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The King of English Magic 

1.  Concerning Immortality 

He passed through it and found himself in a wide grey 
courtyard. It was full of bones that glimmered whitely in the 
starlight. Some skeletons were clad in rusting armour; the 
weapons that had destroyed them were still tangled with their 
ribs or poking out of an eye-socket. 

Strange had seen the battlefields of Badajoz and Waterloo; he 
was scarcely perturbed by a few ancient skeletons. Still it was 
interesting. He felt as if he really were in Faerie now. (794-795) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

2.  The Otherness of Faerie 

“So many people dead, just to find my name,” sighed Stephen. 
“And I would gladly have killed twice that number—nay, a hundred 

times—nay, a hundred thousand times or more!—so great is the love I 
bear you, Stephen. With the ashes that were her screams and the pearls 
that were her bones and the counterpane that was her gown and the 
magical essence of her kiss, I was able to divine your name—which I, 
your truest friend and most noble benefactor, will now . . . Oh, but here is 
our enemy! As soon as we have killed him, I will bestow your name upon 
you. Beware, Stephen! There will probably be a magical combat of some 
sort. I dare say I shall have to take on different forms—cockatrices, raw 
head and bloody bones, rains of fire, etc., etc. You may wish to stand back 
a little!” (947-948) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 
3.  The Drowning of Venice 

It was as if that fate which had always seemed to threaten the city of 
Venice had overtaken her in an instant; but instead of being drowned in water, 
she was drowned in trees. Dark, ghostly trees crowded the alleys and squares, 
and filled the canals. Walls were no obstacle to them. Their branches pierced 
stone and glass. Their roots plunged deep beneath paving stones. Statues and 
pillars were sheathed in ivy. It was suddenly—to Strange’s senses at any rate—
a great deal quieter and darker. Trailing beards of mistletoe hid lamps and 
candles and the dense canopy of branches blocked out the moon. 

Yet none of Venice’s inhabitants appeared to notice the least change. 
Strange had often read how men and women could be cheerfully oblivious to 
magic going on around them, but never before had he seen an example of it. A 
baker’s apprentice was carrying a tray of bread on his head. As Strange 
watched, the man neatly circumvented all the trees he did not know were 
there, ducking this way and that to avoid branches which would have poked 
his eye out. A man and a woman dressed for the ballroom or the Ridotto, with 
cloaks and masks, came down the Salizzada San Moisè together, arm in arm, 
heads together, whispering. A great tree stood in their way. They parted quite 
naturally, passed one on each side of the tree and joined arms again on the 
other side. 

Strange followed the line of glittering light down an alley to the quayside. 
The trees went on where the city stopped, and the line of light led through the 
trees. (792-793) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

4.  Through the Looking-Glass 

It was like plunging beneath a waterfall or having two thousand 
trumpets sound in one’s ear. Everything he thought before, everything he 
knew, everything he had been was swept away in a great flood of 
confused emotion and sensation. The world was made again in flame-like 
colours that were impossible to bear. It was shot through with new fears, 
new desires, new hatreds. He was surrounded by great presences. Some 
had wicked mouths full of teeth and huge, burning eyes. There was a 
thing like a horribly crippled spider that reared up beside him. It was full 
of malice. He had something in his mouth and the taste of it was 
unspeakable. Unable to think, unable to know, he found from God-
knows-where the presence of mind to spit it out. Someone screamed . . . 
(764) 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 
5.  Drawlight’s Vision 

He thought he stood upon an English hillside. Rain was falling; it twisted 
in the air like grey ghosts. Rain fell upon him and he grew thin as rain. Rain 
washed away thought, washed away memory, all the good and the bad. He no 
longer knew his name. Everything was washed away like mud from a stone. 
Rain filled him up with thoughts and memories of its own. Silver lines of water 
covered the hillside, like intricate lace, like the veins of an arm. Forgetting that 
he was, or ever had been, a man, he became the lines of water. He fell into the 
earth with the rain. 

He thought he lay beneath the earth, beneath England. Long ages passed; 
cold and rain seeped through him; stones shifted within him. In the Silence 
and the Dark he grew vast. He became the earth; he became England. A star 
looked down on him and spoke to him. A stone asked him a question and he 
answered it in its own language. A river curled at his side; hills budded 
beneath his fingers. He opened his mouth and breathed out spring . . .  

He thought he was pressed into a thicket in a dark wood in winter. The 
trees went on for ever, dark pillars separated by thin, white slices of winter 
light. He looked down. Young saplings pierced him through and through; they 
grew up through his body, through his feet and hands. His eye-lids would no 
longer close because twigs had grown up through them. Insects scuttled in and 
out of his ears; spiders built nests and webs in his mouth. He realized he had 
been entwined in the wood for years and years. He knew the wood and the 
wood knew him. There was no saying any longer what was wood and what 
was man. 

All was silent. Snow fell. He screamed . . . (860-861) 
  

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

6.  The Doors are Shaken 

“Oh! Did you feel that?” 
“Feel what, sir?” asked Stephen. 
“All the doors shook!” 
Stephen glanced at the stable doors. 
“No, not those doors!” said the gentleman. “I mean the doors 

between England and everywhere else! Someone is trying to open 
them. Someone spoke to the Sky and it was not me! Someone is 
giving instructions to the Stones and Rivers and it is not me! Who 
is doing that? Who is it? Come!” (864-865) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

7.  Starecross 

Behind the stone-and-oak passages of Starecross Hall, a 
vision of another house leapt up. Childermass saw high corridors 
that stretched away into unthinkable distances. It was as if two 
transparencies had been put into a magic lantern at the same 
time, so that one picture overlaid the other. The impression of 
walking through both houses at once rapidly brought on a 
sensation akin to sea-sickness. Confusion mounted in his mind 
and, had he been alone, he would soon have been at a loss to 
know which way to go. He could not tell whether he was walking 
or falling, whether he climbed one step, or mounted a staircase of 
impossible length. Sometimes he seemed to be skimming across 
an acre of stone flags, while at the same time he was scarcely 
moving at all. His head spun and he felt sick. 

“Stop! Stop!” he cried and sank to the ground with his eyes 
closed. (933) 
 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

8.  Segundus Takes the Penultimate Step 

So she (or they) began. Immediately Mr Segundus took a memorandum 
book out of a pocket of his night-gown and began to scribble notes. But, in 
Childermass’s eyes, the two versions of Lady Pole were no longer speaking as 
one. The Lady Pole who sat in Starecross Hall told a tale about a child who 
lived near Carlisle, but the woman in the blood-red gown seemed to be telling 
quite a different story. She wore a fierce expression and emphasized her words 
with passionate gestures—but what she said Childermass could not tell; the 
whimsical tale of the Cumbrian child drowned it out. 

“There! You see!” exclaimed Mr Segundus, as he finished scribbling his 
notes. “This is what makes them think her mad—these odd stories and tales. 
But I have made a list of all that she has told me and I have begun to find 
correspondences between them and ancient fairy lore. I am sure that if you and 
I were to make inquiries we would discover some reference to a set of fairies 
who had some close connexion with songbirds. They may not have been 
songbird-herds. That, you will agree, sounds a little too much like settled 
occupation for such a feckless race—but they may have pursued a particular 
sort of magic related to songbirds. And it may have suited one of their number 
to tell an impressionable child that she was a songbird-herd.” (934-935) 
 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

9.  Invoking the Old Alliances 

The gentleman with the thistle-down hair raised his hands. The great hall 
was filled with a flock of birds. In the blink of an eye they were there; in the blink of an 
eye they were gone.  

The birds had struck Stephen with their wings. They had knocked the 
breath out of him. When he recovered enough to lift his head, he saw that the 
gentleman with the thistle-down hair had raised his hands a second time. 

The great hall was full of spinning leaves. Winter-dry and brown they were, 
turning in a wind that had come out of nowhere. In the blink of an eye they were there; 
in the blink of an eye they were gone.  

The magician was staring wildly. He did not seem to know what to do in 
the face of such overwhelming magic. “He is lost,” thought Stephen. 

The gentleman with the thistle-down hair raised his hands a third time. 
The great hall was full of rain—not a rain of water, a rain of blood. In the blink of eye it 
was there; in the blink of an eye it was gone.  

The magic ended. In that instant the magician disappeared and the 
gentleman with the thistle-down hair dropped to the floor, like a man in a 
swoon. (806) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

10.  “To have squeezed the universe into a ball /To roll it towards some 
overwhelming question” 

 
The bare branches against the sky were a writing, and, though he did not 

want to, he could read it. He saw that it was a question put to him by the trees. 
“Yes,” he answered them. 
Their age and their knowledge belonged to him. 
Beyond the trees was a high, snow-covered ridge, like a line drawn across 

the sky. Its shadow was blue upon the snow before it. It embodied all kinds of cold 
and hardness. It hailed Stephen as a King it had long missed. At a word from 
Stephen it would tumble down and crush his enemies. It asked Stephen a 
question. 

“Yes,” he told it. 
Its scorn and strength were his for the taking. (981-982) 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

11.  The Old Alliances Hold 

Stephen closed his eyes. He spoke a word to the stones of the 
packhorse bridge. 

Yes, said the stones. The bridge reared up like a raging horse and cast 
the gentleman into the beck. 

Stephen spoke a word to the beck. 
Yes, said the beck. It grasped the gentleman in a grip of iron and bore 

him swiftly away. 
Stephen was aware that Lady Pole spoke to him, that she tried to 

catch hold of his arm; he saw Mr Segundus’s pale, astonished face, saw 
him say something; but he had no time to answer them. Who knew how 
long the world would consent to obey him? He leapt down from the 
bridge and ran along the bank. 

The trees seemed to greet him as he ran past; they spoke of old 
alliances and reminded him of times gone by. The sunlight called him 
King and spoke its pleasure at finding him here. He had no time to tell 
them he was not the person they imagined. (983) 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

12.  The Gentleman’s Curse 
 
“I tell you, Louisa,” said Dr Greysteel, “I would not exchange 

with him now upon any consideration. Everyone fled at his 
approach. From Mestre to Strà he could not have seen another 
living creature—nothing but silent streets and abandoned fields. 
Henceforth the world is an empty place to him.” 

A few moments before, Aunt Greysteel had been thinking of 
Strange with no very tender feelings, but the picture that her 
brother conjured up was so shocking that tears started into her 
eyes. “And where is he now?” she asked in a softened tone. (878) 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

13.  The Strangeness of Strange 

“I have been your enemy!” he burst out. “I destroyed your book—all 
except my own copy! I have slandered your name and plotted against 
you! Lascelles and Drawlight have told everyone that you murdered your 
wife! I have let them believe it!” 

“Yes,” said Strange. 
“But these are terrible crimes! Why are you not angry?” 
Strange seemed to concede that this was a reasonable question. He 

thought for a moment. “I suppose it is because I have been many things 
since last we met. I have been trees and rivers and hills and stones. I have 
spoken to stars and earth and wind. One cannot be the conduit through 
which all English magic flows and still be oneself. I would have been 
angry, you say?” 

Mr Norrell nodded. 
Strange smiled his old, ironic smile. “Then be comforted! I dare say I 

shall be so again. In time.” (954) 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

14.  The English Magician 

“You see?” said Norrell, grimly. “The spell will not allow us 
to move too far from one another. It has gripped me too. I dare 
say there was some regrettable impreciseness in the fairy’s magic. 
He has been careless. I dare say he named you as the English 
magician—or some such vague term. Consequently, his spell—
meant only for you—now entraps any English magician who 
stumbles into it!” (964) 
 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

15.  An Identity Crisis 

Nor did he divulge to either of them something he had discovered 
which worried him a great deal. Ever since he and Strange had parted he 
had been in the habit of summoning up visions to try and discover what 
Strange was doing. But he had never succeeded. One night, about four 
weeks ago, he had not been able to sleep. He had got up and performed 
the magic. The vision had not been very distinct, but he had seen a 
magician in the darkness, doing magic. He had congratulated himself on 
penetrating Strange’s counterspells at last; until it occurred to him that he 
was looking at a vision of himself in his own library. He had tried again. 
He had varied the spells. He named Strange in different ways. It did not 
matter. He was forced to conclude that English magic could no longer tell 
the difference between himself and Strange. (917) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

16.  The Nameless King 

“Well, for one thing we do not know what to call him. Spells of 
summoning require the magician to be most particular about names. None of 
the names by which we call John Uskglass were really his own. He was, as the 
histories tell, stolen away in Faerie, before he could be christened—and so he 
became the nameless child in the brugh. ‘The nameless slave’ was one of the 
ways in which he referred to himself. Of course the fairies gave him a name 
after their own fashion, but he cast that off when he returned to England. As 
for all his titles—the Raven King, the Black King, the King of the North—these 
are what other people called him, not what he called himself.” 

“Yes, yes!” declared Strange, impatiently. “But surely John Uskglass was 
his true name?” 

“Oh! By no means. That was the name of a young Norman aristocrat who 
died, I believe, in the summer of 1097. The King—our John Uskglass—claimed 
that man as his father, but many people have disputed whether they were 
really related at all. I do not suppose that this muddle of names and titles is 
accidental. The King knew that he would always draw the eyes of other 
magicians to him and so he protected himself from the nuisance of their magic 
by deliberately confusing their spells.” (957) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

17.  The King’s Messengers 

When they were gone, he asked in amazement, “What are they, sir?” 
“Creatures the magician has made,” said the gentleman. “He is 

sending them back to England with instructions for the Sky and the Earth 
and the Rivers and the Hills. He is calling up all the King’s old allies. Soon 
they will attend to English magicians, rather than to me!” He gave a great 
howl of mingled anger and despair. “I have punished him in ways that I 
never punished my enemies before! Yet still he works against me! Why 
does he not resign himself to his fate? Why does he not despair?” 

“I never heard that he lacked courage, sir,” said Stephen. “By all 
accounts he did many brave things in the Peninsula.” 

“Courage? What are you talking about? This is not courage! This is 
malice, pure and simple! We have been negligent, Stephen. We have let 
the English magicians get the advantage of us. We must find a way to 
defeat them! We must redouble our efforts to make you King!” (866) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 
18.  The Return of English Magic 

Through the carriage glass he saw great numbers of large black birds—
whether ravens or crows he did not know, and in his magician’s heart he was 
sure that they meant something. Against the pale winter sky they wheeled and 
turned, and spread their wings like black hands; and as they did so each one 
became a living embodiment of the Raven-in-Flight: John Uskglass’s banner. 
Mr Norrell asked Lascelles if he thought the birds were more numerous than 
usual, but Lascelles said he did not know. After the birds the next thing to 
haunt Mr Norrell’s imagination were the wide, cold puddles that were thickly 
strewn across every field. As the carriage passed along the road each puddle 
became a silver mirror for the blank, winter sky. To a magician there is very 
little difference between a mirror and a door. England seemed to be wearing 
thin before his eyes. He felt as if he might pass through any one of those 
mirror-doors and find himself in one of the other worlds which once bordered 
upon England. Worse still, he was beginning to think that other people might 
do it. The Sussex landscape began to look uncomfortably like the England 
described in the old ballad: 

 This land is all too shallow 
 It is painted on the sky 
 And trembles like the wind-shook rain 
 When the Raven King passed by 

For the first time in his life Mr Norrell began to feel that perhaps there 
was too much magic in England. (886) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

19.  The Chaos of Ravens 

In a dazed whisper, Norrell said, “I believe we may assume that we 
have his attention.” 

“I believe you are right, sir. Do you know what happened?” 
Still in a whisper Norrell said, “The books all turned into ravens. I 

had my eye upon Hugh Pontifex’s The Fountain of the Heart and I saw it 
change. He used it often, you know—that chaos of black birds. I have 
been reading about it since I was a boy. That I should live to see it, Mr 
Strange! That I should live to see it! It has a name in the Sidhe language, 
the language of his childhood, but the name is lost.” He suddenly seized 
Strange’s hand. “Are the books safe?”(961) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

20.  Uskglass’s Spell 

“I have never heard of him,” said Childermass. 
Vinculus looked at him with amusement. “Of course not. You have 

lived your life in the Mayfair magician’s pocket. You only know what he 
knows.” 

“So?” said Childermass, stung. “That is not so very trifling, is it? 
Norrell is a clever man—and Strange another. They have their faults, as 
other men do, but their achievements are still remarkable. Make no 
mistake; I am John Uskglass’s man. Or would be, if he were here. But you 
must admit that the restoration of English magic is their work, not his.” 

“Their work!” scoffed Vinculus. “Theirs? Do you still not 
understand? They are the spell John Uskglass is doing. That is all they 
have ever been. And he is doing it now!” (975) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

21.  Mr. Norrell’s Destiny 

“It is more than a little odd,” continued Mr Norrell in a tone of 
wonder. “We have done everything we set out to do, but how we did it, I 
do not pretend to understand. I can only suppose that John Uskglass saw 
what was amiss and stretched out his hand to put it right! Unfortunately, 
his obligingness did not extend to freeing us from the Darkness. That 
remains.” 

Mr Norrell paused. This then was his destiny!—a destiny full of fear, 
horror and desolation! He sat patiently for a few moments in expectation 
of falling prey to some or all of these terrible emotions, but was forced to 
conclude that he felt none of them. Indeed, what seemed remarkable to 
him now were the long years he had spent in London, away from his 
library, at the beck and call of the Ministers and the Admirals. He 
wondered how he had borne it. (991) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

22.  The Nameless Slave Becomes King 

In the distance he could hear someone calling, “Stephen! Stephen!” He 
thought it was Lady Pole. 

“I cast off the name of my captivity,” he said. “It is gone.” He picked up 
the crown, the sceptre and orb, and began to walk. 

He had no notion of where he was going. He had killed the gentleman 
and he had allowed the gentleman to kill Vinculus. He could never go home—
if home it had been in the first place. What would an English judge and jury 
say to a black man who was a murderer twice over? Stephen had done with 
England and England had done with him. He walked on.  

After a while it seemed to him that the landscape was no longer as 
English as it had been. The trees that now surrounded him were immense, 
ancient things, their boughs twice the thickness of a man’s body and curved 
into strange, fantastical shapes. Though it was winter and the briars were bare, 
a few roses still bloomed here, blood-red and snow-white. 

England lay behind him. He did not regret it. He did not look back. He 
walked on. (987) 

 

 
 

 



The King of English Magic 

23.  The King’s Sequel 

The man bent closer to Vinculus’s corpse. He plucked 
something out of his own mouth—a tiny pearl of light faintly 
tinged with rose and silver. He placed it in Vinculus’s mouth. The 
corpse shivered. It was not like the shudder of a sick man, nor yet 
like the shiver of a healthy one; it was like the shiver of a bare 
birch wood as spring breathes upon it. 

“Move away from the body, sir!” cried Childermass. “I will 
not ask you again!” 

The man did not even trouble to look up. He passed the tip 
of his finger over the body as if he were writing upon it. (971-972) 

 

 
 

 


