
The Shadow of the Players

n one of the tales which make up the series of the Mabinogion, two enemy
kings play chess while in a nearby valley their respective armies battle and

destroy each other. Messengers arrive with reports of the battle; the kings do
not seem to hear them and, bent over the silver chessboard, they move the gold
pieces. Gradually it becomes apparent that the vicissitudes of the battle follow
the vicissitudes of the game. Toward dusk, one of the kings overturns the board
because he has been checkmated, and presently a blood-spattered horseman
comes to tell him: ‘Your army is in flight. You have lost the kingdom.’

— EDWIN MORGAN
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The May morning place, by ,
unreal to him as the day he was born, an event perhaps truer than any other, but
which we only manage to think of as an incredible idea. When he suddenly
discovered the secret and impressive control the other one had over her, he
decided to do it. He told himself that perhaps he would operate for her sake, to
free her from a useless, degrading seduction. However, he was thinking of
himself, he was following a road first taken long ago. And that morning, leaving
the house, after it had all happened, he saw that the wind had driven away the
mist, and on raising his eyes before the blinding clarity, he saw in the sky a
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