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The Emancipation of English Magic 
1.  Having Life More Abundantly 

“Oh!” said she. “I never felt better in my life. I feel very strong and well. 
Thank you. I have been out already this morning. I do not often walk. I rarely 
feel equal to exercise, but this morning I felt as if the house were a prison. I 
longed to be outside.” 

Sir Walter looked very concerned. “Was that wise?” He turned to Mrs 
Wintertowne. “Was that well done?” 

Mrs Wintertowne opened her mouth to protest but her daughter only 
laughed and exclaimed, “Oh! Mama knew nothing of it, I assure you. I went 
out while she was asleep in her room. Barnard went with me. And I walked 
round Brunswick-square twenty times. Twenty! – is that not the most 
ridiculous thing you ever heard? But I was possessed of such a desire to walk! 
Indeed I would have run, I think, if it were at all possible, but in London, you 
know . . . “ She laughed again. “I wanted to go further but Barnard would not 
let me. Barnard was in a great flutter and worry lest I should faint away in the 
road. She would not let me go out of sight of the house.” 

They stared at her. It was—apart from anything else—probably the 
longest speech Sir Walter had ever heard her utter. She was sitting very straight 
with a bright eye and blooming complexion—the very picture of health and 
beauty. She spoke so rapidly and with such expression; she looked so cheerful 
and was so exceedingly animated. It was as if Mr Norrell had not only restored 
her to life, but twice or thrice the amount of life she had had before. (119) 

 
 

 



The Emancipation of English Magic 

2.  Someone More Captivating than a Yorkshire Magician 

Like every other young lady of nineteen Lady Pole was wild for 
dancing. She would dance every dance at a ball without ever once losing 
her breath and was dismayed that everyone went away so soon. “It is 
ridiculous to call such a half-hearted affair a ball!” she told Sir Walter. “We 
have had scarcely three hours dancing!” And she marvelled too at the 
frailty of the other dancers. “Poor things! I pity them.” 

Her health was drunk by the Army, the Navy and the Church. Sir 
Walter Pole was regularly named as the most fortunate man in the 
Kingdom and Sir Walter himself was quite of the same opinion. Miss 
Wintertowne—poor, pale, sick Miss Wintertowne—had excited his 
compassion, but Lady Pole, in a constant glow of extraordinary good 
health and happy spirits, was the object of his admiration. When she 
accidentally knocked the Secretary of War to the ground he thought it was 
the best joke in the world and spoke of it to everyone he met. He privately 
confided to Lady Winsell, his particular friend, that her ladyship was 
exactly the wife to suit him—so clever, so lively, so everything he could 
have wished for. He was particularly struck by her independent opinions.
(171) 
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3.  The Remarkable Stephen Black 

Of course in many households there is a servant who by virtue of his 
exceptional intelligence and abilities is given authority beyond what is 
customary. But in Stephen’s case it was all the more extraordinary since 
Stephen was a negro. I say “extraordinary”, for is it not generally the case that 
a negro servant is the least-regarded person in a household? No matter how 
hardworking he or she may be? No matter how clever? Yet somehow Stephen 
Black had found a way to thwart this universal principle. He had, it is true, 
certain natural advantages: a handsome face and a tall, well-made figure. It 
certainly did him no harm that his master was a politician who was pleased to 
advertise his liberal principles to the world by entrusting the management of 
his house and business to a black servant. 

The other servants were a little surprized to find they were put under a 
black man– a sort of person that many of them had never even seen before. 
Some were inclined to be indignant at first and told each other that if he dared 
to give them an order they would return him a very rude answer. But whatever 
their intentions, they discovered that when they were actually in Stephen’s 
presence they did nothing of the sort. His grave looks, air of authority and 
reasonable instructions made it very natural to do whatever he told them.
(174-175) 
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4.  The Enlightened World of Faerie? 
 

Aloud he said, “I am very sensible of the honour you do me, sir, but 
only consider. Your other guests will come to your house expecting to 
meet ladies and gentlemen of their own rank. When they discover that 
they are consorting with a servant I am sure they will feel the insult very 
keenly. I thank you for your kindness, but I should not wish to embarrass 
you or offend your friends.” 

This seemed to anguish the gentleman with the thistle-down hair 
even more. “What nobility of feeling!” he cried. “To sacrifice your own 
pleasure to preserve the comfort of others! Well, it is a thing, I confess, 
that would never occur to me. And it only increases my determination to 
make you my friend and do everything in my power to aid you. But you 
do not quite understand. These guests of mine on whose account you are 
so scrupulous, they are all my vassals and subjects. There is not one of 
them who would dare to criticize me or any one I choose to call my friend. 
And if they did, why! we could always kill them! But really,” he added as 
if he were suddenly growing bored of this conversation, “there is very 
little use debating the point since you are already here!” (188) 

 
 

 



The Emancipation of English Magic 
5.  Faerie Intervenes for Stephen Black 

The stout gentleman turned and saw Stephen. Instantly he was all alarm; 
he saw a black face close to his own face and black hands near his pockets and 
valuables. He paid no attention to Stephen’s clothes and respectable air but, 
immediately concluding that he was about to be robbed or knocked down, he 
raised his umbrella to strike a blow in his own defence. 

It was the moment Stephen had dreaded all his life. He supposed that 
constables would be called and he would be dragged before the magistrates 
and it was probable that even the patronage and friendship of Sir Walter Pole 
would not save him. Would an English jury be able to conceive of a black man 
who did not steal and lie? A black man who was a respectable person? It did 
not seem very likely. Yet now that his fate had come upon him, Stephen found 
he did not care very much about it and he watched events unfold as if he were 
watching a play through thick glass or a scene at the bottom of a pond. 

The stout gentleman opened his eyes wide in fright, anger and 
indignation. He opened his mouth wide to begin accusing Stephen but in that 
moment he began to change. His body became the trunk of a tree; he suddenly 
sprouted arms in all directions and all the arms became branches; his face 
became a bole and he shot up twenty feet; where his hat and umbrella had 
been there was a thick crown of ivy. 

“An oak tree in Piccadilly,” thought Stephen, not much interested. “That 
is unusual.” (201) 
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6.  The Light of Fairy Gold 
 
 A heap of shining guineas was lying there. Mrs Brandy picked up one of 

the coins and examined it. It was as if she held a ball of soft yellow light with a 
coin at the bottom of it. The light was odd. It made Mrs Brandy, John and Toby 
look quite unlike themselves: Mrs Brandy appeared proud and haughty, John 
looked sly and deceitful and Toby wore an expression of great ferocity. 
Needless to say, all of these were quite foreign to their characters. But stranger 
still was the transformation that the light worked upon the dozens of small 
mahogany drawers that formed one wall of the shop. Upon other evenings the 
gilt lettering upon the drawers proclaimed the contents to be such things as: 
Mace (Blades), Mustard (Unhusked), Nutmegs, Ground Fennel, Bay Leaves, Pepper of 
Jamaica, Essence of Ginger; Caraway, Peppercorns and Vinegar and all the other 
stock of a fashionable and prosperous grocery business. But now the words 
appeared to read: Mercy (Deserved), Mercy (Undeserved), Nightmares, Good 
Fortune, Bad Fortune, Persecution By Families, Ingratitude of Children, Confusion, 
Perspicacity and Veracity. It was as well that none of them noticed this odd 
change. Mrs Brandy would have been most distressed by it had she known. 
She would not have had the least notion what to charge for these new 
commodities. (195-196) 
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7.  Magical London 

“I may as well tell you,” he said, speaking in a highly confidential 
manner, “that this city has not the hundredth part of its former splendour! I 
have been gravely disappointed since my return. Once upon a time, to look 
upon London was to look upon a forest of towers and pinnacles and spires. 
The many-coloured flags and banners that flew from each and every one 
dazzled the eye! Upon every side one saw stone carvings as delicate as 
fingerbones and as intricate as flowing water! There were houses ornamented 
with stone dragons, griffins and lions, symbolizing the wisdom, courage and 
ferocity of the occupants, while in the gardens of those same houses might be 
found flesh-and-blood dragons, griffins and lions, locked in strong cages. Their 
roars, which could be clearly heard in the street, terrified the faint-of-heart. In 
every church a blessed saint lay, performing miracles hourly at the behest of 
the populace. Each saint was confined within an ivory casket, which was 
secreted in a jewel-studded coffin, which in turn was displayed in a 
magnificent shrine of gold and silver that shone night and day with the light of 
a thousand wax candles! Every day there was a splendid procession to 
celebrate one or other of these blessed saints, and London’s fame passed from 
world to world! Of course in those days the citizens of London were wont to 
come to me for advice about the construction of their churches, the 
arrangement of their gardens, the decoration of their houses. If they were 
properly respectful in their petitions I would generally give them good 
counsel. Oh, yes! When London owed its appearance to me it was beautiful, 
noble, peerless. But now . . . “ (217-218) 
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8.  The Scarcity of Modern Magicians 

“Yet we must hope,” said Lady Pole to Mr Norrell, “that the 
clergyman and his sister will soon uncover a magician of genuine ability
—someone to help you, sir.” 

“Oh! But there is no one!” exclaimed Drawlight. “No one at all! You 
see, in order to accomplish his extraordinary deeds Mr Norrell shut 
himself away for years and years reading books. Alas, such devotion to 
the interests of one’s country is very rare! I assure you there is no one 
else!” 

“But the clergyman and his sister must not give up the search,” 
urged her ladyship. “I know from my own example how much labour is 
involved in one solitary act of magic. Think how desirable it would be if 
Mr Norrell were provided with an assistant!” 

“Desirable yet hardly likely,” said Mr Lascelles. “The Malpases have 
found nothing to suggest that any such person is in existence.” (178)  
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9.  The Success of English Magic 

“Oh! As to that,” said Mr Norrell, scornfully, “I do not care one way 
or the other. What is the fate of one young woman compared to the 
success of English magic? No, it is her husband that concerns me—the 
man for whom I did all this! He is brought quite low by your treachery. 
Supposing he should not recover! Supposing he were to resign from the 
Government! I might never find another ally so willing to help me. I shall 
certainly never again have a Minister so much in my debt!” 

“Her husband, is it? Well, then I shall raise him up to some lofty 
position! I shall make him so much greater than any thing he could 
achieve by his own efforts. He shall be Prime Minister. Or Emperor of 
Great Britain perhaps? Will that suit you?” 

“No, no!” cried Mr Norrell. “You do not understand! I merely want 
him to be pleased with me and to talk to the other Ministers and to 
persuade them of the great good that my magic can do the country!” (212) 
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10.  Shackled to a Degenerate Race 

“It is entirely mysterious to me,” declared the person in the window, 
haughtily, “why you should prefer the help of this person to mine! What 
does he know of magic? Nothing! I can teach you to raise up mountains 
and crush your enemies beneath them! I can make the clouds sing at your 
approach. I can make it spring when you arrive and winter when you 
leave. I can . . .”  

“Oh, yes! And all you want in return is to shackle English magic to 
your whims! You will steal Englishmen and women away from their 
homes and make England a fit place only for your degenerate race! The 
price of your help is too high for me!”(212-213) 
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11.  Vinculus’s First Shot Strikes Home 

“Oh, yes!” continued this person, glaring furiously at Mr Norrell. 
“You think yourself a very fine fellow! Well, know this, Magician! Your 
coming was foretold long ago. I have been expecting you these past 
twenty years! Where have you been hiding yourself?” 

Mr Norrell sat in amazed silence, staring at his accuser with open 
mouth. It was as if this man had reached into his breast, plucked out his 
secret thought and held it up to the light. Ever since his arrival in the 
capital Mr Norrell had realized that he had indeed been ready long ago; 
he could have been doing magic for England’s benefit years before; the 
French might have been defeated and English magic raised to that lofty 
position in the Nation’s regard which Mr Norrell believed it ought to 
occupy. He was tormented with the idea that he had betrayed English 
magic by his dilatoriness. Now it was as if his own conscience had taken 
concrete form and started to reproach him. (150) 
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12.  A Message from the Raven King? (Part 1)  

I reached out my hand, England’s rivers turned and flowed the other  
   way. 
I reached out my hand, my enemies’ blood stopt in their veins. 
I reached out my hand; thought and memory flew out of my enemies’   
   heads like a flock of starlings; 
My enemies crumpled like empty sacks. 
I came to them out of mists and rain; 
I came to them in dreams at midnight; 
I came to them in a flock of ravens that filled a northern sky at dawn; 
When they thought themselves safe I came to them in a cry that  
   broke the silence of a winter wood. . . (151) 

 

 
 

 



The Emancipation of English Magic 

13.  A Message from the Raven King? (Part 2)  
 
The rain made a door for me and I went through it; 
The stones made a throne for me and I sat upon it; 
Three kingdoms were given to me to be mine forever; 
England was given to me to be mine forever. 
The nameless slave wore a silver crown; 
The nameless slave was a king in a strange country. . . (153) 
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14.  A Message from the Raven King? (Part 3) 

The weapons that my enemies raised against me are venerated in Hell as 
   holy relics; 
Plans that my enemies made against me are preserved as holy texts; 
Blood that I shed upon ancient battlefields is scraped from the stained 
   earth by Hell’s sacristans and placed in a vessel of silver and ivory. 
I gave magic to England, a valuable inheritance 
But Englishmen have despised my gift 
Magic shall be written upon the sky by the rain but they shall not be able  
   to read it; 
Magic shall be written on the faces of the stony hills but their minds shall 
   not be able to contain it; 
In winter the barren trees shall be a black writing but they shall not 
   understand it . . . (153-154) 
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15.  The Raven King’s Final Words? (Part 4) 

I sit upon a black throne in the shadows but they shall not see me. 
The rain shall make a door for me and I shall pass through it; 
The stones shall make a throne for me and I shall sit upon it . . . (155) 
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16.  Vinculus’s Book 

“Quite. So, since you did not write this prophecy yourself, where did 
you find it?” 

For a moment Vinculus looked as if he would not answer, but then 
he said, “It is written in a book.” 

“A book? What book? My master’s library is extensive. He knows of 
no such prophecy.” 

Vinculus said nothing. 
“Is it your book?” asked Childermass. 
“It is in my keeping.” 
“And where did you get a book? Where did you steal it?” 
“I did not steal it. It is my inheritance. It is the greatest glory and the 

greatest burden that has been given to any man in this Age.” 
“If it is really valuable then you can sell it to Norrell. He has paid 

great prices for books before now.” 
“The magician of Hanover-square will never own this book. He will 

never even see it.” (234) 
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17.  Childermass’s Remarkable Cards (1 of 2) 

The fifth card was the Valet de Coupe, the Page of Cups. One naturally 
thinks of a page as being a youthful person, but the picture shewed a mature 
man with bowed head. His hair was shaggy and his beard was thick. In his left 
hand he carried a heavy cup, yet it could not be that which gave such an odd, 
strained expression to his countenance—not unless it were the heaviest cup in 
the world. No, it must be some other burden, not immediately apparent. 
Owing to the materials which Childermass had been compelled to use to 
construct his cards this picture had a most peculiar look. It had been drawn 
upon the back of a letter and the writing shewed through the paper. The man’s 
clothes were a mass of scribble and even his face and hands bore parts of 
letters.  

Vinculus laughed when he saw it as though he recognized it. He gave the 
card three taps in friendly greeting. Perhaps it was this that made Childermass 
less certain than he had been before. “You have a message to deliver to 
someone,” he said in an uncertain tone. 

Vinculus nodded. “And will the next card shew me this person?” he 
asked. 

“Yes.” 
“Ah!” exclaimed Vinculus and turned over the sixth card himself. 
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17.  Childermass’s Remarkable Cards (2 of 2) 

The sixth card was the Cavalier de Baton. The Knight of Wands. A man in a 
broad-brimmed hat sat upon a horse of a pale colour. The countryside through 
which he rode was indicated by a few rocks and tufts of grass at his horse’s 
hooves. His clothes were well-made and expensive-looking, but for some 
inexplicable reason he carried a heavy club. Even to call it a club was to make it 
sound grander than it was. It was scarcely more than a thick branch torn from 
a tree or hedge; there were still twigs and leaves protruding from it. (236-237) 
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18.  Mr. Norrell’s Fortune (1 of 2) 

“I do not seem to have copied this card very well. I never noticed before. 
The inking is badly done. The lines are thick and smudged so that the 
Emperor’s hair and robe appear almost black. And someone has left a dirty 
thumbprint over the eagle. The Emperor should be an older man than this. I 
have drawn a young man. Are you going to hazard an interpretation?” 

“No,” said Vinculus and indicated by a contemptuous thrust of his chin 
that Childermass should turn over the next card. 

IIII. L’Emperevr. 
There was a short silence. 
“That is not possible,” said Childermass. “There are not two Emperors in 

this pack. I know there are not.” 
If anything the king was younger and fiercer than before. His hair and 

robes were black and the crown upon his head had become a thin band of pale 
metal. There was no trace of the thumbprint upon the card, but the great bird 
in the corner was  now decidedly black and it had cast off its eagle-like aspects 
and settled itself into a shape altogether more English: it had become a raven. 

Childermass turned over the third card. IIII. L’Emperevr. And the fourth. 
IIII. L’Emperevr. By the fifth the number and name of the card had disappeared, 
but the picture remained the same: a young, dark-haired king at whose feet 
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18.  Mr. Norrell’s Fortune (2 of 2) 

strutted a great, black bird. Childermass turned over each and every card. He 
even examined the remainder of the pack, but in his anxiety to see he fumbled 
and the cards somehow fell everywhere. Black Kings crowded about 
Childermass, spinning in the cold, grey air. Upon each card was the same 
figure with the same pale, unforgiving gaze. 

“There!” said Vinculus softly. “That is what you may tell the magician of 
Hanover-square! That is his past and his present and his future!” (239) 
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19.  Wyvern of Heartbreak Farm 

The path that began opposite Blackstock’s ale-house and wound up the 
hill was fearfully overgrown. Indeed it scarcely deserved the name of “path”, 
for young saplings grew in the middle of it, which the strong wind took and 
turned into rods to lash the new manservant as he struggled past. By the time 
he had travelled half a mile he felt as if he had fought several strong men one 
after the other (and being a hot-headed sort of person who was always getting 
into quarrels in public places it was a sensation perfectly familiar to him). He 
cursed Wyvern for a negligent, idle fellow who could not even keep his hedges 
in order. It was only after an hour or so that he reached a place which might 
have been a field once, but which was now a wilderness of briars and brambles 
and he began to regret that he had not brought an axe with him. He left the 
horse tied to a tree and tried to push his way through. The thorns were large, 
sharp and plentiful; several times he found himself pinned into the briar-
bushes in so many places and in such an elaborate fashion (an arm up here, a 
leg twisted behind him) that he began to despair of ever getting out again. It 
seemed odd that any one could live behind such a high hedge of thorns, and 
he began to think that it would be no great surprize to discover that Mr 
Wyvern had been asleep for a hundred years or so. Well, I shall not mind that 
so much, he thought, so long as I am not expected to kiss him. (165) 
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20.  Jonathan Strange’s Career Ambition 

“A magician?” said Henry, quite astonished. “Why should you want to 
do that?” 

Strange paused. He did not wish to tell his real reason—which was to 
impress Arabella with his determination to do something sober and scholarly
—and so he fell back upon the only other explanation he could think of. “I met 
a man under a hedge at Monk Gretton who told me that I was a magician.” 

Mr Redmond laughed, approving the joke. “Excellent!” he said. 
“Did you, indeed?” said Mrs Redmond. 
“I do not understand,” said Henry Woodhope. 
“You do not believe me, I suppose?” said Strange to Arabella. 
“Oh, on the contrary, Mr Strange!” said Arabella with an amused smile. 

“It is all of a piece with your usual way of doing things. It is quite as strong a 
foundation for a career as I should expect from you.” 

Henry said, “But if you are going to take up a profession—and I cannot 
see why you should want one at all, now that you have come into your 
property—surely you can chuse something better than magic! It has no 
practical application.” 

“Oh, but I think you are wrong!” said Mr Redmond. “There is that 
gentleman in London who confounds the French by sending them illusions! I 
forget his name. What is it that he calls his theory? Modern magic?” 

“But how is that different from the old-fashioned sort?” wondered Mrs 
Redmond. “And which will you do, Mr Strange?” (257) 

 
 

 


