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It’s hard to tell reality from dream

When dawn-magician above Earth conjures

And morning singer lark

Enchants us with its lovely voice.

Beyond the palace walls lie peace and quiet,

Nobody knows that in the throne-room

Young prince is sitting with a gloomy face,

His dreams are not of valour or of fame,
But merely of sublime love which would be
So captivating, and would give him wings.

- Ah if only came hereinto
Forester’s daughter named Elvira!

If only, sliding in the throne-room like a shadow,
She tenderly began to speak to me…

I’ve pined away… Oh, how I yearn for my dreams,

And pray that fortune blesses me…
In plain attire, with a bunch of wild roses,

Elvira came into the throne-room.

She bent her head and lingered for a while,

And with a deep sigh she began to speak:

- I greet you, my sweet liar,

In sign of greeting you I’m bowing low.

- I am a liar? Why, do I deserve this name?

- You do. Look at the note

I hold here in my hand.

- A note? That’s nonsense!
A note from whom? To whom it’s written?

- To thou, thief of maiden kisses,

To thou, Prince Richard, it is written.

- To me? Who wrote it? Elvira, please
Don’t keep me in suspense. Let’s quickly read the note…

Read it for yourself and then you’ll understand

That one does not conceal the truth from his beloved.

- Oh fine! I shall begin to read,

And  you sit down by my feet,  and listen.

But Richard, I must warn you

That palace walls do have their ears too.

- Read, - said the prince and sat down by her feet.

She vailed low and with a singing accent, as an acolyte

Announced the note’s contents:

- Prince Richard! Prithee,

Come today at eventide

Where ringed birds nest in circle of poplars.

Alone do come by secret path,

Neither a word nor hint to talk.

Nor fear. I’m thy loyal friend,

I won’t make evil therefore…

- Lo and behold! I’ve read it by a narrow squeak, -

Elvira cried and took a seat.

Can you explain, my sweet liar,

What is the matter?

- Perchance he has a proposition… –

Our prince spoke pensively.

- Oh, who is that? – Elvira cried –

Here’s just a “come alone,”

“I’ll wait…” That’s all.

And no more reading.

-“Come where in circle of poplars…”

- Oh Richard, hear my heart beating.

- Nay now, Elvira, wait a minute, –

In thoughts, Prince Richard pulled away.

- There’s obviously something strange, methinks,

Behind a queer dream I had today.

- A note… A dream… That drives me mad.

Let us begin again, my sweet lord.
Along the garden path I went, where I

Have always strolled about before.

And suddenly a sound: a trumpet or a horn

Drew my attention to itself.

I listened, fixed my eyes on looking, and a dove

I saw, which flushed from branch into the air.

As white as very pure first snow.

The gold ring glitters on her claw.

And from the ring a note into my hands

As by itself had promptly dropped.

There was a low voice: “Do not read the letter,
Just quickly go and treat it as intended…”

Methought that you have played a trick,

My dear Richard, all for our entertainment.

That’s why I came into the throne-room 

And I began to jest about the note,
And I commanded you to sit by my feet,
And that is why I vailed my head low.
But… if you didn’t write the note
Tell me who planted it?            ( sent it? )
- I do not know, sweetheart. Perchance you’re right,
There are so many questions we could get demented.
Prince Richard read the note again and through,

And lapsed into the silence with a mournful expression. 

Wrapped up in thoughts of his prophetic dream
which promised with Elvira separation.
For days, for years, for ages maybe;

And maybe just for hours or for minutes…

He didn’t know nor think about it yet,

But melancholy and disturbance in his soul crept.        
And heart was breaking from his chest like ringed bird from its fall;
And a thought - like splinter running into head - that something should befall… 
- What do you think? The note was sent forth good or evil?

- I do not know, - prince uttered pensively. –

I’m puzzled over that myself.
- Behold, I’ll tell you what, my friend.
This all is yeasty vain. You tear that note.
And let us run and look at clouds

Which have today descended very low

For us, my Richard, to admire their beauty.
Forget it all. Let’s run to brook,
We’ll sing together, laugh and joke.

Elvira like a butterfly began to whirl and trilled with carefree laughter,

As if the thoughts of secret writings now she had completely disregarded.

- All right for thou, I’ll come unto thy play, - thought Richard in a fit of temper. –

I will have fun; I’ll sing and dance,
And at the dusk I will remember:
I was about to go where in the poplars circle

I had to meet my doom and destiny.
And will not think that maybe for long ages
Elvira, I would say farewell to thee.

He smiled and shouted “Catch me!”

Out of the palace to the brook he quickly streaked off.
Elvira slowly followed him

Left on the throne was her white lacy shawl.
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The night is treading in a catlike pace.
And Richard treads, in darkness creeping stealthily.

- Oh, Elvira, thy kiss was so ardent.
And what is there now to do for me?
- I order you to stop and have a good look

Under your feet, and then you’ll see

You are now following a wrong path
That does not lead to secrets that you seek.

- Whose voice is it? Fear not, appear to me.
Upon my soul I say: I wouldn’t harm thee.

- It is not time yet, prince. And neither is the place.
Walk on; I shall catch up with you.

- Elvira, is it you? – exclaimed Richard

And through the shrubs he saw a dusky form
It wasn’t her, who he did want to see there,

And afterwards he heard the answer “no.”

The Moon came out and lit the ground and pointed out the secret trail,
And Richard it accompanied where he should meet his fate.

A tall old man stepped toward prince and spoke with him from heart to heart;
And to a bright daylight the night has turned, and joy to hide was hard.

Prince Richard laughed like a boy and kissed the old man’s hands.

- Prophet Nathan, I’m so surprised

To see you here, I must confess.

- Did you expect to see the maiden here,
The one who found my letter?
- I must admit I thought

Another bird has made a nest in poplars circle, – 
Richard answered honestly and blushed
As the prophet’s look was strict and harsh.
- You are the prince, and prince is not expected
To give voice to his thoughts if there’s no sense at all.

- You called for me to moralize?

You couldn’t find another time? –

Cried Richard angrily into the prophet’s face,

Then turned around and walked away.

But before he went too far away

The clarion has started its divine play,

That’s why Prince Richard had to stay.

From poplars circle he couldn’t get away.

The melody enchanted him and called him to the sky.
There, high above, it spoke to soul, and soul revived.
Our Richard turned back to the prophet and fell down on his knees:
- Forgive me; I have been too hasty,

And said to you a lot of stupid things.

For that I blame my dream, your note, and Elvira…

- Stop talking, Richard, let’s forget about it,

I’ve called you here for a purpose,

I have to bless your course of life.
- My course? Where am I heading? Tell me.

- You will know everything; don’t be as rash as fire.

Take this gold casket and remember
It is enigma of your changeful fate.

- It is enigma of my fate? Good Heavens! –

Prince Richard squeezed his head and groaned. –

The note, dream, and now riddle.

What else you prophet had held back from me?

- Stop wailing over your misfortune, Richard, -
The prophet strictly said and put the key to golden lock.

Bit by bit the casket opened and Richard saw a wonder-world
With millions of magic birds and a fantastic garden,

White arbor, rapid stream, and painted tower.

The sun and moon together in the sky…

- Remember, Richard, this is magic place,
You have to go to the golden palace,
There someone will be waiting for you.

The prophet disappeared with the casket,

Instead of him a wonder-bird appeared with a crown for prince.

It sang: Don’t take it off, 

As from the evil it will guard you.

Now walk the secret path to palace,
Whereat Elvira waits for you.
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- I’m greeting you, Prince Richard,

Where have you been?
- I went out on a secret date…


                 
- Did you go there?

Well, so how is she?

She certainly must be a lovely maid.

                                                                           
- Who is that ‘she’? – Our prince frowned.
- The maiden who sent you the letter.

- Prophet Nathan was among the trees, - said Richard

- Really? What a wonder!
Did not expect him act in such a way.

               
For calling you by secret path into the garden

Can it be true that he did lack the day?

- He called for me to have a talk.

He said that I should put forth on the path today
And search for golden palace, where…
- You marry princess, like in fairy tales, - Elvira finished.
- Nay, - laughed Richard carelessly. – 
He did not speak of marriage at all,
And in the garden I’ve not met with girls…
- Oh yes? But tell me then who sealed

Your forehead with the golden crown.

- It is a gift from Prophet Nathan 
To hide me from my woes and sorrows.


             
 - Prince Richard said and closed his eyes,

  He didn’t want to see Elvira crying.

                                                                                 
Being silent for a while, she spoke aloud:

                     
- Unfaithful Richard, he is lying,

He’s cheating me far worse than kindless villain.

             
I’ll stride away, as he don’t need me here.


                    
- Elvira, - whispered Richard, - do not go yet

              
Prithee stay with me few minutes more

               
Ere yet the dawn breaks, we must part

                 
I’ll take my staunch horse



             
And set forth on a strange land.

                                       
Do not name me restless man


            
I beg thee, stay with me awhile…
Elvira paused on the threshold and looked at him in surprise.       

 

She went off in a dash



                 
And, like a loving doe, she nestled close to Richard.

           
And for a moment they forgot all words.


            
Their eyes and lips said more than everything.

           
Their hearts beat faster… Bodies melted into one…

And in the throne-room 
On the floor there lay the crown               
Which bird of wonder had bestowed on Richard.
And in the silence ringing were the words:

                   
- What have you done, o prince? I did beseech you…
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Into the throne room entered in a rapid pace the King, and hesitated.
Elvira’s shawl has drawn his eyes.

- How has this thing on our throne originated?

- The things, my Lord, are made for useful purpose:
So people could have something to forget, -
Bent in a slight bow, jester said.

- But on the throne in the King’s room? Who let! –

King frowned his brow and said:
- Bring me that handkerchief. Now we shall see

Who is so bold, neglecting his own head.

And things in our throne room who leaves.

The jester took the lacy shawl into his hands and straightened carefully,
He saw a monogram in the corner and he understood

That game began without rules.

He groaned angrily:

- Oh, what a fool!

And said aloud:
- Oh, what a funny fantasy.

I’m looking at the lace but all I see

Is golden crown, I see it everywhere.

- What are you rambling as a magpie? – King exclaimed,
And tapped his foot, and gently slapped the foolish jester’s forehead.

- Where do you see the crown, tell me quickly?

- It is right here, in the throne room on the floor.

Perchance good spirits paid a visit

While you were sleeping, o my Lord.
The jester deftly took the crown and hid the shawl in his bosom.

- I see a diamond in the golden crown.
It is of the first water, not a single flaw.

Just have a look, my king, see how it glistens brightly,

How it reflects so cunningly sunlight,

See how it shines in radiance of beauty;
And how it plays with colors of the (rain)bow!
If anything, I’ll try it on…
- You wait. - King raised his hand and said. -
Give me this crown here 

And sing a song about love and parting…
Nay, better sing about the love I yearn

For one sweet beauty named Elvira …

But you delay the song, my merry jester, why?

                  
- O my Lord, I cannot find the lyre.

                                              
Ah, well, I found it and begin like this:

                 
A stream flows down from a high mountain

                 
To be in circle of the poplars

                                              
Where a maid is just about to appear
                
And where a nightingale aloud jingly sings,
It hears scarce a secret motion

            
And scarcely it detects her breath,
But trembles with excitement and with passion,
And merry tune escapes his breast;
A tune so magic that she can’t refrain from

Her coming here; in circle of pop`lars she peeks,
Enchanting singer worried her so deeply,

             
That she’s unable till the dawn to fall asleep…
-That’s right! - The King exclaimed aloud,

As he rose in a hurry from the throne,

And he began to kiss the jester, saying:                
- Oh, blessed is on my head the crown!

                            
I thank you now for opening my eyes:
She came by stealth herself

To give the crown to me

                  
But could not overcome her shyness,
She left the golden crown then went…

             
How clever, o Elvira, dear child!

               
I’ll soon reward you in full measure…

               
Let’s play, play up upon your lyre.
-Which song shall I sing now, my dear sovereign?

- Which song?

Nay, I don’t need a song.

I want to think about Elvira.
Indeed, let’s go into the garden
Where in the silence cool we’ll gather flowers
For her.

- To seek for flowers is a useless trouble, -

The jester groaned as he put the lyre aside.

He thought:

- Richard, oh, what have you done here?
It is beyond my powers now to save your life.
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Elvira and the prince are sitting at the brook

           
And whispering in silence:



                 
- Can it be true you cannot stay with me?


                
- I cannot, - uttered Richard.

                   
- You can’t… Then let me go with thee

To the far-off land
Where there’s a golden town and a white arbour,

         
Where valley is in blossom, where to the brook

A branch bends down by the weight of fruits.

-  Elvira, do not beg, for it’s impossible.

You cannot go with me on this long journey.

Forgive me. Farewell, my love.

             
The time has come. So long, be waiting for me.

- You’re leaving for so long or maybe it’s forever?

Did you think of it?
- Elvira?! Oh, how could you ever

Accept a thought like that?

                  
- Forgive me, my sweet Richard. In my sorrow
            
I’m saying things which are so mad, -
Brushing away her tear Elvira uttered,
            
Then sighed and on his breast she bowed her head.
-`Tis time,`tis time,- the horn does play
  Do not forget of what you said.
Prince Richard kissed Elvira and leapt into the saddle.
She whispered:
- And thy Elvira don’t forget.

The horses swiftly trotted,

The sounds disappeared in thud of hoofs.

The dust fell down, horizon opened
And secret thought came to Elvira’s head:
-  I’ll change attire and rush for Richard in pursuit,
         
To meet his blue-eyed look
And go together on horseback by the same route.
Elvira lifted up her head


             
And like a turtledove she sang a song of joyance,
Not knowing yet that evil powers

              
Were making their malefaction,

                                      
That gloom has thickened over our lovers…

             
Elvira ran so fast for Richard,

She found herself in the King’s clasp,
Just like a bird that flew into the trap.
- Where do you hie, my fair, so fast

That you don’t notice kingship?

- Oh, I beseech your worship’s pardon.
Not often do you meet the King right in the garden,

The more so alone, without his retinue.
- I shall forgive you if you kiss me,

My fair, then we will be quits.

But… kiss me not as I’m the King,

As if we were beloved you kiss me.

Elvira kneeled to his feet all of a quiver:
- I dare not disobey your word,

I do esteem you highly, I respect you,
But I beseech for mercy, o my Lord!

But please do show some understanding…

- What understanding? And what nonsense

You dare tell me here, indeed!
Speak up: “I do not want to kiss you,”
But even then I won’t believe you…

It is about time, my fair,

To have a talk, to sort it out,
And if you do not want to keep me angry,

Then in the throne-room to me you must come.

- My Lord…

- Nay, certainly to-night, Elvira.

I won’t accept any objections. – said the King

And quickly went away.

Elvira, tired out, fell face-down on the trail
And bitter tears she cried for her weak will.
- Oh, why do I deserve another trial,

Doth not the farewell with prince suffice?

And now I fell into the King’s disfavour,

I fell into an error in his eyes…
- Don’t cry, Elvira, stand up quickly.

To help you herein I flew.

Elvira quickly raised her gaze and saw a small bird.

                    
- Get up, get up, and follow me. - Bird strictly said

Elvira stood up and went forward,

              
Not knowing where the road led.

               
Succession of the days gone-by

Went round in her head;
All did confound: the King and foolish jester,
And Richard’s parting, and that note,
And heartache and the secret road –

All seemed so far and yet so close.
Losing bright colours and all sounds
Everything merged into a formless spot

The only thing was clear, only one –

Extended for salvation hands [of God].
(( Hands of God extended for salvation. ))

Following the bird she went to Saviour
But didn’t know nor guess what was there,

Therefore so shyly and so slow

She paced along the secret road.
Likewise are we, at times we hurry forward
And do not care to stop and see
That our Saviour waits with patience

         
When ever we shall want to vail to Him,
When ever we shall learn the wisdom lesson,

And hear His gentle voice so quiet,
And when we’ll carve with our own hands

On tablets of the heart the words of the most High.
Elvira followed the bird so long
That on a mountain top she found herself.
And in the sunglow before her there was a hand

That held a circlet of primroses:
- Elvira, take this plain circlet.

Let it defend you from misfortunes.

Whatever happens do not fear
For The Almighty guides you forward.

You will discern His voice at once
`Tis gentle as the breath of wind,
As sound of raindrop that fell down,
As a quivering of butterfly’s wings.
Hearken unto Him now therefore,
O you, and stop to listen;
And only then decide if you should go

Where you had set out before,
What shall it add to your [immortal] soul?
- I’ll break my head over these thoughts…
- Do not forget the Evil One doth rule the world.
He like a spider set his wicked webs.
Once you’re ensnared, you won’t get out.
To fall into the trap of evil means to perish.
- Oh, is that so?! I’ll be on guard then.
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That time Prince Richard galloped to a brook.
As got off his horse to drink,
He saw a swarthy beauty in the water surface.
She hid her face and dropped her golden jug. 
Prince reached for it at once, and raised it.

She said “thank you” and vailed her brown eyes with long eyelashes.
Prince thought: Oh, what a beauty, one can not but love her!
She certainly must have a lot of worshipers, this stranger swarthy-faced…
But what a foolery is passing through my brain?

I promised to come back to my Elvira.
Prince stepped two steps back and whispered:

- I beg your pardon, for I have to say good-bye.

I am in haste. As ere the sunset

I must appear in the golden palace.
He mounted and rode off, raising a cloud of dust above his head.

- He is so lovable… how pure is his look…

The prophets didn’t talk in vain about him. –

The beauty uttered, and then along the brook

Her careless laughter jingling went.
- Till our next meeting, dear friend,

There’s not so much time left.

While you are riding at full tilt to palace

Along the dusty road which everyone doth know,

I’m going there by the secret path

To meet you at the palace doors.

She drew her golden jug, and hastily along the secret path she trod
To meet the Prince at the sunset, to do what she’d long had in thoughts.

Prince Richard galloped at the golden palace.

At once before him opened every gate.
Laconic and complaisant page took Prince’s horse by the bridle 

And then he disappeared round the corner.

Prince expertly shook the dust off his clothes and up the golden stairs he strode,
Surprised by the lack of people everywhere; 

There were just shadows, shadows creeping on the walls… 
- Can it be true that no one waits for me? -

Prince Richard stopped to think.
- The prophet said he called me here

To the golden palace so…

- A maid you could meet. – Someone whispered.
Then a bright light flashed, transparent curtain rose,
And for a moment amazed Prince faced princess nose to nose.

Her eyes like stars, they glanced with mystic shine,
And her lips whispered:              ( or : A whisper on her lips: )

- Don’t hasten not to be beguiled…

You will stay here for seven sennights
To learn the military valour.
But ere you join the final battle

Do ask to see the firebird.

Wait for the day when the full moon

Into a sickle-like crescent turns.
Only then will you understand, why
You need to see the golden bird.

She said these words and disappeared instantly.

And on the floor she only left a veil
Of gauzy goldish organza, 
Which she entwined around her pliant waist.
The silk cloth was so delicate and light 

It fitted in his fist with ease.

He quickly clenched it and thought:

“Perchance this all is just a dream.”

He closed his eyes, and then he opened them again.

Unclenched his fist, and then he clenched it hastily.

- Nay, not a dream… I’m going off my head…

  When ever shall I see the maid again?

  When shall that be?

- Do not hurry...

Harsh angry wind into the palace burst,
Put out the lights and gave a push to Richard,

Then, menacingly howling, it dashed off.

- What’s happening? I do not understand. – 

Said Richard and to go away he did intend.
But as the doors to throne room opened wide,

Among the courtiers our Prince found himself.

- Be welcome, prince, come in,

As we have waited for you very long. –
A swarthy jester cried aloud

And before Richard he bent low.

- To welcome outlandish guests is heavy burden,

I am on my last legs, my king.
So I’ll lie down right here at your feet. –

He said and sprawled by the throne.

- Why are you standing there alone, my dear prince? – said the king.

Come hither. Are you tired?

How was your trudge?

Sit down by us and rest.

Well, Prophet Nathan told the truth,

Now for myself I can find out
That Richard has grown up, became a man,

And he must learn the military art.

- Oh yes, and six or seven sennights later

He will himself for battle seek. –

The jester said and gave the prince a wink.

- Remember that you must not haste. -

Heard our prince a whisper of the maid.
He quickly turned his head, but all he saw

Were strangers’ faces in the hall.

- `Tis time for us to rest. –

The king said as he slowly got up from the throne.

- You, Richard, must become a warrior among the best
In order to receive your father’s crown.
He so decided and then sent you here…
- To go and fight against the universal evil. –
The jester whispered quietly, and rose.

- Give it a rest, Jaccaud. – The king said. –

Here Richard came to learn.

- Of course, that is what I talk about. –

Exclaimed the jester and low he bowed. –

But everybody says that I’m a perfect rogue,
That meeting close with me is wrong,

That I’m a chronically tawny man,

And that I’m talking bosh whenever I can...

King frowned: “Jaccaud, are you coming?”

- I'm running! – Jester cried, and then to Richard whispered:

- You very-very soon will know all secrets!

- The page will show your room, Richard. –

The king said and ceremoniously left.

- Why did my father send me hither?

Prince Richard thought and followed his attendant.
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At night prince had not dream but a plain nightmare:
The note, the bird of wonder, Prophet Nathan,

The golden crown, Elvira’s pliant waist,
And unknown maiden’s amatory gaze,

Impetuous gallop. Ardent heat


             
And two stars in the dark cold sky,

And “I will kill you!” father’s cry,

And the pale moon on its wane.


                            
- Enough of that, I cannot take no more! –
Cried Richard angrily and got up. 
- O sweet Elvira, it is certainly to my ill luck
That I have left you without a second thought.
My heart is bleeding; I’m in such a misery,

Because now you’re not here with me…
I would confess that at a brook

A swarthy maid deceived me with her looks

I was inebriated, my Elvira,
But I did not forget our secret meeting

                 
And all the words you spoke to me that evening.

              
Wait for me.

At dawn I will come back in seven weeks
 
To you Elvira. I will burst into your dreams
Like only bursts into your house the wind.
(( Like only the wind bursts into your house ))
I’ll kiss your cheeks, your forehead and lips
To break the charms of dream indeed…
But until then, please wait for me.

Believe me: I’ll hold my vow, my sweet!
Prince Richard lay down on the bed
And dropped off to untroubled sleep,
He didn’t guess that in another room, because of him

A fire of passions gained its heat.

That outlandish beauty sat there

Watching the prince in secrecy,

Above the golden cup conjured
And called for evil forces zealously.

- He will not break his vow, what rot?! –

Exclaimed gorgeous Morgana.

She poured a potion into the golden pot

And stared into the mirror where she saw,

As on the screen, all that in Richard’s room was on.

- He’ll hold his vow, what a delirium!

I have already cast a spell on him,
And if I trample down his portrait

Or if I mercilessly stab it with a dagger
He will obey my every order,

He will be jumping through my hoop.

Because his fate is now in my hands,

Everything else is relative and loose…
- My Lady, you are angry now. –
Said frightened handmaiden. –

I’ll hide his portrait from your sight,

I see you’re feeling pity for him.

- Nay, Lora, I feel pity for no-one. –

Morgana answered grumpily. –

‘Cause if I start to feel for everyone

Then I will get a wound on heart so quickly.

I must admit, I do not like it.
You understand that well yourself

As for two hundred-years

You have been helping me to ruin people’s lives.

- My dear Lady, you are right.

You’re right again, moon-faced Morgana.

Forgive me; I’ve put you into rage;
I will not ever come athwart with you. –

Said Lora and then walked away.

- The prophet said I had in love to fall. –
Morgana passed her hand over the mirror. –

I hope that such a woe won’t befall me.

I hope so…

Perchance in vain I do persist and drive away the feelings?

As it is said “There is no smoke without fire,”
But I don’t know how fire burns indeed.

What if I deceived them all today,

And came to Richard’s room?
I’ll come there not the outlandish beauty like,

But rather like that maiden, whom he loves

And whom he calls Elvira…
Morgana from the mirror stepped aside. She opened book of magic mysteries,

And found the right page, then folded corner down.
She slowly came up to the magic pot and dipped her palms in the dark water
And whispered magic spell. And then plethorically uttered:
- I want Elvira to look at me right now from water surface!

The water lightly wavered, and the ripple
Dispelled the foggy shadows quickly,

And image of young lady with a circlet

Before Morgana’s eyes appeared vividly.

- A circlet of primroses, and blue eyes,

And flaxen hair and skin as white as lilies,

She’s thin and slim, and very pretty.

Her clothes are plain…
But who is there? King Pliny?!

The father-king has lost his heart to her

So that he sent his Richard here to death…

Well, Prophet Nathan told the truth to me
That humankind its conscience and honour left,

( That humankind abandoned conscience and honour, )
That without shame they do resort to evil,
That they intrigue against their families,
And eagerly they throw their souls into hell,

And they don’t think at all about the repercussions.

Morgana took the book of magic mysteries

And read the spell again from the beginning.
The room swung, the cloth fell on the floor…

Morgana now has turned into Elvira.

She touched her fair skin with her hand,

Then looked in dusky mirror at herself,

And into Richard’s room she went…

Until the morning in his arms she slept.
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Elvira softly strolled along the garden path
Remembering the secret meeting.

But suddenly somebody’s sturdy hand

Caught her by skirt
And a voice whispered:

- Come here.

Turn off the path, sweet lady, fear me not.

I am King’s jester named Jenaud,
I am Prince Richard’s friend…

- Ah, what’s with him?

- Calm down.

He is quite well, one must suppose,

Until he’s learning in the land of gold.

But I’m afraid that you, my lady sweet,

Misfortune very bad could soon befall.

- Misfortune? Why? Tell me, Jenaud. –

Elvira looked in jester’s eyes

And understood he did not lie,

And then she gave a deep sad groan.

- Our King did call upon you not for nothing
And charged to come to him in darkness.

It’s all because our Pliny fell in love

And he desires to marry you.

- To marry me? Good Heavens, why? –

Elvira cried with fear. –

What shall we do?

In fact, last night

I have become Prince Richard’s wife…

- I know.

- You do? But who told you?

I kept the secret to myself…
- The King’s throne room told me of everything

You’ve been there lately

Here is your handkerchief with a refined fringe…

- It is not mine…

- Look at the name: El-vi-ra.

- I… gave it to Prince Richard…

- Along with honour, and your life, and joy.

- Ah, dear jester, I love him so much! –
Elvira uttered, hardly breathing.

- Well, if you love him, you must hold your peace
And never tell about it to the King.

- But what if he commanded me to kiss?

- Then kiss. I do not think it is a bad thing.

- You do not think? I can’t believe my ears.

How do I kiss someone I do not love?
I’d better throw myself into the dark pit…
- Deny the King’s request and you will ruin Richard.
- What can I do?

- Don’t say a word about Richard

And hurry to the palace after me.
It is already dark. I am afraid the King

Is starting to get angry now. –

The jester uttered as he rushed forward.

Elvira harshly bit her lips:

- O, why is destiny so stern? –

She asked herself, and went along the secret path therein

Where she so often ran into, where she enjoyed with Richard play,
Where she tried on the crown, the throne and kingdom.

And now the King himself doth want to make her mistress of the land,
To give the throne, his title and to let her rule enormous country.

Is not it what she had desired with all heart, while sitting on the throne?

- I had desired, but not at such a cost.
  I didn’t betray Prince Richard in my dreams.
  And so today I won’t betray him either.

  I do not need the King’s untold wealth…
I’ll try to cure you, my dear King,

A certain remedy for you I have.

The King is lashing [a]bout the gilded castle, plying the jester with his questions.

- My Lord, I swear on my wise head,

She wants to tease you little bit, I do know that.

- To tease? What for?
I charged her to be here

When darkness barely touched the ground,

When birds went silent in their nests.

- My Lord, please don’t forget that she

Is young and just a little timid.
- Jenaud, ah, she’s so sweet

So young, and very bashful! –
Closing his eyes he said, and added later in a singing voice:
- O my unculled wild flower,
I will gird you with power

Over my vast country

And present you countless gifts…

Do you think she’ll stay with me?
- I would consider it best luck with you to live
Not just a day, but hundred centuries…

- What does it have to do with you? – Our King got angry. –

Away you go, don’t hamper our business.

Meantime, I thank you for your labour.

- Always that way! – The jester waved aside. –

At slightest trifle they all rail at poor Jenaud,

Though the entire world does know

That jesters, not the kings, do rule the countries.

- Away, I said, you go, intolerable jester. –

King exclaimed and his foot tapped.
- That’s that. I’m gone.

Not far away.

I am on hand…

- Oh, will you go,

Or else I’ll slap you dead.

Just as the jester shut the door
Elvira came into the throne room.

She made a few steps forward and

To her lord very low she bent.

- Come nearer. – Ordered her the King. –

What held you back so long?

- I was admiring flowers in their beauty. –
She said and shut her lips so strong.

- You are not talkative tonight, my sweet. –
King yawned and even stretched himself. –

Admittedly, no good doth come from many words.

Sometimes it is enough to feel the touch
Of him or her about who you day-dream,

And heart at once will overflow with delight,
And whirlwind of feelings will then carry us away,

And words then will be anything but needed.
Therefore you nestle close to me, Elvira

And quickly kiss me, dear child,

Kiss me to hear the soul singing

A song more wonderful than that of a lyre.

The King rose from the throne and took a step, then closed his eyes

and stood in waiting.

- My Lord, I beg you to absolve me,

And listen to my secret declaration. –

Elvira said with bated breath and stepped aside.
He quickly opened eyes and looked at her so sternly
She thought his look forebode her woes and sorrow.

But there was no way back. She was determined

To tell the King about it all.

- I dare say, my Lord,
I have no hold over myself,

I am betrothed a good while ago

And whom I call my destiny is…

- Oh, is she really going to betray Prince Richard now? –

The jester cried and rushed out of the door. –
Elvira! You are here at this late hour!

That cannot be, I don’t believe my eyes.

- Jennaud? – The King cried out. –
Intolerable rogue.

I’ve charged you not to come at all.

- Oh yes, I know, but my main duty is
To always care about your mood, my Lord.
So here I am. And what I see:
The thunderstorm is now about to burst.
Who, who is he that dares to grieve you to the heart?
Is it this young lady?

- Get along with you, Jenaud.
- Nay, my Lord, I will not leave you.

I’ll help you end the argument,

And if I feel the need,

In the desired direction I will channel it…

Don’t be ridiculous, my child.
So, you must kiss the king

And in the palace for the night,
My dear, you must stay.

- Nay. That will never ever happen. –

Elvira uttered slowly. –

I am betrothed to poor young man,

Therefore I came to tell you this.

- You are betrothed? – The King cried savagely.

The jester then burst out:
- And what’s the matter?

To be the queen you’re offered…

- I will not make another choice. – 

Elvira shook her head.

- My child, please take my wise advice:

You must obey the king’s command,
This means that to your poor young man

Forever you shall say goodbye. –
( or: Any relationship forever you shall end. – )

The jester said, taking her hand. –

Or else you will be put into the dungeon.

- Into the dungeon? So let it be…

- Oh, really?! Then go to prison

And there think your folly over. – Said the King.

A sullen smile touched his lips. –

And in the morning I’ll drop by
To start again the conversation…
Jenaud, my jester, toss her into prison.

To where it’s dank and dark, and dirty…

You did not want to lie in the king’s bed,

So in the dungeon you’ll sit instead.

- In dungeon. – She smiled. –
Well, I fear not.

There in the silence I will pray to God.

The jester took Elvira directly to the prison, and put his hand on her shoulder.
- Quick, take my good advice:

Do not you say more “nay”,

Say to the king a “yes” instead,

And lucky star will rise above your head.

Don’t fear anything. The dawn by now
Has painted the canopy of heaven with its colours

And your confinement will fly in no time.
See you soon. Be clever hence, my child,
We’ll manage Pliny to beguile.

The jester winked at her and hurried off.

A cricket in the corner struck into nocturnal song

Lest she was afraid of darkness…

- Who, who shall come to help me now?

Vice and craftiness, lie and deceit…
What cruel lesson it’s for me, indeed.

Prince Richard is not here. Wily jester is quite sly,
And king is called Pliny because

Like gleaner he wants to take the mind and soul …

And today he offered dust to me:
The crown, gold, finery and balls…
Nay. I should better plunge from cliff into the sea!
Well then, Jenaud, I do take your advice,

But to the king I will say “Nay!” with sheer disgust.

Elvira gave an airy laughter, then on the floor she lay spreading her arms.

- I’ll easily sleep here till the very morning.

I need my energies. Tomorrow a new game begins.
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Hardly had she closed her eyes when her soul 

Separated from the body slowly,
And through the casemate (vault?) walls it went aside, into the night.

Then came upon a high hill whereon the maid had taken a plane circlet.
There was a dazzling light over the hill,

A sonnet of the fairy melodies was sounding therein

And a hand was writing on the stone tablets:

“The thread of destiny is fine.

  The life is transitory, like first snow that melts.
  And them, who fear not the death, success awaits.

A cherry petal from the tree falls off,

And rosy flower then dies out,
But nature’s not afraid of the word ‘death’

For the new fruit are brought forth by the Earth.
And there in place of fallen flower on the branch

A cherry hangs so sweet and rich.

Don’t be afraid if to die you should have,

For when we die, we defeat the death!”
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- So, how, sweet lady, did you sleep here?
I hope that my advice you heeded

And to King Pliny with a guilty head

You will now with me swiftly head. –

The jester uttered, opening the door.

And bright light blinded her.

And she remembered everything at once:
A dazzling light, a hand, and music, clouds in the sky,

And fallen blossom of the Sakura cherry-tree…

- Oh yes. - Elvira said. –

Or ‘nay’, may`be.

Jenaud hastened her forward by these words:
- The King is so exhausted now,

That’s how he wishes to embrace you

And call you his queen very soon.

Elvira smiled ironically:

- What a queer bird! Why should he never learn

That love cannot be bought with riches,
All efforts are in vain when blood in veins

Doth flow like water of still river…

- So what, Elvira, do you say? Here is the hand

With royal seal-ring to validate decree,
Which of the two – your choice, we will now see. –

King Pliny said and stood nearby the throne. –

Last night, because of you, I didn’t sleep at all.
- Fall to his feet. –Whispered Jenaud. –

He’s dying to see that so long.

- Why are you lingering? What is your answer to my offer?
- I’ll answer…nay! – Elvira shook her head.
- So, what’s your answer, please?

I didn’t catch it.

She said louder: “Nay.”

- What do I hear! So, that means you answer is…

- Nay! I shall cry out word ‘nay’ a hundred times.

I never shall become your wife,

I love another man for so long now!
- Elvira! – Squeezing hard his head, Jenaud shouted. –

What have you done!

The death awaits you now, my child…
The lyre cannot King’s anger mollify.

So, very soon you’ll die…

- I do not care about that… Jenaud, some day we’ll all be dead.

- Some day, but not at eighteen!
Say quickly ‘yes.’

- ‘Nay,’ I repeat.
I do not love you, dear king,

To be your wife I do not need.

And your captivity it has no reason,

I’d better go back to prison.

- Nay, not to prison, but to bonfire, my sweet!
Elvira’ll burn away, and so temptation will, indeed. –

Thus our King cried dreadfully to her.

Jenaud, the jester, wept nearby the throne:
- Elvira, o my poor child,

You could become our queen with a wet finger,

And this large country you could rule.

But you shall burn in flames, by jingo!

- I’m not afraid of fire, don’t you cry, Jenaud.
For in the flames of love I’ve burned for so long…

- The flames of love and fire of bonfire are not the same,

Please understand, Elvira, that ‘tis not a game.

You shall be taken to the square,

Where, like a witch, you’ll be committed to the flames. –

Jenaud cried out as he stood by her. –
Bonfire so strong, that nobody’s seen before… 

- Well, what of it, Jenaud?
I will repeat to you, I care not.

I’m not afraid to die today,

Because when dying, we defeat the death!

The King burst out with fury:
- Stop it!

Who gave you keys to the eternity? Who gave you might?
With whom you made alliance yesternight?

Or you still think that it’s a play thing
For the amusement of the King,

Who has devised for you a role of witch.

- Nay. – Shook her head Elvira. –

I simply know that after winter
The spring shall come, and delicate primroses then shall bloom.

And I shall even pick a bunch of flowers for you…

- Nay! – In her face our Pliny roared with laughter. –

Nobody’s seen the dead arise from dust,

The more so from ashes…

But enough of that.

The rules of this game
I’ve sealed with my royal signet!

- I’m short of powers to watch that.
My Lord, I beseech you. – Jenaud groaned.

- Decision has been made!

It shall be executed!

Elvira shall now mount the bonfire…

- Oh, I wish God had spread above her
A sky capote or cloth, I don’t care what. –
Bending his head whispered Jeanaud.

Without a word Elvira mounted the bonfire,

She slightly lifted up the circlet of primroses

And whispered, looking up at heavens:

- Life is a moment,

  Like white frost, or like dew it glistens,
  It flashes – and it’s gone.

  But a new day gives birth to a new light

  And if I’m not afraid to die,

  So that means I defeat the death!

The fire burst into a blaze




And, for a moment, hid Elvira’s shining face.
The King lifted a bawl:

- Oh, trouble! Trouble!

Where’s my prepared water bowl?

Jenaud stepped hurriedly aside,

He bravely looked into the eyes of fire.

But what a miracle!

Elvira smiles at him from flame captivity.

She is alive, alive and very pretty,

And, like a turtle-dove, her soul

Circles about and flies away so slow

To fall as the first dew
Or freeze up as hot tear.

And so, the fire has gone out long ago…

- Jenaud, where is Elvira?

Where is she, Jenaud?

Where has she disappeared?

The moment was so short…

- I have now seen the maiden’s shining face, my Lord. –

Bowing his head, said Jenaud.

- So, where’s Elvira?

- Oh, what do you care?
- You stupid dolt, what do you say?

For it was you who offered me deceit,

You said that firewood was wet,

And we would only scare her yet,

And soon as she’d see torches in the servants’ hands
She’d understand

That Pliny is her husband heaven-sent.

He is the best, beloved, aspired,

And he is very, very, very long desired.
And that she’d rush into my arms to cherish me,

And dignify me ‘my sweet husband’ loudly.
- My Lord. – Jenaud said, narrowing his lid. –
‘Tis not worth crying now, indeed.

For the decree was sealed with your signet ring,

To burn Elvira was the order of the King.
Me – I’m just foolish omnipresent clown,

But you are called the King, you have the crown.

You rule over the large country…

- Shut up at once, thee blockhead,

Follow me…
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From sleep prince Richard suddenly awoke.
- Where is Elvira? – Utterly amazed, he spoke. –

  All night she had been here with me,

  And now she disappeared… ‘Tis a strange thing.
  I did embrace and kiss her,
  I called her my beloved wife,

  And showered her with white rose-flowers…

  Was it a dream or not a dream –
  That is the question now.

Richard got up and walked about the room,

And on the floor he found a ring,

And then exclaimed with relief:

- ‘Twas not a dream, for sure!

Sweet heart Elvira,

I love you even more than did before.

He put the ring on his little finger,
In silence he sat down on bed again;

He closed his eyes and started to remember

How sweet ‘twas to caress his lady tender.

- Prince Richard, did you get up yet? The time has come.

For today in the morning you set out.

You’ve come here to learn valour,

So being idle won’t do ever. –
Opening the door, the swarthy jester uttered. –

Everyone is ready, they are waiting now for you.

The prince stood up, and out on the porch he went,

And kissed the cherished ring on his hand,

He leapt into the saddle and galloped to the mountains.

The jester uttered after him:

- If you only knew
What a severe and deadly fight awaits,

You’d rush not to the mountains

To your home you’d run away.

But, Richard, you don’t know a thing,

And rush away from happiness and blessing…

We are the same, we hasten after vain,

Refuse to notice the brevity of our days;
But time, like water, will slip into sand

And nobody could ever find it there.

We cannot turn our time backwards,
And we – alas! – will not be babies.

The fall of the leaves can’t be replayed,

Life’s a way forward, not a backwards way.

- In seven sennights back he will return,

And with him flocks of the white birds.
And he shall take his ring right off his finger,

And, not ashamed, he shall look in my face,

And then he’ll understand it all without words,

And nowhere would he go no more. –

Looking somewhere beyond, Morgana said,
And took the veil off her head. –

You know, Lora, prophet was correct…

- That one who from love away directed?
- That one, who foretold that I would burn away,

If I did fall in love with a mortal someday.

- How terrible! Did you kick him away?
- Nay, Lora, I forgot of him until today…

And now, it seems to me, I’m burning…

- Oh, what is it you say?

- I’m… Loving!

- Whom? Who managed to subdue your mind?

Who dared to thaw the coldest ice?

Who did succeed in setting fire under the ground?
- Ah, Lora, touch my forehead at once.

- Morgana, dear, you prob’ly have a fever.

I shall send for a doctor.

- The fire’s in my soul.

The doctors couldn’t help at all…

For with Prince Richard I was intimate last night.
- Was intimate…

I cannot seem to understand you.

- At night I quietly slid into his room.

- Into prince’s room you got?

- Yes, Lora, yes I did!

- That’s pure nonsense. I do not believe it. –

Handmaiden shook her head.

- I had assumed the look of other maid. –

Morgana whispered, hardly breathing.

- Ah, there you are, my soul!

What had the prince so special told?

- He, Lora, kissed me tenderly, so nice…

- In you Morgana didn’t he recognize?

- Nay. He believed I was Elvira.

And tonight by the stream I

Patiently will wait for him…
- You are not frightened easily by fire - I see. – said Lora. –

What about your treaty?

- A sly thief stole it, what a pity!

We couldn’t catch the artful fox,

And so Prince wouldn’t go to war…
- I am afraid: King Pliny might not understand,

And he might go to war against us instead.

- We’ll knock him out without any effort,

He is a man, but I’m…

- Look o-over there.

What is the shine above the river?

- I do not know…
My face you better cover.

- This wondrous light, methinks,

Doth promise many-many different bad things.

- Fear not, to spare we still have seven weeks,
The flocks of white birds, the jester and the King,

And that prophet who told about fire…

- And yet we have the castle, the throne-room,

The river, trees, grass and flowers…

- Ah, Lora, we forgot about dreaming powers!

Yet with you we can dream,
And then give real form to our dreams.

- But better know what you dream about,
Do not forget that Taph with a keen eye

Like a black raven watches over us,

And he commands you to become Fata Morgana.

- Yes, dear Lora, you are right as ever. –
Morgana hardly smiled at her.
She closed her eyes and then began to dream

How she’d tonight with Richard meet

To know afresh the sweetness of his love.

And once again at dawn the nightingales’ song
Would make her softly slip from him away,

And Richard would rush back again.

There he would learn the art of war

And wait for fateful-battle call.
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Prince Richard is returning to your castle tonight.
In fights he has spent seven sennights;
All enemies fell down before his might,

They took the noble beauties to his captivity

Striving to become relatives – they failed indeed.

He never looked upon the maidens,
Saying that he was conquered long ago

By one-and-only, and here’s upon his hand the ring.

He and Elvira got for ever married!

And only death could come to part them;
But Heaven shall marry them again.

The last of seven sennights ended,
And of the firebird young prince remembered.

At night he galloped to the crystal brook

Where he once met the princess-maid,

And where in dreams he strolled with Elvira
And in the tower high with her he lived.
Our prince dismounted from his horse,

And, walking to the brook, decided: “Meanwhile I will drink water.”

He put his face down to the cool streams

And at that moment from his hand the ring

Slipped off and plunged into the water.
Prince cried in horror:

- How could I!

Now sure misfortune threatens me,
O water, give me back the ring, prithee!

- The Milky Way is clear in the shine of Moon,

Forget your earthly woes quickly.

I’m calling you, come hither soon.

The forest and the plants and water all serve me. –
Someone in darkness softly sang,

While Richard in dark water stared,
And hoped that ring would suddenly

out of the water break…

- Prince Richard, do lift up the head of thee.

You here hath come to see the firebird

And hear of your father’s mystery.

- Oh, truly. I have clean forgotten
About what the swarthy jester told me then. –
The Prince exclaimed and, turning up his face,
He saw the tower with a golden staircase.

Prince squared his shoulders, stood up from his knees

And to the golden-domed tower he stepped in.

He walked there, thinking:
- For so many times in my dreams

I dreamt of this gold-domed tower.

I wished to see it in reality,

But, as I saw it now, I didn’t recognize at once.
Is this the tower from my dreams or not?

And if to my right I now turn,

There in the clear coldness of the window

The moon’s always reflecting…

‘Tis true! The sickle of the moon is seen.

Not without reason people do have dreams!

- Prince Richard, hither come. – A low voice said. –
There’s water on the table

In a big gilded chalice.

Stay silent there
And watch the eerie play

That will occur upon the water.

And be prepared to drain the agony of betrayal.

Do button up your mouth

Lest you should make a single sound,

Or else the water will turn black,
And Richard, you will vanish without track.

Do you feel up to it, my prince?
- Yes, I am ready, so it seems,

Without many words to behold everything. –

Said Richard as he pressed his palm against his lips.
The voice commanded:

- You look straight into the chalice.

Smooth surface rippled and the water foamed.

By that play Prince Richard is carried away;

He leaned ‘bit forward to observe

All things they wanted him to show.

Here is the throne room in the royal home

Where of his love he to Elvira spoke,

Where he tried on his father’s golden crown…

Into that throne-room now came a runner.
- So, what’s the news? – asked him the King. –

On our business kindly, quickly, start to speak.

- I was precise in carrying out your command;
Morgana ordered, at the drop of hat,
The prophet about everything to warn

And Richard to the battle to escort. –

The runner said, with his knees bowed. 

The father-king stood hastily from the throne.

- And what’d she told to give her in return?

- She said: for war to never ever end,
And your son here to never see again,

A letter you must write with your own hand

Address it to Morgana…

- Nothing more?!
I wouldn’t spare anything for her.

Dictate the letter; I am ready to oblige the fair lady.

- ‘I want to deprive Richard of all treasures,
He must not any more live on the earth.

So let him join the battle with the universal evil!’

And with your royal signet seal it. –

The diligent runner told him.

- Everything’s done. – The father-king said with a smile. –

Everything to the letter.

I hope nothing is missing there?

Now hie yourself into Morgana’s home,

Tell her I’ll send the golden casket later,

When even Richard’s trace from earth is gone…

Again the water seethed in chalice,
And Richard saw now on its surface

The same throne-room in father’s house,
A maid with flowers in her hair,

And there were tears in her blue eyes.

- So, what will be your answer? – The King said.
- I answer ‘Nay’ to you. – Maid shook her head.

- But why?
- I love another man.

To him I’m faithful with all my heart.

I am Prince Richard’s lawful wife!

- Elvira! – Someone loudly cried.

- Elvira?! – Richard frowned in surprise. –

How strange, I didn’t recognize her…

And on the word dissolved the throne room,

And water in the chalice turned black,
And wind did roar:

- O trouble, tro-uble, distre-e-e-ss!

Now you shall vanish, Richard, without trace.
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At the brook Elvira found herself
- O, whereat am I? – Surprised, she said.
I burned in fire just a bit ago,
And like with sharp knife, my heart hurt,

But now there’s water at my feet…

Where did it all disappear?

- ‘Tis gone. And not a trace remained. –

A bird sang, sitting next to maid.

Elvira knew the lovely tune and tender warmth of the bird’s song,
And she desired to stay here at the brook,

Whilst the bird sang in clear voice:

- Whose are you, maiden? Whose?

There’s on your head a plain circlet
Which the Almighty God gave you

To guard you from adversity

And teach you wisdom carefully.

You boldly despised the jester’s ill-advice
And to the King you proudly said ‘Nay’.
Love – the ‘Agape’ – you did not betray, and
So in sight of God you found favour.
He did preserve your life and soul,

Delivered you from Pliny, withal.

Now is the time for you to help your Richard;
Who’s taken captive by the princess-Night.
If, without dread, you’ll come into her tower
You would see Richard there and save your precious lover.
Elvira raised herself:
- Tell me where shall I seek him?

  To go night after night I’m willing;

  Not sleep, nor eat, nor drink, nor even breathe,
  To sooner see my Richard dear.
- The way is short. Look,
  There is a place where water’s dark in brook.
  ‘Tis a black whirlpool.

  Step therein,

  And you shall find Richard easily.
Elvira raised her eyes to heaven,

She lightly lifted up the circlet on her head,

Dropped a deep sigh and, with a wave of hand,

She dipped into the black whirlpool.

But it turned out that water was not wet.

And in dry clothes Elvira out went.

She saw a palace at the brook.

Nay – ‘twas a painted tower…

- Take the casket. – Someone said behind her. –

And carry it to the large hall.
You say that Pliny’s sent that casket.
Go forward now. And fear nothing.

- So where is Richard?

- There you shall meet him.

Taking the casket, Elvira went ahead.

At the gate a swarthy boy smiled at her and said:

- Where are you going?

- I have brought the golden casket.

- Well, so that runner did not lie

When he with letter from King Pliny here arrived! – Exclaimed the boy. –

But our mistress has commanded long ago

To hang him… And I wonder now: where is his soul.
He slightly bent his head on side and in a whisper spoke to her:

- You, dear Elvira, must know that

  This all is wicked Morgana’s land.

  And they who come here without permission asking
  Shall disappear and vanish into darkness.

  So better drop the casket, quickly run away…
- Thank you, but it is not the way

Dropping the casket as if it was empty. – Smiled Elvira.

- Nay, wait a minute. – Swarthy boy did not subside. –

Lie and deceit there wait for you, and guile.
For one, I’d never let such beauty
Get to Morgana closer than a mile.

- You know, of Morgana I have no dread.

Before her to the ground I shall bend
And casket from King Pliny I shall hand…

- And that is all?

- No more.

- And golden crown don’t you want to get

In trade for your circlet?

- Nay, dear boy, I think

Only the princes and the kings should wear gold,

And the earth’s flowers suit me best. – Elvira told.

- Well, go then. And better don’t let slip your chance. –
The swarthy boy had disappeared as he said that.

- It’s not land of Morgana here; it’s a wonder-land!

- Yes, dear Elvira, you are right.
It is a pleasure to hear your words. –

Said beauty-maiden and her brown eyes sparkled

Wherein reflected that marvelous night

When, out of strength to overcome a sudden impulse,

Elvira gently whispered ‘Yes’ to Richard,

And then a star shone out against the sky.
- Everyone calls me baleful Morgana,

But as they spend some minutes

In a sweet embrace,

They understand that night is given

To help you people in your love.

Myself, I never seek mischief,

Fault rests with Taph, ‘tis the play of his
To call me Fata-Morgana

And shuffle people’s fates like playing cards.

I know you came for Richard

Though I didn’t call you here.

But hoary father-King, he did

Call to middle-aisle with him quick.
Meantime, I took your ring

And to Prince Richard handed it,

Inspired him with dream of you and only you…

- Thank you!

- The thing is, now it’s not your face he sees, but mine.

Now you are not Elvira, but I am…

You don’t believe me?

Richard’s at the stream.

So go to him, and tell you are Elvira,
And it is you about whom the lyre sings and cries…

- Thank you. You are so kind.

I’ll run to him.

- This is too bad, I cannot understand. –

Along the room Morgana went. –

  I don’t perceive the passion of vehement love.

  I am going to look at them afar off -
  Perchance I’ll comprehend the mystery of human passion…
Elvira found prince at the stream;
She closed his eyes with her palms and whispered:

- Hail, my Richard sweet.

- Who are you? –opening his eyes he cried severely. –

`Tis not the kind of treatment I’m accustomed to.
How in the world you had the heart

To call me by my name right now?

Apparently I have to tell my servants to…

- Haste not, prince, I beseech you.

Just let me say a word…

- But you’ve already spoken many words.

  I don’t like women, nor ambassadors.

Richard stood up to walk away.

Elvira threw her(self) in his way:

- I do beseech you, look into my eyes
Where tear, like a little diamond, glistens;

Then as a drop of dew it’ll melt away,

But of the small tear, Richard, do not be afraid.

‘Tis better to remember glorious old garden
Where only seven sennights back away

You waited for me in the secret place

And on the lips you kissed me tenderly…
Prince groaned and frowned his brow

- Then in the air did soar love
When I along the secret path went 

To your place, bringing a note in my hands…

- The note you brought. – Prince Richard echoed faintly,

As he inclined his head slightly.

- Yes, sure, and of the note great fun we made;

And, after that…

- I must join the battle. – Prince said and his eyes closed.

- I can’t take this no more, o God! –

Exclaimed Elvira falling to his feet. –

I won’t give you to anyone, my prince.

I will stand here on my knees,
Beseech you to come back to me.

- Prithee, stand up.

She whispered

- No.

Without you I have nothing in the world.

And if I am not more beloved by Richard,

Then let into the heart an arrow strike me.

- An arrow… Arrows I don’t see here…

Excuse me…what’s your name, my dear?

- When I was baby-child they called me Lyre,

As I grew up, Prince called…

- My Lyre – my Elvira! – Richard cried and kneeled down on the grass.
My sweet Elvira, I remember.
I am so happy now…

But wait, you told about arrows?
- Yes. I wished to die if wasn’t thy beloved,

And asked that a sharp arrow dart my heart…

- Nay, no more words.
Believe me, we shall find the hidden door,

And let nobody in from outside,

To be together happy, only you and I…

So in the world of happiness are only you and I…

- And let us take there flowers -

Small bunch of delicate primroses…

Morgana loudly cried:

- Nay!

To you, Elvira, I won’t give my Prince,

And I won’t let you come away.

If you want, Richard, to rejoice with another maid
Then you must fight your father right away.

In turn, my arrow shall now pierce Elvira.

- No! – Cried out Richard.

- Don’t fear evil.

Prince, remember, that words ‘I die’

Mean: I defeat the death. –

Elvira whispered as the golden arrow stroke her heart.
Richard began to weep over his love,

But north wind lifted him above the ground

And whirled him to the arduous hill,

Where losing battle awaited him.

King-father stood there, clad in costly armour,
A golden crown was on his head,

The one which Richard in the throne-room left.

- Did not expect to see you here. – Prince Richard uttered as he kneeled. –
Forgive me, father, I loved you so much
That I desired to mirror you in every way,

But we are getting mature as the time goes by,

We grow up… [day by day]
- My son, stop shedding those unseemly tears. – Said the King. –

For we must fight.

- We must? Wherefore?

Who issued the command?
- Jenaud, read my decree aloud. – King said.

- In order to not share the throne with your son,

You ought to kill him at the age of twenty-one. – So furiously bawled Jenaud.

- That’s your game!

So you’ve decided a long while ago

That I must die. – Said Richard as he rose. –
I shall accept my death without fear,

The throne and crown without pity I’ll give off.

My father…

Beg your pardon – Pliny,

There’s one thing I must tell and you must know:

Upon you my sword I shall not draw…

- How dare you!

I’ll take off my crown now

And you will see a formidable foe.
- Do fight him,

Don’t you be a fool, indeed. – Jenaud whispered standing by the prince.

- I will not battle anyway.
Prince lifted proudly his head

And clenched his hands behind his back.

- Cowardly Richard, meet your death! –King screamed,

Then quickly drew the sword, and furiously pierced his son into his heart.

The east wind caught the prince,

And swept above the earth, and whirled;

It carried Richard to his father’s throne room

Where golden crown lay on the floor.

- I’m dead. And it is probably a dream
That in the window Evlira’s silhouette I see 

Nay, ‘tis not Elvira, ‘tis dew

It glistens on the leaves…

- That is my tear. – Entering the room Morgana said.

Sweet child, I came under your spell.

You gained the heart of maiden-Night

You gave her tenderness and love.

And, when refused to fight the King,

You outfought the universal evil.

- Did I win?!

- You did. By your kindness,

By your soul pure and sinless.

You needed neither throne nor fame …

- But wait a minute, wait…

So it was not a dream?

- Was not a dream…
Or was a dream that was reality.

Prince came to love Morgana with all soul,

But about that he didn’t know at all

And called the maiden-Night – Elvira.

- So in the golden tower there at the brook…

 -Yes, yes, sweet Richard, ‘twas I with you…

- ‘Tis time we took the journey back, my mistress. –
Appearing out of darkness, barely breathing Lora whispered.

Morgana smiled at her:
- My dear, now with you unhurriedly we shall go

And mount together the fire of love.

- May I ask you: why am I in to burn?
- Lora, you are my evil accomplice.

For many years we’ve been ruining people’s lives.
And thereupon we’ll burn.
- As they do say, we wouldn’t mourn and cry,

From ashes we’ll, again, revive. – Lora gave a wink. –

And here’s Fata-Morgana’s veil – the sure sign…

- Oh, how is that? – Prince said and caught the silk by hands,

And gripped it. He grew silent as he saw two stars before him,
In a moment he spoke:

- You also were a swarthy maid?

Morgana whispered quietly:

- Oh yes. I am so made,

I’m always fickle, changeful, flighty…

Crafty Taph to evil me entices…
- But tell me what befell Elvira?

- She will come

Today along the secret path

And till the morning she will stay.

- And what is next?

- If you can keep her,

  She will consent to being your wife.

But please… the golden crown don’t leave

Lest father-King with you be angry.
Pick up Elvira’s shawl from the throne,

And keep it safely in your bosom.
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The voices ceased.  All sounds died away.
The first dew on the ground lay.

And then the Prince heard tripping steps

And felt the touch of someone’s hand.

- I waited for you. I’m so glad you’re here!

Tell me where have you been, my dear?

- I cogitated, sitting at the brook,
While bird was singing: ‘Whose are you, maid? Whose?’

- Mine! – Exclaimed the Prince. – You’re mine!
Oh, I do love you so much, Elvira, child.

And echo spread around the world: “Lyre!”

Presented us the fine agate of those words,
Letting us see the palace in the wonder-world,

The doves’ whirling, golden fire-bird,

To get us thinking: Can such things

In real life happen, not just in our dreams?
Someone may give a cry:

- Wait, this is…

Ahh!

Fata-Morgana is a rare mirage,

When images toward horizon drift in haste;
They change themselves and beckon,

But there is no point to chase them;

We should better wait for sunny day.

Again the wind whirls above earth, singing:
- Elvira, dear child!

And echo spreads like beads:

- Lyre! Lyre!

And the illusory mirage slips off,

Whispering softly:

- I’m not yours, not y-o-u-r-s…

  But stop a moment; maybe, after all, I am yours? 

