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About Author 

[Ford H. Madox Hueffer] 

 

 

ford Madox Ford (17 December 1873 – 26 June 1939), 

born Ford Hermann Hueffer was an English novelist, poet, critic 

and editor whose journals, The English Review and The Transatlan-
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tic Review, were instrumental in the development of early 20th-

century English literature. 

Ford is now remembered for his publications The Good Soldier 

(1915), theParade's End tetralogy (1924–28) and The Fifth Queen 

trilogy (1906–08). The Good Soldier is frequently included among 

the great literature of the 20th century, including the Modern Lib-

rary 100 Best Novels, The Observer′s "100 Greatest Novels of All 

Time", and The Guardian′s "1000 novels everyone must read". 

 

Biography: 

Ford was born in Wimbledon to Catherine Madox 

Brown and Francis Hueffer, the eldest of three; his brother 

was Oliver Madox Hueffer. Ford's father, who became music critic 

for The Times, was German and his mother English. His paternal 

grandfather Johann Hermann Hüffer was first to pub-

lish Westphalian poet and author Annette von Droste-Hülshoff. 

Ford used the name of Ford Madox Hueffer, but in 1919 he 

changed it to Ford Madox Ford (allegedly after World War Ibeca-

use "Hueffer" sounded too Germanic) in honour of his grandfather, 

the Pre-Raphaelite painter Ford Madox Brown, whose biography 

he had written. 

In 1889, after the death of his father, Ford and Oliver went to 

live with their grandfather in London. Ford graduated from theU-

niversity College School in London, but never attended university.  

In 1894, Ford eloped with his school girlfriend Elsie Martindale. 

The couple were married in Gloucester and moved toBonnington. 
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In 1901, the couple moved to Winchelsea. The couple had two da-

ughters, Christina (born 1897) and Katharine (born 1900). Ford's 

neighbors in Winchelsea included the authors Henry James and H. 

G. Wells.  

In 1904, Ford suffered an agoraphobic breakdown due to finan-

cial and marital problems. He went to Germany to spend time with 

family there and undergo cure treatments.  

Between 1918 and 1927 he lived with Stella Bowen, 

an Australian artist twenty years his junior. In 1920, Ford and 

Bowen had a daughter, Julia Madox Ford.  

In the summer of 1927, the New York Times reported that 

Maddox had converted a mill building in Avignon, France into a 

home and workshop that he called "Le Vieux Moulin". The article 

implied that Ford was reunited with his wife at this point.  

Ford spent the last years of his life teaching at Olivet Colle-

ge in Olivet, Michigan. Ford died in Deauville, France, at the age of 

65. 

 

* * * 
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THE BROWN OWL 

 

 

NCE upon a time, 

a long while ago—in fact long before 

Egypt had risen to power and before 

Rome or Greece had ever been heard 

of—and that was some time before 

you were born, you know—there was 

a king who reigned over a very large 

and powerful kingdom. 

 

Now this king was rather old, 

he had founded his kingdom himself, and he had reigned 

over it nine hundred and ninety-nine and a half years al-
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ready. As I have said before, it was a very large kingdom, for 

it contained, among other things, the whole of the western 

half of the world. The rest of the world was divided into 

smaller kingdoms, and each kingdom was ruled over by sep-

arate princes, who, however, were none of them so old as 

Intafernes, as he was called. 

Now King Intafernes was an exceedingly powerful magi-

cian—that was why he had remained so long on the throne; 

for you must know that in this country the people were di-

vided into two classes—those who were magicians, and 

those who weren’t. The magicians called themselves Aristo-
crats, and the others called themselves what they liked; also 

in this country, as in all other countries, the rich magicians 

had the upper hand over the rest, but still the others did not 

grumble, for they were not badly treated on the whole. Now 

of all the magicians in the country the King was the greatest, 

and no one approached him in magic power but the Chan-

cellor, who was called Merrymineral, and he even was no 

match for the King. 

Among other things King Intafernes had a daughter, who 

was exceedingly beautiful—as indeed all princesses are or 

ought to be. She had a very fair face, and a wealth of golden 

hair that fell over her shoulders, like a shining waterfall fall-

ing in ripples to her waist. 

Now in the thousandth year of her father’s reign the 
Princess was eighteen, and in that country she was already 
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of age. Three days before her nineteenth birthday, however, 

her father fell sick and gradually weakened, until at last he 

had only strength left to lie in his royal bed. Still, however, 

he retained his faculties, and on the Princess’s birthday he 
made all the magicians file before his bed and swear to be 

faithful for ever to the Princess. Last of all came the Chancel-

lor, the pious Merrymineral, and as he took the oath the 

King looked at him with a loving glance and said: 

‘Ah! my dear Merrymineral, in truth there was no need 
for thee to have taken the oath, for it is thy nature to be 

faithful; and it being thy nature, thou couldst not but be 

faithful.’ 

To which the pious Merrymineral answered: 

‘To such a master and to such a mistress how could I but 
be faithful?’ and to this noble sentiment the three hundred 
and forty-seven magicians could not help according unani-

mous applause. 

When they were quiet again the King said: 

‘So be it, good Merrymineral, do thou always act up to 
thy words. But now leave, good men all, for I am near my 

end, and would fain spend my last moments with my daugh-

ter here.’ 

Sorrowfully, one by one, the courtiers left, wishing him 

their last adieux. He had been a good king to all, all through 
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his long reign, and they were sorry that he had to leave 

them at last. 

Soon they were all gone except the good Merrymineral, 

and at last he too went, his whole frame shaking with sup-

pressed sobs; his body seemed powerless with grief, and his 

limbs seemed to refuse their functions. The King looked af-

ter him, carefully noticing whether the door was shut. Then 

he spoke: 

‘My dear daughter,’ he said, ‘when I am gone be kind to 
every one, and, above all, cherish the Owl—do cherish the 

Owl—promise me to cherish the Owl.’ 

‘But how can I cherish the Owl?’ cried the poor Princess; 
‘how can I, unless I know who he is?’ 

But the King only answered: 

‘Dear Ismara, do promise to cherish the Owl!’ 

And he said nothing else for a long time, until at last the 

Princess saw that the only way to let him rest in peace was 

to promise, and she said: 

‘I promise, dear father, but still I do wish I knew who or 
what the Owl is that I am to cherish.’ 

‘You will see that in good time,’ answered the King. 
‘Now, my dear Ismara, I shall die happy, and you will be safe. 
If you had not promised—however, we will let that rest un-

said. Now wheel the bed to where I can see out of the win-

dow.’ 
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The Princess did as she was told. Now from this you must 

not imagine that she was a very strong princess—for she 

was no stronger than most princesses of her age; but the old 

King, who was a very powerful magician, as I have told you 

already, made the bed easy for her to move. He might have 

made it move of its own accord, but he knew that it would 

please his daughter to be of service to him, and so he let her 

move it. 

The view from the window was very fine. A dark wood 

grew in the foreground, and far away over the tree-tops 

were the blue hills, behind which the sun was just preparing 

to retire. And it seemed angry, the sun, for its face was dark 

and clouded, and its beams smote fiercely on everything, 

and gilded the tops of the autumn trees with a purer gold 

than their natural tint. But overhead the clouds spread dark-

ly, and they reached in a black pall to the verge of the hori-

zon, forming a black frame to the red-gold sunset; for only 

the extreme west was bright with the waning light. 

The Princess sat on the bed beside the King, and the dy-

ing sun lit them both and fell with a ruddy glare on the 

King’s hard countenance, as if it knew that his work on earth 
for the day, and for ever, was done. 

‘Is it not grand?’ cried the old King, as if the glorious sight 
warmed his blood again and made him once more young. 

‘And is it not grand to think of the power that thou hast, my 
daughter? If thou but raise thy little finger armies will move 
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from world’s end to world’s end. Fleets come daily from 
every land for thee alone; all that thou seest is thine, and 

utterly within thy power. Think of the power, the grand 

power, of swaying the world.’ 

But long before he had got thus far, the Princess was 

weeping bitterly—partly at the overwhelming prospect, and 

partly from her great grief. She seized her father’s hand and 
kissed it passionately. 

‘My father, my father,’ she cried, ‘say not so; they are all 
thine, not mine, for thou livest still, and all is yet well.’ 

But the old King cut her short: 

‘Dost thou see the sun? Look, its lower rim is already cut 
by the mountains. When its disc is hidden I too shall have 

joined the majority, and my soul will have left my body, and 

the power will be thine. But above all cherish the Owl. Never 

go out of its sight, for if thou do, some harm will happen.’ 

As he stopped speaking a flash of lightning lit up the sky, 

and the sullen roar of distant thunder followed. 

From every church in the land the passing bell tolled 

forth and the solemn sounds came swelling on the breeze. 

Again came the flash of lightning, and again the thunder, 

and now the splash of falling rain accompanied and almost 

drowned the thunder. The sun’s rim was now almost down. 

For the last time the old King kissed his daughter, as she 

hung weeping on his neck. Again the lightning came, but this 


