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was everywhere obeyed, and there was a great con-
course from all cities to celebrate the day. So the king
observed the festival with great solemnity, as he had
designed, and very joyfully entertained his nobility, of
whom there was a very great muster, with their wives
and daughters, suitably to the magnificence of the ban-
quet prepared for them. And having been received
with joy by the king, they also expressed the same in
their deportment before him. Among the rest was pre-
sent Gorlois, duke of Cornwall, with his wife Igerna,
the greatest beauty in all Britain. No sooner had the
king cast his eyes upon her among the rest of the ladies,
than he fell passionately in love with her, and little
regarding the rest, made her the subject of all his
thoughts. She was the only lady that he continually
served with fresh dishes, and to whom he sent golden
cups by his confidants ; on her he bestowed all his
smiles, and to her addressed all his discourse. The hus-
band, discovering this, fell into a great rage, and re-
tired from the court without taking leave : nor was there
any body that could stop him, while he was under fear
of losing the chief object of his delight. Uther, there-
fore, in great wrath commanded him to return back to
court, to make him satisfaction for this affront. But
Gorlois refused to obey ; upon which the king was
highly incensed, and swore he would destroy his country,
if he did not speedily compound for his offence. Ac-
cordingly, without delay, while their anger was hot
against each other, the king got together a great
army, and marched into, Cornwall, the cities and towns
whereof he set on fire. But Gorlois durst not engage
with him, on account of the inferiority of his numbers;
and thought it a wiser course to fortify his towns,
till he could get succour from Ireland. And as he
was under more concern for his wife than himself, he
put her into the town of Tintagel, upon the sea-shore,
which he looked upon as a place of great safety. But
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he himself entered the castle of Dimilioe, to prevent
their being both at once involved in the same danger,
if any should happen. The king, informed of this, went
to the town where Gorlois was, which he besieged, and
shut up all the avenues to it. A whole week was now
- past, when, retaining in mind his love to Igerna, he said
to one of his confidants, named Ulfin de Ricaradoch:
‘¢ My passion for Igerna is such, that I can neither have
ease of mind, nor health of body, till I obtain her: and
if you cannot assist me with your advice how to accom-
plish my desire, the inward torments I endure will kill
me.”—* Who can advise you in this matter,” said Ulfin,
“ when no force will enable us to have access to her in
the town of Tintagel? For it is situated upon the sea,
and on every side surrounded by it ; and there is but one
entrance into it, and that through a straight rock, which
three men shall be able to defend against the whole power
of the kingdom. Notwithstanding, if the prophet Merlin
would in earnest set about this attempt, I am of opinion,
you might with his advice obtain ‘your wishes.” The
king readily believed what he was.so well inclined to,
and ordered Merlin, who was also come to the siege, to
be called. Merlin, therefore, being introduced into the
king’s presence, was commanded to give his advice, how
the king might accomplish his desire with respect to
Igerna. And he, finding the great anguish of the king,
was moved by such excessive love, and said, “ To accom-
plish your desire, you must make use of such arts as
have not been heard of in your time. I know how, by
the force of my medicines, to give you the exact likeness
of Gorlois, so that in all respects you shall seem to be no
other than himself. If you will therefore obey my pre-
scriptions, I will metamorphize you into the true sem-
blance of Gorlois, and Ulfin into Jordan of Tintagel, his
familiar friend; and I myself, being transformed into
another shape, will make the third in the adventure; an
in this disguise you may go safely to the town where



