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Phantastes turns on the restless pull between waking life
and the soul’'s perilous longing for a beauty beyond
possession, following a seeker whose desires open doors to
marvels and misdirections, and whose encounters in a land
of wonders steadily test whether vision can mature into
virtue, whether fascination can ripen into fidelity, and
whether the imagination, so quick to chase its own
reflection, can be schooled to love the real without trying to
own it, so that the very faculties that tempt toward illusion
may be refined into instruments of humility, compassion,
and a wiser form of courage.

George MacDonald’s Phantastes is a Victorian fantasy,
often called a fairy romance, first published in 1858 and
narrated in the first person by a young man named Anodos.
The book moves from an ordinary room into Fairy Land, a
mutable realm of forests, halls, streams, and shadows that
obey dreamlike rather than realistic laws. Its prose blends
patient description with sudden metamorphosis, and its
scenes unfold like a pilgrimage through an interior
landscape given outward form. Emerging in the mid-
nineteenth century, the novel stands at the dawn of modern
fantasy, fusing Romantic sensibility with a moral and
devotional imagination.

At the outset, Anodos crosses a threshold and finds
himself amid beings and places that reflect his aspirations
back to him, sometimes with uncanny exactness. The plot



proceeds episodically, as if each vision were a chapter in an
education of desire, and the narrative voice remains inward-
looking, candid, and susceptible to wonder. Readers
encounter lyric passages, ballad-like in cadence, alongside
sudden turns and quiet moments of introspection. The tone
is contemplative and at times melancholy, yet hospitable to
flashes of joy. As in many dream-quests, progress is
measured less by conquest than by attention, patience, and
the courage to relinquish.

Among its central themes are the responsibilities of
imagination and the peril of idealizing beauty until it
becomes an idol. MacDonald explores how longing can
awaken generosity or curdle into possessiveness, how the
image one pursues can eclipse the person before one’s
eyes, and how the quest for meaning must pass through
self-forgetfulness. The book repeatedly stages meetings
with figures who mirror the protagonist’'s own divided
motives, suggesting that the obstacles of Fairy Land are
inseparable from the inner life. Love, humility, and
truthfulness emerge not as abstractions but as habits of
attention that reshape perception and desire.

For contemporary readers, Phantastes offers a
countercultural invitation to linger, to read receptively, and
to discipline the imagination rather than letting it be driven
by the next appealing image. Its exploration of grown-up
innocence speaks to a world enthralled by appearances and
curated selves. Without prescribing doctrine, the book
uncovers ethical consequences in acts of looking, choosing,
and telling the truth about what we love. It also grants
nature a moral presence, treating landscapes as partners in



human growth. In an age of distraction, its slow
astonishments teach attentiveness, and its narrative
patience makes room for moral clarity.

Historically, the novel’'s significance is also literary: it
helped expand the possibilities of prose fantasy and
influenced later writers, notably C. S. Lewis, who credited
MacDonald with awakening his imagination. Phantastes
shows how fairy-tale materials can sustain adult inquiry
without losing childlike wonder, and how symbolic episodes
can coexist with psychological realism. Its Victorian context
gives it a language of conscience, yet its inquiries into
desire and perception feel strikingly modern. The book
stands as a bridge between Romantic reverie and twentieth-
century fantasy, demonstrating that enchantment can be a
discipline, and that narrative can refine as well as entertain.

Approached on its own terms, this is less a puzzle to
solve than a path to walk, and it rewards the reader who
attends to echoes, recurring images, and shifts in moral
weather. Do not expect a single climactic resolution; expect
a deepening, an education shaped by meetings that
illuminate and unsettle. The result is a work at once
intimate and expansive, earnest without naivety, grounded
in the textures of Victorian prose yet hospitable to the
freedoms of myth. Phantastes endures because it turns
wonder into a school for honesty, inviting us to imagine in
ways that make us more human.
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First published in 1858 and subtitled A Faerie Romance
for Men and Women, Phantastes follows Anodos, a young
man who wakes on his twenty-first birthday to a quiet
disturbance that opens his way into Fairy Land. The
narrative adopts his reflective first-person voice as he
crosses from familiar domestic space into a landscape
where natural forms carry personality and meaning. Without
lengthy preamble, he accepts the logic of wonder and
begins wandering, guided less by maps than by intuition
and courtesy. Early hints suggest that delight and danger
are intertwined here, and that desire itself will provide both
the key and the obstacle to his progress.

In his initial travels, Anodos meets benign and capricious
presences, including a beech-tree spirit whose gentle
counsel contrasts with darker whispers among the woods.
Songs, streams, and glades respond to character rather
than command, schooling him in restraint. A recurrent
image grips him: an unattainable woman whose beauty
seems carved from stone yet quickened by some deeper
life. This vision draws him onward, shaping a quest that is as
much about right perception as about arrival. He learns that
reverence protects, presumption wounds, and that to name
a thing too quickly is to turn marvel into mechanism,
draining it of gift.

A pivotal misstep occurs when hospitality meets curiosity.
In a welcome cottage, Anodos disregards a warning and



opens what should remain closed, inviting a shadow to
attach itself to him. This subtle companion does not attack
outright; it alters appearances, flattening wonder into mere
surface and sowing cynicism where trust once stood. From
this point, negotiations with Fairy Land become fraught. A
predatory tree-spirit stalks the borders of his journey,
exploiting fear and vanity. The tale’s conflict clarifies:
external perils mirror inward distortions, and the restoration
Anodos seeks will require more than finding paths; it will
demand purification of desire.

Anodos reaches a great palace that becomes a
centerpiece of his education. There, marble figures appear
lifeless by day yet suggest motion and meaning by night,
and a library reveals stories within stories whose morals
refract his own choices. The elusive lady who has haunted
his imagination seems present and absent at once,
deepening the lesson that beauty resists possession. The
shadow continues to dim his sight, turning symbols into
puzzles and hospitality into suspicion. The palace episodes
crystallize the book’s method: it dramatizes ideas through
encounter, letting embedded tales, art, and architecture
tutor the heart as surely as they please the eye.

Leaving the palace, Anodos undertakes more openly
chivalric tasks. He falls in with knightly figures whose
commitments expose his mixture of zeal and immaturity.
Giants, haunted dwellings, and besieged travelers supply
outward occasions for courage, yet the tests consistently
return him to inward reckonings: Can he fight without
vainglory, serve without reward, and protect without
claiming? Acts of generosity yield clearer vision; grasping



darkens it. The narrative’'s pace alternates between
wandering and vows, suggesting that vocation in such a
world is less a title than a practiced attention. Honor
accordingly becomes less ornament than discipline,
orienting his steps toward others.

A darker midcourse follows, with confinement in barren
or bewildering spaces where echoes mislead and false
guides promise shortcuts. The shadow exploits these
intervals, tempting him to scorn what he cannot master and
to mistake disenchantment for truth. Against this, small
fidelities accumulate: keeping watch, telling the truth,
yielding the path, and risking safety for the vulnerable.
These gestures deflate the shadow’s influence without
melodrama, intimating that recoveries in Fairy Land come
through self-forgetfulness. The quest, once framed by
pursuit of an idealized lady, now reorients around moral
clarity, as Anodos learns to prefer being good to feeling
transported.

The close returns him, in measured fashion, to ordinary
rooms and duties, with Fairy Land lingering less as
geography than as judgment on habit. He reads his past
wanderings as a schooling in humility, patience, and love,
without claiming to have mastered any of them. Phantastes
thus binds romance to ethics, challenging readers to
consider how imagination can cleanse rather than cloud
perception. Written in a luminous, dreamlike mode, the book
helped shape modern fantasy’s inward turn while remaining
a personal fable of growth. Its lasting resonance lies in
portraying enchantment not as escape, but as an
apprenticeship to reality.
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Phantastes: A Faerie Romance for Men and Women
appeared in London in 1858 from Smith, Elder and Co., a
leading Victorian publisher. Its author, George MacDonald
(1824-1905), was a Scottish writer and former
Congregational minister who had studied at King’s College,
Aberdeen, before living and working in England. The novel
entered a mid-Victorian culture under Queen Victoria’s long
reign, centered on London’s presses, clubs, libraries, and
pulpits. MacDonald’s Scottish upbringing and English
Nonconformist associations placed him within Britain’s
diverse religious and literary institutions. Against this
backdrop, he offered a prose romance that addressed adult
readers rather than the nursery audience of many fairy
tales.

MacDonald’s early career unfolded amid intense religious
controversy. Ordained in 1850 to a Congregational pastorate
at Arundel in Sussex, he resigned in 1853 after disputes
over doctrine and finances, continuing as a lecturer and
writer. Scottish and English church life in the 1840s-1850s
was unsettled: the 1843 Disruption created the Free Church
of Scotland; in England, the Oxford Movement reshaped
Anglican devotion, while Broad Church thinkers debated
dogma. F. D. Maurice’s 1853 dismissal from King’'s College
London for views on eternal punishment exemplified the
era’s tensions. MacDonald’s fiction, including Phantastes,



reflects a pastoral, compassionate Christianity shaped by
these disputes.

Mid-century British literature drew on Romantic legacies
while experimenting with new forms. The Pre-Raphaelite
Brotherhood (founded 1848) revived medievalism and
spiritualized symbolism; periodicals and exhibitions spread
its imagery. Alfred Tennyson’s early Arthurian poems and
The Lady of Shalott (1842) signaled renewed interest in
chivalric modes, with Idylls of the King following soon after.
British readers also absorbed German Romantic Marchen
and idealist narratives through translations of Novalis, E. T.
A. Hoffmann, and Friedrich de la Motte Fouqué’s Undine.
MacDonald admired such writers and later translated
Novalis. Phantastes enters this milieu as an adult faerie
romance, shaped by Romantic dream-vision and moral
allegory.

Victorian print culture framed how a work like Phantastes
reached readers. Smith, Elder & Co. had issued Charlotte
Bronté’'s Jane Eyre (1847) and John Ruskin’s criticism,
signaling prestige and a cultivated audience. Circulating
libraries, notably Mudie’s Select Library (founded 1842),
strongly influenced middle-class reading habits and moral
expectations. Patronage and sociability also mattered:
MacDonald benefited from the encouragement and material
support of Lady Byron, which helped him sustain literary
work in London. Adult prose fantasies were uncommon but
not unknown; Ruskin’s The King of the Golden River (1841),
though written for children, showed the Victorian appetite
for fairy narrative with ethical purpose.



The novel appeared amid swift industrial and scientific
change. The Great Exhibition of 1851 had celebrated
manufacturing power under the Crystal Palace, while
railways knit Britain’s cities into an integrated economy.
Social critics such as Thomas Carlyle and John Ruskin
warned that mechanization and utilitarian metrics could
impoverish the spirit. Positivist and materialist currents
contended with older religious frameworks, and popular
works like Vestiges of the Natural History of Creation (1844)
stoked debate about creation and progress. Phantastes
aligns with writers who sought, not by polemic but by
romance, to vindicate the imagination as a medium for truth
and moral insight.

Interest in folklore and unseen realms formed another
Victorian backdrop. The very word folklore was coined in
1846 by William J. Thoms, and antiquarian collectors
compiled regional fairy legends alongside ballads and
customs. English translations of the Brothers Grimm since
the 1820s and works like Thomas Keightley’'s The Fairy
Mythology (1828) made continental and British fairy lore
widely accessible. At the same time, spiritualism spread
from the United States to Britain in the early 1850s,
provoking public fascination and controversy. In this
environment, narratives set in faerie or visionary spaces had
a ready cultural language for exploring conscience, desire,
and perception.

Victorian debates on character and gender informed the
era’s narratives of growth. Conduct literature and sermons
promoted self-discipline and moral earnestness; Thomas
Hughes’'s Tom Brown’s Schooldays (1857) popularized



models of manly formation. The separate-spheres ideal cast
domestic virtue and public action in complementary roles,
while medieval chivalry offered a language for purity and
service. The Bildungsroman flourished in English fiction,
from Jane Eyre (1847) to David Copperfield (1849-50).
Phantastes adopts a questing, introspective mode in which
encounters and temptations test perception and will,
aligning with mid-century concerns about how the self is
educated, refined, and made accountable.

While many contemporaries pursued social realism,
Phantastes consciously joined a countercurrent that revived
romance to probe moral and spiritual questions. Its Scottish
author wrote in England for a national readership steeped in
sermon, essay, and review, yet receptive to visionary
literature. Drawing on German Romanticism and Christian
pastoral thought, the book presents faerie as an arena for
the cultivation of sympathy, humility, and imagination
rather than as escapist whimsy. In doing so, it reflects
Victorian institutions—the pulpit, the lecture hall, the
lending library—while quietly scrutinizing the period’s
utilitarian and doctrinal certainties through the oblique,
searching methods of fantasy.
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For offering this new edition of my father’s Phantastes,
my reasons are three. The first is to rescue the work from an
edition illustrated without the author’s sanction, and so
unsuitably that all lovers of the book must have experienced
some real grief in turning its pages. With the copyright |
secured also the whole of that edition and turned it into
pulp.

My second reason is to pay a small tribute to my father
by way of personal gratitude for this, his first prose work,
which was published nearly fifty years ago. Though
unknown to many lovers of his greater writings, none of
these has exceeded it in imaginative insight and power of
expression. To me it rings with the dominant chord of his
life's purpose and work.

My third reason is that wider knowledge and love of the
book should be made possible. To this end | have been most
happy in the help of my father’'s old friend, who has
illustrated the book. | know of no other living artist who is
capable of portraying the spirit of Phantastes; and every
reader of this edition will, | believe, feel that the illustrations
are a part of the romance, and will gain through them some
perception of the brotherhood between George MacDonald
and Arthur Hughes.

GREVILLE MACDONALD.

September 1905.
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“Phantastes from ‘their fount’ all shapes deriving,

In new habiliments can quickly dight.”

FLETCHER'S Purple Island[1]

Es lassen sich Erzahlungen ohne Zusammenhang, jedoch
mit

Association, wie Traume, denken; Gedichte, die bloss
wohlklingend und voll schoner Worte sind, aber auch ohne
allen Sinn und Zusammenhang, hochstens einzelne
Strophen

verstandlich, wie Bruchstucke aus den verschiedenartigsten
Dingen. Diese wahre Poesie kann hochstens einen
allegorischen Sinn in Grossen, und eine indirecte Wirkung,
wie Musik, haben. Darum ist die Natur so rein poetisch, wie
die Stube eines Zauberers, eines Physikers, eine
Kinderstube, eine Polter- und Vorrathskammer.

Ein Marchen ist wie ein Traumbild ohne Zusammenhang. Ein
Ensemble wunderbarer Dinge und Begebenheiten, z. B. eine
musikalische Phantasie, die harmonischen Folgen einer
Aeolsharfe, die Natur selbst...

In einem echten Marchen muss alles wunderbar,
geheimnissvoll

und zusammenhangend sein; alles belebt, jeder auf eine
andere Art. Die ganze Natur muss wunderlich mit der
ganzen

Geisterwelt gemischt sein; hier tritt die Zeit der Anarchie,
der Gesetzlosigkeit, Freiheit, der Naturstand der Natur, die
Zeit von der Welt ein . . . Die Welt des Marchens ist die,



der Welt der Wahrheit durchaus entgegengesetzte, und
eben

darum ihr so durchaus ahnlich, wie das Chaos der
vollendeten

Schopfung ahnlich ist.--NOVALIS.
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“A spirit . . .

The undulating and silent well,

And rippling rivulet, and evening gloom,

Now deepening the dark shades, for speech assuming,
Held commune with him; as if he and it

Were all that was.”

SHELLEY'S Alastor[2].

| awoke one morning with the usual perplexity of mind
which accompanies the return of consciousness. As | lay and
looked through the eastern window of my room, a faint
streak of peach-colour, dividing a cloud that just rose above
the low swell of the horizon, announced the approach of the
sun. As my thoughts, which a deep and apparently
dreamless sleep had dissolved, began again to assume
crystalline forms, the strange events of the foregoing night
presented themselves anew to my  wondering
consciousness. The day before had been my one-and-
twentieth birthday. Among other ceremonies investing me
with my legal rights, the keys of an old secretary, in which
my father had kept his private papers, had been delivered
up to me. As soon as | was left alone, | ordered lights in the
chamber where the secretary stood, the first lights that had
been there for many a year; for, since my father’'s death,
the room had been left undisturbed. But, as if the darkness
had been too long an inmate to be easily expelled, and had
dyed with blackness the walls to which, bat-like, it had
clung, these tapers served but ill to light up the gloomy



hangings, and seemed to throw yet darker shadows into the
hollows of the deep-wrought cornice. All the further portions
of the room lay shrouded in a mystery whose deepest folds
were gathered around the dark oak cabinet which | now
approached with a strange mingling of reverence and
curiosity. Perhaps, like a geologist, | was about to turn up to
the light some of the buried strata of the human world, with
its fossil remains charred by passion and petrified by tears.
Perhaps | was to learn how my father, whose personal
history was unknown to me, had woven his web of story;
how he had found the world, and how the world had left
him. Perhaps | was to find only the records of lands and
moneys, how gotten and how secured; coming down from
strange men, and through troublous times, to me, who knew
little or nothing of them all. To solve my speculations, and to
dispel the awe which was fast gathering around me as if the
dead were drawing near, | approached the secretary; and
having found the key that fitted the upper portion, | opened
it with some difficulty, drew near it a heavy high-backed
chair, and sat down before a multitude of little drawers and
slides and pigeon-holes. But the door of a little cupboard in
the centre especially attracted my interest, as if there lay
the secret of this long-hidden world. Its key | found.

One of the rusty hinges cracked and broke as | opened
the door: it revealed a number of small pigeon-holes. These,
however, being but shallow compared with the depth of
those around the little cupboard, the outer ones reaching to
the back of the desk, | concluded that there must be some
accessible space behind; and found, indeed, that they were
formed in a separate framework, which admitted of the



whole being pulled out in one piece. Behind, | found a sort of
flexible portcullis of small bars of wood laid close together
horizontally. After long search, and trying many ways to
move it, | discovered at last a scarcely projecting point of
steel on one side. | pressed this repeatedly and hard with
the point of an old tool that was lying near, till at length it
yielded inwards; and the little slide, flying up suddenly,
disclosed a chamber—empty, except that in one corner lay
a little heap of withered rose-leaves, whose long-lived scent
had long since departed; and, in another, a small packet of
papers, tied with a bit of ribbon, whose colour had gone with
the rose-scent. Almost fearing to touch them, they
witnessed so mutely to the law of oblivion, | leaned back in
my chair, and regarded them for a moment; when suddenly
there stood on the threshold of the little chamber, as though
she had just emerged from its depth, a tiny woman-form, as
perfect in shape as if she had been a small Greek statuette
roused to life and motion. Her dress was of a kind that could
never grow old-fashioned, because it was simply natural: a
robe plaited in a band around the neck, and confined by a
belt about the waist, descended to her feet. It was only
afterwards, however, that | took notice of her dress,
although my surprise was by no means of so overpowering
a degree as such an apparition might naturally be expected
to excite. Seeing, however, as | suppose, some
astonishment in my countenance, she came forward within
a yard of me, and said, in a voice that strangely recalled a
sensation of twilight, and reedy river banks, and a low wind,
even in this deathly room:—



“Anodos, you never saw such a little creature before, did
you[lq]?”

“No,” said I; “and indeed | hardly believe | do now.”

“Ah! that is always the way with you men; you believe
nothing the first time; and it is foolish enough to let mere
repetition convince you of what you consider in itself
unbelievable. | am not going to argue with you, however,
but to grant you a wish[2q].”

Here | could not help interrupting her with the foolish
speech, of which, however, | had no cause to repent—

“How can such a very little creature as you grant or
refuse anything?”

“Is that all the philosophy you have gained in one-and-
twenty years?” said she. “Form is much, but size is nothing.
It is a mere matter of relation. | suppose your six-foot
lordship does not feel altogether insignificant, though to
others you do look small beside your old Uncle Ralph, who
rises above you a great half-foot at least. But size is of so
little consequence with old me, that I may as well
accommodate myself to your foolish prejudices.”

So saying, she leapt from the desk upon the floor, where
she stood a tall, gracious lady, with pale face and large blue
eyes. Her dark hair flowed behind, wavy but uncurled, down
to her waist, and against it her form stood clear in its robe of
white.

“Now,” said she, “you will believe me.”

Overcome with the presence of a beauty which | could
now perceive, and drawn towards her by an attraction
irresistible as incomprehensible, | suppose | stretched out



my arms towards her, for she drew back a step or two, and
said—

“Foolish boy, if you could touch me, | should hurt you.
Besides, | was two hundred and thirty-seven years old, last
Midsummer eve; and a man must not fall in love with his
grandmother, you know.”

“But you are not my grandmother,” said I.

“How do you know that?” she retorted. “l dare say you
know something of your great-grandfathers a good deal
further back than that; but you know very little about your
great-grandmothers on either side. Now, to the point. Your
little sister was reading a fairy-tale to you last night.”

“She was.”

“When she had finished, she said, as she closed the
book, ‘Is there a fairy-country, brother?’ You replied with a
sigh, ‘I suppose there is, if one could find the way into it.””

“l1 did; but | meant something quite different from what
you seem to think.”

“Never mind what | seem to think. You shall find the way
into Fairy Land to-morrow. Now look in my eyes.”

Eagerly | did so. They filled me with an unknown longing.
| remembered somehow that my mother died when | was a
baby. | looked deeper and deeper, till they spread around
me like seas, and | sank in their waters. | forgot all the rest,
till I found myself at the window, whose gloomy curtains
were withdrawn, and where | stood gazing on a whole
heaven of stars, small and sparkling in the moonlight. Below
lay a sea, still as death and hoary in the moon, sweeping
into bays and around capes and islands, away, away, | knew
not whither. Alas! it was no sea, but a low bog burnished by



the moon. “Surely there is such a sea somewhere!” said | to
myself. A low sweet voice beside me replied—

“In Fairy Land, Anodos.”

| turned, but saw no one. | closed the secretary, and went
to my own room, and to bed.

All this | recalled as | lay with half-closed eyes. | was soon
to find the truth of the lady’s promise, that this day | should
discover the road into Fairy Land.
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““Where is the stream?’ cried he, with tears. ‘Seest thou
its not in blue waves above us?’ He looked up, and lo! the
blue stream was flowing gently over their heads.”
—NOVALIS, Heinrich von Ofterdingen[3].

While these strange events were passing through my
mind, | suddenly, as one awakes to the consciousness that
the sea has been moaning by him for hours, or that the
storm has been howling about his window all night, became
aware of the sound of running water near me; and, looking
out of bed, | saw that a large green marble basin, in which |
was wont to wash, and which stood on a low pedestal of the
same material in a corner of my room, was overflowing like
a spring; and that a stream of clear water was running over
the carpet, all the length of the room, finding its outlet |
knew not where. And, stranger still, where this carpet, which
| had myself designed to imitate a field of grass and daisies,
bordered the course of the little stream, the grass-blades
and daisies seemed to wave in a tiny breeze that followed
the water’s flow; while under the rivulet they bent and
swayed with every motion of the changeful current, as if
they were about to dissolve with it, and, forsaking their fixed
form, become fluent as the waters.

My dressing-table was an old-fashioned piece of furniture
of black oak, with drawers all down the front. These were
elaborately carved in foliage, of which ivy formed the chief
part. The nearer end of this table remained just as it had
been, but on the further end a singular change had



commenced. | happened to fix my eye on a little cluster of
ivy-leaves. The first of these was evidently the work of the
carver; the next looked curious; the third was unmistakable
ivy; and just beyond it a tendril of clematis had twined itself
about the gilt handle of one of the drawers. Hearing next a
slight motion above me, | looked up, and saw that the
branches and leaves designed upon the curtains of my bed
were slightly in motion. Not knowing what change might
follow next, | thought it high time to get up; and, springing
from the bed, my bare feet alighted upon a cool green
sward; and although | dressed in all haste, | found myself
completing my toilet under the boughs of a great tree,
whose top waved in the golden stream of the sunrise with
many interchanging lights, and with shadows of leaf and
branch gliding over leaf and branch, as the cool morning
wind swung it to and fro, like a sinking sea-wave.

After washing as well as | could in the clear stream, | rose
and looked around me. The tree under which | seemed to
have lain all night was one of the advanced guard of a
dense forest, towards which the rivulet ran. Faint traces of a
footpath, much overgrown with grass and moss, and with
here and there a pimpernel even, were discernible along the
right bank. “This,” thought I, “must surely be the path into
Fairy Land, which the lady of last night promised | should so
soon find.” | crossed the rivulet, and accompanied it,
keeping the footpath on its right bank, until it led me, as |
expected, into the wood. Here | left it, without any good
reason: and with a vague feeling that | ought to have
followed its course, | took a more southerly direction.



for a distinctive cup- or spathe-shaped flower often called an
‘arum’ or ‘arum lily.’

7 A knight of the Arthurian legend (also spelled Perceval)
known from medieval romances as one of the chief seekers
of the Holy Grail, appearing in sources from the 12th
century onward.

8 Figure from classical mythology (notably Ovid’s
Metamorphoses): a sculptor who falls in love with a statue
he created, which is then brought to life; the story has
influenced many later literary and artistic works.

9 Refers to a traditional ballad about Sir Andrew Barton,
a Scottish mariner/privateer killed in naval conflict in the
early 16th century; his exploits and death were popular
subjects for ballads and chronicles in later centuries.

10 Mephistopheles is the demonic tempter in Johann
Wolfgang von Goethe's drama Faust, a major German
literary work published in two parts (the principal editions
appeared in 1808 and 1832).

11 The eve of Midsummer (around the summer solstice),
traditionally celebrated in much of Europe (commonly
around June 23-24) with bonfires and folk rituals, and often
associated in folklore with heightened supernatural activity.

12 A folkloric fairy-tale figure (English title often aligned
with the French Le Petit Poucet or related variants) who is
typically a very small but cunning boy who outwits an ogre;
the tale exists in multiple European forms from roughly the
17th-19th centuries.

13 A named room in this chapter that refers to the
narrator’s allotted lodging; ‘Anodos’ is the protagonist’s



name in George MacDonald’s Phantastes (used as his fairy
or heroic title).

14 A location or episode earlier in the novel mentioned
by the narrator; in the story it is associated with an
experience after which his power to see certain fairies was
diminished.

15 Porphyry is a hard, often purple-red igneous rock
historically prized for architectural columns and decorative
masonry; authors commonly mention porphyry to evoke
rich, classical building materials.

16 ‘Chintz’ denotes a printed, glazed cotton fabric widely
used in 18th-19th century upholstery and curtains, so
‘chintz  furniture’ means furnishings covered in that
patterned cotton.

17 Albertus Magnus (Albert the Great) was a
13th-century German Dominican friar, teacher and natural
philosopher (c.1200-1280) noted for wide-ranging writings
on natural science and for transmitting Aristotelian thought
into medieval scholasticism.

18 Heinrich Cornelius Agrippa von Nettesheim
(commonly Cornelius Agrippa) was a German polymath and
occult writer (1486-1535) whose books on magic, astrology
and alchemy circulated widely in early modern Europe.

19 The phrase refers to the medieval university in
Prague, commonly known today as Charles University,
founded by Emperor Charles IV in 1348 and one of Central
Europe’s oldest universities.

20 A camera obscura is a pre-photographic optical
device in which an image of the outside world is projected
through a small aperture or lens onto a surface inside a



darkened space, historically used to study perspective and
aid drawing.

21 A play by William Shakespeare, generally dated to
about 1609-1611; one of his late 'romances' that blends
tragedy and reconciliation and is known for themes of loss,
forgiveness, and reunion.

22 The title figure of an Elizabethan play by John Lyly;
the drama (late 16th century) treats the painter Apelles and
Campaspe, a woman traditionally associated in legend with
Alexander the Great.

23 In German folklore, kobolds are small goblin- or sprite-
like beings often pictured as household or mine spirits noted
for mischief or malice; 19th-century travel and folk accounts
commonly describe them as grotesque and noisy.

24 JEAN PAUL is the pen name of Johann Paul Friedrich
Richter (1763-1825), a German Romantic novelist and
humorist whose works were widely read in the late 18th and
early 19th centuries.

25 Hesperus is a titled work by Jean Paul (often cited in
English translations), a long Romantic prose piece originally
published in German around the turn of the 19th century
(commonly known by the fuller German title Hesperus, oder
45 Blcher der Nacht).

26 SCHLEIERMACHERS refers to Friedrich Schleiermacher
(1768-1834), a German theologian and philosopher noted
for his contributions to modern hermeneutics and liberal
theology.

27 Monologen (literally 'Monologues') is a prose work by
Schleiermacher containing devotional and philosophical



