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òA strange dream did Christabel beset 

A wandering demonic fantasy yet  

A blooded cross before her eyes  

Became a crusaderõs pommel 

Richly adorned with gold and sapphires  

And red rubies set into the hilt  

A savage bl ade like unto a fang  

That when hefted, a death song sangó 

 

 

I am a Bristol -based poet, writer and artist . Following on from an Arts 

Council /Quantocks AONB (Area of Outstanding Natural Beauty) 

supported residency fr om õ07-õ08 in the Quantock Hills of Somerset 

(stalking grounds of the Romantic poets Wordsworth, Coleridge & 

friends), I felt impelled to complete Samuel Taylor Coleridge's most 

unfinished work, Christabel.  

 

My (The Completed) Christabel is a long narrati ve story in Gothic ballad 

form. (The Completed) Christabel was launched at Fyne Court in the 

Quantocks in September ô08, and the whole work premiered at 

Halsway Manor in January õ09. Comments included: òIt felt as if 

Coleridge had come back to life again!ó 

 

The background to the work is that Coleridge always said heõd 

intended to write 3 more parts to add to the two he actually wrote, but 

never did. He left Christabel & the inhabitants of Langdale Hall 

languishing under the spell of the vampire snake demon,  Geraldine, 

whilst Bracy the bard thundered north to inform the supposed 

Geraldine's sire, Sir Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine, hard on Hadrian's 

Wall, of the fact that his 'daughter' was safe in Langdale Hall. I take up 

the story at that point and enable Col eridge's cast to attain 'closure' 

after over 200 years in limbo ( full plot appended ). 

 

(The Completed) Christabel  consists of Coleridge's original ôChristabelõ 

(written from 1797 onwards) plus my completion (2008). It is thus 1/3  

original and 2/3 ôcompletedõ. It is over 15,000 words long (and, in 

performance mode, takes around 3 ½ hours . A ôcondensed version õ 

takes 2 hours ).  
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Comprising of Samuel Taylor Coleridgeõs complete original (Parts I -II save his 

ôConclusion to Part 1õ) plus certain additions by Ralph Hoyte  (Parts III-VII) 

 
 
PART THE  I  

 

PART THE II  

 

PART THE III 

 
PART THE IV 

 

PART THE V 
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PART THE VI 

 

PART THE VII 

 

THE CONCLUSION TO ó 
 

from ôThe Midnight 
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(THE COMPLETED) CHRISTABEL 
by 

Ralph Hoyte 

 

PLOT SUMMARY 

 

Parts I & II by STC: 
(Coleridge only ever wrote two parts 

and said heõd always intended to write 

three more ð but never did)  

 

Christabel, the daughter and only 

child of Sir Leoline of Langdale Hall, is wandering in the woods so late 

when she encounters a dark maid languishing behind the old oak tree. 

This dark maid gives out that her name is Geraldine and that s he has 

been abducted from her fatherõs demesne by knights unknown, 

mistreated  and dumped in the wood.  

 

Christabel takes pity on the maid and invites her into her home and  

Chamber . Here a scene of demonic possession through seduction 

takes place. It purports the next d ay that Geraldine is the supposed 

daughter of Sir Roland de Vaux of Tryermaine nigh on Hadrianõs Wall 

(ôTriermain Castleõ still exists as a ruin in a field next to a farm just south 

of Hadrianõs Wall and Sir Roland de Vaux was a real person. I am 

writing w ith a lump of stone from the castle walls in front of me).  

 

The plot thickens on the announcement that Sir Leoline and Sir Roland  

were knight -companions of yore, but fell out over some (unspecified) 

issue and havenõt spoken for 25 years. Sir Leoline sees the ôserendipityõ 

of Geraldine having been deposited at his door as a means of 

rapprochement with his youthful companion . He bids his bard, Bracy,  

thunder north to tell de Vaux his daughter is safe and well in Langdale.  

 

Christabel, however, knows in her bon es that Geraldine is actually an 

evil, shape -shifting snake demoness sent to destroy Sir Leoline and all his 

seed. But Geraldineõs seduction spell binds Christabelõs tongue, and 

when she tries to warn her father that Geraldine is evil he thinks itõs 

ôwomanõs jealousyõ and spurns his only daughter (Christabelõs mother, 

btw, died in childbirth so is only available as a ghostly intermediary).  

 

The bard Bracy has also had a warning dream, but, again, Sir Leoline 

flatly refuses to listen as he is spellbound by Ge raldineõs snaky charmsé  

 

(  
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Parts III-VII by RH: 

 

The bard Bracy thunders north and arrives at 

Tryermaine Castle but is promptly incarcerated 

in Sir Rolandõs deepest dungeon as it transpires 

Geraldine is not actually de Vauxõs daughter (or 

is she?). 

 

The only daughter heõs willing to admit to is 

Gwendoline, and sheõs in guarded high tower, 

sick, since St Lucyõs Feast last, when she was 

bitten by a serpent...  

 

Meanwhile, back at Langdale Hall, Geraldine is 

insinuating herself more eac h day into the life of 

the hall and sucking it dry. Sir Leoline is 

infatuated, the mastiff bitch guard -dog has 

been murdered, Christabel has been spurned by her father and seems 

about to ôdo an Opheliaõ. Bracy, in Tryermaine dungeons, is 

condemned to die a t dawn but beseeches Fair Apollo, takes heart 

and sings his heart out. Gwendoline ð Sir Rolandõs daughter in the high 

tower ð hears his song wafting up in the night and begs her father to 

hear Bracyõs story and not immediately condemn him. 

 

Sir Roland de Vaux is eventually convinced by Bracyõs story to at least 

ride off to Langdale Hall find out who this ôGeraldineõ really is, and why 

sheõs masquerading as Sir Rolandõs daughter (or is she?). 

 

Christabel, in the meantime, finds out that she prefers Geraldin e to her  

ôabsent knightly loverõ who seems to be off on a crusade in the Holy 

Land. De Vaux arrives at Langdale Hall and there is a touching 

rapprochement between the two grizzled old campaigners. Christabel 

is still going mad (too much to deal with .. well, actually because sheõs 

ôsupposed to õ, according to the Romantic s tereotype ). The two old 

battle -axes look for Geraldine, but she has morphed into her snake 

shape and vanished into the wood. They resolve to hunt her down and 

kill her. 

 

Then on bright morning morningõs tide/at vermillionõd dawn the hunt 

did ride  é. They track the two lovers down in a combe. Sir Leoline 

throws his lance at Geraldine é but Christabel throws herself in front of 

her lover and is struck down instead. Sir Leoline is so overwrought at 

killing his only daughter that he breaks his knightõs vow to Sir Roland 

never to let on why they were estranged all those years ago. He 

confesses that it was at de Vauxõs instigation that they both raped a 
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woman on the high moors on a campaign. The shame so affected 

them that they parted and vowed never to see each other again.  

Geraldine is the raped womanõs daughter, raised, honed and sent to 

take revenge on both their houses through sorcery. De Vaux is so 

enraged by Sir Leolineõs disclosures that he kills Sir Leoline. The serpent 

erupts from Hellõs foul door and kills de Vaux.  

 

All dead é.  

 

Or? 

 

Bracy evokes the lord of music and bards, Old Father Orpheus. He sings 

and we realise that Christabel, taken for dead, is not actually dead. 

The spell has run its course, the curse is lifted, the heraldic order has 

passed é and Christabel has chosen:  

 

There stood a damsel bright  

Dressed in silken robe of white  

That brilliant in the sunshine shone  

The neck that made that white robe wan  

Her stately neck and arms were bare;  

Her blue -veined feet unsandaled were;  

And wildly glittered here and t here  

The gems entangled in her hair.  

I wot, ôtwas heartsease to see 

A lady so richly clad as she ð 

Beautiful exceedingly!  
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EXTRACT FROM  by Ralph Hoyte:  

 

 

audio at: http://www.ralphhoyte.net/Quantocks/The_Completed_Christabel.html  

 

Such blood -thirsty song it now did sing  

That deadly weapon fit for a king  

It keened aloud - and all time stopped  

Upon the blood -spattere d ground lay what it had  cropped  

And round and everywhere  

It came upon Christabel in a rush  

Lay sword -garnered heads from which  

In unceasing stream red blood did gush  

The torrents swept her of her feet till, drowning  

A face loomed out of the murk, still f rowning  

Then gave Christabelõs heart a leap to see 

- ôtwas her absent knightly loverõs visage free 

In her dream did sweet Christabel rejoice  

To see her loverõs face, to hear his voice 

But then, as oft hapõs in dreams 

When all is, and is not, as it seems  

A violent turmoil in the air  

Deposited her on her back on the ground, and there,  
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Her loverõs sword did penetrate 

Not the infidelõs iron-armoured chest  

But the young maidõs heaving breast! 

And as the blade bit ever deeper into her life  

Christabel, transfixed,  did see ð o horror! ð the pommel writhe  

The red rubies she had so admirõd 

Became, as transpirõd, 

A serpentõs eyes glowing bright 

Thoõ ôtwas the middle of the day and yet far till night 

 

The snake then coiled around her loverõs weapon stout 

And all in a moment uncoiled itself and did strike out  

And strike again, and yet again  

Its fangs with venom dripping  

Her loverõs hands no longer the pommel gripping 

Two great puncture wounds appeared on his fair cheek  

Jesu! Maria! Protect the weak!  

And those, who like Christabel and her lover, are mild and meek!  

 

Her dream lover screamed as to the earth he dropped  

And Christabelõs universe there just stopped 

She tried to shout, but had no voice  

Bereft of hope, bereft of choice  

Gasping from the evil dream she awoke  

Thrashing about as if she did choke  

From the nightmare did she half awake  

Was it real or was it all fake?  

 

Softly slumbering by her side  

As a mother with her child  

Lay Geraldine, that damsel bright  

Whose naked loveliness shone full white  

In the moonlight; her sta tely neck and arm  

were bare  

And wildly glittered in her hair:  

 

 

Two rubies, surpassing fair  


