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TheTailed Mon of
CORNWA LY Dovid HKelle

busy receiving the grcat men of
Cornwall who thronged to my
castle, driven by some mysterious urge,
which no one fully comprehended but
myself, to acknowledge me as their

Ovex‘;l&rd. The statements that they

FOR several days I was more than

made to me concerning my fitness for
this position were most flattering, and,
at the same time, as I heard their
petitions to have this and that giant
killed and one enemy or another of
the land driven out or destroyed, I
felt that there was certainly a great
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deal of work connected with the re-
sponsibility. Still, I told them, one
and all, that, just as soon as I could,
I would attend to all these minor ad-
ventures, because if I was going to be
Overlord of a country, I wanted that
land to be peaceful, quiet and safe.
They were delighted with my prom-
ises, and departed, thoroughly con-
vinced of my power to do all that
would be asked of me. Of course,
there was not much doubt in my mind
as to my ability to perform any great
act of chivalry that fell to my lot. 1
am sure that I was clever enough to
conquer anything, even without help,
but, of eourse, it was far more pleas-
ant to kmow that I had the assistance
of the Demon whom I had rescued
from the glass bottle on the occasion
of the Battle of the Toads.

Finally, but one of the great lords
remained. He was a rather pleasing
personality but of a dour humor, for
during all the days that he had eaten
my meat he had never smiled. He re-
mained behind, and I suspected
rightly that the reason for his doing
s0 was a desire to talk over some mat-
ters with me which could not be dis-
cussed in the presence of the other
knights. I heard, indirectly, that he
had some ambitions to become Over-
lord of Cornwall himself; naturally,
those ambitions were blighted by my
very astonishing assumption of author-
ity. I thought for a while that he
might have a desire to slip a dagger
into me, but found, in a short time,
that I was eompletely misjudging the
poor fellow. Ife was not worryving
about his loss of power, but of some-
thing far more precious to him, the
loss of his fair lady love.

The unhappy young man told me
the sad tale the first evening we were
alone. I had purposely taken him into
my new library, as I found that he
was fond of the finer things in life,
and it was my belief that in the quiet
peace of that room, in front of the
fire, he would feel more confidential
and less embarrassed in the telling of
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his story than he would otherwise.
This was a correet supposition. In
no time at all he unburdened himsel?
and told me of his great sorrow,

““I am a man of Cornwall,”’ h~
said. ‘‘My family have always lived
in Cornwall. Perhaps I would have
been wiser had I always remained
here, but, like many young knights, I
had to go adventuring. Fate took me
to Ireland, and Boy Cupid introduced
me to Queen Broda. When we met,
doves flew over us and a sparrow
lighted on her golden chariot. It was
love at first sight, but the sad hap was
that she did not know I was from
Cornwall. She ruled mightily over a
large part of the island, and there her
word was law. She loved me, and the
fact that I was poor made mighty
little difference in the sweetness of
her kisses. We were ready to marry,
but when she found out that I was
from Cornwall, she simply told me
that she could never marry me. Then
I came home and since then it has
made little difference to me whether
I was ever Overlord or whether I was
even dead or alive. For, to live
happy, I must have Broda for wife,
and for her to be happy she must have
me for her lover, and, yet, she says
that it can never be, simply because I
am a Cornishman.”’

‘“ 'Tis a sad tale,”’ T agreed, ‘‘and
I suppose you want my help?’’

““That is why I lingered.’’

“Did she give any reason for her
eruel refusal of your love?”’

““That in very truth she did. She
says that T am from Cornwall and
that all Cornishmen have tales of
braggadocio and other tails, the very
mention of which fills her with fear.”’

‘“You mean that she believed you to
be a tailed man?’’

“Yes. That is her belief.

““Of course, she must have had
some reason for such an idea.”’

““Certainly.”’

‘‘Naturally, we ean not hlame her
for not marrying you, thinking as she
did. It seems to me that under the
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circumstances the lady showed rare
judgment and a very fine diserim-
mation. But why did you not show
her that she was wrong?”’

““I tried to in every way I could. I
told her that I was as tailless as the
Irish, but she simply eried and said
that she could not trust me, and how
would she feel after she was married
to me and could not undo it, to find
ont that I had lied to her? I told her
that I was a true man and spoke the
truth, but she retorted that thus had
all men spoken to women since the
days of Knight Zneas and Lady
Dido, and that none of them were to
be trusted, especially one with a tail.”’

I sadly shook my head as I re-
marked, ‘‘Oh! These women! These
women!’’

‘‘Have you ever been in love?’’ he
asked dolefully.

““Not yet.”’

““Then you don’t know half about
them. But will you help me?”’

““I certainly will do all I ecan. In
faet, I think I will be sending for this

mighty Queen and will be after ex- -

plaining a few things to her. I can
tell her positively that you have no
tail?”’

{“That is something that you will
have 1o decide for yourself,”’ was all
the satisfaction that Lord Fitz-Hugh
would give me.

I shrugged my shoulders, as I cau-
tioned him. '

““I think you ought to be candid
with me. I am Overlord now of what
I hope will some day be a great realm.
One of the foundations of that coun-
try will be honesty and fair dealings
with our neighbors. Thus we may
hope to escape devastating wars. Sup-
pose, on my word of honor as a true
King, I tell this lady that you have no
tail, and on the strength of my say-so
she marries you, and then suppose
that she finds that I told her wrong.
Think how she would feel! How
would I feel if she cut off your head
and tail and came to Cornwall to re-
venge herself on me? I have to know
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certainly about this.
important.”’

““You will simply have to make up
your mind—form your own opinion.”’

He was so stubborn that I saw there
was nothing to be done about it; so I
bade him go back to his castle, and said
that when the time came I would send
for him. In fact, I did more. Finding
that he lived but a day's journey
from my castle, 1 adventured thither
with him the next day and spent a
very pleasant time with him. He was
living in the castle where he was horn
and where his family had lived for
many generations. I met his mother,
a very pleasant lady, who was quite
witty, yet, at the same time, remark-
ably learned and greatly distressed
over the unhappiness of her son. Then
I left them, promising them that I
would do what I could, as soon as I
could, and then I was sure everything
would turn out in a most happy man-
ner to the great satisfaction of Lord
Fitz-Hugh.

It is real.’l_v very

IT was a fortunate happening that I
returned when I did. While the
Lords and Knights of Cornwall were
perfectly willing for me to be their
Overlord, the men of Wales had some
different ideas. In faet, they had a
candidate of their own. They told me,
through their ambassadors, that un-
less I left the country at onee, they
would secure the help of the Irish.
especially of Queen Broda, who hated
Cornwall more than she hated Hell,
and they would come over my land
and replace all the dead Cornwall
men with first-class Welshinen:

I consulted with several of the gray-
haired nobles in the vicinity. It
seemed that if the Welshmen came by
themselves, it would be an even fight,
but if the Irish merged forees with
either side, it would be hard to over-
come them. They said that they
would stand by me to the end, but that
there was no doubt but that they were
afraid of this Irish Queen. I remem-
bered that the Demon had promised



THE TAILED MAN OF CORNWALL

that I was to be Overlord of Cornwall,
but there was nothing said in our
agreement as to how long I was to
hold that position and retain the
honor. I had a hard time enjoying
the library that evening. Even the
manuseript of Elephantis failed to
thrill me, and I told myself that this
matter of politics was a most unsatis-
factory one and that jusi as soon as
I could I was going to retire to a nice
quiet place, like Avalon-by-the-sea.

The next day was stormy. So was
the next day. And on the third day
came frightened runners; who told
that the Irish were marching through
the land, and before I could decide
how to act, a great army encamped
around my castle, and there I was,
with Queen Broda on one side of the
castle wall and me on the other side,
a most peculiar position for a real
Overlord to be placed in.

There was nothing to do except to
see what she wanted, so I readily gave
willing assent to her request for an
interview. She told me, over the
drawbridge, through the mouth of a
most interesting old herald, that if I
doubted her word, I could be accom-
panied by several hundred of my
men-at-arms, but that she preferred
privacy and therefore asked that I
meet her at sundown that night on
the grassy green in front of the castle.
I told the herald that I would be
there, and that I would come alone,
as the Queen requested.

I spent the afternoon In moody
silence in the library, trying to decide
what the lady wanted and what would
satisfy her, but I finally gave it up
as something that was hopeless, as
there seemed to he no telling what she

wanted, and, as far as I knew, no man

had ever yet satisfied a woman; at
least, he had never lived to boast of
it. So I spent the rest of the time
reading of the temptations of Saint
Anthony, and a most weary time he
had of it, what with the desert dust
and the lovely women he did not
yield to—at least, he boasted that he

Jook at.
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did not yield. Later in the afternoon
I dressed in my best and at the ap-
pointed going-downward of the sum,
I walked slowly out through the gate
to the grassy place in front of the
castle.

QUE'EN BRODA sat silent in her golden
chariot. She was rather easy to
I certainly could not blame
young Fitz-Hugh for his infatuation.
In faet, I even considered the pos-
sibility of explaining to her that I
was from France and that things
might come to a worse pass than
uniting our foreces and giving the
Welsh a sound thrashing, followed
at an appropriate moment by a mar-
riage that would unite the two king-
doms of Ireland and Cornwall, But
there was a determined glint in her
eye and a pert way of holding her
head that made me feel that it would
be hest for me if I could induce her
to take Fitz-Hugh on faith—perhaps
I could do more with some other
woman than I eould with her—may-
hap Fitz-Hugh could handle her bet-
ter and easier.,

She did not wait for me to even in-
troduce myself, but began, ‘‘ Are you
going to give me what I want?"”’

‘“Well, that depends. So far, I
have not the least idea of what you
are after. Now, if you want me to
help you fight the Welsh, I think
that we can come to an understand-
ing—”

““Don’t be silly! T just want one
thing and that is the head of your
Lord Fitz-Hugh.”’

I raised my eyebrows slightly.

‘“Why, Queen Broda! I am aston-
ished. I thought that you and the
young man were friendly. It would
be too bad to deprive him of his head,
and he young and wonderfully deb-
onair. What can the poor fellow have
done to have you treat him thus?’’

‘““He courted me and then when I
promised to marry him told me that
he was of Cornwall.”’

““Well, what of it? He had to be
from somewhere, did he not?’’
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‘“Now, listen to me, Cecil, son of
James, son of John, you who hold
your place as Overlord by some chi-
canery that has caused endless talk in
this part of the world. In my coun-
try we have elephants, cametennus,
metacollinarum, white and red lions,
men with eyes before and behind. We
have satyrs and pigmies and forty-ell
giants, but we have no tailed men, and
we are certainly not going to have
any, certainly not as the husband of
Queen Broda; so I came over for the
head of this man who insulted me.”’

““Ireland,”’ I replied, ‘“must be a
most interesting country. Have you
ever heard of what we have here in
Cornwall? Have travelers told you
of our Cyclopses, fauns and centaurs,
of our wild oxen, hyenas, and lamias;
of our white merles, crickets, and men
with eyes before and hehind? Just
as soon as I can I intend to destroy
all these evil monsters, and I am really
surprized, Queen Broda; in fact, I
can not understand at all, at all, why
it is that you have allowed your fair
land to be overrun by suech trash as
vou tell me of. Allow me to offer my
services after I have cleaned Cornwall
of its monstrosities. Did yvou know
that T had magical powers? How
surprized were Gog and Magog when
I conquered them, and Agit and Agi-
mandi were absolutely dumfounded
when I bound them in chains and cast
them into the Mare Nostrum. I have
eaten of the plant Assides, which
protects the eater from evil spirits, and
I wear on my body the stone Nudiosi,
which prevents the sight from grow-
ing feeble and makes it possible for
the wearer to see a great distance.
For example, at this very moment I
can see how this matter is all going to
end.”’

T could see that she was impressed,
for ghe replied, ¢‘Just from looking at
you, Sir Cecil, one would not believe
you had all these powers, and yet
there must be something about you,
because in no time at all you have es-
tablished yourself here.’’

“Well, it is hard to tell about a
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man, just by looking at him. But tell
me one thing: what put this idea into
your head about Lord Fitz-Hugh’s
having a tail?”’

‘“‘He is a man of Cornwall, and all
of that land are thus tailed.”’

‘“Are you sure?”’

‘‘Certainly. You are not going to
doubt my word, are you? The next
thing you will be calling me a liar. Tt
happened this way. A very learned
man, Polydore Vergil, hath written
the whole tale in his hook. He tells
how Saint Thomas 3 Becket came to
Strood, one of your villages, which is
situated on the Medway, the river
that washes Rochester. The men of
Cornwall living in that place, wishing
to put a mark of contumely on the
good Saint, did not seruple to cut the
tail off the horse he was riding om,
and, for this profane and inhospitable
act, they covered themselves with
eternal reproach, and since then all
the men of Cornwall have been borm
with tails on them, and no man like
that shall ever sit by my side and rule
Ireland, and the only way I can ease
my pride is to take his head back with
me’’ — here the poor lady began to
ery—‘‘and he should have thought of
that and how it would make me feel,
before he made me love him so. And
how would it be for me to be the
mother of a poor little Princess with
a tail on her like an ape or a mon-
key?”’

““That would not do at all,”” T re-
plied in my most soothing way, and
when I try to soothe the ladies, I
usually succeed. I remember very
well how I completely changed the
desire of a lady in Araby once, for
she was first minded to kill me, but,
by my power and a certain talisman
that I carried, I compelled her to
other ideas. So, I soothingly said:

‘“That would not do at all. But how
would it be, if by my power I re-
moved this tail? Suppose I made
Lord Fitz-Hugh like other men? How
iclhelé ‘fz ’ Would you still demand his

ead?’
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“Don’t be silly,”” she replied
archly. ‘“Of eourse, I would rather
marry him than kill him, but I never
thought that anything like that could
be done—you mean without a scar?
And if there was a little baby, she
would he all right? Just like any
other little haby 2’

““If T promise you that everything
will be all right, everything will be
all right. All you have to do is to
trust me. Of course, it would take
some powerful magic. I will at once
begin my sorcery by the use of rab-
domancy ; later on I may have to use
the blood of a newborn child, but I
should rather not do that unless it is
necessary. Suppose we have Lord
Fitz-Hugh come over here? You will
promise him safe conduect, I know.
Then the three of us could go down
into my special cavern, far in the
bowels of the earth, under my castle,
and there I ecould do what is necessary
to this man of Cornwall and make
him closcr to your heart’s desire.”’

““You promise me that it won’t
hurt him much?’’

““Not as much as cutting off his
head. Of course, he may moan a little,
but he is quite a brave man, and I am
surc that he can stand it. Suppose
you send most of your army back and
come into the castle as my guest. I
can take care of about fifty of your
men. Then we will send at once for
this tailed man and start to work. 1
suppose you are anxious to go back to
Ireland? But I want you to promise
me one thing: If 1 do this feat of
magic for you and restore your lover
to you, built as all other men, no fear
of hereditary taint, you will tell those
men of Wales to leave Cornwall alone
or settle with me. Will you promise?”’

She promised ; so I left her with the
understanding that- she and fifty of
her men would become my guests on
the morrow and the rest of the wild
Irish were to go back to their island.
And I walked back to the castle,

Queen Broda sat silent in her
golden chariot, but there was a look of
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happiness and hope on her lovely
face.

HE next day Lord Fitz-Hugh
came. He was just as dismal as
ever.

‘I have to remove either your head
or your tail,”” I told him, ‘‘or this
wild Irish lassie of yours is going to
let the Welshmen cut our throats and
wash Cornwall in blood. So, off comes
vour tail.”’

‘““No one can take my tail off,”’ he
answered, surly and sad.

““And why not?”’

“You know why,’’ was all he could
say. .

Certainly in that mood he was no
fit playmate for a girl like Queen
Broda. I saw that I would have to be
rather clever or they never would
marry, tail or no tail, and there they
were, madly in love and grieving
themselves sick over the matter.

That night the three of us met in a
cell, far down under the castle. It
was a very unpleasant place, but it
was the best I could do in a hurry. I
had sent down some rattling chains
and a brazier of charcoal and some in-
cense, which made a terrible smell,
and T had a hound dog tied .in one
corner and seven rats in a wire cage
hanging from the wall ; so it all looked
horrible enough, and even my blood
chilled when the hound howled, which
he did every time that he looked up
at the rats. I had a stool for the lady
to sit on, but Fitz-Hugh and I stood
up. I began with the Lord’s Prayer
in Latin said backward, a trick I had
learned in my hoyhood. And then I
threw a dead mouse on the burning
chareoal and closed my eyes and just
muttered, and then with a howl that
startled them all, even the dog, I
jumped on poor Fitz-Hugh and
wrestled with him, and when I sep-
arated from him, T had his tail in my
hand, and, after showing it to the
Queen, I shakingly put it on the char-
coal and it gave off a mighty offensive
smell as it burned.
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There was no doubt left in the mind
of Queen Broda. The man of Corn-
wall had had a tail; by my magic I
had taken the tail from him; and now
he had the tail no more and she could
marry him, She did not waste any
time, but took the poor lad in her
arms and kissed him till I tired of the
counting, and he kissed her and I saw
that T was not wanted; so I suggested
that we return to the library and 1
would leave them there to talk mat-
ters over and arrange for their future.

In the library they were most grate-
ful. The Queen told me that I need
never worry about those men of
Wales, for she was going to attend to
them personally, just as soon as the
honeymoon was over. Gladly Fitz-
Hugh told me he was going to send
me a gold chain and some books he
had that I wanted. So everything
was lovely, and that very night they
were married by my priest.
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The next morning they left me. I
went down the road a piece with
them. Of course, Lord Fitz-Hugh
was riding with Queen Broda in her
golden chariot, and she was silent, but
her eyes and dimpled cheeks did a lot
of talking. He stepped out of the
chariot and came over to my horse
when he said good-bye to me. He
looked at me earnestly.

““Cecil, son of James, son of John,
son of even Saint Christopher,”” he
said, ‘‘how did you know I did not
have a tail?”’

I laughed. ¢‘That was not hard to
find out, Fitz-Hugh. When I had the
opportunity, I asked your mother.”’

We looked over at the young bride.

Queen Broda sat silently in. her
golden chariot. She was smiling.

A further adventure of the Overlord of Corn-
wall will appear in WEIRD TALES next month,



