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CHAPTER 17 - ENGLAND UNDER EDWARD THE FIRST,
CALLED LONGSHANKS
IT was now the year of our Lord one thousand two hundred and seventy-two; and Prince
Edward, the heir to the throne, being away in the Holy Land,
knew nothing of his father's death. The Barons, however,
proclaimed him King, immediately after the Royal funeral; and
the people very willingly consented, since most men knew too
well by this time what the horrors of a contest for the crown were.
So King Edward the First, called, in a not very complimentary
manner, LONGSHANKS, because of the slenderness of his legs,
was peacefully accepted by the English Nation.

His legs had need to be strong, however long and thin they were;
for they had to support him through many difficulties on the fiery sands of Asia, where
his small force of soldiers fainted, died, deserted, and seemed to melt away. But his
prowess made light of it, and he said, 'I will go on, if I go on with no other follower than
my groom!'
A Prince of this spirit gave the Turks a deal of trouble. He stormed Nazareth, at which
place, of all places on earth, I am sorry to relate, he made a frightful slaughter of innocent
people; and then he went to Acre, where he got a truce of ten years from the Sultan. He
had very nearly lost his life in Acre, through the treachery of a Saracen Noble, called the
Emir of Jaffa, who, making the pretence that he had some idea of turning Christian and
wanted to know all about that religion, sent a trusty messenger to Edward very often with a dagger in his sleeve. At last, one Friday in Whitsun week, when it was very hot,
and all the sandy prospect lay beneath the blazing sun, burnt up like a great overdone
biscuit, and Edward was lying on a couch, dressed for coolness in only a loose robe, the
messenger, with his chocolate-colored face and his bright dark eyes and white teeth, came
creeping in with a letter, and kneeled down like a tame tiger. But, the moment Edward
stretched out his hand to take the letter, the tiger made a spring at his heart. He was
quick, but Edward was quick too. He seized the traitor by his chocolate throat, threw him
to the ground, and slew him with the very dagger he had drawn. The weapon had struck
Edward in the arm, and although the wound itself was slight, it threatened to be mortal,
for the blade of the dagger had been smeared with poison. Thanks, however, to a better
surgeon than was often to be found in those times, and to some wholesome herbs, and
above all, to his faithful wife, ELEANOR, who devotedly nursed him, and is said by
some to have sucked the poison from the wound with her own red lips (which I am very
willing to believe), Edward soon recovered and was sound again.
As the King his father had sent entreaties to him to return home, he now began the
journey. He had got as far as Italy, when he met messengers who brought him
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intelligence of the King's death. Hearing that all was quiet at home, he made no haste to
return to his own dominions, but paid a visit to the Pope, and went in state through
various Italian Towns, where he was welcomed with acclamations as a mighty champion
of the Cross from the Holy Land, and where he received presents of purple mantles and
prancing horses, and went along in great triumph. The shouting people little knew that he
was the last English monarch who would ever embark in a crusade, or that within twenty
years every conquest which the Christians had made in the Holy Land at the cost of so
much blood, would be won back by the Turks. But all this came to pass.
There was, and there is, an old town standing in a plain in France, called Chƒlons. When
the King was coming towards this place on his way to England, a wily French Lord,
called the Count of Chƒlons, sent him a polite challenge to come with his knights and
hold a fair tournament with the Count and his knights, and make a day of it with sword
and lance. It was represented to the King that the Count of Chƒlons was not to be trusted,
and that, instead of a holiday fight for mere show and in good humor, he secretly meant a
real battle, in which the English should be defeated by superior force.
The King, however, nothing afraid, went to the appointed place on the appointed day with
a thousand followers. When the Count came with two thousand and attacked the English
in earnest, the English rushed at them with such valor that the Count's men and the
Count's horses soon began to be tumbled down all over the field. The Count himself
seized the King round the neck, but the King tumbled him out of his saddle in return for
the compliment, and, jumping from his own horse, and standing over him, beat away at
his iron armor like a blacksmith hammering on his anvil. Even when the Count owned
himself defeated and offered his sword, the King would not do him the honor to take it,
but made him yield it up to a common soldier. There had been such fury shown in this
fight, that it was afterwards called the little Battle of Chƒlons.
The English were very well disposed to be proud of their King after these adventures; so,
when he landed at Dover in the year one thousand two hundred and seventy-four (being
then thirty-six years old), and went on to Westminster where he and his good Queen were
crowned with great magnificence, splendid rejoicings took place. For the coronationfeast there were provided, among other eatables, four hundred oxen, four hundred sheep,
four hundred and fifty pigs, eighteen wild boars, three hundred flitches of bacon, and
twenty thousand fowls. The fountains and conduits in the street flowed with red and
white wine instead of water; the rich citizens hung silks and cloths of the brightest colors
out of their windows to increase the beauty of the show, and threw out gold and silver by
whole handfuls to make scrambles for the crowd. In short, there was such eating and
drinking, such music and capering, such a ringing of bells and tossing of caps, such a
shouting, and singing, and reveling, as the narrow overhanging streets of old London City
had not witnessed for many a long day.
The first bold object which King Edward the First conceived when he came home, was, to
unite under one Sovereign England, Scotland, and Wales; the two last of which countries
had each a little king of its own, about whom the people were always quarreling and
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fighting, and making a prodigious disturbance - a great deal more than he was worth. In
the course of King Edward's reign he was engaged, besides, in a war with France. To
make these quarrels clearer, we will separate their histories and take them thus. Wales,
first. France, second. Scotland, third.
LLEWELLYN was the Prince of Wales. He had been on the side of the Barons in the
reign of the stupid old King, but had afterwards sworn allegiance to him. When King
Edward came to the throne, Llewellyn was required to swear allegiance to him also;
which he refused to do. The King, being crowned and in his own dominions, three times
more required Llewellyn to come and do homage; and three times more Llewellyn said he
would rather not. He was going to be married to ELEANOR DE MONTFORT, a young
lady of the family mentioned in the last reign; and it chanced that this young lady, coming
from France with her youngest brother, EMERIC, was taken by an English ship, and was
ordered by the English King to be detained. Upon this, the quarrel came to a head. The
King went, with his fleet, to the coast of Wales, where, so encompassing Llewellyn, that
he could only take refuge in the bleak mountain region of Snowdon in which no
provisions could reach him, he was soon starved into an apology, and into a treaty of
peace, and into paying the expenses of the war. The King, however, forgave him some of
the hardest conditions of the treaty, and consented to his marriage. And he now thought
he had reduced Wales to obedience.
But the Welsh, although they were naturally a gentle, quiet, pleasant people, who liked to
receive strangers in their cottages among the mountains, and to set before them with free
hospitality whatever they had to eat and drink, and to play to them on their harps, and sing
their native ballads to them, were a people of great spirit when their blood was up.
Englishmen, after this affair, began to be insolent in Wales, and to assume the air of
masters; and the Welsh pride could not bear it. Moreover, they believed in that old
Merlin of Briton yesteryear (for remember, the Britons were forced to retreat to Wales),
some of whose old prophecies somebody always seemed doomed to remember when
there was a chance of its doing harm; and just at this time some blind old gentleman with
a harp and a long white beard, who was an excellent person, but had become of an
unknown age and tedious, burst out with a declaration that Merlin had predicted that
when English money had become round, a Prince of Wales would be crowned in London.
Now, King Edward had recently forbidden the English penny to be cut into halves and
quarters for halfpence and farthings, and had actually introduced a round coin; therefore,
the Welsh people said this was the time Merlin meant, and rose accordingly.
King Edward had bought over PRINCE DAVID, Llewellyn's brother, by heaping favors
upon him; but he was the first to revolt, being perhaps troubled in his conscience. One
stormy night, he surprised the Castle of Hawarden, in possession of which an English
nobleman had been left; killed the whole garrison, and carried off the nobleman a
prisoner to Snowdon. Upon this, the Welsh people rose like one man. King Edward,
with his army, marching from Worcester to the Menai Strait, crossed it - near to where
the wonderful tubular iron bridge now, in days so different, makes a passage for railway
trains - by a bridge of boats that enabled forty men to march abreast. He subdued the
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Island of Anglesea, and sent his men forward to observe the enemy. The sudden
appearance of the Welsh created a panic among them, and they fell back to the bridge.
The tide had in the meantime risen and separated the boats; the Welsh pursuing them,
they were driven into the sea, and there they sunk, in their heavy iron armor, by
thousands. After this victory Llewellyn, helped by the severe winter-weather of Wales,
gained another battle; but the King ordering a portion of his English army to advance
through South Wales, and catch him between two foes, and Llewellyn bravely turning to
meet this new enemy, he was surprised and killed - very meanly, for he was unarmed and
defenseless. His head was struck off and sent to London, where it was fixed upon the
Tower, encircled with a wreath, some say of ivy, some say of willow, some say of silver,
to make it look like a ghastly coin in ridicule of the prediction.
David, however, still held out for six months, though eagerly sought after by the King,
and hunted by his own countrymen. One of them finally betrayed him with his wife and
children. He was sentenced to be hanged, drawn, and quartered; and from that time
this became the established punishment of Traitors in England.
Wales was now subdued. The Queen giving birth to a young prince in the Castle of
Carnarvon, the King showed him to the Welsh people as their countryman, and called
him Prince of Wales; a title that has ever since been borne by the heir-apparent to the
English throne - which that little Prince soon became, by the death of his elder brother.
The King did better things for the Welsh than that, by improving their laws and
encouraging their trade. Disturbances still took place, chiefly occasioned by the avarice
and pride of the English Lords, on whom Welsh lands and castles had been bestowed; but
they were subdued, and the country never rose again.
There is a legend that to prevent the people from being incited to rebellion by the songs of
their bards and harpers, Edward had them all put to death. Some of them may have fallen
among other men who held out against the King; but this general slaughter is, I think, a
fancy of the harpers themselves, who, I dare say, made a song about it many years
afterwards, and sang it by the Welsh firesides until it came to be believed.
The foreign war of the reign of Edward the First arose in this way. The crews of two
vessels, one a Norman ship, and the other an English ship, happened to go to the same
place in their boats to fill their casks with fresh water. Being rough angry fellows, they
began to quarrel, and then to fight - the English with their fists; the Normans with their
knives - and, in the fight, a Norman was killed. The Norman crew, instead of revenging
themselves upon those English sailors with whom they had quarreled (who were too
strong for them, I suspect), took to their ship again in a great rage, attacked the first
English ship they met, laid hold of an unoffending merchant who happened to be on
board, and brutally hanged him in the rigging of their own vessel with a dog at his feet.
This so enraged the English sailors that there was no restraining them; and whenever, and
wherever, English sailors met Norman sailors, they fell upon each other tooth and nail.
The Irish and Dutch sailors took part with the English; the French and Genoese sailors
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helped the Normans; and thus the greater part of the mariners sailing over the sea became,
in their way, as violent and raging as the sea itself when it is disturbed.
King Edward's fame had been so high abroad that he had been chosen to decide a
difference between France and another foreign power, and had lived upon the Continent
three years. At first, neither he nor the French King PHILIP (Louis had been dead some
time) interfered in these quarrels; but when a fleet of eighty English ships engaged and
utterly defeated a Norman fleet of two hundred, in a pitched battle fought round a ship at
anchor, in which no quarter was given, the matter became too serious to be passed over.
King Edward, as Duke of Guienne, was summoned to present himself before the King of
France, at Paris, and answer for the damage done by his sailor subjects. At first, he sent
the Bishop of London as his representative, and then his brother EDMUND, who was
married to the French Queen's mother. I am afraid Edmund was an easy man, and
allowed himself to be talked over by his charming relations, the French court ladies; at all
events, he was induced to give up his brother's dukedom for forty days - as a mere form,
the French King said, to satisfy his honor - and he was so very much astonished, when the
time was out, to find that the French King had no idea of giving it up again, that I should
not wonder if it hastened his death: which soon took place.
King Edward was a King to win his foreign dukedom back again, if it could be won by
energy and valor. He raised a large army, renounced his allegiance as Duke of Guienne,
and crossed the sea to carry war into France. Before any important battle was fought,
however, a truce was agreed upon for two years; and in the course of that time, the Pope
effected a reconciliation. King Edward, who was now a widower, having lost his
affectionate and good wife, Eleanor, married the French King's sister, MARGARET; and
the Prince of Wales was contracted to the French King's daughter ISABELLA.
Out of bad things, good things sometimes arise. Out of this hanging of the innocent
merchant, and the bloodshed and strife it caused, there came to be established one of the
greatest powers that the English people now possess. The preparations for the war being
very expensive, and King Edward greatly wanting money, and being very arbitrary in his
ways of raising it, some of the Barons began firmly to oppose him. Two of them, in
particular, HUMPHREY BOHUN, Earl of Hereford, and ROGER BIGOD, Earl of
Norfolk, were so stout against him, that they maintained he had no right to command
them to head his forces in Guienne, and flatly refused to go there. 'By Heaven, Sir Earl,'
said the King to the Earl of Hereford, in a great passion, 'you shall either go or be
hanged!' 'By Heaven, Sir King,' replied the Earl, 'I will neither go nor yet will I be
hanged!' and both he and the other Earl sturdily left the court, attended by many Lords.
The King tried every means of raising money. He taxed the clergy, in spite of all the
Pope said to the contrary; and when they refused to pay, reduced them to submission, by
saying Very well, then they had no claim upon the government for protection, and any
man might plunder them who would - which a good many men were very ready to do, and
very readily did, and which the clergy found too losing a game to be played at long. He
seized all the wool and leather in the hands of the merchants, promising to pay for it some
fine day; and he set a tax upon the exportation of wool, which was so unpopular among
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the traders that it was called 'The evil toll.' But all would not do. The Barons, led by
those two great Earls, declared any taxes imposed without the consent of Parliament,
unlawful; and the Parliament refused to impose taxes, until the King should confirm
afresh the two Great Charters, and should solemnly declare in writing, that there was no
power in the country to raise money from the people, evermore, but the power of
Parliament representing all ranks of the people. The King was very unwilling to diminish
his own power by allowing this great privilege in the Parliament; but there was no help
for it, and he at last complied. We shall come to another King by-and-by, who might
have saved his head from rolling off, if he had profited by this example.
The people gained other benefits in Parliament from the good sense and wisdom of this
King. Many of the laws were much improved; provision was made for the greater safety
of travelers, and the apprehension of thieves and murderers; the priests were prevented
from holding too much land, and so becoming too powerful; and Justices of the Peace
were first appointed (though not at first under that name) in various parts of the country.
And now we come to Scotland, which was the great and lasting trouble of the reign of
King Edward the First.
About thirteen years after King Edward's coronation, Alexander the Third, the King of
Scotland, died of a fall from his horse. He had been married to Margaret, King Edward's
sister. All their children being dead, the Scottish crown became the right of a young
Princess only eight years old, the daughter of ERIC, King of Norway, who had married a
daughter of the deceased sovereign. King Edward proposed, that the Maiden of Norway,
as this Princess was called, should be engaged to be married to his eldest son; but,
unfortunately, as she was coming over to England she fell sick, and landing on one of the
Orkney Islands, died there. A great commotion immediately began in Scotland, where as
many as thirteen noisy claimants to the vacant throne started up and made a general
confusion.
King Edward being much renowned for his sagacity and justice, it seems to have been
agreed to refer the dispute to him. He accepted the trust, and went, with an army, to the
Border-land where England and Scotland joined. There, he called upon the Scottish
gentlemen to meet him at the Castle of Norham, on the English side of the river Tweed;
and to that Castle they came. But, before he would take any step in the business, he
required those Scottish gentlemen, one and all, to do homage to him as their superior
Lord; and when they hesitated, he said, 'By holy Edward, whose crown I wear, I will have
my rights, or I will die in maintaining them!' The Scottish gentlemen, who had not
expected this, were disconcerted, and asked for three weeks to think about it.
At the end of the three weeks, another meeting took place, on a green plain on the
Scottish side of the river. Of all the competitors for the Scottish throne, there were only
two who had any real claim, in right of their near kindred to the Royal Family. These
were JOHN BALIOL and ROBERT BRUCE: and the right was, I have no doubt, on the
side of John Baliol. At this particular meeting John Baliol was not present, but Robert
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Bruce was; and on Robert Bruce being formally asked whether he acknowledged the King
of England for his superior lord, he answered, plainly and distinctly, Yes, he did. Next
day, John Baliol appeared, and said the same. This point settled, some arrangements
were made for inquiring into their titles.
The inquiry occupied a pretty long time - more than a year. While it was going on, King
Edward took the opportunity of making a journey through Scotland, and calling upon the
Scottish people of all degrees to acknowledge themselves his vassals, or be imprisoned
until they did. In the meanwhile, Commissioners were appointed to conduct the inquiry,
a Parliament was held at Berwick about it, the two claimants were heard at full length,
and there was a vast amount of talking. At last, in the great hall of the Castle of Berwick,
the King gave judgment in favor of John Baliol: who, consenting to receive his crown by
the King of England's favor and permission, was crowned at Scone, in an old stone chair
which had been used for ages in the abbey there, at the coronations of Scottish Kings.
Then, King Edward caused the great seal of Scotland, used since the late King's death, to
be broken in four pieces, and placed in the English Treasury; and considered that he now
had Scotland (according to the common saying) under his thumb.
Scotland had a strong will of its own yet, however. King Edward, determined that the
Scottish King should not forget he was his vassal, summoned him repeatedly to come and
defend himself and his judges before the English Parliament when appeals from the
decisions of Scottish courts of justice were being heard. At length, John Baliol, who had
no great heart of his own, had so much heart put into him by the brave spirit of the
Scottish people, who took this as a national insult, that he refused to come any more.
Thereupon, the King further required him to help him in his war abroad (which was then
in progress), and to give up, as security for his good behavior in future, the three strong
Scottish Castles of Jedburgh, Roxburgh, and Berwick. Nothing of this being done; on the
contrary, the Scottish people concealing their King among their mountains in the
Highlands and showing a determination to resist; Edward marched to Berwick with an
army of thirty thousand foot, and four thousand horse; took the Castle, and slew its whole
garrison, and the inhabitants of the town as well - men, women, and children. LORD
WARRENNE, Earl of Surrey, then went on to the Castle of Dunbar, before which a battle
was fought, and the whole Scottish army defeated with great slaughter. The victory being
complete, the Earl of Surrey was left as guardian of Scotland; the principal offices in that
kingdom were given to Englishmen; the more powerful Scottish Nobles were obliged to
come and live in England; the Scottish crown and sceptre were brought away; and even
the old stone chair was carried off and placed in Westminster Abbey, where you may see
it now. Baliol had the Tower of London lent him for a residence, with permission to
range about within a circle of twenty miles. Three years afterwards he was allowed to go
to Normandy, where he had estates, and where he passed the remaining six years of his
life: far more happily, I dare say, than he had lived for a long while in angry Scotland.
Now, there was, in the West of Scotland, a gentleman of small fortune, named WILLIAM
WALLACE, the second son of a Scottish knight. He was a man of great size and great
strength; he was very brave and daring; when he spoke to a body of his countrymen, he
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could rouse them in a wonderful manner by the power of his burning words; he loved
Scotland dearly, and he hated England with his utmost might. The domineering conduct
of the English who now held the places of trust in Scotland made them as intolerable to
the proud Scottish people as they had been, under similar circumstances, to the Welsh;
and no man in all Scotland regarded them with so much smothered rage as William
Wallace.

One day, an Englishman in office, little knowing what he was, affronted HIM. Wallace
instantly struck him dead, and taking refuge among the rocks and hills, and there joining
with his countryman, SIR WILLIAM DOUGLAS, who was also in arms against King
Edward, became the most resolute and undaunted champion of a people struggling for
their independence that ever lived upon the earth.
The English Guardian of the Kingdom fled before him, and, thus encouraged, the Scottish
people revolted everywhere, and fell upon the English without mercy. The Earl of
Surrey, by the King's commands, raised all the power of the Border-counties, and two
English armies poured into Scotland. Only one Chief, in the face of those armies, stood
by Wallace, who, with a force of forty thousand men, awaited the invaders at a place on
the river Forth, within two miles of Stirling. Across the river there was only one poor
wooden bridge, called the bridge of Kildean - so narrow, that but two men could cross it
abreast. With his eyes upon this bridge, Wallace posted the greater part of his men
among some rising grounds, and waited calmly. When the English army came up on the
opposite bank of the river, messengers were sent forward to offer terms. Wallace sent
them back with a defiance, in the name of the freedom of Scotland. Some of the officers
of the Earl of Surrey in command of the English, with THEIR eyes also on the bridge,
advised him to be discreet and not hasty. He, however, urged to immediate battle by
some other officers, and particularly by CRESSINGHAM, King Edward's treasurer, and a
rash man, gave the word of command to advance. One thousand English crossed the
bridge, two abreast; the Scottish troops were as motionless as stone images. Two
thousand English crossed; three thousand, four thousand, five. Not a feather, all this
time, had been seen to stir among the Scottish bonnets. Now, they all fluttered.
'Forward, one party, to the foot of the Bridge!' cried Wallace, 'and let no more English
cross! The rest, down with me on the five thousand who have come over, and cut them
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all to pieces!' It was done, in the sight of the whole remainder of the English army, who
could give no help. Cressingham himself was killed, and the Scotch made whips for their
horses of his skin.
King Edward was abroad at this time, and during the successes on the Scottish side which
followed, and which enabled bold Wallace to win the whole country back again, and even
to ravage the English borders. But, after a few winter months, the King returned, and
took the field with more than his usual energy. One night, when a kick from his horse as
they both lay on the ground together broke two of his ribs, and a cry arose that he was
killed, he leaped into his saddle, regardless of the pain he suffered, and rode through the
camp. Day then appearing, he gave the word (still, of course, in that bruised and aching
state) Forward! and led his army on to near Falkirk, where the Scottish forces were seen
drawn up on some stony ground, behind a morass. Here, he defeated Wallace, and killed
fifteen thousand of his men. With the shattered remainder, Wallace drew back to Stirling;
but, being pursued, set fire to the town that it might give no help to the English, and
escaped. The inhabitants of Perth afterwards set fire to their houses for the same reason,
and the King, unable to find provisions, was forced to withdraw his army.

Another ROBERT BRUCE, the grandson of him who had disputed the Scottish crown
with Baliol, was now in arms against the King (that elder Bruce being dead), and also
JOHN COMYN, Baliol's nephew. These two young men might agree in opposing
Edward, but could agree in nothing else, as they were rivals for the throne of Scotland.
Probably it was because they knew this, and knew what troubles must arise even if they
could hope to get the better of the great English King, that the principal Scottish people
applied to the Pope for his interference. The Pope, on the principle of losing nothing for
want of trying to get it, very coolly claimed that Scotland belonged to him; but this was a
little too much, and the Parliament in a friendly manner told him so.
In the spring time of the year one thousand three hundred and three, the King sent SIR
JOHN SEGRAVE, whom he made Governor of Scotland, with twenty thousand men, to
reduce the rebels. Sir John was not as careful as he should have been, but encamped at
Rosslyn, near Edinburgh, with his army divided into three parts. The Scottish forces saw
14

their advantage; fell on each part separately; defeated each; and killed all the prisoners.
Then, came the King himself once more, as soon as a great army could be raised; he
passed through the whole north of Scotland, laying waste whatsoever came in his way;
and he took up his winter quarters at Dunfermline. The Scottish cause now looked so
hopeless, that Comyn and the other nobles made submission and received their pardons.
Wallace alone stood out. He was invited to surrender, though on no distinct pledge that
his life should be spared; but he still defied the ireful King, and lived among the steep
crags of the Highland glens, where the eagles made their nests, and where the mountain
torrents roared, and the white snow was deep, and the bitter winds blew round his
unsheltered head, as he lay through many a pitch-dark night wrapped up in his plaid.
Nothing could break his spirit; nothing could lower his courage; nothing could induce
him to forget or to forgive his country's wrongs. Even when the Castle of Stirling, which
had long held out, was besieged by the King with every kind of military engine then in
use; even when the lead upon cathedral roofs was taken down to help to make them; even
when the King, though an old man, commanded in the siege as if he were a youth, being
so resolved to conquer; even when the brave garrison (then found with amazement to be
not two hundred people, including several ladies) were starved and beaten out and were
made to submit on their knees, and with every form of disgrace that could aggravate their
sufferings; even then, when there was not a ray of hope in Scotland, William Wallace was
as proud and firm as if he had beheld the powerful and relentless Edward lying dead at his
feet.
Who betrayed William Wallace in the end, is not quite certain. That he was betrayed probably by an attendant - is too true. He was taken to the Castle of Dumbarton, under
SIR JOHN MENTEITH, and thence to London, where the great fame of his bravery and
resolution attracted immense concourses of people to behold him. He was tried in
Westminster Hall, with a crown of laurel on his head - it is supposed because he was
reported to have said that he ought to wear, or that he would wear, a crown there and was
found guilty as a robber, a murderer, and a traitor. What they called a robber (he said to
those who tried him) he was, because he had taken spoil from the King's men. What they
called a murderer, he was, because he had slain an insolent Englishman. What they called
a traitor, he was not, for he had never sworn allegiance to the King, and had ever scorned
to do it. He was dragged at the tails of horses to West Smithfield, and there hanged on a
high gallows, torn open before he was dead, beheaded, and quartered. His head was set
upon a pole on London Bridge, his right arm was sent to Newcastle, his left arm to
Berwick, his legs to Perth and Aberdeen. But, if King Edward had had his body cut into
inches, and had sent every separate inch into a separate town, he could not have dispersed
it half so far and wide as his fame. Wallace will be remembered in songs and stories,
while there are songs and stories in the English tongue, and Scotland will hold him dear
while her lakes and mountains last.
Released from this dreaded enemy, the King made a fairer plan of Government for
Scotland, divided the offices of honor among Scottish gentlemen and English gentlemen,
forgave past offenses, and thought, in his old age, that his work was done.
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But he deceived himself. Comyn and Bruce conspired, and made an appointment to meet
at Dumfries, in the church of the Minorites. There is a story that Comyn was false to
Bruce, and had informed against him to the King; that Bruce was warned of his danger
and the necessity of flight, by receiving, one night as he sat at supper, from his friend the
Earl of Gloucester, twelve pennies and a pair of spurs; that as he was riding angrily to
keep his appointment (through a snow-storm, with his horse's shoes reversed that he
might not be tracked), he met an evil-looking serving man, a messenger of Comyn, whom
he killed, and concealed in whose dress he found letters that proved Comyn's treachery.
However this may be, they were likely enough to quarrel in any case, being hot-headed
rivals; and, whatever they quarrelled about, they certainly did quarrel in the church where
they met, and Bruce drew his dagger and stabbed Comyn, who fell upon the pavement.
When Bruce came out, pale and disturbed, the friends who were waiting for him asked
what was the matter? 'I think I have killed Comyn,' said he. 'You only think so?' returned
one of them; 'I will make sure!' and going into the church, and finding him alive, stabbed
him again and again. Knowing that the King would never forgive this new deed of
violence, the party then declared Bruce King of Scotland: got him crowned at Scone without the chair; and set up the rebellious standard once again.
When the King heard of it he kindled with fiercer anger than he had ever shown yet. He
caused the Prince of Wales and two hundred and seventy of the young nobility to be
knighted - the trees in the Temple Gardens were cut down to make room for their tents,
and they watched their armor all night, according to the old usage: some in the Temple
Church: some in Westminster Abbey - and at the public Feast which then took place, he
swore, by Heaven, and by two swans covered with gold network which his minstrels
placed upon the table, that he would avenge the death of Comyn, and would punish the
false Bruce. And before all the company, he charged the Prince his son, in case that he
should die before accomplishing his vow, not to bury him until it was fulfilled. Next
morning the Prince and the rest of the young Knights rode away to the Border-country to
join the English army; and the King, now weak and sick, followed in a horse-litter.
Bruce, after losing a battle and undergoing many dangers and much misery, fled to
Ireland, where he lay concealed through the winter. That winter, Edward passed in
hunting down and executing Bruce's relations and adherents, sparing neither youth nor
age, and showing no touch of pity or sign of mercy. In the following spring, Bruce
reappeared and gained some victories. In these frays, both sides were grievously cruel.
For instance - Bruce's two brothers, being taken captives desperately wounded, were
ordered by the King to instant execution. Bruce's friend Sir John Douglas, taking his own
Castle of Douglas out of the hands of an English Lord, roasted the dead bodies of the
slaughtered garrison in a great fire made of every movable within it; which dreadful
cookery his men called the Douglas Larder. Bruce, still successful, however, drove the
Earl of Pembroke and the Earl of Gloucester into the Castle of Ayr and laid siege to it.
The King, who had been laid up all the winter, but had directed the army from his sickbed, now advanced to Carlisle, and there, causing the litter in which he had traveled to be
placed in the Cathedral as an offering to Heaven, mounted his horse once more, and for
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the last time. He was now sixty-nine years old, and had reigned thirty-five years. He was
so ill, that in four days he could go no more than six miles; still, even at that pace, he
went on and resolutely kept his face towards the Border. At length, he lay down at the
village of Burgh-upon-Sands; and there, telling those around him to impress upon the
Prince that he was to remember his father's vow, and was never to rest until he had
thoroughly subdued Scotland, he yielded up his last breath.
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CHAPTER 18 - ENGLAND UNDER EDWARD THE SECOND
KING Edward the Second, the first Prince of Wales, was twenty-three years old when his
father died. There was a certain favorite of his, a young man from Gascony, named
PIERS GAVESTON, of whom his father had so much disapproved that he had ordered
him out of England, and had made his son swear by the side of his sick-bed, never to
bring him back. But, the Prince no sooner found himself King, than he broke his oath, as
so many other Princes and Kings did (they were far too ready to take oaths), and sent for
his dear friend immediately.

Now, this same Gaveston was handsome enough, but was a reckless, insolent, audacious
fellow. He was detested by the proud English Lords: not only because he had such
power over the King, and made the Court such a dissipated place, but, also, because he
could ride better than they at tournaments, and was used, in his impudence, to cut very
bad jokes on them; calling one, the old hog; another, the stage-player; another, the Jew;
another, the black dog of Ardenne. This was as poor wit as need be, but it made those
Lords very wroth; and the surly Earl of Warwick, who was the black dog, swore that the
time should come when Piers Gaveston should feel the black dog's teeth.
It was not come yet, however, nor did it seem to be coming. The King made him Earl of
Cornwall, and gave him vast riches; and, when the King went over to France to marry the
French Princess, ISABELLA, daughter of PHILIP LE BEL: who was said to be the most
beautiful woman in the world: he made Gaveston Regent of the Kingdom. His splendid
marriage-ceremony in the Church of Our Lady at Boulogne, where there were four Kings
and three Queens present (quite a pack of Court Cards, for I dare say the Knaves were not
wanting), being over, he seemed to care little or nothing for his beautiful wife; but was
wild with impatience to meet Gaveston again.
When he landed at home, he paid no attention to anybody else, but ran into the favorite's
arms before a great concourse of people, and hugged him, and kissed him, and called him
his brother. At the coronation which soon followed, Gaveston was the richest and
brightest of all the glittering company there, and had the honor of carrying the crown.
This made the proud Lords fiercer than ever; the people, too, despised the favorite, and
would never call him Earl of Cornwall, however much he complained to the King and
asked him to punish them for not doing so, but persisted in styling him plain Piers
Gaveston.
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The Barons were so unceremonious with the King in giving him to understand that they
would not bear this favorite, that the King was obliged to send him out of the country.
The favorite himself was made to take an oath (more oaths!) that he would never come
back, and the Barons supposed him to be banished in disgrace, until they heard that he
was appointed Governor of Ireland. Even this was not enough for the besotted King, who
brought him home again in a year's time, and not only disgusted the Court and the people
by his doting folly, but offended his beautiful wife too, who never liked him afterwards.
He had now the old Royal want - of money - and the Barons had the new power of
positively refusing to let him raise any. He summoned a Parliament at York; the Barons
refused to make one, while the favorite was near him. He summoned another Parliament
at Westminster, and sent Gaveston away. Then, the Barons came, completely armed, and
appointed a committee of themselves to correct abuses in the state and in the King's
household. He got some money on these conditions, and directly set off with Gaveston to
the Border-country, where they spent it in idling away the time, and feasting, while Bruce
made ready to drive the English out of Scotland. For, though the old King had even made
this poor weak son of his swear (as some say) that he would not bury his bones, but
would have them boiled clean in a caldron, and carried before the English army until
Scotland was entirely subdued, the second Edward was so unlike the first that Bruce
gained strength and power every day.
The committee of Nobles, after some months of deliberation, ordained that the King
should henceforth call a Parliament together, once every year, and even twice if
necessary, instead of summoning it only when he chose. Further, that Gaveston should
once more be banished, and, this time, on pain of death if he ever came back. The King's
tears were of no avail; he was obliged to send his favorite to Flanders. As soon as he had
done so, however, he dissolved the Parliament, with the low cunning of a mere fool, and
set off to the North of England, thinking to get an army about him to oppose the Nobles.
And once again he brought Gaveston home, and heaped upon him all the riches and titles
of which the Barons had deprived him.
The Lords saw, now, that there was nothing for it but to put the favorite to death. They
could have done so, legally, according to the terms of his banishment; but they did so, I
am sorry to say, in a shabby manner. Led by the Earl of Lancaster, the King's cousin, they
first of all attacked the King and Gaveston at Newcastle.
They had time to escape by sea, and the mean King, having his precious Gaveston with
him, was quite content to leave his lovely wife behind. When they were comparatively
safe, they separated; the King went to York to collect a force of soldiers; and the favorite
shut himself up, in the meantime, in Scarborough Castle overlooking the sea. This was
what the Barons wanted. They knew that the Castle could not hold out; they attacked it,
and made Gaveston surrender. He delivered himself up to the Earl of Pembroke - that
Lord whom he had called the Jew - on the Earl's pledging his faith and knightly word, that
no harm should happen to him and no violence be done him.
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Now, it was agreed with Gaveston that he should be taken to the Castle of Wallingford,
and there kept in honorable custody. They traveled as far as Dedington, near Banbury,
where, in the Castle of that place, they stopped for a night to rest. Whether the Earl of
Pembroke left his prisoner there, knowing what would happen, or really left him thinking
no harm, and only going (as he pretended) to visit his wife, the Countess, who was in the
neighborhood, is no great matter now; in any case, he was bound as an honorable
gentleman to protect his prisoner, and he did not do it. In the morning, while the favorite
was yet in bed, he was required to dress himself and come down into the court-yard. He
did so without any mistrust, but started and turned pale when he found it full of strange
armed men. 'I think you know me?' said their leader, also armed from head to foot. 'I am
the black dog of Ardenne!' The time was come when Piers Gaveston was to feel the
black dog's teeth indeed. They set him on a mule, and carried him, in mock state and with
military music, to the black dog's kennel - Warwick Castle - where a hasty council,
composed of some great noblemen, considered what should be done with him. Some
were for sparing him, but one loud voice - it was the black dog's bark, I dare say sounded through the Castle Hall, uttering these words: 'You have the fox in your power.
Let him go now, and you must hunt him again.'
They sentenced him to death. He threw himself at the feet of the Earl of Lancaster - the
old hog - but the old hog was as savage as the dog. He was taken out upon the pleasant
road, leading from Warwick to Coventry, where the beautiful river Avon, by which, long
afterwards, WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE was born and now lies buried, sparkled in the
bright landscape of the beautiful May-day; and there they struck off his wretched head,
and stained the dust with his blood.
When the King heard of this black deed, in his grief and rage he denounced relentless war
against his Barons, and both sides were in arms for half a year. But, it then became
necessary for them to join their forces against Bruce, who had used the time well while
they were divided, and had now a great power in Scotland.

Intelligence was brought that Bruce was then besieging Stirling Castle, and that the
Governor had been obliged to pledge himself to surrender it, unless he should be relieved
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before a certain day. Hereupon, the King ordered the nobles and their fighting-men to
meet him at Berwick; but, the nobles cared so little for the King, and so neglected the
summons, and lost time, that only on the day before that appointed for the surrender, did
the King find himself at Stirling, and even then with a smaller force than he had expected.
However, he had, altogether, a hundred thousand men, and Bruce had not more than forty
thousand; but, Bruce's army was strongly posted in three square columns, on the ground
lying between the Burn or Brook of Bannock and the walls of Stirling Castle.
On the very evening, when the King came up, Bruce did a brave act that encouraged his
men. He was seen by a certain HENRY DE BOHUN, an English Knight, riding about
before his army on a little horse, with a light battle-axe in his hand, and a crown of gold
on his head. This English Knight, who was mounted on a strong war-horse, cased in
steel, strongly armed, and able (as he thought) to overthrow Bruce by crushing him with
his mere weight, set spurs to his great charger, rode on him, and made a thrust at him with
his heavy spear. Bruce parried the thrust, and with one blow of his battle-axe split his
skull.
The Scottish men did not forget this, next day when the battle raged. RANDOLPH,
Bruce's valiant Nephew, rode, with the small body of men he commanded, into such a
host of the English, all shining in polished armor in the sunlight, that they seemed to be
swallowed up and lost, as if they had plunged into the sea. But, they fought so well, and
did such dreadful execution, that the English staggered. Then came Bruce himself upon
them, with all the rest of his army. While they were thus hard pressed and amazed, there
appeared upon the hills what they supposed to be a new Scottish army, but what were
really only the camp followers, in number fifteen thousand: whom Bruce had taught to
show themselves at that place and time. The Earl of Gloucester, commanding the
English horse, made a last rush to change the fortune of the day; but Bruce (like Jack the
Giant-killer in the story) had had pits dug in the ground, and covered over with turfs and
stakes. Into these, as they gave way beneath the weight of the horses, riders and horses
rolled by hundreds. The English were completely routed; all their treasure, stores, and
engines, were taken by the Scottish men; so many wagons and other wheeled vehicles
were seized, that it is related that they would have reached, if they had been drawn
out in a line, one hundred and eighty miles. The fortunes of Scotland were, for the time,
completely changed; and never was a battle won, more famous upon Scottish ground,
than this great battle of BANNOCKBURN.
Plague and famine succeeded in England; and still the powerless King and his disdainful
Lords were always in contention. Some of the turbulent chiefs of Ireland made proposals
to Bruce, to accept the rule of that country. He sent his brother Edward to them, who
was crowned King of Ireland. He afterwards went himself to help his brother in his Irish
wars, but his brother was defeated in the end and killed. Robert Bruce, returning to
Scotland, still increased his strength there.
As the King's ruin had begun in a favorite, so it seemed likely to end in one. He was too
poor a creature to rely at all upon himself; and his new favorite was one HUGH LE
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DESPENSER, the son of a gentleman of ancient family. Hugh was handsome and brave,
but he was the favorite of a weak King, whom no man cared a rush for, and that was a
dangerous place to hold. The Nobles leagued against him, because the King liked him;
and they lay in wait, both for his ruin and his father's. Now, the King had married him to
the daughter of the late Earl of Gloucester, and had given both him and his father great
possessions in Wales. In their endeavors to extend these, they gave violent offense to an
angry Welsh gentleman, named JOHN DE MOWBRAY, and to divers other angry Welsh
gentlemen, who resorted to arms, took their castles, and seized their estates. The Earl of
Lancaster had first placed the favorite (who was a poor relation of his own) at Court, and
he considered his own dignity offended by the preference he received and the honors he
acquired; so he, and the Barons who were his friends, joined the Welshmen, marched on
London, and sent a message to the King demanding to have the favorite and his father
banished. At first, the King unaccountably took it into his head to be spirited, and to send
them a bold reply; but when they quartered themselves around Holborn and Clerkenwell,
and went down, armed, to the Parliament at Westminster, he gave way, and complied
with their demands.
His turn of triumph came sooner than he expected. It arose out of an accidental
circumstance. The beautiful Queen happening to be traveling, came one night to one of
the royal castles, and demanded to be lodged and entertained there until morning. The
governor of this castle, who was one of the enraged lords, was away, and in his absence,
his wife refused admission to the Queen; a scuffle took place among the common men on
either side, and some of the royal attendants were killed. The people, who cared nothing
for the King, were very angry that their beautiful Queen should be thus rudely treated in
her own dominions; and the King, taking advantage of this feeling, besieged the castle,
took it, and then called the two Despensers home. Upon this, the confederate lords and
the Welshmen went over to Bruce. The King encountered them at Boroughbridge, gained
the victory, and took a number of distinguished prisoners; among them, the Earl of
Lancaster, now an old man, upon whose destruction he was resolved. This Earl was
taken to his own castle of Pontefract, and there tried and found guilty by an unfair court
appointed for the purpose; he was not even allowed to speak in his own defense. He was
insulted, pelted, mounted on a starved pony without saddle or bridle, carried out, and
beheaded. Eight-and-twenty knights were hanged, drawn, and quartered. When the King
had dispatched this bloody work, and had made a fresh and a long truce with Bruce, he
took the Despensers into greater favor than ever, and made the father Earl of Winchester.
One prisoner, and an important one, who was taken at Boroughbridge, made his escape,
however, and turned the tide against the King. This was ROGER MORTIMER, always
resolutely opposed to him, who was sentenced to death, and placed for safe custody in the
Tower of London. He treated his guards to a quantity of wine into which he had put a
sleeping potion; and, when they were insensible, broke out of his dungeon, got into a
kitchen, climbed up the chimney, let himself down from the roof of the building with a
rope-ladder, passed the sentries, got down to the river, and made away in a boat to where
servants and horses were waiting for him. He finally escaped to France, where
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CHARLES LE BEL, the brother of the beautiful Queen, was King. Charles sought to
quarrel with the King of England, on pretense of his not having come to do him homage
at his coronation. It was proposed that the beautiful Queen should go over to arrange the
dispute; she went, and wrote home to the King, that as he was sick and could not come to
France himself, perhaps it would be better to send over the young Prince, their son, who
was only twelve years old, who could do homage to her brother in his stead, and in whose
company she would immediately return. The King sent him: but, both he and the Queen
remained at the French Court, and Roger Mortimer became the Queen's lover.
When the King wrote, again and again, to the Queen to come home, she did not reply that
she despised him too much to live with him any more (which was the truth), but said she
was afraid of the two Despensers. In short, her design was to overthrow the favorites'
power, and the King's power, such as it was, and invade England. Having obtained a
French force of two thousand men, and being joined by all the English exiles then in
France, she landed, within a year, at Orewell, in Suffolk, where she was immediately
joined by the Earls of Kent and Norfolk, the King's two brothers; by other powerful
noblemen; and lastly, by the first English general who was dispatched to check her: who
went over to her with all his men.
The people of London, receiving these tidings, would do nothing for the King, but broke
open the Tower, let out all his prisoners, and threw up their caps and hurrahed for the
beautiful Queen.
The King, with his two favorites, fled to Bristol, where he left old Despenser in charge of
the town and castle, while he went on with the son to Wales. The Bristol men being
opposed to the King, and it being impossible to hold the town with enemies everywhere
within the walls, Despenser yielded it up on the third day, and was instantly brought to
trial for having traitorously influenced what was called 'the King's mind' - though I doubt
if the King ever had any. He was a venerable old man, upwards of ninety years of age,
but his age gained no respect or mercy. He was hanged, torn open while he was yet alive,
cut up into pieces, and thrown to the dogs. His son was soon taken, tried at Hereford
before the same judge on a long series of foolish charges, found guilty, and hanged upon
a gallows fifty feet high, with a chaplet of nettles round his head. His poor old father and
he were innocent enough of any worse crimes than the crime of having been friends of a
King, on whom, as a mere man, they would never have deigned to cast a favorable look.
It is a bad crime, I know, and leads to worse; but, many lords and gentlemen - I even
think some ladies, too, if I recollect right - have committed it in England, who have
neither been given to the dogs, nor hanged up fifty feet high.
The King was running here and there, all this time, and never getting anywhere in
particular, until he gave himself up, and was taken off to Kenilworth Castle. When he
was safely lodged there, the Queen went to London and met the Parliament. And the
Bishop of Hereford, who was the most skillful of her friends, said, What was to be done
now? Here was an imbecile, indolent, miserable King upon the throne; wouldn't it be
better to take him off, and put his son there instead? I don't know whether the Queen

23

really pitied him at this pass, but she began to cry; so, the Bishop said, Well, my Lords
and Gentlemen, what do you think, upon the whole, of sending down to Kenilworth, and
seeing if His Majesty (God bless him, and forbid we should depose him!) won't resign?
My Lords and Gentlemen thought it a good notion, so a deputation of them went down to
Kenilworth; and there the King came into the great hall of the Castle, commonly dressed
in a poor black gown; and when he saw a certain bishop among them, fell down, poor
feeble-headed man, and made a wretched spectacle of himself. Somebody lifted him up,
and then SIR WILLIAM TRUSSEL, the Speaker of the House of Commons, almost
frightened him to death by making him a tremendous speech to the effect that he was no
longer a King, and that everybody renounced allegiance to him. After which, SIR
THOMAS BLOUNT, the Steward of the Household, nearly finished him, by coming
forward and breaking his white wand - which was a ceremony only performed at a King's
death. Being asked in this pressing manner what he thought of resigning, the King said
he thought it was the best thing he could do. So, he did it, and they proclaimed his son
next day.
I wish I could close his history by saying that he lived a harmless life in the Castle and the
Castle gardens at Kenilworth, many years - that he had a favorite, and plenty to eat and
drink - and, having that, wanted nothing. But he was shamefully humiliated. He was
outraged, and slighted, and had dirty water from ditches given him to shave with, and
wept and said he would have clean warm water, and was altogether very miserable. He
was moved from this castle to that castle, and from that castle to the other castle, because
this lord or that lord, or the other lord, was too kind to him: until at last he came to
Berkeley Castle, near the River Severn, where (the Lord Berkeley being then ill and
absent) he fell into the hands of two black ruffians, called THOMAS GOURNAY and
WILLIAM OGLE.
One night - it was the night of September the twenty-first, one thousand three hundred
and twenty-seven - dreadful screams were heard, by the startled people in the neighboring
town, ringing through the thick walls of the Castle, and the dark, deep night; and they
said, as they were thus horribly awakened from their sleep, 'May Heaven be merciful to
the King; for those cries forbode that no good is being done to him in his dismal prison!'
Next morning he was dead - not bruised, or stabbed, or marked upon the body, but much
distorted in the face; and it was whispered afterwards, that those two villains, Gournay
and Ogle, had burnt up his inside with a red-hot iron.
If you ever come near Gloucester, and see the center tower of its beautiful Cathedral, with
its four rich pinnacles, rising lightly in the air; you may remember that the wretched
Edward the Second was buried in the old abbey of that ancient city, at forty-three years
old, after being for nineteen years and a half a perfectly incapable King.
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CHAPTER 19 - ENGLAND UNDER EDWARD THE THIRD
ROGER MORTIMER, the Queen's lover (who escaped to France in the last chapter), was
far from profiting by the examples he had had of the fate of favorites. Having, through
the Queen's influence, come into possession of the estates of the two Despensers, he
became extremely proud and ambitious, and sought to be the real ruler of England. The
young King, who was crowned at fourteen years of age with all the usual solemnities,
resolved not to bear this, and soon pursued Mortimer to his ruin.
The people themselves were not fond of Mortimer - first, because he was a Royal
favorite; secondly, because he was supposed to have helped to make a peace with
Scotland which now took place, and in virtue of which the young King's sister Joan, only
seven years old, was promised in marriage to David, the son and heir of Robert Bruce,
who was only five years old. The nobles hated Mortimer because of his pride, riches, and
power. They went so far as to take up arms against him; but were obliged to submit. The
Earl of Kent, one of those who did so, but who afterwards went over to Mortimer and the
Queen, was made an example of in the following cruel manner:
He seems to have been anything but a wise old earl; and he was persuaded by the agents
of the favorite and the Queen, that poor King Edward the Second was not really dead; and
thus was betrayed into writing letters favoring his rightful claim to the throne. This was
made out to be high treason, and he was tried, found guilty, and sentenced to be executed.
They took the poor old lord outside the town of Winchester, and there kept him waiting
some three or four hours until they could find somebody to cut off his head. At last, a
convict said he would do it, if the government would pardon him in return; and they gave
him the pardon; and at one blow he put the Earl of Kent out of his last suspense.
While the Queen was in France, she had found a lovely and good young lady, named
Philippa, who she thought would make an excellent wife for her son. The young King
married this lady, soon after he came to the throne; and her first child, Edward, Prince of
Wales, afterwards became celebrated, as we shall presently see, under the famous title of
EDWARD THE BLACK PRINCE.
The young King, thinking the time ripe for the downfall of Mortimer, took counsel with
Lord Montacute how he should proceed. A Parliament was going to be held at
Nottingham, and that lord recommended that the favorite should be seized by night in
Nottingham Castle, where he was sure to be. Now, this, like many other things, was more
easily said than done; because, to guard against treachery, the great gates of the Castle
were locked every night, and the great keys were carried up-stairs to the Queen, who laid
them under her own pillow. But the Castle had a governor, and the governor being Lord
Montacute's friend, confided to him how he knew of a secret passage underground,
hidden from observation by the weeds and brambles with which it was overgrown; and
how, through that passage, the conspirators might enter in the dead of the night, and go
straight to Mortimer's room. Accordingly, upon a certain dark night, at midnight, they
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made their way through this dismal place: startling the rats, and frightening the owls and
bats: and came safely to the bottom of the main tower of the Castle, where the King met
them, and took them up a profoundly-dark staircase in a deep silence. They soon heard
the voice of Mortimer in council with some friends; and bursting into the room with a
sudden noise, took him prisoner. The Queen cried out from
her bed-chamber, 'Oh, my sweet son, my dear son, spare my
gentle Mortimer!' They carried him off, however; and, before
the next Parliament, accused him of having made differences
between the young King and his mother, and of having brought
about the death of the Earl of Kent, and even of the late King;
for, as you know by this time, when they wanted to get rid of a
man in those old days, they were not very particular of what
they accused him. Mortimer was found guilty of all this, and
was sentenced to be hanged at Tyburn. The King shut his
mother up in genteel confinement, where she passed the rest of
her life; and now he became King in earnest.
The first effort he made was to conquer Scotland. The English lords who had lands in
Scotland, finding that their rights were not respected under the late peace, made war on
their own account: choosing for their general, Edward, the son of John Baliol, who made
such a vigorous fight, that in less than two months he won the whole Scottish Kingdom.
He was joined, when thus triumphant, by the King and Parliament; and he and the King in
person besieged the Scottish forces in Berwick. The whole Scottish army coming to the
assistance of their countrymen, such a furious battle ensued, that thirty thousand men are
said to have been killed in it. Baliol was then crowned King of Scotland, doing homage
to the King of England; but little came of his successes after all, for the Scottish men rose
against him, within no very long time, and David Bruce came back within ten years and
took his kingdom.
France was a far richer country than Scotland, and the King had a much greater mind to
conquer it. So, he let Scotland alone, and pretended that he had a claim to the French
throne in right of his mother. He had, in reality, no claim at all; but that mattered little in
those times. He brought over to his cause many little princes and sovereigns, and even
courted the alliance of the people of Flanders - a busy, working community, who had very
small respect for kings, and whose head man was a brewer. With such forces as he raised
by these means, Edward invaded France; but he did little by that, except run into debt in
carrying on the war to the extent of three hundred thousand pounds. The next year he did
better; gaining a great sea-fight in the harbor of Sluys. This success, however, was very
shortlived, for the Flemings took fright at the siege of Saint Omer and ran away, leaving
their weapons and baggage behind them. Philip, the French King, coming up with his
army, and Edward being very anxious to decide the war, proposed to settle the difference
by single combat with him, or by a fight of one hundred knights on each side. The French
King said, he thanked him; but being very well as he was, he would rather not. So, after
some skirmishing and talking, a short peace was made.
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It was soon broken by King Edward's favoring the cause of John, Earl of Montford; a
French nobleman, who asserted a claim of his own against the French King, and offered
to do homage to England for the Crown of France, if he could obtain it through England's
help. This French lord, himself, was soon defeated by the French King's son, and shut up
in a tower in Paris; but his wife, a courageous and beautiful woman, who is said to have
had the courage of a man, and the heart of a lion, assembled the people of Brittany, where
she then was; and, showing them her infant son, made many pathetic entreaties to them
not to desert her and their young Lord. They took fire at this appeal, and rallied round her
in the strong castle of Hennebon. Here she was not only besieged without by the French
under Charles de Blois, but was endangered within by a dreary old bishop, who was
always representing to the people what horrors they must undergo if they were faithful first from famine, and afterwards from fire and sword. But this noble lady, whose heart
never failed her, encouraged her soldiers by her own example; went from post to post like
a great general; even mounted on horseback fully armed, and, issuing from the castle by a
by-path, fell upon the French camp, set fire to the tents, and threw the whole force into
disorder. This done, she got safely back to Hennebon again, and was received with loud
shouts of joy by the defenders of the castle, who had given her up for lost. As they were
now very short of provisions, however, and as they could not dine off enthusiasm, and as
the old bishop was always saying, 'I told you what it would come to!' they began to lose
heart, and to talk of yielding the castle up. The brave Countess retiring to an upper room
and looking with great grief out to sea, where she expected relief from England, saw, at
this very time, the English ships in the distance, and was relieved and rescued! Sir Walter
Manning, the English commander, so admired her courage, that, being come into the
castle with the English knights, and having made a feast there, he assaulted the French by
way of dessert, and beat them off triumphantly. Then he and the knights came back to the
castle with great joy; and the Countess who had watched them from a high tower, thanked
them with all her heart, and kissed them every one.
This noble lady distinguished herself afterwards in a sea-fight with the French off
Guernsey, when she was on her way to England to ask for more troops. Her great spirit
roused another lady, the wife of another French lord (whom the French King very
barbarously murdered), to distinguish herself scarcely less. The time was fast coming,
however, when Edward, Prince of Wales, was to be the great star of this French and
English war.
It was in the month of July, in the year one thousand three hundred and forty-six, when
the King embarked at Southampton for France, with an army of about thirty thousand
men in all, attended by the Prince of Wales and by several of the chief nobles. He landed
at La Hogue in Normandy; and, burning and destroying as he went, according to custom,
advanced up the left bank of the River Seine, and fired the small towns even close to
Paris; but, being watched from the right bank of the river by the French King and all his
army, it came to this at last, that Edward found himself, on Saturday the twenty-sixth of
August, one thousand three hundred and forty-six, on a rising ground behind the little
French village of Crecy, face to face with the French King's force. And, although the
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French King had an enormous army - in number more than eight times his - he there
resolved to beat him or be beaten.

The young Prince, assisted by the Earl of Oxford and the Earl of Warwick, led the first
division of the English army; two other great Earls led the second; and the King, the third.
When the morning dawned, the King received the Romish sacrament, and heard prayers,
and then, mounted on horseback with a white wand in his hand, rode from company to
company, and rank to rank, cheering and encouraging both officers and men. Then the
whole army breakfasted, each man sitting on the ground where he had stood; and then
they remained quietly on the ground with their weapons ready.
Up came the French King with all his great force. It was dark and angry weather; there
was an eclipse of the sun; there was a thunder-storm, accompanied with tremendous rain;
the frightened birds flew screaming above the soldiers' heads. A certain captain in the
French army advised the French King, who was by no means cheerful, not to begin the
battle until the morrow. The King, taking this advice, gave the word to halt. But, those
behind not understanding it, or desiring to be foremost with the rest, came pressing on.
The roads for a great distance were covered with this immense army, and with the
common people from the villages, who were flourishing their rude weapons, and making
a great noise. Owing to these circumstances, the French army advanced in the greatest
confusion; every French lord doing what he liked with his own men, and putting out the
men of every other French lord.
Now, their King relied strongly upon a great body of cross-bowmen from Genoa; and
these he ordered to the front to begin the battle, on finding that he could not stop it. They
shouted once, they shouted twice, they shouted three times, to alarm the English archers;
but, the English would have heard them shout three thousand times and would have never
moved. At last the cross-bowmen went forward a little, and began to discharge their
bolts; upon which, the English let fly such a hail of arrows, that the Genoese speedily
made off - for their cross-bows, besides being heavy to carry, required to be wound up
with a handle, and consequently took time to re-load; the English, on the other hand,
could discharge their arrows almost as fast as the arrows could fly.
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When the French King saw the Genoese turning, he cried out to his men to kill those
scoundrels, who were doing harm instead of service. This increased the confusion.
Meanwhile the English archers, continuing to shoot as fast as ever, shot down great
numbers of the French soldiers and knights; whom certain sly Cornish-men and
Welshmen, from the English army, creeping along the ground, dispatched with great
knives.
The Prince and his division were at this time so hard-pressed, that the Earl of Warwick
sent a message to the King, who was overlooking the battle from a windmill, beseeching
him to send more aid.
'Is my son killed?' said the King.
'No, sire, please God,' returned the messenger.
'Is he wounded?' said the King.
'No, sire.'
'Is he thrown to the ground?' said the King.
'No, sire, not so; but, he is very hard-pressed.'
'Then,' said the King, 'go back to those who sent you, and tell them I shall send no aid;
because I set my heart upon my son proving himself this day a brave knight, and because
I am resolved, please God, that the honor of a great victory shall be his!'
These bold words, being reported to the Prince and his division, so raised their spirits,
that they fought better than ever. The King of France charged gallantly with his men
many times; but it was of no use. Night closing in, his horse was killed under him by an
English arrow, and the knights and nobles who had clustered thick about him early in the
day, were now completely scattered. At last, some of his few remaining followers led
him off the field by force since he would not retire of himself, and they journeyed away
to Amiens. The victorious English, lighting their watch-fires, made merry on the field,
and the King, riding to meet his gallant son, took him in his arms, kissed him, and told
him that he had acted nobly, and proved himself worthy of the day and of the crown.
While it was yet night, King Edward was hardly aware of the great victory he had gained;
but, next day, it was discovered that eleven princes, twelve hundred knights, and thirty
thousand common men lay dead upon the French side. Among these was the King of
Bohemia, an old blind man; who, having been told that his son was wounded in the battle,
and that no force could stand against the Black Prince, called to him two knights, put
himself on horse-back between them, fastened the three bridles together, and dashed in
among the English, where he was presently slain. He bore as his crest three white ostrich
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feathers, with the motto ICH DIEN, signifying in English 'I serve.' This crest and motto
were taken by the Prince of Wales in remembrance of that famous day, and have been
borne by the Prince of Wales ever since.
Five days after this great battle, the King laid siege to Calais. This siege - ever afterwards
memorable - lasted nearly a year. In order to starve the inhabitants out, King Edward
built so many wooden houses for the lodgings of his troops, that it is said their quarters
looked like a second Calais suddenly sprung around the first. Early in the siege, the
governor of the town drove out what he called the useless mouths, to the number of
seventeen hundred persons, men and women, young and old. King Edward allowed them
to pass through his lines, and even fed them, and dismissed them with money; but, later in
the siege, he was not so merciful - five hundred more, who were afterwards driven out,
dying of starvation and misery. The garrison were so hard-pressed at last, that they sent a
letter to King Philip, telling him that they had eaten all the horses, all the dogs, and all the
rats and mice that could be found in the place; and, that if he did not relieve them, they
must either surrender to the English, or eat one another. Philip made one effort to give
them relief; but they were so hemmed in by the English power, that he could not succeed,
and was fain to leave the place. Upon this they hoisted the English flag, and surrendered
to King Edward. 'Tell your general,' said he to the humble messengers who came out of
the town, 'that I require to have sent here, six of the most distinguished citizens, barelegged, and in their shirts, with ropes about their necks; and let those six men bring with
them the keys of the castle and the town.'
When the Governor of Calais related this to the people in the Market-place, there was
great weeping and distress; in the midst of which, one worthy citizen, named Eustace de
Saint Pierre, rose up and said, that if the six men required were not sacrificed, the whole
population would be; therefore, he offered himself as the first. Encouraged by this bright
example, five other worthy citizens rose up one after another, and offered themselves to
save the rest. The Governor, who was too badly wounded to be able to walk, mounted a
poor old horse that had not been eaten, and conducted these good men to the gate, while
all the people cried and mourned.
Edward received them wrathfully, and ordered the heads of the whole six to be struck off.
However, the good Queen fell upon her knees, and besought the King to give them up to
her. The King replied, 'I wish you had been somewhere else; but I cannot refuse you.' So
she had them properly dressed, made a feast for them, and sent them back with a
handsome present, to the great rejoicing of the whole camp. I hope the people of Calais
loved the daughter to whom she gave birth soon afterwards, for her gentle mother's sake.
Now came that terrible disease and judgment of God, the Plague, into Europe, hurrying
from the heart of China; and killed the wretched people - especially the poor - in such
enormous numbers, that one-half of the inhabitants of England are related to have died of
it. It killed the cattle, in great numbers, too; and so few working men remained alive, that
there were not enough left to till the ground.
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After eight years of differing and quarreling, the Prince of Wales again invaded France
with an army of sixty thousand men. He went through the south of the country, burning
and plundering whereever he went; while his father, who had still the Scottish war upon
his hands, did the like in Scotland, but was harassed and worried in his retreat from that
country by the Scottish men, who repaid his cruelties with interest.
The French King, Philip, was now dead, and was succeeded by his son John. The Black
Prince, called by that name from the color of the armor he wore to set off his fair
complexion, continuing to burn and destroy in France, roused John into determined
opposition; and so cruel had the Black Prince been in his campaign, and so severely had
the French peasants suffered, that he could not find one who, for love, or money, or the
fear of death, would tell him what the French King was doing, or where he was. Thus it
happened that he came upon the French King's forces, all of a sudden, near the town of
Poitiers, and found that the whole neighboring country was occupied by a vast French
army. 'God help us!' said the Black Prince, 'we must make the best of it.'

So, on a Sunday morning, the eighteenth of September, the Prince whose army was now
reduced to ten thousand men in all - prepared to give battle to the French King, who had
sixty thousand horse alone. While he was so engaged, there came riding from the French
camp, a Cardinal, who had persuaded John to let him offer terms, and try to save the
shedding of Christian blood. 'Save my honor,' said the Prince to this good priest, 'and
save the honor of my army, and I will make any reasonable terms.' He offered to give up
all the towns, castles, and prisoners, he had taken, and to swear to make no war in France
for seven years; but, as John would hear of nothing but his surrender, with a hundred of
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his chief knights, the treaty was broken off, and the Prince said quietly - 'God defend the
right; we shall fight to-morrow.'
Therefore, on the Monday morning, at break of day, the two armies prepared for battle.
The English were posted in a strong place, which could only be approached by one
narrow lane, skirted by hedges on both sides. The French attacked them by this lane; but
were so galled and slain by English arrows from behind the hedges, that they were forced
to retreat. Then went six hundred English bowmen round about, and, coming upon the
rear of the French army, rained arrows on them thick and fast. The French knights,
thrown into confusion, quitted their banners and dispersed in all directions. Said Sir John
Chandos to the Prince, 'Ride forward, noble Prince, and the day is yours. The King of
France is so valiant a gentleman, that I know he will never fly, and may be taken
prisoner.' Said the Prince to this, 'Advance, English banners, in the name of God and St.
George!' and on they pressed until they came up with the French King, fighting fiercely
with his battle-axe, and, when all his nobles had forsaken him, attended faithfully to the
last by his youngest son Philip, only sixteen years of age. Father and son fought well, and
the King had already two wounds in his face, and had been beaten down, when he at last
delivered himself to a banished French knight, and gave him his right-hand glove in token
that he had done so.
The Black Prince was generous as well as brave, and he invited his royal prisoner to
supper in his tent, and waited upon him at table, and, when they afterwards rode into
London in a gorgeous procession, mounted the French King on a fine cream-colored
horse, and rode at his side on a little pony. This was all very kind, but I think it was,
perhaps, a little theatrical too, and has been made more meritorious than it deserved to be;
especially as I am inclined to think that the greatest kindness to the King of France would
have been not to have shown him to the people at all. However, it must be said, for these
acts of politeness, that, in course of time, they did much to soften the horrors of war and
the passions of conquerors. It was a long, long time before the common soldiers began to
have the benefit of such courtly deeds; but they did at last; and thus it is possible that a
poor soldier who asked for quarter at the battle of Waterloo, or any other such great fight,
may have owed his life indirectly to Edward the Black Prince.
At this time there stood in the Strand, in London, a palace called the Savoy, which was
given up to the captive King of France and his son for their residence. As the King of
Scotland had now been King Edward's captive for eleven years too, his success was, at
this time, tolerably complete. The Scottish business was settled by the prisoner being
released under the title of Sir David, King of Scotland, and by his engaging to pay a large
ransom. The state of France encouraged England to propose harder terms to that country,
where the people rose against the unspeakable cruelty and barbarity of its nobles; where
the nobles rose in turn against the people; where the most frightful outrages were
committed on all sides; and where the insurrection of the peasants, called the insurrection
of the Jacquerie, from Jacques, a common Christian name among the country people of
France, awakened terrors and hatreds that have scarcely yet passed away. A treaty called
the Great Peace, was at last signed, under which King Edward agreed to give up the
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greater part of his conquests, and King John to pay, within six years, a ransom of three
million crowns of gold. He was so beset by his own nobles and courtiers for having
yielded to these conditions - though they could help him to no better - that he came back
of his own will to his old palace-prison of the Savoy, and there died.
There was a Sovereign of Castile at that time, called PEDRO THE CRUEL, who
deserved the name remarkably well: having committed, among other cruelties, a variety
of murders. This amiable monarch being driven from his throne for his crimes, went to
the province of Bordeaux, where the Black Prince - now married to his cousin JOAN, a
pretty widow - was residing, and besought his help. The Prince, who took to him much
more kindly than a prince of such fame ought to have taken to such a ruffian, readily
listened to his fair promises, and agreeing to help him, sent secret orders to some
troublesome disbanded soldiers of his and his father's, who called themselves the Free
Companions, and who had been a pest to the French people, for some time, to aid this
Pedro. The Prince, himself, going into Spain to head the army of relief, soon set Pedro on
his throne again - where he no sooner found himself, than, of course, he behaved like the
villain he was, broke his word without the least shame, and abandoned all the promises he
had made to the Black Prince.
Now, it had cost the Prince a good deal of money to pay soldiers to support this
murderous King; and finding himself, when he came back disgusted to Bordeaux, not
only in bad health, but deeply in debt, he began to tax his French subjects to pay his
creditors. They appealed to the French King, CHARLES; war again broke out; and the
French town of Limoges, which the Prince had greatly benefited, went over to the French
King. Upon this he ravaged the province of which it was the capital; burnt, and
plundered, and killed in the old sickening way; and refused mercy to the prisoners, men,
women, and children taken in the offending town, though he was so ill and so much in
need of pity himself from Heaven, that he was carried in a litter. He lived to come home
and make himself popular with the people and Parliament, and he died on Trinity Sunday,
the eighth of June, one thousand three hundred and seventy-six, at forty-six years old.
The whole nation mourned for him as one of the most renowned and beloved princes it
had ever had; and he was buried with great lamentations in Canterbury Cathedral. Near
to the tomb of Edward the Confessor, his monument, with his figure, carved in stone, and
represented in the old black armor, lying on its back, may be seen at this day, with an
ancient coat of mail, a helmet, and a pair of gauntlets hanging from a beam above it,
which most people like to believe were once worn by the Black Prince.
King Edward did not outlive his renowned son, long. He was old, and one Alice Perrers,
a beautiful lady, had contrived to make him so fond of her in his old age, that he could
refuse her nothing, and made himself ridiculous. She little deserved his love, or - what I
dare say she valued a great deal more - the jewels of the late Queen, which he gave her
among other rich presents. She took the very ring from his finger on the morning of the
day when he died, and left him to be pillaged by his faithless servants. Only one good
priest was true to him, and attended him to the last.
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Besides being famous for the great victories I have related, the reign of King Edward the
Third was rendered memorable in other ways, by the growth of architecture and the
erection of Windsor Castle. Some Flemings were induced to come to England in this
reign too, and to settle in Norfolk, where they made better woolen cloths than the English
had ever had before. The Order of the Garter also dates from this period. The King is
said to have picked 'up a lady's garter at a ball, and to have said, HONI SOIT QUI MAL
Y PENSE - in English, 'Evil be to him who evil thinks of it.' The courtiers were usually
glad to imitate what the King said or did, and hence from a slight incident the Order of
the Garter was instituted, and became a great dignity. So the story goes.
All of the events I have related so far about the reign of King Edward III, or in fact most
of the princes that preceded him, pale in importance to what I shall tell you about in the
next chapter. Human kingdoms come and go, but Christ’s kingdom is forever.
Therefore, significant events in the history of Christ’s kingdom are of much greater
weight than that of foolish men whose breath is in their nostrils.
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CHAPTER 20 – THE MORNINGSTAR OF THE REFORMATION
Christ’s kingdom had made great strides in its Apostolic Era. These were the years
following Christ’s resurrection when the Apostles carried the gospel far and wide. I have
already told you in this book how there is good reason to believe the gospel came to
Britain in 58 AD by way of Bran. And from Britain the gospel was later to travel to
Ireland and to many islands beyond. Thus began to be fulfilled that prophecy of Isaiah
11:10-11: “And in that day there shall be a root of Jesse, which shall stand for an ensign
of the people; to it shall the Gentiles seek: and his rest shall be glorious. And it shall
come to pass in that day, that the Lord shall set his hand again the second time to recover
the remnant of his people, which shall be left, from Assyria, and from Egypt, and from
Pathros, and from Cush, and from Elam, and from Shinar, and from Hamath, and from
the islands of the sea.” And thus we read in the book of Colossians 1:5-6: “For the hope
which is laid up for you in heaven, whereof ye heard before in the word of the truth of the
gospel; which is come unto you, as it is in all the world…“
So despite persecutions, false christs, and false prophets, the gospel triumphed in many
nations by 70 AD. In that year God brought great judgment upon the unbelieving Jews
who had persecuted Christ’s church. And God redeemed the Jewish Christians from that
judgment, Christ having warned them to flee the destruction many years before.
The Apostle John had not only prophesied these gospel triumphs in his book of
Revelation, but he had also prophesied a 1,260 year period of spiritual degeneration and
distress following the 70 AD judgment. There was a gradual but real decline in pure
religion in these years, starting with the close of the Apostolic Era. But around 1330 AD
there was born in England a man appointed by God to reverse this trend. His name was
John Wickliffe. And he began his public ministry around 30 years later, in 1360 AD.

I take this account of his life from that noted English biographer, John Foxe:
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”He [John Wickliffe]- was public reader of divinity in the university of Oxford, and, by
the learned of his day, was accounted most deeply versed in theology and all kinds of
philosophy. This even his adversaries allowed. Walden, his bitterest enemy, writing to
pope Martin, says, that he was astonished at his most strong arguments, with the places of
authority which he had gathered, with the vehemency and force of his reasons. At his
appearing, the greatest darkness pervaded the church. Little but the name of Christ
remained among the Christians, while his true and lively doctrine was as far unknown
unto the most part, as his name was common unto all men. As touching faith, consolation,
the end and use of the law, the office of Christ, of our impotency and weakness, of the
Holy Ghost, of the greatness and strength of sin, of true works, grace, and free
justification by faith, wherein consisteth and resteth the sum and matter of our profession,
there was scarcely the mention of a word. Scripture, learning, and divinity, were known
but to a few, and in the schools only, and there it was turned and converted almost
entirely into sophistry. Instead of Peter and Paul, men occupied their time in studying
Aquinas and Scotus, and the master of sentences. The world leaving and forsaking the
lively power of God's spiritual word and doctrine, was altogether led and blinded with
outward ceremonies and human traditions, wherein the whole scope, in a manner, of all
Christian perfection did consist and depend. In these was all the hope of obtaining
salvation fully fixed: hereunto all things were attributed. Scarcely any other thing was
seen in the temples or churches, taught or spoken of in sermons, or finally intended or
gone about in their whole life, but only heaping up of certain shadowed ceremonies upon
ceremonies; and the people were taught to worship no other thing but that which they
saw, and almost all they saw they worshipped.
The Christian faith was at that time counted none other thing but that every man should
know that Christ once suffered, that is to say, that all men should know and understand
that thing which the devils themselves also knew. Hypocrisy was substituted for holiness.
All men were so addicted to outward shews, that even they which professed the most
absolute and singular knowledge of the scriptures, scarcely understood any other thing.
And this did evidently appear, not only in the common sort of doctors and teachers, but
also in the very heads of the church; whose whole religion and piety consisted in
observing days, meats, and rainment, and such like rhetorical circumstances, as of place,
time, person, &c. Hence sprang so many sorts and fashions of vestures and garments; so
many differences of colors and meats, with so many pilgrimages to several places, as
though St. James at Compostella could do that which Christ could not do at Canterbury;
or else that God were not of like power and strength in every place, or could not be found
but as being sought for by running hither and thither. Then the holiness of the whole year
was put off unto the Lent season. No country or land was counted holy, but only
Palestine, where Christ had walked himself with his human feet. Such was the blindness
of that time, that men strove and fought for the material cross at Jerusalem, as it had been
for the chief strength of our faith. The Romish champions never ceased, by writings,
admonishing and counseling, yea, and by quarrelling, to move and stir up princes to war
and battle, even as though the faith and belief of the gospel were of small force or little
effect without that wooden appendage. This was the cause of the expedition of king
Richard unto Jerusalem; who being taken in the journey, and delivered unto the emperor,
could scarcely be ransomed home again for thirty thousand marks.
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Wickliffe boldly published his belief with regard to the several articles of religion, in
which he differed from the common doctrine. Pope Gregory XI, hearing this, condemned
some of his tenets, and commanded the archbishop of Canterbury, and the bishop of
London, to oblige him to subscribe the condemnation of them; and in case of refusal to
summon him to Rome. This commission could not easily be executed, Wickliffe having
great friends, the chief of whom was John of Gaunt, duke of Lancaster, who enjoyed very
great power, and was resolved to protect him. The archbishop holding a synod at St.
Paul's, Wickliffe appeared, accompanied by the duke of Lancaster and lord Percy,
marshal of England, when a dispute arising whether Wickliffe should answer sitting or
standing, the duke of Lancaster proceeded to threats, and gave the bishop very hard
words. The people present thinking the bishop in danger, sided with him, so that the duke
and the earl-marshal thought it prudent to retire, and to take Wickliffe with them.
Soon after this an insurrection ensued, some incendiaries spreading a report that the duke
of Lancaster had persuaded the king to take away the privileges of the city of London;
which fires the people to such a degree that they broke open the Marshalsea, and freed all
the prisoners; and not contented with this, a number of them went to the duke's palace in
the Savoy, when missing his person, they plundered his house, and dragged his armor and
weapons through the streets. For this outrage the duke of Lancaster caused the lord mayor
and alderment to be turned out, imagining that they had not used their authority to quell
the mutineers. After this, the bishops meeting a second time, Wickliffe explained to them
his sentiments with regard to the sacrament of the eucharist, in opposition to the belief of
the Romanists; for which the bishops only enjoined him silence, not daring at that time to
go to greater lengths.
A circumstance remarkably providential occurred at this period, which greatly tended to
facilitate the cause of truth. This was a wide schism in the church of Rome. After the
death of pope Gregory XI., who, in the midst of his anxiety to crush Wickliffe and his
doctrines, was removed from his mortal career, the rise of the schism took place. Urban
VI., who succeeded to the papal chair, was so proud and insolent to his cardinals, to
dukes, princes, and queens, and so determined to advance his nephews and kindred, to the
injury of princes, that the greatest number of his cardinals and courtiers gradually shrunk
from him, and set up another French pope against him, named Clement, who reigned
eleven years. After him Benedictus XIII. was elected, who reigned twenty-six years. On
the contrary side, Urban VI. succeeded Boniface IX. Innocentius VIII. Gregory XII.
Alexander B. and John XIII. Concerning this miserable schism, it would require another
Iliad to comprehend in order all its circumstances and tragical parts; what trouble in the
whole church, what parts taking in every country, what apprehending and imprisoning of
priests and prelates taken by land and sea, and what shedding of blood followed in
consequence. Otho, duke of Brunswick and prince of Tarentum, were taken and
murdered. Joan his wife, queen of Jerusalem and Sicilia, who before had sent to pope
Urban, in addition to other gifts at his coronation, 40,000 ducats in pure gold, was by the
said Urban committed to prison, and there strangled. Cardinals were racked without
mercy, and tormented on gibbets, rather than instantly put to death. Battles were fought
between the two popes, whereof 5000 on the one side were slain, besides the number of
them which were taken prisoners. The cardinals were beheaded on one day, after long
37

torments. The bishop of Aquilonensis, being suspected by pope Urban for not riding
faster with the pope, his horse not being good, was slain by the pope sending his soldiers
to cut him in pieces. Thus did these demons in human form continue to torment one
another for the space of thirty-nine years, until the council of Constance somewhat
appeased their wrath.
Wickliffe paid less regard to the injunctions of the bishops than to his duty to God,
continued to promulgate his doctrines, and gradually to unveil the truth to the eyes of
men. He wrote several works, which, as may be supposed, gave great alarm and offence
to the existing clergy. But by the protection of the duke of Lancaster, he was secure from
their malice. He translated the Bible into English, which, amidst the ignorance of the
time, had the effect of the sun breaking forth in a dark night. To this Bible he prefixed a
bold preface, wherein he reflected on the bad lives of the clergy, and condemned the
worship of saints, images, and the corporeal presence of Christ in the sacrament: but what
offended his enemies most was, his exhorting all people to read the Scriptures, in which
testimonies against those corruptions appeared so strongly, that the only way to prevent
their being blazoned to the world was not to permit the sacred writings to be translated or
known.
About the same time fell a dissension in England between the people and the nobility,
which did not a little disturb the common-wealth. In this tumult Simon of Sudbury,
archbishop of Canterbury, was taken by the people and beheaded. In his place succeeded
William Courtenay, who was no less diligent than his predecessor had been, in doing his
utmost to root out heretics. Notwithstanding this formidable opposition Wickliffe's sect
increased privily, and daily grew to greater force, until the time that William Barton, vicechancellor of Oxford, had the whole rule of that university, who, calling together eight
monastical doctors, and four others, with the consent of the rest of his affinity, put the
common seal of the university to an edict, declaring unto every man, and threatening
them under a grievous penalty, that none should hereafter associate themselves with any
of Wickliffe's favorers. Unto Wickliffe himself he threatened the greater
excommunication, and farther imprisonment, unless after three days canonical
admonition or warning he did repent and amend; which when Wickliffe understood,
forsaking the pope and all the clergy, he thought to appeal unto the king; but the duke of
Lancaster interposing forbad him; whereby, being beset with troubles and vexations, as it
were in the midst of the waves, he was to avoid the rigor of things, he by qualifying his
assertions, mitigated the severity he would otherwise have met with.

In consequence of Wickliffe's translation of the Bible and of his preface, his followers
greatly multiplied. Many of them, indeed, were not men of learning; but being wrought
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upon by the conviction of plain reason, this determined them in their persuasion. In a
short time his doctrines made great progress, being not only espoused by vast numbers of
the students of Oxford, but also by the great men at court, particularly by the duke of
Lancaster and lord Percy, together with several young and well educated gentlemen.
Hence Wickliffe may be considered as the great founder of the reformation in this
kingdom. He was of Merton college in Oxford, where he took his doctor's degree, and
became so eminent for his fine genius and great learning, that Simon Islip, archbishop of
Canterbury, having founded Canterbury college, now Christ Church, in Oxford, appointed
him rector: which employment he filled with universal approbation, till the death of the
archbishop. Langhalm, successor to Islip, being desirous of favoring the monks, and
introducing them into the college, attempted to remove Wickliffe, and to put one
Woodhall, a monk, in his room. But the fellows of the college would never consent to
this, they loving their old rector; but this affair being afterwards carried to Rome,
Wickliffe was deprived in favor of Woodhall. However, this no ways lessened the
reputation of the reformer, every one perceiving it was a general affair, and that the
monks did not so much strike at Wickliffe's person, as at all the secular priests who were
members of the college. And indeed, they were all turned out to make room for the
monks. Shortly after he was presented to the living of Lutterworth, in the county of
Leicester, and he there published, in his sermons and writings, certain opinions, which
were judged new, because contrary to the received doctrine of those days. It must be
observed, that his most bitter enemies never charged him with any immorality. This great
man was left in quiet at Lutterworth till his death, which happened December 31, 1385.
But after his body had lain in the grave forty-one years, his bones were taken up by decree
of the synod of Constance, publicly burnt, and his ashes thrown into the river near the
town. This condemnation of his doctrine did not prevent its spreading all over the
kingdom, and with such success, that, according to spelman, two men could not be found
together, and one not a Lollard or Wickliffe.
The following are among the articles of Wickliffe which were condemned as heretical:
The substance of material bread and wine doth remain in the sacrament of the altar after
the consecration
The accidents do not remain without the subjects in the same sacrament, after the
consecration
Christ is not in the sacrament of the altar truly and really, in his proper and corporeal
person
If a bishop of a priest be in deadly sin, he doth not ordain, consecrate, nor baptize
If a man be duly and truly contrite and penitent, all exterior and other confession is but
superfluous and unprofitable unto him
It is not found or established by the gospel that Christ did make or ordain mass
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If the pope be a reprobate and evil man, and consequently a member of the devil, he hath
no power by any manner of means given unto him over faithful Christians
Since the time of Urban VI. there is none to be received for pope, but every man is to live
after the manner of the Greeks, under his own law
It is against the Scripture, that ecclesiastical ministers should have any temporal
possessions
No prelate ought to excommunicate any man except he knew him first to be
excommunicate of God
He who doth so excommunicate any man, is thereby himself either a heretic or
excommunicated
All such who leave off preaching or hearing the word of God, or preaching the gospel for
fear of excommunication, they are already excommunicated, and in the day of judgment
shall be counted as traitors unto God
It is lawful for any man, either deacon or priest, to preach the word of God without
authority or license of the apostolic see or any other of his catholics
So long as a man is in deadly sin, he is neither bishop nor prelate in the church of God.
Wickliffe had written divers works, which in the year 1410 were burnt at Oxford, the
abbot of Shrewsbury being then commissary. And not only in England, but in Bohemia
likewise, his books were set on fire by one Subinicus, archbishop of Prague, who made
diligent inquisition for all the reformer had written. The number of the volumes
composed and transcribed, said to have been destroyed, were most excellently and richly
adorned with bosses of gold, and embellished coverings, being about the number of two
hundred. But among all that he wrote no piece is more interesting for its size than the
following letter, which he addressed to pope Urban VI. in the year 1382.
John Wycliffe's letter to the Pope
"Verily I do rejoice to open and declare unto every man the faith which I do hold, and
specially unto the bishop of Rome; the which forasmuch as I do suppose to be sound and
true, he will most willingly confirm my said faith, or, if it be erroneous, amend the same.
"First, I suppose that the gospel of Christ is the whole body of God's law; and that Christ
which did give that same law himself, I believe to be a very man, and in that point, to
exceed the law of the gospel, and all other parts of the scripture. Again, I do give and hold
the bishop of Rome, forsomuch as he is the vicar of Christ here in earth, to be bound most
of all other men unto that law of the gospel. For the greatness among Christ's disciples
did not consist in worldly dignity or honors, but in the near and exact following of Christ
in his life and manners: whereupon I do gather out of the heart of the law of the Lord, that
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Christ for the time of his pilgrimage here was a most poor man, abjecting and casting off
all worldly rule and honor, as appeareth by the gospel of St. Matthew, the eighth chapter,
and the second of the Corinthians, the eighth chapter.
"Hereby I do fully gather, that no faithful man ought to follow either the pope himself, or
any of the holy men, but in such points as they have followed the Lord Jesus. For Peter
and the sons of Zebedee, by desiring worldly honor, contrary to the following of Christ's
steps, did offend, and therefore in those errors they ought not to be followed.
"Hereof I do gather, as a counsel, that the pope ought to leave unto the secular power all
temporal dominion and rule, and thereunto, effectually to move and exhort his whole
clergy; for so did Christ, and especially by his apostles. Wherefore if I have erred in any
of these points, I will most humbly submit myself unto correction, even by death if
necessity so require; and if I could labor according to my will or desire in mime own
person, I would surely present myself before the bishop of Rome; but the Lord hath
otherwise visited me to the contrary, and hath taught me rather to obey God than man.
Forsomuch then as God hath given unto the pope just and true evangelical instinctions,
we ought to pray that they be not extinguished by any subtle or crafty device.
"And that the pope and cardinals be not moved to do any thing contrary unto the law of
the Lord. Wherefore let us pray unto our God, that he will so stir up our pope Urban VI.
as he began, that he with his clergy may follow the Lord Jesus Christ in life and manners;
and that they may teach the people effectually; and that they likewise may faithfully
follow them in the same. And let us specially pray, that our pope may be preserved from
all malign and evil counsel, which we do know that evil and envious men of his
household would give him. And seeing the Lord will not suffer us to be tempted above
our power, much less then will he require of any creature to do that thing which they are
not able; forsomuch as that is the plain condition and manner of antichrist."
In the council of the Lateran, a decree was made with regard to heretics, which required
all magistrates to extirpate them upon pain of forfeiture and deposition. The canons of
this council being received in England, the prosecution of heretics became a part of the
common law; and a writ, styled de heretico comburendo, was issued under king Henry
IV. for burning them upon their conviction; after which special statutes were made, which
commenced under Richard II., about the year 1390. The first made was assented to only
by the lords; but the king sanctioned it without the concurrence of the commons. Yet the
utmost extent of the severity in this was, that writs should be issued to the laws of the
church. It appears that those heretics were, at this time, very numerous, that they wore a
peculiar habit, preached in churches and many other places against the existing faith, and
refused to pay obedience to ecclesiastical censures.
On the accession of Henry IV. to the crown in 1399, as he owed it in a great measure to
the clergy, he passed an act against all who should presume to preach without the bishop's
license, or against the established church. It was enacted that all transgressors of this kind
should be imprisoned, and be brought to trial within three months. If upon conviction
they offered to abjure, and were not relapsed, they were to be imprisoned and fined at
pleasure; but if they refused to abjure, or were relapsed, they were to be delivered over to
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the secular arm; and the magistrates were to burn them in some public place. About this
time William Sautre, parish priest of St. Osith in London, being condemned as a relapse,
and degraded by Arundel, archbishop of Canterbury, a writ was issued, wherein burning
is called the common punishment, and referred to the customs of other nations. This was
the first example of that cruel punishment in this kingdom.
The clergy, alarmed lest the doctrines of Wickliffe should ultimately become established,
used every exertion in their power to check them. In the reign of Richard II. the bishops
obtained a general license to imprison heretics without being obliged to procure a special
order from court, which however the house of commons caused to be revoked. But as the
fear of imprisonment could not check the evil dreaded by the bishops, Henry IV., whose
particular object was to win the affection of the clergy, earnestly recommended to
parliament the concerns of the church. How reluctant soever the house of commons might
be to prosecute the Lollards, the credit of the court, and the cabals of the clergy, at last
obtained a most detestable act, for burning obstinate heretics. It was immediately after the
passing of this statute that the ecclesiastical court condemned William Sautre to the
flames.

Notwithstanding the opposition of the popish clergy, Wickliffe's doctrine continued to
spread in Henry the IVth's reign, even to such a degree, that the majority of the house of
commons were inclined to it; whence they presented two petitions to the king, one against
the clergy, the other in favor of the Lollards. The first set forth, that the clergy made ill
use of their wealth, and consumed their income in a manner quite different from the intent
of the donors; that their revenues were excessive, and consequently it would be necessary
to lessen them that so many estates might easily be seized as would provide for one
hundred and fifty earls at the rate of three thousand marks a year each, one thousand five
hundred barons at one hundred marks each, six thousand two hundred knights at forty
marks, and one hundred hospitals; that by this means the safety of the kingdom might be
better provided for, the poor better maintained, and the clergy more devoted to their duty.
In the second petition the commons prayed, that the statute passed against the Lollards in
the second year of this reign might be repealed, or qualified with some restrictions. As it
was the king's interest to please the clergy, he answered the commons very sharply, that
he neither could nor would consent to their petitions. And with regard to the Lollards, he
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declared that he wished the heretics were extirpated out of the land. To prove the truth of
this, he signed a warrant for burning a man in humble life, but of strong mind and sound
piety, named Thomas Badly.
This individual was a layman, and by trade a tailor. He was arraigned in the year 1409
before the bishop of Worchester, and convicted of heresy. On his examination he said,
that it was impossible any priest could make the body of Christ sacramentally, nor would
he believe it unless he saw manifestly the corporeal body of the Lord to be handled by the
priest at the altar; that it was ridiculous to imagine that at the supper, Christ held in his
own hand his own body and divided it among his disciples, and yet remaining whole. "I
believe," said he, "the Omnipotent God in trinity; but if every consecrated host at the altar
be Christ's body, there must then be in England no less than 20,000 gods." After this he
was brought before the archbishop of Canterbury at St. Paul's church, and again examined
in presence of a great number of bishops, the duke of York, and several of the first
nobility. Great pains were used to make him recant; but he courageously answered that he
would still abide by his former opinions, which no power should force him to forego. On
this the archbishop of Canterbury ratified the sentence given by the bishop of Worcester.
When the king has signed the warrant for his death, he was brought to Smithfield, and
there being put into an empty tub, was bound with iron chains fastened to a stake, and had
dry wood piled around him. As he was thus standing before the wood was lighted, it
happened that the prince, the king's eldest son, came near the spot; who acting the part of
the good Samaritan, began to endeavor to save the life of him whom the hypocritical
Levites and Pharisees sought to put to death. He admonished and counseled him, that
having respect to himself he should speedily withdraw out of these dangerous labyrinths
of opinions, adding oftentimes threatenings, the which might have daunted any man. Also
Courtenay, at that time chancellor of Oxford, preached unto him, and urged upon him the
faith of the holy church.
In the mean time the prior of St. Bartholomew's in Smithfield, brought with all the
solemnity the sacrament of Christ's body, with twelve torches borne before, and shewed
the host to the poor man at the stake. He then demanded of him how he believed in it; he
answered, that he knew well it was hallowed bread, but not God's body. Then was the tun
put over him, and fire applied to it. On feeling the fire, he cried, "Mercy!"; calling
likewise upon the Lord; when the prince immediately commanded to take away the tun,
and quench the fire. He then asked him if he would forsake heresy, and take the faith of
holy church, which, if he would do, he should have goods enough, promising him also a
yearly pension out of the king's treasury. But this valiant champion of Christ, neglecting
the prince's fair words, as also contemning all men's devices, refused the offer of worldly
promises, being more inflamed with the spirit of God, than with any earthly desire.
Wherefore, as he continued immovable in his former mind, the prince commanded him to
be put again into the tun, and that he should not afterward look for any grace or favor. As
he could be allured by no reward, so he was nothing at all abashed at their torments, but,
as a valiant soldier of Christ, he persevered invincibly till his body was reduced to ashes,
and his soul rose triumphant unto God who gave it.
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At the commencement of the reign of Henry V. about 1413, a pretended conspiracy,
evidently of priestly contrivance, was said to be discovered of Sir John Oldcastle, and
some others of the followers of Wickliffe. Many of these were condemned, both for high
treason and heresy; they were first hanged, and afterwards burnt. A law followed,
enacting that all Lollards should forfeit their whole possessions in fee simple, with their
goods and chattels; and all sheriffs and magistrates, from the lord chancellor to the
meanest officer, were required to take an oath to destroy them and their heresies, and to
assist the ordinaries in the suppression of them. The clergy made an ill use of this law,
and vexed every one who any ways offended them, with imprisonment; upon which the
judges interposing, they examined the grounds of such commitments, and, as they saw
cause, either bailed or discharged the prisoners; and took upon them to declare what
opinions were heresies by law, and what were not. Thus the people flew for protection to
the judges, and found more mercy from the common lawyers, than from those who ought
to have been the pastors of their souls.
The persecutions of the Lollards in the reign of Henry V. were owing to the cruel
instigations of the clergy, as that monarch was naturally averse to cruelty. It is supposed,
that the chief cause of the violent hatred which the clergy bore to the Lollards, was, that
they had endeavored to strip them of part of their revenues. However this might be, they
thought that the most effectual way to check the progress of Wickliffe's doctrine, would
be to attack the then chief protector of it, Sir John Oldcastle, baron of Cobham; and to
persuade the king that the Lollards were engaged in conspiracies to overturn the throne
and state. It was even reported that they intended to murder the king, together with the
princes his brothers, with most of the lords spiritual and temporal, in hopes that the
confusion which must necessarily arise in the kingdom, after such a massacre, would
prove favorable to their religion. Upon this a false rumor was spread, that Sir John
Oldcastle had got together 20,000 men in St. Gile's in the Fields, a place then overgrown
with bushes. The king himself went thither at midnight, and finding no more than
fourscore or a hundred persons, who were privately met upon a religious account, he fell
upon them and killed many, it is supposed before he knew of the purpose of their
meeting. Some of them being afterwards examined, were prevailed upon merely by
promises or threats, to confess whatever their enemies desired; and these accused Sir John
Oldcastle.
The king hereupon thought him guilty; and in that belief set a thousand marks upon his
head, with a promise of perpetual exemption from taxes to any town which should secure
him. Sir John was apprehended and imprisoned in the Tower; but escaping from thence
he fled into Wales, where he long concealed himself. But being afterwards seized in
Powisland, in North Wales, by John Grey, Lord Powis, he was brought to London, to the
great joy of the clergy, who were highly incensed against him, and resolved to sacrifice
him to strike a terror into the rest of the Lollards. Sir John was of a very good family, had
been sheriff of Hethfordshire under Henry IV. and summoned to parliament among the
barons of the realm in that reign. He had been sent beyond sea with the earl of Arundel, to
assist the duke of Burgundy against the French. In a word, he was a man of extraordinary
merit, notwithstanding which he was condemned to be hanged up by the waist with a
chain, and burnt alive. This most barbarous sentence was executed amidst the curses and
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imprecations of the priests and monks, who used their utmost endeavours to prevent the
people from praying for him. Such was the tragical end of Sir John Oldcastle, baron of
Cobham, who left the world with a resolution and constancy, which answered perfectly to
the brave spirit he had ever maintained in the cause of truth and of his God. This was the
first noble blood shed by popish cruelty in England.
Not satisfied with his single death, the clergy got the parliament to make fresh statutes
against the Lollards: they never ceasing, with amazing eagerness, to require their blood. It
was enacted, among other things, that whoever read the scriptures in English, should
forfeit land, chattels, goods, and life, and be condemned as heretics to God, enemies to
the crown, and traitors to the kingdom; that they should not have the benefit of any
sanctuary; and that, if they continued obstinate, or relapsed after being pardoned, they
should first be hanged for treason against the king, and then burned for heresy against
God. The act was no sooner passed, than a violent persecution was raised against the
Lollards: several of them were burnt alive, some fled the kingdom, and others abjured
their religion, to escape the torments prepared for them. From this picture of the horrid
barbarities exercised in those times, we may justly bless those we live in, when nothing of
that sort is practiced, but when all are permitted to obey the dictates of their own
conscience, and openly profess their respective religion, provided they do not disturb the
tranquility of the kingdom. The most likely means of preserving the nation in this security
is for every cruel statute to be expunged, and for the power and virtue of Christian truth to
be trusted with the sole defense of our orthodoxy and our lives.
The following is the confession of the virtuous and Christian martyr whose death we have
just described; which, from its clearness and simplicity, is well worthy of remembrance.
He commences with the apostle's creed.
"I believe in God the Father Almighty, maker of heaven and earth: and in Jesus Christ his
only Son our Lord, who was conceived by the Holy Ghost, born of the virgin Mary,
suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, dead, and buried, went down to hell, the
third day arose again from death, ascended up to Heaven, sitteth on the right hand of God
the Father Almighty; and from thence shall come again to judge the quick and the dead. I
believe in the Holy Ghost, the universal holy church, the communion of saints, the
forgiveness of sins, the uprising of the flesh, and everlasting life. Amen.
"For a more large declaration of this my faith in the catholic church, I stedfastly believe,
that there is but one God Almighty, in and of whose godhead are these three persons, the
Father, the Son, and the Holy Ghost, and that those three persons are the self-same God
Almighty. I believe also, that the second person in this most blessed trinity, in most
convenient time appointed thereunto before, took flesh and blood of the most blessed
virgin Mary, for the safeguard and redemption of the universal kind of man, which was
before lost in Adam's offense. Moreover, I believe, that the same Jesus Christ our Lord,
thus being both God and man, is the only head of the whole Christian church, and that all
those that have been or shall be saved, be members of this most holy church. Whereof the
first sort be now in Heaven, and they are the saints from hence departed. These, as they
were here conversant, conformed always their lives to the most holy laws and pure

45

examples of Christ, renouncing Satan, the world, and the flesh, with all their
concupiscence and evils. The other sort are here upon earth, and called the church
militant. For day and night they contend against crafty assaults of the devil, the flattering
prosperities of the world, and the rebellious filthiness of the flesh."
As touching the power and authority of the keys, the archbishops, bishops, and other
prelates, he said, that the pope is very antichrist, that is, the head; that the archbishops,
bishops, and other prelates, be his members, and that the friars be his tail. The which
pope, archbishops, and bishops, a man ought not to obey, but so far forth as they were
followers of Christ and of Peter, in their life, manners, and conversation, and that he is the
successor of Peter which is best and purest in life and manners. "These men," said he, on
his examination, to the people who stood about him, "which judge and would condemn
me, will seduce you all and themselves, and will lead you unto hell; therefore take heed of
them."
So began the great Protestant Reformation, which spread to the continent of Europe, and
far beyond.

46

CHAPTER 21 - ENGLAND UNDER RICHARD THE SECOND
Let me now tell you some more about Richard the Second.
RICHARD, son of the Black Prince, a boy eleven years of age,
succeeded to the Crown under the title of King Richard the
Second. The whole English nation were ready to admire him for
the sake of his brave father. As to the lords and ladies about the
Court, they declared him to be the most beautiful, the wisest, and
the best - even of princes - whom the lords and ladies about the
Court, generally declare to be the most beautiful, the wisest, and
the best of mankind. To flatter a poor boy in this base manner
was not a very likely way to develop whatever good was in him;
and it brought him to anything but a good or happy end.
When Richard was sixteen years of age he married Anne of Bohemia, an excellent
princess, who was called 'the good Queen Anne.' She deserved a better husband; for the
King had been fawned and flattered into a treacherous, wasteful, dissolute, bad young
man.
There were two Popes at this time (as if one were not enough!), and their quarrels
involved Europe in a great deal of trouble. Scotland was still troublesome too; and at
home there was much jealousy and distrust, and plotting and counter-plotting, because
the King feared the ambition of his relations, and particularly of his uncle, the Duke of
Lancaster, and the duke had his party against the King, and the King had his party against
the duke. Nor were these home troubles lessened when the duke went to Castile to urge
his claim to the crown of that kingdom; for then the Duke of Gloucester, another of
Richard's uncles, opposed him, and influenced the Parliament to demand the dismissal of
the King's favorite ministers. The King said in reply, that he would not for such men
dismiss the meanest servant in his kitchen. But, it had begun to signify little what a King
said when a Parliament was determined; so Richard was at last obliged to give way, and
to agree to another Government of the kingdom, under a commission of fourteen nobles,
for a year. His uncle of Gloucester was at the head of this commission, and, in fact,
appointed everybody composing it.
Having done all this, the King declared as soon as he saw an opportunity that he had
never meant to do it, and that it was all illegal; and he got the judges secretly to sign a
declaration to that effect. The secret oozed out directly, and was carried to the Duke of
Gloucester. The Duke of Gloucester, at the head of forty thousand men, met the King on
his entering into London to enforce his authority; the King was helpless against him; his
favorites and ministers were impeached and were mercilessly executed. Among them
were two men whom the people regarded with very different feelings; one, Robert
Tresilian, Chief Justice, who was hated for having made what was called 'the bloody
circuit' to try the rioters; the other, Sir Simon Burley, an honorable knight, who had
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been the dear friend of the Black Prince, and the governor and guardian of the King. For
this gentleman's life the good Queen even begged of Gloucester on her knees; but
Gloucester (with or without reason) feared and hated him, and replied, that if she
valued her husband's crown, she had better beg no more. All this was done under what
was called by some the wonderful - and by others, with better reason, the merciless Parliament.
But Gloucester's power was not to last for ever. He held it for only a year longer; in
which year the famous battle of Otterbourne, sung in the old ballad of Chevy Chase, was
fought. When the year was out, the King, turning suddenly to Gloucester, in the midst of
a great council said, 'Uncle, how old am I?' 'Your highness,' returned the Duke, 'is in your
twenty-second year.' 'Am I so much?' said the King; 'then I will manage my own affairs!
I am much obliged to you, my good lords, for your past services, but I need them no
more.' He followed this up, by appointing a new Chancellor and a new Treasurer, and
announced to the people that he had resumed the Government. He held it for eight years
without opposition. Through all that time, he kept his determination to revenge himself
some day upon his uncle Gloucester, in his own breast.
At last the Queen died, and then the King, desiring to take a second wife, proposed to his
council that he should marry Isabella, of France, the daughter of Charles the Sixth: who,
the French courtiers said (as the English courtiers had said of Richard), was a marvel of
beauty and wit, and quite a phenomenon - of seven years old. The council were divided
about this marriage, but it took place. It secured peace between England and France for a
quarter of a century; but it was strongly opposed to the prejudices of the English people.
The Duke of Gloucester, who was anxious to take the occasion of making himself
popular, declaimed against it loudly, and this at length decided the King to execute the
vengeance he had been nursing so long.
He went with a company to the Duke of Gloucester's house, Pleshey Castle, in Essex,
where the Duke, suspecting nothing, case out into the court-yard to receive his royal
visitor. While the King conversed in a friendly manner with the Duchess, the Duke was
quietly seized, hurried away, shipped for Calais, and lodged in the castle there. His
friends, the Earls of Arundel and Warwick, were taken in the same treacherous manner,
and confined to their castles. A few days after, at Nottingham, they were impeached of
high treason. The Earl of Arundel was condemned and beheaded, and the Earl of
Warwick was banished. Then, a writ was sent by a messenger to the Governor of Calais,
requiring him to send the Duke of Gloucester over to be tried. In three days he returned
an answer that he could not do that, because the Duke of Gloucester had died in prison.
The Duke was declared a traitor, his property was confiscated to the King, a real or
pretended confession he had made in prison to one of the Justices of the Common Pleas
was produced against him, and there was an end of the matter. How the unfortunate duke
died, very few cared to know. Whether he really died naturally; whether he killed
himself; whether, by the King's order, he was strangled, or smothered between two beds
(as a serving-man of the Governor's named Hall, did afterwards declare), cannot be
discovered. There is not much doubt that he was killed, somehow or other, by his
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nephew's orders. Among the most active nobles in these proceedings were the King's
cousin, Henry Bolingbroke, whom the King had made Duke of Hereford to smooth down
the old family quarrels, and some others: who had in the family-plotting times done just
such acts themselves as they now condemned in the duke. They seem to have been a
corrupt set of men; but such men were easily found about the court in such days.
The people murmured at all this, and were still very sore about the French marriage. The
nobles saw how little the King cared for law, and how crafty he was, and began to be
somewhat afraid for themselves. The King's life was a life of continued feasting and
excess; his retinue, down to the meanest servants, were dressed in the most costly
manner, and caroused at his tables, it is related, to the number of ten thousand persons
every day. He himself, surrounded by a body of ten thousand archers, and enriched by a
duty on wool which the Commons had granted him for life, saw no danger of ever being
otherwise than powerful and absolute, and was as fierce and haughty as a King could be.
He had two of his old enemies left, in the persons of the Dukes of Hereford and Norfolk.
Sparing these no more than the others, he tampered with the Duke of Hereford until he
got him to declare before the Council that the Duke of Norfolk had lately held some
treasonable talk with him, as he was riding near Brentford; and that he had told him,
among other things, that he could not believe the King's oath - which nobody could, I
should think. For this treachery he obtained a pardon, and the Duke of Norfolk was
summoned to appear and defend himself. As he denied the charge and said his accuser
was a liar and a traitor, both noblemen, according to the manner of those times, were held
in custody, and the truth was ordered to be decided by wager of battle at Coventry. This
wager of battle meant that whosoever won the combat was to be considered in the right;
which nonsense meant in effect, that no strong man could ever be wrong. A great holiday
was made; a great crowd assembled, with much parade and show; and the two combatants
were about to rush at each other with their lances, when the King, sitting in a pavilion to
see fair, threw down the truncheon he carried in his hand, and forbade the battle. The
Duke of Hereford was to be banished for ten years, and the Duke of Norfolk was to be
banished for life. So said the King. The Duke of Hereford went to France, and went no
farther. The Duke of Norfolk made a pilgrimage to the Holy Land, and afterwards died at
Venice of a broken heart.
Faster and fiercer, after this, the King went on in his career. The Duke of Lancaster, who
was the father of the Duke of Hereford, died soon after the departure of his son; and, the
King, although he had solemnly granted to that son leave to inherit his father's
property, if it should come to him during his banishment, immediately seized it all, like a
robber. The judges were so afraid of him, that they disgraced themselves by declaring
this theft to be just and lawful. His avarice knew no bounds. He outlawed seventeen
counties at once, on a frivolous pretense, merely to raise money by way of fines for
misconduct. In short, he did as many dishonest things as he could; and cared so little for
the discontent of his subjects - though even the spaniel favorites began to whisper to him
that there was such a thing as discontent afloat - that he took that time, of all others, for
leaving England and making an expedition against the Irish.
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He was scarcely gone, leaving the DUKE OF YORK Regent in his absence, when his
cousin, Henry of Hereford, came over from France to claim the rights of which he had
been so monstrously deprived. He was immediately joined by the two great Earls of
Northumberland and Westmoreland; and his uncle, the Regent, finding the King's
cause unpopular, and the disinclination of the army to act against Henry, very strong,
withdrew with the Royal forces towards Bristol. Henry, at the head of an army, came
from Yorkshire (where he had landed) to London and followed him. They joined their
forces - how they brought that about, is not distinctly understood - and proceeded to
Bristol Castle, whither three noblemen had taken the young Queen. The castle
surrendering, they presently put those three noblemen to death. The Regent then
remained there, and Henry went on to Chester.
All this time, the boisterous weather had prevented the King from receiving intelligence
of what had occurred. At length it was conveyed to him in Ireland, and he sent over the
EARL OF SALISBURY, who, landing at Conway, rallied the Welshmen, and waited for
the King a whole fortnight; at the end of that time the Welshmen, who were perhaps not
very warm for him in the beginning, quite cooled down and went home. When the King
did land on the coast at last, he came with a pretty good power, but his men cared nothing
for him, and quickly deserted. Supposing the Welshmen to be still at Conway, he
disguised himself as a priest, and made for that place in company with his two brothers
and some few of their adherents. But, there were no Welshmen left - only Salisbury and a
hundred soldiers. In this distress, the King's two brothers, Exeter and Surrey, offered to
go to Henry to learn what his intentions were. Surrey, who was true to Richard, was put
into prison. Exeter, who was false, took the royal badge, which was a hart, off his shield,
and assumed the rose, the badge of Henry. After this, it was pretty plain to the King what
Henry's intentions were, without sending any more messengers to ask.
The fallen King, thus deserted - hemmed in on all sides, and pressed with hunger - rode
here and rode there, and went to this castle, and went to that castle, endeavoring to obtain
some provisions, but could find none. He rode wretchedly back to Conway, and there
surrendered himself to the Earl of Northumberland, who came from Henry, in reality to
take him prisoner, but in appearance to offer terms; and whose men were
hidden not far off. By this earl he was conducted to the castle of Flint, where his cousin
Henry met him, and dropped on his knee as if he were still respectful to his sovereign.
'Fair cousin of Lancaster,' said the King, 'you are very welcome' (very welcome, no doubt;
but he would have been more so, in chains or without a head).
'My lord,' replied Henry, 'I am come a little before my time; but, with your good pleasure,
I will show you the reason. Your people complain with some bitterness, that you have
ruled them rigorously for two-and-twenty years. Now, if it please God, I will help you to
govern them better in future.'
'Fair cousin,' replied the abject King, 'since it pleaseth you, it pleaseth me mightily.'
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After this, the trumpets sounded, and the King was stuck on a wretched horse, and carried
prisoner to Chester, where he was made to issue a proclamation, calling a Parliament.
From Chester he was taken on towards London. At Lichfield he tried to escape by
getting out of a window and letting himself down into a garden; it was all in vain,
however, and he was carried on and shut up in the Tower, where no one pitied him, and
where the whole people, whose patience he had quite tired out, reproached him without
mercy.
Before he got there, it is related, that his very dog left him and departed from his side to
lick the hand of Henry.
The day before the Parliament met, a deputation went to this wrecked King, and told him
that he had promised the Earl of Northumberland at Conway Castle to resign the crown.
He said he was quite ready to do it, and signed a paper in which he renounced his
authority and absolved his people from their allegiance to him. He had so little spirit left
that he gave his royal ring to his triumphant cousin Henry with his own hand, and said,
that if he could have had leave to appoint a successor, that same Henry was the man of all
others whom he would have named. Next day, the Parliament assembled in Westminster
Hall, where Henry sat at the side of the throne, which was empty and covered with a cloth
of gold. The paper just signed by the King was read to the multitude amid shouts of joy,
which were echoed through all the streets; when some of the noise had died away, the
King was formally deposed. Then Henry arose, and, making the sign of the cross on his
forehead and breast, challenged the realm of England as his right; the archbishops of
Canterbury and York seated him on the throne.
The multitude shouted again, and the shouts re-echoed throughout all the streets.
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CHAPTER 22 - ENGLAND UNDER HENRY THE FOURTH,
CALLED BOLINGBROKE
DURING the last reign, the preaching of Wickliffe against the pride and cunning of the
Pope and all his men had come with great effect in England. Whether the new King
wished to be in favor with the priests, or whether he hoped, by pretending to be very
religious, to cheat Heaven itself into the belief that he was not a usurper, I don't know.
Both suppositions are likely enough. It is certain that he began his reign by making a
strong show against the followers of Wickliffe, who were called Lollards - although his
father, John of Gaunt, had been of that way of thinking, as he himself had been more than
suspected of being. It is no less certain that he first established in England the
detestable and atrocious custom, brought from abroad, of burning God’s people as
punishment. It was the importation into England of one of the practices of what was
called the Holy Inquisition: which was the most unholy and the most infamous tribunal
that ever disgraced mankind, and made men more like demons than followers of Our
Savior.
No real right to the crown, as you know, was in this King.
Edward Mortimer, the young Earl of March - who was only eight
or nine years old, and who was descended from the Duke of
Clarence, the elder brother of Henry's father - was, by
succession, the real heir
to the throne. However, the King got his son declared Prince of
Wales; and, obtaining possession of the young Earl of March and
his little brother, kept them in confinement (but not severely) in
Windsor Castle. He then required the Parliament to decide what
was
to be done with the deposed King, who was quiet enough, and
who only said that he hoped his cousin Henry would be 'a good
lord' to him. The Parliament replied that they would recommend his being kept in some
secret place where the people could not resort, and where his friends could not be
admitted to see him. Henry accordingly passed this sentence upon him, and it now began
to be pretty clear to the nation that Richard the Second would not live very long.
It was a noisy Parliament, as it was an unprincipled one, and the Lords quarreled so
violently among themselves as to which of them had been loyal and which disloyal, and
which consistent and which inconsistent, that forty gauntlets are said to have been thrown
upon the floor at one time as challenges to as many battles: the truth being that they were
all false and base together, and had been, at one time with the old King, and at another
time with the new one, and seldom true for any length of time to any one. They soon
began to plot again. A conspiracy was formed to invite the King to a tournament at
Oxford, and then to take him by surprise and kill him. This murderous enterprise, which
was agreed upon at secret meetings in the house of the Abbot of Westminster, was
betrayed by the Earl of Rutland - one of the conspirators. The King, instead of going to
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the tournament or staying at Windsor (where the conspirators suddenly went, on finding
themselves discovered, with the hope of seizing him), retired to London, proclaimed them
all traitors, and advanced upon them with a great force. They retired into the west of
England, proclaiming Richard King; but, the people rose against them, and they were all
slain. Their treason hastened the death of the deposed monarch. Whether he was killed
by hired assassins, or whether he was starved to death, or whether he refused food on
hearing of his brothers being killed (who were in that plot), is very doubtful. He met his
death somehow; and his body was publicly shown at St. Paul's Cathedral with only the
lower part of the face uncovered. I can scarcely doubt that he was killed by the King's
orders.
The French wife of the miserable Richard was now only ten years old; and, when her
father, Charles of France, heard of her misfortunes and of her lonely condition in
England, he went mad: as he had several times done before, during the last five or six
years. The French Dukes of Burgundy and Bourbon took up the poor girl's cause, without
caring much about it, but on the chance of getting something out of England. The people
of Bordeaux, who had a sort of superstitious attachment to the memory of Richard,
because he was born there, swore by the Lord that he had been the best man in all his
kingdom - which was going rather far - and promised to do great things against the
English. Nevertheless, when they came to consider that they, and the whole people of
France, were ruined by their own nobles, and that the English rule was much the better of
the two, they cooled down again; and the two dukes, although they were very great men,
could do nothing without them. Then, began negotiations between France and England
for the sending home to Paris of the poor little Queen with all her jewels and her fortune
of two hundred thousand francs in gold. The King was quite willing to restore the young
lady, and even the jewels; but he said he really could not part with the money. So, at last
she was safely deposited at Paris without her fortune, and then the Duke of Burgundy
(who was cousin to the French King) began to quarrel with the Duke of Orleans (who was
brother to the French King) about the whole matter; and those two dukes made France
even more wretched than ever.
As the idea of conquering Scotland was still popular at home, the King marched to the
river Tyne and demanded homage of the King of that country. This being refused, he
advanced to Edinburgh, but did little there; for, his army being in want of provisions, and
the Scotch being very careful to hold him in check without giving battle, he was obliged
to retire. It is to his immortal honor that in this sally he burnt no villages and slaughtered
no people, but was particularly careful that his army should be merciful and harmless. It
was a great example.
A war among the border people of England and Scotland went on for twelve months, and
then the Earl of Northumberland, the nobleman who had helped Henry to the crown,
began to rebel against him - probably because nothing that Henry could do for him would
satisfy his extravagant expectations. There was a certain Welsh gentleman, named
OWEN GLENDOWER, who had been a student in one of the Inns of Court, and had
afterwards been in the service of the late King, whose Welsh property was taken from
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him by a powerful lord related to the present King, who was his neighbor. Appealing for
redress, and getting none, he took up arms, was made an outlaw, and declared himself
sovereign of Wales. He pretended to be a magician; and not only were the Welsh people
stupid enough to believe him, but, even Henry believed him too; for, making three
expeditions into Wales, and being three times driven back by the wildness of the country,
the bad weather, and the skill of Glendower, he thought he was defeated by the
Welshman's magic arts. However, he took Lord Grey and Sir Edmund Mortimer
prisoners, and allowed the relatives of Lord Grey to ransom him, but would not extend
such favor to Sir Edmund Mortimer. Now, Henry Percy, called HOTSPUR, son of the
Earl of Northumberland, who was married to Mortimer's sister, is supposed to have taken
offense at this; and, therefore, in conjunction with his father and some others, to have
joined Owen Glendower, and risen against Henry. It is by no means clear that
this was the real cause of the conspiracy; but perhaps it was made the pretext. It was
formed, and was very powerful; including SCROOP, Archbishop of York, and the EARL
OF DOUGLAS, a powerful and brave Scottish nobleman. The King was prompt and
active, and the two armies met at Shrewsbury.
There were about fourteen thousand men in each. The old Earl of Northumberland being
sick, the rebel forces were led by his son. The King wore plain armor to deceive the
enemy; and four noblemen, with the same object, wore the royal arms. The rebel charge
was so furious, that every one of those gentlemen was killed, the royal standard was
beaten down, and the young Prince of Wales was severely wounded in the face. But he
was one of the bravest and best soldiers that ever lived, and he fought so well, and the
King's troops were so encouraged by his bold example, that they rallied immediately, and
cut the enemy's forces all to pieces. Hotspur was killed by an arrow in the brain, and the
rout was so complete that the whole rebellion was struck down by this one blow. The
Earl of Northumberland surrendered himself soon after hearing of the death of his son,
and received a pardon for all his offenses.
There were some lingerings of rebellion yet: Owen Glendower being retired to Wales,
and a preposterous story being spread among the ignorant people that King Richard was
still alive. How they could have believed such nonsense it is difficult to imagine; but they
certainly did suppose that the Court fool of the late King, who was something like him,
was he, himself; so that it seemed as if, after giving so much trouble to the country in his
life, he was still to trouble it after his death. This was not the worst. The young Earl of
March and his brother were stolen out of Windsor Castle. Being retaken, and being found
to have been spirited away by one Lady Spencer, she accused her own brother, that Earl
of Rutland who was in the former conspiracy and was now Duke of York, of being in the
plot. For this he was ruined in fortune, though not put to death; and then another plot
arose among the old Earl of Northumberland, some other lords, and that same Scroop,
Archbishop of York, who was with the rebels before. These conspirators caused a
writing to be posted on the church doors, accusing the King of a variety of crimes; but,
the King being eager and vigilant to oppose them, they were all taken, and the
Archbishop was executed. This was the first time that a great churchman had been slain
by the law in England; but the King was resolved that it should be done, and done it was.
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Another remarkable event of this time was the seizure, by Henry, of the heir to the
Scottish throne - James, a boy of nine years old. He had been put aboard-ship by his
father, the Scottish King Robert, to save him from the designs of his uncle, when, on his
way to France, he was accidentally taken by some English cruisers. He remained a
prisoner in England for nineteen years, and became in his prison a student and a famous
poet.
With the exception of occasional troubles with the Welsh and with the French, the rest of
King Henry's reign was quiet enough. But, the King was far from happy, and probably
was troubled in his conscience by knowing that he had usurped the crown, and had
occasioned the death of his miserable cousin. The Prince of Wales, though brave and
generous, is said to have been wild and dissipated, and even to have drawn his sword on
GASCOIGNE, the Chief Justice of the King's Bench, because he was firm in dealing
impartially with one of his dissolute companions. Upon this the Chief Justice is said to
have ordered him immediately to prison; the Prince of Wales is said to have submitted
with a good grace; and the King is said to have exclaimed, 'Happy is the monarch who
has so just a judge, and a son so willing to obey the laws.' This is all very doubtful, and
so is another story (of which Shakespeare has made use), that the Prince once took the
crown out of his father's chamber as he was sleeping, and tried it on his own head.
The King's health sank more and more, and he became subject to violent eruptions on the
face and to bad epileptic fits, and his spirits sank every day. At last, as he was praying
before the shrine of St. Edward at Westminster Abbey, he was seized with a terrible fit,
and was carried into the Abbot's chamber, where he presently died. It had been foretold
that he would die at Jerusalem, which certainly is not, and never was, Westminster. But,
as the Abbot's room had long been called the Jerusalem chamber, people said it was all
the same thing, and were quite satisfied with the prediction.
The King died on the 20th of March, 1413, in the forty-seventh year of his age, and the
fourteenth of his reign. He was buried in Canterbury Cathedral. He had been twice
married, and had, by his first wife, a family of four sons and two daughters. His crimes
against God included his duplicity before he came to the throne, his unjust seizure of it,
and above all, his making that monstrous law for the burning of what the priests called
heretics- who were really the genuine Christians.
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CHAPTER 23 - ENGLAND UNDER HENRY THE FIFTH
FIRST PART
THE Prince of Wales began his reign in a somewhat improved condition. He set the
young Earl of March free; he restored their estates and their honors to the Percy family,
who had lost them by their rebellion against his father; he ordered the imbecile and
unfortunate Richard to be honorably buried among the Kings of England; and he
dismissed all his wild companions, with assurances that they should not want, if they
would resolve to be steady, faithful, and true.
It is much easier to burn men than to burn their opinions; and those of the Lollards were
spreading every day. The Lollards were represented by the Romish priests - falsely for
the most part - to entertain treasonable designs against the new King; and Henry,
suffering himself to be worked upon by these representations, sacrificed his friend Sir
John Oldcastle, the Lord Cobham, to them, after trying in vain to convert him by
arguments. He was declared guilty, as the head of the sect, and sentenced to the flames;
but he escaped from the Tower before the day of execution (postponed for fifty days by
the King himself), and summoned the Lollards to meet him near London on a certain day.
So the priests told the King, at least. I doubt whether there was any conspiracy beyond
such as was got up by their agents. On the day appointed, instead of five-and-twenty
thousand men, under the command of Sir John Oldcastle, in the meadows of St. Giles, the
King found only eighty men, and no Sir John at all. There was, in another place, an
addle-headed brewer, who had gold trappings to his horses, and a pair of gilt spurs in his
breast - expecting to be made a knight next day by Sir John, and so to gain the right to
wear them - but there was no Sir John, nor did anybody give information respecting him,
though the King offered great rewards for such intelligence. Thirty of these faithful
Lollards were hanged and drawn immediately, and were then burnt, gallows and all; and
the various prisons in and around London were crammed full of others. Some of these
unfortunate men made various confessions of treasonable designs; but, such confessions
were easily got, under torture and the fear of fire, and are very little to be trusted. To
finish the sad story of Sir John Oldcastle at once, I may mention that he escaped into
Wales, and remained there safely, for four years. When discovered by Lord Powis, it is
very doubtful if he would have been taken alive - so great was the old soldier's bravery if a miserable old woman had not come behind him and broken his legs with a stool. He
was carried to London in a horse-litter, was fastened by an iron chain to a gibbet, and so
roasted to death. But the deaths of these martyrs for Christ did not stop the spread of the
reformed gospel, but only served to anticipate a day when England herself would
professedly reformed.
To make the state of France as plain as I can in a few words, I should tell you that the
Duke of Orleans, and the Duke of Burgundy, commonly called 'John without fear,' had
had a grand reconciliation of their quarrel in the last reign, and had appeared to be quite
in a heavenly state of mind. Immediately after which, on a Sunday, in the public streets
of Paris, the Duke of Orleans was murdered by a party of twenty men, set on by the Duke
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of Burgundy - according to his own deliberate confession. The widow of King Richard
had been married in France to the eldest son of the Duke of Orleans. The poor mad King
was quite powerless to help her, and the Duke of Burgundy became the real master of
France. Isabella dying, her husband (Duke of Orleans since the death of his father)
married the daughter of the Count of Armagnac, who, being a much abler man than
his young son-in-law, headed his party; thence called after him Armagnacs. Thus, France
was now in this terrible condition, that it had in it the party of the King's son, the Dauphin
Louis; the party of the Duke of Burgundy, who was the father of the Dauphin's ill-used
wife; and the party of the Armagnacs; all hating each other; all fighting together; all
composed of the most depraved nobles that the earth has ever known; and all tearing
unhappy France to pieces.
The late King had watched these dissensions from England, sensible (like the French
people) that no enemy of France could injure her more than her own nobility. The present
King now advanced a claim to the French throne. His demand being, of course, refused,
he reduced his proposal to a certain large amount of French territory, and to demanding
the French princess, Catherine, in marriage, with a fortune of two millions of golden
crowns. He was offered less territory and fewer crowns, and no princess; but he called
his ambassadors home and prepared for war. Then, he proposed to take the princess with
one million of crowns. The French Court replied that he should have the princess with
two hundred thousand crowns less; he said this would not do (he had never seen the
princess in his life), and assembled his army at Southampton. There was a short plot at
home just at that time, for deposing him, and making the Earl of March king; but the
conspirators were all speedily condemned and executed, and the King embarked for
France.
It is dreadful to observe how long a bad example will be followed; but, it is encouraging
to know that a good example is never thrown away. The King's first act on disembarking
at the mouth of the river Seine, three miles from Harfleur, was to imitate his father, and to
proclaim his solemn orders that the lives and property of the peaceable inhabitants should
be respected on pain of death. It is agreed by French writers, to his lasting renown, that
even while his soldiers were suffering the greatest distress from want of food, these
commands were rigidly obeyed.
With an army in all of thirty thousand men, he besieged the town of Harfleur both by sea
and land for five weeks; at the end of which time the town surrendered, and the
inhabitants were allowed to depart with only fivepence each, and a part of their clothes.
All the rest of their possessions was divided amongst the English army. But, that army
suffered so much, in spite of its successes, from disease and privation, that it was already
reduced one half. Still, the King was determined not to retire until he had struck a
greater blow. Therefore, against the advice of all his counsellors, he moved on with his
little force towards Calais. When he came up to the river Somme he was unable to cross,
in consequence of the fort being fortified; and, as the English moved up the left bank of
the river looking for a crossing, the French, who had broken all the bridges, moved up the
right bank, watching them, and waiting to attack them when they should try to pass it.
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At last the English found a crossing and got safely over. The French held a council of
war at Rouen, resolved to give the English battle, and sent heralds to King Henry to know
by which road he was going. 'By the road that will take me straight to Calais!' said
the King, and sent them away with a present of a hundred crowns.
The English moved on, until they beheld the French, and then the King gave orders to
form in line of battle. The French not coming on, the army broke up after remaining in
battle array till night, and got good rest and refreshment at a neighboring village. The
French were now all lying in another village, through which they knew the English must
pass. They were resolved that the English should begin the battle. The English had no
means of retreat, if their King had any such intention; and so the two armies passed the
night, close together.
To understand these armies well, you must bear in mind that the immense French army
had, among its notable persons, almost the whole of that wicked nobility, whose
debauchery had made France a desert; and so besotted were they by pride, and by
contempt for the common people, that they had scarcely any bowmen (if indeed they
had any at all) in their whole enormous number: which, compared with the English army,
was at least as six to one. For these proud fools had said that the bow was not a fit
weapon for knightly hands, and that France must be defended by gentlemen only. We
shall see, presently, what hand the gentlemen made of it.
Now, on the English side, among the little force, there was a good proportion of men who
were not gentlemen by any means, but who were good stout archers for all that. Among
them, in the morning - having slept little at night, while the French were carousing and
making sure of victory - the King rode, on a grey horse; wearing on his head a helmet of
shining steel, surmounted by a crown of gold, sparkling with precious stones; and bearing
over his armor, embroidered together, the arms of England and the arms of France. The
archers looked at the shining helmet and the crown of gold and the sparkling jewels, and
admired them all; but, what they admired most was the King's cheerful face, and his
bright blue eye, as he told them that, for himself, he had made up his mind to conquer
there or to die there, and that England should never have a ransom to pay for HIM. There
was one brave knight who chanced to say that he wished some of the many gallant
gentlemen and good soldiers, who were then idle at home in England, were there to
increase their numbers. But the King told him that, for his part, he did not wish for one
more man. 'The fewer we have,' said he, 'the greater will be the honor we shall win!' His
men, being now all in good heart, were refreshed with bread and wine, and heard prayers,
and waited quietly for the French. The King waited for the French, because
they were drawn up thirty deep (the little English force was only three deep), on very
difficult and heavy ground; and he knew that when they moved, there must be confusion
among them.
As they did not move, he sent off two parties:- one to lie concealed in a wood on the left
of the French: the other, to set fire to some houses behind the French after the battle
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should be begun. This was scarcely done, when three of the proud French gentlemen,
who were to defend their country without any help from the base peasants, came riding
out, calling upon the English to surrender. The King warned those gentlemen himself to
retire with all speed if they cared for their lives, and ordered the English banners to
advance. Upon that, Sir Thomas Erpingham, a great English general, who commanded
the archers, threw his truncheon into the air, joyfully, and all the English men, kneeling
down upon the ground and biting it as if they took possession of the country, rose up with
a great shout and fell upon the French.
Every archer was furnished with a great stake tipped with iron; and his orders were, to
thrust this stake into the ground, to discharge his arrow, and then to fall back, when the
French horsemen came on. As the haughty French gentlemen, who were to break the
English archers and utterly destroy them with their knightly lances, came riding up, they
were received with such a blinding storm of arrows, that they broke and turned. Horses
and men rolled over one another, and the confusion was terrific. Those who rallied and
charged the archers got among the stakes on slippery and boggy ground, and were so
bewildered that the English archers - who wore no armor, and even took off their leathern
coats to be more active - cut them to pieces, root and branch. Only three French
horsemen got within the stakes, and those were instantly dispatched. All this time the
dense French army, being in armor, were sinking knee-deep into the mire; while the light
English archers, half-naked, were as fresh and active as if they were fighting on a
marble floor.
But now, the second division of the French coming to the relief of the first, closed up in a
firm mass; the English, headed by the King, attacked them; and the deadliest part of the
battle began. The King's brother, the Duke of Clarence, was struck down, and numbers of
the French surrounded him; but, King Henry, standing over the body, fought like a lion
until they were beaten off.
Presently, came up a band of eighteen French knights, bearing the banner of a certain
French lord, who had sworn to kill or take the English King. One of them struck him
such a blow with a battle-axe that he reeled and fell upon his knees; but, his faithful men,
immediately closing round him, killed every one of those eighteen knights, and so that
French lord never kept his oath.
The French Duke of Alendon, seeing this, made a desperate charge, and cut his way close
up to the Royal Standard of England. He beat down the Duke of York, who was standing
near it; and, when the King came to his rescue, struck off a piece of the crown he wore.
But, he never struck another blow in this world; for, even as he was in the act of saying
who he was, and that he surrendered to the King; and even as the King stretched out his
hand to give him a safe and honorable acceptance of the offer; he fell dead, pierced by
innumerable wounds.
The death of this nobleman decided the battle. The third division of the French army,
which had never struck a blow yet, and which was, in itself, more than double the whole
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English power, broke and fled. At this time of the fight, the English, who as yet had
made no prisoners, began to take them in immense numbers, and were still occupied in
doing so, or in killing those who would not surrender, when a great noise arose in the rear
of the French - their flying banners were seen to stop - and King Henry, supposing a great
reinforcement to have arrived, gave orders that all the prisoners should be put to death.
As soon, however, as it was found that the noise was only occasioned by a body of
plundering peasants, the terrible massacre was stopped.
Then King Henry called to him the French herald, and asked him to whom the victory
belonged.
The herald replied, 'To the King of England.'
'WE have not made this havoc and
slaughter,' said the King. 'It is the wrath
of Heaven on the sins of France. What is
the name of that castle yonder?'
The herald answered him, 'My lord, it is
the castle of Azincourt.' Said the King,
'From henceforth this battle shall be
known to posterity, by the name of the
battle of Azincourt.'
Our English historians have made it
Agincourt; but, under that name, it will
ever be famous in English annals.

The loss upon the French side was enormous. Three Dukes were killed, two more were
taken prisoners, seven Counts were killed, three more were taken prisoners, and ten
thousand knights and gentlemen were slain upon the field. The English loss amounted to
sixteen hundred men, among whom were the Duke of York and the Earl of Suffolk.
War is a dreadful thing; and it is appalling to know how the English were obliged, next
morning, to kill those prisoners mortally wounded, who yet writhed in agony upon the
ground; how the dead upon the French side were stripped by their own countrymen and
countrywomen, and afterwards buried in great pits; how the dead upon the English side
were piled up in a great barn, and how their bodies and the barn were all burned together.
It is in such things, and in many more much too horrible to relate, that the real
desolation of war consist. Nothing can make war otherwise than horrible. But the dark
side of it was little thought of and soon forgotten; and it cast no shade of trouble on the
English people, except on those who had lost friends or relations in the fight. They
welcomed their King home with shouts of rejoicing, and plunged into the water to bear
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him ashore on their shoulders, and flocked out in crowds to welcome him in every town
through which he passed, and hung rich carpets and tapestries out of the windows, and
strewed the streets with flowers, and made the fountains run with wine, as the great field
of Agincourt had run with blood.
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SECOND PART
THAT proud and wicked French nobility who dragged their country to destruction, and
who were every day and every year regarded with deeper hatred and detestation in the
hearts of the French people, learnt nothing, even from the defeat of Agincourt. So far
from uniting against the common enemy, they became, among themselves, more violent,
more bloody, and more false - if that were possible - than they had been before. The
Count of Armagnac persuaded the French king to plunder of her treasures Queen Isabella
of Bavaria, and to make her a prisoner. She, who had hitherto been the bitter enemy of
the Duke of Burgundy, proposed to join him, in revenge. He carried her off to Troyes,
where she proclaimed herself Regent of France, and made him her lieutenant. The
Armagnac party were at that time possessed of Paris; but, one of the gates of the city
being secretly opened on a certain night to a party of the duke's men, they got into Paris,
threw into the prisons all the Armagnacs upon whom they could lay their hands, and, a
few nights afterwards, with the aid of a furious mob of sixty thousand people, broke the
prisons open, and killed them all. The former Dauphin was now dead, and the King's
third son bore the title. Him, in the height of this murderous scene, a French knight
hurried out of bed, wrapped in a sheet, and bore away to Poitiers. So, when the
revengeful Isabella and the Duke of Burgundy entered Paris in triumph after the slaughter
of their enemies, the Dauphin was proclaimed at Poitiers as the real Regent.
King Henry had not been idle since his victory of Agincourt, but had repulsed a brave
attempt of the French to recover Harfleur; had gradually
conquered a great part of Normandy; and, at this crisis of affairs,
took the important town of Rouen, after a siege of half a year.
This great loss so alarmed the French, that the Duke of Burgundy
proposed that a meeting to treat of peace should be held between
the French and the English kings in a plain by the river Seine. On
the appointed day, King Henry appeared there, with his
two brothers, Clarence and Gloucester, and a thousand men. The
unfortunate French King, being more mad than usual that day,
could not come; but the Queen came, and with her the Princess
Catherine: who was a very lovely creature, and who made a real
impression on King Henry, now that he saw her for the first time.
This was the most important circumstance that arose out of the meeting.
As if it were impossible for a French nobleman of that time to be true to his word of
honor in anything, Henry discovered that the Duke of Burgundy was, at that very
moment, in secret treaty with the Dauphin; and he therefore abandoned the negotiation.
The Duke of Burgundy and the Dauphin, each of whom with the best reason distrusted
the other as a noble ruffian surrounded by a party of noble ruffians, were rather at a loss
how to proceed after this; but, at length they agreed to meet, on a bridge over the river
Yonne, where it was arranged that there should be two strong gates put up, with an empty
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space between them; and that the Duke of Burgundy should come into that space by one
gate, with ten men only; and that the Dauphin should come into that space by the other
gate, also with ten men, and no more.
So far the Dauphin kept his word, but no farther. When the Duke of Burgundy was on his
knee before him in the act of speaking, one of the Dauphin's noble ruffians cut the said
duke down with a small axe, and others speedily finished him.
It was in vain for the Dauphin to pretend that this base murder was not done with his
consent; it was too bad, even for France, and caused a general horror. The duke's heir
hastened to make a treaty with King Henry, and the French Queen engaged that her
husband should consent to it, whatever it was. Henry made peace, on condition of
receiving the Princess Catherine in marriage, and being made Regent of France during the
rest of the King's lifetime, and succeeding to the French crown at his death. He was soon
married to the beautiful Princess, and took her proudly home to England, where she was
crowned with great honor and glory.
This peace was called the Perpetual Peace; we shall soon see how long it lasted. It gave
great satisfaction to the French people, although they were so poor and miserable, that, at
the time of the celebration of the Royal marriage, numbers of them were dying with
starvation, on the dunghills in the streets of Paris. There was some resistance on the part
of the Dauphin in some few parts of France, but King Henry beat it all down.
And now, with his great possessions in France secured, and his beautiful wife to cheer
him, and a son born to give him greater happiness, all appeared bright before him. But, in
the fulness of his triumph and the height of his power, Death came upon him, and his day
was done. When he fell ill at Vincennes, and found that he could not recover, he was
very calm and quiet, and spoke serenely to those who wept around his bed. His wife and
child, he said, he left to the loving care of his brother the Duke of Bedford, and his other
faithful nobles. He gave them his advice that England should establish a friendship with
the new Duke of Burgundy, and offer him the regency of France; that it should not set
free the royal princes who had been taken at Agincourt; and that, whatever quarrel might
arise with France, England should never make peace without holding Normandy. Then,
he laid down his head, and asked the attendant priests to chant the penitential psalms.
Amid which solemn sounds, on the thirty-first of August, one thousand four hundred and
twenty-two, in only the thirty-fourth year of his age and the tenth of his reign, King Henry
the Fifth passed away.
Slowly and mournfully they carried his embalmed body in a procession of great state to
Paris, and thence to Rouen where his Queen was: from whom the sad intelligence of his
death was concealed until he had been dead some days. Thence, lying on a bed of
crimson and gold, with a golden crown upon the head, and a golden ball and sceptre lying
in the nerveless hands, they carried it to Calais, with such a great retinue as seemed to dye
the road black. The King of Scotland acted as chief mourner, all the Royal Household
followed, the knights wore black armor and black plumes of feathers, crowds of men bore
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torches, making the night as light as day; and the widowed Princess followed last of all.
At Calais there was a fleet of ships to bring the funeral host to Dover. And so, by way of
London Bridge, where the service for the dead was chanted as it passed along, they
brought the body to Westminster Abbey, and there buried it with great respect.

64

CHAPTER 24 - ENGLAND UNDER HENRY THE SIXTH
PART THE FIRST
IT had been the wish of the late King, that while his infant son KING HENRY THE
SIXTH, at this time only nine months old, was under age, the Duke of Gloucester should
be appointed Regent. The English Parliament, however, preferred to appoint a Council of
Regency, with the Duke of Bedford at its head: to be represented, in his absence only, by
the Duke of Gloucester. The Parliament would seem to have been wise in this, for
Gloucester soon showed himself to be ambitious and troublesome, and, in the
gratification of his own personal schemes, gave dangerous offense to the Duke of
Burgundy, which was with difficulty adjusted.
As that duke declined the Regency of France, it was bestowed by the poor French King
upon the Duke of Bedford. But, the French King dying within two months, the Dauphin
instantly asserted his claim to the French throne, and was actually crowned under the title
of CHARLES THE SEVENTH. The Duke of Bedford, to be a match for him, entered
into a friendly league with the Dukes of Burgundy and Brittany, and gave them his two
sisters in marriage. War with France was immediately renewed, and the Perpetual Peace
came to an untimely end.
In the first campaign, the English, aided by this alliance, were speedily successful. As
Scotland, however, had sent the French five thousand men, and might send more, or
attack the North of England while England was busy with France, it was considered that
it would be a good thing to offer the Scottish King, James, who had been so long
imprisoned, his liberty, on his paying forty thousand pounds for his board and lodging
during nineteen years, and engaging to forbid his subjects from serving under the flag of
France. It is pleasant to know, not only that the amiable captive at last regained his
freedom upon these terms, but, that he married a noble English lady, with whom he had
been long in love, and then became King. I am afraid we have met with some Kings in
this history, and shall meet with some more, who would have been very much the better,
and would have left the world much happier, if they had been imprisoned nineteen years
too.
In the second campaign, the English gained a considerable victory at Verneuil, in a battle
which was chiefly remarkable, otherwise, for their resorting to the odd expedient of tying
their baggage-horses together by the heads and tails, and jumbling them up with the
baggage, so as to convert them into a sort of live fortification - which was found useful to
the troops, but which I should think was not agreeable to the horses. For three years
afterwards very little was done, owing to both sides being too poor for war, which is a
very expensive entertainment; but, a council was then held in Paris, in which it was
decided to lay siege to the town of Orleans, which was a place of great importance to the
Dauphin's cause. An English army of ten thousand men was dispatched on this service,
under the command of the Earl of Salisbury, a general of fame. He being unfortunately
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killed early in the siege, the Earl of Suffolk took his place; under whom (reinforced by
SIR JOHN FALSTAFF, who brought up four hundred wagons laden with salt herrings
and other provisions for the troops, and, beating off the French who tried to intercept him,
came victorious out of a hot skirmish, which was afterwards called in jest the Battle of
the Herrings) the town of Orleans was so completely hemmed in, that the besieged
proposed to yield it up to their countryman the Duke of Burgundy. The English general,
however, replied that his English men had won it, so far, by their blood and valor, and
that his English men must have it. There seemed to be no hope for the town, or for the
Dauphin, who was so dismayed that he even thought of flying to Scotland or to Spain when a peasant girl rose up and changed the whole state of affairs.
The story of this peasant girl I have now to tell.
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PART THE SECOND: THE STORY OF JOAN OF ARC
IN a remote village among some wild hills in the province of Lorraine, there lived a
countryman whose name was JACQUES D'ARC. He had a daughter, JOAN OF ARC,
who was at this time in her twentieth year. She had been a solitary girl from her
childhood; she had often tended sheep and cattle for whole days where no human
figure was seen or human voice heard; and she had often knelt, for hours together, in the
gloomy, empty, little village chapel, looking up at the altar and at the dim lamp burning
before it, until she fancied that she saw shadowy figures standing there, and even that she
heard them speak to her. The people in that part of France were very ignorant,
superstitious, and steeped in Romish errors. So, they easily believed and approved of
Joan’s conduct.
At last, Joan told her father that she had one day been surprised by a great unearthly light,
and had afterwards heard a solemn voice, which said it was Saint Michael's voice, telling
her that she was to go and help the Dauphin. Soon after this (she said), Saint Catherine
and Saint Margaret had appeared to her with sparkling crowns upon their heads, and had
encouraged her to be virtuous and resolute. These visions had returned sometimes; but
the Voices very often; and the voices always said, 'Joan, thou art appointed by Heaven to
go and help the Dauphin!' She almost always heard them while the chapel bells were
ringing.
Her father said, 'I tell thee, Joan, it is thy fancy. Thou hadst better have a kind husband to
take care of thee, girl, and work to employ thy mind!' But Joan told him in reply, that she
had taken a vow never to have a husband, and that she must go as Heaven directed her, to
help the Dauphin.
It happened, unfortunately for her father's persuasions, and most unfortunately for the
poor girl, too, that a party of the Dauphin's enemies found their way into the village while
Joan's disorder was at this point, and burnt the chapel, and drove out the inhabitants. The
cruelties she saw committed, touched Joan's heart and made her worse. She said that the
voices and the figures were now continually with her; that they told her she was the girl
who, according to an old prophecy, was to deliver France; and she must go and help the
Dauphin, and must remain with him until he should be crowned at Rheims: and that she
must travel a long way to a certain lord named BAUDRICOURT, who could and would,
bring her into the Dauphin's presence.
As her father still said, 'I tell thee, Joan, it is thy fancy,' she set off to find out this lord,
accompanied by an uncle, a poor village wheelwright and cart-maker, who believed and
approved of her visions. They traveled a long way and went on and on, over a rough
country, full of the Duke of Burgundy's men, and of all kinds of robbers and marauders,
until they came to where this lord was.
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When his servants told him that there was a poor peasant girl named Joan of Arc,
accompanied by nobody but an old village wheelwright and cart-maker, who wished to
see him because she was commanded to help the Dauphin and save France, Baudricourt
burst out a-laughing, and bade them send the girl away. But, he soon heard so much
about her lingering in the town, and praying in the churches, and seeing visions, and
doing harm to no one, that he sent for her, and questioned her. As she said the same
things after she had been well sprinkled with holy water as she had said before the
sprinkling, Baudricourt began to think there might be something in it. At all events, he
thought it worth while to send her on to the town of Chinon, where the Dauphin was. So,
he bought her a horse, and a sword, and gave her two squires to conduct her. As the
Voices had told Joan that she was to wear a man's dress, now, she put one on, and girded
her sword to her side, and bound spurs to her heels, and mounted her horse and rode away
with her two squires. (We should note that scripture teaches that it is an abomination for
women to wear men’s clothing, or vice versa. Such gives us another clue as to which
spirit was really leading Joan.) As to her uncle the wheelwright, he stood staring at his
niece in wonder until she was out of sight - as well he might - and then went home again.
The best place, too.
Joan and her two squires rode on and on, until they came to Chinon, where she was, after
some doubt, admitted into the Dauphin's presence. Picking him out immediately from all
his court, she told him that she came commanded by Heaven to subdue his enemies and
conduct him to his coronation at Rheims. She also told him a number of his secrets
known only to himself, and, furthermore, she said there was an old, old sword in the
cathedral of Saint Catherine at Fierbois, marked with five old crosses on the blade, which
Saint Catherine had ordered her to wear.
Now, nobody knew anything about this old, old sword, but when the cathedral came to be
examined - which was immediately done - there, sure enough, the sword was found! The
Dauphin then required a number of grave priests and bishops to give him their opinion
whether the girl derived her power from good spirits or from evil spirits, which they held
prodigiously long debates about, in the course of which several learned men fell fast
asleep and snored loudly. At last, when one gruff old gentleman had said to Joan,
'What language do your Voices speak?' and when Joan had replied to the gruff old
gentleman, 'A pleasanter language than yours,' they agreed that it was all correct, and that
Joan of Arc was inspired from Heaven. This wonderful circumstance put new heart into
the Dauphin's soldiers when they heard of it, and dispirited the English army, who rightly
took Joan for a witch.
So Joan mounted horse again, and again rode on and on, until she came to Orleans. But
she rode now, as never peasant girl had ridden yet. She rode upon a white war-horse, in a
suit of glittering armor; with the old, old sword from the cathedral, newly burnished, in
her belt; with a white flag carried before her, upon which were a picture of God, and the
words JESUS MARIA. (Her picture of God is another abomination, according to holy
writ.) In this splendid state, at the head of a great body of troops escorting provisions of
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all kinds for the starving inhabitants of Orleans, she appeared before that beleaguered
city.
When the people on the walls beheld her, they cried out 'The Maid is come! The Maid of
the Prophecy is come to deliver us!' And this, and the sight of the Maid fighting at the
head of their men, made the French so bold, and made the English so fearful, that the
English line of forts was soon broken, the troops and provisions were got into the town,
and Orleans was saved.
Joan, henceforth called THE MAID OF ORLEANS, remained within the walls for a few
days, and caused letters to be thrown over, ordering Lord Suffolk and his Englishmen to
depart from before the town according to the will of Heaven. As the English general very
positively declined to believe that Joan knew anything about the will of Heaven, she
mounted her white war-horse again, and ordered her white banner to advance.
The besiegers held the bridge, and some strong towers upon the bridge; and here the Maid
of Orleans attacked them. The fight was fourteen hours long. She planted a scaling
ladder with her own hands, and mounted a tower wall, but was struck by an English
arrow in the neck, and fell into the trench. She was carried away and the arrow was taken
out, during which operation she screamed and cried with the pain, as any other girl might
have done; but presently she said that the Voices were speaking to her and soothing her to
rest. After a while, she got up, and was again foremost in the fight. When the English
who had seen her fall and supposed her dead, saw this, they were troubled with the
strangest fears, and some of them cried out that they beheld Saint Michael on a white
horse (probably Joan herself) fighting for the French.
They lost the bridge, and lost the towers, and next day set their chain of forts on fire, and
left the place.
But as Lord Suffolk himself retired no farther than the town of Jargeau, which was only a
few miles off, the Maid of Orleans besieged him there, and he was taken prisoner. As the
white banner scaled the wall, she was struck upon the head with a stone, and was again
tumbled down into the ditch; but, she only cried all the more, as she lay there, 'On, on, my
countrymen! And fear nothing, for the Lord hath delivered them into our hands!' After
this new success of the Maid's, several other fortresses and places which had previously
held out against the Dauphin were delivered up without a battle; and at Patay she defeated
the remainder of the English army, and set up her victorious white banner on a field
where twelve hundred Englishmen lay dead.
She now urged the Dauphin (who always kept out of the way when there was any
fighting) to proceed to Rheims, as the first part of her mission was accomplished; and to
complete the whole by being crowned there. The Dauphin was in no particular hurry to
do this, as Rheims was a long way off, and the English and the Duke of Burgundy were
still strong in the country through which the road lay. However, they set forth, with ten
thousand men, and again the Maid of Orleans rode on and on, upon her white war-horse,
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and in her shining armor. Whenever they came to a town which yielded readily, the
soldiers believed in her; but, whenever they came to a town which gave them any trouble,
they began to murmur that she was an impostor. The latter was particularly the case at
Troyes, which finally yielded, however, through the persuasion of one Richard, a friar of
the place. Friar Richard was in the old doubt about the Maid of Orleans, until he had
sprinkled her well with holy water, and had also well sprinkled the threshold of the gate
by which she came into the city. Finding that it made no change in her or the gate, he
said, as the other grave old gentlemen had said, that it was all right, and became her great
ally. Such was the general state of Romish ignorance prevalence in that country.
So, at last, by dint of riding on and on, the Maid of Orleans, and the Dauphin, and the ten
thousand sometimes believing and sometimes unbelieving men,
came to Rheims. And in the great cathedral of Rheims, the
Dauphin actually was crowned Charles the Seventh in a
great assembly of the people. Then, the Maid, who with her white
banner stood beside the King in that hour of his triumph, kneeled
down upon the pavement at his feet, and said, with tears, that what
she had been inspired to do, was done, and that the only
recompense she asked for, was, that she should now have leave to
go back to her distant home, and her sturdily incredulous father,
and her first simple escort the village wheelwright and cart-maker.
But the King said 'No!' and made her and her family as noble as a
King could, and settled upon her the income of a Count.
Ah! happy had it been for the Maid of Orleans, if she had resumed
her rustic dress that day, and had gone home to the little chapel and
the wild hills, and had forgotten all these things, and had been a
man's wife, and had heard no stranger voices than the voices of
little children!
It was not to be, and she continued helping the King along with Friar Richard. Still, many
times she prayed the King to let her go home; and once she even took off her bright armor
and hung it up in a church, meaning never to wear it more. But, the King always won her
back again - while she was of any use to him - and so she went on and on and on, to her
doom.
When the Duke of Bedford, who was a very able man, began to be active for England,
and, by bringing the war back into France and by holding the Duke of Burgundy to his
faith, to distress and disturb Charles very much, Charles sometimes asked the Maid of
Orleans what the Voices said about it? But, the Voices had become (very like ordinary
voices in perplexed times) contradictory and confused, so that now they said one thing,
and now said another, and the Maid lost credit every day. Charles marched on Paris,
which was opposed to him, and attacked the suburb of Saint Honore. In this fight, being
again struck down into the ditch, she was abandoned by the whole army. She lay unaided
among a heap of dead, and crawled out how she could. Then, some of her believers went

70

over to an opposition Maid, Catherine of La Rochelle, who said she was inspired to tell
where there were treasures of buried money - though she never did - and then Joan
accidentally broke the old, old sword, and others said that her power was broken with it.
Finally, at the siege of CompiŠgne, held by the Duke of Burgundy, she was left alone in a
retreat, though facing about and fighting to the last; and an archer pulled her off her horse.
Thanksgivings were sung about the capture of Joan, and she was tried for sorcery and
heresy by the Inquisitor-General of France, and by others. She was bought at last by the
Bishop of Beauvais for ten thousand francs, and was shut up in prison: plain Joan of Arc
again, and Maid of Orleans no more.
After interrogation by French authorities, she signed a declaration prepared for her signed it with a cross, for she couldn't write - that all her visions and Voices had come
from the Devil. Upon her recanting the past, and protesting that she would never wear a
man's dress in future, she was condemned to imprisonment for life, 'on the bread of
sorrow and the water of affliction.'
But, on the bread of sorrow and the water of affliction, the visions and the Voices soon
returned. And she was apprehended in a man's dress. For this relapse into the sorcery
and heresy, she was sentenced to be burnt to death. And, in the market-place of Rouen,
she was burnt to ashes. They threw her ashes into the river Seine.
In the picturesque old town of Rouen, where weeds and grass grow high on the cathedral
towers, and the venerable Norman streets are still warm in the blessed sunlight though the
monkish fires that once gleamed horribly upon them have long grown cold, there is a
statue of Joan of Arc, in the scene of her last agony, the square to which she has given its
present name.
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PART THE THIRD
For a long time, the war went heavily on. The Duke of Bedford died; the alliance with
the Duke of Burgundy was broken; and Lord Talbot became a general on the English side
in France. But, two of the consequences of wars are, Famine - because the people cannot
peacefully cultivate the ground - and Pestilence, which comes of want, misery, and
suffering. Both these horrors broke out in both countries, and lasted for two wretched
years. Then, the war went on again, and came by slow degrees to be so badly conducted
by the English government, that, within twenty years from the execution of the Maid of
Orleans, of all the great French conquests, the town of Calais alone remained in English
hands.
While these victories and defeats were taking place in the course of time, many strange
things happened at home. The young King, as he grew up, proved to be very unlike his
father - he was a weak, silly, helpless young man, and a mere shuttlecock to the great
lordly battledores about the Court.
Of these battledores, Cardinal Beaufort, a relation of the King, and the Duke of
Gloucester, were at first the most powerful. The Duke of Gloucester had a wife, who was
accused of practicing witchcraft to cause the King's death and lead to her husband's
coming to the throne, he being the next heir. She was charged with having, by the help of
an old woman named Margery (known for practicing witchcraft), made a little waxen doll
in the King's likeness, and put it before a slow fire that it might gradually melt away. She
was tried for it, and so was old Margery, and so was one of the duke's chaplains, who was
charged with having assisted them. Both he and Margery were put to death, and the
duchess, after being taken on foot and bearing a lighted candle, three times round the
City, as a penance, was imprisoned for life. The duke, himself, took all this pretty
quietly, and made as little stir about the matter.
But, he was not destined to keep himself out of trouble long. The royal shuttlecock being
three-and-twenty, the battledores were very anxious to get him married. The Duke of
Gloucester wanted him to marry a daughter of the Count of Armagnac; but, the Cardinal
and the Earl of Suffolk were all for MARGARET, the daughter of the King of Sicily, who
they knew was a resolute, ambitious woman and would govern the King as she chose. To
make friends with this lady, the Earl of Suffolk, who went over to arrange the match,
consented to accept her for the King's wife without any fortune, and even to give up the
two most valuable possessions England then had in France. So, the marriage was
arranged, on terms very advantageous to the lady; and Lord Suffolk brought her to
England, and she was married at Westminster. On what pretense this queen and her party
charged the Duke of Gloucester with high treason within a couple of years, it is
impossible to make out, the matter is so confused; but, they pretended that the King's life
was in danger, and they took the duke prisoner. A fortnight afterwards, he was found
dead in bed (they said), and his body was shown to the people, and Lord Suffolk came in
for the best part of his estates. You know by this time how strangely liable state prisoners
were to sudden death.
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If Cardinal Beaufort had any hand in this matter, it did him no good, for he died within
six weeks; thinking it very hard and curious - at eighty years old! - that he could not live
to be Pope.
This was the time when England had completed her loss of all her great French
conquests. The people charged the loss principally upon the Earl of Suffolk, now a duke,
who had made those easy terms about the Royal Marriage, and who, they believed, had
even been bought by France. So he was impeached as a traitor, on a great number of
charges, but chiefly on accusations of having aided the French King, and of designing to
make his own son King of England. The Commons and the people being violent against
him, the King was made (by his friends) to interpose to save him, by banishing him for
five years, and proroguing the Parliament. The duke had much ado to escape from a
London mob, two thousand strong, who lay in wait for him in St. Giles's fields; but, he
got down to his own estates in Suffolk, and sailed away from Ipswich. Sailing across the
Channel, he sent into Calais to know if he might land there; but, they kept his boat and
men in the harbor, until an English ship, carrying a hundred and fifty men and called the
Nicholas of the Tower, came alongside his little vessel, and ordered him on board.
'Welcome, traitor, as men say,' was the captain's grim and not very respectful salutation.
He was kept on board, a prisoner, for eight-and-forty hours, and then a small boat
appeared rowing toward the ship. As this boat came nearer, it was seen to have in
it a block, a rusty sword, and an executioner in a black mask. The duke was handed down
into it, and there his head was cut off with six strokes of the rusty sword. Then, the little
boat rowed away to Dover beach, where the body was cast out, and left until the duchess
claimed it. By whom, high in authority, this murder was committed, has never appeared.
No one was ever punished for it.
There now arose in Kent an Irishman, who gave himself the name of Mortimer, but
whose real name was JACK CADE. Jack addressed the Kentish men upon their wrongs,
occasioned by the bad government of England, among so many battledores and such a
poor shuttlecock; and the Kentish men rose up to the number of twenty thousand. Their
place of assembly was Blackheath, where, headed by Jack, they put forth two papers,
which they called 'The Complaint of the Commons of Kent,' and 'The Requests of the
Captain of the Great Assembly in Kent.' They then retired to Sevenoaks. The royal army
coming up with them here, they beat it and killed their general. Then, Jack dressed
himself in the dead general's armor, and led his men to London.
Jack passed into the City from Southwark, over the bridge, and entered it in triumph,
giving the strictest orders to his men not to plunder. Having made a show of his forces
there, while the citizens looked on quietly, he went back into Southwark in good order,
and passed the night. Next day, he came back again, having got hold in the meantime of
Lord Say, an unpopular nobleman. Says Jack to the Lord Mayor and judges: 'Will you be
so good as to make a tribunal in Guildhall, and try me this nobleman?' The court being
hastily made, he was found guilty, and Jack and his men cut his head off on Cornhill.
They also cut off the head of his son-in-law, and then went back to Southwark again.
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But, although the citizens could bear the beheading of an unpopular lord, they could not
bear to have their houses pillaged. And it did so happen that Jack, after dinner - perhaps
he had drunk a little too much - began to plunder the house where he lodged; upon which,
of course, his men began to imitate him. Wherefore, the Londoners took counsel with
Lord Scales, who had a thousand soldiers in the Tower; and defended London Bridge, and
kept Jack and his people out. This advantage gained, it was resolved by divers great men
to divide Jack's army in the old way, by making a great many promises on behalf of the
state, that were never intended to be performed. This DID divide them; some of Jack's
men saying that they ought to take the conditions which were offered, and others saying
that they ought not, for they were only a snare; some going home at once; others staying
where they were; and all doubting and quarreling among themselves.
Jack, who was in two minds about fighting or accepting a pardon, and who indeed did
both, saw at last that there was nothing to expect from his men, and that it was very likely
some of them would deliver him up and get a reward of a thousand marks, which was
offered for his apprehension. So, after they had traveled and quarreled all the way from
Southwark to Blackheath, and from Blackheath to Rochester, he mounted a good horse
and galloped away into Sussex. But, there galloped after him, on a better horse, one
Alexander Iden, who came up with him, had a hard fight with him, and killed him. Jack's
head was set aloft on London Bridge, with the face looking towards Blackheath, where he
had raised his flag; and Alexander Iden got the thousand marks.
It is supposed by some, that the Duke of York, who had been removed from a high post
abroad through the Queen's influence, and sent out of the way, to govern Ireland, was at
the bottom of this rising of Jack and his men, because he wanted to trouble the
government. He claimed (though not yet publicly) to have a better right to the throne than
Henry of Lancaster, as one of the family of the Earl of March, whom Henry the Fourth
had set aside. Touching this claim, which, being through female relationship, was not
according to the usual descent, it is enough to say that Henry the Fourth was the
free choice of the people and the Parliament, and that his family had now reigned
undisputed for sixty years. The memory of Henry the Fifth was so famous, and the
English people loved it so much, that the Duke of York's claim would, perhaps, never
have been thought of (it would have been so hopeless) but for the unfortunate
circumstance of the present King's being by this time quite an idiot, and the country very
ill governed. These two circumstances gave the Duke of York a power he could not
otherwise have had.
Whether the Duke knew anything of Jack Cade, or not, he came over from Ireland while
Jack's head was on London Bridge; being secretly advised that the Queen was setting up
his enemy, the Duke of Somerset, against him. He went to Westminster, at the head of
four thousand men, and on his knees before the King, represented to him the bad state of
the country, and petitioned him to summon a Parliament to consider it. This the King
promised. When the Parliament was summoned, the Duke of York accused the Duke of
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Somerset, and the Duke of Somerset accused the Duke of York; and, both in and out of
Parliament, the followers of each party were full of violence and hatred towards the other.
At length the Duke of York put himself at the head of a large force of his tenants, and, in
arms, demanded the reformation of the Government. Being shut out of London, he
encamped at Dartford, and the royal army encamped at Blackheath. According as either
side triumphed, the Duke of York was arrested, or the Duke of Somerset was arrested.
The trouble ended, for the moment, in the Duke of York renewing his oath of allegiance,
and going in peace to one of his own castles.
Half a year afterwards the Queen gave birth to a son, who was very ill received by the
people, and not believed to be the son of the King. It shows the Duke of York to have
been a moderate man, unwilling to involve England in new troubles, that he did not take
advantage of the general discontent at this time, but really acted for the public good. He
was made a member of the cabinet, and the King being now so much worse that he could
not be carried about and shown to the people with any decency, the duke was made Lord
Protector of the kingdom, until the King should recover, or the Prince should come of
age. At the same time the Duke of Somerset was committed to the Tower. So, now the
Duke of Somerset was down, and the Duke of York was up. By the end of the year,
however, the King recovered his memory and some spark of sense; upon which the
Queen used her power - which recovered with him - to get the Protector disgraced, and
her favorite released. So now the Duke of York was down, and the Duke of Somerset
was up.
These ducal ups and downs gradually separated the whole nation into the two parties of
York and Lancaster, and led to those terrible civil wars long known as the Wars of the
Red and White Roses, because the red rose was the badge of the House of Lancaster, and
the white rose was the badge of the House of York.
The Duke of York, joined by some other powerful noblemen of the White Rose party, and
leading a small army, met the King with another small army at St. Alban's, and demanded
that the Duke of Somerset should be given up. The poor King, being made to say in
answer that he would sooner die, was instantly attacked. The Duke of Somerset was
killed, and the King himself was wounded in the neck, and took refuge in the house of a
poor tanner. Whereupon, the Duke of York went to him, led him with great submission
to the Abbey, and said he was very sorry for what had happened. Having now the King in
his possession, he got a Parliament summoned and himself once more made Protector,
but, only for a few months; for, on the King getting a little better again, the Queen and her
party got him into their possession, and disgraced the Duke once more. So, now the Duke
of York was down again.
Some of the best men in power, seeing the danger of these constant changes, tried even
then to prevent the Red and the White Rose Wars. They brought about a great council in
London between the two parties. The White Roses assembled in Blackfriars, the Red
Roses in Whitefriars; and some good priests communicated between them, and made the
proceedings known at evening to the King and the judges. They ended in a peaceful
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agreement that there should be no more quarreling; and there was a great royal procession
to St. Paul's, in which the Queen walked arm-in-arm with her old enemy,
the Duke of York, to show the people how comfortable they all were. This state of peace
lasted half a year, when a dispute between the Earl of Warwick (one of the Duke's
powerful friends) and some of the King's servants at Court, led to an attack upon that Earl
- who was a White Rose - and to a sudden breaking out of all old animosities. So, here
were greater ups and downs than ever.
There were even greater ups and downs than these, soon after. After various battles, the
Duke of York fled to Ireland, and his son the Earl of March to Calais, with their friends
the Earls of Salisbury and Warwick; and a Parliament was held declaring them all traitors.
Little the worse for this, the Earl of Warwick presently came back, landed in Kent, was
joined by the Archbishop of Canterbury and other powerful noblemen and gentlemen,
engaged the King's forces at Northampton, signally defeated them, and took the King
himself prisoner, who was found in his tent. Warwick would have been glad, I dare say,
to have taken the Queen and Prince too, but they escaped into Wales and thence into
Scotland.
The King was carried by the victorious force straight to London,
and made to call a new Parliament, which immediately declared
that the Duke of York and those other noblemen were not traitors,
but excellent subjects. Then, back comes the Duke from Ireland
at the head of five hundred horsemen, rides from London to
Westminster, and enters the House of Lords. There, he laid his
hand upon the cloth of gold which covered the empty throne, as if
he had half a mind to sit down in it - but he did not. On the
Archbishop of Canterbury, asking him if he would visit the King,
who was in his palace close by, he replied, 'I know no one in this
country, my lord, who ought not to visit ME.' None of the lords
present spoke a single word; so, the duke went out as he had come in, established
himself royally in the King's palace, and, six days afterwards, sent in to the Lords a
formal statement of his claim to the throne. The lords went to the King on this
momentous subject, and after a great deal of discussion, in which the judges and the other
law officers were afraid to give an opinion on either side, the question was compromised.
It was agreed that the present King should retain the crown for his life, and that it should
then pass to the Duke of York and his heirs.
But, the resolute Queen, determined on asserting her son's right, would hear of no such
thing. She came from Scotland to the north of England, where several powerful lords
armed in her cause. The Duke of York, for his part, set off with some five thousand men,
a little time before Christmas Day, one thousand four hundred and sixty, to give her
battle. He lodged at Sandal Castle, near Wakefield, and the Red Roses defied him to
come out on Wakefield Green, and fight them then and there. His generals said, he had
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best wait until his gallant son, the Earl of March, came up with his power; but, he was
determined to accept the challenge. He did so, in an evil hour. He was hotly pressed on
all sides, two thousand of his men lay dead on Wakefield Green, and he himself was
taken prisoner. They set him down in mock state on an ant-hill, and twisted grass about
his head, and pretended to pay court to him on their knees, saying, 'O King, without a
kingdom, and Prince without a people, we hope your gracious Majesty is very well and
happy!' They did worse than this; they cut his head off, and handed it on a pole to the
Queen, who laughed with delight when she saw it (you recollect their walking so
religiously and comfortably to St. Paul's!), and had it fixed, with a paper crown upon its
head, on the walls of York. The Earl of Salisbury lost his head, too; and the Duke of
York's second son, a handsome boy who was flying with his tutor over Wakefield Bridge,
was stabbed in the heart by a murderous, lord - Lord Clifford by name - whose father
had been killed by the White Roses in the fight at St. Alban's. There was awful sacrifice
of life in this battle, for no quarter was given, and the Queen was wild for revenge. When
men unnaturally fight against their own countrymen, they are always observed to be more
unnaturally cruel and filled with rage than they are against any other enemy.
But, Lord Clifford had stabbed the second son of the Duke of York - not the first. The
eldest son, Edward Earl of March, was at Gloucester; and, vowing vengeance for the
death of his father, his brother, and their faithful friends, he began to march against the
Queen. He had to turn and fight a great body of Welsh and Irish first, who worried his
advance. These he defeated in a great fight at Mortimer's Cross, near Hereford, where he
beheaded a number of the Red Roses taken in battle, in retaliation for the beheading of
the White Roses at Wakefield. The Queen had the next turn of beheading. Having
moved towards London, and falling in, between St. Alban's and Barnet, with the Earl of
Warwick and the Duke of Norfolk, White Roses both, who were there with an army to
oppose her, and had got the King with them; she defeated them with great loss, and struck
off the heads of two prisoners of note, who were in the King's tent with him, and to whom
the King had promised his protection. Her triumph, however, was very short. She had no
treasure, and her army subsisted by plunder. This caused them to be hated and dreaded by
the people, and particularly by the London people, who were wealthy. As soon as the
Londoners heard that Edward, Earl of March, united with the Earl of Warwick, was
advancing towards the city, they refused to send the Queen supplies, and made a great
rejoicing.
The Queen and her men retreated with all speed, and Edward and Warwick came on,
greeted with loud acclamations on every side. The courage, beauty, and virtues of young
Edward could not be sufficiently praised by the whole people. He rode into London like
a conqueror, and met with an enthusiastic welcome. A few days afterwards, Lord
Falconbridge and the Bishop of Exeter assembled the citizens in St. John's Field,
Clerkenwell, and asked them if they would have Henry of Lancaster for their King? To
this they all roared, 'No, no, no!' and 'King Edward! King Edward!' Then, said those
noblemen, would they love and serve young Edward? To this they all cried, 'Yes, yes!'
and threw up their caps and clapped their hands, and cheered tremendously.
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Therefore, it was declared that by joining the Queen and not protecting those two
prisoners of note, Henry of Lancaster had forfeited the crown; and Edward of York was
proclaimed King. He made a great speech to the applauding people at Westminster, and
sat down as sovereign of England on that throne, on the golden covering of which his
father - worthy of a better fate than the bloody axe which cut the thread of so many lives
in England, through so many years - had laid his hand.
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CHAPTER 25 - ENGLAND UNDER EDWARD THE FOURTH
KING EDWARD THE FOURTH was not quite twenty-one
years of age when he took that unquiet seat upon the throne
of England. The Lancaster party, the Red Roses, were then
assembling in great numbers near York, and it was necessary
to give them battle instantly. But, the stout Earl of Warwick
leading for the young King, and the young King himself
closely following him, and the English people crowding
round the Royal standard, the White and the Red Roses met,
on a wild March day when the snow was falling heavily, at
Towton; and there such a furious battle raged between them,
that the total loss amounted to forty thousand men - all
Englishmen, fighting, upon English ground, against one
another. The young King gained the day, took down the heads of his father and brother
from the walls of York, and put up the heads of some of the most famous noblemen
engaged in the battle on the other side. Then, he went to London and was crowned with
great splendor.
A new Parliament met. No fewer than one hundred and fifty of the principal noblemen
and gentlemen on the Lancaster side were declared traitors, and the King resolved to do
all he could, to pluck up the Red Rose root and branch.

Queen Margaret, however, was still active for her young son. She obtained help from
Scotland and from Normandy, and took several important English castles. But, Warwick
soon retook them; the Queen lost all her treasure on board ship in a great storm; and both
she and her son suffered great misfortunes. Once, in the winter weather, as they were
riding through a forest, they were attacked and plundered by a party of robbers; and, when
they had escaped from these men and were passing alone and on foot through a thick dark
part of the wood, they came, all at once, upon another robber. So the Queen, with a stout
heart, took the little Prince by the hand, and going straight up to that robber, said to him,
'My friend, this is the young son of your lawful King! I confide him to your care.' The
robber was surprised, but took the boy in his arms, and faithfully restored him and his
mother to their friends. In the end, the Queen's soldiers being beaten and dispersed, she
went abroad again, and kept quiet for the present.
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Now, all this time, the deposed King Henry was concealed by a Welsh knight, who kept
him close in his castle. But, next year, the Lancaster party recovering their spirits, raised
a large body of men, and called him out of his retirement, to put him at their head. They
were joined by some powerful noblemen who had sworn fidelity to the new King, but
who were ready, as usual, to break their oaths, whenever they thought there was anything
to be got by it. One of the worst things in the history of the war of the Red and White
Roses, is the ease with which these noblemen, who should have set an example of honor
to the people, left either side as they took slight offense, or were disappointed in their
greedy expectations, and joined the other. Well! Warwick's brother soon beat the
Lancastrians, and the false noblemen, being taken, were beheaded without a moment's
loss of time. The deposed King had a narrow escape; three of his servants were taken,
and one of them bore his cap of estate, which was set with pearls and embroidered with
two golden crowns. However, the head to which the cap belonged, got safely into
Lancashire, and lay pretty quietly there (the people in the secret being very true) for more
than a year. At length, an old monk gave such intelligence as led to Henry's being taken
while he was sitting at dinner in a place called Waddington Hall. He was immediately
sent to London, and met at Islington by the Earl of Warwick, by whose directions he was
put upon a horse, with his legs tied under it, and paraded three times round the pillory.
Then, he was carried off to the Tower, where they treated him well enough.
The White Rose being so triumphant, the young King abandoned himself entirely to
pleasure, and led a jovial life. But, thorns were springing up under his bed of roses, as he
soon found out. For, having been privately married to ELIZABETH WOODVILLE, a
young widow lady, very beautiful and very captivating; and at last resolving to make his
secret known, and to declare her his Queen; he gave some offense to the Earl of Warwick,
who was usually called the King-Maker, because of his power and influence, and because
of his having lent such great help to placing Edward on the throne. This offense was not
lessened by the jealousy with which the Nevil family (the Earl of Warwick's) regarded the
promotion of the Woodville family. For, the young Queen was so bent on providing
for her relations, that she made her father an earl and a great officer of state; married her
five sisters to young noblemen of the highest rank; and provided for her younger brother,
a young man of twenty, by marrying him to an immensely rich old duchess of eighty.
The Earl of Warwick took all this pretty graciously for a man of his proud temper, until
the question arose to whom the King's sister, MARGARET, should be married. The Earl
of Warwick said, 'To one of the French King's sons,' and was allowed to go over to the
French King to make friendly proposals for that purpose, and to hold all manner of
friendly interviews with him. But, while he was so engaged, the Woodville party married
the young lady to the Duke of Burgundy! Upon this he came back in great rage and
scorn, and shut himself up discontented, in his Castle of Middleham.
A reconciliation, though not a very sincere one, was patched up between the Earl of
Warwick and the King, and lasted until the Earl married his daughter, against the King's
wishes, to the Duke of Clarence. While the marriage was being celebrated at Calais, the
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people in the north of England, where the influence of the Nevil family was strongest,
broke out into rebellion; their complaint was, that England was oppressed and plundered
by the Woodville family, whom they demanded to have removed from power. As they
were joined by great numbers of people, and as they openly declared that they were
supported by the Earl of Warwick, the King did not know what to do. At last, as he wrote
to the earl beseeching his aid, he and his new son-in-law came over to England, and
began to arrange the business by shutting the King up in Middleham Castle in the safe
keeping of the Archbishop of York; so England was not only in the strange position of
having two kings at once, but they were both prisoners at the same time.
Even as yet, however, the King-Maker was so far true to the King, that he dispersed a
new rising of the Lancastrians, took their leader prisoner, and brought him to the King,
who ordered him to be immediately executed. He presently allowed the King to return to
London, and there innumerable pledges of forgiveness and friendship were exchanged
between them, and between the Nevils and the Woodvilles; the King's eldest daughter
was promised in marriage to the heir of the Nevil family; and more friendly oaths were
sworn, and more friendly promises made, than this book would hold.
They lasted about three months. At the end of that time, the Archbishop of York made a
feast for the King, the Earl of Warwick, and the Duke of Clarence, at his house, the Moor,
in Hertfordshire. The King was washing his hands before supper, when some one
whispered to him that a body of a hundred men were lying in ambush outside the house.
Whether this were true or untrue, the King took fright, mounted his horse, and rode
through the dark night to Windsor Castle. Another reconciliation was patched up
between him and the King-Maker, but it was a short one, and it was the last. A
new rising took place in Lincolnshire, and the King marched to repress it. Having done
so, he proclaimed that both the Earl of Warwick and the Duke of Clarence were traitors,
who had secretly assisted it, and who had been prepared publicly to join it on the
following day. In these dangerous circumstances they both took ship and sailed away to
the French court.
And here a meeting took place between the Earl of Warwick and his old enemy, the
Dowager Queen Margaret, through whom his father had had his head struck off, and to
whom he had been a bitter foe. But, now, when he said that he had done with the
ungrateful and perfidious Edward of York, and that henceforth he devoted himself to the
restoration of the House of Lancaster, either in the person of her husband or of her little
son, she embraced him as if he had ever been her dearest friend. She did more than that;
she married her son to his second daughter, the Lady Anne. However agreeable
this marriage was to the new friends, it was very disagreeable to the Duke of Clarence,
who perceived that his father-in-law, the King-Maker, would never make HIM King now.
So, being but a weak-minded young traitor, possessed of very little worth or sense, he
readily listened to an artful court lady sent over for the purpose, and promised to turn
traitor once more, and go over to his brother, King Edward, when a fitting opportunity
should come.
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The Earl of Warwick, knowing nothing of this, soon redeemed his promise to the
Dowager Queen Margaret, by invading England and landing at Plymouth, where he
instantly proclaimed King Henry, and summoned all Englishmen between the ages of
sixteen and sixty, to join his banner. Then, with his army increasing as he marched
along, he went northward, and came so near King Edward, who was in that part of the
country, that Edward had to ride hard for it to the coast of Norfolk, and thence to get
away in such ships as he could find, to Holland. Thereupon, the triumphant King-Maker
and his false son-in-law, the Duke of Clarence, went to London, took the old King out of
the Tower, and walked him in a great procession to Saint Paul's Cathedral with the crown
upon his head. This did not improve the temper of the Duke of Clarence, who saw
himself farther off from being King than ever; but he kept his secret, and said nothing.
The Nevil family were restored to all their honors and glories, and the Woodvilles and the
rest were disgraced. The King-Maker, less sanguinary than the King, shed no blood
except that of the Earl of Worcester, who had been so cruel to the people as to have
gained the title of the Butcher. Him they caught hidden in a tree, and him they tried and
executed. No other death stained the King-Maker's triumph.
To dispute this triumph, back came King Edward again, next year, landing at Ravenspur,
coming on to York, causing all his men to cry 'Long live King Henry!' and swearing on
the altar, without a blush, that he came to lay no claim to the crown. Now was the time
for the Duke of Clarence, who ordered his men to assume the White Rose, and declare for
his brother. The Marquis of Montague, though the Earl of Warwick's brother, also
declining to fight against King Edward, he went on successfully to London, where the
Archbishop of York let him into the City, and where the people made great
demonstrations in his favor. For this they had four reasons. Firstly, there were great
numbers of the King's adherents hiding in the City and ready to break out; secondly, the
King owed them a great deal of money, which they could never hope to get if he were
unsuccessful; thirdly, there was a young prince to inherit the crown; and fourthly, the
King was handsome, and more popular than a better man might have been with the City
ladies.
After a stay of only two days with these supporters, the King marched out to Barnet
Common, to give the Earl of Warwick battle. And now it was to be seen, for the last
time, whether the King or the King-Maker was to carry the day.
While the battle was yet pending, the fainthearted Duke of Clarence began to repent, and
sent over secret messages to his father-in-law, offering his services in mediation with the
King. But, the Earl of Warwick disdainfully rejected them, and replied that
Clarence was false and perjured, and that he would settle the quarrel by the sword. The
battle began at four o'clock in the morning and lasted until ten, and during the greater part
of the time it was fought in a thick mist. The loss of life was very great, for the hatred
was strong on both sides. The King-Maker was defeated, and the King triumphed. Both
the Earl of Warwick and his brother were slain, and their bodies lay in St. Paul's, for some
days, as a spectacle to the people.
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Margaret's spirit was not broken even by this great blow. Within five days she was in
arms again, and raised her standard in Bath, whence she set off with her army, to try and
join Lord Pembroke, who had a force in Wales. But, the King, coming up with her
outside the town of Tewkesbury, and ordering his brother, the DUKE OF
GLOUCESTER, who was a brave soldier, to attack her men, she sustained an entire
defeat, and was taken prisoner, together with her son, now only eighteen years of age.
The conduct of the King to this poor youth was worthy of his cruel character. He ordered
him to be led into his tent. 'And what,' said he, 'brought YOU to England?' 'I came to
England,' replied the prisoner, with a spirit which a man of spirit might have admired in a
captive, 'to recover my father's kingdom, which descended to him as his right, and from
him descends to me, as mine.' The King, drawing off his iron gauntlet, struck him with it
in the face; and the Duke of Clarence and some other lords, who were there, drew their
noble swords, and killed him.
His mother survived him, a prisoner, for five years; after her ransom by the King of
France, she survived for six years more. Within three weeks of this murder, Henry died
one of those convenient sudden deaths which were so common in the Tower; in plainer
words, he was murdered by the King's order.
Having no particular excitement on his hands after this great defeat of the Lancaster party,
and being perhaps desirous to get rid of some of his fat (for he was now getting too
corpulent to be handsome), the King thought of making war on France. As he wanted
more money for this purpose than the Parliament could give him, though they were
usually ready enough for war, he invented a new way of raising it, by sending for the
principal citizens of London, and telling them, with a grave face, that he was very much
in want of cash, and would take it very kind in them if they would lend him some. It
being impossible for them safely to refuse, they complied, and the moneys thus forced
from them were called - no doubt to the great amusement of the King and the Court - as if
they were free gifts, 'Benevolences.' What with grants from Parliament, and what with
Benevolences, the King raised an army and passed over to Calais. As nobody wanted
war, however, the French King made proposals of peace, which were accepted, and a
truce was concluded for seven long years. The proceedings between the Kings of France
and England on this occasion, were very friendly, very splendid, and very distrustful.
They finished with a meeting between the two Kings, on a temporary bridge over the
river Somme, where they embraced through two holes in a strong wooden grating like a
lion's cage, and made several bows and fine speeches to one another.
It was time, now, that the Duke of Clarence should be punished for his treacheries; and
Providence had his punishment in store. He was, probably, not trusted by the King - for
who could trust him who knew him! - and he had certainly a powerful opponent in his
brother Richard, Duke of Gloucester, who, being avaricious and ambitious, wanted to
marry that widowed daughter of the Earl of Warwick's who had been espoused to the
deceased young Prince, at Calais. Clarence, who wanted all the family wealth for
himself, secreted this lady, whom Richard found disguised as a servant in the City of
London, and whom he married; arbitrators appointed by the King, then divided the
property between the brothers. This led to ill-will and mistrust between them. Clarence's
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wife dying, and he wishing to make another marriage, which was obnoxious to the King,
his ruin was hurried by that means, too. At first, the Court struck at his retainers and
dependents, and accused some of them of magic and witchcraft. Successful against this
small game, it then mounted to the Duke himself, who was impeached by his brother the
King, in person, on a variety of such charges. He was found guilty, and sentenced to be
publicly executed. He never was publicly executed, but he met his death somehow, in the
Tower, and, no doubt, through some agency of the King or his brother Gloucester, or
both. It was supposed at the time that he was told to choose the manner of his death, and
that he chose to be drowned in a butt of Malmsey wine. I hope the story may be true, for
it would have been a becoming death for such a miserable creature.
The King survived him some five years. He died in the forty-second year of his life, and
the twenty-third of his reign. He was a favorite with many people for his showy manners;
and the people were a good example to him in the constancy of their attachment. He was
penitent on his death-bed for his 'benevolences,' and other extortions, and ordered
restitution to be made to the people who had suffered from them. He also called about his
bed the enriched members of the Woodville family, and the proud lords whose honors
were of older date, and endeavored to reconcile them, for the sake of the peaceful
succession of his son and the tranquillity of England.
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CHAPTER 26 - ENGLAND UNDER EDWARD THE FIFTH
THE late King's eldest son, the Prince of Wales, called EDWARD after him, was only
thirteen years of age at his father's death. He was at Ludlow Castle with his uncle, the
Earl of Rivers. The prince's brother, the Duke of York, only eleven years of age, was in
London with his mother. The boldest, most crafty, and most dreaded nobleman in
England at that time was their uncle RICHARD, Duke of Gloucester, and everybody
wondered how the two poor boys would fare with such an uncle for a friend or a foe.
The Queen, their mother, being exceedingly uneasy about this, was anxious that
instructions should be sent to Lord Rivers to raise an army to escort the young King safely
to London. But, Lord Hastings, who was of the Court party opposed to the Woodvilles,
and who disliked the thought of giving them that power, argued against the proposal, and
obliged the Queen to be satisfied with an escort of two thousand horse. The Duke of
Gloucester did nothing, at first, to justify suspicion. He came from Scotland (where he
was commanding an army) to York, and was there the first to swear allegiance to his
nephew. He then wrote a condoling letter to the Queen-Mother, and set off to be present
at the coronation in London.
Now, the young King, journeying towards London too, with
Lord Rivers and Lord Gray, came to Stony Stratford, as his
uncle came to Northampton, about ten miles distant; and
when those two lords heard that the Duke of Gloucester was
so near, they proposed to the
young King that they should go back and greet him in his
name. The boy being very willing that they should do so,
they rode off and were received with great friendliness, and
asked by the Duke of Gloucester to stay and dine with him.
In the evening, while they were merry together, up came the
Duke of Buckingham with three hundred horsemen; and next
morning the two lords and the two dukes, and the three hundred horsemen, rode away
together to rejoin the King. Just as they were entering Stony Stratford, the Duke of
Gloucester, checking his horse, turned suddenly on the two lords,
charged them with alienating from him the affections of his sweet nephew, and caused
them to be arrested by the three hundred horsemen and taken back. Then, he and the
Duke of Buckingham went straight to the King (whom they had now in their power), to
whom they made a show of kneeling down, and offering great love and submission; and
then they ordered his attendants to disperse, and took him, alone with them, to
Northampton.
A few days afterwards they conducted him to London, and lodged him in the Bishop's
Palace. But, he did not remain there long; for, the Duke of Buckingham with a tender
face made a speech expressing how anxious he was for the Royal boy's safety, and how
much safer he would be in the Tower until his coronation, than he could be anywhere
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else. So, to the Tower he was taken, very carefully, and the Duke of Gloucester was
named Protector of the State.
Although Gloucester had proceeded thus far with a very smooth countenance - and
although he was a clever man, fair of speech, and not ill-looking, in spite of one of his
shoulders being something higher than the other - and although he had come into the City
riding bare-headed at the King's side, and looking very fond of him - he had made the
King's mother more uneasy yet; and when the Royal boy was taken to the Tower, she
became so alarmed that she took sanctuary in Westminster with her five daughters.
Nor did she do this without reason, for, the Duke of Gloucester, finding that the lords
who were opposed to the Woodville family were faithful to the young King nevertheless,
quickly resolved to strike a blow for himself. Accordingly, while those lords met in
council at the Tower, he and those who were in his interest met in separate council at his
own residence, Crosby Palace, in Bishopsgate Street. Being at last quite prepared, he one
day appeared unexpectedly at the council in the Tower, and appeared to be very jocular
and merry. He was particularly gay with the Bishop of Ely: praising the strawberries that
grew in his garden on Holborn Hill, and asking him to have some gathered that he might
eat them at dinner. The Bishop, quite proud of the honor, sent one of his men to fetch
some; and the Duke, still very jocular and gay, went out; and the council all said what a
very agreeable duke he was! In a little time, however, he came back quite altered - not at
all jocular - frowning and fierce - and suddenly said, 'What do those persons deserve who have compassed my destruction; I being the King's
lawful, as well as natural, protector?'
To this strange question, Lord Hastings replied, that they deserved death, whosoever they
were.
'Then,' said the Duke, 'I tell you that they are that sorceress my brother's wife;' meaning
the Queen: 'and that other sorceress, Jane Shore. Who, by witchcraft, have withered my
body, and caused my arm to shrink as I now show you.'
He then pulled up his sleeve and showed them his arm, which was shrunken, it is true, but
which had been so, as they all very well knew, from the hour of his birth.
Jane Shore, being then the lover of Lord Hastings, as she had formerly been of the late
King, that lord knew that he himself was attacked. So, he said, in some confusion,
'Certainly, my Lord, if they have done this, they be worthy of punishment.'
'If?' said the Duke of Gloucester; 'do you talk to me of ifs? I tell you that they HAVE so
done, and I will make it good upon thy body, thou traitor!'
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With that, he struck the table a great blow with his fist. This was a signal to some of his
people outside to cry 'Treason!' They immediately did so, and there was a rush into the
chamber of so many armed men that it was filled in a moment.
'First,' said the Duke of Gloucester to Lord Hastings, 'I arrest thee, traitor! And let him,'
he added to the armed men who took him, 'have a priest at once, for by St. Paul I will not
dine until I have seen his head off!'
Lord Hastings was hurried to the green by the Tower chapel, and there beheaded on a log
of wood that happened to be lying on the ground. Then, the Duke dined with a good
appetite, and after dinner summoning the principal citizens to attend him, told them
that Lord Hastings and the rest had designed to murder both himself and the Duke of
Buckingham, who stood by his side, if he had not providentially discovered their design.
He requested them to be so obliging as to inform their fellow-citizens of the truth of what
he said, and issued a proclamation (prepared and neatly copied out beforehand) to the
same effect.
On the same day that the Duke did these things in the Tower, Sir Richard Ratcliffe, the
boldest and most undaunted of his men, went down to Pontefract; arrested Lord Rivers,
Lord Gray, and two other gentlemen; and publicly executed them on the scaffold, without
any trial, for having intended the Duke's death. Three days afterwards the Duke, not to
lose time, went down the river to Westminster in his barge, attended by divers bishops,
lords, and soldiers, and demanded that the Queen should deliver her second son, the Duke
of York, into his safe keeping. The Queen, being obliged to comply, resigned the child
after she had wept over him; and Richard of Gloucester placed him with his brother in the
Tower. Then, he seized Jane Shore, and, because she had been the lover of the late King,
confiscated her property, and got her sentenced to do public penance in the streets by
walking in a scanty dress, with bare feet, and carrying a lighted candle, to St. Paul's
Cathedral, through the most crowded part of the City.
Having now all things ready for his own advancement, he caused a friar to preach a
sermon at the cross which stood in front of St. Paul's Cathedral, in which he dwelt upon
the profligate manners of the late King, and upon the late shame of Jane Shore, and hinted
that the princes were not his children. 'Whereas, good people,' said the friar, whose name
was SHAW, 'my Lord the Protector, the noble Duke of Gloucester, that sweet prince, the
pattern of all the noblest virtues, is the perfect image and express likeness of his father.'
There had been a little plot between the Duke and the friar, that the Duke should appear
in the crowd at this moment, when it was expected that the people would cry 'Long live
King Richard!' But, either through the friar saying the words too soon, or through the
Duke's coming too late, the Duke and the words did not come together, and the people
only laughed, and the friar sneaked off ashamed.
The Duke of Buckingham was a better hand at such business than the friar, so he went to
the Guildhall the next day, and addressed the citizens in the Lord Protector's behalf. A
few dirty men, who had been hired and stationed there for the purpose, crying when he
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had done, 'God save King Richard!' he made them a great bow, and thanked them with all
his heart. Next day, to make an end of it, he went with the mayor and some lords and
citizens to Bayard Castle, by the river, where Richard then was, and read an address,
humbly entreating him to accept the Crown of England. Richard, who looked down upon
them out of a window and pretended to be in great uneasiness and alarm, assured them
there was nothing he desired less, and that his deep affection for his nephews forbade him
to think of it. To this the Duke of Buckingham replied, with pretended warmth, that the
free people of England would never submit to his nephew's rule, and that if Richard, who
was the lawful heir, refused the Crown, why then they must find some one else to wear it.
The Duke of Gloucester returned, that since he used that strong language, it became his
painful duty to think no more of himself, and to accept the Crown.
Upon that, the people cheered and dispersed; and the Duke of Gloucester and the Duke of
Buckingham passed a pleasant evening, talking over the play they had just acted with so
much success, and every word of which they had prepared together.
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CHAPTER 27 - ENGLAND UNDER RICHARD THE THIRD
KING RICHARD THE THIRD was up betimes in the morning, and
went to Westminster Hall. In the Hall was a marble seat, upon which he
sat himself down between two great noblemen, and told the people that
he began the new reign in that place, because the first duty of a
sovereign was to administer the laws equally to all, and to maintain
justice. He then mounted his horse and rode back to the City, where he
was received by the clergy and the crowd as if he really had a right to the
throne, and really were a just man. The
clergy and the crowd must have been rather ashamed of themselves in
secret, I think, for being such poor-spirited knaves.
The new King and his Queen were soon crowned with a great deal of show and noise,
which the people liked very much; and then the King set forth on a royal progress through
his dominions. He was crowned a second time at York, in order that the people might
have show and noise enough; and wherever he went was received with shouts of rejoicing
- from a good many people of strong lungs, who were paid to strain their throats in crying,
'God save King Richard!' The plan was so successful that I am told it has been imitated
since, by other usurpers, in other progresses through other dominions.
While he was on this journey, King Richard stayed a week at Warwick. And from
Warwick he sent instructions home for one of the wickedest murders that ever was done the murder of the two young princes, his nephews, who were shut up in the Tower of
London.
Sir Robert Brackenbury was at that time Governor of the Tower. To him, by the hands of
a messenger named JOHN GREEN, did King Richard send a letter, ordering him by some
means to put the two young princes to death. But Sir Robert - I hope because he had
children of his own, and loved them - sent John Green back again, riding and spurring
along the dusty roads, with the answer that he could not do so horrible a piece of work.
The King, having frowningly considered a little, called to him SIR JAMES TYRREL, his
master of the horse, and to him gave authority to take command of the Tower, whenever
he would, for twenty-four hours, and to keep all the keys of the Tower during that space
of time. Tyrrel, well knowing what was wanted, looked about him for two hardened
ruffians, and chose JOHN DIGHTON, one of his own grooms, and MILES FOREST,
who was a murderer by trade. Having secured these two assistants, he went, upon a day
in August, to the Tower, showed his authority from the King, took the command for fourand-twenty hours, and obtained possession of the keys. And when the black night came
he went creeping, creeping, like a guilty villain as he was, up the dark, stone winding
stairs, and along the dark stone passages, until he came to the door of the room where the
two young princes, having said their prayers, lay fast asleep, clasped in each other's arms.
And while he watched and listened at the door, he sent in those evil demons, John
Dighton and Miles Forest, who smothered the two princes with the bed and pillows, and
carried their bodies down the stairs, and buried them under a great heap of stones at the
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staircase foot. And when the day came, he gave up the command of the Tower, and
restored the keys, and hurried away without once looking behind him; and Sir Robert
Brackenbury went with fear and sadness to the princes' room, and found the princes gone
for ever.
You know, through all this history, how true it is that traitors are never true, and you will
not be surprised to learn that the Duke of Buckingham soon turned against King Richard,
and joined a great conspiracy that was formed to dethrone him, and to place the crown
upon its rightful owner's head. Richard had meant to keep the murder secret; but when he
heard through his spies that this conspiracy existed, and that many lords and gentlemen
drank in secret to the healths of the two young princes in the Tower, he made it known
that they were dead. The conspirators, though thwarted for a moment, soon resolved to
set up for the crown against the murderous Richard, HENRY Earl of Richmond, grandson
of Catherine: that widow of Henry the Fifth who married Owen Tudor. And as Henry
was of the house of Lancaster, they proposed that he should marry the Princess Elizabeth,
the eldest daughter of the late King, now the heiress of the house of York, and thus by
uniting the rival families put an end to the fatal wars of the Red and White Roses. All
being settled, a time was appointed for Henry to come over from Brittany, and for a great
rising against Richard to take place in several parts of England at the same hour. On a
certain day, therefore, in October, the revolt took place; but unsuccessfully. Richard was
prepared, Henry was driven back at sea by a storm, his followers in England were
dispersed, and the Duke of Buckingham was taken, and at once beheaded in the marketplace at Salisbury.
The time of his success was a good time, Richard thought, for summoning a Parliament
and getting some money. So, a Parliament was called, and it flattered and fawned upon
him as much as he could possibly desire, and declared him to be the rightful King of
England, and his only son Edward, then eleven years of age, the next heir to the throne.
Richard knew full well that, let the Parliament say what it would, the Princess Elizabeth
was remembered by people as the heiress of the house of York; and having accurate
information besides, of its being designed by the conspirators to marry her to Henry of
Richmond, he felt that it would much strengthen him and weaken them, to be beforehand
with them, and marry her to his son. With this view he went to the Sanctuary at
Westminster, where the late King's widow and her daughter still were, and besought them
to come to Court: where (he swore by anything and everything) they should be safely and
honorably entertained. They came, accordingly, but had scarcely been at Court a month
when his son died suddenly - or was poisoned - and his plan was crushed to pieces.
In this extremity, King Richard, always active, thought, 'I must make another plan.' And
he made the plan of marrying the Princess Elizabeth himself, although she was his niece.
There was one difficulty in the way: his wife, the Queen Anne, was alive. But, he knew
(remembering his nephews) how to remove that obstacle, and he made love to the
Princess Elizabeth, telling her he felt perfectly confident that the Queen would die in
February. The Princess was not a very scrupulous young lady, for, instead of rejecting the
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murderer of her brothers with scorn and hatred, she openly declared she loved him dearly;
and, when February came and the Queen did not die, she expressed her impatient opinion
that she was too long about it. However, King Richard was not so far out in his
prediction, but, that she died in March - he took good care of that - and then this precious
pair hoped to be married. But they were disappointed, for the idea of such a marriage was
so unpopular in the country, that the King's chief counselors, RATCLIFFE and
CATESBY, would by no means undertake to propose it, and the King was even obliged
to declare in public that he had never thought of such a thing.
He was, by this time, dreaded and hated by all classes of his subjects. His nobles deserted
every day to Henry's side; he dared not call another Parliament, lest his crimes should be
denounced there; and for want of money, he was obliged to get Benevolences from the
citizens, which exasperated them all against him. It was said too, that, being stricken by
his conscience, he dreamed frightful dreams, and started up in the night-time, wild with
terror and remorse. Active to the last, through all this, he issued vigorous proclamations
against Henry of Richmond and all his followers, when he heard that they were coming
against him with a Fleet from France; and took the field as fierce and savage as a wild
boar - the animal represented on his shield.

Henry of Richmond landed with six thousand men at Milford Haven, and came on against
King Richard, then encamped at Leicester with an army twice as great, through North
Wales. On Bosworth Field the two armies met; and Richard, looking along Henry's
ranks, and seeing them crowded with the English nobles who had abandoned him, turned
pale when he beheld the powerful Lord Stanley and his son (whom he had tried hard to
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retain) among them. But, he was as brave as he was wicked, and plunged into the
thickest of the fight. He was riding hither and thither, laying about him in all directions,
when he observed the Earl of Northumberland - one of his few great allies - to stand
inactive, and the main body of his troops to hesitate. At the same moment, his desperate
glance caught Henry of Richmond among a little group of his knights. Riding hard at
him, and crying 'Treason!' he killed his standard-bearer, fiercely unhorsed another
gentleman, and aimed a powerful stroke at Henry himself, to cut him down. But, Sir
William Stanley parried it as it fell, and before Richard could raise his arm again, he was
borne down in a press of numbers, unhorsed, and killed. Lord Stanley picked up the
crown, all bruised and trampled, and stained with blood, and put it upon Richmond's
head, amid loud and rejoicing cries of 'Long live King Henry!'
That night, a horse was led up to the church of the Grey Friars at Leicester; across whose
back was tied, like some worthless sack, a naked body brought there for burial. It was the
body of the last of the Plantagenet line, King Richard the Third, usurper and murderer,
slain at the battle of Bosworth Field in the thirty-second year of his age, after a reign of
two years.
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CHAPTER 28 - ENGLAND UNDER HENRY THE SEVENTH
KING HENRY THE SEVENTH did not turn out to be as fine a fellow as the nobility and
people hoped, in the first joy of their deliverance from Richard the Third. He was very
cold, crafty, and calculating, and would do almost anything for money. He possessed
considerable ability, but his chief merit appears to have been that he was not cruel when
there was nothing to be got by it.
The new King had promised the nobles who had espoused his cause that he would marry
the Princess Elizabeth. The first thing he did, was, to direct her to be removed from the
castle of Sheriff Hutton in Yorkshire, where Richard had placed her, and restored to
the care of her mother in London. The young Earl of Warwick, Edward Plantagenet, son
and heir of the late Duke of Clarence, had been kept a prisoner in the same old Yorkshire
Castle with her. This boy, who was now fifteen, the new King placed in the Tower for
safety. Then he came to London in great state, and gratified the people with a fine
procession; on which kind of show he often very much relied for keeping them in good
humor. The sports and feasts which took place were followed by a terrible fever, called
the Sweating Sickness; of which great numbers of people died. Lord Mayors and
Aldermen are thought to have suffered most from it; whether, because they were in the
habit of over-eating themselves, or because they were very jealous of preserving filth and
nuisances in the City (as they have been since), I don't know.
The King's coronation was postponed on account of the general ill-health, and he
afterwards deferred his marriage, as if he were not very anxious that it should take place:
and, even after that, deferred the Queen's coronation so long that he gave offense to the
York party. However, he set these things right in the end, by hanging some men and
seizing on the rich possessions of others; by granting more popular pardons to the
followers of the late King than could, at first, be got from him; and, by employing about
his Court, some very scrupulous persons who had been employed in the previous reign.
As this reign was principally remarkable for two very curious impostures which have
become famous in history, we will make those two stories its principal feature.
There was a priest at Oxford of the name of Simons, who had for a pupil a handsome boy
named Lambert Simnel, the son of a baker. Partly to gratify his own ambitious ends, and
partly to carry out the designs of a secret party formed against the King, this priest
declared that his pupil, the boy, was no other than the young Earl of Warwick; who (as
everybody might have known) was safely locked up in the Tower of London. The priest
and the boy went over to Ireland; and, at Dublin, enlisted in their cause all ranks of the
people: who seem to have been generous enough, but exceedingly irrational. The Earl of
Kildare, the governor of Ireland, declared that he believed the boy to be what the priest
represented; and the boy, who had been well tutored by the priest, told them such things
of his childhood, and gave them so many descriptions of the Royal Family, that they were
perpetually shouting and hurrahing, and drinking his health, and making all kinds of noisy
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and thirsty demonstrations, to express their belief in him. Nor was this feeling confined
to Ireland alone, for the Earl of Lincoln - whom the late usurper had named as his
successor - went over to the young Pretender; and, after holding a secret correspondence
with the Dowager Duchess of Burgundy - the sister of Edward the Fourth, who detested
the present King and all his race - sailed to Dublin with two thousand German soldiers of
her providing. In this promising state of the boy's fortunes, he was crowned there, with a
crown taken off the head of a statue of the Virgin Mary; and was then, according to the
Irish custom of those days, carried home on the shoulders of a big chieftain possessing a
great deal more strength than sense. Father Simons, you may be sure, was mighty busy at
the coronation.
Ten days afterwards, the Germans, and the Irish, and the priest, and the boy, and the Earl
of Lincoln, all landed in Lancashire to invade England. The King, who had good
intelligence of their movements, set up his standard at Nottingham, where vast numbers
resorted to him every day; while the Earl of Lincoln could gain but very few. With his
small force he tried to make for the town of Newark; but the King's army getting between
him and that place, he had no choice but to risk a battle at Stoke. It soon ended in the
complete destruction of the Pretender's forces, one half of whom were killed; among
them, the Earl himself. The priest and the baker's boy were taken prisoners. The priest,
after confessing the trick, was shut up in prison, where he afterwards died - suddenly
perhaps. The boy was taken into the King's kitchen and made a turnspit. He was
afterwards raised to the station of one of the King's falconers; and so ended this strange
imposition.
There seems reason to suspect that the Dowager Queen - always a restless and busy
woman - had had some share in tutoring the baker's son. The King was very angry with
her, whether or no. He seized upon her property, and shut her up in a convent at
Bermondsey.
One might suppose that the end of this story would have put the Irish people on their
guard; but they were quite ready to receive a second impostor, as they had received the
first, and that same troublesome Duchess of Burgundy soon gave them the opportunity.
All of a sudden there appeared at Cork, in a vessel arriving from Portugal, a young man
of excellent abilities, of very handsome appearance and most winning manners, who
declared himself to be Richard, Duke of York, the second son of King Edward the Fourth.
'O,' said some, even of those ready Irish believers, 'but surely that young Prince was
murdered by his uncle in the Tower!' - 'It IS supposed so,' said the engaging young man;
'and my brother WAS killed in that gloomy prison; but I escaped - it don't matter how, at
present - and have been wandering about the world for seven long years.' This
explanation being quite satisfactory to numbers of the Irish people, they began again to
shout and to hurrah, and to drink his health, and to make the noisy and thirsty
demonstrations all over again. And the big chieftain in Dublin began to look out for
another coronation, and another young King to be carried home on his back.
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Now, King Henry being then on bad terms with France, the French King, Charles the
Eighth, saw that, by pretending to believe in the handsome young man, he could trouble
his enemy sorely. So, he invited him over to the French Court, and appointed him a
body-guard, and treated him in all respects as if he really were the Duke of York. Peace,
however, being soon concluded between the two Kings, the pretended Duke was turned
adrift, and wandered for protection to the Duchess of Burgundy. She, after feigning to
inquire into the reality of his claims, declared him to be the very picture of her dear
departed brother; gave him a body-guard at her Court, of thirty halberdiers; and called
him by the sounding name of the White Rose of England.
The leading members of the White Rose party in England sent over an agent, named Sir
Robert Clifford, to ascertain whether the White Rose's claims were good: the King also
sent over his agents to inquire into the Rose's history. The White Roses declared the
young man to be really the Duke of York; the King declared him to be PERKIN
WARBECK, the son of a merchant of the city of Tournay, who had acquired his
knowledge of England, its language and manners, from the English merchants who traded
in Flanders; it was also stated by the Royal agents that he had been in the service of
Lady Brompton, the wife of an exiled English nobleman, and that the Duchess of
Burgundy had caused him to be trained and taught, expressly for this deception. The
King then required the Archduke Philip - who was the sovereign of Burgundy - to banish
this new Pretender, or to deliver him up; but, as the Archduke replied that he could not
control the Duchess in her own land, the King, in revenge, took the market of English
cloth away from Antwerp, and prevented all commercial intercourse between the two
countries.
He also, by arts and bribes, prevailed on Sir Robert Clifford to betray his employers; and
he denouncing several famous English noblemen as being secretly the friends of Perkin
Warbeck, the King had three of the foremost executed at once. Whether he pardoned
the remainder because they were poor, I do not know; but it is only too probable that he
refused to pardon one famous nobleman against whom the same Clifford soon afterwards
informed separately, because he was rich. This was no other than Sir William Stanley,
who had saved the King's life at the battle of Bosworth Field. It is very doubtful whether
his treason amounted to much more than his having said, that if he were sure the young
man was the Duke of York, he would not take arms against him. Whatever he had done
he admitted, like an honorable spirit; and he lost his head for it, and the covetous King
gained all his wealth.
Perkin Warbeck kept quiet for three years; but, as the Flemings began to complain heavily
of the loss of their trade by the stoppage of the Antwerp market on his account, and as it
was not unlikely that they might even go so far as to take his life, or give him up, he
found it necessary to do something. Accordingly he made a desperate sally, and landed,
with only a few hundred men, on the coast of Deal. But he was soon glad to get back to
the place from whence he came; for the country people rose against his
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followers, killed a great many, and took a hundred and fifty prisoners: who were all
driven to London, tied together with ropes, like a team of cattle. Every one of them was
hanged on some part or other of the sea-shore; in order, that if any more men should come
over with Perkin Warbeck, they might see the bodies as a warning before they landed.
Then the wary King, by making a treaty of commerce with the Flemings, drove Perkin
Warbeck out of that country; and, by completely gaining over the Irish to his side,
deprived him of that asylum too. He wandered away to Scotland, and told his story at
that Court. King James the Fourth of Scotland, who was no friend to King Henry, and
had no reason to be (for King Henry had bribed his Scotch lords to betray him more than
once; but had never succeeded in his plots), gave him a great reception, called him his
cousin, and gave him in marriage the Lady Catherine Gordon, a beautiful and charming
creature related to the royal house of Stuart.
Alarmed by this successful reappearance of the Pretender, the King still undermined, and
bought, and bribed, and kept his doings and Perkin Warbeck's story in the dark, when he
might, one would imagine, have rendered the matter clear to all England. But, for all this
bribing of the Scotch lords at the Scotch King's Court, he could not procure the Pretender
to be delivered up to him. James, though not very particular in many respects, would not
betray him; and the ever-busy Duchess of Burgundy so provided him with arms, and good
soldiers, and with money besides, that he had soon a little army of fifteen hundred men of
various nations. With these, and aided by the Scottish King in person, he crossed the
border into England, and made a proclamation to the people, in which he called the King
'Henry Tudor;' offered large rewards to any who should take or distress him; and
announced himself as King Richard the Fourth come to receive the homage of his faithful
subjects. His faithful subjects, however, cared nothing for him, and hated his faithful
troops: who, being of different nations, quarreled also among themselves. Worse than
this, if worse were possible, they began to plunder the country; upon which the White
Rose said, that he would rather lose his rights, than gain them through the miseries of the
English people. The Scottish King made a jest of his scruples; but they and their whole
force went back again without fighting a battle.
The worst consequence of this attempt was, that a rising took place among the people of
Cornwall, who considered themselves too heavily taxed to meet the charges of the
expected war. Stimulated by Flammock, a lawyer, and Joseph, a blacksmith, and joined
by Lord Audley and some other country gentlemen, they marched on all the way to
Deptford Bridge, where they fought a battle with the King's army. They were defeated though the Cornish men fought with great bravery - and the lord was beheaded, and the
lawyer and the blacksmith were hanged, drawn, and quartered. The rest were pardoned.
The King, who believed every man to be as avaricious as himself, and thought that money
could settle anything, allowed them to make bargains for their liberty with the soldiers
who had taken them.
Perkin Warbeck, doomed to wander up and down, and never to find rest anywhere - a sad
fate: almost a sufficient punishment for an imposture, which he seems in time to have
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half believed himself - lost his Scottish refuge through a truce being made between the
two Kings; and found himself, once more, without a country before him in which he
could lay his head. But James (always honorable and true to him, alike when he melted
down his plate, and even the great gold chain he had been used to wear, to pay soldiers in
his cause; and now, when that cause was lost and hopeless) did not conclude the treaty,
until he had safely departed out of the Scottish dominions. He, and his beautiful wife,
who was faithful to him under all reverses, and left her state and home to follow his poor
fortunes, were put aboard ship with everything necessary for their comfort and protection,
and sailed for Ireland.
But, the Irish people had had enough of counterfeit Earls of Warwick and Dukes of York,
for one while; and would give the White Rose no aid. So, the White Rose - encircled by
thorns indeed - resolved to go with his beautiful wife to Cornwall as a forlorn resource,
and see what might be made of the Cornish men, who had risen so valiantly a little while
before, and who had fought so bravely at Deptford Bridge.
To Whitsand Bay, in Cornwall, accordingly, came Perkin Warbeck and his wife; and the
lovely lady he shut up for safety in the Castle of St. Michael's Mount, and then marched
into Devonshire at the head of three thousand Cornishmen. These were increased to six
thousand by the time of his arrival in Exeter; but, there the people made a stout resistance,
and he went on to Taunton, where he came in sight of the King's army. The stout Cornish
men, although they were few in number, and badly armed, were so bold, that they never
thought of retreating; but bravely looked forward to a battle on the morrow. Unhappily
for them, the man who was possessed of so many engaging qualities, and who attracted so
many people to his side when he had nothing else with which to tempt them, was not as
brave as they. In the night, when the two armies lay opposite to each other, he mounted a
swift horse and fled. When morning dawned, the poor confiding Cornish men,
discovering that they had no leader, surrendered to the King's power. Some of them were
hanged, and the rest were pardoned and went miserably home.
Before the King pursued Perkin Warbeck to the sanctuary of Beaulieu in the New Forest,
where it was soon known that he had taken refuge, he sent a body of horsemen to St.
Michael's Mount, to seize his wife. She was soon taken and brought as a captive before
the King. But she was so beautiful, and so good, and so devoted to the man in whom she
believed, that the King regarded her with compassion, treated her with great respect, and
placed her at Court, near the Queen's person. And many years after Perkin Warbeck was
no more, and when his strange story had become like a nursery tale, SHE was called the
White Rose, by the people, in remembrance of her beauty.
The sanctuary at Beaulieu was soon surrounded by the King's men; and the King,
pursuing his usual dark, artful ways, sent pretended friends to Perkin Warbeck to
persuade him to come out and surrender himself. This he soon did; the King having
taken a good look at the man of whom he had heard so much - from behind a screen directed him to be well mounted, and to ride behind him at a little distance, guarded, but
not bound in any way. So they entered London with the King's favorite show - a
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procession; and some of the people hooted as the Pretender rode slowly through the
streets to the Tower; but the greater part were quiet, and very curious to see him. From
the Tower, he was taken to the Palace at Westminster, and there lodged like a gentleman,
though closely watched. He was examined every now and then as to his imposture;
but the King was so secret in all he did, that even then he gave it a consequence, which it
cannot be supposed to have in itself deserved.
At last Perkin Warbeck ran away, and took refuge in another sanctuary near Richmond in
Surrey. From this he was again persuaded to deliver himself up; and, being conveyed to
London, he stood in the stocks for a whole day, outside Westminster Hall, and there read
a paper purporting to be his full confession, and relating his history as the King's agents
had originally described it. He was then shut up in the Tower again, in the company of
the Earl of Warwick, who had now been there for fourteen years: ever since his removal
out of Yorkshire, except when the King had had him at Court, and had shown him to the
people, to prove the imposture of the Baker's boy. It is but too probable, when we
consider the crafty character of Henry the Seventh, that these two were brought together
for a cruel purpose. A plot was soon discovered between them and the keepers, to murder
the Governor, get possession of the keys, and proclaim Perkin Warbeck as King Richard
the Fourth. That there was some such plot, is likely; that they were tempted into it, is at
least as likely; that the unfortunate Earl of Warwick - last male of the Plantagenet line was too unused to the world, and too ignorant and simple to know much about it,
whatever it was, is perfectly certain; and that it was the King's interest to get rid of him, is
no less so. He was beheaded on Tower Hill, and Perkin Warbeck was hanged at Tyburn.
Such was the end of the pretended Duke of York, whose shadowy history was made more
shadowy - and ever will be - by the mystery and craft of the King. If he had turned his
great natural advantages to a more honest account, he might have lived a happy and
respected life, even in those days. But he died upon a gallows at Tyburn, leaving the
Scottish lady, who had loved him so well, kindly protected at the Queen's Court. After
some time she forgot her old loves and troubles, as many people do with Time's merciful
assistance, and married a Welsh gentleman. Her second husband, SIR MATTHEW
CRADOC, more honest and more happy than her first, lies beside her in a tomb in the old
church of Swansea.
The ill-blood between France and England in this reign, arose out of the continued
plotting of the Duchess of Burgundy, and disputes respecting the affairs of Brittany. The
King feigned to be very patriotic, indignant, and warlike; but he always contrived so as
never to make war in reality, and always to make money. His taxation of the people, on
pretense of war with France, involved, at one time, a very dangerous insurrection, headed
by Sir John Egremont, and a common man called John a Chambre. But it was subdued
by the royal forces, under the command of the Earl of Surrey. The knighted John escaped
to the Duchess of Burgundy, who was ever ready to receive any one who gave the King
trouble; and the plain John was hanged at York, in the midst of a number of his men, but
on a much higher gibbet, as being a greater traitor. Hung high or hung low, however,
hanging is much the same to the person hung.

98

Within a year after her marriage, the Queen had given birth to a son, who was called
Prince Arthur, in remembrance of the old British prince of romance and story; and who,
when all these events had happened, being then in his fifteenth year, was married to
CATHERINE, the daughter of the Spanish monarch, with great rejoicings and bright
prospects; but in a very few months he sickened and died. As soon as the King had
recovered from his grief, he thought it a pity that the fortune of the Spanish Princess,
amounting to two hundred thousand crowns, should go out of the family; and therefore
arranged that the young widow should marry his second son HENRY, then twelve years
of age, when he too should be fifteen. There were objections to this marriage on the part
of the clergy; but, as the infallible Pope was gained over, and, as he MUST be right, that
settled the business for the time. The King's eldest daughter was provided for, and a long
course of disturbance was considered to be set at rest, by her being married to the Scottish
King.

And now the Queen died. When the King had got over that grief too, his mind once more
reverted to his darling money for consolation, and he thought of marrying the Dowager
Queen of Naples, who was immensely rich: but, as it turned out not to be practicable to
gain the money however practicable it might have been to gain the lady, he gave up the
idea. He was not so fond of her but that he soon proposed to marry the Dowager Duchess
of Savoy; and, soon afterwards, the widow of the King of Castile, who was raving mad.
But he made a money-bargain instead, and married neither.
The Duchess of Burgundy, among the other discontented people to whom she had given
refuge, had sheltered EDMUND DE LA POLE (younger brother of that Earl of Lincoln
who was killed at Stoke), now Earl of Suffolk. The King had prevailed upon him to
return to the marriage of Prince Arthur; but, he soon afterwards went away again;
and then the King, suspecting a conspiracy, resorted to his favorite plan of sending him
some treacherous friends, and buying of those scoundrels the secrets they disclosed or
invented. Some arrests and executions took place in consequence. In the end, the
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King, on a promise of not taking his life, obtained possession of the person of Edmund de
la Pole, and shut him up in the Tower.
This was his last enemy. If he had lived much longer he would have made many more
among the people, by the grinding exaction to which he constantly exposed them, and by
the tyrannical acts of his two prime favorites in all money-raising matters, EDMUND
DUDLEY and RICHARD EMPSON.

But Death - the enemy who is not to be bought off or deceived, and on whom no money,
and no treachery has any effect - presented himself at this juncture, and ended the King's
reign. He died of the gout, on the twenty-second of April, one thousand five hundred and
nine, and in the fifty-third year of his age, after reigning twenty-four years; he was buried
in the beautiful Chapel of Westminster Abbey, which he had himself founded, and which
still bears his name.
It was in this reign that CHRISTOPHER COLUMBUS, on behalf of Spain, discovered
what was then called The New World. Great wonder, interest, and hope of wealth being
awakened in England thereby, the King and the merchants of London and Bristol fitted
out an English expedition for further discoveries in the New World, and entrusted it to
SEBASTIAN CABOT, of Bristol, the son of a Venetian pilot there. He was very
successful in his voyage, and gained high reputation, both for himself and England.
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CHAPTER 29 - ENGLAND UNDER HENRY THE EIGHTH,
CALLED BLUFF KING
PART THE FIRST
WE now come to King Henry the Eighth. He was just eighteen
years of age when he came to the throne. He was anxious to
make himself popular; and the people, who had long disliked
the late King, were very willing to believe that he deserved to
be so. He was extremely fond of show and display, and so
were they. Therefore there was great rejoicing when he
married the Princess Catherine, and when they were both
crowned. And the King fought at tournaments and always
came off victorious - for the courtiers took care of that - and
there was a general outcry that he was a wonderful man.
Empson, Dudley, and their supporters were accused of a variety
of crimes they had never committed, instead of the offenses of
which they really had been guilty; and they were pilloried, and set upon horses with their
faces to the tails, and knocked about and beheaded, to the satisfaction of the people, and
the enrichment of the King.
The Pope, so indefatigable in getting the world into trouble, had mixed himself up in a
war on the continent of Europe, occasioned by the reigning Princes of little quarreling
states in Italy having at various times married into other Royal families, and so led to
their claiming a share in those petty Governments. The King, who discovered that he was
very fond of the Pope, sent a herald to the King of France, to say that he must not make
war upon that holy personage, because he was the father of all Christians. As the
French King did not mind this relationship in the least, and also refused to admit a claim
King Henry made to certain lands in France, war was declared between the two countries.
Not to perplex this story with an account of the tricks and designs of all the sovereigns
who were engaged in it, it is enough to say that England made a blundering alliance with
Spain, and got stupidly taken in by that country; which made its own terms with France
when it could and left England in the lurch. SIR EDWARD HOWARD, a bold admiral,
son of the Earl of Surrey, distinguished himself by his bravery against the French in this
business; but, unfortunately, he was more brave than wise, for, skimming into the French
harbor of Brest with only a few row-boats, he attempted (in revenge for the defeat and
death of SIR THOMAS KNYVETT, another bold English admiral) to take some strong
French ships, well defended with batteries of cannon. The upshot was, that he was left on
board of one of them (in consequence of its shooting away from his own boat), with not
more than about a dozen men, and was thrown into the sea and drowned: though not
until he had taken from his breast his gold chain and gold whistle, which were the signs
of his office, and had cast them into the sea to prevent their being made a boast of by the
enemy. After this defeat - which was a great one, for Sir Edward Howard was a man of
valor and fame - the King took it into his head to invade France in person; first executing
that dangerous Earl of Suffolk whom his father had left in the Tower, and appointing
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Queen Catherine to the charge of his kingdom in his absence. He sailed to Calais, where
he was joined by MAXIMILIAN, Emperor of Germany. Henry VIII gave the French
battle at a place called Guinegate: where they took such an unaccountable panic, and fled
with such swiftness, that it was ever afterwards called by the English the Battle of Spurs.
The Scottish King, though nearly related to Henry by marriage, had taken part against him
in this war. The Earl of Surrey, as the English general, advanced to meet him when he
came out of his own dominions and crossed the river Tweed. The two armies came up
with one another when the Scottish King had also crossed the river Till, and was
encamped upon the last of the Cheviot Hills, called the Hill of Flodden. Along the plain
below it, the English, when the hour of battle came, advanced. The Scottish army, which
had been drawn up in five great bodies, then came steadily down in perfect silence. So
they, in their turn, advanced to meet the English army, which came on in one long line;
and they attacked it with a body of spearmen, under LORD HOME. At first they had the
best of it; but the English recovered themselves so bravely, and fought with such valor,
that, when the Scottish King had almost made his way up to the Royal Standard, he was
slain, and the whole Scottish power routed. Ten thousand Scottish men lay dead that day
on Flodden Field; and among them, numbers of the nobility and gentry. For a long time
afterwards, the Scottish peasantry used to believe that their King had not been really
killed in this battle, because no Englishman had found an iron belt he wore about his
body as a penance for having been an unnatural and undutiful son. But, whatever became
of his belt, the English had his sword and dagger, and the ring from his finger, and his
body too, covered with wounds. There is no doubt of it; for it was seen and recognized
by English gentlemen who had known the Scottish King well.
When King Henry was making ready to renew the war in France, the French King was
contemplating peace. His queen, dying at this time, he proposed, though he was upwards
of fifty years old, to marry King Henry's sister, the Princess Mary, who, besides being
only sixteen, was betrothed to the Duke of Suffolk. As the inclinations of young
Princesses were not much considered in such matters, the marriage was concluded, and
the poor girl was escorted to France, where she was immediately left as the French King's
bride, with only one of all her English attendants. That one was a pretty young girl
named ANNE BOLEYN, niece of the Earl of Surrey, who had been made Duke of
Norfolk, after the victory of Flodden Field. Anne Boleyn's is a name to be remembered,
as you will presently find.
And now the French King, who was very proud of his young wife, was preparing for
many years of happiness, and she was looking forward, I dare say, to many years of
misery, when he died within three months, and left her a young widow. The new French
monarch, FRANCIS THE FIRST, seeing how important it was to his interests that she
should take for her second husband no one but an Englishman, advised her first lover, the
Duke of Suffolk, when King Henry sent him over to France to fetch her home, to marry
her. The Princess being herself so fond of that Duke, as to tell him that he must either do
so then, or for ever lose her, they were wedded; and Henry afterwards forgave them. In
making interest with the King, the Duke of Suffolk had addressed his most powerful
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favorite and adviser, THOMAS WOLSEY - a name very
famous in history for its rise and downfall.
Wolsey was the son of a respectable butcher at Ipswich, in
Suffolk and received so excellent an education that he
became a tutor to the family of the Marquis of Dorset,
who afterwards got him appointed one of the late King's
chaplains. On the accession of
Henry the Eighth, he was promoted and taken into great
favor. He was now Archbishop of York; the Pope had
made him a Cardinal besides; and whoever wanted
influence in England or favor with the King - whether he
were a foreign monarch or an English nobleman - was
obliged to make a friend of the wicked Cardinal Wolsey.
He was a gay man, who could dance and jest, and sing and
drink; and those were the roads to so much, or rather so
little, of a heart as King Henry had. He was wonderfully fond of pomp and glitter, and so
was the King. He knew a good deal of the Church learning of that time; much of which
consisted in finding artful excuses and pretenses for almost any wrong thing, and in
arguing that black was white, or any other color. This kind of learning pleased the King
too. For many such reasons, the Cardinal was high in estimation with the King; and,
being a man of far greater ability, knew as well how to manage him, as a clever keeper
may know how to manage a wolf or a tiger, or any other cruel and uncertain beast, that
may turn upon him and tear him any day. Never had there been seen in England such
state as my Lord Cardinal kept. His wealth was enormous; equal, it was reckoned, to the
riches of the Crown. His palaces were as splendid as the King's, and his retinue was eight
hundred strong. He held his Court, dressed out from top to toe in flaming scarlet; and his
very shoes were golden, set with precious stones. His followers rode on blood horses;
while he, with a wonderful affectation of humility in the midst of his great splendor,
ambled on a mule with a red velvet saddle and bridle and
golden stirrups.
Through the influence of this stately priest, a grand meeting was arranged to take place
between the French and English Kings in France; but on ground belonging to England. A
prodigious show of friendship and rejoicing was to be made on the occasion; and heralds
were sent to proclaim with brazen trumpets through all the principal cities of Europe, that,
on a certain day, the Kings of France and England, as companions and brothers in arms,
each attended by eighteen followers, would hold a tournament against all knights who
might choose to come.
CHARLES, the new Emperor of Germany (the old one being dead), wanted to prevent
too cordial an alliance between these sovereigns, and came over to England before the
King could repair to the place of meeting; and, besides making an agreeable impression
upon him, secured Wolsey's interest by promising that his influence should make him
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Pope when the next vacancy occurred. On the day when the Emperor left England, the
King and all the Court went over to Calais, and thence to the place of meeting, between
Ardres and Guisnes, commonly called the Field of the Cloth of Gold. Here, all manner of
expense and prodigality was lavished on the decorations of the show; many of the knights
and gentlemen being so superbly dressed that it was said they carried their whole estates
upon their shoulders.
There were sham castles, temporary chapels, fountains running wine, great cellars full of
wine free as water to all comers, silk tents, gold lace and foil, gilt lions, and such things
without end; and, in the midst of all, the rich Cardinal out-shone and out-glittered all the
noblemen and gentlemen assembled. After a treaty made between the two Kings with as
much solemnity as if they had intended to keep it, the lists - nine hundred feet long, and
three hundred and twenty broad - were opened for the tournament; the Queens of France
and England looking on with great array of lords and ladies. Then, for ten days, the two
sovereigns fought five combats every day, and always beat their polite adversaries;
though they DO write that the King of England, being thrown in a wrestle one day by the
King of France, lost his kingly temper with his brother-in-arms, and wanted to make a
quarrel of it. Then, there is a great story belonging to this Field of the Cloth of Gold,
showing how the English were distrustful of the French, and the French of the English,
until Francis rode alone one morning to Henry's tent; and, going in before he was out of
bed, told him in joke that he was his prisoner; and how Henry jumped out of bed and
embraced Francis; and how Francis helped Henry to dress, and warmed his linen for him;
and how Henry gave Francis a splendid jeweled collar, and how Francis gave Henry, in
return, a costly bracelet. All this and a great deal more was so written about, and sung
about, and talked about at that time (and, indeed, since that time too), that the world has
had good cause to be sick of it, for ever.
Of course, nothing came of all these fine doings but a speedy renewal of the war between
England and France, in which the two Royal companions and brothers in arms longed
very earnestly to damage one another. But, before it broke out again, the Duke of
Buckingham was executed on Tower Hill, on the evidence of a discharged servant - for
the folly of having believed in a friar of the name of HOPKINS, who had pretended to be
a prophet, and who had mumbled and jumbled out some nonsense about the Duke's son
being destined to be very great in the land. It was believed that the unfortunate Duke had
given offense to the great Cardinal by expressing his mind freely about the expense and
absurdity of the whole business of the Field of the Cloth of Gold. At any rate, he was
beheaded. And the people who saw it done were very angry, and cried out that it was the
work of 'the butcher's son!'
The new war was a short one, though the Earl of Surrey invaded France again, and did
some injury to that country. It ended in another treaty of peace between the two
kingdoms, and in the discovery that the Emperor of Germany was not such a good friend
to England in reality, as he pretended to be. Neither did he keep his promise to Wolsey to
make him Pope, though the King urged him. Two Popes died in pretty quick succession;
but the foreign priests were too much for the Cardinal, and kept him out of the post. So
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the Cardinal and King together found out that the Emperor of Germany was not a man to
keep faith with; broke off a projected marriage between the King's daughter MARY,
Princess of Wales, and that sovereign; and began to consider whether it might not be well
to marry the young lady, either to Francis himself, or to his eldest son.
There now arose at Wittemberg, in Germany, a great leader of the Protestant
Reformation, which – along with other reformers - set the people free from their slavery
to the Romish priests and Romish errors. This was a learned Doctor, named MARTIN
LUTHER, who knew all about them, for he had been a priest, and even a monk, himself.
The preaching and writing of Wickliffe had set a number of men thinking on this subject;
and Luther continued down the road of reformation. It happened, while he was yet only
beginning his vast work of awakening the German nation, that an impudent fellow named
TETZEL, a friar of very bad character, came into his neighborhood selling what were
called Indulgences, by wholesale, to raise money for beautifying the great Cathedral of St.
Peter's, at Rome. Whoever bought an Indulgence of the Pope was supposed to buy
himself off from the punishment of purgatory for his offenses. Luther told the people that
these Indulgences were worthless bits of paper, before God, and that Tetzel and his
masters were a crew of impostors in selling them.
The King and the Cardinal were mightily indignant at this presumption; and the King
(with the help of SIR THOMAS MORE) even wrote a book about it, with which the Pope
was so well pleased that he gave the King the title of Defender of the Faith. The King
and the Cardinal also issued flaming warnings to the people not to read Luther's books, on
pain of excommunication. But they did read them for all that; and the rumor of what was
in them spread far and wide.
Anne Boleyn, the pretty little girl who had gone abroad to France with his sister, was by
this time grown up to be very beautiful, and was one of the ladies in attendance on Queen
Catherine. You recollect that Queen Catherine had been the wife of Henry's brother.
What does the King do, after thinking it over, but calls his favorite priests about him, and
says, O! his mind is in such a dreadful state, and he is so frightfully uneasy, because he is
afraid it was not lawful for him to marry the Queen! These priests encouraged him in this
idea, even though it was highly questionable. And they even suggested he consider
divorce! The King replied, Yes, he thought that would be the best way, certainly; so they
all went to work. And the King had a mind to marry Anne Boleyn after dispensing with
his marriage to Catherine.
After a vast deal of negotiation and evasion, the Pope issued a commission to Cardinal
Wolsey and CARDINAL CAMPEGGIO (whom he sent over from Italy for the purpose),
to try the whole case in England. It is supposed that Wolsey was the Queen's enemy,
because she had reproved him for his proud and gorgeous manner of life. But, he did not
at first know that the King wanted to marry Anne Boleyn; and when he did know it, he
even went down on his knees, in the endeavor to dissuade him.
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The Cardinals opened their court in the Convent of the Black Friars, near to where the
bridge of that name in London now stands; and the King and Queen, that they might be
near it, took up their lodgings at the adjoining palace of Bridewell, of which nothing now
remains but a bad prison. On the opening of the court, when the King and Queen were
called on to appear, the Queen went and kneeled at the King's feet, and said that she had
come, a stranger, to his dominions; that she had been a good and true wife to him for
twenty years; and that she could acknowledge no power in those Cardinals to try whether
she should be considered his wife after all that time, or should be put away. With that,
she got up and left the court, and would never afterwards come back to it.
The King pretended to be very much overcome, and said, O! my lords and gentlemen,
what a good woman she was to be sure, and how delighted he would be to live with her
unto death, but for that terrible uneasiness in his mind which was quite wearing him
away! So, the case went on, and there was nothing but talk for two months. Then
Cardinal Campeggio, who, on behalf of the Pope, wanted nothing so much as delay,
adjourned it for two more months; and before that time was elapsed, the Pope himself
adjourned it indefinitely, by requiring the King and Queen to come to Rome and
have it tried there. But word was brought to the King by some of his people, that they
had happened to meet at supper, THOMAS CRANMER, a learned Doctor of Cambridge,
who had proposed to urge the Pope on, by referring the case to all the learned doctors and
bishops, here and there and everywhere, and getting their opinions that the King's
marriage was unlawful. The King, who was now in a hurry to marry Anne Boleyn,
thought this such a good idea, that he sent for Cranmer, post haste, and said to LORD
ROCHFORT, Anne Boleyn's father, 'Take this learned Doctor down to your countryhouse, and there let him have a good room for a study, and no end of books out of which
to prove that I may marry your daughter.' Lord Rochfort, not at all reluctant, made the
learned Doctor as comfortable as he could; and the learned Doctor went to work to prove
his case. All this time, the King and Anne Boleyn were writing letters to one another
almost daily, full of impatience to have the case settled; and Anne Boleyn was showing
herself (as I think) very worthy of the fate which afterwards befell her.
It was bad for Cardinal Wolsey that he had left Cranmer to render this help. It was worse
for him that he had tried to dissuade the King from marrying Anne Boleyn. Such a
servant as he, to such a master as Henry, would probably have fallen in any case; but,
between the hatred of the party of the Queen that was, and the hatred of the party of the
Queen that was to be, he fell suddenly and heavily. Going down one day to the Court of
Chancery, where he now presided, he was waited upon by the Dukes of Norfolk and
Suffolk, who told him that they brought an order to him to resign that office, and to
withdraw quietly to a house he had at Esher, in Surrey. The Cardinal refusing, they rode
off to the King; and next day came back with a letter from him, on reading which, the
Cardinal submitted. An inventory was made out of all the riches in his palace at York
Place (now Whitehall), and he went sorrowfully up the river, in his barge, to Putney. An
abject man he was, in spite of his pride; for being overtaken, riding out of that place
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towards Esher, by one of the King's chamberlains who brought him a kind message and a
ring, he alighted from his mule, took off his cap, and kneeled down in the dirt. His poor
Fool, whom in his prosperous days he had always kept in his palace to entertain him,
cut a far better figure than he; for, when the Cardinal said to the chamberlain that he had
nothing to send to his lord the King as a present, but that jester who was a most excellent
one, it took six strong yeomen to remove the faithful fool from his master.
The once proud Cardinal was soon further disgraced, and wrote the most abject letters to
his vile sovereign; who humbled him one day and encouraged him the next, according to
his humor, until he was at last ordered to go and reside in his diocese of York. He said
he was too poor; but I don't know how he made that out, for he took a hundred and sixty
servants with him, and seventy-two cart-loads of furniture, food, and wine. He remained
in that part of the country for the best part of a year. At last, he was arrested for high
treason; and, coming slowly on his journey towards London, got as far as Leicester.
Arriving at Leicester Abbey after dark, and very ill, he said - when the monks came out at
the gate with lighted torches to receive him - that he had come to lay his bones among
them. He had indeed; for he was taken to a bed, from which he never rose again. His last
words were, 'Had I but served God as diligently as I have served the King, He would not
have given me over, in my grey hairs. Howbeit, this is my just reward for my pains and
diligence, not regarding my service to God, but only my duty to my prince.' The news of
his death was quickly carried to the King, who was amusing himself with archery in the
garden of the magnificent Palace at Hampton Court, which that very Wolsey had
presented to him. The greatest emotion his royal mind displayed at the loss was a
particular desire to lay hold of fifteen hundred pounds which the Cardinal was reported to
have hidden somewhere. Thus we learn a great lesson in Wolsey in the futility of serving
mammon rather than serving God.
The opinions concerning the divorce, of the learned doctors and bishops and others, being
at last collected, and being generally in the King's favor, were forwarded to the Pope, with
an entreaty that he would now grant it. The Pope, who was a timid man, was half
distracted between his fear of his authority being set aside in England if he did not do as
he was asked, and his dread of offending the Emperor of Germany, who was Queen
Catherine's nephew. In this state of mind he still evaded and did nothing. Then,
THOMAS CROMWELL, who had been one of Wolsey's faithful attendants, and had
remained so even in his decline, advised the King to take the matter into his own hands,
and make himself the head of the whole Church. This, the King by various artful means,
began to do; but he recompensed the clergy by allowing them to burn as many people as
they pleased, for holding Luther's opinions. You must understand that Sir Thomas More,
the man who had helped the King with his book, had been made Chancellor in Wolsey's
place. But, as he was truly attached to the Romish Church as it was even in its abuses, he,
in this state of things, resigned.
Being now quite resolved to get rid of Queen Catherine, and to marry Anne Boleyn
without more ado, the King made Cranmer Archbishop of Canterbury, and directed
Queen Catherine to leave the Court. She obeyed; but replied that wherever she went, she
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was Queen of England still, and would remain so, to the last. The King then married
Anne Boleyn privately; and the new Archbishop of Canterbury, within half a year,
declared his marriage with Queen Catherine void, and crowned Anne Boleyn Queen.

She might have known that he who had been so faithless and so cruel to his first wife,
could be more faithless and more cruel to his second. She might have known that, even
when he was in love with her, he had been a mean and selfish coward, running away, like
a frightened cur, from her society and her house, when a dangerous sickness broke out in
it, and when she might easily have taken it and died, as several of the household did. But,
Anne Boleyn arrived at all this knowledge too late, and bought it at a dear price. Her bad
marriage with a worse man came to its natural end. Its natural end was not, as we shall
too soon see, a natural death for her.
Nevertheless, God – who controls even the hearts of kings – used the wickedness of King
Henry VIII for his own sovereign purposes. It was ultimately to bring the nation out of
the wicked bonds of Rome, and to bring it into Protestantism. This was the inevitable
end since the time of Wickliffe, and the Lord used even wicked princes to help
accomplish it.
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PART THE SECOND
THE Pope was thrown into a very angry state of mind when he heard of the King's
marriage, and fumed exceedingly. Many of the English monks and friars, seeing that
their order was in danger, did the same; some even declaimed against the King in church
before his face, and were not to be stopped until he himself roared out 'Silence!' The
King, not much the worse for this, took it pretty quietly; and was very glad when his
Queen gave birth to a daughter, who was christened ELIZABETH, and declared Princess
of Wales as her sister Mary had already been.
One of the features of this reign was that Henry the Eighth was always trimming between
the reformed religion and the unreformed one; so that the more he quarreled with the
Pope, the more of his own subjects he roasted alive for not holding the Pope's opinions.
Thus, an unfortunate student named John Frith, and a poor simple tailor named Andrew
Hewet, were burnt in Smithfield.
But, these were speedily followed by Sir Thomas More and John Fisher, the Bishop of
Rochester. The latter had committed the offense of believing in Elizabeth Barton, called
the Maid of Kent – a wicked woman who pretended to be inspired, and to make all sorts
of heavenly revelations, though she indeed uttered nothing but evil nonsense. For this
offense, as well as opposing King Henry VIII, he got into trouble, and was put in prison;
but, even then, he might have been suffered to die naturally (short work having been
made of executing the Kentish Maid and her principal followers), but that the Pope, to
spite the King, resolved to make him a cardinal. Upon that the King made a joke to the
effect that the Pope might send Fisher a red hat - which is the way they make a cardinal but he should have no head on which to wear it. The King supposed that Sir Thomas
More would be frightened by this example; but, as he was not to be easily terrified, and,
thoroughly believing in the Pope, had made up his mind that the King was not the rightful
Head of the Church, he positively refused to say that he was. For this he too was tried
and sentenced, after having been in prison a whole year. Sir Thomas More – quite the
Renaissance man - was witty even in his final hours. He seemed as comfortable in his
own execution, as he had been in overseeing the execution of Protestant Lollards. When
he was going up the steps of the scaffold to his death, he said jokingly to the Lieutenant
of the Tower, observing that they were weak and shook beneath his tread, 'I pray you,
master Lieutenant, see me safe up; and, for my coming down, I can shift for myself.' Also
he said to the executioner, after he had laid his head upon the block, 'Let me put my beard
out of the way; for that, at least, has never committed any treason.' Then his head was
struck off at a blow.
When the news of these two deaths got to Rome, the Pope raged against King Henry
more than ever Pope raged since the world began, and prepared a Bull, ordering his
subjects to take arms against him and dethrone him. The King took all possible
precautions to keep that document out of his dominions, and set to work in return to
suppress a great number of the English monasteries and abbeys.
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This destruction was begun by a body of commissioners, of whom Cromwell (whom the
King had taken into great favor) was the head; and was carried on through some few
years to its entire completion. Most of these religious establishments were religious in
nothing but in name, and were crammed with lazy, indolent, and sensual monks. There is
no doubt that they imposed upon the people in every possible way; that they had images
moved by wires, which they pretended were miraculously moved by Heaven; that they
had among them a whole measure full of teeth, all purporting to have come out of the
head of one saint, who must indeed have been a very extraordinary person with that
enormous allowance of grinders; that they had bits of coal which they said had fried Saint
Lawrence, and bits of toe-nails which they said belonged to other famous saints;
penknives, and boots, and girdles, which they said belonged to others; and that all these
bits of rubbish were called Relics, and adored by the ignorant people. The gold and jewels
on just one shrine filled two great chests, and eight men tottered as they carried them
away. How rich the monasteries were you may infer from the fact that, when they were
all suppressed, one hundred and thirty thousand pounds a year - in those days an immense
sum - came to the Crown.
These things were not done without causing discontent among many of the ignorant
people of the land. Many of the people missed what it was more agreeable to get idly
than to work for; and the monks who were driven out of their homes and wandered about
encouraged their discontent; and there were, consequently, great risings in Lincolnshire
and Yorkshire. These were put down by executions, from which the monks themselves
did not escape.
I have told all this story of the religious houses at one time, to make it plainer, and to get
back to the King's domestic affairs.
Queen Catherine was by this time dead; and the King was by this time as tired of his
second Queen as he had been of his first. As he had fallen in love with Anne when she
was in the service of Catherine, so he now fell in love with another lady in the service of
Anne. See how wicked deeds are punished, and how bitterly and self-reproachfully the
Queen must now have thought of her own rise to the throne! The new fancy was a LADY
JANE SEYMOUR; and the King no sooner set his mind on her, than he resolved to
have Anne Boleyn's head. So, he brought a number of charges against Anne, accusing
her of dreadful crimes which she had never committed, and implicating in them her own
brother and certain gentlemen in her service: among whom one Norris, and Mark
Smeaton a musician, are best remembered. As the lords and councilors were as afraid of
the King and as subservient to him as the meanest peasant in England was, they brought
in Anne Boleyn guilty, and the other unfortunate persons accused with her, guilty too.
Those gentlemen died like men, with the exception of Smeaton, who had been tempted by
the King into telling lies, which he called confessions, and who had expected to be
pardoned; but who, I am very glad to say, was not. There was then only the Queen to
dispose of. She had been surrounded in the Tower with women spies; had been
monstrously persecuted and foully slandered; and had received no justice. But her spirit
rose with her afflictions; and, after having in vain tried to soften the King by writing an
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affecting letter to him which still exists, 'from her doleful prison in the Tower,' she
resigned herself to death. She said to those about her, very cheerfully, that she had heard
say the executioner was a good one, and that she had a little neck (she laughed and
clasped it with her hands as she said that), and would soon be out of her pain. And she
WAS soon out of her pain, poor creature, on the Green inside the Tower, and her body
was flung into an old box and put away in the ground under the chapel.
There is a story that the King sat in his palace listening very anxiously for the sound of
the cannon which was to announce this new murder; and that, when he heard it come
booming on the air, he rose up in great spirits and ordered out his dogs to go a-hunting.
He was bad enough to do it; but whether he did it or not, it is certain that he married Jane
Seymour the very next day.
She lived just long enough to give birth to a son who was christened EDWARD, and then
died of a fever.
Cranmer had done what he could to save some of the Church property for purposes of
religion and education; but, the great families had been so hungry to get hold of it, that
very little could be rescued for such objects. Even MILES COVERDALE, who did the
people the inestimable service of translating the Bible into English (which the unreformed
religion never permitted to be done), was left in poverty while the great families clutched
the Church lands and money. The people had been told that when the Crown came into
possession of these funds, it would not be necessary to tax them; but they were taxed
afresh directly afterwards.
One of the most active writers on the Romish Church's side against the King was a
member of his own family - a sort of distant cousin, REGINALD POLE by name - who
attacked him in the most violent manner (though he received a pension from him all the
time), and fought for the Church with his pen, day and night. As he was beyond the
King's reach - being in Italy - the King politely invited him over to discuss the subject;
but he, knowing better than to come, and wisely staying where he was, the King's rage fell
upon his brother Lord Montague, the Marquis of Exeter, and some other gentlemen: who
were tried for high treason in corresponding with him and aiding him - which they
probably did - and were all executed. The Pope made Reginald Pole a cardinal; but, so
much against his will, that it is thought he even aspired in his own mind to the vacant
throne of England, and had hopes of marrying the Princess Mary.
The Parliament gave the King whatever he wanted; among other vile accommodations,
they gave him new powers of murdering, at his will and pleasure, any one whom he might
choose to call a traitor. But the worst measure they passed was an Act of Six Articles,
commonly called at the time 'the whip with six strings;' which punished offenses against
the Pope's opinions, without mercy, and enforced the very worst parts of the monkish
religion. Cranmer would have modified it, if he could; but, being overborne by the
Romish party, had not the power. As one of the articles declared that priests should not
marry, and as he was married himself, he sent his wife and children into Germany, and
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began to tremble at his danger; none the less because he was, and had long been, the
King's friend. This whip of six strings was made under the King's own eye. It should
never be forgotten of him how cruelly he supported the worst of the Popish doctrines
when there was nothing to be got by opposing them.
This amiable monarch now thought of taking another wife. He proposed to the French
King to have some of the ladies of the French Court exhibited before him, that he might
make his Royal choice; but the French King answered that he would rather not have
his ladies trotted out to be shown like horses at a fair. He proposed to the Dowager
Duchess of Milan, who replied that she might have thought of such a match if she had
had two heads; but, that only owning one, she must beg to keep it safe. At last Cromwell
represented that there was a Protestant Princess in Germany - those who held the
reformed religion were called Protestants, because their leaders had Protested against the
abuses and impositions of the unreformed Church - named ANNE OF CLEVES,
who was beautiful, and would answer the purpose admirably. The King said was she a
large woman, because he must have a fat wife?
'O yes,' said Cromwell; 'she was very large, just the thing.' On hearing this the King sent
over his famous painter, Hans Holbein, to take her portrait. Hans made her out to be so
good-looking that the King was satisfied, and the marriage was arranged. But, whether
anybody had paid Hans to touch up the picture; or whether Hans, like one or two other
painters, flattered a princess in the ordinary way of business, I cannot say: all I know is,
that when Anne came over and the King went to Rochester to meet her, and first saw her
without her seeing him, he swore she was 'a great Flanders mare,' and said he would
never marry her. Being obliged to do it now matters had gone so far, he would not give
her the presents he had prepared, and would never notice her. He never forgave
Cromwell his part in the affair. His downfall dates from that time.
It was quickened by his enemies, in the interests of the unreformed religion, putting in the
King's way, at a state dinner, a niece of the Duke of Norfolk, CATHERINE HOWARD, a
young lady of fascinating manners, though small in stature and not particularly beautiful.
Falling in love with her on the spot, the King soon divorced Anne of Cleves after making
her the subject of much brutal talk, on pretense that she had been previously betrothed to
some one else - which would never do for one of his dignity - and married Catherine. It is
probable that on his wedding day, of all days in the year, he sent his faithful Cromwell to
the scaffold, and had his head struck off. He further celebrated the occasion by burning
at one time, and causing to be drawn to the fire on the same hurdles, some Protestant
prisoners for denying the Pope's doctrines, and some Roman Catholic prisoners for
denying his own supremacy.
But, by a just retribution, it soon came out that Catherine Howard, before her marriage,
had been really guilty of such crimes as the King had falsely attributed to his second wife
Anne Boleyn; so, again the dreadful axe made the King a widower, and this Queen passed
away as so many in that reign had passed away before her. As an appropriate pursuit
under the circumstances, Henry then applied himself to superintending the composition of
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a religious book called 'A necessary doctrine for any Christian Man.' He must have been
a little confused in his mind, I think, at about this period; for he was so false to himself as
to be true to some one: that some one being Cranmer, whom the Duke of Norfolk and
others of his enemies tried to ruin; but to whom the King was steadfast, and to whom he
one night gave his ring, charging him when he should find himself, next day, accused of
treason, to show it to the council board. This Cranmer did to the confusion of his
enemies. I suppose the King thought he might want him a little longer.
He married yet once more. Yes, strange to say, he found in England another woman who
would become his wife, and she was CATHERINE PARR, widow of Lord Latimer. She
leaned towards the reformed religion; and it is some comfort to know, that she tormented
the King considerably by arguing a variety of doctrinal points with him on all possible
occasions. She had very nearly done this to her own destruction. After one of these
conversations the King in a very black mood actually instructed GARDINER, one of his
Bishops who favored the Popish opinions, to draw a bill of accusation against her, which
would have inevitably brought her to the scaffold where her predecessors had died, but
that one of her friends picked up the paper of instructions which had been dropped in the
palace, and gave her timely notice. She fell ill with terror; but managed the King so well
when he came to entrap her into further statements - by saying that she had only spoken
on such points to divert his mind and to get some information from his extraordinary
wisdom - that he gave her a kiss and called her his sweetheart. And, when the Chancellor
came next day actually to take her to the Tower, the King sent him about his business,
and honored him with the epithets of a beast, a knave, and a fool. So near was Catherine
Parr to the block, and so narrow was her escape!
There was war with Scotland in this reign, and a short clumsy war with France for
favoring Scotland.
There was a lady, ANNE ASKEW, in Lincolnshire, who inclined to the Protestant
opinions, and whose husband being a fierce Roman Catholic, turned her out of his house.
She came to London, and was considered as offending against the six articles, and was
taken to the Tower, and put upon the rack. She was tortured without uttering a cry, until
the Lieutenant of the Tower would suffer his men to torture her no more; and then two
priests who were present actually pulled off their robes, and turned the wheels of the rack
with their own hands, so rending and twisting and breaking her that she was afterwards
carried to the fire in a chair. She was burned with three others, a gentleman, a clergyman,
and a tailor; and so the world went on.
The King himself was left for death by a Greater King. When he was found to be dying,
Cranmer was sent for from his palace at Croydon, and came with all speed, but found him
speechless. In that hour he perished. He was in the fifty-sixth year of his age, and the
thirty-eighth of his reign.
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