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PREFACE 

History is our Heaven-appointed instructor. It is the 

guide for the future. The calamities of yesterday are the 

protectors of to-day.  

The sea of time we navigate is full of perils. But it is 

not an unknown sea. It has been traversed for ages, and there 

is not a sunken rock or a treacherous sand-bar which is not 

marked by the wreck of those who have preceded us.  

There is no portion of history fraught with more 

valuable instruction than the period of those terrible religious 

wars which desolated the sixteenth century. There is no 

romance so wild as the veritable history of those times. The 

majestic outgoings of the Almighty, as developed in the 

onward progress of our race, infinitely transcend, in all the 

elements of profoundness, mystery, and grandeur, all that 

man's fancy can create.  

The cartoons of Raphael are beautiful, but what are 

they when compared with the heaving ocean, the clouds of 

sunset, and the pinnacles of the Alps? The dome of St. Peter's 

is man's noblest architecture, but what is it when compared 

with the magnificent rotunda of the skies?  

 

JOHN S. C. ABBOTT. 

Brunswick, Maine, 1856.  
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CHAPTER I  

CHILDHOOD AND YOUTH 

1475-1564 

About four hundred years ago there was a small 

kingdom, spreading over the cliffs and ravines of the eastern 

extremity of the Pyrenees, called Navarre. Its population, of 

about five hundred thousand, consisted of a very simple, 

frugal, and industrious people. Those who lived upon the shore 

washed by the stormy waves of the Bay of Biscay gratified 

their love of excitement and of adventure by braving the perils 

of the sea. Those who lived in the solitude of the interior, on 

the sunny slopes of the mountains, or by the streams which 

meandered through the verdant valleys, fed their flocks, and 

harvested their grain, and pressed rich wine from the grapes of 

their vineyards, in the enjoyment of the most pleasant duties of 

rural life. Proud of their independence, they were ever ready to 

grasp arms to repel foreign aggression. The throne of this 

kingdom was, at the time of which we speak, occupied by 

Catharine de Foix. She was a widow, and all her hopes and 

affections were centred in her son Henry, an ardent and 

impetuous boy six or seven years of age, who was to receive 

the crown when it should fall from her brow, and transmit to 

posterity their ancestral honors.  

Ferdinand of Aragon had just married Isabella of 

Castile, and had thus united those two populous and wealthy 

kingdoms; and now, in the arrogance of power, seized with the 

pride of annexation, he began to look with a wistful eye upon 

the picturesque kingdom of Navarre. Its comparative 

feebleness, under the reign of a bereaved woman weary of the 

world, invited to the enterprise. Should he grasp at the whole 

territory of the little realm, France might interpose her 

powerful remonstrance. Should he take but the half which was 

spread out upon the southern declivity of the Pyrenees, it 

would be virtually saying to the French monarch, "The rest I 

courteously leave for you." The armies of Spain were soon 

sweeping resistlessly through these sunny valleys, and one half 

of her empire was ruthlessly torn from the Queen of Navarre, 

and transferred to the dominion of imperious Castile and 

Aragon.  

Catharine retired with her child to the colder and more 

uncongenial regions of the northern declivity of the mountains. 

Her bosom glowed with mortification and rage in view of her 

hopeless defeat. As she sat down gloomily in the small portion 

which remained to her of her dismembered empire, she 

endeavored to foster in the heart of her son the spirit of 

revenge, and to inspire him with the resolution to regain those 

lost leagues of territory which had been wrested from the 

inheritance of his fathers. Henry imbibed his mother's spirit, 

and chafed and fretted under wrongs for which he could obtain 

no redress. Ferdinand and Isabella could not be annoyed even 

by any force which feeble Navarre could raise. Queen 

Catharine, however, brooded deeply over her wrongs, and laid 

plans for retributions of revenge, the execution of which she 

knew must be deferred till long after her body should have 

mouldered to dust in the grave. She courted the most intimate 

alliance with Francis I., King of France. She contemplated the 

merging of her own little kingdom into that powerful 

monarchy, that the infant Navarre, having grown into the giant 

France, might crush the Spanish tyrants into humiliation. 

Nerved by this determined spirit of revenge, and inspired by a 

mother's ambition, she intrigued to wed her son to the heiress 

of the French throne, that even in the world of spirits she 

might be cheered by seeing Henry heading the armies of 

France, the terrible avenger of her wrongs. These hopes 

invigorated her until the fitful dream of her joyless life was 

terminated, and her restless spirit sank into the repose of the 

grave. She lived, however, to see her plans apparently in 

progress toward their most successful fulfillment.  
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Henry, her son, was married to Margaret, the favorite 

sister of the King of France. Their nuptials were blessed with 

but one child, Jeanne d'Albret. This child, in whose destiny 

such ambitious hopes were centred, bloomed into most 

marvelous beauty, and became also as conspicuous for her 

mental endowments as for her personal charms. She had 

hardly emerged from the period of childhood when she was 

married to Antony of Bourbon, a near relative of the royal 

family of France. Immediately after her marriage she left 

Navarre with her husband, to take up her residence in the 

French metropolis.  

One hope still lived, with undying vigor, in the bosom 

of Henry. It was the hope, the intense passion, with which his 

departed mother had inspired him, that a grandson would arise 

from this union, who would, with the spirit of Hannibal, 

avenge the family wrongs upon Spain. Twice Henry took a 

grandson into his arms with the feeling that the great desire of 

his life was about to be realized; and twice, with almost a 

broken heart, he saw these hopes blighted as he committed the 

little ones to the grave.  

Summers and winters had now lingered wearily away, 

and Henry had become an old man. Disappointment and care 

had worn down his frame. World-weary and joyless, he still 

clung to hope. The tidings that Jeanne was again to become a 

mother rekindled the lustre of his fading eye. The aged king 

sent importunately for his daughter to return without delay to 

the paternal castle, that the child might be born in the kingdom 

of Navarre, whose wrongs it was to be his peculiar destiny to 

avenge. It was mid-winter. The journey was long and the roads 

rough. But the dutiful and energetic Jeanne promptly obeyed 

the wishes of her father, and hastened to his court.  

Henry could hardly restrain his impatience as he 

waited, week after week, for the advent of the long-looked-for 

avenger. With the characteristic superstition of the times, he 

constrained his daughter to promise that, at the period of birth, 

during the most painful moments of her trial, she would sing a 

mirthful and triumphant song, that her child might possess a 

sanguine, joyous, and energetic spirit.  

 

 
 

THE BIRTH OF HENRY IV.  

Henry entertained not a doubt that the child would 

prove a boy, commissioned by Providence as the avenger of 

Navarre. The old king received the child, at the moment of its 

birth, into his own arms, totally regardless of a mother's rights, 

and exultingly enveloping it in soft folds, bore it off, as his 

own property, to his private apartment. He rubbed the lips of 

the plump little boy with garlic, and then taking a golden 

goblet of generous wine, the rough and royal nurse forced the 

beverage he loved so well down the untainted throat of his 

new-born heir.  

"A little good old wine," said the doting grandfather, 

"will make the boy vigorous, and brave."  

We may remark, in passing, that it was wine, rich and 

pure: not that mixture of all abominations, whose only vintage 

is in cellars, sunless, damp, and fetid, where guilty men 

fabricate poison for a nation.  
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This little stranger received the ancestral name of 

Henry. By his subsequent exploits he filled the world with his 

renown. He was the first of the Bourbon line who ascended the 

throne of France, and he swayed the sceptre of energetic rule 

over that wide-spread realm with a degree of power and 

grandeur which none of his descendants have ever rivaled. The 

name of Henry IV. is one of the most illustrious in the annals 

of France. The story of his struggles for the attainment of the 

throne of Charlemagne is full of interest. His birth, to which 

we have just alluded, occurred at Parr, in the kingdom of 

Navarre, in the year 1553.  

His grandfather immediately assumed the direction of 

every thing relating to the child, apparently without the 

slightest consciousness that either the father or the mother of 

Henry had any prior claims. The king possessed, among the 

wild and romantic fastnesses of the mountains, a strong old 

castle, as rugged and frowning as the eternal granite upon 

which its foundations were laid. Gloomy evergreens clung to 

the hill-sides. A mountain stream, often swollen to an 

impetuous torrent by the autumnal rains and the spring thaws, 

swept through the little verdant lawn, which smiled amid the 

stern sublimities surrounding this venerable and moss-covered 

fortress. Around the solitary towers the eagles wheeled and 

screamed in harmony with the gales and storms which often 

swept through these wild regions. The expanse around was 

sparsely settled by a few hardy peasants, who, by feeding their 

herds, and cultivating little patches of soil among the crags, 

obtained a humble living, and by exercise and the pure 

mountain air acquired a vigor and an athletic-hardihood of 

frame which had given them much celebrity.  

To the storm-battered castle of Courasse, thus lowering 

in congenial gloom among these rocks, the old king sent the 

infant Henry to be nurtured as a peasant-boy, that, by frugal 

fare and exposure to hardship, he might acquire a peasant's 

robust frame. He resolved that no French delicacies should 

enfeeble the constitution of this noble child. Bareheaded and 

barefooted, the young prince, as yet hardly emerging from 

infancy, rolled upon the grass, played with the poultry, and the 

dogs, and the sturdy young mountaineers, and plunged into the 

brook or paddled in the pools of water with which the 

mountain showers often filled the court-yard. His hair was 

bleached and his cheeks bronzed by the sun and the wind. Few 

would have imagined that the unattractive child, with his 

unshorn locks and in his studiously neglected garb, was the 

descendant of a long line of kings, and was destined to eclipse 

them all by the grandeur of his name.  

As years glided along he advanced to energetic 

boyhood, the constant companion, and, in all his sports and 

modes of life, the equal of the peasant-boys by whom he was 

surrounded. He hardly wore a better dress than they; he was 

nourished with the same coarse fare. With them he climbed the 

mountains, and leaped the streams, and swung upon the trees. 

He struggled with his youthful competitors in all their athletic 

games, running, wrestling, pitching the quoit, and tossing the 

bar. This active out-door exercise gave a relish to the coarse 

food of the peasants, consisting of brown bread, beef, cheese, 

and garlic. His grandfather had decided that this regimen was 

essential for the education of a prince who was to humble the 

proud monarchy of Spain, and regain the territory which had 

been so unjustly wrested from his ancestors.  

When Henry was about six years of age, his 

grandfather, by gradual decay, sank sorrowingly into his 

grave. Consequently, his mother, Jeanne d'Albret, ascended 

the throne of Navarre. Her husband, Antony of Bourbon, was a 

rough, fearless old soldier, with nothing to distinguish him 

from the multitude who do but live, fight, and die. Jeanne and 

her husband were in Paris at the time of the death of her father. 

They immediately hastened to Bearn, the capital of Navarre, to 

take possession of the dominions which had thus descended to 

them. The little Henry was then brought from his wild 

mountain home to reside with his mother in the royal palace. 

Though Navarre was but a feeble kingdom, the grandeur of its 
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court was said to have been unsurpassed, at that time, by that 

of any other in Europe. The intellectual education of Henry 

had been almost entirely neglected; but the hardihood of his 

body had given such vigor and energy to his mind, that he was 

now prepared to distance in intellectual pursuits, with perfect 

ease, those whose infantile brains had been overtasked with 

study.  

Henry remained in Bearn with his parents two years, 

and in that time ingrafted many courtly graces upon the free 

and fetterless carriage he had acquired among the mountains. 

His mind expanded with remarkable rapidity, and he became 

one of the most beautiful and engaging of children.  

About this time Mary, Queen of Scots, was to be 

married to the Dauphin Francis, son of the King of France. 

Their nuptials were to be celebrated with great magnificence. 

The King and Queen of Navarre returned to the court of 

France to attend the marriage. They took with them their son. 

His beauty and vivacity excited much admiration in the French 

metropolis. One day the young prince, then but six or seven 

years of age, came running into the room where his father and 

Henry II. of France were conversing, and, by his artlessness 

and grace, strongly attracted the attention of the French 

monarch. The king fondly took the playful child in his arms, 

and said affectionately,  

"Will you be my son?"  

"No, sire, no! that is my father," replied the ardent boy, 

pointing to the King of Navarre.  

"Well, then, will you be my son-in-law?" demanded 

Henry.  

"Oh yes, most willingly," the prince replied.  

Henry II. had a daughter Marguerite, a year or two 

younger than the Prince of Navarre, and it was immediately 

resolved between the two parents that the young princes 

should be considered as betrothed.  

Soon after this the King and Queen of Navarre, with 

their son, returned to the mountainous domain which Jeanne 

so ardently loved. The queen devoted herself assiduously to 

the education of the young prince, providing for him the ablest 

teachers whom that age could afford. A gentleman of very 

distinguished attainments, named La Gaucherie, undertook the 

general superintendence of his studies. The young prince was 

at this time an exceedingly energetic, active, ambitious boy, 

very inquisitive respecting all matters of information, and 

passionately fond of study.  

Dr. Johnson, with his rough and impetuous severity, 

has said,  

"It is impossible to get Latin into a boy unless you flog 

it into him."  

The experience of La Gaucherie, however, did not 

confirm this sentiment. Henry always went with alacrity to his 

Latin and his Greek. His judicious teacher did not disgust his 

mind with long and laborious rules, but introduced him at once 

to words and phrases, while gradually he developed the 

grammatical structure of the language. The vigorous mind of 

Henry, grasping eagerly at intellectual culture, made rapid 

progress, and he was soon able to read and write both Latin 

and Greek with fluency, and ever retained the power of 

quoting, with great facility and appositeness, from the classical 

writers of Athens and of Rome. Even in these early days he 

seized upon the Greek phrase [Greek: "e nikan e apothanein"], 

to conquer or to die, and adopted it for his motto.  

La Gaucherie was warmly attached to the principles of 

the Protestant faith. He made a companion of his noble pupil, 

and taught him by conversation in pleasant walks and rides as 

well as by books. It was his practice to have him commit to 

memory any fine passage in prose or verse which inculcated 

generous and lofty ideas. The mind of Henry thus became 

filled with beautiful images and noble sentiments from the 

classic writers of France. These gems of literature exerted a 

powerful influence in moulding his character, and he was fond 
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of quoting them as the guide of his life. Such passages as the 

following were frequently on the lips of the young prince:  

"Over their subjects princes bear the rule, 

But God, more mighty, governs kings themselves." 

Soon after the return of the King and Queen of Navarre 

to their own kingdom, Henry II. of France died, leaving the 

crown to his son Charles, a feeble boy both in body and in 

mind. As Charles was but ten or twelve years of age, his 

mother, Catharine de Medicis, was appointed regent during his 

minority. Catharine was a woman of great strength of mind, 

but of the utmost depravity of heart. There was no crime 

ambition could instigate her to commit from which, in the 

slightest degree, she would recoil. Perhaps the history of the 

world retains not another instance in which a mother could so 

far forget the yearnings of nature as to endeavor, studiously 

and perseveringly, to deprave the morals, and by vice to 

enfeeble the constitution of her son, that she might retain the 

power which belonged to him. This proud and dissolute 

woman looked with great solicitude upon the enterprising and 

energetic spirits of the young Prince of Navarre. There were 

many providential indications that ere long Henry would be a 

prominent candidate for the throne of France.  

Plutarch's Lives of Ancient Heroes has perhaps been 

more influential than any other uninspired book in 

invigorating genius and in enkindling a passion for great 

achievements. Napoleon was a careful student and a great 

admirer of Plutarch. His spirit was entranced with the grandeur 

of the Greek and Roman heroes, and they were ever to him as 

companions and bosom friends. During the whole of his 

stormy career, their examples animated him, and his addresses 

and proclamations were often invigorated by happy quotations 

from classic story. Henry, with similar exaltation of genius, 

read and re-read the pages of Plutarch with the most absorbing 

delight. Catharine, with an eagle eye, watched these 

indications of a lofty mind. Her solicitude was roused lest the 

young Prince of Navarre should, with his commanding genius, 

supplant her degenerate house.  

At the close of the sixteenth century, the period of 

which we write, all Europe was agitated by the great 

controversy between the Catholics and the Protestants. The 

writings of Luther, Calvin, and other reformers had aroused 

the attention of the whole Christian world. In England and 

Scotland the ancient faith had been overthrown, and the 

doctrines of the Reformation were, in those kingdoms, 

established. In France, where the writings of Calvin had been 

extensively circulated, the Protestants had also become quite 

numerous, embracing generally the most intelligent portion of 

the populace. The Protestants were in France called 

Huguenots, but for what reason is not now known. They were 

sustained by many noble families, and had for their leaders the 

Prince of Conde, Admiral Coligni, and the house of Navarre. 

There were arrayed against them the power of the crown, 

many of the most powerful nobles, and conspicuously the 

almost regal house of Guise.  

It is perhaps difficult for a Protestant to write upon this 

subject with perfect impartiality, however earnestly he may 

desire to do so. The lapse of two hundred years has not 

terminated the great conflict. The surging strife has swept 

across the ocean, and even now, with more or less of 

vehemence, rages in all the states of this new world. Though 

the weapons of blood are laid aside, the mighty controversy is 

still undecided.  

The advocates of the old faith were determined to 

maintain their creed, and to force all to its adoption, at 

whatever price. They deemed heresy the greatest of all crimes, 

and thoughtðand doubtless many conscientiously thoughtð

that it should be exterminated even by the pains of torture and 

death. The French Parliament adopted for its motto, "One 

religion, one law, one king." They declared that two religions 

could no more be endured in a kingdom than two 

governments.  
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At Paris there was a celebrated theological school 

called the Sorbonne. It included in its faculty the most 

distinguished doctors of the Catholic Church. The decisions 

and the decrees of the Sorbonne were esteemed highly 

authoritative. The views of the Sorbonne were almost 

invariably asked in reference to any measures affecting the 

Church.  

In 1525 the court presented the following question to 

the Sorbonne: "How can we suppress and extirpate the 

damnable doctrine of Luther from this very Christian kingdom, 

and purge it from it entirely?"  

The prompt reply was, "The heresy has already been 

endured too long. It must be pursued with the extremest rigor, 

or it will overthrow the throne."  

Two years after this, Pope Clement VII. sent a 

communication to the Parliament of Paris, stating,  

"It is necessary, in this great and astounding disorder, 

which arises from the rage of Satan, and from the fury and 

impiety of his instruments, that every body exert himself to 

guard the common safety, seeing that this madness would not 

only embroil and destroy religion, but also all principality, 

nobility, laws, orders, and ranks."  

The Protestants were pursued by the most unrelenting 

persecution. The Parliament established a court called the 

burning chamber, because all who were convicted of heresy 

were burned. The estates of those who, to save their lives, fled 

from the kingdom, were sold, and their children, who were left 

behind, were pursued with merciless cruelty.  

The Protestants, with boldness which religious faith 

alone could inspire, braved all these perils. They resolutely 

declared that the Bible taught their faith, and their faith only, 

and that no earthly power could compel them to swerve from 

the truth. Notwithstanding the perils of exile, torture, and 

death, they persisted in preaching what they considered the 

pure Gospel of Christ. In 1533 Calvin was driven from Paris. 

When one said to him, "Mass must be true, since it is 

celebrated in all Christendom;" he replied, pointing to the 

Bible,  

"There is my mass." Then raising his eyes to heaven, 

he solemnly said, "O Lord, if in the day of judgment thou 

chargest me with not having been at mass, I will say to thee 

with truth, 'Lord, thou hast not commanded it. Behold thy law. 

In it I have not found any other sacrifice than that which was 

immolated on the altar of the cross.'"  

In 1535 Calvin's celebrated "Institutes of the Christian 

Religion" were published, the great reformer then residing in 

the city of Basle. This great work became the banner of the 

Protestants of France. It was read with avidity in the cottage of 

the peasant, in the work-shop of the artisan, and in the chateau 

of the noble. In reference to this extraordinary man, of whom 

it has been said,  

"On Calvin some think Heaven's own mantle fell, 

While others deem him instrument of hell," 

Theodore Beza writes, "I do not believe that his equal 

can be found. Besides preaching every day from week to 

week, very often, and as much as he was able, he preached 

twice every Sunday. He lectured on theology three times a 

week. He delivered addresses to the Consistory, and also 

instructed at length every Friday before the Bible Conference, 

which we call the congregation. He continued this course so 

constantly that he never failed a single time except in extreme 

illness. Moreover, who could recount his other common or 

extraordinary labors? I know of no man of our age who has 

had more to hear, to answer, to write, nor things of greater 

importance. The number and quality of his writings alone is 

enough to astonish any man who sees them, and still more 

those who read them. And what renders his labors still more 

astonishing is, that he had a body so feeble by nature, so 

debilitated by night labors and too great abstemiousness, and, 

what is more, subject to so many maladies, that no man who 

saw him could understand how he had lived so long. And yet, 
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for all that, he never ceased to labor night and day in the work 

of the Lord. We entreated him to have more regard for 

himself; but his ordinary reply was that he was doing nothing, 

and that we should allow God to find him always watching, 

and working as he could to his latest breath."  

Calvin died in 1564, eleven years after the birth of 

Henry of Navarre, at the age of fifty-five. For several years he 

was so abstemious that he had eaten but one meal a day.  

At this time the overwhelming majority of the 

inhabitants of France were Catholicsðit has generally been 

estimated a hundred to one; but the doctrines of the reformers 

gained ground until, toward the close of the century, about the 

time of the Massacre of St. Bartholomew, the Protestants 

composed about one sixth of the population.  

The storm of persecution which fell upon them was so 

terrible that they were compelled to protect themselves by 

force of arms. Gradually they gained the ascendency in several 

cities, which they fortified, and where they protected refugees 

from the persecution which had driven them from the cities 

where the Catholics predominated. Such was the deplorable 

condition of France at the time of which we write.  

In the little kingdom of Navarre, which was but about 

one third as large as the State of Massachusetts, and which, 

since its dismemberment, contained less than three hundred 

thousand inhabitants, nearly every individual was a Protestant. 

Antony of Bourbon, who had married the queen, was a 

Frenchman. With him, as with many others in that day, 

religion was merely a badge of party politics. Antony spent 

much of his time in the voluptuous court of France, and as he 

was, of course, solicitous for popularity there, he espoused the 

Catholic side of the controversy.  

Jeanne d'Albret was energetically a Protestant. 

Apparently, her faith was founded in deep religious 

conviction. When Catharine of Medici advised her to follow 

her husband into the Catholic Church, she replied with 

firmness,  

"Madam, sooner than ever go to mass, if I had my 

kingdom and my son both in my hands, I would hurl them to 

the bottom of the sea before they should change my purpose."  

Jeanne had been married to Antony merely as a matter 

of state policy. There was nothing in his character to win a 

noble woman's love. With no social or religious sympathies, 

they lived together for a time in a state of respectful 

indifference; but the court of Navarre was too quiet and 

religious to satisfy the taste of the voluptuous Parisian. He 

consequently spent most of his time enjoying the gayeties of 

the metropolis of France. A separation, mutually and amicably 

agreed upon, was the result.  

Antony conveyed with him to Paris his son Henry, and 

there took up his residence. Amidst the changes and the 

fluctuations of the ever-agitated metropolis, he eagerly 

watched for opportunities to advance his own fame and 

fortune. As Jeanne took leave of her beloved child, she 

embraced him tenderly, and with tears entreated him never to 

abandon the faith in which he had been educated.  

Jeanne d'Albret, with her little daughter, remained in 

the less splendid but more moral and refined metropolis of her 

paternal domain. A mother's solicitude and prayers, however, 

followed her son. Antony consented to retain as a tutor for 

Henry the wise and learned La Gaucherie, who was himself 

strongly attached to the reformed religion.  

The inflexibility of Jeanne d'Albret, and the refuge she 

ever cheerfully afforded to the persecuted Protestants, quite 

enraged the Pope. As a measure of intimidation, he at one time 

summoned her as a heretic to appear before the Inquisition 

within six months, under penalty of losing her crown and her 

possessions. Jeanne, unawed by the threat, appealed to the 

monarchs of Europe for protection. None were disposed in that 

age to encourage such arrogant claims, and Pope Pius VI. was 
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compelled to moderate his haughty tone. A plot, however, was 

then formed to seize her and her children, and hand them over 

to the "tender mercies" of the Spanish Inquisition. But this plot 

also failed.  

In Paris itself there were many bold Protestant nobles 

who, with arms at their side, and stout retainers around them, 

kept personal persecution at bay. They were generally men of 

commanding character, of intelligence and integrity. The new 

religion, throughout the country, was manifestly growing fast 

in strength, and at times, even in the saloons of the palace, the 

rival parties were pretty nearly balanced. Although, throughout 

the kingdom of France, the Catholics were vastly more 

numerous than the Protestants, yet as England and much of 

Germany had warmly espoused the cause of the reformers, it 

was perhaps difficult to decide which party, on the whole, in 

Europe, was the strongest. Nobles and princes of the highest 

rank were, in all parts of Europe, ranged under either banner. 

In the two factions thus contending for dominion, there were, 

of course, some who were not much influenced by 

conscientious considerations, but who were merely struggling 

for political power.  

When Henry first arrived in Paris, Catharine kept a 

constant watch over his words and his actions. She spared no 

possible efforts to bring him under her entire control. Efforts 

were made to lead his teacher to check his enthusiasm for lofty 

exploits, and to surrender him to the claims of frivolous 

amusement. This detestable queen presented before the 

impassioned young man all the blandishments of female 

beauty, that she might betray him to licentious indulgence. In 

some of these infamous arts she was but too successful.  

Catharine, in her ambitious projects, was often 

undecided as to which cause she should espouse and which 

party she should call to her aid. At one time she would favor 

the Protestants, and again the Catholics. At about this time she 

suddenly turned to the Protestants, and courted them so 

decidedly as greatly to alarm and exasperate the Catholics. 

Some of the Catholic nobles formed a conspiracy, and seized 

Catharine and her son at the palace of Fontainebleau, and held 

them both as captives. The proud queen was almost frantic 

with indignation at the insult.  

The Protestants, conscious that the conspiracy was 

aimed against them, rallied for the defense of the queen. The 

Catholics all over the kingdom sprang to arms. A bloody civil 

war ensued. Nearly all Europe was drawn into the conflict. 

Germany and England came with eager armies to the aid of the 

Protestants. Catharine hated the proud and haughty Elizabeth, 

England's domineering queen, and was very jealous of her 

fame and power. She resolved that she would not be indebted 

to her ambitious rival for aid. She therefore, most strangely, 

threw herself into the arms of the Catholics, and ardently 

espoused their cause. The Protestants soon found her, with all 

the energy of her powerful mind, heading their foes. France 

was deluged in blood.  

A large number of Protestants threw themselves into 

Rouen. Antony of Bourbon headed an army of the Catholics to 

besiege the city. A ball struck him, and he fell senseless to the 

ground. His attendants placed him, covered with blood, in a 

carriage, to convey him to a hospital. While in the carriage and 

jostling over the rough ground, and as the thunders of the 

cannonade were pealing in his ears, the spirit of the blood-

stained soldier ascended to the tribunal of the God of Peace. 

Henry was now left fatherless, and subject entirely to the 

control of his mother, whom he most tenderly loved, and 

whose views, as one of the most prominent leaders of the 

Protestant party, he was strongly inclined to espouse.  

The sanguinary conflict still raged with unabated 

violence throughout the whole kingdom, arming brother 

against brother, friend against friend. Churches were sacked 

and destroyed; vast extents of country were almost 

depopulated; cities were surrendered to pillage, and atrocities 

innumerable perpetrated, from which it would seem that even 

fiends would revolt. France was filled with smouldering ruins; 
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and the wailing cry of widows and of orphans, thus made by 

the wrath of man, ascended from every plain and every hill -

side to the ear of that God who has said, "Thou shalt love thy 

neighbor as thyself."  

At last both parties were weary of the horrid strife. The 

Catholics were struggling to extirpate what they deemed 

ruinous heresy from the kingdom. The Protestants were 

repelling the assault, and contending, not for general liberty of 

conscience, but that their doctrines were true, and therefore 

should be sustained. Terms of accommodation were proposed, 

and the Catholics made the great concession, as they regarded 

it, of allowing the Protestants to conduct public worship 

outside of the walls of towns. The Protestants accepted these 

terms, and sheathed the sword; but many of the more fanatic 

Catholics were greatly enraged at this toleration. The Guises, 

the most arrogant family of nobles the world has ever known, 

retired from Paris in indignation, declaring that they would not 

witness such a triumph of heresy. The decree which granted 

this poor boon was the famous edict of January, 1562, issued 

from St. Germain. But such a peace as this could only be a 

truce caused by exhaustion. Deep-seated animosity still 

rankled in the bosom of both parties; and, notwithstanding all 

the woes which desolating wars had engendered, the spirit of 

religious intolerance was eager again to grasp the weapons of 

deadly strife.  

During the sixteenth century the doctrine of religious 

toleration was recognized by no one. That great truth had not 

then even dawned upon the world. The noble toleration so 

earnestly advocated by Bayle and Locke a century later, was 

almost a new revelation to the human mind; but in the 

sixteenth century it would have been regarded as impious, and 

rebellion against God to have affirmed that error was not to be 

pursued and punished. The reformers did not advocate the 

view that a man had a right to believe what he pleased, and to 

disseminate that belief. They only declared that they were 

bound, at all hazards, to believe the truth; that the views which 

they cherished were true, and that therefore they should be 

protected in them. They appealed to the Bible, and challenged 

their adversaries to meet them there. Our fathers must not be 

condemned for not being in advance of the age in which they 

lived. That toleration which allows a man to adopt, without 

any civil disabilities, any mode of worship that does not 

disturb the peace of society, exists, as we believe, only in the 

United States. Even in England Dissenters are excluded from 

many privileges. Throughout the whole of Catholic Europe no 

religious toleration is recognized. The Emperor Napoleon, 

during his reign, established the most perfect freedom of 

conscience in every government his influence could control. 

His downfall re-established through Europe the dominion of 

intolerance.  

The Reformation, in contending for the right of private 

judgment in contradiction to the claims of councils, 

maintained a principle which necessarily involved the freedom 

of conscience. This was not then perceived; but time 

developed the truth. The Reformation became, in reality, the 

mother of all religious liberty.  
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CHAPTER II  

CIVIL WAR 

1565-1568 

While France was thus deluged with the blood of a 

civil war, young Henry was busily pursuing his studies in 

college. He could have had but little affection for his father, 

for the stern soldier had passed most of his days in the tented 

field, and his son had hardly known him. From his mother he 

had long been separated; but he cherished her memory with 

affectionate regard, and his predilections strongly inclined him 

toward the faith which he knew that she had so warmly 

espoused. It was, however, in its political aspects that Henry 

mainly contemplated the question. He regarded the two sects 

merely as two political parties struggling for power. For some 

time he did not venture to commit himself openly, but, 

availing himself of the privilege of his youth, carefully studied 

the principles and the prospects of the contending factions, 

patiently waiting for the time to come in which he should 

introduce his strong arm into the conflict. Each party, aware 

that his parents had espoused opposite sides, and regarding 

him as an invaluable accession to either cause, adopted all 

possible allurements to win his favor.  

Catharine, as unprincipled as she was ambitious, 

invited him to her court, lavished upon him, with queenly 

profusion, caresses and flattery, and enticed him with all those 

blandishments which might most effectually enthrall the 

impassioned spirit of youth. Voluptuousness, gilded with its 

most dazzling and deceitful enchantments, was studiously 

presented to his eye. The queen was all love and 

complaisance. She received him to her cabinet council. She 

affected to regard him as her chief confidant. She had already 

formed the design of perfidiously throwing the Protestants off 

their guard by professions of friendship, and then, by 

indiscriminate massacre, of obliterating from the kingdom 

every vestige of the reformed faith. The great mass of the 

people being Catholics, she thought that, by a simultaneous 

uprising all over the kingdom, the Protestants might be so 

generally destroyed that not enough would be left to cause her 

any serious embarrassments.  

For many reasons Catharine wished to save Henry 

from the doom impending over his friends, if she could, by 

any means, win him to her side. She held many interviews 

with the highest ecclesiastics upon the subject of the 

contemplated massacre. At one time, when she was urging the 

expediency of sparing some few Protestant nobles who had 

been her personal friends, Henry overheard the significant 

reply from the Duke of Alva, "The head of a salmon is worth a 

hundred frogs." The young prince meditated deeply upon the 

import of those words. Surmising their significance, and 

alarmed for the safety of his mother, he dispatched a trusty 

messenger to communicate to her his suspicions.  

His mind was now thoroughly aroused to vigilance, to 

careful and hourly scrutiny of the plots and counterplots which 

were ever forming around him. While others of his age were 

absorbed in the pleasures of licentiousness and gaming, to 

which that corrupt court was abandoned, Henry, though he had 

not escaped unspotted from the contamination which 

surrounded him, displayed, by the dignity of his demeanor and 

the elevation of his character, those extraordinary qualities 

which so remarkably distinguished him in future life, and 

which indicated, even then, that he was born to command. One 

of the grandees of the Spanish court, the Duke of Medina, after 

meeting him incidentally but for a few moments, remarked,  

"It appears to me that this young prince is either an 

emperor, or is destined soon to become one."  

Henry was very punctilious in regard to etiquette, and 

would allow no one to treat him without due respect, or to 
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deprive him of the position to which he was entitled by his 

rank.  

Jeanne d'Albret, the Queen of Navarre, was now 

considered the most illustrious leader of the Protestant party. 

Catharine, the better to disguise her infamous designs, went 

with Henry, in great splendor, to make a friendly visit to his 

mother in the little Protestant court of Bearn. Catharine 

insidiously lavished upon Jeanne d'Albret the warmest 

congratulations and the most winning smiles, and omitted no 

courtly blandishments which could disarm the suspicions and 

win the confidence of the Protestant queen. The situation of 

Jeanne in her feeble dominion was extremely embarrassing. 

The Pope, in consequence of her alleged heresy, had issued 

against her the bull of excommunication, declaring her 

incapable of reigning, forbidding all good Catholics, by the 

peril of their own salvation, from obeying any of her 

commands. As her own subjects were almost all Protestants, 

she was in no danger of any insurrection on their part; but this 

decree, in that age of superstition and of profligacy, invited 

each neighboring power to seize upon her territory. The only 

safety of the queen consisted in the mutual jealousies of the 

rival kingdoms of France and Spain, neither of them being 

willing that the other should receive such an accession to its 

political importance.  

The Queen of Navarre was not at all shaken in her 

faith, or influenced to change her measure, by the visit of the 

French court to her capital. She regarded, however, with much 

solicitude, the ascendency which, it appeared to her, Catharine 

was obtaining over the mind of her son. Catharine caressed 

and flattered the young Prince of Navarre in every possible 

way. All her blandishments were exerted to obtain a 

commanding influence over his mind. She endeavored 

unceasingly to lure him to indulgence in all forbidden 

pleasure, and especially to crowd upon his youthful and ardent 

passions all the temptations which yielding female beauty 

could present. After the visit of a few weeks, during which the 

little court of Navarre had witnessed an importation of 

profligacy unknown before, the Queen of France, with Henry 

and with her voluptuous train, returned again to Paris.  

 

 
 

THE FLIGHT OF THE QUEEN OF NAVARRE.  

Jeanne d'Albret had seen enough of the blandishments 

of vice to excite her deepest maternal solicitude in view of the 

peril of her son. She earnestly urged his return to Navarre; but 

Catharine continually threw such chains of influence around 

him that he could not escape. At last Jeanne resolved, under 

the pretense of returning the visit of Catharine, to go herself to 

the court of France and try to recover Henry. With a small but 

illustrious retinue, embellished with great elegance of manners 

and purity of life, she arrived in Paris. The Queen of France 

received her with every possible mark of respect and affection, 

and lavished upon her entertainments, and fetes, and gorgeous 

spectacles until the Queen of Navarre was almost bewildered.  

Whenever Jeanne proposed to return to her kingdom 

there was some very special celebration appointed, from which 

Jeanne could not, without extreme rudeness, break away. Thus 

again and again was Jeanne frustrated in her endeavors to 

leave Paris, until she found, to her surprise and chagrin, that 
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both she and her son were prisoners, detained in captivity by 

bonds of the most provoking politeness. Catharine managed so 

adroitly that Jeanne could not enter any complaints, for the 

shackles which were thrown around her were those of 

ostensibly the most excessive kindness and the most 

unbounded love. It was of no avail to provoke a quarrel, for 

the Queen of Navarre was powerless in the heart of France.  

At last she resolved to effect by stratagem that which 

she could not accomplish openly. One day a large party had 

gone out upon a hunting excursion. The Queen of Navarre 

made arrangements with her son, and a few of the most 

energetic and trustworthy gentlemen of her court, to separate 

themselves, as it were accidentally, when in the eagerness of 

the chase, from the rest of the company, and to meet at an 

appointed place of rendezvous. The little band, thus 

assembled, turned the heads of their horses toward Navarre. 

They drove with the utmost speed day and night, furnishing 

themselves with fresh relays of horses, and rested not till the 

clatter of the iron hoofs of the steeds were heard among the 

mountains of Navarre. Jeanne left a very polite note upon her 

table in the palace of St. Cloud, thanking Queen Catharine for 

all her kindness, and praying her to excuse the liberty she had 

taken in avoiding the pain of words of adieu. Catharine was 

exceedingly annoyed at their escape, but, perceiving that it 

was not in her power to overtake the fugitives, she submitted 

with as good a grace as possible.  

Henry found himself thus again among his native hills. 

He was placed under the tuition of a gentleman who had a 

high appreciation of all that was poetic and beautiful. Henry, 

under his guidance, devoted himself with great delight to the 

study of polite literature, and gave free wing to an ennobled 

imagination as he clambered up the cliffs, and wandered over 

the ravines familiar to the days of his childhood. His personal 

appearance in 1567, when he was thirteen years of age, is thus 

described by a Roman Catholic gentleman who was 

accustomed to meet him daily in the court of Catharine.  

"We have here the young Prince of Bearn. One can not 

help acknowledging that he is a beautiful creature. At the age 

of thirteen he displays all the qualities of a person of eighteen 

or nineteen. He is agreeable, he is civil, he is obliging. Others 

might say that as yet he does not know what he is; but, for my 

part, I, who study him very often, can assure you that he does 

know perfectly well. He demeans himself toward all the world 

with so easy a carriage, that people crowd round wherever he 

is; and he acts so nobly in every thing, that one sees clearly 

that he is a great prince. He enters into conversation as a 

highly-polished man. He speaks always to the purpose, and it 

is remarked that he is very well informed. I shall hate the 

reformed religion all my life for having carried off from us so 

worthy a person. Without this original sin, he would be the 

first after the king, and we should see him, in a short time, at 

the head of the armies. He gains new friends every day. He 

insinuates himself into all hearts with inconceivable skill. He 

is highly honored by the men, and no less beloved by the 

ladies. His face is very well formed, the nose neither too large 

nor too small. His eyes are very soft; his skin brown, but very 

smooth; and his whole features animated with such uncommon 

vivacity, that, if he does not make progress with the fair, it will 

be very extraordinary."  

Henry had not escaped the natural influence of the 

dissolute society in the midst of which he had been educated, 

and manifested, on his first return to his mother, a strong 

passion for balls and masquerades, and all the enervating 

pleasures of fashionable life. His courtly and persuasive 

manners were so insinuating, that, without difficulty, he 

borrowed any sums of money he pleased, and with these 

borrowed treasures he fed his passion for excitement at the 

gaming-table.  

The firm principles and high intellectual elevation of 

his mother roused her to the immediate and vigorous endeavor 

to correct all these radical defects in his character and 

education. She kept him, as much as possible, under her own 
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eye. She appointed teachers of the highest mental and moral 

attainments to instruct him. By her conversation and example 

she impressed upon his mind the sentiment that it was the most 

distinguished honor of one born to command others to be their 

superior in intelligence, judgment, and self-control. The Prince 

of Navarre, in his mother's court at Bearn, found himself 

surrounded by Protestant friends and influences, and he could 

not but feel and admit the superior dignity and purity of these 

his new friends.  

Catharine worshiped no deity but ambition. She was 

ready to adopt any measures and to plunge into any crimes 

which would give stability and lustre to her power. She had no 

religious opinions or even preferences. She espoused the cause 

of the Catholics because, on the whole, she deemed that party 

the more powerful; and then she sought the entire destruction 

of the Protestants, that none might be left to dispute her sway. 

Had the Protestants been in the majority, she would, with 

equal zeal, have given them the aid of her strong arm, and 

unrelentingly would have striven to crush the whole papal 

power.  

Jeanne d'Albret, on the contrary, was in principle a 

Protestant. She was a woman of reflection, of feeling, of 

highly-cultivated intellect, and probably of sincere piety. She 

had read, with deep interest, the religious controversies of the 

day. She had prayed for light and guidance. She had finally 

and cordially adopted the Protestant faith as the truth of God. 

Thus guided by her sense of duty, she was exceedingly 

anxious that her son should be a Protestantða Protestant 

Christian. In most solemn prayer she dedicated him to God's 

service, to defend the faith of the Reformers. In the darkness 

of that day, the bloody and cruel sword was almost universally 

recognized as the great champion of truth. Both parties 

appeared to think that the thunders of artillery and musketry 

must accompany the persuasive influence of eloquence. If it 

were deemed important that one hand should guide the pen of 

controversy, to establish the truth, it was considered no less 

important that the other should wield the sword to extirpate 

heresy. Military heroism was thought as essential as 

scholarship for the defense of the faith.  

A truly liberal mind will find its indignation, in view of 

the atrocities of these religious wars, mitigated by comparison 

in view of the ignorance and the frailty of man. The 

Protestants often needlessly exasperated the Catholics by 

demolishing, in the hour of victory, their churches, their 

paintings, and their statues, and by pouring contempt upon all 

that was most hallowed in the Catholic heart. There was, 

however, this marked difference between the two parties: the 

leaders of the Protestants, as a general rule, did every thing in 

their power to check the fury of their less enlightened 

followers. The leaders of the Catholics, as a general rule, did 

every thing in their power to stimulate the fanaticism of the 

frenzied populace. In the first religious war the Protestant 

soldiers broke open and plundered the great church of Orleans. 

The Prince of Conde and Admiral Coligni hastened to repress 

the disorder. The prince pointed a musket at a soldier who had 

ascended a ladder to break an image, threatening to shoot him 

if he did not immediately desist.  

"My lord," exclaimed the fanatic Protestant, "wait till I 

have thrown down this idol, and then, if it please you, I will 

die."  

It is well for man that Omniscience presides at the day 

of judgment. "The Lord knoweth our frame; he remembereth 

that we are dust."  

Europe was manifestly preparing for another dreadful 

religious conflict. The foreboding cloud blackened the skies. 

The young Prince of Navarre had not yet taken his side. Both 

Catholics and Protestants left no exertions untried to win to 

their cause so important an auxiliary. Henry had warm friends 

in the court of Navarre and in the court of St. Cloud. He was 

bound by many ties to both Catholics and Protestants. Love of 

pleasure, of self-indulgence, of power, urged him to cast in his 

lot with the Catholics. Reverence for his mother inclined him 
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to adopt the weaker party, who were struggling for purity of 

morals and of faith. To be popular with his subjects in his own 

kingdom of Navarre, he must be a Protestant. To be popular in 

France, to whose throne he was already casting a wistful eye, 

it was necessary for him to be a Catholic. He vacillated 

between these views of self-interest. His conscience and his 

heart were untouched. Both parties were aware of the 

magnitude of the weight he could place in either scale, while 

each deemed it quite uncertain which cause he would espouse. 

His father had died contending for the Catholic faith, and all 

knew that the throne of Catholic France was one of the prizes 

which the young Prince of Navarre had a fair chance of 

obtaining. His mother was the most illustrious leader of the 

Protestant forces on the Continent, and the crown of Henry's 

hereditary domain could not repose quietly upon any brow but 

that of a Protestant.  

Such was the state of affairs when the clangor of arms 

again burst upon the ear of Europe. France was the arena of 

woe upon which the Catholics and the Protestants of England 

and of the Continent hurled themselves against each other. 

Catharine, breathing vengeance, headed the Catholic armies. 

Jeanne, calm yet inflexible, was recognized as at the head of 

the Protestant leaders, and was alike the idol of the common 

soldiers and of their generals. The two contending armies, 

after various marchings and countermarchings, met at 

Rochelle. The whole country around, for many leagues, was 

illuminated at night by the camp-fires of the hostile hosts. The 

Protestants, inferior in numbers, with hymns and prayers 

calmly awaited an attack. The Catholics, divided in council, 

were fearful of hazarding a decisive engagement. Day after 

day thus passed, with occasional skirmishes, when, one sunny 

morning, the sound of trumpets was heard, and the gleam of 

the spears and banners of an approaching host was seen on the 

distant hills. The joyful tidings spread through the ranks of the 

Protestants that the Queen of Navarre, with her son and four 

thousand troops, had arrived. At the head of her firm and 

almost invincible band she rode, calm and serene, 

magnificently mounted, with her proud boy by her side. As the 

queen and her son entered the plain, an exultant shout from the 

whole Protestant host seemed to rend the skies. These 

enthusiastic plaudits, loud, long, reiterated, sent dismay to the 

hearts of the Catholics.  

Jeanne presented her son to the Protestant army, and 

solemnly dedicated him to the defense of the Protestant faith. 

At the same time she published a declaration to the world that 

she deplored the horrors of war; that she was not contending 

for the oppression of others, but to secure for herself and her 

friends the right to worship God according to the teachings of 

the Bible. The young prince was placed under the charge of 

the most experienced generals, to guard his person from 

danger and to instruct him in military science. The Prince of 

Conde was his teacher in that terrible accomplishment in 

which both master and pupil have obtained such worldwide 

renown.  

Long files of English troops, with trumpet tones, and 

waving banners, and heavy artillery, were seen winding their 

way along the streams of France, hastening to the scene of 

conflict. The heavy battalions of the Pope were marshaling 

upon all the sunny plains of Italy, and the banners of the 

rushing squadrons glittered from the pinnacles of the Alps, as 

Europe rose in arms, desolating ten thousand homes with 

conflagrations, and blood, and woe. Could the pen record the 

smouldering ruins, the desolate hearthstones, the shrieks of 

mortal agony, the wailings of the widow, the cry of the 

orphan, which thus resulted from man's inhumanity to man, 

the heart would sicken at the recital. The summer passed away 

in marches and counter-marches, in assassinations, and 

skirmishes, and battles. The fields of the husbandmen were 

trampled under the hoofs of horses. Villages were burned to 

the ground, and their wretched inhabitants driven out in 

nakedness and starvation to meet the storms of merciless 

winter. Noble ladies and refined and beautiful maidens fled 

shrieking from the pursuit of brutal and licentious soldiers. 
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Still neither party gained any decisive victory. The storms of 

winter came, and beat heavily, with frost and drifting snow, 

upon the worn and weary hosts.  

In three months ten thousand Protestants had perished. 

At Orleans two hundred Protestants were thrown into prison. 

The populace set the prison on fire, and they were all 

consumed.  

At length the Catholic armies, having become far more 

numerous than the Protestant, ventured upon a general 

engagement. They met upon the field of Jarnac. The battle was 

conducted by the Reformers with a degree of fearlessness 

bordering on desperation. The Prince of Conde plunged into 

the thickest ranks of the enemy with his unfurled banner 

bearing the motto, "Danger is sweet for Christ and my 

country." Just as he commenced his desperate charge, a kick 

from a wounded horse fractured his leg so severely that the 

fragments of the bone protruded through his boot. Pointing to 

the mangled and helpless limb, he said to those around him, 

"Remember the state in which Louis of Bourbon enters the 

fight for Christ and his country." Immediately sounding the 

charge, like a whirlwind his little band plunged into the midst 

of their foes. For a moment the shock was irresistible, and the 

assailed fell like grass before the scythe of the mower. Soon, 

however, the undaunted band was entirely surrounded by their 

powerful adversaries. The Prince of Conde, with but about two 

hundred and fifty men, with indomitable determination 

sustained himself against the serried ranks of five thousand 

men closing up around him on every side. This was the last 

earthly conflict of the Prince of Conde. With his leg broken 

and his arm nearly severed from his body, his horse fell dead 

beneath him, and the prince, deluged with blood, was 

precipitated into the dust under the trampling hoofs of 

wounded and frantic chargers. His men still fought with 

desperation around their wounded chieftain. Of twenty-five 

nephews who accompanied him, fifteen were slain by his side. 

Soon all his defenders were cut down or dispersed. The 

wounded prince, an invaluable prize, was taken prisoner. 

Montesquieu, captain of the guards of the Duke of Anjou, 

came driving up, and as he saw the prisoner attracting much 

attention, besmeared with blood and dirt,  

"Whom have we here?" he inquired.  

"The Prince of Conde," was the exultant reply.  

"Kill him! kill him!" exclaimed the captain, and he 

discharged a pistol at his head.  

The ball passed through his brain, and the prince fell 

lifeless upon the ground. The corpse was left where it fell, and 

the Catholic troops pursued their foes, now flying in every 

direction. The Protestants retreated across a river, blew up the 

bridge, and protected themselves from farther assault. The 

next day the Duke of Anjou, the younger brother of Charles 

IX., and who afterward became Henry III., who was one of the 

leaders of the Catholic army, rode over the field of battle, to 

find, if possible, the body of his illustrious enemy.  

"We had not rode far," says one who accompanied 

him, "when we perceived a great number of the dead bodies 

piled up in a heap, which led us to judge that this was the spot 

where the body of the prince was to be found: in fact, we 

found it there. Baron de Magnac took the corpse by the hair to 

lift up the face, which was turned toward the ground, and 

asked me if I recognized him; but, as one eye was torn out, and 

his face was covered with blood and dirt, I could only reply 

that it was certainly his height and his complexion, but farther 

I could not say."  

They washed the bloody and mangled face, and found 

that it was indeed the prince. His body was carried, with 

infamous ribaldry, on an ass to the castle of Jarnac, and thrown 

contemptuously upon the ground. Several illustrious prisoners 

were brought to the spot and butchered in cold blood, and their 

corpses thrown upon that of the prince, while the soldiers 

passed a night of drunkenness and revelry, exulting over the 

remains of their dead enemies.  
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Such was the terrible battle of Jarnac, the first conflict 

which Henry witnessed. The tidings of this great victory and 

of the death of the illustrious Conde excited transports of joy 

among the Catholics. Charles IX. sent to Pope Pius V. the 

standards taken from the Protestants. The Pope, who affirmed 

that Luther was a ravenous beast, and that his doctrines were 

the sum of all crimes, wrote to the king a letter of 

congratulation. He urged him to extirpate every fibre of 

heresy, regardless of all entreaty, and of every tie of blood and 

affection. To encourage him, he cited the example of Saul 

exterminating the Amalekites, and assured him that all 

tendency to clemency was a snare of the devil.  

The Catholics now considered the condition of the 

Protestants as desperate. The pulpits resounded with 

imprecations and anathemas. The Catholic priests earnestly 

advocated the sentiment that no faith was to be kept with 

heretics; that to massacre them was an action essential to the 

safety of the state, and which would secure the approbation of 

God.  

But the Protestants, though defeated, were still 

unsubdued. The noble Admiral Coligni still remained to them; 

and after the disaster, Jeanne d'Albret presented herself before 

the troops, holding her son Henry, then fourteen years of age, 

by one hand, and Henry, son of the Prince de Conde, by the 

other, and devoted them both to the cause. The young Henry 

of Navarre was then proclaimed generalissimo of the army and 

protector of the churches. He took the following oath: "I swear 

to defend the Protestant religion, and to persevere in the 

common cause, till death or till victory has secured for all the 

liberty which we desire."  

CHAPTER III  

THE MARRIAGE 

1568-1572 

Young Henry of Navarre was but about fourteen years 

of age when, from one of the hills in the vicinity, he looked 

upon the terrible battle of Jarnac. It is reported that, young as 

he was, he pointed out the fatal errors which were committed 

by the Protestants in all the arrangements which preceded the 

battle.  

"It is folly," he said, "to think of fighting, with forces 

so divided, a united army making an attack at one point."  

For the security of his person, deemed so precious to 

the Protestants, his friends, notwithstanding his entreaties and 

even tears, would not allow him to expose himself to any of 

the perils of the conflict. As he stood upon an eminence which 

overlooked the field of battle, surrounded by a few faithful 

guards, he gazed with intense anguish upon the sanguinary 

scene spread out before him. He saw his friends utterly 

defeated, and their squadrons trampled in the dust beneath the 

hoofs of the Catholic cavalry.  

The Protestants, without loss of time, rallied anew their 

forces. The Queen of Navarre soon saw thousands of strong 

arms and brave hearts collecting again around her banner. 

Accompanied by her son, she rode through their ranks, and 

addressed them in words of feminine yet heroic eloquence, 

which roused their utmost enthusiasm. But few instances have 

been recorded in which human hearts have been more deeply 

moved than were these martial hosts by the brief sentences 

which dropped from the lips of this extraordinary woman. 

Henry, in the most solemn manner, pledged himself to 

consecrate all his energies to the defense of the Protestant 
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religion. To each of the chiefs of the army the queen also 

presented a gold medal, suspended from a golden chain, with 

her own name and that of her son impressed upon one side, 

and on the other the words "Certain peace, complete victory, 

or honorable death." The enthusiasm of the army was raised to 

the highest pitch, and the heroic queen became the object 

almost of the adoration of her soldiers.  

Catharine, seeing the wonderful enthusiasm with which 

the Protestant troops were inspired by the presence of the 

Queen of Navarre, visited the head-quarters of her own army, 

hoping that she might also enkindle similar ardor. 

Accompanied by a magnificent retinue of her brilliantly-

accoutred generals, she swept, like a gorgeous vision, before 

her troops. She lavished presents upon her officers, and in 

high-sounding phrase harangued the soldiers; but there was 

not a private in the ranks who did not know that she was a 

wicked and a polluted woman. She had talent, but no soul. All 

her efforts were unavailing to evoke one single electric spark 

of emotion. She had sense enough to perceive her signal 

failure and to feel its mortification. No one either loved or 

respected Catharine. Thousands hated her, yet, conscious of 

her power, either courting her smiles or dreading her frown, 

they often bowed before her in adulation.  

The two armies were soon facing each other upon the 

field of battle. It was the third of October, 1569. More than 

fifty thousand combatants met upon the plains of Moncontour. 

All generalship seemed to be ignored as the exasperated 

adversaries rushed upon each other in a headlong fight. The 

Protestants, outnumbered, were awfully defeated. Out of 

twenty-five thousand combatants whom they led into the field, 

but eight thousand could be rallied around their retreating 

banner after a fight of but three quarters of an hour. All their 

cannon, baggage, and munitions of war were lost. No mercy 

was granted to the vanquished.  

Coligni, at the very commencement of the battle, was 

struck by a bullet which shattered his jaw. The gushing blood 

under his helmet choked him, and they bore him upon a litter 

from the field. As they were carrying the wounded admiral 

along, they overtook another litter upon which was stretched 

L'Estrange, the bosom friend of the admiral, also desperately 

wounded. L'Estrange, forgetting himself, gazed for a moment 

with tearful eyes upon the noble Coligni, and then gently said, 

"It is sweet to trust in God." Coligni, unable to speak, could 

only look a reply. Thus the two wounded friends parted. 

Coligni afterward remarked that these few words were a 

cordial to his spirit, inspiring him with resolution and hope.  

Henry of Navarre, and his cousin, Henry of Conde, son 

of the prince who fell at the battle of Jarnac, from a 

neighboring eminence witnessed this scene of defeat and of 

awful carnage. The admiral, unwilling to expose to danger 

lives so precious to their cause, had stationed them there with 

a reserve of four thousand men under the command of Louis 

of Nassau. When Henry saw the Protestants giving way, he 

implored Louis that they should hasten with the reserve to the 

protection of their friends; but Louis, with military rigor, 

awaited the commands of the admiral. "We lose our 

advantage, then," exclaimed the prince, "and consequently the 

battle."  

The most awful of earthly calamities seemed now to 

fall like an avalanche upon Coligni, the noble Huguenot 

chieftain. His beloved brother was slain. Bands of wretches 

had burned down his castle and laid waste his estates. The 

Parliament of Paris, composed of zealous Catholics, had 

declared him guilty of high treason, and offered fifty thousand 

crowns to whoever would deliver him up, dead or alive. The 

Pope declared to all Europe that he was a "detestable, 

infamous, execrable man, if, indeed, he even merited the name 

of man." His army was defeated, his friends cut to pieces, and 

he himself was grievously wounded, and was lying upon a 

couch in great anguish. Under these circumstances, thirteen 

days after receiving his wound, he thus wrote to his children:  
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"We should not repose on earthly possessions. Let us 

place our hope beyond the earth, and acquire other treasures 

than those which we see with our eyes and touch with our 

hands. We must follow Jesus our leader, who has gone before 

us. Men have ravished us of what they could. If such is the 

will of God, we shall be happy and our condition good, since 

we endure this loss from no wrong you have done those who 

have brought it to you, but solely for the hate they have borne 

me because God was pleased to direct me to assist his Church. 

For the present, it is enough to admonish and conjure you, in 

the name of God, to persevere courageously in the study of 

virtue."  

In the course of a few weeks Coligni rose from his bed, 

and the Catholics were amazed to find him at the head of a 

third army. The indomitable Queen of Navarre, with the calm 

energy which ever signalized her character, had rallied the 

fugitives around her, and had reanimated their waning courage 

by her own invincible spirit. Nobles and peasants from all the 

mountains of Bearn, and from every province in France, 

thronged to the Protestant camp. Conflict after conflict ensued. 

The tide of victory now turned in favor of the Reformers. 

Henry, absolutely refusing any longer to retire from the perils 

of the field, engaged with the utmost coolness, judgment, and 

yet impetuosity in all the toils and dangers of the battle. The 

Protestant cause gained strength. The Catholics were 

disheartened. Even Catharine became convinced that the 

extermination of the Protestants by force was no longer 

possible. So once more they offered conditions of peace, 

which were promptly accepted. These terms, which were 

signed at St. Germaine-en-Laye the 8th of August, 1570, were 

more favorable than the preceding. The Protestants were 

allowed liberty of worship in all the places then in their 

possession. They were also allowed public worship in two 

towns in each province of the kingdom. They were permitted 

to reside any where without molestation, and were declared 

eligible to any public office.  

Coligni, mourning over the untold evils and miseries of 

war, with alacrity accepted these conditions. "Sooner than fall 

back into these disturbances," said he, "I would choose to die a 

thousand deaths, and be dragged through the streets of Paris."  

The queen, however, and her advisers were guilty of 

the most extreme perfidy in this truce. It was merely their 

object to induce the foreign troops who had come to the aid of 

the allies to leave the kingdom, that they might then 

exterminate the Protestants by a general massacre. Catharine 

decided to accomplish by the dagger of the assassin that which 

she had in vain attempted to accomplish on the field of battle. 

This peace was but the first act in the awful tragedy of St. 

Bartholomew.  

Peace being thus apparently restored, the young Prince 

of Navarre now returned to his hereditary domains and visited 

its various provinces, where he was received with the most 

lively demonstrations of affection. Various circumstances, 

however, indicated to the Protestant leaders that some 

mysterious and treacherous plot was forming for their 

destruction. The Protestant gentlemen absented themselves, 

consequently, from the court of Charles IX. The king and his 

mother were mortified by these evidences that their perfidy 

was suspected.  

Jeanne, with her son, after visiting her subjects in all 

parts of her own dominions, went to Rochelle, where they 

were joined by many of the most illustrious of their friends. 

Large numbers gathered around them, and the court of the 

Queen of Navarre was virtually transferred to that place. Thus 

there were two rival courts, side by side, in the same kingdom. 

Catharine, with her courtiers, exhibited boundless luxury and 

voluptuousness at Paris. Jeanne d'Albret, at Rochelle, 

embellished her court with all that was noble in intellect, 

elegant in manners, and pure in morals. Catharine and her 

submissive son Charles IX. left nothing untried to lure the 

Protestants into a false security. Jeanne scrupulously requited 

the courtesies she received from Catharine, though she 
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regarded with much suspicion the adulation and the 

sycophancy of her proud hostess.  

The young King of France, Charles IX., who was of 

about the same age with Henry, and who had been his 

companion and playmate in childhood, was now married to 

Elizabeth, the daughter of the Emperor Maximilian II. of 

Austria. Their nuptials were celebrated with all the 

ostentatious pomp which the luxury of the times and the 

opulence of the French monarchy could furnish. In these 

rejoicings the courts of France and Navarre participated with 

the semblance of the most heartfelt cordiality. Protestants and 

Catholics, pretending to forget that they had recently 

encountered each other with fiendlike fury in fields of blood, 

mingled gayly in these festivities, and vied with each other in 

the exchange of courtly greetings and polished flatteries. 

Catharine and Charles IX. lavished, with the utmost profusion, 

their commendations and attentions upon the young Prince of 

Navarre, and left no arts of dissimulation unessayed which 

might disarm the fears and win the confidence of their victims.  

The queen mother, with caressing fondness, declared 

that Henry must be her son. She would confer upon him 

Marguerite, her youngest daughter. This princess had now 

become a young lady, beautiful in the extreme, and highly 

accomplished in all those graces which can kindle the fires and 

feed the flames of passion; but she was also as devoid of 

principle as any male libertine who contaminated by his 

presence a court whose very atmosphere was corruption. Many 

persons of royal blood had most earnestly sought the hand of 

this princess, for an alliance with the royal family of France 

was an honor which the proudest sovereigns might covet. Such 

a connection, in its political aspects, was every thing Henry 

could desire. It would vastly augment the consideration and 

the power of the young prince, and would bring him a long 

step nearer to the throne of France. The Protestants were all 

intensely interested in this match, as it would invest one, 

destined soon to become their most prominent leader, with 

new ability to defend their rights and to advocate their cause. 

It is a singular illustration of the hopeless corruption of the 

times, that the notorious profligacy of Marguerite seems to 

have been considered, even by Henry himself, as no obstacle 

to the union.  

A royal marriage is ordinarily but a matter of state 

policy. Upon the cold and icy eminence of kingly life the 

flowers of sympathy and affection rarely bloom. Henry, 

without hesitation, acquiesced in the expediency of this nuptial 

alliance. He regarded it as manifestly a very politic 

partnership, and did not concern himself in the least about the 

agreeable or disagreeable qualities of his contemplated spouse. 

He had no idea of making her his companion, much less his 

friend. She was to be merely his wife.  

Jeanne d'Albret, however, a woman of sincere piety, 

and in whose bosom all noble thoughts were nurtured, 

cherished many misgivings. Her Protestant principles caused 

her to shrink from the espousals of her son with a Roman 

Catholic. Her religious scruples, and the spotless purity of her 

character, aroused the most lively emotions of repugnance in 

view of her son's connection with one who had not even the 

modesty to conceal her vices. State considerations, however, 

finally prevailed, and Jeanne, waiving her objections, 

consented to the marriage. She yielded, however, with the 

greatest reluctance, to the unceasing importunities of her 

friends. They urged that this marriage would unite the two 

parties in a solid peace, and thus protect the Protestants from 

persecution, and rescue France from unutterable woe. Even the 

Admiral Coligni was deceived. But the result proved, in this 

case as in every other, that it is never safe to do evil that good 

may come. If any fact is established under the government of 

God, it is this.  

The Queen of Navarre, in her extreme repugnance to 

this match, remarked,  
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"I would choose to descend to the condition of the 

poorest damsel in France rather than sacrifice to the grandeur 

of my family my own soul and that of my son."  

With consummate perjury, Charles IX. declared, "I 

give my sister in marriage, not only to the Prince of Navarre, 

but, as it were, to the whole Protestant party. This will be the 

strongest and closest bond for the maintenance of peace 

between my subjects, and a sure evidence of my good-will 

toward the Protestants."  

Thus influenced, this noble woman consented to the 

union. She then went to Blois to meet Catharine and the king. 

They received her with exuberant displays of love. The foolish 

king quite overacted his part, calling her "his great aunt, his 

all, his best beloved." As the Queen of Navarre retired for the 

night, Charles said to Catharine, laughing,  

"Well, mother, what do you think of it? Do I play my 

little part well?"  

"Yes," said Catharine, encouragingly, "very well; but it 

is of no use unless it continues."  

"Allow me to go on," said the king, "and you will see 

that I shall ensnare them."  

The young Princess Marguerite, heartless, proud, and 

petulant, received the cold addresses of Henry with still more 

chilling indifference. She refused to make even the slightest 

concessions to his religious views, and, though she made no 

objection to the decidedly politic partnership, she very 

ostentatiously displayed her utter disregard for Henry and his 

friends. The haughty and dissolute beauty was piqued by the 

reluctance which Jeanne had manifested to an alliance which 

Marguerite thought should have been regarded as the very 

highest of all earthly honors. Preparations were, however, 

made for the marriage ceremony, which was to be performed 

in the French capital with unexampled splendor. The most 

distinguished gentlemen of the Protestant party, nobles, 

statesmen, warriors, from all parts of the realm, were invited to 

the metropolis, to add lustre to the festivities by their presence. 

Many, however, of the wisest counselors of the Queen of 

Navarre, deeply impressed with the conviction of the utter 

perfidy of Catharine, and apprehending some deep-laid plot, 

remonstrated against the acceptance of the invitations, 

presaging that, "if the wedding were celebrated in Paris, the 

liveries would be very crimson."  

Jeanne, solicited by the most pressing letters from 

Catharine and her son Charles IX., and urged by her courtiers, 

who were eager to share the renowned pleasures of the French 

metropolis, proceeded to Paris. She had hardly entered the 

sumptuous lodgings provided for her in the court of Catharine, 

when she was seized with a violent fever, which raged in her 

veins nine days, and then she died. In death she manifested the 

same faith and fortitude which had embellished her life. Not a 

murmur or a groan escaped her lips in the most violent 

paroxysms of pain. She had no desire to live except from 

maternal solicitude for her children, Henry and Catharine.  

"But God," said she, "will be their father and protector, 

as he has been mine in my greatest afflictions. I confide them 

to his providence."  

She died in June, 1572, in the forty-fourth year of her 

age. Catharine exhibited the most ostentatious and extravagant 

demonstrations of grief. Charles gave utterance to loud and 

poignant lamentations, and ordered a surgeon to examine the 

body, that the cause of her death might be ascertained. 

Notwithstanding these efforts to allay suspicion, the report 

spread like wildfire through all the departments of France, and 

all the Protestant countries of Europe, that the queen had been 

perfidiously poisoned by Catharine. The Protestant writers of 

the time assert that she fell a victim to poison communicated 

by a pair of perfumed gloves. The Catholics as confidently 

affirm that she died of a natural disease. The truth can now 

never be known till the secrets of all hearts shall be revealed at 

the judgment day.  
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Henry, with his retinue, was slowly traveling toward 

Paris, unconscious of his mother's sickness, when the 

unexpected tidings arrived of her death. It is difficult to 

imagine what must have been the precise nature of the 

emotions of an ambitious young man in such an event, who 

ardently loved both his mother and the crown which she wore, 

as by the loss of the one he gained the other. The cloud of his 

grief was embellished with the gilded edgings of joy. The 

Prince of Bearn now assumed the title and the style of the 

King of Navarre, and honored the memory of his noble mother 

with every manifestation of regret and veneration. This 

melancholy event caused the postponement of the marriage 

ceremony for a short time, as it was not deemed decorous that 

epithalamiums should be shouted and requiems chanted from 

the same lips in the same hour. The knell tolling the burial of 

the dead would not blend harmoniously with the joyous peals 

of the marriage bell. Henry was not at all annoyed by this 

delay, for no impatient ardor urged him to his nuptials. 

Marguerite, annoyed by the opposition which Henry's mother 

had expressed in regard to the alliance, and vexed by the utter 

indifference which her betrothed manifested toward her 

person, indulged in all the wayward humors of a worse than 

spoiled child. She studiously displayed her utter disregard for 

Henry, which manifestations, with the most provoking 

indifference, he did not seem even to notice.  

During this short interval the Protestant nobles 

continued to flock to Paris, that they might honor with their 

presence the marriage of the young chief. The Admiral Coligni 

was, by very special exertions on the part of Catharine and 

Charles, lured to the metropolis. He had received anonymous 

letters warning him of his danger. Many of his more prudent 

friends openly remonstrated against his placing himself in the 

power of the perfidious queen. Coligni, however, was strongly 

attached to Henry, and, in defiance of all these warnings, he 

resolved to attend his nuptials. "I confide," said he, "in the 

sacred word of his majesty."  

Upon his arrival in the metropolis, Catharine and 

Charles lavished upon him the most unbounded manifestations 

of regard. The king, embracing the admiral, exclaimed, "This 

is the happiest day of my life." Very soon one of the admiral's 

friends called upon him to take leave, saying that he was 

immediately about to retire into the country. When asked by 

the admiral the cause of his unexpected departure, he replied, 

"I go because they caress you too much, and I would rather 

save myself with fools than perish with sages."  

At length the nuptial day arrived. It was the 

seventeenth of August, 1572. Paris had laid aside its mourning 

weeds, and a gay and brilliant carnival succeeded its dismal 

days of gloom. Protestants and Catholics, of highest name and 

note, from every part of Europe, who had met in the dreadful 

encounters of a hundred fields of blood, now mingled in 

apparent fraternity with the glittering throng, all interchanging 

smiles and congratulations. The unimpassioned bridegroom 

led his scornful bride to the church of Notre Dame. Before the 

massive portals of this renowned edifice, and under the 

shadow of its venerable towers, a magnificent platform had 

been reared, canopied with the most gorgeous tapestry. 

Hundreds of thousands thronged the surrounding 

amphitheatre, swarming at the windows, crowding the 

balconies, and clustered upon the house-tops, to witness the 

imposing ceremony. The gentle breeze breathing over the 

multitude was laden with the perfume of flowers. Banners, and 

pennants, and ribbons of every varied hue waved in the air, or 

hung in gay festoons from window to window, and from roof 

to roof. Upon that conspicuous platform, in the presence of all 

the highest nobility of France, and of the most illustrious 

representatives of every court of Europe, Henry received the 

hand of the haughty princess, and the nuptial oath was 

administered.  

Marguerite, however, even in that hour, and in the 

presence of all those spectators, gave a ludicrous exhibition of 

her girlish petulance and ungoverned willfulness. When, in the 
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progress of the ceremony, she was asked if she willingly 

received Henry of Bourbon for her husband, she pouted, 

coquettishly tossed her proud head, and was silent. The 

question was repeated. The spirit of Marguerite was now 

roused, and all the powers of Europe could not tame the shrew. 

She fixed her eyes defiantly upon the officiating bishop, and 

refusing, by look, or word, or gesture, to express the slightest 

assent, remained as immovable as a statue. Embarrassment 

and delay ensued. Her royal brother, Charles IX., fully aware 

of his sister's indomitable resolution, coolly walked up to the 

termagant at bay, and placing one hand upon her chest and the 

other upon the back of her head, compelled an involuntary 

nod. The bishop smiled and bowed, and acting upon the 

principle that small favors were gratefully received, proceeded 

with the ceremony. Such were the vows with which Henry and 

Marguerite were united. Such is too often love in the palace.  

The Roman Catholic wife, unaccompanied by her 

Protestant husband, who waited at the door with his retinue, 

now entered the church of Notre Dame to participate in the 

solemnities of the mass. The young King of Navarre then 

submissively received his bride and conducted her to a very 

magnificent dinner. Catharine and Charles IX., at this 

entertainment, were very specially attentive to the Protestant 

nobles. The weak and despicable king leaned affectionately 

upon the arm of the Admiral Coligni, and for a long time 

conversed with him with every appearance of friendship and 

esteem. Balls, illuminations, and pageants ensued in the 

evening. For many days these unnatural and chilling nuptials 

were celebrated with all the splendor of national festivities. 

Among these entertainments there was a tournament, 

singularly characteristic of the times, and which certainly 

sheds peculiar lustre either upon the humility or upon the 

good-nature of the Protestants.  

A large area was prepared for the display of one of 

those barbaric passes of arms in which the rude chivalry of 

that day delighted. The inclosure was surrounded by all the 

polished intellect, rank, and beauty of France. Charles IX., 

with his two brothers and several of the Catholic nobility, then 

appeared upon one side of the arena on noble war-horses 

gorgeously caparisoned, and threw down the gauntlet of 

defiance to Henry of Navarre and his Protestant retinue, who, 

similarly mounted and accoutred, awaited the challenge upon 

the opposite side.  

 

 
 

THE MARRIAGE.  

The portion of the inclosure in which the Catholics 

appeared was decorated to represent heaven. Birds of Paradise 

displayed their gorgeous plumage, and the air was vocal with 

the melody of trilling songsters. Beauty displayed its charms 

arrayed in celestial robes, and ambrosial odors lulled the 

senses in luxurious indulgence. All the resources of wealth and 

art were lavished to create a vision of the home of the blessed.  

The Protestants, in the opposite extreme of the arena, 

were seen emerging from the desolation, the gloom, and the 

sulphurous canopy of hell. The two parties, from their 

antagonistic realms, rushed to the encounter, the fiends of 
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darkness battling with the angels of light. Gradually the 

Catholics, in accordance with previous arrangements, drove 

back the Protestants toward their grim abodes, when suddenly 

numerous demons appeared rushing from the dungeons of the 

infernal regions, who, with cloven hoofs, and satanic weapons, 

and chains forged in penal fires, seized upon the Protestants 

and dragged them to the blackness of darkness from whence 

they had emerged. Plaudits loud and long greeted this 

discomfiture of the Protestants by the infernal powers.  

But suddenly the scene is changed. A winged Cupid 

appears, the representative of the pious and amiable bride 

Marguerite. The demons fly in dismay before the irresistible 

boy. Fearlessly this emissary of love penetrates the realms of 

despair. The Protestants, by this agency, are liberated from 

their thralldom, and conducted in triumph to the Elysium of 

the Catholics. A more curious display of regal courtesy history 

has not recorded. And this was in Paris!  

Immediately after the marriage, the Admiral Coligni 

was anxious to obtain permission to leave the city. His devout 

spirit found no enjoyment in the gayeties of the metropolis, 

and he was deeply disgusted with the unveiled licentiousness 

which he witnessed every where around him. Day after day, 

however, impediments were placed in the way of his 

departure, and it was not until three days after the marriage 

festivities that he succeeded in obtaining an audience with 

Charles. He accompanied Charles to the racket-court, where 

the young monarch was accustomed to spend much of his 

time, and there bidding him adieu, left him to his amusements, 

and took his way on foot toward his lodgings.  

The Pope, not aware of the treachery which was 

contemplated, was much displeased in view of the apparently 

friendly relations which had thus suddenly sprung up between 

the Catholics and the Protestants. He was exceedingly 

perplexed by the marriage, and at last sent a legate to 

expostulate with the French king. Charles IX. was exceedingly 

embarrassed how to frame a reply. He wished to convince the 

legate of his entire devotion to the Papal Church, and, at the 

same time, he did not dare to betray his intentions; for the 

detection of the conspiracy would not only frustrate all his 

plans, but would load him with ignominy, and vastly augment 

the power of his enemies.  

"I do devoutly wish," Charles replied, "that I could tell 

you all; but you and the Pope shall soon know how beneficial 

this marriage shall prove to the interests of religion. Take my 

word for it, in a little time the holy father shall have reason to 

praise my designs, my piety, and my zeal in behalf of the 

faith."  
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CHAPTER IV  

PREPARATIONS FOR MASSACRE 

1572 

As the Admiral Coligni was quietly passing through 

the streets from his interview with Charles at the Louvre to his 

residence, in preparation for his departure, accompanied by 

twelve or fifteen of his personal friends, a letter was placed in 

his hands. He opened it, and began to read as he walked 

slowly along. Just as he was turning a corner of the street, a 

musket was discharged from the window of an adjoining 

house, and two balls struck him. One cut off a finger of his 

right hand, and the other entered his left arm. The admiral, 

inured to scenes of danger, manifested not the slightest 

agitation or alarm. He calmly pointed out to his friends the 

house from which the gun had been discharged, and his 

attendants rushed forward and broke open the door. The 

assassin, however, escaped through a back window, and, 

mounting a fleet horse stationed there, and which was 

subsequently proved to have belonged to a nephew of the king, 

avoided arrest. It was clearly proved in the investigations 

which immediately ensued that the assassin was in connivance 

with some of the most prominent Catholics of the realm. The 

Duke of Guise and Catharine were clearly implicated.  

Messengers were immediately dispatched to inform the 

king of the crime which had been perpetrated. Charles was still 

playing in the tennis-court. Casting away his racket, he 

exclaimed, with every appearance of indignation, "Shall I 

never be at peace?"  

The wounded admiral was conveyed to his lodgings. 

The surgeons of the court, the ministers of the Protestant 

Church, and the most illustrious princes and nobles of the 

admiral's party hastened to the couch of the sufferer. Henry of 

Navarre was one of the first that arrived, and he was deeply 

moved as he bent over his revered and much-loved friend. The 

intrepid and noble old man seemed perfectly calm and 

composed, reposing unfailing trust in God.  

"My friends," said he, "why do you weep? For myself, 

I deem it an honor to have received these wounds for the name 

of God. Pray him to strengthen me."  

Henry proceeded from the bedside of the admiral to the 

Louvre. He found Charles and Catharine there, surrounded by 

many of the nobles of their court. In indignant terms Henry 

reproached both mother and son with the atrocity of the crime 

which had been committed, and demanded immediate 

permission to retire from Paris, asserting that neither he nor his 

friends could any longer remain in the capital in safety. The 

king and his mother vied with each other in noisy, voluble, and 

even blasphemous declarations of their utter abhorrence of the 

deed; but all the oaths of Charles and all the vociferations of 

Catharine did but strengthen the conviction of the Protestants 

that they both were implicated in this plot of assassination. 

Catharine and Charles, feigning the deepest interest in the fate 

of their wounded guest, hastened to his sick-chamber with 

every possible assurance of their distress and sympathy. 

Charles expressed the utmost indignation at the murderous 

attempt, and declared, with those oaths which are common to 

vulgar minds, that he would take the most terrible vengeance 

upon the perpetrators as soon as he could discover them.  

"To discover them can not be difficult," coolly replied 

the admiral.  

Henry of Navarre, overwhelmed with indignation and 

sorrow, was greatly alarmed in view of the toils in which he 

found himself and his friends hopelessly involved. The 

Protestants, who had been thus lured to Paris, unarmed and 

helpless, were panic-stricken by these indications of relentless 

perfidy. They immediately made preparations to escape from 

the city. Henry, bewildered by rumors of plots and perils, 
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hesitated whether to retire from the capital with his friends in a 

body, taking the admiral with them, or more secretly to 

endeavor to effect an escape.  

But Catharine and Charles, the moment for action 

having not quite arrived, were unwearied in their exertions to 

allay this excitement and soothe these alarms. They became 

renewedly clamorous in their expressions of grief and 

indignation in view of the assault upon the admiral. The king 

placed a strong guard around the house where the wounded 

nobleman lay, ostensibly for the purpose of protecting him 

from any popular outbreak, but in reality, as it subsequently 

appeared, to guard against his escape through the intervention 

of his friends. He also, with consummate perfidy, urged the 

Protestants in the city to occupy quarters near together, that, in 

case of trouble, they might more easily be protected by him, 

and might more effectually aid one another. His real object, 

however, was to assemble them in more convenient proximity 

for the slaughter to which they were doomed. The Protestants 

were in the deepest perplexity. They were not sure but that all 

their apprehensions were groundless; and yet they knew not 

but that in the next hour some fearful battery would be 

unmasked for their destruction. They were unarmed, 

unorganized, and unable to make any preparation to meet an 

unknown danger. Catharine, whose depraved yet imperious 

spirit was guiding with such consummate duplicity all this 

enginery of intrigue, hourly administered the stimulus of her 

own stern will to sustain the faltering purpose of her equally 

depraved but fickle-minded and imbecile son.  

Some circumstances seem to indicate that Charles was 

not an accomplice with his mother in the attempt upon the life 

of the admiral. She said to her son, "Notwithstanding all your 

protestations, the deed will certainly be laid to your charge. 

Civil war will again be enkindled. The chiefs of the Protestants 

are now all in Paris. You had better gain the victory at once 

here than incur the hazard of a new campaign."  

"Well, then," said Charles, petulantly, "since you 

approve the murder of the admiral, I am content. But let all the 

Huguenots also fall, that there may not be one left to reproach 

me."  

It was on Friday, the 22d of August, that the bullets of 

the assassin wounded Coligni. The next day Henry called 

again, with his bride, to visit his friend, whose finger had been 

amputated, and who was suffering extreme pain from the 

wound in his arm. Marguerite had but few sympathies with the 

scenes which are to be witnessed in the chamber of sickness. 

She did not conceal her impatience, but, after a few 

commonplace phrases of condolence with her husband's 

bosom friend, she hastened away, leaving Henry to perform 

alone the offices of friendly sympathy.  

While the young King of Navarre was thus sitting at 

the bedside of the admiral, recounting to him the assurances of 

faith and honor given by Catharine and her son, the question 

was then under discussion, in secret council, at the palace, by 

this very Catharine and Charles, whether Henry, the husband 

of the daughter of the one and of the sister of the other, should 

be included with the rest of the Protestants in the massacre 

which they were plotting. Charles manifested some reluctance 

thus treacherously to take the life of his early playmate and 

friend, his brother-in-law, and his invited guest. It was, after 

much deliberation, decided to protect him from the general 

slaughter to which his friends were destined.  

The king sent for some of the leading officers of his 

troops, and commanded them immediately, but secretly, to 

send his agents through every section of the city, to arm the 

Roman Catholic citizens, and assemble them, at midnight, in 

front of the Hotel de Ville.  

The energetic Duke of Guise, who had acquired much 

notoriety by the sanguinary spirit with which he had 

persecuted the Protestants, was to take the lead of the carnage. 

To prevent mistakes in the confusion of the night, he had 

issued secret orders for all the Catholics "to wear a white cross 
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on the hat, and to bind a piece of white cloth around the arm." 

In the darkest hour of the night, when all the sentinels of 

vigilance and all the powers of resistance should be most 

effectually disarmed by sleep, the alarm-bell, from the tower 

of the Palace of Justice, was to toll the signal for the 

indiscriminate massacre of the Protestants. The bullet and the 

dagger were to be every where employed, and men, women, 

and children were to be cut down without mercy. With a very 

few individual exceptions, none were to be left to avenge the 

deed. Large bodies of troops, who hated the Protestants with 

that implacable bitterness which the most sanguinary wars of 

many years had engendered, had been called into the city, and 

they, familiar with deeds of blood, were to commence the 

slaughter. All good citizens were enjoined, as they loved their 

Savior, to aid in the extermination of the enemies of the 

Church of Rome. Thus, it was declared, God would be 

glorified and the best interests of man promoted. The spirit of 

the age was in harmony with the act, and it can not be doubted 

that there were those who had been so instructed by their 

spiritual guides that they truly believed that by this sacrifice 

they were doing God service.  

The conspiracy extended throughout all the provinces 

of France. The storm was to burst, at the same moment, upon 

the unsuspecting victims in every city and village of the 

kingdom. Beacon-fires, with their lurid midnight glare, were to 

flash the tidings from mountain to mountain. The peal of alarm 

was to ring along from steeple to steeple, from city to hamlet, 

from valley to hill-side, till the whole Catholic population 

should be aroused to obliterate every vestige of Protestantism 

from the land.  

While Catharine and Charles were arranging all the 

details of this deed of infamy, even to the very last moment 

they maintained with the Protestants the appearance of the 

most cordial friendship. They lavished caresses upon the 

Protestant generals and nobles. The very day preceding the 

night when the massacre commenced, the king entertained, at 

a sumptuous feast in the Louvre, many of the most illustrious 

of the doomed guests. Many of the Protestant nobles were that 

night, by the most pressing invitations, detained in the palace 

to sleep. Charles appeared in a glow of amiable spirits, and 

amused them, till a late hour, with his pleasantries.  

Henry of Navarre, however, had his suspicions very 

strongly aroused. Though he did not and could not imagine 

any thing so dreadful as a general massacre, he clearly foresaw 

that preparations were making for some very extraordinary 

event. The entire depravity of both Catharine and Charles he 

fully understood. But he knew not where the blow would fall, 

and he was extremely perplexed in deciding as to the course he 

ought to pursue. The apartments assigned to him and his bride 

were in the palace of the Louvre. It would be so manifestly for 

his worldly interest for him to unite with the Catholic party, 

especially when he should see the Protestant cause hopelessly 

ruined, that the mother and the brother of his wife had 

hesitatingly concluded that it would be safe to spare his life. 

Many of the most conspicuous members of the court of 

Navarre lodged also in the capacious palace, in chambers 

contiguous to those which were occupied by their sovereign.  

Marguerite's oldest sister had married the Duke of 

Lorraine, and her son, the Duke of Guise, an energetic, 

ambitious, unprincipled profligate, was one of the most active 

agents in this conspiracy. His illustrious rank, his near 

relationship with the kingðrendering it not improbable that he 

might yet inherit the throneðhis restless activity, and his 

implacable hatred of the Protestants, gave him the most 

prominent position as the leader of the Catholic party. He had 

often encountered the Admiral Coligni upon fields of battle, 

where all the malignity of the human heart had been aroused, 

and he had often been compelled to fly before the strong arm 

of his powerful adversary. He felt that now the hour of 

revenge had come, and with an assassin's despicable heart he 

thirsted for the blood of his noble foe. It was one of his paid 

agents who fired upon the admiral from the window, and, 
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mounted upon one of the fleetest chargers of the Duke of 

Guise, the wretch made his escape.  

The conspiracy had been kept a profound secret from 

Marguerite, lest she should divulge it to her husband. The 

Duchess of Lorraine, however, was in all their deliberations, 

and, fully aware of the dreadful carnage which the night was 

to witness, she began to feel, as the hour of midnight 

approached, very considerable anxiety in reference to the 

safety of her sister. Conscious guilt magnified her fears; and 

she was apprehensive lest the Protestants, when they should 

first awake to the treachery which surrounded them, would 

rush to the chamber of their king to protect him, and would 

wreak their vengeance upon his Catholic spouse. She did not 

dare to communicate to her sister the cause of her alarm; and 

yet, when Marguerite, about 11 o'clock, arose to retire, she 

importuned her sister, even with tears, not to occupy the same 

apartment with her husband that night, but to sleep in her own 

private chamber. Catharine sharply reproved the Duchess of 

Lorraine for her imprudent remonstrances, and bidding the 

Queen of Navarre good-night, with maternal authority directed 

her to repair to the room of her husband. She departed to the 

nuptial chamber, wondering what could be the cause of such 

an unwonted display of sisterly solicitude and affection.  

When she entered her room, to her great surprise she 

found thirty or forty gentlemen assembled there. They were 

the friends and the supporters of Henry, who had become 

alarmed by the mysterious rumors which were floating from 

ear to ear, and by the signs of agitation, and secrecy, and 

strange preparation which every where met the eye. No one 

could imagine what danger was impending. No one knew from 

what quarter the storm would burst. But that some very 

extraordinary event was about to transpire was evident to all. It 

was too late to adopt any precautions for safety. The 

Protestants, unarmed, unorganized, and widely dispersed, 

could now only practice the virtue of heroic fortitude in 

meeting their doom, whatever that doom might be. The 

gentlemen in Henry's chamber did not venture to separate, and 

not an eye was closed in sleep. They sat together in the deepest 

perplexity and consternation, as the hours of the night lingered 

slowly along, anxiously awaiting the developments with which 

the moments seemed to be fraught.  

In the mean time, aided by the gloom of a starless 

night, in every street of Paris preparations were going on for 

the enormous perpetration. Soldiers were assembling in 

different places of rendezvous. Guards were stationed at 

important points in the city, that their victims might not 

escape. Armed citizens, with loaded muskets and sabres 

gleaming in the lamplight, began to emerge, through the 

darkness, from their dwellings, and to gather, in motley and 

interminable assemblage, around the Hotel de Ville. A 

regiment of guards were stationed at the gates of the royal 

palace to protect Charles and Catharine from any possibility of 

danger. Many of the houses were illuminated, that by the light 

blazing from the windows, the bullet might be thrown with 

precision, and that the dagger might strike an unerring blow. 

Agitation and alarm pervaded the vast metropolis. The 

Catholics were rejoicing that the hour of vengeance had 

arrived. The Protestants gazed upon the portentous gatherings 

of this storm in utter bewilderment.  

All the arrangements of the enterprise were left to the 

Duke of Guise, and a more efficient and fitting agent could not 

have been found. He had ordered that the tocsin, the signal for 

the massacre, should be tolled at two o'clock in the morning. 

Catharine and Charles, in one of the apartments of the palace 

of the Louvre, were impatiently awaiting the lingering flight of 

the hours till the alarm-bell should toll forth the death-warrant 

of their Protestant subjects. Catharine, inured to treachery and 

hardened in vice, was apparently a stranger to all 

compunctious visitings. A life of crime had steeled her soul 

against every merciful impression. But she was very 

apprehensive lest her son, less obdurate in purpose, might 

relent. Though impotent in character, he was, at times, petulant 
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and self-willed, and in paroxysms of stubbornness spurned his 

mother's counsels and exerted his own despotic power.  

Charles was now in a state of the most feverish 

excitement. He hastily paced the room, peering out at the 

window, and almost every moment looking at his watch, 

wishing that the hour would come, and again half regretting 

that the plot had been formed. The companions and the friends 

of his childhood, the invited guests who, for many weeks, had 

been his associates in gay festivities, and in the interchange of 

all kindly words and deeds, were, at his command, before the 

morning should dawn, to fall before the bullet and the poniard 

of the midnight murderer. His mother witnessed with intense 

anxiety this wavering of his mind. She therefore urged him no 

longer to delay, but to anticipate the hour, and to send a 

servant immediately to sound the alarm.  

Charles hesitated, while a cold sweat ran from his 

forehead. "Are you a coward?" tauntingly inquired the 

fiendlike mother. This is the charge which will always make 

the poltroon squirm. The young king nervously exclaimed, 

"Well, then, begin."  

There were in the chamber at the time only the king, 

his mother, and his brother the Duke of Anjou. A messenger 

was immediately dispatched to strike the bell. It was two hours 

after midnight. A few moments of terrible suspense ensued. 

There was a dead silence, neither of the three uttering a word. 

They all stood at the windows looking out into the rayless 

night. Suddenly, through the still air, the ponderous tones of 

the alarm-bell fell upon the ear, and rolled, the knell of death, 

over the city. Its vibrations awakened the demon in ten 

thousand hearts. It was the morning of the Sabbath, August 

24th, 1572. It was the anniversary of a festival in honor of St. 

Bartholomew, which had long been celebrated. At the sound 

of the tocsin, the signal for the massacre, armed men rushed 

from every door into the streets, shouting, "Vive Dieu et le 

roi!"ðLive God and the king!  

CHAPTER V 

MASSACRE OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW 

1572 

As the solemn dirge from the steeple rang out upon the 

night air, the king stood at the window of the palace trembling 

in every nerve. Hardly had the first tones of the alarm-bell 

fallen upon his ear when the report of a musket was heard, and 

the first victim fell. The sound seemed to animate to frenzy the 

demoniac Catharine, while it almost froze the blood in the 

veins of the young monarch, and he passionately called out for 

the massacre to be stopped. It was too late. The train was fired, 

and could not be extinguished. The signal passed with the 

rapidity of sound from steeple to steeple, till not only Paris, 

but entire France, was roused. The roar of human passion, the 

crackling fire of musketry, and the shrieks of the wounded and 

the dying, rose and blended in one fearful din throughout the 

whole metropolis. Guns, pistols, daggers, were every where 

busy. Old men, terrified maidens, helpless infants, venerable 

matrons, were alike smitten, and mercy had no appeal which 

could touch the heart of the murderers.  

The wounded Admiral Coligni was lying helpless upon 

his bed, surrounded by a few personal friends, as the uproar of 

the rising storm of human violence and rage rolled in upon 

their ears. The Duke of Guise, with three hundred soldiers, 

hastened to the lodgings of the admiral. The gates were 

immediately knocked down, and the sentinels stabbed. A 

servant, greatly terrified, rushed into the inner apartment 

where the wounded admiral was lying, and exclaimed,  

"The house is forced, and there is no means of 

resisting."  



Original Copyright 1856 by John S.C. Abbott.   Distributed by Heritage History 2010 32 

"I have long since," said the admiral, calmly, "prepared 

myself to die. Save yourselves, my friends, if you can, for you 

can not defend my life. I commend my soul to the mercy of 

God."  

The companions of the admiral, having no possible 

means of protection, and perhaps adding to his peril by their 

presence, immediately fled to other apartments of the house. 

They were pursued and stabbed. Three leaped from the 

windows and were shot in the streets.  

Coligni, left alone in his apartment, rose with difficulty 

from his bed, and, being unable to stand, leaned for support 

against the wall. A desperado by the name of Breme, a 

follower of the Duke of Guise, with a congenial band of 

accomplices, rushed into the room. They saw a venerable man, 

pale, and with bandaged wounds, in his night-dress, engaged 

in prayer.  

"Art thou the admiral?" demanded the assassin, with 

brandished sword.  

"I am," replied the admiral; "and thou, young man, 

shouldst respect my gray hairs. Nevertheless, thou canst 

abridge my life but a little."  

Breme plunged his sword into his bosom, and then 

withdrawing it, gave him a cut upon the head. The admiral 

fell, calmly saying, "If I could but die by the hand of a 

gentleman instead of such a knave as this!" The rest of the 

assassins then rushed upon him, piercing his body with their 

daggers.  

The Duke of Guise, ashamed himself to meet the eye 

of this noble victim to the basest treachery, remained 

impatiently in the court-yard below.  

"Breme!" he shouted, looking up at the window, "have 

you done it?"  

"Yes," Breme exclaimed from the chamber, "he is done 

for."  

"Let us see, though," rejoined the duke. "Throw the 

body from the window."  

The mangled corpse was immediately thrown down 

upon the pavement of the court-yard. The duke, with his 

handkerchief, wiped the blood and the dirt from his face, and 

carefully scrutinized the features.  

"Yes," said he, "I recognize him. He is the man."  

Then giving the pallid cheek a kick, he exclaimed, 

"Courage, comrades! we have happily begun. Let us now go 

for others. The king commands it."  

In sixteen years from this event the Duke of Guise was 

himself assassinated, and received a kick in the face from 

Henry III., brother of the same king in whose service he had 

drawn the dagger of the murderer. Thus died the Admiral 

Coligni, one of the noblest sons of France. Though but fifty-

six years of age, he was prematurely infirm from care, and toil, 

and suffering.  

For three days the body was exposed to the insults of 

the populace, and finally was hung up by the feet on a gibbet. 

A cousin of Coligni secretly caused it to be taken down and 

buried.  

The tiger, having once lapped his tongue in blood, 

seems to be imbued with a new spirit of ferocity. There is in 

man a similar temper, which is roused and stimulated by 

carnage. The excitement of human slaughter converts man into 

a demon. The riotous multitude of Parisians was becoming 

each moment more and more clamorous for blood. They broke 

open the houses of the Protestants, and, rushing into their 

chambers, murdered indiscriminately both sexes and every 

age. The streets resounded with the shouts of the assassins and 

the shrieks of their victims. Cries of "Kill! kill! more blood!" 

rent the air. The bodies of the slain were thrown out of the 

windows into the streets, and the pavements of the city were 

clotted with human gore.  
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Charles, who was overwhelmed with such 

compunctions of conscience when he heard the first shot, and 

beheld from his window the commencement of the butchery, 

soon recovered from his momentary wavering, and, conscious 

that it was too late to draw back, with fiendlike eagerness 

engaged himself in the work of death. The monarch, when a 

boy, had been noted for his sanguinary spirit, delighting with 

his own hand to perform the revolting acts of the slaughter-

house. Perfect fury seemed now to take possession of him. His 

cheeks were flushed, his lips compressed, his eyes glared with 

frenzy. Bending eagerly from his window, he shouted words 

of encouragement to the assassins. Grasping a gun, in the 

handling of which he had become very skillful from long 

practice in the chase, he watched, like a sportsman, for his 

prey; and when he saw an unfortunate Protestant, wounded 

and bleeding, flying from his pursuers, he would take 

deliberate aim from the window of his palace, and shout with 

exultation as he saw him fall, pierced by his bullet. A crowd of 

fugitives rushed into the court-yard of the Louvre to throw 

themselves upon the protection of the king. Charles sent his 

own body-guard into the yard, with guns and daggers, to 

butcher them all, and the pavements of the palace-yard were 

drenched with their blood.  

Just before the carnage commenced, Marguerite, weary 

with excitement and the agitating conversation to which she 

had so long been listening, retired to her private apartment for 

sleep. She had hardly closed her eyes when the fearful outcries 

of the pursuers and the pursued filled the palace. She sprang 

up in her bed, and heard some one struggling at the door, and 

shrieking "Navarre! Navarre!" In a paroxysm of terror, she 

ordered an attendant to open the door. One of her husband's 

retinue instantly rushed in, covered with wounds and blood, 

pursued by four soldiers of her brother's guard. The captain of 

the guard entered at the same moment, and, at the earnest 

entreaty of the princess, spared her the anguish of seeing the 

friend of her husband murdered before her eyes.  

Marguerite, half delirious with bewilderment and 

terror, fled from her room to seek the apartment of her sister. 

The palace was filled with uproar, the shouts of the assassins 

and the shrieks of their victims blending in awful confusion. 

As she was rushing through the hall, she encountered another 

Protestant gentleman flying before the dripping sword of his 

pursuer. He was covered with blood, flowing from the many 

wounds he had already received. Just as he reached the young 

Queen of Navarre, his pursuer overtook him and plunged a 

sword through his body. He fell dead at her feet.  

 

 
 

THE MASSACRE OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW.  

No tongue can tell the horrors of that night. It would 

require volumes to record the frightful scenes which were 

enacted before the morning dawned. Among the most 

remarkable escapes we may mention that of a lad whose name 

afterward attained much celebrity. The Baron de Rosny, a 

Protestant lord of great influence and worth, had accompanied 

his son Maximilian, a very intelligent and spirited boy, about 

eleven years of age, to Paris, to attend the nuptials of the King 
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of Navarre. This young prince, Maximilian, afterward the 

world-renowned Duke of Sully, had previously been 

prosecuting his studies in the College of Burgundy, in the 

metropolis, and had become a very great favorite of the warm-

hearted King of Navarre. His father had come to Paris with 

great reluctance, for he had no confidence in the protestations 

of Catharine and Charles IX. Immediately after the attempt 

was made to assassinate the admiral, the Baron de Rosny, with 

many of his friends, left the city, intrusting his son to the care 

of a private tutor and a valet de chambre. He occupied 

lodgings in a remote quarter of the city and near the colleges.  

Young Maximilian was asleep in his room, when, a 

little after midnight, he was aroused by the ringing of the 

alarm-bells, and the confused cries of the populace. His tutor 

and valet de chambre sprang from their beds, and hurried out 

to ascertain the cause of the tumult. They did not, however, 

return, for they had hardly reached the door when they were 

shot down. Maximilian, in great bewilderment respecting their 

continued absence, and the dreadful clamor continually 

increasing, was hurriedly dressing himself, when his landlord 

came in, pale and trembling, and informed him of the 

massacre which was going on, and that he had saved his own 

life only by the avowal of his faith in the Catholic religion. He 

earnestly urged Maximilian to do the same. The young prince 

magnanimously resolved not to save his life by falsehood and 

apostasy. He determined to attempt, in the darkness and 

confusion of the night, to gain the College of Burgundy, where 

he hoped to find some Catholic friends who would protect 

him.  

The distance of the college from the house in which he 

was rendered the undertaking desperately perilous. Having 

disguised himself in the dress of a Roman Catholic priest, he 

took a large prayer-book under his arm, and tremblingly issued 

forth into the streets. The sights which met his eye in the 

gloom of that awful night were enough to appal the stoutest 

heart. The murderers, frantic with excitement and intoxication, 

were uttering wild outcries, and pursuing, in every direction, 

their terrified victims. Women and children, in their night-

clothes, having just sprung in terror from their beds, were 

flying from their pursuers, covered with wounds, and uttering 

fearful shrieks. The mangled bodies of the young and of the 

old, of males and females, were strewn along the streets, and 

the pavements were slippery with blood. Loud and dreadful 

outcries were heard from the interior of the dwellings as the 

work of midnight assassination proceeded; and struggles of 

desperate violence were witnessed, as the murderers attempted 

to throw their bleeding and dying victims from the high 

windows of chambers and attics upon the pavements below. 

The shouts of the assailants, the shrieks of the wounded, as 

blow after blow fell upon them, the incessant reports of 

muskets and pistols, the tramp of soldiers, and the peals of the 

alarm-bell, all combined to create a scene of terror such as 

human eyes have seldom witnessed. In the midst of ten 

thousand perils, the young man crept along, protected by his 

priestly garb, while he frequently saw his fellow-Christians 

shot and stabbed at his very side.  

Suddenly, in turning a corner, he fell into the midst of a 

band of the body-guard of the king, whose swords were 

dripping with blood. They seized him with great roughness, 

when, seeing the Catholic prayer-book which was in his hands, 

they considered it a safe passport, and permitted him to 

continue on his way uninjured. Twice again he encountered 

similar peril, as he was seized by bands of infuriated men, and 

each time he was extricated in the same way.  

At length he arrived at the College of Burgundy; and 

now his danger increased tenfold. It was a Catholic college. 

The porter at the gate absolutely refused him admittance. The 

murderers began to multiply in the street around him with 

fierce and threatening questions. Maximilian at length, by 

inquiring for La Faye, the president of the college, and by 

placing a bribe in the hands of the porter, succeeded in 

obtaining entrance. La Faye was a humane man, and 
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exceedingly attached to his Protestant pupil. Maximilian 

entered the apartment of the president, and found there two 

Catholic priests. The priests, as soon as they saw him, insisted 

upon cutting him down, declaring that the king had 

commanded that not even the infant at the breast should be 

spared. The good old man, however, firmly resolved to protect 

his young friend, and, conducting him privately to a secure 

chamber, locked him up. Here he remained three days in the 

greatest suspense, apprehensive every hour that the assassins 

would break in upon him. A faithful servant of the president 

brought him food, but could tell him of nothing but deeds of 

treachery and blood. At the end of three days, the heroic boy, 

who afterward attained great celebrity as the minister and 

bosom friend of Henry, was released and protected.  

The morning of St. Bartholomew's day had not dawned 

when a band of soldiers entered the chamber of Henry of 

Navarre and conveyed him to the presence of the king. 

Frenzied with the excitements of the scene, the imbecile but 

passionate monarch received him with a countenance inflamed 

with fury. With blasphemous oaths and imprecations, he 

commanded the King of Navarre, as he valued his life, to 

abandon a religion which Charles affirmed that the Protestants 

had assumed only as a cloak for their rebellion. With violent 

gesticulations and threats, he declared that he would no longer 

submit to be contradicted by his subjects, but that they should 

revere him as the image of God. Henry, who was a Protestant 

from considerations of state policy rather than from Christian 

principle, and who saw in the conflict merely a strife between 

two political parties, ingloriously yielded to that necessity by 

which alone he could save his life. Charles gave him three 

days to deliberate, declaring, with a violent oath, that if, at the 

end of that time, he did not yield to his commands, he would 

cause him to be strangled. Henry yielded. He not only went to 

mass himself, but submitted to the degradation of sending an 

edict to his own dominions, prohibiting the exercise of any 

religion except that of Rome. This indecision was a serious 

blot upon his character. Energetic and decisive as he was in all 

his measures of government, his religious convictions were 

ever feeble and wavering.  

When the darkness of night passed away and the 

morning of the Sabbath dawned upon Paris, a spectacle was 

witnessed such as the streets even of that blood-renowned 

metropolis have seldom presented. The city still resounded 

with that most awful of all tumults, the clamor of an infuriated 

mob. The pavements were covered with gory corpses. Men, 

women, and children were still flying in every direction, 

wounded and bleeding, pursued by merciless assassins, riotous 

with demoniac laughter and drunk with blood. The report of 

guns and pistols was heard in all parts of the city, sometimes 

in continuous volleys, as if platoons of soldiers were firing 

upon their victims, while the scattered shots, incessantly 

repeated in every section of the extended metropolis, proved 

the universality of the massacre. Drunken wretches, besmeared 

with blood, were swaggering along the streets, with ribald jests 

and demoniac howlings, hunting for the Protestants. Bodies, 

torn and gory, were hanging from the windows, and dissevered 

heads were spurned like footballs along the pavements. Priests 

were seen in their sacerdotal robes, with elevated crucifixes, 

and with fanatical exclamations encouraging the murderers not 

to grow weary in their holy work of exterminating God's 

enemies. The most distinguished nobles and generals of the 

court and the camp of Charles, mounted on horseback with 

gorgeous retinue, rode through the streets, encouraging by 

voice and arm the indiscriminate massacre.  

"Let not," the king proclaimed, "one single Protestant 

be spared to reproach me hereafter with this deed."  

For a whole week the massacre continued, and it was 

computed that from eighty to a hundred thousand Protestants 

were slain throughout the kingdom.  

Charles himself, with Catharine and the highborn but 

profligate ladies who disgraced her court, emerged with the 

morning light, in splendid array, into the reeking streets. The 

ladies contemplated with merriment and ribald jests the dead 
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bodies of the Protestants piled up before the Louvre. Some of 

the retinue, appalled by the horrid spectacle, wished to retire, 

alleging that the bodies already emitted a putrid odor. Charles 

inhumanly replied, "The smell of a dead enemy is always 

pleasant."  

On Thursday, after four days spent in hunting out the 

fugitives and finishing the bloody work, the clergy paraded the 

streets in a triumphal procession, and with jubilant prayers and 

hymns gave thanks to God for their great victory. The Catholic 

pulpits resounded with exultant harangues, and in honor of the 

event a medallion was struck off, with the inscription "La piete 

a reveille la justice"ðReligion has awakened justice.  

In the distant provinces of France the massacre was 

continued, as the Protestants were hunted from all their hiding-

places. In some departments, as in Santonge and Lower 

Languedoc, the Protestants were so numerous that the 

Catholics did not venture to attack them. In some other 

provinces they were so few that the Catholics had nothing 

whatever to fear from them, and therefore spared them; and in 

the sparsely-settled rural districts the peasants refused to 

imbrue their hands in the blood of their neighbors. Many 

thousand Protestants throughout the kingdom in these ways 

escaped.  

But in nearly all the populous towns, where the 

Catholic population predominated, the massacre was universal 

and indiscriminate. In Meaux, four hundred houses of 

Protestants were pillaged and devastated, and the inmates, 

without regard to age or sex, utterly exterminated. At Orleans 

there were three thousand Protestants. A troop of armed 

horsemen rode furiously through the streets, shouting, 

"Courage, boys! kill all, and then you shall divide their 

property." At Rouen, many of the Protestants, at the first 

alarm, fled. The rest were arrested and thrown into prison. 

They were then brought out one by one, and deliberately 

murdered. Six hundred were thus slain. Such were the scenes 

which were enacted in Toulouse, Bordeaux, Bourges, Angers, 

Lyons, and scores of other cities in France. It is impossible to 

ascertain with precision the number of victims. The Duke of 

Sully estimates them at seventy thousand; the Bishop Perefixe 

at one hundred thousand. This latter estimate is probably not 

exaggerated, if we include the unhappy fugitives, who, fleeing 

from their homes, died of cold, hunger, and fatigue, and all the 

other nameless woes which accrued from this great calamity.  

In the midst of these scenes of horror it is pleasant to 

record several instances of generous humanity. In the 

barbarism of those times dueling was a common practice. A 

Catholic officer by the name of Vessins, one of the most fierce 

and irritable men in France, had a private quarrel with a 

Protestant officer whose name was Regnier. They had 

mutually sought each other in Paris to obtain such satisfaction 

as a duel could afford. In the midst of the massacre, Regnier, 

while at prayers with his servant (for in those days dueling and 

praying were not deemed inconsistent), heard the door of his 

room broken open, and, looking round in expectation of 

instant death, saw his foe Vessins enter breathless with 

excitement and haste. Regnier, conscious that all resistance 

would be unavailing, calmly bared his bosom to his enemy, 

exclaiming,  

"You will have an easy victory."  

Vessins made no reply, but ordered the valet to seek 

his master's cloak and sword. Then leading him into the street, 

he mounted him upon a powerful horse, and with fifteen 

armed men escorted him out of the city. Not a word was 

exchanged between them. When they arrived at a little grove 

at a short distance from the residence of the Protestant 

gentleman, Vessins presented him with his sword, and bade 

him dismount and defend himself, saying,  

"Do not imagine that I seek your friendship by what I 

have done. All I wish is to take your life honorably."  

Regnier threw away his sword, saying, "I will never 

strike at one who has saved my life."  
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"Very well!" Vessins replied, and left him, making him 

a present of the horse on which he rode.  

Though the commands which the king sent to the 

various provinces of France for the massacre were very 

generally obeyed, there were examples of distinguished virtue, 

in which Catholics of high rank not only refused to imbrue 

their own hands in blood, but periled their lives to protect the 

Protestants. The Bishop of Lisieux, in the exercise of true 

Christian charity, saved all the Protestants in the town over 

which he presided. The Governor of Auvergne replied to the 

secret letter of the king in the following words:  

"Sire, I have received an order, under your majesty's 

seal, to put all the Protestants of this province to death, and if, 

which God forbid, the order be genuine, I respect your majesty 

still too much to obey you."  

The king had sent a similar order to the commandant at 

Bayonne, the Viscount of Orthez. The following noble words 

were returned in reply:  

"Sire, I have communicated the commands of your 

majesty to the inhabitants of the town and to the soldiers of the 

garrison, and I have found good citizens and brave soldiers, 

but not one executioner; on which account, they and I humbly 

beseech you to employ our arms and our lives in enterprises in 

which we can conscientiously engage. However perilous they 

may be, we will willingly shed therein the last drop of our 

blood."  

Both of these noble-minded men soon after very 

suddenly and mysteriously died. Few entertained a doubt that 

poison had been administered by the order of Charles.  

The law of France required that these Protestants 

should be hunted to death. This was the law promulgated by 

the king and sent by his own letters missive to the appointed 

officers of the crown.  

But there isðthere is a HIGHER LAW than that of kings 

and courts. Nobly these majestic men rendered to it their 

allegiance. They sealed their fidelity to this HIGHER LAW with 

their blood. They were martyrs, not fanatics.  

On the third day of the massacre the king assembled 

the Parliament in Paris, and made a public avowal of the part 

he had taken in this fearful tragedy, and of the reasons which 

had influenced him to the deed. Though he hoped to silence all 

Protestant tongues in his own realms in death, he knew that the 

tale would be told throughout all Europe. He therefore stated, 

in justification of the act, that he had, "as if by a miracle," 

discovered that the Protestants were engaged in a conspiracy 

against his own life and that of all of his family.  

This charge, however, uttered for the moment, was 

speedily dropped and forgotten. There was not the slightest 

evidence of such a design.  

The Parliament, to give a little semblance of justice to 

the king's accusation, sat in judgment upon the memory of the 

noble Coligni. They sentenced him to be hung in effigy; 

ordered his arms to be dragged at the heels of a horse through 

all the principal towns of France; his magnificent castle of 

Chatillon to be razed to its foundations, and never to be 

rebuilt; his fertile acres, in the culture of which he had found 

his chief delight, to be desolated and sown with salt; his 

portraits and statues, wherever found, to be destroyed; his 

children to lose their title of nobility; all his goods and estates 

to be confiscated to the use of the crown, and a monument of 

durable marble to be raised, upon which this sentence of the 

court should be engraved, to transmit to all posterity his 

alleged infamy. Thus was punished on earth one of the noblest 

servants both of God and man. But there is a day of final 

judgment yet to come. The oppressor has but his brief hour. 

There is eternity to right the oppressed.  

Notwithstanding this general and awful massacre, the 

Protestants were far from being exterminated. Several nobles, 

surrounded by their retainers in their distant castles, suspicious 
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of treachery, had refused to go to Paris to attend the wedding 

of Henry and Marguerite. Others who had gone to Paris, 

alarmed by the attack upon Admiral Coligni, immediately 

retired to their homes. Some concealed themselves in garrets, 

cellars, and wells until the massacre was over. As has been 

stated, in some towns the governors refused to engage in the 

merciless butchery, and in others the Protestants had the 

majority, and with their own arms could defend themselves 

within the walls which their own troops garrisoned.  

Though, in the first panic caused by the dreadful 

slaughter, the Protestants made no resistance, but either 

surrendered themselves submissively to the sword of the 

assassin, or sought safety in concealment or flight, soon 

indignation took the place of fear. Those who had fled from 

the kingdom to Protestant states rallied together. The survivors 

in France began to count their numbers and marshal their 

forces for self-preservation. From every part of Protestant 

Europe a cry of horror and execration simultaneously arose in 

view of this crime of unparalleled enormity. In many places 

the Catholics themselves seemed appalled in contemplation of 

the deed they had perpetrated. Words of sympathy were sent to 

these martyrs to a pure faith from many of the Protestant 

kingdoms, with pledges of determined and efficient aid. The 

Protestants rapidly gained courage. From all the country, they 

flocked into those walled towns which still remained in their 

power.  

As the fugitives from France, emaciate, pale, and woe-

stricken, with tattered and dusty garb, recited in England, 

Switzerland, and Germany the horrid story of the massacre, 

the hearts of their auditors were frozen with horror. In Geneva 

a day of fasting and prayer was instituted, which is observed 

even to the present day. In Scotland every church resounded 

with the thrilling tale; and Knox, whose inflexible spirit was 

nerved for those iron times, exclaimed, in language of 

prophetic nerve,  

"Sentence has gone forth against that murderer, the 

King of France, and the vengeance of God will never be 

withdrawn from his house. His name shall be held in 

everlasting execration."  

The French court, alarmed by the indignation it had 

aroused, sent an embassador to London with a poor apology 

for the crime, by pretending that the Protestants had conspired 

against the life of the king. The embassador was received in 

the court of the queen with appalling coldness and gloom. 

Arrangements were made to invest the occasion with the most 

impressive solemnity. The court was shrouded in mourning, 

and all the lords and ladies appeared in sable weeds. A stern 

and sombre sadness was upon every countenance. The 

embassador, overwhelmed by his reception, was overheard to 

exclaim to himself, in bitterness of heart,  

"I am ashamed to acknowledge myself a Frenchman."  

He entered, however, the presence of the queen, passed 

through the long line of silent courtiers, who refused to salute 

him, or even to honor him with a look, stammered out his 

miserable apology, and, receiving no response, retired covered 

with confusion. Elizabeth, we thank thee! This one noble deed 

atones for many of thy crimes.  

Very different was the reception of these tidings in the 

court of Rome. The messenger who carried the news was 

received with transports of joy, and was rewarded with a 

thousand pieces of gold. Cannons were fired, bells rung, and 

an immense procession, with all the trappings of sacerdotal 

rejoicing, paraded the streets. Anthems were chanted and 

thanksgivings were solemnly offered for the great victory over 

the enemies of the Church. A gold medal was struck off to 

commemorate the event; and Charles IX. and Catharine were 

pronounced, by the infallible word of his holiness, to be the 

especial favorites of God. Spain and the Netherlands united 

with Rome in these infamous exultations. Philip II. wrote from 

Madrid to Catharine,  
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"These tidings are the greatest and the most glorious I 

could have received."  

Such was the awful massacre of St. Bartholomew. 

When contemplated in all its aspects of perfidy, cruelty, and 

cowardice, it must be pronounced the greatest crime recorded 

in history. The victims were invited under the guise of 

friendship to Paris. They were received with solemn oaths of 

peace and protection. The leading men in the nation placed the 

dagger in the hands of an ignorant and degraded people. The 

priests, professed ministers of Jesus Christ, stimulated the 

benighted multitude by all the appeals of fanaticism to 

exterminate those whom they denounced as the enemies of 

God and man. After the great atrocity was perpetrated, princes 

and priests, with blood-stained hands, flocked to the altars of 

God, our common Father, to thank him that the massacre had 

been accomplished.  

The annals of the world are filled with narratives of 

crime and woe, but the Massacre of St. Bartholomew stands 

perhaps without a parallel.  

It has been said, "The blood of the martyrs is the seed 

of the Church." This is only true with exceptions. 

Protestantism in France has never recovered from this blow. 

But for this massacre one half of the nobles of France would 

have continued Protestant. The Reformers would have 

constituted so large a portion of the population that mutual 

toleration would have been necessary. Henry IV. would not 

have abjured the Protestant faith. Intelligence would have been 

diffused; religion would have been respected; and in all 

probability, the horrors of the French Revolution would have 

been averted.  

God is an avenger. In the mysterious government 

which he wields, mysterious only to our feeble vision, he 

"visits the iniquities of the fathers upon the children, even unto 

the third and fourth generation." As we see the priests of Paris 

and of France, during the awful tragedy of the Revolution, 

massacred in the prisons, shot in the streets, hung upon the 

lamp-posts, and driven in starvation and woe from the 

kingdom, we can not but remember the day of St. 

Bartholomew. The 24th of August, 1572, and the 2d of 

September, 1792, though far apart in the records of time, are 

consecutive days in the government of God.  
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CHAPTER VI  

THE HOUSES OF VALOIS, GUISE, AND BOURBON 

At this time, in France, there were three illustrious and 

rival families, prominent above all others. Their origin was 

lost in the remoteness of antiquity. Their renown had been 

accumulating for many generations, through rank, and wealth, 

and power, and deeds of heroic and semi-barbarian daring. As 

these three families are so blended in all the struggles of this 

most warlike period, it is important to give a brief history of 

their origin and condition.  

 

1. THE HOUSE OF VALOIS.  

More than a thousand years before the birth of Christ, 

we get dim glimpses of France, or, as it was then called, Gaul. 

It was peopled by a barbarian race, divided into petty tribes or 

clans, each with its chieftain, and each possessing undefined 

and sometimes almost unlimited power. Age after age rolled 

on, during which generations came and went like ocean 

billows, and all Gaul was but a continued battle-field. The 

history of each individual of its countless millions seems to 

have been, that he was born, killed as many of his fellow-

creatures as he could, and then, having acquired thus much of 

glory, died.  

About fifty years before the birth of Christ, Caesar, 

with his conquering hosts, swept through the whole country, 

causing its rivers to run red with blood, until the subjugated 

Gauls submitted to Roman sway. In the decay of the Roman 

empire, about four hundred years after Christ, the Franks, from 

Germany, a barbarian horde as ferocious as wolves, penetrated 

the northern portion of Gaul, and, obtaining permanent 

settlement there, gave the whole country the name of France. 

Clovis was the chieftain of this warlike tribe. In the course of a 

few years, France was threatened with another invasion by 

combined hordes of barbarians from the north. The chiefs of 

the several independent tribes in France found it necessary to 

unite to repel the foe. They chose Clovis as their leader. This 

was the origin of the French monarchy. He was but little 

elevated above the surrounding chieftains, but by intrigue and 

power perpetuated his supremacy. For about three hundred 

years the family of Clovis retained its precarious and oft-

contested elevation. At last, this line, enervated by luxury, 

became extinct, and another family obtained the throne. This 

new dynasty, under Pepin, was called the Carlovingian. The 

crown descended generally from father to son for about two 

hundred years, when the last of the race was poisoned by his 

wife. This family has been rendered very illustrious, both by 

Pepin and by his son, the still more widely renowned 

Charlemagne.  

Hugh Capet then succeeded in grasping the sceptre, 

and for three hundred years the Capets held at bay the 

powerful chieftains who alternately assailed and defended the 

throne. Thirteen hundred years after Christ, the last of the 

Capets was borne to his tomb, and the feudal lords gave the 

pre-eminence to Philip of Valois. For about two hundred years 

the house of Valois had reigned. At the period of which we 

treat in this history, luxury and vice had brought the family 

near to extinction.  

Charles IX., who now occupied the throne under the 

rigorous rule of his infamous mother, was feeble in body and 

still more feeble in mind. He had no child, and there was no 

probability that he would ever be blessed with an heir. His 

exhausted constitution indicated that a premature death was 

his inevitable destiny. His brother Henry, who had been 

elected King of Poland, would then succeed to the throne; but 

he had still less of manly character than Charles. An early 

death was his unquestioned doom. At his death, if childless, 

the house of Valois would become extinct. Who then should 
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grasp the rich prize of the sceptre of France? The house of 

Guise and the house of Bourbon were rivals for this honor, and 

were mustering their strength and arraying their forces for the 

anticipated conflict. Each family could bring such vast 

influences into the struggle that no one could imagine in 

whose favor victory would decide. Such was the condition of 

the house of Valois in France in the year 1592.  

 

2. THE HOUSE OF GUISE.  

No tale of fiction can present a more fascinating 

collection of romantic enterprises and of wild adventures than 

must be recorded by the truthful historian of the house of 

Guise. On the western banks of the Rhine, between that river 

and the Meuse, there was the dukedom of Lorraine. It was a 

state of no inconsiderable wealth and power, extending over a 

territory of about ten thousand square miles, and containing a 

million and a half of inhabitants. Rene II., Duke of Lorraine, 

was a man of great renown, and in all the pride and pomp of 

feudal power he energetically governed his little realm. His 

body was scarred with the wounds he had received in 

innumerable battles, and he was ever ready to head his army of 

fifty thousand men, to punish any of the feudal lords around 

him who trespassed upon his rights.  

The wealthy old duke owned large possessions in 

Normandy, Picardy, and various other of the French provinces. 

He had a large family. His fifth son, Claude, was a proud-

spirited boy of sixteen. Rene sent this lad to France, and 

endowed him with all the fertile acres, and the castles, and the 

feudal rights which, in France, pertained to the noble house of 

Lorraine. Young Claude of Lorraine was presented at the court 

of St. Cloud as the Count of Guise, a title derived from one of 

his domains. His illustrious rank, his manly beauty, his 

princely bearing, his energetic mind, and brilliant talents, 

immediately gave him great prominence among the glittering 

throng of courtiers. Louis XII. was much delighted with the 

young count, and wished to attach the powerful and attractive 

stranger to his own house by an alliance with his daughter. 

The heart of the proud boy was, however, captivated by 

another beauty who embellished the court of the monarch, and, 

turning from the princess royal, he sought the hand of 

Antoinette, an exceedingly beautiful maiden of about his own 

age, a daughter of the house of Bourbon. The wedding of this 

young pair was celebrated with great magnificence in Paris, in 

the presence of the whole French court. Claude was then but 

sixteen years of age.  

A few days after this event the infirm old king 

espoused the young and beautiful sister of Henry VIII. of 

England. The Count of Guise was honored with the 

commission of proceeding to Boulogne with several princes of 

the blood to receive the royal bride. Louis soon died, and his 

son, Francis I., ascended the throne. Claude was, by marriage, 

his cousin. He could bring all the influence of the proud house 

of Bourbon and the powerful house of Lorraine in support of 

the king. His own energetic, fearless, war-loving spirit 

invested him with great power in those barbarous days of 

violence and blood. Francis received his young cousin into 

high favor. Claude was, indeed, a young man of very rare 

accomplishments. His prowess in the jousts and tournaments, 

then so common, and his grace and magnificence in the 

drawing-room, rendered him an object of universal admiration.  

One night Claude accompanied Francis I. to the 

queen's circle. She had gathered around her the most brilliant 

beauty of her realm. In those days woman occupied a very 

inferior position in society, and seldom made her appearance 

in the general assemblages of men. The gallant young count 

was fascinated with the amiability and charms of those 

distinguished ladies, and suggested to the king the expediency 

of breaking over the restraints which long usage had imposed, 

and embellishing his court with the attractions of female 

society and conversation. The king immediately adopted the 
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welcome suggestion, and decided that, throughout the whole 

realm, women should be freed from the unjust restraint to 

which they had so long been subject. Guise had already gained 

the good-will of the nobility and of the army, and he now 

became a universal favorite with the ladies, and was thus the 

most popular man in France. Francis I. was at this time making 

preparations for the invasion of Italy, and the Count of Guise, 

though but eighteen years of age, was appointed commander-

in-chief of a division of the army consisting of twenty 

thousand men.  

In all the perils of the bloody battles which soon 

ensued, he displayed that utter recklessness of danger which 

had been the distinguishing trait of his ancestors. In the first 

battle, when discomfiture and flight were spreading through 

his ranks, the proud count refused to retire one step before his 

foes. He was surrounded, overmatched, his horse killed from 

under him, and he fell, covered with twenty-two wounds, in 

the midst of the piles of mangled bodies which strewed the 

ground. He was afterward dragged from among the dead, 

insensible and apparently lifeless, and conveyed to his tent, 

where his vigorous constitution, and that energetic vitality 

which seemed to characterize his race, triumphed over wounds 

whose severity rendered their cure almost miraculous.  

Francis I., in his report of the battle, extolled in the 

most glowing terms the prodigies of valor which Guise had 

displayed. War, desolating war, still ravaged wretched Europe, 

and Guise, with his untiring energy, became so prominent in 

the court and the camp that he was regarded rather as an ally 

of the King of France than as his subject. His enormous 

fortune, his ancestral renown, the vast political and military 

influences which were at his command, made him almost 

equal to the monarch whom he served. Francis lavished honors 

upon him, converted one of his counties into a dukedom, and, 

as duke of Guise, young Claude of Lorraine had now attained 

the highest position which a subject could occupy.  

Years of conflagration, carnage, and woe rolled over 

war-deluged Europe, during which all the energies of the 

human race seemed to be expended in destruction; and in 

almost every scene of smouldering cities, of ravaged valleys, 

of battle-fields rendered hideous with the shouts of onset and 

shrieks of despair, we see the apparition of the stalwart frame 

of Guise, scarred, and war-worn, and blackened with the 

smoke and dust of the fray, riding upon his proud charger, 

wherever peril was most imminent, as if his body were made 

of iron.  

At one time he drove before him, in most bloody rout, 

a numerous army of Germans. The fugitives, spreading over 

leagues of country, fled by his own strong castle of 

Neufchateau. Antoinette and the ladies of her court stood upon 

the battlements of the castle, gazing upon the scene, to them so 

new and to them so pleasantly exciting. As they saw the 

charges of the cavalry trampling the dead and the dying 

beneath their feet, as they witnessed all the horrors of that 

most horrible scene which earth can presentða victorious 

army cutting to pieces its flying foes, with shouts of applause 

they animated the ardor of the victors. The once fair-faced boy 

had now become a veteran. His bronzed cheek and sinewy 

frame attested his life of hardship and toil. The nobles were 

jealous of his power. The king was annoyed by his haughty 

bearing; but he was the idol of the people. In one campaign he 

caused the death of forty thousand Protestants, for he was the 

devoted servant of mother Church. Claude the Butcher was the 

not inappropriate name by which the Protestants designated 

him. His brother John attained the dignity of Cardinal of 

Lorraine. Claude with his keen sword, and John with pomp, 

and pride, and spiritual power, became the most relentless foes 

of the Reformation, and the most valiant defenders of the 

Catholic faith.  

The kind-heartedness of the wealthy but dissolute 

cardinal, and the prodigality of his charity, rendered him 

almost as popular as his warlike brother. When he went 
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abroad, his valet de chambre invariably prepared him a bag 

filled with gold, from which he gave to the poor most freely. 

His reputation for charity was so exalted that a poor blind 

mendicant, to whom he gave gold in the streets of Rome, 

overjoyed at the acquisition of such a treasure, exclaimed, 

"Surely thou art either Christ or the Cardinal of Lorraine."  

The Duke of Guise, in his advancing years, was 

accompanied to the field of battle by his son Francis, who 

inherited all of his father's courtly bearing, energy, talent, and 

headlong valor. At the siege of Luxemburg a musket ball 

shattered the ankle of young Francis, then Count of Aumale, 

and about eighteen years of age. As the surgeon was operating 

upon the splintered bones and quivering nerves, the sufferer 

gave some slight indication of his sense of pain. His iron 

father severely reprimanded him, saying,  

"Persons of your rank should not feel their wounds, 

but, on the contrary, should take pleasure in building up their 

reputation upon the ruin of their bodies."  

Others of the sons of Claude also signalized 

themselves in the wars which then desolated Europe, and they 

received wealth and honors. The king erected certain lands and 

lordships belonging to the Duke of Guise into a marquisate, 

and then immediately elevated the marquisate into a duchy, 

and the youngest son of the Duke of Guise, inheriting the 

property, was ennobled with the title of the Duke of Mayence. 

Thus there were two rich dukedoms in the same family.  

Claude had six sons, all young men of imperious spirit 

and magnificent bearing. They were allied by marriage with 

the most illustrious families in France, several of them being 

connected with princes of the blood royal. The war-worn duke, 

covered with wounds which he deemed his most glorious 

ornaments, often appeared at court accompanied by his sons. 

They occupied the following posts of rank and power: Francis, 

the eldest, Count of Aumale, was the heir of the titles and the 

estates of the noble house. Claude was Marquis of Mayence; 

Charles was Archbishop of Rheims, the richest benefice in 

France, and he soon attained one of the highest dignities of the 

Church by the reception of a cardinal's hat; Louis was Bishop 

of Troyes, and Francis, the youngest, Chevalier of Lorraine 

and Duke of Mayence, was general of the galleys of France. 

One of the daughters was married to the King of Scotland, and 

the others had formed most illustrious connections. Thus the 

house of Guise towered proudly and sublimely from among 

the noble families in the midst of whom it had so recently been 

implanted.  

Henry VIII. of England, inflamed by the report of the 

exceeding beauty of Mary, daughter of the Duke of Guise, had 

solicited her hand; but Claude was unwilling to surrender his 

daughter to England's burly and brutal old tyrant, and declined 

the regal alliance. The exasperated monarch, in revenge, 

declared war against France. Years of violence and blood 

lingered away. At last Claude, aged and infirm, surrendered to 

that king of terrors before whom all must bow. In his strong 

castle of Joinville, on the twelfth of April, 1550, the 

illustrious, magnanimous, blood-stained duke, after a whole 

lifetime spent in slaughter, breathed his last. His children and 

his grandchildren were gathered around the bed of the dying 

chieftain. In the darkness of that age, he felt that he had been 

contending, with divine approval, for Christ and his Church. 

With prayers and thanksgivings, and language expressive of 

meekness and humility before God, he ascended to that 

tribunal of final judgment where there is no difference 

between the peasant and the prince.  

The chivalrous and warlike Francis inherited his 

father's titles, wealth, and power; and now the house of Guise 

was so influential that the king trembled in view of its rivalry. 

It was but the kingly office alone which rendered the house of 

Valois superior to the house of Guise. In illustration of the 

character of those times, and the hardihood and sufferings 

through which the renown of these chieftains was obtained, 

the following anecdote may be narrated.  
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Francis, Duke of Guise, in one of the skirmishes with 

the English invaders, received a wound which is described as 

the most severe from which any one ever recovered. The lance 

of an English officer "entered above the right eye, declining 

toward the nose, and piercing through on the other side, 

between the nape and the ear." The weapon, having thus 

penetrated the head more than half a foot, was broken off by 

the violence of the blow, the lance-iron and two fingers' 

breadth of the staff remaining in the dreadful wound. The 

surgeons of the army, stupefied by the magnitude of the injury, 

declined to attempt the extraction of the splinter, saying that it 

would only expose him to dreadful and unavailing suffering, 

as he must inevitably die. The king immediately sent his 

surgeon, with orders to spare no possible efforts to save the 

life of the hero. The lance-head was broken off so short that it 

was impossible to grasp it with the hand. The surgeon took the 

heavy pincers of a blacksmith, and asked the sufferer if he 

would allow him to make use of so rude an instrument, and 

would also permit him to place his foot upon his face.  

"You may do any thing you consider necessary," said 

the duke.  

The officers standing around looked on with horror as 

the king's surgeon, aided by an experienced practitioner, tore 

out thus violently the barbed iron, fracturing the bones, and 

tearing nerves, veins, and arteries. The hardy soldier bore the 

anguish without the contraction of a muscle, and was only 

heard gently to exclaim to himself, "Oh my God!" The sufferer 

recovered, and ever after regarded the frightful scar which was 

left as a signal badge of honor. He hence bore the common 

name of Le Balafre, or The Scarred.  

As the duke returned to court, the king hurried forth 

from his chamber to meet him, embraced him warmly, and 

said,  

"It is fair that I should come out to meet my old friend, 

who, on his part, is ever so ready to meet my enemies."  

Gradually, however, Francis, the king, became very 

jealous of the boundless popularity and enormous power 

acquired by this ambitious house. Upon his dying bed he 

warned his son of the dangerous rivalry to which the Guises 

had attained, and enjoined it upon him to curb their ambition 

by admitting none of the princes of that house to a share in the 

government; but as soon as King Francis was consigned to his 

tomb, Henry II., his son and successor, rallied the members of 

this family around him, and made the duke almost the partner 

of his throne. He needed the support of the strong arm and of 

the inexhaustible purse of the princes of Lorraine.  

The arrogance of the Guises, or the princes of Lorraine, 

as they were frequently called, in consequence of their descent 

from Claude of Lorraine, reached such a pitch that on the 

occasion of a proud pageant, when Henry II. was on a visit of 

inspection to one of his frontier fortresses, the Duke of Guise 

claimed equal rank with Henry of Navarre, who was not only 

King of Navarre, but, as the Duke of Vendome, was also first 

prince of the blood in France. An angry dispute immediately 

arose. The king settled it in favor of the audacious Guise, for 

he was intimidated by the power of that arrogant house. He 

thus exasperated Henry of Navarre, and also nurtured the pride 

of a dangerous rival.  

All classes were now courting the Duke of Guise. The 

first nobles of the land sought his protection and support by 

flattering letters and costly presents. "From all quarters," says 

an ancient manuscript, "he received offerings of wine, fruit, 

confections, ortolans, horses, dogs, hawks, and gerfalcons. The 

letters accompanying these often contained a second paragraph 

petitioning for pensions or grants from the king, or for places, 

even down to that of apothecary or of barber to the Dauphin." 

The monarchs of foreign countries often wrote to him 

soliciting his aid. The duke, in the enjoyment of this immense 

wealth, influence, and power, assumed the splendors of 

royalty, and his court was hardly inferior to that of the 

monarch. The King of Poland and the Duke of Guise were 
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rivals for the hand of Anne, the beautiful daughter of the Duke 

of Ferrara, and Guise was the successful suitor.  

Francis of Lorraine was now appointed lieutenant 

general of the French armies, and the king addressed to all the 

provincial authorities special injunction to render as prompt 

and absolute obedience to the orders of the Duke of Guise as if 

they emanated from himself. "And truly," says one of the 

writers of those times, "never had monarch in France been 

obeyed more punctually or with greater zeal." In fact, Guise 

was now the head of the government, and all the great interests 

of the nation were ordered by his mind. Henry was a feeble 

prince, with neither vigor of body nor energy of intellect to 

resist the encroachments of so imperial a spirit. He gave many 

indications of uneasiness in view of his own thralldom, but he 

was entirely unable to dispense with the aid of his sagacious 

ally.  

It will be remembered that one of the daughters of 

Claude, and a sister of Francis, the second duke of Guise, 

married the King of Scotland. Her daughter, the niece of 

Francis, was the celebrated Mary, Queen of Scots. She had 

been sent to France for her education, and she was married, 

when very young, to her cousin Francis, son of Henry II. and 

of the infamous Catharine de Medici. He was heir of the 

French throne. This wedding was celebrated with the utmost 

magnificence, and the Guises moved on the occasion through 

the palaces of royalty with the pride of monarchs. Henry II. 

was accidentally killed in a tournament; and Francis, his son, 

under the title of Francis II., with his young and beautiful 

bride, the unfortunate Mary, Queen of Scots, ascended the 

throne. Francis was a feeble-minded, consumptive youth of 16, 

whose thoughts were all centred in his lovely wife. Mary, who 

was but fifteen years of age, was fascinating in the extreme, 

and entirely devoted to pleasure. She gladly transferred all the 

power of the realm to her uncles, the Guises.  

About this time the conflict between the Catholics and 

the Protestants began to grow more violent. The Catholics 

drew the sword for the extirpation of heresy; the Protestants 

grasped their arms to defend themselves. The Guises 

consecrated all their energies to the support of the Papal 

Church and to the suppression of the Reformation. The feeble 

boy, Francis II., sat languidly upon his throne but seventeen 

months, when he died, on the 5th of December, 1560, and his 

brother, Charles IX., equally enervated in mind and with far 

less moral worth, succeeded to the crown. The death of 

Francis II. was a heavy blow to the Guises. The Admiral 

Coligni, one of the most illustrious of the Protestants, and the 

bosom friend of Henry of Navarre, was standing, with many 

other nobles, at the bedside of the monarch as he breathed his 

last.  

"Gentlemen," said the admiral, with that gravity which 

was in accordance with his character and his religious 

principles, "the king is dead. It is a lesson to teach us all how 

to live."  

The Protestants could not but rejoice that the Guises 

had thus lost the peculiar influence which they had secured 

from their near relationship to the queen. Admiral Coligni 

retired from the death-bed of the monarch to his own mansion, 

and, sitting down by the fire, became lost in the most profound 

reverie. He did not observe that his boots were burning until 

one of his friends called his attention to the fact.  

"Ah!" he replied, "not a week ago, you and I would 

each have given a leg to have things take this turn, and now 

we get off with a pair of boots."  

Antoinette, the widow of Claude of Lorraine, and the 

mother of Francis, the then Duke of Guise, was still living. 

She was so rancorous in her hostility to the Protestants that she 

was designated by them "Mother of the tyrants and enemies of 

the Gospel." Greatly to her annoyance, a large number of 

Protestants conducted their worship in the little town of Vassy, 

just on the frontier of the domains of the Duke of Guise. She 

was incessantly imploring her son to drive off these obnoxious 

neighbors. The duke was at one time journeying with his wife. 
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Their route lay through the town of Vassy. His suite consisted 

of two hundred and sixty men at arms, all showing the warlike 

temper of their chief, and even far surpassing him in bigoted 

hatred of the Protestants.  

On arriving at Vassy, the duke entered the church to 

hear high mass. It is said that while engaged in this act of 

devotion his ears were annoyed by the psalms of the 

Protestants, who were assembled in the vicinity. He sent an 

imperious message for the minister and the leading members 

of the congregation immediately to appear before him. The 

young men fulfilled their mission in a manner so taunting and 

insulting that a quarrel ensued, shots were exchanged, and 

immediately all the vassals of the duke, who were ripe for a 

fray, commenced an indiscriminate massacre. The Protestants 

valiantly but unavailingly defended themselves with sticks and 

stones; but the bullets of their enemies reached them 

everywhere, in the houses, on the roofs, in the streets. For an 

hour the carnage continued unchecked, and sixty men and 

women were killed and two hundred wounded. One only of 

the men of the duke was killed. Francis was ashamed of this 

slaughter of the defenseless, and declared that it was a sudden 

outbreak, for which he was not responsible, and which he had 

done every thing in his power to check; but ever after this he 

was called by the Protestants "The Butcher of Vassy."  

When the news of this massacre reached Paris, 

Theodore de Beza was deputed by the Protestants to demand 

of Catharine, their regent, severe justice on the Duke of Guise; 

but Catharine feared the princes of Lorraine, and said to Beza,  

"Whoever touches so much as the finger-tip of the 

Duke of Guise, touches me in the middle of my heart."  

Beza meekly but courageously replied, "It assuredly 

behooves that Church of God, in whose name I speak, to 

endure blows and not to strike them; but may it please your 

majesty also to remember that it is an anvil which has worn 

out many hammers."  

At the siege of Rouen the Duke of Guise was informed 

that an assassin had been arrested who had entered the camp 

with the intention of taking his life. He ordered the man to be 

brought before him, and calmly inquired,  

"Have you not come hither to kill me?"  

The intrepid but misguided young man openly avowed 

his intention.  

"And what motive," inquired the duke, "impelled you 

to such a deed? Have I done you any wrong?"  

"No," he replied; "but in removing you from the world 

I should promote the best interests of the Protestant religion, 

which I profess."  

"My religion, then," generously replied the duke, "is 

better than yours, for it commands me to pardon, of my own 

accord, you who are convicted of guilt." And, by his orders, 

the assassin was safely conducted out of camp.  

"A fine example," exclaims his historian, "of truly 

religious sentiments and magnanimous proselytism very 

natural to the Duke of Guise, the most moderate and humane 

of the chiefs of the Catholic army, and whose brilliant 

generosity had been but temporarily obscured by the 

occurrence at Vassy."  

The war between the Catholics and Protestants was 

now raging with implacable fury, and Guise, victorious in 

many battles, had acquired from the Catholic party the name 

of "Savior of his Country." The duke was now upon the very 

loftiest summits of power which a subject can attain. In great 

exaltation of spirits, he one morning left the army over which 

he was commander-in-chief to visit the duchess, who had 

come to meet him at the neighboring castle of Corney. The 

duke very imprudently took with him merely one general 

officer and a page. It was a beautiful morning in February. As 

he crossed, in a boat, the mirrored surface of the Loiret, the 

vegetation of returning spring and the songs of the rejoicing 
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birds strikingly contrasted with the blood, desolation, and 

misery with which the hateful spirit of war was desolating 

France. The duke was silent, apparently lost in painful 

reveries. His companions disturbed not his thoughts. Having 

crossed the stream, he was slowly walking his horse, with the 

reins hanging listlessly upon his mane, when a pistol was 

discharged at him from behind a hedge, at a distance of but six 

or seven paces. Two bullets pierced his side. On feeling 

himself wounded, he calmly said,  

"They have long had this shot in reserve for me. I 

deserve it for my want of precaution."  

 

 
 

THE ASSASSINATION OF FRANCIS, DUKE OF GUISE.  

He immediately fell upon his horse's neck, and was 

caught in the arms of his friends. They conveyed him to the 

castle, where the duchess received him with cries of anguish. 

He embraced her tenderly, minutely described the 

circumstances of his assassination, and expressed himself 

grieved in view of the stain which such a crime would inflict 

upon the honor of France. He exhorted his wife to bow in 

submission to the will of Heaven, and kissing his son Henry, 

the Duke of Joinville, who was weeping by his side, gently 

said to him,  

"God grant thee grace, my son, to be a good man."  

Thus died Francis, the second Duke of Guise, on the 

twenty-fourth of February, 1563. His murderer was a young 

Protestant noble, Jean Poltrot, twenty-four years of age. 

Poltrot, from being an ardent Catholic, had embraced the 

Protestant faith. This exposed him to persecution, and he was 

driven from France with the loss of his estates. He was 

compelled to support himself by manual labor. Soured in 

disposition, exasperated and half maddened, he insanely felt 

that he would be doing God service by the assassination of the 

Butcher of Vassy, the most formidable foe of the Protestant 

religion. It was a day of general darkness, and of the confusion 

of all correct ideas of morals.  

Henry, the eldest son of the Duke of Guise, a lad of but 

thirteen years of age, now inherited the titles and the renown 

which his bold ancestors had accumulated. This was the Duke 

of Guise who was the bandit chieftain in the Massacre of St. 

Bartholomew.  

One day Henry II. was holding his little daughter 

Marguerite, who afterward became the wife of Henry of 

Navarre, in his lap, when Henry of Guise, then Prince of 

Joinville, and the Marquis of Beaupreau, were playing 

together upon the floor, the one being but seven years of age, 

and the other but nine.  

"Which of the two do you like the best?" inquired the 

king of his child.  

"I prefer the marquis," she promptly replied.  

"Yes; but the Prince of Joinville is the handsomest," 

the king rejoined.  

"Oh," retorted Marguerite, "he is always in mischief, 

and he will be master every where."  






















































































