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Floris and Blancheflour

anon
thirteenth century Middle English retelling of a mid-twelfth century Old Fench romance

F

loris and Blancheflour were the ancestors of Charlemagne, King Charles the Great
of France. Listen, while I tell you their story, which concerns love. I heard this tale
from two maidens.
Floris was born a pagan, although he was later baptized. Blancheflour was a Christian,
the daughter of a lady who had been captured by the Moorish King of Spain. Floris was
the son of King Fenix of Spain and Blancheflour’s mother had been given to the king’s
wife to serve her. But the queen treated this Christian lady fairly enough; she had been
recently widowed when she was captured in the north of Spain, in Galicia, and it was not
long before the king’s wife noticed that she and this Christian lady were both pregnant
to the same degree. When he was born, the King’s son was named Floris. The Christian
lady’s daughter was born on the same day and given the name Blancheflour. By now, the
queen had become such good friends with this Christian lady that she was allowed to
keep her faith and she was given Floris to bring up as well as her own daughter.
Ne thurst men never in londe, after feirer children fonde; the Cristen woman fedde hem thoo, ful wel she lovyd
hem both twoo; so longe she fedde hem in feere, that they were of elde of seven yere – No

two fairer children had ever been seen, anywhere, and the Christian woman fed them both and loved
them equally. She looked after them both until they were seven years old.
The king then told his son that it was time
for him to begin his schooling. Floris was set
to his books, as all the boys were at that time.
‘You will throw all your energy into learning
how to read,’ his father instructed him.
Floris replied in tears: ‘Can’t Blancheflour
come with me? I don’t want to go to school
without Blancheflour. I won’t be able to learn
a thing or to read or sing anything without
her!’
‘She can go with you,’ the king relented. So they were both put to school, through the
enlightened laws that pertained at this time, and both found it easy to learn and grew to
love each other dearly. They loved each other so much that it was hard to think of them
ever being separated.

When they had been to school for five years, they were both proficient in Latin and
could write well enough on parchment. The king was aware of the great love that had
grown between them and thought it unlikely that this would lessen by the time his
son approached marriageable age. He feared that Floris
would be reluctant to marry any other maiden when the
Floris and Blancheflour is a Middle English
law required him to find a wife, and he shared his con- retelling of an Old French romace dating
cerns with his wife.
to the mid-twelfth century. This Middle
‘Madam,’ he said. ‘I will tell you what I have decided.
Blancheflour must be killed. Floris will quickly forget
about her. Then, when the time comes, he’ll be willing to
marry someone more suitable.’
‘Sir,’ his wife replied, trying desperately to think of a way
of saving Blancheflour’s life. ‘We must think of Floris’s
honour; it would be much to his advantage if they were
simply separated, rather than risk staining his reputation
with her blood.’ The king thought about this and reluctantly agreed. ‘What shall we do then?’ he asked.
‘Sir, we shall send our son Floris to the land of Mountargis. My sister will be delighted to see him. Her husband
rules over that country and when she understands the
reason why he has been sent to her, she will do her utmost
to make him fall in love with some other young maiden
and forget all about Blancheflour. And Sir, also,’ she said,
‘I recommend that Blancheflour’s mother pretends to be
ill, so that the maiden will not want to leave her when
Floris goes.’

English version was composed sometime
around 1250, making it the second-oldest surviving romance in medieval English,
after King Horn. The story exists in many
other European languages of the period,
testifying to its popularity, and this Middle English version may have been initially
transmitted as an oral tale, since at least two
distinct versions are known to have evolved
by 1300. Like the Breton lai Guigemar, the
story tells of the reunion of a pair of lovers who become separated. Like almost all
medieval romances, it requires the hero to
assume a disguise. Like the Middle English
Arthurian tale of Sir Perceval of Galles,
it involves a magic ring that confers upon
its wearer an invulnerability to death.
Floris and Blancheflour is found in
Middle English in four other surviving medieval manuscripts, including two
dating to c. 1300, as well as the famous
Auchinleck Manuscript of c. 1330–40.
The story presented here is identical to that
found in the Auchinleck Manuscript.

The children were very upset when they were told that
they could no longer be together. Such sadness had never been seen before. Floris openly
wept in front of his father. ‘Sir, he stammered, ‘you are doing this to punish me! Making
me go without Blancheflour! All my joy is gone forever if I can’t be with her!’
‘Son, Blancheflour will come out and join you within a fortnight, whether her mother
has recovered from her illness or not,’ replied the king, trying to placate him.
‘If you promise to send her within a fortnight to join me, I don’t care where I go,’ said
Floris.
So Floris agreed to all this and the king was pleased. He instructed his chamberlain to
look after his son and in appropriate splendour they made the journey as befits a king’s
son. Duke Orgas received them with great honour, and Floris’s aunt was delighted to
see her young nephew. But Floris’s thoughts were always on Blancheflour. His aunt and
uncle tried hard to please and entertain him, but nothing could cheer him up, neither

the games nor the minstrels they provided for his amusement. The joy of his life was
absent. His aunt set him to his lessons with all the other boys. Many came to this castle
to be educated. But Floris sighed a lot and learned very little. He yearned for Blancheflour. Whenever anybody spoke to him, he listened with only half his thoughts on what
was being said; the other half were on Blancheflour. Sweet love had overcome him, deep
within his heart.
Neither galingale nor liquorice were anywhere near as sweet to Floris as Blancheflour’s
love. Nothing was as sweet. He thought about her so much that a single day without her
seemed to him like three. He endured this agony of separation until the fortnight was
up, and when he saw that she had not yet arrived, he stopped eating and drinking. The
chamberlain sent word to the King of Spain, informing him of his son’s deterioration.
The king broke the seal, read the letter and his face dropped. Calling out angrily to the
queen, he exclaimed: ‘Fetch that damned girl! Her head must be cut off at once!’
The queen was distraught to hear this. ‘For God’s love Sir! Mercy!’ said this good lady.
‘There is a harbour nearby where rich merchants can be found, ones from Babylon. They
will purchase this girl without batting an eyelid and then you can get something in return for her and she will disappear forever without us having to kill her.’
Grudgingly, the king granted this. He sent for
a wealthy townsman from the port, one who
was a skilled merchant, courteous and could
speak many languages. Quickly, the maiden
was given over into his care, taken to the port
and the merchant received twenty gold marks
for her and a golden drinking goblet. There
was nothing in the world like this goblet and
none so well engraved; he who made it had
been no apprentice! On it was depicted how
Paris led away Helen, and on the lid was an
emblem of the love between the two of them.
On the lid’s knob was a huge red garnet and
there was no cellar in the world so deep that it would not give enough light to the butler
to decant the wine there! All was of silver and gold. Aeneas won this goblet in the battle
for Troy and brought it into Lombardy and gave it to his love. The cup was stolen from
Caesar’s treasure house and it was this same thief who now gave it in payment for the
maiden Blancheflour, for he fully expected to be able to gain three like it in exchange for
this maiden when he arrived back in his own country.
These merchants sailed on a long voyage over the sea with Blancheflour until they arrived
at their home port of Babylon. Soon, they had sold the maiden to the emir of that city,
receiving for her seven times her own weight in gold! The Emir of Babylon had it in his
mind to make her his queen, so he placed her in his harem of maidens. The merchants
were well satisfied with their work. But let us leave Blancheflour and speak of Floris.

The Spanish merchant returned to the king with the payment he had received for
Blancheflour and gave him the coins and the gold goblet. Then a magnificent tomb was
constructed in a temple and upon it lay a beautifully-painted carving with inscribed letters all around. Whoever could read these words found the inscription: Here lies sweet
Blancheflour, whom Floris loved.
Now Floris travelled back to see his father. He dismounted in his hall, greeted his mother
and his father and scarcely had these words left his mouth than he quickly asked to see
Blancheflour. Nobody was inclined to burden him with the truth so they said nothing;
quickly, he went to see Blancheflour’s mother. ‘Where is she?’ he asked.
‘Sir,’ she replied. ‘Truly, I don’t know where she is,’ and frowned, as though hiding something.
‘You are lying!’ cried Floris, detecting some subterfuge. ‘Don’t hurt me like this. Tell me
where she is!’
The lady reflected upon the lie that the king had ordered her to give his son and weeping
she said: ‘Sir, Blancheflour is dead.’
‘She is dead?’
‘Yes!’
‘Alas! When did she die?’
‘She was buried less than two weeks ago. She died for love of you.’
Floris collapsed onto the floor in tears. The Christian woman began to cry to Jesus
Christ and to the Virgin Mary. The king and the queen heard this commotion and came
running into the chamber. The queen saw her son lying on the floor. The king was very
concerned to see the boy he loved in such a state and when he awoke and could speak
once more, Floris could not stop weeping and sighing as he begged his mother: ‘Take
me to where Blancheflour lies.’
So the queen took her son to see the tomb. Floris was in such a state of distress that it
looked as though he was about to die himself as he read the letters inscribed on the cold
stone: Here lies sweet Blancheflour, whom Floris loved. Three times he fainted and when
he awoke he could not utter a word; then, weeping, he cried: ‘Blancheflour. Blancheflour! A more beautiful thing than you has never lived! You were so worthy, everybody
loved you, for your goodness and your beauty and your bearing. If death had done his
work properly, we should both have died on the same night. Born together, on a single
day, we should have died together. Envious death, full of deceit, you are to blame, you
have stolen my love from me. She would have lived, but you prevented her from doing
so and gladly will I now die, if you will let me. Death, I shall dry my tears and find rest.
Now I shall kill myself.’ He drew his dagger from its sheath and would have thrust it
into his heart had his mother not quickly seen what he was about to do, fallen upon him
and seized the dagger from his grasp. She took the knife from him and so saved his life.

The queen ran from the tomb weeping and quickly found the king: ‘For God’s love,
mercy!’ she cried. ‘Of the twelve children I have born, only Floris now lives and it is better that this girl becomes his wife than that he dies for her sake!’
‘Madam, you are right,’ conceded the king. ‘Since this appears to be the only way, I
would prefer that he married her than that he died.’
The queen was happy to hear this and ran back to Floris: ‘Floris, my son, listen to me.
Be glad, for you shall see your love again. Floris, through your father’s machinations, and
through mine, we had this tomb constructed for your sake, in the hope that you would
forget about the maiden Blancheflour and take a wife whom we approved of.’ And then
she told him about the merchant, the gold, how Blancheflour had been sold – she told
him everything.
‘Is this true?’ asked Floris.
‘It is,’ replied his mother. ‘Blancheflour is not lying in this tomb.’ Then they had the
stone lifted from the grave and it was plain to them all that the tomb was empty.
‘Now I believe you,’ said Floris. ‘And now I may live; but I shall not rest, night or day,
until I have found Blancheflour. I shall set out at once to find her. I shall search for her,
even if it takes me to the ends of the Earth.’
Floris went to the king to take his leave. His father begged him not to go. But: ‘Sir, I will
not give this up for anything,’ replied Floris. ‘If I stay, it will be a great disgrace.’
‘Since this is so, and since I cannot dissuade you, then we shall provide you with everything you are likely to need for your journey,’ said his father.
‘Dear father,’ replied Floris, ‘I shall tell you what I need. I shall need seven fine horses,
two of them laden with gold and silver, two loaded with coin to spend along the way
and three with clothes, the finest that can be found in your kingdom; seven horses and
seven men, three squires and your own chamberlain, who is a noble man and whom I
trust. He can oversee everything, and we shall travel as merchants.’
Floris’s father was a gracious king. He fetched the golden goblet he had received for
Blancheflour and gave it to his son. ‘Have this, son,’ he said. ‘With it you may win
Blancheflour, that sweet thing, that fair maid, if this is possible.’ Then the king ordered
that a palfrey be saddled. One side of the horse was white and the other side red; it was
as white as milk on the one side and as red as silk on the other, and I could not begin to
tell you how fine the saddle was. It was encrusted with jewels, with gold and precious
stones embroidered into the fabric with gold thread.
The queen was generous as well. She took from her finger a ring. ‘Take this ring, son.
While you are wearing it, you need fear nothing. Fire will not burn you, the sea will
not drown you and steel will not be able to cut you. And always it will bring you good
luck.’ Then weeping, his mother and father said goodbye and kissed their son softly on
the lips.

Floris and the chamberlain made haste to depart and soon they came to the hostelry
where Blancheflour had spent the night. They were dressed in the finest clothes, like
merchants. The lord of the house was a courteous man; he set the boy beside him in a
fine chair and with great relish they all fell to their food. Everybody in the hall drank and
ate and made good conversation, except for Floris, who sat deep in thought, eating and
drinking nothing. His thoughts were on Blancheflour. The lady of the house guessed
that he must be in mourning and said quietly to her husband: ‘Haven’t you noticed how
this young man is pining for somebody? He takes no interest in his food and drink. He
is no merchant, I would say.’
‘Young man,’ she said, turning to Floris. ‘I can see that your thoughts are elsewhere. The
other day, we had a young lady sitting here, her name was Blancheflour. She was brought
here before they put her on a ship bound for Babylon. They intend to sell her there and
I imagine she will command a high price. She behaved just like you – no differently
– except that you are a boy and she was a girl.’
When Floris heard Blancheflour’s name mentioned, his spirits rose immediately. Lifting
his goblet he said: ‘Dame, this toast is to you, both the wine and the golden goblet itself.
For my mind has been in turmoil, wondering where I could begin looking for Blancheflour and now you have given me news of my love. No weather will stop me now from
seeking her in Babylon.’
Floris rested in that place for the night and the following morning, as soon as it was light, he found
a ship bound for that city. The weather was good,
the winds fair and soon he was sailing across the salt
sea. Floris gave generously to the mariners and they
in turn, out of gratitude and respect, brought him
quickly and safely to his destination. As soon as he
set foot on land, Floris eagerly thanked God’s providence for bringing him safely to where Blancheflour
had been taken. It felt like Paradise to him.
Soon, Floris began gathering news. The Emir of Babylon, he heard, was due to hold a feast at which all the noblemen of the region would
be in attendance. Everybody of importance in the kingdom would be there to hear what
the emir had to say. Floris was delighted to learn this because it might give him an opportunity of finding news of Blancheflour, if there was to be a public gathering. Floris
travelled for many days to the delightful city of Babylon and there he found wealthy
lodgings, as befits a king’s son. The accommodation was palatial, Floris had never seen
anything like it. The lord of the inn was very rich, with much gold coming his way from
travellers journeying by land and sea. Floris had no thoughts of economising but spent
generously on food and drink, on red wine and white. The lord of the inn was a worldly
man and sat the young man beside him, at his right hand, as they ate. Floris, however,
did not eat. He brooded over Blancheflour. The mercantile and courteous innkeeper,

noticing this, said: ‘Child, I believe you are worried about your merchandise?’
‘No, I am not thinking about my goods and chattels, I am thinking about a far more
valuable item that I wish to exchange it all for,’ replied Floris. ‘My fear is that I shall find
it but then not be able to recover it.’
‘The beautiful maiden Blancheflour was sitting here only a few days ago,’ declared his
host. ‘All the time that she was here, she sat disconsolately in this hall and in her private
room, lamenting Floris, whom she loves. She was very miserable and spoke only of this
one young man.’
Floris ordered that a silver cup be brought to him immediately, and some scarlet clothing, lined with fur. Then he gave these to his host: ‘Take these, for your honour, and for
giving me news of Blancheflour,’ he said. ‘She was stolen away from my country and I
have come looking for her. If anyone can tell me where she’s been taken to, I’d be a very
happy man.’
‘Child, she has been taken to Babylon,’ replied his host. ‘The emir has purchased her. He
paid seven times her weight in gold and was willing to give such a large amount because
of her beauty and for her worth. He wants to take her as his wife and has put her into
his harem, in the special apartments he reserves for his maidens, in a high tower.’
Floris stayed there the night. In the morning, he arose, gave a hundred shillings to his
host and to his wife, kissed them both in farewell and took his leave. But before going,
he implored his host to advise him, if he could, how it might be possible for him to gain
entry into this harem to which Blancheflour had been taken.
‘Child, you will shortly come to a bridge,’ replied his host, helpfully. ‘On the other side
of this bridge you will see an inn; this luxurious accommodation will be obvious to
you. The person who owns this place is a courteous man, we have sworn brotherhood
together – he will be able to advise you and to tell you all that you need to know. I will
give you a ring so he will know that you’ve come with my blessing, and he will be as
willing to help you as though it were me he was helping.’
Floris took this ring and bade the innkeeper farewell, for he was eager to be off. By midday, he had arrived at the bridge. He went immediately to the hostelry that was there
and found this innkeeper sitting upon a marble seat. He seemed a very noble and courteous man and his name was Darius. Floris greeted him, produced the ring and entrusted
it to him. And as a result of this ring, Floris had excellent service and some fine food!
– fish, meat and the choicest bread, and wine, both red and white. But Floris continually
sighed and seemed very miserable, and at last his host felt compelled to ask: ‘What is it
that is making you so sad? I guess that you are without somebody you love, and this is
making you miserable. Or is it that this accommodation is not to your liking?’
‘Sir, I have never stayed in a more delightful place,’ Floris assured him. ‘May God let me
see the day when I may properly repay you. But my thoughts are all on the merchandise
I hope to acquire. I fear I may have trouble getting it and my greatest concern is that I

shall locate it but then be unable to reclaim it.’
‘Tell me what it is that you are seeking,’ said his host. ‘I will be happy to help you.’
Floris told the man everything; how Blancheflour had been stolen from him, how he
was the son of the King of Spain and had come looking for Blancheflour through the
great love that he bore for her and how he was now looking for some way to release her
from the emir’s harem. His host looked at him as though he was mad. ‘Child,’ he said,
‘I see how things stand. You are eager to die. The emir has invited a hundred and fifty of
his finest knights to a tournament and the most valiant king amongst them would not
dare to attempt such a thing. If the emir found out, you would be a dead man for sure.
Babylon, I know, is seventy miles in circumference and in the wall there are a hundred
and forty gates and twenty strong towers and every day of the year there are markets
with people milling about and goods to be traded and stored and secured; and there are
a further hundred towers within the city, even more than this perhaps, and the weakest
of them would be able to resist the siege of an emperor! If all the men in all the world
had sworn to recover that maiden, they would be able more easily to pluck the sun and
the moon from out of the sky!
‘Let me tell you: in the city, right in the middle, there stands a splendid tower. It is thousands of feet high and hundreds of feet wide and it is skilfully fashioned out of marble.
There is nothing to compare with it in the whole of Christendom. The mortar is so
strong that steel cannot break it. A high pinnacle above the roof is so ingeniously constructed that none like it has ever been seen before. Nobody needs to light a lantern or a
lamp in this city because it shines as brightly at night as the sun does during the day.
‘In this tower there are twenty-four rooms that are
reserved for the emir’s maidens, and any man who
could find a way of living there would be happy indeed. He would think that he had wandered into
Paradise! There are servants who wait upon these
maidens; but no man who still retains his manhood
is allowed in this place. All of these servants are eunuchs. At the entrance to this tower is a gatekeeper,
a proud and finely dressed man who is brave and
astute and if any man approaches the tower without his permission, he is assaulted and castrated at
once.
‘The emir is so magnificent that every year he chooses a new wife for the year. He has all
the maidens fetched from this tower and taken to an orchard that is the most delightful
on Earth. There is birdsong in this lovely place and it is surrounded by a wall whose least
stone is made of solid crystal. Inscribed upon this wall is much of the wisdom of the
world. There is a spring in this orchard that is wonderfully contrived – its waters come
from Paradise and its gravel is all of precious stones, each with magic power. There are

sapphires and sards, onyx and chalcedony. And this spring is so astute that if any maiden
who has slept with a man comes to wash at it, the water will scream out as though it is
mad and the water on the maiden’s hands will turn the colour of blood! The girl who is
accused in this way will quickly be killed, but those who are true virgins can wash in the
water without fear.
‘Beside this spring there stands a tree, the fairest on Earth. It is called the Tree of Love
and it bears blossom all the year round. The maidens are brought beneath this tree and
the one that a flower falls onto is declared to be the queen. If there is a maiden there
whom the emir particularly desires, this blossom will fall upon her, through the power of
its magic and enchantment. The emir chooses his next queen in this way, and everybody
this year expects it to be Blancheflour.’
Floris fainted three times at this news before he could speak. ‘Darius, I shall die unless
you can help me,’ he sighed at last, weeping.’
‘Dear child, I can see that this is a matter of life and death to you. The best advice I can
give, then – and I can give you no other – is that you go tomorrow to the tower disguised
as a workman. Carry in your hands a measuring rod and a set square as though you are a
mason. Pretend to inspect the tower. The porter is a cruel and distrustful fellow and will
come immediately over to see what you are doing and will accuse you of everything he
can think of. He will say that you are spying. You must answer him calmly and politely
and say that you are an engineer, come to inspect the tower because you wish to make
one like it in your own land. It will not be long before he invites you to play chess with
him. He will be very insistent, for he will be eager to take all your money from you.
‘When the board is brought out, tell him that you will only play if there is to be money
involved. Have thirty marks on you, in your pocket. If he wins anything from you, give
it to him straight away, and if you win something from him, don’t be in any hurry to
receive it. Then he will be very eager to invite you to play again the next day. Tell him
that you will be delighted to do so.’
‘The next day, take sixty marks along with you, but don’t bring the gold cup, the one
that was given in payment for Blancheflour. Wait until the third day before doing this.
On this third day, take along with you a hundred pounds, as well as the gold cup. Give
him as much money as you can. Pay no heed to the amount. He will be very eager to
persuade you to place your golden goblet down as a bet. At first you will say that you
are tired of playing and want to stop. He will raise his own stake in order to tempt you
to the board. Then you will agree to let him have the cup anyway, although it is of fine
gold and immensely valuable, and indeed, you will say that you would do so even if it
was three times as valuable. Give him the impression that you have no shortage of funds
and own an immense amount of wealth – gold, silver and rich lands. He will by now
have formed such a desire to be friends with you that he will fall to your feet and beg to
become your man. You will graciously accept this offer of trust and his oath of fidelity,
for he will then be able to help you in some scheme that you may devise.’

And this was exactly what Floris did! On the third day, the porter swore to become his
man.
‘Now that you are my man and all my trust is in you, perhaps you will be able to give
me some advice, and so save my life,’ said Floris. And he told the man everything: how
Blancheflour had been taken from him and sold, that he was the son of the King of
Spain and had come to Babylon because of his love for her, and that he intended to find
some way of rescuing her. The porter listened to all of this and sighed miserably.
‘I am betrayed!’ he moaned. ‘I have been betrayed by this gold and this cup and my life is
now in jeopardy. But I know how things stand. I do not wish to die for you but neither,
whilst there is life left in my body, will I go against my vow of loyalty to you. I will be
true to our agreement, come what may. Go back to your lodgings while I think of a plan.
Give me three days. I will do what I can for you.’
Floris spent these three days talking when in company, weeping when alone, and the
time dragged interminably. Meanwhile, the porter conceived a plan. He arranged for
flowers to be gathered from a meadow, pretending to guess that this would be to the
maidens’ liking. He had two baskets filled, and this was his plan: to hide Floris in one
of these baskets.
Two eunuchs were fetched to carry this load and
it was so heavy that they began to complain. They
asked God to send a bad end to the person who had
put so many flowers into this one basket! And when
they were told where to take it, they were given muddled directions, took a left turn before coming to
Blancheflour’s room and brought the basket instead,
with all the flowers, to the room of a maiden called
Clarice.
The eunuchs set down the basket, offered a curse to
the person who had stuffed it with so many heavy blooms and left it there. Clarice came
up to the basket and was eager to see the flowers and to hold them. Floris believed that
the footsteps he could hear were those of Blancheflour and he sprang out like a Jack-inthe-box. Clarice screamed and cried out in fear. Floris, realising his mistake, ducked back
down again beneath the flowers, thinking that he had been betrayed and little caring
now if his death was imminent. Maidens came running into Clarice’s room, ten, twenty,
and very quickly a crowd of young ladies had gathered, all asking what it was that had
caused Clarice to scream so loudly. But Clarice by now had guessed that the basket was
meant for Blancheflour; their rooms were next to each other and she and Blancheflour
were often in one another’s company. They had confided in one another and were good
friends. Quickly, Clarice told them all to go back to their rooms.
‘I went to pick up some flowers from this basket when a large butterfly flew out and
startled me. I’m sorry. That’s all it was.’

The maidens laughed and returned to their rooms. As soon as they were gone, Clarice
went swiftly into Blancheflour’s room and said jokingly: ‘Would you like to come to see
a really lovely flower? You will like it when you see it, I promise!’
‘Go away, Clarice,’ replied Blancheflour, dejectedly. ‘Don’t make fun of me. Everybody
is saying that the flower is going to fall on me and that the emir is going to choose me
as his wife; but that day shall never dawn when men accuse me of being untrue. I shall
never change my love for another. Neither will Floris. And now that I shall never see
Floris again, no other man is going to have the pleasure of my body, I assure you!’
Clarice stood listening to this display of faithfulness and fierce rebellion and said, laughing: ‘Come and see this flower. Please come.’
Blancheflour followed Clarice into her room, where Floris was already overjoyed because
he had been able to hear all that had been said in the adjoining room. He stood up in
the basket. Blancheflour’s colour changed. They both recognised one another immediately. Without saying a word, they ran into each other’s arms and hugged and kissed,
then they began to weep, clasping each other in their arms for a long while, although it
seemed to them just a moment. Clarice stood and watched them, and then, laughing,
she said to Blancheflour: ‘Friend – do you recognise this flower? You had little interest
in seeing it a moment ago, but now you won’t let go of it! It would take some rare skill
indeed to prise the two of you apart now!’
Floris and Blancheflour both fell at Clarice’s feet weeping and begging her not to reveal
what she had seen; for they all knew that if the emir found out they would both be killed
for sure.
‘Have no more fear than if it was I, myself, in your place,’ Clarice assured Blancheflour.
‘You may trust that I will bring comfort and happiness to you both.’ Then she led them
to the bed and made them lie down on the silk sheets and coverlets. When they were
safely on the bed, she drew the curtains around them. Floris and Blancheflour immediately began to hold one another again and to kiss.
‘Lord who made man, God’s Son, thank you!’ whispered Blancheflour. ‘My sorrows are
at an end. I have found my love and all my cares have melted away to nothing.’ Each
told the other how unhappy they had been since their separation. Clarice did all that
they asked of her, quietly and with discretion. But she may not be able to protect them
for very long. For the emir is in the habit of summoning two maidens from their rooms
every morning to fetch him water and basin and towels to serve him – he washes his
hands in the basin and one of the two maidens produces a mirror and a comb; but however well they honour him, another two are chosen to perform this duty the next day,
and by chance, the very next morning it is the turn of Clarice and Blancheflour to serve
the emir in this way.
The morning following Floris’s arrival in a basket of flowers, it was Clarice and Blancheflour’s turn to wait upon the emir. Clarice got up early and – God bless her – she called

to Blancheflour to quickly arise and to go down to the emir’s apartments with her, which
were lower down in the tower. ‘I’m coming,’ called Blancheflour, but she was still half
asleep.
Clarice got ready and made her way to the emir, thinking that Blancheflour had already
gone on ahead. As soon as she arrived, the emir asked after Blancheflour.
‘Sir – she has been awake all night,’ said Clarice, thinking quickly. ‘She has been kneeling and reading from that book that she reads, praying all night to her God to give you
his blessing and grant you a long life. And
now she is fast asleep.’
‘She is a very sweet girl,’ replied the emir. ‘I
am right to desire her as my wife, if she makes
such an effort to secure a long life for me.
When their turn came around again, Clarice
arose early in the morning and urged Blancheflour to get up. ‘What are you waiting for?’
she called. ‘Get up!’
‘I’m on my way,’ Blancheflour replied as Floris
began to cuddle up to her and she fell asleep
again in his arms; something they will soon
come to regret.
Clarice arrived at the column from which water was pumped up to the higher levels of
the tower, carrying the gold basin that she was to take to the emir. She called once more
to Blancheflour to come with her. There was no reply, so Clarice assumed that she had
already left. She made her way down to the lower levels of the tower, to the emir’s apartments, and at once the emir asked after Blancheflour and wondered why she was not
there, as she was supposed to be.
‘She was up before I was,’ replied Clarice. ‘I was expecting to find her here. Hasn’t she
arrived yet?’
‘She is treating me too casually,’ said the emir and he called his chamberlain to him, instructing the man to go and find out where Blancheflour was. The chamberlain went at
once to her room and stood before her bed. There he could see Floris and Blancheflour
together, kissing one another. The chamberlain went straight back to the emir to tell him
what he had seen. The emir called for his sword. Then, swearing that he would quickly
find out what was going on, he strode determinedly with his chamberlain to where Floris and Blancheflour were still lying together. They were fast asleep. The emir ordered
that the bedclothes be pulled back. This was done and it was immediately apparent that
one of them was male, the other female. The emir shook with rage! His instincts were all
for killing them there and then. But before he killed them, he thought, he would find
out exactly who this man was.

Floris and Blancheflour awoke and saw a naked sword above their heads. They were both
terrified.
‘Tell me, my fine friend, who made you so brave as to dare to come into my tower to
sleep with this maiden?’ said the emir to Floris. ‘You were born under an unfortunate
star, this much is certain, for an ugly death is to be your reward for this.’ They both
cried imploringly for mercy and the emir relented enough to agree to call together all his
noblemen to pass judgment upon them. He ordered them to get up and put on some
clothes. Then he had them tied up and thrown into his prison, while he assembled all
his barons. And to get quickly to the point, all the noblemen arrived and gathered in his
magnificent hall; kings and dukes filled the space as the emir angrily set out the charge
against the two prisoners.
‘Lords and nobleman, you have all heard of the greatly honoured maiden Blancheflour,
the maiden I paid an immense amount of money for, seven times her weight in gold. I
did this because of her beauty and for her inestimable worth, and also because I truly
believed that she would make me a fitting queen. But I have this very morning stood
before her bed and found a naked man beside her. My immediate thought was to kill
them both, there and then, despite their pleading. I was wild with anger and yet I chose
to stay my hand and to send for you. I want you to pass judgment for me. And now that
you know all the facts, avenge me quickly, I urge you.’
‘We have heard all about this disgraceful matter,’ said one of the kings. ‘But before we condemn them to death, we would like to hear
what they have to say for themselves. Our
judgment will not be proper unless we hear
them speak in their defence.’
So Floris and Blancheflour were sent for.
Preparations were made to burn them alive.
Two strong Saracens led the frightened children towards the fire. They wept for one another as they were led to their deaths.
‘We have no hope now,’ confided Floris to
Blancheflour. ‘If it was possible for a man to do so, I would die twice; once for you and
once again for myself, for I am completely responsible for what is about to happen to
us.’
‘The guilt is all mine,’ insisted Blancheflour, through her tears.
Then Floris took the ring that his mother had given him. ‘Take this ring,’ he said to
Blancheflour. ‘You cannot die while it is yours.’ He gave her the ring, but she gave it
back to him. ‘I shall never wear it if doing so condemns me to watching you die!’ she
insisted. Floris tried to force the ring onto her finger and she threw it away. A duke spot-

ted it on the ground and leant over to pick it up. He was very pleased to have found it.
And so the children were taken to their fate, and stood weeping before the flames. They
stood before all the kings and dukes, and they thought their situation hopeless. There
was no man so hard of heart that he did not look upon these two children and wish that
he could reprieve them – or perhaps purchase them with gold or some other wealth,
if they would only speak in their own defence. Floris was so fine a young man and
Blancheflour so sweet a maiden. Of all the men and women alive today, there are none
who could possibly look as handsome and dignified in adversity as these two did. Nobody would have guessed that they were being taken to their deaths, except only by the
tears that trickled down their cheeks. But the emir was in no mood for pity. His anger
still burned. He ordered them to be bound and then he threw them into the fire. But
the duke who had picked up the ring summoned the courage suddenly to speak in their
defence. He was eager to try to help them if he could and explained how he had seen
them passing the ring to each other and then finally throwing it away. The emir commanded the children to be taken from the fire so that they might speak. He asked Floris
who he was and Floris replied quickly: ‘Sir, never mind about me, but you shouldn’t kill
this maiden. Kill me, Sir, but let the girl live!’
‘No, the guilt is mine!’ cried Blancheflour.
‘Then you shall both die,’ shouted the emir. ‘I shall take my vengeance upon you both!’
He drew his sword from its sheath as though to kill them. Blancheflour bent her neck
forward to take the blow, but Floris pulled her back. ‘I am a man and I shall go first,’
he said to Blancheflour. ‘You should not receive a blow that is rightfully mine.’ He bent
his own head forwards to receive the emir’s sword, but Blancheflour pushed him out of
the way. All the kings and dukes who were watching this were amazed at the children’s
eagerness to die for one another. They all said: ‘Sir, it is hard for us to bear this pitiful
scene.’ The emir, although he was still angry, was beginning to feel less antipathy towards
them himself, seeing them so eager to save one another and how every king and duke
was standing with tears in his eyes. And because he had loved the maiden so much, he
could not stop himself from weeping as well; he turned away and let his sword fall to
the ground. He could not hold it. The duke who had found the ring spoke privately
to the emir, and his words had an immediate effect. He advised the emir to spare the
children.
‘Sir, there is little to be gained by killing these children. It would stand you in better stead
to find out from Floris who it was who helped him to get into your harem. It would be
wise to know if there is anyone you should be wary of.’ So the emir said the Floris:
‘Who made it possible for you to get into my tower?’
‘I will never tell you that, unless this person can be forgiven as well. I will only tell you
if this is agreed to beforehand.’
On the advice of his noblemen, the emir assented. So Floris told the whole story, from

beginning to end: how Blancheflour had been sold in order to be taken from him, how
he was the son of the King of Spain and had come to find this maiden whom he loved,
planning to use some trick to gain access to the tower in which he had learned she was
being held. He explained how, through a display of his great wealth, the porter had
sworn allegiance to him and how he was carried up into the tower in a basket of flowers.
All the kings and dukes laughed when they heard this.
Now the emir – God bless him! – set Floris by his side, dubbed him a knight and asked
him to serve in his retinue. Floris fell to his feet and asked that Blancheflour be given to
him. The emir gave him Blancheflour to wed. Floris thanked everybody there. They were
taken to a holy place and married with the ring that Floris’ s mother had given to him.
When they were married, Floris and Blancheflour, in their joy, both fell to the emir’s feet
to kiss them. Blancheflour asked if Clarice could be brought from the harem and so she
was fetched from the tower; and there she married the emir before them all. There was
such a magnificent feast afterwards that I cannot begin to describe it all!
It was not long afterwards that Floris received news that his father had died. All the
noblemen at the emir’s court recommended that he return home and take possession of
his kingdom. So he went to the emir to ask him for leave to depart. But the emir was
reluctant to do this.
‘If you will take my advice, you will stay here with me,’ he said. ‘I will give you a kingdom every bit as large as your father’s.’
‘You cannot keep me here with promises of land and wealth,’ replied Floris. ‘It is wrong
of you to try.’ So they commended the emir to Drighten, and sailed home. Floris was
crowned king and Blancheflour queen. Then they received the body of Christ from a
priest’s hand and thanked God for all that He had done.
They are both dead now. May Christ guide all our souls to heaven. This tale of Floris and
Blancheflour has finished. After much trial and hardship they were brought to happiness
and wellbeing.
Amen.

