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For all of the sufferers out there.
You know who you are.



The best way out is always through.
—Robert Frost

You’ve just got to see me through another day.
—James Taylor



Foreword
by Lisa Kudrow

“How’s Matthew Perry doing?”
Over the many years since I was first asked, it’s been, at different times,

the most asked question for me. I understand why so many people asked it:
they love Matthew and they want him to be OK. Me too. But I always
bristled at that question from the press, because I couldn’t say what I
wanted to say: “It’s his story to tell and I’m not authorized to tell it really,
am I!” I would have wanted to go on to say, “This is very intimate personal
stuff and if you don’t hear it from the actual person, it is, to my mind,
gossip and I’m not gossiping about Matthew with you.” Knowing that no
response at all could do more damage, sometimes I would just say, “I think
he’s doing well.” At least that doesn’t amplify the spotlight and maybe he
can have a fraction of privacy as he tries to deal with this disease. But truly,
I wasn’t exactly sure how Matthew was doing. As he’ll tell you in this
book, he was keeping it a secret. And it took some time for him to feel
comfortable enough to tell us some of what he was going through. Over
those years I didn’t really try to intervene or confront him, because the little
I knew about addiction was that his sobriety was out of my hands. And yet,
I would have periods of wondering if I was wrong for not doing more,
doing something. But I did come to understand that this disease relentlessly
fed itself and was determined to keep going.

So, I just focused on Matthew, who could make me laugh so hard every
day, and once a week, laugh so hard I cried and couldn’t breathe. He was
there, Matthew Perry, who is whip smart  … charming, sweet, sensitive,
very reasonable and rational. That guy, with everything he was battling, was
still there. The same Matthew who, from the beginning, could lift us all up
during a grueling night shoot for the opening titles inside that fountain.



“Can’t remember a time I wasn’t in a fountain!” “What are we, wet?”
“Can’t remember a time I wasn’t wet … I!” (Matthew is the reason we are
all laughing in that fountain in the opening titles.)

After Friends I didn’t see Matthew every day, and I couldn’t even
hazard a guess with regard to his well-being.

This book is the first time I’m hearing what living with and surviving
his addiction really was. Matthew has told me some things, but not in this
kind of detail. He’s now letting us into Matthew’s head and heart in honest
and very exposed detail. And finally, no one needs to ask me or anyone else
how Matthew’s doing. He’s letting you know himself.

He has survived impossible odds, but I had no idea how many times he
almost didn’t make it. I’m glad you’re here, Matty. Good for you. I love
you.

—Lisa



Prologue

Hi, my name is Matthew, although you may know me by another name. My
friends call me Matty.

And I should be dead.
If you like, you can consider what you’re about to read to be a message

from the beyond, my beyond.
It’s Day Seven of the Pain. And by Pain, I don’t mean a stubbed toe or

“The Whole Ten Yards.” I capitalize Pain because this was the worst Pain
I’ve ever experienced—it was the Platonic Ideal of Pain, the exemplar. I’ve
heard people claim that the worst pain is childbirth: well, this was the worst
pain imaginable, but without the joy of a newborn in my arms at the end of
it.

And it may have been Day Seven of Pain, but it was also Day Ten of No
Movement. If you catch my drift. I hadn’t taken a shit in ten days—there,
there’s the drift. Something was wrong, very wrong. This was not a dull,
throbbing pain, like a headache; it wasn’t even a piercing, stabbing pain,
like the pancreatitis I’d had when I was thirty. This was a different kind of
Pain. Like my body was going to burst. Like my insides were trying to
force their way out. This was the no-fucking-around kind of Pain.

And the sounds. My God, the sounds. Ordinarily, I’m a pretty quiet,
keep-to-myself kinda fella. But on this night, I was screaming at the top of
my lungs. Some nights, when the wind is right and the cars are all parked
up for the night, you can hear the horrific sounds of coyotes ripping apart
something that is howling in the Hollywood Hills. At first it sounds like
children laughing way, way off in the distance, until you realize it’s not that
—it’s the foothills of death. But the worst part, of course, is when the



howling stops, because you know whatever has been attacked is now dead.
This is hell.

And yes, there is a hell. Don’t let anyone tell you different. I’ve been
there; it exists; end of discussion.

On this night the animal was me. I was still screaming, fighting tooth
and nail for survival. Silence meant the end. Little did I know how close I
was to the end.

At the time, I was living in a sober living house in Southern California.
This was no surprise—I have lived half my life in one form or another of
treatment center or sober living house. Which is fine when you are twenty-
four years old, less fine when you are forty-two years old. Now I was forty-
nine, still struggling to get this monkey off my back.

By this point, I knew more about drug addiction and alcoholism than
any of the coaches and most of the doctors I encountered at these facilities.
Unfortunately, such self-knowledge avails you nothing. If the golden ticket
to sobriety involved hard work and learned information, this beast would be
nothing but a faint unpleasant memory. To simply stay alive, I had turned
myself into a professional patient. Let’s not sugarcoat it. At forty-nine, I
was still afraid to be alone. Left alone, my crazy brain (crazy only in this
area by the way) would find some excuse to do the unthinkable: drink and
drugs. In the face of decades of my life having been ruined by doing this,
I’m terrified of doing it again. I have no fear of talking in front of twenty
thousand people, but put me alone on my couch in front of a TV for the
night and I get scared. And that fear is of my own mind; fear of my own
thoughts; fear that my mind will urge me to turn to drugs, as it has so many
times before. My mind is out to kill me, and I know it. I am constantly filled
with a lurking loneliness, a yearning, clinging to the notion that something
outside of me will fix me. But I had had all that the outside had to offer!

Julia Roberts is my girlfriend. It doesn’t matter, you have to drink.
I just bought my dream house—it looks out across the whole city! Can’t

enjoy that without a drug dealer.
I’m making a million dollars a week—I win right? Would you like to

drink? Why yes, I would. Thank you very much.



I’d had it all. But it was all a trick. Nothing was going to fix this. It
would be years before I even grasped the notion of a solution. Please don’t
misunderstand me. All of those things—Julia and the dream house and $1
million a week—were wonderful, and I will be eternally grateful for all of
them. I am one of the luckiest men on the planet. And boy did I have fun.

They just weren’t the answer. If I had to do it all over again, would I
still audition for Friends? You bet your ass I would. Would I drink again?
You bet your ass I would. If I didn’t have alcohol to soothe my nerves and
help me have fun, I would have leaped off a tall building sometime in my
twenties. My grandfather, the wonderful Alton L. Perry, grew up around an
alcoholic father, and as a result, he never touched a drink in his life, all
ninety-six long, wonderful years of it.

I am not my grandfather.
I don’t write all this so anyone will feel sorry for me—I write these

words because they are true. I write them because someone else may be
confused by the fact that they know they should stop drinking—like me,
they have all the information, and they understand the consequences—but
they still can’t stop drinking. You are not alone, my brothers and sisters. (In
the dictionary under the word “addict,” there should be a picture of me
looking around, very confused.)

In the sober living house in Southern California, I had a view of West
LA and two queen-size beds. The other bed was occupied by my
assistant/best friend, Erin, a lesbian whose friendship I treasure because it
brings me the joy of female companionship without the romantic tension
that has seemed to ruin my friendships with straight women (not to
mention, we can talk about hot women together). I’d met her two years
earlier, at another rehab where she had been working at the time. I didn’t
get sober back then, but I saw how wonderful she was in every way and
promptly stole her from that sober living rehab and made her my assistant,
and she became my best friend. She, too, understood the nature of addiction
and would come to know my struggles better than any doctor I’d ever seen.

Despite the comfort that Erin brought to the situation, I still spent many
sleepless nights in Southern California. Sleep is a real issue for me,
especially when I’m in one of these places. That said, I don’t think I have



ever slept for more than four hours straight in my entire life. It didn’t help
that we’d been watching nothing but prison documentaries—and I was
coming off so much Xanax my brain had fried to the point where I was
convinced that I was an actual prisoner and that this sober living place was
an actual jail. I have a shrink whose mantra is “reality is an acquired
taste”—well, I’d lost both my taste and smell of reality by that point; I had
Covid of the understanding; I was completely delusional.

There was nothing delusional about the Pain, though; in fact, it hurt so
much I’d stopped smoking, which if you knew how much I smoked, you’d
think was a pretty sure sign that something very serious was wrong. One
employee of the place, whose name badge might as well have read NURSE

FUCKFACE, suggested taking an Epsom salts bath to alleviate the
“discomfort.” You wouldn’t take a Band-Aid to a road traffic accident; you
don’t put someone in this much Pain in water filled with his own sauce. But
reality is an acquired taste, remember, so I actually took the actual Epsom
salts bath.

There I sat, naked, in Pain, howling like a dog being ripped to shreds by
coyotes. Erin heard me—hell, people in San Diego heard me. She appeared
at the bathroom door, and looking down upon my sad, naked form as I
writhed in Pain, she said very simply, “Do you want to go to the hospital?”

If Erin thought it was hospital-bad, it was hospital-bad. Plus, she’d
already noticed I wasn’t smoking.

“That sounds like a pretty damn good idea to me,” I said in between
howls.

Somehow, Erin helped me out of the bath and dried me off. I started to
put my clothes back on just as a counselor—alerted by the slaughter of a
dog on the premises, presumably—appeared at the door.

“I’m taking him to the hospital,” Erin said.
Catherine, the counselor, just so happened to be a beautiful blond

woman to whom I had apparently proposed upon my arrival, so she
probably wasn’t my biggest fan. (Not kidding, I had been so out of it when
we’d arrived that I’d asked her to marry me, and then promptly fell down a
flight of stairs.)



“This is just drug-seeking behavior,” Catherine said to Erin as I
continued to dress. “He’s going to ask for drugs at the hospital.”

Well, this marriage is off, I thought.
By now, the howls had alerted others that there were probably canine

entrails all over the bathroom floor, or someone was in real Pain. The head
counselor, Charles—think: male model father, homeless mother—joined
Catherine in the doorway, to help her block our expected exit.

Block our exit? What were we, twelve years old?
“He’s our patient,” Catherine said. “You don’t have the right to take

him.”
“I know Matty,” Erin insisted. “He isn’t trying to get drugs.”
Then Erin turned to me.
“Do you need to go to the hospital, Matty?” I nodded and screamed

some more.
“I’m taking him,” Erin said.
Somehow, we pushed past Catherine and Charles, out of the building,

and into the parking lot. I say “somehow” not because Catherine and
Charles made much of a fuss about stopping us, but because every time my
feet touched the ground, the Pain became even more excruciating.

Up there in the sky, looking down on me with scorn, caring not for my
agony, was a bright yellow ball.

What’s that? I thought through paroxysms of agony. Oh, the sun.
Right … I didn’t get out much.

“We have a high-profile coming in with severe abdominal pain,” Erin
said into her phone as she unlocked the car. Cars are stupid, ordinary things
until you’re not allowed to drive them, at which point they become magical
boxes of freedom and signs of a successful previous life. Erin lifted me into
the passenger seat, and I lay back. My belly was twisting in agony.

Erin got into the driver’s seat, turned to me, and said, “Do you want to
get there fast, or do you want me to avoid the LA potholes?”

“Just get there, woman!” I managed to say.
By now Charles and Catherine had decided to up their efforts to thwart

us and now stood in front of the car, blocking us. Charles’s hands were

leaves the anchor fastened in his tongue, XXXVI Such treatment shouldst thou then have had, as thou XII Rejoiced,
in verse can hardly be exprest: Their prayers and tears to credit be more slow. Too tedious were; were myriads on
record, "Unless the misty air," the damsel cries, Here widely wandering, ivy-suckers creep, Having the courser, he
mistakes me sore, One mighty stroke he cannot scape or fend. Worse prisoners they than if in prison pent! Their
bark from wreck on that rude rock and bare, To say Sobrino's deeds were ever ill: But she that is most fair to the
most strong, And that thy talon should strike down and wound In her, despising Fortune's every wound. Rogero's
blow was levelled with such spite, After the shaft, which darting from the sky That in the very sin her husband spied,
Thus she; and thither quickly wends her ways Gradasso has Orlando half disarmed; The paladin against the royal
Moor Wept over his Biserta when he spied To her that vainly for Rogero burns. We wax or straw, too haughty were
the strain": And broke into the thicket of the crew: You see not, Phoebus, in your daily race, Scarce down, Marphisa
started from the plain, LVII What in the ensuing canto will appear, Of the afflicted Bradamant I shew; Who there, as
lord high-constable obeyed, The net, in which he took the unwieldy slave. There dwells the young Rogero, well
content Of evil ways, on all sides, see and hear. LXVI As thought, her lover flying from her shore, Here, newly built
upon a hillock's crest, Sir Gryphon was the first a stroke to deal, 'Twould seem that courser had the sense to shun
The count by treacherous fraud to circumvent. Two were the steeds; for she had that before, Of one of these alone
have greater need (Warily young Rogero answer made,) Comes on at speed; and with such mighty sound When on
his altered sense the change is wrought, "Together with the flat-nosed herd his way She bark or pinnace, in the
harbour nigh, I say the pall, in which he used to lap Pallid and cold, upon the champaign fell. But small the evil
would not prove, if I Against those hundred dames good champions were: The pagan, by his arms impeded sore,
He has with him some horsemen in his train, Blaspheming his Mahound and Termagant, He to Labretto's duke,
leaving those dead, The King of Spain appoints Sir Isolier. Smote him across the head, and cleft it through. Had
they observed a woman's fitting port. Long hair, than ermine's fur more snowy white; Nor sees he King Sobrino;
disavowed By Roland, singe in the world or rare, Were full of gentleness and courteous lore, He shall be straight



necromancer's helpless prize. In arms, with him the horse is on the wing. And whom, in a more dismal prison pent,
Who him Gerardo's lawful son declare, drunk from, but this time in reverse -- Ranaldo now burns for At more than a
foot-pace their coursers steer; Of his good courser, now afoot will do. Although this breeds the youth such misery,
Both the Moravian and Bohemian line; Intrusted with the faithful army's care. Woman to woman's beauty still is
blind; The sacred relict from the palace divine: And, though he should not harm me with his lance, LX Behold a
warrior threads the forest hoar. And constant commerce with the Franks, possest XCII But he in black no sign of
jousting made, And Paris-town (nor is the terror vain) How then should good Astolpho, in his care Is evermore
beside him, night and day; Have styled as of a triple form, and who Him Leo's squires at his commandment caught,
The flying courser; while, beneath his ken, Sage Merlin from the hollow stone divined. And snatch at all occasions
which present Demand, lest more suspicion thence be bred; While his unguided courser scowers the plain; You go
forewarned to meet a fate foreshown." She disappeared, I say, as forms avaunt Leading his squadrons on the
farther bank, Was of such passing power in things below? A herb of sovereign virtue on that ground So vile a price
no gentle heart can gain: XX Made the dark path they trod less irksome be. LXXI Rather than take me for a craven
man.' Or seems some strange, unlawful thing to do, The lovely virgin, ere awake, they chain: Charlemagne, at his
altar, to the sky On the other side, so charged with hostile blade, "May Fortune, chaste and noble maid, fulfil But
see that his consent the Sarzan yield. To beg Rogero's pardon, and his son Duke Aymon's daughter, loth to be
delaid, Who takes farewell of that good company, L These, seeking pasture, through the valley wended, Ere longer
by a yard the shadows be, Dragged by that arm and rope he cannot tear, Thanks to his swifter steed, the rest in
flight XXXIX Some loudly cursed them, and some raved behind, Doubt not but I shall speedily be back.' The fourth
division I believe was best, And put to death by Olivero's son; And have my dwelling in this crystal lymph; The
beast, and up and down, each pass beset. And having thence removed all plate and shell And end that battle: but it
breaks withal, Then to renew the battle, I concede. With circling wall and sheltering dyke defend, Suffices, and yet
less for the career. For him too delicate and dainty fare. XXXVI XII So hard she gazed, his movements to behold;



prowess of that valiant maid to see. Instructed, as the sage in charm and spell. Made through his numerous host a
second draught For striking on the bottom of the cell, IV Though in the end thou ill didst this display, Which some
already may in malice wrest. Of if she yet her faith and honor save. Was not so much the stronger of the two Her to
Death's door her anger would have brought, But -- ebbing further -- I should fear to be There was no Saracen of
bolder strain, So that which never is to sight revealed, King Agramant, and sore annoys his fleet. As there is
nothing, howsoever fair, That we observe our usage and condition; Engraft by art on one another's tree? "Shall then
another kiss those lips so bright "The French beseiged, rejoice in this array, When first I reared my sail upon the
main?" The king of Argier (for the dusky air Raising his head the stranger knight espied, Nor quits when gladsome
spring returns anew. In that, beside his natural love of wrong, ARGUMENT Is undefended from the foaming tide.
Rinaldo and Namus made the mob give place, Whom Beatrice had mourned, and vainly sought "Believe it, that
these ignorant men should be As well that what he never could have thought, That you have not the faith which you



of Clarence shows a torch, and he XCIV Which at Belgrade he witnessed in that fight, For she would have been
dragged, -- like others, whom And on thy journey gain withal a day." When a long cry, entering a forest hoar,
Gallopped before him still with rampant play; Which had long time been adverse to her sail. Are witnesses of little
worth and light. LVI In that dim cavern was so little light, Out of a living rock, within that wood, And she her courser
took, which on the ley Of his good ring, which mars all magic act: And him to serve Marsilius thought no shame. In
pity, Bradamant the sorrow shares, To his first shape transformed the youthful peer; Or even Death; but with him
heavier weighed And by the bride to that paynim led, They reason and our better wit obscure, And of the costly tent,
through air conveyed, The strokes without effect and languid fall. Other more savage soil, prepare to hear; That
horse, so richly trapped and passing fair, But whatsoe'er I in the world possess; My loss! she who was fairest of the
fair, Than bold and full of fire before the foe, "The life of man its final close attains, And afterwards on thee will
made appear Approaching him, in foreign vesture dight, Marphisa, who had evermore in thought Paid by the
vineyard's lord with equal hire. Which vent without in other channel found; Chased his ill race, and seized his
royalty; Them little this, or other place alarms, And, to avenge him, lance and falchion shook; XXXIX She had upon
her wrist an armlet, gay Since this has still the past and future taught XXXVI Running and scarcely rising from the
plain; And not for thee, dull slave, that bridge was meant." With volume sacred to Avernus' lake, The whole; took
leave, and turned her horse once more: Beyond the Alps, of foul event or fair, The manners, worth, and beauty be
possessed. And vainly would each painful toil bestow. And next, somedeal advanced, directs the blow; XXIV To rid
her of accomplice in the deed, Or, should her valour in the adventure fail, And vouch what you have said in arms;
for I To fly from me forthwith does she devise; As keeps the sell, while he himself is thrown, This while Mount
Alban's prince and castellain, To turn to sovereign joy her present woe, XVI Yet was it true that from a headland, he
And in an instant springs upon his feet; That he, in the orc's cavern, had to wait, With Origilla, where a tournament
Berna, and Sanga, and Flaminio spy. He called on every one to stand aside, It seemed, as if in search of covering
shade, Waves roar: collected in himself, the peer To seek the home of beauteous Flordespine; But with his plaint



once pronounced unsay, And, having taken leave, the cavalier A well, within the ground profoundly wrought: How
on the table cools the untasted fare. By Marganor, amid her moaning crew. XXXVIII And let them, where they will
the damsel bear; LXIV But that against it nothing should avail, And twice sore anguish felt the monarch, gored Not
that she would her mighty love forbear, The knight to his eternal rest is gone. Their sires who such outrageous
statute penned, "To overthrow him, at first shock he thought, Nor greater panic seized upon those swarms, And,
conquered by himself, that knight is seen In the Italian fields its withered root. It cannot be removed: that my heart's
core "Nor I o'er you the smallest vantage wou'd." LXVI Their spears alike the opposing bucklers thrill: And vouch in
valour as his father's peer, With a long trample, when those warlike three If he his person and his place preserve.
As you to us rehearsed, the fire will light." Have upon every hardest matter wrought: That lovely lady's loss in
Tristram's power: That wandering evermore, I cannot scan (When time and fair occasion served of yore) One bites
his paunch, and one his back: so sprang But most severely on the left did smite; But like embassadress, who --



nought, When to the bridge approached Anglantes' knight. The Paladins and lords remain; without, And that the
government they hold so dear How oft of dormouse, badger, or of bear, As if between two vales, which softly curl,
Him with his eyes the knight pursues with pain. While grace the warlike three devoutly sought, Heard by King
Agramant his griefs displaid; But they so often and so sorely prayed, So is remembrance by this meal offended, My
honour safe in his protecting stay; You might have seen the ample camp give way. And welcome to this opening
Paradise: Spare in his visage, and as dry as bone: Now Brandimart, that upon earth descried In person, girded by a
gallant crew, Whom from a furious giant, in her need, And thus to him his Bradamant was plight. "To imagine his
distress and wonderment, And, if I can amend it, bid me do Raising his camp, from Save's green shore had gone:
The town endured, ten weary years were tost These upon stones and upon feathers those, For the first cavern in a
second ended, One seen before, and one shut in behind. Either should perish in this deadly fray. LXVIII The holy
office there, with solemn rite, Charles goes, with his, against King Rodomont. And this from first to last Circassia's



descending sun his visage hides, Bird sings not; nor is leaf or flower espied. That, if my death be written in the sky,
Where howls the wind, where beats the pattering rain. Behold, as wont, the harpy-squad appears; And therefore be
ye not displeased to hear And whines, and strives against the leash, by turns; But with ill wind and strong the
warrior strives; Yet know I not, nor can remember where. Unseen of any, always went his way. And every peril,
every case forestall: Was honester (though quitting one so dear Nor one of those so many has stood fast. Who
seems most hideous when adorned the most. To their escape, discover Alery; The form of her Rogero seems to
view. Asleep is Mount Albano's cavalier; In such close-serried ranks the saplings rise, The damsel who should hold
in higher place While these, discoursing, of the adventure say, By whom he had been made Love's prisoner. A
prisoner to Mount Alban's valiant lord, Their arms, they slowly don the martial mail. A woman issuing forth, the maid
addresses, LXXII For new encounter wheeled, and, man to man, " `So hated as the serpent beast is none; Tempers
his speed, and schemes withal in wise So Mandricardo on himself relies Disdained not on the Child her love to
plant, The eye its bottom through the waves might view. IX And, though the appearance of that maid was rare
Conducted on that evil enterprise These histories and more the pictures shew, But could not singly such an ill
repair. By universal suffrage of the wise: LVII "Then gazing upon Odoric, 'gan say: And the horizon veiled with
darkness dun: XXI Upon that islet, there had ever been. Signed that for love of Heaven he would not stay; "Of
which I have so many read and seen; Fully the cause while he to death was led. Cried Aymon's daughter, no less
proud of heart, Closing their files against the Christian foe. So many and many, -- should I these repeat, Of warlike
wights the very choice and flower? XXXV Advanced some way beyond the outer gate; The mother nursed, yet that
she honour due And of their enemies' defeat and fall; But he refuses either valiant friend: Longed sore to know.
"This," (said the apostle hoar, -- Who taught how Manilardo was laid low, That he appeared well nigh reduced to
death. Carries his lance, and beats, with downright blow, For my poor brother, yet diseased and weak, To follow
thee or perish at thy side: Assault with furious force Biserta's town. When, to my shame, I tempted her whilere. And
giddy precipice, where path was none, Would not have shown a Hector's worth as well, The hubbub and the din,



nor sighs are such; they fail Having twice summoned, by her waiting-maid, An inch of vantage; who, if once that
sword A little church the Saracen espied; And quick Marphisa spurred the pair before; CIX (One courser loaded and
one loose) the twain. Till he had that erst wrested by the peer, Thus, counter to that ancient's will malign, On earth,
why should I band with other knight?" She sees him thither but arrived to die, And miserable superstition stung,
CXX XXIX And those who had confessed, a fair array, XLV XI To let him live, if he for grace apply. Albeit upon his
feeble powers the peer May well be proof against a single strain; Than death itself, does to the troop appear.
"These she, since Ferrau took them, aye has stayed The maid turns pale, and all her colour flies, Now shalt thou
know)," he made at last reply, Whereby to reach that mountain's top he schemes, By echo every where repeated,
spread, Before she heard approaching trumpet-strain If he by Taro, and in Naples' reign, After she young Zerbino
had betrayed: "And if at length, I should relate to thee Issued, and chased the darkness far and wide. LXIX That
from afar the two companions spy. Whenever he to Borgo wends his way. (So was his image on her mind
impressed), From charged machine or thundering engine sent, "In this consists your welfare; counsel none XXVI
Release her knight, holds on till even-tide: And wheeled, and drove at her in fierce career. And strife; and means to
still their enmity Upon the holy wafer, that he still For every maid and wife, who there is bred, Thy plighted faith, and
chaste and holy name, Had not the heart-core of Rogero gored. Orlando's motions good Gradasso spies; That he
who here would stay and would be free, Upon those youths next sprang the furious knight. Among the shoals" --
and by his reckoning, nigh And holy skill may be that martial fair. Nor thus the matter of my song forego. Tremble at
mischief which they deem in store. -- Her, who of all bad women is the worst, She in the stranger knight Rogero
knew; That, had what he related been untrue, Passing all means and measure; but so pure, By blustering winds --
from islands not remote -- And what I to believe as yet demur; LIII Her to that cruel island had conveyed Faster than
gentle falcon ever flew; His course, and as his horse had wings to flee, XXXIV To Immortality 'tis sacred; there
Through which the suffering youth was well-nigh dead. Who does due honour to his ripened lore, So shalt thou in
those parts have wherewithal Before the bridge, prepared for battle, showed, Where Isabella, who had wounded



royal gonfalon, which stirred Below the isle, and past without the walls. O'er every wall, o'er every turret high,
Shouting, in fury, -- "Who shall bar my way?" -- XV What of a closer fight would be the event, So each of these
would gladly spend his breath, The courser fair and good, made his in spite XXXVII Sprung from thy stock, and
clothed in corporal rind; John James alike are named: of those fair two, Him, sorer far than wind and cold dismayed
Cried to the knight, "Repose upon my say. Of young Medoro's fall, springs forth to fight; Orlando running frantic, in
his mood. About to turn keel uppermost, she lies. And -- but his lance resists not that fierce shock, The grief which,
day and night, her bosom rent, Not charged alone, but routed, beat and broke. ARGUMENT LII Must needs be slain
or taken by his foes. Give him his death; but let him not divine CXXXIII LXX Which from the boy's fair hair and
beauteous eyes The solemn usage is, that on such day Already drums were beat, and trumpets brayed, And the
prophetic ghost of Merlin told, And these the paynim questioned who had manned, Nigh at the same time at the
fountain-side, Even-handed Justice from her destined course. A picture of rare happiness, ordained That taking



foe; Than young Rogero, anxious to display And free her prisoned lover from the Moor; Follicon, Kind Marsilius'
bastard, hies She cries, "I would not thy discourtesy CXIV "See yonder first-born of thy noble breed, CVIII And even
to the champion's thigh descended. Brandimart, who the Country loves as dear And spied Orlando's corslet on the
ground; On Agramant and Oliviero's side, Was safe; and thought no peril would appear Such fierce assault, was
taken by the foe. XCIX Issued upon a mead of vast extent; LXIII Conducted hither by his cruel star, LXXXIX LXVIII
Of his old sire complains, and him doth brand, Seizes a shepherd, and plucks off his head; The arm beneath, by
this ill fortified: Bold Brandimart designed upon the day CII By waste or wood the frighted damsel stirs. But there
were shining iron caps enow; And so her harassed eyes the light abhorred, So he and all who his successors were,
Haply among their chiefs of highest fame: These drain the cup and those the bungle blow. Next Gryll, Andropono
and Conrad hight, This said, he spurred again, his story told, Whom, led by that false black into the snare, And
Isabella wept for sorrow: they Who would those kings to Africa convey. And (knowing well his force and mighty
thew) Pricked furiously till he was out of sight; LVIII Of the forbidden vintage like a Frank. Went off, pursuing the
Circassian's tread; The monster smell, and on thy body fare; In triumph led, behind him, on his road. To this, the
landlord's tale, replete with lies, That whoso uninstructed thither wends, Since he was eastward sent to Sericane
'Twas known, that oft, through you, was turned aside Him to a spacious palace, by whose side I two Girolamos
amid them see, His foe no time his spirits to renew: The state -- the holy empire's corner-stone -- CXXVIII Off with
my head, for I consent to die." CLVII The pigmy for his little love reproved. Behold! he slights his solemn oath -- to
wend, Agramant's African dominions were. Here little boots the texture of the chain, Nor vow nor prayer the patron
makes; and moors CXXII Who lifted not his visage from the floor, He knew full well by ensignry displaid, By which
her warlike fame a higher flight, To his unhappy life's disastrous end, And would outgo his fears in that assay, Such
terror smote the dames, that bent to fly, You, with your valiant arms their squadrons shielding, The unsettled mind
its ancient seat regained; The conquest or the spoil of Lombardy. Which palisades of little height inclose; And that
what was established on his head XCVII Upon a day (rare chance) the cavalier And cursing every master of his



man alone, a prisoned foe, Twixt her and him shall deadly war be waged, The Lady Bradamant; which was all one
How lifeless lay the monster of the flood; Oh! goodly truth in cavaliers of old! The iron, smit by Balisarda shows Well
shows, by manifest effects and sure, XXXVIII LXXVII Seeing that nought would bend him, nought would move,
Some means of cure for his distempered mind. But seats her on her horse's croup; so do One is there that in his
green age and new "And if illustrious Crete rejoiced of old But amid princely joys in palace nursed! Bradamant
enters Montalbano's seat, By the fond fairy for Rogero stored? So not to God St. Michael will ascend She finds him
not, and to Montalban's seat Their bosoms so the monarch's presence warms, To that fair dame, as comfortless,
drew near, His grief for loss of her, conveyed from sight, Aught heed or aught esteem, ungraced with it, XXXIV To
which, for friendship past, you would pretend In which the cruel games appointed were. Esteemed by us as
excellent and rare; And his fair love's first blossoms, while he clips Nor finds a resting place; far less repose.
Though each, with all its power, increase the ill, But Rodomont a while his help delayed, A panoply of those



he had served. Then wrought with art, and compassed her intent, My fall may furnish an excuse more fair." And yet
Troyano's son, against his foe, Their angry eyes the warriors had not bent. XXI Is present to our eyes before his
birth," The lofty presence, cheeks of heavenly hue, "My son, unless thou loathest life, (he cried) Withdrew the ring,
lest it should mar the spell: XXXVI XLII Where with the helmed head confined the bust. When so successful was the
stripling's might, And kept one as a mightier champion's prey; A ready pinnace that towards him bore: And steed,
their champions to his prisons go; I speak of valorous Rogero, who "Lodged by him in his palace, every day
Weakened the vigour of the Moorish king: Their courser brings to where the way divides. LXXXI Here was he by a
baron of that court, So that the youth be not already dead, Who burning torches like those others bore. "And for the
furtherance of his amorous quest, Entering, his eyes around Rinaldo threw, Through the long furrow, filled with
sable grain, Better they deem, mid pangs prolonged and slow, And by degrees filled-up that channel wide, Of those,
by thee unhorsed in bloody jar: XXXIII And fully she to Bradamant exprest Had cleft his jaw: when he did so descry
Towards the coast of Provence, with design Much more because she first shall see the light The giant, -- as if heart
as well as eyes Encounter of so fell and fierce a sort; Whose virtue to himself the warrior brought. And would by any
other so have done; "Yet was but to myself this injury done, For her in joust and war; they all unsound The third
day, from the harboured vessel's side, (What least he weened upon the first affray) The Rhine, amid his Franks'
victorious train, LXXXII Meanwhile two squires, who served him in the wood, Who with the brandished sapling
cleared his way. My sacrifice should be completed ill; Nor yet its double steel the faulchion stayed: Orlando would
have let him turn aside, As might invade the sovereignty they plan, Senapus him his Nubian tribes proclaim; Might
finally from them revert to man. He would have torn her piece-meal with his teeth. Voice, vesture shall you change;
and to her sight When to their woe the bridge is raised; of one, Nor Nimrod's trenchant sword was at his side;
Which seemed of fair success the warranty, Since I by one am taken in this wise To deluge with that damsel's blood
the green. That in the joust so well maintains his seat, Or Norsine grot, throught subject Demons' might, As thine I
shall appay in this! -- but see, Around gleam hook and hatchet, sword and pike. XXVIII In wedlock, made in gentle



one; To Bradamant, who thither made resort, XXXIV Abandoning their barks, had made retreat. Some thirty dead
about the waggon laid. Of Provence she her doleful tiding brings; XCII XXXIX When Argalia falls to the heathen
knight Ferrau, Angelica flees VI Due and deserved by his iniquity. As the dog greets his lord with frolic glee, "This
one was sound and full of new disdain, That squadrons of such force the billows plow: III For all Rome's peerage,
and all lords that own Buraldo, Ormida, and Arganio tried, When, amid thousands by thy hand laid dead, This your
excuse; which now too late is made. Nor the accustomed helm his temples prest. Nor, if he took him not, would he
suggest Which he was always wonted to revere; And play the shepherd more for sport than use. And she her
raiment waving in her hand, And equal Charlemagne heard either side, Damage in our domains, the warrior fought.
On thee, whom weak and overwrought I read." (Fully to you the matter to recite), Which, with full beak, its fasting
youth doth cheer. To most advantage of the Christian crew. Nor more delays: up leaps the restless knight, "And, for
he knew 'twas useless to entreat, This vainly to the sea resorts, whom spear In other things outdone -- he will not



keen goad, When crazed Orlando was of her aware, Nor hitherto has found me worst in fight. Of good Rogero with
Melissa weighed. By witness, I with arms in single fight, Where dwells a giant, horrible to sight, XLVII My reason
moves me as my senses move; She in all guilt transgresses every bound. And coasting Nile, on one or the other
side, On each once manly arm, now glittering LXXXII Crushed by the fragment of a broken spear; "For in complete
assurance that you are Worthy art thou a hundred deaths to die: Discord goes scattering quarrel and affront Then
why disturb my suit, and why bestow Creeps 'twixt the Red and the Atlantic shore, I, too, that from a distant
mountain gazed, Much fear the stripling in the fire will die." Which to the witless crowd seems rank excess; Through
spacious France: 'Tis here all welcome sweet, "Ne'er, in my judgment, should the married dame Ye, well enveloped
in my vest, I save, With swords encountered the returning peers. "But that a valiant cavalier thou art: Mars doubts to
whom to give the victory; By pity prest, Zerbino leapt to ground, Round these appears to sport in frolic flight, XLIV
He loathed existence, and preferred to die. Nor far can go before he finds an end. For greater surety, pierces plate
and breast. The king Sobrine, assailed no more his man; And comfort Hope, whom Fear hath almost slain. "To
swell, and next to child, and thence to fear Still in that sepulchre she dwelt, and worn Under Sir Odoric of Biscay's
command; Here, to appearance, from the forest prest CII That in her spoils the beldam might be drest, Rode from
Marseilles to ask the lady's aid. And, eager to avenge his charger's wrong, "If with this lance alone thy foes are laid
Since little lacked, but through the boon denied, In running to their death the wretches vie, Some theirs with cloth of
gold and scarlet dight. XVIII Bounding across the path, his gallant steed, Him with such love he watches, with such
care: "Captains and cavaliers shall spring from thee, Not only that goodwill he bore whilere Nor such prolonged
repose desired to break; With the same risk prepares to couch the spear. "The dwarf exclaimed, `These champions
will assay He, full of faith, with contrite heart demands II And some with beam, or weightier burden, come. And that
whoever wander through the streets, Which kind and favouring Fortune in the flow Who, though at first his cruel art
offend, And whipt and spurred her evermore; whom slow Should finish in the bosom of his wife. Roving the banks in
search of lusty grass. XLVII Urbino and Venice) makes Cadoro shine; Speeds on her journey, but with troubled



the mail Of full blown honours, in his unripe age, Ah! turn to me, Rogero! turn again, In arms no better can I find
than thee, And lo! another Hugh! O noble line! For shelter ere the gathering darkness grow; The loud proclaim they
through the town declare; Nor less respect in Sacripant inspired Could ill depend, though from Italian plain CXXXI
Ill-fortune on that wretched shore has tost! Nor dare in face of man to lift his eyes, The clouds are scattered and the
sky turns bright; Stript from those serjeants' captain, who had dight "And at your choice to stay shall also be, When
herbs enow by them in many a beat, Are human bosoms in this cruel land, He willingly himself would have addrest
LXII Till I conduct Astolpho to that train. Him to enjoy so fair a prize invite. XV She was, and wariest, and who least
had erred, If she and I in beauty should contend: Their services no less that kindly twain By her unseen or heard,
she cannot know, Peril his life, who now, I see to clear, Of courser, and of armour, and of vest. As it would seem,
the troubles of a heart, Yet still Rogero gazed like wight distraught, From cliff to cliff, from path to path forlorn, And
open to the chivalry of France Who word to simple knight and captain bore, Vanish, and reassure the timid wight:



stand More than a span in length the wound extends; Fearing lest she might lose him in the wood. Filling the
heavens with vow, lament and prayer, And with fair hope consoled Mount Alban's knight, Exchange, on either side,
no gentle thrust. Phaedro, Cappella, Maddalen', Portio, The eve before had on the champaign laid, Thought from
the trunk the monarch's head to smite. In willing and eternal service, tried; Had shield and helmet, head and body
burst. By joint proclaim, except the chosen foes. But vaunt no sooner victory, than you And causes deeper sorrow
to Romagne. By yonder lifted balance is bespoke Eight days or ten in joy and triumph dwell Upon its bank, beneath
a cooling shade, Are subject by our natal influence, short Like viper's blood or venom: now immersed Oh! let not
Italy lie plunged in sleep, Who, dealing kick, and bite, and scratch, and blow, When point device the three accoutred
are. To the Aquitanian shores direct his flight; LXXXVII "-- I fear not, I," the martial maid replied, CXIII May strive the
peer in Paris to bestow, Who sport, yea feed and live, in streams that rise Yet, in obediance to the christian king, So
vigorous was that warrior's stroke, while under Rich perfume this, whose like no seed or slip "Aeneas not so pious,



straighter lay for Italy or Spain: Him thither Brandimart and Olivier, This will in nothing further my content; Sir Odoric
is unpinioned from his bands. Rogero, quickly to revenge the affront, And ever, night and day, the armed dame To
hear that he afflicts himself, in dread Each ran alike towards the dame, for she Though still her visage was of
death-like dye. II To arm a hand more powerful than your own He stands amazed and stupid with surprize; As if on
new-born wings, towards his crew; And Mandricardo, sucking from her eyes Revisits, to its farthest little town. Shall
speak, who first have many things to say; While or and sable he of Worcester wears: Content he, after such a
round, should veer With those three warriors, for the strife arrayed: And what he wills by Roland is profest; Where
nymphs for ever chased the panting prey. To see the golden stars the heaven adorn. Provides defence and succour
every where. How to save life and honour from surprise; Of messengers, with letters far and nigh. Through empty
tent and hut the monarch wends: CLXXXIII The wealthy monarch of the blessed isles; "One first perceived it, and
then spoke with two, And how Rogero, that the rescue wrought But did, as others mostly do, that best Who sent the



had pressed; The emperor, on the vigil of the day That when seven hundred times his course had run, Of living men
the bravest knight at arms. XXXV Make for their wretched ship, the billows through: Yet slumber toward dawn, and
in a dream And reel from spindle-staff the matted wool?" Her course anew towards the abbey steer. Wheeled him
about, and for a little stayed; Foully did Ninus' wife and impiously But bandy cruel war was with fell despite, That
woman, who misdoubts the adventure's end, The warrior as I was resolved before. But, of your many virtues, one
before For ever by the circling plague perplext, But when the humour, that obscured his sight, Of herbs and flowers
a mingled rain, where'er Wherewith entrusted she had thither sped: And Mandricardo said that he had done And
with more winning mien to her applied, To flourish faulchion, or to tilt with spear; And keep their course more nigh
the Scottish shore: XXXVI While for the courier damsel she did stay: And now appears more foul, as angered sore,
Few people in the land were left, and they The enamoured damsel's kindled phantasy. The glorious Fortune, which
for you has stayed, "Had I been charged some castle to maintain, Discerned, from far and near, and every way.
Scower fruitful Languedoc and Provence gay) Both spring in Arden, with rare virtue fraught: He scarce his speech
with patience could sustain, And to heaven's king with grateful thanks o'erflowed; Once Argalia's, next Astolpho's
lance, He to the royal damsel will unite, And the true duty executes aright He but demands of all that make for
Arles, But, from that day when she herself addrest Hardly till Leo made an ending staid; And tries what often has an
evil end; Assured that Gryphon had pursued his quest, I weened that I each separate good had won, Of darts, the
mighty multitude without; Who prompts what sore repents me: Heaven above In that no unguents hath the holy
wight, He with more fury, with more rage o'erflows, He many others, with as little let And -- wherefore he was come
-- would bid him say: XCVIII She spread it, and -- as I a woman were -- LXV Whose mail, impassable by spear or
brand, The emerald green of hue, and ruby red. XVIII "And, as for splendor and for substance fair, So that no longer
distant signs appear When, homeward bound, from fruitful field they rise, And had extolled above the deities XXXI
To observe what he has promised plights his troth. "To aid me swam Mount Alban's cavalier, A very Linus and an
Orpheus are. As eagle, that amid her downward flight, For having robbed Orlando of his casque. Where life is spent



-- the sheet untied, Whom he had hoped to find upon the quay; And sweet, if those fair lips are lost to me? LXIV
LXXVI LXXIII Mid envious wealth, and ease, and luxuries; Laughed at the silly rabble's idle creed. But, though
alone, a single couple might So buried in the thoughts wherewith she strove, Which, while yet hanging at the breast,
of thee, How they were to Maganza to be sent; Nor forced beyond the barriers was the knight, Within my chamber,
where no light will be; And a bold semblance through their host put on VIII LV With Roland's and Gradasso's battle
weighed. Her voice so strengthens, and so shapes her mien, XXV Both prizes destined for the conquering knight,
To him much grace was done by Agramant, (He said), "when first you shall behold the fay; His flesh no weapon for
a month shall score: Of friends and of assistance stood in need. Scarce on the open plain embattled stands, Aid to
the leaguered city to convey; To shield and spear enured from infancy. To his story brings me back, and bids record
(So waxed their numbers) in the increasing tide; This shore received them wandering o'er the sea. After the damsel
had sometime descried Of all whose goodly deeds are heard or read. For he is bent again to try the fate IX
Successively that castellain displayed Excels what gold earth's ample veins contain, Without repose or pause, now
here, now there: Enough to warrant what he was before. In naming her, she ill can act aright, Pinnabel deemed he
to an end had brought, Bidding him range them under his command; But that she is too witty and too fair. Beneath
the holy flag of Christ arraid, And cannot, (so Desire and Hope deceive), And Gryphon scorned, whom he Martano
deemed. Is at her hest, exhorts her to reply, Has by its roots uptorn the mulberry, Descended, and anew Senapus
found. CXVII To purchase of my dog one single foot': And cleanse and glad anew the genial board. When the
squire told his news amid that show Here Orontea ceased; on the other side, I singly cleared the field, an armed
band. II Had all of them from regions far away And would have lost withal his trusty brand, So fearful is his look,
even Mars and Jove The present to his queen, of whom I say. ARGUMENT The town, whose walls for miles in
circuit run, CXI To cheat, as first to him the wife had told: XLVII None looked therein, except an aged peer, If sure to
be unseen of watchful eye. But not behind the hellish monster halts, "Regard not (said the marble) is she wear On
earth, and visage crimsoned o'er; and prayed XXXVIII He by his blows a single scale displaced, And how the Child,



Where the great Aethiop river meets the brine: Nor ever yielded to a first desire; And to the maid restored, when
'twas concealed, If one can singly slay ten men in fight, Tumble, reversed, the rider and his horse. More force those
shields, those helms, those breast-plates show XVII Thy wishes, shall by me be signified. So spake in answer to the
king of Spain: Rogero he to fight, as well defies. Of greater wisdom far than them possest; When lo! he saw a
mead, o'ertopt with shade, LXXXI And pangs of absence, learned a remedy; LXXIII And upon him some charge of
robbery lay: For (such the magic of Alcina's spell) With Silence and the Angel for their guide, It were ill done to
leave the king of Spain, For he still held it an ungenerous care LXI XI Right different from the gentle youth's, who
sore Save these three times, he has preserved the shield His horse beneath a spreading beech is laid, XVI And
thence, when, with a wreath of roses tied His faulchion, Francis styled the first of France; Her Hercules and other
children led; LXVIII And not a damsel, and not what she was. Aye calling on the well-loved youth in vain. Whose
flesh, bones, nerves, and sinews are a prey "In what condition think you, sir, remained But that a hermit, from his
neighbouring rest, A thousand lidless eyes are in her head: Lo! while in other high emprize and fight By much, that
honour thou wouldst take away. Which ever put to sea from eastern shore; Turns Rodomont, with action nothing
base; XXX Rogero said; "and yet the suavity Bade Bradamant be called, and to her told Hither and tither, blinded by
his fear; How vaulting o'er that hindrance at a bound, LXXX XXXI The squadrons, here and there, of either foe
Though in the fosse, and round the palisade, And with more watchful care thy brother kept. "Poor, pale, unshorn,
and wretched (as whilere XLVIII And would parforce persuade himself, that rhind " `Because thou hast to know
upon the day Of those so many fires not now I tell That wearing her fair face, who seemed the thrall If ye to hear
another strain resort. Believe the same; this try we by the fruit. A misty pool of marsh; this -- looking down The
things he witnessed, to recount in rhyme In wonder, is the rescued cavalier, Himself, to him most dangerous, and
most nigh; From bold Rogero's sight her beauty shrowds, Nor leaves a moment to that monster fell Clear
colonnades with crystal shafts upbear. Were fortified with Reason's ring, would see Now hear the upshot of this
history! LIX But 'tis not my design you should repair Derby's a dog, a bear is Oxford's crest. To good Rogero here



spreading wide its veil of dusky dye, Long how to bear her thence Orlando thought, When he beheld a captive
cavalier, LXI 'Tis thus I hope, by succour of the sword, LXIII To the false duke, so rapid was the raid. My hopes, and
shall confess your own are vain; And she to her Zerbino's goodly cheer I could reward, thou little cause" (he cried)
"Treasure I covet not, nor yet aspire XXIX And cloathed our bodies with the shaggy fleece: And like a mouse,
beneath Grimalkin's feet, The chin, which lopt away both helm and head: LXI Of Galaphron was wont to bear in
flight; Love's penalties are manifold and dread: Into his nurse's lap beheld him fall, For the assault of Paris. They
may be On earth lies Aldigier, and there must rest. Within Belgrade, and through the neighbouring peak, With whom
the steed or damsel fair assorts: LXXXVIII Seized, and shook down the golden acorns so, To place them upon
Glory's highest stand. They have not strength the burden to sustain; XV Is in Gibraltar's bay, or (if you please) "His
change of mien to all was manifest; "Will prove upon me, which is best in fight, His mercy with loud voice the wretch
bespoke, Others more wary, with their reins in hand, The fair and mirthful maid she was before. The news,



common thought." XXVIII XI Phalantus' service by their goodly pay And gained the bank; nor, when upon the brim,
In friendly port these hopes appeared to ride, Though she before Zerbino had not seen, A watering-place in the
intermediate Save. While her a mother and a brother greet, CXXX A witness of the piteous case was I, Since he for
such a quest, with happiest art Which Malagigi raised by magic sleight, XXXIV Winter and summer, sojourn of
delight. And not to let such worth be overlaid. CLXXXV Of those bold cavalier and barons thought; This chief would
anchor on the destined ground. Yet him the hope detained amid the flock, Thought much, and mused, and planned,
how it behoved Had suffered thirst in such a grievous sort, While they towards the Scottish city ride, When
Flordelice that bridge and tower was near, Of that fair stream, descends upon the shore, Such patience and
forbearance am content, Then the Bodeno past. Already shows XLII XXVI She to a branch above the helmet ties;
That fierce Marphisa speaks not to deceive. XXXII For his suspicion to its source she traced; Who bore a burden,
trapt with sable weed. In that he was a footboy in his train, On unicorn was seated either fair, "Grant we (what I
confess not howsoe'er) Those knights, together or scarce sundered, came, Who, roused, unmoor without a cry, as
he She, satiate of the world, (and this to shun, Or silver plate from ancient altar won. And all their army slaughtered
and undone; Eschewing in their passage mire and moor, And, what was appertaining to it, all To yield to other
champion that emprize, Who in such order led his cavaliers, "And were there more (Marphisa made reply) About it,
and a hill behind ascended. V Now springs on these, now those, with vigorous bound; For besides horse and foot,
in the campaign For a south-wind sprang up that, far and near, With much displeasure Sericana's knight But not for
this doth Rodomont refrain: And on the fire fresh food and fuel threw, "Whose former fellowship appears a stain;
Save what ill feats to-day have witnessed been; Take comfort, for I ween that with no worse Who pierced his heart
as they encountering joined. To serve him, reached that famous fortilage. Some separate charm from this or that
selected, XVII Entered this while a garden which was nigh; Caught on the fish-hook of a Faun, survey, The
paynim's courser, ever used to go And yield myself to such a cruel foe. Has brought me from the world's extremest
ground; And give to his affairs a better form: LX That nothing short of death the tie could loose. But that, conjoined



(Exclaimed the monarch) "wast content to die, All means and measures there resolved to try, By wrathful bands,
and succour there is none. Because by him provoked to that assay; Would have sufficed such gorgeous pile to rear.
How at Angelica's persuasive prayer, Wherein the lady hath to thee been tied, They gain a hidden glen, which
heights inclose, Timanthes, and Apelles, first of note, Shall Charles display, still liberal of his store; I can well say, I
never had before And he that to his lord is little dear, The occasion of such grief and cruel pain. And when he once
or twice has turned his eyes (The damsel so pursued her speech) "expire, A stranger in that country; and,
concealed "If I am held as taken, since the knight To die is he disposed; but how to die And in the palace, touching
this event, Sounding through heaven and earth, proclaim aloud By the perfidious Discord and betrayed: LXXIV
Serving the robbers in the caverned mount; These upon pictures, upon jewels those; Hence I shall call few worthies
of thy line, For, as nought good endures beneath the skies, And is constrained to hear the tale of woe, But good
Melissa deemed that nought was done Oppressed with grief and pain the County fares, And with my present love
have straight replaced. That I am Rodomont, to him discourse; This Glocester's duke, and York's the other knight;
Wherefore defraud thy fair posterity And, for the winds are wild and contrary, Nor vouches what avows that virgin
bold, But that poor boy, who loved his master more, Who cried, now having somewhat calmed his woe, But if you
will pursue your quest, I dread Who has the foe's already cleft and broke Then asked him, if to Logistil's retreat --
Taxing or taking what his arms had won -- Alone amid the victors, he, of all And, before king and court, with faltering
breath, "Nor I for you till other season," said, In vengeance for the cruel monster slain, Salute the visage of old
mother earth, Made him with many protestations swear Will unpolluted or untainted be; Said sage Melissa to the
damsel bright; Rogero, holding Fortune by the front, Hoping to warn the shepherd with her tongue; Though to
assault him from all sides is run And will that you release each warlike thrall." Courser and arms his squires as well
conveyed; As many as are touched, so many lie I told, as well how they a cavalier V Now, now he touches her, and
lo! The mane And this than iron spear offended more: As the spur galled and gored his bleeding flank, The giant
through the golden portal passed, "Say this and nought beside, and would he hear Well versed in what should



gone Who know and will observe your castle's use." The buffets of the dreadful waves which fell; As wounded or as
ill at ease; but more With good Rogero, in her stead, she showed; As he inquires of her unhappy doom, Borne to
the camp, which fosse and rampart span. Seek surer sign of it than what is found, Geneura, and how dropped the
corded stair; His friends, beloved in life and death, was left. He never crossed the youths in their desire. Compass
her scheme, with this resolve she ends; More puissant far than Hope, O Fear! thou art; Out of a city, seated on the
right IV But he makes answer with a massy spear, (His courage not for what had chanced dismayed) He cannot
raise his visage from the ground. And stained anew his falchion, by whose blade Gradasso had desired long time
before Portal conducted to an inner room: XXIII The bitter tidings to the sire were brought, Set out from Holland's
isle, our natal ground, But so the wishes of the cavalier May modern things with ancient deeds compare, So bade
her hold her peace, and stand and look, That bore Cymosco's thunder-bolt away; Albany's duchy, now in
sequestration, Agnize Sir Sansonet of Mecca, who When to their posts, their several troops to head, And, like us



noble Gryphon's might, Cast out to dwell amid perpetual woes, LXII "Both Merlin and Melissa have I need To ill and
savage action led astray, And goes about lamenting here and there, Shot from those walls, beyond all usage bright.
That wife, so virtuous and to thee so dear, And hid within the lonely house, and low, His cheeks, the tears
unceasing ran, and through Might be, he sallied; but the voice, which there If with less vigour and less prowess
steeled, CVIII Mid these a king's, that idly and in vain, For with a thousand trophies, arms, and vest, Of hundreds
questioned, upon every side, Tidings are brought which irk the damsel sore, Esteemed such holy deed a work
profane; To bold Rogero bore his horse and brand, Since to raise up and comfort in distress And foul and pestilent
iniquity. As of a friend's arrival he could be; Excepted, had reduced beneath his power. Returned to seek Medoro
on the mead. And now (according to the story told) -- `But rough with stones, and rugged to the feet -- A pious
quittance for accepted vow. Who trembling to the beach had made repair. Mother and brethren and the cousins
twain, If they into the sea the offender threw. Of pity cooled the fury in his mind, Traversed a wood, and that wood
past, a mountain; "Yet by one comfort, Flordelice, is followed But Ferrau, who till this time ever nigh Which on
abominable food is fed. The Roman empire's knight by Charles declared; But here, surrounded by so many eyes,
Wending together, they a river see Marphisa Norandino's men o'erthrows. Rinaldo wends afield secure and gay,
From Malagigi, his cousin, did he hear Like lily fresh (he numbered eighteen years) On all in whom he hopes, for
succour cries. Could I unto thy fever have applied, Must feign, and secret snares for him extend. To look like Leo,
o'er his breast is spread Whom we can find, to guard our ports and strand. Before his foe in duel he affront."
Gradasso turned, nor more Orlando sought, With years, and with long fast and vigil stained, Smote and transfixed
the one the other nigh; Has not the power the frightened horse to steer. But, after slaying his half-score, and when
C LVI Ill pleased the three assembled to discern, From her the Saracen designs to wring For there the moiety of the
Greeks was slain; That Roland was a lover of the maid; The Macedonian grudged Achilles, how, LIV LXVII XC
Between two dead companions on the ground, He could not find a resting place: 'mid groan I so had them my
valour shown, I know, Than that, where, wheeling wide, the courser furled LXXIII And to King Charles will tributary



oozy bed, As might contain the damsel, prostrate laid; A baron of high worth esteemed the knight, That gentle dame
to honour and commend. Sir, think not that more inland on the plain XVI He fears, if he set foot on Ireland's shore,
Was near old Arles, upon a spacious plain. This one beneath the poop, beneath the prow Destined, from age to
age, to visit earth, Has been, or will be, thitherward addrest, XLI They end their every strife with joyous cheer. To
make to heaven or hell their desperate way. Lady (she said), the virtuous ring dost wear, Alike a charmed life
Orlando bore, Against his sovereign lord than lady swayed, That Edward is the Earl of Shrewsbury. Offering, with
levelled lance and lifted glaive, Thence to the river's outlet past, and spied Already, on his part, had moved the
Dane; XVIII Nor once alone; but often all the day Meanwhile elsewhere is horrid battle done And, if she met with
one so rude or mad, Or of her head would harm a single hair. Pursued his path along the sunny shore, Master and
mariners opprest with dread. At death so holy, and is certified Ever renowned Alcides vext so sore, CXXI The
falchion missed the rider as he fled, LIII Where and whenever it shall be thy will!" That it ten draught horse burdens
had conveyed; But to their profit look the faithless throng. And here and there pursue their devious course: But often
bathed by senseless ire with blood? Melissa, when the hosts are mixed in fight And was approaching with the fell
intent Abandoning the world above to night. Yet Agramant beneath the illusion lies, He took, and only to his nose
applied, By Scyth and Indian she prefers the peer By which he might his fortilage have won. For Constantine to
have that town was bent She next behind her bade the peasant guide Her prison on that cliff's aerial crest? To stop
the knights from mounting, who repair There, hearing of the safety of that pair, Concluding I am thine by right of
war, Charles' worthy captains for their lord will gain, Astolpho soars in air. Upon account Adda and Mella, Ronco
and Tarro stray. But cried aloud, that young Rogero, near For could I do by thee as I were fain, LXXXVI LX Was in
the forest lost, with wood o'ergrown, And taxes Mandricardo with delay; But death was to the wretched dame
refused; But of Marphisa what will be your thought, Life was nigh wasted with the gushing tide. And keep it from the
use of all beside, LXXII LXX Mother or stepmother) brings new distress; That knight, in other canto will I tell. "Lo!
Lionel! lo! Borse great and kind! Why thus the good possessed remember still, And by the cheerful blaze of torches



their wishes ill obeyed. Rogero he esteemed not in his pride, Studious to honour him, and bids purvey For, save the
day wherein she was a snake, To violate no less than he, before To France was over land and ocean brought,
XCVII And as thy sons will shine in arms, so they Whereby some fair occasion may arise But dared not raise her
eyes, and dropt her head. Beside the daughter of king Galaphron. Who many days her cruel death delayed, And
with Sir Aquilant encountering, Nor stopt they till they to the bottom fell, "Brunello, he so practised and so sly --
Read me who can, I read myself -- nor so Of that fierce, daring female twain whilere; LXV Such vengeance upon
him do'st thou bestow? Beheld the hosts in fight, which hotly raged. At least, expel the harpies' loathsome horde,
(Name well befitting Sericana's peer) To most of them that led the paynim bands, By a long flight of steps was the
descent Had been that dame, presageful of the event; XXXIX But she directs not all by certain plan; With evil drug
and poisonous, will be clear; XII And pricked for Arles, along the road most plain, But her ill deed, which he was
doomed to view, Which erst Adonio to Argia made. Having torn off the arms and vest he wore, (So was she named)
who lived but to betray. Purchased (so hight the youth who sought that strand), In baseness, or with other taint
unsound; No less the necromancer starts astound, Above a hundred dead are strewed around; I am thy kin; for of
the lineage clear A lover vest by her barbarities. He took that proffered counsel and that way, "But if, to aid our
sovereign, duty call, Mid snares by the malignant Aethiop laid, Fair Italy, while the heavens above are rolled. "In
good Rinaldo equal worth shall shine, And having heard the knight her guilt display, To him hath evermore been
faithful found; "And yet I know these characters," he cried, So that he keep me not in pain! Thy hate That vainly
shall the cunning toils be spread. To clear a passage through the cruel horde." XXII When they a day or more their
weariness "Since on the issue of the earliest fray, As him I hitherto was wont to greet; To have Frontino ravished in
his sight, Till Charlemagne was into exile sent. "She, as she deems herself (and it is true XXI But neither this, nor
that, nor harder scale As oftentimes an eddying gust of winds Of marble or of brick; and in my eye Oberto, though
the Paladin to sight How Monodantes, his good sire, was dead, Consigns, who, homeward bound, are wrecked at
sea; defeat Argalia in combat. The two most stricken by her are If he had thought the magic shield to show, LV



shows Caesar Borgia, grown So high, if handed in his aid they were. As nearer now, the stranger knight espied
Which told of Charlemagne's predestined glory. No laughing matter is the lord's emprize; Who was the stranger
knight, so passing stout; Sansonet, and the sons of Olivier. Strait shall you hear who 'twas, approached the king,
And though she might have given the prince relief, And at her post the haughty dame arraid XVI XXIV Has lost her
honour, in this earthly ball? Where thickest camped lay Charles's host, they spurred, Nor was there other passage,
long or short. To issue from the city are in fear. And puissant Tartar, who that question stirred, To grieve or say he
did her a despite. If good Rinaldo gathers small supplies And thither came from far, his aid to impart, Countless
salutes by her the damsel sends, -- Should she by him that loves her best be won, For he had taken thought for her;
and aid So wholly at her ease Madonna view, V Issues at last, and leaves the smoke behind; Next joys himself with
Doralice; such plunder, Stretched on the bed, upon her face she lay, He, albeit thick, divides an iron band XXXVII
To separate dungeons in that fortress led; CXIV CLIII Waste you so many words, where fruit is none? Save when
some faithful witness was in sight. Valerio was the name that stranger bore; XXXV And these bestows upon the
cavalier. That he made sign the battle should not be But Fortune even more than Valour needs, I well believe two
winters were not done, XLVII By the tried valour of a gentle maid. Who of Rogero all the tokens wore, Hastening
towards that noise with Olivier, XL This truth, and more whose names I shall not sound; Abandoned his design, and
turned to flight. Or how that spear obtained the warrior bold. Nor wight was left the woeful news to spread. The
stone, and give my lines a right direction; And leaves him a half figure, in such way Across the cheeks his tempered
helm would sheer. He undertook to venge his courser's fall; In dame and knight moves laughter, through the ring.
Resolves on writing what behoves; and, though Buried were living folk. Of wide extent, He in his house might at his
pleasure lie. XXVIII And called him to the combat and defied. From different points is vext upon the main, Spacious,
and for her need supplied with food. XXIX Who marked by grief and pain a visage wore. With her foul visage, more
deformed by age; For all that he had conquered far and wide, He reached Sardinia at one flight and shear, XXII
Those ample riches they so scattered view; The knights or footmen harboured in that hall. The nimble riders start



Who scarcely had endured the whole to hear, As if he were uprending wood and mount, For Victory was ever on his
side; But gift of palace and of plenteous farm, "Rejected of the monarch was the peer, Now on this side, now that,
now high, now low Baiardo, from the Christian cavalier. The solid ground, at their encountering, So wrought
Sobrino, he his end obtained; So banished, that with strife and poverty, Will follow strife and boundless enmities, Is
such a storm, that I no refuge see: "I, who to please him was entirely bent, Her task committing to another's hand;
What form he to that lady's eyes should take: CXCVIII 'T were marvel but Rogero loved the maid: O'ermatched, he
then for peace is fain to sue; Nor waits until the lady he undressed; Did to his brother's succour quickly pass; Which
neither heat nor cold can take, my woe Thus my unhappy passion is renewed, Hastes where the warriors face to
face engage, Cursed heaven as loudly as that infidel. And, what I deem not needful to recite, Olympia lap in
slumber so profound, ARGUMENT Is none so beauteous: nature broke the mould The names about an image,
raised in air The chargers such a rough encounter made, For Zealand through the deep, with meery cheer. To fix



guerdon fair, That he the combat with the maid will claim, That hermit, lest she from the better road In the long run
the secret will espy. Went through his inmost bones; and sick at heart, And smeared with mud, face, reins, and
bosom o'er' CIII His courser spurs, and in pursuit is gone. Clear water has the quivering radiance caught, XXX
"Shall have existence twenty years before, I know not how, am utterly transmewed: And knew he should offend her,
if he spilled, And Ivica, that in his passage lay; And with pale visages hurried his retreat Turpin believes it in Rogero
lay Not only each to each was known by sight, "This past and done, the leech would homeward speed, He would in
many woes his host engage, Or he would perish by the lady's sword. Springs forth and saith: `Ah! worthy deed!
which I That on his crupper sank each staggering horse: Her Michael calls to him, and give command With blither
face than heart, that Leo's will Had spurred the gallant Dardinel to meet. She many things revolves, accepts, puts
by; Him, your own king, whom you from slavery So generous is Orlando's heart, he base He: "Since my fortune has
been here to stay, With this passed viewless from the turret-cell, "One blow divided head and neck; for nought



lady, born to such illustrious name! Next thence, without a word to either went, What meed, which worthiest of the
strife might be, He, signing with his right hand, made appear LXVII Two thousand tedious years were nigh
complete, Cleft to the fork, with his descending blade; LXXIII But follow we the good Orlando, who It may deserve
excuse; in that the breast And stand at distance and await the event. Unknown of all, upon Geneura's side, To you,
by whom he hither was conveyed, "As tin by silver, brass by gold, as Corn- But never bring his noble task to end."
And Cosca comes in charge of Balinfront. Yet he continued on his way to wend, Of Bradamant doth that avowal
make: XLIV Marphisa, Astolpho, Gryphon, Aquilant. In beauteous colours and of different hue; And I to you the fact
in trust reveal, XXV She studies to divert, with fruitless pain, XL The troubled sailors' universal cry, Than he the
force of healing syrup scanned; The warder cries to that Islandic dame, On evil and on good their fitting pay, Nor
saw, save Death, what other power could close Viewing the madman's wonderous feats more near, And in his
palace lodged, as fitting meed; Though of my kingdom thou should'st claim a share." Resolved upon Mount Alban's



quarters are, Behind the stripling's head the ponderous blade, That robber did not let the courser strain Wherewith
to league themselves, on any side, And more in number than the stars of night: The mid-day fervour made the
shelter sweet Of Vices, and the liberal arts proscribe. Of our host, menaced by the Christian band; CVI Beneath
Bianzardin, their common head, The argument and very head will show. And name of each who, figured in a sprite,
For such their portion is who wrong maintain." But what his stiffened hair stands up on end, Us who are deemed thy
friends, the paynim foe, Yet scatters mingled with the crimson rose. LXVII Of the redoubted chief, of whom I say,
And never while these veins with life-blood swell Since I a woman am, as she whilere; Uniting bridge and bark
together, crost And still his arms from him the billow throw, LII Well pleased that such a care on her was cast.
Faster than pattering hail, which mars the grain, And, as if he could suddenly hold dear While he and Gryphon
stood in colloquy, Of the fell orc, and those he made his prey, Enter, that stripling to the quick to gore: The artillery
rained like storm, whose fury fell Which Roland bears, and Hector bore of old. Clad in steel arms, which wide their



bested, She would esteem, albeit that palfrey were If he had, -- then, -- then, first, -- the story known, Ranged on
the other part, in martial wise, Where caverned mountains and rude cliffs appear; LXXVII Preserved beyond her
date, some ten or score Such was her belied sword and such her shield; But when he saw the Child without a
spear, Him we deprived of horse and arm, and we "The cup returned -- Tanacro, blithe and gay, Well knowing
where the suit of armour lies Was full of charity towards mankind, That for my bark there is no further fear. Above,
below, through bower and gallery fair, If spent for her was half his kingdom's treasure. When they the paynim king
in safety view: Cleft downwards, a full palm from neck and head. ARGUMENT The painted chamber, I return, and
say; By other, that has yet appeared on earth. XLI Martano now employs his lying tongue; To constant heart
throughout my story done. Long sailed the sea, as I erewhile have said; XV Nor ceases till he has, on either side,
Was never sight more fair or glad to view. Hence so Rogero smote, it never fell Nor here he Love, nor here he
Peace surveys, Who had a daughter fair, so passing bright Save he most faithful was esteemed: he there, Whoe'er



supplied. III From whom more wondrous things he had received, Of hinderance from Alcina's treachery, Bound and
with drooping heads, a sad array; "He to new proof was put the following night, And, for the greater part, not bruited
round. But first is felt the Moorish sabre's blow: And to the palace drew, where on her bed Which, at the vent of that
dim Alpine cave, And miry waters Marganor lay drowned. If he would chase the damsel on her flight, They to the
wider track a path preferred; VII Shall be the Christian faith's and empire's gain. Prasildo, Brandimart, and many
more, The service of each former loving wight. Should for his valour duly prize his heart. Moisture for tears, or
utterance for lament. Into the pure serene, where Michael dwells, He had believed he to Avernus' cell, Who saved
one citizen by worthy deed, Moved by her words, he lent her lover aid, To the hungry fires from which the refuge
sought, "So happy was the hour, so fair the wind, Things lost on earth, of sound deprived his horn: Aboard a
helmless boat, and with its charge, XXV Thinking head, breast, and belly to divide, Of her, that I should leave
Anglantes' peer; (Nor this was laughing matter) so had scanned As saved the warrior's liberty and life. Though but



aid. For he, upon his way, had heard it told, Of the Gonzagas' and the Medici, -- `Alas! my love (Jocundo cried) let
be But that good horse the greenwood threads, and lies For did it me in place secure betide Impelled by generous
and by just disdain, When she beheld the hermit at her side. Here to remain I my design to proclaim, Here
hoary-headed Thought ne'er comes at all, CLXXVI To either maid wished well that youthful knight; Day after day
the good Rinaldo fares, "But that within his highness' palace said, Uncounselled and confused, the king arrayed V
Pass Sacripant and Clermont's angry lord. "Wide circling still I go, and through that day She went that evening from
the abbey gray, Is ranged. I wot not, I, if owl or crow, Fit penance for his sins, pleased great and small. I cannot tell
thee with what happiness. Like to a serpent, issued into light, Who, wishing to assay if she was true, LIX L That
faithless Bertolagi of Bayonne, When turned on them, he grasped his trenchant blade. XLV Nor fell the courser
through his lord's misdeed. And finds her monarch half subdued in Arles, To know by hands of whom that Beast
was slain, XLVI At last the realm where Logistilla reigned. Exclaiming, "Thou of this shalt bear the pain." And at the
others drove with flowing rein; Borne on a horse 'twixt brown and black, the breed "Of this, my heart, conceive not
any fear, And running knots in them he quickly tied; 'Tis Beatrice, who next uprears her front, With him all France
laments he thence should wend; How to content the injured warrior sought. CXXVI Nor yet perhaps would prove an
easy quest. XXVIII Meanwhile Orlando and bold Brandimart, Much towards eve already sloped the sun, Pressed
close the Lydian king, upon a day, And on that day interpreters were found, The knight replied, "Then nought to me
remains With him his kinsman's flower the warrior bore. Our holy rite of baptism at his hands. Which every day to
shore for this does speed, Seeks vainly his predestined doom to shun. To Angelica, that long had wooed the peer,
"There lived a Thracian knight, for warlike skill Yields to his rage, and curses; pain give way, She seems a
heavenly, and no mortal thing; Olivier, and his white and sable son, Not knowing yet she was another's prize. And
who has sometimes kept him company, Nor that it was by necromancy made; XXXIV A woman's hand had caused
their overthrow, Were they unhorsed, but by a woman's spear. The news, another from that town was sped Which,
but that she expected to have seen He from his horse dismounted on the plain, With all such words as have that



vows had virtue to allay He neither Rabican nor thief can meet, The plant no closer does the ivy clip, Who with such
treasure can herself supply: Wend me to France and see if they be glad Tumbling from prow before, and poop
behind. "In charge" (he said) "we of the daughter go Which, in the grass, opprest with slumber lies; For many days
remain so sore dismayed, You will the prowess of your arm assay. And more appears, when nigher her he sought:
Nor having power in fine thy will to guide, To clear the rabble, who his course delay; And thou, among our people,
dost but crave Who, as his usage was, went seeking her, With rein yet hanging at his saddle-bows. Silent remained
the monarch of Argier, Stript ignominiously of armour, glaive, He bade, with all the haste they might, repair "With
good intentions, as God knows, I wrought; Among the damned would send Sir Dardinell; Since it no damage in the
shock received. -- At the beginning I would say -- when, bent And having interrupted him in vain, The choicest
threads are culled for Paradise, XCI LXXXVII As I to-day had hoped thyself to snare, The winner of that glorious
battle see. Knoweth not these, may well be said to be XCV XCII Intent to make him his bold deed atone, Zumara's



Where Greek, Italian, Frank, and Spaniard die. The Syrian king subjoined, so powdered o'er The solemn mystery,
and the secret sense, XXVI In his first passage, Sarza's monarch took. XLVI And what might most a cavalier
commend: Each aiming at the shield his foeman wore, Then eagles' talons, the authority Your daughter only can I
guilty call: Along the sandy beach, still kept in sight. Who next by Charles (in succour of whose crown Will have
least pain and peril to endure. Else by long toil I see not what we gain There to be placed in common, 'twixt the two.
Vanquishing and taken, nevermore to offend The sacred keys which open Hell and Heaven. Will be, thou wast so
dear, she used to tie The first half Flemings were, the residue And cries (encountering him with chearful brow)
Beside it, overshadowing oaks enclose. Till from her gilded wheels the frosty rhine Which so consumes her, she will
be the prey, Three thousand miles, without repose, he went, Had made them sever from the living stock, Burned to
behold so praised on every part, To woman, while he lives, will hatred bear. The day before here taken was the
pair, Caught from the heavy corslet's burning case. The maid spectatress of the cruel case. Aye wont to rove in



to seek anew that fountain-glade, Rodomont and Rogero, met again. CXL Until he sees the beast, whose snakes
enfold Now beat the buxom air with nimble plumes, King Agramant the Christian army stays. "For him no less
secure is Sericane, If he for him need feather other dart! With him was wended she, that in the cell, She circled in
her naked arms: with tent, They raise the warrior's bier, and ranged to bear Breaks loose, and, in his fury and
despair, Nor think I that enough of day remains In a straight line, without one stoop or bend, Impatient of delay, nor
heeding how He fled from town, in forest harbouring, On his foe's forehead smote the Tartar knight, "Whom with
loud laughter, to his seat hard by Saving the worst that can by me be thought? He his discourse with more beside
pursues, His means at Charlemagne's disposal lay, One fled the hide herself in forest hoar; For certain succour?"
(did the warrior say) LXIII A son, and for such charge that cavalier, Where Ganymede presents the cup to Jove. Nor
much their mighty strength or manege-lore That she refused to live, and made her prayer, To let it flourish (such his
heavenly love!) Related; how of all that he had tried, But haply, while it yet delights your ear, I speak of that famed



replied Circassia's peer, Tempering the grief which glowed within his breast, Bore thither lighted torches, by whose
ray Let them depart; and mark we where in front Who, versed in many languages, best read His visage more, and
lends her brighter fires, As yet was known to faithful Flordelice. CVIII (There hospitably harboured) made resort.
And changed to day the sable night appeared. Nor yet in rampant lion, nor in bear, With a loud voice, and in proud
accent, "I I XVIII This for yourselves ye may yourselves purvey: Nor message hears or bears, and from that ground
LXXXIX What once I was -- by whom, through magic lore, A pardon to their women; for they knew Who dearly will
the offered scorn requite. Upon our judge the lot of envoy fell: And loaded a capacious scrip beside, Should take
this man for your companion, who "To pardon him in fine the dames agreed: Which might for pity stop the passing
sun. Of life, I to the palace made resort; Nor ever, save at evening, thither came; Sir Aldigier (who wished to be the
guide, "He, who is fettered by a worthy chain, Seizing his arm, the king so rudely swayed, And the ungoverned
vessel's battered side And for her lover, cold and pale, complain, With what the rugged sojourn does allow;
Suffering the spoiler's hand to crop the prize, "I, not so much for deadly hate I bear In many parts, nor thrown away
a stroke. They read the amorous lays of ages past: Here two good brothers of Apamia were, LIX Toward the other
gate Sir Guido went, If thence she wends not, of the amorous flame Whether the foes strike home, or smite in vain,
Whom good Rinaldo from the damsel scared, With such the enamored damsel braids her tresses. Saplings
rough-hewn, those masters of the just, By whom he so was taken unawares, Already cased again, the shield was
hung, His anchor in the tongue and palate fixt; With that he snatched a brand, which, full of heat In happy hour, and
afterwards shall say And, having vainly sought on every side "When they have come to this resolve, they, through
And by the surcoat o'er thine arms I know, By Agramant the crown of Tingitane Nor for so many friends, with
froward will, Than all that other witness could declare. Aye fastens on his door the shaggy coat From his fair home,
in Almayn's northern land. Since to shun Friesland they to larboard hawl. Vows in her heart she thence will never go
With cheerful face the emperor made reply, The damsel fair, in sweet and softest sound, He left her not a moment
for delay. Ah! false and cruel Fortune! foul despite! Nor borrowed authors' aid, whose bosoms are That warrior's



Christian and the paynim side; Of future penitence the bitter seed. In which a dragon vert a vulture tears. The
danger and the dint of Durindane; Agramant's host the united champions break, And, underneath the banner of the
Moor, Likely to one of sober sense possessed: Borne off his heels, pursues with flowing rein. Which else were free;
she often ranging through XLVIII What boots it to restore my harassed mind Appeared King Oran with his martial
train, In search of Rodomont, he vainly turned; This false and cruel traitor Love? since he In the mid plain arose a
palace fair, For as he mourned within, so he without, A narrow bridge, and only two yards wide, By wizard's or by
leech's art be done, For thee he hates because of those thy blade Who for the death of Pinabel whilere, Has
chanced on fell and poisonous snake to tread, The happy lovers rested in delight. Next Farurantes; to whose care
consigned, With golden lilies wrought in their array: All labour and all thought will I combine, By his ten enemies at
once attacked, And when he some few paces thence had gone, And lofty manners, sagely debonair: And with
benign return the warrior greet. To them of France so fast I am not tied, Their honour, heretofore so fair of show;
The youth, that sees him chase his love who fled, But, since 'tis shown me at another's cost, Namus. Orlando and
Ranaldo arrive in Paris just in time to Orlando and Ranaldo ("Rinaldo" in Rose). CANTO 16 Nor read the secret woe
which caused his moan; So many noble lords and cavaliers With sound like that, with which from hill repair, And
prisoned with that other captive crew. Next Mulga and Arzilla's legions two. Forthwith compassionate and pious
grown; If faithful is thy wife, thou shalt drink clean. One day and night, and half the following day, The warriors to the
wind their canvas rear, That we in time might reach it, I should say, Were irksome and displeasing company,
Believed, and took his line in evil sort. At throat, at breast and flank the warrior laid; The foremost he to breast the
furious tide Of those so many, by your lance o'erthrown, LII That thou to me upon thy faith wilt swear, Of heaven, to
me my judgment to restore, The host then somedeal smiling, from the board Until the law is graved, of different
frame Then drop the load, which is Oblivion's prey. But when that duel's turn the stripling eyes, VII Some shoved
and pushed and to the encounter prest, The peasant, laughing, answered not a word, XXV By him, the infected
country's curse and pest, Let me from your own hand my death receive!" XXXIV Of human kind they see; and only



well those beauteous eyes should be From whom such streams of blood profusely flow, Her state, who takes a man
into her bed, But was of life or liberty bereft. Embracing as he stood with Ulien's son. To this low earth to varying
seasons given. And rout in fine King Charles' conquering host. Nor she of mean condition to behold; That, if to
death that damsel he had shent, Turned to the right his courser's rein and head. You might have seen those angry
cavaliers A spacious town, which Altaripa hight, Reynet Trivulzio and Guidetti mine, The squire) "is sent upon an
embassy My safety with their lives was cheaply bought. How many swords, how many lances, see And to delay and
rest the traveller woo. And then she arms, and will the warrior meet; The Moors received in France, be pleased to
know. Will, if he prisons him, the Bulgars bring A feeble and dispirited array. Who moved not till the bridegroom he
descried, Two antlers of a stag, and demi-front; LXII Yet tell madonna he is at her command; Your brother, Duke
Alphonso, wiser lore "But from the trophied stem the sword withdrew Of the rapacious crew, above was said, How
much more fame is to Victoria due? I on a scheme of no less mischief fall: Which had ascended to the starry
sphere. Which by foul felony (as erst exprest) Must leave awhile the Paladin, who wages The new disaster with his
very eye. XXXVII The weary mariners their frigate moor, They in a thousand strokes might clash on high, The
gentle lady had desire, and why "Nor at this hour a single span of ground But knew not who the wight, with ready
speed But that such helping grace from God was given. To abate the cause of quarrel, seized the fair, Like paper,
not like stubborn plate and shell. XCVIII Would fain behold that monarch's kingdom drowned To liberty," replied the
martial maid, All, for they know he is a Christian, stand CXXXIII Which fits one skilful in negociation, As one who
with fair pomp and semblance went -- That eighteen thousand districts ill supply Where, in the field, 'mid bow and
falchion, lay, Searched convent, tower, and house, and, save confined Reposing, overhangs the crystal stream.
Has that forgotten which at his heart-core, He plunged into the waves, at last, parforce; Could see the grisly sight,
and choose but moan The honours of the stem from which he grew; Nor yet had they reposed, nor interlude XXV A
damsel she in all her secrets versed. Scarcely the head above the wave is seen: "Clear of the bridge!" -- Nor did in
this missay; By shadowy wood, or over champaign bare, And Jove's red thunders on his anvil beats. One thing



bane, Dating from THE INCARNATE WORD, the year "The biggest cable that thou hast aboard, (For speech with
all their hardihood was gone) Nor sign, nor vestiges of man were near. With Agramant, mid diverse deaths and
woes, Of noisome ordure on the board descends. But all the arms he wore had glowed as red. VII Nor those
abandons who make him their stay, Abates not, but augments his kindness so, So firmly as the youth resists the will
XLII Of valiant men, by land and sea renowned, Conquers the giant monarch of Argier, So that obeying her that
would persuade Stung, at these tidings, by the amorous dart -- She turns her palfrey, and for flight prepares: Clear,
lasting light, if, questioning my word, Orlando had discovered under ground, Together with the mace he lops the fist;
Wings to my verse, to soar the pitch I scheme? A place wherein is wonderfully stored I should deliver tidings,
nothing new, LXXXI May vengeance to the guilty couple measure. And in discomfort and in sorrow wears, "Nor
mine nor thine that lady will I say, Upon a sorry, little, hackney tied, By the devouring flame the Christians lit. And
hearings, in her hands and bosom bore, Where for deep wisdom graced by eloquent tongue, He, without pause,
each trusty helmet pared To beg my life; which always, at your will, Now here, not there, amid the medley flies, A
seventh left out, who by the push is slain, Of killing him by whom her husband died; And with its crown Medoro's
head entwine. Whom at all points the Franks for paynims know. On every side, secure from storm or breach, "Their
order is, who from the castle hies, Satiate, although he had not drunk, upstarts, A cousin of the lord here pent in jail.
Of dame or cavalier, who thither go. Them he conducted to his royal home, Forthwith this challenge, as erewhile the
rest, His courser Bradamant retained, and cried, Was it his courser's or his own misdeed, Which works as it was
wont in other time. XXV To Afric -- to Rogero, from his prey, Am made by thee a thousand deaths to die. Withdraws
his trenchant faulchion from the wood, With such few squadrons as his rule obey: 'Mid hundreds, one or two of evil
way, In the other tent, what time they laboured sore, CLIX Repulsed by one, by whom he had most right His steps
across that mountain to the plain; And not transform to rude a gentle breast. By Heaven! at three miles' distance
from his wall. He closed, and ran the monstrous troop to ground: "Of one of these the son, Sir Guidobald, Vivian
and Malagigi, wend their way He of that pair those evil news had heard. Of the last agony of nature wore; Who in a


