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Then quickly rose Sir Bedivere, and ran,
And, leaping down the ridges lightly, plunged

Among the bulrush beds, and clutched the sword,
And strongly wheeled and threw it. The great brand

Made lightnings in the splendour of the moon,
And flashing round and round, and whirled in an arch,

Shot like a streamer of the northern morn,
Seen where the moving isles of winter shock

By night, with noises of the Northern Sea.
So flashed and fell the brand Excalibur:
But ere he dipt the surface, rose an arm

Clothed in white samite, mystic, wonderful,
And caught him by the hilt, and brandished him
Three times, and drew him under in the mere.

And lightly went the other to the King.



























































































and on the night
When Uther in Tintagil past away

Moaning and wailing for an heir, the two
Left the still King, and passing forth to breathe,

Then from the castle gateway by the chasm
Descending through the dismal night—a night

In which the bounds of heaven and earth were lost—
Beheld, so high upon the dreary deeps

It seemed in heaven, a ship, the shape thereof
A dragon winged, and all from stem to stern
Bright with a shining people on the decks,

And gone as soon as seen. And then the two
Dropt to the cove, and watched the great sea fall,

Wave after wave, each mightier than the last,
Till last, a ninth one, gathering half the deep
And full of voices, slowly rose and plunged
Roaring, and all the wave was in a flame:

And down the wave and in the flame was borne
A naked babe, and rode to Merlin's feet,

Who stoopt and caught the babe, and cried, 'The King!
Here is an heir for Uther!' And the fringe
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Then saw they how there hove a dusky barge,
Dark as a funeral scarf from stem to stern,

Beneath them; and descending they were ware
That all the decks were dense with stately forms,

Black-stoled, black-hooded, like a dream—by these
Three Queens with crowns of gold: and from them rose

A cry that shivered to the tingling stars,
And, as it were one voice, an agony

Of lamentation, like a wind that shrills
All night in a waste land, where no one comes,
Or hath come, since the making of the world.



But now farewell. I am going a long way
With these thou seëst—if indeed I go

(For all my mind is clouded with a doubt)—
To the island-valley of Avilion;

Where falls not hail, or rain, or any snow,
Nor ever wind blows loudly; but it lies

Deep-meadowed, happy, fair with orchard lawns
And bowery hollows crowned with summer sea,
Where I will heal me of my grievous wound."



• Malory identifies the 3 Queens (sister Morgan le Fay, Queen 
of North Wales, Queen of the Waste Lands), accompanied by 
a 4th (Dame Nyneve, chief Lady of the Lake, bride of Sir 
Pelleas)

• The Queens brought him to his grave at the hermitage, and 
that “such a one was buried there,” but that the hermit “did not 
know for a certainty that it was truly the body of King Arthur”

• Mentions belief that Arthur is not dead, but that he “came into 
a different place” by the will of Jesus, and that he will come 
again to recover the Holy Lands for Christendom

• Malory himself will “not say so,” only that “in this world, he 
changed his life,” and that the famous verse is written on his 
tomb: “rex quondam rexque futurus”




































