         the ground with such force that he did not get up again. She put one small, gloved
         hand to Davey’s chest and Davey was flung several yards backwards. Mr Norrell’s footman
         – the one who had opened the carriage door – tried to knock her down, but his blow
         had not the least effect upon her. She put her hand upon his face – it looked like
         the lightest touch in the world – he crumpled to the ground. Lucas she simply struck
         with the pistol.
      

      
      Childermass could make very little sense of what was happening. He dragged himself
         upright and stumbled forward for half a dozen yards, scarcely knowing whether he was
         walking upon the cobblestones of Hanover-square or an ancient road in Faerie.
      

      
      Mr Norrell stared at the lady in the utmost horror, too frightened to cry out or run
         away. Childermass put up his hands to her in a gesture of conciliation. “Madam …”
         he began.
      

      
      She did not even look at him.

      
      The dizzying fall of white flakes confused him. Try as he might, he could not keep
         his hold upon Hanover-square. The eerie landscape was claiming him; Mr Norrell would
         be killed and there was nothing he could do to prevent it.
      

      
      Then something strange happened.

      
      Something strange happened. Hanover-square disappeared. Mr Norrell, Lucas and all
            the rest of them disappeared.
      

      
      But the lady remained.
      

      
      She stood facing him, upon the ancient road, beneath the sky with its tumble and seethe
            of black birds. She raised her pistol and aimed it out of Faerie and into England
            at Mr Norrell’s heart.
      

      
      “Madam,” said Childermass again.
      

      
      She looked at him with a cold, burning fury. There was nothing in the world he could
            say to deter her. Nothing in this world nor any other. And so he did the only thing
            he could think of. He seized hold of the barrel of the pistol.
      

      
      There was a shot, an intolerably loud sound.
      

      
      It was the force of the noise, Childermass supposed, which pushed him back into England.

      
      Suddenly he was half-sitting, half-lying in Hanover-square with his back to the carriage-steps.
         He wondered where Norrell was and whether he was dead. He supposed he ought to go
         and find out, but he found he did not much care about it and so he stayed where he
         was.
      

      
      It was not until a surgeon arrived that he understood that the lady had indeed shot
         someone and that the someone was himself.
      

      
      The rest of that day and most of the following one passed in a confusion of pain and
         laudanum-dreams. Sometimes Childermass thought he was standing on the ancient road
         under the speaking sky, but now Lucas was with him talking of maids-of-honour and
         coal-scuttles. A tight-rope was strung across the sky and a great many people were
         walking on it. Strange was there and so was Norrell. They both had piles of books
         in their hands. There was John Murray, the publisher, and Vinculus and many others.
         Sometimes the pain in Childermass’s shoulder escaped from him and ran about the room
         and hid. When this happened he thought it became a small animal. No one else knew
         it was there. He supposed he ought to tell them so that they could chase it out. Once he caught sight of it; it had flame-coloured fur, brighter than a fox …
      

      
      On the evening of the second day he was lying in bed with a much clearer notion of
         who he was, and where he was, and what had happened. At about seven o’clock Lucas
         entered the room, carrying one of the dining-chairs. He placed it by the bed. A moment
         later Mr Norrell entered the room and sat upon it.
      

      
      For some moments Mr Norrell did nothing but stare at the counterpane with an anxious
         expression. Then he muttered a question.
      

      
      Childermass did not hear what was said, but he naturally supposed that Mr Norrell
         must be inquiring about his health, so he began to say that he hoped he would be better
         in a day or two.
      

      
      Mr Norrell interrupted him and said again more sharply, “Why were you performing Belasis’s
         Scopus?”
      

      
      “What?” asked Childermass.

      
      “Lucas said that you were doing magic,” said Mr Norrell. “I made him describe it to
         me. Naturally I recognized Belasis’s Scopus.”1 His face grew sharp and suspicious. “Why were you performing it? And – which is even
         more to the point – where in the world did you learn such a thing? How can I do my
         work when I am constantly betrayed in this manner? It is astonishing to me that I
         have achieved any thing at all, when I am surrounded by servants who learn spells
         behind my back and pupils who set themselves to undo my every accomplishment!”
      

      
      Childermass gave him a look of mild exasperation. “You taught it to me yourself.”

      
      “I?” cried Mr Norrell, his voice several pitches higher than usual.

      
      “It was before you came to London, in the days when you kept to your library at Hurtfew, when I used to go about the country for you buying up
         valuable books. You taught me the spell in case I should ever meet with any one who
         claimed to be a practical magician. You were afraid that there might be another magician
         who could …”
      

      
      “Yes, yes,” said Mr Norrell, impatiently. “I remember now. But that does not explain
         why you were performing it in the square yesterday morning.”
      

      
      “Because there was magic everywhere.”

      
      “Lucas did not notice any thing.”

      
      “It is not part of Lucas’s duties to know when there is magic going on. That falls
         to me. It was the strangest thing I ever knew. I kept thinking that I was somewhere
         else entirely. I believe that for a while I was in real danger. I do not understand
         very well where the place was. It had some curious features – which I will describe
         to you in a moment – but it was certainly not England. I think it was Faerie. What
         sort of magic produces such an effect? And where was it coming from? Can it be that
         that woman was a magician?”
      

      
      “Which woman?”

      
      “The woman who shot me.”

      
      Mr Norrell made a small sound of irritation. “That bullet affected you more than I
         supposed,” he said contemptuously. “If she had been a great magician, do you really
         suppose that you could have thwarted her so easily? There was no magician in the square.
         Certainly not that woman.”
      

      
      “Why? Who was she?”

      
      Mr Norrell was silent a moment. Then he said, “Sir Walter Pole’s wife. The woman I
         brought back from the dead.”
      

      
      Childermass was silent a moment. “Well, you astonish me!” he said at last. “I can
         think of several people who have good cause to aim a pistol at your heart, but for
         the life of me I cannot understand why this woman should be one of them.”
      

      
      “They tell me she is mad,” said Mr Norrell. “She escaped the people who were set to watch her and came here to kill me – which, as I think you
         will agree, is proof enough of her madness.” Mr Norrell’s small grey eyes looked away.
         “After all I am known everywhere as her benefactor.”
      

      
      Childermass was barely listening to him. “But where did she get the pistol? Sir Walter
         is a sensible man. It is hard to imagine that he leaves firearms in her way.”
      

      
      “It was a duelling pistol – one of a pair that belongs to Sir Walter. It is kept in
         a locked box in a locked writing-desk in his private study. Sir Walter says that until
         yesterday he would have taken an oath that she knew nothing about it. As to how she
         contrived to get the key – both keys – that is a mystery to every one.”
      

      
      “It does not seem much of a mystery to me. Wives, even mad wives, have ways of getting
         what they want from husbands.”
      

      
      “But Sir Walter did not have the keys. That is the strange part of it. These pistols
         were the only firearms in the house and Sir Walter had some natural concerns for the
         security of his wife and possessions since he is so frequently away from home. The
         keys were in the keeping of the butler – that tall black man – I dare say you know
         who I mean. Sir Walter cannot understand how he came to make such a mistake. Sir Walter
         says he is generally the most reliable and trustworthy fellow in the world. Of course
         one never really knows what servants are thinking,” continued Mr Norrell blithely,
         forgetting that he was speaking to one at that moment, “yet it can hardly be supposed
         that this man bears any grudge against me. I never spoke three words to him in my
         life. Of course,” he continued, “I could prosecute Lady Pole for trying to kill me.
         Yesterday I was quite determined upon it. But it has been represented to me by several
         people that I must consider Sir Walter. Lord Liverpool and Mr Lascelles both say so,
         and I believe that they are right. Sir Walter has been a good friend to English magic.
         I should not wish to give Sir Walter any reason to regret that he has been my friend.
         Sir Walter has given me his solemn oath that she will be put away somewhere in the country where she will see
         no one and no one will see her.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell did not trouble to ascertain Childermass’s wishes upon this point. Despite
         the fact that it was Childermass who was lying upon the bed sick with pain and loss
         of blood, and that Mr Norrell’s injuries had consisted chiefly of a slight headach
         and a small cut upon one finger, it was clear to Mr Norrell that he was the more sinned
         against of the two.
      

      
      “So what was the magic?” asked Childermass.

      
      “Mine, of course!” declared Mr Norrell, angrily. “Who else’s should it be? It was
         the magic I did to bring her back from the dead. That was what you felt and that is
         what Belasis’s Scopus revealed. It was early in my career and I dare say there were
         some irregularities that may have caused it to take an odd turn and …”
      

      
      “An odd turn?” cried Childermass, hoarsely. He was seized with a fit of coughing.
         When he had regained his breath, he said, “At every moment I was in danger of being
         transported to some realm where everything breathed magic. The sky spoke to me! Everything
         spoke to me! How could that have been?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell raised an eyebrow. “I do not know. Perhaps you were drunk.”

      
      “And have you ever known me to be drunk in the performance of my duties?” asked Childermass,
         icily.
      

      
      Mr Norrell shrugged defensively. “I have not the least idea what you do. It seems
         to me that you have been a law unto yourself from the first moment you entered my
         house.”
      

      
      “But surely the idea is not so strange when considered in the light of ancient English
         magic,” insisted Childermass. “Have you not told me that Aureates regarded trees, hills, rivers and so on as living creatures with thoughts, memories
         and desires of their own? The Aureates thought that the whole world habitually worked magic of a sort.”
      

      
      “Some of the Aureates thought so, yes. It is a belief that they imbibed from their fairy-servants, who
         attributed some of their own extraordinary magic to their ability to talk to trees and rivers and so forth,
         and to form friendships and alliances with them. But there is no reason to suppose
         that they were right. My own magic does not rely upon any such nonsensical ideas.”
      

      
      “The sky spoke to me,” said Childermass. “If what I saw was true, then …” He paused.

      
      “Then what?” asked Mr Norrell.

      
      In his weakened state Childermass had been thinking aloud. He had meant to say that
         if what he had seen was true, then everything that Strange and Norrell had ever done
         was child’s-play and magic was a much stranger and more terrifying thing than any
         of them had thought of. Strange and Norrell had been merely throwing paper darts about
         a parlour, while real magic soared and swooped and twisted on great wings in a limitless
         sky far, far above them.
      

      
      But then he realized that Mr Norrell was unlikely to take a very sanguine view of
         such ideas and so he said nothing.
      

      
      Curiously, Mr Norrell seemed to guess his thoughts anyway.

      
      “Oh!” he cried in a sudden passion. “Very well! You are there, are you? Then I advise
         you to go and join Strange and Murray and all the other traitors immediately! I believe
         you will find that their ideas suit your present frame of mind much better! I am sure
         that they will be very glad to have you. And you will be able to tell them all my
         secrets! I dare say they will pay you handsomely for it. I shall be ruined and …”
      

      
      “Mr Norrell, calm yourself. I have no intention of taking up any new employment. You
         are the last master I shall ever have.”
      

      
      There was another short silence which perhaps allowed Mr Norrell time to reflect upon
         the inappropriateness of quarrelling with the man who had saved his life only yesterday.
         In a more reasonable tone he said, “I dare say no one has told you yet. Strange’s
         wife is dead.”
      

      
      “What?”

      
      “Dead. I had the news from Sir Walter. Apparently she went for a walk in the snow. Most ill-advised. Two days later she was dead.”
      

      
      Childermass felt cold. The dreary landscape was suddenly very close, just beneath
         the skin of England. He could almost fancy himself upon the ancient road again …
      

      
      … and Arabella Strange was on the road ahead of him. Her back was turned towards him
            and she walked on alone into the chill, grey lands, under the magic-speaking sky …
      

      
      “I am told,” continued Mr Norrell, quite oblivious to Childermass’s sudden pallor
         and laboured breathing, “that Lady Pole has been made very unhappy by the death of
         Mrs Strange. Her distress has been out of all reason. It seems they were friends.
         I did not know that until now. Had I had known it, I might perhaps have …” He paused
         and his face worked with some secret emotion. “But it cannot matter now – one of them
         is mad and the other one is dead. From all that Sir Walter can tell Lady Pole seems
         to consider me in some way culpable for Mrs Strange’s death.” He paused. Then, in
         case there should be any doubt about the matter, he added, “Which is nonsense, of
         course.”
      

      
      Just then the two eminent physicians whom Mr Norrell had employed to attend Childermass
         entered the room. They were surprized to see Mr Norrell in the room – surprized and
         delighted. Their smiling countenances and bowing, bobbing forms said what a very pleasing
         instance of the great man’s condescension they thought it that he should pay this
         visit to his servant. They told him that they had rarely seen a household where the
         master was so careful of the health of his inferiors or where the servants were so
         attached to their master by ties, less of duty, than of respect and fond regard.
      

      
      Mr Norrell was at least as susceptible to flattery as most men and he began to think
         that perhaps he was indeed doing something unusually virtuous. He extended his hand
         with the intention of patting Childermass’s hand in a friendly and condescending manner. However, upon meeting
         Childermass’s cold stare, he thought better of it, coughed and left the room.
      

      
      Childermass watched him go.

      
      All magicians lie and this one more than most, Vinculus had said.
      

      
   
      
      47
“A black lad and a blue fella – that ought to mean summat.”

      
      Late January 1816

      
      Sir Walter Pole’s carriage was travelling along a lonely road in Yorkshire. Stephen
         Black rode on a white horse at its side.
      

      
      On either hand empty moors the colour of a bruise stretched up to a dark sky that
         threatened snow. Grey, misshapen rocks were strewn about, making the landscape appear
         still more bleak and uncouth. Occasionally a low ray of sunlight would pierce the
         clouds, illuminating for a moment a white, foaming stream, or striking a pot-hole
         full of water that would suddenly become as dazzling as a fallen silver penny.
      

      
      They came to a crossroads. The coachman halted the horses and stared gloomily at the
         place where, in his opinion, the fingerpost ought to have been.
      

      
      “There are no milestones,” said Stephen, “nothing to say where any of these roads
         might lead to.”
      

      
      “Always supposing they go anywhere at all,” said the coachman, “which I am beginning
         to doubt.” He took a snuff-box from his pocket and inhaled a large pinch of it.
      

      
      The footman who sat on the box beside the coachman (and who was by far the coldest
         and most miserable of the three) comprehensively cursed Yorkshire, all Yorkshiremen
         and all Yorkshire roads.
      

      
      “We ought to be travelling north or north-east, I think,” said Stephen. “But I have
         got a little turned around on this moor. Do you have any idea which way is north?”
      

      
      The coachman, to whom this question was addressed, said that all the directions looked
         pretty northern to him.
      

      
      The footman gave a short, uncheerful laugh.

      
      Finding that his companions were of no help, Stephen did what he always did under
         such circumstances; he took the whole charge of the journey upon himself. He instructed
         the coachman to take one road, while he took another. “If I have success, I will come
         and find you, or send a messenger. If you have success, deliver your charge and do
         not worry about me.”
      

      
      Stephen rode along, looking doubtfully at all the lanes and tracks he came to. Once
         he met with another lone rider and asked for directions, but the man proved to be
         a stranger to the moor like himself and had never heard of the place Stephen mentioned.
      

      
      He came at last to a narrow lane that wound between two walls, built – as is the custom
         in that part of England – of dry stones without any mortar. He turned down the lane.
         On either hand a row of bare winter trees followed the line of the walls. As the first
         flakes of snow floated down he crossed a narrow packhorse bridge and entered a village
         of dour stone cottages and tumbledown walls. It was very quiet. There was scarcely
         more than a handful of buildings and he quickly found the one he sought. It was a
         long, low hall with a paved courtyard in front of it. He surveyed the low roofs, the
         old-fashioned casements and the moss-covered stones with an air of the deepest dissatisfaction.
         “Halloo!” he called. “Is there any one there?”
      

      
      The snow began to fall thicker and faster. From somewhere at the side of the house
         two manservants came running. They were neatly and cleanly dressed, but their nervous
         expressions and clumsy air made Stephen wince, and wish that he had had the training
         of them.
      

      
      For their part they stared to see a black man upon a milk-white mare in their yard. The braver of the two bobbed a sort of half-bow.
      

      
      “Is this Starecross Hall?” asked Stephen.

      
      “Yes, sir,” said the courageous servant.

      
      “I am here on business for Sir Walter Pole. Go and fetch your master.”

      
      The man ran off. A moment later the front door opened and a thin, dark person appeared.

      
      “You are the madhouse-keeper?” inquired Stephen. “You are John Segundus?”

      
      “Yes, indeed!” cried Mr Segundus. “Welcome! Welcome!”

      
      Stephen dismounted and threw the reins to the servant. “This place is the very devil
         to find! We have been driving about this infernal moor for an hour. Can you send a
         man to bring her ladyship’s carriage here? They took the road to the left of this
         one at the crossroads two miles back.”
      

      
      “Of course. At once,” Mr Segundus assured him. “I am sorry you have had difficulties.
         The house is, as you see, extremely secluded, but that is one of the reasons that
         it suits Sir Walter. His lady is well, I hope?”
      

      
      “Her ladyship is very much fatigued by the journey.”

      
      “Everything is ready for her reception. At least …” Mr Segundus led the way inside.
         “I am aware that it must be very different from what she is accustomed to …”
      

      
      At the end of a short stone passage they came to a room which was a pleasant contrast
         with the bleak and sombre surroundings. It spoke nothing but comfort and welcome.
         It had been fitted up with paintings and pretty furniture, with soft carpets and cheerfully
         glowing lamps. There were footstools for her ladyship’s feet if she felt weary, screens
         to protect her from a draught if she felt cold, and books to amuse her, should she
         wish to read.
      

      
      “Is it not suitable?” asked Mr Segundus, anxiously. “I see by your face that it is
         not.”
      

      
      Stephen opened his mouth to tell Mr Segundus that what he saw was quite different. He saw what her ladyship would see when she entered the room.
         Chairs, paintings and lamps were all quite ghostly. Behind them lay the far more substantial
         and solid forms of Lost-hope’s bleak, grey halls and staircases.
      

      
      But it was no use trying to explain any of this. The words would have changed as he
         spoke them; they would have turned into some nonsense about beer brewed from anger
         and longings for revenge; or girls whose tears turned to opals and pearls when the
         moon waxed and whose footprints filled with blood when the moon waned. So he contented
         himself with saying, “No, no. It is perfectly satisfactory. Her ladyship requires
         nothing more.”
      

      
      To many people this might have seemed a little cool – especially if they had worked
         as hard as Mr Segundus – but Mr Segundus made no objection. “So this is the lady whom
         Mr Norrell brought back from the dead?” he said.
      

      
      “Yes,” said Stephen.

      
      “The single act upon which the whole restoration of English magic is founded!”

      
      “Yes,” said Stephen.

      
      “And yet she tried to kill him! It is a very strange business altogether! Very strange!”

      
      Stephen said nothing. These were not, in his opinion, fit subjects for the madhouse-keeper
         to ponder on; and it was most unlikely that he would hit upon the truth of the matter
         if he did.
      

      
      To draw Mr Segundus’s thoughts away from Lady Pole and her supposed crime, Stephen
         said, “Sir Walter chose this establishment himself. I do not know whose advice he
         took. Have you been a madhouse-keeper long?”
      

      
      Mr Segundus laughed. “No, not long at all. About two weeks in fact. Lady Pole will
         be my first charge.”
      

      
      “Indeed!”

      
      “I believe Sir Walter considers my lack of experience to be an advantage rather than
         otherwise! Other gentlemen in this profession are accustomed to exercise all sorts
         of authority over their charges and impose restraints upon them – something Sir Walter is very much opposed
         to in the case of his wife. But, you see, I have no such habits to break. Her ladyship
         will meet with nothing but kindness and respect in this house. And, apart from such
         little precautions as may suggest themselves to our good sense – such as keeping guns
         and knives out of her way – she will be treated as a guest in this house and we will
         strive to make her happy.”
      

      
      Stephen inclined his head in acceptance of these proposals. “How did you come to it?”
         he asked.
      

      
      “The house?” asked Mr Segundus.

      
      “No, madhouse-keeping.”

      
      “Oh! Quite by accident. Last September I had the great good fortune to meet a lady
         called Mrs Lennox, who has since become my benefactress. This house belongs to her.
         For some years she had tried to find a good tenant for it, but without success. She
         took a liking to me and wished to do me a kindness; so she determined upon establishing
         a business here and placing me in charge of it. Our first thought was a school for
         magicians, but …”
      

      
      “Magicians!” exclaimed Stephen in surprize. “But what have you to do with magicians?”

      
      “I am one myself. I have been one all my life.”

      
      “Indeed!”

      
      Stephen looked so very much affronted by this news that Mr Segundus’s natural impulse
         was to apologize to him – though what sort of apology one could offer for being a
         magician he did not know. He went on. “But Mr Norrell did not approve our plan for
         a school and he sent Childermass here to warn me against it. Do you know John Childermass,
         sir?”
      

      
      “I know him by sight,” said Stephen. “I have never spoken to him.”

      
      “At first Mrs Lennox and I had every intention of opposing him – Mr Norrell, I mean,
         not Childermass. I wrote to Mr Strange, but my letter arrived on the morning that
         his wife disappeared and, as I dare say you know, the poor lady died a few days later.”
      

      
      For a moment Stephen looked as if he were about to say something, but then he shook
         his head and Mr Segundus continued. “Without Mr Strange to help us, it was clear to
         me that we must abandon the school. I travelled up to Bath to inform Mrs Lennox. She
         was full of kindness and told me we would soon fix on another plan. But I confess
         I left her house in a very despondent frame of mind. I had not gone many steps when
         I saw a strange sight. In the middle of the road was a figure in tattered black rags.
         His sore, reddened eyes were empty of all reason and hope. He dashed his arms against
         the phantoms that assaulted him and cried out, entreating them to have pity on him.
         Poor soul! The sick in body may sometimes find respite in sleep, but I knew instinctively
         that this man’s demons would follow him even into his dreams. I put a few coins into
         his hand and continued on my way. I am not aware that I thought of him particularly
         on the journey back, but as I stepped across the threshold of this house something
         very curious happened. I had what I think I must call a vision. I saw the madman in
         all his ravings standing in the hall – just as I had seen him in Bath – and I realized
         something. I realized that this house with its silence and its seclusion might be
         kind to persons distressed in mind. I wrote to Mrs Lennox and she approved my new
         plan. You said you did not know who had recommended me to Sir Walter. It was Childermass.
         Childermass had said he would help me if he could.”
      

      
      Stephen said, “It might be best, sir, if you were to avoid any mention of your profession
         or of the school, at least at the beginning. There is nothing in the world – in this
         world or any other – that would give her ladyship greater pain than to find herself
         in thrall to another magician.”
      

      
      “Thrall!” exclaimed Mr Segundus, in astonishment. “What an odd word that is! I sincerely
         hope that no one will ever consider themselves in thrall to me! Certainly not this
         lady!”
      

      
      Stephen studied him for a moment. “I am sure you are a very different sort of magician
         from Mr Norrell,” he said.
      

      
      “I hope I am,” said Mr Segundus, seriously.
      

      
      An hour later a little commotion was heard in the yard. Stephen and Mr Segundus went
         out to receive her ladyship. The horses and carriage had been entirely unable to cross
         the packhorse bridge and Lady Pole had been obliged to walk the last fifty yards or
         so of her journey. She entered the courtyard of the Hall with some trepidation, glancing
         round at the bleak, snowy scene; and it seemed to Stephen that only the cruellest
         of hearts could look upon her, with all her youth, beauty and sad affliction, and
         not wish to offer her all the protection in their power. Inwardly he cursed Mr Norrell.
      

      
      Something in her appearance seemed to startle Mr Segundus. He looked down at her left
         hand, but the hand was gloved. He recovered himself immediately and welcomed her to
         Starecross Hall.
      

      
      In the drawing-room Stephen brought tea for them.

      
      “I am told your ladyship has been greatly distressed by the death of Mrs Strange,”
         said Mr Segundus. “May I offer my condolences?”
      

      
      She turned away her head to hide her tears. “It would be more to the point to offer
         them to her, not me,” she said. “My husband offered to write to Mr Strange and beg
         the favour of borrowing a picture of Mrs Strange, so that a copy might be made to
         console me. But what good would that do? After all, I am scarcely likely to forget
         her face when she and I attend the same balls and processions every night – and shall
         do for the rest of our lives, I presume. Stephen knows. Stephen understands.”
      

      
      “Ah, yes,” said Mr Segundus. “Your ladyship has a horror of dancing and music, I know.
         Be assured that they will not be allowed here. Here we shall have nothing that is
         not cheerful, nothing that does not promote your happiness.” He spoke to her of the
         books he planned they should read together and the walks they could take in spring,
         if her ladyship liked.
      

      
      To Stephen, occupied among the tea-things, it seemed the most innocuous of conversations – except that once or twice he observed Mr Segundus glance
         from her ladyship to himself and back again, in a sharp, penetrating manner that both
         puzzled him and made him uncomfortable.
      

      
      The carriage, coachman, maid and footman were all to remain at Starecross Hall with
         Lady Pole; Stephen, however, was to return to Harley-street. Early the next morning,
         while her ladyship was at breakfast, he went in to take his leave of her.
      

      
      As he bowed to her, she gave a laugh half-melancholy, half-amused. “It is very ridiculous
         to part so, when you and I both know that we will be together again in a few hours.
         Do not be concerned about me, Stephen. I shall be more comfortable here. I feel I
         shall.”
      

      
      Stephen went out to the stable-yard where his horse stood waiting. He was just putting
         on his gloves when a voice came behind him. “I beg your pardon!”
      

      
      Mr Segundus was there, as hesitant and unassuming as ever. “May I ask you something?
         What is the magic that surrounds you and her ladyship?” He put up his hand as if he
         intended to brush Stephen’s face with his fingertips. “There is a red-and-white rose
         at your mouth. And another at hers. What does that mean?”
      

      
      Stephen put his hand up to his mouth. There was nothing there. But for a moment he
         had some wild notion of telling Mr Segundus everything – all about his enchantment
         and the enchantment of the two women. He pictured Mr Segundus somehow understanding
         him; Mr Segundus proving to be an extraordinary magician – much greater than Strange
         or Norrell – who would find a way to thwart the gentleman with the thistle-down hair.
         But these were very fleeting fancies. A moment later Stephen’s native distrust of
         Englishmen – and of English magicians in particular – reasserted itself.
      

      
      “I do not understand you,” he said quickly. He mounted his horse and rode away without
         another word.
      

      
      The winter roads that day were some of the worst he had ever seen. The mud had been frozen into ruts and ridges as hard as iron. Fields and roads
         were thickly covered with white frost and an icy mist added to the general gloom.
      

      
      His horse was one of the gentleman’s innumerable gifts. She was a milk-white mare
         without so much as a single black hair anywhere. She was, besides, swift and strong,
         and as affectionately disposed towards Stephen as a horse can be to a man. He had
         named her Firenze and he doubted that the Prince Regent himself or the Duke of Wellington
         had a better horse. It was one of the peculiarities of his strange, enchanted life
         that it did not matter where he went, no one remarked upon the incongruity of a negro
         servant possessing the finest horse in the kingdom.
      

      
      About twenty miles south of Starecross Hall he came to a small village. There was
         a sharp corner as the road passed between a large, elegant house and garden upon the
         right and a row of tumbledown stables upon the left. Just as Stephen was passing the
         entrance to the house, a carriage came suddenly out of the sweep and very nearly collided
         with him. The coachman looked round to see what had caused his horses to shy and forced
         him to rein them in. Seeing nothing but a black man, he lashed out at him with his
         whip. The blow missed Stephen but struck Firenze just above the right eye. Pained
         and startled, she reared up and lost her footing on the icy road.
      

      
      There was a moment when everything seemed to tumble over. When Stephen was next able
         to comprehend what was happening, he found that he was on the ground. Firenze had
         fallen. He had been thrown clear, but his left foot was still caught in the stirrup
         and the leg was twisted in a most alarming way – he was sure it must be broken. He
         freed his foot and sat for a moment feeling sick and stunned. There was a sensation
         of something wet trickling down his face and his hands had been scraped raw by the
         fall. He tried to stand and found with relief that he could; the leg seemed bruised,
         but not broken.
      

      
      Firenze lay snorting, her eyes rolling wildly. He wondered why she did not try to right herself or at least kick out. A sort of involuntary shuddering
         possessed her frame but apart from that she was still. Her legs were stiff and seemed
         to stick out at awkward angles to each other. Then it came to him: she could not move;
         her back was broken.
      

      
      He looked at the gentleman’s house, hoping that someone would come and help him. A
         woman appeared for a moment at a window. Stephen had a brief impression of elegant
         clothes and a cold, haughty expression. As soon as she had satisfied herself that
         the accident had produced no harm to any one or any thing belonging to her she moved
         away and Stephen saw no more of her.
      

      
      He knelt down by Firenze and stroked her head and shoulder. From out of a saddlebag
         he drew a pistol, a powder flask, a ramrod and a cartridge. He loaded and primed the
         pistol. Then he stood and drew the hammer back to full cock.
      

      
      But he found he could go no further. She had been too good a friend to him; he could
         not kill her. He was on the point of giving up in despair when there was a rattle
         in the lane behind him. Around the corner came a cart drawn by a great, shambling,
         placid-looking horse. It was a carrier’s cart and in the cart sat the carrier himself,
         a big barrel-shaped man with a round, fat face. He was dressed in an ancient coat.
         When he saw Stephen, he reined in his horse. “Eh, lad! What’s to do?”
      

      
      Stephen gestured at Firenze with the pistol.

      
      The carrier climbed down from his cart and came over to Stephen. “She was a pretty
         beast,” he said in a kindly tone. He clapped Stephen on the shoulder and breathed
         sympathetic cabbage smells over him. “But, lad! Tha cannot help her now.”
      

      
      He looked from Stephen’s face to the pistol. He reached out and gently raised the
         barrel until it pointed at Firenze’s shuddering head. When Stephen still did not fire,
         he said, “Shall I do it for thee, lad?”
      

      
      Stephen nodded.

      
      The carrier took the pistol. Stephen looked away. There was a shot – a horrible sound – followed immediately by a wild cawing and the rush of wings
         as all the birds in the neighbourhood took flight at once. Stephen looked back. Firenze
         convulsed once and then was still.
      

      
      “Thank you,” he said to the carrier.

      
      He heard the carrier walk away and he thought the man was gone, but in a moment he
         returned, nudged Stephen again and handed him a black bottle.
      

      
      Stephen swallowed. It was gin of the roughest sort. He coughed.

      
      Despite the fact that the cost of Stephen’s clothes and boots could have bought the
         carrier’s cart and horse twice over, the carrier assumed the cheerful superiority
         that white generally feels for black. He considered the matter and told Stephen that
         the first thing they must do was to arrange for the carcass to be removed. “She’s
         a valuable beast – dead or alive. Your master won’t be best pleased when he finds
         soom other fella has got t’horse and t’money.”
      

      
      “She was not my master’s horse,” said Stephen, “She was mine.”

      
      “Eh!” said the carrier. “Look at that!”

      
      A raven had alighted upon Firenze’s milk-white flank.

      
      “No!” cried Stephen and moved to shoo the bird away.

      
      But the carrier stopped him. “Nay, lad! Nay! That’s lucky. I do not know when I saw
         a better omen!”
      

      
      “Lucky!” said Stephen, “What are you talking about?”

      
      “ ’Tis the sign of the old King, ain’t it? A raven upon summat white. Old John’s banner!”1

      
      The carrier informed Stephen that he knew of a place close by where, he said, the
         people would for a price help Stephen make arrangements for disposing of Firenze.
         Stephen climbed upon the box and the carrier drove him to a farm.
      

      
      The farmer had never seen a black man before and was quite astonished to find such an otherlandish creature in his yard. Despite all evidence
         to the contrary, he could not bring himself to believe that Stephen was speaking English.
         The carrier, who sympathized with the farmer in his confusion, stood beside Stephen,
         kindly repeating everything he said for the farmer’s better understanding. But it
         made no difference. The farmer took no notice of either of them, but merely gaped
         at Stephen and made remarks about him to one of his men who stood equally entranced.
         The farmer wondered whether the black came off when Stephen touched things and he
         made other speculations of an even more impertinent and disagreeable nature. All Stephen’s
         careful instructions concerning the disposal of Firenze’s carcass went for nothing,
         until the farmer’s wife returned from a nearby market. She was a very different sort
         of person. As far as she was concerned a man in good clothes with a costly horse (albeit
         a dead one) counted for a gentleman – let him be whatsoever colour he chose. She told
         Stephen of a cats-meat man who took the dead horses from the farm and who would dispose
         of the flesh and sell the bones and hooves for glue. She told him what the cats-meat
         man would pay and promised to arrange everything if she could keep one third of the
         money. To this Stephen agreed.
      

      
      Stephen and the carrier came out of the farmyard into the lane.

      
      “Thank you,” said Stephen. “This would have been much more difficult without your
         help. I will pay you for your trouble, of course. But I fear I must trouble you further.
         I have no means of getting home. I would be very much obliged if you could take me
         as far as the next post-inn.”
      

      
      “Nay!” said the carrier. “Put th’ little purse away, lad, I’ll tek thee to Doncaster
         and it’ll cost thee nowt.”
      

      
      In truth Stephen would have much preferred to go to the next post-inn, but the carrier
         seemed so pleased to have found a companion that it seemed kinder and more grateful
         to go with him.
      

      
      The cart progressed towards Doncaster by degrees, travelling along country lanes and coming at inns and villages from odd directions, taking them
         by surprize. They delivered a bed-stead in this place, and a fruitcake in that place,
         and took up no end of oddly shaped parcels. Once they stopped at a very small cottage
         that stood by itself behind a high bare hedge in the middle of a wood. There they
         received from the hands of an ancient maid a bony, old, black-painted bird-cage containing
         a very small canary. The carrier informed Stephen that it had belonged to an old lady
         who had died and it was to be delivered to her great-niece south of Selby.
      

      
      Not long after the canary had been secreted in the back of the carriage, Stephen was
         startled by a series of thunderous snores issuing unexpectedly from the same place.
         It seemed impossible that such a very loud noise should have come out of such a very
         small bird and Stephen concluded that there was another person in the cart, someone
         he had not yet been privileged to see.
      

      
      The carrier produced from a basket a large pork pie and a hunk of cheese. He cut a
         piece off the pie with a large knife and seemed about to offer it to Stephen when
         he was struck by a doubt. “Do black lads eat the same as us?” he asked as if he thought
         they might possibly eat grass, or moonbeams.
      

      
      “Yes,” said Stephen.

      
      The carrier gave Stephen the piece of pie and some cheese.

      
      “Thank you. Does not your other passenger want something?”

      
      “He might. When he wakes. I took him up at Ripon. He’d no money. I thowt as how he’d
         be someone to talk to. He were chatty enough at first but he went to sleep at Boroughbridge
         and he’s done nowt else since.”
      

      
      “Very tiresome of him.”

      
      “I don’t mind it. I have you to talk to now.”

      
      “He must be very tired,” mused Stephen. “He has slept through the shot that finished
         my horse, the visit to the foolish farmer, the bed-stead and the canary – all the
         events of the day in fact. Where is he going?”
      

      
      “Him? Nowhere. He wanders about from place to place. He is persecuted by soom famous
         man in London and cannot stay long anywhere – or t’oother chap’s servant might catch
         up wi’ him.”
      

      
      “Indeed?”

      
      “He is blue,” remarked the carrier.

      
      “Blue?” said Stephen, mystified.

      
      The carrier nodded.

      
      “What? Blue with cold? Or has he been beaten?”

      
      “Nay, lad. He is as blue as thou art black. Eh! I have a black lad and a blue fella
         in my cart! I niver heard o’ anyone that did that before. Now if to see a black lad
         is good luck – which it must be, like cats – then to see a black lad and a blue fella
         together in one place ought to mean summat. But what?”
      

      
      “Perhaps it does mean something,” offered Stephen, “but not for you. Perhaps it means
         something for him. Or me.”
      

      
      “Nay, that can’t be right,” objected the carrier. “It’s me it’s happening to.”

      
      Stephen considered the unknown man’s odd colour. “Does he have a disease?” he asked.

      
      “Could be,” said the carrier, unwilling to commit himself.

      
      After they had eaten, the carrier began to nod and pretty soon he was fast asleep
         with the reins in his hands. The cart continued serenely along the road under the
         captainship of the horse – a beast of excellent sense and judgement.
      

      
      It was a weary journey for Stephen. The sad exile of Lady Pole and the loss of Firenze
         depressed his spirits. He was glad to be relieved of the carrier’s conversation for
         a while.
      

      
      Once he heard a sort of muttering, suggesting that the blue man was waking up. At
         first he could not tell what the blue man was saying and then he heard very clearly,
         “The nameless slave shall be king in a strange country.”
      

      
      That made him shiver; it reminded him so forcibly of the gentleman’s promise to make
         him King of England.
      

      
      It grew dark. Stephen halted the horse, got down from the box and lit the three ancient lanterns that hung about the cart. He was about to get back
         upon the box when a ragged, unkempt-looking person climbed suddenly out of the back
         and jumped down upon the icy ground to stand in front of him.
      

      
      The unkempt person regarded Stephen by the lanterns’ light. “Are we there yet?” he
         asked in a hoarse tone.
      

      
      “Are we where?” asked Stephen.

      
      The man considered this for a moment and then decided to rephrase his original question.
         “Where are we?” he asked.
      

      
      “Nowhere. Between somewhere called Ulleskelf and another place called Thorpe Willoughby,
         I believe.”
      

      
      Though the man had asked for this information he did not seem much interested in it
         when it was given to him. His dirty shirt was open to the waist and Stephen could
         see that the carrier’s description of him had been of a most misleading nature. He
         was not blue in the same way that Stephen was black. He was a thin, disreputable hawk
         of a man, whose skin in its natural state ought to have been the same colour as every
         other Englishman’s, but it was covered in a strange patterning of blue lines, flourishes,
         dots and circles.
      

      
      “Do you know John Childermass, the magician’s servant?” he asked.

      
      Stephen was startled – as any body would be who was asked the same question twice
         in two days by complete strangers. “I know him by sight. I have never spoken to him.”
      

      
      The man grinned and winked. “He has been looking for me for eight years. Never found
         me yet. I have been to look at his master’s house in Yorkshire. It stands in a great
         park. I should have liked to steal something. When I was at his house in London I
         ate some pies.”
      

      
      It was a little disconcerting to find oneself in the company of a self-confessed thief,
         yet Stephen could not help but feel some sort of fellowship with someone who wished
         to rob the magician. After all, if it had not been for Mr Norrell Lady Pole and he
         would never have fallen under an enchantment. He reached into his pocket and pulled out two crown
         coins. “Here!” he said.
      

      
      “And what is that for?” asked the man suspiciously (but he took the coins anyway).

      
      “I am sorry for you.”

      
      “Why?”

      
      “Because, if what I am told is true, you have no home.”

      
      The man grinned again and scratched his dirty cheek. “And if what I am told is true, you have no name!”
      

      
      “What?”

      
      “I have a name. It is Vinculus.” He grabbed Stephen’s hand. “Why do you try to pull
         away from me?”
      

      
      “I do not,” said Stephen.

      
      “Yes, you did. Just then.”

      
      Stephen hesitated. “Your skin is marked and discoloured. I thought perhaps the marks
         meant you had a disease of some sort.”
      

      
      “That is not what my skin means,” said Vinculus.

      
      “Means?” said Stephen. “That is an odd word to use. Yet it is true – skin can mean
         a great deal. Mine means that any man may strike me in a public place and never fear
         the consequences. It means that my friends do not always like to be seen with me in
         the street. It means that no matter how many books I read, or languages I master,
         I will never be any thing but a curiosity – like a talking pig or a mathematical horse.”
      

      
      Vinculus grinned. “And mine means the opposite of yours. It means you will be raised
         up on high, Nameless King. It means your kingdom is waiting for you and your enemy
         shall be destroyed. It means the hour is almost come. The nameless slave shall wear a silver crown; the nameless slave shall be a king in
            a strange country …”
      

      
      Then, keeping tight hold of Stephen’s hand, Vinculus recited the whole of his prophecy.
         “There,” he said when he was done, “now I have told it to the two magicians and I
         have told it to you. The first part of my task is done.”
      

      
      “But I am not a magician,” said Stephen.
      

      
      “I never said you were,” answered Vinculus. Without warning he released Stephen’s
         arm, pulled his ragged coat tight around him, plunged into the darkness beyond the
         glow of the lanterns and was gone.
      

      
      A few days later the gentleman with the thistle-down hair expressed a sudden desire
         to see a wolf hunt, something he had apparently not done for several centuries.
      

      
      There happened to be one going on in southern Sweden just then and so he instantly
         transported himself and Stephen to the place. Stephen found himself standing upon
         a great branch that belonged to an ancient oak in the midst of a snowy forest. From
         here he had an excellent view of a little clearing where a tall wooden pole had been
         planted in the ground. On top of the pole was an old wooden cartwheel, and on top
         of the cartwheel a young goat was securely tied. It bleated miserably.
      

      
      A family of wolves crept out of the trees, with frost and snow clogging their fur,
         their gaze fixed hungrily upon the goat. No sooner had they appeared, than dogs could
         be heard in every part of the forest and riders could be glimpsed approaching at great
         speed. A pack of hounds came pouring into the clearing; the two foremost dogs leapt
         upon a wolf and together the three creatures became a single snapping, snarling, biting,
         thrashing knot of bodies, legs and teeth. The hunters galloped up and shot the wolf.
         The other wolves went streaming into the dark trees, and the dogs and hunters followed.
      

      
      As soon as the sport waned in one place, the gentleman carried himself and Stephen
         through the air by magic, to wherever it was likely to be better. In this fashion
         they progressed from treetop to treetop, from hill to rocky outcrop. Once they travelled
         to the top of a church tower in a village of wooden houses, where the windows and
         doors were made in quaint, fairy-tale shapes and the roofs were dusted with powdery
         snow that glittered in the sunlight.
      

      
      They were waiting in a quiet part of the wood for the hunters to appear, when a single
         wolf passed by their tree. He was the handsomest of his kind, with fine, dark eyes
         and a pelt the colour of wet slate. He looked up into the tree and addressed the gentleman
         in a language that sounded like the chatter of water over stones and the sighing of
         wind amongst bare branches and the crackle of fire consuming dead leaves.
      

      
      The gentleman answered him in the same speech, then gave a careless laugh and waved
         him away with his hand.
      

      
      The wolf bestowed one last reproachful glance upon the gentleman and ran on.

      
      “He begs me to save him,” the gentleman explained.

      
      “Oh, could you not do it, sir? I hate to see these noble creatures die!”

      
      “Tender-hearted Stephen!” said the gentleman, fondly. But he did not save the wolf.

      
      Stephen was not enjoying the wolf hunt at all. True, the hunters were brave and their
         hounds were faithful and eager; but it was too soon after the loss of Firenze for
         him to take pleasure in the deaths of any creature, especially one as strong and handsome
         as the wolf. Thinking of Firenze reminded him that he had not yet told the gentleman
         about his meeting with the blue-skinned man in the cart and the prophecy. He did so
         now.
      

      
      “Really? Well, that is most unexpected!” declared the gentleman.

      
      “Have you heard this prophecy before, sir?”

      
      “Yes, indeed! I know it well. All my race do. It is a prophecy of …” Here the gentleman
         said a word which Stephen did not understand.2 “Whom you know better by his English name, John Uskglass, the Raven King. But what
         I do not understand is how it has survived in England. I did not think Englishmen
         interested themselves in such matters any more.”
      

      
      “The nameless slave! Well, that is me, sir, is it not? And this prophecy seems to
         tell how I will be a king!”
      

      
      “Well, of course you are going to be a king! I have said so, and I am never wrong
         in these matters. But dearly as I love you, Stephen, this prophecy does not refer
         to you at all. Most of it is about the restoration of English magic, and the part
         you have just recited is not really a prophecy at all. The King is remembering how
         he came into his three kingdoms, one in England, one in Faerie, one in Hell. By the
         nameless slave he means himself. He was the nameless slave in Faerie, the little Christian
         child hidden in the brugh, brought there by a very wicked fairy who had stolen him away out of England.”
      

      
      Stephen felt oddly disappointed, though he did not know why he should be. After all
         he did not wish to be king of anywhere. He was not English; he was not African. He
         did not belong anywhere. Vinculus’s words had briefly given him the sense of belonging
         to something, of being part of a pattern and of having a purpose. But it had all been
         illusory.
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The Engravings

      
      Late February–March 1816

      
      “You are changed. I am quite shocked to see you.”

      
      “Am I? You surprize me. I am perhaps a little thinner, but I am not aware of any other
         change.”
      

      
      “No, it is in your face, your air, your … something.”

      
      Strange smiled. Or rather he twisted something in his face and Sir Walter supposed
         that he was smiling. Sir Walter could not really recall what his smile had looked
         like before.
      

      
      “It is these black clothes,” said Strange. “I am like a leftover piece of the funeral,
         condemned to walk about the Town, frightening people into thinking of their own mortality.”
      

      
      They were in the Bedford coffee-house in Covent-garden, chosen by Sir Walter as a
         place where they had often been very merry in the past and which might therefore do
         something to cheer Strange’s spirits. But on such an evening as this even the Bedford
         was somewhat deficient in cheerfulness. Outside, a cold black wind was pulling people
         this way and that, and driving a thick black rain into their eyes. Inside, rooms full
         of damp, unhappy gentlemen were producing a kind of gloomy, domesticated fog, which
         the waiters were attempting to dispel by putting extra shovelsful of coals on the
         fire and getting extra glassesful of hot spiced wine into the gentlemen.
      

      
      When Sir Walter had come into the room he had discovered Strange writing furiously in a little book. He nodded towards the book and remarked,
         “You have not given up magic then?”
      

      
      Strange laughed.

      
      Sir Walter took this to mean he had not – which Sir Walter was glad of, for Sir Walter
         thought a great deal of a man’s having a profession and believed that useful, steady
         occupation might cure many things which other remedies could not. Only he did not
         quite like the laugh – a hard, bitter exclamation which he had never heard from Strange
         before. “It is just that you said …” he began.
      

      
      “Oh, I said a great many things! All sorts of odd ideas crept into my brain. Excess
         of grief may bring on quite as fine a bout of madness as an excess of any thing else.
         Truth to tell, I was not quite myself for a time. Truth to tell, I was a little wild.
         But, as you see, that is all past now.”
      

      
      But – truth to tell – Sir Walter did not see at all.

      
      It was not quite enough to say that Strange had changed. In some senses he was just
         what he had always been. He smiled as often as before (though it was not quite the
         same smile). He spoke in the same ironic, superficial tone as he had always done (while
         giving the impression of scarcely attending to his own words). His words and his face
         were what all his friends remembered – with this difference: that the man behind them
         seemed only to be acting a part while his thoughts and his heart were somewhere else
         entirely. He looked out at them all from behind the sarcastic smile and none of them
         knew what he was thinking. He was more like a magician than ever before. It was very
         curious and no one knew what to make of it, but in some ways he was more like Norrell.
      

      
      He wore a mourning ring on the fourth finger of his left hand with a thin strand of
         brown hair inside it and Sir Walter noticed that he continually touched it and turned
         it upon his finger.
      

      
      They ordered a good dinner consisting of a turtle, three or four beefsteaks, some
         gravy made with the fat of a green goose, some lampreys, escalloped oysters and a
         small salad of beet root.
      

      
      “I am glad to be back,” said Strange. “Now that I am here I intend to make as much
         mischief as I can. Norrell has had everything his own way for far too long.”
      

      
      “He is already in agonies whenever your book is mentioned. He is forever inquiring
         of people if they know what is in it.”
      

      
      “Oh, but the book is only the beginning! And besides it will not be ready for months.
         We are to have a new periodical. Murray wishes to bring it forward as quickly as possible.
         Naturally it will be a very superior production. It is to be called The Famulus1 and is intended to promote my views on magic.”
      

      
      “And these are very different from Norrell’s, are they?”

      
      “But, of course! My chief idea is to examine the subject rationally without any of
         the restrictions and limitations that Norrell imposes upon it. I am confident that
         such a re-examination will rapidly open up new avenues worthy of exploration. For,
         when you consider the matter, what does our so-called restoration of English magic
         amount to? What have Norrell and I actually done? Some weaving of illusions with clouds,
         rain, smoke etc. – the easiest things in the world to accomplish! Bestowing life and
         speech upon inanimate objects – well, I grant you, that is quite sophisticated. Sending
         storms and bad weather to our enemies – I really cannot emphasize how simple weather-magic
         is. What else? Summoning up visions – well, that might be impressive if either of
         us could manage it with any degree of skill, but neither of us can. Now! Compare that
         sorry reckoning with the magic of the Aureates. They persuaded sycamore and oak woods to join with them against their enemies; they
         made wives and servants for themselves out of flowers; they transformed themselves
         into mice, foxes, trees, rivers, etc.; they made ships out of cobwebs, houses out
         of rosebushes…”
      

      
      “Yes, yes!” interrupted Sir Walter. “I understand that you are impatient to try all these different sorts of magic. But though I do not much like
         saying it, it seems to me that Norrell may be right. Not all these sorts of magic
         will suit us nowadays. Shape-changing and so on were all very well in the past. It
         makes a vivid incident in a story, I grant you. But surely, Strange, you would not
         want to practise it? A gentleman cannot change his shape. A gentleman scorns to seem
         any thing other than what he is. You yourself would never wish to appear in the character
         of a pastry-cook or a lamplighter …”
      

      
      Strange laughed.

      
      “Well then,” said Sir Walter, “consider how much worse it would be to appear as a
         dog or a pig.”2

      
      “You are deliberately chusing low examples.”

      
      “Am I? A lion, then! Would you like to be a lion?”

      
      “Possibly. Perhaps. Probably not. But that is not the point! I agree that shape-changing
         is a sort of magic which requires delicate handling, but that is not to say that some
         useful application might not exist. Ask the Duke of Wellington whether he would have
         liked to be able to turn his exploring officers into foxes or mice and have them slip
         about the French camps. I assure you his Grace will not be so full of qualms.”
      

      
      “I do not think you could have persuaded Colquhoun Grant to become a fox.”3

      
      “Oh! Grant would not have minded being a fox as long as he could have been a fox in
         a uniform. No, no, we need to turn our attention to the Aureates. A great deal more energy ought to be applied to the study of the life and magic
         of John Uskglass and when we …”
      

      
      “That is the one thing you must not do. Do not even think of it.”

      
      “What are you talking about?”

      
      “I am serious, Strange. I say nothing against the Aureates in general. Indeed, upon the whole, I think you are right. Englishmen take great
         pride in their ancient magical history – in Godbless, Stokesey, Pale and the rest.
         They do not like to read in their newspapers that Norrell makes light of their achievements.
         But you are liable to fall into the opposite mistake. Too much talk of other kings
         is bound to make the Government nervous. Particularly when we are liable to be overrun
         by Johannites at any moment.”
      

      
      “Johannites? Who are the Johannites?”

      
      “What? Good Lord, Strange! Do you never look into a newspaper?”

      
      Strange looked a little put out. “My studies take up a great deal of my time. All
         of it in fact. And besides, you know, in the past month I can plead distractions of
         a very particular nature.”
      

      
      “But we are not speaking of the past month. There have been Johannites in the northern
         counties for four years.”
      

      
      “Yes, but who are they?”

      
      “They are craftsmen who creep into mills at dead of night and destroy property. They
         burn down factory-owners’ houses. They hold pernicious meetings inciting the common
         people to riotous acts and they loot marketplaces.”4

      
      “Oh, machine-breakers. Yes, yes, I understand you now. It is just that you misled me by that odd name.
         But what have machine-breakers to do with the Raven King?”
      

      
      “Many of them are, or rather claim to be, his followers. They daub the Raven-in-Flight
         upon every wall where property is destroyed. Their captains carry letters of commission
         purporting to come from John Uskglass and they say that he will shortly appear to
         re-establish his reign in Newcastle.”
      

      
      “And the Government believes them?” asked Strange in astonishment.

      
      “Of course not! We are not so ridiculous. What we fear is a great deal more mundane
         – in a word, revolution. John Uskglass’s banner is flying everywhere in the north
         from Nottingham to Newcastle. Of course we have our spies and informers to tell us
         what these fellows are doing and thinking. Oh, I do not say that they all believe
         that John Uskglass is coming back. Most are as rational as you or I. But they know
         the power of his name among the common people. Rowley Fisher-Drake, the Member for
         Hampshire, has brought forward a Bill in which he proposes to make it illegal to raise
         the Raven-in-Flight. But we cannot forbid people to fly their own flag, the flag of
         their legitimate King.”5 Sir Walter sighed and poked a beefsteak upon his plate with a fork. “Other countries,”
         he said, “have stories of kings who will return at times of great need. Only in England
         is it part of the constitution.”
      

      
      Strange waved a fork impatiently at the Minister. “But all that is politics. It is
         nothing to do with me. I am not going to call for the re-establishment of John Uskglass’s kingdom. My only wish is to examine, in a calm
         and rational manner, his accomplishments as a magician. How can we restore English
         magic until we understand what it is we are supposed to be restoring?”
      

      
      “Then study the Aureates, but leave John Uskglass in the obscurity in which Norrell has placed him.”
      

      
      Strange shook his head. “Norrell has poisoned your minds against John Uskglass. Norrell
         has bewitched you all.”
      

      
      They ate in silence for a while and then Strange said, “Did I ever tell you that there
         is a portrait of him at Windsor Castle?”
      

      
      “Who?”

      
      “Uskglass. A fanciful scene painted upon a wall of one of the state rooms by some
         Italian painter. It shews Edward III and John Uskglass – warrior-king and magician-king
         seated side by side. It has been almost four hundred years since John Uskglass went
         out of England and still the English cannot quite make up their minds whether to adore
         him or hate him.”
      

      
      “Ha!” exclaimed Sir Walter. “In the north they know exactly what to think of him.
         They would exchange the rule of Westminster for his rule tomorrow if they could.”6

      
      A week or so later the first issue of The Famulus was published and, owing to the sensational nature of one of the articles, the entire
         run sold out within two days. Mr Murray, who was soon to publish the first volume
         of Strange’s The History and Practice of English Magic, was filled with a happy anticipation of making a very large profit. The article
         which so thrilled the public was a description of how magicians might summon up dead
         people for the purposes of learning useful information from them. This shocking (but
         deeply interesting) subject caused such a sensation that several young ladies were
         reported to have fainted merely upon learning that The Famulus was in the house.7 No one could imagine Mr Norrell ever approving such a publication and so every body
         who did not like Mr Norrell took a particular pleasure in buying a copy.
      

      
      In Hanover-square Mr Lascelles read it out loud for the benefit of Mr Norrell. “ ‘… Where the magician is deficient in skill and knowledge – and this
         must include all modern magicians, our National Genius in such matters being sadly
         fallen off from what it was in former times – then he or she might be best advised
         to conjure up the spirit of someone who was in life a magician or had at least some
         talent for the art. For, if we are uncertain of the path ourselves, it is best to
         call on someone in possession of a little knowledge and who is able, as it were, to
         meet us halfway.’ ”
      

      
      “He will undo every thing!” cried Norrell with a wild passion. “He is determined to
         destroy me!”
      

      
      “It is certainly very aggravating,” remarked Lascelles with all the calm in the world,
         “and after he swore to Sir Walter that he had given up magic when his wife died.”
      

      
      “Oh! We might all die – half of London might be swept away, but Strange will always
         do magic – he cannot help himself. He is too much a magician ever to stop now. And
         the magic that he will do is evil – and I do not know how I shall prevent him!”
      

      
      “Pray, calm yourself, Mr Norrell,” said Lascelles, “I am sure you will soon think
         of something.”
      

      
      “When is his book to be published?”

      
      “Murray’s advertisements say that the first volume will appear in August.”

      
      “The first volume!”

      
      “Oh, yes! Did you not know? It will be a three-volume work. The first volume lays
         before the public the complete history of English magic. The second volume furnishes
         them with a precise understanding of its nature and the third provides the foundation
         for its future practice.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell groaned aloud, bowed his head and hid his face in his hands.

      
      “Of course,” said Lascelles thoughtfully, “as mischievous as the text undoubtedly
         will be, what I find even more alarming are the engravings …”
      

      
      “Engravings?” cried Mr Norrell, aghast. “What engravings are these?”
      

      
      “Oh,” said Lascelles, “Strange has discovered some emigrant or other who has studied
         under all the best masters of Italy, France and Spain and he is paying this man a
         most extravagant amount of money to make the engravings.”
      

      
      “But what are they of? What is the subject?”

      
      “What indeed?” said Lascelles with a yawn. “I have not the least idea.” He took up
         The Famulus again and began to read silently to himself.
      

      
      Mr Norrell sat for some time deep in thought, chewing at his fingernails. By and by
         he rang the bell and sent for Childermass.
      

      
      East of the City of London lies the suburb of Spitalfields, famed far and wide as
         a place where wonderful silks are made. There is not now, nor ever will be, silk produced
         any where else in England of so fine a quality as Spitalfields silk. In the past good
         houses were built to accommodate the silk merchants, master-weavers and dyers who
         prospered from the trade. But, though the silk that comes out of the weavers’ attics
         nowadays is every bit as remarkable as ever it was, Spitalfields itself is much fallen
         off. Its houses have grown dirty and shabby. The wealthy merchants have moved to Islington,
         Clerkenwell and (if they are very wealthy indeed) to the parish of Mary-le-bone in
         the west. Today Spitalfields is inhabited by the low and the poor and is much plagued
         with small boys, thieves and other persons inimicable to the peace of the citizens.
      

      
      On a particularly gloomy day when a cold, grey rain fell in the dirty streets and
         pooled in the mud, a carriage came down Elder-street in Spitalfields and stopped at
         a tall, thin house. The coachman and footman belonging to this carriage wore deep
         mourning. The footman jumped down from the box, put up a black umbrella and held it
         up as he opened the door for Jonathan Strange to get out.
      

      
      Strange paused a moment on the pavement to adjust his black gloves and to cast his glance up and down Elder-street. Apart from two mongrel dogs
         industriously excavating a heap of refuse, the street was deserted. Yet he continued
         to look about him until his eye was caught by a doorway on the opposite side of the
         street.
      

      
      It was the most unremarkable of doorways – the entrance to a merchant’s warehouse
         or some such. Three worn stone steps led up to a massive black door of venerable construction,
         surmounted by a great jutting pediment. The door was much papered over with tattered
         playbills and notices informing the reader that upon such-and-such a day at such-and-such
         a tavern all the property of Mr So-and-so Esq. (Bankrupt) would be put up for sale.
      

      
      “George,” said Strange to the footman who held the umbrella, “do you draw?”

      
      “I beg your pardon, sir?”

      
      “Were you ever taught drawing? Do you understand its principles? Fore-grounds, side-screens,
         perspective, that sort of thing?”
      

      
      “Me, sir? No, sir.”

      
      “A pity. It was part of my education. I could draw you a landscape or portrait perfectly
         proficient and perfectly uninteresting. Exactly like the productions of any other
         well-educated amateur. Your late mistress had none of the advantages of expensive drawing-masters that
         I had, yet I believe she had more talent. Her watercolours of people and children
         would horrify a fashionable drawing-master. He would find the figures too stiff and
         the colours too bright. But Mrs Strange had a genius for capturing expressions both
         of face and figure, for finding charm and wit in the most commonplace situations.
         There is something in her pictures, altogether lively and pretty which …” Strange
         broke off and was silent a moment. “What was I saying? Oh, yes. Drawing teaches habits
         of close observation that will always be useful. Take that doorway for instance …”
      

      
      The footman looked at the doorway.

      
      “… Today is cold, dark, rainy. There is very little light and therefore no shadows.
         One would expect the interior of that doorway to be gloomy and dim; one would not expect that shadow to be there – I mean
         the strong shadow going from left to right, keeping the left-hand of the doorway in
         utter blackness. And I believe I am right in saying that even if today were sunny
         and bright, a shadow would fall in the opposite direction. No, that shadow is altogether
         an oddity. It is not a thing that appears in Nature.”
      

      
      The footman looked at the coachman for some assistance, but the coachman was determined
         not to be drawn in and stared off into the distance. “I see, sir,” said the footman.
      

      
      Strange continued to regard the doorway with the same expression of thoughtful interest.
         Then he called out, “Childermass! Is that you?”
      

      
      For a moment nothing happened and then the dark shadow which Strange objected to so
         strongly moved. It came away from the doorway like a wet sheet being peeled from a
         bed and as it did so, it changed and shrank and altered and became a man: John Childermass.
      

      
      Childermass smiled his wry smile. “Well, sir, I could not expect to stay hidden from
         you for long.”
      

      
      Strange sniffed. “I have been expecting you this past week or more. Where have you
         been?”
      

      
      “My master did not send me until yesterday.”

      
      “And how is your master?”

      
      “Oh, poorly, sir, very poorly. He is beset with colds and headachs and tremblings
         in his limbs. All his usual symptoms when someone has vexed him. And no one vexes
         him as you do.”
      

      
      “I am pleased to hear it.”

      
      “By the by, sir, I have been meaning to tell you. I have some money at Hanover-square
         for you. Your fees from the Treasury and the Admiralty for the last quarter of 1814.”
      

      
      Strange opened his eyes in surprize. “And does Norrell really intend to let me have
         my share? I had supposed that money was gone for good.”
      

      
      Childermass smiled. “Mr Norrell knows nothing about it. Shall I bring the money tonight?”
      

      
      “Certainly. I shall not be at home, but give it to Jeremy. Tell me, Childermass, I
         am curious. Does Norrell know that you go about making yourself invisible and turning
         yourself into shadows?”
      

      
      “Oh, I have picked up a little skill here and there. I have been twenty-six years
         in Mr Norrell’s service. I would have to be a very dull fellow to have learnt nothing
         at all.”
      

      
      “Yes, of course. But that was not what I asked. Does Norrell know?”
      

      
      “No, sir. He suspects, but he chuses not to know. A magician who passes his life in a room full of books must have someone to go about
         the world for him. There are limits to what you can find out in a silver dish of water.
         You know that.”
      

      
      “Hmm. Well, come on, man! See what you were sent to see!”

      
      The house had a much neglected, almost deserted air. Its windows and paint were very
         dirty and the shutters were all put up. Strange and Childermass waited upon the pavement
         while the footman knocked at the door. Strange had his umbrella and Childermass was
         entirely indifferent to the rain falling upon him.
      

      
      Nothing happened for some time and then something made the footman look down into
         the area and he began a conversation with someone no one else could see. Whoever this
         person was, Strange’s footman did not think much of them; his frown, his way of standing
         with both hands on his hips, the manner in which he admonished them, all betrayed
         the severest impatience.
      

      
      After a while the door was opened by a very small, very dirty, very frightened servant-girl.
         Jonathan Strange, Childermass and the footman entered and, as they did so, each glanced
         down at her and she, poor thing, was frightened out of her wits to be looked at by
         so many tall, important-looking people.
      

      
      Strange did not trouble to send up his name – it seemed so unlikely that they could
         have persuaded the little servant-girl to do it. Instead, instructing Childermass to follow him, Strange ran up the stairs and
         passed directly into one of the rooms. There in an obscure light made by many candles
         burning in a sort of fog – for the house seemed to produce its own weather – they
         found the engraver, M’sieur Minervois, and his assistant, M’sieur Forcalquier.
      

      
      M’sieur Minervois was not a tall man; he was slight of figure. He had long hair, as
         fine, dark, shining and soft as a skein of brown silk. It brushed his shoulders and
         fell into his face whenever he stooped over his work – which was almost all the time.
         His eyes too were remarkable – large, soft and brown, suggesting his southern origins.
         M’sieur Forcalquier’s looks formed a striking contrast to the extreme handsomeness
         of his master. He had a bony face with deep sunken eyes, a shaven head covered in
         pale bristles. But for all his cadaverous, almost skeletal, aspect he was of a most
         courteous disposition.
      

      
      They were refugees from France, but the distinction between a refugee and an enemy
         was altogether too fine a one for the people of Spitalfields. M’sieur Minervois and
         M’sieur Forcalquier were known everywhere as French spies. They endured much on account
         of this unjust reputation: gangs of Spitalfields boys and girls thought it the best
         part of any holiday to lie in wait for the two Frenchmen and beat them and roll them
         in the dirt – an article in which Spitalfields was peculiarly rich. On other days
         the Frenchmen’s neighbours relieved their feelings by surliness and catcalls and refusing
         to sell them any thing they might want or need. Strange had been of some assistance
         in mediating between M’sieur Minervois and his landlord and in arguing this latter
         gentleman into a more just understanding of M’sieur Minervois’s character and situation
         – and by sending Jeremy Johns into all the taverns in the vicinity to drink gin and
         get into conversations with the natives of the place and to make it generally known
         that the two Frenchmen were the protégés of one of England’s two magicians – “and,”
         said Strange, raising a finger to Jeremy in instruction, “if they reply that Norrell is the greater of the two, you may let it pass – but say to them
         that I have a shorter temper and am altogether more sensitive to slights to my friends.”
         M’sieur Minervois and M’sieur Forcalquier were grateful to Strange for his efforts,
         but, under such dismal circumstances, they had found that their best friend was brandy,
         taken with a strict regularity throughout the day.
      

      
      They stayed shut up inside the house in Elder-street. The shutters were closed day
         and night against the inhospitableness of Spitalfields. They lived and worked by candlelight
         and had long since broken off all relations with clocks. They were rather amazed to
         see Strange and Childermass, being under the impression that it was the middle of
         the night. They had one servant – the tiny, wide-eyed orphan girl – who could not
         understand them and who was very much afraid of them and whose name they did not know.
         But in a careless, lofty way, the two men were kind to her and had given her a little
         room of her own with a feather-bed in it and linen sheets – so that she thought the
         gloomy house a very paradise. Her chief duties were to go and fetch them food and
         brandy and opium – which they then divided with her, keeping the brandy and opium
         for themselves, but giving her most of the food. She also fetched and heated water
         for their baths and their shaving – for both were rather vain. But they were entirely
         indifferent to dirt or disorder in the house, which was just as well for the little
         orphan knew as much of housekeeping as she did of Ancient Hebrew.
      

      
      There were sheets of thick paper on every surface and inky rags. There were pewter
         dishes containing ancient cheese rinds and pots containing pens and pieces of charcoal.
         There was an elderly bunch of celery that had lived too long and too promiscuously
         in close companionship with the charcoal for its own good. There were engravings and
         drawings pinned directly on to every part of the panelling and the dark, dirty wallpaper
         – there was one of Strange that was particularly good.
      

      
      At the back of the house in a smutty little yard there was an apple tree which had
         once been a country tree – until grey London had come and eaten up all its pleasant green neighbours. Once in a fit of industriousness
         some unknown person in the house had picked all the apples off the tree and placed
         them on all of the windowsills, where they had lain for several years now – becoming
         first old apples, then swollen corpses of apples and finally mere ghosts of apples.
         There was a very decided smell about the place – a compound of ink, paper, seacoals,
         brandy, opium, rotting apples, candles, coffee – all mingled with the unique perfume
         exuded by two men who work day and night in a rather confined space and who never
         under any circumstances can be induced to open a window.
      

      
      The truth was that Minervois and Forcalquier often forgot that there were such places
         as Spitalfields or France upon the face of the earth. They lived for days at a time
         in the little universe of the engravings for Strange’s book – and these were very
         odd things indeed.
      

      
      They shewed great corridors built more of shadows than any thing else. Dark openings
         in the walls suggested other corridors so that the engravings appeared to be of the
         inside of a labyrinth or something of that sort. Some shewed broad steps leading down
         to dark underground canals. There were drawings of a vast dark moor, across which
         wound a forlorn road. The spectator appeared to be looking down on this scene from
         a great height. Far, far ahead on that road there was a shadow – no more than a scratch
         upon the road’s pale surface – it was too far off to say if it were man or woman or
         child, or even a human person, but somehow its appearance in all that unpeopled space
         was most disquieting.
      

      
      One picture showed the likeness of a lonely bridge that spanned some immense and misty
         void – perhaps the sky itself – and, though the bridge was constructed of the same
         massive masonry as the corridors and the canals, upon either side tiny staircases
         wound down, clinging to the great supports of the bridge. These staircases were frail-looking
         things, built with far less skill than the bridge, but there were many of them winding
         down through the clouds to God-knew-where.
      

      
      [image: Images]

      
      Strange bent over these things, with a concentration to rival Minervois’s own, questioning,
         criticizing and proposing. Strange and the two engravers spoke French to each other.
         To Strange’s surprize Childermass understood perfectly and even addressed one or two
         questions to Minervois in his own language. Unfortunately, Childermass’s French was
         so strongly accented by his native Yorkshire that Minervois did not understand and
         asked Strange if Childermass was Dutch.
      

      
      “Of course,” remarked Strange to Childermass, “they make these scenes altogether too
         Roman – too like the works of Palladio and Piranesi, but they cannot help that – it
         is their training. One can never help one’s training, you know. As a magician I shall
         never quite be Strange – or, at least, not Strange alone – there is too much of Norrell
         in me.”
      

      
      “So this is what you saw upon the King’s Roads?” said Childermass.

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “And what is the country that the bridge crosses?”

      
      Strange looked at Childermass ironically. “I do not know, Magician. What is your opinion?”

      
      Childermass shrugged. “I suppose it is Faerie.”

      
      “Perhaps. But I am beginning to think that what we call Faerie is likely to be made
         up of many countries. One might as well say ‘Elsewhere’ and say as much.”
      

      
      “How far distant are these places?”

      
      “Not far. I went there from Covent-garden and saw them all in the space of an hour
         and a half.”
      

      
      “Was the magic difficult?”

      
      “No, not really.”

      
      “And will you tell me what it was?”

      
      “With the greatest good will in the world. You need a spell of revelation – I used
         Doncaster. And another of dissolution to melt the mirror’s surface. There are no end
         of dissolution spells in the books I have seen, but as far as I can tell, they are
         all perfectly useless so I was obliged to make my own – I can write it down for you if you wish.
         Finally one must set both of these spells within an overarching spell of path-finding.
         That is important, otherwise I do not see how you would ever get out again.” Strange
         paused and looked at Childermass. “You follow me?”
      

      
      “Perfectly, sir.”

      
      “Good.” There was a little pause and then Strange said, “Is it not time, Childermass,
         that you left Mr Norrell’s service and came to me? There need be none of this servant
         nonsense. You would simply be my pupil and assistant.”
      

      
      Childermass laughed. “Ha, ha! Thank you, sir. Thank you! But Mr Norrell and I are
         not done with each other. Not yet. And, besides, I think I would be a very bad pupil
         – worse even than you.”
      

      
      Strange, smiling, considered a moment. “That is a good answer,” he said at last, “but
         not quite good enough, I am afraid. I do not believe that you can truly support Norrell’s
         side. One magician in England! One opinion upon magic! Surely you do not agree with
         that? There is at least as much contrariness in your character as in mine. Why not
         come and be contrary with me?”
      

      
      “But then I would be obliged to agree with you, sir, would I not? I do not know how
         it will end with you and Norrell. I have asked my cards to tell me, but the answer
         seems to blow this way and that. What lies ahead is too complex for the cards to explain
         clearly and I cannot find the right question to ask them. I tell you what I will do.
         I will make you a promise. If you fail and Mr Norrell wins, then I will indeed leave
         his service. I will take up your cause, oppose him with all my might and find arguments
         to vex him – and then there shall still be two magicians in England and two opinions
         upon magic. But, if he should fail and you win, I will do the same for you. Is that
         good enough?”
      

      
      Strange smiled. “Yes, that is good enough. Go back to Mr Norrell and present my compliments.
         Tell him I hope he will be pleased with the answers I have given you. If there is
         any thing else he wishes to know, you will find me at home tomorrow at about four.”
      

      
      “Thank you, sir. You have been very frank and open.”

      
      “And why should I not? It is Norrell who likes to keep secrets, not I. I have told
         you nothing that is not already in my book. In a month or so, every man, woman and
         child in the kingdom will be able to read it and form their own opinions upon it.
         I really cannot see that there is any thing Norrell can do to prevent it.”
      

      
   
      
      49
Wildness and madness

      
      March 1816

      
      A few days after the visit to the engravers Strange invited Sir Walter and Lord Portishead
         to dinner. Both gentlemen had dined with Strange upon many occasions, but this was
         the first time they had entered the house in Soho-square since the death of Mrs Strange.
         They found it sadly changed. Strange seemed to have reverted to all his old bachelor
         habits. Tables and chairs were fast disappearing under piles of papers. Half-finished
         chapters of his book were to be found in every part of the house and in the drawing-room
         he had even taken to making notes upon the wallpaper.
      

      
      Sir Walter started to remove a pile of books from a chair.

      
      “No, no!” cried Strange, “Do not move those! They are in a very particular order.”

      
      “But where shall I sit?” asked Sir Walter in some perplexity.

      
      Strange made a small sound of exasperation as if this were a most unreasonable request.
         Nevertheless he moved the books and only once became distracted in the process and
         fell to reading one of them. As soon as he had read through the passage twice and
         made a note of it upon the wallpaper he was able to attend to his guests again.
      

      
      “I am very pleased to see you here again, my lord,” he said to Portishead. “I have
         been asking everyone about Norrell – as much, I believe, as he has been asking about me. I hope you have a great deal to tell
         me.”
      

      
      “I thought I had already told you all about that,” said Sir Walter, plaintively.

      
      “Yes, yes. You told me where Norrell has been and whom he has been speaking to and
         how he is regarded by all the Ministers, but I am asking his lordship about magic and what you understand about magic would barely …”
      

      
      “… fill a square inch of wallpaper?” offered Sir Walter.

      
      “Quite. Come, my lord. Tell me. What has Mr Norrell been doing lately?”

      
      “Well,” said Lord Portishead, “at the request of Lord Liverpool he has been working
         on some magic to help guard against Napoleon Buonaparte ever escaping again – and
         he has been studying the Discourses upon the Kingdom of Light and the Kingdom of Darkness. He believes he has made some discoveries.”
      

      
      “What is this?” cried Strange in alarm. “Something new in the Discourses?”1

      
      “It is something he has found on page 72 of Cromford’s edition. A new application
         of the Spell to Conjure Death. I do not understand it very well.2 Mr Norrell seems to think that the principle might be adapted to cure diseases in
         men and animals – by conjuring the disease to come forth out of the body as if it
         were a demon.”
      

      
      “Oh, that!” exclaimed Strange in relief. “Yes, yes! I know what you mean now. I made the connexion
         last June. So Norrell has only just arrived there, has he? Oh, excellent!”
      

      
      “Many people were surprized that he did not take another pupil after you,” continued
         Lord Portishead, “and I know that he has received a number of applications. But he
         has taken none of them. Indeed I do not believe he even spoke to the young men in
         question or answered their letters. His standards are so very exacting and no one
         comes up to you, sir.”
      

      
      Strange smiled. “Well, all that is just as I would have expected. He can scarcely
         bear the existence of a second magician. A third will probably be the death of him.
         I shall soon have the advantage of him. In the struggle to decide the character of
         English magic the sides will be very unevenly matched. There will only be one Norrellite
         magician and dozens of Strangite magicians. Or at least, as many as I can educate.
         I am thinking of setting up Jeremy Johns as a sort of anti-Childermass. He can go
         about the country seeking out all the people whom Norrell and Childermass have persuaded
         out of the study of magic and then he and I can persuade them back into it. I have
         had conversations with several young men already. Two or three are very promising.
         Lord Chaldecott’s second son, Henry Purfois, has read a great many fourth-rate books
         about magic and fifth-rate biographies of magicians. It makes his conversation a little
         tedious, but he is scarcely to blame for that, poor fellow. Then there is William
         Hadley-Bright who was one of Wellington’s aides-de-camp at Waterloo, and an odd little man called Tom Levy who is presently employed as a
         dancing-master in Norwich.”
      

      
      “A dancing-master?” frowned Sir Walter. “But is that really the sort of person whom
         we should be encouraging to take up magic? Surely it is a profession that ought to
         be reserved for gentlemen?”
      

      
      “I do not see why. And besides I like Levy best. He is the first person I have met
         in years who regards magic as something to be enjoyed – and he is also the only one
         of the three who has managed to learn any practical magic. He made the window frame
         over there sprout branches and leaves. I dare say you were wondering why it is in
         that odd condition.”
      

      
      “To own the truth,” said Sir Walter, “the room is so full of oddities that I had not
         even noticed.”
      

      
      “Of course Levy did not intend that it should remain like that,” said Strange, “but
         after he did the magic he could not make it go back – and neither could I. I suppose
         I must tell Jeremy to find a carpenter to repair it.”
      

      
      “I am delighted you have found so many young men to suit you,” said Sir Walter. “That
         bodes well for English magic.”
      

      
      “I have also had several applications from young ladies,” said Strange.

      
      “Ladies!” exclaimed Lord Portishead.

      
      “Of course! There is no reason why women should not study magic. That is another of
         Norrell’s fallacies.”
      

      
      “Hmm. They come thick and fast now,” remarked Sir Walter.

      
      “What do?”

      
      “Norrell’s fallacies.”

      
      “What do you mean by that?”

      
      “Nothing! Nothing! Do not take offence. But I notice you do not mention taking any
         ladies as pupils yourself.”
      

      
      Strange sighed. “It is purely a matter of practicalities. That is all. A magician
         and his pupil must spend a great deal of time together, reading and discussing. Had
         Arabella not died, then I believe I might have taken female pupils. But now I would
         be obliged to rely upon chaperones and all sorts of tediousness that I do not have
         patience for at the moment. My own researches must come first.”
      

      
      “And what new magic are you intending to shew us, Mr Strange?” asked Lord Portishead,
         eagerly.
      

      
      “Ah! I am glad you ask me that! I have been giving the matter a great deal of consideration.
         If the revival of English magic is to continue – or rather if it is not to remain
         under the sole direction of Gilbert Norrell – then I must learn something new. But
         new magic is not easily come by. I could go upon the King’s Roads and try and reach
         those countries where magic is the general rule, rather than the exception.”
      

      
      “Good God!” exclaimed Sir Walter. “Not this again! Are you quite mad? I thought we
         had agreed that the King’s Roads were far too dangerous to justify …”
      

      
      “Yes, yes! I am well acquainted with your opinions. You lectured me long enough upon
         the subject. But you do not let me finish! I merely name possibilities. I shall not
         go upon the King’s Roads. I gave my word to my … to Arabella that I would not.”3

      
      There was a pause. Strange sighed and his expression darkened. He was clearly now
         thinking of something – or someone – else.
      

      
      Sir Walter observed quietly, “I always had the highest regard for Mrs Strange’s judgement.
         You cannot do better than follow her advice. Strange, I sympathize – of course you
         wish to do new magic – any scholar would – but surely the only safe way to learn magic
         is from books?”
      

      
      “But I do not have any books!” exclaimed Strange. “Good God! I promise to be as meek
         and stay-at-home as any maiden aunt if the Government will just pass a law saying
         Norrell must shew me his library! But as the Government will not do me this kindness,
         I have no choice but to increase my knowledge in any way I can.”
      

      
      “So what will you do?” asked Lord Portishead.

      
      “Summon a fairy,” said Strange, briskly. “I have made several attempts already.”

      
      “Did not Mr Norrell lay it down as a general rule that summoning fairies is full of
         hazards?” asked Sir Walter.
      

      
      “There is not much that Mr Norrell does not regard as full of hazards,” said Strange
         in tones of some irritation.
      

      
      “True.” Sir Walter was satisfied. After all, summoning fairies was a long-established
         part of English magic. All the Aureates had done it and all the Argentines had wished to.
      

      
      “But are you sure that it is even possible, sir?” asked Lord Portishead. “Most authorities
         agree that fairies hardly ever visit England any more.”
      

      
      “That is indeed the general opinion, yes,” agreed Strange, “but I am almost certain
         that I was in company with one in November 1814, a month or two before Norrell and
         I parted.”
      

      
      “Were you indeed!” exclaimed Lord Portishead.

      
      “You never mentioned this before,” said Sir Walter.

      
      “I was quite unable to mention it before,” said Strange. “My position as Norrell’s
         pupil depended upon my never breathing a word of it. Norrell would have fallen over
         in a blue fit at the least suggestion of such a thing.”
      

      
      “What did he look like, Mr Strange?” asked Lord Portishead.

      
      “The fairy? I do not know. I did not see him. I heard him. He played music. There
         was someone else present who, I believe, both heard and saw him. Now, consider the
         advantages of dealing with such a person! No magician, living or dead, could teach
         me as much. Fairies are the source of everything we magicians desire. Magic is their
         native condition! As for the disadvantages, well, there is only the usual one – that
         I have almost no idea how to accomplish it. I have cast spells by the dozen, done
         everything I ever heard or read of, to try and get this fairy back again, but it has
         all been to no avail. I cannot for the life of me tell why Norrell expends so much
         energy in proscribing what no one can achieve. My lord, I don’t suppose you know any
         spells for raising fairies?”
      

      
      “Many,” said Lord Portishead, “but I am sure you will have tried them all already,
         Mr Strange. We look to you, sir, to reconstruct for us all that has been lost.”
      

      
      “Oh!” sighed Strange. “Sometimes I think that nothing has been lost. The truth is
         that it is all at the library at Hurtfew.”
      

      
      “You said there was another person present who both saw and heard the fairy?” said
         Sir Walter.
      

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “And I take it that this other person was not Norrell?”

      
      “No.”
      

      
      “Very well then. What did this other person say?”

      
      “He was … confused. He believed he was seeing an angel, but owing to his general style
         of living and habits of mind he did not find this quite as extraordinary as you might
         think. I beg your pardon but discretion forbids me to say any thing more of the circumstances.”
      

      
      “Yes, yes! Very well! But your companion saw the fairy. Why?”

      
      “Oh, I know why. There was something very particular about him which enabled him to
         see fairies.”
      

      
      “Well, can you not use that somehow?”

      
      Strange considered this. “I do not see how. It is a mere chance like one man having
         blue eyes and another brown.” He was silent a moment, musing. “But then again perhaps
         not. Perhaps you are right. It is not such a very outlandish notion when you come
         to consider it. Think of the Aureates! Some of them were the fairies’ near-neighbours in wildness and madness! Think of
         Ralph Stokesey and his fairy-servant, Col Tom Blue! When Stokesey was a young man
         there was scarcely any thing to chuse between them. Perhaps I am too tame, too domestic a magician. But how does one work up a little madness? I meet with mad people every day in the street, but
         I never thought before to wonder how they got mad. Perhaps I should go wandering on
         lonely moors and barren shores. That is always a popular place for lunatics – in novels
         and plays at any rate. Perhaps wild England will make me mad.”
      

      
      Strange got up and went to the drawing-room window, as if he expected to be able to
         survey wild England from there – although all it shewed was the very ordinary sight
         of Soho-square in a thick and mizzling rain. “I think you may have hit upon something,
         Pole.”
      

      
      “I?” cried Sir Walter, somewhat alarmed at where his remarks appeared to be leading,
         “I meant to suggest no such thing!”
      

      
      “But, Mr Strange,” reasoned the gentle Lord Portishead, “you cannot possibly mean
         this. For a man of such erudition as you possess to propose that he become a … a vagabond. Well, sir, it is a very shocking
         thought.”
      

      
      Strange crossed his arms and took another look at Soho-square and said, “Well, I shall
         not go today.” And then he smiled his self-mocking smile and looked almost like his
         old self. “I shall wait,” he said, “until it stops raining.”4

      
   
      
      50
The History and Practice of English Magic

      
      April to late September 1816

      
      Strange’s friends were glad to be assured that he did not intend to give up his comfortable
         houses, his good income and his servants to go and be a gypsy in the wind and the
         rain, but still very few of them were entirely comfortable with his new practices.
         They had good reason to fear that he had lost all restraint and was prepared to indulge
         in any and all kinds of magic. His promise to Arabella kept him from the King’s Roads
         for the present, but all Sir Walter’s warnings could not prevent him from continually
         talking and wondering about John Uskglass and his fairy subjects.
      

      
      By the end of April, Strange’s three new pupils, the Honourable Henry Purfois, William
         Hadley-Bright and Tom Levy, the dancing-master, had all taken lodgings near Soho-square.
         Every day they attended Strange’s house to study magic. In the intervals between directing
         their magical education Strange worked at his book and performed magic on behalf of
         the Army and the East India Company. He had also received applications for assistance
         from the Corporation of Liverpool and the Society of Merchant Venturers in Bristol.
      

      
      That Strange should still receive commissions from official bodies – or indeed from
         any one at all – so incensed Mr Norrell that he complained to Lord Liverpool, the
         Prime Minister, about it.
      

      
      Lord Liverpool was not sympathetic. “The generals may do as they wish, Mr Norrell.
         The Government does not interfere in military matters, as well you know.1 The generals have employed Mr Strange as their magician for a number of years and
         they see no reason to stop simply because you and he have quarrelled. As for the East
         India Company I am told that its officials applied to you in the first place and that
         you declined to help them.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell blinked his little eyes rapidly. “My work for the Government – my work
         for you, my lord – takes up so much of my time. I cannot, in conscience, neglect it
         for the sake of a private company.”
      

      
      “And believe me, Mr Norrell, we are grateful. Yet I need scarcely tell you how vital
         the success of the East India Company is to the prosperity of the Nation and the Company’s
         need for a magician is immense. It has fleets of ships at the mercy of storms and
         bad weather; it has vast territories to administer and its armies are continually
         harassed by Indian princelings and bandits. Mr Strange has undertaken to controul
         the weather around the Cape and in the Indian Ocean and he has offered advice on the
         best use of magic in hostile territories. The Directors of the East India Company
         believe that Mr Strange’s experience in the Spanish Peninsula will prove invaluable.
         It is yet another demonstration of Britain’s sore need for more magicians. Mr Norrell,
         as diligent as you are, you cannot be everywhere and do everything – and no one expects
         that you should. I hear that Mr Strange has taken pupils. It would please me immensely
         to hear that you intended to do the same.”
      

      
      Despite Lord Liverpool’s approval, the education of the three new magicians, Henry
         Purfois, William Hadley-Bright and Tom Levy, progressed no more smoothly than Strange’s
         own six years before. The only difference was that whereas Strange had had Norrell’s evasiveness to contend with, the young men were continually thwarted by
         Strange’s low spirits and restlessness.
      

      
      By early June the first volume of The History and Practice of English Magic was finished. Strange delivered it to Mr Murray and it surprized no one when, on
         the following day, he told Henry Purfois, William Hadley-Bright and Tom Levy that
         they must defer their magical education for a while as he had decided to go abroad.
      

      
      “I think it an excellent plan!” said Sir Walter as soon as Strange told him of it.
         “A change of scene. A change of society. It is exactly what I would prescribe for
         you. Go! Go!”
      

      
      “You do not think that it is too soon?” asked Strange anxiously. “I shall be leaving
         Norrell in possession of London so to speak.”
      

      
      “You think we have such short memories as that? Well, we shall make every endeavour
         not to forget you in the space of a few months. Besides, your book will be published
         soon and that will serve as a standing reminder to us all of how ill we get on without
         you.”
      

      
      “That is true. There is the book. It will take Norrell months to refute forty-six
         chapters and I shall be back long before he is finished.”
      

      
      “Where shall you go?”

      
      “Italy, I think. The countries of southern Europe have always had a strong attraction
         for me. I was often struck by the appearance of the countryside when I was in Spain
         – or at least I believe I would have found it very striking had it not been covered
         in soldiers and gunsmoke.”
      

      
      “I hope you will write occasionally? Some token of your impressions?”

      
      “Oh! I shall not spare you. It is the right of a traveller to vent their frustration
         at every minor inconvenience by writing of it to their friends. Expect long descriptions
         of everything.”
      

      
      As often happened these days, Strange’s mood darkened suddenly. His light, ironic
         air evaporated upon the instant and he sat frowning at the coal-scuttle. “I wondered if you …” he said at last. “That is, I wish
         to ask you …” He made a sound of exasperation at his own hesitancy. “Would you convey
         a message to Lady Pole from me? I would be most grateful. Arabella was greatly attached
         to her ladyship and I know she would not have liked me to leave England without sending
         some message to Lady Pole.”
      

      
      “Certainly. What shall I tell her?”

      
      “Oh! Simply give her my heartfelt wishes for her better health. Whatever you think
         best. It does not matter what you say. But you must say that the message is from Arabella’s
         husband. I wish her ladyship to understand that her friend’s husband has not forgotten
         her.”
      

      
      “With the greatest goodwill,” said Sir Walter. “Thank you.”

      
      Strange had half-expected that Sir Walter would invite him to speak to Lady Pole himself,
         but Sir Walter did not. No one even knew whether her ladyship was still at the house
         in Harley-street. There was a rumour circulating the Town that Sir Walter had sent
         her to the country.
      

      
      Strange was not alone in wishing to go abroad. It had suddenly become very fashionable.
         For far too long the British had been confined to their own island by the war with
         Buonaparte. For far too long they had been forced to satisfy their desire to look
         upon new scenes and curious people by visits to the Scottish Highlands or the English
         Lakes or the Derbyshire Peak. But now the war was over they could go to the Continent
         and see mountains and shores of quite a different character. They could view for themselves
         those celebrated works of art which hitherto they had only seen in books of engravings.
         Some went abroad hoping to find that it was cheaper to live on the Continent than
         at home. Some went to avoid debts or scandal and some, like Strange, went to find
         a tranquillity that eluded them in England.
      

      
      
         
         Bruxelles
Jun. 12th, 1816.
         

         
         Jonathan Strange to John Segundus

         
      

      
      
         
         I am, as far as I can tell, about a month behind Lord Byron.2 In every town we stop at we discover innkeepers, postillions, officials, burghers,
            potboys and all kinds and sorts of ladies whose brains still seem somewhat deranged
            from their brief exposure to his lordship. And though my companions are careful to
            tell people that I am that dreadful being, an English magician, I am clearly nothing
            in comparison to an English poet and everywhere I go I enjoy the reputation – quite
            new to me, I assure you – of the quiet, good Englishman, who makes no noise and is
            no trouble to any one …
         

         
      

      
      It was a queer summer that year. Or rather it was no summer at all. Winter had extended
         its lease into August. The sun was scarcely seen. Thick grey clouds covered the sky;
         bitter winds blew through towns and withered crops; storms of rain and hail, enlivened
         by occasional displays of thunder and lightning, fell upon every part of Europe. In
         many ways it was worse than winter: the long hours of daylight denied people the consolation
         of darkness which would have hidden all these miseries for a while.
      

      
      London was half empty. Parliament was dissolved and the Members of Parliament had
         all gone to their country houses, the better to stare at the rain. In London Mr John
         Murray, the publisher, sat in his house in Albermarle-street. At other times Mr Murray’s
         rooms were the liveliest in London – full of poets, essayists, reviewers and all the
         great literary men of the kingdom. But the great literary men of the kingdom had gone
         to the country. The rain pattered upon the window and the wind moaned in the chimney.
         Mr Murray heaped more coals upon the fire and then sat down at his desk to begin reading
         that day’s letters. He picked each letter up and held it close to his left eye (the right being quite blind and
         useless).
      

      
      It so happened that on this particular day there were two from Geneva in Swisserland.
         The first was from Lord Byron complaining of Jonathan Strange and the second was from
         Strange complaining of Byron. The two men had met at Mr Murray’s house a handful of
         times, but until now they had never got acquainted. Strange had visited Byron at Geneva
         a couple of weeks before. The meeting had not been a success.
      

      
      Strange (who was just now in a mood to place the highest value upon matrimony and
         all that he had lost in Arabella) was unsettled by Byron’s domestic arrangements.
         “I found his lordship at his pretty villa upon the shores of the lake. He was not
         alone. There was another poet called Shelley, Mrs Shelley and another young woman
         – a girl really – who called herself Mrs Clairmont and whose relationship to the two
         men I did not understand. If you know, do not tell me. Also present was an odd young
         man who talked nonsense the entire time – a Mr Polidori.”
      

      
      Lord Byron, on the other hand, took exception to Strange’s mode of dress. “He wore
         half-mourning. His wife died at Christmas, did she not? But perhaps he thinks black
         makes him look more mysterious and wizardly.”
      

      
      Having taken an immediate dislike to each other, they had progressed smoothly to quarrelling
         about politics. Strange wrote: “I do not quite know how it happened, but we immediately
         fell to talking of the battle of Waterloo – an unhappy subject since I am the Duke
         of Wellington’s magician and they all hate Wellington and idolize Buonaparte. Mrs
         Clairmont, with all the impertinence of eighteen, asked me if I was not ashamed to
         be an instrument in the fall of so sublime a man. No, said I.”
      

      
      Byron wrote: “He is a great partisan for the Duke of W. I hope for your sake, my dear
         Murray, that his book is more interesting than he is.”
      

      
      Strange finished: “People have such odd notions about magicians. They wanted me to
         tell them about vampyres.”
      

      
      Mr Murray was sorry to find that his two authors could not agree better, but he reflected
         that it probably could not be helped since both men were famous for quarrelling: Strange
         with Norrell, and Byron with practically everybody.3

      
      When he had finished reading his letters, Mr Murray thought he would go downstairs
         to the bookshop. He had printed a very large number of copies of Jonathan Strange’s
         book and he was anxious to know how it was selling. The shop was kept by a man called
         Shackleton who looked exactly as you would wish a bookseller to look. He would never
         have done for any other sort of shopman – certainly not for a haberdasher or milliner
         who must be smarter than his customers – but for a bookseller he was perfect. He appeared
         to be of no particular age. He was thin and dusty and spotted finely all over with
         ink. He had an air of learning tinged with abstraction. His nose was adorned with
         spectacles; there was a quill pen stuck behind his ear and a half-unravelled wig upon
         his head.
      

      
      “Shackleton, how many of Mr Strange’s book have we sold today?” demanded Mr Murray.

      
      “Sixty or seventy copies, I should think.”

      
      “Excellent!” said Mr Murray.

      
      Shackleton frowned and pushed his spectacles further up his nose. “Yes, you would
         think so, would you not?”
      

      
      “What do you mean?”

      
      Shackleton took the pen from behind his ear “A great many people have come twice and
         bought a copy both times.”
      

      
      “Even better! At this rate we shall overtake Lord Byron’s Corsair! At this rate we shall need a second printing by the end of next week!” Then, observing
         that Shackleton’s frown did not grow any less, Mr Murray added, “Well, what is wrong
         with that? I dare say they want them as presents for their friends.”
      

      
      Shackleton shook his head so that all the loose hairs of his wig jiggled about. “It
         is queer. I have never known it happen before.”
      

      
      The shop door opened and a young man entered. He was small in stature and slight in
         build. His features were regular and, truth to tell, he would have been quite handsome
         had it not been for his rather unfortunate manner. He was one of those people whose
         ideas are too lively to be confined in their brains and spill out into the world to
         the consternation of passers-by. He talked to himself and the expression of his face
         changed constantly. Within the space of a single moment he looked surprized, insulted,
         resolute and angry – emotions which were presumably the consequences of the energetic
         conversations he was holding with the ideal people inside his head.
      

      
      Shops, particularly London shops, are often troubled with lunatics and Mr Murray and
         Shackleton were immediately upon their guard. Nor were their suspicions at all allayed
         when the young man fixed Shackleton with a piercing look of his bright blue eyes and
         cried, “This is treating your customers well! This is gentility!” He turned to Mr
         Murray and addressed him thus, “Be advised by me, sir! Do not buy your books here.
         They are liars and thieves!”
      

      
      “Liars and thieves?” said Mr Murray. “No, you are mistaken, sir. I am sure we can
         convince you that you are.”
      

      
      “Ha!” cried the young man and gave Mr Murray a shrewd look to shew he had now understood
         that Mr Murray was not, as he had first supposed, a fellow customer.
      

      
      “I am the proprietor,” explained Mr Murray hurriedly. “We do not rob people here. Tell me what the matter is and I will be glad to serve you
         in any way I can. I am quite sure it is all a misunderstanding.”
      

      
      But the young man was not in the least mollified by Mr Murray’s polite words. He cried,
         “Do you deny, sir, that this establishment employs a rascally cheat of magician –
         a magician called Strange?”
      

      
      Mr Murray began to say something of Strange being one of his authors, but the young
         man could not wait to hear him. “Do you deny, sir, that Mr Strange has put a spell
         upon his books to make them disappear so that a man must buy another? And then another!”
         He wagged a finger at Shackleton and looked sly. “You are going to say you don’t remember
         me!”
      

      
      “No, sir, I am not. I remember you very well. You were one of the first gentlemen
         to buy a copy of The History and Practice of English Magic and then you came back about a week later for another.”
      

      
      The young man opened his eyes very wide. “I was obliged to buy another!” he cried
         indignantly. “The first one disappeared!”
      

      
      “Disappeared?” asked Mr Murray, puzzled. “If you have lost your book, Mr … er, then
         I am sorry for it, but I do not quite understand how any blame can attach to the bookseller.”
      

      
      “My name, sir, is Green. And I did not lose my book. It disappeared. Twice.” Mr Green
         sighed deeply, as a man will who finds he has to deal with fools and feeble-minded
         idiots. “I took the first book home,” he explained, “and I placed it upon the table,
         on top of a box in which I keep my razors and shaving things.” Mr Green mimed putting
         the book on top of the box. “I put the newspaper on top of the book and my brass candlestick
         and an egg on top of that.”
      

      
      “An egg?” said Mr Murray.

      
      “A hard-boiled egg! But when I turned around – not ten minutes later! – the newspaper
         was directly on top of the box and the book was gone! Yet the egg and the candlestick
         were just where they had always been. So a week later I came back and bought another copy – just as your shopman says. I took it home. I put it on the mantelpiece
         with Cooper’s Dictionary of Practical Surgery and stood the teapot on top. But it so happened that when I made the tea I dislodged
         both books and they fell into the basket where the dirty washing is put. On Monday,
         Jack Boot – my servant – put the dirty linen into the basket. On Tuesday the washerwoman
         came to take the dirty linen away, but when the bedsheets were lifted away, Cooper’s Dictionary of Practical Surgery was there at the bottom of the basket but The History and Practice of English Magic was gone!”
      

      
      These speeches, suggesting some slight eccentricities in the regulation of Mr Green’s
         household, seemed to offer hope of an explanation.
      

      
      “Could you not have mistook the place where you put it?” offered Mr Shackleton.

      
      “Perhaps the laundress took it away with your sheets?” suggested Mr Murray.

      
      “No, no!” declared Mr Green.

      
      “Could someone have borrowed it? Or moved it?” suggested Shackleton.

      
      Mr Green looked amazed at this suggestion. “Who?” he demanded.

      
      “I … I have no idea. Mrs Green? Your servant?”

      
      “There is no Mrs Green! I live alone! Except for Jack Boot and Jack Boot cannot read!”

      
      “A friend, then?”

      
      Mr Green seemed about to deny that he had ever had any friends.

      
      Mr Murray sighed. “Shackleton, give Mr Green another copy and his money for the second
         book.” To Mr Green he said, “I am glad you like it so well to buy another copy.”
      

      
      “Like it!” cried Mr Green, more astonished than ever. “I have not the least idea whether
         I like it or not! I never had a chance to open it.”
      

      
      After he had gone, Mr Murray lingered in the shop a while making jokes about linen-baskets and hard-boiled eggs, but Mr Shackleton (who was
         generally as fond of a joke as any one) refused to be entertained. He looked thoughtful
         and anxious and insisted several times that there was something queer going on.
      

      
      Half an hour later Mr Murray was in his room upstairs gazing at his bookcase. He looked
         up and saw Shackleton.
      

      
      “He is back,” said Shackleton.

      
      “What?”

      
      “Green. He has lost his book again. He had it in his right-hand pocket, but by the
         time he reached Great Pulteney-street it was gone. Of course I told him that London
         is full of thieves, but you must admit …”
      

      
      “Yes, yes! Never mind that now!” interrupted Mr Murray. “My own copy is gone! Look!
         I put it here, between d’Israeli’s Flim-Flams and Miss Austen’s Emma. You can see the space where it stood. What is happening, Shackleton?”
      

      
      “Magic,” said Shackleton, firmly. “I have been thinking about it and I believe Green
         is right. There is some sort of spell operating upon the books, and upon us.”
      

      
      “A spell!” Mr Murray opened his eyes wide. “Yes, I suppose it must be. I have never
         experienced magic at first hand before. I do not think that I shall be in any great
         hurry to do so again. It is most eerie and unpleasant. How in the world is a man to
         know what to do when nothing behaves as it should?”
      

      
      “Well,” said Shackleton, “if I were you I would begin by consulting with the other
         booksellers and discover if their books are disappearing too, then at least we will
         know if the problem is a general one or confined to us.”
      

      
      This seemed like good advice. So leaving the shop in charge of the office-boy, Mr
         Murray and Shackleton put on their hats and went out into the wind and rain. The nearest
         bookseller was Edwards and Skittering in Piccadilly. When they got there they were
         obliged to step aside to make way for a footman in blue livery. He was carrying a
         large pile of books out of the shop.
      

      
      Mr Murray had scarcely time to think that both footman and livery looked familiar
         before the man was gone.
      

      
      Inside they found Mr Edwards deep in conversation with John Childermass. As Murray
         and Shackleton came in, Mr Edwards looked round with a guilty expression, but Childermass
         was just as usual. “Ah, Mr Murray!” he said. “I am glad to see you, sir. This spares
         me a walk in the rain.”
      

      
      “What is happening?” demanded Mr Murray. “What are you doing?”

      
      “Doing? Mr Norrell is purchasing some books. That is all.”

      
      “Ha! If your master means to suppress Mr Strange’s book by buying up all the copies,
         then he will be disappointed. Mr Norrell is a rich man but he must come to the end
         of his fortune at last and I can print books as fast as he can buy them.”
      

      
      “No,’ said Childermass. “You can’t.”

      
      Mr Murray turned to Mr Edwards. “Robert, Robert! Why do you let them tyrannize over
         you in this fashion?”
      

      
      Poor Mr Edwards looked most unhappy. “I am sorry, Mr Murray, but the books were all
         disappearing. I have had to give more than thirty people their money back. I stood
         to lose a great deal. But now Mr Norrell has offered to buy up my entire stock of
         Strange’s book and pay me a fair price for them, and so I …”
      

      
      “Fair?” cried Shackleton, quite unable to bear this. “Fair? What is fair about it,
         I should like to know? Who do you suppose is making the books disappear in the first
         place?”
      

      
      “Quite!” agreed Mr Murray. Turning to Childermass, he said, “You will not attempt
         to deny that all this is Norrell’s doing?”
      

      
      “No, no. Upon the contrary Mr Norrell is eager to declare himself responsible. He
         has a whole list of reasons and will be glad to tell them to any one who will listen.”
      

      
      “And what are these reasons?” asked Mr Murray, coldly.

      
      “Oh, the usual sort of thing, I expect,” said Childermass, looking, for the first
         time, slightly evasive. “A letter is being prepared which tells you all about it.”
      

      
      “And you think that will satisfy me, do you? A letter of apology?”
      

      
      “Apology? I doubt you will get much in the way of an apology.”

      
      “I intend to speak to my attorney,” said Mr Murray, “this very afternoon.”

      
      “Of course you do. We should not expect any thing less. But be that as it may, it
         is not Mr Norrell’s intention that you should lose money by this. As soon as you are
         able to give me an account of all that you have spent in the publication of Mr Strange’s
         book, I am authorized to give you a banker’s draft for the full amount.”
      

      
      This was unexpected. Mr Murray was torn between his desire to return Childermass a
         very rude answer and his consciousness that Norrell was depriving him of a great deal
         of money and ought in fairness to pay him.
      

      
      Shackleton poked Mr Murray discreetly in the arm to warn him not to do any thing rash.

      
      “What of my profit?” asked Mr Murray, trying to gain a little time.

      
      “Oh, you wish that to be taken into consideration, do you? That is only fair, I suppose.
         Let me speak to Mr Norrell.” With that Childermass bowed and walked out of the shop.
      

      
      There was no reason for Mr Murray and Shackleton to remain any longer. As soon as
         they were out in the street again, Mr Murray turned to Shackleton and said, “Go down
         to Thames-street …” (This was the warehouse where Mr Murray kept his stock.) “… and
         find out if any of Mr Strange’s books are left. Do not allow Jackson to put you off
         with a short answer. Make him shew them to you. Tell him I need him to count them
         and that he must send me the reckoning within the hour.”
      

      
      When Mr Murray arrived back at Albermarle-street he found three young men loitering
         in his shop. They shut up their books the moment they saw him, surrounded him in an
         instant and began talking at once. Mr Murray naturally supposed that they must have
         come upon the same errand as Mr Green. As two of them were very tall and all of them
         were loud and indignant, he became rather nervous and signalled to the office-boy to run and fetch help. The office-boy
         stayed exactly where he was and watched the proceedings with an expression of unwonted
         interest upon his face.
      

      
      Some rather violent exclamations from the young men such as, “Desperate villain!”
         and “Abominable scoundrel!” did little to reassure Mr Murray, but after a few moments
         he began to understand that it was not he whom they were abusing, but Norrell.
      

      
      “I beg your pardon, gentlemen,” he said, “but if it is not too much trouble, I wonder
         if you would do me the kindness of informing me who you are?”
      

      
      The young men were surprized. They had supposed they were better known than that.
         They introduced themselves. They were Strange’s three pupils-in-waiting, Henry Purfois,
         William Hadley-Bright and Tom Levy.
      

      
      William Hadley-Bright and Henry Purfois were both tall and handsome, while Tom Levy
         was a small, slight figure with dark hair and eyes. As has already been noted, Hadley-Bright
         and Purfois were well-born English gentlemen, while Tom was an ex-dancing-master whose
         forefathers had all been Hebrew. Happily Hadley-Bright and Purfois took very little
         notice of such distinctions of rank and ancestry. Knowing Tom to be the most talented
         amongst them, they generally deferred to him in all matters of magical scholarship,
         and, apart from calling him by his given name (while he addressed them as Mr Purfois
         and Mr Hadley-Bright) and expecting him to pick up books they left behind them, they
         were very much inclined to treat him as an equal.
      

      
      “We cannot sit about doing nothing while this villain, this monster destroys Mr Strange’s
         great work!” declared Henry Purfois. “Give us something to do, Mr Murray! That is
         all we ask!”
      

      
      “And if that something could involve running Mr Norrell through with a very sharp
         sabre, then so much the better,” added William Hadley-Bright.
      

      
      “Can one of you go after Strange and bring him back?” asked Mr Murray.

      
      “Oh, certainly! Hadley-Bright is your man for that!” declared Henry Purfois. “He was
         one of the Duke’s aides-de-camp at Waterloo, you know. There is nothing he likes better than dashing about on a horse
         at impossible speeds.”
      

      
      “Do you know where Mr Strange has gone?” asked Tom Levy.

      
      “Two weeks ago he was in Geneva,” said Mr Murray. “I had a letter from him this morning.
         He may be still there. Or he may have gone on to Italy.”
      

      
      The door opened and Shackleton walked in, his wig hung with drops of rain as if he
         had decorated it with innumerable glass beads. “All is well,” he said eagerly to Mr
         Murray. “The books are still in their bales.”
      

      
      “You saw them with your own eyes?”

      
      “Yes, indeed. I dare say it takes a good deal of magic to make ten thousand books
         disappear.”
      

      
      “I wish I could be so sanguine,” said Tom Levy. “Forgive me, Mr Murray, but from all
         I ever heard of Mr Norrell once he has set himself a task he works tirelessly at it
         until it is accomplished. I do not believe we have time to wait for Mr Strange to
         come back.”
      

      
      Shackleton looked surprized to hear any one pronounce with such confidence upon magical
         matters.
      

      
      Mr Murray hastily introduced Strange’s three pupils. “How much time do you think we
         have?” he asked Tom.
      

      
      “A day? Two at the most? Certainly not enough time to find Mr Strange and bring him
         back. I think, Mr Murray, that you must put this into our hands and we must try a
         spell or two to counteract Norrell’s magic.”
      

      
      “Are there such spells?” asked Mr Murray, eyeing the novice-magicians doubtfully.

      
      “Oh, hundreds!” said Henry Purfois.

      
      “Do you know any of them?” asked Mr Murray.

      
      “We know of them,” said William Hadley-Bright. “We could probably put a fairly decent one together.
         What an excellent thing it would be if Mr Strange came back from the Continent and
         we had saved his book! That would rather make him open his eyes, I think!”
      

      
      “What about Pale’s Invisible What-D’ye-Call-It and Thingumajig?” asked Henry Purfois.

      
      “I know what you mean,” said William Hadley-Bright.

      
      “A really remarkable procedure of Dr Pale’s,” Henry Purfois informed Mr Murray. “It
         turns a spell around and inflicts it upon its maker. Mr Norrell’s own books would
         go blank or disappear! Which is, after all, no more than he deserves.”
      

      
      “I am not sure Mr Strange would be so delighted if he came back and found we had destroyed
         England’s foremost magical library,” said Tom. “Besides in order to perform Pale’s
         Invisible Reflection and Protection we would have to construct a Quiliphon.”
      

      
      “A what?” said Mr Murray.

      
      “A Quiliphon,” said William Hadley-Bright. “Dr Pale’s works are full of such machines
         for doing magic. I believe that in appearance it is something between a trumpet and
         a toasting fork …”
      

      
      “… and there are four metal globes on top that go round and round,” added Henry Purfois.

      
      “I see,” said Mr Murray.

      
      “Building a Quiliphon would take too long,” said Tom, firmly. “I suggest we turn our
         attention to De Chepe’s Prophylaxis.4 That is very quick to implement and, correctly done, should hold off Norrell’s magic for
         a while – long enough to get a message to Mr Strange.”
      

      
      Just then the door opened and an untidy-looking fellow in a leather apron entered
         the shop. He was somewhat discomfited to find the eyes of all the room upon him. He
         made a little bobbing bow, handed a piece of paper to Shackleton and quickly made
         his escape.
      

      
      “What is it, Shackleton?” asked Mr Murray.

      
      “A message from Thames-street. They have looked inside the books. They are all blank
         – not a word left upon any of the pages. I am sorry, Mr Murray, but The History and Practice of English Magic is gone.”
      

      
      William Hadley-Bright stuck his hands in his pockets and gave a low whistle.

      
      As the hours progressed it became clear that not a single copy of Strange’s book remained
         in circulation. William Hadley-Bright and Henry Purfois were all for calling Mr Norrell
         out, until it was represented to them that Mr Norrell was an elderly gentleman who
         rarely took exercise and had never been seen with a sword or a pistol in his hand.
         There were no circumstances under which it would be fair or honourable for two men
         in the prime of life (one of them a soldier) to challenge him to a duel. Hadley-Bright
         and Purfois accepted this with a good grace, but Purfois could not help looking hopefully
         about the room for a person of equal decrepitude to Mr Norrell. He gazed speculatively
         at Shackleton.
      

      
      Other friends of Strange appeared to condole with Mr Murray and give vent to some
         of the fury they felt at what Mr Norrell had done. Lord Portishead arrived and gave
         an account of the letter he had sent to Mr Norrell breaking off their friendship and
         the letter he had sent to Lascelles resigning as editor of The Friends of English Magic and cancelling his subscription.
      

      
      “Henceforth, gentlemen,” he told Strange’s pupils, “I consider myself as belonging
         solely to your party.”
      

      
      Strange’s pupils assured his lordship he had done the right thing and would never
         regret it.
      

      
      At seven o’clock Childermass arrived. He walked into the crowded room with as much
         composure as if he were walking into church. “Well, how much have you lost, Mr Murray?”
         he asked. He took out his memorandum book and picked up a quill from Mr Murray’s desk
         and dipped it in the ink.
      

      
      “Put your book away again, Mr Childermass,” said Mr Murray. “I do not want your money.”

      
      “Indeed? Be careful, sir, how you let these gentlemen influence you. Some of them
         are young and have no responsibilities …” Childermass gave a cool glance to Strange’s
         three pupils and to the several officers in uniform who stood about the room. “And
         others are rich and a hundred pounds more or less is nothing to them.” Childermass
         looked at Lord Portishead. “But you, Mr Murray, are a man of business and business
         ought to be your first consideration.”
      

      
      “Ha!” Mr Murray crossed his arms and looked triumphantly at Childermass with his one
         good eye. “You think I am in desperate need of the money – but, you see, I am not.
         Offers of loans from Mr Strange’s friends have been arriving all evening. I believe
         I might set up a whole new business if I chose! But I desire you will take a message
         to Mr Norrell. It is this. He will pay in the end – but upon our terms, not his. We
         intend to make him pay for the new edition. He shall pay for the advertisements for
         his rival’s book. That will give him greater pain than any thing else could, I believe.”
      

      
      “Oh, indeed! If it ever happens,” said Childermass, drily. He turned towards the door.
         Then he paused and, staring for a moment at the carpet, seemed to debate something
         within himself. “I will tell you this,” he said. “The book is not destroyed however
         it may seem at present. I have dealt my cards and asked them if there are any copies
         left. It seems that two remain. Strange has one and Norrell the other.”
      

      
      * * *

      
      For the next month London talked of little else but the astonishing thing that Mr
         Norrell had done, but as to whether it were the wickedness of Strange’s book or the
         spitefulness of Mr Norrell which was most to blame, London was divided. People who
         had bought copies were furious at the loss of their books and Mr Norrell did not help
         matters by sending his servants to their houses with a guinea (the cost of the book)
         and the letter in which he explained his reasons for making their books disappear.
         A great many people found themselves more insulted than ever and some of them immediately
         summoned their attorneys to begin proceedings against Mr Norrell.5

      
      In September the Ministers returned from the country to London and naturally Mr Norrell’s
         extraordinary actions formed one of the main topics of conversation at their first
         meeting.
      

      
      “When we first employed Mr Norrell to do magic on our behalf,” said one, “we had no
         idea of permitting him to intrude his spells into people’s houses and alter their
         possessions. In some ways it is a pity that we do not have that magical court he is
         always proposing. What is it called?”
      

      
      “The Cinque Dragownes,” said Sir Walter Pole.
      

      
      “I presume he must be guilty of some magical crime or other?”

      
      “Oh, certainly! But I have not the least idea what. John Childermass probably knows,
         but I very much doubt that he would tell us.”
      

      
      “It does not matter. There are several suits against him in the common courts for
         theft.”
      

      
      “Theft!” said another Minister in surprize. “I find it very shocking that a man who
         has done the country such service should be prosecuted for such a low crime!”
      

      
      “Why?” asked the first. “He has brought it upon himself.”

      
      “The problem is,” said Sir Walter, “that the moment he is asked to defend himself
         he will respond by saying something about the nature of English magic. And no one
         is competent to argue that subject except Strange. I think we must be patient. I think
         we must wait until Strange comes back.”
      

      
      “Which raises another question,” said another Minister. “There are only two magicians
         in England. How can we decide between them? Who can say which of them is right and
         which is wrong?”
      

      
      The Ministers looked at each other in perplexity.

      
      Only Lord Liverpool, the Prime Minister, was unperturbed. “We will know them as we
         know other men,” he declared, “by the fruits that they bear.”6

      
      There was a pause for the Ministers to reflect that the fruits Mr Norrell was currently
         bearing were not very promising: arrogance, theft and malice.
      

      
      It was agreed that the Home Secretary should speak to Mr Lascelles privately and ask
         that he would convey to Mr Norrell the extreme displeasure of the Prime Minister and
         all the Ministers at what Mr Norrell had done.
      

      
      There seemed no more to be said, but the Ministers were unable to leave the subject
         without indulging in a little gossip. They had all heard how Lord Portishead had severed himself from Mr Norrell. But Sir Walter
         was able to tell them how Childermass – who up to this moment had seemed like his
         master’s shadow – had distanced himself from Mr Norrell’s interests and spoken to
         Strange’s assembled friends as an independent person, assuring them that the book
         was not destroyed. Sir Walter sighed deeply. “I cannot help thinking that in many
         ways this is a worse sign than all the rest. Norrell never was a good judge of men,
         and now the best of his friends are deserting him – Strange is gone, John Murray and
         now Portishead. If Childermass and Norrell quarrel there will only be Henry Lascelles
         left.”
      

      
      Strange’s friends all sat down that evening and wrote him letters full of indignation.
         The letters would take two weeks to reach Italy, but Strange moved about so much that
         it might be another two weeks before they found him. At first Strange’s friends felt
         confident that the instant he read them he would immediately set out for England in
         a blaze of anger, ready to contend with Norrell in the courts and the newspapers.
         But in September they received news which made them think that perhaps they would
         have to wait a while after all.
      

      
      As long as Strange had been travelling towards Italy he had seemed generally to be
         in good spirits. His letters had been full of cheerful nonsense. But as soon as he
         arrived there his mood changed. For the first time since Arabella’s death he had no
         work to do and nothing to distract him from his widowed state. Nothing he saw pleased
         him and for some weeks it seemed that he could only find any relief for his misery
         in continual change of scene.7 In early September he reached Genoa. Liking this place a little better than other Italian
         towns he had seen, he stayed almost a week. During this time an English family arrived
         at the hotel where he was staying. Though he had previously declared to Sir Walter
         his intention of avoiding the society of Englishmen while he was abroad, Strange struck
         up an acquaintance with this family. In no time at all he was writing letters back
         to England full of praise for the manners, cleverness and kindness of the Greysteels.
         At the end of the week he travelled to Bologna, but finding no pleasure there he very
         soon returned to Genoa to remain with the Greysteels until the end of the month when
         they all planned to travel together to Venice.
      

      
      Naturally, Strange’s friends were very glad that he had found some agreeable company,
         but what intrigued them most were several references in Strange’s letters to the daughter
         of the family, who was young and unmarried and in whose society Strange seemed to
         take a particular pleasure. The same interesting idea occurred to several of his friends
         at once: what if he were to marry again? A pretty young wife would cure his gloomy
         spirits better than any thing else could, and best of all she would distract him from
         that dark, unsettling magic he seemed so set upon.
      

      
      There were more thorns in Mr Norrell’s side than Strange. A gentleman called Knight
         had begun a school for magicians in Henrietta-street in Covent-garden. Mr Knight was
         not a practical magician, nor did he pretend to be. His advertisement offered young
         gentlemen: “a thorough Education in Theoretical Magic and English Magical History
         upon the same principles which guided our Foremost Magician, Mr Norrell, in teaching
         his Illustrious Pupil, Jonathan Strange.” Mr Lascelles had written Mr Knight an angry
         letter in which he declared that Mr Knight’s school could not possibly be based upon
         the principles mentioned since these were known only to Mr Norrell and Mr Strange.
         Lascelles threatened Mr Knight with exposure as a fraud if he did not immediately
         dismantle his school.
      

      
      Mr Knight had written a polite letter back in which he begged to differ. He said that,
         upon the contrary, Mr Norrell’s system of education was well known. He directed Mr
         Lascelles’s attention to page 47 of The Friends of English Magic from the Autumn of 1810 in which Lord Portishead had declared that the only basis
         for training up more magicians approved by Mr Norrell was that devised by Francis
         Sutton-Grove. Mr Knight (who declared himself a sincere admirer of Mr Norrell’s) had
         bought a copy of Sutton-Grove’s De Generibus Artium Magicarum Anglorum and studied it. He took the opportunity to wonder whether Mr Norrell would do him
         the honour of becoming the school’s Visiting Tutor and giving lectures and so forth.
         He had intended to tutor four young men, but he had been so overpowered by applications
         that he had been obliged to rent another house to accommodate them and hire more teachers
         to teach them. Other schools were being proposed in Bath, Chester and Newcastle.
      

      
      Almost worse than the schools were the shops. Several establishments in London had
         begun to sell magical philtres, magic mirrors and silver basins which, the manufacturers
         claimed, had been specially constructed for seeing visions in. Mr Norrell had done
         what he could to halt the trade, with diatribes against them in The Friends of English Magic. He had persuaded the editors of all the other magical publications over which he
         had any influence to publish articles explaining that there never ever had been any
         such thing as magical mirrors, and that the magic performed by magicians using mirrors
         (which were in any case only a few sorts and hardly any that Mr Norrell approved)
         were performed using ordinary mirrors. Nevertheless the magical articles continued
         to sell out as fast as the shopkeepers could put them on the shelves and some shopkeepers
         were considering whether they ought not to give up their other business and devote
         their whole shop to magical accoutrements.
      

      
   
      
      51
A family by the name of Greysteel

      
      October to November 1816

      
      Campo Santa Maria Zobenigo, Venice
Oct. 16th, 1816.
      

      
      Jonathan Strange to Sir Walter Pole

      
      We left terra firma at Mestre. There were two gondolas. Miss Greysteel and her aunt were to go in one,
         and the doctor and I were to go in the other. But whether there was some obscurity
         in my Italian when I explained it to the gondolieri or whether the distribution of Miss Greysteel’s boxes and trunks dictated another
         arrangement I do not know, but matters did not fall out as we had planned. The first
         gondola glided out across the lagoon with all the Greysteels inside it, while I still
         stood upon the shore. Dr Greysteel stuck his head out and roared his apologies, like
         the good fellow that he is, before his sister – who I think is a little nervous of
         the water – pulled him back in again. It was the most trivial incident yet somehow
         it unnerved me and for some moments afterwards I was prey to the most morbid fears
         and imaginings. I looked at my gondola. Much has been said, I know, about the funereal
         appearance of these contraptions – which are something between a coffin and a boat.
         But I was struck by quite another idea. I thought how much they resembled the black-painted,
         black-curtained conjuring boxes of my childhood – the sort of boxes into which quack-sorcerers
         would put country people’s handkerchiefs and coins and lockets. Sometimes these articles could never
         be got back – for which the sorcerer was always very sorry – “but fairy-spirits, Sir,
         is very giddy, wexatious creatures.” And all the nursemaids and kitchenmaids I ever
         knew when I was a child, always had an aunt, who knew a woman, whose first cousin’s
         boy had been put into just such a box, and had never been seen again. Standing on
         the quayside at Mestre I had a horrible notion that when the Greysteels got to Venice
         they would open up the gondola that should have conveyed me there and find nothing
         inside. This idea took hold of me so strongly that for some minutes I forgot to think
         of any thing else and there were actual tears standing in my eyes – which I think
         may serve to shew how nervous I have become. It is quite ridiculous for a man to begin
         to be afraid that he is about to disappear. It was towards evening and our two gondolas
         were as black as night and quite as melancholy. Yet the sky was the coldest, palest
         blue imaginable. There was no wind or hardly any, and the sea was nothing but the
         sky’s mirror. There were immeasurable spaces of still cold light above us and immeasurable
         spaces of still cold light beneath. But the city ahead of us received no illumination
         either from sky or lagoon, and appeared like a vast collection of shadow-towers and
         shadow-pinnacles, all pierced with tiny lights and set upon the shining water. As
         we entered Venice the water became crowded with scraps and rubbish – splinters of
         wood and hay, orange peels and cabbage stalks. I looked down and saw a ghostly hand
         for a moment – it was only a moment – but I quite believed that there was a woman
         beneath the dirty water, trying to find her way back to the light. Of course it was
         only a white glove, but the fright, while it lasted, was very great. But you are not
         to worry about me. I am very well occupied, working on the second volume of The History and Practice and when I am not working I am generally with the Greysteels, who are just such a
         set of people as you yourself would like – cheerful, independent, and well-informed.
         I confess to being a little fretful that I have heard nothing as yet of how the first volume was
         received. I am tolerably certain of its being a great triumph – I know that when he read it, N. fell down on the floor in a jealous fit and foamed at the
         mouth – but I cannot help wishing that someone would write and tell me so.
      

      
      Campo Santa Maria Zobenigo, Venice
Oct. 27th, 1816.
      

      
      Jonathan Strange to John Murray Oct. 27th, 1816.
      

      
      … from eight separate persons of what Norrell has done. Oh, I could be angry. I could, I dare say, wear out both my pen and myself in a long tirade – but to what end?
         I do not chuse to be governed any longer by this impudent little man. I shall return to London in
         the early spring, as I planned, and we shall have a new edition. We shall have lawyers.
         I have my friends, just as he has his. Let him say in court (if he dares) why he thinks
         that Englishmen have become children and may not know the things that their forefathers
         knew. And if he dares to use magic against me again, then we shall have some counter-magic
         and then we shall finally see who is the Greatest Magician of the Age. And I think,
         Mr Murray, that you will be best advised to print a great many more copies than before
         – this has been one of Norrell’s most notorious acts of magic and I am sure that people
         will like to see the book that forced him to it. By the by when you print the new
         edition we shall have corrections – there are some horrible blunders. Chapters six
         and forty-two are particularly bad …
      

      
      Harley-street, London
Oct. 1st, 1816.
      

      
      Sir Walter Pole to Jonathan Strange

      
      … a bookseller in St Paul’s Churchyard, Titus Watkins, has printed up a very nonsensical
         book and is selling it as Strange’s lost History and Practice of English Magic. Lord Portishead says some of it is copied out of Absalom1 and some of it is nonsense. Portishead wonders which you will find the most insulting
         – the Absalom part or the nonsense. Like a good fellow, Portishead contradicts this
         imposition wherever he goes, but a great many people have already been taken in and
         Watkins has certainly made money. I am glad you like Miss Greysteel so much …
      

      
      Campo Santa Maria Zobenigo, Venice
Nov. 16th., 1816.
      

      
      Jonathan Strange to John Murray

      
      My dear Murray,

      
      You will be pleased, I think, to hear that some good at least has come from the destruction
         of The History and Practice of English Magic – I have made up my quarrel with Lord Byron. His lordship knows nothing of the great
         controversies which are rending English magic in two and frankly cares less. But he
         has the greatest respect for books. He informs me that he is constantly on guard lest
         your over-cautious pen, Mr Murray, should alter some of his own poems and render some
         of the more surprizing words a little more respectable. When he heard that a whole book had been magicked
         out of existence by the author’s enemy, his indignation was scarcely to be described.
         He sent me a long letter, vilifying Norrell in the liveliest terms. Of all the letters
         I received upon that sad occasion, this is my favourite. No Englishman alive can equal
         his lordship for an insult. He arrived in Venice about a week ago and we met at Florian’s.2 I confess to being a little anxious lest he should bring that insolent young person,
         Mrs Clairmont, but happily she was nowhere to be seen. Apparently he dismissed her
         some time ago. Our new friendly relations have been sealed by the discovery that we
         share a fondness for billiards; I play when I am thinking about magic and he plays
         when he is hatching his poems … The sunlight was as cold and clear as the note struck by a knife on a fine wine-glass.
         In such a light the walls of the Church of Santa Maria Formosa were as white as shells
         or bones – and the shadows on the paving stones were as blue as the sea.
      

      
      The door to the church opened and a little party came out into the campo. These ladies
         and gentlemen were visitors to the city of Venice who had been looking at the interior
         of the church, its altars and objects of interest, and now that they had got out of
         it, they were inclined to be talkative and filled up the water-lapped silence of the
         place with loud, cheerful conversation. They were excessively pleased with the Campo
         Santa Maria Formosa. They thought the façades of the houses very magnificent – they
         could not praise them highly enough. But the sad decay, which buildings, bridges and
         church all displayed, seemed to charm them even more. They were Englishmen and, to
         them, the decline of other nations was the most natural thing in the world. They belonged
         to a race blessed with so sensitive an appreciation of its own talents (and so doubtful
         an opinion of any body else’s) that they would not have been at all surprized to learn
         that the Venetians themselves had been entirely ignorant of the merits of their own
         city – until Englishmen had come to tell them it was delightful.
      

      
      One lady, having got to the end of her raptures, began to speak of the weather to
         the other lady.
      

      
      “You know, it is a very odd thing, my dear, but when we were in the church, while
         you and Mr Strange were looking at the pictures, I just popped my head out of the
         door and I thought then that it was raining and I was very much afraid that you would
         get wet.”
      

      
      “No, aunt. See, the stones are perfectly dry. There is not a spot of rain upon them.”

      
      “Well then, my dear, I hope that you are not inconvenienced by this wind. It is a
         little sharp about the ears. We can always ask Mr Strange and papa to walk a little
         faster if you do not like it.”
      

      
      “Thank you, aunt, but I am perfectly comfortable. I like this breeze – I like the smell of the sea – it clears the brain, the senses – every thing.
         But perhaps, aunt, you do not like it.”
      

      
      “Oh no, my dear. I never mind any such thing. I am quite hardy. I only think of you.”

      
      “I know you do, aunt,” said the young lady. The young lady was perhaps aware that
         the sunlight and breeze which shewed Venice to so much advantage, made its canals
         so blue and its marble so mystically bright, did as much – or almost as much – for
         her. Nothing could so well draw attention to the translucency of Miss Greysteel’s
         complexion, as the rapid progression across it of sunlight and shadow. Nothing could
         be so becoming to her white muslin gown as the breeze which blew it about.
      

      
      “Ah,” said the aunt, “now papa is showing Mr Strange some new thing or other. Flora,
         my dear, would not you like to see?”
      

      
      “I have seen enough. You go, aunt.”

      
      So the aunt hurried away to the other end of the campo and Miss Greysteel walked slowly
         on to the little white bridge that stood just by the church, fretfully poking the
         point of her white parasol between the white paving stones and murmuring to herself,
         “I have seen enough. Oh, I have seen quite enough!” The repetition of this mysterious exclamation did not appear to afford her
         spirits much relief – indeed it only served to make her more melancholy, and to make
         her sigh more frequently.
      

      
      “You are very quiet today,” said Strange suddenly. She was startled. She had not known
         he was so close by.
      

      
      “Am I? I was not aware of it.” But she then gave her attention to the view and was
         silent for several moments. Strange leant back against the bridge, folded his arms
         and looked very intently at her.
      

      
      “Quiet,” he repeated, “and a little sad, I think. And so, you know, I must talk to
         you.”
      

      
      This made her smile in spite of herself. “Must you?” she said. But then the very act
         of smiling and of speaking to him seemed to give her pain and so she sighed and looked
         away again.
      

      
      “Indeed. Because, whenever I am melancholy you talk to me of cheerful things and cure my low spirits and so I must now do the same for you. That is what friendship is.”
      

      
      “Openness and honesty, Mr Strange. Those are the best foundations for friendship,
         I think.”
      

      
      “Oh! You think me secretive. I see by your face that you do. You may be right, but
         I … That is … No, I dare say you are right. It is not, I suppose, a profession that
         encourages …”
      

      
      Miss Greysteel interrupted him. “I did not mean a fling at your profession. Not at
         all. All professions have their different sorts of discretion. That, I think, is quite understood.”
      

      
      “Then I do not understand you.”

      
      “It is no matter. We should rejoin my aunt and papa.”

      
      “No, wait, Miss Greysteel, it will not do. Who else will put me right, when I am going
         wrong, if not you? Tell me – whom do you think I deceive?”
      

      
      Miss Greysteel was silent a moment and then, with some reluctance, said, “Your friend
         of last night, perhaps?”
      

      
      “My friend of last night! What do you mean?”

      
      Miss Greysteel looked very unhappy. “The young woman in the gondola who was so anxious
         to speak to you and so unwilling – for a full half hour – that any one else should.”
      

      
      “Ah!” Strange smiled and shook his head. “No, you have run away with a wrong idea.
         She is not my friend. She is Lord Byron’s.”
      

      
      “Oh! …” Miss Greysteel reddened a little. “She seemed rather an agitated young person.”

      
      “She is not best pleased with his lordship’s behaviour.” Strange shrugged. “Who is?
         She wished to discover if I were able to influence his lordship and I was at some
         pains to persuade her that there is not now, nor ever was, I think, magic enough in
         England to do that.”
      

      
      “You are offended.”

      
      “Not in the least. Now I believe we are closer to that good understanding which you
         require for friendship. Will you shake hands with me?”
      

      
      “With the greatest goodwill,” she said.
      

      
      “Flora? Mr Strange?” cried Dr Greysteel, striding up to them. “What is this?”

      
      Miss Greysteel was a little confused. It was of the greatest importance to her that
         her aunt and father should have a good opinion of Mr Strange. She did not want them
         to know that she herself had suspected him of wrongdoing. She feigned not to have
         heard her father’s question and began to speak energetically of some paintings in
         the Scuola di Giorgio degli Schiavoni that she had a great desire to see. “It is really
         no distance. We could go now. You will come with us, I hope?” she said to Strange.
      

      
      Strange smiled ruefully at her. “I have work to do.”

      
      “Your book?” asked Dr Greysteel.

      
      “Not today. I am working to uncover the magic which will bring forth a fairy-spirit
         to be my assistant. I have lost count of how many times I have tried – and how many
         ways. And never, of course, with the least success. But such is the predicament of
         the modern magician! Spells which were once taken for granted by every minor sorcerer
         in England are now so elusive that we despair of ever getting them back. Martin Pale
         had twenty-eight fairy servants. I would count myself fortunate to have one.”
      

      
      “Fairies!” exclaimed Aunt Greysteel. “But by all accounts they are very mischievous
         creatures! Are you quite certain, Mr Strange, that you really wish to burden yourself
         with such a troublesome companion?”
      

      
      “My dear aunt!” said Miss Greysteel. “Mr Strange knows what he is doing.”

      
      But Aunt Greysteel was concerned and to illustrate her point she began to speak of
         a river that flowed through the village in Derbyshire where she and Dr Greysteel had
         grown up. It had been enchanted by fairies long ago and as a consequence had shrunk
         from a noble torrent to a gentle brook and, though this had happened centuries and
         centuries ago, the local population still remembered and resented it. They still talked
         of the workshops they might have set up and the industries they might have founded if only the river
         had been strong enough to supply the power.3

      
      Strange listened politely and when she had finished he said, “Oh, to be sure! Fairies
         are naturally full of wickedness and exceedingly difficult to control. Were I successful,
         I should certainly have to take care whom my fairy – or fairies – associated with.”
         He cast a glance at Miss Greysteel. “Nevertheless their power and knowledge are such
         that a magician cannot lightly dispense with their help – not unless he is Gilbert
         Norrell. Every fairy that ever drew breath has more magic in his head, hands and heart
         than could be contained in the greatest library of magical books that ever existed.”4

      
      “Has he indeed?” said Aunt Greysteel. “Well, that is remarkable.”

      
      Dr Greysteel and Aunt Greysteel wished Strange success with his magic and Miss Greysteel
         reminded him that he had promised to go with her one day soon to look at a pianoforte
         which they had heard was for hire from an antiquarian who lived near the Campo San
         Angelo. Then the Greysteels went on to the rest of the day’s pleasures while Strange
         returned to his lodgings near Santa Maria Zobenigo.
      

      
      Most English gentlemen who come to Italy nowadays write poems or descriptions of their
         tour, or they make sketches. Italians who wish to rent apartments to these gentlemen are well advised to provide them with
         rooms where they can pursue these occupations. Strange’s landlord, for example, had
         set aside a shadowy little chamber at the top of his house for his tenant’s use. It
         contained an ancient table with four carved gryphons to serve for its legs; there
         was a sea-captain’s chair, a painted wooden cupboard such as one might find in a church
         and a wooden figure two or three feet tall, which stood upon a pillar. It represented
         a smiling man holding something round and red in his hand, which might have been an
         apple, might have been a pomegranate or might have been a red ball. It was difficult
         to imagine quite where this gentleman could have come from: he was a little too cheerful
         for a saint in a church and not quite comical enough for a coffeehouse sign.
      

      
      Strange had found the cupboard to be damp and full of mildew and so he had abandoned
         it and placed his books and papers in heaps about the floor. But he had made a sort
         of friend of the wooden figure and, as he worked, he constantly addressed remarks
         to it, such as, “What is your opinion?” and “Doncaster or Belasis? What do you suggest?”5 and “Well? Do you see him? I do not,” and once in tones of extreme exasperation, “Oh! Be quiet, will you?”
      

      
      He took out a paper on which he had scribbled a spell. He moved his lips as magicians
         do when they are reciting magic words. When he had finished, he glanced about the
         room as though he half-expected to find another person there. But whomever it was
         that he hoped to see, he did not see them. He sighed, crumpled the spell into a ball
         and threw it at the little wooden figure. Then he took another sheet of paper – made
         some notes – consulted a book – retrieved the first piece of paper from the floor
         – smoothed it out – studied it for half an hour, pulling at his hair all the while
         – crumpled it up again and threw it out the window.
      

      
      A bell had begun to toll somewhere. It was a sad and lonely sound which made the hearer
         think of wild forlorn places, dark skies and emptiness. Some of these ideas must have
         occurred to Strange because he became distracted and stopped what he was doing and
         glanced out of the window as though to reassure himself that Venice had not suddenly
         become an empty, silent ruin. But the scene outside was the usual one of bustle and
         animation. Sunlight shone on blue water. The campo was crowded with people: there
         were Venetian ladies coming to Santa Maria Zobenigo, Austrian soldiers strolling about
         arm-in-arm and looking at everything, shopkeepers trying to sell them things, urchins
         fighting and begging, cats going about their secret business.
      

      
      Strange returned to his work. He took off his coat and rolled up the sleeve of his
         shirt. Next he left the room and returned with a knife and a small white basin. He
         used the knife to let some blood from his arm. He put the basin on the table and peered
         into it to see if he had got enough, but the loss of blood must have affected him
         more than he supposed because in a moment of faintness he knocked the table and the
         bowl fell upon the floor. He cursed in Italian (a good cursing language) and looked
         around for something to wipe up the blood.
      

      
      It so happened that there was some white cloth lying bundled up on top of the table. It was a nightshirt which Arabella had sewn in the early years
         of their marriage. Without realizing what it was, Strange reached out for it. He had
         almost grasped it, when Stephen Black stept out of the shadows and handed him a rag.
         Stephen accompanied the action with that faint half-bow that is second nature to a
         well-trained servant. Strange took the rag and mopped up the blood (somewhat ineffectually),
         but of Stephen’s presence in the room he appeared to know nothing at all. Stephen
         picked up the nightshirt, shook out the creases, carefully folded it up and placed
         it neatly on a stool in the corner.
      

      
      Strange threw himself back into his chair, caught the damaged part of his arm upon
         the edge of the table, swore again and covered his face with his hands.
      

      
      “What in the world is he trying to do?” asked Stephen Black in a hushed tone.

      
      “Oh, he is attempting to summon me!” declared the gentleman with the thistle-down
         hair. “He wishes to ask me all sorts of questions about magic! But there is no need
         to whisper, my dear Stephen. He can neither see nor hear you. They are so ridiculous,
         these English magicians! They do everything in such a roundabout way. I tell you,
         Stephen, watching this fellow try to do magic is like watching a man sit down to eat
         his dinner with his coat on backwards, a blindfold round his eyes and a bucket over
         his head! When did you ever see me perform such nonsensical tricks? Draw forth my own blood or scribble words on paper?
         Whenever I wish to do something, I simply speak to the air – or to the stones – or
         to the sunlight – or the sea – or to whatever it is and politely request them to help
         me. And then, since my alliances with these powerful spirits were set in place thousands
         of years ago, they are only too glad to do whatever I ask.”
      

      
      “I see,” said Stephen. “But, though the magician is ignorant, he has still succeeded.
         After all, you are here, sir, are you not?”
      

      
      “Yes, I dare say,” said the gentleman in an irritated tone. “But that does not detract
         from the fact that the magic that brought me here is clumsy and inelegant! Besides what does it profit him? Nothing! I do not chuse
         to shew myself to him and he knows no magic to counteract that. Stephen! Quick! Turn
         the pages of that book! There is no breeze in the room and it will perplex him beyond
         any thing. Ha! See how he stares! He half-suspects that we are here, but he cannot
         see us. Ha, ha! How angry he is becoming! Give his neck a sharp pinch! He will think
         it is a mosquito!”
      

      
   
      
      52
The old lady of Cannaregio

      
      End of November 1816

      
      Some time before he had left England Dr Greysteel had received a letter from a friend
         in Scotland, begging that, if he were to get as far as Venice, he would pay a visit
         to a certain old lady who lived there. It would be, said the Scottish friend, an act
         of charity, since this old lady, once rich, was now poor. Dr Greysteel thought he
         remembered hearing once that she was of some odd, mixed parentage – as it might be
         half-Scottish, half-Spanish or perhaps half-Irish, half-Hebrew.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel had always intended to visit her, but what with inns and carriages, sudden
         removals and changes of plan, he had discovered, on arriving at Venice, that he could
         no longer lay his hand on the letter and no longer retained a very clear impression
         of its contents. Nor had he any note of her name – nothing but a little scrap of paper
         with the direction where she might be found.
      

      
      Aunt Greysteel said that under such very difficult circumstances as these, they would
         do best to send the old lady a letter informing her of their intention to call upon
         her. Though, to be sure, she added, it would look very odd that they did not know
         her name – doubtless she would think them a sad, negligent sort of people. Dr Greysteel
         looked uncomfortable, and sniffed and fidgeted a good deal, but he could think of
         no better plan and so they wrote the note forthwith and gave it to their landlady, so that she might deliver it to the
         old lady straightaway.
      

      
      Then came the first odd part of the business, for the landlady studied the direction,
         frowned and then – for reasons which Dr Greysteel did not entirely comprehend – sent
         it to her brother-in-law on the island of Giudecca.
      

      
      Some days later this same brother-in-law – an elegant little Venetian lawyer – waited
         upon Dr Greysteel. He informed Dr Greysteel that he had sent the note, just as Dr
         Greysteel had requested, but Dr Greysteel should know that the lady lived in that
         part of the city which was called Cannaregio, in the Ghetto – where the Jews lived.
         The letter had been delivered into the hands of a venerable Hebrew gentleman. There
         had been no reply. How did Dr Greysteel wish to proceed? The little Venetian lawyer
         was happy to serve Dr Greysteel in any way he could.
      

      
      In the late afternoon Miss Greysteel, Aunt Greysteel, Dr Greysteel and the lawyer
         (whose name was Signor Tosetti), glided through the city in a gondola – through that
         part of the city which is called St Mark’s where they saw men and women preparing
         for the night’s pleasures – past the landing of Santa Maria Zobenigo, where Miss Greysteel
         turned back to gaze at a little candlelit window, which might have belonged to Jonathan
         Strange – past the Rialto where Aunt Greysteel began to tut and sigh and wish very
         much that she saw more shoes upon the children’s feet.
      

      
      They left the gondola at the Ghetto Nuovo. Though all the houses of Venice are strange
         and old, those of the Ghetto seemed particularly so – as if queerness and ancientness
         were two of the commodities this mercantile people dealt in and they had constructed
         their houses out of them. Though all the streets of Venice are melancholy, these streets
         had a melancholy that was quite distinct – as if Jewish sadness and Gentile sadness
         were made up according to different recipes. Yet the houses were very plain and the
         door upon which Signor Tosetti knocked was black enough and humble enough to have
         done for any Quaker meeting-house in England.
      

      
      The door was opened by a manservant who let them into the house and into a dark chamber
         panelled with dried-out, ancient-looking wood that smelt of nothing so much as the
         sea.
      

      
      There was a door in this chamber that was open a little. From where he stood Dr Greysteel
         could see ancient, battered-looking books in thin leather bindings, silver candlesticks
         that had sprouted more branches than English candlesticks generally do, mysterious-looking
         boxes of polished wood – all of which Dr Greysteel took to be connected with the Hebrew
         gentleman’s religion. Hung upon the wall was a doll or puppet as tall and broad as
         a man, with huge hands and feet, but dressed like a woman, with its head sunk upon
         its breast so that its face could not be seen.
      

      
      The manservant went through this door to speak to his master. Dr Greysteel whispered
         to his sister that the servant was decent-looking enough. Yes, said Aunt Greysteel,
         except that he wore no coat. Aunt Greysteel said that she had often noticed that male
         servants were always liable to present themselves in their shirtsleeves and that it
         was often the case that if their masters were single gentlemen then nothing would
         be done to correct this bad habit. Aunt Greysteel did not know why this should be.
         Aunt Greysteel supposed that the Hebrew gentleman was a widower.
      

      
      “Oh!” said Dr Greysteel, peeping through the half-open doorway. “We have interrupted
         him at his dinner.”
      

      
      The venerable Hebrew gentleman wore a long, dusty black coat and had a great beard
         of curly grey and white hairs and a black skullcap on top of his head. He was seated
         at a long table upon which was laid a spotless white linen cloth and he had tucked
         a generous portion of this into the neck of his black robe to serve him as a napkin.
      

      
      Aunt Greysteel was very shocked that Dr Greysteel should be spying through chinks
         in doorways and attempted to make him stop by poking at him with her umbrella. But
         Dr Greysteel had come to Italy to see everything he could and saw no reason to make an exception of Hebrew gentlemen in their private apartments.
      

      
      This particular Hebrew gentleman did not seem inclined to interrupt his dinner to
         wait upon an unknown English family; he appeared to be instructing the manservant
         in what to say to them.
      

      
      The servant came back and spoke to Signor Tosetti and when he had finished Signor
         Tosetti bowed low to Aunt Greysteel and explained that the name of the lady they sought
         was Delgado and that she lived at the very top of the house. Signor Tosetti was a
         little annoyed that none of the Hebrew gentleman’s servants seemed willing to shew
         them the way and announce their arrival, but, as he said, their party was one of bold
         adventurers and doubtless they could find their way to the top of a staircase.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel and Signor Tosetti took a candle each. The staircase wound up into the
         shadows. They passed many doors which, although rather grand, had a queer, stunted
         look about them – for in order to accommodate all the people, the houses in the Ghetto
         had been built as tall and with as many storeys as the householders had dared – and
         to compensate for this all the ceilings were rather low. At first they heard people
         talking behind these doors and at one they heard a man singing a sad song in an unknown
         language. Then they came to doors that stood open shewing only darkness; a cold, stale
         draught came from each. The last door, however, was closed. They knocked, but no one
         answered. They called out they were come to wait upon Mrs Delgado. Still no reply.
         And then, because Aunt Greysteel said that it was foolish to come so far and just
         go away again, they pushed open the door and went inside.
      

      
      The room – which was scarcely more than an attic – had all the wretchedness that old
         age and extreme poverty could give it. It contained nothing that was not broken, chipped
         or ragged. Every colour in the room had faded, or darkened, or done what it must until
         it was grey. There was one little window that was open to the evening air and shewed
         the moon, although it was a little surprizing that the moon with her clean white face and fingers should condescend to make an appearance
         in that dirty little room.
      

      
      Yet this was not what made Dr Greysteel look so alarmed, made him pull at his neckcloth,
         redden and go pale alternately, and draw great breaths of air. If there was one thing
         which Dr Greysteel disliked more than another, it was cats – and the room was full
         of cats.
      

      
      In the midst of the cats sat a very thin person on a dusty, wooden chair. It was lucky,
         as Signor Tosetti had said, that the Greysteels were all bold adventurers, for the
         sight of Mrs Delgado might well have been a little shocking to nervous persons. For
         though she sat very upright – one would almost have said that she was poised, waiting
         for something – she bore so many of the signs and disfigurings of extreme old age
         that she was losing her resemblance to other human beings and began instead to resemble
         other orders of living creatures. Her arms lay in her lap, so extravagantly spotted
         with brown that they were like two fish. Her skin was the white, almost transparent
         skin of the extremely old, as fine and wrinkled as a spider’s web, with veins of knotted
         blue.
      

      
      She did not rise at their entrance, nor make any sign that she had noticed them at
         all. But perhaps she did not hear them. For, though the room was silent, the silence
         of half a hundred cats is a peculiar thing, like fifty individual silences all piled
         one on top of another.
      

      
      So the Greysteels and Signor Tosetti, practical people, sat down in the terrible little
         room and Aunt Greysteel, with her kind smile and solicitous wishes that every one
         should be made comfortable and easy, began their addresses to the old lady.
      

      
      “I hope, my dear Mrs Delgado, that you will forgive this intrusion, but my niece and
         I wished to do ourselves the honour of waiting upon you.” Aunt Greysteel paused in
         case the old lady wished to make a reply, but the old lady said nothing. “What an
         airy situation you have here, ma’am! A dear friend of mine – a Miss Whilesmith – lodges
         in a little room at the top of a house in Queen’s square in Bath – a room much like
         your own, Mrs Delgado – and she declares that in summer she would not exchange it
         for the best house in the city – for she catches the breezes that nobody else gets
         and is perfectly cool when great people stifle in their rich apartments. And she has
         everything so neat and tidy and just to hand, whenever she wants it. And her only
         complaint is that the girl from the second back pair is always putting hot kettles
         on the staircase – which, as you know Mrs Delgado – can be so very displeasing if
         you chance to strike your foot against one of them. Do you suffer much inconvenience
         from the staircase, ma’am?”
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      There was a silence. Or rather some moments passed filled with nothing but the breathing
         of fifty cats.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel dabbed at his sweating brow with his handkerchief and shifted about inside
         his clothes. “We are here, ma’am,” he began, “at the particular request of Mc Kean
         of Aberdeenshire. He wishes to be remembered to you. He hopes that you are well and
         sends every good wish for your future health.”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel spoke rather louder than usual, for he had begun to suspect that the
         old lady was deaf. This had no other effect, however, than to disturb the cats, many
         of which began to stalk around the room, brushing against each other and sending up
         sparks into the twilight air. A black cat dropped from somewhere or other on to the
         back of Dr Greysteel’s chair and walked it as if it were a tightrope.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel took a moment to recover himself and then said, “May we take back some
         report of your health and situation to Mr McKean, ma’am?”
      

      
      But the old lady said nothing.

      
      Miss Greysteel was next. “I am glad, ma’am,” she said, “to see you so well provided
         with good friends. They must be a great comfort to you. That little honey-coloured
         puss at your feet – what an elegant form she has! And such a dainty way of washing
         her face! What do you call her?”
      

      
      But the old lady did not answer.
      

      
      So, prompted by a glance from Dr Greysteel, the little Venetian lawyer began to relate
         much of what had already been said, but this time in Italian. The only difference
         was that now the old lady no longer troubled to look at them, but fixed her gaze upon
         a great grey cat, which was, in its turn, looking at a white cat, which was, in its turn staring at the moon.
      

      
      “Tell her that I have brought her money,” said Dr Greysteel to the lawyer. “Tell her
         it is a gift made to her on behalf of John McKean. Tell her she must not thank me
         …” Dr Greysteel waved his hand vigorously as if a reputation for generous deeds and
         benevolent actions were a little like a mosquito and he hoped in this way to prevent
         one from landing on him.
      

      
      “Mr Tosetti,” said Aunt Greysteel, “you are not well. You are pale, sir. Will you
         have a glass of water? I am sure that Mrs Delgado could furnish you with a glass of
         water.”
      

      
      “No, Madamina Greysteel, I am not ill. I am …” Signor Tosetti looked round the room
         to find the word he wanted. “Fearful,” he whispered.
      

      
      “Fearful?” whispered Dr Greysteel. “Why? What of?”

      
      “Ah, Signor Dottore, this is a terrible place!” returned the other in a whisper, and
         his eyes wandered in a kind of horror first to where one of the cats was licking its
         paw, in preparation to washing its face, and then back to the old lady, as if in expectation
         of seeing her perform the same action.
      

      
      Miss Greysteel whispered that in their concern to shew Mrs Delgado attention they
         had come in too great a number and arrived too suddenly at her door. Clearly they
         were the first visitors she had had in years. Was it any wonder her wits seemed temporarily
         to be wandering? It was too severe a trial!
      

      
      “Oh, Flora!” whispered Aunt Greysteel. “Only think! To pass years and years without
         society of any kind!”
      

      
      To be all whispering together in such a small room – for the old lady was not three
         feet distant from any of them – appeared to Dr Greysteel to be very ridiculous and, from not knowing what else to do, he became rather
         irritable with his companions, so that his sister and daughter judged it best to go.
      

      
      Aunt Greysteel insisted on taking a long and fond farewell of the old lady, telling
         her that they would all return when she was feeling better – which Aunt Greysteel
         hoped would be soon.
      

      
      Just as they passed through the door, they looked back. At that moment a new cat appeared
         upon the sill of the window with a stiff, spiky something in its mouth – a thing remarkably
         like a dead bird. The old lady made a little joyous sound and sprang with surprizing
         energy out of her chair. It was the oddest sound in all the world and bore not the
         slightest resemblance to human speech. It made Signor Tosetti, in his turn, cry out
         in alarm and pull the door shut, and hide whatever it was that the old lady was about
         to do next.1
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      The following evening in a room where Venetian gloom and Venetian magnificence mingled
         in a highly romantic and satisfactory manner, the Greysteels and Strange sat down
         to dinner together. The floor was of cracked, worn marble, all the colours of a Venetian
         winter. Aunt Greysteel’s head, in its neat white cap, was set off by the vast, dark
         door that loomed in the distance behind her. The door was surmounted by dim carvings
         and resembled nothing so much as some funerary monument wreathed in dreary shadows.
         On the plaster walls, were the ghosts of frescoes painted in the ghosts of colours,
         all glorifying some ancient Venetian family whose last heir had drowned long ago.
         The present owners were as poor as church mice and had not been able to repair their
         house for many years. It was raining outside and, what was more surprizing, inside
         too; from somewhere in the room came the disagreeable sound of large quantities of
         water dripping liberally upon floor and furniture. But the Greysteels were not to
         be made gloomy, nor put off a very good dinner, by such trifles as these. They had
         banished the funereal shadows with a good blaze of candlelight and were masking the
         sound of dripping water with laughter and conversation. They were generally bestowing
         a cheerful Englishness on that part of the room where they sat.
      

      
      “But I do not understand,” said Strange, “Who takes care of the old woman?”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel said, “The Jewish gentleman – who seems a very charitable old person
         – provides her with a place to live, and his servants put dishes of food for her at
         the foot of the stairs.”
      

      
      “But as to how the food is conveyed to her,” exclaimed Miss Greysteel, “no one knows
         for certain. Signor Tosetti believes that her cats carry it up to her.”
      

      
      “Such nonsense!” declared Dr Greysteel. “Whoever heard of cats doing anything useful!”

      
      “Except for staring at one in a supercilious manner,” said Strange. “That has a sort
         of moral usefulness, I suppose, in making one feel uncomfortable and encouraging sober
         reflection upon one’s imperfections.”
      

      
      The Greysteels’ odd adventure had supplied a subject of conversation since they had
         sat down to dinner. “Flora, my dear,” said Aunt Greysteel, “Mr Strange will begin
         to think we cannot talk of any thing else.”
      

      
      “Oh! Do not trouble upon my account,” said Strange. “It is curious and we magicians
         collect curiosities, you know.”
      

      
      “Could you cure her by magic, Mr Strange?” asked Miss Greysteel.

      
      “Cure madness? No. Though it is not for want of trying. I was once asked to visit
         a mad old gentleman to see what I could do for him and I believe I cast stronger spells
         upon that occasion than upon any other, but at the end of my visit he was just as
         mad as ever.”
      

      
      “But there might be recipes for curing madness, might there not?” asked Miss Greysteel
         eagerly. “I dare say the Aureate magicians might have had one.” Miss Greysteel had begun to interest herself in magical
         history and her conversation these days was full of words like Aureate and Argentine.
      

      
      “Possibly,” said Strange, “but if so, then the prescription has been lost for hundreds
         of years.”
      

      
      “And if it were a thousand years, then I am sure that it need be no impediment to
         you. You have related to us dozens of examples of spells which were thought to be lost
         and which you have been able to recover.”
      

      
      “True, but generally I had some idea of how to begin. I never heard of a single instance
         of an Aureate magician curing madness. Their attitude towards madness seems to have been quite
         different from ours. They regarded madmen as seers and prophets and listened to their
         ramblings with the closest attention.”
      

      
      “How strange! Why?”

      
      “Mr Norrell believed it was something to do with the sympathy which fairies feel for
         madmen – that and the fact that madmen can perceive fairy-spirits when no one else
         can.” Strange paused. “You say this old woman is very mad?” he said.
      

      
      “Oh, yes! I believe so.”

      
      In the drawing-room after dinner Dr Greysteel fell soundly asleep in his chair. Aunt
         Greysteel nodded in hers, waking every now and then to apologize for her sleepiness
         and then promptly falling asleep again. So Miss Greysteel was able to enjoy a tête-a-tête
         with Strange for the rest of the evening. She had a great deal to say to him. On his
         recommendation she had recently been reading Lord Portishead’s A Child’s History of the Raven King and she wished to ask him about it. However, he seemed distracted and several times
         she had the disagreeable impression that he was not attending to her.
      

      
      The following day the Greysteels visited the Arsenal and were full of admiration for
         its gloom and vastness, they idled away an hour or two in curiosity shops (where the
         shopkeepers seemed nearly as quaint and old-fashioned as the curiosities themselves),
         and they ate ices at a pastry-cook’s near the Church of San Stefano. To all the pleasures
         of the day Strange had been invited, but early in the morning Aunt Greysteel had received
         a short note presenting his compliments and thanks, but he had come quite by accident
         upon a new line of inquiry and dare not leave it, “… and scholars, madam, as you know by the example of your own brother, are the most selfish
         beings in creation and think that devotion to their researches excuses any thing …”
         Nor did he appear the next day when they visited the Scuola di Santa Maria della Caritá.
         Nor the following one when they went by gondola to Torcello, a lonely, reed-choked
         island shrouded in grey mists where the first Venetian city had been raised, been
         magnificent, been deserted and finally crumbled away, all long, long ago.
      

      
      But, though Strange was shut away in his rooms near Santa Maria Zobenigo, doing magic,
         Dr Greysteel was spared the anguish of missing him greatly by the frequency with which
         his name was mentioned among them. If the Greysteels walked by the Rialto – and if
         the sight of that bridge drew Dr Greysteel on to talk of Shylock, Shakespeare and
         the condition of the modern theatre, then Dr Greysteel was sure to have the benefit
         of Strange’s opinions upon all these subjects – for Miss Greysteel knew them all and
         could argue for them quite as well as for her own. If, in a little curiosity shop,
         the Greysteels were struck by a painting of a quaint dancing bear, then it only served
         as an opportunity for Miss Greysteel to tell her father of an acquaintance of Mr Strange
         who had a stuffed brown bear in a glass case. If the Greysteels ate mutton, then Miss
         Greysteel was sure to be reminded of an occasion, of which Mr Strange had told her,
         when he had eaten mutton at Lyme Regis.
      

      
      On the evening of the third day Dr Greysteel sent Strange a message proposing that
         the two of them should take a coffee and a glass of Italian spirit together. They
         met at Florian’s a little after six o’clock.
      

      
      “I am glad to see you,” said Dr Greysteel, “but you look pale. Are you remembering
         to eat? To sleep? To take exercise?”
      

      
      “I believe I ate something today,” said Strange, “although I really cannot recall
         what it was.”
      

      
      They talked for a while of indifferent matters, but Strange was distracted. Several
         times he answered Dr Greysteel almost at random. Then, swallowing the last of his grappa, he took out his pocket-watch and said, “I hope you will forgive my hurrying away.
         I have an engagement. And so, good night.”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel was a little surprized at this and he could not help but wonder what
         sort of an engagement it might be. A man might behave badly any where in the world,
         but it seemed to Dr Greysteel that in Venice he might behave worse and do so more
         frequently. No other city in the world was so bent upon providing opportunities for
         every sort of mischief and Dr Greysteel happened to be particularly concerned at this
         period that Strange should have a character beyond reproach. So he inquired with as
         careless an air as he could manage whether the appointment was with Lord Byron?
      

      
      “No, indeed. To own the truth,” Strange narrowed his eyes and grew confidential, “I
         believe I may have found someone to aid me.”
      

      
      “Your fairy?”

      
      “No. Another human being. I have high hopes of this collaboration. Yet at the same
         time I am not quite sure how the other person will greet my proposals. You will understand
         that under such circumstances I have no desire to keep them waiting.”
      

      
      “No, indeed!” exclaimed Dr Greysteel. “Go! Go!”

      
      Strange walked away and became one of the many black figures on the piazza, all with
         black faces and no expressions, hurrying across the face of moon-coloured Venice.
         The moon itself was set among great architectural clouds so that there appeared to
         be another moon-lit city in the sky, whose grandeur rivalled Venice and whose great
         palaces and streets were crumbling and falling into ruins, as if some spirit in a
         whimsical mood had set it there to mock the other’s slow decline.
      

      
      Meanwhile, Aunt Greysteel and Miss Greysteel had taken advantage of the doctor’s absence
         to return to the terrible little room at the top of the house in the Ghetto. They
         had come in secret, having an idea that Dr Greysteel, and perhaps even Mr Strange, might try to prevent them going, or else insist upon accompanying them –
         and they had no wish for male companionship upon this occasion.
      

      
      “They will want to be talking about it,” said Aunt Greysteel, “they will be trying
         to guess how she came to this sad condition. But what good will that do? How does
         that help her?”
      

      
      Miss Greysteel had brought some candles and a candlestick. She lit the candle so that
         they could see what they were doing. Then, out of their baskets they took a nice savoury
         dish of veal fricassee that filled the stale, desperate room with a good smell, some
         fresh white rolls, some apples and a warm shawl. Aunt Greysteel placed the plate of
         veal fricassee before Mrs Delgado, but she found that Mrs Delgado’s fingers and fingernails
         were as curved and stiff as claws, and she could not coax them round the handles of
         the knife and fork.
      

      
      “Well, my dear,” said Aunt Greysteel at last, “she shews great interest in it, and
         I am sure it will do her good. But I think we will leave her to eat it in whatever
         way she thinks best.”
      

      
      They went down into the street. As soon as they were outside Aunt Greysteel exclaimed,
         “Oh, Flora! Did you see? She had her supper already prepared. There was a little china
         saucer – quite a pretty saucer – rather like my tea-service with rosebuds and forget-me-nots
         – and she had laid a mouse in it – a little dead grey mouse!”
      

      
      Miss Greysteel looked thoughtful. “I dare say a head of chicory – boiled and dressed
         with a sauce, as they prepare it here – looks a little like a mouse.”
      

      
      “Oh my dear!” said Aunt Greysteel. “You know it was nothing of the sort …”

      
      They were walking through the Ghetto Vecchio towards Cannaregio canal when Miss Greysteel
         turned suddenly away into the shadows and disappeared from sight.
      

      
      “Flora! What is the matter?” cried Aunt Greysteel. “What do you see? Do not linger,
         my love. It is so very dark here among the houses. Dearest! Flora!”
      

      
      Miss Greysteel moved back into the light as quickly as she had gone away. “It is nothing,
         aunt,” she said. “Do not be startled. It is only that I thought I heard someone say
         my name and I went to see. I thought it was someone I knew. But there is no one there.”
      

      
      At the Fondamenta their gondola was waiting for them. The oarsman handed them in and then, with slow
         strokes, moved away. Aunt Greysteel made herself snug under the covering in the centre
         of the boat. Rain began to patter upon the canvas. “Perhaps when we get home we shall
         find Mr Strange with papa,” she said.
      

      
      “Perhaps,” said Miss Greysteel.

      
      “Or maybe he has gone to play billiards with Lord Byron again,” said Aunt Greysteel.
         “It is odd that they should be friends. They seem such very different gentlemen.”
      

      
      “Oh, indeed! Though Mr Strange told me that he found Lord Byron a great deal less
         agreeable when he met him in Swisserland. His lordship was with some other poetical
         people who claimed all his attention and whose company he clearly preferred to that
         of any one else. Mr Strange says that he was barely civil.”
      

      
      “Well, that is very bad. But not at all surprizing. Should not you be afraid to look
         at him, my love? Lord Byron, I mean. I think that perhaps I might – a little.”
      

      
      “No, I should not be afraid.”

      
      “Well, my love, that is because you are more clear-headed and steady than other people.
         Indeed I do not know what there is in the world that you would be afraid of.”
      

      
      “Oh! I do not think it is because of any extraordinary courage on my part. As to extraordinary
         virtue – I cannot tell. I was never yet much tempted to do any thing very bad. It
         is only that Lord Byron could never have any power over me or sway the least of my
         thoughts or actions. I am quite safe from him. But that is not to say that there might
         not be someone in the world – I do not say that I have seen him yet – whom I would
         be a little afraid to look at sometimes – for fear that he might be looking sad –
         or lost – or thoughtful, or – what, you know, might seem worst of all – brooding on some private
         anger or hurt and so not knowing or caring if I looked at him at all.”
      

      
      In the little attic at the top of the house in the Ghetto, Miss Greysteel’s candles
         guttered and went out. The moon shone down into the nightmare apartment and the old
         lady of Cannaregio began to devour the veal fricassee which the Greysteel ladies had
         brought her.
      

      
      She was about to swallow the last bite when an English voice suddenly said, “Unfortunately,
         my friends did not stay to perform the introductions and it is always an awkward business,
         is it not, madam, when two people are left together in a room to get acquainted? My
         name is Strange. Yours, madam, though you do not know it, is Delgado, and I am delighted
         to meet you.”
      

      
      Strange was leaning against the windowsill with his arms crossed, looking intently
         at her.
      

      
      She, on the other hand, took as little notice of him as she had of Aunt Greysteel
         or Miss Greysteel or any of her visitors of the last few days. She took as little
         notice of him as a cat takes of any body who does not interest it.
      

      
      “Let me first assure you,” said Strange, “that I am not one of those tiresome visitors
         who have no real purpose for their visit and nothing to say for themselves. I have
         a proposal to make to you, Mrs Delgado. It is our excellent fortune, madam, that you
         and I should meet at this time. I am able to give you your heart’s desire and in return
         you shall give me mine.”
      

      
      Mrs Delgado made no sign that she had heard any of this. She had turned her attention
         to the saucer with the dead mouse and her ancient mouth gaped to devour it.
      

      
      “Really, madam!” cried Strange. “I must insist that you put off your dinner for a
         moment and attend to what I am saying.” He leant forward and removed the saucer. For
         the first time Mrs Delgado seemed to know he was there. She made a little mew of displeasure
         and looked resentfully at him.
      

      
      “I want you to teach me how to be mad. The idea is so simple, I wonder I did not think
         of it before.”
      

      
      Mrs Delgado growled very low.

      
      “Oh! You question the wisdom of my proceedings? You are probably right. To wish madness
         upon oneself is very rash. My tutor, my wife and my friends would all be angry if
         they knew any thing of it.” He paused. The sardonic expression disappeared from his
         face and the light tone disappeared from his voice. “But I have cast off my tutor,
         my wife is dead and I am separated from my friends by twenty miles of chill water
         and the best part of a continent. For the first time since I took up this odd profession,
         I am not obliged to consult any one else. Now, how to begin? You must give me something
         – something to serve as a symbol and vessel of your madness.” He glanced around the
         room. “Unfortunately, you do not appear to possess any thing, except your gown …”
         He looked down at the saucer which he held in his hand. “… and this mouse. I believe
         I prefer the mouse.”
      

      
      Strange began to say a spell. There was a burst of silver lights in the room. It was
         something between white flames and the glittering effect which fireworks produce.
         For a moment it hung in the air between Mrs Delgado and Strange. Then Strange made
         a gesture as if he intended to throw it at her; the light flew towards her and, just
         for a moment, she was bathed in a silver radiance. Suddenly Mrs Delgado was nowhere
         to be seen and in her place was a solemn, sulky girl in an old-fashioned gown. Then
         the girl too disappeared to be replaced by a beautiful young woman with a wilful expression.
         She was followed swiftly by an older woman of imperious bearing but with a glint of
         impending madness in her eyes. All the women Mrs Delgado had ever been flickered for
         an instant in the chair. Then all of them disappeared.
      

      
      On the chair was only a heap of crumpled silk. Out of it stepped a little grey cat.
         The cat jumped daintily down, sprang up on the windowsill and vanished into the darkness.
      

      
      “Well, that worked,” said Strange. He picked up the half-rotten dead mouse by its tail. Instantly he became interesting to several of the cats who
         mewed and purred and rubbed themselves against his legs to attract his attention.
      

      
      He grimaced. “And what was John Uskglass forced to endure, I wonder, in order to forge
         English magic?”
      

      
      He wondered if he would notice any difference. Would he find, after he had done the
         spell, that he was trying to guess if he were mad now? Would he stand about, trying
         to think mad thoughts to discover if any of them seemed more natural? He took a last
         look around at the world, opened his mouth and gingerly lowered the mouse into it
         …
      

      
      It was like plunging beneath a waterfall or having two thousand trumpets sound in
            one’s ear. Everything he thought before, everything he knew, everything he had been
            was swept away in a great flood of confused emotion and sensation. The world was made
            again in flame-like colours that were impossible to bear. It was shot through with
            new fears, new desires, new hatreds. He was surrounded by great presences. Some had
            wicked mouths full of teeth and huge, burning eyes. There was a thing like a horribly
            crippled spider that reared up beside him. It was full of malice. He had something
            in his mouth and the taste of it was unspeakable. Unable to think, unable to know,
            he found from God-knows-where the presence of mind to spit it out. Someone screamed …
      

      
      He found that he was lying on his back staring up into a confusion of darkness, roof
         beams and moonlight. A shadowy face appeared and peered into his own face in an unnerving
         manner. Its breath was warm, damp and malodorous. He had no recollection of lying
         down, but then he did not have much recollection of any thing. He wondered vaguely
         if he were in London or Shropshire. There was the queerest sensation all over his
         body as if several cats were walking on him at once. After a moment he raised his
         head and found that this was indeed the case.
      

      
      He sat up and the cats leapt away. The full moon shone down through a broken window. Then, mounting from recollection to recollection, he began
         to piece the evening together. He remembered the spell by which he had transformed
         the old woman, his plan to bring madness upon himself in order to see the fairy. At
         first it seemed to him so distant that he thought he must be remembering events that
         had happened, oh!, perhaps a month or so ago. Yet here he was in the room and he found
         by his pocket-watch that scarcely any time had passed at all.
      

      
      He managed to rescue the mouse. By luck his arm had fallen upon it and kept it safe
         from the cats. He tucked it into his pocket and left the room hurriedly. He did not
         want to remain there a moment longer; the room had been nightmarish to begin with
         – now it seemed to him a place of untold horror.
      

      
      He met several people on the stairs, but they took not a scrap of notice of him. He
         had previously cast a spell over the inhabitants of the house and they were quite
         convinced that they saw him every day, that he frequented these rooms regularly, and
         that nothing was more natural than that he should be there. But if any one had asked
         them who he was, they would have been quite unable to say.
      

      
      He walked back to his lodgings at Santa Maria Zobenigo. The old woman’s madness still
         seemed to infect him. People he passed in the street were strangely changed; their
         expressions seemed ferocious and unintelligible, and even their gait was lumbering
         and ugly. “Well one thing is clear,” he thought, “the old woman was very mad indeed.
         I could not possibly summon the fairy in that condition.”
      

      
      The next day he rose early and immediately after breakfast began the process of reducing
         the flesh and guts of the mouse to a powder, according to various well-known principles
         of magic. The bones he preserved intact. Then he turned the powder into a tincture.
         This had two advantages. First (and by no means least), it was considerably less repulsive
         to swallow a few drops of tincture than to put a dead mouse in his mouth. Secondly,
         he believed that in this way he might be able to regulate the degree of madness he imposed upon himself.
      

      
      By five o’clock he had a darkish brown liquid, which smelt chiefly of the brandy he
         had used to make the tincture. He decanted it into a bottle. Then he carefully counted
         fourteen drops into a glass of brandy and drank it.
      

      
      After a few minutes he looked out of the window and into the Campo Santa Maria Zobenigo.
         People were walking up and down. The backs of their heads were hollowed out; their
         faces were nothing but thin masks at the front. Within each hollow a candle was burning.
         This was so plain to him now, that he wondered he had never noticed it before. He
         imagined what would happen if he went down into the street and blew some of the candles
         out. It made him laugh to think of it. He laughed so much that he could no longer
         stand. His laughter echoed round and round the house. Some small remaining shred of
         reason warned him that he ought not to let the landlord and his family know what he
         was doing so he went to bed and muffled the sound of his laughter in the pillows,
         kicking his legs from time to time with the sheer hilarity of the idea.
      

      
      Next morning he awoke in bed, fully dressed and with his boots still on. Apart from
         the dull, greasy feeling that generally results from sleeping in one’s clothes, he
         believed he was much as usual. He washed, shaved and put on fresh clothes. Then he
         went out to take something to eat and drink. There was a little coffee-house he liked
         on the corner of the Calle de la Cortesia and the Campo San Angelo. All seemed well
         until the waiter approached his table and put the cup of coffee down upon it. Strange
         looked up and saw a glint in the man’s eye like a tiny candle-flame. He found he could
         no longer recall whether people had candles in their heads or not. He knew that there
         was a world of difference between these two notions: one was sane and the other was
         not, but he could not for the life of him remember which was which.
      

      
      This was a little unsettling.

      
      “The only problem with the tincture,” he thought, “is that it is really quite difficult
         to judge when the effects have worn off. I had not thought of that before. I suppose
         I ought to wait a day or two before trying it again.”
      

      
      But at midday his impatience got the better of him. He felt better. He was inclining
         to the view that people did not have candles in their heads. “And anyway,” he thought, “it does not much matter which
         it is. The question has no relevance to my present undertaking.” He put nine drops
         of the tincture into a glass of Vin Santo and drank it down.
      

      
      Immediately he became convinced that all the cupboards in the house were full of pineapples.
         He was certain that there were other pineapples under his bed and under the table.
         He was so alarmed by this thought that he felt hot and cold all over and was obliged
         to sit down on the floor. All the houses and palazzi in the city were full of pineapples and outside in the streets people were carrying
         pineapples, hidden under their clothes. He could smell the pineapples everywhere –
         a smell both sweet and sharp.
      

      
      Some time later there was a knock at his door. He was surprized to find it was now
         evening and the room was quite dark. The knock sounded again. The landlord was at
         the door. The landlord began to talk, but Strange could not understand him. This was
         because the man had a pineapple in his mouth. How he had managed to cram the whole
         thing in there, Strange could not imagine. Green, spiky leaves emerged slowly out
         of his mouth and then were sucked back in again as he spoke. Strange wondered if perhaps
         he ought to go and fetch a knife or a hook and try and fish the pineapple out, in
         case the landlord should choke. But at the same time he did not care much about it.
         “After all,” he thought with some irritation, “it is his own fault. He put it there.”
      

      
      The next day in the coffee-house on the corner of the Calle de la Cortesia one of
         the waiters was cutting up a pineapple. Strange, huddled over his coffee, shuddered
         to see it.
      

      
      He had discovered that it was easier – far easier than any one could have supposed – to make oneself mad, but like all magic it was full of obstacles
         and frustrations. Even if he succeeded in summoning the fairy (which did not seem
         very likely), he would be in no condition to talk to him. Every book he had ever read
         on the subject urged magicians to be on their guard when dealing with fairies. Just
         when he needed all his wits, he would have scarcely any wits at all.
      

      
      “How am I supposed to impress him with the superiority of my magicianship if all I
         can do is babble about pineapples and candles?” he thought.
      

      
      He spent the day pacing up and down his room, breaking off every now and then to scribble
         notes upon bits of paper. When evening came he wrote down a spell for summoning fairies
         and put it on the table. Then he put four drops of tincture into a glass of water
         and swallowed it.
      

      
      This time the tincture affected him quite differently. He was not assailed by any
         peculiar beliefs or fears. Indeed in many ways he felt better than he had in a long
         time: cooler, calmer, less troubled. He found that he no longer cared very much about
         magic. Doors slammed in his mind and he went wandering off into rooms and hallways
         inside himself that he had not visited in years. For the first ten minutes or so he
         became the man he had been at twenty or twenty-two; after that he was someone else
         entirely – someone he had always had the power to be, but for various reasons had
         never actually become.
      

      
      His first desire after taking the tincture was to go to a Ridotto. It seemed ridiculous that he should have been in Venice since the beginning of October
         and never visited one. But on examining his pocket-watch he discovered that it was
         only eight o’clock. “That is much too early,” he remarked to no one in particular.
         He was feeling talkative and looked round for someone to confide in. For lack of any
         one better, he settled upon the little wooden figure in the corner. “There will be
         no one worth seeing for three or four hours yet,” he told it.
      

      
      To fill the time he thought he might go and find Miss Greysteel. “But I suppose her
         aunt and father will be there.” He made a small sound of irritation. “Dull! Dull!
         Dull! Why do pretty women always have such herds of relatives?” He looked at himself
         in a mirror. “Dear God! This neckcloth looks as if it was tied by a ploughman.”
      

      
      He spent the next half hour tying and re-tying the neckcloth until he was satisfied
         with it. Then he discovered that his fingernails were longer than he liked and not
         particularly clean. He went to look for a pair of scissars to cut them with.
      

      
      The scissars were on the table. And something else besides. “What have we here?” he
         asked. “Papers! Papers with magic spells on them!” This struck him as highly amusing.
         “You know, it is the queerest thing,” he told the little wooden figure, “but I know
         the fellow who wrote this! His name is Jonathan Strange – and now that I think about
         it, I think these books belong to him.” He read a little further. “Ha! You will never
         guess what idiocy he is engaged in now! Casting spells to summon fairies! Ha! Ha!
         He tells himself he is doing it to get himself a fairy-servant and further the cause
         of English magic. But really he is only doing it to terrify Gilbert Norrell! He has
         come hundreds of miles to the most luxurious city in the world and all he cares about
         is what some old man in London thinks! How ridiculous!”
      

      
      He put the piece of paper down again in disgust and picked up the scissars. He turned
         and just avoided striking his head against something. “What in the world …?” he began.
      

      
      A black ribbon hung from the ceiling. At the end of it were a few tiny bones, a phial
         of some dark liquid – blood perhaps – and a piece of paper with writing on it, all
         tied up together. The length of the ribbon was such that a person moving about the
         room was almost certain to knock against it sooner or later. Strange shook his head
         in disbelief at other people’s stupidity. Leaning against the table, he began to cut
         his nails.
      

      
      Several minutes passed. “He had a wife, you know,” he remarked to the little wooden figure. He brought his hand near to the candlelight to examine
         his nails. “Arabella Woodhope. The most charming girl in all the world. But dead.
         Dead, dead, dead.” He picked up a nail-buffer from the table and began to polish his
         nails with it. “In fact, now that I come to think of it, was I not in love with her
         myself? I think I must have been. She had the sweetest way of saying my name and smiling
         at the same time, and every time she did so, my heart turned over.” He laughed. “You
         know, it is really very ridiculous, but I cannot actually remember what my name is.
         Laurence? Arthur? Frank? I wish Arabella were here. She would know. And she would
         tell me too! She is not one of those women who tease one and insist upon making a
         game of everything long after it has ceased to be amusing. By God, I wish she were
         here! There is an ache here.” He tapped his heart. “And something hot and hard inside
         here.” He tapped his forehead. “But half an hour’s conversation with Arabella would
         put both right, I am sure. Perhaps I ought to summon this fellow’s fairy and ask him
         to bring her here. Fairies can summon the dead, can they not?” He picked up the spell
         from the table and read it again. “There is nothing to this. It is the simplest thing
         in the world.”
      

      
      He rattled off the words of the spell and then, because it seemed important to do
         so, he went back to shining his nails.
      

      
      In the shadows by the painted cupboard there was a person in a leaf-green coat – a
         person with hair the colour of thistle-down – a person with an amused, superior sort
         of smile upon his face.
      

      
      Strange was still intent upon his nails.

      
      The gentleman with the thistle-down hair walked very rapidly over to where Strange
         stood and put out his hand to pull Strange’s hair. But before he could do so, Strange
         looked directly at him and said, “I don’t suppose that you happen to have such a thing
         as a pinch of snuff, do you?”
      

      
      The gentleman with the thistle-down hair froze.

      
      “I have looked in every pocket of this damned coat,” continued Strange, perfectly
         unaware of the gentleman’s astonishment, “but there is not a snuff box anywhere. I cannot imagine what I was thinking of to come
         out without one. Kendal Brown is what I generally take, if you have it.”
      

      
      As he spoke he fished in his pockets again. But he had forgotten about the little
         bone-and-blood posy that hung from the ceiling and as he moved, he knocked his head
         against it. The posy swung back, swung forward again and struck him fairly in the
         middle of his forehead.
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      There was a kind of snap in the air, followed immediately by a faint breeze and a
         new freshness, as if some stale odour had suddenly been swept from the room.
      

      
      Strange blinked two or three times.

      
      His first thought upon coming to himself was that his whole elaborate scheme had worked;
         here was someone – without a doubt a fairy – standing before him. His second thought
         was to wonder what in the world he had been doing. He pulled out his pocket-watch
         and examined it; almost an hour had passed since he had drunk the tincture.
      

      
      “I beg your pardon,” he said, “I know it is an odd question, but have I asked any
         thing of you yet?”
      

      
      “Snuff,” said the gentleman with the thistle-down hair.

      
      “Snuff?”

      
      “You asked me for a pinch of snuff.”

      
      “When?”

      
      “What?”

      
      “When did I ask you for snuff?”

      
      “A moment ago.”

      
      “Ah! Ah. Good. Well, you need not trouble yourself. I do not need it now.”

      
      The gentleman with the thistle-down hair bowed.

      
      Strange was conscious that his confusion shewed in his face. He remembered all the
         stern warnings he had read against letting members of this tricksy race suspect that
         they know more than oneself. So he covered up his perplexity with sarcastic looks.
         Then, remembering that it is generally considered even more perilous to appear superior
         and so make the fairy-spirit angry, he covered up his sarcasm with a smile. Finally
         he went back to looking puzzled.
      

      
      He did not notice that the gentleman was at least as uncomfortable as himself.

      
      “I have summoned you here,” he said, “because I have long desired one of your race
         to aid me and instruct me in magic.” He had rehearsed this little pronouncement several
         times and was pleased to find that it sounded both confident and dignified. Unfortunately
         he immediately spoilt the effect by adding anxiously, “Did I mention that before?”
      

      
      The gentleman said nothing.

      
      “My name is Jonathan Strange. Perhaps you have heard of me? I am at a most interesting
         point in my career. I believe it is no exaggeration to say that the entire future
         of English magic depends upon my actions in the coming months. Agree to help me and
         your name will be as famous as those of Col Tom Blue and Master Witcherley!”1

      
      “Tut!” declared the gentleman in disgust. “Low persons!”

      
      “Really?” said Strange. “I had no idea.” He pressed on. “It was your …” He paused
         to find the right phrase. “… kind attentions to the King of England that first brought you to my notice. Such power! Such inventiveness!
         English magic today lacks spirit! It lacks fire and energy! I cannot tell you how
         bored I am of the same dull spells to solve the same dull problems. The glimpse I
         had of your magic proved to me that it is quite different. You could surprize me.
         And I long to be surprized!”
      

      
      The gentleman raised one perfect fairy eye-brow, as if he would not object in the
         least to surprizing Jonathan Strange.
      

      
      Strange continued excitedly. “Oh! and I may as well tell you immediately that there
         is an old person in London called Norrell – a magician of sorts – who will be driven
         into fits of rage the moment he learns that you have allied yourself to me. He will
         do his best to thwart us but I dare say you and I will be more than a match for him.”
      

      
      The gentleman appeared to have stopped listening. He was glancing about the room,
         fixing his gaze first upon one object, then upon another.
      

      
      “Is there something in the room which displeases you?” asked Strange. “I beg you will
         tell me if that is the case. I dare say your magical sensibilities are much finer
         than my own. But even in my case there are certain things which can disrupt my ability
         to do magic – I believe it is so with all magicians. A salt-cellar, a rowan-tree,
         a fragment of the consecrated host – these all make me feel decidedly unsettled. I
         do not say I cannot do magic in their presence, but I always need to take them into account in my spells.
         If there is something here you dislike, you have only to say so and I shall be happy
         to remove it.”
      

      
      The gentleman stared at him a moment as if he had not the least idea what Strange
         was talking about. Then suddenly he exclaimed, “My magical sensibilities, yes! How
         clever of you! My magical sensibilities are, as you suppose, quite tremendous! And
         just now they inform me that you have recently acquired an object of great power!
         A ring of disenchantment? An urn of visibility? Something of that nature? My congratulations!
         Shew me the object and I shall immediately instruct you as to its history and proper
         use!”
      

      
      “Actually no,” said Strange, surprized. “I have nothing of that sort.”

      
      The gentleman frowned. He looked hard, first at a chamber-pot half-hidden under the
         table, then at a mourning-ring that contained a miniature of an angel painted on ivory, and finally at a painted pottery jar that
         had once contained candied peaches and plums. “Perhaps you have come upon it by accident?”
         he asked. “Such objects can be very powerful even if the magician has no idea that
         they are present.”
      

      
      “I really do not think so,” said Strange. “That jar, for instance, was purchased in
         Genoa from a confectioner’s. And there were dozens in the shop, just the same. I cannot
         see why one would be magical and the others not.”
      

      
      “No, indeed,” agreed the gentleman. “And really there does not seem to be any thing
         here apart from the usual objects. I mean,” he added quickly, “the objects that I
         would expect to find in the apartments of a magician of your genius.”
      

      
      There was a short pause.

      
      “You make no reply to my offer,” said Strange. “You are undecided until you know more
         of me. That is just as it should be. In a day or two I will do myself the honour of
         soliciting your company again and we shall talk some more.”
      

      
      “It has been a most interesting conversation!” said the gentleman.

      
      “The first of many, I hope,” said Strange, politely, and bowed.

      
      The gentleman bowed in return.

      
      Then Strange released the gentleman from the spell of summoning and he promptly disappeared.

      
      Strange’s excitement was immense. He supposed he ought to sit down and make sober,
         scholarly notes of what he had seen, but it was difficult to keep from dancing, laughing
         and clapping his hands. He actually performed several figures of a country-dance,
         and if the carved wooden figure had not been attached by its feet to a wooden pillar
         he would certainly have made it his partner and whirled about the room with it.
      

      
      When the dancing fit left him he was sorely tempted to write to Norrell. In fact he
         did sit down and begin a letter full of triumph and steeped in sarcasm. (“You will
         no doubt be delighted to learn …”) But then he thought better of it. “It will only provoke him to make my house disappear, or something. Ha! How furious he will be when I arrive
         back in England. I must publish the news immediately I return. I shall not wait for
         the next issue of The Famulus. That would take much too long. Murray will complain but I cannot help that. The Times would be best. I wonder what he meant by all that nonsense about rings of power and
         chamberpots? I suppose he was trying to account for my success in summoning him.”
      

      
      Upon the whole he could not have been more pleased with himself if he had conjured
         up John Uskglass himself and had half an hour of civil conversation with him. The
         only unsettling part of the business was the memory – returning to him in scraps and
         fragments – of the form his madness had taken this time. “I think I turned into Lascelles
         or Drawlight! How perfectly horrible!”
      

      
      The next morning Stephen Black had business to conduct for Sir Walter. He paid a visit
         to a banker in Lombard-street; he spoke to a portrait-painter in Little-Britain; he
         delivered instructions to a woman in Fetter-lane about a gown for Lady Pole. His next
         appointment was at the office of an attorney. A soft, heavy snow was falling. All
         around him were the customary sounds of the City: the snorting and stamping of the
         horses, the rattle of the carriages, the cries of the street-vendors, the slamming
         of doors and the padding of feet through the snow.
      

      
      He was standing at the corner of Fleet-street and Mitre-court. He had just taken out
         his pocket-watch (a present from the gentleman with the thistle-down hair), when every
         sound ceased as if it had been cut off with a knife. For a moment it seemed he must
         have been struck deaf. But almost before he could feel any alarm he looked round and
         realized that this was not the only peculiarity. The street was suddenly empty. There
         were no people, no cats, no dogs, no horses, no birds. Everyone was gone.
      

      
      And the snow! That was the oddest thing of all. It hung, suspended in the air, in
         huge, soft white flakes, as big as sovereigns.
      

      
      “Magic!” he thought in disgust.
      

      
      He walked a little way down Mitre-court, looking in the windows of the shops. Lamps
         were still lit; goods were lying heaped or scattered over the counters – silks, tobacco,
         sheet-music; fires were still burning in the hearths but their flames were frozen.
         He looked back and discovered that he had made a sort of tunnel through the three-dimensional
         lace-work of snow. It was, of all the strange things he had seen in his life, the
         strangest.
      

      
      From out of nowhere a furious voice cried, “I thought myself quite safe from him!
         What tricks can he be using?” The gentleman with the thistle-down hair suddenly appeared
         immediately before Stephen, with blazing face and glittering eyes.
      

      
      The shock was so great that for a moment Stephen feared he would drop down in a swoon.
         But he was well aware how highly the gentleman prized coolness and composure, so he
         hid his fright as best he could and gasped, “Safe from whom, sir?”
      

      
      “Why, the magician, Stephen! The magician! I thought that he must have acquired some
         potent object that would reveal my presence to him. But I could not see any thing
         in his rooms and he swore that he had nothing of the sort. Just to be sure I have
         circled the globe in the past hour and examined every ring of power, every magical
         chalice and quern. But none of them are missing. They are all exactly where I thought
         they were.”
      

      
      From this rather incomplete explanation Stephen deduced that the magician must have
         succeeded in summoning and speaking to the gentleman with the thistle-down hair. “But
         surely, sir,” he said, “there was a time when you wished to aid the magicians and
         do magic with them and gain their gratitude. That is how you came to rescue Lady Pole,
         is it not? Perhaps you will find you like it better than you think.”
      

      
      “Oh, perhaps! But I really do not think so. I tell you, Stephen, apart from the inconvenience
         of having him summon me whenever he chuses, it was the dreariest half hour I have
         spent in many a long age. I have never heard any one talk so much! He is quite the most conceited person I have ever met. People like that who must be continually
         talking themselves and have no time to listen to any one else are quite disgusting
         to me.”
      

      
      “Oh, indeed, sir! It is most vexatious. And I dare say that, since you will be busy
         with the magician, we will have to put off making me King of England?”
      

      
      The gentleman said something very fierce in his own language – presumably a curse.
         “I believe you are right – and that makes me angrier than all the rest put together!”
         He thought for a moment. “But then again, it may not be so bad as we fear. These English
         magicians are generally very stupid. They usually want the same things. The poor ones
         desire an unending supply of turnips or porridge; the rich ones want yet more riches,
         or power over the whole world; and the young ones want the love of some princess or
         queen. As soon as he asks for one of those things, I will grant it to him. It is sure
         to bring a world of trouble on his head. It always does. He will become distracted
         and then you and I can pursue our plan to make you King of England! Oh, Stephen! How
         glad I am that I came to you! I always hear better sense from you than from anyone
         else!” Upon the instant the gentleman’s anger evaporated and he was full of delight.
         The sun actually appeared from behind a cloud and all the strange, suspended fall
         of snow glittered and blazed around them (though whether this was the gentleman’s
         doing or no, Stephen could not tell).
      

      
      He was about to point out that he had not actually suggested any thing, but in that
         instant the gentleman disappeared. All the people, horses, carriages, cats and dogs
         immediately reappeared, and Stephen walked straight into a fat woman in a purple pelisse.
      

      
      Strange rose from his bed in excellent spirits. He had slept for eight hours without
         interruption. For the first time in weeks he had not got up in the middle of the night
         to do magic. As a reward to himself for his success in summoning the fairy, he decided
         that today should be a holiday. Shortly after ten o’clock, he presented himself at the palazzo where the Greysteels were staying and found the family at their breakfast. He accepted
         their invitation to sit down, ate some hot rolls, drank some coffee and told Miss
         Greysteel and Aunt Greysteel that he was entirely at their service.
      

      
      Aunt Greysteel was happy to give up her share of the favour to her niece. Miss Greysteel
         and Strange passed the forenoon in reading books about magic together. These were
         books that he had lent to her or that she had bought upon his recommendation. They
         were Portishead’s A Child’s History of the Raven King, Hickman’s Life of Martin Pale and Hether-Gray’s The Anatomy of a Minotaur. Strange had read them when he first began to study magic and he was amused to discover
         how simple, almost innocent, they seemed to him now. It was the most agreeable thing
         in the world to read them to Miss Greysteel, and answer her questions, and listen
         to her opinions upon them – eager, intelligent and, it seemed to him, slightly over-serious.
      

      
      At one o’clock, after a light repast of cold meat, Aunt Greysteel declared that they
         had all sat still long enough and she proposed a walk. “I dare say, Mr Strange, that
         you will be glad of the fresh air. Scholars often neglect exercise.”
      

      
      “We are very sad fellows, madam,” agreed Strange, cheerfully.

      
      It was a fine day. They wandered through the narrow streets and alleys and chanced
         upon a happy succession of intriguing objects: a carving of a dog with a bone in its
         mouth; a shrine to a saint that none of them recognized; a set of windows whose curtains
         seemed at first to be made of heavy swags of the most exquisite lace, but which were
         found upon closer examination to be only spiders’ webs – vast, intermingling spiders’
         webs which permeated every part of the room inside. They had no guide to tell them
         about these things; there was no one standing near whom they could ask; and so they
         entertained themselves by making up their own explanations.
      

      
      Just before twilight they entered a chilly, stony, little square with a well at its
         centre. It was a curiously blank and empty place. The ground was paved with ancient stones. The walls were pierced with surprizingly
         few windows. It was as if the houses had all been offended by something the square
         had done and had resolutely turned their backs and looked the other way. There was
         one tiny shop that appeared to sell nothing but Turkish Delight of an infinite number
         of varieties and colours. It was closed, but Miss Greysteel and Aunt Greysteel peered
         into the window and wondered aloud when it might open and whether they would be able
         to find their way back to it.
      

      
      Strange walked about. He was thinking of nothing in particular. The air was very cold
         – pleasantly so – and overhead the first star of evening appeared. He became aware
         of a peculiar scraping sound behind him and he turned to see what was making it.
      

      
      In the darkest corner of the little square something was standing – a thing the like
         of which he had never seen before. It was black – so black that it might have been
         composed of the surrounding darkness. Its head or top took the form of an old-fashioned
         sedan chair, such as one might occasionally see conveying a dowager about Bath. It
         had windows with black curtains pulled across. But beneath the windows it dwindled
         into the body and legs of a great black bird. It wore a tall black hat and carried
         a thin, black walking-stick. It had no eyes, yet Strange could tell it was looking
         at him. It was scraping the tip of the walking-stick across the paving stones with
         a horrible jerking motion.
      

      
      He supposed he ought to feel afraid. He supposed that he ought perhaps to do some
         magic to try and fend it off. Spells of dispersal, spells of dismissal, spells of
         protection flowed through his brain but he somehow failed to catch hold of any of
         them. Although the thing reeked of evil and malevolence, he had a strong sense that
         it was no danger to himself or any one else just at present. It seemed more like a
         sign of evil-yet-to-come.
      

      
      He was just beginning to wonder how the Greysteels bore with this sudden appearance
         of horror in their midst when something shifted in his brain; the thing was no longer
         there. In its place stood the stout form of Dr Greysteel – Dr Greysteel in black clothes, Dr Greysteel with
         a walking-stick in his hand.
      

      
      “Well?” called out Dr Greysteel.

      
      “I … I beg your pardon!” Strange called back. “Did you speak? I was thinking of …
         of something else.”
      

      
      “I asked you if you intended to dine with us tonight!”

      
      Strange stared at him.

      
      “What is the matter? Are you sick?” asked Dr Greysteel. He looked rather probingly
         at Strange as if he saw something in the magician’s face or manner he did not like.
      

      
      “I am perfectly well, I assure you,” said Strange. “And I will dine with you gladly.
         I should like nothing better. Only I have promised Lord Byron that I will play billiards
         with him at four.”
      

      
      “We should find a gondola to take us back,” said Dr Greysteel. “I believe Louisa is
         more tired than she admits to.” (He meant Aunt Greysteel.) “Where do you meet his
         lordship? Where shall we tell the fellow to take you?”
      

      
      “Thank you,” said Strange, “but I shall walk. Your sister was right. I am in need
         of fresh air and exercise.”
      

      
      Miss Greysteel was a little disappointed to find that Strange was not to return with
         them. The two ladies and the magician took a somewhat prolonged leave of each other
         and reminded each other several times that they were all to meet again in a few hours,
         until Dr Greysteel began to lose patience with them all.
      

      
      The Greysteels walked off in the direction of the Rio. Strange followed at a distance. Despite his cheerful assurances to Dr Greysteel,
         he was feeling badly shaken. He tried to persuade himself that the apparition had
         been nothing more than a trick of the light, but it would not do. He was obliged to
         admit to himself that what it most resembled was a return of the old lady’s madness.
      

      
      “It is really most aggravating! The effects of the tincture seemed to have worn off
         entirely! Well, pray God, I do not need to drink any more of it. If this fairy refuses
         to serve me, I shall simply have to find another way of summoning someone else.”
      

      
      He emerged from the alley into the clearer light of the Rio and saw that the Greysteels had found a gondola and that someone – a gentleman –
         was helping Miss Greysteel into it. He thought at first that it was a stranger, but
         then he saw that this person had a head of shining thistle-down hair. He hurried to
         meet him.
      

      
      “What a beautiful young woman!” said the gentleman, as the gondola pulled away from
         the quayside. His eyes sparkled with brilliance. “And she dances most delightfully,
         I expect?”
      

      
      “Dances?” said Strange. “I do not know. We were supposed to attend a ball together
         in Genoa, but she had the toothach and we did not go. I am surprized to see you. I
         had not expected that you would come until I summoned you again.”
      

      
      “Ah, but I have been thinking about your proposal that we do magic together! And I
         now perceive it to be an excellent plan!”
      

      
      “I am pleased to hear it,” said Strange, suppressing a smile. “But tell me something.
         I have been trying to summon you for weeks. Why did you not come before?”
      

      
      “Oh! That is easily explained!” declared the gentleman, and he began a long story
         about a cousin of his who was very wicked and very jealous of all his talents and
         virtues; who hated all English magicians; and who had somehow contrived to distort
         Strange’s magic so that the gentleman had not known of the summons until last night.
         It was an exceedingly complicated tale and Strange did not believe a word of it. But
         he thought it prudent to look as if he did and so he bowed his acceptance.
      

      
      “And to shew you how sensible I am of the honour you do me,” finished up the gentleman,
         “I will bring you any thing you desire.”
      

      
      “Any thing?” repeated Strange, with a sharp look. “And this offer is – if I understand
         correctly – in the nature of a binding agreement. You cannot deny me something once
         I have named it?”
      

      
      “Nor would I wish to!”

      
      “And I can ask for riches, dominion over all the world? That sort of thing?”

      
      “Exactly!” said the gentleman with a delighted air. He raised his hands to begin.
      

      
      “Well, I do not want any of those things. What I chiefly want is information. Who
         was the last English magician you dealt with?”
      

      
      A moment’s pause.

      
      “Oh, you do not want to hear about that!” declared the gentleman. “I assure you it
         is very dull. Now, come! There must be something you desire above all else? A kingdom
         of your own? A beautiful companion? Princess Pauline Borghese is a most delightful
         woman and I can have her here in the twinkling of an eye!”
      

      
      Strange opened his mouth to speak and then stopt a moment. “Pauline Borghese, you
         say? I saw a picture of her in Paris.”2 Then, recollecting himself, he continued, “But I am not interested in that just at
         present. Tell me about magic. How would I go about turning myself into a bear? Or
         a fox? What are the names of the three magical rivers that flow through the Kingdom
         of Agrace?3 Ralph Stokesey thought that these rivers influenced events in England; is that true?
         There is mention in The Language of Birds of a group of spells that are cast by manipulating colours; what can you tell me
         about that? What do the stones in the Doncaster Squares represent?”
      

      
      The gentleman threw up his hands in mock surprize. “So many questions!” He laughed;
         it was clearly meant to be a merry, carefree laugh, but it sounded a little forced.
      

      
      “Well then, tell me the answer to one of them. Any one you like.”

      
      The gentleman only smiled pleasantly.

      
      Strange stared at him in undisguised vexation. Apparently the offer did not extend
         to knowledge, only objects. “And if I wanted to give myself a present, I would go
         and buy something!” thought Strange. “If I wanted to see Pauline Borghese, I would simply go to her and introduce
         myself. I do not need magic for that! How in the world do I …” A thought struck him.
         Out loud he said, “Bring me something that you gained from your last dealings with
         an English magician!”
      

      
      “What?” said the gentleman, startled. “No, you do not want that! It is worthless,
         utterly worthless! Think again!”
      

      
      Clearly he was much perturbed by Strange’s request – though Strange could not tell
         why he should be. “Perhaps,” he thought, “the magician gave him something valuable
         and he is loath to give it up. No matter. Once I have seen what it is, and learnt
         what I can from it I shall give it back to him. That ought to persuade him of my good
         intentions.”
      

      
      He smiled politely: “A binding agreement, I think you said? I shall expect it – whatever
         it is – later this evening!”
      

      
      At eight o’clock he dined with the Greysteels in their gloomy dining-hall.

      
      Miss Greysteel asked him about Lord Byron.

      
      “Oh!” said Strange. “He does not intend to return to England. He can write poems anywhere.
         Whereas in my own case, English magic was shaped by England – just as England herself
         was shaped by magic. The two go together. You cannot separate them.”
      

      
      “You mean,” said Miss Greysteel, frowning a little, “that English minds and history
         and so forth were shaped by magic. You are speaking metaphorically.”
      

      
      “No, I was speaking quite literally. This city, for example, was built in the common
         way …”
      

      
      “Oh!” interrupted Dr Greysteel, laughing. “How like a magician that sounds! The slight
         edge of contempt when he speaks of things being done in the common way!”
      

      
      “I do not think that I intended any disrespect. I assure you I have the greatest regard
         for things done in the common way. No, my point was merely that the boundaries of England – its very shape was determined
         by magic.”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel sniffed. “I am not sure of this. Give me an example.”

      
      “Very well. There once was a very fine town stood on the coast of Yorkshire whose
         citizens began to wonder why it was that their King, John Uskglass, should require
         taxes from them. Surely, they argued, so great a magician could conjure up all the
         gold he wanted from the air. Now there is no harm in wondering, but these foolish
         people did not stop there. They refused to pay and began to plot with the King’s enemies.
         A man is best advised to consider carefully before he quarrels with a magician and
         still more with a king. But when these two characters are combined in one person,
         Why! then the peril is multiplied a hundred times. First a wind came out of the north
         and blew through the town. As the wind touched the beasts of the town they grew old
         and died – cows, pigs, fowls and sheep – even the cats and dogs. As the wind touched
         the town itself houses became ruins before the very eyes of the unhappy householders.
         Tools broke, pots shattered, wood warped and split, brick and stone crumbled into
         dust. Stone images in the church wore away as if with extreme age, until, it was said,
         every face of every statue appeared to be screaming. The wind whipped up the sea into
         strange, menacing shapes. The townspeople, very wisely, began to run from the town
         and when they reached the higher ground they looked back and were just in time to
         see the remains of the town slip slowly under the cold, grey waves.”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel smiled. “Let the government be who they may – Whigs, Tories, emperors
         or magicians – they take it very ill when people do not pay their taxes. And shall
         you include these tales in your next book?”
      

      
      “Oh, certainly. I am not one of those miserly authors who measure out their words
         to the last quarter ounce. I have very liberal ideas of authorship. Anyone who cares
         to pay Mr Murray their guinea will find that I have thrown the doors of my warehouse
         wide open and that all my learning is up for sale. My readers may stroll about and
         chuse at their leisure.”
      

      
      Miss Greysteel gave this tale a moment or two of serious consideration. “He was certainly
         provoked,” she said at last, “but it was still the act of a tyrant.”
      

      
      Somewhere in the shadows footsteps were approaching.

      
      “What is it, Frank?” asked Dr Greysteel.

      
      Frank, Dr Greysteel’s servant, emerged from the gloom.

      
      “We have found a letter and a little box, sir. Both for Mr Strange.” Frank looked
         troubled.
      

      
      “Well, do not stand and gape so. Here is Mr Strange, sat just at your elbow. Give
         him his letter and his little box.”
      

      
      Frank’s expression and attitude all declared him to be tussling with some great perplexity.
         His scowl suggested that he believed himself to be quite out of his depth. He made
         one last attempt to communicate his vexation to his master. “We found the letter and
         the little box on the floor just inside the door, sir, but the door was locked and
         bolted!”
      

      
      “Then someone must have unlocked and unbolted it, Frank. Do not be making mysteries,”
         said Dr Greysteel.
      

      
      So Frank gave the letter and box to Strange and wandered away into the darkness again,
         muttering to himself and inquiring of the chairs and tables he met on the way what
         sort of blockhead they took him for.
      

      
      Aunt Greysteel leaned over and politely entreated Mr Strange to use no ceremony –
         he was with friends and should read his letter directly. This was very kind of her,
         but a little superfluous, since Strange had already opened the paper and was reading
         his letter.
      

      
      “Oh, aunt!” cried Miss Greysteel, picking up the little box which Frank had placed
         on the table. “See, how beautiful!”
      

      
      The box was small and oblong and apparently made of silver and porcelain. It was a
         beautiful shade of blue, but then again not exactly blue, it was more like lilac.
         But then again, not exactly lilac either, since it had a tinge of grey in it. To be
         more precise, it was the colour of heartache. But fortunately neither Miss Greysteel nor Aunt Greysteel
         had ever been much troubled by heartache and so they did not recognize it.
      

      
      “It is certainly very pretty,” said her aunt. “Is it Italian, Mr Strange?”

      
      “Mmm?” said Strange. He glanced up. “I do not know.”

      
      “Is there anything inside?” asked Aunt Greysteel.

      
      “Yes, I believe so,” said Miss Greysteel, beginning to open it.

      
      “Flora!” cried Dr Greysteel and shook his head sharply at his daughter. He had an
         idea that the box might be a present which Strange intended to give to Flora. He did
         not like this idea, but Dr Greysteel did not think himself competent to judge the
         sorts of behaviour in which a man like Strange – a fashionable man of the world –
         might consider himself licensed to indulge.
      

      
      Strange, with his nose still deep in the letter, saw and heard none of this. He took
         up the little box and opened it.
      

      
      “Is there any thing inside, Mr Strange?” asked Aunt Greysteel.

      
      Strange shut the box quickly again. “No, madam, nothing at all.” He put the box in
         his pocket and immediately summoned Frank and asked for a glass of water.
      

      
      He left the Greysteels very soon after dinner and went straight to the coffee-house
         on the corner of the Calle de la Cortesia. The first glimpse of the contents of the
         box had been very shocking and he had a strong desire to be among people when he opened
         it again.
      

      
      The waiter brought his brandy. He took a sip and opened the box.

      
      At first he supposed that the fairy had sent him a replica of a small, white, amputated
         finger, made of wax or some such material and very lifelike. It was so pale, so drained
         of blood, that it seemed almost to be tinged with green, with a suggestion of pink
         in the grooves around the fingernail. He wondered that any one should labour so long
         to produce any thing quite so horrible.
      

      
      But the moment he touched it he realized it was not wax at all. It was icy cold, and
         yet the skin moved in the same way as the skin moved upon his own finger and the muscles could be detected beneath the skin, both
         by touch and sight. It was, without a doubt, a human finger. From the size of it he
         thought it was probably a child’s finger or perhaps the smallest finger of a woman
         with rather delicate hands.
      

      
      “But why would the magician give him a finger?” he wondered. “Perhaps it was the magician’s
         finger? But I do not see how that can be, unless the magician were either a child
         or a woman.” It occurred to him that he had heard something about a finger once, but
         for the moment he could not remember what it was. Oddly enough although he did not
         remember what he had been told, he thought he remembered who had told him. It had been Drawlight. “… which explains why I did not pay a great
         deal of attention. But why would Drawlight have been talking of magic? He knew little
         and cared less.”
      

      
      He drank some more brandy. “I thought that if I had a fairy to explain everything
         to me, then all the mysteries would become clear. But all that has happened is that
         I have acquired another mystery!”
      

      
      He fell to musing upon the various stories he had heard concerning the great English
         magicians and their fairy-servants. Martin Pale with Master Witcherley, Master Fallowthought
         and all the rest. Thomas Godbless with Dick-come-Tuesday; Meraud with Coleman Gray;
         and most famous of all, Ralph Stokesey and Col Tom Blue.
      

      
      When Stokesey first saw Col Tom Blue, he was a wild, unruly person – the last fairy
         in the world to ally himself to an English magician. So Stokesey had followed him
         into Faerie, to Col Tom Blue’s own castle4 and had gone about invisibly and discovered many interesting things.5 Strange was not so naive as to suppose that the story as it had come down to children and magio-historians was an accurate
         description of what had happened. “Yet there is probably some truth in it somewhere,”
         he thought. “Perhaps Stokesey managed to penetrate Col Tom Blue’s castle and that
         proved to Col Tom Blue that he was a magician to be reckoned with. There is no reason
         that I could not do something similar. After all this fairy knows nothing of my skills
         or achievements. If I were to pay him an unexpected visit, it would prove to him the
         extent of my power.”
      

      
      He thought back to the misty, snowy day at Windsor when he and the King had almost
         stumbled into Faerie, lured by the gentleman’s magic. He thought of the wood and the
         tiny lights within it that had suggested an ancient house. The King’s Roads could
         certainly take him there, but – leaving aside his promise to Arabella – he had no
         desire to find the gentleman by magic he had already done. He wanted this to be something
         new and startling. When he next saw the gentleman he wanted to be full of the confidence
         and exhilaration that a successful new spell always bestowed on him.
      

      
      “Faerie is never very far away,” he thought, “and there are a thousand ways of getting
         there. Surely I ought to be able to find one of them?”
      

      
      There was a spell he knew of that could make a path between any two beings the magician
         named. It was an old spell – just a step away from fairy magic. The paths it would
         make could certainly cross the boundaries between worlds. Strange had never used it
         before and he had no idea of what the path would like look or how he would follow
         it. Still he believed he could do it. He muttered the words to himself, made a few
         gestures, and named himself and the gentleman as the two beings between whom the path
         should be drawn.
      

      
      There was a shift as sometimes happened at the start of magic. It was as if an invisible
         door had opened and closed, leaving him upon the other side of it. Or as if all the
         buildings in the city had turned round and everything was now facing in another direction.
         The magic appeared to have worked perfectly – something had certainly happened – but
         he could see no result. He considered what to do next.
      

      
      “It is probably only a matter of perception – and I know how to cure that.” He paused.
         “It is vexatious. I had much rather not use it again, but still, once more is not
         likely to hurt.”
      

      
      He reached into the breast of his coat and brought out the tincture of madness. The
         waiter brought him a glass of water and he carefully tipped in one tiny drop. He drank
         it down.
      

      
      He looked around and perceived for the first time the line of glittering light which
         began at his foot, crossed the tiled floor of the coffee-house and led out of the
         door. It was very like those lines which he had often made to appear upon the silver
         dish of water. He found that if he looked directly at it, it disappeared. But if he
         kept it in the corner of his eye he could see it very well.
      

      
      He paid the waiter and stepped out into the street. “Well,” he said, “that is truly
         remarkable.”
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      It was as if that fate which had always seemed to threaten the city of Venice had
         overtaken her in an instant; but instead of being drowned in water, she was drowned
         in trees. Dark, ghostly trees crowded the alleys and squares, and filled the canals.
         Walls were no obstacle to them. Their branches pierced stone and glass. Their roots
         plunged deep beneath paving stones. Statues and pillars were sheathed in ivy. It was
         suddenly – to Strange’s senses at any rate – a great deal quieter and darker. Trailing
         beards of mistletoe hid lamps and candles and the dense canopy of branches blocked
         out the moon.
      

      
      Yet none of Venice’s inhabitants appeared to notice the least change. Strange had
         often read how men and women could be cheerfully oblivious to magic going on around
         them, but never before had he seen an example of it. A baker’s apprentice was carrying
         a tray of bread on his head. As Strange watched, the man neatly circumvented all the
         trees he did not know were there and ducking this way and that to avoid branches which
         would have poked his eye out. A man and a woman dressed for the ballroom or the Ridotto, with cloaks and masks, came down the Salizzada San Moisé together, arm in arm, heads
         together, whispering. A great tree stood in their way. They parted quite naturally,
         passed one on each side of the tree and joined arms again on the other side.
      

      
      Strange followed the line of glittering light down an alley to the quayside. The trees
         went on where the city stopped, and the line of light led through the trees.
      

      
      He did not much care for the idea of stepping into the sea. At Venice there is no
         gently sloping beach to lead one inch by inch into the water; the stone world of the
         city ends at the quayside and the Adriatic begins immediately. Strange had no notion
         how deep the water might be just here, but he was tolerably certain that it was deep
         enough to drown in. All he could do was hope that the glittering path which led him
         through the wood would also prevent him from drowning.
      

      
      Yet at the same time it pleased his vanity to think how much better suited he was
         to this adventure than Norrell. “He could never be persuaded to step into the sea.
         He hates getting wet. Who was it that said a magician needs the subtlety of a Jesuit,
         the daring of a soldier and the wits of a thief? I believe it was meant for a insult,
         but it has some truth in it.”
      

      
      He stepped off the quayside.

      
      Instantly the sea became more ethereal and dreamlike, and the wood became more solid.
         Soon the sea was scarcely more than a faint silver shimmer among the dark trees and
         a salty tang mingling with the usual scents of a night-time wood.
      

      
      “I am,” thought Strange, “the first English magician to enter Faerie in almost three
         hundred years.”1 He felt excessively pleased at the thought and rather wished there were someone there
         to see him do it and be astonished. He realized how tired he was of books and silence,
         how he longed for the times when to be a magician meant journeys into places no Englishman
         had ever seen. For the first time since Waterloo he was actually doing something.
         Then it occurred to him that, rather than congratulating himself, he ought to be looking about
         him and seeing if there were any thing he could learn. He applied himself to studying
         his surroundings.
      

      
      The wood was not quite an English wood, though it was very like it. The trees were
         a little too ancient, a little too vast and a little too fantastic in shape. Strange
         had the strong impression that they possessed fully formed characters, with loves,
         hates and desires of their own. They looked as if they were accustomed to being treated
         equally with men and women, and expected to be consulted in matters that concerned
         them.
      

      
      “This,” he thought, “is just as I would have expected, but it ought to stand as a
         warning to me of how different this world is from my own. The people I meet here are
         sure to ask me questions. They will want to trick me.” He began to imagine the sorts
         of questions they might ask him and to prepare a variety of clever answers. He felt
         no fear; a dragon might appear for all he cared. He had come so far in the last two
         days; he felt as if there was nothing he could not do if he tried.
      

      
      After twenty minutes or so of walking the glittering line led him to the house. He
         recognized it immediately; its image had been so sharp and clear before him that day
         in Windsor. Yet at the same time it was different. In Windsor it had appeared bright
         and welcoming. Now he was struck by its overwhelming air of poverty and desolation.
         The windows were many, but very small and most of them were dark. It was much bigger
         than he expected – far larger than any earthly dwelling. “The Czar of Russia may have
         a house as large as this,” he thought, “or perhaps the Pope in Rome. I do not know.
         I have never been to those places.”
      

      
      It was surrounded by a high wall. The glittering line seemed to stop at the wall.
         He could not see any opening. He muttered Ormskirk’s Spell of Revelation, followed
         immediately by Taillemache’s Shield, a charm to ensure safe passage through enchanted
         places. His luck held and immediately a mean little gate appeared. He passed through
         it and found himself in a wide grey courtyard. It was full of bones that glimmered whitely in the starlight. Some skeletons were
         clad in rusting armour; the weapons that had destroyed them were still tangled with
         their ribs or poking out of an eye-socket.
      

      
      Strange had seen the battlefields of Badajoz and Waterloo; he was scarcely perturbed
         by a few ancient skeletons. Still it was interesting. He felt as if he really were
         in Faerie now.
      

      
      Despite the dilapidation of the house he had the strongest suspicion that there was
         something magical about its appearance. He tried Ormskirk’s Revelation again. Immediately
         the house shifted and changed and he could see that it was only partly built of stone.
         Some of what had appeared to be walls, buttresses and towers was now revealed as a
         great mound of earth – a hillside in fact.
      

      
      “It is a brugh!” he thought in great excitement.2

      
      He passed under a low doorway and found himself immediately in a vast room filled
         with people dancing. The dancers were dressed in the finest clothes imaginable, but
         the room itself seemed in the very worst state of repair. Indeed at one end, part
         of a wall had collapsed and lay in a heap of rubble. The furnishings were few and
         shabby, the candles were of the poorest sort and there was only one fiddler and one
         piper to provide the music.
      

      
      No one appeared to be paying Strange the least attention and so he stood among the
         people near the wall and watched the dance. In many ways the entertainment here was
         less foreign to him than, say, a conversazione3 in Venice. The manners of the guests seemed more English and the dance itself was
         very like the country dances that are enjoyed by ladies and gentlemen from Newcastle
         to Penzance every week of the year.
      

      
      It occurred to him that once upon a time he had been fond of dancing, and so had Arabella.
         But after the war in Spain he had hardly danced with her – or indeed with any one
         else. Wherever he had gone in London – whether to a ballroom or Government office – there had always
         been too many people to talk to about magic. He wondered if Arabella had danced with
         other people. He wondered if he had asked her. “Though if I did think to ask her,”
         he thought with a sigh, “I clearly did not listen to her answers – I cannot remember
         any thing about it.”
      

      
      “Good God, sir! What are you doing here?”

      
      Strange turned to see who spoke. The one thing he was not prepared for was that the
         first person he should meet should be Sir Walter Pole’s butler. He could not remember
         the fellow’s name, though he had heard Sir Walter speak it a hundred times. Simon?
         Samuel?
      

      
      The man grasped Strange by the arm and shook him. He seemed highly agitated. “For
         God’s sake, sir, what are you doing here? Don’t you know that he hates you?”
      

      
      Strange opened his mouth to deliver one of the clever ripostes but then hesitated.
         Who hated him? Norrell?
      

      
      In the complexity of the dance the man was whisked away. Strange looked for him again
         and caught sight of him on the other side of the room. The man glared furiously at
         Strange as if he were angry at him for not leaving.
      

      
      “How odd,” thought Strange. “And yet of course they would do that. They would do the
         thing you least expected. Probably it is not Pole’s butler at all. Probably it is
         only a fairy in his likeness. Or a magical illusion.” He began to look around for
         his own fairy.
      

      
      “Stephen! Stephen!”

      
      “I am here, sir!” Stephen turned and found the gentleman with the thistle-down hair
         at his elbow.
      

      
      “The magician is here! He is here! What can he want?”

      
      “I do not know, sir.”

      
      “Oh! He has come here to destroy me! I know he has!”

      
      Stephen was astonished. For a long time he had imagined that the gentleman was proof against any injury. Yet here he was in a condition of the
         utmost anxiety and fright.
      

      
      “But why would he want to do that, sir?” asked Stephen in a soothing tone. “I think
         it far more likely that he has come here to rescue … to take home his wife. Perhaps
         we should release Mrs Strange from her enchantment and permit her to return home with
         her husband? And Lady Pole too. Let Mrs Strange and Lady Pole return to England with
         the magician, sir. I am sure that will be enough to mollify his anger against you.
         I am sure I can persuade him.”
      

      
      “What? What are you talking about? Mrs Strange? No, no, Stephen! You are quite mistaken!
         Indeed you are! He has not so much as mentioned our dear Mrs Strange. You and I, Stephen,
         know how to appreciate the society of such a woman. He does not. He has forgotten
         all about her. He has a new sweetheart now – a bewitching young woman whose lovely
         presence I hope one day will add lustre to our own balls! There is naught so fickle
         as an Englishman! Oh, believe me! He has come to destroy me! From the moment he asked
         me for Lady Pole’s finger I knew that he was far, far cleverer than I had ever guessed
         before. Advise me, Stephen. You have lived among these Englishmen for years. What
         ought I to do? How can I protect myself? How can I punish such wickedness?”
      

      
      Through all the dullness and heaviness of his enchantment Stephen struggled to think
         clearly. A great crisis was upon him, he was sure of it. Never before had the gentleman
         asked for his help so openly. Surely he ought to be able to turn the situation to
         his advantage? But how? And he knew from long experience that none of the gentleman’s
         moods lasted long; he was the most mercurial being in the world. The smallest word
         could turn his fear into a blazing rage and hatred – if Stephen misspoke now, then
         far from freeing himself and the others, he might goad the gentleman into destroying
         them all. He gazed about the room in search of inspiration.
      

      
      “What shall I do, Stephen?” moaned the gentleman. “What shall I do?”
      

      
      Something caught Stephen’s eye. Beneath a black arch stood a familiar figure: a fairy
         woman who habitually wore a black veil that went from the crown of her head to the
         tips of her fingers. She never joined in the dancing; she half-walked, half-floated
         among the dancers and the standers-by. Stephen had never seen her speak to any one,
         but when she passed by there was a faint smell of graveyards, earth and charnel houses.
         He could never look upon her without feeling a shiver of apprehension, but whether
         she was malignant, cursed, or both, he did not know.
      

      
      “There are people in this world,” he began, “whose lives are nothing but a burden
         to them. A black veil stands between them and the world. They are utterly alone. They
         are like shadows in the night, shut off from joy and love and all gentle human emotions,
         unable even to give comfort to each other. Their days are full of nothing but darkness,
         misery and solitude. You know whom I mean, sir. I … I do not speak of blame …” The
         gentleman was gazing at him with fierce intensity. “But I am sure we can turn the
         magician’s wrath away from you, if you will only release …”
      

      
      “Ah!” exclaimed the gentleman and his eyes widened with understanding. He held up
         his hand as a sign for Stephen to be silent.
      

      
      Stephen was certain that he had gone too far. “Forgive me,” he whispered.

      
      “Forgive?” said the gentleman in a tone of surprize. “Why, there is nothing to forgive!
         It is long centuries since any one spoke to me with such forthrightness and I honour
         you for it! Darkness, yes! Darkness, misery and solitude!” He turned upon his heel
         and walked away into the crowd.
      

      
      Strange was enjoying himself immensely. The eerie contradictions of the ball did not
         disturb him in the least; they were just what he would have expected. Despite the poverty of the great hall, it was still in part an
         illusion. His magician’s eye perceived that at least part of the room was beneath
         the earth.
      

      
      A little way off a fairy woman was regarding him steadily. She was dressed in a gown
         the colour of a winter sunset and carried a delicate, glittering fan strung with something
         which might have been crystal beads – but which more resembled frost upon leaves and
         the fragile pendants of ice that hang from twigs.
      

      
      A dance was at that moment starting up. No one appeared to claim the fairy woman’s
         hand, so upon an impulse Strange smiled and bowed and said, “There is scarcely any
         one here who knows me. So we cannot be introduced. Nevertheless, madam, I should be
         greatly honoured if you would dance with me.”
      

      
      She did not answer him or smile in return, but she took his proffered hand and allowed
         him to lead her to the dance. They took their places in the set and stood for a moment
         without saying a word.
      

      
      “You are wrong to say no one knows you,” she said suddenly. “I know you. You are one
         of the two magicians who is destined to return magic to England.” Then she said, as
         if reciting a prophecy or something that was commonly known, “And the name of one shall be Fearfulness. And the name of the other shall be Arrogance … Well, clearly you are not Fearfulness, so I suppose you must be Arrogance.”
      

      
      This was not very polite.

      
      “That is indeed my destiny,” Strange agreed. “And an excellent one it is!”

      
      “Oh, you think so, do you?” she said, giving him a sideways look. “Then why haven’t
         you done it yet?”
      

      
      Strange smiled. “And what makes you think, madam, that I have not?”

      
      “Because you are standing here.”

      
      “I do not understand.”

      
      “Did not you listen to the prophecy when it was told to you?”
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      “The prophecy, madam?”
      

      
      “Yes, the prophecy of …” She finished by saying a name, but it was in her own language
         and Strange could not make it out.4

      
      “I beg your pardon?”

      
      “The prophecy of the King.”

      
      Strange thought back to Vinculus climbing out from under the winter hedge with bits
         of dry, brown grass and empty seed pods stuck to his clothes; he remembered Vinculus
         reciting something in the winter lane. But what Vinculus had said he had no idea.
         He had had no notion of becoming a magician just then and had not paid any attention.
         “I believe there was a prophecy of some sort, madam,” he said, “but to own the truth
         it was long ago and I do not remember. What does the prophecy say we must do? – the
         other magician and I?”
      

      
      “Fail.”

      
      Strange blinked in surprize. “I … I do not think … Fail? No, madam, no. It is too
         late for that. Already we are the most successful magicians since Martin Pale.”
      

      
      She said nothing.

      
      Was it too late to fail? wondered Strange. He thought of Mr Norrell in the house in
         Hanover-square, of Mr Norrell at Hurtfew Abbey, of Mr Norrell complimented by all
         the Ministers and politely attended to by the Prince Regent. It was perhaps a little
         ironic that he of all people should take comfort from Norrell’s success, but at that
         moment nothing in the world seemed so solid, so unassailable. The fairy woman was
         mistaken.
      

      
      For the next few minutes they were occupied in going down the dance. When they had
         resumed their places in the set, she said, “You are certainly very bold to come here,
         Magician.”
      

      
      “Why? What ought I to fear, madam?”

      
      She laughed. “How many English magicians do you suppose have left their bones lying
         in this brugh? Beneath these stars?”
      

      
      “I have not the least idea.”
      

      
      “Forty-seven.”

      
      Strange began to feel a little less comfortable.

      
      “Not counting Peter Porkiss, but he was no magician. He was only a cowan.”5

      
      “Indeed.”

      
      “Do not pretend that you know what I mean,” she said sharply. “When it is as plain
         as Pandemonium that you do not.”
      

      
      Strange was once again perplexed what to reply. She seemed so bent upon being displeased.
         But then again, he thought, what was so unusual about it? In Bath and London and all
         the cities of Europe ladies pretended to scold the men they meant to attract. For
         all he knew she was just the same. He decided to treat her severe manner as a kind
         of flirtation and see if that soothed her. So he laughed lightly and said, “It seems
         you know a great deal of what has passed in this brugh, madam.” It gave him a little thrill of excitement to say the word, a word so ancient
         and romantic.
      

      
      She shrugged. “I have been a visitor here for four thousand years.”6

      
      “I should be very glad to talk you about it whenever you are at liberty.”

      
      “Say rather when you are next at liberty! Then I shall have no objection to answering any of your questions.”
      

      
      “You are very kind.”

      
      “Not at all. A hundred years from tonight then?”

      
      “I … I beg your pardon?”

      
      But she seemed to feel she had talked enough and he could get nothing more from her
         but the most commonplace remarks upon the ball and their fellow-dancers.
      

      
      The dance ended; they parted. It had been the oddest and most unsettling conversation
         of Strange’s life. Why in the world should she think that magic had not yet been restored
         to England? And what was all that nonsense about a hundred years? He consoled himself
         with the thought that a woman who passed much of her life in an echoing mansion in
         a deep, dark wood was unlikely to be very well informed upon events in the wider worlds.
      

      
      He rejoined the watchers by the wall. The course of the next dance brought a particularly
         lovely woman close to him. He was struck by the contrast between the beauty of her
         face and the deep, settled unhappiness of her expression. As she raised her hand to
         join hands with her partner, he saw that her little finger was missing.
      

      
      “Curious!” he thought and touched the pocket of his coat where the box of silver and
         porcelain lay. “Perhaps …” But he could not conceive any sequence of events which
         would result in a magician giving the fairy a finger belonging to someone in the fairy’s
         own household. It made no sense. “Perhaps the two things are not connected at all,”
         he thought.
      

      
      But the woman’s hand was so small and white. He was sure that the finger in his pocket
         would fit it perfectly. He was full of curiosity and determined to go and speak to
         her and ask her how she had lost her finger.
      

      
      The dance had ended. She was speaking to another lady, who had her back to him.

      
      “I beg your pardon …” he began.

      
      Instantly the other lady turned. It was Arabella.

      
      She was dressed in a white gown with an overdress of pale blue net and diamonds. It
         glittered like frost and snow, and was far prettier than any gown she had possessed
         when she lived in England. In her hair were sprays of some tiny, star-like blossoms and there was a black velvet
         ribbon tied around her throat.
      

      
      She gazed at him with an odd expression – an expression in which surprize was mixed
         with wariness, delight with disbelief. “Jonathan! Look, my love!” she said to her
         companion. “It is Jonathan!”
      

      
      “Arabella …” he began. He did not know what he meant to say. He held out his hands
         to her; but she did not take them. Without appearing to know what she did, she withdrew
         slightly and joined her hands with those of the unknown woman, as if this was now
         the person to whom she went for comfort and support.
      

      
      The unknown woman looked at Strange in obedience to Arabella’s request. “He looks
         as most men do,” she remarked, coldly. And then, as if she felt the meeting were now
         concluded, “Come,” she said. She tried to lead Arabella away.
      

      
      “Oh, but wait!” said Arabella softly. “I think that he must have come to help us!
         Do not you think he might have?”
      

      
      “Perhaps,” said the unknown woman in a doubtful tone. She stared at Strange again.
         “No. I do not think so. I believe he came for another reason entirely.”
      

      
      “I know that you have warned me against false hopes,” said Arabella, “and I have tried
         to do as you advise. But he is here! I was sure he would not forget me so soon.”
      

      
      “Forget you!” exclaimed Strange. “No, indeed! Arabella, I …”

      
      “Did you come here to help us?” asked the unknown woman, suddenly addressing Strange directly.
      

      
      “What?” said Strange. “No, I … You must understood that until now I did not know …
         Which is to say, I do not quite understand …”
      

      
      The unknown woman made a small sound of exasperation. “Did you or did you not come
         here to help us? It is a simple enough question I should think.”
      

      
      “No,” said Strange. “Arabella, speak to me, I beg you. Tell me what has …”

      
      “There? You see?” said the unknown woman to Arabella. “Now let you and me find a corner
         where we can be peaceful together. I believe I saw an unoccupied bench near the door.”
      

      
      But Arabella would not be persuaded to walk away just yet. She continued to gaze at
         Strange in the same odd way; it was as if she were looking at a picture of him, rather
         than the flesh-and-blood man. She said, “I know you do not put a great deal of faith
         in what men can do, but …”
      

      
      “I put no faith in them at all,” interrupted the unknown woman. “I know what it is
         to waste years and years upon vain hopes of help from this person or that. No hope
         at all is better than ceaseless disappointment!”
      

      
      Strange’s patience was gone. “You will forgive my interrupting you, madam,” he said
         to the unknown woman, “though I observe you have done nothing but interrupt since
         I joined you! I fear I must insist on a minute’s private conversation with my wife!
         Perhaps if you will have the goodness to retire a pace or two …”
      

      
      But neither she nor Arabella was attending to him. They were directing their gaze
         a little to his right. The gentleman with thistle-down hair was just at his shoulder.
      

      
      Stephen pushed through the crowd of dancers. His conversation with the gentleman had
         been most unnerving. Something had been decided upon, but the more Stephen thought
         about it, the more he realized he had not the least idea what it was. “It is still
         not too late,” he muttered as forced his way through. “It is not still too late.”
         Part of him – the cold, uncaring, enchanted half – wondered what he meant by that.
         Not too late to save himself? To save Lady Pole and Mrs Strange? The magician?
      

      
      Never had the lines of dancers seemed so long, so like a fence barring his way. On
         the other side of the room he thought he saw a head of gleaming, thistle-down hair.
         “Sir!” he cried. “Wait! I must speak with you again!”
      

      
      The light changed. The sounds of music, dancing and conversation were swept away. Stephen looked around, expecting to find himself in a new city or
         upon another continent. But he was still in the great hall of Lost-hope. It was empty;
         the dancers and musicians were gone. Three people remained: Stephen himself and, some
         way off, the magician and the gentleman with the thistle-down hair.
      

      
      The magician called out his wife’s name. He hastened towards a dark door as if he
         intended to dash off into the house in search of her.
      

      
      “Wait!” cried the gentleman with the thistle-down hair. The magician turned and Stephen
         saw that his face was black with anger, that his mouth was working as if a spell were
         about to explode out of him.
      

      
      The gentleman with the thistle-down hair raised his hands. The great hall was filled with a flock of birds. In the blink of an eye they were
            there; in the blink of an eye they were gone.
      

      
      The birds had struck Stephen with their wings. They had knocked the breath out of
         him. When he recovered enough to lift his head, he saw that the gentleman with the
         thistle-down hair had raised his hands a second time.
      

      
      The great hall was full of spinning leaves. Winter-dry and brown they were, turning
            in a wind that had come out of nowhere. In the blink of an eye they were there; in
            the blink of an eye they were gone.
      

      
      The magician was staring wildly. He did not seem to know what to do in the face of
         such overwhelming magic. “He is lost,” thought Stephen.
      

      
      The gentleman with the thistle-down hair raised his hands a third time. The great hall was full of rain – not a rain of water, a rain of blood. In the blink
            of an eye it was there; in the blink of an eye it was gone.
      

      
      The magic ended. In that instant the magician disappeared and the gentleman with the
         thistle-down hair dropped to the floor, like a man in a swoon.
      

      
      “Where is the magician, sir?” cried Stephen, rushing to kneel beside him. “What has
         happened?”
      

      
      “I have sent him back to Altinum’s sea colony,”7 he said in a hoarse whisper. He tried to smile, but seemed quite unable. “I have
         done it, Stephen! I have done what you advised! It has taken all my strength. My old
         alliances have been stretched to their utmost limit. But I have changed the world!
         Oh! I have dealt him such a blow! Darkness, misery and solitude! He will not hurt
         us any more!” He attempted a triumphant laugh, but it turned into a fit of coughing
         and retching. When it was done he took Stephen’s hand. “Do not be concerned about
         me, Stephen. I am a little tired, that is all. You are a person of remarkable vision
         and penetration. Henceforth you and I are no longer friends: we are brothers! You
         have helped me defeat my enemy and in return I shall find your name. I shall make
         you King!” His voice faded to nothing.
      

      
      “Tell me what you have done!” whispered Stephen.

      
      But the gentleman closed his eyes.

      
      Stephen remained kneeling in the ballroom, grasping the gentleman’s hand. The tallow
         candles went out; the shadows closed about them.
      

      
   
      
      
56
The Black Tower
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      Dr Greysteel was asleep and dreaming. In his dream someone was calling for him and
         something was required of him. He was anxious to oblige whoever it was and so he went
         to this place and that, searching for them; but he did not find them and still they
         called his name. Finally he opened his eyes.
      

      
      “Who’s there?” he asked.

      
      “It’s me, sir. Frank, sir.”

      
      “What’s the matter?”

      
      “Mr Strange is here. He wants to speak to you, sir.”

      
      “Is something wrong?”

      
      “He don’t say, sir. But, I think there must be.”

      
      “Where is he, Frank?”

      
      “He won’t come in, sir. He won’t be persuaded. He’s outside, sir.”

      
      Dr Greysteel lowered his legs out of the bed and drew in his breath sharply. “It’s
         cold, Frank!” he said.
      

      
      “Yes, sir.” Frank helped Dr Greysteel on with his dressing-gown and slippers. They
         padded through numerous dark rooms, across acres of dark marble floors. In the vestibule
         a lamp was burning. Frank pulled back the great iron double doors and then he picked
         up the lamp and went outside. Dr Greysteel followed him.
      

      
      A flight of stone steps descended into darkness. Only the smell of the sea, the lap of water against stone and a certain occasional glitter and shifting-about
         of the darkness gave the observer to understand that at the bottom of the steps there
         was a canal. A few houses round about had lamps burning in windows or upon balconies.
         Beyond this all was silence and darkness.
      

      
      “There is no one here!” cried Dr Greysteel. “Where is Mr Strange?”

      
      For answer Frank pointed off to the right. A lamp bloomed suddenly under a bridge
         and by its light Dr Greysteel saw a gondola, waiting. The gondoliero poled his boat towards them. As it approached, Dr Greysteel could see there was a
         passenger. Despite all that Frank had said, it took a moment or two for Dr Greysteel
         to recognize him. “Strange!” he cried. “Good God! What has happened? I did not know
         you! My … my … my dear friend.” Dr Greysteel’s tongue stumbled, trying to find a suitable
         word. He had grown accustomed in the last few weeks to the idea that he and Strange
         would soon stand in a much closer relationship. “Come inside! Frank, quick! Fetch
         a glass of wine for Mr Strange!”
      

      
      “No!” cried Strange in a hoarse, unfamiliar voice. He spoke urgently in Italian to
         the gondoliero. His Italian was considerably more fluent than Dr Greysteel’s and Dr Greysteel did
         not understand him, but the meaning soon became clear when the gondoliero began to move his boat away.
      

      
      “I cannot come inside!” cried Strange. “Do not ask me!

      
      “Very well, but tell me what has happened.”

      
      “I am cursed!”

      
      “Cursed? No! Do not say so.”

      
      “But I do say so. I have been wrong from start to finish! I told this fellow to take
         me a little way off. It is not safe for me to be too close to your house. Dr Greysteel!
         You must send your daughter away!”
      

      
      “Flora! Why?”

      
      “There is someone nearby who means her harm!”

      
      “Good God!”

      
      Strange’s eyes grew wider. “There is someone who means to bind her to a life of ceaseless
         misery! Slavery and subjugation to a wild spirit! An ancient prison built as much
         of cold enchantments as of stone and earth. Wicked, wicked! And then again, perhaps
         not so wicked after all – for what does he do but follow his nature? How can he help
         himself?”
      

      
      Neither Dr Greysteel nor Frank could make any thing of this.

      
      “You are ill, sir,” said Dr Greysteel. “You have a fever. Come inside. Frank can make
         you a soothing drink to take away these evil thoughts. Come inside, Mr Strange.” He
         drew away slightly from the steps so that Strange might approach, but Strange took
         no notice.
      

      
      “I thought …” began Strange, and then stopt immediately. He paused so long it seemed
         he had forgotten what he was going to say, but then he began again. “I thought,” he
         began again, “that Norrell had only lied to me. But I was wrong. Quite wrong. He has
         lied to everybody. He has lied to us all.” Then he spoke to the gondoliero and the gondola moved away into the darkness.
      

      
      “Wait! Wait!” cried Dr Greysteel, but it was gone. He stared into the darkness, hoping
         that Strange would reappear, but he did not.
      

      
      “Should I go after him, sir?” asked Frank.

      
      “We do not know where he has gone.”

      
      “I dare say he has gone home, sir. I can follow him on foot.”

      
      “And say what to him, Frank? He would not listen to us just now. No, let us go inside.
         There is Flora to consider.”
      

      
      But once inside Dr Greysteel stood helpless, quite at a loss to know what to do next.
         He suddenly looked as old as his years. Frank took him gently by the arm and led him
         down a dark stone staircase into the kitchen.
      

      
      It was a very small kitchen to service so many large marble rooms upstairs. In daylight
         it was a dank, gloomy place. There was only one window. It was high up on the wall,
         just above the level of the water outside, and it was covered by a heavy iron grille.
         This meant that most of the room was below the level of the canal. Yet after their encounter
         with Strange, it seemed a warm and friendly place. Frank lit more candles and stirred
         the fire into life. Then he filled a kettle to make them both some tea.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel, seated in a homely kitchen chair, stared into the fire, lost in thought.
         “When he spoke of someone meaning harm to Flora …” he said at last.
      

      
      Frank nodded as if he knew what came next.

      
      “… I could not help thinking he meant himself, Frank,” said Dr Greysteel. “He fears
         he will do something to hurt her and so he comes to warn me.”
      

      
      “That’s it, sir!” agreed Frank. “He comes here to warn us. Which shews that he is
         a good man at heart.”
      

      
      “He is a good man,” said Dr Greysteel, earnestly. “But something has happened. It
         is this magic, Frank. It must be. It is a very queer profession and I cannot help
         wishing he were something else – a soldier or a clergyman or a lawyer! What will we
         tell Flora, Frank? She will not want to go – you may be sure of that! She will not
         want to leave him. Especially when … when he is sick. What can I tell her? I ought
         to go with her. But then who will remain in Venice to take care of Mr Strange?”
      

      
      “You and I will stay here and help the magician, sir. But send Miss Flora away with
         her aunt.”
      

      
      “Yes, Frank! That’s it! That’s what we shall do!”

      
      “Tho’ I must say, sir,” added Frank, “that Miss Flora scarcely needs people to take
         care of her. She is not like other young ladies.” Frank had lived long enough with
         the Greysteels to catch the family habit of regarding Miss Greysteel as someone of
         exceptional abilities and intelligence.
      

      
      Feeling that they had done all that they could for the present, Dr Greysteel and Frank
         went back to bed.
      

      
      But it is one thing to form plans in the middle of the night, it is quite another
         to carry them out in the broad light of day. As Dr Greysteel had predicted, Flora
         objected in the strongest terms to being sent away from Venice and from Jonathan Strange. She did not understand. Why
         must she go?
      

      
      Because, said Dr Greysteel, he was ill.

      
      All the more reason to stay then, she said. He would need someone to nurse him.

      
      Dr Greysteel tried to imply that Strange’s illness was contagious, but he was, by
         principle and inclination, an honest man. He had had little practice at lying and
         he did it badly. Flora did not believe him.
      

      
      Aunt Greysteel scarcely understood the change of plan any better than her niece. Dr
         Greysteel could not stand against their united opposition and so he was obliged to
         take his sister into his confidence and tell her what had happened during the night.
         Unfortunately he had no talent for conveying atmospheres. The peculiar chill of Strange’s
         words was entirely absent from his explanation. Aunt Greysteel understood only that
         Strange had been incoherent. She naturally concluded that he had been drunk. This,
         though very bad, was not unusual among gentlemen and seemed no reason for them all
         to remove to another city.
      

      
      “After all, Lancelot,” she said, “I have known you very much the worse for wine. There was the time we dined with Mr Sixsmith and you
         insisted upon saying good night to all the chickens. You went out into the yard and
         pulled them one by one out of the henhouse and they all escaped and ran about and
         half of them were eaten by the fox. I never saw Antoinette so angry with you.” (Antoinette
         was the Doctor’s late wife.)
      

      
      This was an old story and very demeaning. Dr Greysteel listened with mounting exasperation.
         “For God’s sake, Louisa! I am a physician! I know drunkenness when I see it!”
      

      
      So Frank was brought in. He remembered much more precisely what Strange had said.
         The visions he conjured up of Flora shut away in prison for all eternity were quite
         enough to terrify her aunt. In a very short space of time Aunt Greysteel was as eager
         as any one else to send Flora away from Venice. However she insisted upon one thing – something which had never occurred to Dr Greysteel and Frank: she
         insisted that they tell Flora the truth.
      

      
      It cost Flora Greysteel a great deal of pain to hear that Strange had lost his reason.
         She thought at first they must be mistaken, and even when they had persuaded her that
         it might be true, she was still certain there was no necessity for her to leave Venice;
         she was sure he would never hurt her. But she could now see that her father and aunt
         believed otherwise and that they would never be comfortable until she went. Most reluctantly
         she agreed to leave.
      

      
      Shortly after the departure of the two ladies, Dr Greysteel was sitting in one of
         the palazzo’s chill marble rooms. He was comforting himself with a glass of brandy and trying
         to find the courage to go and look for Strange, when Frank entered the room and said
         something about a black tower.
      

      
      “What?” said Dr Greysteel. He was in no mood to be puzzling out Frank’s eccentricities.

      
      “Come to the window and I will shew you, sir.”

      
      Dr Greysteel got up and went to the window.

      
      Something was standing in the centre of Venice. It could best be described as a black
         tower of impossible vastness. The base of it seemed to cover several acres. It rose
         up out of the city into the sky and the top of it could not be seen. From a distance
         its colour was uniformly black and its texture smooth. But there were moments when
         it seemed almost translucent, as if it were made of black smoke. One caught glimpses
         of buildings behind – or possibly even within – it.
      

      
      It was the most mysterious thing Dr Greysteel had ever seen. “Where can it have come
         from, Frank? And what has happened to the houses that were there before?”
      

      
      Before these or any other questions could be answered, there was a loud, official-sounding
         knock upon the door. Frank went to answer it. He returned a moment later with a small
         crowd of people, none of whom Dr Greysteel had ever seen before. Two of them were
         priests, and there were three or four young men of military bearing who all wore brightly coloured uniforms decorated with an extravagant
         amount of gold lace and braid. The most handsome of the young men stepped forward.
         His uniform was the most splendid of all and he had long yellow moustaches. He explained
         that he was Colonel Wenzel von Ottenfeld, secretary to the Austrian Governor of the
         city. He introduced his companions; the officers were Austrian like himself, but the
         priests were Venetian. This in itself was enough to cause Dr Greysteel some surprize;
         the Venetians hated the Austrians and the two races were hardly ever seen in each
         other’s company.
      

      
      “You are the Sir Doctor?” said Colonel von Ottenfeld. “The friend of the Hexenmeister1 of the Great Vellinton?”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel agreed that he was.

      
      “Ah! Sir Doctor! We are beggars under your feet today!” Von Ottenfeld put on a melancholy
         expression which was much enhanced by his long, drooping moustaches.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel said he was astonished to hear it.

      
      “We come today. We ask your …” Von Ottenfeld frowned and snapped his fingers. “Vermittlung. Wir bitten um Ihre Vermittlung. Wie kann man das sagen?” There was some discussion how this word ought to be translated. One of the Italian
         priests suggested “intercession”.
      

      
      “Yes, yes,” agreed von Ottenfeld, eagerly. “We ask your intercession from us to the
         Hexenmeister of the Great Vellinton. Sir Doctor, we esteem very much the Hexenmeister of the Great Vellinton. But now the Hexenmeister of the Great Vellinton has done something. What calamity! The people of Venice are
         afraid. Many must leave their houses and go away!”
      

      
      “Ah!” said Dr Greysteel, knowingly. He thought for a moment and comprehension dawned.
         “Oh! You think Mr Strange has something to do with this Black Tower.”
      

      
      “No!” declared von Ottenfeld. “It is not a Tower. It is the Night! What calamity!”

      
      “I beg your pardon?” said Dr Greysteel and looked to Frank for help. Frank shrugged.
      

      
      One of the priests, whose English was a little more robust, explained that when the
         sun had risen that morning, it had risen in every part of the city except one – the
         parish of Santa Maria Zobenigo, which was where Strange lived. There, Night continued
         to reign.
      

      
      “Why does the Hexenmeister of the Great Vellinton this?” asked von Ottenfeld, “We do not know. We beg you go,
         Sir Doctor. Ask him, please, for the sun to come back to Santa Maria Zobenigo? Ask
         him, respectfully, to do no more magic in Venice?”
      

      
      “Of course I will go,” said Dr Greysteel. “It is a most distressing situation. And,
         though I am quite sure that Mr Strange has not done this deliberately – that it will
         prove to be all a mistake – I will gladly help in any way I can.”
      

      
      “Ah!” said the priest with the good English, anxiously, and put up his hand, as if
         he feared that Dr Greysteel would rush out to Santa Maria Zobenigo upon the instant.
         “But you will take your servant, please? You will not go alone?”
      

      
      Snow was falling thickly. All of Venice’s sad colours had become shades of grey and
         black. St Mark’s Piazza was a faint grey etching of itself done on white paper. It
         was quite deserted. Dr Greysteel and Frank stumped through the snow together. Dr Greysteel
         carried a lantern and Frank held a black umbrella over the Doctor’s head.
      

      
      Beyond the Piazza rose up the Black Pillar of Night; they passed beneath the arch
         of the Atrio and between the silent houses. The Darkness began halfway across a little
         bridge. It was the eeriest thing in the world to see how the flakes of snow, falling
         aslant, were sucked suddenly into it, as if it were a living thing that ate them up
         with greedy lips.
      

      
      They took one last look at the silent white city and stepped into the Darkness.

      
      The alleys were deserted. The inhabitants of the parish had fled to relatives and
         friends in other parts of the city. But the cats of Venice – who are as contrary a
         set of creatures as the cats of any other city – had flocked to Santa Maria Zobenigo
         to dance and hunt and play in the Endless Night which seemed to them to be a sort
         of high holiday. In the Darkness cats brushed past Dr Greysteel and Frank; and several
         times Dr Greysteel caught sight of glowing eyes watching him from a doorway.
      

      
      When they reached the house where Strange lodged it was quiet. They knocked and called
         out, but no one came. Finding the door was unlocked, they pushed it open. The house
         was dark. They found the staircase and went up to Strange’s room at the top of the
         house where he did magic.
      

      
      After all that had happened they were rather expecting something remarkable, to find
         Strange in conversation with a demon or haunted by horrible apparitions. It was somewhat
         disconcerting that the scene which presented itself was so ordinary. The room looked
         as it had upon numerous occasions. It was lit by a generous number of candles and
         an iron stove gave out a welcome heat. Strange was at the table, bending over his
         silver dish with a pure white light radiating up into his face. He did not look up.
         A clock ticked quietly in the corner. Books, papers and writing things were thickly
         scattered over every surface as usual. Strange passed the tip of his finger over the
         surface of the water and struck it twice very gently. Then he turned and wrote something
         in a book.
      

      
      “Strange,” said Dr Greysteel.

      
      Strange glanced up. He did not look so frantic as he had the night before, but his
         eyes had the same haunted look. He regarded the doctor for a long moment without any
         sign of recognition. “Greysteel,” he murmured at last. “What are you doing here?”
      

      
      “I have come to see how you are. I am concerned about you.”

      
      Strange made no reply to this. He turned back to his silver dish and made a few gestures
         over it. But immediately he seemed dissatisfied with what he had done. He took a glass
         and poured some water into it. Then he took a tiny bottle and carefully tipped two drops of liquid
         into the glass.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel watched him. There was no label upon the bottle; the liquid was amber-coloured;
         it could have been any thing.
      

      
      Strange observed Dr Greysteel’s eyes upon him. “I suppose you are going to say I ought
         not to take this. Well, you may spare yourself the trouble!” He drank it down in one
         draught. “You will not say so when you know the reason!”
      

      
      “No, no,” said Dr Greysteel in his most placating tone —the one he employed for his
         most difficult patients. “I assure you I was going to say nothing of the kind. I only
         wish to know if you are in pain? Or ill? I thought last night that you were. Perhaps
         I can advise …” He stopped. He smelt something. It was quite overpowering – a dry,
         musty scent mixed with something rank and animal; and the curious thing was that he
         recognized it. Suddenly he could smell the room where the old woman lived: the mad
         old woman with all the cats.
      

      
      “My wife is alive,” said Strange. His voice was hoarse and thick. “Ha! There! You
         did not know that!”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel turned cold. If there was any thing Strange could have said to alarm
         him even more, this was probably it.
      

      
      “They told me she was dead!” continued Strange. “They told me that they had buried
         her! I cannot believe I was so taken in! She was enchanted! She was stolen from me!
         And that is why I need this!” He waved the little bottle of amber-coloured liquid
         in the doctor’s face.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel and Frank took a step or two backwards. Frank muttered in the doctor’s
         ear. “All is well, sir. All is well. I shall not let him harm you. I have the measure
         of him. Do not fear.”
      

      
      “I cannot go back to the house,” said Strange. “He has expelled me and he will not
         let me go back. The trees will not let me pass. I have tried spells of disenchantment,
         but they do not work. They do not work …”
      

      
      “Have you been doing magic since last night?” asked Dr Greysteel.

      
      “What? Yes!”
      

      
      “I am very sorry to hear it. You should rest. I dare say you do not remember very
         much of last night …”
      

      
      “Ha!” exclaimed Strange with bitterest irony. “I shall never forget the smallest detail!”

      
      “Is that so? Is that so?” said Dr Greysteel in the same soothing tone. “Well, I cannot
         conceal from you that your appearance alarmed me. You were not yourself. It was the
         consequence, I am sure, of overwork. Perhaps if I …”
      

      
      “Forgive me, Dr Greysteel, but, as I have just explained, my wife is enchanted; she is a prisoner beneath the earth. Much as I would like to continue this conversation,
         I have far more pressing matters to attend to!”
      

      
      “Very well. Calm yourself. Our presence here distresses you. We will go away again
         and come back tomorrow. But before we go, I must say this: the Governor sent a delegation
         to me this morning. He respectfully requests that you refrain from performing magic
         for the present …”
      

      
      “Not do magic!” Strange laughed – a cold, hard, humourless sound. “You ask me to stop
         now? Quite impossible! What did God make me a magician for, if not for this?” He returned
         to his silver dish and began to draw signs in the air, just above the surface of the
         water.
      

      
      “Then at least free the parish from this Unnatural Night. Do that at least, for me?
         For friendship’s sake? For Flora’s sake?”
      

      
      Strange paused in the middle of a gesture. “What are you talking about? What Unnatural
         Night? What is unnatural about it?”
      

      
      “For God’s sake, Strange! It is almost noon!”

      
      For a moment Strange said nothing. He looked at the black window, at the darkness
         in the room and finally at Dr Greysteel. “I had not the least idea,” he whispered,
         aghast. “Believe me! This is not my doing!”
      

      
      “Whose is it then?”

      
      Strange did not reply; he stared vacantly about the room.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel feared it would only vex him to be questioned more about the Darkness,
         and so he simply asked, “Can you bring the daylight back?”
      

      
      “I … I do not know.”

      
      Dr Greysteel told Strange that they would come again the next day and he took the
         opportunity once more to recommend sleep as an excellent remedy.
      

      
      Strange was not listening, but, just as Dr Greysteel and Frank were leaving, he took
         hold of the doctor’s arm and whispered, “May I ask you something?”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel nodded.

      
      “Are you not afraid that it will go out?”

      
      “What will go out?” asked Dr Greysteel.

      
      “The candle.” Strange gestured to Dr Greysteel’s forehead. “The candle inside your
         head.”
      

      
      Outside, the Darkness seemed eerier than ever. Dr Greysteel and Frank made their way
         silently through the night streets. When they reached the daylight at the western
         extremity of St Mark’s Piazza, both breathed a great sigh of relief.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel said, “I am determined to say nothing to the Governor about the overturn
         of his reason. God knows what the Austrians might do. They might send soldiers to
         arrest him – or worse! I shall simply say that he is unable to banish the Night just
         now, but that he means no harm to the city – for I am quite certain he does not –
         and that I am sure of persuading him to set matters right very soon.”
      

      
      The next day when the sun rose Darkness still covered the parish of Santa Maria Zobenigo.
         At half past eight Frank went out to buy milk and fish. The pretty, dark-eyed peasant-girl
         who sold milk from the milk-barge in the San Lorenzo-canal liked Frank and always
         had a word and a smile for him. This morning she handed him up his jug of milk and
         asked, “Hai sentito che lo stregone inglese è pazzo?” (Have you heard that the English magician is mad?)
      

      
      In the fish-market by the Grand Canal a fisherman sold Frank three mullet, but then
         almost neglected to take the money because his attention was given to the argument
         he was conducting with his neighbour as to whether the English magician had gone mad
         because he was a magician, or because he was English. On the way home two pale-faced
         nuns scrubbing the marble steps of a church wished Frank a good morning and told him
         that they intended to say prayers for the poor, mad English magician. Then just as
         he was almost at the house-door, a white cat stepped out from under a gondola seat,
         sprang on to the quayside and gave him a look. He waited for it to say something about
         Jonathan Strange, but it did not.
      

      
      “How in God’s name did this happen?” asked Dr Greysteel, sitting up in bed. “Do you
         think Mr Strange went out and spoke to someone?”
      

      
      Frank did not know. Out he went again and made some inquiries. It seemed that Strange
         had not yet stirred from the room at the top of the house in Santa Maria Zobenigo;
         but Lord Byron (who was the one person in all the city who treated the appearance
         of Eternal Night as a sort of entertainment) had visited him at about five o’clock
         the previous evening and had found him still doing magic and raving about candles,
         pineapples, dances that went on for centuries and dark woods that filled the streets
         of Venice. Byron had gone home and told his mistress, his landlord and his valet;
         and, as these were all sociable people much given to spending their evenings among
         large groups of talkative friends, the number of people who knew by morning was quite
         remarkable.
      

      
      “Lord Byron! Of course!” cried Dr Greysteel. “I forgot all about him! I must go and
         warn him to be discreet.”
      

      
      “I think it’s a little late for that, sir,” said Frank.

      
      Dr Greysteel was obliged to admit the truth of this. Nevertheless he felt he should
         like to consult someone. And who better than Strange’s other friend? So that evening
         he dressed carefully and went in his gondola to the house of the Countess Albrizzi. The Countess was a clever
         Greek lady of mature years, who had published some books upon sculpture; but her chief
         delight was to give conversazioni where all sorts of fashionable and learned people could meet each other. Strange
         had attended one or two, but until tonight Dr Greysteel had never troubled about them.
      

      
      He was shewn to a large room on the piano nobile. It was richly decorated with marble floors, wonderful statues, and painted walls
         and ceilings. At one end of the room the ladies sat in a semi-circle around the Countess.
         The men stood at the other end. From the moment he entered the room Dr Greysteel felt
         the eyes of the other guests upon him. More than one person was pointing him out to
         his neighbour. There was little doubt but that they were talking of Strange and the
         Darkness.
      

      
      A small, handsome man was standing by the window. He had dark, curly hair and a full,
         soft, red mouth. It was a mouth which would have been striking upon a woman, but on
         a man it was simply extraordinary. With his small stature, carefully chosen clothes
         and dark hair and eyes, he had a little of the look of Christopher Drawlight – but
         only if Drawlight had been fearfully clever. Dr Greysteel went up to him directly,
         and said, “Lord Byron?”
      

      
      The man turned to see who spoke. He did not look best pleased to be addressed by a
         dull, stout, middle-aged Englishman. Yet he could not deny who he was. “Yes?”
      

      
      “My name is Greysteel. I am a friend of Mr Strange.”

      
      “Ah!” said his lordship. “The physician with the beautiful daughter!”

      
      Dr Greysteel, in his turn, was not best pleased to hear his daughter spoken of in
         such terms by one of the most notorious rakes in Europe, yet he could not deny that
         Flora was beautiful. Putting it aside for the moment, he said, “I have been to see
         Strange. All my worst fears are confirmed. His reason is quite overturned.”
      

      
      “Oh, quite!” agreed Byron. “I was with him again a few hours ago and could not get
         him to talk of any thing but his dead wife and how she is not really dead, but merely
         enchanted. And now he shrouds himself in Darkness and works Black Magic! There is
         something rather admirable in all this, do you not agree?”
      

      
      “Admirable?” said the doctor sharply. “Say pitiable rather! But do you think he made
         the Darkness? He told me quite plainly that he had not.”
      

      
      “But of course he made it!” declared Byron. “A Black World to match his Black Spirits!
         Who would not blot out the sun sometimes? The difference is that when one is a magician,
         one can actually do it.”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel considered this. “You may be right,” he conceded. “Perhaps he created
         the Darkness and then forgot about it. I do not think he always remembers what he
         has said or done. I have found that he retains very little impression of my earlier
         conversations with him.”
      

      
      “Ah. Well. Quite,” said his lordship, as if there was nothing very surprizing in this
         and that he too would be glad to forget the doctor’s conversation just as soon as
         he could. “Were you aware that he has written to his brother-in-law?”
      

      
      “No, I did not know that.”

      
      “He has instructed the fellow to come to Venice to see his dead sister.”

      
      “Do you think he will come?” asked Dr Greysteel.

      
      “I have not the least idea!” Lord Byron’s tone implied that it was somewhat presumptuous
         of Dr Greysteel to expect the Greatest Poet of the Age to interest himself in such
         matters. There was a moment or two of silence and then he added in a more natural
         tone, “To own the truth, I believe he will not come. Strange shewed me the letter.
         It was full of disjointed ramblings and reasonings that none but a madman – or a magician!
         – could understand.”
      

      
      “It is a very bitter thing,” said Dr Greysteel. “Very bitter indeed! Only the day before yesterday we were walking with him. He was in such cheerful
         spirits! To have gone from complete sanity to complete madness in the space of one
         night, I cannot understand it. I wonder if there might not be some physical cause.
         Some infection perhaps?”
      

      
      “Nonsense!” declared Byron. “The causes of his madness are purely metaphysical. They
         lie in the vast chasm between that which one is, and that which one desires to become,
         between the soul and the flesh. Forgive me, Dr Greysteel, but this is a matter of
         which I have experience. Of this I can speak with authority.”
      

      
      “But …” Dr Greysteel frowned and paused to collect his thoughts. “But the period of
         intense frustration appeared to be over. His work was going well.”
      

      
      “All I can tell you is this. Before this peculiar obsession with his dead wife, he
         was full of quite another matter: John Uskglass. You must have observed that? Now
         I know very little of English magicians. They have always seemed to me a parcel of
         dull, dusty old men – except for John Uskglass. He is quite another matter! The magician
         who tamed the Otherlanders!2 The only magician to defeat Death! The magician whom Lucifer himself was forced to
         treat as an equal! Now, whenever Strange compares himself to this sublime being –
         as he must from time to time – he sees himself for what he truly is: a plodding, earth-bound
         mediocrity! All his achievements – so praised up in the desolate little isle3 – crumble to dust before him! That will bring on as fine a bout of despair as you
         could wish to see. This is to be mortal, And seek the things beyond mortality.” Lord Byron paused for a moment, as if committing the last remark to memory in case
         he should want to put it in a poem. “I myself was touched with something of the same
         melancholia when I was in the Swiss mountains in September. I wandered about, hearing
         avalanches every five minutes – as if God was bent upon my destruction! I was full
         of regrets and immortal longings. Several times I was sorely tempted to blow my brains out – and I would have done it
         too, but for the recollection of the pleasure it would give my mother-in-law.”
      

      
      Lord Byron might shoot himself any day of the week for all that Dr Greysteel cared.
         But Strange was another matter. “You think him capable of self-destruction?” he asked,
         anxiously.
      

      
      “Oh, certainly!”

      
      “But what is to be done?”

      
      “Done?” echoed his lordship, slightly perplexed. “Why would you want to do any thing?”
         Then, feeling that they had talked long enough about someone else, his lordship turned
         the conversation to himself. “Upon the whole I am glad that you and I have met, Dr
         Greysteel. I brought a physician with me from England, but I was obliged to dismiss
         him at Genova. Now I fear my teeth are coming loose. Look!”4 Byron opened his mouth wide and displayed his teeth to Dr Greysteel.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel gently tugged on a large, white tooth. “They seem very sound and firm
         to me,” he said.
      

      
      “Oh! Do you think so? But not for long, I fear. I grow old. I wither. I can feel it.”
         Byron sighed. Then, struck by a more cheerful thought, he added, “You know, this crisis
         with Strange could not have come at a better time. I am by chance writing a poem about
         a magician who wrestles with the Ineffable Spirits who rule his destiny. Of course,
         as a model for my magician Strange is far from perfect – he lacks the true heroic
         nature; for that I shall be obliged to put in something of myself.”
      

      
      A lovely young Italian girl passed by. Byron tilted his head to a very odd angle,
         half-closed his eyes and composed his features to suggest that he was about to expire
         from chronic indigestion. Dr Greysteel could only suppose that he was treating the
         young woman to the Byronic profile and the Byronic expression.
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The Black Letters  1

      
      December 1816

      
      
         
         Santa Maria Zobenigo, Venice
Jonathan Strange to the Reverend Henry Woodhope Dec. 3rd, 1816.
         

         
         My dear Henry,
You must prepare yourself for wonderful news. I have seen Arabella. I have seen her and spoken to her. Is that not glorious? Is that not the best of
            all possible news? You will not believe me. You will not understand it. Be assured
            it was not a dream. It was not drunkenness, or madness, or opium. Consider: you have
            only to accept that last Christmas at Clun we were half-enchanted, and all becomes
            believable, all becomes possible. It is ironic, is it not, that I of all people did
            not recognize magic when it wrapped itself about me? In my own defence I may say that
            it was of a quite unexpected nature and came from a quarter I could never have foreseen. Yet to my shame other people were quicker-witted
            than me. John Hyde knew that something was wrong and tried to warn me, but I did not
            listen to him. Even you, Henry, told me quite plainly that I was too taken up with
            my books, that I neglected my responsibilities and my wife. I resented your advice
            and on several occasions gave you a rude answer. I am sorry for it now and humbly
            beg your pardon. Blame me as much as you want. You cannot think me half so much at
            fault as I think myself. But to come to the point of all this. I need you to come
            here to Venice. Arabella is in a place not very far distant from here, but she cannot
            leave it and I cannot go there – at least [several lines expunged]. My friends here
            in Venice are well-meaning souls, but they plague me with questions. I have no servant
            and there is something here which makes it hard for me to go about the city unobserved.
            Of this I shall say no more. My dear, good Henry, please do not make difficulties.
            Come straightaway to Venice. Your reward will be Arabella safe and well and restored
            to us. For what other reason has God made me the Greatest Magician of the Age if not
            for this?
Your brother,
S
         

         
         Santa Maria Zobenigo, Venice
Jonathan Strange to the Reverend Henry Woodhope Dec. 6th, 1816.
         

         
         My dear Henry,
I have been somewhat troubled in my conscience since I wrote to you last. You know
            that I have never lied to you, but I confess that I have not told you enough for you
            to form an accurate opinion of how matters stand with Arabella at present. She is
            not dead but … [12 lines crossed out and indecipherable] … under the earth, within
            the hill which they call the brugh. Alive, yet not alive – not dead either – enchanted. It has been their habit since time immemorial to steal away Christian men and women and make servants of them,
            or force them – as in this case – to take part in their dreary pastimes: their dances,
            their feasts, their long, empty celebrations of dust and nothingness. Among all the
            reproaches which I heap on my own head the bitterest by far is that I have betrayed
            her – she whom my first duty was to protect.
         

         
         Santa Maria Zobenigo, Venice
Jonathan Strange to the Reverend Henry Woodhope Dec. 15th, 1816.
         

         
         My dear Henry,
It grieves me to tell you that I now have better grounds for the uneasiness I told
            you of in my last letter.2 I have done everything I can think of to break the bars of her black prison, but
            without success. There is no spell that I know of that can make the smallest dent
            in such ancient magic. For aught I know there is no such spell in the whole English
            canon. Stories of magicians freeing captives from Faerie are few and far between.
            I cannot now recall a single one. Somewhere in one of his books Martin Pale describes
            how fairies can grow tired of their human guests and expel them without warning from
            the brugh; the poor captives find themselves back home, but hundreds of years after they left
            it. Perhaps that is what will happen. Arabella will return to England long after you
            and I are dead. That thought freezes my blood. I cannot disguise from you that there
            is a black mood upon me. Time and I have quarrelled. All hours are midnight now. I
            had a clock and a watch, but I destroyed them both. I could not bear the way they
            mocked me. I do not sleep. I cannot eat. I take wine – and something else. Now at times I become a little wild. I shake
            and laugh and weep for a time – I cannot say what time; perhaps an hour, perhaps a day. But enough of that. Madness is the key. I believe
            I am the first English magician to understand that. Norrell was right – he said we
            do not need fairies to help us. He said that madmen and fairies have much in common,
            but I did not understand the implications then, and neither did he. Henry, you cannot
            conceive of how desperately I need you here. Why do you not come? Are you ill? I have
            received no replies to my letters, but this may mean that you are already on the road
            to Venice and this letter may perhaps never reach you.
         

         
      

      
      “Darkness, misery and solitude!” cried the gentleman in high glee. “That is what I
         have inflicted upon him and that is what he must suffer for the next hundred years!
         Oh! How cast down he is! I have won! I have won!” He clapped his hands and his eyes
         glittered.
      

      
      In Strange’s room in the parish of Santa Maria Zobenigo three candles were burning:
         one upon the desk, one upon the top of the little painted cupboard and one in a wall-sconce
         by the door. An observer of the scene might have supposed them to be the only lights
         in all the world. From Strange’s window nothing could be seen but night and silence.
         Strange, unshaven, with red-rimmed eyes and wild hair, was doing magic.
      

      
      Stephen stared at him with mingled pity and horror.

      
      “And yet he is not so solitary as I would like,” remarked the gentleman, in a displeased
         tone. “There is someone with him.”
      

      
      There was indeed. A small, dark man in expensive clothes was leaning against the little
         painted cupboard, watching Strange with an appearance of great interest and enjoyment.
         From time to time he would take out a little notebook and scribble in it.
      

      
      “That is Lord Byron,” said Stephen.

      
      “And who is he?”

      
      “A very wicked gentleman, sir. A poet. He quarrelled with his wife and seduced his
         sister.”
      

      
      “Really? Perhaps I will kill him.”

      
      “Oh, do not do that, sir! True, his sins are very great, and he has been more or less
         driven out of England, but even so …”
      

      
      “Oh! I do not care about his crimes against other people! I care about his crimes
         against me! He ought not to be here. Ah, Stephen, Stephen! Do not look so stricken. Why should
         you care what becomes of one wicked Englishman? I tell you what I will do: because
         of the great love I bear you, I will not kill him now. He may have another, oh!, another
         five years of life! But at the end of that he must die!”3

      
      “Thank you, sir,” said Stephen, gratefully. “You are all generosity.”

      
      Suddenly Strange raised his head and cried out, “I know you are there! You can hide
         from me if you wish, but it is too late! I know you are there!”
      

      
      “Who are you talking to?” Byron asked him.

      
      Strange frowned. “I am being watched. Spied upon!”

      
      “Are you indeed? And do you know by whom?

      
      “By a fairy and a butler!”

      
      “A butler, eh?” said his lordship, laughing. “Well, one may say what one likes about
         imps and goblins, but butlers are the worst of them!”
      

      
      “What?” said Strange.

      
      The gentleman with the thistle-down hair was looking anxiously about the room. “Stephen!
         Can you see my little box anywhere?”
      

      
      “Little box, sir?”

      
      “Yes, yes! You know what I mean! The little box containing dear Lady Pole’s finger!”

      
      “I do not see it, sir. But surely the little box does not matter any more? Now that
         you have defeated the magician?”
      

      
      “Oh, there it is!” cried the gentleman. “See? You had put your hand down upon the
         table and accidentally hidden it from my view.”
      

      
      Stephen moved his hand away. After a moment he said, “You do not pick it up, sir.”

      
      To this remark the gentleman made no reply. Instead, he immediately returned to abusing
         the magician and glorying in his own victory.
      

      
      “It is not his any more!” thought Stephen, with a thrill of excitement. “He may not
         take it! It belongs to the magician now! Perhaps the magician can use it somehow to
         free Lady Pole!” Stephen watched and waited to see what the magician would do. But
         at the end of half an hour he was forced to admit that the signs were scarcely hopeful.
         Strange strode about the room, muttering magic spells to himself and looking entirely
         deranged; Lord Byron questioned him about what he was doing and the answers that Strange
         gave were wild and incomprehensible (though quite to the taste of Lord Byron). And,
         as for the little box, Strange never once looked at it. For all that Stephen could
         tell, he had forgotten all about it.
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Henry Woodhope pays a visit

      
      December 1816

      
      “You have done quite right in coming to me, Mr Woodhope. I have made a careful study
         of Mr Strange’s Venetian correspondence and, aside from the general horror of which
         you rightly speak, there is much in these letters which is hidden from the layman.
         I think I may say without vanity that, at this moment, I am the only man in England
         who is capable of understanding them.”
      

      
      It was twilight, three days before Christmas. In the library at Hanover-square the
         candles and lamps had not yet been lit. It was that curious time of day when the sky
         is bright and full of colour, but all the streets are dim and shadowy. Upon the table
         there was a vase of flowers, but in the fading light it appeared to be a black vase
         of black flowers.
      

      
      Mr Norrell sat by the window with Strange’s letters in his hands. Lascelles sat by
         the fire, regarding Henry Woodhope coolly.
      

      
      “I confess to having been in a condition of some distress ever since I first received
         these letters,” said Henry Woodhope to Mr Norrell. “I have not known whom to turn
         to for help. To be truthful I have no interest in magic. I have not followed the fashionable
         quarrels about the subject. But everyone says that you are England’s greatest magician
         – and you were once Mr Strange’s tutor. I shall be very grateful to you, sir, for any advice you are able to give me.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell nodded. “You must not blame Mr Strange,” he said. “The magical profession
         is a dangerous one. There is no other which so lays a man open to the perils of vanity.
         Politics and Law are harmless in comparison. You should understand, Mr Woodhope, that
         I tried very hard to keep him with me, to guide him. But his genius – which makes
         us all admire him – is the very thing which leads his reason astray. These letters
         shew that he has strayed much further than I could ever have supposed.”
      

      
      “Strayed? Then you do not believe this queer tale of my sister being alive?”

      
      “Not a word of it, sir, not a word of it. It is all his own unhappy imaginings.”

      
      “Ah!” Henry Woodhope sat silent for a moment as if he were deciding upon the relative
         degrees of disappointment and relief that he felt. He said, “And what of Mr Strange’s
         curious complaint that Time has stopt? Can you make any thing of this, sir?”
      

      
      Lascelles said, “We understand from our correspondents in Italy that for some weeks
         Mr Strange has been surrounded by Perpetual Darkness. Whether he has done this deliberately
         or whether it is a spell gone wrong we do not know. There is also the possibility
         that he has offended some Great Power and that this is the result. What is certain
         is that some action upon Mr Strange’s part has caused a disturbance in the Natural
         Order of Things.”
      

      
      “I see,” said Henry Woodhope.

      
      Lascelles looked at him rather severely. “It is something which Mr Norrell has striven
         hard all his life to avoid.”
      

      
      “Ah,” said Henry. He turned to Mr Norrell. “But what should I do, sir? Ought I to
         go to him as he begs me to?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell sniffed. “The most important question is, I believe, how soon we may contrive
         to bring him back to England, where his friends may care for him and bring to a rapid
         end the delusions that beset him.”
      

      
      “Perhaps if you were to write to him, sir?”
      

      
      “Ah, no. I fear my little stock of influence with Mr Strange all ran out some years
         ago. It was the war in Spain that did the mischief. Before he went to the Peninsula
         he was very content to stay with me and learn all I could teach him, but afterwards
         …” Mr Norrell sighed. “No, we must rely upon you, Mr Woodhope. You must make him come
         home and, since I suspect that your going to Venice could only prolong his stay in
         that city and persuade him that one person at least gives credit to his imaginings,
         then I most strongly urge you not to go.”
      

      
      “Well, sir, I must confess that it makes me very glad to hear you say so. I shall
         certainly do as you advise. If you could pass me my letters I shall trouble you no
         longer.”
      

      
      “Mr Woodhope,” said Lascelles. “Do not be in such a hurry, I beg you! Our conversation
         is by no means concluded. Mr Norrell has answered all your questions candidly and
         without reservation. Now you must return the favour.”
      

      
      Henry Woodhope frowned and looked puzzled. “Mr Norrell has relieved me of a great
         deal of anxiety. If there is any way in which I can serve Mr Norrell, then, of course,
         I shall be very happy. But I do not quite understand …”
      

      
      “Perhaps I do not make myself clear,” said Lascelles, “I mean of course that Mr Norrell
         requires your help so that he may help Mr Strange. Is there any thing else you can
         tell us of Mr Strange’s Italian tour? What was he like before he fell into this sad
         condition? Was he in good spirits?”
      

      
      “No!” said Henry indignantly, as though he thought some insult was implied in the
         question. “My sister’s death weighed very heavily on him! At least at first it did.
         At first he seemed very unhappy. But when he reached Genoa everything changed.” He
         paused. “He writes no word of it now, but before his letters were full of praise for
         a young lady – one of the party he is travelling with. And I could not help suspecting
         that he was thinking of marrying again.”
      

      
      “A second marriage!” exclaimed Lascelles, “And so soon after the death of your sister?
         Dear me! How very shocking! How very distressing for you.”
      

      
      Henry nodded unhappily.

      
      There was a little pause and then Lascelles said, “I hope he gave no sign of this
         fondness for the society of other ladies before? I mean when Mrs Strange was alive.
         It would have caused her great unhappiness.”
      

      
      “No! No, of course not!” cried Henry.

      
      “I beg your pardon if I have offended you. I certainly meant no disrespect to your
         sister – a most charming woman. But such things are not uncommon, you know. Particularly
         among men of a certain stamp of mind.” Lascelles reached over to the table where Strange’s
         letters to Henry Woodhope lay. He poked at them with one finger until he found the
         one he wanted. “In this letter,” he said, running his eye over it, “Mr Strange has
         written, ‘Jeremy has told me that you did not do what I asked. But it is no matter.
         Jeremy has done it and the outcome is exactly as I imagined.’” Lascelles put down
         the letter and smiled pleasantly at Mr Woodhope. “What did Mr Strange ask you to do
         that you did not do? Who is Jeremy and what was the outcome?”
      

      
      “Mr Strange … Mr Strange asked me to exhume my sister’s coffin.” Henry looked down.
         “Well, of course, I would not. So Strange wrote to his servant, a man called Jeremy
         Johns. A very arrogant fellow!”
      

      
      “And Johns exhumed the body?”

      
      “Yes. He has a friend in Clun who is a gravedigger. They did it together. I can scarcely
         describe my feelings when I discovered what this person had done.”
      

      
      “Yes, quite. But what did they discover?”

      
      “What ought they to discover but my poor sister’s corpse? However they chose to say
         they did not. They chose to put about a ridiculous tale.”
      

      
      “What did they say?”

      
      “I do not repeat servants’ tittle-tattle.”
      

      
      “Of course you do not. But Mr Norrell desires that you put aside this excellent principle
         for a moment and speak openly and candidly – as he has spoken to you.”
      

      
      Henry bit his lip. “They said the coffin contained a log of black wood.”

      
      “No body?” said Lascelles.

      
      “No body,” said Henry.

      
      Lascelles looked at Mr Norrell. Mr Norrell looked down at his hands in his lap.

      
      “But what has my sister’s death to do with any thing?” asked Henry with a frown. He
         turned to Mr Norrell. “I understood from what you said before that there was nothing
         extraordinary about my sister’s death. I thought you said no magic had taken place?”
      

      
      “Oh! Upon the contrary!” declared Lascelles. “Certainly there was some magic taking
         place. There can be no doubt about that! The question is whose was it?”
      

      
      “I beg your pardon?” asked Henry.

      
      “Of course it is too deep for me!” said Lascelles. “It is a matter which only Mr Norrell
         can deal with.”
      

      
      Henry looked in confusion from one to the other.

      
      “Who is with Strange now?” asked Lascelles. “He has servants, I suppose?”

      
      “No. No servants of his own. He is attended, I believe, by his landlord’s servants.
         His friends in Venice are an English family. They seem a very odd set of people, very
         much addicted to travelling, the females as much as the gentleman.”
      

      
      “Name?”

      
      “Greystone or Greyfield. I do not remember exactly.”

      
      “And where are they from, these people called Greystone or Greyfield?”

      
      “I do not know. I do not believe Strange ever told me. The gentleman was a ship’s
         doctor, I believe, and his wife – who is dead – was French.”
      

      
      Lascelles nodded. The room was now so dim that Henry Woodhope could not see the faces
         of the other two men.
      

      
      “You look pale and tired, Mr Woodhope,” remarked Mr Lascelles. “Perhaps the London
         air does not agree with you?”
      

      
      “I do not sleep very well. Since these letters began to arrive I have dreamt of nothing
         but horrors.”
      

      
      Lascelles nodded. “Sometimes a man may know things in his heart that he will not whisper
         in the open air, even to himself. You are very fond of Mr Strange, are you not?”
      

      
      Henry Woodhope might perhaps be excused for looking a little puzzled at this since
         he had not the least idea what Lascelles was talking about, but all he said was, “Thank
         you for your advice, Mr Norrell. I will certainly do as you suggest and now, I wonder
         if I might take back my letters?”
      

      
      “Ah! Well, as to that,” said Lascelles, “Mr Norrell wonders if he might borrow them
         for a time? He believes there is still much to learn from them.” Henry Woodhope looked
         as if he was about to protest, so Lascelles added in a somewhat reproachful tone,
         “He is only thinking of Mr Strange! It is all for the good of Mr Strange.”
      

      
      So Henry Woodhope left the letters in the possession of Mr Norrell and Lascelles.

      
      When he was gone Lascelles said, “Our next step must be to send someone to Venice.”

      
      “Yes, indeed!” agreed Mr Norrell. “I should dearly love to know the truth of the matter.”

      
      “Ah, yes, well.” Lascelles gave a short, contemptuous laugh. “Truth …”
      

      
      Mr Norrell blinked his little eyes rapidly at Lascelles, but Lascelles did not explain
         what he meant. “I do not know who we can send,” continued Mr Norrell. “Italy is a
         very great distance. The journey takes almost two weeks, I understand. I could not
         spare Childermass for half so long.”
      

      
      “Hmm,” said Lascelles, “I was not necessarily thinking of Childermass. Indeed there
         are several arguments against sending Childermass. You yourself have often suspected him of Strangite sympathies. It appears
         to me highly undesirable that the two of them should be alone together in a foreign
         country where they can plot against us. No, I know whom we can send.”
      

      
      The next day Lascelles’s servants went out into various parts of London. Some of the
         places they visited were highly disreputable like the slums and rookeries of St Giles,
         Seven Dials and Saffron-hill; others were grand and patrician like Golden-square,
         St James’s and Mayfair. They gathered up a strange miscellany of persons: tailors,
         glove-makers, hat-makers, cobblers, money-lenders (a great many of these), bailiffs
         and sponging-house-keepers; and they brought them all back to Lascelles’s house in
         Bruton-street. When they were assembled in the kitchen (the master of the house having
         no intention of receiving such people in the drawing-room) Lascelles came down and
         paid each of them a sum of money on behalf of someone else. It was, he told them with
         a cold smile, an act of charity. After all if a man cannot be charitable at Christmas,
         when can he be?
      

      
      Three days later, on St Stephen’s Day, the Duke of Wellington appeared suddenly in
         London. For the past year or so his Grace had been living in Paris, where he was in
         charge of the Allied Army of Occupation. Indeed it would scarcely be an exaggeration
         to say that at present the Duke of Wellington ruled France. Now the question had arisen
         whether the Allied Army ought to remain in France or go to its various homes (which
         was what the French wanted). All that day the Duke was closeted with the Foreign Secretary,
         Lord Castlereagh, to discuss this important matter and in the evening he dined with
         the Ministers at a house in Grosvenor-square.
      

      
      They had scarcely begun to eat when the conversation lapsed (a rare thing among so
         many politicians). The Ministers seemed to be waiting for someone to say something.
         The Prime Minister, Lord Liverpool, cleared his throat a little nervously and said,
         “We do not think you will have heard, but it is reported from Italy that Strange has
         gone mad.”
      

      
      The Duke paused for a moment with his spoon halfway to his mouth. He glanced round
         at them all and then continued eating his soup.
      

      
      “You do not appear very much disturbed at the news,” said Lord Liverpool.

      
      His Grace dabbed at his lips with his napkin. “No,” he said. “I am not.”

      
      “Will you give us your reasons?” asked Sir Walter Pole.

      
      “Mr Strange is eccentric,” said the Duke. “He might seem mad to the people around
         him. I dare say they are not used to magicians.”
      

      
      The Ministers did not appear to find this quite as convincing an argument as Wellington
         intended they should. They offered him examples of Strange’s madness: his insistence
         that his wife was not dead, his curious belief that people had candles in their heads
         and the even odder circumstance that it was no longer possible to transport pineapples
         into Venice.
      

      
      “The watermen who carry fruit from the mainland to the city say that the pineapples
         fly out of their boats as if they had been fired out of a cannon,” said Lord Sidmouth,
         a small, dried-up-looking person. “Of course they carry other sorts of fruit as well
         – apples and pears and so on. None of these occasion the least disturbance, but several
         people have been injured by the flying pineapples. Why the magician should have taken
         such a dislike to this particular fruit, no one knows.”
      

      
      The Duke was not impressed. “None of this proves any thing. I assure you, he did much
         more eccentric things in the Peninsula. But if he is indeed mad, then he has some
         reason for being so. If you will take my advice, gentlemen, you will not worry about
         it.”
      

      
      There was a short silence while the Ministers puzzled this out.

      
      “You mean to say he might have become mad deliberately?” said one in an incredulous tone.
      

      
      “Nothing is more likely,” said the Duke.

      
      “But why?” asked another.

      
      “I have not the least idea. In the Peninsula we learnt not to question him. Sooner
         or later it would become clear that all his incomprehensible and startling actions
         were part of his magic. Keep him to his task, but shew no surprize at any thing he
         does. That, my lords, is the way to manage a magician.”
      

      
      “Ah, but you have not heard all yet,” said the First Lord of the Admiralty eagerly.
         “There is worse. It is reported that he is surrounded by Constant Darkness. The Natural
         Order of Things is overturned and a whole parish in the city of Venice has been plunged
         into Ceaseless Night!”
      

      
      Lord Sidmouth declared, “Even you, your Grace, with all your partiality for this man
         must admit that a Shroud of Eternal Darkness does not bode well. Whatever the good
         this man has done for the country, we cannot pretend that a Shroud of Eternal Darkness
         bodes well.”
      

      
      Lord Liverpool sighed. “I am very sorry this has happened. One could always speak
         to Strange as if he were an ordinary person. I had hoped that he would interpret Norrell’s
         actions for us. But now it seems we must first find someone to interpret Strange.”
      

      
      “We could ask Mr Norrell,” suggested Lord Sidmouth.

      
      “I do not think we can expect an impartial judgement from that quarter,” said Sir
         Walter Pole.
      

      
      “So what ought we to do?” asked the First Lord of the Admiralty.

      
      “We shall send a letter to the Austrians,” said the Duke of Wellington with his customary
         decisiveness. “A letter reminding them of the warm interest that the Prince Regent
         and the British Government will always feel in Mr Strange’s welfare; reminding them
         of the great debt owed by all Europe to Mr Strange’s gallantry and magicianship during
         the late wars. Reminding them of our great displeasure were we to learn that any harm
         had come to him.”
      

      
      “Ah!” said Lord Liverpool. “But that is where you and I differ, your Grace. It seems
         to me that if harm does come to Strange, it will not come from the Austrians. It is far more likely to come from Strange himself.”
      

      
      In the middle of January a bookseller named Titus Watkins published a book called
         The Black Letters which purported to be letters from Strange to Henry Woodhope. It was rumoured that
         Mr Norrell had paid all the expences of the edition. Henry Woodhope swore that he
         had never given his permission for the letters to be published. He also said that
         some of them had been changed. References to Norrell’s dealings with Lady Pole had
         been removed and other things had been put in, many of which seemed to suggest that
         Strange had murdered his wife by magic.
      

      
      At about the same time one of Lord Byron’s friends – a man called Scrope Davies –
         caused a sensation when he let it be known that he intended to prosecute Mr Norrell
         upon Lord Byron’s account for attempting to acquire Lord Byron’s private correspondence
         by means of magic. Scrope Davies went to a lawyer in Lincoln’s Inn and swore an affidavit
         in which he stated the following. He had recently received several letters from Byron
         in which his lordship referred to the Pillar of Constant Darkness which covered the
         Parish of Mary Sobendigo [sic] in Venice, and to the madness of Jonathan Strange.
         Scrope Davies had placed the letters on his dressing-table in his rooms in Jermyn-street,
         St James’s. One evening – he thought the 7th of January – he was dressing to go to
         his club. He had just picked up a hairbrush when he happened to notice that the letters
         were skipping about like dry leaves caught in a breeze. But there was no breeze to
         account for the movement and at first he was puzzled. He picked up the letters and
         saw that the handwriting on the pages was behaving strangely too. The pen-strokes
         were coming unhitched from their moorings and lashing about like clothes-lines in
         a high wind. It suddenly came to him that the letters must be under the influence
         of magic spells. He was a gambler by profession and, like all successful gamblers,
         he was quick-witted and cool-headed. He quickly placed the letters inside a Bible, in the pages of St Mark’s Gospel. He told some
         friends afterwards that, though he was entirely ignorant of magical theory, it had
         seemed to him that nothing was so likely to foil an unfriendly spell as Holy Writ.
         He was right; the letters remained in his possession and unaltered. It was a favourite
         joke afterwards in all the gentlemen’s clubs that the most extraordinary aspect of
         the whole business was not that Mr Norrell should have tried to acquire the letters,
         but that Scrope Davies – a notorious rake and drunk – should possess a Bible.
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      On a morning in the middle of January Dr Greysteel stepped out of his street-door
         and stood a moment to straighten his gloves. Looking up, he happened to observe a
         small man who was sheltering from the wind in the doorway opposite.
      

      
      All doorways in Venice are picturesque – and sometimes the people who linger in them
         are too. This fellow was rather small and, despite his evident poverty, he seemed
         to possess a strong degree of foppishness. His clothes were exceedingly worn and shabby-looking,
         but he had tried to improve them by shining whatever could be shone and brushing what
         could not. He had whitened his old, yellowing gloves with so much chalk that he had
         left little chalky fingerprints upon the door beside him. At first glance he appeared
         to be wearing the proper equipment of a fop – namely a long watch-chain, a bunch of
         watch-seals and a lorgnette; but a moment’s further observation shewed that he had
         no watch-chain, only a gaudy gold ribbon which he had carefully arranged to hang from
         a buttonhole. Likewise his watch seals proved to be nothing of the sort; they were
         a bunch of tin hearts, crosses and talismans of the Virgin – the sort that Italian
         pedlars sell for a frank or two. But it was his lorgnette which was best of all –
         all fops and dandies love lorgnettes. They employ them to stare quizzically at those less fashionable than themselves. Presumably this odd little
         man felt naked without one and so he had hung a large kitchen spoon in its place.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel took careful note of these eccentricities so that he might amuse a friend
         with them. Then he remembered that his only friend in the city was Strange, and Strange
         no longer cared about such things.
      

      
      Suddenly the little man left the doorway and came up to Dr Greysteel. He put his head
         on one side and said in English, “You are Dr Greyfield?”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel was surprized to be addressed by him and did not immediately reply.

      
      “You are Dr Greyfield? The friend of the magician?”

      
      “Yes,” said Dr Greysteel, in a wondering tone. “But my name is Greysteel, sir, not
         Greyfield.”
      

      
      “A thousand apologies, my dear Doctor! Some stupid person has misinformed me of your
         name! I am quite mortified. You are, I assure you, the last person in the world to
         whom I should wish to give offence! My respect for the medical profession is boundless!
         And now you stand there in all the dignity of poultices and pulse-taking and you say
         to yourself, ‘Who is this odd creature that dares to address me in the street, as
         if I were a common person?’ Permit me to introduce myself! I come from London – from
         Mr Strange’s friends who, when they heard how far his wits had become deranged, were
         thrown into such fits of anxiety that they took the liberty of dispatching me to come
         and find out how he is!”
      

      
      “Hmm!” said Dr Greysteel. “Frankly I could have wished them more anxious. I first
         wrote to them at the beginning of December – six weeks ago, sir! Six weeks ago!”
      

      
      “Oh, quite! Very shocking, is it not? They are the idlest creatures in the world!
         They think of nothing but their own convenience! While you remain here in Venice –
         the magician’s one true friend!” He paused. “That is correct, is it not?” he asked
         in quite a different voice. “He has no friends but you?”
      

      
      “Well, there is Lord Byron …” began Dr Greysteel.
      

      
      “Byron!” exclaimed the little man. “Really? Dear me! Mad, and a friend of Lord Byron!” He sounded as if he did not know which was worse. “Oh! My
         dear Dr Greysteel. I have a thousand questions to ask you! Is there somewhere you
         and I can talk privately?”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel’s street-door was just behind them, but his distaste for the little man
         was growing every moment. Anxious as he was to help Strange and Strange’s friends,
         he had no wish to invite the fellow into his house. So he muttered something about
         his servant being in town on an errand just now. There was a little coffee-house a
         few streets away; why did they not go there?
      

      
      The little man was all smiling acquiescence.

      
      They set off for the coffee-house. Their way lay by the side of a canal. The little
         man was upon Dr Greysteel’s right hand, closest to the water. He was talking and Dr
         Greysteel was looking around. The doctor’s eyes happened to be directed towards the
         canal and he saw how, without warning, a wave appeared – a single wave. This was odd
         enough in itself, but what followed was even more surprizing. The wave rushed towards
         them and slopped over the stone rim of the canal and, as it did so, it changed shape;
         watery fingers reached out towards the little man’s foot as if they were trying to
         pull him in. The moment the water touched him, he leapt back with an oath, but he
         did not appear to notice that any thing unusual had occurred and Dr Greysteel said
         nothing of what he had seen.
      

      
      The interior of the coffee-house was a welcome refuge from the chill, damp, January
         air. It was warm and smoky – a little gloomy perhaps, but the gloom was a comfortable
         one. The brown-painted walls and ceiling were darkened with age and tobacco smoke,
         but they were also made cheerful by the glitter of wine bottles, the gleam of pewter
         tankards, and the sparkle of highly varnished pottery and gold-framed mirrors. A damp,
         indolent spaniel lay on the tiles in front of stove. It shook its head and sneezed when the tip of Dr Greysteel’s cane accidentally brushed its ear.
      

      
      “I ought to warn you,” said Dr Greysteel after the waiter had brought coffee and brandy,
         “that there are all sorts of rumours circulating in the town concerning Mr Strange.
         People say he has summoned witches and made a servant for himself out of fire. You
         will know not to be taken in by such nonsense, but it is as well to be prepared. You
         will find him sadly changed. It would be foolish to pretend otherwise. But he is still
         the same at heart. All his excellent qualities, all his merits are just what they
         always were. Of that I have no doubt.”
      

      
      “Indeed? But tell me, is it true he has eaten his shoes? Is it true that he has turned
         several people into glass and then thrown stones at them?”
      

      
      “Eaten his shoes?” exclaimed Dr Greysteel. “Who told you that?”

      
      “Oh! Several people – Mrs Kendal-Blair, Lord Pope, Sir Galahad Denehey, the Miss Underhills
         …” The little man rattled off a long list of names of English, Irish and Scottish
         ladies and gentlemen who were currently residing in Venice and the surrounding towns.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel was astounded. Why would Strange’s friends wish to consult with these
         people in preference to himself? “But did you not hear what I just said? This is exactly
         the sort of foolish nonsense I am talking about!”
      

      
      The little man laughed pleasantly. “Patience! Patience, my dear Doctor! My brain is
         not so quick as yours. While you have been sharpening yours up with anatomy and chemistry,
         mine has languished in idleness.” He rattled on a while about how he had never applied
         himself to any regular course of study and how his teachers had despaired of him and
         how his talents did not lie in that direction at all.
      

      
      But Dr Greysteel no longer troubled to listen to him. He was thinking. It occurred
         to him that a while ago the little man had begged to introduce himself, yet somehow he had neglected actually to do it. Dr Greysteel
         was about to ask him his name when the little man asked a question that swept everything
         else from his mind.
      

      
      “You have a daughter, do you not?”

      
      “I beg your pardon?”

      
      The little man, apparently thinking Dr Greysteel was deaf, repeated the question a
         little louder.
      

      
      “Yes, I have, but …” said Dr Greysteel.

      
      “And they say that you have sent her out of the city?”

      
      “They! Who are they? What has my daughter to do with any thing?”

      
      “Oh! Only that they say she went immediately after the magician went mad. It seems
         to shew that you were fearful of some harm coming to her!”
      

      
      “I suppose you got this from Mrs Kendal-Blair and so forth,” said Dr Greysteel. “They
         are nothing but a pack of fools.”
      

      
      “Oh, I dare say! But did you send your daughter away?”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel said nothing.

      
      The little man put his head first on one side and then on the other. He smiled the
         smile of someone who knows a secret and is preparing to astound the world with it.
         “You know, of course,” he said, “that Strange murdered his wife?”
      

      
      “What?” Dr Greysteel was silent a moment. A kind of laugh burst out of him. “I do
         not believe it!”
      

      
      “Oh! But you must believe it,” said the little man, leaning forward. His eyes glittered
         with excitement. “It is what everybody knows! The lady’s own brother – a most respectable
         man – a clergyman – a Mr Woodhope – was there when the lady died and saw with his
         own eyes.”
      

      
      “What did he see?”

      
      “All sorts of suspicious circumstances. The lady was bewitched. She was entirely enchanted
         and scarcely knew what she did from morning to night. And no one could explain it.
         It was all her husband’s doing. Of course he will try to use his magic to evade punishment, but Mr
         Norrell, who is devoured, quite devoured with pity for the poor lady, will thwart him. Mr Norrell is determined that Strange
         shall be brought to justice for his crimes.”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel shook his head. “Nothing you say shall make me believe this slander.
         Strange is an honourable man!”
      

      
      “Oh, quite! And yet the practice of magic has destroyed stronger minds than his. Magic
         in the wrong hands can lead to the annihilation of every good quality, the magnification
         of every bad one. He defied his master – the most patient, wise, noble, good …”
      

      
      The little man, trailing adjectives, seemed no longer to remember what he meant to
         say; he was distracted by Dr Greysteel’s penetrating observation of him.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel sniffed. “It is a curious thing,” he said slowly. “You say that you are
         sent by Mr Strange’s friends, yet you have neglected to tell me who these friends
         are. It is certainly a very particular sort of friend that voices it everywhere that
         a man is a murderer.”
      

      
      The little man said nothing.

      
      “Was it Sir Walter Pole, perhaps?”

      
      “No,” said the little man in a considering tone, “not Sir Walter.”

      
      “Mr Strange’s pupils, then? I have forgot their names.”

      
      “Everybody always does. They are the most unmemorable men in the world.”

      
      “Was it them?”

      
      “No.”

      
      “Mr Norrell?”

      
      The little man was silent.

      
      “What is your name?” asked Dr Greysteel.

      
      The little man tipped his head one way and then another. But finding no way of avoiding
         such a direct question, he replied, “Drawlight.”
      

      
      “Oh, ho, ho! Here’s a pretty accuser! Yes, indeed, your word will carry a great deal
         of weight against an honest man, against the Duke of Wellington’s own magician! Christopher
         Drawlight! Famed throughout England as a liar, a thief and a scoundrel!”
      

      
      Drawlight blushed and blinked at the doctor resentfully. “It suits you to say so!”
         he hissed. “Strange is a rich man and you intended to marry your daughter to him!
         Where is the honour in that, my dear Doctor? Where is the honour in that?”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel made a sound of mixed exasperation and anger. He rose from his seat.
         “I shall visit every English family in the Veneto. I shall warn them not to speak
         to you! I am going now. I wish you no good morning! I take no leave of you!” And so
         saying, he flung some coins upon the table and left.
      

      
      The last part of this exchange had been loud and angry. The waiters and coffee-house
         people looked curiously at Drawlight as he sat alone. He waited until there seemed
         little chance of meeting the doctor in the street and then he too left the coffee-house.
         As he passed along the streets, the water in the canals stirred in the oddest way.
         Waves appeared and followed him, occasionally making little darts and forays at his
         feet, slopping over the brim of the canal. But he observed none of this.
      

      
      Dr Greysteel was as good as his word. He paid visits to all the British families in
         the city and warned them not speak to Drawlight. Drawlight did not care. He turned
         his attention to the servants, waiters and gondolieri. He knew from experience that this class of person often knew a great deal more than
         the masters they served; and if they did not, why!, he was able to rectify that situation
         by telling them something himself. Soon a great many people knew that Strange had
         murdered his wife; that he had tried to marry Miss Greysteel by force in the Cathedral
         of Saint Mark and had only been prevented by the arrival of a troop of Austrian soldiers;
         and that he had agreed with Lord Byron that they should hold their future wives and
         mistresses in common. Drawlight told any lie about Strange that occurred to him, but his powers of invention were not great
         and he was glad to seize upon any little half-rumour, any half-formed thought in the
         minds of his informers.
      

      
      A gondoliero introduced him to a draper’s wife, Marianna Segati – Byron’s mistress. Through an
         interpreter, Drawlight paid her a world of compliments and told her scandalous secrets
         about great ladies in London, who, he assured her, were nowhere near as pretty as
         herself. She told him that, according to Lord Byron, Strange kept to his room, drinking
         wine and brandy, and doing magic spells. None of this was very interesting, but she
         did tell Drawlight the little she knew about the magician in Lord Byron’s poem; how
         he consorted with wicked spirits and defied the gods and all humankind. Drawlight
         conscientiously added these fictions to his edifice of lies.
      

      
      But of all the inhabitants of Venice the one Drawlight desired most as a confidant
         was Frank. Dr Greysteel’s insults had rankled with him and he had soon determined
         that the best revenge would be to make a traitor of his manservant. So he sent Frank
         a letter inviting him to a little wine-shop in San Polo. Somewhat to his surprize,
         Frank agreed to come.
      

      
      At the appointed hour Frank arrived. Drawlight ordered a jug of rough red wine and
         poured them both a tumblerful.
      

      
      “Frank?” he began in a soft, wistful sort of voice. “I spoke to your master the other
         day – as I dare say you know. He seems a very stern sort of old fellow – not at all
         kind. I hope you are happy in your situation, Frank? I only mention it because a dear
         friend of mine, whose name is Lascelles, was saying only the other day how hard it
         is to find good servants in London and if only someone would help him to a good manservant
         he believed he would pay almost any money.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Frank.

      
      “Do you think you might like to live in London, Frank?”

      
      Frank drew circles on the table with some spilt wine in a considering sort of way.
         “I might,” he said.
      

      
      “Because,” continued Drawlight, eagerly. “if you were able to do me one or two little
         services, then I would be able to tell my friend of your helpfulness and I am sure
         he would say immediately that you were the man for him!”
      

      
      “What sort of services?” asked Frank.

      
      “Oh! Well, the first is the easiest thing in the world! Indeed the moment I tell you
         what it is, you will be eager to do it – even if there were no reward at all. You
         see, Frank, I fear something quite horrible will soon happen to your master and his
         daughter. The magician means them a world of harm. I tried to warn your master, but
         he is so stubborn he would not listen to me. I can scarcely sleep for thinking of
         it. I curse my stupidity that I could not explain myself better. But they trust you,
         Frank. You could drop a few hints – not to your master, but to his sister and daughter
         – about Strange’s wickedness, and put them on their guard.” Then Drawlight explained
         about the murder of Arabella Strange and the pact with Byron to hold their women in
         common.
      

      
      Frank nodded warily.

      
      “We need to be on our guard against the magician,” said Drawlight. “The others are
         all taken in by his lies and deceit – your master in particular. So it is vital that
         you and I gather up all the intelligence we can so that we can reveal his wicked plans
         to the world. Now, tell me Frank, is there any thing you have observed, any word the
         magician let fall accidentally, any thing at all that has excited your suspicions?”
      

      
      “Well, now that you mention it,” said Frank, scratching his head, “There is one thing.”

      
      “Really?”

      
      “I have not told any one else about this. Not even my master.”

      
      “Excellent!” smiled Drawlight.

      
      “Only I cannot explain it very well. ’Tis easier to shew you.”

      
      “Oh, certainly! Where do we go?”

      
      “Just come outside. You can see it from here.”

      
      So Frank and Drawlight went outside, and Drawlight looked about him. It was the most commonplace Venetian scene imaginable. There was a canal
         just before them and on the other side a tawny-coloured church. A servant was plucking
         some pigeons in front of an open door; their dirty feathers were scattered in a greyish,
         whitish circle in front of her. Everywhere was a jumble of buildings, statues, lines
         of washing and flowerpots. And in the distance towered the sheer, smooth face of the
         Darkness.
      

      
      “Well, perhaps not exactly here,” admitted Frank. “The buildings get in the way. Take
         a few steps forward and you will see it perfectly.”
      

      
      Drawlight took a few steps forward. “Here?” he asked, still looking about him.

      
      “Yes, just there,” said Frank. And he kicked him into the canal.

      
      A resounding splash.

      
      Frank lingered a little longer to shout out some reflections upon Drawlight’s moral
         character, calling him a lying, underhand scoundrel; a low dog; a venomous, cowardly
         blackguard; a snake; and a swine. These remarks certainly relieved Frank’s feelings,
         but they were rather lost upon Drawlight who was by this time under the water and
         could not hear them.
      

      
      The water had hit him like a blow, stinging his whole body and knocking the breath
         out of him. He fell through murky depths. He could not swim and was certain he would
         drown. But he had not been in the water more than a few seconds when he felt himself
         plucked up by a strong current and borne away at great speed. By some accident the
         action of water brought him to the surface every now and then and he was able to snatch
         a breath. Moment after moment he continued in a state of the most abject terror, quite
         unable to save himself. Once the racing water bore him up high and for an instant
         he saw the sunlit quayside (a place he did not recognize); he saw white, foaming water
         dashing at the stones, soaking people and houses; he saw people’s shocked faces. He
         understood that he had not been driven out to sea, as he had supposed, but even then it did not occur to him that the current was in any way unnatural. Sometimes it carried him on vigorously in one direction; sometimes all was confusion
         and he was certain that his end was upon him. Then suddenly the water seemed to grow
         tired of him; the motion ceased upon the instant and he was thrown up on to some stone
         steps. He was vaguely aware of cold air and buildings around him.
      

      
      He drew in great, shuddering, body-racking breaths of air and, just as it became easier
         to breathe, he vomited up quantities of cold salt water. Then for a long time he simply
         lay there with his eyes closed, as a man might lie upon a lover’s breast. He had no
         thought of any thing at all. If any desires remained in him, then they were simply
         to lie there for ever. Much later he became aware, firstly, that the stones were probably
         very dirty and, secondly, that he was fearfully cold. He began to wonder why it was
         so quiet and why no one came to help him.
      

      
      He sat up and opened his eyes.

      
      Darkness was all around him. Was he in a tunnel? A cellar? Under the earth! Any of
         these would have been quite horrible since he had not the least idea how he had got
         there or how he was going to get out again. But then he felt a thin, chill wind upon
         his cheek; he looked up and saw the white, winter stars. Night!
      

      
      “No, no, no!” he pleaded. He shrank back against the stones of the quay, whimpering.

      
      The buildings were dark and utterly silent. The only live, bright things were the
         stars. Their constellations looked to Drawlight like gigantic, glittering letters
         – letters in an unknown alphabet. For all he knew the magician had formed the stars
         into these letters and used them to write a spell against him. All that could be seen
         in any direction was black Night, stars and silence. There was no light in any of
         the houses and, if what Drawlight had been told was true, there were no people in
         any of the houses. Unless, of course, the magician was there.
      

      
      With great reluctance he stood up and looked around. Nearby was a little bridge. On
         the other side of the bridge an alley disappeared between the high walls of dark houses.
         He could go that way or he could chuse the pavement by the side of the canal. It was
         frosted with starlight and looked particularly eerie and exposed. He chose the alley
         and darkness.
      

      
      He crossed the bridge and passed between the houses. Almost immediately the alley
         opened out into a square. Several other alleys led away from the square. Which way
         should he go? He thought of all the black shadows he would have to pass, all the silent
         doorways. Suppose he never got out! He felt sick and faint with fear.
      

      
      There was a church in the square. Even by starlight its façade was a monstrous thing.
         It bulged with pillars and bristled with statues. Angels with outspread wings held
         trumpets to their lips; a shadowy figure held out its arms beneath a stone canopy;
         blind faces gazed down at Drawlight from dark arches.
      

      
      “How do I know the magician is not there?” he thought. He began to examine each black
         figure in turn to see if it was Jonathan Strange. Once he had begun, it was difficult
         to stop; he fancied that if he looked away for a moment one of the figures would move.
         He had almost persuaded himself that it was safe to walk away from the church when
         something caught his eye – the merest possible irregularity in the deep blackness
         of the doorway. He looked closer. There was something – or someone – lying on the
         steps. A man. He lay stretched out upon the stones as if in a swoon, face down, with
         his arm thrown over his head.
      

      
      For several moments – oh! but it seemed like an eternity! – Drawlight waited to see
         what would happen.
      

      
      Nothing happened.

      
      Then it came to him in an instant: the magician was dead! Perhaps in his madness he
         had killed himself! The sense of joy and relief was overwhelming. In his excitement
         he laughed out loud – an extraordinary sound in all the silence. The dark figure in
         the dark doorway did not stir. He drew closer until he was leaning over the figure.
         There was no sound of breathing. He wished that he had a stick to poke it.
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      Without warning, the figure turned over.
      

      
      Drawlight gave a little yelp of fright.

      
      Silence. Then, “I know you!” whispered Strange.

      
      Drawlight tried to laugh. He had always employed laughter as a means to placate his
         victims. Laughter was a soothing thing, was it not? All friends together? But all
         that came out of his mouth was a queer braying sound.
      

      
      Strange stood up and took a few steps towards Drawlight. Drawlight backed away. In
         the starlight Drawlight could see the magician more clearly. He could begin to trace
         the features of the man he had known. Strange’s feet were bare. His coat and shirt
         hung open and he had clearly not shaved in days.
      

      
      “I know you,” whispered Strange again. “You are … You are …” He moved his hands through
         the empty air as if tracing magical symbols. “You are a Leucrocuta!”
      

      
      “A Loo …?” echoed Drawlight.

      
      “You are the Wolf of the Evening! You prey upon men and women! Your father was a hyena
         and your mother a lioness! You have the body of a lion; your hooves are cloven. You
         cannot look behind you. You have one long tooth and no gums. Yet you can take human
         shape and lure men to you with a human voice!”
      

      
      “No, no!” pleaded Drawlight. He wanted to say more; he wanted to say that he was none
         of those things, that Strange was quite mistaken, but his mouth was too dry and weak
         from terror; it was no longer able to form the words.
      

      
      “And now,” said Strange calmly, “I shall return you to your proper form!” He raised
         his hands. “Abracadabra!” he cried.
      

      
      Drawlight fell to the ground, screaming over and over again; and Strange burst into
         such peals of laughter – eerie, mad laughter – that he bent double and staggered about
         the square.
      

      
      Eventually the fear of one man and the hilarity of the other subsided; Drawlight realized that he had not been transformed into the horrible, nightmare creature; and Strange grew calmer,
         almost severe.
      

      
      “Leucrocuta,” he whispered, “stand up.”

      
      Still whimpering, Drawlight got to his feet.

      
      “Leucrocuta, why did you come here? No, wait! I know this.” Strange snapped his fingers.
         “I brought you here. Leucrocuta, tell me: why do you spy on me? What have I ever done
         that is secret? Why did you not come here and ask me? I would have told you everything!”
      

      
      “They made me do it. Lascelles and Norrell. Lascelles paid my debts so I could leave
         the King’s Bench.1 I have always been your friend.” Drawlight faltered slightly; it seemed unlikely
         that even a madman would believe this.
      

      
      Strange raised his head, as if he gave Drawlight a defiant look, but in the Darkness
         Drawlight could not see his expression. “I have been mad, Leucrocuta!” he hissed.
         “Did they tell you that? Well, it is true. I have been mad and I will be so again.
         But since you came to this city I have refrained from … I have refrained from certain
         spells, so that when I saw you I would be in my right mind. My old mind. So that I
         would know you, and I would know what I meant to say to you. I have learnt many things
         in the Darkness, Leucrocuta, and one of them is this: I cannot do this alone. I have
         brought you here to help me.”
      

      
      “Have you? I am glad! I will do any thing! Thank you! Thank you!” But as he spoke
         Drawlight wondered how long Strange meant to keep him there; the thought turned his
         heart to water.
      

      
      “What is … What is …” Strange appeared to be having difficulty catching hold of his
         thoughts. He trawled his hands through the air. “What is the name of Pole’s wife?”
      

      
      “Lady Pole?”

      
      “Yes, but I mean … her other names?”

      
      “Emma Wintertowne?”
      

      
      “Yes, that is it. Emma Wintertowne. Where is she? Now?” “They have taken her to a
         madhouse in Yorkshire. It is supposed to be a great secret, but I found it out. I
         knew a man in the King’s Bench whose son’s sweetheart is a mantua-maker and she knew
         all about it because she was employed to make Lady Pole’s Yorkshire clothes – it is
         very cold in Yorkshire. They have taken her to a place called Star-something – Lady
         Pole I mean, not the mantua-maker. Stare-something. Wait! I will tell you! I know
         this, I swear! Starecross Hall in Yorkshire.”
      

      
      “Starecross? I know that name.”

      
      “Yes, yes, you do! Because the tenant is a friend of yours. He was once a magician
         in Newcastle or York or one of those northern places – only I do not know his name.
         It seems that Mr Norrell did him an unkindness once – or maybe twice. So when Lady
         Pole became mad, Childermass thought to mend matters a little by recommending him
         as a madhouse-keeper to Sir Walter.”
      

      
      There was a silence. Drawlight wondered how much Strange had understood. Then Strange
         said, “Emma Wintertowne is not mad. She appears mad. But that is Norrell’s fault.
         He summoned a fairy to raise her from the dead and in exchange he gave the fairy all
         sorts of rights over her. This same fairy threatened the liberty of the King of England
         and has enchanted at least two more of His Majesty’s subjects, one of them my wife!”
         He paused. “Your first task, Leucrocuta, is to tell John Childermass what I have just
         told you and to deliver this to him.”
      

      
      Strange took something out of a pocket of his coat and handed it to Drawlight. It
         appeared to be a small box like a snuff box, except it was a little longer and narrower
         than snuff boxes usually are. Drawlight took it and put it in his own pocket.
      

      
      Strange gave a long sigh. The effort of speaking coherently seemed to exhaust him.
         “Your second task is … Your second task is to take a message to all the magicians
         in England. Do you understand me?”
      

      
      “Oh, yes! But …”
      

      
      “But what?”

      
      “But there is only one.”

      
      “What?”

      
      “There is only one magician, sir. Now that you are here, only one magician remains
         in England.”
      

      
      Strange seemed to consider this for a moment. “My pupils,” he said. “My pupils are
         magicians. All the men and women who ever wanted to be Norrell’s pupils are magicians.
         Childermass is another. Segundus another. Honeyfoot. The subscribers to the magical
         journals. The members of the old societies. England is full of magicians. Hundreds!
         Thousands perhaps! Norrell refused them. Norrell denied them. Norrell silenced them.
         But they are magicians nonetheless. Tell them this.” He passed his hand across his
         forehead and breathed hard for a moment. “Tree speaks to stone; stone speaks to water.
         It is not so hard as we have supposed. Tell them to read what is written in the sky.
         Tell them to ask the rain! All of John Uskglass’s old alliances are still in place.
         I am sending messengers to remind the stones and the sky and the rain of their ancient
         promises. Tell them …” But again Strange could not find the words he wanted. He drew
         something in the air with a gesture. “I cannot explain it,” he said. “Leucrocuta,
         do you understand?”
      

      
      “Yes. Oh, yes!” said Drawlight, though he had not the least idea what Strange was
         talking about.
      

      
      “Good. Now repeat to me the messages I have given you. Tell them back to me.”

      
      Drawlight did so. Long years of collecting and repeating malicious gossip about his
         acquaintance had made him adept at remembering names and facts. He had the first message
         perfectly, but the second had descended to a few garbled sentences about magicians
         standing in the rain, looking at stones.
      

      
      “I will shew you,” said Strange, “and then you will understand. Leucrocuta, if you
         perform these three tasks, I shall take no revenge on you. I shall not harm you. Deliver these three messages and you may return
         to your night-hunts, to your devouring of men and women.”
      

      
      “Thank you! Thank you!” breathed Drawlight, gratefully, until a horrible realization
         gripped him. “Three! But, sir, you only gave me two!”
      

      
      “Three messages, Leucrocuta,” said Strange, wearily. “You must deliver three messages.”

      
      “Yes, but you have not told me what the third is!”

      
      Strange made no reply. He turned away, muttering to himself.

      
      In spite of all his terror, Drawlight had a great desire to get hold of the magician
         and shake him. He might have done it too, if he thought it would do any good. Tears
         of self-pity began to trickle down his face. Now Strange would kill him for not performing
         the third task and it was not his fault.
      

      
      “Leucrocuta,” said Strange, suddenly returning. “Bring me a drink of water!”

      
      Drawlight looked around. In the middle of the square there was a well. He went over
         to it and found a horrible old iron cup attached to the stones by a length of rusting
         chain. He pushed aside the well-cover, drew up a pail of water and dipped the cup
         into the water. He hated touching it. Curiously, after everything that had happened
         to him that day it was the iron cup he hated the most. All of his life he had loved
         beautiful things, but now everything that surrounded him was horrible. It was the
         magicians’ fault. How he hated them!
      

      
      “Sir? Lord Magician?” he called out. “You will have to come here to drink.” He shewed
         the iron chain by way of an explanation.
      

      
      Strange came forward, but he did not take the proffered cup. Instead he took a tiny
         phial out of his pocket and handed it to Drawlight. “Put six drops in the water,”
         he said.
      

      
      Drawlight took out the stopper. His hand was trembling so much that he feared he would pour the whole thing on the ground. Strange did not appear
         to notice; Drawlight shook in some drops.
      

      
      Strange took the cup and drank the water down. The cup fell from his hand. Drawlight
         was aware – he did not know how exactly – that Strange was changed. Against the starry
         sky the black shape of his figure sagged and his head drooped. Drawlight wondered
         if he were drunk. But how could a few drops of any thing make a man drunk? Besides
         he did not smell of strong liquor; he smelt like a man who had not washed himself
         or his linen for some weeks; and there was another smell too – one that had not been
         there a minute ago – a smell like old age and half a hundred cats.
      

      
      Drawlight had the strangest feeling. It was something he had felt before when magic
         was about to happen. Invisible doors seemed to be opening all around him; winds blew
         on him from far away, bringing scents of woods, moors and bogs. Images flew unbidden
         into his mind. The houses around him were no longer empty. He could see inside them
         as if the walls had been removed. Each dark room contained – not a person exactly
         – a Being, an Ancient Spirit. One contained a Fire; another a Stone; yet another a
         Shower of Rain; yet another a Flock of Birds; yet another a Hillside; yet another
         a Small Creature with Dark and Fiery Thoughts; and on and on.
      

      
      “What are they?” he whispered, in amazement. He realized that all the hairs on his
         head were standing on end as if he had been electrified. Then a new, different sensation
         took him: it was a sensation not unlike falling, and yet he remained standing. It
         was as if his mind had fallen down.
      

      
      He thought he stood upon an English hillside. Rain was falling; it twisted in the
            air like grey ghosts. Rain fell upon him and he grew thin as rain. Rain washed away
            thought, washed away memory, all the good and the bad. He no longer knew his name.
            Everything was washed away like mud from a stone. Rain filled him up with thoughts
            and memories of its own. Silver lines of water covered the hillside, like intricate
            lace, like the veins of an arm. Forgetting that he was, or ever had been, a man, he became the lines of water. He
            fell into the earth with the rain.
      

      
      He thought he lay beneath the earth, beneath England. Long ages passed; cold and rain
            seeped through him; stones shifted within him. In the Silence and the Dark he grew
            vast. He became the earth; he became England. A star looked down on him and spoke
            to him. A stone asked him a question and he answered it in its own language. A river
            curled at his side; hills budded beneath his fingers. He opened his mouth and breathed
            out spring …
      

      
      He thought he was pressed into a thicket in a dark wood in winter. The trees went
            on for ever, dark pillars separated by thin, white slices of winter light. He looked
            down. Young saplings pierced him through and through; they grew up through his body,
            through his feet and hands. His eye-lids would no longer close because twigs had grown
            up through them. Insects scuttled in and out of his ears; spiders built nests and
            webs in his mouth. He realized he had been entwined in the wood for years and years.
            He knew the wood and the wood knew him. There was no saying any longer what was wood
            and what was man.
      

      
      All was silent. Snow fell. He screamed …
      

      
      Blackness.

      
      Like rising up from beneath dark waters, Drawlight came to himself. Who it was that
         released him – whether Strange, or the wood, or England itself – he did not know,
         but he felt its contempt as it cast him back into his own mind. The Ancient Spirits
         withdrew from him. His thoughts and sensations shrank to those of a Man. He was dizzy
         and reeling from the memory of what he had endured. He examined his hands and rubbed
         the places on his body where the trees had pierced him. They seemed whole enough;
         oh, but they hurt! He whimpered and looked around for Strange.
      

      
      The magician was a little way off, crouching by a wall, muttering magic to himself.
         He struck the wall once; the stones bulged, changed shape, became a raven; the raven opened its wings and, with a loud caw, flew
         up towards the night sky. He struck the wall again: another raven emerged from the
         wall and flew away. Then another and another, and on and on, thick and fast they came
         until all the stars above were blotted out by black wings.
      

      
      Strange raised his hand to strike again …

      
      “Lord Magician,” gasped Drawlight. “You have not told me what the third message is.”

      
      Strange looked round. Without warning he seized Drawlight’s coat and pulled him close.
         Drawlight could feel Strange’s stinking breath on his face and for the first time
         he could see his face. Starlight shone on fierce, wild eyes, from which all humanity
         and reason had fled.
      

      
      “Tell Norrell I am coming!” hissed Strange. “Now, go!”

      
      Drawlight did not need to be told twice. He sped away through the darkness. Ravens
         seemed to pursue him. He could not see them, but he heard the beating of their wings
         and felt the currents in the air that those wings created. Halfway across a bridge
         he tumbled without warning into dazzling light. Instantly he was surrounded by the
         sound of birdsong and of people talking. Men and women were walking and talking and
         going about their everyday pursuits. Here was no terrible magic – only the everyday
         world – the wonderful, beautiful everyday world.
      

      
      Drawlight’s clothes were still drenched in sea-water and the weather was cruelly cold.
         He was in a part of the city he did not recognize. No one offered to help him and
         for a long time he walked about, lost and exhausted. Eventually he happened upon a
         square he knew and was able to make his way back to the little tavern where he rented
         a room. By the time he reached it, he was weak and shivering. He undressed and rinsed
         the salt from his body as best he could. Then he lay down on his little bed.
      

      
      For the next two days he lay in a fever. His dreams were unspeakable things, filled
         with Darkness, Magic and the Long, Cold Ages of the Earth. And all the time he slept
         he was filled with dread lest he wake to find himself under the earth or crucified by a winter wood.
      

      
      By the middle of the third day he was recovered enough to get up and go to the harbour.
         There he found an English ship bound for Portsmouth. He shewed the captain the letters
         and papers Lascelles had given him, promising a large fee to the ship that bore him
         back to England and signed by two of the most famous bankers in Europe.
      

      
      By the fifth day he was on a ship bound for England.

      
      A thin, cold mist lay upon London, mimicking – or so it seemed – the thin, cold character
         of Stephen’s existence. Lately his enchantment weighed upon him more heavily than
         ever. Joy, affection and peace were all strangers to him now. The only emotions that
         pierced the clouds of magic around his heart were of the bitterest sort – anger, resentment
         and frustration. The division and estrangement between him and his English friends
         grew ever deeper. The gentleman might be a fiend, but when he spoke of the pride and
         self-importance of Englishmen, Stephen found it hard to deny the justice of what he
         said. Even Lost-hope, dreary as it was, was sometimes a welcome refuge from English
         arrogance and English malice; there at least Stephen had never needed to apologize
         for being what he was; there he had only ever been treated as an honoured guest.
      

      
      On this particular winter’s day Stephen was in Sir Walter Pole’s stables in the Harley-street
         mews. Sir Walter had recently purchased a pair of very fine greyhounds, much to the
         delight of his male servants, who idled away a large part of every day in visiting
         the dogs and admiring them and talking with varying degrees of knowledge and understanding
         of their likely prowess in the field. Stephen knew he ought to check this bad habit,
         but he found he did not really care enough to do it. Today when Robert, the footman,
         had invited him to come and see the dogs, Stephen, far from scolding him, had put
         on his hat and coat and gone with him. Now he watched Robert and the grooms fussing over the dogs. He felt as if he was on
         the other side of a thick and dirty pane of glass.
      

      
      Suddenly each man straightened himself and filed out of the stables. Stephen shivered.
         Experience had taught him that such unnatural behaviour invariably announced the arrival
         of the gentleman with the thistle-down hair.
      

      
      Now here he was, lighting up the cramped, dark stables with the brilliance of his
         silver hair, and the glitter of his blue eyes, and the brightness of his green coat;
         full of loud talk and laughter; never doubting for a moment that Stephen was as delighted
         to see him as he was to see Stephen. He was as pleased with the dogs as the servants
         had been, and called on Stephen to admire them with him. He spoke to them in his own
         language and the dogs leapt up and barked joyously, seeming more enamoured of him
         than any one they had ever seen before.
      

      
      The gentleman said, “I am reminded of an occasion in 1413 when I came south to visit
         the new King of Southern England. The King, a gracious and valiant person, introduced
         me to his court, telling them of my many marvellous accomplishments, extensive kingdoms,
         chivalrous character etc., etc. However one of his noblemen chose not to attend to
         this instructive and elevating speech. Instead he and his followers stood gossiping
         and laughing together. I was – as you may imagine – much offended by this treatment
         and determined to teach them better manners! The next day these wicked men were hunting
         hares near Hatfield Forest. Coming upon them all unawares, I had the happy notion
         of turning the men into hares and the hares into men. First the hounds tore their
         masters to pieces, and then the hares – now in the shape of men – found themselves
         able to inflict a terrible revenge upon the hounds who had chased and harried them.”
         The gentleman paused to receive Stephen’s praises for this feat, but before Stephen
         could utter a word, the gentleman exclaimed, “Oh! Did you feel that?”
      

      
      “Feel what, sir?” asked Stephen.

      
      “All the doors shook!”
      

      
      Stephen glanced at the stable doors.

      
      “No, not those doors!” said the gentleman. “I mean the doors between England and everywhere
         else! Someone is trying to open them. Someone spoke to the Sky and it was not me!
         Someone is giving instructions to the Stones and Rivers and it is not me! Who is doing
         that? Who is it? Come!”
      

      
      The gentleman seized Stephen’s arm and they seemed to rise up in the air, as if they
         were suddenly stood upon a mountain or a very high tower. Harley-street mews disappeared
         and a new scene presented itself to Stephen’s eyes – and then another, and then another.
         Here was a port with a crowd of masts as thick as a forest – it seemed to fly away
         beneath their feet and was immediately replaced by a grey, winter sea and ships in
         full sail bending to the wind – next came a city with spires and splendid bridges.
         Curiously there was scarcely any sensation of movement. It felt more as if the world
         was flying towards Stephen and the gentleman, while they remained still. Now came
         snow-covered mountains with tiny people toiling up them – next a glassy lake with
         dark peaks all around it – then a level country with tiny towns and rivers spread
         across it like a child’s toy.
      

      
      There was something ahead of them. At first it looked like a black line that cut the
         sky in half. But as they drew nearer, it became a Black Pillar that reached up from
         the earth and had no end.
      

      
      Stephen and the gentleman came to rest high above Venice (as to what they might be
         resting upon, Stephen was determined not to consider). The sun was setting and the streets and
         buildings beneath them were dark, but the sea and sky were full of light in which
         shades of rose, milky-blue, topaz and pearl were all blended harmoniously together.
         The city seemed to float in a radiant void.
      

      
      For the most part the Black Pillar was as smooth as obsidian, but, just above the
         level of the house-roofs, twists and spirals of darkness were billowing out from it and drifting away through the air. What they could
         be, Stephen could not imagine.
      

      
      “Is it smoke, sir? Is the tower on fire?” asked Stephen.

      
      The gentleman did not reply, but as they drew closer Stephen saw that it was not smoke.
         A dark multitude was flying out of the Tower. They were ravens. Thousands upon thousands
         of ravens. They were leaving Venice and flying back in the direction Stephen and the
         gentleman had come.
      

      
      One flock wheeled towards them. The air was suddenly tumultuous with the beating of
         a thousand wings, and loud with a thrumming, drumming noise. Clouds of dust and grit
         flew into Stephen’s eyes, nose and throat. He bent low and cupped his hand over his
         nose to shut out the stench.
      

      
      When they were gone, he asked in amazement, “What are they, sir?”

      
      “Creatures the magician has made,” said the gentleman. “He is sending them back to
         England with instructions for the Sky and the Earth and the Rivers and the Hills.
         He is calling up all the King’s old allies. Soon they will attend to English magicians,
         rather than to me!” He gave a great howl of mingled anger and despair. “I have punished
         him in ways that I never punished my enemies before! Yet still he works against me!
         Why does he not resign himself to his fate? Why does he not despair?”
      

      
      “I never heard that he lacked courage, sir,” said Stephen. “By all accounts he did
         many brave things in the Peninsula.”
      

      
      “Courage? What are you talking about? This is not courage! This is malice, pure and
         simple! We have been negligent, Stephen! We have let the English magicians get the
         advantage of us. We must find a way to defeat them! We must redouble our efforts to
         make you King!”
      

      
   
      
      60
Tempest and lies

      
      February 1817

      
      Aunt Greysteel had rented a house in Padua within sight of the fruit market. It was
         very convenient for everywhere and only eighty sechinis a quarter (which comes to
         about 38 guineas). Aunt Greysteel was very well pleased with her bargain. But it sometimes
         happens that when one acts quickly and with great resolve, all the indecisiveness
         and doubt comes afterwards, when it is too late. So it was in this case: Aunt Greysteel
         and Flora had not been living in the house a week, when Aunt Greysteel began to find
         fault with it and began to wonder if, in fact, she ought to have taken it at all.
         Although ancient and pretty, its gothic windows were rather small and several of them
         were fenced about with stone balconies; in other words it was inclined to be dark.
         This would never have been a problem before, but just at present Flora’s spirits required
         support, and (thought Aunt Greysteel) gloom and shadows – be they ever so picturesque
         – might not in fact be the best thing for her. There were moreover some stone ladies
         who stood about the courtyard and who had, in the course of the years, acquired veils
         and cloaks of ivy. It was no exaggeration to say that these ladies were in imminent
         danger of disappearing altogether and every time Aunt Greysteel’s eye fell upon them,
         she was put in mind of Jonathan Strange’s poor wife, who had died so young and so
         mysteriously, and whose unhappy fate seemed to have driven her husband mad. Aunt Greysteel hoped that no such melancholy
         notions occurred to Flora.
      

      
      But the bargain had been made and the house had been taken, so Aunt Greysteel set
         about making it as cheerful and bright as she could. She had never squandered candles
         or lamp oil in her life, but in her endeavour to raise Flora’s spirits she put all
         questions of expence aside. There was a particularly gloomy spot on the stairs, where
         a step turned in an odd way that no one could possibly have predicted, and lest any
         one should tumble down and break their neck, Aunt Greysteel insisted upon a lamp being
         placed upon a shelf just above the step. The lamp burnt day and night and was a continual
         affront to Bonifazia, the elderly Italian maid who came with the house and who was
         an even more economical person than Aunt Greysteel herself.
      

      
      Bonifazia was an excellent servant, but much inclined to criticism and long explanations
         of why the instructions she had just been given were wrong or impossible to carry
         out. She was aided in her work by a slow, put-upon sort of young man called Minichello,
         who greeted any order with a low, grumbling murmur of dialect words, quite impossible
         to comprehend. Bonifazia treated Minichello with such familiar contempt that Aunt
         Greysteel supposed they must be related, though she had yet to obtain any precise
         information upon this point.
      

      
      So what with the arrangements for the house, the daily battles with Bonifazia and
         all the discoveries, pleasant or otherwise, attendant upon a sojourn in a new town,
         Aunt Greysteel’s days were full of interesting occupation; but her chief and most
         sacred duty at this time was to try and find amusement for Flora. Flora had fallen
         into habits of quiet and solitude. If her aunt spoke to her she answered cheerfully
         enough, but few indeed were the conversations that she began. In Venice Flora had
         been the chief instigator of all their pleasures; now she simply fell in with whatever
         projects of exploration Aunt Greysteel proposed. She preferred those occupations that
         require no companion. She walked alone, read alone, sat alone in the sitting-room or in the ray of faint sunshine
         which sometimes penetrated the little courtyard at about one o’clock. She was less
         open-hearted and confiding than before; it was as if someone – not necessarily Jonathan
         Strange – had disappointed her and she was determined to be more independent in future.
      

      
      In the first week in February there was a great storm in Padua. It happened at about
         the middle of the day. The storm came very suddenly out of the east (from the direction
         of Venice and the sea). The old men who frequented the town’s coffee-houses said that
         there had been no sign of it moments before. But other people were not much inclined
         to take any notice of this; after all it was winter and storms must be expected.
      

      
      First a great wind blew through the town. It was no respecter of doors or windows,
         this wind. It seemed to find out chinks that no one knew existed and it blew almost
         as fiercely within the houses as without. Aunt Greysteel and Flora were together in
         a little sitting-room on the first floor. The window-panes began to rattle and some
         crystals that hung from a chandelier began to jingle. Then the pages of a letter that
         Aunt Greysteel was writing escaped from beneath her hand and went flying about the
         room. Outside the window, the skies darkened and it became as black as night; sheets
         of blinding rain began to descend.
      

      
      Bonifazia and Minichello entered the sitting-room. They came under the pretext of
         finding out Aunt Greysteel’s wishes concerning the storm, but in truth Bonifazia wanted
         to join with Aunt Greysteel in exclamations of astonishment at the violence of the
         wind and rain (and a fine duet they made of it too, albeit in different languages).
         Minichello came presumably because Bonifazia did; he regarded the storm gloomily,
         as if he suspected it of having been arranged on purpose to make work for him.
      

      
      Aunt Greysteel, Bonifazia and Minichello were all at the window and saw how the first
         stroke of lightning turned the whole familiar scene into something quite Gothic and
         disturbing, full of pallid, unearthly glare and unexpected shadows. This was followed by a crack of thunder
         that shook the whole room. Bonifazia murmured appeals to the Virgin and several saints.
         Aunt Greysteel, who was equally alarmed, might well have been glad of the same refuge,
         but as a member of the communion of the Church of England, she could only exclaim,
         “Dear me!” and, “Upon my word!” and “Lord bless me!” – none of which gave her much
         comfort.
      

      
      “Flora, my love,” she called out in a voice that quavered slightly, “I hope you are
         not frightened. It is a very horrid storm.”
      

      
      Flora came to the window and took her aunt’s hand and told her that it was sure to
         be over very soon. Another stroke of lightning illuminated the town. Flora dropped
         her aunt’s hand, undid the window-fastening and stepped eagerly out on to the balcony.
      

      
      “Flora!” exclaimed Aunt Greysteel.

      
      She was leaning into the howling darkness with both hands upon the balustrade, quite
         oblivious of the rain that soaked her gown or of the wind that pulled at her hair.
      

      
      “My love! Flora! Flora! Come out of the rain!”

      
      Flora turned and said something to her aunt, but what it was they could not hear.

      
      Minichello followed her on to the balcony and, with a surprizing delicacy (though
         without relinquishing for a moment his native gloominess), he managed to herd her
         inside again, using his large, flat hands to guide her, in the same way shepherds
         use hurdles to direct sheep.
      

      
      “Can you not see?” exclaimed Flora. “There is someone there! There, at the corner!
         Can you tell who it is? I thought …” She fell silent abruptly and whatever it was
         that she thought, she did not say.
      

      
      “Well, my love, I hope you are mistaken. I pity any one who is in the street at this
         moment. I hope they will find some shelter as soon as they can. Oh, Flora! How wet
         you are!”
      

      
      Bonifazia fetched towels and then she and Aunt Greysteel immediately set about drying
         Flora’s gown, turning her round and round between them, and sometimes trying to give
         her a turn in contrary directions. At the same time both were giving Minichello urgent
         instructions, Aunt Greysteel in stumbling, yet insistent Italian, and Bonifazia in
         rapid Veneto dialect. The instructions, like the turns, may well have been at odds
         with each other, because Minichello did nothing, except regard them with a baleful
         expression.
      

      
      Flora gazed over the bowed heads of the two women into the street. Another stroke
         of lightning. She stiffened, as if she had been electrified, and the next moment she
         wriggled out of the clutches of aunt and maid, and ran out of the room.
      

      
      They had no time to wonder where she was going. The next half hour was one of titanic
         domestic struggle: of Minichello trying to close shutters in the teeth of the storm;
         of Bonifazia stumbling about in the dark, looking for candles; of Aunt Greysteel discovering
         that the Italian word she had been using to mean “shutter” actually meant “parchment”.
         Each of them in turn lost his or her temper. Nor did Aunt Greysteel feel that the
         situation was much improved when all the bells in the town began to ring at once,
         in accordance with the belief that bells (being blessed objects) can dispel storms
         and thunder (which are clearly works of the Devil).
      

      
      At last the house was secured – or very nearly. Aunt Greysteel left Bonifazia and
         Minichello to complete the work and, forgetting that she had seen Flora leave the
         sitting-room, she returned thither with a candle for her niece. Flora was not there,
         but Aunt Greysteel observed that Minichello still had not closed the shutters in that
         room.
      

      
      She mounted the stairs to Flora’s bed-chamber: Flora was not there either. Nor was
         she in the little dining-parlour, nor in Aunt Greysteel’s own bed-chamber, nor in
         the other, smaller sitting-room which they sometimes used after dinner. The kitchen,
         the vestibule and the gardener’s room were tried next; she was not in any of those places.
      

      
      Aunt Greysteel began to be seriously frightened. A cruel little voice whispered in
         her ear that whatever mysterious fate had befallen Jonathan Strange’s wife, it had
         begun when she had disappeared very unexpectedly in bad weather.
      

      
      “But that was snow, not rain,” she told herself. As she went about the house, looking
         for Flora, she kept repeating to herself, “Snow, not rain. Snow, not rain.” Then she
         thought, “Perhaps she was in the sitting-room all along. It was so dark and she is
         so quiet, I may well not have perceived her.”
      

      
      She returned to the room. Another stroke of lightning gave it an unnatural aspect.
         The walls became white and ghastly; the furniture and other objects became grey, as
         if they had all been turned to stone. With a horrible jolt, Aunt Greysteel realized
         that there was indeed a second person in the room – a woman, but not Flora – a woman in a dark, old-fashioned gown, standing with a candle in a candlestick,
         looking at her – a woman whose face was entirely in shadow, whose features could not
         be seen.
      

      
      Aunt Greysteel grew cold all over.

      
      There was a crack of thunder: then pitch-black darkness, except for the two candle
         flames. But somehow the unknown woman’s candle seemed to illuminate nothing at all.
         Queerer still the room seemed to have grown larger in some mysterious way; the woman
         and her candle were strangely distant from Aunt Greysteel.
      

      
      Aunt Greysteel cried out, “Who is there?”

      
      No one answered.

      
      “Of course,” she thought, “she is Italian. I must ask her again in Italian. Perhaps
         she has wandered into the wrong house in the confusion of the storm.” But try as she
         might, she could not at that moment think of a single Italian word.
      

      
      Another flash of lightning. There was the woman, standing just as she had been before,
         facing Aunt Greysteel. “It is the ghost of Jonathan Strange’s wife!” she thought.
         She took a step forward, and so did the unknown woman. Suddenly realization and relief came upon her in equal
         measures; “It is a mirror! Oh! How foolish! How foolish! To be afraid of my own reflection!”
         She was so relieved she almost laughed out loud, but then she paused; it had not been
         foolish to be frightened, not foolish at all; there had been no mirror in that corner until now.
      

      
      The next flash of lightning shewed the mirror to her. It was ugly and much too large
         for the room; she knew she had never seen it before in her life.
      

      
      She hurried out of the room. She felt she would be able to think more clearly away
         from the sight of the baleful mirror. She was halfway up the stairs when some sounds
         that seemed to originate in Flora’s bed-chamber made her open the door and look inside.
      

      
      There was Flora. She had lit the candles they had placed for her and was in the middle
         of pulling her gown over her head. The gown was sopping wet. Her petticoat and stockings
         were no better. Her shoes were tumbled on the floor at the side of the bed; they were
         quite soaked and spoilt with rain.
      

      
      Flora looked at her aunt with an expression in which guilt, embarrassment, defiance
         and several other things more difficult of interpretation were mixed together. “Nothing!
         Nothing!” she cried.
      

      
      This, presumably, was the answer to some question she expected her aunt to put to
         her, but all that Aunt Greysteel said was: “Oh, my dear! Where have you been? Whatever
         made you go out in such weather?”
      

      
      “I … I went out to buy some embroidery silk.”

      
      Aunt Greysteel must have looked a good deal astonished at this, because Flora added
         doubtfully, “I did not think the rain would last so long.”
      

      
      “Well, my love, I must say I think you acted rather foolishly, but you must have been
         a good deal frightened! Was it that that made you cry?”
      

      
      “Cry! No, no! You are mistaken, aunt. I have not been crying. It is rain, that is
         all.”
      

      
      “But you are …” Aunt Greysteel stopped. She had been going to say, you are crying now, but Flora shook her head and turned away. For some reason she had wrapped her shawl
         into a bundle and Aunt Greysteel could not help thinking that if she had not done
         that the shawl would have given her some protection from the rain and she would not
         now be so wet. From out of the bundle she took a little bottle half full of an amber-coloured
         liquid. She opened a drawer, and put it inside.
      

      
      “Flora! Something very peculiar has happened. I do not know quite how to tell you,
         but there is a mirror …”
      

      
      “Yes, I know,” said Flora, quickly. “It belongs to me.”

      
      “Belongs to you!” Aunt Greysteel was more perplexed than ever. A pause of some moments’
         duration. “Where did you buy it?” she asked. It was all she could think of to say.
      

      
      “I do not remember exactly. It must have been delivered just now.”

      
      “But surely no one would deliver any thing in the middle of a storm! And even if any
         body had been so foolish as to do such a thing, they would have knocked upon the door
         – and not done it in this strange, secret way.”
      

      
      To these very reasonable arguments Flora made no reply.

      
      Aunt Greysteel was not sorry to let the subject drop. She was quite sick of storms
         and frights and unexpected mirrors. The question of why the mirror had appeared was now resolved and so, for the present, she put aside the
         question of how it had appeared. She was glad to fall back upon the more soothing subjects of Flora’s
         gown and Flora’s shoes and the likelihood of Flora’s catching cold and the necessity
         for Flora drying herself immediately and putting on her dressing-gown and coming and
         sitting by the fire in the sitting-room and eating something hot.
      

      
      When they were both in the sitting-room again, Aunt Greysteel said, “See! The storm
         is almost passed. It seems to be going back towards the coast. How odd! I thought
         that was the direction it came from. I suppose your embroidery silks were ruined by
         the rain along with everything else.”
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      “Embroidery silks?” said Flora. Then, remembering, “Oh! I did not get so far as the
         shop. It was, as you say, a foolish undertaking.”
      

      
      “Well, we can go out later and get whatever you need. How sorry I am for the poor
         market people! Everything on the stalls will have been spoilt. Bonifazia is making
         your gruel, my love. I wonder if I told her to use the new milk?”
      

      
      “I do not remember, aunt.”

      
      “I had better go and just mention it.”

      
      “I can go, aunt,” said Flora, proposing to stand up.

      
      But her aunt would not hear of it. Flora must remain exactly where she was, at the
         fire-side, with her feet upon a footstool.
      

      
      It was becoming lighter by the moment. Before proceeding to the kitchen, Aunt Greysteel
         surveyed the mirror. It was very large and ornate; the sort of mirror, in fact, that
         is made on the island of Murano in the Venetian Lagoon. “I confess I am surprized
         at you liking this mirror, Flora. It has so many scrolls and curlicues and glass flowers.
         Generally you prefer simple things.”
      

      
      Flora sighed and said she supposed she had acquired a taste for what was sumptuous
         and elaborate since she had been in Italy.
      

      
      “Was it expensive?” asked Aunt Greysteel. “It looks expensive.”

      
      “No. Not expensive at all.”

      
      “Well, that is something, is it not?”

      
      Aunt Greysteel went down the stairs to the kitchen. She was feeling a good deal recovered,
         and felt confident that the train of shocks and alarms of which the morning seemed
         to have been composed was now at an end. But in this she was quite wrong.
      

      
      Standing in the kitchen with Bonifazia and Minichello were two men she had never seen
         before. Bonifazia did not appear to have begun making Flora’s gruel. She had not even
         fetched the oatmeal and milk out of the pantry.
      

      
      The moment Bonifazia laid eyes upon Aunt Greysteel, she took her by the arm and unleashed
         a flood of eager dialect words upon her. She was speaking of the storm – that much
         was clear – and saying it was evil, but beyond that Aunt Greysteel understood very little. To her
         absolute astonishment it was Minichello who helped her comprehend it. In a very reasonable
         counterfeit of the English language he said, “The magician Engliss makes it. The magician
         Engliss makes the tempesta.”
      

      
      “I beg your pardon?”

      
      With frequent interruptions from Bonifazia and the two men, Minichello informed her
         that in the midst of the storm several people had looked up and seen a cleft in the
         black clouds. But what they had seen through the cleft had astonished and terrified
         them; it had not been the clear azure they were expecting, but a black, midnight sky
         full of stars. The storm had not been natural at all; it had been contrived in order
         to hide the approach of Strange’s Pillar of Darkness.
      

      
      This news was soon known all over the town and the citizens were greatly disturbed
         by it. Until now the Pillar of Darkness had been a horror confined to Venice, which
         seemed – to the Paduans at least – a natural setting for horrors. Now it was clear
         that Strange had stayed in Venice by choice rather than enchantment. Any city in Italy
         – any city in the world might suddenly find itself visited by Eternal Darkness. This
         was bad enough, but for Aunt Greysteel it was much worse; to all her fear of Strange
         was added the unwelcome conviction that Flora had lied. She debated with herself whether
         it was more likely that her niece had lied because she was under the influence of
         a spell, or because her attachment to Strange had weakened her principles. She did
         not know which would be worse.
      

      
      She wrote to her brother in Venice, begging him to come. In the meantime she determined
         to say nothing. For the rest of the day she observed Flora closely. Flora was much
         as usual, except that there sometimes seemed to be a tinge of penitence in her behaviour
         to her aunt, where no tinge ought to have been.
      

      
      At one o’clock on the next day – some hours before Aunt Greysteel’s letter could have
         reached him – Dr Greysteel arrived with Frank from Venice. They told her that it had been no secret in Venice when Strange
         left the parish of Santa Maria Zobenigo and went to terrafirma. The Pillar of Darkness had been seen from many parts of the city, moving across
         the face of the sea. Its surface had flickered and twists and spirals of Darkness
         had darted in and out, so that it appeared to be made of black flames. How Strange
         had contrived to cross over the water – whether he had travelled in a boat, or whether
         his passage had been purely magical – was not known. The storm by which he had tried
         to hide his approach had not been conjured up until he got to Strà, eight miles from
         Padua.
      

      
      “I tell you, Louisa,” said Dr Greysteel, “I would not exchange with him now upon any
         consideration. Everyone fled at his approach. From Mestre to Strà he could not have
         seen another living creature – nothing but silent streets and abandoned fields. Henceforth
         the world is an empty place to him.”
      

      
      A few moments before, Aunt Greysteel had been thinking of Strange with no very tender
         feelings, but the picture that her brother conjured up was so shocking that tears
         started into her eyes. “And where is he now?” she asked in a softened tone.
      

      
      “He has gone back to his rooms in Santa Maria Zobenigo,” said Dr Greysteel. “All is
         just as it was. As soon as we heard he had been in Padua, I guessed what his object
         was. We came as soon as we could. How is Flora?”
      

      
      Flora was in the drawing-room. She had been expecting her father – indeed she seemed
         relieved that the interview had come at last. Dr Greysteel had scarcely got out his
         first question when she burst forth with her confession. It was the release of an
         overcharged heart. Her tears fell abundantly and she admitted that she had seen Strange.
         She had seen him in the street below and known that he was waiting for her and so
         she had run out of the house to meet him.
      

      
      “I will tell you everything, I promise,” she said. “But not yet. I have done nothing
         wrong. I mean …” She blushed. “… apart from the falsehoods I told my aunt – for which
         I am very sorry. But these secrets are not mine to tell.”
      

      
      “But why must there be secrets at all, Flora?” asked her father. “Does that not tell
         you that there is something wrong? People whose intentions are honourable do not have
         secrets. They act openly.”
      

      
      “Yes, I suppose … Oh, but that does not apply to magicians! Mr Strange has enemies
         – that terrible old man in London and others besides! But you must not scold me for
         doing wrong. I have tried so hard to do good and I believe I have! You see, there
         is a sort of magic which he has been practising and which is destroying him – and
         yesterday I persuaded him to give it up! He made me a promise to abandon it completely.”
      

      
      “But, Flora!” said her father, sadly. “This distresses me more than all the rest.
         That you should regard yourself as entitled to exact promises from him is something
         which requires explanation. Surely you must see that? My dear, are you engaged to
         him?”
      

      
      “No, papa!” Another burst of tears. It took a great many caresses from her aunt to
         restore her to tolerable calm. When she could speak again, she said, “There is no
         engagement. It is true that I was attached to him once. But that is all over and done
         with. You must not suspect me of it! It was for friendship’s sake that I asked him
         to promise me. And for his wife’s sake. He thinks he is doing it for her, but I know
         that she would not want him to do magic so destructive of his health and reason –
         whatever the object, however desperate the circumstances! She is no longer able to
         guide his actions – and so it fell to me to speak on her behalf.”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel was silent. “Flora,” he said after a minute or two, “you forget, my dear,
         that I have seen him often in Venice. He is in no condition to keep promises. He will
         not even remember what promise he has made.”
      

      
      “Oh! But he will! I have arranged matters so that he must!”

      
      A fresh return of tears seemed to shew that she was not quite as free of love as she
         claimed. But she had said enough to make her father and aunt a little easier in their
         minds. They were convinced that her attachment to Jonathan Strange must come to a
         natural close sooner or later. As Aunt Greysteel said later that evening, Flora was not the
         sort of girl to spend years in longing for an impossible love; she was too rational
         a creature.
      

      
      Now that they were all together again Dr Greysteel and Aunt Greysteel were eager to
         continue their travels. Aunt Greysteel wished to go to Rome to see the ancient buildings
         and artefacts which they had heard were so remarkable. But Flora no longer had any
         interest in remains or works of art. She was happiest, she said, where she was. Most
         of the time she would not even leave the house unless absolutely forced to it. When
         they proposed a walk or a visit to a church with a Renaissance altarpiece, she declined
         to accompany them. She would complain that it was raining or that the streets were
         wet – all of which was true; there was a great deal of rain in Padua that winter,
         but the rain had never troubled her before.
      

      
      Her aunt and father were patient, though Dr Greysteel in particular thought it a little
         hard. He had not come to Italy to sit quietly in an apartment half the size of the
         rooms in his own comfortable house in Wiltshire. In private he grumbled that it was
         perfectly possible to read novels or embroider in Wiltshire (these were now Flora’s
         favourite pursuits) and a good deal cheaper too, but Aunt Greysteel scolded him and
         made him hush. If this was the way in which Flora intended to grieve for Jonathan
         Strange, then they must let her.
      

      
      Flora did propose one expedition, but that was of a most peculiar sort. After Dr Greysteel
         had been in Padua about a week she announced that she had a great desire to be upon
         the sea.
      

      
      Did she mean a sea-voyage, they asked. There was no reason why they should not go
         to Rome or Naples by sea.
      

      
      But she did not mean a sea-voyage. She did not wish to leave Padua. No, what she would
         like would be to go out in a yacht or other sort of boat. Only for an hour or two,
         perhaps less. But she would like to go immediately. The next day they repaired to
         a small fishing village.
      

      
      The village had no particular advantages of situation, prospect, architecture or history – in fact it had very little to recommend it at all, other
         than its proximity to Padua. Dr Greysteel inquired in the little wine-shop and at
         the priest’s house until he heard of two steady fellows who would be willing to take
         them out upon the water. The men had no objection to taking Dr Greysteel’s money,
         but they were obliged to point out that there was nothing to see; there would have
         been nothing to see even in good weather. But it was not good weather; it was raining
         – hard enough to make an excursion on the water most uncomfortable, not quite hard
         enough to dispel the heavy, grey mist.
      

      
      “Are you sure, my love, that this is what you want?” asked Aunt Greysteel. “It is
         a dismal spot and the boat smells very strongly of fish.”
      

      
      “I am quite sure, Aunt,” said Flora and climbed into the boat and settled herself
         at one end. Her aunt and father followed her. The mystified fishermen sailed out until
         all that could be seen in any direction was a shifting mass of grey water confined
         by walls of dull, grey mist. The fishermen looked expectantly at Dr Greysteel. He,
         in turn, looked questioningly at Flora.
      

      
      Flora took no notice of any of them. She was seated, leaning against the side of the
         boat in a pensive attitude. Her right arm was stretched out over the water.
      

      
      “There it is again!” cried Dr Greysteel.

      
      “There is what again?” asked Aunt Greysteel, irritably.

      
      “That smell of cats and mustiness! A smell like the old woman’s room. The old woman
         we visited in Cannaregio. Is there a cat on board?”
      

      
      The question was absurd. Every part of the fishing-boat was visible from every other
         part; there was no cat.
      

      
      “Is any thing the matter, my love?” asked Aunt Greysteel. There was something in Flora’s
         posture she did not quite like. “Are you ill?”
      

      
      “No, Aunt,” said Flora, straightening herself and adjusting her umbrella. “I am well.
         We can go back now if you wish.”
      

      
      For a moment Aunt Greysteel saw a little bottle floating upon the waves, a little
         bottle with no stopper. Then it sank beneath the water and was gone for ever.
      

      
      This peculiar expedition was the last time for many weeks that Flora would shew any
         inclination to go out. Sometimes Aunt Greysteel would try to persuade her to sit in
         a chair by the window so that she could see what was going on in the street. In an
         Italian street there is often something amusing going on. But Flora was greatly attached
         to a chair in a shadowy corner, beneath the eerie mirror; and she acquired a peculiar
         habit of comparing the picture of the room as it was contained in the mirror and the
         room as it really was. She might, for example, suddenly become interested in a shawl
         that was thrown across a chair and look at its reflection and say, “That shawl looks
         different in the mirror.”
      

      
      “Does it?” Aunt Greysteel would say, puzzled.

      
      “Yes. It looks brown in the mirror, whereas in truth it is blue. Do not you think
         so?”
      

      
      “Well, my dear, I am sure you are right, but it looks just the same to me.”

      
      “No,” Flora would say, with a sigh, “you are right.”

      
   
      
      61
Tree speaks to Stone; Stone speaks to Water

      
      January—February 1817

      
      When Mr Norrell had destroyed Strange’s book, public opinion in England had been very
         much against him and very much in favour of Strange. Comparisons were made, both publicly
         and privately, between the two magicians. Strange was open, courageous and energetic,
         whereas secrecy seemed to be the beginning and end of Mr Norrell’s character. Nor
         was it forgotten how, when Strange was in the Peninsula in the service of his country,
         Norrell had bought up all the books of magic in the Duke of Roxburghe’s library so
         that no one else could read them. But by the middle of January the newspapers were
         full of reports of Strange’s madness, descriptions of the Black Tower and speculations
         concerning the magic which held him there. An Englishman called Lister had been at
         Mestre on the Italian coast on the day Strange had left Venice and gone to Padua.
         Mr Lister had witnessed the passage of the Pillar of Darkness over the sea and sent
         back an account to England; three weeks later accounts appeared in several London
         newspapers of how it had glided silently over the face of the waters. In the space
         of a few short months Strange had become a symbol of horror to his countrymen: a damned
         creature – scarcely human.
      

      
      But Strange’s sudden fall from grace did little to benefit Mr Norrell. He received no new commissions from the Government and, worse yet, commissions
         from other sources were cancelled. In early January the Dean of St Paul’s Cathedral
         had inquired whether Mr Norrell might be able to discover the burial place of a certain
         dead young woman. The young woman’s brother wished to erect a new monument to all
         the members of his family. This entailed moving the young woman’s coffin, but the
         Dean and Chapter were most embarrassed to discover that her burial place had been
         written down wrongly and they did not know where she was. Mr Norrell had assured him
         that it would be the easiest thing in the world to find her. As soon as the Dean informed
         him of the young lady’s name and one or two other details he would do the magic. But
         the Dean did not send Mr Norrell her name. Instead an awkwardly phrased letter had
         arrived in which the Dean made many elaborate apologies and said how he had recently
         been struck by the inappropriateness of clergymen employing magicians.
      

      
      Lascelles and Norrell agreed that the situation was a worrying one.

      
      “It will be difficult to sustain the restoration of English magic if no new magic
         is done,” said Lascelles. “At this crisis it is imperative that we bring your name
         and achievements continually before the public.”
      

      
      Lascelles wrote articles for the newspapers and he denounced Strange in all the magical
         journals. He also took the opportunity to review the magic that Mr Norrell had done
         in the past ten years and suggest improvements. He decided that he and Mr Norrell
         should go down to Brighton to look at the wall of spells that Mr Norrell and Jonathan
         Strange had cast around Britain’s coast. It had occupied the greater part of Mr Norrell’s
         time for the past two years and had cost the Government a vast sum of money.
      

      
      So on a particularly icy, windy day in February they stood together at Brighton and
         contemplated a wide stretch of featureless grey sea.
      

      
      “It is invisible,” said Lascelles.
      

      
      “Invisible, yes!” agreed Mr Norrell, eagerly, “But no less efficacious for that! It
         will protect the cliffs from erosion, people’s houses from storm, livestock from being
         swept away and it will capsize any enemies of Britain who attempt to land.”
      

      
      “But could you not have placed beacons at regular intervals to remind people that
         the magic wall is there? Burning flames hovering mysteriously over the face of the
         waters? Pillars shaped out of sea-water? Something of that sort?”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Mr Norrell. “To be sure! I could create the magical illusions you mention.
         They are not at all difficult to do, but you must understand that they would be purely
         ornamental. They would not strengthen the magic in any way whatsoever. They would
         have no practical effect.”
      

      
      “Their effect,” said Lascelles, severely, “would be to stand as a constant reminder
         to every onlooker of the works of the great Mr Norrell. They would let the British
         people know that you are still the Defender of the Nation, eternally vigilant, watching
         over them while they go about their business. It would be worth ten, twenty articles
         in the Reviews.”
      

      
      “Indeed?” said Mr Norrell. He promised that in future he would always bear in mind
         the necessity of doing magic to excite the public imagination.
      

      
      They stayed that night in the Old Ship Tavern and the following morning they returned
         to London. As a rule Mr Norrell detested long journeys. Though his carriage was a
         most superior example of the carriage-makers’ art with everything in the way of iron
         springs and thick-padded seats, still he felt every bump and dent in the road. After
         half an hour or so, he would begin to suffer from pains in his back and aches in his
         head and queasinesses in his stomach. But upon this particular morning he scarcely
         gave any thought to his back or his stomach at all. From the first moment of setting
         off from the Old Ship he was in a curiously nervous condition, beset by unexpected
         ideas and half-formed fears.
      

      
      Through the carriage glass he saw great numbers of large black birds – whether ravens
         or crows he did not know, and in his magician’s heart he was sure that they meant
         something. Against the pale winter sky they wheeled and turned, and spread their wings
         like black hands; and as they did so each one became a living embodiment of the Raven-in-Flight:
         John Uskglass’s banner. Mr Norrell asked Lascelles if he thought the birds were more
         numerous than usual, but Lascelles said he did not know. After the birds the next
         thing to haunt Mr Norrell’s imagination were the wide, cold puddles that were thickly
         strewn across every field. As the carriage passed along the road each puddle became
         a silver mirror for the blank, winter sky. To a magician there is very little difference
         between a mirror and a door. England seemed to be wearing thin before his eyes. He
         felt as if he might pass through any of those mirror-doors and find himself in one
         of the other worlds which once bordered upon England. Worse still, he was beginning
         to think that other people might do it. The Sussex landscape began to look uncomfortably
         like the England described in the old ballad:
      

      
      This land is all too shallow

      
      It is painted on the sky

      
      And trembles like the wind-shook rain

      
      When the Raven King passed by1

      
      For the first time in his life Mr Norrell began to feel that perhaps there was too
         much magic in England.
      

      
      When they reached Hanover-square Mr Norrell and Lascelles went immediately to the
         library. Childermass was there, seated at a desk. A pile of letters lay in front of
         him and he was reading one of them. He looked up when Mr Norrell entered the room.
         “Good! You are back! Read this.”
      

      
      “Why? What is it?”
      

      
      “It is from a man called Traquair. A young man in Nottinghamshire has saved a child’s
         life by magic and Traquair was a witness to it.”
      

      
      “Really, Mr Childermass!” said Lascelles, with a sigh. “I thought you knew better
         than to trouble your master with such nonsense.” He glanced at the pile of opened
         letters; one had a large seal displaying someone’s arms. He stared at it for several
         moments before he realized that he knew it well and snatched it up. “Mr Norrell!”
         he cried. “We have a summons from Lord Liverpool!”
      

      
      “At last!” exclaimed Mr Norrell. “What does he say?”

      
      Lascelles took a moment to read the letter. “Only that he begs the favour of our attendance
         at Fife House upon a matter of the utmost urgency!” He thought rapidly. “It is probably
         the Johannites. Liverpool ought to have requested your assistance years ago to deal
         with the Johannites. I am glad he realizes it at last. And as for you,” he said, turning
         upon Childermass, “are you quite mad? Or do you have some game of your own to play?
         You chatter on about false claims of magic, while a letter from the Prime Minister
         of England lies unattended on the desk!”
      

      
      “Lord Liverpool can wait,” said Childermass to Mr Norrell. “Believe me when I tell
         you that you need to know the contents of this letter!”
      

      
      Lascelles gave a snort of exasperation.

      
      Mr Norrell looked from one to the other. He was entirely at a loss. For years he had
         been accustomed to rely upon both of them, and their quarrels (which were becoming
         increasingly frequent) unnerved him completely. He might have stood there, unable
         to chuse between them, for some time, had not Childermass decided matters by seizing
         his arm and pulling him bodily into a small, panelled ante-chamber which led off the
         library. Childermass shut the door with a bang and leant on it.
      

      
      “Listen to me. This magic happened at a grand house in Nottinghamshire. The grown-ups
         were talking in the drawing-room; the servants were busy and a little girl wandered off into the garden. She climbed
         a high wall that borders a kitchen-garden and walked along the top of it. But the
         wall was covered in ice and she tumbled down and fell through the roof of a hot-house.
         The glass broke and pierced her in many places. A servant heard her screaming. There
         was no surgeon nearer than ten miles away. One of the party, a young man called Joseph
         Abney, saved her by magic. He drew the shards of glass out of her and mended the broken
         bones with Martin Pale’s Restoration and Rectification,2 and he stopped the flow of blood using a spell which he claimed was Teilo’s Hand.”3

      
      “Ridiculous!” declared Mr Norrell. “Teilo’s Hand has been lost for hundreds of years
         and Pale’s Restoration and Rectification is a very difficult procedure. This young
         man would have had to study for years and years …”
      

      
      “Yes, I know – and he admits that he has hardly studied at all. He barely knew the
         names of the spells, let alone their execution. Yet Traquair said that he performed
         the spells fluidly, without hesitation. Traquair and the other people who were present
         spoke to him and asked him what he was doing – the girl’s father was much alarmed
         to see Abney perform magic upon her – but, so far as they could tell, Abney did not
         hear them. Afterwards he was like a man coming out of a dream. All he could say was:
         ‘Tree speaks to stone; stone speaks to water.’ He seemed to think that the trees and
         the sky had told him what to do.”
      

      
      “Mystical nonsense!”

      
      “Perhaps. And yet I do not think so. Since we came to London I have read hundreds
         of letters from people who think they can do magic and are mistaken. But this is different.
         This is true. I would stake money upon it. Besides there are other letters here from people who have tried
         spells – and the spells have worked. But what I do not understand is …”
      

      
      But at that moment the door against which Childermass was leaning was subject to a
         great rattling and shaking. A blow hit it and Childermass was thrown away from the
         door and against Mr Norrell. The door opened to reveal Lucas and, behind him, Davey
         the coachman.
      

      
      “Oh!” said Lucas, somewhat surprized. “I beg your pardon, sir. I did not know you
         were here. Mr Lascelles said the door had jammed shut, and Davey and I were trying
         to free it. The carriage is ready, sir, to take you to Lord Liverpool.”
      

      
      “Come, Mr Norrell!” cried Lascelles from within the library. “Lord Liverpool is waiting!”

      
      Mr Norrell cast a worried glance at Childermass and went.

      
      The journey to Fife House was not a very pleasant one for Mr Norrell: Lascelles was
         full of spite towards Childermass and lost no time in venting it.
      

      
      “Forgive me for saying so, Mr Norrell,” he said, “but you have no one but yourself
         to blame. Sometimes it seems like wisdom to allow an intelligent servant a certain
         degree of independence – but one always regrets it in the end. That villain has grown
         in insolence until he thinks nothing of contradicting you and insulting your friends.
         My father whipped men for less – a great deal less, I assure you. And I should like,
         oh! I should like …” Lascelles twitched and fidgeted, and threw himself back upon
         the cushions. In a moment he said in a calmer tone, “I advise you to consider, sir,
         if your need of him is really as great as you think? How many of his sympathies are
         with Strange, I wonder? Yes, that is the real question, is it not?” He looked out
         of the glass at the bleak, grey buildings. “We are here. Mr Norrell, I beg that you
         will remember what I told you. Whatever the difficulties of the magic which his lordship
         requires, do not dwell upon them. A long explanation will not make them grow any less.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell and Lascelles found Lord Liverpool in his study, standing by the table
         where he conducted a great deal of his business. With him was Lord Sidmouth, the Home
         Secretary. They fixed Mr Norrell with solemn looks.
      

      
      Lord Liverpool said, “I have here letters from the Lord Lieutenants of Lincolnshire,
         Yorkshire, Somerset, Cornwall, Warwickshire and Cumbria …” (Lascelles could scarcely
         refrain from giving a sigh of pleasure at the magic and the money that seemed to be
         in prospect.) “… all complaining of the magic that has recently occurred in those
         counties!”
      

      
      Mr Norrell blinked his little eyes rapidly. “I beg your pardon?”

      
      Lascelles said quickly, “Mr Norrell knows nothing of any magic done in those places.”

      
      Lord Liverpool gave him a cool look as if he did not believe him. There was a pile
         of papers on the table. Lord Liverpool picked one up at random. “Four days ago in
         the town of Stamford,” he said, “a Quaker girl and her friend were telling each other
         secrets. They heard a noise and discovered their younger brothers listening at the
         door. Full of indignation, they chased the boys into the garden. There they joined
         hands and recited a charm. The boys’ ears leapt off their heads and flew away. It
         was not until the boys had made a solemn oath never to do such a thing ever again,
         that the ears could be coaxed back out of the bare rose-bushes – which was where they
         had alighted – and persuaded to return to the boys’ heads.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell was more perplexed than ever. “I am, of course, sorry that these badly
         behaved young women have been studying magic. That members of the Female Sex should
         study magic at all is, I may say, a thing I am very much opposed to. But I do not
         quite see …”
      

      
      “Mr Norrell,” said Lord Liverpool, “these girls were thirteen. Their parents are adamant that they have never so much as seen a magical text. There
         are no magicians in Stamford, no magic books of any kind.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell opened his mouth to say something, realized he was quite at a loss and
         fell silent.
      

      
      Lascelles said, “This is very odd. What explanation did the girls give?”

      
      “The girls told their parents that they looked down and saw the spell written upon
         the path in grey pebbles. They said the stones told them what to do. Other people
         have since examined the path; there are indeed some grey pebbles, but they form no
         symbols, no mystical writing. They are ordinary grey pebbles.”
      

      
      “And you say that there have been other instances of magic, in other places besides
         Stamford?” said Mr Norrell.
      

      
      “Many other instances and many other places – mostly, but by no means solely, in the
         north, and almost all within the past two weeks. Seventeen fairy roads have opened
         up in Yorkshire. Of course the roads have existed since the reign of the Raven King,
         but it is centuries since they actually led anywhere and the local inhabitants allowed
         them to become overgrown. Now without warning they are clear again. The weeds are
         gone and the inhabitants report that they can see strange destinations at the end
         of them – places no one has ever seen before.”
      

      
      “Has any one …?” Mr Norrell paused and licked his lips. “Has any one come down the
         roads?”
      

      
      “Not yet,” said Lord Liverpool. “But presumably it is only a matter of time.”

      
      Lord Sidmouth had been impatient to speak for some moments. “This is worst of all!”
         he declared in a passion, “It is one thing to change Spain by magic, Mr Norrell, but
         this is England! Suddenly we border upon places no one knows any thing about – places
         no one has ever even heard of! I can scarcely describe my feelings at this juncture.
         It is not treason exactly – I do not think there is even a name for what you have
         done!”
      

      
      “But I did not do it!” said Mr Norrell in a tone of desperation. “Why would I? I detest fairy roads! I have said so upon many occasions.” He turned
         to Lord Liverpool. “I appeal to your lordship’s memory. Have I ever given you reason
         to suppose that I approve of fairies or their magic? Have I not censured and condemned
         them at every turn?”
      

      
      This was the first thing that Mr Norrell had said that seemed in any way to mollify
         the Prime Minister. He inclined his head slightly. “But if it is not your doing, whose
         is it?”
      

      
      This question seemed to strike at some particularly vulnerable spot in Mr Norrell’s
         soul. He stood, eyes staring, mouth opening and closing, entirely unable to answer.
      

      
      Lascelles, however, was in complete command of himself. He had not the least idea
         in the world whose magic it was, nor did he care. But he did know precisely what answer
         would serve his and Mr Norrell’s interest best. “Frankly I am surprized that your
         lordship need put the question,” he said, coolly. “Surely the wickedness of the magic
         proclaims its author; it is Strange.”
      

      
      “Strange!” Lord Liverpool blinked. “But Strange is in Venice!”

      
      “Mr Norrell believes that Strange is no longer the master of his own desires,” said
         Lascelles. “He has done all sorts of wicked magic; he has trafficked with creatures
         that are enemies of Great Britain, of Christianity, of Mankind itself! This catastrophe
         may be some sort of experiment of his, which has gone awry. Or it may be that he has
         done it deliberately. I feel it only right to remind your lordship that Mr Norrell
         has warned the Government on several occasions of the great danger to the Nation from
         Strange’s present researches. We have sent your lordship urgent messages, but we have
         received no replies. Fortunately for us all Mr Norrell is what he always was: firm
         and resolute and watchful.” As he spoke, Lascelles’s glance fell upon Mr Norrell,
         who was at the moment the very picture of everything which was dismayed, defeated
         and impotent.
      

      
      Lord Liverpool turned to Mr Norrell. “Is this your opinion also, sir?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell was lost in thought, murmuring over and over, “This is my doing. This is
         my doing.” Although he spoke to himself, it was just loud enough for everyone else
         in the room to hear.
      

      
      Lascelles’s eyes widened; but he was master of himself in an instant. “It is only
         natural that you feel that now, sir,” he said quickly, “but in a while you will realize
         that nothing could be further from the truth. When you taught Mr Strange magic, you
         could not have known that it would end like this. No one could have known.”
      

      
      Lord Liverpool looked more than a little irritated at this attempt to make Mr Norrell
         appear in the character of a victim. For years and years Mr Norrell had set himself
         up as the chief magician in England and if magic had been done in England then Lord
         Liverpool considered him partly responsible at least. “I ask you again, Mr Norrell.
         Answer me plainly, if you please. Is it your opinion that this was done by Strange?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell looked at each gentleman in turn. “Yes,” he said in a frightened voice.

      
      Lord Liverpool gave him a long, hard look. Then he said, “The matter shall not rest
         here, Mr Norrell. But whether it is Strange or not, one thing is clear. Great Britain
         already has a mad King; a mad magician would be the outside of enough. You have repeatedly
         asked for commissions; well, here is one. Prevent your pupil from returning to England!”
      

      
      “But …” began Mr Norrell. Then he caught sight of Lascelles’s warning glance and fell
         silent.
      

      
      Mr Norrell and Lascelles returned to Hanover-square. Mr Norrell went immediately to
         the library. Childermass was working at the table as before.
      

      
      “Quick!” cried Mr Norrell, “I need a spell which no longer works!”

      
      Childermass shrugged. “There are thousands. Chauntlucet;4 Daedalus’s Rose;5 the Unrobed Ladies;6 Stokesey’s Vitrification7 …”
      

      
      “Stokesey’s Vitrification! Yes! I have a description of that!”

      
      Mr Norrell rushed to a shelf and pulled out a book. He searched for a page, found
         it and looked hurriedly around the room. On a table near the fireside stood a vase
         of mistletoe, ivy, red-berried holly and some sprays of a winter-flowering shrub.
         He fixed his eye upon the vase and began to mutter to himself.
      

      
      All the shadows in the room did something odd, something not easy to describe or explain.
         It was as if they all turned and faced another way. Even when they were motionless
         again Childermass and Lascelles would have been hard pressed to say whether they were
         the same as they had been or not.
      

      
      Something fell out of the vase and shattered upon the table with a tinkling sound.

      
      Lascelles went over to the table and examined it. One of the branches of holly had
         been turned into glass. The glass branch had been too heavy for the vase and so it
         had toppled out; two or three unbroken holly leaves lay on the table.
      

      
      “That spell has not worked for almost four hundred years,” said Mr Norrell. “Watershippe
         specifically mentions it in A Faire Wood Withering as one of the spells which worked in his youth and was entirely ineffective by the
         time he was twenty!”
      

      
      “Your superior skill …” began Lascelles.

      
      “My superior skill has nothing to do with it!” snapped Mr Norrell. “I cannot do magic
         that is not there. Magic is returning to England. Strange has found a way to bring
         it back.”
      

      
      “Then I was right, was I not?” said Lascelles. “And our first task is to prevent him
         returning to England. Succeed in that and Lord Liverpool will forgive a great many
         other things.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell thought for a moment. “I can prevent him arriving by sea,” he said.

      
      “Excellent!” said Lascelles. Then something in the way Mr Norrell had phrased this
         last statement gave him pause. “Well, he is scarcely likely to come any other way.
         He cannot fly!” He gave a light laugh at the idea. Then another thought struck him.
         “Can he?”
      

      
      Childermass shrugged.

      
      “I do not know what Strange might be capable of by now,” said Mr Norrell. “But I was
         not thinking of that. I was thinking of the King’s Roads.”
      

      
      “I thought the King’s Roads led to Faerie,” said Lascelles.

      
      “Yes, they do. But not only Faerie. The King’s Roads lead everywhere. Heaven. Hell.
         The Houses of Parliament … They were built by magic. Every mirror, every puddle, every
         shadow in England is a gate to those roads. I cannot set a lock upon all of them.
         No body could. It would be a monstrous task! If Strange comes by the King’s Roads
         then I know nothing to prevent him.”
      

      
      “But …” began Lascelles.

      
      “I cannot prevent him!” cried Mr Norrell, wringing his hands. “Do not ask me! But
         …” He made a great effort to calm himself. “… I can be ready to receive him. The Greatest Magician of the Age. Well, soon we shall see,
         shall we not?”
      

      
      “If he comes to England,” said Lascelles, “where will he go first?”

      
      “Hurtfew Abbey,” said Childermass. “Where else?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell and Lascelles were both about to answer him, but at that moment Lucas entered
         the room with a silver tray upon which lay a letter. He offered it to Lascelles. Lascelles
         broke the seal and read it rapidly.
      

      
      “Drawlight is back,” he said. “Wait for me here. I will return within a day.”
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I came to them in a cry that broke the silence of a winter wood

      
      Early February 1817

      
      First light in early February: a crossroads in the middle of a wood. The space between
         the trees was misty and indistinct; the darkness of the trees seeped into it. Neither
         of the two roads was of any importance. They were rutted and ill-maintained; one was
         scarcely more than a cart-track. It was an out-of-the-way place, marked on no map.
         It did not even have a name.
      

      
      Drawlight was waiting at the crossroads. There was no horse standing nearby, no groom
         with a trap or cart, nothing to explain how he had come there. Yet clearly he had
         been standing at the crossroads for some time; his coat-sleeves were white with frost.
         A faint click behind him made him spin round. But there was nothing: only the same
         stretch of silent trees.
      

      
      “No, no,” he muttered to himself. “It was nothing. A dry leaf fell – that is all.”
         There was a sharp snap, as ice cracked wood or stone. He stared again, with eyes addled
         by fear. “It was only a dry leaf,” he murmured.
      

      
      There was a new sound. For a moment he was all in a panic, uncertain where it was
         coming from; until he recognized it for what it was: horses’ hooves. He peered up
         the road. A dim, grey smudge in the mist shewed where a horse and rider were approaching.
      

      
      “He is here at last. He is here,” muttered Drawlight and hastened forward. “Where
         have you been?” he cried. “I have been waiting here for hours.”
      

      
      “So?” said Lascelles’s voice. “You have nothing else to do.”

      
      “Oh! But you are wrong! You could not be more wrong. You must take me to London as
         quickly as possible!”
      

      
      “All in good time.” Lascelles emerged from the mist and reined in his horse. His fine
         clothes and hat were beaded with a silvery dusting of dew.
      

      
      Drawlight regarded him for a moment and then, with something of his old character,
         said sulkily, “How nicely you are dressed! But really, you know, it is not very clever
         of you to parade your wealth like that. Are not you afraid of robbers? This is a very
         horrid spot. I dare say there are all sorts of desperate characters close at hand.”
      

      
      “You are probably right. But you see I have my pistols with me, and am quite as desperate
         as any of them.”
      

      
      Drawlight was struck by a sudden thought. “Where is the other horse?” he asked.

      
      “What?”

      
      “The other horse! The one that is to take me to London! Oh, Lascelles, you noodlehead!
         How am I to get to London without a horse?”
      

      
      Lascelles laughed. “I would have thought you would be glad to avoid it. Your debts
         may have been paid off – I have paid them – but London is still full of people who hate you and will do you
         an ill turn if they can.”
      

      
      Drawlight stared as if he had understood none of this. In a shrill, excited voice,
         he cried, “But I have instructions from the magician! He has given me messages to
         deliver to all sorts of people! I must begin immediately! I must not delay a single
         hour!”
      

      
      Lascelles frowned. “Are you drunk? Are you dreaming? Norrell has not asked you to
         do any thing. If he had tasks for you, he would convey them through me, and besides
         …”
      

      
      “Not Norrell. Strange!”
      

      
      Lascelles sat stock still upon his horse. The horse shifted and fidgeted, but Lascelles
         moved not at all. Then, in a softer, more dangerous voice, he said, “What in the world
         are you talking about? Strange? How dare you talk to me of Strange? I advise you to
         think very carefully before you speak again. I am already seriously displeased. Your
         instructions were quite plain, I think. You were to remain at Venice until Strange
         left. But here you are. And there he is.”
      

      
      “I could not help it! I had to leave! You do not understand. I saw him and he told
         me …”
      

      
      Lascelles held up his hand. “I have no wish to conduct this conversation in the open.
         We will go a little way into the trees.”
      

      
      “Into the trees!” The little colour that was left in Drawlight’s face drained away.
         “Oh, no! Not for the world! I will not go there! Do not ask me!”
      

      
      “What do you mean?” Lascelles looked round, a little less comfortable than before.
         “Has Strange set the trees to spy on us?”
      

      
      “No, no. That is not it. I cannot explain it. They are waiting for me. They know me!
         I cannot go in there!” Drawlight had no words for what had happened to him. He held
         out his arms for a moment as if he thought he could shew Lascelles the rivers that
         had curled about his feet, the trees that had pierced him, the stones that had been
         his heart and lungs and guts.
      

      
      Lascelles raised his riding-whip. “I have no idea what you are talking about.” He
         urged his horse at Drawlight and flourished the whip. Poor Drawlight had never possessed
         the least physical courage and he was driven, whimpering, into the trees. A briar
         caught the edge of his sleeve and he screamed.
      

      
      “Oh, do be quiet!” said Lascelles. “Any one would think there is murder going on.”

      
      They walked on until they came to a small clearing. Lascelles got down from his horse
         and tethered him to a tree. He removed the two pistols from the saddle-holsters and
         stuck them in the pockets of his great coat. Then he turned to Drawlight. “So you actually saw Strange?
         Good. Excellent, in fact. I was sure you were too cowardly to face him.”
      

      
      “I thought he would change me into something horrible.”

      
      Lascelles surveyed Drawlight’s stained clothing and haunted face with some distaste.
         “Are you sure he did not do it?”
      

      
      “What?” said Drawlight.

      
      “Why did you not simply kill him? There, in the Darkness? You were alone, I presume?
         No one would have known.”
      

      
      “Oh, yes. That is very likely, is it not? He is tall and clever and quick and cruel.
         I am none of those things.”
      

      
      “I would have done it,” said Lascelles.

      
      “Would you? Well then, you are very welcome to go to Venice and try.”

      
      “Where is he now?”

      
      “In the Darkness – in Venice – but he is coming to England.”

      
      “He said so?”

      
      “Yes, I told you – I have messages: one for Childermass, one for Norrell and one for
         all the magicians in England.”
      

      
      “And what are they?”

      
      “I am to tell Childermass that Lady Pole was not raised from the dead in the way Norrell
         said – he had a fairy to help him and the fairy has done things – wrong things – and
         I am to give Childermass a little box. That is the first message. And I am to tell
         Norrell that Strange is coming back. That is the third message.”
      

      
      Lascelles considered. “This little box, what does it contain?”

      
      “I do not know.”

      
      “Why? Is it sealed shut in some way? By magic?”

      
      Drawlight shut his eyes and shook his head. “I do not know that either.”

      
      Lascelles laughed out loud. “You do not mean to tell me that you have had a box in
         your possession for weeks and not tried to open it? You of all people? Why, when you
         used to come to my house, I never dared leave you alone for a moment. My letters would have been read; my business would have been common knowledge by the next morning.”
      

      
      Drawlight’s glance sank to the ground. He seemed to shrink inside his clothes. He
         grew, if it were possible, several degrees more miserable. One might have supposed
         that he was ashamed to hear his past sins described, but it was not that. “I am afraid,”
         he whispered.
      

      
      Lascelles made a sound of exasperation. “Where is the box?” he cried. “Give it to
         me!”
      

      
      Drawlight reached into a pocket of his coat and brought out something wrapped in a
         dirty handkerchief. The handkerchief was tied into many wonderfully complicated knots
         to guard against the box coming open of its own accord. Drawlight gave it to Lascelles.
      

      
      With a series of grimaces, expressive of extreme distaste, Lascelles set himself to
         undo the knots. When he had done so, he opened the box.
      

      
      A moment’s silence.

      
      “You are a fool,” said Lascelles and shut the box with a snap and put it in his own
         pocket.
      

      
      “Oh! But I have to …” began Drawlight, reaching out ineffectually.

      
      “You said that there were three messages. What is the other one?”

      
      “I do not think you will understand it.”

      
      “What? You understand it, yet I will not? You must have grown a great deal cleverer
         in Italy.”
      

      
      “That is not what I meant.”

      
      “Then what do you mean? Tell me quickly. I am growing bored of this conversation.”

      
      “Strange said that tree speaks to stone. Stone speaks to water. He said magicians
         can learn magic from woods and stones and such. He said John Uskglass’s old alliances
         still held.”
      

      
      “John Uskglass, John Uskglass! How sick I am of that name! Yet they all rattle on about him nowadays. Even Norrell. I cannot understand why;
         his day was done four hundred years ago.”
      

      
      Drawlight held out his hand again. “Give me back my box. I must …”

      
      “What the devil is the matter with you? Do not you understand? Your messages will
         never be delivered – except for the one to Norrell and that I shall deliver myself.”
      

      
      A howl of anguish burst from Drawlight. “Please, please! Do not make me fail him!
         You do not understand. He will kill me! Or worse!”
      

      
      Lascelles spread his arms and glanced around, as if asking the wood to bear witness
         how ridiculous this was. “Do you honestly believe that I would allow you to destroy
         Norrell? Which is to say destroy me?”
      

      
      “It is not my fault! It is not my fault! I dare not disobey him!”

      
      “Worm, what will you do between two such men as Strange and me? You will be crushed.”

      
      Drawlight made a little sound, like a whimper of fear. He gazed at Lascelles with
         strange, addled eyes. He seemed about to say something. Then, with surprizing speed,
         he turned and fled through the trees.
      

      
      Lascelles did not trouble to follow him. He simply raised one of the pistols, aimed
         it and fired.
      

      
      The bullet struck Drawlight in the thigh, producing, for one instant, a red, wet flowering
         of blood and flesh in the white and grey woods. Drawlight screamed and fell with a
         crash into a patch of briars. He tried to crawl away but his leg was quite useless
         and, besides, the briars were catching at his clothes; he could not pull free of them.
         He turned his head to see Lascelles advance upon him; fear and pain rendered his features
         entirely unrecognizable.
      

      
      Lascelles fired the second pistol.

      
      The left side of Drawlight’s head burst open, like an egg or an orange. He convulsed
         several times and was still.
      

      
      Although there was no one there to see, and although his blood was pounding in his ears, in his chest, in his everything, Lascelles would not permit
         himself to appear in the least disturbed: that, he felt, would not have been the behaviour
         of a gentleman.
      

      
      He had a valet who was much addicted to accounts of murders and hangings in The Newgate Calendar and The Malefactor’s Register. Sometimes Lascelles would amuse himself by picking up one of these volumes. A prominent
         characteristic of these histories was that the murderer, however bold he was during
         the act of murder, would soon afterwards be overcome with emotion, leading him to
         act in strange, irrational ways that were always his undoing. Lascelles doubted there
         was much truth in these accounts, but for safety’s sake he examined himself for signs
         of remorse or horror. He found none. Indeed his chief thought was that there was one
         less ugly thing in the world. “Really,” he said to himself, “if he had known three
         or four years ago that it would come to this, he would have begged me to do it.”
      

      
      There was a rustling sound. To Lascelles’s surprize he saw that a small shoot was
         poking out of Drawlight’s right eye (the left one had been destroyed by the pistol
         blast). Strands of ivy were winding themselves about his neck and chest. A holly shoot
         had pierced his hand; a young birch had shot up through his foot; a hawthorn had sprung
         up through his belly. He looked as if he been crucified upon the wood itself. But
         the trees did not stop there; they kept growing. A tangle of bronze and scarlet stems
         blotted out his ruined face, and his limbs and body decayed as plants and other living
         things took strength from them. Within a short space of time nothing of Christopher
         Drawlight remained. The trees, the stones and the earth had taken him inside themselves,
         but in their shape it was possible still to discern something of the man he had once
         been.
      

      
      “That briar was his arm, I think,” mused Lascelles. “That stone … his heart perhaps?
         It is small enough and hard enough.” He laughed. “That is the ridiculous thing about
         Strange’s magic,” he said to no one at all. “Sooner or later it all works against
         him.” He mounted on his horse and rode back towards the road.
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The first shall bury his heart in a dark wood beneath the snow, yet still feel its
                  ache

      
      Mid February 1817

      
      More than twenty-eight hours had passed since Lascelles had left Hanover-square and
         Mr Norrell was half frantic. He had promised Lascelles they would wait for him, but
         now he feared they would arrive at Hurtfew Abbey to find Strange in possession of
         the library.
      

      
      No one in the house at Hanover-square was permitted to go to bed that night and by
         morning everyone was tired and wretched.
      

      
      “But why do we wait at all?” asked Childermass. “What good do you suppose he will be when Strange comes?”
      

      
      “I place great reliance on Mr Lascelles. You know I do. He is my only adviser now.”

      
      “You still have me,” said Childermass.

      
      Mr Norrell blinked his small eyes rapidly. They seemed to be half a sentence away
         from, but you are only a servant. Mr Norrell said nothing.
      

      
      Childermass seemed to understand him anyway. He made a small sound of disgust and
         walked off.
      

      
      At six o’clock in the evening the library door was thrown open and Lascelles walked
         in. He looked as he had never looked before: his hair was dishevelled, his neckcloth
         was stained with dust and sweat, and there were mud-splashes on his greatcoat and
         boots.
      

      
      “We were right, Mr Norrell!” he cried. “Strange is coming!”
      

      
      “When?” said Mr Norrell, turning pale.

      
      “I do not know. He has not been so kind as to furnish us with those details, but we
         should leave for Hurtfew Abbey as soon as possible!”
      

      
      “We can go immediately. All is in readiness. So you actually saw Drawlight? Is he
         here?” Mr Norrell leant sideways to see if he could catch a glimpse of Drawlight behind
         Lascelles.
      

      
      “No, I did not see him. I waited for him, but he never came. But do not fear, sir!”
         (Mr Norrell was on the point of interrupting.) “He has sent a letter. We have all
         the intelligence we need.”
      

      
      “A letter! May I see it?”

      
      “Of course! But there will be time enough for that on the journey. We must be off.
         You need not delay on my account. My wants are few and what I do not have, I can very
         easily do without.” (This was perhaps a little surprizing. Lascelles’s wants had never
         been few before. They had been numerous and complicated.) “Come, come, Mr Norrell.
         Rouse yourself. Strange is coming!” He strode out of the room again. Mr Norrell heard
         later from Lucas that he had not even asked for water to wash or for any thing to
         drink. He had simply gone to the carriage, thrown himself into a corner and waited.
      

      
      By eight o’clock they were on their way to Yorkshire. Mr Norrell and Lascelles were
         inside the carriage; Lucas and Davey were upon the box; Childermass was on horseback.
         At the Islington tollgate Lucas paid the keeper. There was a smell of snow in the
         air.
      

      
      Mr Norrell gazed idly at a shop window ablaze with lamplight. It was a superior sort
         of shop with an uncluttered interior and elegant modern chairs for the customers to
         sit upon; in fact it was so very refined an establishment that it was by no means
         clear what it sold. A heap of brightly coloured somethings lay tossed upon a chair,
         but whether they were shawls or materials for gowns or something else entirely, Mr
         Norrell could not tell. There were three women in the shop. One was a customer – a smart, stylish person in a spencer
         like a Hussar’s uniform, complete with fur trim and frogging. On her head was a little
         Russian fur cap; she kept touching the back of it as if she feared it would fall off.
         The shopkeeper was more discreetly dressed in a plain dark gown, and there was besides
         a little assistant who looked on respectfully and bobbed a nervous little curtsey
         whenever any one chanced to look at her. The customer and the shopkeeper were not
         engaged in business; they were talking together with a great deal of animation and
         laughter. It was a scene as far removed from Mr Norrell’s usual interests as it was
         possible to be, yet it went to his heart in a way he could not understand. He thought
         fleetingly of Mrs Strange and Lady Pole. Then something flew between him and the cheerful
         scene – something like a piece of the darkness made solid. He thought that it was
         a raven.
      

      
      The toll was paid. Davey shook the reins and the carriage moved on towards the Archway.

      
      Snow began to fall. A sleety wind buffeted the sides of the carriage and made it rock
         from side to side; it penetrated every chink and crack, and chilled shoulders, noses
         and feet. Mr Norrell was not made any more comfortable by the fact that Lascelles
         appeared to be in a very odd mood. He was excited, almost elated, though Mr Norrell
         could not tell why he should be. When the wind howled, he laughed, as if he suspected
         it of trying to frighten him and wished to shew it that it was mistaken.
      

      
      When he saw that Mr Norrell was observing him, he said, “I have been thinking. This
         is the merest nothing! You and I, sir, will soon get the better of Strange and his
         tricks. What a pack of old women the Ministers are! They disgust me! All this alarm
         over one lunatic! It makes me laugh to think of it. Of course Liverpool and Sidmouth
         are the very worst of them! For years they have hardly dared put their noses out of
         their front doors for fear of Buonaparte and now Strange has sent them into fits merely
         by going insane.”
      

      
      “Oh, but you are wrong!” declared Mr Norrell. “Indeed, you are! The threat from Strange is immense – Buonaparte was nothing to it – but you have
         not told me what Drawlight said. I should very much like to see his letter. I will
         tell Davey to stop at the Angel in Hadley and then …”
      

      
      “But I do not have it. I left it at Bruton-street.”

      
      “Oh! But …”

      
      Lascelles laughed. “Mr Norrell! Do not concern yourself! Do I not tell you that it
         does not matter? I recall it exactly.”
      

      
      “What does it say?”

      
      “That Strange is mad and imprisoned in Eternal Darkness – all of which we knew before
         – and …”
      

      
      “What form does his madness take?” asked Mr Norrell.

      
      The merest pause.

      
      “Talking nonsense mostly. But then he did that before, did he not?” Lascelles laughed.
         Catching sight of Mr Norrell’s expression, he continued more soberly, “He babbles
         about trees, and stones, and John Uskglass, and,” (glancing round for inspiration),
         “invisible coaches. And oh, yes! This will amuse you! He has stolen fingers off the
         hands of several Venetian maidens. Stolen them clean away! Keeps the stolen fingers
         in little boxes!”
      

      
      “Fingers!” said Mr Norrell in alarm. This seemed to suggest some unpleasant associations
         to him. He thought for a moment but could make nothing of it. “Did Drawlight describe
         the Darkness? Did he say any thing that might help us understand it?”
      

      
      “No. He saw Strange, and Strange gave him a message for you. He says that he is coming.
         That is the substance of the letter.”
      

      
      They fell into silence. Mr Norrell began to doze without intending to; but several
         times in his dreams he heard Lascelles whispering to himself in the darkness.
      

      
      At midnight they changed horses at the Haycock Inn at Wansford. Lascelles and Mr Norrell
         waited in the public parlour, a large, plain apartment with wood-panelled walls, a
         sanded floor and two great fireplaces.
      

      
      The door opened and Childermass walked in. He went straight to Lascelles and addressed him in the following words: “Lucas says there is a letter
         from Drawlight telling what he has seen in Venice.”
      

      
      Lascelles half-turned his head, but he did not look at Childermass.

      
      “May I see it?” asked Childermass.

      
      “I left it at Bruton-street,” said Lascelles.

      
      Childermass looked a little surprized. “Very well then,” he said. “Lucas can fetch
         it. We will hire a horse for him here. He will catch up with us again before we reach
         Hurtfew.”
      

      
      Lascelles smiled. “I said Bruton-street, did I not? But do you know? – I do not think
         it is there. I believe I left it at the inn, the one in Chatham where I waited for
         Drawlight. They will have thrown it away.” He turned back to the fire.
      

      
      Childermass scowled at him for a moment or two. Then he strode out of the room.

      
      A manservant came to say that hot water, towels and other necessaries had been set
         out in two bed-chambers so that Mr Norrell and Lascelles might refresh themselves.
         “And it’s a blind-man’s holiday in the passage-way, gentlemen,” he said cheerfully,
         “so I’ve lit you a candle each.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell took his candle and made his way along the passageway (which was indeed
         very dark). Suddenly Childermass appeared and seized his arm. “What in the world were
         you thinking of?” he hissed. “To leave London without that letter?”
      

      
      “But he says he remembers what it contains,” pleaded Mr Norrell.

      
      “Oh! And you believe him, do you?”

      
      Mr Norrell made no reply. He went into the room that had been made ready. He washed
         his hands and face and, as he did so, he caught a glimpse in the mirror of the bed
         behind him. It was heavy, old fashioned and – as often happens at inns – much too
         large for the room. Four carved mahogany columns, a high dark canopy and bunches of
         black ostrich feathers at each corner all contrived to give it a funereal look. It
         was as if someone had brought him into the room and shewn him his own tomb. He began
         to have the strangest feeling – the same feeling he had had at the tollgate, watching
         the three women – the feeling that something was coming to an end and that all his
         choices had now been made. He had taken a road in his youth, but the road did not
         lead where he had supposed; he was going home, but home had become something monstrous.
         In the half-dark, standing by the black bed, he remembered why he had always feared
         the darkness as a child: the darkness belonged to John Uskglass.
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      For always and for always

      
      I pray remember me

      
      Upon the moors, beneath the stars

      
      With the King’s wild company

      
      He hurried from the room, back to the warmth and lights of the public parlour.

      
      A little after six o’clock a grey dawn came up that was scarcely any dawn at all.
         White snow fell through a grey sky on to a grey and white world. Davey was so liberally
         coated in snow that one might have supposed that someone had ordered a wax-works model
         of him and the plaster mould was being prepared.
      

      
      All that day a succession of post-horses laboured to bring the carriage through snow
         and wind. A succession of inns provided hot drinks and a brief respite from the weather.
         Davey and Childermass – who, as coachman and rider, were undoubtedly the most exhausted
         of the party – derived the least benefit from these halts; they were generally in
         the stables arguing with the innkeeper about the horses. At Grantham the innkeeper
         infuriated Childermass by proposing to rent them a stone-blind horse. Childermass
         swore he would not take it; the innkeeper on the other hand swore it was the best
         horse he had. There was very little choice and they ended by hiring it. Davey said afterwards that it was an excellent beast, hard-working
         and all the more obedient to his instructions since it had no other means of knowing
         where to go or what to do. Davey himself lasted as far as the Newcastle Arms at Tuxford
         and there they were obliged to leave him. He had driven more than a hundred and thirty
         miles and was, said Childermass, so tired he could barely speak. Childermass hired
         a postillion and they travelled on.
      

      
      An hour or so before sunset the snow ceased and the skies cleared. Long blue-black
         shadows overlaid the bare fields. Five miles out of Doncaster they passed the inn
         that is called the Red House (by reason of its painted walls). In the low winter sun
         it blazed like a house of fire. The carriage went on a little way and then halted.
      

      
      “Why are we stopping?” cried Mr Norrell from within.

      
      Lucas leant down from the box and said something in reply, but the wind carried his
         voice away and Mr Norrell did not hear what it was.
      

      
      Childermass had left the highway and was riding across a field. The field was filled
         with ravens. As he passed, they flew up with a great croaking and cawing. On the far
         side of the field was an ancient hedge with an opening and two tall holly-trees, one
         on each side. The opening led into another road or lane, bounded by hedges. Childermass
         halted there and looked first one way and then the other. He hesitated. Then he shook
         his reins and the horse trotted between the trees, into the lane and out of sight.
      

      
      “He has gone into the fairy road!” cried Mr Norrell in alarm.

      
      “Oh!” said Lascelles. “Is that what it is?”

      
      “Yes, indeed!” said Mr Norrell. “That is one of the more famous ones. It is reputed
         to have joined Doncaster to Newcastle by way of two fairy citadels.”
      

      
      They waited.

      
      After about twenty minutes Lucas climbed down from the box. “How long ought we to
         stay here, sir?” he asked.
      

      
      Mr Norrell shook his head. “No Englishman has stept over the boundaries into Faerie
         since Martin Pale three hundred years ago. It is perfectly possible that he will never
         come out again. Perhaps …”
      

      
      Just then Childermass reappeared and galloped back across the field.

      
      “Well, it is true,” he told Mr Norrell. “The paths to Faerie are open again.”

      
      “What did you see?” asked Mr Norrell.

      
      “The road goes on a little way and then leads into a wood of thorn trees. At the entrance
         to the wood there is a statue of a woman with her hands outstretched. In one hand
         she holds a stone eye and in the other a stone heart. As for the wood itself …” Childermass
         made a gesture, perhaps expressive of his inability to describe what he had seen,
         or perhaps of his powerlessness in the face of it. “Corpses hang from every tree.
         Some might have died as recently as yesterday. Others are no more than age-old skeletons
         dressed in rusting armour. I came to a high tower built of rough-hewn stones. The
         walls were pierced with a few tiny windows. There was a light at one of them and the
         shadow of someone looking out. Beneath the tower was a clearing with a brook running
         through it. A young man was standing there. He looked pale and sickly, with dead eyes,
         and he wore a British uniform. He told me he was the Champion of the Castle of the
         Plucked Eye and Heart. He had sworn to protect the Lady of the Castle by challenging
         any one who approached with the intent of harming or insulting her. I asked him if
         he had killed all the men I had seen. He said he had killed some of them and hung
         them upon the thorns – as his predecessor had done before him. I asked him how the
         Lady intended to reward him for his service. He said he did not know. He had never
         seen her or spoken to her. She remained in the Castle of the Plucked Eye and Heart;
         he stayed between the brook and the thorn trees. He asked me if I intended to fight
         him. I reminded him that I had neither insulted nor harmed his lady. I told him I
         was a servant and bound to return to my master who was at that moment waiting for me. Then
         I turned my horse and rode back.”
      

      
      “What?” cried Lascelles. “A man offers to fight you and you run away. Have you no
         honour at all? No shame? A sickly face, dead eyes, an unknown person at the window!”
         He gave a snort of derision. “These are nothing but excuses for your cowardice!”
      

      
      Childermass flinched as if he had been struck and seemed about to return a sharp answer,
         but he was interrupted by Mr Norrell. “Upon the contrary! Childermass did well to
         leave as soon as he could. There is always more magic in such a place than appears
         at first sight. Some fairies delight in combat and death. I do not know why. They
         are prepared to go to great lengths to secure such pleasures for themselves.”
      

      
      “Please, Mr Lascelles,” said Childermass, “if the place has a strong appeal for you,
         then go! Do not stay upon our account.”
      

      
      Lascelles looked thoughtfully at the field and the gap in the hedge. But he did not
         move.
      

      
      “You do not like the ravens perhaps?” said Childermass in a quietly mocking tone.

      
      “No one likes them!” declared Mr Norrell. “Why are they here? What do they mean?”

      
      Childermass shrugged. “Some people think that they are part of the Darkness that envelops
         Strange, and which, for some reason, he has made incarnate and sent back to England.
         Other people think that they portend the return of John Uskglass.”
      

      
      “John Uskglass. Of course,” said Lascelles. “The first and last resort of vulgar minds.
         Whenever any thing happens, it must be because of John Uskglass! I think, Mr Norrell,
         it is time for another article in The Friends reviling that gentleman. What shall we say? That he was unChristian? UnEnglish? Demonic?
         Somewhere I believe I have a list of the Saints and Archbishops who denounced him.
         I could easily work that up.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell looked uncomfortable. He glanced nervously at the Tuxford postillion.

      
      “If I were you, Mr Lascelles,” said Childermass, softly, “I would speak more guardedly.
         You are in the north now. In John Uskglass’s own country. Our towns and cities and
         abbeys were built by him. Our laws were made by him. He is in our minds and hearts
         and speech. Were it summer you would see a carpet of tiny flowers beneath every hedgerow,
         of a bluish-white colour. We call them John’s Farthings. When the weather is contrary
         and we have warm weather in winter or it rains in summer the country people say that
         John Uskglass is in love again and neglects his business.1 And when we are sure of something we say it is as safe as a pebble in John Uskglass’s
         pocket.”
      

      
      Lascelles laughed. “Far be it from me, Mr Childermass, to disparage your quaint country
         sayings. But surely it is one thing to pay lip-service to one’s history and quite
         another to talk of bringing back a King who numbered Lucifer himself among his allies
         and overlords? No one wants that, do they? I mean apart from a few Johannites and
         madmen?”
      

      
      “I am a North Englishman, Mr Lascelles,” said Childermass. “Nothing would please me
         better than that my King should come home. It is what I have wished for all my life.”
      

      
      It was nearly midnight when they arrived at Hurtfew Abbey. There was no sign of Strange.
         Lascelles went to bed, but Mr Norrell walked about the house, examining the condition
         of certain spells that had long been in place.
      

      
      Next morning at breakfast Lascelles said, “I have been wondering if there were ever
         magical duels in the past? Struggles between two magicians? – that sort of thing.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell sighed. “It is difficult to know. Ralph Stokesey seems to have fought two
         or three magicians by magic – one a very powerful Scottish magician, the Magician
         of Athodel.2 Catherine of Winchester was once driven to send a young magician to Granada by magic.
         He kept disturbing her with inconvenient proposals of marriage when she wanted to
         study and Granada was the furthest place she could think of at the time. Then there
         is the curious tale of the Cumbrian charcoal-burner …”3

      
      “And did such duels ever end in the death of one of the magicians?”

      
      “What?” Mr Norrell stared at him, horror-struck. “No! That is to say, I do not know.
         I do not think so.”
      

      
      Lascelles smiled. “Yet the magic must exist surely? If you gave your mind to it, I
         dare say you could think of a half a dozen spells that would do the trick. It would
         be like a common duel with pistols or swords. There would be no question of a prosecution
         afterwards. Besides, the victor’s friends and servants would be perfectly justified
         in helping him shroud the matter in all possible secrecy.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell was silent. Then he said, “It will not come to that.”

      
      Lascelles laughed. “My dear Mr Norrell! What else can it possibly come to?”

      
      Curiously, Lascelles had never been to Hurtfew Abbey before. Whenever, in days gone
         by, Drawlight had gone to stay there, Lascelles had always contrived to have a previous engagement. A sojourn at a country
         house in Yorkshire was Lascelles’s idea of purgatory. At best he fancied Hurtfew must
         be like its owner – dusty, old-fashioned and given to long, dull silences; at worst
         he pictured a rain-lashed farmhouse upon a dark, dreary moor. He was surprized to
         find that it was none of these things. There was nothing of the Gothic about it. The
         house was modern, elegant and comfortable and the servants were far from the uncouth
         farmhands of his imagination. In fact they were the same servants who waited upon
         Mr Norrell in Hanover-square. They were London-trained and well acquainted with all
         Lascelles’s preferences.
      

      
      But any magician’s house has its oddities, and Hurtfew Abbey – at first sight so commodious
         and elegant – seemed to have been constructed upon a plan so extremely muddle-headed,
         that it was quite impossible to go from one side of the house to the other without
         getting lost. Later that morning Lascelles was informed by Lucas that he must on no
         account attempt to go to the library alone, but only in the company of Mr Norrell
         or Childermass. It was, said Lucas, the first rule of the house.
      

      
      Naturally, Lascelles had no intention of obeying such a prohibition, delivered to
         him by a servant. He examined the eastern part of the house and found the usual arrangement
         of morning-room, dining-room, drawing-room – but no library. He concluded that the
         library must lie in the unexplored, western part. He set off and immediately found
         himself back in the room he had just left. Thinking he must have taken a wrong turn,
         he tried again. This time he arrived at one of the sculleries where a small, unclean,
         sniffling maid first wiped her nose on the back of her hand and then used that same
         hand to wash the cooking pots. No matter which path he chose, it returned him immediately
         to either morning-room or the scullery. He grew very sick of the sight of the little
         maid, and she did not seem exactly overjoyed to see him. But though he wasted an entire
         morning on this fruitless endeavour it never occurred to him to attribute his failure to any thing other than a peculiarity
         of Yorkshire architecture.
      

      
      For the next three days Mr Norrell kept to the library as much as he could. Whenever
         he saw Lascelles he was sure to hear some fresh complaint about Childermass; while
         Childermass kept harassing him with demands that he search for Drawlight’s letter
         by magic. In the end he found it easier to avoid them both.
      

      
      Nor did he divulge to either of them something he had discovered which worried him
         a great deal. Ever since he and Strange had parted he had been in the habit of summoning
         up visions to try and discover what Strange was doing. But he had never succeeded.
         One night, about four weeks ago, he had not been able to sleep. He had got up and
         performed the magic. The vision had not been very distinct, but he had seen a magician
         in the darkness, doing magic. He had congratulated himself on penetrating Strange’s
         counterspells at last; until it occurred to him that he was looking at a vision of
         himself in his own library. He had tried again. He had varied the spells. He named
         Strange in different ways. It did not matter. He was forced to conclude that English
         magic could no longer tell the difference between himself and Strange.
      

      
      Letters arrived from Lord Liverpool and the Ministers with angry descriptions of more
         magic which no one could explain. Mr Norrell wrote back, promising his earliest attention
         to these matters just as soon as Strange had been defeated.
      

      
      On the third evening after their arrival Mr Norrell, Lascelles and Childermass were
         gathered together in the drawing-room. Lascelles was eating an orange. He had a little
         pearl-handled fruit knife with a jagged blade, which he used to cut the peel. Childermass
         was laying out his cards upon a little table. He had been reading the cards for the
         past two hours. It was a measure of how far Mr Norrell was distracted by the present
         situation that he made not the slightest objection. Lascelles, on the other hand,
         was driven half-mad by those cards. He was certain that one of the subjects of all those layings-out and turnings-over was himself. In this he was perfectly
         correct.
      

      
      “How I detest this inactivity!” he said, abruptly. “What can Strange be waiting for,
         do you suppose? We do not even know for certain that he will come.”
      

      
      “He will come,” said Childermass.

      
      “And how do you know that?” asked Lascelles. “Because you have told him to?”

      
      Childermass did not respond. Something he had seen in the cards had claimed his attention.
         His glance flickered over them. Suddenly he rose from the table. “Mr Lascelles! You
         have a message for me!”
      

      
      “I?” said Lascelles, in surprize.

      
      “Yes, sir.”

      
      “What do you mean?”

      
      “I mean that someone has recently given you a message for me. The cards say so. I
         would be grateful if you would deliver it to me.”
      

      
      Lascelles gave a snort of contempt. “I am not any body’s messenger – yours least of
         all!”
      

      
      Childermass ignored this. “Who is the message from?” he asked.

      
      Lascelles said nothing. He went back to his knife and his orange.

      
      “Very well,” said Childermass and he sat down and laid out the cards again.

      
      Mr Norrell, in a state of great apprehension, watched them. His hand fluttered up
         towards the bell-cord, but after a moment’s consideration he changed his mind and
         went in search of a servant himself. Lucas was in the dining-room, laying the table.
         Mr Norrell told him what was going on. “Can not something be done to separate them?”
         he asked. “They might be cooler in a while. Has no message come for Mr Lascelles?
         Is there nothing that needs Childermass’s attention? Can you not invent something?
         What about dinner? Can it be ready?”
      

      
      Lucas shook his head. “There is no message. Mr Childermass will do as he pleases –
         he always does. And you ordered dinner for half-past nine, sir. You know you did.”
      

      
      “I wish Mr Strange were here,” said Mr Norrell, miserably. “He would know what to
         say to them. He would know what to do.”
      

      
      Lucas touched his master’s arm as if trying to rouse him. “Mr Norrell? We are trying
         to prevent Mr Strange from coming here – if you remember, sir?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell looked at him in some irritation. “Yes, yes! I know that! But still.”

      
      Mr Norrell and Lucas returned to the drawing-room together. Childermass was turning
         over his last card. Lascelles was staring with great determination at a newspaper.
      

      
      “What do the cards say?” said Mr Norrell to Childermass.

      
      Mr Norrell asked the question, but Childermass spoke his answer to Lascelles. “They
         say that you are a liar and a thief. They say that there is more than a message. You
         have been given something – an object – something of great value. It is meant for
         me and yet you retain it.”
      

      
      A short silence.

      
      Lascelles said coldly, “Mr Norrell, how long do you intend that I shall be insulted
         in this manner?”
      

      
      “I ask you for the last time, Mr Lascelles,” said Childermass, “will you give me what
         is mine?”
      

      
      “How dare you address a gentleman in such a fashion?” asked Lascelles.

      
      “And is it the act of a gentleman to steal from me?” replied Childermass.

      
      Lascelles turned a dead white. “Apologize!” he hissed. “Apologize to me or I swear,
         you whoreson, you dregs of every Yorkshire gutter, I will teach you better manners.”
      

      
      Childermass shrugged. “Better a whoreson than a thief!”

      
      With a cry of rage, Lascelles seized him and thrust him against the wall so hard that Childermass’s feet actually left the ground. He shook Childermass
         and the paintings on the wall rattled in their frames.
      

      
      Curiously, Childermass seemed defenceless against Lascelles. His arms had somehow
         got pinned against Lascelles’s body and though he struggled hard, he seemed unable
         to free them. It was over in a moment. Childermass nodded briefly at Lascelles as
         if to say Lascelles had won.
      

      
      But Lascelles did not release him. Instead, he leant hard against him, keeping him
         trapped against the wall. Then he reached down and picked up the pearl-handled knife
         with the jagged edge. He drew the blade slowly across Childermass’s face, cutting
         him from eye to mouth.
      

      
      Lucas let out a cry, but Childermass said nothing at all. He somehow freed his left
         hand and raised it. It was closed in a tight fist. They remained like that for a moment
         – a tableau – then Childermass dropped his hand.
      

      
      Lascelles smiled broadly. He let Childermass go and turned to Mr Norrell. In a calm,
         quiet voice he addressed him thus: “I will not suffer any excuses to be made for this
         person. I have been insulted. If this person were of a rank to be noticed by me, I
         should certainly call him out. He knows it. His inferior condition protects him. If
         I am to remain another moment in this house, if I am to continue as your friend and
         adviser, then this person must leave your service this minute! After tonight I can
         never hear his name spoken by you or any of your servants again on pain of dismissal.
         I hope, sir, that this is sufficiently plain?”
      

      
      Lucas took the opportunity to hand Childermass a surreptitious napkin.

      
      “Well, sir,” said Childermass to Mr Norrell, wiping the blood from his face, “which
         of us is it to be?”
      

      
      A long moment of silence. Then in a hoarse voice quite unlike his usual tone, Mr Norrell
         said, “You must go.”
      

      
      “Goodbye, Mr Norrell,” said Childermass, bowing. “You have made the wrong choice, sir – as usual!” He gathered up his cards and left.
      

      
      He went up to his bare little attic bedroom and lit the candle which stood upon a
         table. There was a cracked, cheap looking-glass hanging on the wall. He examined his
         face. The cut was ugly. His neckcloth and the right shoulder of his shirt were soaked
         in blood. He washed the wound as best he could. Then he washed and dried his hands.
      

      
      Carefully he took something out of his coat-pocket. It was a box, the colour of heartache,
         about the size of a snuff box but a little longer. He whispered to himself, “A man
         cannot help his training.”4

      
      He opened it. For a moment or two he looked thoughtful; he scratched his head and
         then cursed because he had very nearly dropt blood into it. He snapped it shut and
         put it in his pocket.
      

      
      It did not take long to collect his possessions. There was a mahogany case containing
         a pair of pistols, a small purse of money, a razor, a comb, a toothbrush, a bit of
         soap, some clothes (all as ancient as the ones he was wearing) and a small parcel
         of books, including a Bible, A Child’s History of the Raven King by Lord Portishead and a copy of Paris Ormskirk’s Revelations of Thirty-Six Other Worlds. Mr Norrell had paid Childermass well for years, but what he did with his money no
         one knew. As Davey and Lucas had often remarked to each other, he certainly did not
         spend it.
      

      
      Childermass packed everything into a battered valise. There was a dish of apples upon
         the table. He wrapped them in a cloth and added them to the valise. Then, holding
         the napkin to his face, he went downstairs. He was in the stable-yard before he remembered
         that his pen, ink and memorandum book were still in the drawing-room. He had put them
         on a side-table while he read his cards. “Well, it is too late to go back,” he thought. “I shall have to buy others.”
      

      
      There was a party waiting for him in the stables: Davey, Lucas, the grooms and several
         of the manservants who had managed to slip away from the house. “What are you all
         doing here?” he asked, in surprize. “Holding a prayer meeting?”
      

      
      The men glanced at each other.

      
      “We saddled Brewer for you, Mr Childermass,” said Davey. Brewer was Childermass’s
         horse, a big, unhandsome stallion.
      

      
      “Thank you, Davey.”

      
      “Why did you let him do it, sir?” asked Lucas. “Why did you let him cut you?”

      
      “Don’t fret about it, lad. It’s of no consequence.”

      
      “I brought bandages. Let me bind up your face.”

      
      “Lucas, I need my wits tonight and I cannot think if I am all over bandages.”

      
      “But it will leave a terrible scar if the lips of the wound are not closed.”

      
      “Let it. No one will complain if I am less beautiful than I was. Just give me another
         clout5 to staunch the flow. This one is soaked through. Now, lads, when Strange comes …”
         He sighed. “I do not know what to tell you. I have no advice. But if you get a chance
         to help them, then do it.”
      

      
      “What?” asked one manservant. “Help Mr Norrell and Mr Lascelles?”

      
      “No, you blockhead! Help Mr Norrell and Mr Strange. Lucas, tell Lucy, Hannah and Dido
         that I said goodbye and wished them well – and good, obedient husbands when they want
         them.” (These were three housemaids who were particular favourites of Childermass.)
      

      
      Davey grinned. “And you yourself willing to do the job, sir?” he said.

      
      Childermass laughed – then flinched at the pain in his face. “Well, for Hannah perhaps,”
         he said. “Goodbye, lads.”
      

      
      He shook hands with all of them and was a little taken aback when Davey, who for all
         his strength and size was as sentimental as a schoolgirl, insisted on embracing him
         and actually shed tears. Lucas gave him a bottle of Mr Norrell’s best claret as a
         parting gift.
      

      
      Childermass led Brewer out of the stables. The moon had risen. He had no difficulty
         in following the sweep out of the pleasure-grounds into the park. He was just crossing
         over the bridge when the sudden realization came upon him that there was magic going
         on. It was as if a thousand trumpets had sounded in his ear or a dazzling light had
         shone out of the darkness. The world was entirely different from what it had been
         a moment before, but what that difference was he could not at first make out. He looked
         round.
      

      
      Directly above the park and house there was a patch of night-sky shoved in where it
         did not belong. The constellations were broken. New stars hung there – stars that
         Childermass had never seen before. They were, presumably, the stars of Strange’s Eternal
         Darkness.
      

      
      He took one last look at Hurtfew Abbey and galloped away.

      
      All the clocks began to strike at the same moment. This in itself was extraordinary
         enough. For fifteen years Lucas had been trying to persuade the clocks of Hurtfew
         to tell the hour together and they had never done so until this moment. But what o’clock
         it might be was hard to say. The clocks struck on and on, long past twelve, telling
         the time of a strange, new era.
      

      
      “What in the world is that hideous sound?” asked Lascelles.

      
      Mr Norrell stood up. He rubbed his hands together – with him always a sign of great
         nervousness and strain. “Strange is here,” said, quickly. He spoke a word. The clocks
         were silent.
      

      
      The door burst open. Mr Norrell and Mr Lascelles turned with faces all alarm, in full
         expectation of seeing Strange standing there. But it was only Lucas and two of the
         other servants.
      

      
      “Mr Norrell!” began Lucas. “I think …”
      

      
      “Yes, yes! I know! Go to the store-room at the foot of the kitchen-stairs. In the
         chest under the window you will find lead chains, lead padlocks and lead keys. Bring
         them here! Quickly!”
      

      
      “And I will go and fetch a pair of pistols,” declared Lascelles.

      
      “They will do no good,” said Mr Norrell.

      
      “Oh! You would be surprized how many problems a pair of pistols can solve!”

      
      They returned within five minutes. There was Lucas, looking reluctant and unhappy,
         holding the chains and locks; Lascelles with his pistols; and four or five more manservants.
      

      
      “Where do you suppose he is?” asked Lascelles.

      
      “In the library. Where else?” said Mr Norrell. “Come.”

      
      They left the drawing-room and entered the dining-room. From here they passed into
         a short corridor which contained an inlaid ebony sideboard, the marble statue of a
         centaur and its foal, and a painting of Salome carrying St John’s head on a silver
         platter. There were two doors ahead of them. The one on the right had an unfamiliar
         look to Lascelles, as if he had never seen it before. Mr Norrell led them through
         it and they immediately found themselves – back in the drawing-room.
      

      
      “Wait,” said Mr Norrell in confusion. He looked behind him. “I must have … No. Wait.
         I have it now! Come!”
      

      
      Once again they passed through the dining-room into the corridor. This time they went
         through the door upon the left. It too led straight back to the drawing-room.
      

      
      Mr Norrell gave a loud, despairing cry. “He has broken my labyrinth and woven another
         against me!”
      

      
      “In some ways, sir,” remarked Lascelles, “I could have wished that you had not taught
         him so well.”
      

      
      “Oh! I never taught him to do this – and you may be sure that he never learnt it from
         any one else! Either the Devil taught him or he learnt it this very night in my house.
         This is the genius of my enemy! Lock a door against him and all that happens is that he learns first how to
         pick a lock and second how to build a better one against you!”
      

      
      Lucas and the other servants lit more candles as if light could somehow help them
         see through Strange’s spells and help them distinguish reality from magic. Soon each
         of the three apartments was ablaze with light. Candlesticks and candelabras were crowded
         upon every surface, but it only served to confuse them more. They went from dining-room
         to drawing-room, from drawing-room to corridor – “Like foxes in a stopt earth,” said
         Lascelles. But, try as they might, they could not leave the three apartments.
      

      
      Time passed. It was impossible to say how much. The clocks had all turned to midnight.
         Every window shewed the black of Eternal Night and the unknown stars.
      

      
      Mr Norrell stopt walking. He closed his eyes. His face was as dark and tight as a
         fist. He stood quite still and only his lips moved slightly. Then he opened his eyes
         briefly and said, “Follow me.” Closing his eyes again, he walked. It was as if he
         were following the plan of an entirely different house that had somehow got wedged
         inside his own. The turns he took, the rights and lefts, made a new path – one he
         had never taken before.
      

      
      After three or four minutes he opened his eyes. There before him was the corridor
         he had been searching for – the one with the floor of stone flags – and at the end
         of it the tall shadowy shape of the library door.
      

      
      “Now, we shall see what he is doing!” he cried. “Lucas, keep the lead chains and locks
         ready. There is no better prophylactic against magic than lead. We will bind his hands
         and that will hinder him a little. Mr Lascelles, how quickly do you suppose we might
         get a letter to one of the Ministers?” He was a little surprized that none of them
         made any reply and so he turned.
      

      
      He was quite alone.

      
      A little way off he heard Lascelles say something; his cold, languid voice was unmistakable. He heard one of the other servants reply and then
         Lucas. But gradually all the noise grew less. The sounds of the servants rushing from
         room to room were gone. There was silence.
      

      
   
      
      64
Two versions of Lady Pole

      
      Mid February 1817

      
      “Well!” said Lascelles. “That was unexpected!” He and the servants were gathered at
         the north wall of the dining-room – a wall through which Mr Norrell had just walked,
         with all the composure in the world.
      

      
      Lascelles put out his hand and touched it; it was perfectly solid. He pressed it hard;
         it did not move.
      

      
      “Did he mean to do that, do you think?” wondered one of the servants.

      
      “I do not think it much matters what he meant,” said Lucas. “He has gone to be with
         Mr Strange now.”
      

      
      “Which is as much as to say he has gone to the Devil!” added Lascelles.

      
      “What will happen now?” asked another servant.

      
      No one answered him. Images of magical battles flitted through the minds of everyone
         present: Mr Norrell hurling mystical cannonballs at Strange; Strange calling up devils
         to come and carry Mr Norrell away. They listened for sounds of a struggle. There were
         none.
      

      
      A shout came from the next room. One of the servants had opened the drawing-room door
         and found the breakfast-room on the other side of it. Beyond the breakfast-room was
         Mr Norrell’s sitting-room, and beyond that, his dressing-room. The old sequence of rooms was suddenly re-established; the labyrinth was broken.
      

      
      The relief of this discovery was very great. The servants immediately abandoned Lascelles
         and went down to the kitchen, the natural refuge and solace of their class. Lascelles
         – just as naturally – sat down in solitary state in Mr Norrell’s sitting-room. He
         had some idea of staying there until Mr Norrell returned. Or if Mr Norrell never came
         back, of waiting for Strange and then shooting him. “After all,” he thought, “what
         can a magician do against a lead ball? Between the pistol firing and his heart exploding,
         there is no time for magic.”
      

      
      But such thoughts as these provided only a temporary comfort. The house was too silent,
         the darkness too magical. He was too aware of the servants gathered together sociably
         in one place, and the two magicians doing God-knew-what in another place, and himself,
         alone, in a third place. There was an old longcase clock that stood in one corner
         of the room, a last remnant of Mr Norrell’s childhood home in York. This clock had,
         like all the others in the house, turned to midnight when Strange arrived. But it
         had not done so willingly; it protested very volubly against such an unexpected turn
         of events. Its ticking was all askew; it seemed to be drunk – or possibly in a fever
         – and from time to time it made a sound that was remarkably like an indrawn breath;
         and every time it did so Lascelles thought that Strange had entered the room and was
         about to say something.
      

      
      He got up and followed the servants to the kitchen.

      
      The kitchen at Hurtfew Abbey was very much like the undercroft of a great church,
         full of classical angles and classical gloom. In the centre of the room was a huge
         number of tallow candles and gathered there was every servant that Lascelles had ever
         seen at Hurtfew, and a great many that he had not. He leant against a pillar at the
         top of a flight of steps.
      

      
      Lucas glanced up at him. He said, “We have been discussing what to do, sir. We shall
         leave within the half hour. We can do Mr Norrell no good by staying here and may do ourselves some harm. That is our intention,
         sir, but if you have another opinion I shall be glad to hear it.”
      

      
      “My opinion!” exclaimed Lascelles. He looked all amazement, and only part of it was
         feigned. “This is the first time I was ever asked my opinion by a footman. Thank you, but I believe I shall decline my share of this …” He thought
         for a moment, before settling upon the most offensive word in his vocabulary. “… democracy.”
      

      
      “As you wish, sir,” said Lucas, mildly.

      
      “It must be daylight in England by now,” said one of the maids, looking longingly
         at the windows set high in the walls.
      

      
      “This is England, silly girl!” declared Lascelles.

      
      “No, sir. Begging your pardon,” said Lucas, “but it is not. England is a natural place.
         Davey, how long to turn the horses out?”
      

      
      “Oh!” cried Lascelles. “You are all very bold, I must say, to discuss your thievery
         in front of me! What? You think I shall not speak out against you? On the contrary
         I shall see you all hanged!”
      

      
      Some of the servants nervously eyed the pistols in Lascelles’s hands. Lucas, however,
         ignored him.
      

      
      The servants soon agreed that those among them who had relations or friends in the
         neighbourhood would go to them. The rest would be dispatched with the horses to the
         various farms which stood upon Mr Norrell’s estate.
      

      
      “So, you see, sir,” said Lucas to Lascelles, “nobody is stealing. Nobody is a thief.
         All of Mr Norrell’s property is to remain on Mr Norrell’s land – and we will take
         as good care of his horses as if they were still in his stables, but it would be a
         wicked cruelty to leave any creature in this Perpetual Darkness.”
      

      
      Sometime later the servants left Hurtfew (there was no saying exactly how much later
         it was – their pocket-watches, like the clocks, had all turned to midnight). With
         baskets and valises slung over their arms and knapsacks on their backs, they led the
         horses by the halter. There were also two donkeys and a goat who had always lived in the stables because the horses found him agreeable company. Lascelles
         followed at a distance; he had no desire to appear part of this rag-tag and bobtail
         procession, but neither did he want to be left alone in the house.
      

      
      Ten yards short of the river they walked out of the Darkness into the Dawn. There
         was a sudden rush of scents upon the air – scents of frost, winter earth and the nearby
         river. The colours and shapes of the park seemed simplified, as if England had been
         made afresh during the night. To the poor servants, who had been in some doubt whether
         they would ever see any thing but Dark and stars again, the sight was an exceedingly
         welcome one.
      

      
      Their watches had started up again and they found by a general consultation that it
         was a quarter to eight.
      

      
      But the alarms of that night were not quite over yet. Two bridges now led across the
         river where only one had been before.
      

      
      Lascelles came hurrying up. “What is that?” he demanded, pointing at the new bridge.

      
      An old servant – a man with a beard like a miniature white cloud stuck to the end
         of his chin – said that it was a fairy bridge. He had seen it in his youth. It had
         been built long ago, when John Uskglass still ruled Yorkshire. It had fallen into
         disrepair and been dismantled in the time of Mr Norrell’s uncle.
      

      
      “And yet here it is, back again,” said Lucas with a shudder.

      
      “And what lies on the other side?” asked Lascelles.

      
      The old servant said that it had led to Northallerton once upon a time, by way of
         various queer places.
      

      
      “Does it meet up with the road we saw near the Red House?” asked Lascelles.

      
      The old servant shook his head. He did not know.

      
      Lucas was losing patience. He wished to be away.

      
      “Fairy roads are not like Christian roads,” he said. “Often they do not go where they
         are supposed to at all. But what does it matter? Nobody here is going to put so much
         as a foot upon the wicked thing.”
      

      
      “Thank you,” said Lascelles, “but I believe I shall make up my own mind upon that
         point.” He hesitated a moment and then strode forward on to the fairy bridge.
      

      
      Several of the servants called out to him to come back.

      
      “Oh, let him go!” cried Lucas, tightening his hold upon a basket which contained his
         cat. “Let him be damned if he wishes! I am sure no one could deserve it more.” He
         threw Lascelles one last, hearty look of dislike and followed the others into the
         Park.
      

      
      Behind them the Black Pillar rose up into the grey Yorkshire sky and the end of it
         could not be seen.
      

      
      Twenty miles away Childermass was crossing over the packhorse bridge that led into
         Starecross village. He rode through the village to the Hall and dismounted.
      

      
      “Hey! Hey!” He banged on the door with his whip. He shouted some more and gave the
         door a few vigorous kicks.
      

      
      Two servants appeared. They had been alarmed enough by all the shouting and banging,
         but when they held up their candle and found that its author was a wild-eyed, cutthroat-looking
         person with a slit in his face and his shirt all bloody, they were not in the least
         reassured.
      

      
      “Do not stand there gawping!” he told them. “Go fetch master! He knows me!”

      
      Ten minutes more brought Mr Segundus in a dressing-gown. Childermass, waiting impatiently
         just within the door, saw that as he came along the passage his eyes were closed and
         the servant led him by the hand. It looked for all the world as if he had gone blind.
         The servant placed him just before Childermass. He opened his eyes.
      

      
      “Good Lord, Mr Childermass!” he cried. “What happened to your face?”

      
      “Someone mistook it for an orange. And you, sir? What has happened to you? Have you
         been ill?”
      

      
      “No, not ill.” Mr Segundus looked embarrassed. “It is living in constant proximity
         to strong magic. I had not realized before how weakening that can be. To a person who is susceptible to it, I mean. The servants
         feel no effects whatsoever, I am glad to say.”
      

      
      There was a queer insubstantiality about him. He looked as if he were painted on the
         air. The merest draught from a gap in the casement took his hair and made little corkscrews
         and curlicues of it, as if it weighed nothing at all.
      

      
      “I suppose that is what you have come about,” he continued. “But you should tell Mr
         Norrell that I have done nothing but study the occurrences that presented themselves.
         I confess I have made a few notes, but really he has nothing to complain about.”
      

      
      “What magic?” asked Childermass. “What are you talking about? And you need not concern
         yourself any longer about Mr Norrell. He has problems of his own and knows nothing
         of my being here. What have you been doing, Mr Segundus?”
      

      
      “Only watching and recording – as a magician should.” Mr Segundus leant forward eagerly.
         “And I have come to some surprizing conclusions concerning Lady Pole’s illness!”
      

      
      “Oh?”

      
      “In my opinion it is not madness at all. It is magic!” Mr Segundus waited for Childermass
         to be amazed. He looked a little disappointed when Childermass simply nodded.
      

      
      “I have something that belongs to her ladyship,” said Childermass. “Something she
         has long missed. So I beg that you will do me the kindness of taking me to her.”
      

      
      “Oh, but …”

      
      “I mean her no harm, Mr Segundus. And I believe I may be able to do her some good.
         I swear it by Bird and Book. By Bird and Book.”1

      
      “I cannot take you to her,” said Mr Segundus. He put up his hand to forestall Childermass’s
         objection. “I do not mean that I am unwilling. I mean I cannot. Charles will take us.” He indicated the servant at his side.
      

      
      This seemed rather eccentric, but Childermass was in no mood to argue about it. Mr
         Segundus grasped Charles’s arm and closed his eyes.
      

      
      Behind the stone-and-oak passages of Starecross Hall, a vision of another house leapt
         up. Childermass saw high corridors that stretched away into unthinkable distances.
         It was as if two transparencies had been put into a magic lantern at the same time,
         so that one picture overlaid the other. The impression of walking through both houses
         at once rapidly brought on a sensation akin to sea-sickness. Confusion mounted in
         his mind and, had he been alone, he would soon have been at a loss to know which way
         to go. He could not tell whether he was walking or falling, whether he climbed one
         step, or mounted a staircase of impossible length. Sometimes he seemed to be skimming
         across an acre of stone flags, while at the same time he was scarcely moving at all.
         His head spun and he felt sick.
      

      
      “Stop! Stop!” he cried and sank to the ground with his eyes closed.

      
      “It affects you badly,” said Mr Segundus. “Worse even than me. Close your eyes and
         take hold of my arm. Charles will lead us both.”
      

      
      They walked on, eyes closed. Charles guided them round a right-hand turning and up
         a staircase. At the top of the staircase there was a murmured conversation between
         Mr Segundus and someone. Charles drew Childermass forward. Childermass had the impression
         of entering a room. It smelt of clean linen and dried roses.
      

      
      “This is the person you wish me to see?” said a woman’s voice. There was something
         odd about it, as if it were coming from two places at once, as if there were an echo.
         “But I know this person! He is the magician’s servant! He is …”
      

      
      “I am the person your ladyship shot,” said Childermass and he opened his eyes.
      

      
      He saw not one woman, but two – or perhaps it would be more accurate to say he saw
         the same woman doubled. Both sat in the same posture, looking up at him. They occupied
         the same space, so that he had the same giddy feeling in looking at her as he had
         had walking through the corridors.
      

      
      One version of Lady Pole sat in the house in Yorkshire; she wore an ivory-coloured
         morning dress and regarded him with calm indifference. The other version was fainter
         – more ghostly. She sat in the gloomy, labyrinthine house, dressed in a blood-red
         evening gown. There were jewels or stars in her dark hair and she regarded him with
         fury and hatred.
      

      
      Mr Segundus pulled Childermass to the right. “Stand just here!” he said, excitedly.
         “Now close one eye! Can you see it? Observe! A red-and-white rose where her mouth
         ought to be.”
      

      
      “The magic affects us differently,” said Childermass. “I see something very strange,
         but I do not see that.”
      

      
      “You are very bold to come here,” said both versions of Lady Pole, addressing Childermass,
         “considering who you are and whom you represent.”
      

      
      “I am not here on Mr Norrell’s business. To own the truth I am not entirely sure who
         it is I represent. I think it is Jonathan Strange. It is my belief that he sent me
         a message – and I think it was about your ladyship. But the messenger was prevented
         from reaching me and the message was lost. Do you know, your ladyship, what Mr Strange
         might have wished to tell me about you?”
      

      
      “Yes,” said both versions of Lady Pole.

      
      “Will you tell me what it is?”

      
      “If I speak,” they said, “I shall speak nothing but madness.”

      
      Childermass shrugged his shoulders. “I have passed twenty years in the society of
         magicians. I am accustomed to it. Speak.”
      

      
      So she (or they) began. Immediately Mr Segundus took a memorandum book out of a pocket
         of his night-gown and began to scribble notes. But, in Childermass’s eyes, the two versions of Lady Pole were no longer speaking
         as one. The Lady Pole who sat in Starecross Hall told a tale about a child who lived
         near Carlisle,2 but the woman in the blood-red gown seemed to be telling quite a different story.
         She wore a fierce expression and emphasized her words with passionate gestures – but
         what she said Childermass could not tell; the whimsical tale of the Cumbrian child
         drowned it out.
      

      
      “There! You see!” exclaimed Mr Segundus, as he finished scribbling his notes. “This
         is what makes them think her mad – these odd stories and tales. But I have made a
         list of all that she has told me and I have begun to find correspondences between
         them and ancient fairy lore. I am sure that if you and I were to make inquiries we
         would discover some reference to a set of fairies who had some close connexion with
         songbirds. They may not have been songbird-herds. That, you will agree, sounds a little
         too much like settled occupation for such a feckless race – but they may have pursued
         a particular sort of magic related to songbirds. And it may have suited one of their
         number to tell an impressionable child that she was a songbird-herd.”
      

      
      “Perhaps,” said Childermass, not much interested. “But that was not what she meant
         to tell us. And I have remembered the magical significance of roses. They stand for
         silence. That is why you see a red-and-white rose – it is a muffling spell.”
      

      
      “A muffling spell!” said Mr Segundus, in amazement. “Yes, yes! I see that! I have
         read about such things. But how do we break it?”
      

      
      From his coat-pocket Childermass took a little box, the colour of heartache. “Your
         ladyship,” he said, “give me your left hand.”
      

      
      She laid her white hand in Childermass’s lined, brown one. Childermass opened the
         box, took out the finger and laid it against the empty place.
      

      
      Nothing happened.

      
      “We must find Mr Strange,” said Mr Segundus. “Or Mr Norrell. They may be able to mend
         it!”
      

      
      “No,” said Childermass. “There is no need. Not now. You and I are two magicians, Mr
         Segundus. And England is full of magic. How many years’ study do we have between us?
         We must know something to the point. What about Pale’s Restoration and Rectification?”
      

      
      “I know the form of it,” said Mr Segundus. “But I have never been a practical magician.”
      

      
      “And you never will be, if you do not try. Do the magic, Mr Segundus.”

      
      So Mr Segundus did the magic.3

      
      The finger flowed into the hand, making a seamless whole. In the same instant the
         impression of endless, dreary corridors surrounding them disappeared; the two women
         before Childermass’s eyes resolved themselves into one.
      

      
      Lady Pole rose slowly from her chair. Her eyes went rapidly this way and that, like
         someone who was seeing the world anew. Everyone in the room could see she was changed. There was animation and fire in every
         feature. Her eyes glowed with a furious light. She raised both arms; her hands were
         clenched in tight fists, as if she intended to bring them down upon someone’s head.
      

      
      “I have been enchanted!” she burst out. “Bargained away for the sake of a wicked man’s career!”
      

      
      “Good God!” cried Mr Segundus. “My dear Lady Pole …”

      
      “Compose yourself, Mr Segundus!” said Childermass. “We have no time for trivialities.
         Let her speak!”
      

      
      “I have been dead within and almost-dead without!” Tears started from her eyes and
         she struck her own breast with her clenched hand. “And not only me! Others suffer
         even now! – Mrs Strange and my husband’s servant, Stephen Black!”
      

      
      She recounted the cold, ghostly balls she had endured, the dreary processions she
         had been forced to take part in and the strange handicap that would not allow her
         and Stephen Black to speak of their predicament.
      

      
      Mr Segundus and the servants heard each new revelation with mounting horror; Childermass
         sat and listened with impassive expression.
      

      
      “We must write to the editors of the newspapers!” cried Lady Pole. “I am determined
         upon public exposure!”
      

      
      “Exposure of whom?” asked Mr Segundus.

      
      “The magicians, of course! Strange and Norrell!”

      
      “Mr Strange?” faltered Mr Segundus. “No, no, you are mistaken! My dear Lady Pole,
         take a moment to consider what you are saying. I have not a word to say for Mr Norrell
         – his crimes against you are monstrous! But Mr Strange has done no harm – not knowingly
         at any rate. Surely he is more sinned against than sinning?”
      

      
      “Oh!” cried Lady Pole. “Upon the contrary! I consider him by far the worse of the
         two. By his negligence and cold, masculine magic he has betrayed the best of women,
         the most excellent of wives!”
      

      
      Childermass stood up.
      

      
      “Where are you going?” asked Mr Segundus.

      
      “To find Strange and Norrell,” said Childermass.

      
      “Why?” cried Lady Pole, rounding on him. “To warn them? So that they can prepare themselves
         against a woman’s vengeance? Oh, how these men protect one another!”
      

      
      “No, I am going to offer them my assistance to free Mrs Strange and Stephen Black.”

      
      Lascelles walked on. The path entered a wood. At the entrance to the wood was the
         statue of the woman holding the plucked eye and heart – just as Childermass had described.
         Corpses hung from the thorn-trees in various states of decay. Snow lay on the ground
         and it was very quiet.
      

      
      After a while he came to the tower. He had imagined it to be a fanciful, otherlandish
         sort of place; “But really,” he thought, “it is very plain, like the castles of the
         Scottish border country.”
      

      
      High in the tower was a single window glowing with candlelight and the shadow of someone
         watching. Lascelles noticed something else too, something that Childermass had either
         not seen, or else had not troubled to report: the trees were full of serpent-like
         creatures. They had heavy, sagging forms. One was in the process of swallowing whole
         a fresh, meaty-looking corpse.
      

      
      Between the trees and the brook was the pale young man. His eyes were empty and there
         was a slight dew upon his brow. His uniform was, thought Lascelles, that of the 11th
         Light Dragoons.
      

      
      Lascelles addressed him thus: “One of our countrymen approached you a few days ago.
         He spoke to you. You challenged him. Then he ran away. He was a dark, ill-favoured
         fellow. A person of despicable habits and base origins.”
      

      
      If the pale young man recognized Childermass from this description, he shewed no sign
         of it. In a dead voice he said, “I am the Champion of the Castle of the Plucked Eye
         and Heart. I offer challenges to …”
      

      
      “Yes, yes!” cried Lascelles, impatiently. “I do not care about that. I have come here
         to fight. To erase the stain upon England’s honour that was made by that fellow’s
         cowardice.”
      

      
      The figure at the window leaned forward eagerly.

      
      The pale young man said nothing.

      
      Lascelles made a sound of exasperation. “Very well! Believe that I mean this woman
         all sorts of harm if it pleases you. It matters not one whit to me! Pistols?”
      

      
      The pale young man shrugged.

      
      There being no seconds to act for them, Lascelles told the young man that they would
         stand at twenty paces and he measured the ground himself.
      

      
      They had taken their positions and were about to fire, when something occurred to
         Lascelles. “Wait!” he cried. “What is your name?”
      

      
      The young man stared dully at him. “I do not remember,” he said.

      
      They both fired their pistols at the same time. Lascelles had the impression that,
         at the last moment, the young man turned his pistol and deliberately fired wide. Lascelles
         did not care: if the young man was a coward then so much the worse for him. His own
         ball flew with pleasing exactitude to pierce the young man’s breast. He watched him
         die with the same intense interest and sense of satisfaction that he had felt when
         he had killed Drawlight.
      

      
      He hung the body upon the nearest thorn-tree. Then he amused himself by taking shots
         at the decaying bodies and the serpents. He had not been engaged in this pleasant
         occupation for more than an hour when he heard the sounds of hooves upon the woodland
         path. From the opposite direction, from Faerie rather than England, a dark figure
         upon a dark horse was approaching.
      

      
      Lascelles spun round. “I am the Champion of the Castle of the Plucked Eye and Heart,”
         he began …
      

      
   
      
      
65
The ashes, the pearls, the counterpane and the kiss

      
      Mid February 1817

      
      As Lucas and the others were leaving Hurtfew Abbey, Stephen was dressing in his bed-chamber
         at the top of the house in Harley-street.
      

      
      London is a city with more than its fair share of eccentricities, but of all the surprizing
         places it contained at this time the most extraordinary was undoubtedly Stephen’s
         bed-chamber. It was full of things that were precious, rare or wonderful. If the Cabinet,
         or the gentlemen who direct the Bank of England, had been somehow able to acquire
         the contents of Stephen’s bed-chamber their cares would have all been over. They could
         have paid off Britain’s debts and built London anew with the change. Thanks to the
         gentleman with the thistle-down hair Stephen possessed crown jewels from who-knew-what
         kingdoms, and embroidered robes that had once belonged to Coptic popes. The flowerpots
         upon his windowsill contained no flowers, but only ruby-and-pearl crosses, carved
         jewels and the insignia of long-dead military orders. Inside his small cupboard was
         a piece of the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel and the thigh-bone of a Basque saint.
         St Christopher’s hat hung upon a peg behind the door and a marble statue of Lorenzo
         de Medici by Michael Angel (which had stood, until recently, upon the great man’s
         tomb in Florence) occupied most of the floor.
      

      
      Stephen was shaving himself in a little mirror balanced upon Lorenzo de Medici’s knee
         when the gentleman appeared at his shoulder.
      

      
      “The magician has returned to England!” he cried. “I saw him last night in the King’s
         Roads, with the Darkness wrapped about him like a mystical cloak! What does he want?
         What can he be planning? Oh! This will be the end of me, Stephen! I feel it! He means
         me great harm!”
      

      
      Stephen felt a chill. The gentleman was always at his most dangerous in this mood
         of agitation and alarm.
      

      
      “We should kill him!” said the gentleman.

      
      “Kill him? Oh no, sir!”

      
      “Why not? We could be rid of him for ever! I could bind his arms, eyes and tongue
         with magic, and you could stab him through the heart!”
      

      
      Stephen thought rapidly. “But his return may have nothing to do with you at all, sir,”
         he offered. “Consider how many enemies he has in England – human enemies, I mean.
         Perhaps he has come back to continue his quarrel with one of them.”
      

      
      The gentleman looked doubtful. Any reasoning that did not contain a reference to himself
         was always difficult for him to follow. “I do not think that very likely,” he said.
      

      
      “Oh, but yes!” said Stephen, beginning to feel upon surer ground. “There have been
         terrible things written about him in the newspapers and the magical journals. There
         is a rumour that he killed his wife. Many people believe it. Were it not for his present
         situation, he would very likely have been arrested by now. And it is common knowledge
         that the other magician is the author of all these lies and half-truths. Probably,
         Strange has come to take revenge upon his master.”
      

      
      The gentleman stared at Stephen for a moment or two. Then he laughed, his spirits
         as elevated as moments before they had been the reverse. “We have nothing to fear
         Stephen!” he cried, in delight. “The magicians have quarrelled and hate each other!
         Yet they are nothing without one another. How glad that makes me! How happy I am to have you to
         advise me! And it so happens that I intend to give you a wonderful present today –
         something you have long desired!”
      

      
      “Indeed, sir?” said Stephen with a sigh. “That will be most delightful.”

      
      “Yet we ought to kill someone,” said the gentleman, immediately reverting to his former
         subject. “I have been quite put out of temper this morning and someone ought to die
         for it. What do you say to the old magician? – Oh, but wait! That would oblige the
         younger one, which I do not want to do! What about Lady Pole’s husband? He is tall
         and arrogant and treats you like a servant!”
      

      
      “But I am a servant, sir.”
      

      
      “Or the King of England! Yes, that is an excellent plan! Let you and I go immediately
         to the King of England. Then you can put him to death and be King in his place! Do
         you have the orb, crown and sceptre that I gave you?”
      

      
      “But the laws of Great Britain do not allow …” began Stephen.

      
      “The laws of Great Britain! Pish tush! What nonsense! I thought you would have understood
         by now that the laws of Great Britain are nothing but a flimsy testament to the idle
         wishes and dreams of mankind. According to the ancient laws by which my race conducts
         itself, a king is most commonly succeeded by the person who killed him.”
      

      
      “But, sir! Remember how much you liked the old gentleman when you met him?”

      
      “Hmm, that is true. But in a matter of such importance I am willing to put aside my
         personal feelings. The difficulty is that we have too many enemies, Stephen! There
         are too many wicked persons in England! I know! I shall ask some of my allies to tell
         us who is our greatest enemy of all. We must be careful. We must be cunning. We must
         frame our question with exactitude.1 I shall ask the North Wind and the Dawn to bring us immediately into the presence of the one person
         in England whose existence is the greatest threat to me! And then we can kill him,
         whoever he is. You observe, Stephen, that I make reference to my own life, but I consider
         your fate and mine as bound so closely together that there is scarcely any difference
         between us. Whosoever is a danger to me, is a danger to you also! Now take up your
         crown and orb and sceptre and say a last farewell to the scenes of your slavery! It
         may be that you shall never see them again!”
      

      
      “But …” began Stephen.

      
      It was too late. The gentleman raised his long, white hands and gave a sort of flourish.

      
      Stephen expected to be brought before one or other of the magicians – possibly both.
         Instead the gentleman and he found themselves upon a wide, empty moor covered in snow.
         More snow was falling. On one side the ground rose up to meet the heavy, slate-coloured
         sky; on the other was a misty view of far-away, white hills. In all that desolate
         landscape there was only one tree – a twisted hawthorn not far from where they stood.
         It was, thought Stephen, very like the country around Starecross Hall.
      

      
      “Well, that is very odd!” said the gentleman. “I do not see any body at all, do you?”

      
      “No, sir. No one,” said Stephen, in relief. “Let us return to London.”

      
      “I cannot understand … Oh, but wait! Here is someone!”

      
      Half a mile or so away there seemed to be a road or track of some sort. A horse and
         cart were coming slowly along it. When the cart drew level with the hawthorn tree,
         it stopped and someone got out. This person began to stump across the moor towards
         them.
      

      
      “Excellent!” cried the gentleman. “Now we shall see our wickedest and most powerful
         enemy! Put on your crown, Stephen! Let him tremble before our power and majesty! Excellent!
         Raise your sceptre! Yes, yes! Hold forth your orb! How handsome you look! How regal!
         Now, Stephen, since we have a little time before he arrives …” The gentleman gazed at the little figure in the distance labouring across
         the snowy moor. “… I have something else to tell you. What is the date today?”
      

      
      “The fifteenth of February, sir. St Anthony’s Day.”

      
      “Ha! A dreary saint indeed! Well, in future the people of England will have something
         better to celebrate on the fifteenth of February than the life of a monk who keeps
         the rain off people and finds their lost thimbles!”2

      
      “Will they indeed, sir? And what is that?”

      
      “The Naming of Stephen Black!”

      
      “I beg your pardon, sir?”

      
      “I told you, Stephen, that I would find your true name!”

      
      “What! Did my mother really name me, sir?”

      
      “Yes, indeed! It is all just as I supposed! – which is scarcely surprizing since I
         am rarely wrong in such matters. She named you with a name in her own tongue. With
         a name she had heard often among her own people when she was a young girl. She named
         you, but she did not tell the name to a single soul. She did not even whisper it into
         your infant ear. She had no time because Death stole upon her and took her unawares.”
      

      
      A picture rose up in Stephen’s mind – the dark, fusty hold of the ship – his mother,
         worn out by the pains of childbirth, surrounded by strangers – himself a tiny infant.
         Did she even speak the language of the other people on board? He had no way of knowing.
         How alone she must have felt! He would have given a great deal at that moment to be
         able to reach out and comfort her, but all the years of his life lay between them.
         He felt his heart harden another degree against the English. Only a few minutes ago
         he had struggled to persuade the gentleman not to kill Strange, but why should he
         care what became of one Englishman? Why should he care what became of any of that
         cold, callous race?
      

      
      With a sigh, he put these thoughts aside and discovered that the gentleman was still
         talking.
      

      
      “… It is a most edifying tale and demonstrates to perfection all those qualities for
         which I am especially famed; namely self-sacrifice, devoted friendship, nobility of
         purpose, perceptiveness, ingenuity and courageousness.”
      

      
      “I beg your pardon, sir?”

      
      “The story of my finding your name, Stephen, which I am now going to relate! Know
         then that your mother died in the hold of a ship, the Penlaw,3 that was sailing from Jamaica to Liverpool. And then,” he added in a matter-of-fact
         tone, “the English sailors stripped her body and flung it into the sea.”
      

      
      “Ah!” breathed Stephen.

      
      “Now, as you may imagine, this made the task of recovering your name extremely difficult.
         After thirty or forty years, all that was left of your mother was four things: her
         screams in childbirth, which had sunk into the planks of the ship; her bones, which
         was all that was left of her, once the flesh and softer parts had been devoured by
         fishes …”
      

      
      “Ah!” exclaimed Stephen again.

      
      “… her gown of rose-coloured cotton which had passed into the possession of a sailor;
         and a kiss which the captain of the ship had stolen from her, two days earlier. Now,”
         said the gentleman (who was clearly enjoying himself immensely), “you will observe
         with what cleverness and finesse I traced the passage of each part of her through
         the world, until I was able to recover them and so divine your glorious name! The
         Penlaw sailed on to Liverpool where the wicked grandfather of Lady Pole’s wicked husband
         disembarked with his servant – who carried your own infant person in his arms. On
         the Penlaw’s next voyage, which was to Leith in Scotland, it met with a storm and was wrecked.
         Various spars and bits of broken hull were cast up upon the rocky shore, including the planks that contained your mother’s screams. These were taken by a very
         poor man to make a roof and walls for his house. I found the house very easily. It
         stood upon a windy promontory, overlooking a stormy sea. Inside, several generations
         of the poor man’s family were living in the utmost poverty and degradation. Now, you
         should know, Stephen, that wood has a stubborn, proud nature; it does not readily
         tell what it knows – even to its friends. It is always easier to deal with the ashes
         of the wood, rather than wood itself. So I burnt the poor man’s house to the ground,
         placed the ashes in a bottle and continued on my way.”
      

      
      “Burnt, sir! I hope no one was hurt!”

      
      “Well, some people were. The strong, young men were able to run out of the conflagration
         in time, but the older, enfeebled members of the family, the women and infants were
         all burnt to death.”
      

      
      “Oh!”

      
      “Next I traced the history of her bones. I believe I mentioned before that she was
         cast into the ocean where, due to the movement of the waters and the importunate interference
         of the fishes, the body became bones, the bones became dust, and the dust was very
         soon transformed by a bed of oysters into several handfuls of the most beautiful pearls.
         In time the pearls were harvested and sold to a jeweller in Paris, who created a necklace
         of five perfect strands. This he sold to a beautiful French Comtesse. Seven years
         later the Comtesse was guillotined and her jewels, gowns and personal possessions
         became the property of a Revolutionary official. This wicked man was, until quite
         recently, the mayor of a small town in the Loire valley. Late at night he would wait
         until all his servants had gone to bed and then, in the privacy of his bed-chamber,
         he would put on the Comtesse’s jewels and gowns and other finery and parade up and
         down in front of a large mirror. Here I found him one night, looking, I may say, very
         ridiculous. I strangled him upon the spot – using the pearl necklace.”
      

      
      “Oh!” said Stephen.
      

      
      “I took the pearls, let the miserable corpse fall to the ground and passed on. Next
         I turned my attention to your mother’s pretty rose-coloured gown. The sailor who had
         acquired it, kept it among his things for a year or two until he happened to find
         himself in a cold, miserable little hamlet on the eastern coast of America called
         Piper’s Grave. There he met a tall, thin woman and, wishing to impress her, he gave
         her the gown as a present. The gown did not fit this woman (your mother, Stephen,
         had a sweetly rounded, feminine figure), but she liked the colour and so she cut it
         up and sewed the pieces into a counterpane with some other cheap materials. The rest
         of this woman’s history is not very interesting – she married several husbands and
         buried them all, and by the time I found her she was old and withered. I plucked the
         counterpane off her bed as she slept.”
      

      
      “You did not kill her, did you, sir?” asked Stephen, anxiously.

      
      “No, Stephen. Why would I? Of course it was a bitter night with four feet of snow
         and a raging north wind outside. She may have died of the cold. I do not know. So
         we come at last to the kiss and the captain who stole it from her.”
      

      
      “Did you kill him, sir?”

      
      “No, Stephen – though I would certainly have done so to punish him for his insult
         to your esteemed mother, but he was hanged in the town of Valletta twenty-nine years
         ago. Fortunately he had kissed a great many other young women before he died and the
         virtue and strength of your mother’s kiss had been conveyed to them. So all I had
         to do was to find them and extract what was left of your mother’s kiss.”
      

      
      “And how did you do that, sir?” asked Stephen, though he feared that he knew the answer
         all too well.
      

      
      “Oh! It is easy enough once the women are dead.”

      
      “So many people dead, just to find my name,” sighed Stephen.

      
      “And I would gladly have killed twice that number – nay, a hundred times – nay, a
         hundred thousand times or more! – so great is the love I bear you, Stephen. With the ashes that were her screams and the pearls
         that were her bones and the counterpane that was her gown and the magical essence
         of her kiss, I was able to divine your name – which I, your truest friend and most
         noble benefactor, will now … Oh, but here is our enemy! As soon as we have killed
         him, I will bestow your name upon you. Beware, Stephen! There will probably be a magical
         combat of some sort. I dare say I shall have to take on different forms – cockatrices,
         raw head and bloody bones, rains of fire, etc., etc. You may wish to stand back a
         little!”
      

      
      The unknown person drew closer. He was as thin as a Banbury cheese, with a hawk-like,
         disreputable-looking face. His coat and shirt were in rags and his boots were broken
         and full of holes.
      

      
      “Well!” said the gentleman after a moment. “I could not be more astonished! Have you
         ever seen this person before, Stephen?”
      

      
      “Yes, sir. I must confess that I have. This is the man I told you about. The one with
         the strange disfiguration who told me the prophecy. His name is Vinculus.”
      

      
      “Good day to you, King!” said Vinculus to Stephen. “Did I not tell you the hour was
         almost come? And now it has! The rain shall make a door for you and you shall go through
         it! The stones shall make a throne for you and you shall sit upon it!” He surveyed
         Stephen with a mysterious satisfaction, as if the crown, orb and sceptre were somehow
         all his doing.
      

      
      Stephen said to the gentleman, “Perhaps the Venerable Beings to whom you applied are
         mistaken, sir. Perhaps they have brought us to the wrong person.”
      

      
      “Nothing seems more likely,” agreed the gentleman. “This vagabond is scarcely any
         threat to any one. To me least of all. But as the North Wind and the Dawn have taken
         the trouble to point him out to us, it would be most disrespectful to them not to
         kill him.”
      

      
      Vinculus seemed curiously unmoved by this proposal. He gave a laugh. “Try if you can do it, Fairy! You will discover that I am very hard to kill!”
      

      
      “Are you indeed?” said the gentleman. “For I must confess that it looks to me as if
         nothing would be easier! But then you see I am very adept at killing all sorts of
         things! I have slain dragons, drowned armies and persuaded the earthquakes and tempests
         to devour cities! You are a man. You are all alone – as all men are. I am surrounded
         by ancient friends and allies. Rogue, what do you have to counter that?”
      

      
      Vinculus thrust out his dirty chin at the gentleman in a gesture of the utmost contempt.
         “A book!” he said.
      

      
      It was an odd thing to say. Stephen could not help thinking that if Vinculus had indeed
         possessed a book he would have been well advised to sell it and buy a better coat.
      

      
      The gentleman turned his head to gaze with sudden intensity at a distant line of white
         hills. “Oh!” he exclaimed with as much violence as if he had been struck. “Oh! They
         have stolen her from me! Thieves! Thieves! English thieves!”
      

      
      “Who, sir?”

      
      “Lady Pole! Someone has broken the enchantment!”

      
      “The magic of Englishmen, Fairy!” cried Vinculus. “The magic of Englishmen is coming
         back!”
      

      
      “Now you see their arrogance, Stephen!” cried the gentleman, spinning round to bestow
         a look of vivid fury upon Vinculus. “Now you see the malice of our enemies! Stephen,
         procure me some rope!”
      

      
      “Rope, sir? There is none for miles around, I am sure. Let you and I …”

      
      “No rope, Fairy!” jeered Vinculus.

      
      But something was happening in the air above them. The lines of sleet and snow were
         somehow twisting together. They snaked across the sky towards Stephen. Without warning
         a length of strong rope fell into his hand.
      

      
      “There!” cried the gentleman, triumphantly. “Stephen, look! Here is a tree! One tree in all this desolate waste, exactly where we need it! But
         England has always been my friend. She has always served me well. Throw the rope over
         a branch and let us hang this rogue!”
      

      
      Stephen hesitated, uncertain for the moment how to prevent this new disaster. The
         rope in his hand seemed to grow impatient with him; it jumped away and divided itself
         neatly into two lengths. One snaked across the ground to Vinculus and trussed him
         tight and the other quickly formed itself into a well-made noose and hung itself neatly
         over a branch.
      

      
      The gentleman was in high glee, his spirits quite restored at the prospect of a hanging.
         “Do you dance, rogue?” he asked Vinculus. “I shall teach you some new steps!”
      

      
      Everything took on the character of a nightmare. Events happened quickly and seamlessly,
         and Stephen never found the right moment to intervene or the right words to say. As
         for Vinculus himself, he behaved very oddly throughout his entire execution. He never
         appeared to understand what was happening to him. He said not another word, but he
         did make several exclamations of exasperation as if he was being put to some serious
         inconvenience and it was putting him out of temper.
      

      
      Without any appearance of exertion the gentleman took hold of Vinculus and placed
         him beneath the noose. The noose draped itself about his neck and hoisted him abruptly
         into the air; at the same time the other rope unwound itself from his body and folded
         itself neatly on the ground.
      

      
      Vinculus kicked his feet uselessly in the empty air; his body jerked and spun. For
         all his boast of being hard to kill, his neck broke very easily – the snapping sound
         could be clearly heard on the empty moor. A jerk or two more and he was finished.
      

      
      Stephen – forgetting that he had determined to hate all Englishmen – covered his face
         with his hands and wept.
      

      
      The gentleman danced round and sang to himself, as a child will when something has
         pleased it particularly; and when he was done he said in a conversational tone, “Well, that was disappointing! He did not struggle
         at all. I wonder who he was?”
      

      
      “I told you, sir,” said Stephen, wiping his eyes. “He is the man who told me that
         prophecy. He has a strange disfiguration upon his body. Like writing.”
      

      
      The gentleman pulled off Vinculus’s coat, shirt and neckcloth. “Yes, there it is!”
         he said in mild surprize. He scratched with one nail at a little circle on Vinculus’s
         right shoulder to see if it would come off. Finding it did not, he lost interest.
      

      
      “Now!” he said. “Let us go and cast a spell upon Lady Pole.”

      
      “A spell, sir!” said Stephen. “But why would we wish to do that?”

      
      “Oh! So that she will die within a month or two. It is – apart from any thing else
         – very traditional. It is very rare that any one released from an enchantment is permitted
         to live long – certainly not if I have enchanted them! Lady Pole is not far away and
         the magicians must be taught that they may not oppose us with impunity! Come, Stephen!”
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      Mr Norrell turned and looked back along the corridor which had once led from the library
         to the rest of the house. If he had had any confidence that it could take him back
         to Lascelles and the servants, he would have gone down it. But he was quite certain
         that Strange’s magic would simply return him to this spot.
      

      
      There was a sound from within the library and he gave a start of terror. He waited,
         but no one appeared. After a moment he realized that he knew what the sound was. He
         had heard it a thousand times before – it was the sound of Strange exclaiming in exasperation
         over some passage in a book. It was such a very familiar sound – and so closely connected
         in Mr Norrell’s mind with the happiest period of his existence – that it gave him
         the courage to open the door and go inside.
      

      
      The first thing that struck him was the immense quantity of candles. The room was
         full of light. Strange had not troubled to find candlesticks; he had simply stuck
         the candles to tables or to bookshelves. He had even stuck them to piles of books.
         The library was in imminent danger of catching fire. There were books everywhere –
         scattered over tables, tumbled on the floor. Many had been laid face-down on the floor,
         so that Strange should not lose his place.
      

      
      Strange was standing at the far end of the room. He was a much thinner person than
         Mr Norrell remembered. He had shaved himself with no extraordinary degree of perfection
         and his hair was ragged. He did not look up at Mr Norrell’s approach.
      

      
      “Seven people from Norwich in 1124,” he said, reading from the book in his hand. “Four
         from Aysgarth in Yorkshire at Christmas in 1151, twenty-three at Exeter in 1201, one
         from Hathersage in Derbyshire in 1243 – all enchanted and stolen away into Faerie.
         It was a problem he never solved.”
      

      
      He spoke with such calm that Mr Norrell – who was rather expecting to be blasted with
         a bolt of magic at any moment – looked round to see if someone else was in the room.
         “I beg your pardon?” he asked.
      

      
      “John Uskglass,” said Strange, still not troubling to turn around. “He could not prevent
         fairies stealing away Christian men and women. Why should I suppose that I might be
         capable of something he was not?” He read a little further. “I like your labyrinth,”
         he said conversationally. “Did you use Hickman?”
      

      
      “What? No. De Chepe.”

      
      “De Chepe! Really?” For the first time Strange looked directly at his master. “I had
         always supposed him to be a very minor scholar without an original thought in his
         head.”
      

      
      “He was never much to the taste of people who like the showier sorts of magic,” said
         Mr Norrell, nervously, uncertain of how long this civil mood of Strange’s might last.
         “He was interested in labyrinths, magical pathways, spells which may be effected by
         following certain steps and turns – things of that sort. There is a long description
         of his magic in Belasis’s Instructions …” He paused. “… which you have never seen. The only copy is here. It is on the third
         shelf by the window.” He pointed and discovered that the shelf had been emptied. “Or
         it might be on the floor,” he offered. “In that pile.”
      

      
      “I shall look in a moment,” Strange assured him.

      
      “Your own labyrinth was quite remarkable,” said Mr Norrell. “I have been half the
         night trying to escape it.”
      

      
      “Oh, I did what I usually do in such circumstances,” said Strange, carelessly. “I
         copied you and added some refinements. How long has it been?”
      

      
      “I beg your pardon?”

      
      “How long have I been in the Darkness?”

      
      “Since the beginning of December.”

      
      “And what month is it now?”

      
      “February.”

      
      “Three months!” exclaimed Strange. “Three months! I thought it had been years!”

      
      Mr Norrell had imagined this conversation many times. Each time he had pictured Strange
         angry and vengeful, and himself putting forth powerful arguments of self-justification.
         Now that they had finally met, Strange’s unconcern was utterly bewildering. The distant
         pains Mr Norrell had long felt in his small, shrivelled soul awakened. They grew claws
         and rent at him. His hands began to shake.
      

      
      “I have been your enemy!” he burst out. “I destroyed your book – all except my own
         copy! I have slandered your name and plotted against you! Lascelles and Drawlight
         have told everyone that you murdered your wife! I have let them believe it!”
      

      
      “Yes,” said Strange.

      
      “But these are terrible crimes! Why are you not angry?”

      
      Strange seemed to concede that this was a reasonable question. He thought for a moment.
         “I suppose it is because I have been many things since last we met. I have been trees
         and rivers and hills and stones. I have spoken to stars and earth and wind. One cannot
         be the conduit through which all English magic flows and still be oneself. I would
         have been angry, you say?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell nodded.

      
      Strange smiled his old, ironic smile. “Then be comforted! I dare say I shall be so
         again. In time.”
      

      
      “And you have done all this just to thwart me?” asked Mr Norrell.
      

      
      “To thwart you?” said Strange, in astonishment. “No! I have done this to save my wife!”

      
      There was a short silence during which time Mr Norrell found it impossible to meet
         Strange’s eye. “What do you want from me?” he asked in a low voice.
      

      
      “Only what I have always wanted – your help.”

      
      “To break the enchantments?”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      Mr Norrell considered this for a moment. “The hundredth anniversary of an enchantment
         is often most auspicious,” he said. “There are several rites and procedures …”
      

      
      “Thank you,” said Strange, with more than a tinge of his old sarcastic manner, “but
         I believe I was hoping for something a little more immediate in its effect.”
      

      
      “The death of the enchanter puts an end to all such contracts and enchantments, but
         …”
      

      
      “Ah, yes! Quite!” interrupted Strange, eagerly. “The death of the enchanter! I thought
         of it often in Venice. With all of English magic at my disposal there were so many
         ways I could have killed him. Sent him hurtling down from great heights. Burned him
         with bolts of lightning. Raised up mountains and crushed him beneath them. Had it
         been my freedom at stake, I would have certainly attempted it. But it was not my freedom
         – it was Arabella’s – and if I had tried and failed – if I had been killed – then
         her fate would have been sealed forever. So I set to thinking some more. And I thought
         how there was one man in all the world – in all the worlds that ever were – who would
         know how to defeat my enemy. One man who could advise me what I ought to do. I realized
         the time had come to speak to him.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell looked more alarmed than ever. “Oh! But I must tell you that I no longer
         regard myself as your superior. My reading has been a great deal more extensive than
         yours, it is true, and I will give you what help I can, but I can offer you no security that I will be any
         more successful than you.”
      

      
      Strange frowned. “What? What are you talking about? I do not mean you! I mean John
         Uskglass. I want your help in summoning John Uskglass.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell breathed hard. The very air seemed to quiver as if a deep note had been
         sounded. He was aware, to an almost painful degree, of the darkness surrounding them,
         of the new stars above them and of the silence of the stopt clocks. It was one Great
         Black Moment going on for ever, pressing down upon him, suffocating him. And in that
         Moment it cost no effort to believe that John Uskglass was near – a mere spell away;
         the deep shadows in the far corners of the room were the folds of his robe; the smoke
         from the guttering candles was the raven mantling of his helm.
      

      
      Strange, however, seemed oppressed by no such immortal fears. He leant forward a little,
         with an eager half-smile. “Come, Mr Norrell,” he whispered. “It is very dull working
         for Lord Liverpool. You must feel it so? Let other magicians cast protection spells
         over cliffs and beaches. There will be plenty of them to do it soon! Let you and me
         do something extraordinary!”
      

      
      Another silence.

      
      “You are afraid,” said Strange, drawing back displeased.

      
      “Afraid!” burst out Norrell. “Of course I am afraid! It would be madness – absolute
         madness – to be any thing else! But that is not my objection. It will not work. Whatever
         you hope to gain by it, it will not work. Even if we succeeded in bringing him forth
         – which we might very well do, you and I together – he will not help you in the way
         you imagine. Kings do not satisfy idle curiosity – this King least of all.”
      

      
      “You call it idle curiosity …?” began Strange.

      
      “No, no!” said Norrell, interrupting hastily. “I do not. I merely represent to you how it will appear to him. What will he care about two lost women? You are thinking of John Uskglass as if
         he were an ordinary man. I mean a man like you or me. He was brought up and educated in Faerie. The ways of the brugh were natural to him – and most brughs contained captive Christians – he was one himself. It will not seem so extraordinary
         to him. He will not understand.”
      

      
      “Then I will explain it to him. Mr Norrell, I have changed England to save my wife.
         I have changed the world. I shall not flinch from summoning up one man; let him be
         as tremendous as he may. Come, sir! There is very little sense in arguing about it.
         The first thing is to bring him here. How do we begin?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell sighed. “It is not like summoning any one else. There are difficulties
         peculiar to any magic involving John Uskglass.”
      

      
      “Such as?”

      
      “Well, for one thing we do not know what to call him. Spells of summoning require
         the magician to be most particular about names. None of the names by which we call
         John Uskglass were really his own. He was, as the histories tell, stolen away into
         Faerie, before he could be christened – and so he became the nameless child in the
         brugh. ‘The nameless slave’ was one of the ways in which he referred to himself. Of course
         the fairies gave him a name after their own fashion, but he cast that off when he
         returned to England. As for all his titles – the Raven King, the Black King, the King
         of the North – these are what other people called him, not what he called himself.”
      

      
      “Yes, yes!” declared Strange, impatiently. “I know all that! But surely John Uskglass
         was his true name?”
      

      
      “Oh! By no means. That was the name of a young Norman aristocrat who died, I believe,
         in the summer of 1097. The King – our John Uskglass – claimed that man as his father,
         but many people have disputed whether they were really related at all. I do not suppose
         that this muddle of names and titles is accidental. The King knew that he would always
         draw the eyes of other magicians to him and so he protected himself from the nuisance
         of their magic by deliberately confusing their spells.”
      

      
      “So what ought I to do?” Strange snapped his fingers. “Advise me!”
      

      
      Mr Norrell blinked his small eyes. He was unaccustomed to think so rapidly. “If we
         use an ordinary English spell of summoning – and I strongly advise that we do, as
         they cannot be bettered – then we can make the elements of the spell do the work of
         identification for us. We will need an envoy, a path and a handsel.1 If we chuse tools that already know the King, and know him well, then it will not
         matter that we cannot name him properly, they will find him, bring him and bind him,
         without our help! Do you see?”
      

      
      In spite of all his terror, he was growing more animated at the prospect of magic
         – new magic! – to be performed with Mr Strange.
      

      
      “No,” said Strange. “I do not see at all.”

      
      “This house is built upon the King’s land, with stones from the King’s abbey. A river
         runs by it – not more than two hundred yards from this room; that river has often
         borne the King in his royal barge upon its waters. In my kitchen-garden are a pear-tree
         and an apple-tree – the direct descendants of some pips spat out by the King when
         he sat one summer’s evening in the Abbot’s garden. Let the old abbey stones be our
         envoy; let the river be our path; let next year’s apples and pears from those trees
         be our handsel. Then we may name him simply ‘The King’. These stones, this river,
         those trees know none other!”
      

      
      “Good,” said Strange. “And what spell do you recommend? Are there any in Belasis?”

      
      “Yes, three.”

      
      “Are they worth trying?”

      
      “No, not really.” Mr Norrell opened a drawer and drew out a piece of paper. “This
         is the best I know. I am not in the habit of using summoning spells – but if I were, this is the one I would use.” He passed it
         to Strange.
      

      
      It was covered with Mr Norrell’s small, meticulous handwriting. At the top was written,
         “Mr Strange’s spell of summoning.”
      

      
      “It is the one you used to summon Maria Absalom,”2 explained Norrell. “I have made some amendments. I have omitted the florilegium which you copied word for word from Ormskirk. I have, as you know, no opinion of
         florilegia in general and this one seems particularly nonsensical. I have added an epitome of
         preservation and deliverance, and a skimmer of supplication – though I doubt that
         either will help us much in this case.”3

      
      “It is as much your work as mine now,” observed Strange. There was no trace of rivalry
         or resentment in his voice.
      

      
      “No, no,” said Norrell. “All the fabric of it is yours. I have merely neatened the
         edges.”
      

      
      “Good! Then we are ready, are we not?”

      
      “There is one more thing.”

      
      “What is it?”

      
      “There are certain precautions that are necessary to secure Mrs Strange’s safety,”
         explained Mr Norrell.
      

      
      Strange cast a glance at him as if he thought it a little late in the day for Mr Norrell
         to be thinking of Arabella’s safety, but Mr Norrell had hurried to a bookshelf and
         was busy delving in a large volume and did not notice.
      

      
      “The spell is written in Chaston’s Liber Novus. Ah, yes! Here it is! We must build a magical road and make a door so that Mrs Strange
         may come safely out of Faerie. Otherwise she might be trapped there for ever. It might
         take us centuries to find her.”
      

      
      “Oh, that!” said Strange. “I have done it already. And appointed a doorkeeper to meet
         her when she comes out. All is in readiness.”
      

      
      He took the merest stub of a candle, placed it in a candlestick and lit it.4 Then he began to recite the spell. He named the abbey-stones as the envoy sent to
         seek the King. He named the river as the path the King was to come. He named next
         year’s apples and pears from Mr Norrell’s trees as the handsel the King was to receive.
         He named the moment of the flame’s dying as the time when the King was to appear.
      

      
      The candle guttered and went out …

      
      … and in that moment …

      
      … in that moment the room was full of ravens. Black wings filled the air like great
         hands gesturing, filled Strange’s vision like a tumult of black flames. He was struck
         at from every side by wings and claws. The cawing and the croaking were deafening.
         Ravens battered walls, battered windows, battered Strange himself. He covered his
         head with his hands and fell to the floor. The din and strife of wings continued a
         little while longer.
      

      
      Then, in the blink of an eye, they were gone and the room was silent.

      
      The candles had all been extinguished. Strange rolled on to his back, but for some
         moments he could do nothing but stare into the Darkness. “Mr Norrell?” he said at
         last.
      

      
      No one answered.

      
      In the pitch-black darkness he got to his feet. He succeeded in finding one of the
         library desks and felt about until his hand met with an upturned candle. He took his
         tinderbox from his pocket and lit it.
      

      
      Raising it above his head, he saw that the room was in the last extremes of chaos
         and disorder. Not a book remained upon a shelf. Tables and library steps had been
         overturned. Several fine chairs had been reduced to firewood. A thick drift of raven
         feathers covered everything, as if a black snow had fallen.
      

      
      Norrell was half-lying, half-sitting on the floor, his back against a desk. His eyes
         were open, but blank-looking. Strange passed the candle before his face. “Mr Norrell?”
         he said again.
      

      
      In a dazed whisper, Norrell said, “I believe we may assume that we have his attention.”

      
      “I believe you are right, sir. Do you know what happened?”

      
      Still in a whisper Norrell said, “The books all turned into ravens. I had my eye upon
         Hugh Pontifex’s The Fountain of the Heart and I saw it change. He used it often, you know – that chaos of black birds. I have
         been reading about it since I was a boy. That I should live to see it, Mr Strange!
         That I should live to see it! It has a name in the Sidhe language, the language of his childhood, but the name is lost.”5 He suddenly seized Strange’s hand. “Are the books safe?”
      

      
      Strange picked up one from the floor. He shook the raven feathers off it and glanced
         at the title: Seven Doors and Forty-two Keys by Piers Russinol. He opened it and began to read at random. “… and there you will find a strange country like a chessboard, where alternates barren
            rock with fruitful orchards, wastes of thorns with fields of bearded corn, water meadows with deserts. And in this country, the god of magicians,
            Thrice-Great Hermes, has set a guard upon every gate and every bridge: in one place
            a ram, in another place serpent … Does that sound right?” he asked doubtfully.
      

      
      Mr Norrell nodded. He took out his pocket handkerchief and dabbed the blood from his
         face with it.
      

      
      The two magicians sat upon the floor amid the books and feathers, and for a little
         while they said nothing at all. The world had shrunk to the breadth of a candle’s
         light.
      

      
      Finally, Strange said, “How near to us must he be in order to do magic like that?”

      
      “John Uskglass? For aught I know he can do magic like that from a hundred worlds away
         – from the heart of Hell.”
      

      
      “Still it is worth trying to find out, is it not?”

      
      “Is it?” asked Norrell.

      
      “Well, for example, if we found he was close by, we could …” Strange considered a
         moment. “We could go to him.”
      

      
      “Very well,” sighed Norrell. He did not sound or look very hopeful.

      
      The first – and indeed only – requirement for spells of location is a silver dish
         of water. At Hurtfew Abbey Mr Norrell’s dish had stood upon a little table in the
         corner of the room, but the table had been destroyed by the violence of the ravens
         and the dish was nowhere to be seen. They searched for a while and eventually found
         it in the fireplace, upside-down beneath a mess of raven feathers and damp, torn pages
         from books.
      

      
      “We need water,” said Norrell. “I always made Lucas get it from the river. Water that
         has travelled rapidly is best for location magic – and Hurtfew’s river is quick-flowing
         even in summer. I will fetch it.”
      

      
      But Mr Norrell was not much in the habit of doing any thing for himself and it was
         a little while before he was out of the house. He stood on the lawn and stared up
         at stars he had never seen before. He did not feel as if he were inside a Pillar of
         Darkness in the middle of Yorkshire; he felt more as if the rest of the world had fallen away and
         he and Strange were left alone upon a solitary island or promontory. The idea distressed
         him a great deal less than one might have supposed. He had never much cared for the
         world and he bore its loss philosophically.
      

      
      At the river’s edge he knelt down among the frozen grasses to fill the dish with water.
         The unknown stars shone up at him from the depths. He stood up again (a little dizzy
         from the unaccustomed exertion) – and immediately he had an overwhelming sense of
         magic going on – much stronger than he had ever felt it before. If any one had asked
         him to describe what was happening, he would have said that all of Yorkshire was turning
         itself inside out. For a moment he could not think which direction the house lay in.
         He turned, stumbled and walked straight into Mr Strange, who for some reason was standing
         directly behind him. “I thought you were going to remain in the library!” he said
         in surprize.
      

      
      Strange glared at him. “I did remain in the library! One moment I was reading Goubert’s
         Gatekeeper of Apollo. The next moment I was here!”
      

      
      “You did not follow me?” asked Norrell.

      
      “No, of course not! What is happening? And what in God’s name is taking you so long?”

      
      “I could not find my greatcoat,” said Norrell, humbly. “I did not know where Lucas
         had put it.”
      

      
      Strange raised one eye-brow, sighed and said, “I presume you experienced the same
         as me? Just before I was plucked up and brought here, there was a sensation like winds
         and waters and flames, all mixed together?”
      

      
      “Yes,” said Norrell.

      
      “And a faint odour, as of wild herbs and mountainsides?”

      
      “Yes,” said Norrell.

      
      “Fairy magic?”

      
      “Oh!” said Norrell. “Undoubtedly! This is part of the same spell that keeps you here in Eternal Darkness.” He looked around. “How extensive is it?”
      

      
      “What?”

      
      “The Darkness.”

      
      “Well, it is hard for me to know exactly since it moves around with me. But other
         people have told me that it is the size of the parish in Venice where I lived. Say
         half an acre?”
      

      
      “Half an acre! Stay here!” Mr Norrell put the silver dish of water down upon the frozen
         ground. He walked off in the direction of the bridge. Soon all that was visible of
         him was his grey wig. In the starlight it resembled nothing so much as a little stone
         tortoise waddling away.
      

      
      The world gave another twist and suddenly the two magicians were standing together
         on the bridge over the river at Hurtfew.
      

      
      “What in the world …?” began Strange.

      
      “You see?” said Norrell, grimly. “The spell will not allow us to move too far from
         one another. It has gripped me too. I dare say there was some regrettable impreciseness
         in the fairy’s magic. He has been careless. I dare say he named you as the English
         magician – or some such vague term. Consequently, his spell – meant only for you –
         now entraps any English magician who stumbles into it!”
      

      
      “Ah!” said Strange. He said nothing more. There did not seem any thing to say.

      
      Mr Norrell turned towards the house. “If nothing else, Mr Strange,” he said, “this
         is an excellent illustration of the need for great preciseness about names in spells!”
      

      
      Behind him Strange raised his eyes heavenward.

      
      In the library they placed the silver dish of water on a table between them.

      
      It was very odd but the discovery that he was now imprisoned in Eternal Darkness with
         Strange seemed to have raised Mr Norrell’s spirits rather than otherwise. Cheerfully
         he reminded Strange that they still had not found a way to name John Uskglass and
         that this was certain to be a great obstacle in finding him – by magic or any other
         means.
      

      
      [image: Images]

      
      Strange, with his head propped up on his hands, stared at him gloomily. “Just try
         John Uskglass,” he said.
      

      
      So Norrell did the magic, naming John Uskglass as the person they sought. He divided
         the surface of the water into quarters with lines of glittering light. He gave each
         quarter a name: Heaven, Hell, Earth and Faerie. Instantly a speck of bluish light
         shone in the quarter that represented Earth.
      

      
      “There!” said Strange, leaping up triumphantly. “You see, sir! Things are not always
         as difficult as you suppose.”
      

      
      Norrell tapped the surface of the quarter; the divisions disappeared. He redrew them,
         naming them afresh: “England, Scotland, Ireland, Elsewhere.” The speck of light appeared
         in England. He tapped the quarter, redrew the divisions and examined the result. And
         on and on, he went, refining the magic. The speck glowed steadily.
      

      
      He made a soft sound of exclamation.

      
      “What is it?” asked Strange.

      
      In a tone of wonder, Norrell said, “I think we may have succeeded after all! It says
         he is here. In Yorkshire!”
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The hawthorn tree

      
      February 1817

      
      Childermass was crossing a lonely moorland. In the middle of the moor a misshapen
         hawthorn tree stood all alone and from the tree a man was hanging. He had been stripped
         of his coat and shirt, revealing in death what he had doubtless kept hidden during
         his life: that his skin bore a strange deformation. His chest, back and arms were
         covered with intricate blue marks, marks so dense that he was more blue than white.
      

      
      As he rode up to the tree, Childermass wondered if the murderer had written upon the
         body as a joke. When he had been a sailor he had heard tales of countries where criminals’s
         confessions were written on to their bodies by various horrible means before they
         were killed. From a distance the marks looked very like writing, but as he got closer
         he saw that they were beneath the skin.
      

      
      He got down from his horse and swung the body round until it was facing him. The face
         was purple and swollen; the eyes were bulging and filled with blood. He studied it
         until he could discern in the distorted features a face he knew. “Vinculus,” he said.
      

      
      Taking out his pocket-knife, he cut the body down. Then he pulled off Vinculus’s breeches
         and boots, and surveyed the body: the corpse of a forked animal on a barren, winter
         moor.
      

      
      The strange marks covered every inch of skin – the only exceptions were his face,
         hands, private parts and the soles of his feet. He looked like a blue man wearing white gloves and a white mask. The more
         Childermass looked at him, the more he felt that the marks meant something. “This
         is the King’s Letters,” he said at last. “This is Robert Findhelm’s book.”
      

      
      Just then it started to snow with a flurry of sharp, icy flakes. The wind blew harder.

      
      Childermass thought of Strange and Norrell twenty miles away and he laughed out loud.
         What did it matter who read the books at Hurtfew? The most precious book of all lay
         naked and dead in the snow and the wind.
      

      
      “So,” he said, “it has fallen to me, has it? ‘The greatest glory and the greatest
         burden given to any man in this Age.’ ”
      

      
      At present the burden was more obvious than the glory. The book was in a most inconvenient
         form. He had no idea how long Vinculus had been dead or how soon he might begin to
         rot. What to do? He could take his chances and throw the body over his horse. But
         a freshly hanged corpse would be difficult to explain to any one he met on the road.
         He could hide the body and go and fetch a horse and cart. How long would it take?
         And supposing that in the meantime someone found the body and took it. There were
         doctors in York who would pay money for corpses and no questions asked.
      

      
      “I could cast a spell of concealment,” he thought.

      
      A spell of concealment would certainly hide it from human eyes, but there were dogs,
         foxes and crows to consider. They could not be deceived by any magic Childermass knew.
         The book had been eaten once already. He had no wish to risk it happening a second
         time.
      

      
      The obvious thing was to make a copy, but his memorandum book, pen and ink were lying
         upon the table in the drawing-room in the Darkness of Hurtfew Abbey. So what then?
         He could scratch a copy on to the frozen earth with a stick – but that was no better
         than what he had already. If only there had been some trees, he might have been able
         to strip the bark and burn some wood and write upon the bark with the ashes. But there was only this one twisted hawthorn.
      

      
      He looked at his pocket-knife. Perhaps he ought to copy the book on to his own body?
         There were several things in favour of this plan. First, who was to say that the positioning
         upon Vinculus’s body did not carry some meaning with it? The closer to the head, the
         more important the text? Any thing was possible. Second, it would make the book both
         secret and secure. He would not have to worry about any one stealing it. Whether he
         intended to shew it to Strange or Norrell, he had not yet decided.
      

      
      But the writing upon Vinculus’s body was both dense and intricate. Even if he were
         able to force his knife to mimic all those delicate dots, circles and flourishes exactly
         – which he doubted – he would have to cut quite deep to make the marks permanent.
      

      
      He took off his greatcoat and his ordinary coat. He undid the wrist of his shirt and
         rolled up his sleeve. As an experiment, he cut one of the symbols on the inside of
         Vinculus’s arm into the same place upon his own arm. The result was not promising.
         There was so much blood that it was difficult to see what he was doing and the pain
         made him feel faint.
      

      
      “I can afford to lose some blood in this cause, but there is so much writing – it
         would surely kill me. Besides, how in the world could I copy what is written on his
         back? I will put him over my horse and if any one challenges me – well, I will fire
         at them if needs be. That is a plan. It is not a very good plan, but it is a plan.”
         He put on his coat and his greatcoat again.
      

      
      Brewer had wandered off a little way and was cropping at some dry grasses, which the
         wind had exposed. Childermass walked over to him. Out of his valise he took a length
         of strong rope and the box containing his pistols. He rammed a ball into each pistol
         and primed them with powder.
      

      
      He turned back to make sure that all was right with the body. Someone – a man – was
         bending over it. He shoved the pistols into the pockets of his greatcoat and began
         to run, calling out.
      

      
      The man wore black boots and a black travelling coat. He was half-stooping, half-kneeling
         on the snowy ground beside Vinculus. For a brief moment Childermass thought it was
         Strange – but this man was not quite so tall and was somewhat slighter in figure.
         His dark clothes were clearly expensive and looked fashionable. Yet his straight,
         dark hair was longer than any fashionable gentleman would have worn it; it gave him
         something of the look of a Methodist preacher or a Romantic poet. “I know him,” thought
         Childermass. “He is a magician. I know him well. Why can I not think what his name
         is?”
      

      
      Out loud he said, “The body is mine, sir! Leave it be!”

      
      The man looked up. “Yours, John Childermass?” he said with a mildly ironic air, “I
         thought it was mine.”
      

      
      It was a curious thing but despite his clothes and his air of cool authority, his
         speech sounded uncouth – even to Childermass’s ears. His accent was northern – of
         that there was no doubt – but Childermass did not recognize it. It might have been
         Northumbrian, but it was tinged with something else – the speech of the cold countries
         that lie over the North Sea and – which seemed more extraordinary still – there was
         more than a hint of French in his pronunciation.
      

      
      “Well, you are mistaken.” Childermass raised his pistols. “I will fire upon you, if
         I have to, sir. But I would much rather not. Leave the body to me and go on your way.”
      

      
      The man said nothing. He regarded Childermass a moment longer and then, as if he had
         become bored with him, turned back to his examination of the body.
      

      
      Childermass looked round for a horse or a carriage – some indication of how the man
         had got here. There was nothing. In all the wide moor there were only the two men,
         the horse, the corpse and the hawthorn tree.
      

      
      “Yet there must be a carriage somewhere,” he thought. “There is not so much as a spot
         of mud on his coat and none on his boots. He looks as if he has just come fresh from
         his valet. Where are his servants?”
      

      
      This was a discomfiting thought. Childermass doubted he would have much difficulty
         in overpowering this pale, thin, poetical-looking person, but a coachman and two or
         three stout footmen would be another matter entirely.
      

      
      “Does the land hereabouts belong to you, sir?” he asked.

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “And where is your horse? Where is your carriage? Where are your servants?”

      
      “I have no horse, John Childermass. I have no carriage. And only one of my servants
         is here.”
      

      
      “Where?”

      
      Without troubling to look up, the man raised his arm and pointed a thin, pale finger.

      
      Childermass looked behind him in confusion. There was no one there. Just the wind
         blowing across the snowy tussocks. What did he mean? Was it the wind or the snow?
         He had heard of mediaeval magicians who claimed these and other natural forces as
         servants. Then comprehension dawned on him. “What? No, sir, you are mistaken! I am
         not your servant!”
      

      
      “You boasted of it, not three days ago,” said the man.

      
      There was only one person who had any claim to be Childermass’s master. Was this,
         in some mysterious fashion, Norrell? An aspect of Norrell? In the past, magicians
         had sometimes appeared in different forms according to the qualities which made up
         their character. Childermass tried to think what part of Gilbert Norrell’s character
         might suddenly manifest as a pale, handsome man with a peculiar accent and an air
         of great authority. He reflected that strange things had happened recently, but nothing
         as queer as that. “Sir!” he cried. “I have warned you! Let the body be!”
      

      
      The man bent closer to Vinculus’s corpse. He plucked something out of his own mouth
         – a tiny pearl of light faintly tinged with rose and silver. He placed it in Vinculus’s
         mouth. The corpse shivered. It was not like the shudder of a sick man, nor yet like
         the shiver of a healthy one; it was like the shiver of a bare birch wood as spring breathes
         upon it.
      

      
      “Move away from the body, sir!” cried Childermass. “I will not ask you again!”

      
      The man did not even trouble to look up. He passed the tip of his finger over the
         body as if he were writing upon it.
      

      
      Childermass aimed the right-hand pistol somewhat wide of the man’s left shoulder,
         intending to frighten him away. The pistol fired perfectly; a cloud of smoke and a
         smell of gunpowder rose from the pan; sparks and more smoke disgorged from the barrel.
      

      
      But the lead refused to fly. It hung in the air as if in a dream. It twisted, swelled
         and changed shape. Suddenly it put forth wings, turned into a lapwing and flew away.
         In the same instant Childermass’s mind grew as quiet and fixed as a stone.
      

      
      The man moved his finger over Vinculus and all the patterns and symbols flowed and
         swirled as if they had been written upon water. He did this for a while and when he
         was satisfied, he stopped and stood up.
      

      
      “You are wrong,” he said to Childermass. “He is not dead.” He came and stood directly
         before Childermass. With as little ceremony as a parent who cleans something from
         a child’s face, the man licked his finger and daubed a sort of symbol on each of Childermass’s
         eye-lids, on his lips and over his heart. Then he gave Childermass’s left hand a knock,
         so that the pistol fell to the ground. He drew another symbol on Childermass’s palm.
         He turned and seemed about to depart, but glancing back and apparently as an afterthought,
         he made a final gesture over the cut in Childermass’s face.
      

      
      The wind shook the falling snow and made it spin and twist about. Brewer made a sound
         as if something had disturbed him. Briefly, the snow and the shadows seemed to form
         a picture of a thin, dark man in a greatcoat and boots. The next moment the illusion
         was gone.
      

      
      * * *

      
      Childermass blinked. “Where am I wandering to?” he asked himself irritably. “And what
         am I doing talking to myself? This is no time to be wool-gathering!” There was a smell
         of gunpowder. One of his pistols lay in the snow. When he picked it up it was still
         warm as if he had recently discharged it. That was odd, but he had no time to be properly
         surprized because a sound made him look up.
      

      
      Vinculus was getting up off the ground. He did it clumsily, in jerks, like something
         new-born that has not yet discovered what its limbs are for. He stood for a moment,
         his body swaying and his head twitching from side to side. Then he opened his mouth
         and screamed at Childermass. But the sound that came out of his mouth was no sound
         at all; it was the emptied skin of sound without flesh or bones.
      

      
      It was, without a doubt, the strangest thing Childermass had ever seen: a naked blue
         man with blood-engorged eyes, silently screaming in the middle of a snow-covered moor.
         It was such a very extraordinary situation that for some moments he was at a loss
         to know what to do. He wondered if he ought to try the spell called Gilles de Marston’s
         Restoration of Flown Tranquillity, but on further consideration, he thought of something
         better. He took out the claret that Lucas had given him and shewed it to Vinculus.
         Vinculus grew calmer and fixed his gaze upon it.
      

      
      A quarter of an hour later they were seated together on a tussock beneath the hawthorn,
         breakfasting on the claret and a handful of apples. Vinculus had put on his shirt
         and breeches and was wrapped in a blanket that belonged to Brewer. He had recovered
         from his hanging with surprizing rapidity. His eyes were still blood-shot, but they
         were less alarming to look at than before. His speech was hoarse and liable to be
         interrupted at any moment by fits of violent coughing, but it was comprehensible.
      

      
      “Someone tried to hang you,” Childermass told him. “I do not know who or why. Luckily
         I found you in time and cut you down.” As he said this, he felt a faint question disturb
         his thoughts. In his mind’s eye he saw Vinculus, dead on the ground, and a thin, white hand, pointing.
         Who had that been? The memory slipped away from him. “So tell me,” he continued, “how
         does a man become a book? I know that your father was given the book by Robert Findhelm
         and that he was supposed to take the book to a man in the Derbyshire hills.”
      

      
      “The last man in England who could read the King’s letters,” croaked Vinculus.

      
      “But your father did not deliver the book. Instead he ate it in the drinking contest
         in Sheffield.”
      

      
      Vinculus took another drink from the bottle and wiped his mouth with the back of his
         hand. “Four years later I was born and the King’s Letters were written on my infant
         body. When I was seventeen, I went to look for the man in the Derbyshire hills – he
         lived just long enough for me to find him out. That was a night indeed! A starlit,
         summer night, when the King’s Book and the last Reader of the King’s Letters met and
         drank wine together! We sat upon the brow of the hill at Bretton, looking out over
         England, and he read England’s destiny from me.”
      

      
      “And that was the prophecy which you told to Strange and Norrell?”

      
      Vinculus, who had been seized with a fit of coughing, nodded. When he was able to
         speak again, he added, “And also to the nameless slave.”
      

      
      “Who?” said Childermass with a frown. “Who is that?”

      
      “A man,” replied Vinculus. “It has been part of my task to bear his story. He began
         as a slave. Will soon be a king. His true name was denied him at his birth.”
      

      
      Childermass pondered this description for a moment or two. “You mean John Uskglass?”
         he said.
      

      
      Vinculus made a noise of exasperation. “If I meant John Uskglass, I would say so!
         No, no. He is not a magician at all. He is a man like any other.” He thought for a
         moment. “But black,” he added.
      

      
      “I have never heard of him,” said Childermass.
      

      
      Vinculus looked at him with amusement. “Of course not. You have lived your life in
         the Mayfair magician’s pocket. You only know what he knows.”
      

      
      “So?” said Childermass, stung. “That is not so very trifling, is it? Norrell is a
         clever man – and Strange another. They have their faults, as other men do, but their
         achievements are still remarkable. Make no mistake; I am John Uskglass’s man. Or would
         be, if he were here. But you must admit that the restoration of English magic is their
         work, not his.”
      

      
      “Their work!” scoffed Vinculus. “Theirs? Do you still not understand? They are the
         spell John Uskglass is doing. That is all they have ever been. And he is doing it
         now!”
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“Yes.”

      
      February 1817

      
      In the silver dish of water the speck of light flickered and disappeared.

      
      “What!” cried Strange. “What has happened? Quickly, Mr Norrell!”

      
      Norrell tapped the water’s surface, redrew the lines of light and whispered a few
         words, but the water in the dish remained dark and still. “He is gone,” he said.
      

      
      Strange closed his eyes.

      
      “It is very odd,” continued Norrell, in a tone of wonder. “What do you suppose he
         was doing in Yorkshire?”
      

      
      “Oh!” cried Strange. “I dare say he came here on purpose to make me mad!” With a cry
         of mingled rage and self-pity he demanded, “Why will he not attend to me? After everything
         I have done, why does he not care enough to look at me? To speak to me?”
      

      
      “He is an old magician and an old king,” answered Norrell briefly. “Two things that
         are not easily impressed.”
      

      
      “All magicians long to astonish their masters. I have certainly astonished you. I wanted to do the same to him.”
      

      
      “But your real purpose is to free Mrs Strange from the enchantment,” Norrell reminded
         him.
      

      
      “Yes, yes. That is right,” said Strange, irritably. “Of course it is. Only …” He did
         not finish his thought.
      

      
      There was a silence and then Norrell, who had been looking thoughtful, said, “You
         mentioned magicians always wishing to impress their masters. I am reminded of something
         which happened in 1156 …”
      

      
      Strange sighed.

      
      “… In that year John Uskglass suffered some strange malady – as he did from time to
         time. When he recovered, a celebration was held at his house in Newcastle. Kings and
         queens brought presents of immense value and splendour – gold, rubies, ivory, rare
         spices. Magicians brought magical things – clouds of revelation, singing trees, keys
         to mystical doors and so on – each one trying to outdo the other. The King thanked
         them all in the same grave manner. Last of all came the magician, Thomas Godbless.
         His hands were empty. He had no gift. He lifted his head and said, ‘Lord, I bring
         you the trees and hills. I bring you the wind and the rain.’ The kings and queens,
         the great lords and ladies and the other magicians were amazed at his impudence. It
         appeared to them as if he had done nothing at all. But for the first time since he
         had been ill, the King smiled.”
      

      
      Strange considered this. “Well,” he said. “I am afraid I am with the kings and queens.
         I can make nothing of it. Where did you get this tale?”
      

      
      “It is in Belasis’s Instructions. In my youth I studied the Instructions with a passionate devotion and I found this passage particularly intriguing. I concluded
         that Godbless had somehow persuaded the trees and the hills and so on to greet John
         Uskglass in some mystical fashion, to bow down before him as it were. I was pleased
         to have understood something that Belasis had not, but I thought no more about it
         – I had no use for such magic. Years later I discovered a spell in Lanchester’s The Language of Birds. Lanchester got it from an older book, now lost. He admitted that he did not know
         what it was for, but I believe it is the spell Godbless used – or one very like it.
         If you are serious in your intention of talking to John Uskglass, suppose we cast
         it now? Suppose we ask England to greet him?”
      

      
      “What will that achieve?” asked Strange.
      

      
      “Achieve? Nothing! At least, nothing directly. But it will remind John Uskglass of
         the bonds between him and England. And it will shew a sort of respectfulness on our
         part, which is surely more in keeping with the behaviour a king expects from his subjects.”
      

      
      Strange shrugged. “Well,” he said. “I have nothing better to suggest. Where is your
         copy of The Language of Birds?”
      

      
      He looked about the room. Every book lay where it had fallen the moment it had ceased
         to be a raven. “How many books are there?” he asked.
      

      
      “Four or five thousand,” said Norrell.

      
      The magicians took a candle each and began to search.

      
      The gentleman with the thistle-down hair strode rapidly along the walled lane which
         led to the village of Starecross. Stephen stumbled after him, on his way from one
         death to another.
      

      
      England seemed to him to be nothing but horrors and misery now. The very shapes of
         the trees were like frozen screams. A bunch of dry leaves hung from a branch and rattled
         in the wind – that was Vinculus upon the hawthorn tree. The corpse of a rabbit ripped
         apart by a fox lay upon the path – that was Lady Pole, soon to be killed by the gentleman.
      

      
      Death upon death, horror upon horror; and there was nothing Stephen could do to prevent
         any of it.
      

      
      At Starecross Hall Lady Pole was seated at a desk in her sitting-room, writing furiously.
         The desk was scattered with sheets of paper, all covered with handwriting.
      

      
      There was a knock and Mr Segundus entered the room. “I beg your pardon!” he said.
         “Might I inquire? Do you write to Sir Walter?”
      

      
      She shook her head. “These letters are to Lord Liverpool and the editor of The Times!”
      

      
      “Indeed?” said Mr Segundus. “Well, I have, in fact, just finished a letter of my own – to Sir Walter – but nothing, I am sure, will delight
         him so much as a line or two in your ladyship’s own hand, assuring him that you are
         well and disenchanted.”
      

      
      “But your own letter will do that. I am sorry, Mr Segundus, but while my dear Mrs
         Strange and poor Stephen remain in the power of that wicked spirit, I can spare no
         thought for any thing else! You must send these letters off straight away! And when
         they are done I shall write to the Archbishop of Canterbury and the Prince Regent!”
      

      
      “You do not think perhaps that Sir Walter is the proper person to apply to such exalted
         gentlemen? Surely …?”
      

      
      “No, indeed!” she cried, all indignation. “I have no notion of asking people to perform
         services for me which I can do perfectly well for myself. I do not intend to go, in
         the space of one hour, from the helplessness of enchantment to another sort of helplessness!
         Besides, Sir Walter will not be able to explain half so well as me the true hideousness
         of Mr Norrell’s crimes!”
      

      
      Just then another person entered the room – Mr Segundus’s manservant, Charles, who
         came to say that something very odd was happening in the village. The tall black man
         – the person who had originally brought her ladyship to Starecross – had appeared
         with a silver diadem upon his head, and with him was a gentleman with thistle-down
         hair, wearing a bright green coat.
      

      
      “Stephen! Stephen and the enchanter!” cried Lady Pole. “Quickly, Mr Segundus! Summon
         up all your powers! We depend upon you to defeat him! You must free Stephen as you
         freed me!”
      

      
      “Defeat a fairy!” exclaimed Mr Segundus in horror. “Oh, but no! I could not. It would
         take a far greater magician …”
      

      
      “Nonsense!” she cried, with shining eyes. “Remember what Childermass told you. Your
         years of study have prepared you! You have simply to try!”
      

      
      “But I do not know …” he began, helplessly.

      
      But it did not much matter what he knew. The moment she finished speaking she ran from the room – and, since he considered himself bound to
         protect her, he was obliged to run after her.
      

      
      At Hurtfew the two magicians had found The Language of Birds – it lay open on the table at the page where the fairy spell was printed. But the
         problem of finding a name for John Uskglass remained. Norrell sat crouched over the
         silver dish of water doing location spells. They had already run through all the titles
         and names they could think of, and the location spell did not recognize a single one.
         The water in the silver dish remained dark and featureless.
      

      
      “What of his fairy name?” said Strange.

      
      “That is lost,” replied Norrell.

      
      “Did we try the King of the North yet?”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      “Oh.” Strange thought for a moment and then said, “What was that curious appellation
         you mentioned before? Something you said he called himself? The nameless something?”
      

      
      “The nameless slave?”

      
      “Yes. Try that.”

      
      Norrell looked very doubtful. But he cast the spell for the nameless slave. Instantly
         a speck of bluish light appeared. He proceeded and the nameless slave proved to be
         in Yorkshire – in very much the same place where John Uskglass had appeared before.
      

      
      “There!” exclaimed Strange, triumphantly. “All our anxiety was quite needless. He
         is still here.”
      

      
      “But I do not think that is the same person,” interrupted Norrell. “It looks different
         somehow.”
      

      
      “Mr Norrell, do not be fanciful, I beg you! Who else could it be? How many nameless
         slaves can there possibly be in Yorkshire?”
      

      
      This was so very reasonable a question that Mr Norrell offered no further objections.

      
      “And now for the magic itself,” said Strange. He picked up the book and began to recite
         the spell. He addressed the trees of England; the hills of England; the sunlight, water, birds, earth and stones. He addressed
         them all, one after the other, and exhorted them to place themselves in the hands
         of the nameless slave.
      

      
      Stephen and the gentleman came to the packhorse bridge that led into Starecross.

      
      The village was quiet; there was hardly any one to be seen. In a doorway a girl in
         a print-gown and woollen shawl was tipping milk from wooden pails into cheese-vats.
         A man in gaiters and a broad-brimmed hat came down a lane at the side of the house;
         a dog trotted at his side. When the man and the dog rounded the corner, the girl and
         the man greeted each other smilingly and the dog barked his pleasure. It was the sort
         of simple, domestic scene that would ordinarily have delighted Stephen, but in his
         present mood he could only feel a chill; if the man had reached out and struck the
         girl – or strangled her – he would have felt no surprize.
      

      
      The gentleman was already on the packhorse bridge. Stephen followed him and …

      
      … and everything changed. The sun came out from behind a cloud; it shone through the
         winter trees; hundreds of small, bright patches of sunlight appeared. The world became
         a kind of puzzle or labyrinth. It was like the superstition which says that one must
         not walk upon lines between flag stones – or the strange magic called the Doncaster
         Squares which is performed upon a board like a chessboard. Suddenly everything had
         meaning. Stephen hardly dared take another step. If he did so – if, for example, he
         stepped into that shadow or that spot of light, then the world might be forever altered.
      

      
      “Wait!” he thought, wildly. “I am not ready for this! I have not considered. I do
         not know what to do!”
      

      
      But it was too late. He looked up.

      
      The bare branches against the sky were a writing and, though he did not want to, he
            could read it. He saw that it was a question put to him by the trees.
      

      
      “Yes,” he answered them.
      

      
      Their age and their knowledge belonged to him.

      
      Beyond the trees was a high, snow-covered ridge, like a line drawn across the sky.
            Its shadow was blue upon the snow before it. It embodied all kinds of cold and hardness.
            It hailed Stephen as a King it had long missed. At a word from Stephen it would tumble
            down and crush his enemies. It asked Stephen a question.
      

      
      “Yes,” he told it.

      
      Its scorn and strength were his for the taking.

      
      The black beck beneath the packhorse bridge sang its question to him.
      

      
      “Yes,” he said.

      
      The earth said …
      

      
      “Yes,” he said.

      
      The rooks and magpies and redwings and chaffinches said …
      

      
      “Yes,” he said.

      
      The stones said …
      

      
      “Yes,” said Stephen. “Yes. Yes. Yes.”

      
      Now all of England lay cupped in his black palm. All Englishmen were at his mercy.
         Now every insult could be revenged. Now every injury to his poor mother could be paid
         back a thousandfold. All of England could be laid waste in a moment. He could bring
         houses crashing down upon the occupants’ heads. He could command hills to fall and
         valleys to close their lips. He could summon up centaurs, snuff out stars, steal the
         moon from the sky. Now. Now. Now.
      

      
      Now came Lady Pole and Mr Segundus, running down from the Hall in the pale winter
         sunlight. Lady Pole looked at the gentleman with eyes ablaze with hatred. Poor Mr
         Segundus was all confusion and dismay.
      

      
      The gentleman turned to Stephen and said something. Stephen could not hear him: the
         hills and the trees spoke too loud. But, “Yes,” he said.
      

      
      The gentleman laughed gaily and raised his hands to cast spells on Lady Pole.

      
      Stephen closed his eyes. He spoke a word to the stones of the packhorse bridge.
      

      
      Yes, said the stones. The bridge reared up like a raging horse and cast the gentleman into the beck.
      

      
      Stephen spoke a word to the beck.

      
      Yes, said the beck. It grasped the gentleman in a grip of iron and bore him swiftly away.
      

      
      Stephen was aware that Lady Pole spoke to him, that she tried to catch hold of his
         arm; he saw Mr Segundus’s pale, astonished face, saw him say something; but he had
         no time to answer them. Who knew how long the world would consent to obey him? He
         leapt down from the bridge and ran along the bank.
      

      
      The trees seemed to greet him as he ran past; they spoke of old alliances and reminded
         him of times gone by. The sunlight called him King and spoke its pleasure at finding
         him here. He had no time to tell them he was not the person they imagined.
      

      
      He came to a place where the land rose steeply upon either side of the beck – a deep
         dale in the moor, a place where millstones were quarried. Scattered around the sides
         of the dale were great, round, hewn stones, each of them half the height of a man.
      

      
      The surface of the beck seethed and boiled where the gentleman was imprisoned. Stephen
         knelt upon a flat stone and leant over the water. “I am sorry,” he said. “You intended
         nothing but kindness, I know.”
      

      
      The gentleman’s hair streamed out like silver snakes in the dark water. His face was
         a terrible sight. In his fury and hatred he began to lose his resemblance to humankind:
         his eyes grew further apart, there was fur upon his face and his lips rolled back
         from his teeth in a snarl.
      

      
      A voice inside Stephen’s mind said: “If you kill me, you will never know your name!”

      
      “I am the nameless slave,” said Stephen. “That is all I have ever been – and today
         I am content to be nothing more.”
      

      
      He spoke a word to the millstones. They flew up in the air and flung themselves down
         upon the gentleman. He spoke to the boulders and rocks; they did the same. The gentleman
         was old beyond telling, and very strong. Long after his bones and flesh must have
         been crushed to pieces, Stephen could feel whatever was left of him struggling to
         bind itself back together by magic. So Stephen spoke to the stony shoulders of the
         dale and asked them to help him. Earth and rock crumbled; it heaped itself on top
         of the millstones and the rocks until there was a hill standing there as high as the
         sides of the dale.
      

      
      For years Stephen had felt as if a pane of dirty, grey glass hung between him and
         the world; the moment that the last spark of the gentleman’s life was extinguished,
         the pane shattered. Stephen stood a moment, gasping for breath.
      

      
      But his allies and servants were growing doubtful. There was a question in the minds
         of the hills and the trees. They began to know that he was not the person they had
         taken him for – that all this was borrowed glory.
      

      
      One by one he felt them withdraw. As the last one left him, he fell, empty and insensible,
         to the ground.
      

      
      In Padua the Greysteels had already breakfasted and were gathered together in the
         little sitting-room on the first floor. They were not in the best of spirits this
         morning. There had been a disagreement. Dr Greysteel had taken to smoking a pipe indoors
         – a thing to which Flora and Aunt Greysteel were very much opposed. Aunt Greysteel
         had tried to argue him out of it, but Dr Greysteel had proved stubborn. Pipe-smoking
         was a pastime he was particularly fond of and he felt that he ought to be permitted
         an indulgence or two, to make up for their never going anywhere any more. Aunt Greysteel
         said that he ought to smoke his pipe outside. Dr Greysteel replied that he could not
         because it was raining. It was difficult to smoke a pipe in the rain – the rain made
         the tobacco wet.
      

      
      So he was smoking the pipe and Aunt Greysteel was coughing; and Flora, who was disposed
         to blame herself, glanced at each from time to time with an unhappy expression. Things
         had gone on like this for about an hour when Dr Greysteel happened to look up and
         exclaimed in amazement, “My head is black! Completely black!”
      

      
      “Well, what do you expect if you smoke a pipe?” replied his sister.

      
      “Papa,” asked Flora, putting down her work in alarm, “what do you mean?”

      
      Dr Greysteel was staring at the mirror – the very same mirror which had so mysteriously
         appeared when day had turned to night and Strange had come to Padua. Flora went and
         stood behind his chair, so that she could see what he saw. Her exclamation of surprize
         brought Aunt Greysteel to join her.
      

      
      Where Dr Greysteel’s head ought to have been in the mirror was a dark spot that moved
         and changed shape. The spot grew in size until gradually it began to resemble a figure
         fleeing down an immense corridor towards them. The figure drew closer, and they could
         see it was a woman. Several times she looked back as she ran, as if in fear of something
         behind her.
      

      
      “What has frightened her to make her run like that?” wondered Aunt Greysteel. “Lancelot,
         can you see any thing? Does any one chase after her? Oh, poor lady! Lancelot, is there
         any thing you can do?”
      

      
      Dr Greysteel went to the mirror, placed his hand upon it and pushed, but the surface
         was as hard and smooth as mirrors usually are. He hesitated for a moment, as though
         debating with himself whether to try a more violent approach.
      

      
      “Be careful, papa!” cried Flora in alarm. “You must not break it!”

      
      The woman within the mirror drew nearer. For a moment she appeared directly behind
         it and they could see the elaborate embroidery and beading of her gown; then she mounted
         up upon the frame as on a step. The surface of the mirror became softer, like a dense cloud
         or mist. Flora hastened to push a chair against the wall so that the lady might more
         easily descend. Three pairs of hands were raised to catch her, to pull her away from
         whatever it was that frightened her.
      

      
      She was perhaps thirty or thirty-two years of age. She was dressed in a gown the colour
         of autumn, but she was breathless and a little disordered from running. With a frantic
         look she surveyed the unknown room, the unknown faces, the unfamiliar look of everything.
         “Is this Faerie?” she asked.
      

      
      “No, madam,” answered Flora.

      
      “Is it England?”

      
      “No, madam.” Tears began to course down Flora’s face. She put her hand on her breast
         to steady herself. “This is Padua. In Italy. My name is Flora Greysteel. It is a name
         quite unknown to you, but I have waited for you here at your husband’s desire. I promised
         him I would meet you here.”
      

      
      “Is Jonathan here?”

      
      “No, madam.”

      
      “You are Arabella Strange,” said Dr Greysteel in amazement.

      
      “Yes,” she said.

      
      “Oh, my dear!” exclaimed Aunt Greysteel, one hand flying to cover her mouth and the
         other to her heart. “Oh, my dear!” Then both hands fluttered around Arabella’s face
         and shoulders. “Oh, my dear!” she exclaimed for the third time. She burst into tears
         and embraced Arabella.
      

      
      Stephen awoke. He was lying on the frozen ground in a narrow dale. The sunlight was
         gone. It was grey and cold. The dale was choked with a great wall of millstones and
         boulders and earth – an eerie tomb. The wall had dammed the beck, but a little water
         still seeped through and was now spreading across the ground. Stephen’s crown, sceptre
         and orb lay a little distance away in pools of dirty water. Wearily he stood up.
      

      
      In the distance he could hear someone calling, “Stephen! Stephen!” He thought it was
         Lady Pole.
      

      
      “I cast off the name of my captivity,” he said. “It is gone.” He picked up the crown,
         the sceptre and orb, and began to walk.
      

      
      He had no notion of where he was going. He had killed the gentleman and he had allowed
         the gentleman to kill Vinculus. He could never go home – if home it had been in the
         first place. What would an English judge and jury say to a black man who was a murderer
         twice over? Stephen had done with England and England had done with him. He walked
         on.
      

      
      After a while it seemed to him that the landscape was no longer as English as it had
         been. The trees that now surrounded him were immense, ancient things, their boughs
         twice the thickness of a man’s body and curved into strange, fantastical shapes. Though
         it was winter and the briars were bare, a few roses still bloomed here, blood-red
         and snow-white.
      

      
      England lay behind him. He did not regret it. He did not look back. He walked on.

      
      He came to a long, low hill, and in the middle of the hill was an opening. It was
         more like a mouth than a door, yet it did not have an evil look. Someone was standing
         there, just within the opening, waiting for him. “I know this place,” he thought.
         “It is Lost-hope! But how can that be?”
      

      
      It was not simply that the house had become a hill, everything seemed to have undergone
         a revolution. The wood was suddenly possessed of a spirit of freshness, of innocence.
         The trees no longer threatened the traveller. Between their branches were glints of
         a serene winter sky of coldest blue. Here and there shone the pure light of a star
         – though whether they were stars of morning or stars of evening he could no longer
         remember. He looked around for the ancient bones and rusting armour – those ghastly
         emblems of the gentleman’s bloodthirsty nature. To his surprize he found that they
         were everywhere – beneath his feet, stuffed into hollows of the tree roots, tangled up with briars and brambles. But they were in a far more advanced
         state of decay than he remembered; they were moss-covered, rust-eaten and crumbling
         into dust. In a little while nothing would be left of them.
      

      
      The figure within the opening was a familiar one; he had often attended the balls
         and processions at Lost-hope. But he too was changed; his features had become more
         fairy-like; his eyes more glittering; his eye-brows more extravagant. His hair curled
         tightly like the fleece of a young lamb or like young ferns in spring, and there was
         a light dusting of fur upon his face. He looked older, yet at the same time more innocent.
         “Welcome!” he cried.
      

      
      “Is this truly Lost-hope?” asked the person who had once been Stephen Black.

      
      “Yes, grandfather.”

      
      “But I do not understand. Lost-hope was a great mansion. This is …” The person who
         had once been Stephen Black paused. “I do not have a word for what this is.”
      

      
      “This is a brugh, grandfather! This is the world beneath the hill. Lost-hope is changing! The old
         King is dead. The new King approaches! And at his approach the world sheds its sorrow.
         The sins of the old King dissolve like morning mist! The world assumes the character
         of the new. His virtues fill up the wood and the wold!”
      

      
      “The new King?” The person who had once been Stephen Black looked down at his own
         hands. In one was the sceptre and in the other the orb.
      

      
      The fairy smiled at him, as if wondering why he should be surprized. “The changes
         you wrought here far surpass any thing you did in England.”
      

      
      They passed through the opening into a great hall. The new King sat down upon an ancient
         throne. A crowd of people came and gathered around him. Some faces he knew, others
         were unfamiliar to him, but he suspected that this was because he had never seen them as they truly were before. For a long time he was silent.
      

      
      “This house,” he told them at last, “is disordered and dirty. Its inhabitants have
         idled away their days in pointless pleasures and in celebrations of past cruelties
         – things that ought not to be remembered, let alone celebrated. I have often observed
         it and often regretted it. All these faults, I shall in time set right.”1

      
      The moment the spell took effect a great wind blew through Hurtfew. Doors banged in
         the Darkness; black curtains billowed out in black rooms; black papers were swept
         from black tables and made to dance. A bell – taken from the original Abbey long ago
         and since forgotten – rang frantically in a little turret above the stables.
      

      
      In the library, visions appeared in mirrors and clock-faces. The wind blew the curtains
         apart and visions appeared in the windows too. They followed thick and fast upon one
         another, almost too rapid to comprehend. Mr Norrell saw some that seemed familiar:
         the shattered branch of holly in his own library at Hanover-square; a raven flying
         in front of St Paul’s Cathedral so that for a moment it was the living embodiment
         of the Raven-in-Flight; the great black bed in the inn at Wansford. But others were
         entirely strange to him: a hawthorn tree; a man crucified upon a thicket; a crude
         wall of stones in a narrow valley; an unstoppered bottle floating on a wave.
      

      
      Then all the visions disappeared, except for one. It filled one of the tall library
         windows, but what it was a vision of, Mr Norrell was at a loss to know. It resembled a large, perfectly round, black stone
         of almost impossible brilliance and glossiness, set into a thin ring of rough stone
         and mounted upon what appeared to be a black hillside. Mr Norrell thought of it as a hillside because it bore some resemblance
         to a moor where the heather is all burnt and charred – except that this hillside was
         not the black of burnt things, it was the black of wet silk or well-shone leather.
         Suddenly the stone did something – it moved or spun. The movement was almost too quick
         to grasp but Mr Norrell was left with the sickening impression that it had blinked.
      

      
      The wind died away. The bell above the stable ceased to ring.

      
      Mr Norrell breathed a long sigh of relief that it was over. Strange was standing with
         his arms crossed, deep in thought, staring at the floor.
      

      
      “What did you make of that?” asked Mr Norrell. “The last was by far the worst. I thought
         for a moment it was an eye.”
      

      
      “It was an eye,” said Strange.

      
      “But what could it belong to? Some horror or monster, I suppose! Most unsettling!”

      
      “It was monstrous,” agreed Strange. “Though not quite in the way you imagine. It was
         a raven’s eye.”
      

      
      “A raven’s eye! But it filled the whole window!”

      
      “Yes. Either the raven was immensely large or …”

      
      “Or?” quavered Mr Norrell.

      
      Strange gave a short, uncheerful laugh. “Or we were ridiculously small! Pleasant,
         is it not, to see oneself as others see one? I said I wanted John Uskglass to look
         at me and I think, for a moment he did. Or at least one of his lieutenants did. And
         in that moment you and I were smaller than a raven’s eye and presumably as insignificant.
         Speaking of John Uskglass, I do not suppose that we know where he is?”
      

      
      Mr Norrell sat down at the silver dish and began to work. After five minutes or so
         of patient labour, he said, “Mr Strange! There is no sign of John Uskglass – nothing
         at all. But I have looked for Lady Pole and Mrs Strange. Lady Pole is in Yorkshire
         and Mrs Strange is in Italy. There is no shadow of their presence in Faerie. Both
         are completely disenchanted!”
      

      
      There was a silence. Strange turned away abruptly.
      

      
      “It is more than a little odd,” continued Mr Norrell in a tone of wonder. “We have
         done everything we set out to do, but how we did it, I do not pretend to understand. I can only suppose that John Uskglass
         simply saw what was amiss and stretched out his hand to put it right! Unfortunately,
         his obligingness did not extend to freeing us from the Darkness. That remains.”
      

      
      Mr Norrell paused. This then was his destiny! – a destiny full of fear, horror and
         desolation! He sat patiently for a few moments in expectation of falling prey to some
         or all of these terrible emotions, but was forced to conclude that he felt none of
         them. Indeed, what seemed remarkable to him now were the long years he had spent in
         London, away from his library, at the beck and call of the Ministers and the Admirals.
         He wondered how he had borne it.
      

      
      “I am glad I did not recognize the raven’s eye for what it was,” he said cheerfully,
         “or I believe I would have been a good deal frightened!”
      

      
      “Indeed, sir,” said Strange hoarsely. “You were fortunate there! And I believe I am
         cured of wanting to be looked at! Henceforth John Uskglass is welcome to ignore me
         for as long as he pleases.”
      

      
      “Oh, indeed!” agreed Mr Norrell. “You know, Mr Strange, you really should try to rid
         yourself of the habit of wishing for things. It is a dangerous thing in a magician!”
         He began a long and not particularly interesting story about a fourteenth-century
         magician in Lancashire who had often made idle wishes and had caused no end of inconvenience
         in the village where he lived, accidentally turning the cows into clouds and the cooking
         pots into ships, and causing the villagers to speak in colours rather than words –
         and other such signs of magical chaos.
      

      
      At first Strange barely answered him and such replies as he made were random and illogical.
         But gradually he appeared to listen with more attention, and he spoke in his usual
         manner.
      

      
      Mr Norrell had many talents, but penetration into the hearts of men and women was
         not one of them. Strange did not speak of the restoration of his wife, so Mr Norrell
         imagined that it could not have affected him very deeply.
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      Childermass rode and Vinculus walked at his side. All around them was spread the wide
         expanse of snow-covered moor, appearing, with all its various hummocks and hills,
         like a vast feather mattress. Something of the sort may have occurred to Vinculus
         because he was describing in great detail the soft, pillowy bed he intended to sleep
         in that night and the very large dinner he intended to eat before he retired there.
         There was no doubt that he expected Childermass to pay for these luxuries, and it
         would not have been particularly surprizing if Childermass had had a word or two to
         say about them, but Childermass said nothing. His mind was wholly taken up with the
         problem of whether or not he ought to shew Vinculus to Strange and Norrell. Certainly
         there was no one in England better qualified to examine Vinculus; but, on the other
         hand, Childermass could not quite predict how the magicians would act when faced with
         a man who was also a book. Childermass scratched his cheek. There was a faint, well-healed
         scar upon it – the merest silvery line upon his brown face.
      

      
      Vinculus had stopped talking and was standing in the road. His blanket had fallen
         from him and he was eagerly pushing back the sleeves of his coat.
      

      
      “What is it?” asked Childermass. “What is the matter?”

      
      “I have changed!” said Vinculus. “Look!” He took off his coat and opened his shirt.
         “The words are different! On my arms! On my chest! Everywhere! This is not what I
         said before!” Despite the cold, he began to undress. Then, when he was quite naked
         again, he celebrated his transformation by dancing about gleefully like a blue-skinned
         devil.
      

      
      Childermass dismounted from his horse with feelings of panic and desperation. He had
         succeeded in preserving John Uskglass’s book from death and destruction; and then,
         just when it seemed secure, the book itself had defeated him by changing.
      

      
      “We must get to an inn as soon as we can!” he declared. “We must get paper and ink!
         We must make a record of exactly what was written upon you before. You must search
         every corner of your memory!”
      

      
      Vinculus stared at him as if he thought he must have taken leave of his senses. “Why?”
         he asked.
      

      
      “Because it is John Uskglass’s magic! John Uskglass’s thoughts! The only record any
         one ever had of them. We must preserve every scrap we can!”
      

      
      Vinculus remained unenlightened. “Why?” he asked again. “John Uskglass did not think
         it worth preserving.”
      

      
      “But why should you change all of a sudden? There is no rhyme or reason in it!”

      
      “There is every sort of reason,” said Vinculus. “I was a Prophecy before; but the
         things that I foretold have come to pass. So it is just as well I have changed – or
         I would have become a History! A dry-as-dust History!”
      

      
      “So what are you now?”

      
      Vinculus shrugged his shoulders. “Perhaps I am a Receipt-Book! Perhaps I am a Novel!
         Perhaps I am a Collection of Sermons!” He was excessively diverted by these thoughts
         and cackled to himself and capered about some more.
      

      
      “I hope you are what you have always been – a Book of Magic. But what are you saying?
         Vinculus, do you mean to tell me that you never learnt these letters?”
      

      
      “I am a Book,” said Vinculus, stopping in mid-caper. “I am the Book. It is the task of the Book to bear the words. Which I do. It is the task of
         the Reader to know what they say.”
      

      
      “But the last Reader is dead!”

      
      Vinculus shrugged as if that were none of his concern.

      
      “You must know something!” cried Childermass, growing almost wild with exasperation.
         He seized Vinculus’s arm. “What about this? This symbol like a horned circle with
         a line through it. It occurs over and over again. What does it mean?”
      

      
      Vinculus pulled his arm away again. “It means last Tuesday,” he said. “It means three
         pigs, one of ’em wearing a straw hat! It means Sally went a-dancing in the moon’s
         shadow and lost a little rosy purse!” He grinned and wagged a finger at Childermass.
         “I know what you are doing! You hope to be the next Reader!”
      

      
      “Perhaps,” said Childermass. “Though I cannot, for the life of me, tell how I shall
         begin. Yet I cannot see that any one else has a better claim to be the next Reader.
         But whatever else happens, I shall not let you out of my sight again. Henceforth,
         Vinculus, you and I shall be each other’s shadow.”
      

      
      Vinculus’s mood soured upon the instant. Gloomily he dressed himself again.

      
      Spring returned to England. Birds followed ploughs. Stones were warmed by the sun.
         Rains and winds grew softer, and were fragranced with the scents of earth and growing
         things. Woods were tinged with a colour so soft, so subtle that it could scarcely
         be said to be a colour at all. It was more the idea of a colour – as if the trees were dreaming green dreams or thinking green thoughts.
      

      
      Spring returned to England, but Strange and Norrell did not. The Pillar of Darkness
         covered Hurtfew Abbey and Norrell did not come out of it. People speculated upon the
         probability of Strange having killed Norrell, or Norrell having killed Strange, the
         different degrees to which each deserved it, and whether or not someone ought to go
         and find out.
      

      
      But before any one could reach a conclusion concerning these interesting questions
         the Darkness disappeared – taking Hurtfew Abbey with it. House, park, bridge and part
         of the river were all gone. Roads that used to lead to Hurtfew now led back upon themselves
         or to dull corners of fields and copses that no one wished to visit. The house in
         Hanover-square and both Strange’s houses – the one in Soho-square and his home in
         Clun1 – suffered the same queer fate. In London the only creature in the world who could
         still find the house in Soho-square was Jeremy Johns’ cat, Bullfinch. Indeed, Bullfinch
         did not appear to be aware that the house was in any way changed and he continued
         to go there whenever he wished, slipping between number 30 and number 32, and everyone
         who saw him do it agreed that it was the oddest sight in the world.2

      
      Lord Liverpool and the other Ministers said a great deal publicly about their regret
         at Strange and Norrell’s disappearance, but privately they were glad to be relieved
         of such a peculiar problem. Neither Strange nor Norrell had proved as respectable
         as they once had seemed. Both had indulged in, if not Black Magic, then certainly
         magic of a darker hue than seemed desirable or legitimate. Instead, the Ministers
         turned their attention to the great number of new magicians who had suddenly sprung
         up. These magicians had performed scarcely any magic and were largely uneducated; nevertheless
         they promised to be every bit as quarrelsome as Strange and Norrell themselves, and
         some means of regulating them would quickly have to be found. Suddenly Mr Norrell’s
         plans for reviving the Court of Cinque Dragownes (which had seemed so irrelevant before)
         were found to be of the utmost pertinence.3

      
      In the second week of March a paragraph appeared in the York Chronicle, addressed to former members of the Learned Society of York Magicians, and also to
         any one who might wish to become a member of that society. It invited them to come
         to the Old Starre Inn on the following Wednesday (this being the day upon which the
         society had traditionally met).
      

      
      This curious announcement offended at least as many of the former members of the York
         society as it pleased. Placed as it was in a newspaper, it could be read by everyone
         who possessed a penny. Furthermore the author (who was not named) appeared to have
         taken it upon himself to invite people to join the York society – something which
         he clearly had no right to do, whoever he was.
      

      
      When the interesting evening came the former members arrived at the Old Starre to
         find fifty or so magicians (or would-be magicians) assembled in the Long Room. The
         most comfortable seats were all taken and the former members (who included Mr Segundus,
         Mr Honeyfoot and Dr Foxcastle) were obliged to take their places upon a little dais
         some distance from the fireplaces. The situation had this advantage however: they
         had an excellent view of the new magicians.
      

      
      It was not a sight calculated to bring joy to the bosoms of the former members. The
         assembly was made up of the most miscellaneous people. (“With scarcely,” observed Dr Foxcastle, “a gentleman among them.”) There
         were two farmers and several shopkeepers. There was a pale-faced young man with light-coloured
         hair and an excitable manner, who was telling his neighbours that he was quite certain
         the announcement had been placed in the newspaper by Jonathan Strange himself and
         Strange would doubtless arrive at any moment to teach them all magic! There was also
         a clergyman – which was rather more promising. He was a clean-shaven, sober-looking
         person of fifty or sixty in black clothes. He was accompanied by a dog, as grey-haired
         and respectable as himself, and a young, striking-looking, female person in a red
         velvet gown. This seemed rather less respectable. She had dark hair and a fierce expression.
      

      
      “Mr Taylor,” said Dr Foxcastle to an acolyte of his, “perhaps you would be so good
         as to go and give that gentleman a hint that we do not bring members of our family
         to these meetings.”
      

      
      Mr Taylor scurried away.

      
      From where they sat the former members of the York Society observed that the clean-shaven
         clergyman was more flinty than his quiet face suggested and that he returned Mr Taylor
         quite a sharp answer.
      

      
      Mr Taylor came back with the following message. “Mr Redruth begs the society’s pardon
         but he is not a magician at all. He has a great deal of interest in magic, but no
         skill. It is his daughter who is the magician. He has one son and three daughters
         and he says they are all magicians. The others did not wish to attend the meeting.
         He says that they have no wish to consort with other magicians, preferring to pursue
         their studies privately at home without distractions.”
      

      
      There was a pause while the former members tried, and failed, to make any sense of
         this.
      

      
      “Perhaps his dog is a magician too,” said Dr Foxcastle and the former members of the
         society laughed.
      

      
      It soon became clear that the newcomers fell into two distinct parties. Miss Redruth, the young lady in the red velvet gown, was one of the first
         to speak. Her voice was low and rather hurried. She was not used to speaking in public
         and not all of the magicians caught her words, but her delivery was very passionate.
         The burden of what she had to say seemed to be that Jonathan Strange was everything!
         Gilbert Norrell nothing! Strange would soon be vindicated and Norrell universally
         reviled! Magic would be freed from the shackles that Gilbert Norrell had placed upon
         it! These observations, together with various references to Strange’s lost masterpiece,
         The History and Practice of English Magic, drew angry responses from several other magicians to the effect that Strange’s book
         was full of wicked magic and Strange himself was a murderer. He had certainly murdered
         his wife4 and had probably murdered Norrell too.
      

      
      The discussion was growing yet more heated when it was interrupted by the arrival
         of two men. Neither looked in the least respectable. Both had long, ragged hair and
         wore ancient coats. However, while one seemed to be nothing more or less than a vagabond,
         the other was considerably neater in his appearance and had about him an air of business
         – almost, one might say, of authority.
      

      
      The vagabonding fellow did not even trouble to look at the York society; he simply
         sat down upon the floor and demanded gin and hot water. The other strode to the centre
         of the room and regarded them all with a wry smile. He bowed in the direction of Miss
         Redruth and addressed the magicians with the following words.
      

      
      “Gentlemen! Madam! Some of you may remember me. I was with you ten years ago when
         Mr Norrell did the magic in York Cathedral. My name is John Childermass. I was, until
         last month, the servant of Gilbert Norrell. And this,” he indicated the man sitting
         on the floor, “is Vinculus, a some-time street sorcerer of London.”
      

      
      Childermass got no further. Everyone began speaking at once. The former members of
         the York Society were dismayed to find that they had left their comfortable firesides to come here and be lectured by a servant.
         But while these gentlemen were unburdening themselves of their indignation, most of
         the newcomers were affected quite differently. They were all either Strangites or
         Norrellites; but not one of them had ever laid eyes on his hero and to be seated in
         such proximity to a person who had actually known and spoken to him wound them up
         to an unprecedented pitch of excitement.
      

      
      Childermass was not in the least discomfited by the uproar. He simply waited until
         it was quiet enough for him to speak and then he said, “I have come to tell you that
         the agreement with Gilbert Norrell is void. Null and void, gentlemen. You are magicians
         once more, if you wish to be.”
      

      
      One of the new magicians shouted out to know if Strange were coming. Another wished
         to know if Norrell were coming.
      

      
      “No, gentlemen,” said Childermass. “They are not. You must make do with me. I do not
         think Strange and Norrell will be seen again in England. At least not in this generation.”
      

      
      “Why?” asked Mr Segundus. “Where have they gone?”

      
      Childermass smiled. “Wherever magicians used to go. Behind the sky. On the other side
         of the rain.”
      

      
      One of the Norrellites remarked that Jonathan Strange was wise to remove himself from
         England. Otherwise he would have certainly been hanged.
      

      
      The excitable young man with the light-coloured hair retorted spitefully that the
         whole pack of Norrellites would soon find themselves at a grave disadvantage. Surely
         the first principle of Norrellite magic was that everything must be based upon books?
         And how were they going to do that when the books had all disappeared with Hurtfew
         Abbey?5

      
      “You do not need the library at Hurtfew, gentlemen,” said Childermass. “Nor yet the
         library in Hanover-square. I have brought you something much better. A book Norrell
         long desired, but never saw. A book Strange did not even know existed. I have brought
         you John Uskglass’s book.”
      

      
      More shouting. More uproar. In the midst of all of which Miss Redruth appeared to
         be making a speech in defence of John Uskglass, whom she insisted upon calling his
         Grace, the King, as if he were at any moment about to enter Newcastle and resume the
         government of Northern England.
      

      
      “Wait!” cried Dr Foxcastle, his loud, important voice gradually overpowering first
         those nearest him, and then the rest of the assembly. “I see no book in this rogue’s
         hands! Where is it? This is a trick, gentlemen! He wants our money, I’ll be bound.
         Well, sir?” (This to Childermass.) “What do you say? Bring out your book – if indeed
         it exists!”
      

      
      “On the contrary, sir,” said Childermass, with his long, dark, one-sided grin. “I
         want nothing of yours. Vinculus! Stand up!”
      

      
      In the house in Padua the first concern of the Greysteels and their servants was to
         make Mrs Strange as comfortable as they could; and each had his or her own way of
         doing it. Dr Greysteel’s comfort chiefly took a philosophical form. He searched his
         memory for examples from history of people – particularly ladies – who had triumphed
         over adverse circumstances, often with the help of their friends. Minichello and Frank,
         the two manservants, ran to open doors for her – often whether she wanted to go through
         them or not. Bonifazia, the maid, preferred to treat a year’s sojourn in Faerie as
         if it had been rather a severe sort of cold and brought her strengthening cordials
         throughout the day. Aunt Greysteel sent all over the town for the best wines and the
         rarest delicacies; and she purchased the softest, down-filled cushions and pillows,
         as if she hoped that by laying her head on them Arabella might be induced to forget
         all that had happened to her. But of all the various sorts of consolation that were offered her, that which seemed to suit Arabella best was Flora’s
         company and Flora’s conversation.
      

      
      One morning they were sitting together at their needlework. Arabella put down her
         work with a gesture of impatience and went to the window. “There is a spirit of restlessness
         upon me,” she said.
      

      
      “It is to be expected,” said Flora, gently. “Be patient. In time your spirits will
         be what they were before.”
      

      
      “Will they?” said Arabella, with a sigh. “Truth to own, I really do not remember what
         I was like before.”
      

      
      “Then I will tell you. You were always cheerful – tho’ often left to your own devices.
         You were hardly ever out of temper – tho’ often severely provoked. Your every speech
         was remarkable for its wit and genius – tho’ you got no credit for it and almost always
         received a flat contradiction.”
      

      
      Arabella laughed. “Good Heavens! What a prodigy I was! But,” she said with a wry look,
         “I am not inclined to put much trust in this portrait, since you never saw me.”
      

      
      “Mr Strange told me. Those are his words.”

      
      “Oh!” said Arabella. She turned her face away.

      
      Flora cast her eyes down and said softly, “When he returns, he will do more to restore
         you to yourself than any one else could. You will be happy again.” She glanced up.
      

      
      Arabella was silent for a moment. She said, “I am not sure that we will see each other
         again.”
      

      
      Flora took up her needlework again. After a moment she said, “It is very odd that
         he should have gone back to his old master at last.”
      

      
      “Is it? There seems nothing very extraordinary in it to me. I never thought the quarrel
         would last as long as it did. I thought they would have been friends again by the
         end of the first month.”
      

      
      “You quite astonish me!” said Flora. “When Mr Strange was with us he did not have
         a good word to say for Mr Norrell – and Mr Norrell has published the most dreadful
         things about Mr Strange in the magical journals.”
      

      
      “Oh, I dare say!” said Arabella, entirely unimpressed. “But that was just their nonsense!
         They are both as stubborn as Old Scratch. I have no cause to love Mr Norrell – far
         from it. But I know this about him: he is a magician first and everything else second
         – and Jonathan is the same. Books and magic are all either of them really cares about.
         No one else understands the subject as they do – and so, you see, it is only natural
         that they should like to be together.”
      

      
      As the weeks went by Arabella smiled and laughed more often. She became interested
         in everything that concerned her new friends. Her days were taken up with sociable
         meals, errands and the pleasant obligations of friendship – small domestic matters
         with which her sore mind and wounded spirit were glad to refresh themselves. Of her
         absent husband she thought very little, except to be grateful for his consideration
         in placing her with the Greysteels.
      

      
      There happened to be a young Irish captain in Padua just then and several people were
         of the opinion that he admired Flora – though Flora said that he did not. He had led
         a company of cavalry into the teeth of the severest gunfire at Waterloo; yet his courage
         all seemed to desert him where Flora was concerned. He could not look at her without
         blushing and was most alarmed whenever she entered a room. Generally he found it easier
         to apply to Mrs Strange for intelligence of when Flora might be walking in the Prato
         della Valle (a beautiful garden at the heart of the city) or when she might next visit
         the Baxters (some mutual friends); and Arabella was always glad to help him.
      

      
      But there were some consequences of her captivity which she could not easily shake
         off. She was accustomed to dancing all night, and sleep did not come easily to her.
         Sometimes at night she could still hear a mournful fiddle and a pipe playing fairy
         tunes, compelling her to dance – though it was the last thing in the world that she
         wanted to do.
      

      
      “Talk to me,” she would say to Flora and Aunt Greysteel. “Talk to me and I think I
         can master it.”
      

      
      Then one or both of them would sit up with her and talk to her of everything they could think of. But sometimes Arabella found that the impulse to
         movement – any sort of movement – was too strong to be denied, and then she would
         take to pacing the bedchamber she shared with Flora; and on several occasions Dr Greysteel
         and Frank kindly sacrificed their own sleep to walk with her in the night-streets
         of Padua.
      

      
      On one such night in April they were strolling about near to the Cathedral; Arabella
         and Dr Greysteel were speaking of their departure for England which had been arranged
         for the following month. Arabella found the prospect of being amongst all her English
         friends again a little daunting and Dr Greysteel was reassuring her. Suddenly Frank
         gave an exclamation of surprize and pointed upwards.
      

      
      The stars were shifting and changing; in the patch of sky above them were new constellations.
         A little further on was an ancient-looking stone arch. There was nothing exactly unusual
         in this; Padua is a city full of intriguing doorways, arches and arcades. But this
         arch was not like the others. Padua is built of mediaeval bricks and consequently
         many of its streets are a pleasing pink-gold colour. This arch was built of dour,
         dark northern stones and upon each side was a statue of John Uskglass, his face half-hidden
         by a cap with raven wings. Just within the arch a tall figure was standing.
      

      
      Arabella hesitated. “You will not go far?” she said to Dr Greysteel.

      
      “Frank and I shall be here,” Dr Greysteel told her. “We shall not move from this spot.
         You have only to call us.”
      

      
      She went on alone. The person within the doorway was reading. He looked up as she
         approached, with the old, dear expression of not quite remembering where he was or
         what he had do with the world outside his book.
      

      
      “You have not brought a thunderstorm with you this time,” she said.

      
      “Oh, you heard about that, did you?” Strange gave a slightly self-conscious laugh. “That was a little overdone perhaps. Not altogether in the best of taste. I
         believe I spent too much time in Lord Byron’s society when I was in Venice. I caught
         something of his style.”
      

      
      They walked on a little and at every moment new patterns of stars appeared above their
         heads.
      

      
      “You look well, Arabella,” he said. “I feared … What did I fear? Oh! a thousand different
         things. I feared you would not speak to me. But here you are. I am very glad to see
         you.”
      

      
      “And now your thousand fears can be laid to rest,” she said. “At least as far as they
         concern me. Have you found any thing yet to dispel the Darkness?”
      

      
      “No, not yet. Though, to own the truth, we have been so busy recently – some new conjectures
         concerning naiads – that we have scarcely had time to apply ourselves seriously to
         the problem. But there are one or two things in Goubert’s Gatekeeper of Apollo which look promising. We are optimistic.”
      

      
      “I am glad. I am miserable when I think of you suffering.”

      
      “Do not be miserable, I beg you. Apart from any thing else, I do not suffer. A little
         perhaps at first, but not now. And Norrell and I are hardly the first English magicians
         to labour under an enchantment. Robert Dymoke fell foul of a fairy in the twelfth
         century and thereafter could not speak but only sing – which, I am sure, is not so
         pleasant as it sounds. And there was a fourteenth-century magician who had a silver
         foot – which must have been very disagreeable. Besides who is to say that the Darkness
         may not be of advantage to us? We intend to go out of England and are likely to meet
         with all sorts of tricksy persons. An English magician is an impressive thing. Two
         English magicians are, I suppose, twice as impressive – but when those two English
         magicians are shrouded in an Impenetrable Darkness – ah, well! That, I should think,
         is enough to strike terror into the heart of any one short of a demi-god!”
      

      
      “Where will you go?”

      
      “Oh, there are plenty of places. This world is only one among so many, and it does not do for a magician to become too – what shall I say? – too parochial.”
      

      
      “But will Mr Norrell like it?” she asked, doubtfully. “He was never fond of travelling
         – not even as far as Portsmouth.”
      

      
      “Ah! But that is one of the advantages of our particular mode of travel. He need never
         leave the house if he does not wish it. The world – all worlds – will come to us.”
         He paused and looked about him. “I had better not go further. Norrell is a little
         way off. For various reasons to do with the enchantment, it is best that we do not
         stray very far from each other. Arabella,” he said, with a degree of seriousness unusual
         to him, “it hurt me more than I could bear to think of you under the earth. I would
         have done any thing – any thing at all – to fetch you safely out.”
      

      
      She took his hands and her eyes were shining. “And you did it,” she whispered. They
         looked at each other for a long moment, and in that moment all was as it used to be
         – it was as if they had never parted; but she did not offer to go into the Darkness
         with him and he did not ask her.
      

      
      “One day,” he said, “I shall find the right spell and banish the Darkness. And on
         that day I will come to you.”
      

      
      “Yes. On that day. I will wait until then.”

      
      He nodded and seemed about to depart, but then he hesitated. “Bell,” he said, “do
         not wear black. Do not be a widow. Be happy. That is how I wish to think of you.”
      

      
      “I promise. And how shall I think of you?”

      
      He considered a moment and then laughed. “Think of me with my nose in a book!”

      
      They kissed once. Then he turned upon his heel and disappeared into the Darkness.
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      Notes

      
      1 The library at Hurtfew

      
      1 The History and Practice of English Magic, by Jonathan Strange, vol. I, chap. 2, pub. John Murray, London, 1816.
      

      
      2 More properly called Aureate or Golden Age magicians.
      

      
      3 A Complete Description of Dr Pale’s fairy-servants, their Names, Histories, Characters
            and the Services they performed for Him by John Segundus, pub. by Thomas Burnham, Bookseller, Northampton, 1799.
      

      
      4 Dr Martin Pale (1485–1567) was the son of a Warwick leather-tanner. He was the last
         of the Aureate or Golden Age magicians. Other magicians followed him (c.f. Gregory Absalom) but
         their reputations are debatable. Pale was certainly the last English magician to venture
         into Faerie.
      

      
      5 Magicians, as we know from Jonathan Strange’s maxim, will quarrel about any thing
         and many years and much learning has been applied to the vexed question of whether
         such and such a volume qualifies as a book of magic. But most laymen find they are
         served well enough by this simple rule: books written before magic ended in England
         are books of magic, books written later are books about magic. The principle, from
         which the layman’s rule of thumb derives, is that a book of magic should be written
         by a practising magician, rather than a theoretical magician or a historian of magic.
         What could be more reasonable? And yet already we are in difficulties. The great masters
         of magic, those we term the Golden Age or Aureate magicians (Thomas Godbless, Ralph Stokesey, Catherine of Winchester, the Raven King)
         wrote little, or little has survived. It is probable that Thomas Godbless could not
         write. Stokesey learnt Latin at a little grammar school in his native Devonshire,
         but all that we know of him comes from other writers.
      

      
      Magicians only applied themselves to writing books when magic was already in decline.
         Darkness was already approaching to quench the glory of English magic; those men we
         call the Silver Age or Argentine magicians (Thomas Lanchester, 1518–90; Jacques Belasis, 1526–1604; Nicholas Goubert,
         1535—78; Gregory Absalom, 1507—99) were flickering candles in the twilight; they were
         scholars first and magicians second. Certainly they claimed to do magic, some even
         had a fairy-servant or two, but they seem to have accomplished very little in this
         way and some modern scholars have doubted whether they could do magic at all.
      

      
      6 The first passage which Mr Segundus read concerned England, Faerie (which magicians
         sometimes call “the Other Lands”) and a strange country that is reputed to lie on
         the far side of Hell. Mr Segundus had heard something of the symbolic and magical
         bond which links these three lands, yet never had he read so clear an explanation
         of it as was put forward here.
      

      
      The second extract concerned one of England’s greatest magicians, Martin Pale. In
         Gregory Absalom’s The Tree of Learning there is a famous passage which relates how, while journeying through Faerie, the
         last of the great Aureate magicians, Martin Pale, paid a visit to a fairy-prince. Like most of his race the
         fairy had a great multitude of names, honorifics, titles and pseudonyms; but usually
         he was known as Cold Henry. Cold Henry made a long and deferential speech to his guest.
         The speech was full of metaphors and obscure allusions, but what Cold Henry seemed
         to be saying was that fairies were naturally wicked creatures who did not always know
         when they were going wrong. To this Martin Pale briefly and somewhat enigmatically
         replied that not all Englishmen have the same size feet.
      

      
      For several centuries no one had the faintest idea what any of this might mean, though
         several theories were advanced – and John Segundus was familiar with all of them.
         The most popular was that developed by William Pantler in the early eighteenth century.
         Pantler said that Cold Henry and Pale were speaking of theology. Fairies (as everybody
         knows) are beyond the reach of the Church; no Christ has come to them, nor ever will
         – and what is to become of them on Judgement Day no one knows. According to Pantler
         Cold Henry meant to enquire of Pale if there was any hope that fairies, like men,
         might receive Eternal Salvation. Pale’s reply – that Englishmen’s feet are different
         sizes – was his way of saying that not all Englishmen will be saved. Based on this
         Pantler goes on to attribute to Pale a rather odd belief that Heaven is large enough
         to hold only a finite number of the Blessed; for every Englishmen who is damned, a
         place opens up in Heaven for a fairy. Pantler’s reputation as a theoretical magician
         rests entirely on the book he wrote on the subject.
      

      
      In Jacques Belasis’s Instructions Mr Segundus read a very different explanation. Three centuries before Martin Pale
         set foot in Cold Henry’s castle Cold Henry had had another human visitor, an English
         magician even greater than Pale – Ralph Stokesey – who had left behind him a pair
         of boots. The boots, said Belasis, were old, which is probably why Stokesey did not
         take them with him, but their presence in the castle caused great consternation to
         all its fairy-inhabitants who held English magicians in great veneration. In particular
         Cold Henry was in a pickle because he feared that in some devious, incomprehensible
         way, Christian morality might hold him responsible for the loss of the boots. So he
         was trying to rid himself of the terrible objects by passing them on to Pale who did
         not want them.
      

      
      2 The Old Starre Inn

      
      1 The conquerors of Imperial Rome may have been honoured with wreaths of laurel leaves;
         lovers and fortune’s favourites have, we are told, roses strewn in their paths; but
         English magicians were always only ever given common ivy.
      

      
      2 The great church at York is both a cathedral (meaning the church where the throne of the bishop or archbishop is housed) and a
         minster (meaning a church founded by a missionary in ancient times). It has borne both these
         names at different periods. In earlier centuries it was more usually called the Minster, but nowadays the people of York prefer the term Cathedral as one which elevates their church above those of the nearby towns of Ripon and Beverley.
         Ripon and Beverley have minsters, but no cathedrals.
      

      
      3 The stones of York

      
      1 The well-known ballad “The Raven King” describes just such an abduction.
      

      
      Not long, not long my father said

      
      Not long shall you be ours

      
      The Raven King knows all too well

      
      Which are the fairest flowers

      
      The priest was all too worldly

      
      Though he prayed and rang his bell

      
      The Raven King three candles lit

      
      The priest said it was well

      
      Her arms were all too feeble

      
      Though she claimed to love me so

      
      The Raven King stretched out his hand

      
      She sighed and let me go

      
      This land is all too shallow

      
      It is painted on the sky

      
      And trembles like the wind-shook rain

      
      When the Raven King goes by

      
      For always and for always

      
      I pray remember me

      
      Upon the moors, beneath the stars

      
      With the King’s wild company

      
      2 The example cited by Mr Honeyfoot was of a murder that had taken place in 1279 in
         the grim moor town of Alston. The body of a young boy was found in the churchyard
         hanging from a thorn-tree that stood before the church-door. Above the door was a
         statue of the Virgin and Child. So the people of Alston sent to Newcastle, to the
         Castle of the Raven King and the Raven King sent two magicians to make the Virgin
         and the Jesus-Child speak and say how they had seen a stranger kill the boy, but for
         what reason they did not know. And after that, whenever a stranger came to the town,
         the people of Alston would drag him before the church-door and ask “Is this him?”
         but always the Virgin and Child replied that it was not. Beneath the Virgin’s feet
         were a lion and a dragon who curled around each other in a most puzzling manner and
         bit each other’s necks. These creatures had been carved by someone who had never seen
         a lion or a dragon, but who had seen a great many dogs and sheep and something of
         the character of a dog and a sheep had got into his carving. Whenever some poor fellow
         was brought before the Virgin and Child to be examined the lion and the dragon would
         cease biting each other and look up like the Virgin’s strange watchdogs and the lion
         would bark and the dragon would bleat angrily.
      

      
      Years went by and the townspeople who remembered the boy were all dead, and the likelihood
         was that the murderer was too. But the Virgin and Child had somehow got into the habit
         of speaking and whenever some unfortunate stranger passed within the compass of their
         gaze they would still turn their stone heads and say, “It is not him.” And Alston
         acquired the reputation of an eerie place and people would not go there if they could
         help it.
      

      
      3 To aid his better understanding of Mr Norrell’s character and of Mr Norrell’s magical
         powers Mr Segundus wrote a careful description of the visit to Hurtfew Abbey. Unfortunately
         he found his memory on this point peculiarly unclear. Whenever he returned to read
         what he had written he discovered that he now remembered things differently. Each
         time he began by crossing out words and phrases and putting in new ones, and he ended
         by re-writing completely. After four or five months he was obliged to admit to himself
         that he no longer knew what Mr Honeyfoot had said to Mr Norrell, or what Mr Norrell
         had said in reply, or what he – Mr Segundus – had seen in the house. He concluded
         that to attempt to write any thing upon the subject was futile, and he threw what
         he had written into the fire.
      

      
      5 Drawlight

      
      1 He had once found himself in a room with Lady Bessborough’s long-haired white cat.
         He happened to be dressed in an immaculate black coat and trousers, and was therefore
         thoroughly alarmed by the cat’s stalking round and round and making motions as if
         it proposed to sit upon him. He waited until he believed himself to be unobserved,
         then he picked it up, opened a window and tossed it out. Despite falling three storeys
         to the ground, the cat survived, but one of its legs was never quite right afterwards
         and it always evinced the greatest dislike to gentlemen in black clothes.
      

      
      2 Merlin is presumed to have been imprisoned in a hawthorn tree by the sorceress, Nimue.
      

      
      3 Mr Lascelles exaggerates. The Raven King’s kingdoms were never more than three in
         number.
      

      
      4 Tubbs versus Starhouse: a famous case brought before the Quarter Sessions at Nottingham a few
         years ago.
      

      
      A Nottinghamshire man called Tubbs wished very much to see a fairy and, from thinking
         of fairies day and night, and from reading all sorts of odd books about them, he took
         it into his head that his coachman was a fairy.
      

      
      The coachman (whose name was Jack Starhouse) was dark and tall and scarcely ever said
         a word which discomfited his fellow-servants and made them think him proud. He had
         only recently entered Mr Tubbs’s household, and said that previously he had been coachman
         to an old man called Browne at a place called Coldmicklehill in the north. He had
         one great talent: he could make any creature love him. The horses were always very
         willing when he had the reins and never cross or fidgety at all, and he could command
         cats in a way that the people of Nottinghamshire had never seen before. He had a whispering
         way of talking to them; any cat he spoke to would stay quite still with an expression
         of faint surprize on its face as if it had never heard such good sense in all its
         life nor ever expected to again. He could also make them dance. The cats that belonged
         to Mr Tubbs’s household were as grave and mindful of their dignity as any other set
         of cats, but Jack Starhouse could make them dance wild dances, leaping about upon
         their hind legs and casting themselves from side to side. This he did by strange sighs
         and whistlings and hissings.
      

      
      One of the other servants observed that if only cats had been good for any thing –
         which they were not – then all this might have had some point to it. But Starhouse’s
         wonderful mastery was not useful, nor did it entertain his fellow-servants; it only
         made them uncomfortable.
      

      
      Whether it were this or his handsome face with the eyes a little too wide apart that
         made Mr Tubbs so certain he was a fairy I do not know, but Mr Tubbs began to make
         inquiries about the coachman in secret.
      

      
      One day Mr Tubbs called Starhouse to his study. Mr Tubbs said that he had learnt that
         Mr Browne was very ill – had been ill for all the time Starhouse had claimed to work
         for him – and had not gone out for years and years. So Mr Tubbs was curious to know
         what he had needed a coachman for.
      

      
      For a little while Jack Starhouse said nothing. Then he admitted that he had not been
         in Mr Browne’s employ. He said he had worked for another family in the neighbourhood.
         He had worked hard, it had been a good place, he had been happy; but the other servants
         had not liked him, he did not know why, it had happened to him before. One of the
         other servants (a woman) had told lies about him and he had been dismissed. He had
         seen Mr Browne once years ago. He said he was very sorry that he had lied to Mr Tubbs,
         but he had not known what else to do.
      

      
      Mr Tubbs explained that there was no need to invent further stories. He knew that
         Starhouse was a fairy and said he was not to fear; he would not betray him; he only
         wished to talk to him about his home and people.
      

      
      At first Starhouse did not at all understand what Mr Tubbs meant, and when finally
         he did understand, it was in vain that he protested that he was a human being and
         an Englishman, Mr Tubbs did not believe him.
      

      
      After this, whatever Starhouse was doing, wherever he went, he would find Mr Tubbs
         waiting for him with a hundred questions about fairies and Faerie. Starhouse was made
         so unhappy by this treatment (though Mr Tubbs was always kind and courteous), that
         he was obliged to give up his place. While yet unemployed, he met with a man in an
         ale-house in Southwell who persuaded him to bring an action against his former master
         for defamation of character. In a famous ruling Jack Starhouse became the first man
         to be declared human under English law.
      

      
      But this curious episode ended unhappily for both Tubbs and Starhouse. Tubbs was punished
         for his harmless ambition to see a fairy by being made an object of ridicule everywhere.
         Unflattering caricatures of him were printed in the London, Nottingham, Derby and
         Sheffield papers, and neighbours with whom he had been on terms of the greatest goodwill
         and intimacy for years declined to know him any more. While Starhouse quickly discovered
         that no one wished to employ a coachman who had brought an action against his master;
         he was forced to accept work of a most degrading nature and very soon fell into great
         poverty.
      

      
      The case of Tubbs versus Starhouse is interesting not least because it serves as an illustration of the widely-held
         belief that fairies have not left England completely. Many Englishmen and women think
         that we are surrounded by fairies every day of our lives. Some are invisible and some
         masquerade as Christians and may in fact be known to us. Scholars have debated the
         matter for centuries but without reaching any conclusion.
      

      
      5 Simon Bloodworth’s fairy-servant came to him quite out of the blue offering his services
         and saying he wished to be known as “Buckler”. As every English schoolchild nowadays
         can tell you, Bloodworth would have done better to have inquired further and to have
         probed a little deeper into who, precisely, Buckler was, and why, exactly, he had
         come out of Faerie with no other aim than to become the servant of a third-rate English
         magician.
      

      
      Buckler was very quick at all sorts of magic and Bloodworth’s business in the little
         wool-town of Bradford on Avon grew and prospered. Only once did Buckler cause any
         sort of difficulty when, in a sudden fit of rage, he destroyed a little book belonging
         to Lord Lovel’s chaplain.
      

      
      The longer Buckler remained with Bloodworth the stronger he became and the first thing
         that Buckler did when he became stronger was to change his appearance: his dusty rags
         became a suit of good clothes; a rusty pair of scissars that he had stolen from a
         locksmith in the town became a sword; his thin, piebald fox-face became a pale and
         handsome human one; and he grew very suddenly two or three feet taller. This, he was
         quick to impress on Mrs Bloodworth and her daughters, was his true appearance – the
         other merely being an enchantment he had been under.
      

      
      On a fine May morning in 1310 when Bloodworth was away from home Mrs Bloodworth discovered
         a tall cupboard standing in the corner of her kitchen where no cupboard had ever been
         before. When she asked Buckler about it, he said immediately that it was a magical
         cupboard and that he had brought it there. He said that he had always thought that
         it was a pity that magic was not more commonly used in England; he said it pained
         him to see Mrs Bloodworth and her daughters washing and sweeping and cooking and cleaning
         from dawn to dusk when they ought, in his opinion, to be sitting on cushions in jewel–spangled
         gowns eating comfits. This, thought Mrs Bloodworth, was very good sense. Buckler said
         how he had often reproved her husband for his failure to make Mrs Bloodworth’s life
         pleasant and easy, but Bloodworth had not paid him any attention. Mrs Bloodworth said
         that she was not a bit surprized.
      

      
      Buckler said that if she stepped inside the cupboard she would find herself in a magical
         place where she could learn spells that would make any work finished in an instant,
         make her appear beautiful in the eyes of all who beheld her, make large piles of gold
         appear whenever she wished it, make her husband obey her in all things, etc., etc.
      

      
      How many spells were there? asked Mrs Bloodworth.

      
      About three, thought Buckler.

      
      Were they hard to learn?

      
      Oh no! Very easy.

      
      Would it take long?

      
      No, not long, she would be back in time for Mass.

      
      Seventeen people entered Buckler’s cupboard that morning and were never seen again
         in England; among them were Mrs Bloodworth, her two youngest daughters, her two maids
         and two manservants, Mrs Bloodworth’s uncle and six neighbours. Only Margaret Bloodworth,
         Bloodworth’s eldest daughter, refused to go.
      

      
      The Raven King sent two magicians from Newcastle to investigate the matter and it
         is from their written accounts that we have this tale. The chief witness was Margaret
         who told how, on his return, “my poor father went purposely into the cupboard to try
         if he could rescue them, tho’ I begged him not to. He has not come out again.”
      

      
      Two hundred years later Dr Martin Pale was journeying through Faerie. At the castle
         of John Hollyshoes (an ancient and powerful fairy-prince) he discovered a human child,
         about seven or eight years old, very pale and starved-looking. She said her name was
         Anne Bloodworth and she had been in Faerie, she thought, about two weeks. She had
         been given work to do washing a great pile of dirty pots. She said she had been washing
         them steadily since she arrived and when she was finished she would go home to see
         her parents and sisters. She thought she would be finished in a day or two.
      

      
      6 Francis Sutton-Grove (1682—1765), theoretical magician. He wrote two books De Generibus Artium Magicarum Anglorum, 1741, and Prescriptions and Descriptions, 1749. Even Mr Norrell, Sutton-Grove’s greatest (and indeed only) admirer, thought
         that Prescriptions and Descriptions (wherein he attempted to lay down rules for practical magic) was abominably bad,
         and Mr Norrell’s pupil, Jonathan Strange, loathed it so much that he tore his copy
         into pieces and fed it to a tinker’s donkey (see Life of Jonathan Strange by John Segundus, 1820, pub. John Murray).
      

      
      De Generibus Artium Magicarum Anglorum was reputed to be the dreariest book in the canon of English magic (which contains
         many tedious works). It was the first attempt by an Englishman to define the areas
         of magic that the modern magician ought to study; according to Sutton-Grove these
         numbered thirty-eight thousand, nine hundred and forty-five and he listed them all
         under different heads. Sutton-Grove foreshadows the great Mr Norrell in one other
         way: none of his lists make any mention of the magic traditionally ascribed to birds
         or wild animals, and Sutton-Grove purposely excludes those kinds of magic for which
         it is customary to employ fairies, e.g. bringing back the dead.
      

      
      7 Duke of Portland, Prime Minister and First Lord of the Treasury 1807—09.
      

      
      8 A gentleman with thistle-down hair

      
      1 “O Fairy. I have great need of your help. This virgin is dead and her family wish
         her to be returned to life.”
      

      
      2 “Here is the dead woman between earth and heaven! Know then, O Fairy, that I have
         chosen you for this great task because …”
      

      
      10 The difficulty of finding employment for a magician

      
      1 Burlington House in Piccadilly was the London residence of the Duke of Portland,
         the First Minister of the Treasury (whom many people nowadays like to call the Prime Minister in the French style). It had been erected in an Age when English noblemen were not
         afraid to rival their Monarch in displays of power and wealth and it had no equal
         for beauty anywhere in the capital. As for the Duke himself, he was a most respectable
         old person, but, poor man, he did not accord with any body’s idea of what a Prime
         Minister ought to be. He was very old and sick. Just at present he lay in a curtained
         room somewhere in a remote part of the house, stupefied by laudanum and dying by degrees.
         He was of no utility whatsoever to his country and not much to his fellow Ministers.
         The only advantage of his leadership as far as they could see was that it allowed
         them to use his magnificent house as their meeting-place and to employ his magnificent
         servants to fetch them any little thing they might fancy out of his cellar. (They
         generally found that governing Great Britain was a thirsty business.)
      

      
      2 William Pitt the Younger (1759—1806). It is very doubtful that we will ever see his
         like again, for he became Prime Minister at the age of twenty-four and led the country
         from that day forth, with just one brief interval of three years, until his death.
      

      
      12 The Spirit of English Magic urges Mr Norrell to the Aid of Britannia

      
      1 Four years later during the Peninsular War Mr Norrell’s pupil, Jonathan Strange,
         had similar criticisms to make about this form of magic.
      

      
      2 In this speech Mr Lascelles has managed to combine all Lord Portishead’s books into
         one. By the time Lord Portishead gave up the study of magic in early 1808 he had published
         three books: The Life of Jacques Belasis, pub. Longman, London, 1801, The Life of Nicholas Goubert, pub. Longman, London, 1805, and A Child’s History of the Raven King, pub. Longman, London, 1807, engravings by Thomas Bewick. The first two were scholarly
         discussions of two sixteenth-century magicians. Mr Norrell had no great opinion of
         them, but he had a particular dislike of A Child’s History. Jonathan Strange, on the other hand, thought this an excellent little book.
      

      
      3 “It was odd that so wealthy a man – for Lord Portishead counted large portions of
         England among his possessions – should have been so very self-effacing, but such was
         the case. He was besides a devoted husband and the father of ten children. Mr Strange
         told me that to see Lord Portishead play with his children was the most delightful
         thing in the world. And indeed he was a little like a child himself. For all his great
         learning he could no more recognize evil than he could spontaneously understand Chinese.
         He was the gentlest lord in all of the British aristocracy.”
      

      
      The Life of Jonathan Strange by John Segundus, pub. John Murray, London, 1820.
      

      
      4 The Friends of English Magic was first published in February 1808 and was an immediate success. By 1812 Norrell
         and Lascelles were boasting of a circulation in excess of 13,000, though how reliable
         this figure may be is uncertain.
      

      
      From 1808 until 1810 the editor was nominally Lord Portishead but there is little
         doubt that both Mr Norrell and Lascelles interfered a great deal. There was a certain
         amount of disagreement between Norrell and Lascelles as to the general aims of the
         periodical. Mr Norrell wished The Friends of English Magic first to impress upon the British Public the great importance of English modern magic,
         secondly to correct erroneous views of magical history and thirdly to vilify those
         magicians and classes of magicians whom he hated. He did not desire to explain the
         procedures of English magic within its pages – in other words he had no intention
         of making it in the least informative. Lord Portishead, whose admiration of Mr Norrell
         knew no bounds, considered it his first duty as editor to follow Norrell’s numerous
         instructions. As a result the early issues of The Friends of English Magic are rather dull and often puzzling – full of odd omissions, contradictions and evasions.
         Lascelles, on the other hand, understood very well how the periodical might be used
         to gain support for the revival of English magic and he was anxious to make it lighter
         in tone. He grew more and more irritated at Portishead’s cautious approach. He manoeuvred
         and from 1810 he and Lord Portishead were joint editors.
      

      
      John Murray was the publisher of The Friends of English Magic until early 1815 when he and Norrell quarrelled. Deprived of Norrell’s support, Murray
         was obliged to sell the periodical to Thomas Norton Longman, another publisher. In
         1816 Murray and Strange planned to set up a rival periodical to The Friends of English Magic, entitled The Famulus, but only one issue was ever published.
      

      
      13 The magician of Threadneedle-street

      
      1 The Raven King was traditionally held to have possessed three kingdoms: one in England,
         one in Faerie and one, a strange country on the far side of Hell.
      

      
      2 Thomas Lanchester, Treatise concerning the Language of Birds, Chapter 6.
      

      
      14 Heart-break Farm

      
      1 Eventually, both lawsuits were decided in favour of Laurence Strange’s son.
      

      
      2 Upon the contrary Laurence Strange congratulated himself on avoiding paying for the
         boy’s food and clothes for months at a time. So may a love of money make an intelligent
         man small-minded and ridiculous.
      

      
      3 Strange’s biographer, John Segundus, observed on several occasions how Strange preferred
         the society of clever women to that of men. Life of Jonathan Strange, pub. John Murray, London, 1820.
      

      
      18 Sir Walter consults gentlemen in several professions

      
      1 This theory was first expounded by a Cornish magician called Meraud in the twelfth
         century and there were many variants. In its most extreme form it involves the belief
         that any one who has been cured, saved or raised to life by magic is no longer subject
         to God and His Church, though they may owe all sorts of allegiance to the magician
         or fairy who has helped them.
      

      
      Meraud was arrested and brought before Stephen, King of Southern England, and his
         bishops at a Council in Winchester. Meraud was branded, beaten and stripped half-naked.
         Then he was cast out. The bishops ordered that no one should help him. Meraud tried
         to walk from Winchester to Newcastle, where the Raven King’s castle was. He died on
         the way.
      

      
      The Northern English belief that certain sorts of murderers belong not to God or to
         the Devil but to the Raven King is another form of the Meraudian Heresy.
      

      
      2 Three Perfectible States of Being by William Pantler, pub. Henry Lintot, London, 1735. The three perfectible beings
         are angels, men and fairies.
      

      
      3 It is clear from this remark that Mr Norrell did not yet comprehend how highly the
         Ministers in general regarded him nor how eager they were to make use of him in the
         war.
      

      
      19 The Peep-O’Day-Boys

      
      1 The London home of the Prince of Wales in Pall Mall.
      

      
      20 The unlikely milliner

      
      1 Robert Banks Jenkinson, Lord Hawkesbury (1770–1828). On the death of his father in
         December 1808 he became the Earl of Liverpool. For the next nine years he would prove
         to be one of Mr Norrell’s most steady supporters.
      

      
      21 The cards of Marseilles

      
      1 The King was a most loving and devoted father to his six daughters, but his affection
         was such that it led him to act almost as if he were their jailer. He could not bear
         the thought that any of them might marry and leave him. They were required to lead
         lives of quite intolerable dullness with the ill-tempered Queen at Windsor Castle.
         Out of the six only one contrived to get married before she was forty.
      

      
      22 The Knight of Wands

      
      1 It appears that Strange did not abandon the notion of a poetical career easily. In
         The Life of Jonathan Strange, pub. John Murray, London, 1820, John Segundus describes how, having been disappointed
         in his search for a poet, Strange decided to write the poems himself. “Things went
         very well upon the first day; from breakfast to dinner he sat in his dressing gown
         at the little writing table in his dressing room and scribbled very fast upon several
         dozen sheets of quarto. He was very delighted with everything he wrote and so was
         his valet, who was a literary man himself and who gave advice upon the knotty questions
         of metaphor and rhetoric, and who ran about gathering up the papers as they flew about
         the room and putting them in order and then running downstairs to read the most exhilarating
         parts to his friend, the under-gardener. It really was astonishing how quickly Strange
         wrote; indeed the valet declared that when he put his hand close to Strange’s head
         he could feel a heat coming off it because of the immense creative energies within.
         On the second day Strange sat down to write another fifty or so pages and immediately
         got into difficulties because he could not think of a rhyme for “ ‘let love suffice’.
         ‘Sunk in vice’ was not promising; ‘a pair of mice’ was nonsense, and ‘what’s the price?’
         merely vulgar. He struggled for an hour, could think of nothing, went for a ride to
         loosen his brains and never looked at his poem again.”
      

      
      2 A village five or six miles from Strange’s home.
      

      
      3 Mr Norrell appears to have adapted it from a description of a Lancashire spell in
         Peter Watershippe’s Death’s Library (1448).
      

      
      23 The Shadow House

      
      1 Some scholars (Jonathan Strange among them) have argued that Maria Absalom knew exactly
         what she was about when she permitted her house to go to rack and ruin. It is their
         contention that Miss Absalom did what she did in accordance with the commonly-held
         belief that all ruined buildings belong to the Raven King. This presumably would account
         for the fact that the magic at the Shadow House appeared to grow stronger after the house fell into ruin.
      

      
      “All of Man’s works, all his cities, all his empires, all his monuments will one day
         crumble to dust. Even the houses of my own dear readers must – though it be for just
         one day, one hour – be ruined and become houses where the stones are mortared with
         moonlight, windowed with starlight and furnished with the dusty wind. It is said that
         in that day, in that hour, our houses become the possessions of the Raven King. Though
         we bewail the end of English magic and say it is long gone from us and inquire of
         each other how it was possible that we came to lose something so precious, let us
         not forget that it also waits for us at England’s end and one day we will no more
         be able to escape the Raven King than, in this present Age, we can bring him back.”
         The History and Practice of English Magic by Jonathan Strange, pub. John Murray, London, 1816.
      

      
      2 When people talk of “the Other Lands”, they generally have in mind Faerie, or some
         such other vague notion. For the purposes of general conversation such definitions
         do very well, but a magician must learn to be more precise. It is well known that
         the Raven King ruled three kingdoms: the first was the Kingdom of Northern England
         that encompassed Cumberland, Northumberland, Durham, Yorkshire, Lancashire, Derbyshire
         and part of Nottinghamshire. The other two were called “the King’s Other Lands”. One
         was part of Faerie and the other was commonly supposed to be a country on the far
         side of Hell, sometimes called “the Bitter Lands”. The King’s enemies said that he
         leased it from Lucifer.
      

      
      3 Paris Ormskirk (1496–1587), a schoolmaster from the village of Clerkenwell near London.
         He wrote several treatises on magic. Though no very original thinker, he was a diligent
         worker who set himself the task of assembling and sifting through all the spells of
         summoning he could find, to try to uncover one reliable version. This took him twelve
         years, during which time his little house on Clerkenwell-green filled up with thousands
         of small pieces of paper with spells written on them. Mrs Ormskirk was not best pleased,
         and she, poor woman, became the original of the magician’s wife in stock comedies
         and second-rate novels – a strident, scolding, unhappy person.
      

      
      The spell that Ormskirk eventually produced became very popular and was widely used
         in his own century and the two following ones; but, until Jonathan Strange made his
         own alterations to the spell and brought forth Maria Absalom into his own dream and
         Mr Segundus’s, I never heard of any one who had the least success with it – perhaps
         for the reasons that Jonathan Strange gives.
      

      
      4 Mr Segundus’s good sense seems to have deserted him at this point. Charles Hether-Gray
         (1712–89) was another historio-magician who published a famous spell of summoning.
         His spell and Ormskirk’s are equally bad; there is not a pin to chuse between them.
      

      
      5 In mediaeval times conjuring the dead was a well-known sort of magic and there seems
         to have been a consensus that a dead magician was both the easiest spirit to raise
         and the most worth talking to.
      

      
      6 There have been very few magicians who did not learn magic from another practitioner.
         The Raven King was not the first British magician. There had been others before him
         – notably the seventh-century half-man, half-demon, Merlin – but at the time the Raven
         King came into England there were none. Little enough is known about the Raven King’s
         early years, but it is reasonable to suppose that he learnt both magic and kingship
         at the court of a King of Faerie. Early magicians in mediaeval England learnt their
         art at the court of the Raven King and these magicians trained others.
      

      
      One exception may be the Nottinghamshire magician, Thomas Godbless (1105?–82). Most
         of his life is entirely obscure to us. He certainly spent some time with the Raven
         King, but this seems to have been late in his life when he had already been a magician
         for years. He is perhaps one example that a magician may be self-created – as of course
         were both Gilbert Norrell and Jonathan Strange.
      

      
      24 Another magician

      
      1 The Modern Magician was one of several magical periodicals set up following the first appearance of The Friends of English Magic in 1808. Though not appointed by Mr Norrell, the editors of these periodicals never
         dreamt of deviating from orthodox magical opinion as laid down by Mr Norrell.
      

      
      2 Horace Tott spent an uneventful life in Cheshire always intending to write a large
         book on English magic, but never quite beginning. And so he died at seventy-four,
         still imagining he might begin next week, or perhaps the week after that.
      

      
      25 The education of a magician

      
      1 Naturally, Mr Norrell based his syllabus upon the classifications contained in De Generibus Artium Magicarum Anglorum by Francis Sutton-Grove.
      

      
      2 Richard Chaston (1620–95). Chaston wrote that men and fairies both contain within
         them a faculty of reason and a faculty of magic. In men reason is strong and magic
         is weak. With fairies it is the other way round: magic comes very naturally to them,
         but by human standards they are barely sane.
      

      
      3 The Blue Book: being an attempt to expose the most prevalent lies and common deceptions
            practised by English magicians upon the King’s subjects and upon each other, by Valentine Munday, pub. 1698.
      

      
      4 The story of the Master of Nottingham’s daughter (to which Mr Norrell never returned)
         is worth recounting and so I set it down here.
      

      
      The fair to which the young woman repaired was held on St Matthew’s Feast in Nottingham.
         She spent a pleasant day, going about among the booths, making purchases of linens,
         laces and spices. Sometime during the afternoon she happened to turn suddenly to see
         some Italian tumblers who were behind her and the edge of her cloak flew out and struck
         a passing goose. This bad-tempered fowl ran at her, flapping its wings and screaming.
         In her surprize she dropt her father’s ring, which fell into the goose’s open gullet
         and the goose, in its surprize, swallowed it. But before the Master of Nottingham’s daughter could say
         or do any thing the gooseherd drove the goose on and both disappeared into the crowd.
      

      
      The goose was bought by a man called John Ford who took it back to his house in the
         village of Fiskerton and the next day his wife, Margaret Ford, killed the goose, plucked
         it and drew out its innards. In its stomach she found a heavy silver ring set with
         a crooked piece of yellow amber. She put it down on a table near three hens’ eggs
         that had been gathered that morning.
      

      
      Immediately the eggs began to shake and then to crack open and from each egg something
         marvellous appeared. From the first egg came a stringed instrument like a viol, except
         that it had little arms and legs, and played sweet music upon itself with a tiny bow.
         From the next egg emerged a ship of purest ivory with sails of fine white linen and
         a set of silver oars. And from the last egg hatched a chick with strange red-and-gold
         plumage. This last was the only wonder to survive beyond the day. After an hour or
         two the viol cracked like an eggshell and fell into pieces and by sunset the ivory
         ship had set sail and rowed away through the air; but the bird grew up and later started
         a fire which destroyed most of Grantham. During the conflagration it was observed
         bathing itself in the flames. From this circumstance it was presumed to be a phoenix.
      

      
      When Margaret Ford realized that a magic ring had somehow fallen into her possession,
         she was determined to do magic with it. Unfortunately she was a thoroughly malicious
         woman, who tyrannized over her gentle husband, and spent long hours pondering how
         to revenge herself upon her enemies. John Ford held the manor of Fiskerton, and in
         the months that followed he was loaded with lands and riches by greater lords who
         feared his wife’s wicked magic.
      

      
      Word of the wonders performed by Margaret Ford soon reached Nottingham, where the
         Master of Nottingham lay in bed waiting to die. So much of his power had gone into
         the ring that the loss of it had made him first melancholy, then despairing and finally
         sick. When news of his ring finally came he was too ill to do any thing about it.
      

      
      His daughter, on the other hand, was thoroughly sorry for bringing this misfortune
         on her family and thought it her duty to try and get the ring back; so without telling
         any one what she intended she set off along the riverbank to the village of Fiskerton.
      

      
      She had only got as far as Gunthorpe when she came upon a very dreadful sight. A little
         wood was burning steadily with fierce flames lapping every part of it. The black bitter
         smoke made her eyes sting and her throat ache, yet the wood was not consumed by the
         fire. A low moan issued from the trees as if they cried out at such unnatural torment.
         The Master’s daughter looked round for someone to explain this wonder to her. A young
         woodsman, who was passing, told her, “Two weeks ago, Margaret Ford stopt in the wood
         on the road from Thurgarton. She rested under the shade of its branches, drank from
         its stream and ate its nuts and berries, but just as she was leaving a root caught
         her foot and made her fall, and when she rose from the ground a briar was so impertinent
         as to scratch her arm. So she cast a spell upon the wood and swore it would burn for
         ever.”
      

      
      The Master’s daughter thanked him for the information and walked on for a while. She
         became thirsty and crouched down to scoop up some water from the river. All at once
         a woman – or something very like a woman – half-rose out of the water. There were
         fish-scales all over her body, her skin was as grey and spotted as a trout’s and her
         hair had become an odd arrangement of spiny grey trout fins. She seemed to glare at
         the Master’s daughter, but her round cold fish-eyes and stiff fishskin were not well
         adapted to reproduce human expressions and so it was hard to tell.
      

      
      “Oh! I beg your pardon!” said the Master’s daughter, startled.

      
      The woman opened her mouth, shewing a fish throat and mouth full of ugly fish teeth,
         but she seemed unable to make a sound. Then she rolled over and plunged back into
         the water.
      

      
      A woman who was washing clothes on the riverbank explained to the Master’s daughter,
         “That is Joscelin Trent who is so unfortunate as to be the wife of a man that Margaret
         Ford likes. Out of jealousy Margaret Ford has cast a spell on her and she is forced,
         poor lady, to spend all her days and nights immersed in the shallows of the river
         to keep her enchanted skin and flesh from drying out, and as she cannot swim she lives
         in constant terror of drowning.”
      

      
      The Master’s daughter thanked the woman for telling her this.

      
      Next the Master’s daughter came to the village of Hoveringham. A man and his wife
         who were both squeezed together atop a little pony advised her not to enter the village,
         but led her around it by narrow lanes and paths. From a little green knoll the Master’s
         daughter looked down and saw that everyone in the village wore a thick blindfold round
         his eyes. They were not at all used to their self-created blindness and constantly
         banged their faces against walls, tripped over stools and carts, cut themselves on
         knives and tools and burnt themselves in the fire. As a consequence they were covered
         in gashes and wounds, yet not one of them removed his blindfold.
      

      
      “Oh!” said the wife. “The priest of Hoveringham has been bold enough to denounce the
         wickedness of Margaret Ford from his pulpit. Bishops, abbots and canons have all been
         silent, but this frail old man defied her and so she has cursed the whole village.
         It is their fate to have vivid images of all their worst fears constantly before their
         eyes. These poor souls see their children starve, their parents go mad, their loved
         ones scorn and betray them. Wives and husbands see each other horribly murdered. And
         so, though these sights be nought but illusions, the villagers must blindfold themselves
         or else be driven mad by what they see.”
      

      
      Shaking her head over the appalling wickedness of Margaret Ford, the Master’s daughter
         continued on her way to John Ford’s manor, where she found Margaret and her maidservants,
         each with a wooden stick in her hand, driving the cows to their evening’s milking.
      

      
      The Master’s daughter went boldly up to Margaret Ford. Upon the instant Margaret Ford
         turned and struck her with her stick. “Wicked girl!” she cried. “I know who you are!
         My ring has told me. I know that you plan to lie to me, who have never done you any
         harm at all, and ask to become my servant. I know that you plan to steal my ring.
         Well, know this! I have set strong spells upon my ring. If any thief were foolish
         enough to touch it, then within a very short space of time bees and wasps and all
         kinds of insects would fly up from the earth and sting him; eagles and hawks and all
         kinds of birds would fly down from the sky and peck at him; then bears and boars and
         all kinds of wild creatures would appear and tear and trample him to pieces!”
      

      
      Then Margaret Ford beat the Master’s daughter soundly, and told the maids to put her
         to work in the kitchen.
      

      
      Margaret Ford’s servants, a miserable, ill-treated lot, gave the Master’s daughter
         the hardest work to do and whenever Margaret Ford beat them or raged at them – which
         happened very often – they relieved their feelings by doing the same to her. Yet the
         Master’s daughter did not allow herself to become low-spirited. She stayed working
         in the kitchen for several months and thought very hard how she might trick Margaret
         Ford into dropping the ring or losing it.
      

      
      Margaret Ford was a cruel woman, quick to take offence and her anger, once roused,
         could never be appeased. But for all that she adored little children; she took every
         opportunity to nurse babies and once she had a child in her arms she was gentleness
         itself. She had no child of her own and no one who knew her doubted that this was
         a source of great sorrow to her. It was widely supposed that she had expended a great
         deal of magic upon trying to conceive a child, but without success.
      

      
      One day Margaret Ford was playing with a neighbour’s little girl, and saying how if
         she ever were to have a child then she would rather it were a girl and how she would
         wish it to have a creamy white skin and green eyes and copper curls (this being Margaret
         Ford’s own colouring).
      

      
      “Oh!” said the Master’s daughter innocently “The wife of the Reeve in Epperstone has
         a baby of exactly that description, the prettiest little creature that ever you saw.”
      

      
      Then Margaret Ford made the Master’s daughter take her to Epperstone and shew her
         the Reeve’s wife’s baby, and when Margaret Ford saw that the baby was indeed the sweetest,
         prettiest child that ever there was (just as the Master’s daughter had said) she announced
         to the horrified mother her intention of taking the child away with her.
      

      
      As soon as she had possession of the Reeve’s wife’s baby Margaret Ford became almost
         a different person. She spent her days in looking after the baby, playing with her
         and singing to her. Margaret Ford became contented with her lot. She used her magic
         ring a great deal less than she had before and scarcely ever lost her temper.
      

      
      So things went on until the Master of Nottingham’s daughter had lived in Margaret
         Ford’s house for almost a year. Then one summer’s day Margaret Ford, the Master’s
         daughter, the baby and the other maids took their midday meal upon the banks of the
         river. After eating, Margaret Ford rested in the shade of a rose-bush. It was a hot
         day and they were all very sleepy.
      

      
      As soon as she was certain that Margaret Ford was asleep the Master’s daughter took
         out a sugar-plum and shewed it to the baby. The baby, knowing only too well what should
         be done to sugar-plums, opened its mouth wide and the Master’s daughter popped it
         in. Then, as quick as she could and making sure that none of the other maids saw what
         she did, she slipped the magic ring from Margaret Ford’s finger.
      

      
      Then, “Oh! Oh!” she cried. “Wake up, madam! The baby has taken your ring and put it
         in her mouth! Oh, for the dear child’s sake, undo the spell. Undo the spell!”
      

      
      Margaret Ford awoke and saw the baby with its cheek bulging out, but for the moment
         she was too sleepy and surprized to understand what was happening.
      

      
      A bee flew past and the Master’s daughter pointed at it and screamed. All the other
         maids screamed too. “Quickly, madam, I beg you!” cried the Master’s daughter. “ Oh!”
         She looked up. “Here are the eagles and hawks approaching! Oh!” She looked into the
         distance. “Here are the bears and boars running to tear the poor little thing to pieces!”
      

      
      Margaret Ford cried out to the ring to stop the magic which it did immediately, and
         almost at the same moment the baby swallowed the sugar-plum. While Margaret Ford and
         the maids begged and coaxed the baby and shook it to make it cough up the magic ring,
         the Master of Nottingham’s daughter began to run along the riverbank towards Nottingham.
      

      
      The rest of the story has all the usual devices. As soon as Margaret Ford discovered
         how she had been tricked she fetched horses and dogs to chase the Master’s daughter.
         Upon several occasions the Master’s daughter seemed lost for sure – the riders were
         almost upon her and the dogs just behind her. But the story tells how she was helped
         by all the victims of Margaret Ford’s magic: how the villagers of Hoveringham tore
         off their blindfolds and, in spite of all the horrifying sights they saw, rushed to
         build barricades to prevent Margaret Ford from passing; how poor Joscelin Trent reached
         up out of the river and tried to pull Margaret Ford down into the muddy water; how
         the burning wood threw down flaming branches upon her.
      

      
      The ring was returned to the Master of Nottingham who undid all the wrongs Margaret
         Ford had perpetrated and restored his own fortune and reputation.
      

      
      There is another version of this story which contains no magic ring, no eternally-burning
         wood, no phoenix – no miracles at all, in fact. According to this version Margaret
         Ford and the Master of Nottingham’s daughter (whose name was Donata Torel) were not
         enemies at all, but the leaders of a fellowship of female magicians that flourished
         in Nottinghamshire in the twelfth century. Hugh Torel, the Master of Nottingham, opposed
         the fellowship and took great pains to destroy it (though his own daughter was a member).
         He very nearly succeeded, until the women left their homes and fathers and husbands
         and went to live in the woods under the protection of Thomas Godbless, a much greater
         magician than Hugh Torel. This less colourful version of the story has never been
         as popular as the other but it is this version which Jonathan Strange said was the
         true one and which he included in The History and Practice of English Magic.
      

      
      5 “I have a hunger which soup can never satisfy!”
      

      
      26 Orb, crown and sceptre

      
      1 Stephen described how, not long after Julius Caesar had arrived upon these shores,
         he had left his army and wandered into a little green wood. He had not gone far when
         he came upon two young men, sighing deeply and striking the ground in their frustration.
         Both were remarkably handsome and both were dressed in the finest linens dyed with
         the rarest dyes. Julius Caesar was so struck with the noble appearance of these young
         men that he asked them all sorts of questions and they answered him candidly and without
         the least diffidence. They explained how they were both plaintiffs at a court nearby.
         The court was held every Quarter Day to settle arguments and punish wrongdoers among
         their people, but unfortunately the race to which they belonged was a peculiarly wicked
         and quarrelsome one, and just at present no suits could be heard because they could
         not find an impartial judge; every venerable person among them either stood accused
         of a crime, or else had been found to have some other close connexion with one of
         the suits. On hearing this Caesar was struck with pity for them and immediately offered
         to be their judge himself – to which they eagerly agreed.
      

      
      They led him a short way through the wood to a grassy hollow between smooth green
         hills. Here he found a thousand or so of the handsomest men and women that he had
         ever seen. He sat down upon the hillside and heard all their complaints and accusations;
         and when he had heard them he gave judgements so wise that everyone was delighted
         and no one went away feeling himself ill-used.
      

      
      So pleased were they with Julius Caesar’s judgements that they offered him any thing
         he liked as payment. Julius Caesar thought for a moment and said that he would like
         to rule the world. This they promised him.
      

      
      27 The magician’s wife

      
      1 On May 14th, 1810 Strange wrote to John Segundus:
      

      
      “… There is a great passion here for seeing visions, which I am always glad to satisfy
         whenever I can. Whatever Norrell may say, it is very little trouble and nothing delights
         the layman so much. My only complaint is that people always end by asking me to shew
         them their relations. I was in Tavistock-square on Tuesday at the house of a family
         called Fulcher. I spilt some wine upon the table, did the magic and shewed them a
         sea-battle which was at that moment raging in the Bahamas, a view of a ruined Neapolitan
         monastery by moonlight and finally the Emperor Napoleon Buonaparte drinking a cup
         of chocolate with his feet in a steaming bowl of water.
      

      
      “The Fulchers were well-bred enough to seem interested in what I was doing, but at
         the end of the evening they asked me if I might be able to shew them their aunt who
         lives in Carlisle. For the next half an hour Arabella and I were obliged to converse
         with each other while the family stared, enraptured, at the spectacle of an old lady
         seated by the fire, in a white cap, knitting.” Letters and Miscellaneous Papers of Jonathan Strange, ed. John Segundus, pub. John Murray, London, 1824.
      

      
      2 One of Mr Norrell’s books. Mr Norrell mentioned it, somewhat obliquely, when Mr Segundus
         and Mr Honeyfoot waited upon him in early January 1807.
      

      
      3 These were Venetian paintings which Mr Norrell had seen at Mrs Wintertowne’s house
         two years before. Mrs Wintertowne had informed Mr Norrell at the time that she intended
         to give them to Sir Walter and Miss Wintertowne as a wedding-present.
      

      
      28 The Duke of Roxburghe’s library

      
      1 Among the forms of magic which Strange and Norrell performed in 1810 were: causing
         an area of sea in the Bay of Biscay to silt up and a vast wood of monstrous trees
         to appear there (thus destroying twenty French ships); causing unusual tides and winds
         to baffle French ships and destroy French crops and livestock; the fashioning of rain
         into fleets of ships, walled cities, gigantic figures, flights of angels, etc., etc.,
         in order to frighten, confuse or charm French soldiers and sailors; bringing on night
         when the French were expecting day and vice versa.
      

      
      All the above are listed in De Generibus Artium Magicarum Anglorum by Francis Sutton-Grove.
      

      
      2 The previous Secretary of War, Lord Castlereagh, had quarrelled violently with Mr
         Canning in late 1809. The two gentlemen had fought a duel, after which both had been
         obliged to resign from the Government. The present Secretary of War, Lord Liverpool,
         was in fact the same person as Lord Hawkesbury, who has been mentioned before in these
         pages. He had left off one title and assumed another when his father died in December
         1808.
      

      
      3 Thaumatomane: a person possessed of a passion for magic and wonders, Dictionary of the English Language by Samuel Johnson.
      

      
      4 Floors Castle is the home of the Dukes of Roxburghe.
      

      
      5 The Committee of Privileges eventually decided in favour of Sir James Innes and,
         just as Mr Lascelles had predicted, the new Duke immediately put the library up for
         sale.
      

      
      The auction in the summer of 1812 (while Strange was in the Peninsula) was possibly
         the most notable bibliographic event since the burning of the library at Alexandria.
         It lasted for forty-one days and was the cause of at least two duels.
      

      
      Among the Duke’s books there were found seven magical texts, all of them extraordinary.

      
      Rosa et Fons was a mystical meditation upon magic by an unknown fourteenth-century magician.
      

      
      Thomas de Dundelle, a hitherto undiscovered poem by Chrétien de Troyes, was a colourful version of the
         life of Thomas Dundale, the Raven King’s first human servant.
      

      
      The Book of Loveday Ingham was an account of the day-to-day occupations of a fifteenth-century magician in Cambridge.
      

      
      Exercitatio Magica Nobilissima was a seventeenth-century attempt to describe all of English magic.
      

      
      The History of Seven was a very muddled work, partly in English, partly in Latin and partly in an unknown
         fairy language. Its age could not be guessed at, the author could not be identified
         and the purpose of the said author in writing the book was entirely obscure. It appeared
         to be, upon the whole, the history of a city in Faerie, called “Seven”, but the information
         was presented in a very confusing style and the author would frequently break off
         from his narrative to accuse some unspecified person of having injured him in some
         mysterious way. These parts of the text more resembled an indignant letter than any
         thing else.
      

      
      The Parliament of Women was an allegorical sixteenth-century description of the wisdom and magic that belongs
         particularly to women.
      

      
      But by far the most wonderful was The Mirrour of the Lyf of Ralph Stokesie, which along with a first edition of Boccaccio’s Decameron was put up for auction on the last day. Even Mr Norrell had been entirely ignorant
         of the existence of this book until that day. It appeared to have been written by
         two authors, one a fifteenth-century magician called William Thorpe, the other Ralph
         Stokesey’s fairy servant, Col Tom Blue. For this treasure Mr Norrell paid the quite
         unheard-of sum of 2,100 guineas.
      

      
      Such was the general respect for Mr Norrell that not a single gentleman in the room
         bid against him. But a lady bid against him for every book. In the weeks before the
         auction Arabella Strange had been very busy. She had written numerous letters to Strange’s
         relations and paid visits to all her friends in London in attempt to borrow enough
         money to buy some of the books for her husband, but Norrell outbid her for every one.
      

      
      Sir Walter Scott, the author, was present and he described the end of the auction.
         “Such was Mrs Strange’s disappointment at losing The Life of Ralph Stokesey that she sat in tears. At that moment Mr Norrell walked by with the book in his hand.
         Not a word, not a glance did this man have for his pupil’s wife. I do not know when
         I last saw behaviour so little to my liking. Several people observed this treatment
         and I have heard some harsh things said of Norrell. Even Lord Portishead, whose admiration
         of the magician knows no bounds, admits that he thinks Norrell has behaved remarkably
         ill towards Mrs Strange.”
      

      
      But it was not only Mr Norrell’s treatment of Mrs Strange that drew unfavourable comment.
         In the weeks that followed the auction scholars and historians waited to hear what
         new knowledge was to be found in the seven wonderful books. In particular they were
         in high hopes that The Mirrour of the Lyf of Ralph Stokesey would provide answers to some of the most puzzling mysteries in English magic. It
         was commonly supposed that Mr Norrell would reveal his new discoveries in the pages
         of The Friends of English Magic or that he would cause copies of the books to be printed. He did neither of these
         things. One or two people wrote him letters asking him specific questions. He did
         not reply. When letters appeared in the newspapers complaining of this behaviour he
         was most indignant. After all he was simply acting as he had always done – acquiring
         valuable books and then hiding them away where no man else could see them. The difference
         was that in the days when he was an unknown gentleman no one had thought any thing
         of it, but now the eyes of the world were upon him. His silence was wondered at and
         people began to remember other occasions when Mr Norrell had acted in a rude or arrogant
         manner.
      

      
      29 At the house of José Estoril

      
      1 St Serlo’s Blessing had been captured from the French. Its French name was Le Temple Foudroyé. Saint Serlo’s Blessing was, of course, the name of one of the four magical woods
         which surrounded and protected the Raven King’s capital city, Newcastle.
      

      
      2 Of course it may be objected that Wellington himself was Irish, but a patriotic English pen does not stoop to answer such quibbling.
      

      
      3 There were three great fortresses which guarded the border into Spain: Almeida, Badajoz
         and Ciudad Rodriguez. In the early months of 1811 all three were held by the French.
         While Wellington advanced upon the Almeida he despatched General Beresford with the
         Portuguese Army to besiege the fortress of Badajoz further south.
      

      
      30 The book of Robert Findhelm

      
      1 Yorkshire was part of the Raven King’s kingdom of Northern England. Childermass and
         Norrell’s respect for Vinculus would have increased a little, knowing that he was,
         like them, a Northerner.
      

      
      2 Many people besides Lascelles remarked upon the odd circumstance that Mr Norrell
         who hated any mention of the Raven King should have lived in a house built of stones
         quarried upon the King’s instruction, and upon land which the King had once owned
         and knew well.
      

      
      3 Book-murder was a late addition to English magical law. The wilful destruction of
         a book of magic merited the same punishment as the murder of a Christian.
      

      
      4 Not all the Worthies referred to by the gentleman are Christian. Just as we refer
         to a great many diverse tribes and races as “fairies”, so they commonly name us “Christians”
         regardless of our religion, race or era.
      

      
      31 Seventeen dead Neapolitans

      
      1 Guerrilla – a Spanish word meaning “little war”. Guerrilla bands were groups of Spaniards numbering between dozens and thousands who fought
         and harassed the French armies. Some were led by ex-soldiers and maintained an impressive
         degree of military discipline. Others were little more than bandits and devoted as
         much of their energies to terrifying their own unfortunate countrymen as they did
         to fighting the French.
      

      
      2 Jonathan Strange to John Segundus, Madrid, Aug. 20th, 1812.
      

      
      “Whenever someone or something needs to be found, Lord Wellington is sure to ask me
         to conjure up a vision. It never works. The Raven King and the other Aureates had a sort of magic for finding things and persons. As I understand it they began
         with a silver basin of water. They divided the surface of the water into quarters
         with glittering lines of light. (By the by, John, I really cannot believe that you
         are having as much difficulty as you say in creating these lines. I cannot describe the magic any more clearly. They are the simplest things in the world!)
         The quarters represent Heaven, Hell, Earth and Faerie. It seems that you employ a
         spell of election to establish in which of these realms the person or thing you seek
         is to be found – but how it goes on from there I have not the least idea, and neither
         does Norrell. If I only had this magic! Wellington or his staff is forever giving
         me tasks which I cannot do or which I must leave half-completed because I do not have
         it. I feel the lack of it almost daily. Yet I have no time for experiment. And so,
         John, I would be infinitely obliged to you if you could spend a little time attempting
         this spell and let me know immediately if you have the least success.”
      

      
      There is nothing in any of John Segundus’s surviving papers to suggest that he had
         any success in his attempts to retrieve this magic. However in the autumn of 1814
         Strange realised that a passage in Paris Ormskirk’s Revelations of Thirty-Six Other Worlds – long thought to be a description of a shepherd’s counting rhyme – was in fact a
         somewhat garbled version of precisely this spell. By late 1814 both Strange and Mr
         Norrell were performing this magic with confidence.
      

      
      3 Strange knew of it as a piece of magic done by the Raven King. Most of the King’s
         magic was mysterious, beautiful, subtle, and so it comes as some surprize to us to
         learn that he should have employed any spell so brutal.
      

      
      In the mid-thirteenth century several of the King’s enemies were attempting to form
         an alliance against him. Most of its members were known to him: the King of France
         was one, the King of Scotland another, and there were several disaffected fairies
         who gave themselves grandiose titles and who may, or may not, have governed the vast
         territories they claimed. There were also other personages more mysterious, but even
         greater. The King had for most of his reign been on good terms with most angels and
         demons, but now it was rumoured that he had quarrelled with two: Zadkiel who governs
         mercy and Alrinach who governs shipwreck.
      

      
      The King does not seem to have been greatly worried by the activities of the alliance.
         But he became more interested when certain magical portents seemed to shew that one
         of his own noblemen had joined with them and was plotting against him. The man he
         suspected was Robert Barbatus, Earl of Wharfdale, a man so known for his cunning and
         manipulative ways that he was nicknamed the Fox. In the King’s eyes there was no greater
         crime than betrayal.
      

      
      When the Fox’s eldest son, Henry Barbatus, died of a fever, the Raven King had his
         body taken out of its grave and he brought him back to life to tell what he knew.
         Thomas of Dundale and William Lanchester both had a deep disgust for this particular
         sort of magic and pleaded with the King to employ some other means. But the King was
         bitterly angry and they could not dissuade him. There were a hundred other forms of
         magic he could have used, but none were so quick or so direct and, like most great
         magicians, the Raven King was nothing if not practical.
      

      
      It was said that in his fury the Raven King beat Henry Barbatus. In life Henry had
         been a splendid young man, much admired for his handsome face and graceful manners,
         much feared for his knightly prowess. That such a noble knight should have been reduced
         to a cowering, whimpering doll by the King’s magic made William Lanchester very angry
         and was the cause of a bitter quarrel between the two of them which lasted several
         years.
      

      
      4 To end the “lives” of the corpses you cut out their eyes, tongues and hearts.
      

      
      5 “Concerning the dead Italian soldiers I can only say that we greatly regretted such
         cruelty to men who had already suffered a great deal. But we were obliged to act as
         we did. They could not be persuaded to leave the magician alone. If they had not killed
         him, then they would have certainly driven him mad. We were obliged to set two men
         to watch him while he slept to keep the dead men from touching him and waking him
         up. They had been so battered about since their deaths. They were not, poor fellows,
         a sight any one wished to see upon waking. In the end we made a bonfire and threw
         them on it.”
      

      
      Lord Fitzroy Somerset to his brother, 2nd Sept., 1812.
      

      
      6 Colonel Vickery had reconnoitred the wood and discovered it to be full of French
         soldiers waiting to shoot at the British Army. His officers were just discussing what
         to do about it when Lord Wellington rode up. “We could go round it, I suppose,” said
         Wellington, “but that will take time and I am in a hurry. Where is the magician?”
      

      
      Someone went and fetched Strange.

      
      “Mr Strange!” said Lord Wellington. “I can scarcely believe that it will be much trouble
         to you to move these trees! A great deal less, I am sure, than to make four thousand
         men walk seven miles out of their way. Move the wood, if you please!”
      

      
      So Strange did as he was asked and moved the wood to the opposite side of the valley.
         The French soldiers were left cowering on a barren hillside and very quickly surrendered
         to the British.
      

      
      7 Owing to a mistake in Wellington’s maps of Spain the city of Pamplona was not exactly
         where the British had supposed it to be. Wellington was deeply disappointed when,
         after the Army had marched twenty miles in one day, they did not reach Pamplona which was discovered to be ten miles further north. After swift discussion
         of the problem it was found to be more convenient to have Mr Strange move the city,
         rather than change all the maps.
      

      
      8 The churches in St Jean de Luz were something of an embarrassment. There was no reason
         whatsoever to move them. The fact of the matter was that one Sunday morning Strange
         was drinking brandy for breakfast at a hotel in St Jean de Luz with three Captains
         and two lieutenants of the 16th Light Dragoons. He was explaining to these gentlemen
         the theory behind the magical transportation of various objects. It was an entirely
         futile undertaking: they would not have understood him very well had they been sober
         and neither they nor Strange had been entirely sober for two days. By way of an illustration
         Strange swapped the positions of the two churches with the congregations still inside
         them. He fully intended to change them round again before the people came out, but
         shortly afterwards he was called away to a game of billiards and never thought of
         it again. Indeed despite Strange’s many assurances he never found the time or inclination
         to replace river, wood, city, or indeed any thing at all in its original position.
      

      
      9 The British Government made Lord Wellington a Duke. At the same time there was a
         great deal of talk of ennobling Strange. “A baronetcy is the least he will expect,”
         said Lord Liverpool to Sir Walter, “and we would be perfectly justified in doing something
         more – what would you say to a viscountcy?” The reason that none of this ever happened
         was because, as Sir Walter pointed out, it was entirely impossible to bestow a title
         on Strange without doing something for Norrell and somehow no one in the Government
         liked Norrell well enough to wish to do it. The thought of having to address Mr Norrell
         as “Sir Gilbert” or “my lord” was somehow rather depressing.
      

      
      32 The King

      
      1 In The Life of Jonathan Strange, John Segundus discusses other ways in which he believes Strange’s later actions
         were influenced by the Duke of Wellington.
      

      
      2 The likelihood was that neither did Ormskirk. He had simply written down a spell
         that someone else had told him or that he had found in another book. This is a perennial
         problem with the writings of the Argentine magicians. In their anxiety to preserve any scrap of magical knowledge, they were
         often obliged to set down what they themselves did not understand.
      

      
      3 This pool and the line of trees were all that remained of a vast ornamental garden
         planned by King William III which had been begun, but never completed. It had been
         abandoned when the cost proved far too great. The land had been allowed to return
         to its former state of Park and meadow.
      

      
      33 Place the moon at my eyes

      
      1 Charles James Fox, a radical politician who had died some eight years before. This
         remark proves how far the King’s wits were deranged: Mr Fox was a celebrated atheist
         who would never upon any inducement have entered a church.
      

      
      2 When Strange reviewed the morning’s events afterwards he could only suppose that
         the flute-player had made no attempt to deceive him by his sense of taste.
      

      
      3 Whether Mr Norrell was right to say that fairy roads can do no harm is debatable.
         They are eerie places and there are dozens of tales of the strange adventures which
         befell people who attempted to travel along them. The following is one of the better
         known. It is hard to say what precisely was the fate suffered by the people in the
         road – certainly it is not a fate you or I would wish to share.
      

      
      In Yorkshire in the late sixteenth century there was a man who had a farm. Early one
         morning in summer he went out with two or three of his men to begin the hay-making.
         A white mist lay upon the land and the air was cool. Along one side of the field there
         was an ancient fairy road bounded by high hawthorn hedges. Tall grass and young saplings
         grew in the road and even on the brightest day it was dim and shadowy. The farmer
         had never seen any one on the fairy road, but that morning he and his men looked up
         and saw a group of people coming along it. Their faces were strange and they were
         outlandishly dressed. One among them – a man – strode ahead of the others. He left
         the road and came into the field. He was dressed in black and was young and handsome;
         and though they had never seen him before, the farmer and his men knew him immediately
         – it was the Magician King, John Uskglass. They knelt before him and he raised them
         up. He told them that he was on a journey and they brought him a horse, and some food
         and drink. They went and fetched their wives and children, and John Uskglass blessed
         them and gave them good fortune.
      

      
      The farmer looked doubtfully at the strange people who remained in the fairy road;
         but John Uskglass told the farmer not to be afraid. He promised him that the people
         could do him no harm. Then he rode away.
      

      
      The strange people in the ancient road lingered a little while, but when the first
         rays of the strong summer sun touched them they disappeared with the mist.
      

      
      35 The Nottinghamshire gentleman

      
      1 This portrait, now lost, hung in Mr Norrell’s library from November 1814 until the
         summer of the following year when it was removed. It has not been seen since.
      

      
      The following extract from a volume of memoirs describes the difficulties experienced
         by Mr Lawrence (later Sir Thomas Lawrence) in painting the portrait. It is also of
         interest for the light it sheds upon the relationship of Norrell and Strange in late
         1814. It seems that, in spite of many provocations, Strange was still struggling to
         bear patiently with the older magician and to encourage others to do the same.
      

      
      “The two magicians sat for the picture in Mr Norrell’s library. Mr Lawrence found
         Mr Strange to be a most agreeable man and Strange’s part of the portrait progressed
         very well. Mr Norrell, on the other hand, was very restless from the start. He would
         shift about in his chair and crane his neck as if he were trying to catch sight of
         Mr Lawrence’s hands – a futile endeavour as the easel stood between them. Mr Lawrence
         supposed he must be anxious about the picture and assured him it went well. Mr Lawrence
         added that Mr Norrell might look if he wished, but this did nothing to cure Mr Norrell’s
         fidgets.
      

      
      All at once Mr Norrell addressed Mr Strange, who was in the room and busy writing
         a letter to one of the Ministers. ‘Mr Strange, I feel a draught! I do believe that
         the window behind Mr Lawrence is open! Pray, Mr Strange, go and see if the window
         is open!’ Without looking up, Strange replied, ‘No, the window is not open. You are
         mistaken.’ A few minutes later Mr Norrell thought he heard a pie-seller in the square
         and begged Mr Strange to go to the window and look out, but once again Mr Strange
         refused. Next it was a duchess’s coach that Mr Norrell heard. He tried everything
         that he could think of to make Mr Strange go to the window, but Mr Strange would not
         go. This was very odd, and Mr Lawrence began to suspect that all Mr Norrell’s agitation
         had nothing to with imaginary draughts or pie-sellers or duchesses but that it had
         something to do with the painting.
      

      
      So when Mr Norrell went out of the room Mr Lawrence asked Mr Strange what the matter
         was. At first Mr Strange insisted that nothing was wrong, but Mr Lawrence was determined
         to find out and pressed Mr Strange to tell him the truth. Mr Strange sighed. ‘Oh,
         very well! He has got it into his head that you are copying spells out of his books
         behind your easel.’
      

      
      Mr Lawrence was shocked. He had painted the greatest in the land and never before
         been suspected of stealing. This was not the sort of treatment he expected.
      

      
      ‘Come,’ said Mr Strange, gently, ‘do not be angry. If any man in England deserves
         our patience, it is Mr Norrell. All the future of English magic is on his shoulders
         and I assure you he feels it very keenly. It makes him a little eccentric. What would
         be your sensations, I wonder, Mr Lawrence, if you woke one morning and found yourself
         the only artist in Europe? Would not you feel a little lonely? Would you not feel
         the watchful gaze of Michelangelo and Raphael and Rembrandt and all the rest of them
         upon you, as if they both defied and implored you to equal their achievements? Would
         you not sometimes be out of spirits and out of temper?’ ”
      

      
      From Recollections of Sir Thomas Lawrence during an intimacy of nearly thirty years by
            Miss Croft

      
      2 Francis Pevensey, sixteenth-century magician. Wrote Eighteen Wonders to be found in the House of Albion. We know that Pevensey was trained by Martin Pale. The Eighteen Wonders has all the characteristics of Pale’s magic, including his fondness for complicated
         diagrams and intricate magical apparatus.
      

      
      For many years Francis Pevensey occupied a minor but respectable place in English
         magical history as a follower of Martin Pale and it was a great surprize to everyone
         when he suddenly became the subject of one of the bitterest controversies in eighteenth-century
         magical theory.
      

      
      It began in 1754 with the discovery of a number of letters in the library of a gentleman
         in Stamford in Lincolnshire. They were all in an antique hand and signed by Martin
         Pale. The magical scholars of the period were besides themselves with joy.
      

      
      But upon closer examination the letters proved to be love letters with no word of magic in them from beginning to end. They were of the most passionate
         description imaginable: Pale compared his beloved to a sweet shower of rain falling
         upon him, to a fire at which he warmed himself, to a torment that he preferred to
         any comfort. There were various references to milk-white breasts and perfumed legs
         and long soft, brown hair in which stars became entangled, and other things not at
         all interesting to the magical scholars who had hoped for magic spells.
      

      
      Pale was much addicted to writing his beloved’s name – which was Francis – and in
         one letter he made a sort of punning poem or riddle upon her surname: Pevensey. At
         first the eighteenth-century magical scholars were inclined to argue that Pale’s mistress
         must have been the sister or wife of the other Francis Pevensey. In the sixteenth
         century Francis had been a common name for both men and women. Then Charles Hether-Gray
         published seven different extracts from the letters which mentioned Eighteen Wonders in the House of Albion and shewed plainly that Pale’s mistress and the author of the book were one and the
         same person.
      

      
      William Pantler argued that the letters were forgeries. The letters had been found
         in the library of a Mr Whittlesea. Mr Whittlesea had a wife who had written several
         plays, two of which had been performed at the Drury Lane Theatre. Clearly, said Pantler,
         a woman who would stoop to writing plays would stoop to any thing and he suggested
         that Mrs Whittlesea had forged the letters “… in order to elevate her Sex above the
         natural place that God had ordained for it…” Mr Whittlesea challenged William Pantler
         to a duel and Pantler, who was a scholar through and through and knew nothing of weapons,
         apologized and published a formal retraction of his accusations against Mrs Whittlesea.
      

      
      Mr Norrell was quite happy to employ Pevensey’s magic, since he had settled it in
         his own mind long ago that Pevensey was a man. As to the letters – since they contained
         no word of magic he did not concern himself with them. Jonathan Strange took a different
         view. According to him only one question needed to be asked and answered in order
         to settle the matter: would Martin Pale have taught a woman magic? The answer was,
         again according to Strange, yes. After all Martin Pale claimed to have been taught
         by a woman – Catherine of Winchester.
      

      
      3 Thaddeus Hickman (1700–38), author of a life of Martin Pale.
      

      
      4 The ivy promised to bind England’s enemies
      

      
      Briars and thorns promised to whip them

      
      The hawthorn said he would answer any question

      
      The birch said he would make doors to other countries

      
      The yew brought us weapons

      
      The raven punished our enemies

      
      The oak watched the distant hills

      
      The rain washed away all sorrow

      
      This traditional English saying supposedly lists the various contracts which John
         Uskglass, the Raven King, made on England’s behalf with the forests.
      

      
      37 The Cinque Dragownes

      
      1 Les Cinque Dragownes (The Five Dragons). This court took its name not, as is generally
         supposed, from the ferocity of its judges, but from a chamber in the house of John
         Uskglass, the Raven King, in Newcastle where the judgements were originally given.
         This chamber was said to be twelve-sided and to be decorated by wonderful carvings,
         some of them the work of men and some of them the work of fairies. The most marvellous
         of all were the carvings of five dragons.
      

      
      Crimes tried by the Cinque Dragownes included: “Evil Tendings” – magic with an inherently
         malevolent purpose; “False Magic” – pretending to do magic or promising to do magic
         which one either could not or did not intend to do; selling magic rings, hats, shoes,
         coats, belts, shovels, beans, musical instruments etc., etc. to people who could not
         be expected to control those powerful articles; pretending to be a magician or pretending
         to act on behalf of a magician; teaching magic to unsuitable persons, e.g. drunkards,
         madmen, children, persons of vicious habits and inclinations; and many other magical
         crimes committed by trained magicians and other Christians. Crimes against the person
         of John Uskglass were also tried by the Cinque Dragownes. The only category of magical
         crimes with which the Cinque Dragownes had nothing to do was crimes by fairies. These
         were dealt with by the separate court of Folflures.
      

      
      In England in the twelfth, thirteenth and fourteenth centuries a thriving community
         of magicians and fairies was continually performing magic. Magic is notoriously difficult
         to regulate and, naturally enough, not all the magic that was done was well intentioned.
         John Uskglass seems to have devoted a great deal of time and energy to the creation
         of a body of law to govern magic and magicians. When the practice of magic spread
         throughout England, the southern English kings were only too grateful to borrow the
         wisdom of their northern neighbour. It is a peculiarity of that time that though England
         was divided into two countries with separate judiciary systems, the body of law which
         governed magic was the same for both. The southern English equivalent of the Cinque
         Dragownes was called the Petty Dragownes of London and was situated near Blackfriars.
      

      
      39 The two magicians

      
      1 In the late seventeenth century there was a glovemaker in the King’s city of Newcastle
         who had a daughter – a bold little thing. One day this child, whom everyone supposed
         to be playing in some corner of her father’s house, was missed. Her mother and father
         and brothers searched for her. The neighbours searched, but she was nowhere to be
         found. Then in the late afternoon they looked up and saw her coming down the muddy,
         cobbled hill. Some of them thought for a moment that they saw someone beside her in
         the dark winter street, but she came on alone. She was quite unharmed and her story,
         when they had pieced it together, was this:
      

      
      She had left her father’s house to go wandering in the city and had quickly come upon
         a street she had never seen before. This street was wide and well-paved and led her
         straight up, higher than she had ever been before, to the gate and courtyard of a
         great stone house. She had gone into the house and looked into many rooms, but all
         were silent, empty, full of dust and spiders. On one side of the house there was a
         suite of rooms where the shadows of leaves fell ceaselessly over walls and floor as
         if there were summer trees outside the windows, but there were no trees (and it was,
         in any case, winter). One room contained nothing but a high mirror. Room and mirror
         seemed to have quarrelled at some time for the mirror shewed the room to be filled
         with birds but the room was empty. Yet the glovemaker’s child could hear birdsong
         all around her. There was a long dark corridor with a sound of rushing water as if
         some dark sea or river lay at the end of it. From the windows of some rooms she saw
         the city of Newcastle, but from others she saw a different city entirely and others
         shewed only high, wild moors and a cold blue sky.
      

      
      She saw many staircases winding up inside the house, great staircases at first, which
         grew rapidly narrower and more twisting as she mounted higher in the house, until
         at the top they were only such chinks and gaps in the masonry that a child might notice
         and a child could slip through. The last of these led to a little door of plain wood.
      

      
      Having no reason to fear she pushed it open but what she found on the other side made
         her cry out. It seemed to her that a thousand, thousand birds thronged the air, so
         that there was neither daylight nor darkness but only a great confusion of black wings.
         A wind seemed to come to her from far away and she had the impression of immense space
         as if she had climbed up to the sky and found it full of ravens. The glovemaker’s
         child began to be very much afraid, but then she heard someone say her name. Instantly
         the birds disappeared and she found herself in a small room with bare stone walls
         and a bare stone floor. There was no furniture of any kind but, seated upon the floor,
         was a man who beckoned to her and called her by her name again and told her not to
         be afraid. He had long, ragged black hair and strange, ragged black clothes. There
         was nothing about him that suggested a king and the only symbol of his magicianship
         was the great silver dish of water at his side. The glovemaker’s daughter stayed by
         the man’s side for some hours until dusk, when he led her down through the house into
         the city to her home.
      

      
      2 See Chapter 33, footnote 3.
      

      
      3 Perhaps the eeriest tale told of John Uskglass’s return was that told by a Basque
         sailor, a survivor of the Spanish king’s great Armada. After his ship was destroyed
         by storms on the far northern coasts of England, the sailor and two companions had
         fled inland. They dared not go near villages, but it was winter and the frost was
         thick upon the ground; they feared they would die of the cold. As night came on they
         found an empty stone building on a high hillside of bare frozen earth. It was almost
         dark inside, but there were openings high in the wall that let in starlight. They
         lay down upon the earth floor and slept.
      

      
      The Basque sailor dreamt that there was a king who watched him.

      
      He woke. Above him dim shafts of grey light pierced the winter dark. In the shadows
         at the farthest end of the building he thought he saw a raised stone dais. As the
         light grew he saw something upon the dais: a chair or throne. A man sat upon the throne;
         a pale man with long black hair, wrapped in a black robe. Terrified, the man woke
         his fellows and shewed them the uncanny sight of the man who sat upon the throne.
         He seemed to watch them but he never moved, not so much as a finger; yet it did not
         occur to them to doubt that he was a living man. They stumbled to the door and ran
         away across the frozen fields.
      

      
      The Basque sailor soon lost his companions: one man died of cold and heartbreak within
         the week; the other, determined to try and make his way back to the Bay of Biscay,
         began to walk south, and what became of him no one knows. But the Basque sailor stayed
         in Cumbria and was taken in by some farm people. He became a servant at that same
         farm and married a young girl from a neighbouring farm. All his life he told the story
         of the stone barn upon the high hills, and he was taught by his new friends and neighbours
         to believe that the man upon the black throne was the Raven King. The Basque sailor
         never found the stone barn again, and neither did his friends nor any of his children.
      

      
      And all his life whenever he went into dark places he said, “I greet thee, Lord, and
         bid thee welcome to my heart” – in case the pale king with the long black hair should
         be seated in the darkness waiting for him. Across the expanses of northern England
         a thousand, thousand darknesses, a thousand, thousand places for the King to be. “I
         greet thee, Lord, and bid thee welcome to my heart.”
      

      
      4 A Faire Wood Withering (1444) by Peter Watershippe. This is a remarkably detailed description by a contemporary
         magician of how English magic declined after John Uskglass left England. In 1434 (the
         year of Uskglass’s departure) Watershippe was twenty-five, a young man just beginning
         to practise magic in Norwich. A Faire Wood Withering contains precise accounts of spells which were perfectly practicable as long as Uskglass
         and his fairy subjects remained in England but which no longer had any effect after
         their departure. Indeed it is remarkable how much of our knowledge of Aureate English magic comes from Watershippe. A Faire Wood Withering seems an angry book until one compares it with two of Watershippe’s later books:
         A Defence of my Deeds Written while Wrongly Imprisoned by my Enemies in Newark Castle (1459/60) and Crimes of the False King (written 1461?, published 1697, Penzance).
      

      
      5 Lord Liverpool’s London home, a quaint, old, rambling mansion which stood by the
         Thames.
      

      
      40 “Depend upon it; there is no such place.”

      
      1 The citizens of Brussels and the various armies occupying the city were intrigued
         to learn that they were now situated in a far-away country. Unfortunately they were
         much occupied in preparing for the coming battle (or in the case of the richer and
         more frivolous part of the population in preparing for the Duchess of Richmond’s ball
         that evening) and hardly any one had leisure just then to go and discover what the
         country was like or who its inhabitants were. Consequently for a long time it was
         unclear where precisely Strange had put Brussels on that June afternoon.
      

      
      In 1830 a trader and trapper named Pearson Denby was travelling through the Plains
         country. He was approached by a Lakota chief of his acquaintance, Man-afraid-of-the-Water.
         Man-afraid-of-the-Water asked if Denby could acquire for him some black lightning
         balls. Man-afraid-of-the-Water explained that he was intending to make war upon his
         enemies and had urgent need of the balls. He said that at one time he had had about
         fifty of the balls and he had always used them sparingly, but now they were all gone.
         Denby did not understand. He asked if Man-afraid-of-the-Water meant ammunition. No,
         said Man-afraid-of-the-Water. Like ammunition, but much bigger. He took Denby back
         to his camp and showed him a brass 5½—inch howitzer made by the Carron Company of
         Falkirk in Scotland. Denby was astonished and asked how Man-afraid-of-the-Water had
         acquired the gun in the first place. Man-afraid-of-the-Water explained that in some
         nearby hills lived a tribe called the Half-Finished People. They had been created
         very suddenly one summer, but their Creator had only given them one of the skills
         men need to live: that of fighting. All other skills they lacked; they did not know
         how to hunt buffalo or antelope, how to tame horses or how to make houses for themselves.
         They could not even understand each other since their crazy Creator had given them
         four or five different languages. But they had had this gun, which they had traded
         to Man-afraid-of-the-Water in exchange for food.
      

      
      Intrigued, Denby sought out the tribe of Half-Finished People. At first they seemed
         like any other tribe, but then Denby noticed that the older men had an oddly European
         look and some of them spoke English. Some of their customs were the same as the Lakota
         tribes’ but others seemed to be founded upon European military practice. Their language
         was like Lakota but contained a great many English, Dutch and German words.
      

      
      A man called Robert Heath (otherwise Little-man-talks-too-much) told Denby that they
         had all deserted from several different armies and regiments on the afternoon of 15th
         June 1815 because a great battle was going to be fought the next day and they had
         all had a strong presentiment that they would die if they remained. Did Denby know
         if the Duke of Wellington or Napoleon Buonaparte was now King of France? Denby could
         not say. “Well, sir,” said Heath philosophically, “Whichever of ’em it is, I dare
         say life goes on just the same for the likes of you and me.”
      

      
      2 General Rebecq also made up a Dutch version of his jingle which was sung by his soldiers
         on the way to Quatre Bras. They taught it to their English comrades and it later became
         a child’s skipping rhyme, both in England and the Netherlands.
      

      
      3 Copenhagen, the Duke’s famous chestnut horse, 1808–36.
      

      
      4 In 1810 Messrs George and Jonathan Barratt, the proprietors of Vauxhall Gardens,
         had offered Strange and Norrell a vast sum of money to stage displays of magic every
         night in the gardens. The magic which the Barratts were proposing was of exactly this
         sort – illusions of magical creatures, famous persons from the Bible and history etc.,
         etc. Naturally enough, Mr Norrell had refused.
      

      
      5 The accepted magical technique for creating confusion within roads, landscapes, rooms
         and other physical spaces is to make a labyrinth within them. But Strange did not
         learn this magic until February 1817.
      

      
      Nevertheless this was arguably the decisive action of the campaign. Unknown to Strange,
         the French general, D’Erlon, was trying to reach the battlefield with 20,000 men.
         Instead he spent those crucial hours marching through a landscape which changed inexplicably
         every few minutes. Had he and his men succeeded in reaching Quatre Bras it is probable
         the French would have won and Waterloo would never have happened. Strange was piqued
         by the Duke’s abruptness earlier in the day and did not mention to any one what he
         had done. Later he told John Segundus and Thomas Levy. Consequently historians of
         Quatre Bras were perplexed to account for D’Erlon’s failure until John Segundus’s
         The Life of Jonathan Strange was published in 1820.
      

      
      6 In actual fact Mr Pink was only one of the civilians whom the Duke pressed into service
         as unofficial aides-de-camp that day. Others included a young Swiss gentleman and another commercial traveller,
         this time from London.
      

      
      42 Strange decides to write a book

      
      1 William of Lanchester was John Uskglass’s seneschal and favourite servant, and consequently
         one of the most important men in England.
      

      
      2 Thomas of Dundale, John Uskglass’s first human servant. See footnote 2, Chapter 45.
      

      
      43 The curious adventure of Mr Hyde

      
      1 The Dyke is a great wall of earth and stones, now much decayed, which divides Wales
         from England – the work of Offa, an eighth-century Mercian king, who had learnt by
         experience to distrust his Welsh neighbours.
      

      
      2 At the time of Strange and Arabella’s marriage Henry had been Rector of Grace Adieu
         in Gloucestershire. While there he had conceived a wish to marry a young lady of the
         village, a Miss Parbringer. But Strange had not approved the young lady or her friends.
         The living of Great Hitherden had happened to fall vacant at this time and so Strange
         persuaded Sir Walter Pole, in whose gift it lay, to appoint Henry. Henry had been
         delighted. Great Hitherden was a much larger place than Grace Adieu and he soon forgot
         the unsuitable young lady.
      

      
      3 The books Strange possessed were, of course, books about magic, not books of magic. The latter were all in the possession of Mr Norrell. C.f. Chapter 1, footnote 5.
      

      
      4 The meaning was perhaps a little more than this. As early as the twelfth century
         it was recognized that priests and magicians are in some sense rivals. Both believe
         that the universe is inhabited by a wide variety of supernatural beings and subject
         to supernatural forces. Both believe that these beings can be petitioned through spells
         or prayers and so be persuaded to help or hinder mankind. In many ways the two cosmologies
         are remarkably similar, but priests and magicians draw very different conclusions
         from this understanding.
      

      
      Magicians are chiefly interested in the usefulness of these supernatural beings; they
         wish to know under what circumstances and by what means angels, demons and fairies
         can be brought to lend their aid in magical practices. For their purposes it is almost
         irrelevant that the first class of beings is divinely good, the second infernally
         wicked and the third morally suspect. Priests on the other hand are scarcely interested
         in any thing else.
      

      
      In mediaeval England attempts to reconcile the two cosmologies were doomed to failure.
         The Church was quick to identify a whole host of different heresies of which an unsuspecting
         magician might be guilty. The Meraudian Heresy has already been mentioned.
      

      
      Alexander of Whitby (1230s?-1302) taught that the universe is like a tapestry only
         parts of which are visible to us at a time. After we are dead we will see the whole
         and then it will be clear to us how the different parts relate to each other. Alexander
         was forced to issue a retraction of his thesis and priests were henceforth on the
         lookout for the Whitbyian Heresy. Even the humblest of village magicians was obliged
         to become a cunning politician if he or she wished to avoid accusations of heresy.
      

      
      This is not to say that all magicians avoided confusing religion and magic. Many “spells”
         which have come down to us exhort such-and-such a saint or holy person to help the
         magician. Surprizingly the source of the confusion was often the magicians’ fairy-servants.
         Most fairies were forcibly baptized as soon as they entered England and they soon
         began to incorporate references to Saints and Apostles into their magic.
      

      
      45 Prologue to The History and Practice of English Magic

      
      1 No one in England nowadays knows this language and all we have left of it is a handful
         of borrowed words describing various obscure magical techniques. Martin Pale wrote
         in De Tractatu Magicarum Linguarum that it was related to the ancient Celtic languages.
      

      
      2 Variously Thomas de Dundelle or Thomas de Donvil. It seems that several of Henry’s
         noblemen recognized Thomas as the younger son of a powerful Norman magnate who had
         disappeared one Christmas fourteen years before. Given the circumstances of his return
         it is doubtful whether they felt particularly pleased to have him back.
      

      
      3 When he was a child in Faerie the Sidhe had called him a word in their own language which, we are told, meant “Starling”,
         but he had already abandoned that name by the time he entered England. Later he took
         to calling himself by his father’s name – John d’Uskglass – but in the early part
         of his reign he was known simply by one of the many titles his friends or enemies
         gave him: the King; the Raven King; the Black King; the King in the North.
      

      
      4 The name of this Daoine Sidhe King was particularly long and difficult. Traditionally he has always been known
         as Oberon.
      

      
      46 “The sky spoke to me …”

      
      1 The spell to detect magic appears in The Instructions by Jacques Belasis.
      

      
      47 “A black lad and a blue fella – that ought to mean summat.”

      
      1 John Uskglass’s arms were the Raven-in-Flight (properly called the Raven Volant),
         a black raven on a white field.
      

      
      2 Presumably the Raven King’s original Sidhe name, which Jonathan Strange thought meant “Starling”.
      

      
      48 The Engravings

      
      1 Famulus: a Latin word meaning a servant, especially the servant of a magician.
      

      
      2 Sir Walter is voicing a commonly-held concern. Shape-changing magic has always been
         regarded with suspicion. The Aureates generally employed it during their travels in Faerie or other lands beyond England.
         They were aware that shape-changing magic was particularly liable to abuses of every
         sort. For example in London in 1232 a nobleman’s wife called Cecily de Walbrook found
         a handsome pewter-coloured cat scratching at her bedchamber door. She took it in and
         named it Sir Loveday. It ate from her hand and slept upon her bed. What was even more
         remarkable, it followed her everywhere, even to church where it sat curled up in the
         hem of her skirts, purring. Then one day she was seen in the street with Sir Loveday
         by a magician called Walter de Chepe. His suspicions were immediately aroused. He
         approached Cecily and said, “Lady, the cat that follows you – I fear it is no cat
         at all.” Two other magicians were fetched and Walter and the others said spells over
         Sir Loveday. He turned back into his true shape – that of a minor magician called
         Joscelin de Snitton. Shortly afterwards Joscelin was tried by the Petty Dragownes
         of London and sentenced to have his right hand cut off.
      

      
      3 It has already been described how Lt-Col. Colquhoun Grant’s devotion to his scarlet
         uniform had led to his capture by the French in 1812.
      

      
      4 The common people in Northern England considered that they had suffered a great deal
         in recent years – and with good reason. Poverty and lack of employment had added to
         the general misery which the war with the French had produced. Then just when the
         war was over a new threat to their happiness had arisen – remarkable new machines
         which produced all sorts of goods cheaply and put them out of work. It is scarcely
         to be wondered at that certain individuals among them had taken to destroying the
         machines in an attempt to preserve their livelihoods.
      

      
      5 There could be no neater illustration than this of the curious relation in which
         the Government in London stood to the northern half of the Kingdom. The Government
         represented the King of England but the King of England was only the King of the southern
         half. Legally he was the steward of the northern half maintaining the rule of law
         until such time as John Uskglass chose to return.
      

      
      6 Naturally, at various times pretenders have arisen claiming to be John Uskglass and
         have attempted to take back the kingdom of Northern England. The most famous of these
         was a young man called Jack Pharaoh who was crowned in Durham Cathedral in 1487. He
         had the support of a large number of northern noblemen and also of a few fairies who
         remained at the King’s city of Newcastle. Pharaoh was a very handsome man with a kingly
         bearing. He could do simple magic and his fairy supporters were quick to do more whenever
         he was present and to attribute it to him. He was the son of a pair of vagabond-magicians.
         While still a child he was seen at a fair by the Earl of Hexham who noted his striking
         resemblance to descriptions of John Uskglass. Hexham paid the boy’s parents seven
         shillings for him. Pharaoh never saw them again. Hexham kept him at a secret place
         in Northern England where he was trained in kingly arts. In 1486 the Earl produced
         Pharaoh and he began his brief reign as King of Northern England. Pharaoh’s main problem
         was that too many people knew about the deception. Pharaoh and Hexham soon quarrelled.
         In 1490 Hexham was murdered on Pharaoh’s orders. Hexham’s four sons joined with Henry
         VII of Southern England to attack Pharaoh and at the Battle of Worksop in 1493 Pharaoh
         was defeated. Pharaoh was kept in the Tower of London and executed in 1499. Other
         pretenders, more or less successful, were Piers Blackmore and Davey Sans-chaussures.
         The last pretender was known simply as the Summer King since his true identity was
         never discovered. He first appeared near Sunderland in May 1536 shortly after Henry
         VIII dissolved the monasteries. It is thought that he may have been a monk from one
         of the great northern abbeys – Fountains, Rievaulx or Hurtfew. The Summer King differed
         from Pharaoh and Blackmore in that he had no support from the northern aristocracy,
         nor did he attempt to gain any. His appeal was to the common people. In some ways
         his career was more mystical than magical. He healed the sick and taught his followers
         to revere nature and wild creatures – a creed which seems closer to the teachings
         of the twelfth-century magician, Thomas Godbless, than any thing John Uskglass ever
         proposed. His ragged band made no attempt to capture Newcastle or indeed to capture
         any thing at all. All through the summer of 1536 they wandered about Northern England,
         gaining supporters wherever they appeared. In September Henry VIII sent an army against
         them. They were not equipped to fight. Most ran away back to their homes but a few
         remained and fought for their King and were massacred at Pontefract. The Summer King
         may have been among the dead or he may have simply vanished.
      

      
      7 Consulting dead magicians may strike us as highly sensational, but it is a magical
         procedure with a perfectly respectable history. Martin Pale claimed to have learnt
         magic from Catherine of Winchester (who was a pupil of John Uskglass). Catherine of
         Winchester died two hundred years before Martin Pale was born. John Uskglass himself
         was reputed to have had conversations with Merlin, the Witch of Endor, Moses and Aaron,
         Joseph of Arimathea and other venerable and ancient magicians.
      

      
      49 Wildness and madness

      
      1 Scholars of magic are always particularly excited about any new discovery concerning
         the great Dr Pale. He occupies an unique position in English magical history. Until
         the advent of Strange and Norrell he was the only noteworthy practical magician who
         wrote down his magic for other people to read. Naturally his books are esteemed above
         all others.
      

      
      2 For centuries this passage was considered an interesting curiosity, but of no practical
         value since no one nowadays believes that Death is a person capable of being interrogated
         in the manner Pale suggests.
      

      
      3 Most of us are naturally inclined to struggle against the restrictions our friends
         and family impose upon us, but if we are so unfortunate as to lose a loved one, what
         a difference then! Then the restriction becomes a sacred trust.
      

      
      4 Even John Uskglass who had three kingdoms to rule over and all of English magic to
         direct was not entirely free from this tendency to go on long mysterious journeys.
         In 1241 he left his house in Newcastle in some mysterious fashion known only to magicians.
         He told a servant that he would be found asleep upon a bench in front of the fire
         in one day’s time.
      

      
      The following day the servant and members of the King’s household looked for the King
         upon the bench in front of the fire, but he was not there. They looked for him every
         morning and every evening but he did not appear.
      

      
      William, Earl of Lanchester, governed in his stead and many decisions were postponed
         “until the King shall return”. But as time went on many people were inclined to doubt
         that this would ever happen. Then, a year and a day after his departure, the King
         was discovered, sleeping on the bench before the fire.
      

      
      He did not seem aware that any thing untoward had happened and he told no one where
         he had been. No one dared ask him if he had always intended to be away so long or
         if something terrible had happened. William of Lanchester summoned the servant and
         asked him to repeat yet again the exact words that the King had said. Could it be
         that he had actually said he would be away for a year and a day?
      

      
      Perhaps said the man. The King was generally quietly spoken. It was quite possible
         that he had not heard correctly.
      

      
      50 The History and Practice of English Magic

      
      1 This was not in the least true. It had been the Duke of Wellington’s bitterest complaint
         during the Peninsular War that the Government interfered constantly.
      

      
      2 Lord Byron left England in April 1816 in the face of mounting debts, accusations
         of cruelty to his wife and rumours that he had seduced his sister.
      

      
      3 Despite the seeming lack of sympathy between the two men, something about Strange
         must have impressed Byron. His next poem, Manfred, begun in September or October of the same year, was about a magician. Certainly
         Manfred does not greatly resemble Jonathan Strange (or at least not the respectable
         Strange whom Byron so disliked). He much more resembles Byron with his self-obsession,
         his self-loathing, his lofty disdain for his fellow men, his hints of impossible tragedies
         and his mysterious longings. Nevertheless Manfred is a magician who passes his time
         in summoning up spirits of the air, earth, water and fire to talk to him. It was as
         if Byron, having met a magician who disappointed him, created one more to his liking.
      

      
      4 Walter De Chepe was an early thirteenth-century London magician. His procedure, Prophylaxis,
         protects a person, city or object from magic spells. Supposedly it closely follows
         a piece of fairy magic. It is reputed to be very strong. Indeed the only problem with
         this spell is its remarkable efficacy. Sometimes objects become impervious to human
         or fairy agency of any sort whether magical or not. Thus if Strange’s students had
         succeeded in casting the spell over one of Strange’s books, it is quite possible that
         no one would have been able to pick up the book or turn its pages.
      

      
      In 1280 the citizens of Bristol ordered the town’s magicians to cast de Chepe’s Prophylaxis
         over the whole town to protect it from the magic spells of its enemies. Unfortunately
         so successful was the magic that everyone in the town, all the animals and all the
         ships in the harbour became living statues. No one could move; water stopped flowing
         within the boundaries; even the flames in the hearth were frozen. Bristol remained
         like this for a whole month until John Uskglass came from his house in Newcastle to
         put matters right.
      

      
      5 The letter contained two implications which were considered particularly offensive:
         first, that the purchasers were not clever enough to understand Strange’s book; and
         second, that they did not possess the moral judgement to decide for themselves if
         the magic Strange was describing was good or wicked.
      

      
      The Norrellites had fully expected that the destruction of Strange’s book would be
         controversial and they were prepared to receive a great deal of criticism, however
         the harm done to their own cause by the letter was entirely unintentional. Mr Norrell
         had been supposed to shew the letter to Mr Lascelles before it was sent out. If Lascelles
         had seen it, then the language and expressions would have undergone considerable modification
         and presumably have been less offensive to the recipients.
      

      
      Unfortunately, there was a misunderstanding. Mr Norrell asked Childermass if Lascelles
         had made his amendments. Childermass thought they were speaking of an article for
         The Friends of English Magic and said that he had. And so the letter went out uncorrected. Lascelles was furious
         and accused Childermass of having purposely encouraged Mr Norrell to damage his own
         cause. Childermass vehemently denied doing any such thing.
      

      
      From this time on relations between Lascelles and Childermass (never good) worsened
         rapidly and soon Lascelles was hinting to Mr Norrell that Childermass had Strangite
         sympathies and was secretly working to betray his master.
      

      
      6 “Wherefore by their fruits ye shall know them.” St Matthew, 7,16.
      

      
      7 “… I cannot tell you any thing of Piacenza,” Strange wrote to Henry Woodhope, “as
         I did not stay long enough to see it. I arrived in the evening. After dinner I thought
         I would walk about for a half hour, but on entering the main piazza, I was immediately
         struck by a tall urn standing upon a pedestal with its long, black shadow trailing
         upon the stones. Two or three strands of ivy or some other creeping plant emerged
         from the neck of the urn but they were quite dead. I cannot say why, but this seemed
         to me so deeply melancholy that I could not bear it. It was like an allegory of loss,
         death and misery. I returned to the inn, went immediately to bed and in the morning
         left for Turin.”
      

      
      51 A family by the name of Greysteel

      
      1 The Tree of Learning by Gregory Absalom (1507–99)
      

      
      2 A famous café on the San Marco Piazza.
      

      
      3 Aunt Greysteel is probably speaking of the Derwent. Long ago, when John Uskglass
         was still a captive child in Faerie, a king in Faerie foretold that if he came to
         adulthood, then all the old fairy kingdoms would fall. The king sent his servants
         into England to bring back an iron knife to kill him. The knife was forged by a blacksmith
         on the banks of the Derwent and the waters of the Derwent were used to cool the hot
         metal. However, the attempt to kill John Uskglass failed and the king and his clan
         were destroyed by the boy-magician. When John Uskglass entered England and established
         his kingdom, his fairy-followers went in search of the blacksmith. They killed him
         and his family, destroyed his house and laid magic spells upon the Derwent to punish
         it for its part in making the wicked knife.
      

      
      4 The views Strange is expressing at this point are wildly optimistic and romantic.
         English magical literature is full of examples of fairies whose powers were weak or
         who were stupid or ignorant.
      

      
      5 Jacques Belasis was reputed to have created an excellent spell for summoning fairy-spirits.
         Unfortunately the only copy of Belasis’s masterpiece, The Instructions, was at the library at Hurtfew and Strange had never seen it. All he knew of it were
         vague descriptions in later histories and so it must be assumed that Strange was re-creating
         this magic and had only the flimsiest notion of what he was aiming at.
      

      
      By contrast, the spell commonly attributed to the Master of Doncaster is very well
         known and appears in a number of widely available works. The identity of the Master
         of Doncaster is not known. His existence is deduced from a handful of references in
         Argentine histories to thirteenth-century magicians acquiring spells and magic “from Doncaster”.
         Moreover, it is far from clear that all the magic attributed to the Master of Doncaster
         is the work of one man. This has led magio-historians to postulate a second magician,
         even more shadowy than the first, the Pseudo-Master of Doncaster. If, as has been
         convincingly argued, the Master of Doncaster was really John Uskglass, then it is
         logical to assume that the spell of summoning was created by the Pseudo-Master. It
         seems highly unlikely that John Uskglass would have had any need of a spell to summon
         fairies. His court was, after all, full of them.
      

      
      52 The old lady of Cannaregio

      
      1 Signor Tosetti later confessed to the Greysteels that he believed he knew who the
         old lady of Cannaregio was. He had heard her story often as he went about the city,
         but until he had seen her with his own eyes he had dismissed it as a mere fable, a
         tale to frighten the young and foolish.
      

      
      It seems her father had been a Jew, and her mother was descended from half the races
         of Europe. As a child she had learnt several languages and spoke them all perfectly.
         There was nothing she could not make herself mistress of if she chose. She learnt
         for the pleasure of it. At sixteen she spoke – not only French, Italian and German
         – which are part of any lady’s commonplace accomplishments – but all the languages
         of the civilized (and uncivilized) world. She spoke the language of the Scottish Highlands
         (which is like singing). She spoke Basque, which is a language which rarely makes
         any impression upon the brains of any other race, so that a man may hear it as often
         and as long as he likes, but never afterwards be able to recall a single syllable
         of it. She even learnt the language of a strange country which, Signor Tosetti had
         been told, some people believed still existed, although no one in the world could
         say where it was. (The name of this country was Wales.)
      

      
      She travelled through the world and appeared before kings and queens; archdukes and
         archduchesses; princes and bishops; Grafs and Grafins, and to each and every one of
         these important people she spoke in the language he or she had learnt as a child and
         every one of them proclaimed her a wonder.
      

      
      And at last she came to Venice.

      
      But this lady had never learnt to moderate her behaviour in any thing. Her appetite
         for learning was matched by her appetite in other things and she had married a man
         who was the same. This lady and her husband came at Carnevale and never went away again. All their wealth they gambled away in the Ridottos. All their health they lost in other pleasures. And one morning, when all of Venice’s
         canals were silver and rose-coloured with the dawn, the husband lay down upon the
         wet stones of the Fondamenta dei Mori and died and there was nothing anyone could
         do to save him. And the wife would perhaps have done as well to do the same – for
         she had no money and nowhere to go. But the Jews remembered that she had some claim
         to their charity, being in a manner of speaking a Jewess herself (though she had never
         before acknowledged it) or perhaps they felt for her as a suffering creature (for
         the Jews have endured much in Venice). However it was, they gave her shelter in the
         Ghetto. There are different stories of what happened next, but what they all agree
         upon is that she lived among the Jews, but she was not one of them. She lived quite
         alone and whether the fault was hers or whether the fault was theirs I do not know.
         And a great deal of time went by and she did not speak to a living soul and a great
         wind of madness howled through her and overturned all her languages. And she forgot
         Italian, forgot English, forgot Latin, forgot Basque, forgot Welsh, forgot every thing
         in the world except Cat – and that, it is said, she spoke marvellously well.
      

      
      54 A little box, the colour of heartache

      
      1 Col Tom Blue was of course the most famous servant of Ralph Stokesey; Master Witcherley
         assisted Martin Pale.
      

      
      2 This lady was the most beautiful and tempestuous of Napoleon Buonaparte’s sisters,
         much given to taking lovers and posing, unclothed, for statues of herself.
      

      
      3 Agrace is the name sometimes given to John Uskglass’s third Kingdom. This Kingdom
         was thought to lie on the far side of Hell.
      

      
      4 Brugh, the ancient Sidhe word for the homes of the fairies, is usually translated as castle or mansion, but
         in fact means the interior of a barrow or hollow hill.
      

      
      5 Stokesey summoned Col Tom Blue to his house in Exeter. When the fairy refused for
         the third time to serve him, Stokesey made himself invisible and followed Col Tom
         Blue out of the town. Col Tom Blue walked along a fairy road and soon arrived in a
         place that was not England. There was a low brown hill by a pool of still water. In
         answer to Col Tom Blue’s command a door opened in the hillside and he went inside.
         Stokesey went after him.
      

      
      In the centre of the hill Stokesey found an enchanted hall where everyone was dancing.
         He waited until one of the dancers came close. Then he rolled a magic apple towards
         her and she picked it up. Naturally it was the best and most beautiful apple in all
         the worlds that ever were. As soon as the fairy woman had eaten it, she desired nothing
         so much as another one just the same. She looked around, but saw no one. “Who sent
         me that apple?” she asked. “The East Wind,” whispered Stokesey. On the next night
         Stokesey again followed Col Tom Blue inside the hill. He watched the dancers and again
         he rolled an apple towards the woman. When she asked who had sent it to her, he replied
         that it was the East Wind. On the third night he kept the apple in his hand. The fairy
         woman left the other dancers and looked round. “East Wind! East Wind!” she whispered.
         “Where is my apple?” “Tell me where Col Tom Blue sleeps,” whispered Stokesey, “and
         I will give you the apple.” So she told him: deep in the ground, on the northernmost
         edge of the brugh.
      

      
      On the following nights Stokesey impersonated the West Wind, the North Wind and the
         South Wind and he used his apples to persuade other inhabitants of the mound to give
         him information about Col Tom Blue. From a shepherd he learnt what animals guarded
         Col Tom Blue while he slept – a wild she-pig and an even wilder he-goat. From Col
         Tom Blue’s nurse he learnt what Col Tom Blue held in his hand while he slept – a very
         particular and important pebble. And from a kitchen-boy he learnt what three words
         Col Tom Blue said every morning upon waking.
      

      
      In this way Stokesey learnt enough to gain power over Col Tom Blue. But before he
         could use his new knowledge, Col Tom Blue came to him and said he had reconsidered:
         he believed he would like to serve Stokesey after all.
      

      
      What had happened was this: Col Tom Blue had discovered that the East Wind, the West
         Wind, the North Wind and the South Wind had all been asking questions about him. He
         had no idea what he could have done to offend these important personages, but he was
         seriously alarmed. An alliance with a powerful and learned English magician suddenly
         seemed a great deal more attractive.
      

      
      55 The second shall see his dearest possession in his enemy’s hand

      
      1 The last English magician to enter Faerie willingly before Strange was Dr Martin
         Pale. He made many journeys there. The last was probably some time in the 1550s.
      

      
      2 See Chapter 54, footnote 4.
      

      
      3 Italian party.
      

      
      4 Presumably John Uskglass’s Sidhe name.
      

      
      5 A particular problem in mediaeval England was the great abundance of cowans. It is a term (now obsolete) properly applied to any unqualified or failed craftsmen,
         but here has special application to magicians.
      

      
      6 Several authorities have noted that long-lived fairies have a tendency to call any
         substantial period of time “four thousand years”. The fairy lady simply means she
         has known the brugh time out of mind, before any one troubled to reckon up time into years, centuries
         and millennia. Many fairies, when asked, will say they are four thousand years old;
         they mean they do not know their age; they are older than human civilization – or
         possibly than humankind.
      

      
      7 Meaning Venice: Altinum was the city on Italy’s eastern coast whence came the first
         inhabitants of Venice.
      

      
      56 The Black Tower

      
      1 German for magician.
      

      
      2 A somewhat poetical name for fairies.
      

      
      3 Lord Byron is speaking of Great Britain.
      

      
      4 See Byron’s letter to Augusta Leigh, October 28th, 1816.
      

      
      57 The Black Letters

      
      1 Strange’s later Venetian letters (in particular his letters to Henry Woodhope) have
         been known by this name since their publication in London in January 1817. Lawyers
         and magical scholars will doubtless continue to argue over whether or not the publication
         was legal. Certainly Strange never gave his permission and Henry Woodhope has always
         maintained that neither did he. Henry Woodhope also said that the published letters
         had been altered and added to, presumably by Henry Lascelles and Gilbert Norrell.
         In his The Life of Jonathan Strange John Segundus published what he and Woodhope claimed were the originals. It is these
         versions which are reprinted here.
      

      
      2 This letter has never been found. It is probable that Strange never sent it. According
         to Lord Byron (letter to John Murray, Dec. 31st, 1816.) Strange would often write
         long letters to his friends and then destroy them. Strange confessed to Byron that
         he quickly became confused as to which he had and had not sent.
      

      
      3 Byron died of a chill five years later in Greece.
      

      
      59 Leucrocuta, the Wolf of the Evening

      
      1 The prison where Drawlight was imprisoned for debt in November 1814.
      

      
      61 Tree speaks to Stone; Stone speaks to Water

      
      1 See Chapter 3, footnote 1.
      

      
      2 Restoration and Rectification was a spell which reversed the effects of a recent
         calamity.
      

      
      3 Teilo’s Hand was an ancient fairy spell which halted all sorts of things: rain, fire,
         wind, coursing water or blood. It presumably was named after the fairy who had first
         taught it to an English magician.
      

      
      4 Chauntlucet: a mysterious and ancient spell which encourages the moon to sing. The
         song the moon knows is apparently very beautiful and can cure leprosy or madness in
         any who hear it.
      

      
      5 Daedalus’s Rose: a fairly complicated procedure devised by Martin Pale for preserving
         emotions, vices and virtues in amber or honey or beeswax. When the preserving medium
         is warmed, the imprisoned qualities are released. The Rose has – or rather had – a
         huge number of applications. It could be used to dispense courage to oneself or inflict
         cowardice on one’s enemy; it could provoke love, lust, nobility of purpose, anger,
         jealousy, ambition, self-sacrifice, etc., etc.
      

      
      6 Like many spells with unusual names, the Unrobed Ladies was a great deal less exciting
         than it sounded. The ladies of the title were only a kind of woodland flower which
         was used in a spell to bind a fairy’s powers. The flower was required to be stripped
         of leaves and petals – hence the “unrobing”.
      

      
      7 Stokesey’s Vitrification turns objects – and people – to glass.
      

      
      63 The first shall bury his heart in a dark wood beneath the snow, yet still feel its
            ache

      
      1 It has often been observed that the Northern English, though never wavering in their
         loyalty to John Uskglass, do not always treat him with the respect he commands in
         the south. In fact Uskglass’s subjects take a particular delight in stories and ballads
         that shew him at a decided disadvantage, c.f. the tale of John Uskglass and the Charcoal Burner of Ullswater or the tale of the
         Hag and the Sorceress. There are many versions of the latter (some of them quite vulgar);
         it tells how Uskglass almost lost his heart, his kingdoms and his power to a common
         Cornish witch.
      

      
      2 Like John Uskglass, the Magician of Athodel ruled his own island or kingdom. Athodel
         seems to have been one of the Western Isles of Scotland. But either it has sunk or
         else it is, as some people think, invisible. Some Scottish historians like to see
         Athodel as evidence of the superiority of Scottish magic over English; John Uskglass’s
         kingdom, they argue, has fallen and is in the hands of the Southern English, whereas
         Athodel remains independent. Since Athodel is both invisible and inaccessible this
         is a difficult proposition to prove or disprove.
      

      
      3 In the tale of John Uskglass and the Charcoal Burner of Ullswater, Uskglass engages
         in a contest of magic with a poor charcoal-burner and loses. It bears similarities
         to other old stories in which a great ruler is outwitted by one of his humblest subjects
         and, because of this, many scholars have argued that it has no historical basis.
      

      
      4 At the engravers’ house in Spitalfields in the early spring of 1816, Strange had
         told Childermass, “One can never help one’s training, you know …”
      

      
      Childermass had had several careers before he became Mr Norrell’s servant and adviser.
         His first was as a highly talented child pick-pocket. His mother, Black Joan, had
         once managed a small pack of dirty, ragged child-thieves that had worked the towns
         of the East Riding in the late 1770s.
      

      
      5 A Yorkshire word meaning “cloth”.
      

      
      64 Two versions of Lady Pole

      
      1 This is an old Northern English oath. John Uskglass’s arms shewed a Raven-in-Flight
         upon a white field (Argent, Raven Volant); those of his Chancellor, William Lanchester,
         shewed the same with the addition of an open book (Argent, Raven Volant above an open
         book).
      

      
      For much of the thirteenth century John Uskglass devoted himself to scholarship and
         magic, abandoning the business of government to Lanchester. Lanchester’s arms were
         displayed in all the great courts of law and upon many important legal documents.
         Consequently, the people fell into the habit of swearing by Bird and Book, the elements
         of those arms.
      

      
      2 One autumn morning the Cumbrian child went out into her grandmother’s garden. In
         a forgotten corner she discovered a house about the height and largeness of a bee-skep,
         built of spiders’ webs stiffened and whitened with hoar-frost. Inside the lacy house
         was a tiny person who at times appeared immeasurably old and at other times no older
         than the child herself. The little person told the Cumbrian child that she was a songbird-herd
         and that for ages past it had been her task to watch over the fieldfares, redwings
         and mistle-thrushes in that part of Cumbria. All winter the Cumbrian child and the
         songbird-herd played together and the progress of their friendship was not in the
         least impeded by the difference in their sizes. In fact the songbird-herd generally
         did away with this obstacle by making herself as large as the Cumbrian child – or
         sometimes by making them both as small as birds, or beetles, or snowflakes. The songbird-herd
         introduced the Cumbrian child to many odd and interesting persons, some of whom lived
         in houses even more eccentric and delightful than the songbird-herd’s own.
      

      
      3 Like most of Martin Pale’s magic, Restoration and Rectification involves the use
         of a tool or key made specifically for the purpose. In this case the key is a small
         cross-like object made of two thin pieces of metal. The four arms of the cross represent
         past state and future state, wholeness (or wellness) and incompleteness (or sickness).
         As he later reported in The Modern Magician, Mr Segundus used a spoon and a bodkin from Lady Pole’s dressing-case which Lady
         Pole’s maid tied together with a ribbon.
      

      
      65 The ashes, the pearls, the counterpane and the kiss

      
      1 It is all very well in fairy-tales to ask, “Who is the fairest of them all?” But
         in reality no magic, fairy or human, could ever be persuaded to answer such an imprecise
         question.
      

      
      2 St Anthony of Padua. Several of his miracles involve preserving from rain congregations
         to whom he was preaching, or maid-servants with whom he was friendly. He also helps
         people find things they have lost.
      

      
      3 Penlaw is the name of the place in Northumbria where John Uskglass and his fairy
         army first appeared in England.
      

      
      66 Jonathan Strange and Mr Norrell

      
      1 These are the customary three elements of a traditional English summoning spell.
         The envoy finds the person summoned, the path brings him to the summoner and the handsel
         (or gift) binds him to come.
      

      
      2 At the Shadow House in July 1809, Mr Segundus, Mr Honeyfoot and Henry Woodhope being
         present.
      

      
      3 “Florilegium”, “epitome” and “skimmer” are all terms for parts of spells.
      

      
      In the thirteenth and fourteenth centuries fairies in England were fond of adding
         to their magic, exhortations to random collections of Christian saints. Fairies were
         baffled by Christian doctrine, but they were greatly attracted to saints, whom they
         saw as powerful magical beings whose patronage it was useful to have. These exhortations
         were called florilegia (lit. cullings or gatherings of flowers) and fairies taught them to their Christian
         masters. When the Protestant religion took hold in England and saints fell out of
         favour, florilegia degenerated into meaningless collections of magical words and bits of other spells,
         thrown in by the magician in the hope that some of them might take effect.
      

      
      An epitome is a highly condensed form of a spell inserted within another spell to
         strengthen or enlarge it. In this case an epitome of preservation and deliverance
         is intended to protect the magician from the person summoned. A skimmer is a sprinkling
         of words or charms (from a dialect word of Northern English, meaning to brighten or
         sparkle). A skimmer of supplication encourages the person summoned to aid the magician.
      

      
      4 The last element of a successful summoning spell is temporal. The magician must somehow
         convey to the summoned person when he is meant to appear, otherwise (as Strange once observed) the summoned person might
         appear at any time and feel he had fulfilled his obligations. A candle stub is a very
         convenient device: the magician instructs the person summoned to appear when the flame
         goes out.
      

      
      5 The chaos of ravens and wind is also described in the tale of the Newcastle glovemaker’s
         child (Chapter 39, footnote 1).
      

      
      68 “Yes.”

      
      1 A surprizing number of kings and princes of Faerie have been human. John Uskglass,
         Stephen Black and Alessandro Simonelli are just three. Fairies are, by and large,
         irredeemably indolent. Though they are fond of high rank, honours and riches, they
         detest the hard work of government.
      

      
      69 Strangites and Norrellites

      
      1 For years afterwards the people of Clun said that if you stood, slightly upon tiptoes,
         close by a particular tree in winter at full moon and craned your neck to look between
         the branches of another tree, then it was possible still to see Ashfair in the distance.
         In the moonlight and snow the house looked very eerie, lost and lonely. In time, however,
         the trees grew differently and Ashfair was seen no more.
      

      
      2 This is by no means unusual as the following passage from The Modern Magician (Autumn, 1812) shews. “Where is Pale’s house? Where Stokesey’s? Why has no one ever
         seen them? Pale’s house was in Warwick. The very street was known. Stokesey’s house
         faced the cathedral in Exeter. Where is the Raven King’s castle in Newcastle? Every
         one who saw it proclaimed it to be the first house for beauty and splendour in all
         the world – but has any one ever seen it in the Modern Age? No. Is there any record
         of it being destroyed? No. It simply disappeared. All these houses exist somewhere,
         but when the magician goes away or dies, they disappear. He may enter and leave as he pleases, but no one else may find them.”
      

      
      3 Many of the new magicians applied to Lord Liverpool and the Ministers for permission
         to go and find Strange and Norrell. Some gentlemen were so thoughtful as to append
         lists of equipment, both magical and mundane, which they thought they might need and
         which they hoped that the Government would be kind enough to supply. One, a man called
         Beech in Plymouth, asked for the loan of the Inniskilling Dragoons.
      

      
      4 This slander was not entirely discredited until Arabella Strange herself returned
         to England in early June 1817.
      

      
      5 There are very few modern magicians who do not declare themselves to be either Strangite
         or Norrellite, the only notable exception being John Childermass himself. Whenever
         he is asked he claims to be in some degree both. As this is like claiming to be both
         Whig and Tory at the same time, no one understands what he means.
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