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The Belarusian Tristan

Here begins the tale of the knights from the
Serbian books, in particular the famous
knights Tristan, Antsolot and Bovo, and

many other valorous knights.

There was a king by the name of Klevdas; he had great affection for King Apolon, and
because of their great affection, they stayed with each other for long [periods] coming with all
their servants and their courts. And King Apolon came with his court to King Klevdas and
resided with him for a year. King Apolon had a very beautiful queen.

King Klevdas’s son was a very fine youth, a valorous knight; he was enamored of Apolon’s
queen with a great love; when he could not endure it anymore, he told her about his great love
for her. She did not want in any manner to allow that and said to him, “Are you not ashamed to
tell me this?” Seeing that he could accomplish nothing, he waited till King Apolon departed
from King Klevdas for his own kingdom; then the son of King Klevdas got ready, took in
company with him some worthy youths, and sat in ambush in the forest near the road. When
King Apolon came closer to him — they prepared themselves and were waiting for King
Apolon — they attacked him and, catching him, wounded him brutally, so that from these wounds
he could not live, and they destroyed all his party. King Apolon said to his queen, [“As I said to
you yesterday], so it happened and this cruel death [came to me.” She was] very sad and
sorrowful and said, [“By God, I do not know how] this evil happened.”

When the son [of King Klevdas returned] he came into a high chamber [where] the queen was
ushered, and he wanted to fulfill [his desire with her]. The queen saw that he had committed
[much harm] because of her and said to him. “Oh, evil and wicked man, my lord came here [2]
for your good honor, but you put him to death and wanted yet to shame me, but this will not be.”
And having said so, she disengaged from him and jumped out of the window of a very high
castle and brought herself to death. When he saw this, he said, “I myself murdered the queen, the
marvel of this world, [by my own] recklessness.” And, crying, he ordered them to bury her, and
he sent [word] to King Apolon to check his wounds; he was told that the king would not live and
he ordered them to let him be.

After King Apolon died, he directed them that his body be thrown into the river and drowned.
And when they threw it into the river, there was a greyhound, which never left the king’s side,
but swam after his master down the river; he found him in a very deep whirlpool, seized him by
his hand and pulled him onto the bank with his teeth. He dug a hole with his paws and put his
master into it and covered it with sand, so that no animal could reach him, and sat on this grave
to guard it.

King Klevdas went on a chase and was riding along a river and caught many animals; he was
riding toward a town when he came near Apolon’s greyhound. The greyhound, seeing people,
started to howl very loudly. When the king saw the greyhound he sent [some men] to see what it
was. They went and, after having seen it, they reported to the king, saying, “It looks like a
person was recently buried and a greyhound is standing on the grave and will not move from it.”
The king was very wise and went himself to see this [hound]. He said, “This is the greyhound of
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King Apolon, who [said about this hound], ‘This is my greatest friend.”” He told [them to open
the grave] to see the dead body. [When they did so, he saw] that it was King Apolon; he [hit his
chest and in a very loud] voice said, “I am now [lost disgracefully], because my greatest friend
has died [treacherously in my home]; he should have been protected.”

Crying, the king dismounted his horse and ordered he be taken to the town that was not far
from there; and having dressed [3] the body of King Apolon as was proper, put him in a crypt.
Then King Klevdas gave an order to announce [a decree] in every place to find out who
murdered King Apolon; he was willing to bestow great gifts on whomever might [know]
something certain about it. But if someone knew and did not want to tell the truth, he [would be]
punished at the stake.

When the decree from the king came out, [one of Apolon’s maid servants said, “My lord king,
if you [keep your covenant], I know about King Apolon and what death [he died and I can] tell
you everything; but, according to your pledge, I ask of you [one promise.]” Said the King,
[“Whatever] you’ll ask me I’ll give it to you.” And the girl recounted all in order: how his son
was enamored of Apolon’s queen but could not [have her in any way; how he sat] in ambush in a
forest and killed King Apolon, her husband, and destroyed all his company, and how the queen
killed herself from sorrow; and everything that happened was recounted to him in order. And
King Klevdas said, [“My son] destroyed me and Apolon.” He sent for Apolon’s son and gave
instructions to care for him until he was of age. Then he sent for his [son and when he] came
before him, looked at him very severely and said, “Despicable person, you have murdered one of
the best [kings and my greatest] friend in my house and thus you have [destroyed and shamed]
me. But I will so act that you will take a punishment that is suitable for such a vile deed.”

And when he saw [the king’s] bad will against himself, he cried out, “My lord, [have mercy”;
but] the king did not succumb to any pity [and ordered them] to build a fire and to throw his son
in it. The girl who had told this kneeled [before the king and said], “My lord king, now keep
your vow as you promised me.” [The king] said, “Tell me, girl.” The girl said, “I beg for your
son.” The king said, “I am ready to give him to you but he must face his death.” And he ordered
him to be thrown into the fire, and he died instantly. The king said to the girl: “Take [him] with
you; [this is my] will to [punish] such a disgrace; [take him and bury him.”]

[4] But let us leave this and return to Apolon’s child, [whose] name was Kandiesh, and who
was in the good care of King Klevdas until he became a valorous knight of great goodness. For
his [prowess] he became the lord of Kornovalia and Elionos, and everyone revered him. King
Klevdas gave to him his daughter, whose name was [Krysila] and they lived with great love and
tenderness and begat [many] children. They made the eldest the Kornovalian king and the
youngest the Elionosian; the others went [wandering] into the world according to knightly
customs and in this manner populated [many] countries, so that there was not [a place where
they did not have] any blood relatives or subjects.

Then the Kornovalian [kingdom came] into the hands of King Pelish; he had a son by the
name of Marko, for he had been born in the month of March, and another [son Perla. When the
king] was near death, he crowned his son [Marko for] the Kingdom of Kornovalia. King Marko
gave his sister [Eliobela in marriage] to King Meliadush, who was [esteemed] in Elionos. Queen
Eliobela was very [beautiful], and they lived with great love for each other. Thus, it was strange
that the queen, who lived with him for many years had no children; but later she carried their
child in her womb. The entire kingdom of Elionos was rejoicing, for the people wanted to have
an heir [of King Meliadush].

The king went on a hunt with many [of his knights] and came to [a body of | water where a
knight had died. [There also] came a maiden who had loved the king very much for many years,
more than she loved herself, and because of [this love she] was able to find him. She said to him,
“Many say [how good you are]. I wish to know this goodness: I want to take you to a place
where you will see at night a marvelous thing which you have not seen for a long time.” The



king being a very good knight wanted to see this thing. She said, “I will guide you there.” The
king mounted his horse and said to the maiden, “Mount, and I will follow you.” She rode along
the road [through the evening], until night fell, and soon they saw a [very fine castle set high on
a rock]. When they approached the place, the people there rejoiced. [5] Many came out and
gladly took the king’s horse and armor from him. This was the maiden’s town; she led the king
into a very beautiful chamber, and when he was in the bedroom his heart and his thoughts
changed, and neither his queen nor his kingdom of Elionos was on his mind, nor his people —
only the maiden who had carried him off to this castle — since he had become enchanted.

The king’s knights, seeing that the king had not returned for several days, rode searching for
him but could not find him or hear any tidings of him. Then the queen, taking one handmaiden
with her, went herself in search of King Meliadush, so that she might have some news about
him. They rode through a big forest and wandered far and wide, searching for the king in every
direction until they encountered Merlin the prophet. Merlin greeted the queen and she responded
respectfully, “Good man, if you should have any news of my lord, King Meliadush, who
vanished without a trace, for God’s sake, tell me whether he is alive.” Merlin said, “Milady,
truly, I will tell you that he is alive and healthy and very joyful, more than he ever was before;
but you will not see him with your eyes again.” Having said this, he vanished from her. She was
very sad and began to grieve and cry, cursing the day of her birth and the hour in which she had
been born. If someone had seen this, he could not have remained hardhearted, but would have
cried watching her. The queen’s grief so increased that she could not ride further, and she
dismounted her horse. And because of this grief the time of giving birth arrived; she began to
pray to God, saying, “My Lord, my God, set my [body] free and keep my soul in grace.” And
her maiden said to her, “Milady, how are you feeling?”” The queen said, “Here is my end now; if
only God would grace me with the delivery so that I can give birth, and may His holy mercy be
over me.” And the handmaiden said, “Milady, [could you] mount the horse; I will help you, so
that we may ride to a place where we can have a fire.” Said [the queen to her maiden, “This] [6]
cannot be, here is my end, pray to God for me.” The handmaiden began to cry bitterly and in her
sorrow did not know what to do.

And in the morning at dawn the queen gave birth to a fine knight, but she was near death. She
said to the handmaiden, who was holding the child, “Give me my child.” The handmaiden gave
it to her. The queen, having seen the most wonderful child that she had ever seen, said, “My son,
I wished so to see you, but when I behold you, by God’s grace, the most wonderful child I have
ever seen born of woman anywhere, yet your beauty will not do me any good — only my death
from the torment that I have had with your birth. I came to this place sorrowfully, and with
sorrow | gave birth to you; my sorrow changed into joy when I gave you birth, yet this is my
end. You were born in sorrow, and so let your name be Sorrow. May the Lord God change your
life into a joyful and a happy one and guide it.” Having said that, she handed the child to the
handmaiden and gave her soul to God.

At this hour was born the valorous knight Trishchan', whose marvelous deeds and great
chivalry I wish to recount to you, as well as how a maiden took hold of him.

And when the handmaiden saw her lady dead, she began to scratch her face and cry so that she
was heard from afar; and two knights, who were close relatives of King Meliadush, approached
the cries of this handmaiden. When they saw the handmaiden and the child covered with the
queen’s mantle and the queen dead, they said, “Since King Meliadush is missing and the queen
is dead, let us kill this child so that we will be the lords of Elionos.” Having heard that, the
handmaiden approached them and said, “Knights, do not take a sin upon your soul and your
mind before God; do not kill this child! I swear on my faith and my soul I will take him to
another country, where nothing will be known about him.”

The knights gave the child to the handmaiden and took the deceased queen and carried her to
the town. And the people began to say: [7] “The queen was pregnant; where did the child
disappear?” The knights denied that they knew of the child, yet could not disavow it.



Merlin the prophet came and told them, “You found the queen and her child and wanted to kill
the child, yet the maid pleaded for him; you contrived this so that this land would be left to you.”
And Merlin said further, “My lords, I will inform you of your king Meliadush, who forgot
himself and his kingdom and all of you, his people” They began asking Merlin, “We beg of you,
for God’s sake, tell us about our lord. King Meliadush.” Merlin said, “In three days you will see
him.”

Merlin noticed one youth, who was from the kingdom of Suleshz; his name was Govornar,
who had run away from home, fearing his father and brother; he was very brave and wise.
Merlin said, “Master Govornar, take the king’s son and guard him and teach him wisdom and
chivalry, for he will come to much greatness and to knighthood; even if you do not want to, you
must care for him.” And the youth responded, “I don’t know you; nevertheless, I will willingly
take him under my instruction and my care; [ want to keep him and care for him as best I can.”
Merlin said, “T am entrusting him to you.”

Then they rode off together and the next day came to a stream by the name of Brykinia. If a
woman drank from this stream, she would not be able to carry a child to term. By this stream
there was a stone column, and on this column words had been carved long ago which said, “By
this water three great knights will gather.” Merlin reading the inscription asked, “What is this?”
Said Govornar, “I can read the words but do not know who the knights are.” Merlin said, “These
are to be the greatest knights in the world: Galets, Antsolot’ , and Tristan, who will be so
magnanimous and chivalrous that the world will have high praise for them and much goodness
because of them, and one of them will be the prince of all this kingdom. But be vigilant so that
he does not perish under your guardianship. Govornar said, “He will not perish under my guard,
so long as I am able.” [8] They departed from there and rode to the handmaiden, who sheltered
the child and already had christened him, giving him the name that the queen had chosen. Merlin
said to the girl, “Take the child to the town, for it is not proper to keep him here, and he can find
his father there.” The girl took him to Elionos.

Then Merlin went with the lords to the place of the lady who had enchanted King Meliadush,
and they seized her and said to her, “We will kill you if you don’t release King Meliadush to us.”
She used much cunning in order not to give him up, for she loved him much more than she loved
herself; they pressed her fiercely and she said, “Come, I’ll give you your lord. King Meliadush.”
And they were very happy and joyfully came to Elionos and there, together with all the people,
made a big feast. Then the maid came to Elionos with the child, and handed him to his father, the
king. The king, who was very sad about the queen, rejoiced when he saw the child, since he
assumed that he had perished with her.

When the lords saw Tristan they said, “We are all happy today.” And they said about Merlin,
“This prophet did you much good.” Merlin said, “The good that I rendered you, I did more for
the others than for you. And I am telling you now, take care of this child, since he will create
great goodness for humankind and for the glory of this world.””

The king, hearing this, marveled greatly, and, taking Merlin aside, begged him to reveal who
he was. Merlin said, “I may reveal this to you, but you should not reveal me to anyone.” The
king promised him this; he said, “I am Merlin the prophet: I came to deliver you from the
captivity in which the maiden held you enchanted; I did this for the love of your son.” The king
said, “Sir Merlin, tell me, what do you foresee for my son?” Said Merlin,"He shall be the best
knight of the three knights, of great fortitude, and he will be needed by many; do not entrust him
to anyone’s care but to Govornar from Galiush; he is a very good and trustworthy man who
should guard him well. The king said, “Let it be as you command.” Then Merlin departed; he did
not want to yield to any pleas. And then the king went to the handmaiden and asked [9] “Has the
child been christened yet?” The maid said, “He has been.” The king asked, “What is his name?”
The maid replied, “Sir, his name is Tristan, which his mother gave him as she was dying.”
Afterward the king called Govornar and said to him, “Take my son under your instruction and
care for him and guard him faithfully and wisely, so that you will not be disgraced; assign to him
a wet nurse, as is proper for a prince.”



Let us now talk about Marko, the Kornovalian king.

King Marko had a younger brother by the name of Perla, a good knight. At the time Tristan
was born, envoys from Orlendea came to Kornovalia to demand tribute which had been due for
seven years.

When this was reported to King Marko, he became very sad. His brother Perla saw that the
king was frightened; there were many people in the hall. He said, “Come closer, everyone, and
hear me.” He added, “Do not be frightened. King Marko. Do not pay the tribute. But get out of it
with your sword on the field, for if you die by the sword, you will die honorably.” The king said,
“We have paid the tribute previously — I cannot disengage myself from it now.” Perla said, “If
others acted foolishly earlier, should you also?”

The king knew his brother was a valorous knight, brave and well-liked by all good people.
Marko planned to kill him, so that the other would not take his kingdom away from him; and he
acted promptly. They both went on a hunt and becoming weary, came to a river. The king
quenched his thirst and when Perla bent down to drink, the king took his sword and struck his
brother Perla on the head very hard, and Perla died instantly.

The king killed his brother Perla treacherously with a very hard blow on the head; and it all
happened quickly. Immediately Merlin made everything known to Antsolot, the valorous knight;
thereupon Antsolot accused him to his face, “You’ve treacherously killed the valorous knight,
your brother.”

But let us leave this and return to Tristan, whom Govornar took under his care from King
Meliadush.

King Meliadush remained unmarried for a long time after Queen Eliobela [died]. Then he
took a queen from the Little Land in marriage, who was quite beautiful. [10] When she came,
Tristan was then seven years old. He was so extraordinary that in the whole world there was no
equal to him, except Antsolot. His stepmother had a son, and when she watched Tristan growing
up quickly, she being afraid that he might take the kingdom away from her son, who was one
year old, thought this through and then said, “Even if I have to die, I must put Tristan to death.”
She could not do this any other way, only with poison.

Thereafter she prepared a poisoned drink in a silver flagon and put it at the head of Tristan’s
bed. The handmaiden who carried around the prince, the queen’s son, came into the chamber;
the child began to cry, and the maid seeing the clear wine in the flagon, took it and gave it to the
child to drink; when the child drank it he died instantly.

The girl uttered a loud cry, — and many people ran over, saw the dead child, and said to the
maid, “You deserve death, for you have killed the prince.” When the queen came in and saw her
son dead, she fell to the ground and fainted. When she came to herself, she said to the
handmaiden, “What wrong have I done that you should kill my son?”” The girl objected, “I did
not kill him; the one who placed this poison here did.”

They seized the girl and brought her before the king, who said to the girl, “You are guilty.”
She said, “The one who prepared this poison is guilty.” The king said, “Let her go, she did not
prepare this poison, but some vicious one who hated this child did .”

Govornar, who was very wise, said, “My lord, be advised that the poison was intended for you
or for your son; now be watchful and know how to protect yourself. Tristan, who is in my care —
leave him to me: God knows, he will be well guarded.” The king, who understood well that the
poison was prepared for one of them, had a privy council with his lords to find out who had done
this. They advised him, “You and Tristan must be cautious.”

The queen was very sorrowful for causing her son’s death by her own recklessness; she
wished herself dead and thought in her heart: “I only caused the death of my son [11] and what I
have planned I did not accomplish.” And she began to plot anew every day.

Govornar, who was very wise, saw her craftiness and her glances and began to realize that she
was planning Tristan’s death, and that she had prepared the poison. He told the boy, “If you
would associate with your stepmother, you may encounter death; honor her and oblige her, but



beware of eating or drinking anything from her hands; only what I give you should you eat and
drink.” And Tristan said, “I shall not disregard any of your instructions.”

One summer day the king was sitting alone in his chamber, and he was thirsty; Tristan came
to him and the king said, “My son, bring me something to drink.” The boy opened an armoire
where fine drinks were kept, picked up a goblet of pure poison and took it to the king; the queen
came in at that moment, saw the goblet and shouted: “My lord, for God’s sake, do not drink this
beverage!” The king said, “Lady, what is this?”” She did not dare tell him that it was poison and
said, “It is not good for you to drink this.” The king said, “Why are you saving this?” She kept
silent, and the king had a revelation and felt great wrath.

Tristan came and bowed at the king’s knees with great reverence, asking him for a favor. The
king loved him more than he loved himself and did not suspect that he might plead for the
queen. The king said, “Do not ask, but take it freely, nothing is forbidden to you from me.”

Tristan thanked his father very humbly and gratefully and said: “My lord, you gave me the
queen’s life; I beg you to calm the anger you feel for her. I do not wish to see my stepmother die
in this manner.” The king did not see the treachery from anyone but her, and he was not willing
to pardon her. He said, “My son, who advised you of this?”” Tristan said, “God knows, I did not
confer with anyone, but justice and decency guided me; it would not please me for my lady to
perish if I can save her life.”

The king said to the queen: “Drink from this cup.” She said: “I will not.” The king said, “You
have to die, since you wanted to poison Tristan or myself. Tell us quickly [12] for whom did you
prepare this poison?” She said, “Not for you.” The king said, “For whom, then? You ought to
perish!” The queen began to cry: “My king, for God’s sake, be merciful to me.” He said, “Tell
us quickly.” He took his sword and said, “Tell us or you will die now.” When she saw herself
near death, she said: “I contrived this for Tristan.” The king said, “On my faith, you contrived
your own death, for Tristan did not offend you in any way.”

He ordered her conducted to prison and assembled his lords, presented the case before them,
and said to them: “On my faith, if you do not judge truthfully, death will be yours.” They said,
“It is proper that she should die, it cannot be otherwise, because she wanted to murder your son.”
The king said, “Your judgment is not going to be changed.” When the lords knew this, they
began to lament and carry on with great grief, since their queen had to die, but they did not say
anything.

The king said, “My son, Tristan, you faithfully wished her good, but she wished you evil and
treachery and wanted to murder you; but the outcome was worse than she deserved. As you
desire, let her be freed by you.” Tristan thanked his father respectfully for this and saved his
stepmother from death. All the good people of Elionos said, “When he comes of age he will not
lack great goodness.” The queen remained in peace by the king, but the king had no love for her;
he hated her with all his heart.

Then, after a short time, the king went on a hunt with his good retinue and with him went
Tristan and Govornar, so that he could learn hunting. As they rode through the forest two
knights arrived in full armor and inquired, “Who is the noble here?” They said, “This is our king
with his son.” Govornar said: “What are you saying? His son is not here; he left him at home.”
These knights approached and said to the king, “You have done us no harm, but someone from
your house intends to destroy us and now we intend to slay him if we can.”

They took out their swords and no one could protect the king from being wounded by a fatal
blow to the head. Both of them, however, were killed instantly. They both were from the tribe
[13] of the Prince of Norot, which was the largest tribe of Kornovalia. One soothsayer had
predicted thus: “You will perish by King Meliadush’s house.” And in this they had taken the
advice of the Kornovalian King Marko, for he was afraid that when Tristan came of age, he
would dethrone him, as the soothsayer had predicted. And so when Tristan did come of age, he
went with his companions and killed the Prince of Norot with his own hands and destroyed their
town, so that there was no stone left upon stone.



When the barons saw their ruler dead, they did not know what to do and reflected among
themselves, “No lord was ever so badly guarded by his people as our king by us.” They cried
and Tristan joined them. They hitched a litter to two horses and carried off the body of the king.
When they were near the town, the people made a great lament for him; they buried him with
honors, as is proper for such a lord.

When King Marko saw this, he began to reflect deeply about it. Then a youth came to him
who knew more than other people except for Merlin about all that might happen; the king liked
him much for this. He said to the king, “Your nephew Tristan is going to cause you much
sorrow.” The king asked, “How can Tristan achieve such valor?” The youth said: “In the whole
world there will be no knight superior to him.” The king became silent.

Govornar, seeing that the stepmother coveted the kingdom and still hated Tristan, took him
aside and said, “My good friend, your stepmother hates you very much and plots to murder you.
Let us go secretly to France to King Peremont; there you will learn bravery and you will be a
distinguished person, and when they discover your worth, you will reach knighthood; then you
can return to Elionos, to your fatherland; no one will dare to say anything disrespectful to you.”
Tristan replied, “Master, wherever you order me, I will go, since I have found no one with more
good-will than you.” Govornar said, “Let us get ready and leave tomorrow at dawn.” So he
ordered [14] Tristan.

They equipped themselves with what was needed; they took enough gold and silver with them
and departed that day to France. Govornar warned Tristan not to disclose who he was and where
he was from. Tristan said, “I will listen to you gladly.” When they came to King Peremont, the
king received him graciously and ordered fine quarters to be given to him.

Tristan began to develop and improve himself, and in no time, so that they began to be
amazed, he played chess and checkers better than the others; and no one sat on a horse as
handsomely as he. And when he was twelve years old, he showed great virtue and wisdom in all
things. Ladies and maidens and every man who saw him marveled; every lady and maiden
would have been happy if Tristan were to fancy her. Tristan, indeed, served King Peremont
courteously and honorably, and the king considered no other youths from his court a match for
him; and yet no one knew who he was or where he had come from.

The king had a daughter, a very beautiful princess; she fell in love with Tristan, and said,
“Human eyes have not seen such a marvelous youth as Tristan.” Whenever she saw him her eyes
and her thoughts were nowhere but with him. She loved him as she loved herself and could not
imagine how she could obtain his grace and his love and how to satisfy her desire for him; so she
thought about it: “If I let him know, he might not consent — he is too young; he will not be
tempted to such love. But if he promised to love me, I would wait for him until his time; I would
rather wait for him than to be the greatest queen of the greatest kingdom. But [ am afraid that he
would not be willing because of his youth and he would not dare to do this because of my
father.”

One day when she was sitting alone in her room, she ordered Govornar to be called, and said
to him, “Sir Govornar, I love your Tristan more than I love myself; I beg you to persuade him to
love me. [15] If he does not want to do this, I will cause him great shame.” Govornar heard this
and became sad. He did not know what to do about it, and thought for a long while: “If Tristan
would do it, and the king learned of it, he would punish him dishonorably.” And he said to her,
“My gracious princess, for your grace I’ll do it; I will tell him that he should fulfill your will; but
he is young, if it does not happen promptly, do not be angry with him.” She thanked him very
gratefully. Then Govornar went to his quarters and was very sad and began reflecting, “If Tristan
does it, it will be bad, but not doing it is also not good.”

He asked Tristan, “What do you think you will do? The princess likes you enormously; if you
do not want to love her, she wants to kill herself.” Tristan answered him, “If she loves me with
an excessive love I will not do it, let the excess be with her: I do not want to be a traitor to my
lord, for all his kindness and honor he bestows on me, not even knowing who I am and where [
came from.” When Govornar heard that from Tristan, he was very surprised that for such a



young age he was exhibiting such honor, for he was only thirteen years old at this time.
Govornar tried some more and said to him, “Why don’t you want to love such a beautiful
princess?” Tristan said to him: “Her beauty can only bring me to treason; if I had agreed to what
you suggested, you should have dissuaded me from it.”

Next morning the princess called in Govornar and said to him: “Did you find out about
Tristan?” He said, Tristan loves you with a refined love; yet he does not want to do anything
that would be treachery to your father.” Said the princess: “Is Tristan rejecting me altogether?”
She departed very sadly, damning the day she was born and she went to her bedchamber and
cried very bitterly.

One day she was in her darkened chamber reflecting on her love for Tristan. Tristan passed by
on his way to another room, not knowing that she was in there; and she, seeing him, jumped out
and embraced him around his neck and started to kiss and show love for him, and he, fearing
[16] that someone would see him, began to push her with both hands away from him. The
princess, realizing that she would not get what she wanted, cried out in a loud voice. Hearing it,
the king’s knights and the king did not recognize that this was his daughter.

The king’s knights ran over and surprised them; she was holding Tristan by his neck and
began to complain, “Lords, Tristan wanted to rape me.” They seized him, took him to the king
and related what they saw and heard from the princess. The king became very sad and said, “I
honored you, which is evident to all people, but you brought me shame, causing thus your own
death.” And he told them to throw Tristan into a dungeon.

Govornar at that time was in his chamber, and when he learned that Tristan was in the
dungeon, he was very distressed, and said to himself: “I am lost, nowhere will I find joy; I do not
know what will become of me.” Govornar went to the king, and all he met shamed him by
saying: “Is this how you instructed Tristan? He has fallen into disgrace now.” Govornar walked
silently and came to the king and fell to his knees, and said, “My lord, for God’s sake, have
mercy; hear me speak.” The king responded, “Talk.” Govornar said, “My lord, we should be
discreetly guarded. I want to talk to you privately.” The king entered one room and Govornar
followed him and told him everything in order: how the princess fell in love with Tristan, and
confided in him in this matter, sending him to Tristan, and how Tristan had replied to her.

The king heard this but his heart did not begin to be moved favorably toward Tristan since he
still did not trust Govornar in all this, and he said, “I want to uncover this promptly; if it is the
truth, he will be acquitted, but if he is guilty, I’ll deal with him as a guilty one.” And Govornar
departed from the king. The king sent for his daughter and said to her, “My darling daughter,
what do you think about Tristan? I want to punish him badly and to vindicate your shame.” The
princess did not dare to speak differently, but said: “My lord, it is fair that everyone should
receive according to his deeds.” The king said, “My daughter, if you desire so, you will be his
wife, but if you do not, he will be killed.” The princess began to shift her gaze, and the king
realized that she was not Tristan’s enemy.

He ordered them to bring in Tristan [17] and Milients, the princess’s cousin, who had recently
killed a man. When they were brought before the king, he took a sword and said, “My daughter,
you see these two youths who are going to die; I will, however, set one free; whichever you
want, you can free, and the other must die.”

She did not know what to do and thought to herself: “If I free Tristan, the king will be sorry
about Milients; if I free Milients, then my beloved Tristan has to die.” She fell silent, and the
king knew that she loved Tristan; he frightened her some more and said, “Daughter, take
whichever you wish.” And she, fearing her father, said, “Set my brother Milients free.” The king
said, “Then Tristan has to die.” He took Tristan by the top of his head and swung his sword as if
to kill him.

The princess, seeing this, could not contain herself and said, “My lord Father, let me have
Tristan, and do what you want with Milients.” The king said, “You chose Milients — Tristan
must die.” She answered, “My lord, no! I want to have Tristan, and do what you want with
Milients.” The king said, “You chose Milients, and Tristan, who is very guilty, must die.” And



he swung his sword as if to smite off his head; she, jumping over, protected him with her hand
and said,“My lord, don’t kill Tristan; kill me instead.” And the king said, “It cannot be any other
way — | must kill Tristan.” The princess said, “My lord, give me the sword; let me kill him.”
And the king gave her the sword; having looked at Tristan, she said, “My lord, either set Tristan
free or I’ll kill myself with this sword.” And the king said to her, “Why do you love Tristan so?”
She said, “I love him more than I love myself, and if you kill him — I want to kill myself.” The
king said, “Daughter, you can have Tristan.” And then he said to Tristan: “You are acquitted.”

Tristan thanked the king and the princess very reverently, [18] and went to the main palace.
When Govornar saw Tristan, he was very happy and asked him, “Why did the king let you go?”
Tristan told him everything that had happened. Govornar said: “If you are forgiven, bow low
before the king, so that he lets you go; because if you do not act according to the princess’ will,
she might do something evil to you.” Tristan said, “Master, as you wish; where should we go
now?” Said Govornar, “It seems to me, that we should go to the court of your uncle; if you
would like to conceal yourself, no one will recognize you there, since you have grown a lot from
the time we left Elionos; we will serve there until the time comes to dub you a knight; and when
you wish to be knighted, the king will dub you by his own hand.” Tristan said, “Be it as you
say.”

The next day Tristan came before the king, bowed low, and said: “I wish to go to my land.”
And he thanked the king and the good people for their kindness; the king thanked him for his
loyal service and promised his friendship.

When the princess saw that Tristan was going away, she became extremely sad and sent him
an ambler and a hunting-hound with a servant. Tristan promised a gift to this servant of
whatever he might ask. He said, “My lord, when you become a knight I want to be knighted by
you.” Later the princess sent a message to him, asking, “My lord, give me your sword, for me to
cherish.” Tristan sent her his sword, and she said, “I prefer to die by Tristan’s sword than to be
the greatest queen.” And she pierced herself to death then and there.

Tristan departed with Govornar from France to Kornovalia to the court of King Marko where
Govornar said: “Gracious king, this is a lord that came to serve you, so that you may knight him
with your hand.” The king gladly received Tristan and promised to knight him later, without
recognizing him then. Tristan served courteously and nobly; and of everyone who saw him, all
wondered who he was.

Later on Tristan wished to be knighted; the king ordered what was needed for a knight to be
prepared and they arranged everything with great dignity. Tristan went to church, and the next
day the king knighted him; there were many good people, and everyone who saw him said, “We
have not seen a better knight.”

While he was at this celebration, [19] four knights from Orlendea came to King Marko, and
began to talk without any bowing: “King, good King Amurat from Orlendea sent us to you,
saying: ‘Give me the tribute which your Kornovalian ancestors have always given to my
Orlendean ancestors; let it be ready in ten days. If you give it, we will promise peace, but if you
do not give it, be aware that in a few days there will be not an inch of land left unspoiled.’”
Hearing this, King Marko was extremely frightened and did not know how to respond. Tristan
came forward, stood before the king and said to the messengers, “Come here, you who brought
this boastful message, tell your lord: even if our ancestors by their foolishness gave tribute to
your kingdom, you will not take any more; if your king wants to have it, let him come with a
sword on the battlefield — he cannot have the tribute any other way than by my own hand.”

The messengers said to King Marko, “Is it you who says this?” The king said, “If he wants to
fight for the Kornovalian freedom, I am saying so too.” The messengers said to Tristan: “Who
are you?” And he said: “I am a guest here; my name is Tristan.” They said, “Pardon us, Amurat
is not going to fight with you if you are not a man of great parentage.” Tristan said, “The fight
will not be prevented for this reason: [ am a son of King Meliadush of Elionos and a nephew of
King Marko. I was concealing myself before but now I cannot conceal myself any longer.”

The messengers rode away quickly and related to King Amurat what Tristan had replied. The



king asked, “Who is he that took on this fight?” They said, “He is the son of King Meliadush,
and a nephew of King Marko; he is a newly dubbed knight; we have not seen such a marvelous
knight, for he took on a fight all by himself, without urging.” Amurat said, “He will be sorry. A
new knight wants a new death. Did you arrange where this fight should be?” They said, “No.”
He ordered, “Go again and arrange it; [ do not want to delay this.” His friend Garnot said, “I will
keep you company; I would like to see this knight [20] whom they praise so.”

They traveled by sea and by land and came to Kornovalia to King Marko and reported King
Amurat’s words. King Marko said, “Better if this fight takes place on Samson Island; they will
come in their boats and each will be his own navigator.” They arranged the fight to take place in
two weeks.

The messengers came to Amurat and reported to him that they had arranged the fight on the
Samson Island. Said Amurat, “This is pleasing to me.” And he asked Garnot, “Did you see this
knight?” He replied, “I saw him; and if you want to hear my advice, you would forgo this fight
and make peace between you, because if the two of you battle, it will not be without great
sorrow; if something happens to you, there will be great damage in Orlendea; and if something
happens to him, great damage will be done to the entire world. In my days I have not seen a
better knight; when he comes of age, he will be of great valor.” Amurat said to him, “There can
be no peace if the tribute is not delivered,” and he began to prepare himself.

King Marko and Tristan and all the knights, the king’s maidens and ladies went to church and
prayed to God to deliver them from Amurat. The next morning Tristan heard mass and went to
the hall in full armor and with arms. All the lords came toward him. And King Marko said, “My
dear son, why did you hide from me? If I had known about you, even if all Kornovalia was
enslaved, I would not have allowed you to fight; for if something happens to you, I will never
have any joy.” Tristan said, “My lord, do not fret, for God in His mercy will not forget us; I
hope that God will give us honor and help.”

Then came the message that Amurat was already on Samson Island. Tristan said, “Hand me
my helmet.” And they gave him a good helmet [21] and the king himself strapped him and
adjusted the arms, and checked and approved them; they also brought him a fine horse. Tristan
went to his boat and soon was on the island.

Amurat wondered how this knight dared to take on a fight against him and, as he came ashore,
asked him, “Why did you push away your boat?” Tristan said: “One of us will depart in your
boat; the other will remain here.” Amurat took this answer for courage and wished he had not
asked him; he said, “Abandon this fight; I would not be glad to destroy you, I would rather have
you for my companion and love you like my brother.” Tristan said, “I will abandon the fight, if
you will waive the Kornovalian tribute; but if you will not, you must fight.” Said Amurat, “Then
be prepared to fight.” And Tristan said, “I have come for this.”

[Tristan’s Fight with Amurat.]

They both mounted their horses and struck so hard that if their good armor had not sustained
them, they would have been dead; the poles broke and both men fell with their horses to the
ground, but immediately both, though wounded, leaped to their feet. Tristan was wounded in his
thigh with a poisoned spearhead; Amurat was wounded by one without poison. They took their
swords and began to slash very hard for a long time, hitting and wounding each other in many
places; and they both recognized that they were very good knights. Amurat imagined that he was
the greatest fighter in the world, but when he saw Tristan, he got a scare; they both got so weary
that there was no alternative but for one to remain; therefore each one fought for victory; and all
who saw them witnessed a great wonder. While fighting, they separated from each other and
leaned on their shields. Amurat said, “If Tristan comes at me again with such force, I will not be
able to withstand him.” While they rested, Tristan began to slash on high with his sword, and
began to cover himself with his shield and his sword. Amurat could not stand any more. Tristan
saw this and got angry and hit him hard on the top of his helmet, slashing his head to the brain,
so that a piece of the sword remained in his head.

Amurat felt himself fatally wounded and, leaving his shield and his sword, ran to the boat and
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headed [22] for the larger vessel, which was waging for him. The servants received him very
sadly and put him into the vessel. They began to sail away, crying. The Kornovalians who
watched this began to shout: “Bad journey to you! There is your tribute.”

Said King Marko and the other Kornovalians: “God and the valor of Tristan gave us this
honor.” Seeing him alone on the island, many people hurried to him; they found Iristan badly
wounded and very weak from bleeding, for he had lost blood and could not stand on his feet;
none of the wounds bothered him as much as the one on his thigh, where he was wounded by the
poisoned tip. They brought him to the shore. The king came over and took Tristan and began
kissing and embracing him, and asked, “How are you feeling?” Tristan said, “I am badly
wounded, but with God’s will I’ll be well.” The king escorted him to church to give praise to
God, then conducted him to the palace with great joy and fanfare, for they had been delivered
from slavery.

Then Tristan came to his chambers and became so ill from his poisoned wound that he could
hardly stand; the physicians came and applied the best ointments so that he soon was cured from
all his wounds except the one that was poisoned; they could not cure that: whatever they applied
to this wound nothing helped. One night Tristan was suffering greatly, afflicted by this wound
and nobody dared to come near, only Govornar, who never left his side and wept, seeing his
master near death; nobody who had seen him before would recognize him now. The king began
to cry very hard, and all good people were crying as if their son or brother were about to die: “O
Tristan, honorable and valorous knight, marvelous youth, how dearly you bought the
Kornovalian freedom! We remain joyful and you are dying a terrible death!”

Tristan was in his bed alone; only one woman was with him, who had come to see how
wretched he was; she began to cry very sadly and said, “O, Tristan, I am amazed at you, how
you [23] do not care about yourself; you could have found some medicine in another country!
You have tried; in all Kornovalia there is no good physician!” Tristan said, “I cannot sit on a
horse, nor be carried on a litter.” She said, “I cannot advise you; He will teach you, Who created
heaven and earth.”

Tristan said to Govornar: “Take me up to the palace from where the sea can be seen.” And
Tristan watched for a long time and said to Govornar: “Call King Marko to me.” The king came
and asked, “My son, why did you call me?” Tristan said, “I ask you, sir, to give me one thing
that should not overburden you much.” King Marko said, “Even if it costs much, I would do
according to your wishes; there is nothing that I would not do for you.” Tristan thanked him
humbly for this: “I, my lord, cannot find a healer in this land; I suffered greatly and now I see
clearly that my death is nearing. [ want to go to some other country in the world; prepare a good
vessel for me and equip it with what I will need, with food and drink and one sail* so light that
one person can take it down; and cover the boat with a good cloth against rain and wind. I want
to sail into the sea, where fortune will take me; maybe I will find a healer for the wound I am
dying from; but if I do not find him, then I am dead.” The king said, “Son, how can you depart,
being so weak?” Tristan said, “If it is God’s will, perhaps the sea and wind will drift me to my
fortune. When the vessel is ready, put me in it and give me my harp and my other lute and from
time to time I will play to myself to ease my grief and my pain.”

Hearing this, King Marko began to weep very sadly and could not respond to him for a long
time through his tears. When he composed himself, he said, “My son, Tristan, do you want to
leave me altogether?” Tristan replied, “My lord, it cannot be otherwise now, but if I find a healer
and when I am healed, I promise to return to Kornovalia.” And when the king saw that it could
not be any other way, he prepared the vessel as Tristan himself commanded and put in it all that
was necessary. When it was ready, he ordered him to be brought, very weak, to the vessel. And
seeing this, the Kornovalians began to cry [24] very bitterly; and the king and all his lords cried
without ceasing. When Tristan saw this, he was greatly moved; he pushed away from the shore
hurriedly and raised sail. The wind was favorable and they sailed swiftly but did not know
where they were going.

And so they sailed two days® and good fortune drove him to a town in Orlendea where King
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Lenviz ruled. He had a wife, the sister of King Amurat, whom Tristan had killed, and he had a
daughter by the name of Izhota. This young lady knew a lot about healing wounds; there was no
wound that she was not able to heal. When Tristan was near the shore, he took his harp, tuned it
and began to play the best he could.

King Lenviz saw this from the palace, and listened a long time; it seemed to him wondrous
that he played so marvelously and sadly, his vessel covered expensively with brocade. He called
the queen, and she saw the vessel and heard the harp and marveled a great deal. She said to the
king, “I beg you, let us go to see this marvel.” Both of them went down to the sea and listened.
When Tristan stopped playing, he began to weep and cry from the pain he had. The king and the
queen approached the vessel, saw Tristan and greeted him; Tristan returned the greeting and
asked the king, not knowing that he was the king, “I beg you, sir, what is this country that we
landed on?” Said the king, “You are in Orlendea.” When Tristan heard this, he felt more faint
from his wound than before, since he was afraid that if recognized, he would perish because of
Amurat.

The king asked him, “I beg you, knight, tell me, where are you from?” Tristan said, “My lord,
I am from Elionos. I came here ill from a wound for which I could not find a healer. I have
suffered such torture and pain that if it had been up to my will, I would have rather died long
ago, but if the Lord God does not want this, I must endure, even though I prefer death to such a
life.”

When the king heard Tristan saying this, he [25] had mercy on him and believed that he was
telling the truth. The king asked, “Are you a knight?” Tristan said, “I am.” The king said, “Do
not worry, knight, you came to such a place where, God willing, you will be cured. I have a
daughter who understands every wound better than all doctors; I know she will be happy to care
for you, for God and for courtesy.” Tristan thanked him very courteously and humbly.

The king and the queen returned to the palace and prepared him quarters in one of the
bedchambers and ordered him to be brought up to the room where a place for him was arranged.
Then the king sent for his daughter Izhota and said to her, “My dear daughter, come with me
to look at a knight, our guest, who is very sick from a wound, and care for him for God's sake
and mine, so that he will get well soon” She said, “My lord, I will be happy to fulfill your
command and will labor the best I can.”

And so she went to Tristan. When she saw the wound, she applied herbs that was suitable.
Then Tristan sighed from the pain he had. The princess, who did not notice or suspect that the
wound was poisoned, began to calm him and said, “Don't be afraid, knight; with God's help, I
will make you well very soon.” Tristan said, “O my God, I would not ask more.”

For ten days the princess applied herbs she knew, but he still became worse. Izhota began to
curse herself and said, “I do not know what to do; what is needed for this wound?”’ She started
to examine the wound, and it occurred to her that it was poisoned. She said to herself, “If the
wound is not poisoned, I must leave him alone, since I cannot help him.” She ordered Tristan
to be brought out to the sun and began to examine the wound with greater scrutiny. The
wound started to pus, and Izhota said: “Sir, I see well what aggravated your wound and why
you were unable to find the medicine: the iron you were wounded with was poisoned; and
nobody realized this, but now that I discovered this, with God's help you will be cured.” Tristan
was happy about this. The maiden started to draw out the poison from the wound, and began
again to apply medicine to it. In a short time [26] Tristan felt improvement, yet he was no more
than skin and bones. But in two months he was cured and was as beautiful and agile as he had
been before. Then the thought came to him that he should go to Kornovalia as soon as possible,
since he was afraid of being recognized; and he was reflecting about this.

At this time came three knights of King Artiush’s Round Table by the names of Garnot,
Kazhyn, and Bandemagul. These three knights had great valor and fame. Kazhyn was of lesser
chivalry than the other two, but he was proud and outspoken; they had come to Orlendea for a
maiden who wanted to be married and who had ordered a tournament called for this purpose.
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Many good knights arrived, and whatever knight showed the most bravery at this tournament
would receive her; if he did not want to receive her, she would have to give him a gift big
enough for a dozen knights. This is why those three knights came to Orlendea. King Lenviz
knew them and was happy to see them; they sat at the table, the king and the knights. When they
saw Tristan, no one recognized him. Garnot had seen him before, but Tristan had changed from
his sickness and because of this he was not recognized, despite his splendid looks. Tristan,
however, recognized Garnot, who had come to Kornovalia with King Amurat’s messengers; he
was thus ever more afraid of being recognized. The three knights were looking at Tristan very
attentively because he seemed like a guest, and asked the king about him. The king explained
that Tristan had come from Elionos: “There is no man in the world who, seeing him so afflicted,
would not have pitied him; but by God’s grace and by the labor of my daughter Izhota, he is
well.” And they talked and looked at him attentively. Garnot came over to Tristan and, taking
him aside, asked, “I beg of you, knight, tell me, if you please, who you are and where you are
from.” Tristan said, “I am a guest; you will not find out any more from me; I beg of you, don’t
hold this as evil against me.” And Garnot left him at this.

Then the king said, “I want to go to the upcoming tournament, but I don’t want to be
recognized; I ask you not to disclose me if someone should inquire.” Then the king asked
Tristan, “Knight, how do you feel?” Tristan said, “Good, by God’s mercy. Why do you ask me?”
The king [27] said, “If you need arms and a horse, I will give them to you, and young men to
serve you.” Tristan replied, “My lord, I have not recovered my strength: I don’t dare to labor
much, but if you want to go, I will help you for all your kindness; and we will carry arms, for
man never knows what might happen to him and where. The king said, “Be it as you wish, but I
want very much for you to ride with me.” Tristan promised him.

The next morning they went to the tournament and met Gavaon,the nephew of King Artiush,
[and following him there was one youth]®, who carried his shield and his lance; it was the boy
who had presented Tristan with an ambler horse and a hunting-hound from the daughter of King
Pere-mont. He saw Tristan, ran to him, and began to kiss his feet. Tristan, afraid that the youth
might reveal him, told him, “I want to pass by; don’t tell a living soul about me.”

The boy said, “Lord, do not worry; but I beg of you to grant me a boon, by your grace.”
Tristan said, “I am willing if the thing is givable.” Said the youth, “Lord, many thanks; you
remember what you had promised me; give me this.” Tristan said, “I do not recall.” “You
promised to knight me when I presented you with the ambler horse and the hound from King
Peremont’s daughter. So, my lord, I want you to dub me tomorrow.” Said Tristan, “Let it be as |
promised to you.” Then Tristan inquired, “Who is this knight whose arms you are carrying?”
Said the youth, “This is Sir Gavaon, the nephew of King Artiush; he promised to knight me
when [ wish; but when I saw your grace, | would rather by knighted by your hand.” Tristan said,
“As you wish; now go back to Sir Gavaon and carry his spears and arms, as you should.” The
youth said, “Let it be, my lord, as you advise.” And he took Gavaon’s arms and rode after him.
Gavaon asked, “Who was that knight whom you greeted so touchingly?”” Said the youth, “He is
a guest, and a very brave one.” Asked Gavaon, “What is his name?” The youth said, “My lord,
you cannot know that yet.” Gavaon let this matter be.

The king rode with a small retinue and no one recognized him, [28] including Gavaon. King
Lenviz asked Tristan, “Do you know who this knight is who rides alone?”” Said Tristan, “That is
Gavaon, the nephew of King Artiush.” The king said, “I have heard of him; he is courteous to
ladies and maidens.” But the king did not disclose himself to Gavaon. When evening was
nearing, they met a knight carrying a black shield without insignia, with him there were two
squires. The king rode in a very elegant, stately way and carried two swords. When they came
nearer, Gavaon said, “Do you see that great knight?” The king said to him, “How do you know
that he is great?” Gavaon said, “No good knight would dare to carry two swords unless he fought
with two knights at once; only a good knight carries two swords.” The king said, “On my faith,
this knight acts very boldly, but I beg you, if there happens to be a knight who gets him alone,
what will he do about it?” Gavaon said, “My lord, if it happens to be a single knight who is not
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from Lon-dresh, the black knight will suffer not to carry both weapons for the entire year for his
dishonor; but if a knight from Londresh defeats him, he will throw away one sword and carry
only one, since the knights from Londresh are the greatest.” When the king heard this, he said,
“Now I would not for the greatest thing miss seeing this tournament and this great knight.” They
stayed that night in a castle ten miles from the tournament.

Next morning Tristan made the youth a knight and he was brave and of great valor. He was a
companion of the Round Table. Later Tristan, by misadventure, killed him by his own hand,
because the youth followed Palamidezh, who loved the marvelous Izhota very much. This knight
was named Berbesh.

Early the next morning the king and Tristan went to the tournament. Tristan, having made this
youth a knight, gave him a horse and arms and they went to the tournament, which was
assembled at a meadow by the castle. The tournament was widely attended by the people.

There came two kings: King Ianish from Lokva’ and the other King [29] Artiush from
Londresh, who had with him a hundred knights. He was in the service of Prince Galiot and
governed the Western Islands®. The year the tournament was held in Orlendea, Antsolot was
made a knight.

When the two sides met and presented the lances to each other, the fighting was very dense
and heavy and the knights were falling from their horses to the ground. There were ten knights
of the Round Table who performed very marvelously as they held one side against King Ianish
from Lokva; they repulsed many knights, Garnot and Ivan, son of King Urian, and Gavaon,
Geesh and King Bandemagul, Dondiel, Sogremor, Gviresh — these were very good knights.
When they dashed into this tournament, they accomplished great wonders in no time, and all the
others would have been defeated if the knight with two swords and a black shield had not been
there. As he struck from the other side of the field, he began marvelously and unbelievably to
take off the helmets of the knights and to throw them off their horses to the ground. All who saw
him said that he won this tournament, and because of his knightly skills all were frightened of
him and could not stand against him. Gavaon was injured with two wounds, Garnot had three
wounds, as did Ivan; others also had wounds and were thrown off their horses.

When the King of the Hundred Knights saw himself defeated, he was sad, almost crazed, for
he loved beautiful Izhota with all his heart and worried lest she find out about this; and he began
to plan revenge. Thus he had proclaimed in all places that there would be a second tournament
in ten days; for he planned to arrive more prepared and better equipped than at the first. When
the tournament was proclaimed and every one heard it, all departed, and King Lenviz too, to get
ready for the second tournament.

When the [S]goski king saw that the knight with a black shield won this tournament, he took a
great liking to him.

Palamidezh, the black knight, went to Orlendea and claimed this tournament in Izhota’s
honor. Tristan thought deeply about what to do to get even with this knight with a black shield
and two swords [30] at the second tournament.

He became belligerent against Palamidezh, looking at him with angry eyes, because it
seemed to him that he had caused great shame to the other knights; Tristan had an angry heart
against him and wished him evil because he saw him such a handsome knight and worthy of
great valor. It seemed to him that Palamidezh wanted to have Izhota, and that she loved him
with all her heart.

And Tristan and Palamidezh thus began to be hostile. Izhota, however, did not know about
this and was unaware that they both loved her. She had a handmaiden by the name of Braginia,
beautiful and wise, who realized that they both loved Izhota. And one day Braginia said to Izhota
in jest, “My lady, just for fun, if these two knights loved you, which one of them would you
want to love: Palamidezh or our knight, for they both love you?” Izhota laughingly replied, “I
cannot forbid their love, even if my heart does not turn to them; but if it came to this, I would
prefer to join Palamidezh, since he is the better knight. If ours was such a good knight and of
such noble birth as he looks, he would be the more valorous of the two.” Palamidezh and Tristan

14



heard all this talk while they were sitting in a room. When they left, Tristan went for a walk in
the meadow and began to think, because his love for Izhota tormented him. He said to himself,
“I will not win the favor of the beautiful Izhota, if I don’t destroy Palamidezh’s loftiness; and I
cannot do this without a good horse and good armor, and without great difficulty and labor, since
Palamidezh is a great knight.” With that heavy heart Tristan remained until the second
tournament.

King Lenviz asked Tristan, “Do you want to ride to the tournament in our company?” And he
told him, “Sir, I still am not feeling up to my strength.” The king believed him and left It at that;
but Tristan had responded thus because he wished to go to the tournament without being
recognized. In three days the king went to the tournament with a small retinue; and Tristan
remained very mournful, since he did not know how to accomplish what he intended [31].

While he was deep in thought, Braginia, who liked him very much, came to him and said,
“My lord, what are you thinking of?”” Tristan replied, “My maiden, if I knew that you might help
me in my intentions I would tell you.” She promised him: “I’ll do whatever I can.” He said,
“Maiden, I would go to this tournament if I only had a horse and armor.” She said, “Why did
you not go together with the king?” Said Tristan, “l want to go secretly, so as not to be
recognized.” And the maiden asked, “And therefore you remained behind?” Tristan said,
“Indeed.” She said, “Do not worry about the horse and the armor; you will not be prevented
from being in the tournament.” Tristan thanked her very kindly and then said, “My dear maiden,
take care of me; I do not want to delay.” She found him a good horse and good armor without an
insignia and gave him her two brothers for his service. Tristan asked Braginia not to disclose
him to anyone; he departed secretly and encountered many knights from many lands at the
tournament.

When they saw Tristan there, all those who were knowledgeable praised Tristan, for he sat on
the horse in so stately a way. He stood on one side, watching what was going to happen. Then
came Palamidezh in the same armor and with the same elaborate regalia as before. When
Gavaon saw him, having looked at the good knights, he said, “Now you have something to
watch: see what the great knight will do; be on guard for his strike.” Garnot said, “We have not
yet seen an equal to him in the world.” Palamidezh began to perform such marvels that there was
no knight at the tournament who was not afraid of him; and he defeated many knights going left
and right, and there was no knight to be found who would dare to face him. King Lenviz and the
King of a Hundred Knights and all the great knights who had been holding the field very well
finally had to abandon the field, though unwillingly, to Palamidezh. Palamidezh stood proudly at
this time; and all began to shout: “He with the black shield and two swords has won the
tournament for the second time!” [32]

When Tristan saw all this, he said, “This is Palamidezh.” He recognized his banner and said,
“Hand me a helmet; [ want to meet with the good knight on the field.” All the others ran to him,
each one offering his helmet. When Tristan put a helmet on, they strapped it and checked him as
was proper to do, and then he took a lance and stood up against Palamidezh. When they saw
each other, Tristan said, “Knight, I have some business with you.” The other headed toward him
and said, “Come here and see.”

[The Fight of Tristan with Palamidezh]

And so they charged at each other and struck very hard. Palamidezh broke his lance, and
Tristan hit him so hard that he fell to the ground with his horse. From this strike he became very
confused and did not know what to do; he mounted his horse and wanted to go to the camp
without casting his eyes here or there. Tristan, who was very angry with him, saw him running
away, rode after him and overtook him. It was not enough for him that he caused him great
shame by this defeat, he wished to bring him to a point so that he would never dare to appear
before Izhota’s eyes again. He overtook Palamidezh and shouted, “Knight, turn around and we
will see which of us is more worthy of great chivalry and which of us is more deserving to love
the marvelous Izhota.” When Palamidezh heard this speech, he realized that it was Tristan and
was very distressed because he had not believed that he was so good. So he turned to him and
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took his sword, realizing that he would not leave without an injury. Tristan approached very
swiftly, and they began to hit hard. Tristan struck him with a hard blow on the helmet.
Palamidezh could not stay on his horse but fell to the ground defeated. He lay there a long while,
not knowing day from night. When Tristan saw this, he was joyous that things had befallen him
well: he saw that he had accomplished the aim that he wished for the most. When he had
defeated the good knight Palamidezh, whom he hated very much and put to such disgrace, he
left [33] the tournament for his home.

As Lord Tristan rode through the leafy woods, he met a maiden with two squires who guessed
that he had been at the tournament, because she saw his battered armor. Stopping, she greeted
him kindly. He returned the greeting very courteously. The maiden asked, “Sir, are you returning
from the tournament?” Tristan answered, “What are you asking of me?” She said, “Sir, I wish
you to tell me who won the tournament.” Said Tristan, “My lady, if it is your wish, I will tell
you: this tournament was won by the most beautiful maiden my eyes have seen to this day.” She
stood there for a while in reflection and said, “Knight, you are telling me a marvel; I beg of you:
tell me the name of this maiden, so that I know what to say if I am asked.” Tristan said, “This
name you will not find out from me now.” Said the maiden, “I beg of you, my lord, take the
helmet off your head so that I can see your face and render you honor, since I am a messenger
from King Artiush.” Tristan took the helmet off his head and said, “Maiden, look at me as much
as you wish.” She said, “My lord, I see you very happily: now I can boast that I saw the best
knight of all. I beg of you, lord, tell me your name.” And Tristan said, “You cannot know my
name now because it is hard to tell.” The maiden said, “I have traveled many lands for your
name; it is a pity for all my toil to have seen you and not to know your name.” Said Tristan,
“Know that I am not the one you are searching for.” Said the maiden, “I beg you, before God,
did you not conquer the Dolorous Guard and abolish the vile custom that dominated that town
where many people died because of the lawlessness of the cursed rule?” Tristan said, “Maiden, I
was not in that town at all, nor did I see it; but [ beg you, maiden, is the Dolorous Guard taken?”
Said the maiden, “I saw a knight penetrate the town with a few good companions, and no one but
this knight accomplished it with his hand.” Said Tristan, “I beg of you, maiden, did you see him
without his armor?” “I saw him; he has the beauty and is the same age as you; and precisely
because of this I assumed you were the knight; but I was deceived in this by my [34] senses.” At
the end of these words they separated.

Tristan went back to Braginia, who had rendered him a great service, while the maiden
departed from Tristan very sadly, since she had not found out who he was. She went to the
tournament, saw Palamidezh and approached him. He was crying very hard, cursing the day he
was born and the day he mounted a horse; and the maiden was also crying because she had
missed the tournament that she desired to see more pressingly than anything else.

Coming to him, she greeted him, though she did not know who he was. She found him very
sad: he was grieving over his misadventure and cursing the day he was born and the hour he first
mounted a horse. And she said, “Knight, God give solace to you.” He responded: “God give his
mercy to you.” And Palamidezh said, “Maiden, have you encountered a knight in white armor?”
She said, “My lord, I met him and spoke a few words with him; he is riding alone through the
woods.” Said Palamidezh, “If you know anything after talking to him, for God’s sake tell me.”
She said, “I do not know, since I have not seen him before and could not find out his name. He
is not from the Round Table nor from King Artiush’s court.” Palamidezh asked, “Is this the
truth?” She replied, “Indeed it is.” He said, “O my God, I am even more humiliated and
sorrowful than before.” And he began to grieve and lament, throwing away his helmet, both
swords, and his shield. He mounted his horse unarmed and rode off weeping and with great
SOITOW.

Seeing this, the maiden called after him very kindly: “For God’s sake, knight, tell me why you
are grieving so?” He told her all in order: “God honored me in the first tournament; in the
second, I was above all in this honor, but along came a knight who so ferociously fought me,
first with a lance and then with a sword, that in the end he put me in great disgrace before the
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crowd. Because of this I cannot carry arms for the entire year; for if I was to carry it I would
worry how to avenge him. [35] Now I am lost and wish to be dead.” Said the maiden, “My lord,
tell me your name.” And he said, “I am Palamidezh.” Having said so, he departed from her very
hastily. She went her way in quest of the one who had conquered the Dolorous Guard. Actually,
this was Antsolot from Lokva, who went through the realms in search of adventure and an equal
to himself. Gavaon too was sent to look for him and he went everywhere that he heard were
knightly assemblies. And the maiden, riding from the tournament, met Sir Gavaon. Said Gavaon,
“I beg of you, maiden, tell me some news of the knight who is carrying white insignia and armor
without other signs who recently left us.” The maiden said, “I will tell you, if you inform me of
the person I am searching for.” Said Gavaon, “Whom are you searching for?” She said, “I am
seeking news about the knight who conquered the Dolorous Guard.” Said Gavaon: “I think, in
fact, that it is the one you have met; I am also seeking him.” The maiden said, “Really, he is not,
because he has never been there, though he resembles the other in stature and in bravery.” Said
Gavaon, “If he is not the one, I am going from this land to Londresh in order to hear about him.”
Said the maiden, “I am going with you.” They departed together and came to a place where
Palamidezh had left his armor. Gavaon recognized it and said, “This is the armor of a very great
knight.” And he took the shield and hung it on a tree. Said the maiden, “If you only saw the one
who left these arms, how he grieved and cried, you would be greatly astonished.” She recounted
to him all in order: what she had seen and heard. Gavaon said, “Would you know his name?"”
She said, “He did not want to tell me.” Gavaon said, “I would be glad to know all the truth about
him, to be able to relate this to King Artiush and to other kings’ courts.” Then they went to the
king, embarking on a big ship.

Let us leave this, and return to Lord Tristan. When Tristan departed from the maiden, he rode
swiftly and came to the castle, to Izhota’s and Braginia’s quarters. He came at night, in hiding.
[36] Braginia met him, happy to know the result of the tournament. When she saw him she came
to him, and having greeted him, asked: “My good and honorable lord, how did your affair go?
Tell me about the tournament; who received the honors from it?” Said Tristan, “My dear
maiden, I cannot tell you this now.” Said Braginia, “Sir, tell me about Palamidezh, if it is he who
won the tournament?” Said Tristan, “I cannot tell you about him, but know this well: he is one of
the great knights, famous throughout the world, but it so happened now that he did not receive
the honors at this tournament.” She said smiling, “And how were you?” Tristan said, “I achieved
my purpose, as | wanted, and I beg you not to ask me more.” She left him at this, since she
gathered that he did not want to talk about his defeat or accomplishment. She gave him good
bedding and he went to sleep, for he was extremely weary and very swollen from blows. After
he had rested to his contentment, the next day his face was swollen and black and blue from so
many blows. When people began to talk about the knight in white armor, Tristan was modest,
since he would not be happy if he were recognized.

On the third day King Lenviz came back with his retinue to his court and with him also the
great knights Garnot, Lord Bandemagul, and Ivan. They did not talk about anything but the
tournament and about the white knight and about Palamidezh; and they were amazed that the
white knight had left without a word. Bandemagul said to Garnot, “It looks to me as if this is the
knight who conquered the Dolorous Guard: that knight always concealed himself.” The king
said, “I beg you, who is the knight you are talking about?” Said Garnot, “My lord, we are talking
about the one whom my father'” King Artiush knighted recently; he accomplished more chivalry
by his hand than anyone ever saw, but there is no man who knows his name [37] or who he is.”
The king said, “If he won the fight but hides his name and does not want to be known, he is very
valorous.” And all these words Tristan took to himself.

Braginia was very wise and attentive, and she wondered: “Maybe it could be the knight to
whom I gave the horse and armor and a shield?”” She began to ask one and another about the
white knight and discovered that, indeed, Tristan had been honored in the tournament; she was
very joyous about it and wondered how she could find out his name and where he was from. One
evening she went to King Lenviz and said, “Lord king, I deign to know about the white knight
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you are seeking who won the tournament.” The king said, “Maiden, I wish this very much, since
I saw with my eyes his great valor.” And Braginia said, “Do not despair. I will put you on the
right path.” The king said, “If you are telling the truth, I will be very grateful.”

The next day Braginia said to the king, “Come with me to the palace.” He went there and she
showed him the armor and the shield and said, “Could you recognize whether you saw it in the
tournament?” Said the king, “Indeed, this armor and this shield were on the knight who won the
tournament. But, by God, maiden, tell me if you know anything about him.” Said Braginia, “My
lord, be happy, for I am not going to hide it from you: this was the knight who is now in your
court, whom you took in injured and sick, whom your daughter cured.”

The king was very surprised and could not believe that the knight was so great and began to
question: “What do you know about him?” She told him all in order: how she gave him a horse
and arms and how he returned to her. The king called in a few people who were with him at the
tournament, and said to them, “Could you recognize this armor and shield?” They said, “Indeed
these arms won the tournament.” And the king was happy about this.

He came to Tristan and said to him, “My honorable knight, I am sorely disappointed that you
were hiding your honor from me. [38] If it pleases you, tell me your name.” When Tristan heard
this, he was very frightened that he would be recognized, for he knew that here they wished him
the worst evil, and he responded to the king, “My lord, you did much for me, and I do not owe as
much to anybody as to you; as long as I live, I will return it to you with my services, wherever
there will be a need for me.” Said the king, “I don’t ask anything now but for you to tell me your
name.” Tristan said, “My lord, I cannot tell you my name now.” Said the king, “Tell me then if
you were wearing the white armor that Braginia gave you at this tournament?” Tristan said, “I
was wearing this armor; and I am sorry you know this.” Said the king, “Knight, you should not
be sorry, for you did me a great honor since a knight from my court won the tournament. For
your chivalry and your friendship and your valor I grant you my friendship.” Tristan thanked
him very humbly.

Thereafter Tristan’s chivalry became known throughout Orlendea, and he was greatly honored
by the king and by all good people; and there was no lady or maiden in all of the king’s court
who would not have been happy to love him with her whole heart. They suspected that Izhota
loved him secretly, but she had a modest heart. The king was agreeable that she should love him,
and he her, and that the youth should marry her, since the king knew that she could not marry a
better knight than he, but he was very sorry that he did not know his name, and would not dare to
bother him or inquire further.

One day Tristan was bathing in a tub in one of the bed-chambers, and Izhota and many other
maidens were serving him; each considered it a great privilege to wait on him. One man by the
name of Kushyn'' approached Tristan’s bed and picked up his sword, and, taking it out, began to
look at it. It seemed to him so fine and sharp that he could not get enough of it, and admiringly
he brought it to the queen. She began to examine it and noticed [39] a dent in it, and said to
Kushyn, “Tell me, whose sword is it?”” And he told her. She said, “Carry it for me.” He carried it
and stepped in her chamber after her; she took from a chest a chip from a sword, matched it with
the sword, and it fit. She saw that it was the sword that killed her brother Amurat. She slapped
her face and said, “O, my God, my foe is in our house, the one who killed my brother, the good
knight! It is Tristan — that is why he concealed himself; and this is the sword that made all of us
sad and debased, and demeaned all of Orlendea.” And she became very angry and, taking the
sword, rushed to Tristan, and raised the sword to strike him. Tristan hid himself in the tub. She
said, “Tristan, you will be killed here by the sword with which you killed my brother, King
Amurat; now you will be killed from my hand.” Tristan was not frightened, but a squire
intervened and said, “My lady, beware, do not kill this knight by your hand: it is not worthy for a
royal lady to stain her hands with the blood of a knight. If he is guilty, leave this revenge to the
king: he will do what is just to him, and he will avenge your sorrow suitably.” The queen,
howler, did not quiet down, and advanced to strike Tristan, out the squire held her by the hand
and prevented the strike. Izhota, putting shame aside, since her love for Tristan impelled her,
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shielded him with her hand very magnanimously. And the queen said, “Izhota, my daughter,
what are you doing? This is Tristan, who killed your uncle Amurat.”

The king approached and heard this clamor and said, “My lady, why are you so angry?” She
said, “How could I not be angry? I found my greatest foe, Tristan, who killed my brother
Amurat; that is why he was concealing himself in our court; either you kill him or I will. This is
the sword with which he killed Amurat; let him die by the same sword!” The king, hearing this,
reflected, for he was very wise, and he said, “Calm, my lady, leave this revenge for me: I will act
as is lawful, and you will not be sorry.” He took the sword from her and said, “Now, go
outside.” And she left. [40] The king questioned Tristan, and said, “My dear friend, did you kill
Amurat?” Said Tristan, “I cannot conceal myself any longer, I did kill him. But no one should
blame me, because it behooved me to kill him, or he would kill me; it could not have been
otherwise.” Said the king, “You are dead.” And then he told him, “Dress yourself and come to
me at the great hall.” He left three squires to assist him.

Tristan dressed elegantly and with distinction and went to the main hall in great sadness,
mostly because his sword was not with him. The place was full of good men and ladies and
maidens; and when they saw him, they looked at him very attentively because of his beauty,
valor, and chivalry; and they admired his great beauty and his marvelous deeds, his
accomplishments and his courtliness. And maidens were telling Izhota: “If Tristan, who is the
most marvelous man in the world, meets his death, all people will be sorry for him.”

And all good men and knights were saying: “God knows, there is no such knight in the world;
and it would be a great sin to kill him for one who cannot return.” Then the queen came and
began to annoy the king with her tears, saying, “My lord, he is my enemy; take revenge upon
him, while it is in your power, for if you let him go he will not be at your disposal.”

The king loved his queen and did not know what he should do. He kept silent for a long while,
and finally spoke for everyone to hear: “Tristan, you are very guilty in connection with me, but
even if all the people hold it as evil against me, I want to let you go in peace, to deliver you from
the death that you were supposed to have. First of all, I took you into my house, injured and sick,
and restored your health; secondly, you are such a great knight that I do not know an equal to
you in the world; thirdly, you have killed my brother-in-law Amurat, not treacherously, but in a
knightly manner. For these three reasons I release you from death, but you have to do as I say: as
it happens, you should as speedily as possible flee [41] from my land; do not linger anywhere,
for if I find you, I will surely have to kill you if I can.”

Hearing this, Tristan very humbly thanked first God and then the king, and took his leave. The
king sent him off honorably, giving him a horse and armor. Braginia gave him her two brothers
to serve him; she was very sad, but did not want to show it before the queen, since the queen was
angry because the king had commuted his death. I1zhota and the other maidens said, “It is better
that Tristan is acquitted of the death of one who would not come back.” Tristan rode with his
retinue to the harbor, and people were talking and admiring his valor and courtliness.

While they sailed on the vessel, a good wind moved them toward Kornovalia swiftly. Tristan
was very happy about this and rendered praise to God with all his heart. He rested there one day,
asking about King Marko and other lords, and the next day rode to where King Marko was said
to be.

When he arrived at King Marko’s court, the king greeted him very gratefully, and there was a
great merriment made by the king and the lords, as if the Father'” had come to them. The king
asked Tristan what had happened to him and Tristan recounted how fortune had taken him to
Orlendea, where the king took him into his court and was kind to him, and how he had entrusted
him to his daughter Izhota, who knew about wounds more than any doctors. He also recounted
her beauty, and how he was recognized by his sword, and how the king acquitted him from
death, and let him go honorably away. But he did not tell Marko how he defeated Palamidezh
and won the tournament. Tristan was now honored in Kornovalia by the people as much as King
Marko himself was. The entire Kornovalian kingdom was now liberated by him, and many
countries were afraid of it.
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At this time there was a lady, the daughter of a duke, the most wonderful lady in all
Kornovalia. Recently one knight from Londresh [42] by the name of Seguradezh had married
her for her beauty, for she was as a flower, like a rose. King Marko was so enamored of her that
there was nothing on earth he would not have done for her if only he could have her at his will.
She often visited the king’s court for entertainment. One day she came to the court for a festivity
and the king was very pleased with her arrival. When Tristan saw her, he began to look at her
often, since she seemed to him the most wonderful being after Izhota; her heart attracted him,
and he eyed her stealthily so that no one noticed it. When she saw Tristan, the most wonderful
and the greatest knight, it came to her mind that if he wanted to love her, she would not want
more, since she knew his valor; and all her thoughts were on him and how she could love him
without dishonoring herself; her eye was nowhere but with Tristan. She forgot all the other
people because of Tristan, and Tristan forgot Izhota; they looked at each other very tenderly and
one knew what was on the mind of the other. When evening came, the lady took leave of the
king and approached Tristan very obligingly and said smartly, “Lord, I am yours, if you want
me.” Said Tristan, “Many thanks, my lady. I take you very gratefully as your knight.” Having
said only this to each other, the lady left for home, carrying Tristan in her heart; when she got
home she sent a servant, whom she trusted very much, to Tristan, saying, “Go discreetly to
Tristan and tell him secretly that he can come to me at dusk to talk with me; let him come
dressed in full armor, since one never knows what might happen to him and where; both of you
come to the meadow near the sea.” The servant said, “My lady, I am ready to fulfill your wish.”
He went to Tristan and took him aside and relayed to him his lady’s message. Tristan said, “I
will be happy to act according to her wishes; and you do not go anywhere from the court: we
will depart together.” He called a squire and said, “Keep a horse saddled and arms ready at
twilight, [43] and do not tell anyone.”

King Marko, seeing Tristan talking alone with the servant, departed from his lords to a room
and ordered everybody to leave. He said to the servant, “What were you discussing with Tristan,
my nephew?” The servant Magush'? said, “My lord, I cannot tell you this, but I can let you know
that your nephew is neither cold nor warm.” Said the king, “I want you to tell me, even against
your wish.” Said the youth, “It is not proper for me to reveal secrets, lest I become a traitor.”
Said the king, “You must tell, or you will die now.” The youth became very frightened and said,
“Master, I will tell you, only, for God’s sake, do not tell anybody.” The king promised him, and
he recounted everything: how his lady had sent for Tristan and how he had ridden to see her.

The king heard this and was very sad about it, because he wanted to have her himself and she
had resisted him not allowing it in any manner. As he sat there thinking hard, he said to himself,
“Look at this: she refused me, a great lord; I could have done evil and good for her, but she gave
herself to the one who cannot do anything for her, and he is not as good a knight as I am; really,
she is a foolish woman and she will have great sorrow for this.” But he did not let Magush know
his thoughts; he considered himself a better knight than Tristan, and he was reflecting a great
while and said to the Magush youth, “I am surprised that your lady is so quickly enamored of
Tristan, who is still a child; I know a better knight than Tristan; he is a great lord like myself,
who wants to love her very much, but she has refused him.” Said Magush, “Sire, don’t you
know what often happens between men and women? One man will choose for himself someone
lesser and more meager, though she could have been twice as pretty; just as a young woman
might not prefer a good knight or a great lord.” The king said, “I sought her myself, but she
refused me; and for her foolishness I want to kill her and to destroy her house.” When Magush
heard this, he became frightened, because he knew the king to be a most treacherous man; he
gathered [44] that the king would go instead of Tristan to have her for his desire. It would be
better for his lady to perish than to do this, for then Tristan would be plotting something evil
against the king. The king said to Magush, “What are you thinking?”” And he told him the whole
truth.

When the king realized that Magush wanted his lady for him rather than for Tristan, he was
very glad about it: “You could do me much good, since I have your lady on my mind; for if she
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would have me once, then she would gladly have me always.” Said Magush, “My lord, I will
gladly do what I can, but what are you thinking about Tristan? I promised to go with him; if I lie
to him, it will turn out badly for me.” “Don’t worry about this; I will go with one armed squire
and will wait for you by the well as you pass; there I want to deal with Tristan, so that he will
forget your lady’s love. When I overcome him, I will then go with you and you will escort me
instead of Tristan; and good will come to you because of this.” Magush said, “I gladly do it at
your will, but, by God, tell me how you plan to undo Tristan, the very valorous and strong
knight. For God’s sake, do not set out on such an adventure foolishly, because he is planning to
ride armed.” The king said to Magush, “It looks as if you consider Tristan to be stronger than I
am? Do not fret. I want to disgrace him.” And the king stepped out of the room with Magush.
Tristan, seeing him, said, “I am ready to go.” Said Magush, “Let’s be quick.”

The king called a squire: “Prepare for me a horse and armor at dusk, and do not tell anybody.”
He put his armor on, mounted his horse and rode with his squire to the place; the squire carried
his shield and his lance. When they came to some water, the king dismounted and said, “We
have to wait here for the one we have invited.” While waiting, they saw Tristan riding up with
one squire and Magush. The king mounted his horse and said to the squire, “Hand me my shield
and my lance.” The squire said, “My lord, what do you wish to do?” [45] The king said, “The
one that I hate is coming; I won’t be happy until I shorten his life.” The squire said, “My lord,
forgive me, but it does not look good to me, for if he is in your house, you can dishonor him in
some other way and accomplish your wish, but you should not avenge him treacherously. If he
wronged you, do not engage in such an adventure.” The king said, “You watch and see.” When
Tristan was near, the king shouted: “Knight Tristan, on guard!” Tristan was surprised by this; he
saw a knight waiting for him and took his shield and his lance.

[The Fight of King Marko with Tristan].

And they fought hard. The king broke his lance in many pieces; Tristan struck him in his chest
and the king fell to the ground severely beaten. Then Tristan rode past him. When the king saw
himself defeated, he was very distraught and wished himself dead rather than alive. The squire
jumped off his horse and asked, “Sire, will you live?”” The king said, “What is my life if I remain
dishonored until my death and my sorrow does not end? Give me my horse and we will go home
discreetly. Where did Tristan go?” The squire said, “I do not know; he rushed by.” “It would be
even worse if he recognized me.” The youth said, “How could he recognize you? You are in full
armor and the night is dark.” The king rode on and said to himself, “O my God! If my armor had
not sustained me, I would be dead.” When Magush saw what had happened between the king
and Tristan, he was glad on the one hand, and on the other hand sad.

The next day King Marko was sitting in the grand palace at the table with his lords and ladies
and maidens and there were plenty of various decorations."* One knight came up very bravely
and confidently to the gran