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The Story of the Sainte Ampoule


 

Sad  years were they for kings and potentates in France—now a century ago—when the cup of civilization was
turned upside-down and the dregs rose to the top. For once in the history of mankind the anarchist was
lord—and a frightful use he made of his privileges. Not only living kings were at a discount, but the very
bones of kings were scattered to the winds, and the sacred oil, the "Sainte Ampoule," which for many centuries
had been used at the coronation of the kings of France, became an object of detestation, and was treated with
the same lack of ceremony and consideration as the royal family itself.



Thereby hangs a tale. But before telling what desecration came to the Sainte Ampoule through the impious hands
of the new lords of France, it may be well to trace briefly the earlier history of this precious oil.
Christianity came to France when Clovis, its first king, was baptized. And although we cannot say much for the
Christian virtues of the worthy king Clovis, we are given to understand that Heaven smiled on his conversion,
for the story goes that a dove came down from the realm of the blessed, bearing a small vial of holy oil,
which was placed in the hands of St. Remy to be used in
 anointing the king at his coronation. Afterwards the saint placed this vial in his own tomb, where it was
after many years discovered by miracle. It is true, St. Remy tells us none of this. Our authority for it is
Hincmar, Archbishop of Rheims, who flourished four centuries after Clovis and his converter had been gathered
to their fathers. But as Hincmar defied those who doubted the story of the dove and the vial to prove the
contrary, and produced a vial of oil from the saint's tomb in further proof of his statement, no reasonable
person—at that day—could longer deny it, though the first mention of it is by a chronicler who lived a century
and a half after the saint.



From the days of Hincmar forward the monarchs of France, at their coronation, were anointed with this holy
oil. And as the dove was said to have descended at Rheims, and St. Remy was buried there, this became the city
of the coronation. An order of knighthood was founded to take part in the coronation,—the "Knights of the
Sainte Ampoule,"—but the worthy incumbents held their office for a day only,—that of the crowning of the king.
They were created for that purpose, received the precious vial from the archbishop, and after the ceremony
returned it to that high dignitary of the church and saw it restored to its abiding-place. This done, they
ceased to exist as knights of the holy oil, the order dying while the king lived.



But these short-lived chevaliers made the most of their opportunity, and crowded all the splendor and
dignity into their one day that it would well bear. The sacred vial was kept in the abbey of St.
Remy, and from that place to the cathedral they moved in a stately procession that almost threw the cortege of
the king into the shade. The Grand Prior of St. Remy bore the vial, in its case or shrine, which hung from his
neck by a golden chain. He rode always on a white horse, being covered by a magnificent canopy, upheld by the
knights of the Sainte Ampoule. The cathedral reached, the prior placed the vial in the hands of the
archbishop, who pledged himself by a solemn oath to restore it at the end of the ceremony. And to make this
doubly sure a number of barons were given to the knights as hostages, the restoration of the vial to be their
ransom. The ceremony over, back to the abbey they went, through streets adorned with rich tapestries, and
surrounded by throngs of admiring lookers-on, to whom the vial was of as much interest as the king's crown.



For many centuries this honor came at intervals to the city of Rheims, and the St. Remy vial figured as an
indispensable element of every kingly coronation. It figured thus in the mission of Joan of Arc, whose purpose
was to drive the English from Orleans and open the way to Rheims, that the new king might be crowned with the
old ceremony. The holy oil continued to play a leading part in the coronation of the kings until the reign of
Louis XVI. Then came the Revolution, that mighty overturner of all things sacred and time-honored,
 and a new chapter was written in the story of the Sainte Ampoule. It is this chapter which we have now to
give.



The Revolution had gone on, desecrating things sacred and beheading things royal, through years of terror, and
now had arrived the 6th of October, 1793, a day fatal in the history of the holy oil. On that day Citizen
Rhul, one of the new sovereigns of France, entered the room of Philippe Hourelle, chief marguillier of
the Cathedral of Rheims, and demanded of him the vial of coronation oil of which he had charge. Horror seized
Monsieur Philippe; but Master Rhul was imperative, and the guillotine stood in the near perspective. There was
nothing to do but to obey.



"It is not in my care," declared the trembling Philippe. "It is in the keeping of the curé, Monsieur Seraine.
I will instantly apply to him for it."



"And make haste," said Citizen Rhul. "Bring pomatum and all," thus irreverently designating the age-thickened
oil.



"May I ask what you will do with it?" ventured Philippe.



"Grease the knife of the guillotine, mayhap, that it may the easier slip through your neck, if you waste any
time in your errand."



As may be imagined, Philippe Hourelle lost no time in seeking the curé, and giving him his startling message.
M. Seraine heard him with horror. Had the desecration of sans-culottisme proceeded so far as this? But an idea
sprang to the quick wit of the curé.



"We can save some of it," he exclaimed.



A minute sufficed to extract a portion of the unguent-like substance. Then, with a sigh of regret, the curé
handed the vial to Philippe, who, with another sigh of regret, delivered it to Citizen Rhul, who, without a
sigh of regret, carried it to the front of the cathedral, and at the foot of the statue of Louis XV. hammered
the vial to powder, and trod what remained of the precious ointment under foot until it was completely mingled
with the mud of the street.



"So we put an end to princes and pomatum," said this irascible republican, with a laugh of triumph, as he
ground the remnants of the vial under his irreverent heel.



Not quite an end to either, as it proved. The portion of the sacred oil which M. Seraine had saved was divided
into two portions, one kept by himself, the other placed in the care of Philippe Hourelle, to be kept until
the reign of anarchy should come to an end and a king reign again in France. And had Citizen Rhul dreamed of
all that lay in the future every hair on his democratic head would have stood erect in horror and dismay.



In truth, not many years had passed before the age of princes came again to France, and a demand for St.
Remy's vial arose, Napoleon was to be crowned emperor at Notre Dame. Little did this usurper of royalty care
for the holy oil, but there were those around him with more reverence for the past, men who would have greatly
liked to act as
 knights of the Sainte Ampoule. But the unguent was not forthcoming, and the emperor was crowned without its
aid.



Then came the end of the imperial dynasty, and the return of the Bourbons. To them the precious ointment was
an important essential of legitimate kingship. Could St. Remy's vial be found, or had it and its contents
vanished in the whirlpool of the Revolution? That was to be learned. A worthy magistrate of Rheims, Monsieur
de Chevrières, took in hand the task of discovery. He searched diligently but unsuccessfully, until one day,
in the early months of 1819, when three gentlemen, sons of Philippe Hourelle, called upon him, and told the
story which we have just transcribed. A portion of the holy oil of coronation, they declared, had been in
their father's care, preserved and transmitted through M. Seraine's wit and promptitude. Their father was
dead, but he had left it to his widow, who long kept it as a priceless treasure. They were interrupted at this
point in their story by M. de Chevrières.



"This is fortunate," he exclaimed. "She must pass it over to me. Her name will become historic for her loyal
spirit."



"I wish she could," said one of the visitors. "But, alas! it is lost. Our house was plundered during the
invasion, and among other things taken was this precious relic. It is irretrievably gone."



That seemed to end the matter; but not so, there was more of the consecration oil in existence than
 could have been imagined. The visit of the Hourelles was followed after an interval by a call from a Judge
Lecomte, who brought what he affirmed was a portion of the holy ointment which had been given him by the widow
Hourelle. Unluckily, it was of microscopic dimensions, far from enough to impart the full flavor of kingship
to his majesty Louis XVIII.



It seemed as if this worthy monarch of the Restoration would have to wear his crown without anointment, when,
fortunately, a new and interesting item of news was made public. It was declared by a number of ecclesiastics
that the curé, M. Seraine, had given only a part of the oil to Philippe Hourelle, and had himself kept the
remainder. He had told them so, but, as it proved, not a man of them all knew what he had done with it. He had
died, and the secret with him. Months passed away; spring vanished; summer came; then new tidings bloomed. A
priest of Berry-au-Bac, M. Bouré by name, sought M. de Chevrières, and gladdened his heart with the
announcement that the missing relic was in his possession, having been consigned to him by M. Seraine. It was
rendered doubly precious by being wrapped in a portion of the winding sheet of the blessed St. Remy himself.



Nor was this all. Within a week another portion of the lost treasure was brought forward. It had been
preserved in a manner almost miraculous. Its possessor was a gentleman named M. Champagne Provotian, who had
the following interesting story
 to tell. He had, a quarter of a century before, in 1793, been standing near Citizen Rhul when that scion of
the Revolution destroyed the vial of St. Remy, at the foot of the statue of Louis XV., in front of the
Cathedral of Rheims. When he struck the vial he did so with such force that fragments of it flew right and
left, some of them falling on the coat-sleeve of the young man beside him, M. Champagne. These he dexterously
concealed from the iconoclastic citizen, took home, and preserved. He now produced them.



Here were three separate portions of the precious ointment. A commission was appointed to examine them. They
were pronounced genuine, oil and glass alike. Enough had been saved to crown a king.



"There is nothing now to obstruct the coronation of your Majesty," said an officer of the court to Louis
XVIII.



His majesty laughed incredulously. He was an unbeliever as regarded legend and a democrat as regarded
ceremony, and gave the gentleman to understand that he was content to reign without being anointed.



"What shall be done with the ointment?" asked the disappointed official.



"Lock it up in the vestry and say no more about it," replied the king.



This was done, and the precious relics were restored to the tomb of St. Remy, whence they originally came;
being placed there in a silver reliquary
 lined with white silk, and enclosed in a metal case, with three locks. And there they lay till 1825, when a
new king came to the throne, in the person of Charles X.



Now, for the last time, the old ceremony was revived, the knights of the Sainte Ampoule being created, and
their office duly performed. With such dignity as he could assume and such grandeur as he could display,
Charles entered the choir of the cathedral and advanced to the grand altar, at whose foot he knelt. On rising,
he was led to the centre of the sanctuary, and took his seat in a throne-like chair, placed there to receive
him. In a semi-circle round him stood a richly-dressed group of nobles and courtiers.



Then came forward in stately procession the chevaliers of the Sainte Ampoule, bearing the minute remnants of
that sacred oil which was claimed to have been first used in the anointing of Clovis, thirteen hundred years
before. An imposing group of churchmen stood ready to receive the ointment, including three prelates, an
archbishop, and two bishops. These dignitaries carried the precious relic to the high altar, consecrated it,
and anointed the king with a solemn ceremony highly edifying to the observers, and greatly gratifying to the
vanity of the new monarch.



It cannot be said that this ceremonious proceeding appealed to the people of France. It was the nineteenth
century, and the Revolution lay between the new and the old age. All men of wit laughed
 at the pompous affair, and five years afterwards the people of Paris dispensed with Charles X. as their king,
despite the flavor of coronation that hung about him. The dynasty of the Bourbons was at an end, and the
knights of the Saint Ampoule had been created for the last time.



In conclusion, there is a story connected with the coronation ceremony which may be of interest. Legend or
history tells us that at one time the English took the city of Rheims, plundered it, and, as part of their
plunder, carried off the Saint Ampoule, which their desecrating hands had stolen from the tomb of St. Remy.
The people of the suburb of Chène la Populeux pursued the invaders, fell upon them and recovered this precious
treasure. From that time, in memory of their deed, the inhabitants of Chène claimed the right to walk in the
procession of the Sainte Ampoule, and to fall heir to the horse ridden by the Grand Prior. This horse was
furnished by the government, and was claimed by the prior as the property of the abbey, in recompense for his
services. He denied the claim of the people of Chène, said that their story was a fable, and that at the best
they were but low-born rogues. As a result of all this, hot blood existed between the rival claimants to the
white horse of the coronation.



At the crowning of Louis XIV. the monks and the people of Chène came to blows, in support of their respective
claims. The villagers pulled the prior from his horse, pummelled the monks who came to his aid, thrashed the
knights out of every
 semblance of dignity, tore the canopy into shreds, and led off the white horse in triumph. Law followed
blows; the cost of a dozen horses was wasted on the lawyers; in the end the monks won, and the people of Chène
had to restore the four-footed prize to the prior.



At the subsequent coronations of Louis XV. and Louis XVI. they renewed their claim, and violence was again
threatened. The trouble was overcome by special decrees, which prohibited the people of Chène from meddling
with the claim of the prior. By the time of the coronation of Charles X., all such mediæval folly was at an
end, and the stately old ceremony had become a matter of popular ridicule.



The story of the Sainte Ampoule is not without its interest in showing the growth of ideas. At the end of the
ninth century, a bishop could gravely state, and a nation unquestionably accept his statement, that a dove had
flown down from heaven bearing a vial of holy oil for the anointment of its kings. At the end of the
nineteenth century the same nation has lost its last vestige of reverence for the "divinity which doth hedge a
king," and has no longer any use for divinely-commissioned potentates or heaven-sent ointments.





Charlemagne and the Avars




Striking  is the story which the early centuries of modern Europe have to tell us. After the era of the busy
building of empire in which the sturdy old Romans were the active agents, there came an era of the overthrow
of empire, during which the vast results of centuries of active civilization seemed about to sink and be lost
in the seething whirlpool of barbarism. The wild hordes of the north of Europe overflowed the rich cities and
smiling plains of the south, and left ruin where they found wealth and splendor. Later, the half-savage
nomades of eastern Europe and northern Asia—the devastating Huns—poured out upon the budding kingdoms which
had succeeded the mighty empire of Rome, and threatened to trample under foot all that was left of the work of
long preceding ages. Civilization had swung downward into barbarism; was barbarism to swing downward into
savagery, and man return to his primitive state?



Against such a conceivable fate of Europe Charlemagne served as a mighty bulwark, and built by his genius an
impermeable wall against the torrent of savage invasion, saying to its inflowing waves, "Thus far shalt thou
come, and no farther." Attila, the "Scourge of God," in the track of whose
 horses' hoofs "no grass could grow," met his only great defeat at Châlons-sur-Marne, on the soil of Gaul. He
died in Hungary; his hordes were scattered; Europe again began to breathe. But not long had the Huns of Attila
ceased their devastations when another tribe of Hunnish origin appeared, and began a like career of ravage and
ruin. These called themselves Avars. Small in numbers at first, they grew by vanquishing and amalgamating
other tribes of Huns until they became the terror and threatened to become the masters of Europe. Hungary, the
centre of Attila's great circle of power, was made their place of abode. Here was the palace and stronghold of
their monarchs, the Chagans, and here they continued a threat to all the surrounding nations, while enjoying
the vast spoils which they had wrung from ruined peoples.



Time passed on; civilization showed feeble signs of recovery; France and Italy became its abiding-places; but
barbarian invasion still threatened these lands, and no security could be felt while the hordes of the north
and east remained free to move at will. This was the task that Charlemagne was born to perform. Before his day
the Huns of the east, the Saxons of the north, the Moors of the south kept the growing civilization of France
in constant alarm. After his day aggression by land was at an end; only by sea could the north invade the
south.



The record of the deeds of Charlemagne is a long one. The Saxons were conquered and incorporated
 into the kingdom of the Franks. Then collision with the Avars took place. The story of how Charlemagne dealt
with these savage hordes is one of the most interesting episodes in the extended tale of his wars, and we
therefore select it for our present theme. The Avars had long been quiet, but now again began to stir, making
two invasions, one of Lombardy, the other of Bavaria. Both were repelled. Stung by defeat, they raised a
greater army than before, and in 788 crossed the Danube, determined in their savage souls to teach these proud
Franks a lesson, and write on their land in blood the old story of the prowess and invincibility of the Huns.
To their alarm and astonishment they found themselves not only checked, but utterly routed, thousands of them
being left dead upon the field, and other thousands swallowed up by the Danube, in their wild effort to swim
that swollen stream.



This brings us to the record of the dealings of Charlemagne with the Huns, who had thus dared to invade his
far-extending kingdom. Vast had been the work of this mighty monarch in subduing the unquiet realms around
him. Italy had been made a part of his dominions, Spain invaded and quieted, and the Saxons, the fiercest
people of the north, forced to submit to the power of the Franks. Now the Avars of Hungary, the most dangerous
of the remaining neighbors of Charlemagne's great empire, were to be dealt with.



During the two years succeeding their defeat,
 overtures for peace passed between the Avars and Charlemagne, overtures which, perhaps, had their chief
purpose in the desire to gain time to prepare for war.



These nomadic hordes were celebrated alike for their cunning and their arrogance,—cunning when they had an
object to gain, arrogance when they had gained it. In their dealings with Charlemagne they displayed the same
mixture of artfulness and insolence which they had employed in their dealings with the empire of the East. But
they had now to do with a different man from the weak emperors of Constantinople. Charlemagne continued his
negotiations, but prepared for hostilities, and in the spring of 791 put himself at the head of a powerful
army, prepared to repay the barbarian hordes with some of the havoc which they had dealt out to the other
nations of Europe.



It was no light task he had undertaken, and the great general made ready for it with the utmost care and
deliberation. He was about to invade a country of great resources, of remarkable natural and artificial
defences, and inhabited by a people celebrated for their fierceness and impetuosity, and who had hitherto
known little besides victory. And he was to leave behind him in his march a kingdom full of unquiet elements,
which needed the presence of his strong arm and quick mind to keep it in subjection. He knew not but that the
Saxons might rise upon his march and spread ruin upon his path. There was one way to avoid this, and that he
took.
 Years before, he had incorporated the Lombards with his army, and found them to fight as valiantly for him as
against him. He now did the same with the Saxons, drafting a large body of them into his ranks, with the
double purpose of weakening the fighting power of the nation, and employing their fierce courage in his own
service. All winter the world of the Franks was in commotion, preparing for war. The chroniclers of the times
speak of "innumerable multitudes" which the great conqueror set in motion in the early spring.



The army marched in three grand divisions. One entered Bavaria, joined to itself recruits raised in that
country, and descended the Danube in boats, which carried also an abundance of provisions and military stores.
A second division, under Charlemagne himself, marched along the southern side of the river; and a third, under
his generals Theoderic and Meginfried, along its northern banks. The emperor had besides sent orders to his
son Pepin, king of Italy, bidding him to lead an army of Lombards and other Italians to the frontier of
Hungary, and co-operate with the other troops.



Before telling the story of the expedition, it behooves us to give some account of the country which the king
of the Franks was about to invade, and particularly to describe the extraordinary defences and interior
conditions with which it is credited by the gossipy old Monk of St. Gall, the most entertaining, though hardly
the most credible, writer of that period. All authors admit that the country
 of the Avars was defended by an ingenious and singular system of fortifications. The account we propose to
give, the Monk of St. Gall declares that he wrote down from the words of an eye-witness, Adelbart by name, who
took part in the expedition. But one cannot help thinking that either this eye-witness mingled a strong
infusion of imagination with his vision, or that the monk added fiction to his facts, with the laudable
purpose of making an attractive story. Such as it is, we give it, without further comment.



Nine concentric circles of palisaded walls, says the garrulous old monk, surrounded the country of the Avars,
the outer one enclosing the entire realm of Hungary, the inner ones growing successively smaller, the
innermost being the central fortification within which dwelt the Chagan, with his palace and his treasures.
These walls were made of double rows of palisades of oak, beech, and pine logs, twenty feet high and twenty
feet asunder, the interval between them being filled with stone and lime. Thus was formed a great wall, which
at a distance must have presented a singular appearance, since the top was covered with soil and planted with
bushes and trees.



The outermost wall surrounded the whole country. Within it, at a distance of twenty Teutonic, or forty
Italian, miles, was a second, of smaller diameter, but constructed in the same manner. At an equal distance
inward was a third, and thus they continued inward, fortress after fortress, to the
 number of nine, the outer one rivalling the Chinese wall in extent, the inner one—the ring, as it was
called—being of small diameter, and enclosing a central space within which the Avars guarded the accumulated
wealth of centuries of conquest and plunder.



The only places of exit from these great palisaded fortifications were very narrow gates, or sally-ports,
opening at proper intervals, and well guarded by armed sentinels. The space between the successive ramparts
was a well-wooded and thickly-settled country, filled with villages and homesteads, so close together that the
sound of a trumpet could be heard from one to the other, and thus an alarm from the exterior be conveyed with
remarkable rapidity throughout the whole land.



This and more the veracious Monk of St. Gall tells us. As to believing him, that is quite another matter.
Sufficient is told by other writers to convince us that the country was guarded by strong and singular
defences, but the nine concentric circles of breastworks, surpassing the Chinese wall in length and size, the
reader is quite privileged to doubt.



Certainly the defences failed to check the advance of the army of Charlemagne. Though he had begun his march
in the spring, so extensive were his preparations that it was September before he reached the banks of the
river Enns, the border line between Bavaria and Hungary. Here the army encamped for three days, engaged in
prayers for victory, and here encouraging news came to Charlemagne. His
 son Pepin, with the Duke of Friuli, had already invaded Hungary, met an army of the Avars, and defeated it
with great slaughter. The news of this success must have invigorated the army under Charlemagne. Breaking
camp, they invaded the country of the Avars, advancing with the usual impetuosity of their great leader. One
after another the Hungarian lines of defence were taken, until three had fallen, while the country between
them was laid waste. No army appeared in the path of the invaders; sword in hand, Charlemagne assailed and
broke through the strong walls of his foes; soon he reached the river Raab, which he followed to its junction
with the Danube.



Until now all had promised complete success. Those frightful Huns, who had so long kept Europe in terror,
seemed about to be subdued and made subjects of the great monarch of the Franks. But, through that fatality
which so often ruins the best-laid plans of men, Charlemagne suddenly found himself in a perilous and critical
situation. His army was composed almost wholly of cavalry. As he lay encamped by the Danube, a deadly
pestilence attacked the horses, and swept them off with such rapidity that a hasty retreat became necessary.
Nine-tenths of the horses had perished before the retiring army reached Bavaria. Good fortune, however,
attended the retreat. Had the Avars recovered from the panic into which their successive defeats had thrown
them, they might have taken a disastrous revenge upon the invaders. But as it
 was, Charlemagne succeeded in retiring without being attacked, and was able to take with him the valuable
booty and the host of prisoners which were the trophies of his victorious progress.



He fully intended to return and complete the conquest of Hungary in the spring, and, to facilitate his
advance, had a bridge of boats constructed, during the winter, across the Danube. He never returned, as it
happened. Circumstances hindered. But in 794 his subject, the margrave Eric, Duke of Friuli, again invaded
Hungary, which had in the interval been exhausted by civil wars. All the defences of the Avars went down
before him, and his victorious troops penetrated to that inner fortress, called the Ring, which so long had
been the boasted stronghold of the Chagans, and within whose confines were gathered the vast treasures which
the conquering hordes had accumulated during centuries of victory and plunder, together with the great wealth
in gold and silver coin which they had wrung by way of tribute from the weak rulers of the Eastern Empire. A
conception of the extent of this spoil may be gathered from the fact that the Greek emperor during the seventh
century paid the Avars annually as tribute eighty thousand gold solidi, and that on a single occasion the
Emperor Heraclius was forced to pay them an equal sum.



In a nation that had made any progress towards civilization this wealth would have been distributed and
perhaps dissipated. But the only use which the half-savage Avars seem to have found for it
 was to store it up as spoil. For centuries it had been accumulating within the treasure-house of the Ring, in
convenient form to be seized and borne away by the conquering army which now broke into this long-defiant
stronghold. The great bulk of this wealth, consisting of gold and silver coin, vessels of the precious metals,
garments of great value, rich weapons and ornaments, jewels of priceless worth, and innumerable other
articles, was taken to Aix-la-Chapelle, and laid at the feet of Charlemagne, to be disposed of as he saw fit.
So extensive was it, that, as we are told, fifteen wagons, each drawn by four oxen, were needed to convey it
to the capital of the mighty emperor.



Charlemagne dealt with it in a very different manner from that pursued by the monarchs of the Avars. He
distributed it with a liberal hand, the church receiving valuable donations, including some of the most
splendid objects, a large share being set aside for the pope, and most of the balance being given to the poor
and to the royal officers, nobles, and soldiers. The amount thus divided was so great that, as we are told,
the nation of the Franks "became rich, whereas they had been poor before." That treasure which the barbarian
invaders had been centuries in collecting from the nations of Europe was in a few months again scattered far
and wide.



Eric's invasion was followed by one from Pepin, king of Italy, who in his turn entered the Ring, took the
wealth which Eric's raiders had left, demolished
 the palace of the Chagan, and completely destroyed the central stronghold of the Avars. They were not,
however, fully subdued. Risings afterwards took place, invading armies were destroyed, and not until 803 was a
permanent conquest made. The Avars in the end accepted baptism and held themselves as vassals or subjects of
the great Frankish monarch, who permitted them to retain some of their old laws and governmental forms. At a
subsequent date they were nearly exterminated by the Moravians, and after the year 827 this once powerful
people disappear from history. Part of their realm was incorporated with Moravia, and remained so until the
incursion of the Magyars in 884.



As regards the location of the Ring, or central stronghold of the Avars, it is believed to have been in
the wide plain between the Danube and the Theiss, the probable site being the Pusste-Sarto-Sar, on the right
of the Tatar. Traces of the wonderful circular wall, or of the palisaded and earth-filled fortifications of
the Avars, are said still to exist in this locality. They are known as Avarian Rings, and in a measure sustain
the old stories told of them, though hardly that of the legend-loving Monk of St. Gall and his romancing
informant.





St. Bartholomew's Day



"Kill!  kill! kill!" was the cry in Paris. "Blood! blood! death to the Huguenots!" came from the lips of
thousands of maddened murderers. Blood flowed everywhere; men dabbled in blood, almost bathed in blood. A
crimson tide flowed in the streets of Paris deep enough to damn the infamous Catherine de' Medici and her
confederates. To the crime of assassination on that direful day of St. Bartholomew must be added that of
treachery of the darkest hue. Peace had been made between the warring parties. The Protestant chiefs had been
invited to Paris to witness the marriage of the young King Henry of Navarre with Marguerite de Valois, sister
of the king of France, which was fixed for the 18th of August, 1572. They had been received with every show of
amity and good-will. The great Huguenot leader, Admiral de Coligny, had come, confiding in the honor of his
late foes, and had been received by the king, Charles IX., with demonstrations of sincere friendship, though
the weak monarch warned him to beware of the Guises, his bitter enemies and the remorseless haters of all
opponents of the Catholic party.



On the 22nd of August the work of treachery began. On that day a murderous shot was fired at Coligny as he
stood by the window of his room engaged in reading a letter. It smashed two fingers
 of his right hand, and lodged a ball in his left arm. The would-be murderer escaped.



"Here is a fine proof of the fidelity to his agreement of the Duke of Guise," said Coligny, reproachfully, to
the king.



"My dear father," returned the king, "the hurt is yours, the grief and the outrage mine; but I will take such
vengeance that it shall never be forgotten."



He meant it for the moment; but his mind was feeble, his will weak, himself a mere puppet in the hands of his
imperious mother and the implacable Guises. Between them they had determined to rid themselves of the opposing
party in the state on the death of the admiral and the other Protestant leaders. Sure of their power over the
king, the orders for the massacre were already given when, near midnight of August 24, St. Bartholomew's day,
the queen, with some of her leading councillors, sought the king's room and made a determined assault upon the
feeble defences of his intellect.



"The slaughter of many thousands of men may be prevented by a single sword-thrust," they argued. "Only kill
the admiral, the head and front of the civil wars, and the strength of his party will die with him. The
sacrifice of two or three men will satisfy the loyal party, who will remain forever your faithful and obedient
subjects. War is inevitable. The Guises on one side, and the Huguenots on the other, cannot be controlled.
Better to win a battle in Paris, where we hold all the chiefs in our
 clutches, than to put it to hazard in the field. In this case pity would be cruelty, and cruelty would be
pity."



[image: [Illustration]]


THE DUKE OF GUISE AT THE FRENCH COURT.


For an hour and a half the struggle with the weak will of the king continued. He was violently agitated, but
could not bring himself to order the murder of the guest to whom he had promised his royal faith and
protection. The queen mother grew alarmed. Delay might ruin all, by the discovery of her plans. At length,
with a show of indignation, she said,—



"Then, if you will not do this, permit me and your brother to retire to some other part of the kingdom."



This threat to leave him alone to grapple with the difficulties that surrounded him frightened the feeble
king. He rose hastily from his seat.



"By God's death!" he cried, passionately, "since you think proper to kill the admiral, I consent." With these
words he left the room.



The beginning of the work of bloodshed had been fixed for an hour before daybreak. But the king had spoken in
a moment of passion and agitation. An hour's reflection might change his mind. There was no time to be lost.
The queen gave the signal at once, and out on the air of that dreadful night rang the terrible tocsin peal
from the tower of the church of St. Germain l'Auxerrois, the alarm call for which the white-crossed murderers
waited.



Quickly the silence of the night was broken by loud cries, shouts of vengeance, the tramp of many
 feet, the sharp reports of musketry. The work was begun. Every man not marked by a cross was to be
slaughtered. The voice of murder broke fearfully upon the peacefulness of the recently quiet midnight hour.



The noise roused Coligny. He rose hastily and threw on his dressing-gown. The cries and shots told him what
was going on. He had trusted the faithless Guises and the soulless De' Medici, and this was what came of it.



"M. Merlin," he said to a clergyman who was with him, "say me a prayer; I commit my soul to my Saviour."



Some of his gentlemen entered the room.



"What is the meaning of this riot?" asked Ambrose Paré.



"My lord, it is God calling us," said Cornaton.



"I have long been ready to die," said the admiral; "but you, my friends, save yourselves, if it is still
possible."



They left him, and escaped, the most of them by the roof. Only one man stayed with him, Nicholas Muss, a
German servant, "as little concerned," says Cornaton, "as if there was nothing going on around him."



The flight had been made barely in time. Hasty footsteps were heard below. The assassins were in the house. In
a moment more the chamber door was flung open and two servants of the Duke of Guise entered.



"Art not thou the admiral?" asked one of them, Behme by name.



"Young man," answered Coligny, "thou comest against a wounded and aged man. Thou'lt not shorten my life by
much."



Behme's answer was to plunge a heavy boar-spear which he held into the body of the defenceless veteran.
Withdrawing it, he struck him on the head with it. Coligny fell, saying,—



"If it were but a man! But it is a horse-boy."



Others rushed into the room and thrust their weapons into the dying man.



"Behme," cried the duke of Guise from the court-yard, "hast thou done?"



"It is all over, my lord," answered the assassin.



The murderers flung the body from the window. It fell with a crash at the feet of Guise and his companions.
They turned it over, wiped the blood from the face, and said,—



"Faith, it is he, sure enough!"



Some say that Guise kicked the bleeding corpse in the face.



Meanwhile, murder was everywhere. The savage lower orders of Paris, all, high and low, of the party of the
Guises, were infected with the thirst for blood, and the streets of the city became a horrible whirlpool of
slaughter, all who did not wear the saving cross being shot down without mercy or discrimination.



The anecdotes of that fatal night and the succeeding day are numerous, some of them pathetic, most of them
ferocious, all tending to show how brutal man may become under the inspiration of
 religious prejudice and the example of slaughter,—the blood fury, as it has been fitly termed.



Téligny, the son-in-law of Coligny, took refuge on a roof. The guards of the Duke of Anjou fired at him as at
a target. La Rochefoucauld, with whom the king had been in merry chat until eleven o'clock of the preceding
evening, was aroused by a loud knocking upon his door. He opened it; six masked men rushed in, and instantly
buried their poniards in his body. The new queen of Navarre had just gone to bed, under peremptory orders from
her mother, Catherine de' Medici. She was wakened from her first slumber by a man knocking and kicking at her
door, with wild shouts of "Navarre! Navarre!" Her nurse ran to open the door, thinking that it was the king,
her lady's husband. A wounded and bleeding gentleman rushed in, blood flowing from both arms, four archers
pursuing him into the queen's bedchamber.



The fugitive flung himself on the queen's couch, seizing her in his alarm. She leaped out of bed towards the
wall, he following her, and still clasping her round the body. What it meant she knew not, but screamed in
fright, her assailant screaming as loudly. Their cries had the effect of bringing into the room M. de Nançay,
captain of the guards, who could not help laughing on seeing the plight of the queen. But in an instant more
he turned in a rage upon the archers, cursed them for their daring, and harshly bade them begone. As for the
fugitive, M. de Leran by name, he granted him his
 life at the queen's prayer. She put him to bed, in her closet, and attended him until he was well of his
wounds.



Such are a few of the anecdotes told of that night of terror. They might be extended indefinitely, but
anecdotes of murder are not of the most attractive character, and may profitably be passed over. The king
saved some, including his nurse and Ambrose Paré his surgeon, both Huguenots. Two others, destined in the
future to play the highest parts in the kingdom, were saved by his orders. These were the two Huguenot
princes, Henry of Navarre, and Henry de Condé. The king sent for them during the height of the massacre, and
bade them recant or die.



"I mean, for the future," he said, "to have but one religion in my kingdom; the mass or death; make your
choice."



The king of Navarre asked for time to consider the subject, reminding Charles of his promised protection.
Condé was defiant.



"I will remain firm in what I believe to be the true religion," he said, "though I have to give up my life for
it."



"Seditious madman, rebel, and son of a rebel," cried the king, furiously, "if within three days you do not
change your language, I will have you strangled."



In three days Charles himself changed his language. Remorse succeeded his insensate rage.



"Ambrose," he said to his surgeon, "I do not
 know what has come over me for the last two or three days, but I feel my mind and body greatly excited; in
fact, just as if I had a fever. It seems to me every moment, whether I wake or sleep, that these murdered
corpses appear to me with hideous and blood-covered faces. I wish the helpless and innocent had not been
included."



On the next day he issued orders, prohibiting, on pain of death, any slaying or plundering. But he had raised
a fury not easily to be allayed. The tocsin of death still rang; to it the great bell of the palace added at
intervals its clanging peal; shouts, yells, the sharp reports of pistols and arquebuses, the shrieks of
victims, filled the air; sixty thousand murderers thronged the streets, slaying all who wore not the white
cross, breaking into and plundering houses, and slaughtering all within them. All through that dreadful Sunday
the crimson carnival went on, death everywhere, wagons loaded with bleeding bodies traversing the streets, to
cast their gory burdens into the Seine, a scene of frightful massacre prevailing such as city streets have
seldom witnessed. The king judged feebly if he deemed that with a word he could quell the storm his voice had
raised. Many of the nobles of the court, satisfied with the death of the Huguenot leaders, attempted to stay
the work of death, but a report that a party of Huguenots had attempted to kill the king added to the popular
fury, and the sanguinary work went on.



It is not known how many were slain during that
 outbreak of slaughter. It was not confined to Paris, but spread through France. Thousands are said to have
been killed in the city. In the kingdom the number slain has been variously estimated at from ten to one
hundred thousand. Such was the frightful result of a lamentable event in which religious animosity was taken
advantage of to intensify the political enmity of the warring parties of the realm.



It proved a useless infamy. Charles IX. died two years afterwards, after having suffered agonies of remorse.
Despite the massacre, the Huguenots were not all slain. Nor had the murder of Coligny robbed them of a leader.
Henry of Navarre, who had narrowly escaped death on that fearful night, was in the coming years to lead the
Protestants to many a victory, and in the end to become king of France, as Henry IV. By his coronation,
Coligny was revenged; the Huguenots, instead of being exterminated by the hand of massacre, had defeated their
foes and raised their leader to the throne, and the Edict of Nantes, which was soon afterwards announced, gave
liberty of conscience to France for many years thereafter.






The Fall of the Bastille



"To  the Bastille! to the Bastille!" was the cry. Paris surged with an ungovernable mob. Month by month, week
by week, day by day, since the meeting of the States-General,—called into being chiefly to provide money for
the king and kept in being to provide government for the people,—the revolutionary feeling had grown, alike
among the delegates and among the citizens. Now the population of Paris was aroused, the unruly element of the
city was in the streets, their wrath directed against the prison-fortress, the bulwark of feudalism, the
stronghold of oppression, the infamous keeper of the dark secrets of the kings of France. The people had
always feared, always hated it, and now against its sullen walls was directed the torrent of their wrath.



The surging throng besieged the Hôtel de Ville, demanding arms. Gaining no satisfaction there, they rushed to
the Invalides, where they knew that arms were stored. The governor wished to parley. "He asks for time to make
us lose ours!" cried a voice in the crowd. A rush was made, the iron gates gave way, the cellar-doors were
forced open, and in a short time thirty thousand guns were distributed among the people.



Minute by minute the tumult increased. Messengers came with threatening tidings. "The troops
 are marching to attack the Faubourgs; Paris is about to be put to fire and sword; the cannon of the Bastille
are about to open fire upon us," were the startling cries. The people grew wild with rage.



This scene was the first of those frightful outbreaks of mob violence of which Paris was in the coming years
to see so many. It was the 14th of July, 1789. As yet no man dreamed of the horrors which the near future was
to bring forth. The Third Estate was at war with the king, and fancied itself the power in France. But beneath
it, unseen by it, almost undreamed of by it, was rousing from sleep the wild beast of popular fury and
revenge. Centuries of oppression were about to be repaid by years of a wild carnival of slaughter.



The Bastille was the visible emblem of that oppression. It was an armed fortress threatening Paris. The cannon
on its walls frowned defiance to the people. Momentarily the wrath of the multitude grew stronger. The
electors of the Third Estate sent a message to Delaunay, governor of the Bastille, asking him to withdraw the
cannons, the sight of which infuriated the people, and promising, if he would do this, to restrain the mob.



The advice was wise; the governor was not. The messengers were long absent; the electors grew uneasy; the
tumult in the street increased. At length the deputation returned, bringing word that the governor pledged
himself not to fire on the people, unless forced to do so in self-defence. This
 message the electors communicated to the crowd around the Hôtel de Ville, hoping that it would satisfy them.
Their words were interrupted by a startling sound, the roar of a cannon,—even while they were reporting the
governor's evasive message the cannon of the Bastille were roaring defiance to the people of Paris! An attack
had been made by the people on the fortress and this was the governor's response.



That shot was fatal to Delaunay. The citizens heard it with rage. "Treason!" was the cry. "To the Bastille! to
the Bastille!" again rose the shout. Surging onward in an irresistible mass, the furious crowd poured through
the streets, and soon surrounded the towering walls of the detested prison-fortress. A few bold men had
already cut the chains of the first drawbridge, and let it fall. Across it rushed the multitude to attack the
second bridge.



The fortress was feebly garrisoned, having but thirty Swiss soldiers and eighty invalids for its defence. But
its walls were massive; it was well provided; it had resisted many attacks in the past; this disorderly and
badly-armed mass seemed likely to beat in vain against those century-old bulwarks and towers. Yet there come
times in which indignation grows strong, even with bare hands, oppression waxes weak behind its walls of
might, and this was one of those times.



A chance shot was fired from the crowd; the soldiers answered with a volley; several men were
wounded; other shots came from the people; the governor gave orders to fire the cannon; the struggle had
begun.



It proved a short one. Companies of the National Guard were brought up to restrain the mob,—the soldiers broke
from their ranks and joined it. Two of their sub-officers, Elie and Hullin by name, put themselves at the head
of the furious crowd and led the people to the assault on the fortress. The fire of the garrison swept through
their dense ranks; many of them fell; one hundred and fifty were killed or wounded; but now several pieces of
cannon were dragged up by hand and their threatening muzzles turned against the gates.



The assault was progressing; Delaunay waited for succor which did not arrive; the small garrison could not
withstand that mighty mob; in the excitement of the moment the governor attempted to blow up the powder
magazine, and would have done so had not one of his attendants held his arms by force.



And now deputations arrived from the electors, two of them in succession, demanding that the fortress should
be given up to the citizen guard. Delaunay proposed to capitulate, saying that he would yield if he and his
men were allowed to march out with arms and honor. The proposition was received with shouts of sarcastic
laughter.



"Life and safety are all we can promise you," answered Elie. "This I engage on the word of an officer."



Delaunay at this ordered the second drawbridge to be lowered and the gates to be opened. In poured the mass,
precipitating themselves in fury upon that hated fortress, rushing madly through all its halls and passages,
breaking its cell-doors with hammer blows, releasing captives some of whom had been held there in hopeless
misery for half a lifetime, unearthing secrets which added to their revengeful rage.



Elie and Hullin had promised the governor his life. They miscalculated their power over their savage
followers. Before they had gone far they were fighting hand to hand with the multitude for the safety of their
prisoner. At the Place de Grève, Hullin seized the governor in his strong arms and covered his bare head with
a hat, with the hope of concealing his features from the people. In a moment more he was hurled down and
trodden under foot, and on struggling to his feet saw the head of Delaunay carried on a pike. The major and
lieutenant were similarly massacred. Flesselles, the mayor of Paris, shared their fate. The other prisoners
were saved by the soldiers, who surrounded and protected them from the fury of the mob.



The fall of the Bastille was celebrated by two processions that moved through the streets; one blood-stained
and horrible, carrying the heads of the victims on pikes; the other triumphant and pathetic, bearing on their
shoulders the prisoners released from its cells. Of these, two had been incarcerated
 so long that they were imbecile, and no one could tell whence they came. On the pathway of this procession
flowers and ribbons were scattered. The spectators looked on with silent horror at the other.



Meanwhile, the king was at Versailles, in ignorance of what was taking place at Paris. The courts were full of
soldiers, drinking and singing; wine had been distributed among them; there were courtiers and court intrigues
still; the lowering cloud of ruin had yet scarcely cast a shadow on the palace. Louis XVI. went to bed and to
sleep, in blissful ignorance of what had taken place. The Duke of Lioncourt entered and had him awakened, and
informed him of the momentous event.



"But that is a revolt!" exclaimed the king, with startled face, sitting up on his couch.



"No, sire," replied the duke; "it is a revolution!"



That was the true word. It was a revolution. With the taking of the Bastille the Revolution of France was
fairly inaugurated. As for that detested fortress, its demolition began on the next day, amid the thunder of
cannon and the singing of the Te Deum. It had dominated Paris, and served as a state-prison for four
hundred years. Its site was henceforward to be kept as a monument to liberty.




Bayard, the Good Knight



Good knights  were abundant in the romance of the age of chivalry; they seem to have been greatly lacking in
its history. Of knights without fear there were many; of knights "without fear and without reproach" we are
specially told of but one, Pierre du Terrail, Chevalier de Bayard, "Le chevalier sans peur et sans
reproche." Many are the stories of the courage, the justice, the honor, the mercy, the intrepidity in war,
the humanity and kindliness of spirit in peace, which make this admirable character an anomaly in that age of
courteous appearance and brutal reality yclept the "age of chivalry." One such story we have to tell.



The town of Brescia had been taken by the French army under Gaston de Foix, and given up to pillage by his
troops, with all the horrors which this meant in that day of license and inhumanity. Bayard took part in the
assault on the town, and was wounded therein, so severely that he said to his fellow-captain, the lord of
Molart,—



"Comrade, march your men forward; the town is ours. As for me, I cannot pull on farther, for I am a dead man."



Not quite dead, as it proved. He had many years of noble deeds before him still. When the town was taken, two
of his archers bore him to a house whose size and show of importance attracted
 them as a fair harbor for their lord. It was the residence of a rich citizen, who had fled for safety to a
monastery, leaving his wife to God's care in the house, and two fair daughters to such security as they could
gain from the hay in a granary, under which they were hidden.



At the loud summons of the archers the lady tremblingly opened the door, and was surprised and relieved when
she saw that it was a wounded knight who craved admittance. Sadly hurt as Bayard was, his instinct of kindness
remained active. He bade the archers to close the door and remain there on guard.



"Take heed, for your lives," he said, "that none enter here unless they be some of my own people. I am sure
that, when this is known to be my quarters, none will try to force a way in. If, by your aiding me, you miss a
chance of gain in the sack of the town, let not that trouble you; you shall lose nothing by your service."



The archers obeyed, and the wounded knight was borne to a rich chamber, the lady herself showing the way. When
he had been laid in bed, she threw herself on her knees before him, and pleadingly said,—



"Noble sir, I present you this house and all that is therein, all of which, in truth, I well know to be yours
by right of war. But I earnestly pray that it be your pleasure to spare me and my two young daughters our
lives and honor."



"Madam," answered the knight, with grave courtesy,
 "I know not if I can escape from my wound; but, so long as I live, trust me that no harm shall come to you
and your daughters, any more than to myself. Only keep them in their chambers; let them not be seen; and I
assure you that no man in the house will take upon himself to enter any place against your will."



These words the lady heard with joy, and on Bayard's request that he should have a good surgeon without delay,
she and one of the archers set out in quest of the best that could be found. Fortunately, it proved that the
knight's wound, though deep, was not mortal. At the second dressing Master Claude, the surgeon of Gaston de
Foix, took him in hand, and afterwards attended him assiduously until his wound was healed, a process which
took about a month. After the first dressing of the wound, Bayard asked his hostess, in kindly tones, where
her husband was.



"I know not, my lord, if he be dead or alive," she answered, bursting into tears. "If he be living, I am sure
he has taken refuge in a monastery where he is well known."



"Let him return home," answered Bayard. "I shall send those after him who will see that he has no harm."



The lady, elate with hope, sent to inquire, and found that her husband was really where she had supposed.
Bayard's steward and the two archers were sent for him, and conducted him safely through the turmoil of the
streets, where war's
 ravage, in its worst form, was still afoot. On his arrival, the knight received him with a courteous welcome,
and bade him not to be alarmed, as only friends were quartered upon him, and he should suffer no loss in
person or estate.



For a month the wounded knight lay on his couch, where, though he was made as comfortable as possible by the
assiduous ministrations of his grateful host and hostess, he suffered much from his hurt. At the end of that
time he was able to rise and walk across the chamber, though still very weak. But news came that a great
battle between the French and the Spaniards was likely soon to be fought, and the brave Bayard burned with
warlike desire to take part in the conflict.



"My dear friend," he said to the surgeon, "tell me if there is any danger in setting me on the march. It seems
to me that I am well, or nearly so; and, in my judgment, to stay here longer will do me more harm than good,
for I fret sorely to be thus tied."



"Your wound is not yet closed," said the surgeon, "though it is quite healed inside. After another dressing
you may be able to ride, provided that your barber attends to dressing it with ointment and a little lint
every day. The worst of the wound is now on the surface, and, as it will not touch your saddle, you will run
no risk in riding."



Bayard heard these words with gladness, and at once gave orders to his people to prepare for the road, as he
would set out for the army in two days.



Meanwhile, his host and hostess and their children were far from well at ease. Until now their guest had
protected and spared them, but they knew too well the habits of soldiers to imagine that he intended to do
this without being abundantly paid for the service. They held themselves as his prisoners, and feared that he
might yet force them to ransom themselves with the utmost sum their estate would afford, perhaps ten or twelve
thousand crowns. Yet he had been so gentle and kindly that the good lady entertained hopes that he might prove
generous, if softened by a suitable present. Therefore, on the morning of the day which he had fixed for his
departure, she appeared in his chamber, followed by a servant who carried a small steel box.



Bayard had been walking up and down the room to try his leg, and had now thrown himself into a chair to rest.
The lady fell upon her knees before him; but before he would permit her to speak he insisted that she should
rise and be seated.



"My lord," she began, "I can never be thankful enough for the grace which God did me, at the taking of this
town, in directing you to this our house. We owe to you our lives and all that we hold dear. Moreover, from
the time that you arrived here, neither I nor the least of my people have endured a single insult, but all has
been good-will and courtesy, nor have your folks taken a farthing's worth of our goods without paying for
them. I am aware that my husband, myself, my
 children, and all my household are your prisoners, to be dealt with according to your good pleasure, in
person and goods; but, knowing the nobleness of your heart, I am come to entreat you humbly to have pity on
us, and extend to us your wonted generosity. Here is a little present we make you; and we pray that you may be
pleased to take it in good part."



She opened the box which the servant held, and Bayard saw that it was filled with golden coins. The
free-hearted knight, who had never in his life troubled himself about money, burst out laughing, and said,—



"Madam, how many ducats are there in this box?"



His action, so different from what she expected, frightened the poor woman. Thinking it to indicate that the
sum was below his expectations, she said hurriedly,—



"My lord, there are but two thousand five hundred ducats; but, if you are not content, we will find a larger
sum."



"By my faith, madam," he warmly replied, "though you should give a hundred thousand crowns, you would not do
as well towards me as you have done by the good cheer I have had here and the kind attendance you have given
me. In whatsoever place I may happen to be, you will have, so long as God shall grant me life, a gentleman at
your bidding. As for your ducats, I will have none of them, and yet I thank you; take them back;
 all my life I have always loved people much more than crowns. And take my word for it that I go away as well
pleased with you as if this town were at your disposal and you had given it to me."



The good lady listened to him with deep astonishment. Never had she dreamed of such a marvel as this, a
soldier who did not crave money. She was really distressed by his decision.



"My lord," she said, "I shall feel myself the most wretched creature in the world if you will not take this
small present, which is nothing in comparison with your past courtesy and present kindness."



Seeing how firm she was in her purpose, he said, with a gentle smile,—



"Well, then, I will take it for love of you; but go and fetch me your two daughters, for I would fain bid them
farewell."



Much pleased with his acceptance, the lady left the room in search of her daughters, whom the knight knew
well, for they had solaced many of the weary hours of his illness with pleasant chat, and music from their
voices and from the lute and spinet, on which they played agreeably. While awaiting them he bade the servant
to empty the box and count the ducats into three lots, two of a thousand each and one of five hundred.



When the young ladies entered, they would have fallen on their knees as their mother had done before them, but
Bayard would not consent that they should remain in this humble attitude.



"My lord," said the elder, "these two poor girls, who owe so much to your kindness, are come to take leave of
you, and humbly to thank your lordship for your goodness, for which they can make no return other than to pray
that God may hold you in His good care."



"Dear damsels," answered Bayard, much affected, "you have done what I ought to do; that is, to thank you for
your good company, for which I am much beholden. You know that fighting men are not likely to be laden with
pretty things to present to ladies. I am sorry not to be better provided. But here are some ducats brought me
by your lady-mother. Of these I give to each of you a thousand towards your marriage; and for my recompense
you shall, if it please you, pray God for me, as you have offered."



He swept the ducats from the table into their aprons, forcing them to accept them whether they would or not.
Then, turning to his hostess, he said,—



"Madam, I will take these five hundred ducats that remain for my own profit, to distribute among the poor
sisterhoods of this town which have been plundered; and to you I commit the charge of them, since you, better
than any other, will understand where they are most needed. And with this mission I take my leave of you."



Then he bade them adieu by touching their hands, after the Italian fashion, "and they fell
 upon their knees, weeping so bitterly that it seemed as if they were to be led out to their deaths."



The dinner hour came and passed. When it was over the knight quickly left the table and called for his horses,
being eager to be gone for fear the two armies might come to battle in his absence. As he left his chamber to
seek his horse, the two fair daughters of the house came down to bid him a final farewell and to make him
presents which they had worked for him during his illness.



One gave him a pair of pretty and delicate bracelets, made of gold and silver thread, worked with marvellous
neatness. The other presented him a handsome purse of crimson satin very cleverly ornamented with the needle.
The knight received these graceful gifts with warm thanks, saying that presents which came from hands so fair
were more to him than a hundred-fold their value in gold. To do them the more honor, he put the bracelets on
his wrists and the purse in his sleeve, and assured them that, as long as they lasted, he would wear them for
love of the givers.



Then, mounting, the good knight rode away, leaving more tears of joy and heartfelt gratitude behind him than
can be said of few soldiers since the world began. It was not for fame he had wrought, or of fame he had
thought, but he won high fame by his generous behavior, for his treatment of his Brescian hosts is still
quoted as the rarest deed in his chaplet of good actions.



The two archers who had stayed with Bayard
 failed not to receive the promised reward. Gaston de Foix, the Duke of Nemours, sent the knight a number of
presents, among them five hundred crowns, and these he divided between the archers whom he had debarred from
their share of the spoil.



It will suffice to say, in conclusion, that he reached the army in time to take part in the battle that
followed, and to add therein to his fame as a "good knight without fear."




Louis the Politic and Charles the Bold



In  the latter half of the fifteenth century Europe had two notable sovereigns, Louis XI. of France and Charles
the Bold, or Charles the Rash, of Burgundy; the one famous in history for his intricate policy, the other for
his lack of anything that could fairly be called policy. The relations between these two men ranged from open
hostility to a peace of the most fragile character. The policy of Louis was of the kind that was as likely to
get him into trouble as out of it. The rashness and headstrong temper of Charles were equally likely to bring
trouble in their train. In all things the two formed a strongly contrasted pair, and their adjoining realms
could hardly hope for lasting peace while these men lived.



The hand of Charles was ever on his sword. With him the blow quickly followed the word or the thought. The
hand of Louis—"the universal spider," as his contemporaries named him—was ever on the web of intrigue which he
had woven around him, feeling its filaments, and keeping himself in touch with every movement of his foes. He
did not like war. That was too direct a means of gaining his ends. It was his delight to defeat his enemies by
combinations of state policy, to play off
 one against another, and by incessant intrigue to gain those ends which other men gained by hard blows.



Yet it is possible for a schemer to overdo himself, for one who trusts to his plots and his policy to defeat
himself by the very neatness and intricacy of his combinations, and so it proved on one occasion in the
dealings between these two men. The incident which we propose to relate forms the subject of "Quentin
Durward," one of the best-known novels by Sir Walter Scott, and is worth telling for itself without the
allurements of romance.



"Louis had a great idea of the influence he gained over people by his wits and his language," says one of his
biographers. "He was always convinced that people never said what ought to be said, and that they did not set
to work the right way." He liked to owe success to himself alone, and had an inordinate opinion of his power
both of convincing and of deceiving people. In consequence, during one of his periods of strained relations
with Charles of Burgundy, which his agents found it impossible to settle, this royal schemer determined to
visit Charles in person, and try the effect on his opponent of the powers of persuasion of which he was so
proud.
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LOUIS XI.


It was as rash a project as Charles himself could have been guilty of. The fox was about to trust himself in
the den of the angry lion. But Louis persisted, despite the persuasions of his councillors, sent to Charles
for a letter of safe-conduct, and
 under its assurance sought the Duke of Burgundy in his fortified town of Péronne, having with him as escort
only fourscore of his Scotch guard and sixty men-at-arms.



It was a mad movement, and led to consequences of which Louis had not dreamed. Charles received him civily
enough. Between rash duke and politic king there was every show of amity. But the negotiations went on no more
rapidly now than they had done before. And soon came news which proved that Louis the schemer had, for once at
least, played the fool, and put himself in a position of the utmost danger.



The policy of the royal spider had been stretched too far. His webs of plot had unluckily crossed. In truth,
shortly before coming to Péronne, he had sent two secret agents to the town of Liége, to stir the unruly
citizens up to rebellion against the duke. Quite forgetting this trifle of treachery, the too-hasty plotter
had sought the duke's stronghold with the hope of placating him with well-concocted lies and a smooth tongue.
Unluckily for him, his agents did not forget their orders.



The Liégoise broke out into rebellion, under the insidious advice of the French king's agents, advanced and
took the town of Tongres, killed some few people, and made prisoner there the bishop of Liége and the lord of
Humbercourt. The fugitives who brought this news to Péronne made the matter even worse than this, reporting
that the bishop and lord had probably been killed. Charles believed
 them, and broke into a fury that augured badly for his guest.



"So the king came here only to deceive me!" he burst out. "It is he who by his ambassadors excited these bad
folks of Liége! By St. George, they shall be severely punished for it, and he himself shall have cause to
repent."



The measures taken by the incensed duke were certainly threatening. The gates of the town and castle were
closed and guarded by archers. Louis was to all intents and purposes a prisoner, though the duke, a little
ashamed, perhaps, of his action, affirmed that his purpose was to recover a box of gold and jewels that had
been stolen from him.



The den of the lion had closed on the fox. Now was the time for the fox to show his boasted wit, for his
position was one of danger. That rash-headed Duke of Burgundy was never the man to be played with, and in his
rage was as perilous as dynamite. It was, in truth, an occasion fitted to draw out all the quickness and
shrewdness of mind of Louis, those faculties on which he prided himself! To gain friends in the castle he
bribed the household of the duke. As for himself he remained quiet and apparently easy and unsuspicious, while
alertly watchful to avail himself of any opportunity to escape from the trap into which he had brought
himself. During the two days that succeeded, the rage of Charles cooled somewhat. Louis had offered to swear a
peace, to aid Charles in punishing the Liégoise for their rebellion, and to leave hostages
 for his good faith. This the angry duke at first would not listen to. He talked of keeping Louis a prisoner,
and sending for Prince Charles, his brother, to take on himself the government of France. The messenger was
ready for this errand; his horse in the court-yard; the letters written. But the duke's councillors begged him
to reflect. Louis had come under his safe-conduct. His honor was involved. Such an act would be an eternal
reproach to Burgundy. Charles did reflect, and slowly began to relent. He had heard again from Liége. The
affair was not so bad as he had been told. The bishop and lord had been set free. The violent storm in the
duke's mind began to subside.



Early in the next day the irate duke entered the chamber of the castle in which he held his royal guest a
prisoner. The storm had fallen, but the waves still ran high. There was courtesy in his looks, but his voice
trembled with anger. The words that came from his lips were brief and bitter; there was threat in his manner;
Louis looked at him with more confidence than he felt.



"Brother," he said, "I am safe, am I not, in your house and your country?"



"Yes," answered the duke, with an effort at self-repression; "so safe that if I saw an arrow from a bow coming
towards you I would throw myself in the way to protect you. But will you not be pleased to swear to the treaty
just as it is written?"



"Yes, and I thank you for your good-will," said Louis, heartily.



"And will you not be pleased to come with me to Liége to help me punish the treason committed against me by
these Liégoise, all through you and your journey hither? The bishop is your near relative of the house of
Bourbon."



"Yes, Pâques-Dieu!" replied Louis; "and I am much astounded by their wickedness. But let us begin by swearing
this treaty; and then I will start with as many or as few of my people as you please."



"My brother, the fox, is over-willing," may have been the thought that passed through the duke's mind. "He is
ready to lose his foot to get his body out of the trap."



But whatever his thoughts, in action he took prompt measures to bind the slippery king to his promise. From
Louis's boxes was produced the cross of St. Laud, claimed to be made of the wood of the true cross, and so
named because it was usually kept in the church of St. Laud, at Angers. It was said to have belonged to
Charlemagne, and Louis regarded it as the most sacred of relics. On this the king swore to observe the treaty,
though it contained clauses to which he would not have assented under other circumstances. The document was
immediately signed. Louis, for the first moment since learning of his almost fatal blunder, breathed at ease.
As for the second part of his promise, that of helping Charles to punish the townsmen whom he had himself
stirred to rebellion, it little troubled his conscience—if he possessed
 any sentiment that could properly be denominated by this name.



On the day after the signing of the treaty the two princes set out together. Charles was followed by his army,
Louis by his modest body-guard, which had been augmented by three hundred men-at-arms, just arrived from
France. On the 27th of October [1468) ?>
 they arrived at the rebellious city. There seemed no trouble to get into it. No wall or ditch surrounded it.
The duke had previously deprived it of these obstacles to his armies. But an obstacle remained in the people,
who could not easily be brought to believe that the king of France and the Duke of Burgundy, those fire-and
water-like potentates, were true allies. The thing seemed impossible. Louis was their friend, and would
certainly strike for them. They made a sortie from the city, shouting, "Hurrah for the king! Hurrah for
France!"



To their consternation, they saw Louis and Duke Charles together at the head of the advancing army, the king
wearing in his hat the cross of St. Andrew of Burgundy, his false voice shouting "Hurrah for Burgundy!"



The surprise of the Liégoise was shared by many of the French, whose sense of national honor was shocked to
see so utter a lack of pride and so open a display of treachery in their monarch. They had not deemed his
boasted policy capable of such baseness. Louis afterwards excused himself with the remark, "When pride rides
before, shame and hurt
 follow close after," a saying very pretty as a politic apothegm, but not likely to soothe the wounded pride
of France.



The treachery of Louis roused a different feeling in the hearts of the Liégoise,—that of indignation. They
determined to defend their city, despite its lack of ramparts, and met the advancing army with such spirit
that it was obliged to convert its assault into a siege. Night after night the Burgundian army was troubled by
the bold sorties of the citizens. In one of these the duke and king both were in danger of capture. At ten
o'clock, one night, about six hundred well-armed men made a sudden assault upon the duke's quarters. They were
ill-defended. Charles was in bed. Only twelve archers were on guard, and these were playing at dice. The
assault came with startling suddenness. The archers seized their arms, but had great difficulty in defending
the door-way. Charles hastened to put on breast-plate and helmet and to join them. But only the opportune
arrival of aid saved him from being seized in the midst of his army.



Louis ran a similar danger. His quarters had simultaneously been attacked. Luckily for him, his Scotch
guardsmen were more ready than those of Burgundy. They repulsed the attack, with little heed whether their
arrows killed hostile Liégoise or friendly Burgundians. As for the assailants, they found it easier to get
into the French camp than out of it. They were killed almost to a man.



On the next day the duke and his councillors determined
 on an assault. The king was not present, and when he heard of it he did not favor the plan.



"You have seen the courage of these people," he remarked. "You know how murderous and uncertain is
street-fighting. You will lose many brave men to no purpose. Wait two or three days, and the Liégoise will
certainly come to terms."



Most of the Burgundian captains were of the same opinion. The duke, whose rash spirit could ill brook
opposition, grew angry.



"He wishes to spare the Liégoise," he angrily exclaimed. "What danger is there in this assault? There are no
walls; they cannot put a single gun in position; I certainly will not give up the assault. If the king is
afraid, let him get him gone to Namur."



This insult to the king, which shocked the Burgundians themselves, was repeated to him, and received in
silence. He had made up his mind to drain the cup of humiliation to the dregs. The next day, October 30, the
assault was made, Charles at the head of his troops. Louis came up to join him.



"Bide your time," said Charles. "Put not yourself uselessly in danger. I will send you word when it is time."



"Lead on, brother," answered Louis. "You are the most fortunate prince alive; I will follow you."



On they marched—into, as it proved, an undefended city. The Liégoise had been discouraged by the fall of many
of their bravest men. It was
 Sunday; no attack was looked for; "the cloth was laid in every house, and all were preparing for dinner"; the
Burgundians moved through empty streets, Louis following with his own escort, and shouting, "Hurrah for
Burgundy!"



By mid-day the vengeance of Charles was complete; the town had been pillaged; there was nothing left to take
in house or church; many a floor was stained with blood; Liége for the time was ruined.



As for the arch-deceiver to whom all this was due, he completed his work of baseness by loading the duke with
praises, his tone and manner so courteous and amiable that Charles lost the last shreds of his recent anger.



"Brother," said the king the next day, "if you still need my help, do not spare me. But if you have nothing
more for me to do, it would be well for me to go back to Paris, to make public in my court of parliament the
arrangement we have come to together; otherwise it would risk becoming of no avail. You know that such is the
custom of France. Next summer we must meet again. You will come into your duchy of Burgundy, and I will go and
pay you a visit, and we will pass a week joyously together in making good cheer."



It may be that this smooth speech was accompanied by a mental commentary,—"Let me once get from under your
claws, my playful tiger, and I will not be fool enough to put myself back there again,"—but if so nothing of
the kind appeared on his face.



Charles made no answer. He sent for the treaty, and left it to the king to confirm or renounce it, as he
would. Louis expressed himself as fully satisfied with its terms, and on the next day, November 2, set out on
his return to France. Charles kept him company for some distance. On parting, the king said,—



"If my brother Charles, who is in Brittany, should not be content with the assignment which I, for love of
you, have made him, what would you have me do?"



"If he do not please to take it, but would have you otherwise satisfy him, I leave that to the two of you to
settle," said Charles.



With these words he turned back, leaving Louis to pursue his way free once more, "after having passed the most
trying three weeks of his life."



That the fox kept faith with the lion, or the lion with the fox, is not to be looked for. New disputes broke
out, new battles were fought,—not now in alliance,—and the happiest day in the life of Louis XI. was that in
which he heard that Charles of Burgundy, the constant thorn in his chaplet, had fallen on the fatal field of
Nancy, and that France was freed from the threatening presence of the bold and passionate duke.




The Career of a Knight-Errant




Mediæval  history would be of greatly reduced interest but for its sprightly stories of knights and their
doings. In those days when men, "clad in complete steel," did their fighting with spear, sword, and
battle-axe, and were so enamoured of hard blows and blood-letting that in the intervals of war they spent
their time seeking combat and adventure, much more of the startling and romantic naturally came to pass than
can be looked for in these days of the tyranny of commerce and the dominion of "villanous saltpetre." This was
the more so from the fact that enchanters, magicians, demons, dragons, and all that uncanny brood, the
creation of ignorance and fancy, made knighthood often no sinecure, and men's haunting belief in the
supernatural were frequently more troublesome to them than their armed enemies. But with this misbegotten crew
we have nothing to do. They belong to legend and fiction, not to history, and it is with the latter alone that
we are here concerned. But as more than one example has been given of how knights bore themselves in battle,
it behooves us to tell something of the doings of a knight-errant, one of those worthy fellows who went abroad
to prove their prowess in single combat, and win glory in the tournament at spear's point.



 Such a knight was Jacques de Lelaing, "the good knight without fear and without doubt," as his chroniclers
entitle him, a Burgundian by birth, born in the château of Lelaing early in the fifteenth century. Jacques was
well brought up for a knight. Literature was cultivated in Burgundy in those days, and the boy was taught the
arts of reading and writing, the accomplishments of French and Latin, and in his later life he employed the
pen as well as the sword, and did literary work of which specimens still survive.



In warlike sports he excelled. He was still but a youth when the nephew of Philip the Good of Burgundy (Philip
the Bad would have hit the mark more nearly) carried him off to his uncle's court to graduate in knighthood.
The young adventurer sought the court of Philip well equipped for his new duties, his father, William de
Lelaing, having furnished him with four fine horses, a skilful groom, and a no less skilful valet; and also
with some good advice, to the effect that, "Inasmuch as you are more noble than others by birth, so should you
be more noble than they by virtues," adding that, "few great men have gained renown for prowess and virtue who
did not entertain love for some dame or damoiselle."
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A DUEL OF KNIGHTS.


The latter part of the advice the youthful squire seemed well inclined to accept. He was handsome, gallant,
bold, and eloquent, and quickly became a favorite with the fair sex. Nor was he long in gaining an opportunity
to try his hand in battle, a
 squabble having arisen between Philip and a neighboring prince. This at an end, our hero, stirred by his
"errant disposition," left Philip's court, eager, doubtless, to win his spurs by dint of battle-axe and blows
of blade.



In 1445 he appeared at Nancy, then occupied by the French court, which had escorted thither Margaret of Anjou,
who was to be taken to England as bride to Henry VI. The occasion was celebrated by festivals, of which a
tournament was the principal feature, and here the Burgundian squire, piqued at some disparaging remarks of
the French knights, rode into the lists and declared his purpose to hold them against all comers, challenging
the best knight there to unhorse him if he could.



The boastful squire was richly adorned for the occasion, having already made friends among the ladies of the
court, and wearing favors and jewels received at the hands of some of the fairest there. Nor was his boast an
empty one. Not a man who faced him was able to hurl him from the saddle, while many of them left the lists
with bruised bodies or broken bones.



"What manner of man will this be," said the onlookers, "who as a boy is so firm of seat and strong of hand?"



At the banquet which followed Jacques was as fresh and gay as if newly risen from sleep, and his conquests
among the ladies were as many as he had won among the knights. That night he went to his couch the owner of a
valuable diamond given him
 by the Duchess of Orleans, and of a ring set with a precious ruby, the gift of the Duchess of Calabria.
Verily, the squire of Burgundy had made his mark.



The end of the year found our bold squire in Antwerp. Here, in the cathedral of Notre Dame, he met an arrogant
Sicilian knight named Bonifazio, whose insolent bearing annoyed him. The Sicilian wore on his left leg a
golden fetter-ring fastened by a chain of gold to a circlet above his knee, while his shield bore the defiant
motto, "Who has fair lady, let him look to her well."



Jacques looked at the swaggering fellow, liked his bearing but little, and touched his shield by way of
challenge, saying, "Thine is an impertinent device."



"And thou art but a sorry squire, though with assurance enough for a tried knight," answered the Sicilian.



"That is to prove," said Jacques, defiantly. "If my master, Duke Philip, will give me leave to fight, thou
durst not deny me, being, as we are, on his Grace's territory."



Bonifazio accepted the challenge, and as the duke gave consent, a battle between squire and knight was
arranged, Ghent being the chosen place of combat.



Two days it lasted, the first day's fight being a sort of horseback prelude to the main combat. In this the
squire bore himself so well against his experienced antagonist, that Duke Philip judged he had fairly won his
spurs, and on the next day
 he was formally made a knight, with the accolade and its attendant ceremonies.



This day the work displayed worthily followed the promising preface. After a preliminary bout with spears, the
combatants seized their battle-axes, and hewed at each other with the vigor of two woodmen felling a mighty
oak. The edges of the axes being spoiled, the knights drew their well-tempered swords and renewed the combat
with the lustihood of the heroes of the Round Table, fighting so fiercely that it was not easy to follow the
gleam of the swift-flashing blades. In the end the Burgundian proved himself more than a match for the
Sicilian, driving him back, hewing rents in his armor, and threatening him with speedy death. At this stage of
the affray Duke Philip, at the request of the Duke of Orleans, flung his truncheon into the lists and ended
the fight, in time to save the Sicilian knight.



His signal victory won Sir Jacques much fame. His antagonist was a man of mark, and the Burgundian knight
gained from his prowess the appellation of "The Good Knight," which he maintained throughout his career. He
now determined to take up the profession of knight-errant, travelling from court to court, and winning smiles
and fame wherever lists were set up or men of prowess could be found. But first he sought his home and the
approval of his parents.



"Go on thy way, with God's blessing," said his stout sire, who had cracked skulls in his day and was proud of
his doughty son.



"Yes, go on thy way, Jacques," said his mother in milder tone, and with moist eyes. "I have put a healing
ointment in thy valise, that will cure bruises. If thou shouldst break a bone, Heaven send thee a skilful
surgeon."



Into France rode Sir Jacques, well mounted, and with squire and page in his train, in search of adventures and
opponents, eager for fame and profit. From his left arm, fastened by a chain of gold, hung a splendid helmet,
which he offered as a prize to any knight who could overcome him in single combat. To this he added a diamond,
which he agreed to present to any lady whom his victor should name. Whoever should first drop his axe in the
combat was to bestow a bracelet on his opponent. To this Jacques added a singular stipulation, significant of
queer doings in those days, that neither knight should be fastened to his saddle. For all else, he put his
trust in God and his own right arm, and in the aid that came to him from the love of "the fair lady who had
more power over him than aught besides throughout the entire world."



Thus prepared and thus defying, Sir Jacques rode through Paris and the other cities of France without meeting
a knight ready to accept his challenge. This was due to the king, however, rather than to his knights; Charles
VII. had forbidden any of his chevaliers to fight the bold Burgundian, the fame of whose strength and prowess
was already wide-spread. Through southern France, then in the hands of the English, rode our hero, with the
 same fortune. Many were ready to meet him at the board, none in the field. Into Spain he passed on, still
without an adversary, and sore in temper despite his pride in his reputation.



At last, in the realm of the Dons, he found a knight ready to break lances with him in the field, out of pure
duty to his "much loved lady," as he affirmed. This was Don Diego de Guzman, grand master of Calatrava, whom
he met on the borders of Castile, and who at once accepted his challenge. Yet single combat in those days was
not quite the easy affair we might imagine it, if we judged from fiction and legend. Before a knight could
indulge in mortal affray he was obliged to obtain the consent of his sovereign, provided that peace ruled
between his country and that of his antagonist, as was the case between Spain and Burgundy. The king of Spain
was absent. An answer could not be had immediately. While awaiting it, Sir Jacques rode into Portugal,
followed by a splendid retinue, and offered an open challenge to the knights of that kingdom to take the field
against him.



His ride was almost a royal procession. The story of his one combat seemed to have gained Jacques world-wide
fame. From the frontier to Lisbon he was met with a continuous ovation, and in the capital, where a ball was
given in his honor, he was invited to open the dance with the queen for partner. And so it went,—an abundance
of merry-making, unlimited feasting and dancing, but no fighting. Sir Jacques grew melancholy. He pleaded with
King Alphonso.



"I have had a turn in the dance with your queen," he said; "now let me have a tourney with your knights."



"Burgundy is my good friend," answered the king, "and Heaven forbid that a knight from that court should be
roughly treated by any knights of mine."



"By all the saints, I defy the best of them!" cried the irate knight.



"And so let it rest," said Alphonso, placably. "Ride back to Castile, and do thy worst upon Guzman's hard head
and strong ribs."



There being nothing better to do, Jacques complied, and made his way to Valladolid, having learned that the
king of Spain had graciously consented to the combat. The 3rd of February, 1447, was the day which had been
fixed for the battle between the two knights, "for the grace of God and the love of their ladies," and on the
advent of that day the city named was so crowded with sport-loving Spaniards that its streets were barely
passable. A great day in the history of knight-errantry was promised, and gentles and simples, lords and
ladies alike, were anxious to see the spectacle.



When the morning of the eventful day dawned all was bustle and excitement in Valladolid, and multitudes
gathered at the lists. The Burgundian was on the ground and ready by ten o'clock, but it was three before Don
Guzman appeared, and then he came armed with an axe so portentously long in the handle that the Spanish
umpires themselves,
 anxious as they were for his success, forbade its use. Yet the truculent Don gave them no small trouble
before he would consent to choose another. This done, the knights were conducted to their tents, which they
were not to leave till the clarions had thrice sounded the signal of battle.



Don Guzman, however, proved inconveniently brave and eager. At the first trumpet blast out he sprang, and
muttered fiercely when ordered back. The second blast brought him out again, and this time the king himself
sent him back "with an ugly word." The third blast sounded. Out now flew both combatants. Battle-axe in hand,
they made at each other, and soon the ring of axe on helmet delighted the ardent souls of the thousands of
lookers-on. At length, Diego's axe was hurled from his hand. Jacques, with knightly courtesy, threw down his,
and an interval of wrestling for the mastery followed. Then they drew their swords, and assailed each other
with undiminished fierceness. What might have been the result it is not easy to say; Sir Jacques had no carpet
knight to deal with in Don Diego; but the king ended the business by throwing his truncheon into the lists,
and refusing permission to the combatants to finish their fight on horseback, as they wished. They thereupon
shook hands, while the air rang with the shouts of the spectators.



In the end Don Guzman behaved well. He praised the skill and courage of his antagonist, and presented him with
an Andalusian horse, covered
 with rich trappings. In this Jacques was not to be outdone. He sent the Don a charger of great beauty and
value, whose coverings were of blue velvet embroidered in gold, and the saddle of violet velvet. Banquets and
balls followed the combat; the combatants were feasted to their hearts' content; and Sir Jacques at length
left the court of Spain loaded with presents and covered with honor.



And now the "good knight" turned his steps homeward, challenging all champions as he went, but without finding
an opponent. Feasting he found in abundance; but no fighting. Stopping at Montpelier, he became the guest of
Jacques C�ur, silversmith and banker to Charles VII. His worthy host offered him money freely, and engaged to
redeem any valuables which the wandering knight might have found it necessary to pawn. Sir Jacques thanked
him, but said,—



"My good master, the Duke of Burgundy, provides all that is necessary for me, and allows me to want for
nothing."



Soon after, our errant knight reached Philip's court, where he was received with the highest honors. Then to
his paternal castle he wended his way, to be welcomed by his proud parents as gladly as if he had won the Holy
Grail. Dancing and rejoicing followed, in which all the neighboring noble families participated, and many a
fair damsel shed her smiles—in vain it seems—on the famous and heart-whole knight.



We next hear of Jacques de Lelaing in 1449. In
 that year the herald Charolais made his advent at the Scottish court, bearing a challenge from the Burgundian
knight to the whole clan of the Douglases. James Douglas accepted the challenge, and Sir Jacques appeared in
due time at Stirling, where a battle took place in which the Burgundian again came off victor. From Scotland
Jacques sought England but failed to find in that kingdom any knight willing to accept his challenge. Yet he
had but fairly got home again when an English knight, Sir Thomas Karr by name, appeared at the court of Philip
the Good, and challenged Jacques de Lelaing to combat for the honor of old England.



As may well be imagined, this challenge was speedily accepted, the lists being set in a field near Bruges. The
English knight was the heavier, but Jacques was the favorite, for once again he was fighting on his native
soil. Fierce was the combat. It ended in the Burgundian's favor. Karr struck him a blow on the arm with his
battle-axe which rendered that arm useless, it being paralyzed or broken. But the valiant Jacques dropped his
axe, closed with his foe, and with the aid of his one arm flung him to the ground, falling upon him. This
ended the combat, the Burgundian being pronounced victor. But as he had been the first to drop his battle-axe,
he presented Sir Thomas with a rich diamond, as he had agreed in his challenge.



Jacques had been sorely hurt. His wound took a long time to heal. When his arm had grown strong again he
repaired to Châlons, where he
 opened a tournament of his own, in which he held the lists against all comers. This was in fulfilment of a
vow which he had made that he would appear in the closed lists thirty times before the completion of his
thirtieth year. Much fighting was done, much blood spilt, and much honor gained by Sir Jacques. We cannot tell
all that took place, but the noble tournament at Châlons was long afterwards the talk of the country-side.



As for Sir Jacques, he was now at the height of fame, and Philip the Good, to do him the highest honor in his
power, created him a knight of the illustrious order of the Golden Fleece. Of his single combats afterwards we
shall but speak of one fought at Brussels, in honor of the son of the Duke of Burgundy, then eighteen years
old. Jacques de Lelaing was selected to tilt with the young count,—doubtless with the idea that he could be
trusted not to harm him. In the first course that was run the count shattered his spear against the shield of
Jacques, who raised his own weapon and passed without touching his adversary. This complaisance displeased the
duke, who sent word to the knight that if he proposed to play with his adversary he had better withdraw at
once. They ran again. This time both splintered their spears, and both kept their seats, much to the delight
of Duke Philip.



On the next day the grand tourney came off. To behold it there were present no less than two hundred and
twenty-five princes, barons, knights, and squires. That day the youthful Count de Charolais
 acquitted himself nobly, breaking eighteen spears,—and possibly some bones of his antagonists. He carried off
the prize, which was bestowed upon him by the ladies of his father's court, and Duke Philip gloried in the
prowess of his son.



With that tournament ended the record of the single combats of Jacques de Lelaing. War followed, the duke and
his robber barons fighting against the rich cities of Belgium, and spoiling many of them. In those wars Sir
Jacques took part. At length, in June, 1453, siege was being made against the Château de Pouckes, a stronghold
against whose walls the Burgundians plied a great piece of artillery, an arm which was then only fairly coming
into use. Behind this stood Sir Jacques, with a number of other nobles, to watch the effect of the shot. Just
then came whizzing through the air a stone bullet, shot from a culverin on the walls of the castle, the
artillerist being a young man of Ghent, son of Henry the Blindman. This stone struck Sir Jacques on the
forehead and carried away the upper half of his head, stretching him dead on the field. He was yet a young man
when death thus came to him. Only eight years before he had made his first appearance in the lists, at Nancy.



Philip the Good was infuriated when he heard of the loss of his favorite knight. He vowed that when the
Château was taken every soul in it should be hung from the walls. He kept his word, too, with a few
exceptions, these being some priests, a
 leprous soldier, and a couple of boys. One of these lads made his way in all haste to Ghent, and not until
well out of reach of the good Philip did he reveal the truth, that it was his hand which had fired the
fatal shot.



And so ended the life of our worthy knight-errant, the prize-fighter of an earlier day than ours, the main
difference between past and present being that his combats were fought with battle-axe and sword instead of
fists, and that his backers were princes, his admirers high-born ladies, instead of the low-lived class of
bruisers who now support such knightly exhibitions. Four centuries and more have passed since the days of Sir
Jacques. It is to be hoped that long before another century has passed, there will be an end of all single
combats in civilized lands.




The Wooing of Clotilde




A beautiful,  wise, and well-learned maiden was Clotilde, princess of Burgundy, the noblest and most charming of the
daughters of the Franks. Such was the story that the voice of fame whispered into the ear of Clovis, the first
of the long line of Frankish kings. Beautiful she was, but unfortunate. Grief had marked her for its own. Her
father had been murdered. Her two brothers had shared his fate. Her mother had been thrown into the Rhone,
with a stone around her neck, and drowned. Her sister Chrona had taken religious vows. She remained alone, the
last of her family, not knowing at what moment she might share their fate, dwelling almost in exile at Geneva,
where her days were spent in works of charity and piety.



It was to her uncle, Gondebaud, king of the Burgundians, that she owed these misfortunes. Ambition was their
cause. The fierce barbarian, in whom desire for a throne outweighed all brotherly feeling, had murdered his
brother and seized the throne, leaving of the line of Chilperic only these two helpless girls, one a nun, the
other seemingly a devotee.



To the ears of Clovis, the king of the Franks, came, as we have said, the story of the beauty and misfortunes
of this Burgundian maiden, a scion like himself of the royal line of Germany, but an heir to sorrow and
exposed to peril. Clovis was young,
unmarried, and ardent of heart. He craved the love of this famed maiden, if she should be as beautiful as
report said, but wisely wished to satisfy himself in this regard before making a formal demand for her hand.
He could not himself see her. Royal etiquette forbade that. Nor did he care to rouse Gondebaud's suspicions by
sending an envoy. He therefore adopted more secret measures, and sent a Roman, named Aurelian, bidding him to
seek Geneva in the guise of a beggar, and to use all his wit to gain sight of and speech with the fair
Clotilde.



Clothed in rags, and bearing his wallet on his back, like a wandering mendicant, Aurelian set out on his
mission, travelling on foot to Geneva. Clovis had entrusted him with his ring, as proof of his mission, in
case he should deem the maiden worthy to be the bride of his king. Geneva was duly reached, and the seeming
pilgrim, learning where the princess dwelt, and her habits of Christian charity towards strangers, sought her
dwelling and begged for alms and shelter. Clotilde received him with all kindness, bade him welcome, and, in
pursuance of the custom of the times, washed his feet.



Aurelian, who had quickly made up his mind as to the beauty, grace, and wit of the royal maiden, and her
fitness to become a king's bride, bent towards her as she was thus humbly employed, and in a low voice said,—



"Lady, I have great matters to announce to thee, if thou wilt deign to grant me secret speech."



 Clotilde looked up quickly, and saw deep meaning in his face. "Surely," she thought, "this is no common
beggar."



"Say on," she remarked, in the same cautious tone.



"Clovis, king of the Franks, has sent me to thee," said Aurelian. "If it be the will of God, he would fain
raise thee to his high rank by marriage, and that thou mayst be satisfied that I am a true messenger, he
sendeth thee this, his ring."



Clotilde joyfully took the ring, her heart beating high with hope and desire for revenge. Dismissing her
attendants, she warmly thanked the messenger for his caution, and declared that nothing could give her greater
joy than to be bride to Clovis, the great and valorous king who was bringing all the land of Gaul under his
rule.



"Take in payment for thy pains these hundred sous in gold and this ring of mine," she said. "Return promptly
to thy lord. If he would have my hand in marriage, let him send messengers without delay to demand me of my
uncle Gondebaud; and bid him direct his messengers, as soon as they obtain permission, to take me away in
haste. If they delay, I fear all will fail. Aridius, my uncle's counsellor, is on his way back from
Constantinople. If he should arrive, and gain my uncle's ear, before I am gone, all will come to naught.
Haste, then, and advise Clovis that there be no delay."



Aurelian was willing enough to comply with her request, but he met with obstacles on the way.
Starting back in the same disguise in which he had come, he made all haste towards Orleans, where he dwelt,
and where he hoped to learn the location of the camp of the warlike Clovis. On nearing this city, he took for
travelling companion a poor mendicant, whom fortune threw in his way, and with whom he journeyed for miles in
the intimacy of the highway. Growing weary as night approached, and having confidence in his companion,
Aurelian fell asleep by the wayside, leaving the beggar to watch.



Several hours passed before he awoke. When he did so it was to find, to his intense alarm, that his companion
had vanished and his wallet had gone, and with it the gold which it contained and Clotilde's precious ring. In
dismay Aurelian hurried to the city, reached his home, and sent his servants in all directions in search of
the thievish mendicant, whom he felt sure had sought some lurking-place within the city walls.



His surmise was correct. The fellow was found and brought to him, the wallet and its valuable contents being
recovered intact. What was to be done with the thief? Those were not days of courts and prisons. Men were apt
to interpret law and administer punishment for themselves. Culprits were hung, thrashed, or set at liberty.
Aurelian weighed the offence and decided on the just measures of retribution. The culprit, so says the
chronicle, was soundly thrashed for three days, and then set free.



Having thus settled this knotty question of law,
Aurelian continued his journey until Clovis was reached, told him what he had seen and what heard, and gave
him Clotilde's ring and message. Clovis was alike pleased with the favorable report of his messenger and with
the judicious advice of the maiden. He sent a deputation at once to Gondebaud, bidding the envoys to make no
delay either in going or returning, and to demand of Gondebaud the hand of his niece in marriage.



They found Gondebaud, and found him willing. The request of the powerful Clovis was not one to be safely
refused, and the Burgundian king was pleased with the idea of gaining his friendship, by giving him his niece
in marriage. His consent gained, the deputation offered him a denier and a sou, according to the marriage
customs of the Franks, and espoused Clotilde in the name of Clovis. Word was at once sent to Clovis of their
success, and without delay the king's council was assembled at Châlons, and preparations made for the
marriage.



Meanwhile, news startling to Clotilde had reached Geneva. Aridius was on his way back. He had arrived at
Marseilles, and was travelling with all speed towards Burgundy. The alarmed woman, in a fever of impatience,
hastened the departure of the Franks, seemingly burning with desire to reach the court of the king, really
cold with fear at the near approach of the shrewd Aridius, whose counsel she greatly dreaded. Her nervous
haste expedited matters. Gondebaud formally transferred her to the Franks, with valuable gifts which he sent
as a marriage
portion, and the cortege set out, Clotilde in a covered carriage, her attendants and escort on horseback. And
thus slowly moved away this old-time marriage-train.



But not far had they left the city behind them when Clotilde's impatience with their slow movement displayed
itself. She had kept herself advised. Aridius was near at hand. He might reach Geneva that very day. Calling
to her carriage the leaders of her escort, she said,—



"Good sirs, if you hope to take me into the presence of your lord, you must find me better means of speed than
this slow carriage. Let me descend, mount on horseback, and then away as fast as we may. Much I fear that, in
this carriage, I shall never see Clovis, your king."



Learning the reason of her haste, they did as requested, and mounted on one of their swiftest steeds, Clotilde
swept onward to love and vengeance, leaving the lumbering carriage to follow with her female attendants at its
slow will.



She was none too soon. Not long had she left her uncle's court before Aridius reached it. Gondebaud, who had
unbounded respect for and confidence in him, received him joyfully, and said, after their first greetings,—



"I have just completed a good stroke of policy. I have made friends with the Franks, and given my niece
Clotilde to Clovis in marriage."



"You have?" exclaimed Aridius, in surprise and alarm. "And you deem this a bond of
friendship? To my poor wit, Gondebaud, it is a pledge of perpetual strife. Have you forgotten, my lord, that you killed
Clotilde's father and drowned her mother, and that you cut off the heads of her brothers and threw their
bodies into a well? What think you this woman is made of? If she become powerful, will not revenge be her
first and only thought? She is not far gone; if you are wise you will send at once a troop in swift pursuit,
and bring her back. She is but one, the Franks are many. You will find it easier to bear the wrath of one
person than for you and yours to be perpetually at war with all the Franks."



Gondebaud saw the wisdom of these words, and lost no time in taking his councillor's advice. A troop was sent,
with orders to ride at all speed, and bring back Clotilde with the carriage and the treasure.



The carriage and the treasure they did bring back; but not Clotilde. She, with her escort, was already far
away, riding in haste for the frontier of Burgundy. Clovis had advanced to meet her, and was awaiting at
Villers, in the territory of Troyes, at no great distance from the border of Burgundy. But before reaching
this frontier, Clotilde gave vent to revengeful passion, crying to her escort,—



"Ride right and left! Plunder and burn! Do what damage you may to this hated country from which Heaven has
delivered me!"



Then, as they rode away on their mission of ruin,
to which they had obtained permission from Clovis, she cried aloud,—



"I thank thee, God omnipotent, for that I see in this the beginning of the vengeance which I owe to my
slaughtered parents and brethren!"
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THE VOW OF CLOVIS.


In no long time afterwards she joined Clovis, who received her with a lover's joy, and in due season the
marriage was celebrated, with all the pomp and ceremony of which those rude times were capable.



Thus ends the romantic story told us by the chronicler Frédégaire, somewhat too romantic to be accepted for
veracious history, we fear. Yet it is interesting as a picture of the times, and has doubtless in it an
element of fact—though it may have been colored by imagination. Aurelian and Aridius are historical
personages, and what we know of them is in keeping with what is here told of them. So the reader may, if he
will, accept the story as an interesting compound of reality and romance.



But there is more to tell. Clotilde had an important historical part to play, which is picturesquely described
by the chronicler, Gregory of Tours. She was a Christian, Clovis a pagan; it was natural that she should
desire to convert her husband, and through him turn the nation of the Franks into worshippers of Christ. She
had a son, whom she wished to have baptized. She begged her husband to yield to her wishes.



"The gods you worship," she said, "are of wood, stone, or metal. They are nought, and can do nought for you or
themselves."



 "It is by command of our gods that all things are created," answered Clovis. "It is plain that your God has
no power. There is no proof that he is even of the race of gods."



Yet he yielded to her wishes and let the child be baptized. Soon afterwards the infant died, and Clovis
reproached her bitterly.



"Had he been dedicated to my gods he would still be alive," he said. "He was baptized in the name of your God,
and you see the end; he could not live."



A second son was born, and was also baptized. He, too, fell sick.



"It will be with him as with his brother," said Clovis. "You have had your will in baptizing him, and he is
going to die. Is this the power of your Christ?"



But the child lived, and Clovis grew less incredulous of the God of his wife. In the year 496 war broke out
between him and a German tribe. The Germans were successful, the Franks wavering, Clovis was anxious. Before
hurrying to the front he had promised his wife—so says Frédégaire—to become a Christian if the victory were
his. Others say that he made this promise at the suggestion of Aurelian, at a moment when the battle seemed
lost. However that be, the tide of battle turned, the victory remained with the Franks, the Germans were
defeated and their king slain.



Clotilde, fearing that he would forget his promise, sent secretly to St. Remy, bishop of Rheims, to
 come and use his influence with the king. He did so, and fervently besought Clovis to accept the Christian
faith.



"I would willingly listen to you, holy father," said Clovis, "but I fear that the people who follow me will
not give up their gods. I am about to assemble them, and will repeat to them your words."



He found them more ready than he deemed. The story of his promise and the victory that followed it had,
doubtless, strongly influenced them. Before he could speak, most of those present cried out,—



"We abjure the mortal gods; we are ready to follow the immortal God whom Remy preaches."



About three thousand of the Franks, however, refused to give up their old faith, and deserted Clovis, joining
the Frankish King of Cambrai—who was before long to pay dearly for this addition to his ranks.



Christmas-day, 496, was fixed by Remy for the ceremony of baptism of the king and his followers, and on that
day, with impressive ceremonies, Clovis the king and about three thousand of his warriors were made
Christians, and the maker of the French nation was received into the fold of the Church. From that time
forward Clovis won victory after victory over his surrounding enemies. He had been born leader of a tribe. He
died king of a nation.



As regards Gundebaud, the result proved as Aridius predicted, whether or not through the personal influence of
Clotilde upon her husband. Clovis broke his truce with Gondebaud, and entered Burgundy
 with an army. Gondebaud was met and defeated at Dijon, partly through the treachery of his brother, whom
Clovis had won over. He fled to Avignon and shut himself up in that stronghold. Clovis pursued and besieged
him. Gondebaud, filled with alarm, asked counsel of Aridius, who told him that he had brought this upon
himself.



"I will save you, though," he said. "I will feign to fly and go over to Clovis. Trust me to act so that he
shall ruin neither you nor your land. But you must do what I ask."



"I will do whatever you bid," said Gondebaud.



Aridius thereupon sought Clovis, in the guise of a deserter from Gondebaud. But such was his intelligence, the
charm of his conversation, the wisdom and good judgment of his counsel, that Clovis was greatly taken with
him, and yielded to his advice.



"You gain nothing by ravaging the fields, cutting down the vines, and destroying the harvests of your
adversary," he said, "while he defies you in his stronghold. Rather send him deputies, and lay on him a
tribute to be paid you every year. Thus the land will be preserved, and you be lord forever over him who owes
you tribute. If he refuse, then do what pleases you."



Clovis deemed the advice good, did as requested, and found Gondebaud more than willing to become his tributary
vassal. And thus ended the contest between them, Burgundy becoming a tributary province of France.





The Commune of Laon



The  history of the kingdoms of Europe has a double aspect, that of the arrogant rule of kings and nobles, and
that of the enforced submission and occasional insurrection of the common people, whom the governing class
despised while subsisting on the products of their labor, as a tree draws its nutriment from the base soil
above which it proudly rises. Insurrections of the peasantry took place at times, we have said, though, as a
rule, nothing was gained by them but blows and bloodshed. We have described such outbreaks in England. France
had its share of them, all of which were speedily and cruelly suppressed. It was not by armed insurrection
that the peasantry gained the measure of liberty they now possess. Their gradual emancipation was gained
through unceasing protest and steady pressure, and in no sense by revolt and bloodshed.



A different story must be told of the towns. In these the common people were concentrated and well organized,
and possessed skilled leaders and strong walls. They understood the political situation, struck for a definite
purpose, and usually gained it. The history of nearly every town in France tells of some such demand for
chartered privileges, ordinarily ending in the freeing of the town from the tyranny of the nobles. Each town
 had its municipal government, the Commune. It was this body which spoke for the burghers, which led in
the struggle for liberty, and which succeeded in gaining for most of the towns a charter of rights and
privileges. Many stirring incidents might be told of this fight for freedom. We shall confine ourselves to the
story of the revolt of the Commune of Laon, of which a sprightly contemporary description exists.
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A MARRIAGE FEAST IN BRITTANY.


At the end of the eleventh century Laon was a bustling and important city. It was the seat of a cathedral and
under the government of a bishop; was wealthy and prosperous, stirring and turbulent; was the gathering-place
of the surrounding people, the centre of frequent disturbances. Thierry draws a vivid picture of the state of
affairs existing within its walls. "The nobles and their servitors," he says, "sword in hand, committed
robbery upon the burghers; the streets of the town were not safe by night nor even by day, and none could go
out without running a risk of being stopped and robbed or killed. The burghers in their turn committed
violence upon the peasants, who came to buy or sell at the market of the town."



Truly, town life and country life alike were neither safe nor agreeable in those charming mediæval days when
chivalry was the profession of all and the possession of none, when the nobility were courteous in word and
violent in deed, and when might everywhere lorded it over right, and conscience was but another word for
desire. As for
 the treatment of the peasantry by the townsmen, we may quote from Guibert, an abbot of Nogent-sous-Coucy, to
whose lively pen we owe all we have to tell about Laon.



"Let me give as example," he says, "a single fact, which had it taken place among the Barbarians or the
Scythians would assuredly have been considered the height of wickedness, in the judgment even of those who
know no law. On Saturday the inhabitants of the country places used to leave their fields and come from all
sides to Laon to get provisions at the market. The townsfolk used then to go round the place carrying in
baskets or bowls or otherwise samples of vegetables or grain or any other article, as if they wished to sell.
They would offer them to the first peasant who was in search of such things to buy; he would promise to pay
the price agreed upon; and then the seller would say to the buyer, 'Come with me to my house to see and
examine the whole of the articles I am selling you.' The other would go; and then, when they came to the bin
containing the goods, the honest seller would take off and hold up the lid, saying to the buyer, 'Step hither
and put your head or arms into the bin to make quite sure that it is all exactly the same goods as I showed
you outside.' And then when the other, jumping on to the edge of the bin, remained leaning on his belly, with
his head and shoulders hanging down, the worthy seller, who kept in the rear, would hoist up the thoughtless
rustic by the feet, push him suddenly into the bin,
 and, clapping on the lid as he fell, keep him shut up in this safe prison until he had bought himself out."



This has more the aspect of a practical joke than an act of barbarism. But withal, between the cheating of the
peasantry by the burghers, the robbery of the burghers by the nobles, and the general turmoil and terror,
there might have been found more delightful places of residence than the good city of Laon in the eleventh
century. The story of this city is a long one. We are here concerned with but one episode in the tale.



In the year 1106 the bishopric of Laon, which had been for two years vacant, was bought by Gaudri, a Norman by
birth, and a man of no very savory reputation. He was a clergyman with the habits of a soldier, hasty and
arrogant in disposition, hurrying through the service of the mass, and dallying with delight over narratives
of fighting and hunting, one of the churchmen of wickedly worldly tastes of which those days presented so many
examples.



Laon soon learned something of the character of its new bishop. Not long was he in office before outrages
began. He seized one man whom he suspected of aiding his enemies, and put out his eyes. Another was murdered
in the church itself, with his connivance. In his deeds of violence or vengeance he employed a black slave,
imitating in this some of the Crusaders, who brought with them such servants from the east. No lawless noble
could have shown
 more disregard of law or justice than this dignitary of the church, and the burghers of Laon viewed with
growing indignation his lawless and merciless course.



Taking advantage of the absence of Bishop Gaudri in England, the burghers bribed the clergy and knights who
governed in his stead, and obtained from them the privilege of choosing their own rulers. "The clergy and
knights," we are told, "came to an agreement with the common folk in hopes of enriching themselves in a speedy
and easy fashion." A commune was set up, and given the necessary powers and immunities.



Gaudri returned, and heard with fierce wrath of what had been done in his absence. For several days he stayed
outside the walls, clouding and thundering. Then the burghers applied the same plaster to his wrath as they
had done to the virtue of his representatives. They offered him money, "enough to appease the tempest of his
words." He accepted the bribe and swore to respect the commune. This done, he entered the city in state.



The burghers knew him somewhat too well to trust him. There were higher powers in France than Bishop Gaudri,
which were known to be susceptible to the same mercenary argument. A deputation was therefore sent to King
Louis the Fat at Paris, laden with rich presents, and praying for a royal confirmation of the commune. The
king loved the glitter of cash; he accepted the presents, swore that the commune should be respected, and
 gave Laon a charter sealed with the great seal of the crown. All that the citizens were to do in return,
beyond meeting the customary crown claims, was to give the king three lodgings a year, if he came to the town,
or in lieu thereof, if he failed to come, twenty livres for each lodging.



For three years all went well in Laon. The burghers were happy in their security and proud of their liberty,
while clergy and knights were occupied in spending the money they had received. The year 1112 came. The bishop
and his subordinates had got rid of their money, and craved again the power they had sold. They began to
consider how the citizens might once more be made serfs. They would not have hesitated long but for that
inconvenient grant of Louis the Fat. But King Louis might be managed. He was normally avaricious. The bishop
invited him to Laon to take part in the keeping of Holy Week, trusting to get his aid to overthrow the
commune.



The king came. The burghers were not long in suspecting the cause of his coming. They offered him some four
hundred livres to confirm them in their liberties. The bishop and his party offered him seven hundred livres
to restore their power. The higher offer prevailed. The charter was annulled, and the magistrates of the
commune were ordered to cease from their functions, to give up the seal and the banner of the town, and no
more to ring the belfry-chimes which indicated the beginning and the ending of their sessions.



Wrath and uproar succeeded this decree. The burghers had tasted the sweets of liberty, and were not ready to
lose their dearly-bought independence. So violent were they that the king himself was frightened, and hastily
left his hotel for the stronger walls of the episcopal palace. At dawn of the next day, partly in fear and
perhaps partly in shame, he departed from Laon with all his train, leaving the Easter festival to take place
without him.



It was destined to be a serious festival for Bishop Gaudri and his crew of base-souled followers. The king had
left a harvest of indignation behind him. On the day after his going all shops and taverns were kept closed
and nothing was sold; every one remained at home, nursing his wrath. The next day the anger of the citizens
grew more demonstrative. A rumor spread that the bishop and grandees were busy calculating the fortunes of the
citizens, that they might force from them the sum promised the king. The burghers assembled in burning
indignation, and forty of them bound themselves by oath to kill the bishop and all those who had aided him to
destroy the commune.



Some rumor of this got afloat. Anselm, the arch-deacon, warned the bishop that his life was in danger, and
urged him not to leave his house, and, in particular, not to accompany the procession on Easter-day. Thus
Cæsar had been warned, and had contemned the warning. Gaudri emulated him, and answered, with a sneer of
contempt,—



"Pooh! I  die by the hands of such fellows!"



Easter-day came. The bishop did not appear at matins, or at the later church service. But, lest he should be
called coward, he joined the procession, followed by his clergy and domestics, and by a number of knights with
arms and armor concealed under their clothes. Slowly through the streets moved the procession, the people
looking on in lowering silence. As it passed a dark arch one of the forty rushed suddenly out, crying,
"Commune! commune!" No one joined him; the crowd seemed intimidated; their feelings subsided in a murmur; the
procession continued on its way undisturbed.



The next day another procession took place. This day the bishop had filled the town with peasants, who were
charged to protect his church, his palace, and himself. The people kept quiet. All went well. Bishop Gaudri,
satisfied that the talk of danger was all a myth, now dismissed the peasants, feeling quite secure.



"On the fourth day after Easter," says Guibert of Nogent, "my corn having been pillaged in consequence of the
disorder that reigned in the town, I repaired to the bishop, and prayed him to put a stop to this state of
violence.



"'What do you suppose,' said he to me, 'these fellows can do with all their outbreaks? Why, if my blackamoor,
John, were to pull the nose of the most formidable amongst them, the poor devil durst not even grumble. Have I
not forced them to give up what they called their commune, for the whole duration of my life?'



"I held my tongue," adds Guibert; "many folks besides me warned him of his danger, but he would not deign to
believe anybody."



For three days all kept quiet. The bishop and his myrmidons busied themselves in calculating how much cash
they could squeeze from the people. The people lowered like a gathering storm. All at once the storm broke. A
sudden tumult arose; crowds filled the streets. "Commune! commune!" was the general cry; as if by magic,
swords, lances, axes, bows, and clubs appeared in the hands of the people; with wild shouts of vengeance they
rushed through the streets and burst into the bishop's palace. The knights who had promised to protect him
hastened thither and faced the infuriated populace. The first three who appeared were hotly attacked and fell
before the axes of the burghers. The others held back. In a few minutes more flames appeared in the palace,
and in no long time it was a mass of seething fire. The day of vengeance had come.



The bishop had fled to the church. Here, having no means of defence, he hastily put on the dress of one of his
servants and repaired to the church cellar, where were a number of empty casks. One of these he got into, a
faithful follower then heading him in, and even stopping up the bung-hole. Meanwhile, the crowd were in eager
quest for the object of their wrath. The palace had been searched before being set on fire; the church and all
accompanying buildings now swarmed with revengeful burghers.
 Among these was a bandit named Teutgaud, a fellow notorious for his robberies and murders of travellers, but
now hand and glove with the commune. The bishop had named him Isengrin, the by-word then for wolf.



This worthy made his way into the cellar, followed by an armed crowd. Through this they went, tapping the
casks as they proceeded. Teutgaud halted in front of that in which the bishop was concealed—on what suspicion
does not appear.



"Knock in the head of this," he ordered.



He was quickly obeyed.



"Is there any one here?" he asked.



"Only a poor prisoner," came a quavering voice from the depths of the cask.



"Ha! ha!" laughed Teutgaud; "so it is you, Master Isengrin, who are hiding here!"



Seizing the trembling bishop by the hair, he dragged him without ceremony from the cask. The frightened
culprit fell on his knees and begged piteously for his life. He would do anything; he would give up the
bishopric, yield them all the money he had, and leave the country.



Insults and blows were the only replies. In a minute more the unfortunate man was dead. Teutgaud, true to his
profession, cut off his ringer to obtain the episcopal ring that glittered on it. Stripped of its clothing,
the body was hurled into a corner, and the furious throng flung stones and mud at it, as the only vent
remaining to their revengeful passions.



All that day and the night that followed the armed and maddened townsmen searched the streets and houses of
Laon for the supporters of the murdered bishop, and numbers of them shared his fate. Not the guilty alone, but
many of the innocent, perished before the blind wrath of the multitude. "The progress of the fire," says
Guibert, "kindled on two sides at once, was so rapid, and the winds drove the flames so furiously in the
direction of the convent of St. Vincent, that the monks were afraid of seeing all they possessed become the
fire's prey, and all the persons who had taken refuge in this monastery trembled as if they had seen swords
hanging over their heads."



It was a day and night of frightful excess, one of those dread occasions which arise when men are roused to
violence by injustice, and for the time break all the bonds of mercy and moderation which ordinarily control
them. Regret at their insensate rage is sure to succeed all such outbreaks. Retribution is likely to follow.
Consternation came to the burghers of Laon when calm thought returned to them. They had defied the king. What
would he do? To protect themselves they added to the burden of their offences, summoning to their aid Thomas
de Marle, the son of Lord Enguerraud de Coucy, a man who was little better than a brigand, and with a
detestable reputation for cruelty and ferocity.



De Marle was not quite ready to undertake this task. He consulted his people, who declared that
 it would be folly for their small force to seek to defend such a city against the king. He thereupon induced
the burghers to meet him in a field, about a mile from the city, where he would make answer to their request.
When they had come, he said,—



"Laon is the head of the kingdom; it is impossible for me to keep the king from making himself master of it.
If you fear his arms, follow me to my own land, and you will find in me a protector and a friend."



Their consternation was extreme at this advice. For the time being they were in a panic, through fear of the
king's vengeance, and the conference ended in many of them taking the advice of the Lord of Marle, and flying
with him to his stronghold. Teutgaud was among the number that accepted his protection.



The news of their flight quickly spread to the country places around Laon. The story went that the town was
quite deserted. The peasants, filled with hopes of plunder, hastened to the town, took possession of what
empty houses they found, and carried off what money and other valuables they could discover. "Before long,"
says Guibert, "there arose between the first and last comers disputes about the partition of their plunder;
all that the small folks had taken soon passed into the hands of the powerful; if two men met a third quite
alone they stripped him; the state of the town was truly pitiable. The burghers who had quitted it with Thomas
de Marle had beforehand destroyed
 and burnt the houses of the clergy and grandees whom they hated; and now the grandees, escaped from the
massacre, carried off in their turn from the houses of the fugitives all means of subsistence and all movables
to the very hinges and bolts."



What succeeded must be briefly told. The story of the events here described spread through the kingdom. Thomas
de Marle was put under ban by the king and excommunicated by the church. Louis raised an army and marched
against him. De Marle was helpless with illness, but truculent in temper. He defied the king, and would not
listen to his summons. Louis attacked his castles, took two of them, Crecy and Nogent, and in the end forced
him to buy pardon by a heavy ransom and an indemnity to the church. As for the burghers who had taken refuge
with him, the king showed them no mercy. They had had a hand in the murder of Bishop Gaudri, and all of them
were hung.



The remaining story of Laon is too long for our space. The burghers continued to demand their liberties, and
in 1128 a new charter was granted them. This they retained, except during some intervals, until that later
period when the mediæval system of municipal government came to an end, and all the cities and towns fell
under the direct control of the deputies of the king.
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The Crowning of Charlemagne



Charlemagne,  the great king, had built himself an empire only surpassed by that of ancient Rome. All France
was his; all Italy was his; all Saxony and Hungary were his; all western Europe indeed, from the borders of
Slavonia to the Atlantic, with the exception of Spain, was his. He was the bulwark of civilization against the
barbarism of the north and east, the right hand of the church in its conflict with paganism, the greatest and
noblest warrior the world had seen since the days of the great Cæsar, and it seemed fitting that he should be
given the honor which was his due, and that in him and his kingdom the great empire of Rome should be
restored.



Augustulus, the last emperor of the west, had ceased to reign in 476. The Eastern Empire was still alive, or
rather half-alive, for it was a life without spirit or energy. The empire of the west had vanished under the
flood of barbarism, and for more than three centuries there had been no claimant of the imperial crown. But
here was a strong man, a noble man, the lord and master of a mighty realm which included the old imperial
city; it seemed fitting that he should take the title of emperor and rule over the western world as the
successor of the famous line of the Cæsars.



So thought the pope, Leo III., and so thought his cardinals. He had already sent to Charlemagne the keys of
the prison of St. Peter and the banner of the city of Rome. In 799 he had a private interview with the king,
whose purpose no one knew. In August of the year 800, having settled the affairs of his wide-spread kingdom,
Charlemagne suddenly announced in the general assembly of the Franks that he was about to make a journey to
Rome. Why he went he did not say. The secret was not yet ready to be revealed.



On the 23rd of November the king of the Franks arrived at the gates of Rome, a city which he was to leave with
the time-honored title of Emperor of the West. "The pope received him as he was dismounting; then, on the next
day, standing on the steps of the basilica of St. Peter and amidst general hallelujahs, he introduced the king
into the sanctuary of the blessed apostle, glorifying and thanking the Lord for this happy event."



In the days that followed, Charlemagne examined the grievances of the Church and took measures to protect the
pope against his enemies. And while he was there two monks came from Jerusalem, bearing with them the keys of
the Holy Sepulchre and Calvary, and the sacred standard of the holy city, which the patriarch had intrusted to
their care to present to the great king of the Franks. Charlemagne was thus virtually commissioned as the
defender of the Church of Christ and the true successor of the Christian emperors of Rome.



Meanwhile, Leo had called a synod of the Church to consider whether the title of emperor should not be
conferred on Charles the Great. At present, he said, the Roman world had no sovereign. The throne of
Constantinople was occupied by a woman, the Empress Irene, who had usurped the title and made it her own by
murder. It was intolerable that Charles should be looked on as a mere patrician, an implied subordinate to
this unworthy sovereign of the Eastern Empire. He was the master of Italy, Gaul, and Germany, said Leo. Who
was there besides him to act as Defender of the Faith? On whom besides could the Church rest, in its great
conflict with paganism and unbelief?



The synod agreed with him. It was fitting that the great king should be crowned emperor, and restore in his
person the ancient glory of the realm. A petition was sent to Charles. He answered that, however unworthy the
honor, he could not resist the desire of that august body. And thus was formally completed what probably had
been the secret understanding of the pope and the king months before. Charles, king of the Franks, was to be
given the title and dignity of Charles, Emperor of the West.



The season of the Feast of the Nativity, Christmas-day of the year 800, duly came. It was destined to be a
great day in the annals of the Roman city. The chimes of bells which announced the dawning of that holy day
fell on the ears of great multitudes assembled in the streets of Rome,
 all full of the grand event that day to be consummated, and rumors of which had spread far and wide. The
great basilica of St. Peter was to be the scene of the imposing ceremony, and at the hour fixed its aisles
were crowded with the greatest and the most devoted and enthusiastic assemblage it had ever held, all eager to
behold and to lend their support to the glorious act of coronation, as they deemed it, fixed for that day, an
act which, as they hoped, would restore Rome to the imperial position which that great city had so many
centuries held.



It was a noble pile, that great cathedral of the early church. It had been recently enriched by costly gifts
set aside by Charles from the spoils of the Avars, and converted into the most beautiful of ornaments
consecrated to the worship of Christ. Before the altar stood the golden censers, containing seventeen pounds
weight of solid gold. Above gleamed three grand coronas of solid silver, of three hundred and seven pounds in
weight, ablaze with a glory of wax-lights, whose beams softly illuminated the whole great edifice. The shrine
of St. Peter dazzled the eyes by its glittering "rufas," made of forty-nine pounds of the purest gold, and
enriched by brilliant jewels till they sparkled like single great gems. There also hung superb curtains of
white silk, embroidered with roses, and with rich and intricate borders, while in the centre was a splendid
cross worked in gold and purple. Suspended from the keystone of the dome hung the most attractive of the many
fine pictures
 which adorned the church, a peerless painting of the Saviour, whose beauty drew all eyes and aroused in all
souls fervent aspirations of devoted faith. Never had Christian church presented a grander spectacle; never
had one held so immense and enthusiastic an audience; for one of the greatest ceremonies the Christian world
had known was that day to be performed.



Through the wide doors of the great church filed a procession of bronzed veterans of the Frankish army; the
nobility and the leading people of Rome; the nobles, generals, and courtiers who had followed Charlemagne
thither; warriors from all parts of the empire, with their corslets and winged helmets of steel and their
uniforms of divers colors; civic functionaries in their gorgeous robes of office; dignitaries of the church in
their rich vestments; a long array of priests in their white dalmatics, until all Christendom seemed present
in its noblest and most showy representatives. Heathendom may have been represented also, for it may be that
messengers from the great caliph of Bagdad, the renowned Haroun al Raschid, the hero of the "Arabian Nights'
Entertainments," were present in the church. Many members of the royal family of Charlemagne were present to
lend dignity to the scene, and towering above them all was the great Charles himself, probably clad in Roman
costume, his garb as a patrician of the imperial city, which dignity had been conferred upon him. Loud
plaudits welcomed him as he rose into view. There were
 many present who had seen him at the head of his army, driving before him hosts of flying Saracens, Saxons,
Lombards, and Avars, and to them he was the embodiment of earthly power, the mighty patron of the church, and
the scourge of pagans and infidels; and as they gazed on his noble form and dignified face it seemed to some
of them as if they looked with human eyes on the face and form of a representative of the Deity.
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THE CORONATION OF CHARLEMAGNE.


A solemn mass was sung, with all the impressive ceremony suitable to the occasion. As the king rose to his
feet, or while he still kneeled before the altar and the "confession,"—the tomb of St. Peter,—the pope, as if
moved by a sudden impulse, took up a splendid crown which lay upon the altar, and placed it on his brow,
saying, in a loud voice,—



"Long life and victory to Charles, the most pious Augustus, crowned by God the great and pacific Emperor of
the Romans!"



At once, as if this were a signal for the breaking of the constrained silence, a mighty shout rose from the
whole vast assembly. Again and again it was repeated, and then broke out the solemn chant of the litany, sung
by hundreds of voices, while Charlemagne stood in dignified and patient silence. Whether or not this act of
the pope was a surprise to him we have no assurance. Eginhard tells us that he declared that he would not have
entered the church that day if he had foreseen the pope's intentions; yet it is not easy to believe that he
was ignorant of or non-consenting to the coming event. At
 the close of the chant Leo prostrated himself at the feet of Charlemagne, and paid him adoration, as had been
the custom in the days of the old emperors. He then anointed him with holy oil. And from that day forward
Charles, "giving up the title of patrician, bore that of emperor and Augustus."



The ceremonies ended in the presentation from the emperor to the church of a great silver table, and, in
conjunction with his son Charles and his daughters, of golden vessels belonging to the table of five hundred
pounds' weight. This great gift was followed, on the Feast of the Circumcision, with a superb golden corona to
be suspended over the altar. It was ornamented with gems, and contained fifty pounds of gold. On the Feast of
the Epiphany he added three golden chalices, weighing forty-two pounds, and a golden paten of twenty-two
pounds' weight. To the other churches also, and to the pope, he made magnificent gifts, and added three
thousand pounds of silver to be distributed among the poor.



Thus, after more than three centuries, the title of Augustus was restored to the western world. It was
destined to be held many centuries thereafter by the descendants of Charlemagne. After the division of his
empire into France and Germany, the imperial title was preserved in the latter realm, the fiction—for it was
little more—that an emperor of the west existed being maintained down to the present century.



As to the influence exerted by the power and
 dominion of Charlemagne on the minds of his contemporaries and successors, many interesting stories might be
told. Fable surrounded him, legend attached to his deeds, and at a later date he shared the honor given to the
legendary King Arthur of England, of being made a hero of romance, a leading character in many of those
interminable romances of chivalry which formed the favorite reading of the mediæval age.



But we need not go beyond his own century to find him a hero of romance. The monk of the abbey of St. Gall, in
Switzerland, whose story of the defences of the land of the Avars we have already quoted, has left us a
chronicle full of surprising tales of the life and doings of Charles the Great. One of these may be of
interest, as an example of the kind of history with which our ancestors of a thousand years ago were
satisfied.



Charlemagne was approaching with his army Pavia, the capital of the Lombards. Didier, the king, was greatly
disquieted at his approach. With him was Ogier the Dane (Ogger the monk calls him), one of the most famous
captains of Charlemagne, and a prominent hero of romance. He had quarrelled with the king and had taken refuge
with the king of the Lombards. Thus goes on the chronicler of St. Gall:



"When Didier and Ogger heard that the dread monarch was coming, they ascended a tower of vast height, where
they could watch his arrival from afar off and from every quarter. They saw, first of all,
 engines of war such as must have been necessary for the armies of Darius or Julius Cæsar.



"'Is not Charles,' asked Didier of Ogger, 'with this great army?'



"But the other answered, 'No.' The Lombard, seeing afterwards an immense body of soldiery gathered from all
quarters of the vast empire, said to Ogger, 'Certainly, Charles advances in triumph in the midst of this
throng.'



"'No, not yet; he will not appear so soon,' was the answer.



"'What should we do, then,' rejoined Didier, who began to be perturbed, 'should he come accompanied by a
larger band of warriors?'



"'You will see what he is when he comes,' replied Ogger; 'but as to what will become of us I know nothing.'



"As they were thus parleying, appeared the body of guards that knew no repose; and at this sight the Lombard,
overcome with dread, cried, 'This time it is surely Charles.'



"'No," answered Ogger, 'not yet.'



"In their wake came the bishops, the abbots, the ordinaries of the chapels royal, and the counts; and then
Didier, no longer able to bear the light of day or to face death, cried out with groans, 'Let us descend and
hide ourselves in the bowels of the earth, far from the face and the fury of so terrible a foe.'



"Trembling the while, Ogger, who knew by experience what were the power and might of Charles,
 and who had learned the lesson by long consuetude in better days, then said, 'When you shall behold the crops
shaking for fear in the fields, and the gloomy Po and the Ticino overflowing the walls of the city with their
waves blackened with steel, then may you think that Charles is coming.'



"He had not ended these words when there began to be seen in the west, as it were a black cloud raised by the
north-west wind or by Boreas, which turned the brightest day into awful shadows. But as the emperor drew
nearer and nearer, the gleam of arms caused to shine on the people shut up within the city a day more gloomy
than any kind of night. And then appeared Charles himself, that man of steel, with his head encased in a
helmet of steel, his hands garnished with gauntlets of steel, his heart of steel and his shoulders of marble
protected by a cuirass of steel, and his left hand armed with a lance of steel which he held aloft in the air,
for as to his right hand, he kept that continually on the hilt of his invincible sword. The outside of his
thighs, which the rest, for their greater ease in mounting on horseback, were wont to leave unshackled even by
straps, he wore encircled by plates of steel. What shall I say concerning his boots? All the army were wont to
have them invariably of steel; on his buckler there was naught to be seen but steel; his horse was of the
color and the strength of steel.



"All those who went before the monarch, all those who marched by his side, all those who followed
 after, even the whole mass of the army, had armor of the like sort, so far as the means of each permitted.
The fields and the highways were covered with steel; the points of steel reflected the rays of the sun; and
this steel, so hard, was borne by people with hearts still harder. The flash of steel spread terror throughout
the streets of the city. 'What steel! alack, what steel!' Such were the bewildered cries the citizens raised.
The firmness of manhood and of youth gave way at sight of the steel; and the steel paralyzed the wisdom of
graybeards. That which I, poor tale-teller, mumbling and toothless, have attempted to depict in a long
description, Ogger perceived at one rapid glance, and said to Didier, 'Here is what you so anxiously sought,'
and whilst uttering these words he fell down almost lifeless."



If our sober chronicler of the ninth century could thus let his imagination wander in speaking of the great
king, what wonder that the romancers of a later age took Charlemagne and his Paladins as fruitful subjects for
their wildly fanciful themes!





The Diamond Necklace



Paris,  that city of sensations, was shaken to its centre by tidings of a new and startling event. The Cardinal
de Rohan, grand almoner of France, at mass-time, and when dressed in his pontifical robes, had been suddenly
arrested in the palace of Versailles and taken to the Bastille. Why? No one knew; though many had their
opinions and beliefs. Rumors of some mysterious and disgraceful secret beneath this arrest, a mystery in which
the honor of Marie Antoinette, the queen of France, was involved, had got afloat, and were whispered from end
to end of the city, in which "the Austrian," as the queen was contemptuously designated, was by no means a
favorite.



The truth gradually came out,—the story of a disgraceful and extraordinary intrigue, of which the prince
cardinal was a victim rather than an accessory, and of which the queen was utterly ignorant, though the odium
of the transaction clung to her until her death. When, eight years afterwards, she was borne through a raging
mob to the guillotine, insulting references to this affair of the diamond necklace were among the terms of
opprobrium heaped upon her by the dregs of the Parisian populace.



What was this disgraceful business? It is partly revealed in the graphic account of an interview with the king
which preceded the arrest of the prince
 cardinal. On the 15th of August, 1785, Louis XVI. sent for M. de Rohan to his cabinet. He entered smilingly,
not dreaming of the thunderbolt that was about to burst upon his head. He found there the king and queen, the
former with indignant countenance, the latter grave and severe in expression.



"Cardinal," broke out the king, in an abrupt tone, "you bought some diamonds of Boehmer?"



"Yes, sir," rejoined the cardinal, disturbed by the stern severity of the king's looks and tone.



"What have you done with them?"



"I thought they had been sent to the queen."



"Who gave you the commission to buy them?"



"A lady, the Countess de La Motte Valois," answered the cardinal, growing more uneasy. "She gave me a letter
from the queen; I thought I was obliging her Majesty."



The queen sharply interrupted him. She was no friend of the cardinal; he had maligned her years before, when
her husband was but dauphin of France. Now was the opportunity to repay him for those malevolent letters.



"How, sir," she broke out severely; "how could you think—you to whom I have never spoken for eight years—that
I should choose you for conducting such a negotiation, and by the medium of such a woman?"



"I was mistaken, I perceive," said the cardinal, humbly. "The desire I felt to please your Majesty misled me.
Here is the letter which I was told was from you."



He drew a letter from his pocket and handed it to the king. Louis took it, and cast his eyes over the
signature. He looked up indignantly.



"How could a prince of your house and my grand almoner suppose that the queen would sign, 'Marie Antoinette of
France?'" he sternly demanded. "Queens do not sign their names at such length. It is not even the queen's
writing. And what is the meaning of all these doings with jewellers, and these notes shown to bankers?"



By this time the cardinal was so agitated that he was obliged to rest himself against the table for support.



"Sir," he said, in a broken voice, "I am too much overcome to be able to reply. What you say overwhelms me
with surprise."



"Walk into the room, cardinal," said the king, with more kindness of tone. "You may write your explanation of
these occurrences."



The cardinal attempted to do so, but his written statement failed to make clear the mystery. In the end an
officer of the king's body-guard was called in, and an order given him to convey Cardinal de Rohan to the
Bastille. He had barely time to give secret directions to his grand vicar to burn all his papers, before he
was carried off to that frightful fortress, the scene of so much injustice, haunted by so many woes.



The papers of De Rohan probably needed purging by fire, for the order to burn them indicates that they
contained evidence derogatory to his position
 as a dignitary of the church. The prince cardinal was a vain and profligate man, full of vicious
inclinations, and credulous to a degree that had made him the victim of the unscrupulous schemer, Madame de La
Motte Valois, a woman as adroit and unscrupulous as she was daring. Of low birth, brought up by charity,
married to a ruined nobleman, she had ended her career by duping and ruining Cardinal de Rohan, a man whose
character exposed him to the machinations of an adventuress so skilful, bold, and alluring as La Motte Valois.



So much for preliminary. Let us take up the story at its beginning. The diamond necklace was an exceedingly
handsome and highly valuable piece of jewelry, containing about five hundred diamonds, and held at a price
equal to about four hundred thousand dollars of modern money. It had been made by Boehmer, a jeweller of
Paris, about the year 1774, and was intended for Madame Dubarry, the favorite of Louis XV. But before the
necklace was finished Louis had died, and a new king had come to the throne. With Louis XVI. virtue entered
that profligate court, and Madame Dubarry was excluded from its precincts. As for the necklace, it remained
without a purchaser. It was too costly for a subject, and was not craved by the queen. The jeweller had not
failed to offer it to Marie Antoinette, but found her disinclined to buy. The American Revolution was going
on, France was involved in the war, and money was needed for other purposes than diamond necklaces.
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MARIE ANTOINETTE AND HER CHILDREN.


"That is the price of two frigates," said the king, on hearing of the estimated value of the famous trinket.



"We want ships, and not diamonds," said the queen, and ended the audience with the jeweller.



A few months afterwards, M. Boehmer openly declared that he had found a purchaser for the necklace. It had
gone to Constantinople, he said, for the adornment of the favorite sultana.



"This was a real pleasure to the queen," says Madame Campan. "She, however, expressed some astonishment that a
necklace made for the adornment of French women should be worn in the seraglio, and, thereupon, she talked to
me a long time about the total change which took place in the tastes and desires of women in the period
between twenty and thirty years of age. She told me that when she was ten years younger she loved diamonds
madly, but that she had no longer any taste for anything but private society, the country, the work and the
attentions required by the education of her children. From that moment until the fatal crisis there was
nothing more said about the necklace."



The necklace had not been sold. It remained in the jeweller's hands until nearly ten years had passed. Then
the vicious De La Motte laid an adroit plan for getting it into her possession, through the aid of the
Cardinal de Rohan, who had come to admire her. She was a hanger-on of the court, and began her work by
persuading the cardinal that the queen regarded him with favor.
 The credulous dupe was completely infatuated with the idea. One night, in August, 1784, he was given a brief
interview in the groves around Versailles with a woman whom he supposed to be the queen, but who was really a
girl resembling her, and taught by La Motte to play this part.



Filled with the idea that the queen loved him, the duped cardinal was ready for any folly. De La Motte played
her next card by persuading him that the queen had a secret desire to possess this wonderful necklace, but had
not the necessary money at that time. She would, however, sign an agreement to purchase it if the cardinal
would become her security. De Rohan eagerly assented. This secret understanding seemed but another proof of
the queen's predilection for him. An agreement was produced, signed with the queen's name, to which the
cardinal added his own, and on February 1, 1785, the jeweller surrendered the necklace to De Rohan, receiving
this agreement as his security. The cardinal carried the costly prize to Versailles, where he was told the
queen would send for it. It was given by him to La Motte, who was commissioned to deliver it to her royal
patroness. In a few days afterwards this lady's husband disappeared from Paris, and the diamond necklace with
him.



The whole affair had been a trick. All the messages from the queen had been false ones, the written documents
being prepared by a seeming valet, who was skilful in the imitation of handwriting. Throughout the whole
business the cardinal had
 been readily deceived, infatuation closing his eyes to truth.



Such was the first act in the drama. The second opened when the jeweller began to press for payment. M. de La
Motte sold some of the diamonds in England, and transmitted the money to his wife, who is said to have quieted
the jeweller for a time by paying him some instalments on the price. But he quickly grew impatient and
suspicious that all was not right, and went to court, where he earnestly inquired if the necklace had been
delivered to the queen. For a time she could not understand what he meant. The diamond necklace? What diamond
necklace? What did this mean? The Cardinal de Rohan her security for payment!—it was all false, all base, some
dark intrigue behind it all.



Burning with indignation, she sent for Abbé de Vermond and Baron de Breteuil, the minister of the king's
household, and told them of the affair. It was a shameful business, they said. They hated the cardinal, and
did not spare him. The queen, growing momentarily more angry, at length decided to reveal the whole
transaction to the king, and roused in his mind an indignation equal to her own. The result we have already
seen. De Rohan and La Motte were consigned to the Bastille. M. de La Motte was in England, and thus out of
reach of justice. Another celebrated individual who was concerned in the affair, and had aided in duping the
cardinal, the famous, or infamous, Count Cagliostro,
 was also consigned to the Bastille for his share in the dark and deep intrigue.



The trial came on, as the closing act in this mysterious drama, in which all Paris had now become intensely
interested. The cardinal had renounced all the privileges of his rank and condition, and accepted the
jurisdiction of Parliament,—perhaps counting on the open enmity between that body and the court.



The trial revealed a disgraceful business, in which a high dignitary of the church had permitted himself to be
completely gulled by a shameless woman and the equally shameless Cagliostro, and into which not only the name
but even the virtue of the queen had been dragged. Public opinion became intense. The hostility to the queen
which had long smouldered now openly declared itself. "It was for her and by her orders that the necklace was
bought," said the respectable Parisians. Those who were not respectable said much worse things. The queen was
being made a victim of these shameless and criminal adventurers.



The trial went on, political feeling being openly displayed in it. The great houses of Condé and Rohan took
sides with the cardinal. Their representatives might be seen, dressed in mourning, interviewing the
magistrates on their way to the tribunal, pleading with them on behalf of their relative. The magistrates
needed little persuasion. The Parliament of Paris had long been at sword's point with the crown; now was its
time for revenge;
 political prejudice blinded the members to the pure questions of law and justice; the cardinal was acquitted.



Cagliostro was similarly acquitted. He had conducted his own case, and with a skill that deceived the
magistrates and the public alike. Madame de La Motte alone was convicted. She was sentenced to be whipped,
branded on each shoulder with the letter V (for voleuse, "thief"), and to be imprisoned for life. Her husband,
who was in England, was sentenced in his absence to the galleys for life. A minor participant in this
business, the girl who had personated the queen, escaped unpunished.



So ended this disgraceful affair. The queen was greatly cast down by the result. "Condole with me," she said,
in a broken voice, to Madame Campan; "the intriguer who wanted to ruin me, or procure money by using my name
and forging my signature, has just been fully acquitted." But it was due, she declared, to bribery on the part
of some and to political passion on that of others, with an audacity towards authority which such people loved
to display. The king entered as she was speaking.



"You find the queen in great affliction," he said to Madame Campan; "she has much reason to be. But what then?
They would not see in this business anything save a prince of the Church and the Prince of Rohan, whereas it
is only the case of a man in want of money, and a mere trick for raising cash, wherein the cardinal has been
swindled in his
 turn. Nothing is easier to understand, and it needs no Alexander to cut this Gordian knot."



Cardinal Rohan was exiled to his abbey of Chaise-Dieu, guilty in the king's opinion, a dupe in the judgment of
history, evidently a credulous profligate who had mistaken his vocation. The queen was the true victim of the
whole affair. It doubled the hostility of the people to her, and had its share in that final sentence which
brought her head to the block.


 

How Big Ferré Fought for France



It  was in the heart of the Hundred Years' War. Everywhere France lay desolate under the feet of the English
invaders. Never had land been more torn and rent, and never with less right and justice. Like a flock of
vultures the English descended upon the fair realm of France, ravaging as they went, leaving ruin behind their
footsteps, marching hither and thither at will, now victorious, now beaten, yet ever plundering, ever
desolating. Wherever they came the rich were ruined, the poor were starved, want and misery stared each other
in the face, happy homes became gaping ruins, fertile fields became sterile wastes. It was a pandemonium of
war, a frightful orgy of military license, a scene to make the angels weep and demons rejoice over the cruelty
of man.



In the history of this dreadful business we find little to show what part the peasantry took in the affair,
beyond that of mere suffering. The man-at-arms lorded it in France; the peasant endured.



Yet occasionally this down-trodden sufferer took arms against his oppressors, and contemporary chronicles give
us some interesting insight into brave deeds done by the tiller of the soil. One of these we propose to
tell,—a stirring and romantic one. It is half legendary, perhaps, yet there is
 reason to believe that it is in the main true, and it paints a vivid picture of those days of blood and
violence which is well worthy of reproduction.



In 1358 the king of Navarre, who had aided the English in their raids, suddenly made peace with France. This
displeased his English allies, who none the less, however, continued their destructive raids, small parties
marching hither and thither, now victorious, now vanquished, an interminable series of minor encounters taking
the place of large operations. Both armies were reduced to guerilla bands, who fought as they met, and lived
meanwhile on the land and its inhabitants. The battle of Poitiers had been recently fought, the king of France
was a prisoner, there was no organization, no central power, in the realm, and wherever possible the
population took arms and fought in their own defence, seeking some little relief from the evils of anarchy.



The scene of the story we propose to tell is a small stronghold called Longueil, not far from Compiègne and
near the banks of the Oise. It was pretty well fortified, and likely to prove a point of danger to the
district if the enemy should seize it and make it a centre of their plundering raids. There were no soldiers
to guard it, and the peasants of the vicinity, Jacques Bonhomme (Jack Goodfellow) as they were called,
undertook its defence. This was no unauthorized action. The lord-regent of France and the abbot of the
monastery of St. Corneille-de-Compiègne, near by, gave them permission, glad, doubtless, to have even their
poor aid, in the absence of trained soldiery.



In consequence, a number of the neighboring tillers of the soil garrisoned the place, providing themselves
with arms and provisions, and promising the regent to defend the town until death. Hither came many of the
villagers for security, continuing the labors which yielded them a poor livelihood, but making Longueil their
stronghold of defence. In all there were some two hundred of them, their chosen captain being a tall,
finely-formed man, named William a-Larks (aux Alouettes). For servant, this captain had a gigantic
peasant, a fellow of great stature, marvellous strength, and undaunted boldness, and withal of extreme
modesty. He bore the name of Big Ferré.



This action of the peasants called the attention of the English to the place, and roused in them a desire to
possess it. Jacques Bonhomme was held by them in utter contempt, and the peasant garrison simply
brought to their notice the advantage of the place as a well-fortified centre of operations. That these poor
dirt delvers could hold their own against trained warriors seemed a matter not worth a second thought.



"Let us drive the base-born rogues from the town and take possession of it," said they. "It will be a trifle
to do it, and the place will serve us well."



Such seemed the case. The peasants, unused to war and lacking all military training, streamed in and out at
pleasure, leaving the gates wide open, and taking no precautions against the enemy. Suddenly, to their
surprise and alarm, they saw a strong
 body of armed men entering the open gates and marching boldly into the court-yard of the stronghold, the
heedless garrison gazing with gaping eyes at them from the windows and the inner courts. It was a body of
English men-at-arms, two hundred strong, who had taken the unguarded fortress by surprise.



Down came the captain, William a-Larks, to whose negligence this surprise was due, and made a bold and fierce
assault on the invaders, supported by a body of his men. But the English forced their way inward, pushed back
the defenders, surrounded the captain, and quickly struck him to the earth with a mortal wound. Defence seemed
hopeless. The assailants had gained the gates and the outer court, dispersed the first party of defenders,
killed their captain, and were pushing their way with shouts of triumph into the stronghold within. The main
body of the peasants were in the inner court, Big Ferré at their head, but it was beyond reason to suppose
that they could stand against this compact and well-armed body of invaders.



Yet they had promised the regent to hold the place until death, and they meant it.



"It is death fighting or death yielding," they said. "These men will slay us without mercy; let us sell them
our lives at a dear price."



"Gathering themselves discreetly together," says the chronicler, "they went down by different gates, and
struck out with mighty blows at the English, as if they had been beating out their corn on the
threshing-floor; their arms went up and down again, and every blow dealt out a mighty wound."



Big Ferré led a party of the defenders against the main body of the English, pushing his way into the outer
court where the captain had fallen. When he saw his master stretched bleeding and dying on the ground, the
faithful fellow gave vent to a bitter cry, and rushed with the rage of a lion upon the foe, wielding a great
axe like a feather in his hands.



The English looked with surprise and alarm on this huge fellow, who topped them all in height by a head and
shoulders, and who came forward like a maddened bull, uttering short, hoarse cries of rage, while the heavy
axe quivered in his vigorous grasp. In a moment he was upon them, striking such quick and deadly blows that
the place before him was soon void of living men. Of one man the head was crushed; of another the arm was
lopped off; a third was hurled back with a gaping wound. His comrades, seeing the havoc he was making, were
filled with ardor, and seconded him well, pressing on the dismayed English and forcing them bodily back. In an
hour, says the chronicler, the vigorous fellow had slain with his own hand eighteen of the foe, without
counting the wounded.



This was more than flesh and blood could bear. The English turned to fly; some leaped in terror into the
ditches, others sought to regain the gates; after them rushed Big Ferré, still full of the rage of battle.
Reaching the point where the English had planted their flag, he killed the bearer, seized the
standard, and bade one of his followers to go and fling it into the ditch, at a point where the wall was not
yet finished.



"I cannot," said the man; "there are still too many English there."



"Follow me with the flag," said Big Ferré.



Like a woodman making a lane through a thicket, the burly champion cleared an avenue through the ranks of the
foe, and enabled his follower to hurl the flag into the ditch. Then, turning back, he made such havoc among
the English who still remained within the wall, that all who were able fled in terror from his deadly axe. In
a short time the place was cleared and the gates closed, the English—such of them as were left—making their
way with all haste from that fatal place. Of those who had come, the greater part never went back. It is said
that the axe of Big Ferré alone laid more than forty of them low in death. In this number the chronicler may
have exaggerated, but the story as a whole is probably true.



The sequel to this exploit of the giant champion is no less interesting. The huge fellow whom steel could not
kill was slain by water,—not by drowning, however, but by drinking. And this is how it came to pass.



The story of the doings at Longueil filled the English with shame and anger. When the bleeding and exhausted
fugitives came back and reported the fate of their fellows, indignation and desire for revenge animated all
the English in the vicinity.
On the following day they gathered from all the camps in the neighborhood and marched in force on Longueil,
bent on making the peasants pay dearly for the slaughter of their comrades.
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This time they found entrance not so easy. The gates were closed, the walls well manned. Big Ferré was now the
captain of Longueil, and so little did he or his followers fear the assaults of their foes, that they sallied
out boldly upon them, their captain in the lead with his mighty axe.



Fierce was the fray that followed. The peasants fought like tigers, their leader like a lion. The English were
broken, slaughtered, driven like sheep before the burly champion and his bold followers. Many were slain or
sorely wounded. Numbers were taken, among them some of the English nobles. The remainder fled in a panic, not
able to stand against that vigorous arm and deadly axe, and the fierce courage which the exploits of their
leader gave to the peasants. The field was cleared and Longueil again saved.



Big Ferré, overcome with heat and fatigue, sought his home at the end of the fight, and there drank such
immoderate draughts of cold water that he was seized with a fever. He was put to bed, but would not part with
his axe, "which was so heavy that a man of the usual strength could scarcely lift it from the ground with both
hands." In this statement one would say that the worthy chronicler must have romanced a little.



The news that their gigantic enemy was sick came
 to the ears of the English, and filled them with joy and hope. He was outside the walls of Longueil, and
might be assailed in his bed. Twelve men-at-arms were chosen, their purpose being to creep up secretly upon
the place, surround it, and kill the burly champion before aid could come to him.



The plan was well laid, but it failed through the watchfulness of the sick man's wife. She saw the group of
armed men before they could complete their dispositions, and hurried with the alarming news to the bedside of
her husband.



"The English are coming!" she cried. "I fear it is for you they are looking. What will you do?"



Big Ferré answered by springing from bed, arming himself in all haste despite his sickness, seizing his axe,
and leaving the house. Entering his little yard, he saw the foe closing covertly in on his small mansion, and
shouted, angrily,—



"Ah, you scoundrels! you are coming to take me in my bed. You shall not get me there; come, take me here if
you will."



Setting his back against a wall, he defended himself with his usual strength and courage. The English attacked
him in a body, but found it impossible to get inside the swing of that deadly axe. In a little while five of
them lay wounded upon the ground, and the other seven had taken to flight.



Big Ferré returned triumphantly to his bed; but, heated by his exertions, he drank again too freely of cold
water. In consequence his fever returned, more violently than before. A few days
 afterwards the brave fellow, sinking under his sickness, went out of the world, conquered by water where
steel had been of no avail. "All his comrades and his country wept for him bitterly, for, so long as he lived,
the English would not have come nigh this place."



And so ended the short but brilliant career of the notable Big Ferré, one of those peasant heroes who have
risen from time to time in all countries, yet rarely have lived long enough to make their fame enduring. His
fate teaches one useful warning, that imprudence is often more dangerous than armed men.



We are told nothing concerning the fate of Longueil after his death. Probably the English found it an easy
prey when deprived of the peasant champion, who had held it so bravely and well; though it may be that the
wraith of the burly hero hung about the place and still inspired his late companions to successful resistance
to their foes. Its fate is one of those many half-told tales on which history shuts its door, after revealing
all that it holds to be of interest to mankind.




The Flight of the King



At  midnight of the 22nd of June, 1791, a heavy and lumbering carriage rolled slowly into the town of Varennes,
situated in the department of Meuse, in northeastern France. It had set out from Paris at an early hour of the
preceding day, and had now left that turbulent capital more than a hundred and fifty miles behind it, pursuing
a direct route towards the nearest frontier of the kingdom.



There were in this clumsy vehicle several plainly-dressed ladies, a man attired as a servant, and a half-grown
boy. They all seemed in the best of spirits, and felicitated themselves on having come so far without question
or obstruction. As they neared Varennes, however, an alarming sound was borne on the midnight air to their
ears,—that of a clanging bell, ringing quickly, as if in alarm. They entered the town and drove to the
post-house.



"Let us have horses at once," was the demand of the outriders; "we must go forward without delay."



"There are no horses ready," was the reply. "Have you your passports?"



The papers were presented and taken to M. Sausse, the public officer of the commune, a timid little
shop-keeper, sadly incompetent to deal with any matter that needed bold decision. He cast his eye over the
passports, which shook in his trembling
 hand. Yet they appeared to be all right, being made out in the name of Baron Korf, the man in the carriage
being named as a valet de chambre to the baron.



But the disturbed little commune officer knew better than that. A young man named Drouet, son of the
postmaster at St. Menehould, had, a half-hour or so before, ridden at furious speed into the town, giving
startling information to such of the citizens as he found awake. There quickly followed that ringing of the
alarm-bell which had pealed trouble into the ears of the approaching travellers.



M. Sausse approached the carriage, and bowed with the deepest respect before the seeming servant within.



"Will you not enter my house?" he asked. "There is a rumor abroad that we are so fortunate as to have our king
in our midst. If you remain in the carriage, while the municipal authorities are in council, your Majesty
might be exposed to insult."



The secret was out; it was the king of France who was thus masquerading in the dress of a lackey and speeding
with all haste towards the frontier. The town was alarmed: a group of armed men stood at the shopkeeper's door
as the traveller entered; some of them told him rudely that they knew him to be the king.



"If you recognize him," sharply answered the
 lady who followed, "speak to him with the respect you owe your king."



It was Marie Antoinette, though her dress was rather that of a waiting-maid than a queen. The ladies who
followed her were Madame Elizabeth, the princess, and the governess of the royal children. The boy was the
dauphin of France.



This flight had been undertaken under the management of General Bouillé, who had done all in his power to make
it successful, by stationing relays of soldiers along the road, procuring passports, and other necessary
details. But those intrusted with its execution had, aside from keeping the project a secret, clumsily managed
its details. The carriage procured was of great size, and loaded like a furniture van with luggage. There was
a day's delay in the start. Even the setting out was awkwardly managed; the queen leaving the palace on foot,
losing her way, and keeping her companions perilously waiting. The detachments of troops on the road were sure
to attract attention. Careful precautions for the defeat of the enterprise seemed to have been taken.



Yet all went well until St. Menehould was reached, though the king was recognized by more than one person on
the road. "We passed through the large town of Châlons-sur-Marne," wrote the young princess, "where we were
quite recognized. Many people praised God at seeing the king, and made vows for his escape."



All France had not yet reached the republican
 virulence of Paris. "All goes well, François," said the queen in a glad tone to Valory, her courier. "If we
were to have been stopped, it would have taken place already."



At St. Menehould, however, they found the people in a different temper. The king was recognized, and though
his carriage was not stopped, a detachment of dragoons, who had followed him at a distance, was not suffered
to proceed, the people cutting the girths of the horses. Young Drouet, of whom we have already spoken, sprang
on horseback and rode hurriedly on towards Varennes, preceding the carriage.



The soldiers who had been posted at Varennes were in no condition to assist the king. The son of Marquis
Bouillé, who had accompanied the royal party, found them helplessly intoxicated, and rode off at full speed to
inform his father of the alarming condition of affairs.



Meanwhile, the king, who had taken refuge in the shop of the grocer Sausse, awaited the municipal authorities
in no small perturbation of spirits. They presented themselves at length before him, bowing with great show of
respect, and humbly asking his orders.



"Have the horses put to my carriage without delay," he said, with no further attempt at concealment, "that I
may start for Montmédy."



They continued respectful, but were provided with various reasons why they could not obey: the horses were at
a distance; those in the stables were
 not in condition to travel; pretext after pretext was advanced for delay. In truth, no pretext was needed;
the adjoining street was filled with armed revolutionists, and in no case would the carriage have been
suffered to proceed.



As daybreak approached a detachment of dragoons rode into the town. They were those who had been posted near
Châlons, and who had ridden on towards Montmédy after the king's passage. Missing him, they had returned.
Choiseul, their commander, pushed through the people and entered the shop.



"You are environed here," he said to the king. "We are not strong enough to take the carriage through; but if
you will mount on horseback we can force a passage through the crowd."



"If I were alone I should try it," said Louis. "I cannot do it as matters stand. I am waiting for daylight;
they do not refuse to let me go on; moreover, M. de Bouillé will soon be here."



He did not recognize the danger of delay. The crowd in the streets was increasing; the bridge was barricaded;
the authorities had sent a messenger in haste to Paris to tell what had happened and ask orders from the
National Assembly.



"Tell M. de Bouillé that I am a prisoner," said the king to Captain Deslon, the commander of a detachment, who
had just reached him. "I suspect that he cannot do anything for me, but I desire him to do what he can."



The queen meanwhile was urgently entreating
 Madame Sausse to use her influence with her husband and procure an order for the king's release. She found
the good woman by no means inclined to favor her.



"You are thinking of the king," she said; "I am thinking of M. Sausse; each is for her own husband."



By this time the throng in the streets was growing impatient and violent. "To Paris! to Paris!" shouted the
people. The king grew frightened. Bouillé had failed to appear. There was no indication of his approach. The
excitement grew momentarily greater.



During this anxious interval two officers rode rapidly up on the road from Paris, and presented themselves
before the king. They were aides-de-camp of General Lafayette, commander of the National Guard. One of them,
Romeuf by name, handed Louis a decree of the assembly ordering pursuit and return of the king. It cited an act
which forbade any public functionary to remove himself more than twenty leagues from his post.



"I never sanctioned that," cried the king, angrily, flinging the paper on the bed where the dauphin lay.



The queen snatched it up hastily, exclaiming that the bed of her children should not be soiled by such a
document.



"Madame," said Romeuf, warningly, "do you wish that other eyes than mine should witness your anger?"



The queen blushed, and recovered with an effort the composure which she had suffered herself to lose.



A messenger now arrived from Bouillé bringing word that the detachments he had posted were moving towards
Varennes, and that he himself was on the way thither. But the tumult in the streets had grown hour by hour;
the people were becoming furious at the delay; it seemed certain that the arrival of the troops would be the
signal for a battle with the armed populace, who had strongly barricaded the town. Utterly disheartened, the
king gave orders for the carriage; he had decided to return to Paris.



An hour afterwards Bouillé, breathless from a long and hurried ride, arrived within sight of Varennes. Its
barricades met his eyes. He was told that the king had set out on his return an hour before. The game was up;
Louis had lost his last hope of escape; the loyal general took the road for Stenay, and that same evening
crossed the French frontier.



The king's carriage made its way back to Paris through a throng that lined the roads, and which became dense
when the city was reached. The National Guards held their arms reversed; none of the spectators uncovered
their heads; the flight of the king had put an end to his authority and to the respect of the people. It was a
sad procession that slowly made its way, in the evening light, along the boulevards towards the Tuileries.
When the king
 and queen entered the palace the doors were closed behind them, and armed guards stationed to prevent egress.
The palace had become a prison; Louis XVI. had ceased to reign; the National Assembly was now the governing
power in France.



What followed a few words may tell. In the succeeding year the Reign of Terror began, and Louis was taken from
the Tuileries to the Temple, a true prison. In December he was tried for treason and condemned to death, and
on January 21, 1793, his head fell under the knife of the guillotine. In October of the same year his unhappy
queen shared his fate.






 [image: Heritage History Logo]


 Historical Tales - French

 by 

 Charles Morris
 


 Original Copyright 1893


 All rights reserved.  This book and all parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form without prior permission of the publisher.
 

 
www.heritage-history.com



Bertrand du Guesclin



In  the castle of Motte-Broon, near Rennes, France, there was born about the year 1314 "the ugliest child from
Rennes to Dinan," as an uncomplimentary chronicle says. He was a flat-nosed, swarthy, big-headed,
broad-shouldered fellow, a regular wretch, in his own mother's words, violent in temper, using his fist as
freely as his tongue, driving his tutor away before he could teach him to read, but having no need to be
taught to fight, since this art came to him by nature. At sixteen he fled from home to Rennes, where he
entered into adventures, quarrels, and challenges, and distinguished himself by strength, courage, and a
strong sense of honor.



He quickly took part in the wars of the time, showed his prowess in every encounter, and in the war against
Navarre, won the highest honors. At a later date he engaged in the civil wars of Spain, where he headed an
army of thirty thousand men. In the end the adventurers who followed him, Burgundian, Picard, Champagnese,
Norman, and others, satisfied with their spoils, left him and returned to France. Bertrand had but some
fifteen hundred men-at-arms remaining under his command when a great peril confronted him. He was a supporter
of Henry of Transtamare, who was favorable to France, and who had made him Constable of
 Castile. This was not pleasing to Edward III. of England. Don Pedro the Cruel, a king equally despised and
detested, had been driven from Castile by the French allies of his brother Henry. Edward III. determined to
replace him on the throne, and with this intent sent his son, the Black Prince, with John Chandos, the ablest
of the English leaders, and an army of twenty-seven thousand men, into the distracted kingdom.



A fierce battle followed on April 3, 1367. The ill-disciplined soldiers of Henry were beaten and put to rout.
Du Guesclin and his men-at-arms alone maintained the fight, with a courage that knew no yielding. In the end
they were partly driven back, partly slain. Du Guesclin set his back against a wall, and fought with heroic
courage. There were few with him. Up came the Prince of Wales, saw what was doing, and cried,—



"Gentle marshals of France, and you too, Bertrand, yield yourselves to me."



"Yonder men are my foes," exclaimed Don Pedro, who accompanied the prince; "it is they who took from me my
kingdom, and on them I mean to take vengeance."



He came near to have ended his career of vengeance then and there. Du Guesclin, incensed at his words, sprang
forward and dealt him so furious a blow with his sword as to hurl him fainting to the ground. Then, turning to
the prince, the valiant warrior said, "Nathless, I give up my sword to the most valiant prince on earth."



The prince took the sword, and turning to the Captal of Buch, the Navarrese commander, whom Bertrand had years
before defeated and captured, bade him keep the prisoner.



"Aha, Sir Bertrand," said the Captal, "you took me at the battle of Cocherel, and to-day I've got you."



"Yes," retorted Bertrand; "but at Cocherel I took you myself, and here you are only my keeper."



Pedro was restored to the throne of Castile,—which he was not long to hold,—and the Prince of Wales returned
to Bordeaux, bringing him his prisoner. He treated him courteously enough, but held him in strict captivity,
and to Sir Hugh Calverley, who begged that he would release him at a ransom suited to his small estate, he
answered,—



"I have no wish for ransom from him. I will have his life prolonged in spite of himself. If he were released
he would be in battle again, and always making war."



And so Bertrand remained in captivity, until an event occurred of which the chroniclers give us an
entertaining story. It is this event which it is our purpose to relate.



A day came in which the Prince of Wales and his noble companions, having risen from dinner, were amusing
themselves with narratives of daring deeds of arms, striking love-passages, and others of the tales with which
the barons of that day were wont to solace their leisure. The talk came round to the story of how St. Louis,
when captive in Tunis, had
 been ransomed with fine gold, paid down by weight. At this point the prince spoke, somewhat unthinkingly.



"When a good knight is made prisoner in fair feat of arms," he said, "and sworn to abide prisoner, he should
on no account depart without his master's leave. But one should not demand such portion of his substance in
ransom as to leave him unable to equip himself again."



The Sire de Lebret, who was friendly to Du Guesclin, answered,—



"Noble sire, be not angry if I relate what I have heard said of you in your absence."



"By my faith," said the prince, "right little should I love follower of mine, sitting at my table, if he heard
a word said against my honor and apprised me not of it."



"Sire," answered he of Lebret, "men say that you hold in prison a knight whose name I well know, whom you dare
not deliver."



"That is true," broke in Oliver de Clisson; "I have heard the same said."



The prince heard them with a countenance that reddened with anger.



"I know no knight in the world," he declared, "who, if he were my prisoner, I would not put to a fair ransom,
according to his ability."



"How, then, do you forget Bertrand du Guesclin?" said Lebret.



The prince doubly changed color on hearing this. He felt himself fairly caught, and, after a minute's
 indecision, he gave orders that Bertrand should be brought before him.



The knights who went in search found Bertrand talking with his chamberlain, as a relief to his weariness.



"You are come in good time," he said to his visitors, and bade the chamberlain bring wine.



"It is fitting that we should have good and strong wine," said one of the knights, "for we bring you good and
pleasant tidings, with the best of good-will."



"The prince has sent us for you," said another. "We think you will be ransomed by the help of the many friends
you have in court."



"What say you?" answered Bertrand. "I have not a half-penny to my purse, and owe more than ten thousand livres
in this city, which have been lent me since I have been held prisoner here. I cannot well ask more from my
friends."



"How have you got rid of so much?" asked one of his visitors.



"I can easily answer for that," said Bertrand, with a laugh. "I have eaten, drunk, given, and played at dice.
A little money is soon spent. But that matters not; if once free I shall soon pay it. He who, for my help,
lends me the keys of his money, has it in the best of keeping."



"Sir, you are stout-hearted," answered an officer. "It seems to you that everything which you would have must
happen."



"By my faith, you are right," said Bertrand,
 heartily. "In my view a dispirited man is a beaten and discomfited one."



"Surely there is enchantment in your blood," rejoined the officer, "for you seem proof against every shock."



Leaving Bertrand's chamber, they sought that in which was the prince and his companions. The prisoner was
dressed in a rough gray coat, and bore himself with manly ease and assurance. The prince laughed pleasantly on
seeing him.



"Well, Bertrand, how are you?" he asked.



"Sir, when it shall please you, I may fare better," answered Bertrand, bowing slightly. "Many a day have I
heard the rats and mice, but it is long since I have heard the song of birds. I shall hear them when it is
your pleasure."



"That shall be when you will, Bertrand," said the prince. "I require you only to swear never to bear arms
against me nor these with me, nor to assist Henry of Spain. If you consent to this, we shall set you free, pay
your debts, and give ten thousand florins to equip you anew. If you refuse, you shall not go."



"Then, sir," answered Bertrand, proudly, "my deliverance will not come to pass, for before I do this, may I
lie chained by the leg in prison while I live. With God's will, I shall never be a reproach to my friends, but
shall serve with my whole heart the good king of France, and the noble dukes of Anjou, Berry, Burgundy, and
Bourbon, whose subject I have been. But, so please you, worthy prince, suffer
 me to go. You have held me too long in prison, wrongfully and without cause. Had I been free I had intended
to go from France, to work out my salvation by fighting the Saracens."



"Why, then, went you not straight, without stopping?" asked the prince.



"I will tell you," exclaimed Bertrand, in a loud and fierce tone. "We found Peter,—the curse of God confound
him!—who had long since thrice falsely murdered his noble queen, who was of the royal blood of France and your
own cousin. I stopped to take revenge for her, and to help Henry, whom I believe to be the rightful king of
Spain. But you, through pride and covetousness of gold and silver, came to Spain, thinking to have the throne
after the death of Peter. In this you injured your own blood and troubled me and my people, ruined your
friends and famished your army, and for what? After all this, Peter has deceived you by cheating and trickery,
for he has not kept faith nor covenant with you. But for this, by my soul and faith, I thank him heartily."



These bold words were listened to by the prince with a changeful face. Seldom had he heard the truth spoken so
bluntly, or with such firm composure in the speaker. When he had ceased, the prince rose, and with a somewhat
bitter laugh declared that, on his soul, Bertrand had spoken but the truth. The barons around repeated the
same among themselves, and, fixing their eyes on Bertrand, said,—"A brave fellow, the Breton."



"Whether this be truth or no, Bertrand," continued the prince, "you have rejected my offer, and shall not
escape without a good ransom. It vexes me to let you go at all, for your king has none like you; but as men
say that I keep you prisoner because I fear you, you shall go free on payment of sufficient ransom. Men shall
learn that I neither fear nor care for you."



"Sir, I thank you," said Bertrand. "But I am a poor knight of little name and small means. What estate I have
is deeply mortgaged for the purchase of war-horses, and I owe besides in this town full ten thousand florins.
I pray you, therefore, to be moderate, and deliver me."



"Where will you go, fair sir?" asked the prince.



"Where I may regain my loss," answered Bertrand. "More than that, I say not."



"Consider, then," said the prince, "what ransom you will give me. What sum you name shall be enough for me."



"I trust you will not stoop to retract your meaning," rejoined Bertrand. "And since you are content to refer
it to my pleasure, I ought not to value myself too low. So I will give and engage for my freedom one hundred
thousand double golden florins."



These words roused the greatest surprise and excitement in the room. Many of those present started, and the
prince changed color, as he looked around at his knights.



"Does he mean to make game of me, that he
 offers such a sum?" asked the prince. "I would gladly free him for the quarter."



Then, turning again to Bertrand, who stood with impassive countenance, he said,—



"Bertrand, neither can you pay, nor do I wish such a sum. So consider again."



"Sir," answered Bertrand, with grave composure, "since you wish not so much, I place myself at sixty thousand
double florins; you shall not have less, if you but discharge me."



"Be it so," said the prince. "I agree to it."



Then Bertrand looked round him with glad eyes, and drew up his form with proud assurance.



"Sir," he said, "Prince Henry may truly vaunt that he will die king of Spain, cost him what it may, if he but
lend me half my ransom, and the king of France the other. If I can neither go nor send to these two, I will
get all the spinstresses in France to spin it, rather than that I should remain longer in your hands."



"What sort of man is this?" said the prince, aside to his lords. "He is startled by nothing, either in act or
thought; no more than if he had all the gold in the world. He has set himself at sixty thousand double
florins, when I would have willingly accepted ten thousand."



The barons talked among one another, lost in astonishment. Bertrand stood aside, his eyes fixed quietly upon
the prince.



"Am I then at liberty?" he asked.



"Whence shall the money come?" queried Chandos.



"Trust me to find it," said Bertrand. "I have good friends."



"By my faith," answered Chandos, heartily, "you have one of them here. If you need my help, thus much I say: I
will lend you ten thousand."



"You have my thanks," answered Bertrand. "But before accepting your offer, I will try the people of my own
country."



The confidence of the gallant soldier was not misplaced. Part of the sum was raised among his Breton friends,
and King Charles V. of France lent him thirty thousand Spanish doubloons. In the beginning of 1368 the Prince
of Wales set him at liberty.



The remaining story of the life of Du Guesclin is a stirring and interesting one. War was the only trade he
knew, and he plunged boldly into it. First he joined the Duke of Anjou, who was warring in Provence against
Queen Joan of Naples. Then he put his sword again at the service of Henry of Transtamare, who was at war once
more with Pedro the Cruel, and whom he was soon to dethrone and slay with his own hand. But shortly afterwards
war broke out again between France and England, and Charles V. summoned Du Guesclin to Paris.



The king's purpose was to do the greatest honor to the poor but proud soldier. He offered him the high office
of Constable of France,—commander-in-chief of the army and the first dignitary under the crown. Du Guesclin
prayed earnestly to be excused, but the king insisted, and he in the end felt obliged
 to yield. The poor Breton had now indeed risen to high estate. The king set him beside himself at table,
showed him the deepest affection, and showered on him gifts and estates. His new wealth the free-handed
soldier dispensed lavishly, giving numerous and sumptuous dinners, where, says his poet chronicler,—





	"At Bertrand's plate gazed every eye,


	So massive, chased so gloriously."








This plate proved a slippery possession. More than once he pledged it, and in the end sold great part of it,
to pay "without fail the knights and honorable fighting-men of whom he was the leader."



The war roused a strong spirit of nationality through France. Towns, strongholds, and castles were everywhere
occupied and fortified. The English marched through the country, but found no army in the field, no stronghold
that was to be had without a hard siege. Du Guesclin adopted the waiting policy, and kept to it firmly against
all opposition of lord or prince. It was his purpose to let the English scatter and waste themselves in a host
of small operations and petty skirmishes. For eight years the war continued, with much suffering to France,
with no gain to England. In 1373 an English army landed at Calais, which overran nearly the whole of France
without meeting a French army or mastering a French fortress, while incessantly harassed by detached parties
of soldiers. On returning, of the thirty thousand horses with
 which they had landed, "they could not muster more than six thousand at Bordeaux, and had lost full a third
of their men and more. There were seen noble knights who had great possessions in their own country, toiling
along afoot, without armor, and begging their bread from door to door without getting any." Such were the
happy results for France of the Fabian policy of the Constable Du Guesclin.



A truce was at length signed, that both parties might have time to breathe. Soon afterwards, on June 8, 1376,
the Black Prince died, and in June of the following year his father, Edward III., followed him to the tomb,
and France was freed from its greatest foes. During his service as constable, Bertrand had recovered from
English hands the provinces of Poitou, Guienne, and Auvergne, and thus done much towards the establishment of
a united France.



Du Guesclin was not long to survive his great English enemies. The king treated him unjustly, and he threw up
his office of constable, declaring that he would seek Spain and enter the service of Henry of Castile. This
threat brought the king to his senses. He sent the Dukes of Anjou and Bourbon to beg Du Guesclin to retain his
office. The indignant soldier yielded to their persuasions, accepted again the title of Constable of France,
and died four days afterwards, on July 13, 1380. He had been sent into Languedoc to suppress disturbances and
brigandage, provoked by the harsh government
 of the Duke of Anjou, and in this service fell sick while besieging Châteauneuf-Randon, in the Gévandan, a
fortress then held by the English. He died at sixty-six years of age, with his last words exhorting the
captains around him "never to forget that, in whatsoever country they might be making war, churchmen, women,
children, and the poor people were not their enemies."



He won victory even after his death, so say the chronicles of that day. It is related that an agreement had
been made for the surrender of the besieged fortress, and that the date fixed was July 14, the day after Du
Guesclin died. The new commander of the army summoned the governor to surrender, but he declared that he had
given his word to Du Guesclin, and would yield the place to no other. He was told that the constable was dead.



"Very well;" he replied, "I will carry the keys of the town to his tomb."



And so he did. He marched out of the place at the head of his garrison, passed through the lines of the
besieging army, knelt before Du Guesclin's corpse, and laid the keys of Châteauneuf-Randon on his bier.



And thus passed away one of the greatest and noblest warriors France had ever known, honored in life and
triumphant in death.




Peter the Hermit




In  the last decade of the eleventh century there might have been seen, wandering through every part of France
and Germany, a man of singular appearance. Small of stature, almost dwarfish in size, emaciated by rigid
austerities, angular and ungainly in form, clad in a woollen tunic over which he wore a serge cloak that came
down to his heels, his head and feet bare, and mounted on an ass that seemed to have practised the same
austerities as its master, this singular person rode up and down the land, rousing everywhere as he went the
wildest enthusiasm. Miserable as he seemed in body, he was a man of active and earnest mind, of quick
intellect, keen and penetrating eye, and an ease, fluency, and force of speech that gave him the power to sway
multitudes and stir up the soul of Europe as no man before him had ever done.



This man was Peter the Hermit, the father of the Crusades. He had been a soldier in his youth; afterwards a
married man and father of a family; later a monk and recluse; then a pilgrim to Jerusalem, now he was an envoy
from Simeon, patriarch of Jerusalem, to arouse the nations of Europe with the story of the cruelties to which
Christian pilgrims were subjected by the barbarous Turks.



The pope, Urban II., had blessed his enterprise; and then, dressed and mounted as described, and
 bearing in his arms a huge cross, the inspired envoy rode throughout the Teutonic lands, everywhere
recounting with vehement speech and with the force of fiery indignation the sufferings of the Christians and
the barbarities of the Turks, and calling on all pious souls to take arms in defence of the Holy Sepulchre and
for the emancipation of the Holy Land from infidel control.



"We saw him at that time," says Guibert de Nogent; his contemporary, "scouring city and town, and preaching
everywhere. The people crowded around him, heaped presents upon him, and celebrated his sanctity by such great
praises that I remember not that like honor was ever rendered to any other person. In all that he did or said
he seemed to have in him something divine, insomuch that people went so far as to pluck hairs from his mule to
keep as relics."



Never had mankind been more excited. All Europe was aroused, indignant, fiery. The Holy Sepulchre must be
rescued, Palestine must be in the hands of the Christians, the infidel Turks must be driven from that sacred
soil and punished for the indignities they had heaped upon pilgrims, Europe must march to Asia, and win
salvation by driving the unbelieving barbarian from the land sanctified by the feet of Christ.



Everywhere men rose, seized their arms and prepared for the march, of whose length and dangers few of them
dreamed. "The most distant islands and savage countries," says William of Malmesbury,
 "were inspired by this ardent passion. The Welshman left his hunting, the Scotchman his fellowship with
vermin, the Dane his drinking-party, the Norwegian his raw fish." So far extended the story of the mission of
Peter the Hermit; while in France, Germany, and the other lands in which he made his indignant and fiery
appeals, the whole population seemed ready to rise and march en masse to the Holy Land.



In 1095, taking advantage of this enthusiasm, Urban II., the pope, called a council at Clermont, in Auvergne,
where numbers of clergymen and multitudes of people assembled. Here, after the council, the pope mounted a
platform which rose in the midst of a great open space, and around which extended a vast throng of knights,
nobles, and common people. Peter the Hermit stood by the pope's side, and told the story of the miseries and
humiliations of the Christians in Jerusalem in that fiery and fluent oratory which had stirred the soul of all
Europe. Pope Urban followed in an impassioned address, recounting the sufferings of the Christian pilgrims,
and calling upon the people of France to rise for their deliverance.



"Men of France," he said, "men from beyond the mountains, nations chosen and beloved of God, right valiant
knights, recall the virtues of your ancestors, the virtue and greatness of King Charlemagne and your other
kings; it is from you above all that Jerusalem awaits the help she invokes, for to you, above all nations, God
has vouchsafed signal glory
 in arms. Christians, put an end to your own misdeeds and let concord reign among you while in those distant
lands. If necessary, your bodies will redeem your souls. . . . These things I publish and command, and for
their execution I appoint the end of the coming spring."



His eloquent words roused the mass to madness. From the throng rose one general cry, "God wills it! God wills
it!" Again and again it was repeated as if it would never end, while swords waving in the air, banners
floating on high, and every indication of applause and approval, attested the excitement and enthusiasm of the
crowd.



"If the Lord God were not in your soul, you would not all have uttered the same words," cried the pope, when
he could make himself heard. "In the battle, then, be those your war-cry, those words that came from God. In
the army of our Lord let nought be heard but that one shout, 'God wills it! God wills it!' Whosoever hath a
wish to enter upon this pilgrimage, let him wear upon his breast or his brow the cross of the Lord, and let
him who, in accomplishment of his desire, shall be willing to march away, place the cross behind him, between
his shoulders; for thus he will fulfil the precept of the Lord, who said, 'He that doth not take up his cross
and follow me, is not worthy of me.'"



These words aroused a new enthusiasm. The desire to assume the cross spread like a contagion through the
crowd. Adhemar, bishop of Puy, was the first to receive it from the pope's hands. This
 emblem was of red cloth, sewed on the right shoulder of the coat, or fastened on the front of the helmet. In
haste the crowd sought materials to make it. The passion for wearing the cross spread like wild fire through
Europe. Peter the Hermit, seconded by the pope, had given birth to the Crusades.



The first outburst of enthusiasm was, as always, the strongest. It has been said that in the spring of 1096
six million souls took the road to Palestine. This is, doubtless, a vast exaggeration, but great numbers set
out, and an immense multitude of ignorant and enthusiastic people pushed tumultuously towards the Holy Land,
in advance of the organized armies of the First Crusade.



As early as the 8th of March, 1096, great mobs—they cannot fairly be called armies—began their journey towards
Palestine. They were not only composed of armed men; women and children made up part of them; whole families
abandoned their villages; and without organization or provisions, or a knowledge of what lay before them, the
ignorant and enthusiastic mass pushed onward with unquestioning faith.



The first body of these enthusiasts, led by a poor knight called Walter the Penniless, was cut to pieces by
the natives of Bulgaria, a few only reaching Constantinople. A second multitude, forty thousand strong, was
headed by Peter the Hermit. It was similar in character to the preceding. Whenever a town came in sight on
their way, the children eagerly asked if that were Jerusalem. The elders
 were little better informed. Onward they went, through Hungary, through Bulgaria, through the provinces of
the Greek empire, everywhere committing excesses, everywhere treated as enemies by the incensed people, until
the line of march was strewn with their dead bodies. Peter the Hermit sought to check their excesses, but in
vain; and when, at length, a miserable remnant of them reached Constantinople, the Emperor Alexius hastened to
convey them across the Bosphorus, to save the suburbs of his city from their ravages.



In Asia Minor they were assailed by the Turks, and numbers of them slain; and when, in the spring of the next
year, Godfrey de Bouillon and the other Crusader chiefs, with a real army of knights and men-at-arms, reached
that locality, and marched to besiege Nicæa, the first important Turkish stronghold on their line of march,
they saw coming to meet them a miserable band, with every indication of woeful destitution, at whose head
appeared Peter the Hermit. It was the handful of destitute wanderers that remained from the hundreds of
thousands who had set out with such high hopes a year before.



Thus began that great movement from Europe towards Asia, which was to continue for several centuries, and end
at length in disaster and defeat. But we are concerned here only with Peter the Hermit, and the conclusion of
his career. He had set the flood in motion; how far was he to be borne on its waves?



The chiefs of the army welcomed him with respect and consideration, and heard with interest and feeling his
account of the misfortunes of those under his leadership, and how they were due to their own ignorance,
violence, and insubordination. With the few who survived from the multitude he joined the crusading army, and
regained the ardent hopes which had almost vanished from his heart.



The army that reached Nicæa is said to have been six hundred thousand strong, though they were probably not
nearly so many. On they went with many adventures, meeting the Turks in battle, suffering from hunger and
thirst, enduring calamities, losing many by death, until at length the great city of Antioch was reached and
besieged.



Here at first food was plenty and life easy. But the Turks held out, winter came, provisions grew scarce, life
ceased to be agreeable. Such was the discouragement that succeeded that several men of note deserted the army
of the cross, among them Robert, duke of Normandy, William, viscount of Melun, called the Carpenter,
from his mighty battle-axe, and Peter the Hermit himself. Their flight caused the greatest indignation.
Tancred, one of the leaders, hurried after and overtook them, and brought them back to the camp, where they,
overcome by shame, swore on the Gospel never again to abandon the cause of the cross.



In time Antioch was taken, and the Turks therein massacred. But, unknown to the Crusaders, an immense army of
Turks was being organized in Syria
 for its relief; and four days after its capture the Crusaders found themselves in their turn besieged, the
place being completely enclosed.



Day by day the blockade became more strict. Suffering from want of food began. Starvation threatened the
citizens and the army alike. It seemed as if the crusade might end there and then, in the death or captivity
of all concerned in it; when an incident, esteemed miraculous, roused the spirits of the soldiers and achieved
their deliverance.



A priest of Marseilles, Peter Bartholomew by name, presented himself before the chief and said that he had had
a marvellous dream. St. Andrew had thrice appeared to him, saying, "Go into the church of my brother Peter at
Antioch, and hard by the high altar thou wilt find, on digging up the ground, the head of the spear which
pierced our Redeemer's side. That, carried in front of the army, will bring about the deliverance of the
Christians."



The search was made, a spear-head was found, hope, confidence, enthusiasm were restored, and with loud shouts
the half-starved multitude demanded that they should be led against the enemy. But before doing so, the chiefs
decided to apprise the leader of the Turks of their intention, and for this purpose chose Peter the Hermit as
their boldest and ablest speaker.



Peter, therefore, under a flag of truce, sought the Turkish camp, presented himself without any mark
 of respect before Corboghâ, the leader of the Turks, and his captains, and boldly told them the decision of
the crusading chiefs.



"They offer thee," he said, "the choice between divers determinations: either that thou appear alone in person
to fight with one of our princes, in order that, if victorious, thou mayst obtain all thou canst demand, or,
if vanquished, thou mayst remain quiet; or again, pick out divers of thine who shall fight, on the same terms,
with the same number of ours; or, lastly, agree that the two armies shall prove, one against the other, the
fortune of battle."



Corboghâ received this challenge as an amusing jest, saying that the chiefs must be in a desperate state to
send him such a proposition. "Go, and tell these fools," he said, "that all whom I shall find in full
possession of all the powers of the manly age shall have their lives, and shall be reserved by me for my
master's service, and that all others shall fall beneath my sword, as useless trees, so that there shall
remain of them not even a faint remembrance. Had I not deemed it more convenient to destroy them by famine
than to smite them with the sword, I should already have gotten forcible mastery of the city, and they would
have reaped the fruits of their voyage hither by undergoing the law of vengeance."



Corboghâ spoke much too hastily. Before night of the next day he was a helpless fugitive, his army destroyed
or dispersed. Peter the Hermit returned with his message, but, by the advice of Godfrey de
 Bouillon, he simply announced that the Turks desired battle, and that instant preparation for it must be
made. On the next day the whole Christian army, armed and enthusiastic, issued from the city, a part of the
clergy marching at their head, the miraculous spear-head borne before them, and attacked the Turks in their
camp. The battle was long, fierce, and stubborn, but in the end the Turks gave way before the fury of
Christian enthusiasm, and fled for their lives, vast multitudes of them being slain on the field, while the
vain-glorious Corboghâ rode in all haste, with a weak escort, towards far-off Bagdad.



The camp of the Turks was taken and pillaged. It yielded fifteen thousand camels and an unnamed multitude of
horses. The tent of Corboghâ proved a rich prize. It was laid out in streets, flanked by towers, in imitation
of a fortified town, was everywhere enriched with gold and precious stones, and was so spacious that it would
have contained more than two thousand persons. It was sent to Italy, where it was long preserved. So great was
the spoil that, says Albert of Aix, "every Crusader found himself richer than he had been at starting from
Europe."



In June, 1099, the Crusaders arrived before Jerusalem, and saw with eyes of wonder and delight the vision of
the Holy City which they had come so far to gaze upon. After a month of siege the chiefs fixed a day for the
grand assault, and on the day preceding that chosen the whole army marched, fasting,
 and preceded by their priests, in slow procession round the walls, halting at every hallowed spot, listening
to the hymns and exhortations of their priests, and looking upward with wrathful eyes at the insults heaped by
the Islamites upon the cross and other symbols of the Christian faith.



"Ye see," cried Peter the Hermit, "the blasphemies of God's enemies. Now, this I swear to you by your faith;
this I swear to you by the arms you carry; to-day these infidels are still full of pride and insolence, but
to-morrow they shall be frozen with fear; those mosques, which tower over Christian ruins, shall serve for
temples to the true God, and Jerusalem shall hear no longer aught but the praises of the Lord."



His words were received with shouts of applause by the whole army. His had been the first voice to call Europe
to the deliverance of the Holy City; now, with a strong army to back him, he gazed on the walls of Jerusalem,
still in the hands of the infidels, likely soon to be in the hands of the Christians. Well might he feel joy
and self-gratification, in thinking that all this was his work, and that he had been the apostle of the
greatest event in modern history.



On the next day, July 14, 1099, the assault began at daybreak. On Friday, the 15th, Jerusalem fell into the
hands of the Crusaders, and the mission of Peter the Hermit was accomplished, the Holy City was won.



With that great day ended the active part played
 by Peter the Hermit in history. He was received with the greatest respect by the Christian dwellers in
Jerusalem, who exerted themselves to render him the highest honors, and attributed to him alone, after God,
their deliverance from the sufferings which they had so long endured. On his return to Europe he founded a
monastery near Hue, in the diocese of Liége, where he spent the remainder of his life in retirement, respected
and honored by all, and died there on the 11th of July, 1115.




The Huns at Orleans




On  the edge of a grand plain, almost in the centre of France, rises a rich and beautiful city, time-honored and
famous, for it stood there before France had begun and while Rome still spread its wide wings over this whole
region, and it has been the scene of some of the most notable events in French history. The Gauls, one of
whose cities it was, named it Genabum. The Romans renamed it Aurelian, probably from their Emperor Aurelian.
Time and the evolution of the French language wore this name down to Orleans, by which the city has for many
centuries been known.



The broad Loire, the longest river of France, sweeps the foot of the sloping plain on which the city stands,
and bears its commerce to the sea. Near by grows a magnificent forest, one of the largest in France, covering
no less than ninety-four thousand acres. Within the city appears the lofty spires of a magnificent cathedral,
while numerous towers rise from a maze of buildings, giving the place, from a distance, a highly attractive
aspect. It is still surrounded by its mediæval walls, outside of which extend prosperous suburbs, while far
and wide beyond stretches the fertile plain.



Such is the Orleans of to-day. In the past it was the scene of two striking and romantic events, one of them
associated with the name of Joan of Arc,
the most interesting figure in French history; the other, which we have now to tell, concerned with the
terrible Attila and his horde of devastating Huns, who had swept over Europe and threatened to annihilate
civilization. Orleans was the turning-point in the career of victory of this all-conquering barbarian. From
its walls he was driven backward to defeat.



[image: [Illustration]]


CITY OF ORLEANS


Out from the endless wilds of Scythia had poured a vast swarm of nomad horsemen, ill-favored, fierce,
ruthless, the scions of the desert and seemingly sworn to make a desert of Europe. They were led by Attila,
the "Scourge of God," as he called himself, in the tracks of whose horse's hoofs the grass could never grow
again, as he proudly boasted.



Writers of the time picture to us this savage chieftain as a deformed monster, short, ill-formed, with a large
head, swarthy complexion, small, deep-seated eyes, flat nose, a few hairs in place of a beard, and with a
habit of fiercely rolling his eyes, as if to inspire terror. He had broad shoulders, a square, strong form,
and was as powerful in body as he was ready and alert in mind. The man had been born for a conqueror, and
Europe was his prey.



The Scythians adored the god of war, whom they worshipped under the shape of an iron cimeter. It was through
the aid of this superstition that Attila raised himself to dominion over their savage and tameless hordes. One
of their shepherds, finding that a heifer was wounded in the foot, followed the track of blood which the
animal had made, and discovered
amid the long grass the point of an ancient sword. This he dug from the earth in which it was buried and
presented to Attila. The artful chief claimed that it was a celestial gift, sent to him by the god of war, and
giving him a divine claim to the dominion of the earth. Doubtless his sacred gift was consecrated with the
Scythian rites,—a lofty heap of fagots, three hundred yards in length and breadth, being raised on a spacious
plain, the sword of Mars placed erect on its summit, and the rude altar consecrated by the blood of sheep,
horses, and probably of human captives. But Attila soon proved a better claim to a divine commission by
leading the hordes of the Huns to victory after victory, until he threatened to subjugate, if not to
depopulate, all Europe. It was in pursuance of this conquering career that he was brought, in the year 451, to
the banks of the Rhine and the borders of the future realm of France, then still known as Gaul, and held by
the feeble hand of the expiring empire of Rome.



The broad Rhine proved but a feeble obstacle to the innumerable cavalry of the Huns. A bridge of boats was
quickly built, and across the stream they poured into the fair provinces of Gaul. Universal consternation
prevailed. Long peace had made the country rich, and had robbed its people of their ancient valor. As the
story goes, the degenerate Gauls trusted for their defence to the prayers of the saints. St. Lupus saved
Troyes. The prayers of St. Genevieve turned the march of Attila aside
from Paris. Unluckily, most of the cities of the land held neither saints nor soldiers, and the Huns made
these their helpless prey. City after city was taken and ruined. The fate of Metz will serve as an example of
the policy of the Huns. In this city, as we are told, priests and infants alike were slain, and the
flourishing city was so utterly destroyed that only a chapel of St. Stephen was left to mark its site. Its
able-bodied inhabitants were probably reserved to be sold as slaves.



And now, in the prosecution of his ruinous march, Attila fixed his camp before the walls of Orleans, a city
which he designed to make the central post of the dominion which he hoped to establish in Gaul. It was to be
his fortified centre of conquest. Upon it rested the fate of the whole great province.



Orleans lay behind its walls trembling with dread, as the neigh of the Hunnish horses sounded in its ears, as
the standards of the Hunnish host floated in the air. Yet it was not quite defenceless. Its walls had been
recently strengthened. Behind them lay a force of soldiers, or of armed citizens, who repelled the first
assaults of the foe. An army was known to be marching to its relief. All was not lost.



Forty years earlier Rome had fallen before Alaric, the Goth. The empire was now in the last stages of
decreptitude. Yet by fortunate chance it had an able soldier at the head of its armies, Ætius, the noblest son
of declining Rome. "The graceful figure of Ætius," says a contemporary historian, "was not above the middle
stature; but his manly
limbs were admirably formed for strength, beauty, and agility; and he excelled in the martial exercises of
managing a horse, drawing the bow, and darting the javelin. He could patiently endure the want of food or of
sleep; and his mind and body were alike capable of the most laborious efforts. He possessed the genuine
courage that can despise not only dangers but injuries; and it was impossible either to corrupt, or deceive,
or intimidate the firm integrity of his soul."



When the Huns invaded Gaul, this skilled and valiant commander flew to its relief. To his Roman army he added
an army of the Visigoths of Southern Gaul, under their King Theoderic, and marched to the rescue of the land.
But the gathering of this army took precious time, during which the foe wrought ruin upon the land. The siege
of Orleans had begun by the time Ætius was fairly ready to begin his march.



In that seemingly doomed city all was terror and dismay. A speedy capture, a frightful massacre, or a no less
frightful enslavement to the savage Huns, was the dread of the trembling inhabitants. They had no saint to
rescue them by his prayers. All their hope lay in the arms of their feeble garrison and the encouraging words
of their bishop, in whose heart alone courage seemed to keep alive.



Anianus was the name of this valiant and wise churchman, whose counsels of hope alone sustained the despairing
citizens, whose diligence and earnestness animated the garrison in its defence. The
siege was fierce, the defence obstinate, the army of relief was known to be on its way, if they could but hold
out till it came. Anianus, counting the days and hours with intense anxiety, kept a sentinel on the lookout
for the first signs of the advancing host of Romans and Goths. Yet hours and days went by, and no sign of
flashing steel or floating banner could be seen, until the stout heart of the bishop himself was almost ready
to give way to the despair which possessed so many of the citizens.



The Huns advanced point by point. They were already in the suburbs. The walls were shaking beneath the blows
of their battering-rams. The city could not much longer be held. At length came a day which threatened to end
with Orleans in the hands of the ruthless foe. And still the prayed-for relief came not. Hope seemed at an
end.



While such of the people as could not bear arms lay prostrate in prayer, Anianus, hopeful to the last, sent
his messenger to the ramparts to look for the banners of the Roman army. Far and wide, from his lofty outlook,
the keen-eyed sentinel surveyed the surrounding country. In vain he looked. No moving object was visible, only
the line of the forest and the far-off bordering horizon. He returned with this discouraging tidings.



"Go again," said the bishop. "They should have been here before now. Any minute may bring them. Go again."



The sentinel returned, and again swept the horizon with his eyes, noting every visible object, seeing
nothing to give him hope. With heavy tread he returned to the bishop, and reported his failure.



"They must be near!" cried Anianus, with nervous impatience. "Go; look once more. Let nothing escape your
eyes."



Back went the messenger, again mounted the rampart, again swept the plain with his eyes. Nothing,—ah! what was
that, on the horizon, at the very extremity of the landscape, that small, faint cloud, which he had not seen
before? He watched it; it seemed to grow larger and nearer. In haste he returned to the bishop with the
hopeful news.



"I have seen a distant mist, like a far-off cloud of dust," he said. "It is moving. It comes nearer."



"It is the aid of God!" burst from the lips of the bishop, his heart suddenly elate with joy. And from the
expectant multitude, through whose ranks ran like wildfire the inspiring tidings, burst the same glad cry, "It
is the aid of God!"



Crowds ran in all haste to the ramparts; hundreds of eyes were fixed on the far-off, mist-like object; every
moment it grew larger and more distinct; flashes, as of steel, color, as of standards, were gradually
perceived; at last a favorable wind blew aside the dust, and to their joyful eyes, under this gray canopy,
appeared the waving folds of banners, and under them, in serried array, the squadrons of the Roman and Gothic
troops, pressing forward in all haste to the relief of the beleaguered city.



Well might the citizens cry, "It is the aid of God!" The army of Ætius had come not a day, not an hour, too
soon. The walls had given way before the thundering blows of the battering-rams. A breach had been made
through which the Huns were swarming. Only for the desire of Attila to save the city, it might have been
already in flames. As it was, the savage foes were breaking into the houses in search of plunder, and dividing
such citizens as they had seized into groups to be led into captivity, when this cry of glad relief broke
loudly upon the air.



The news that had aroused the citizens quickly reached the ears of Attila. A strong army of enemies was at
hand. There was no time to occupy and attempt to defend the city. If his men were assailed by citizens and
soldiers in those narrow streets they might be slaughtered without mercy. Prudence dictated a retreat.



Attila was as prudent as he was daring. The sound of trumpets recalled his obedient hordes. Out they swarmed
through the openings which had permitted their entrance. Soon the army of the Huns was in full retreat, while
the advancing host of Romans and Goths marched proudly into the open gates of the delivered city, with banners
proudly floating and trumpets loudly blaring, while every heart within those walls was in a thrill of joy.
Orleans had been saved, almost by magic as it seemed, for never had been peril more extreme, need more
pressing. An hour more of delay, and
Orleans, perhaps the whole province of Gaul, had been lost.



We may briefly conclude the story of this invasion of the Huns. Attila, convinced of the strength and spirit
of his enemy, retreated in haste, foreseeing ruin if he should be defeated in the heart of Gaul. He crossed
the Seine, and halted not until he had reached the plains of Châlons, whose level surface was well adapted to
the evolutions of the skilled horsemen who formed the strength of his hordes.



As he retreated, the Romans and Goths followed, pressing him sharply, making havoc in his rear-guard, reaching
Châlons so closely upon his march that the Goths, under Torismond, the young and valiant son of their king,
were able to seize a commanding height in the midst of the field, driving back the Huns who were ascending
from the opposite side.



The battle that followed was one of the decisive battles of history. Had the Huns won the victory, all western
Europe might have become their prey. The victory of Ætius was the first check received by this mighty horde in
their career of ruin and devastation. The conflict, as described by the historians of the time, was "fierce,
various, obstinate, and bloody, such as could not be paralleled, either in the present or in past ages." The
number of the slain is variously estimated at from three hundred thousand to about half that number.
Exaggerated as these estimates undoubtedly are, they will serve to
indicate the ferocity and bloody nature of the struggle. For a time it seemed as if the Huns would win. Led by
their king, they broke through the centre of the allies, separated their wings, turned their whole strength
against the Goths, and slew Theodoric, their king, at the head of his men.



But the victory which seemed theirs was snatched from them by the valiant Torismond, who descended from the
height he had seized, assailed the Huns with intrepid courage, and so changed the fortune of the field that
Attila was obliged to retreat,—vanquished for the first time in his long career. The approach of night alone
saved the Huns from a total defeat. They retired within the circle of their wagons, and remained there as in a
fort, while the triumphant allies encamped upon the field.



That night was one of anxiety for Attila. He feared an attack, and knew that the Huns, dismounted and fighting
behind a barricade, were in imminent danger of defeat. Their strength lay in their horses. On foot they were
but feeble warriors. Dreading utter ruin, Attila prepared a funeral pile of the saddles and rich equipments of
the cavalry, resolved, if his camp should be forced, to rush into the flames, and deprive his enemies of the
glory of slaying or capturing the great barbarian king.



The attack did not come. The army of Ætius was in no condition for an assault. Nor did it seem safe to them to
attempt to storm the camp of their formidable antagonist, who lay behind his wagons,
as the historians of the time say, like a lion in his den, encompassed by the hunters, and daring them to the
attack. His trumpets sounded defiance. Such troops as advanced to the assault were checked or destroyed by
showers of arrows. It was at length determined, in a council of war, to besiege the Huns in their camp, and by
dread of starvation to force them into battle on unequal terms, or to a treaty disgraceful to their king.



For this Attila did not wait. Breaking camp he retreated, and by crossing the Rhine acknowledged his defeat.
The Roman empire had won its last victory in the west, and saved Gaul for the Franks, whose day of conquest
was soon to come.




