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PREFACE 

DEAR CHRISTOPHER,ðYou know the history of your 

own sea-girt land and you love it well.  

Brave men, courageous women have been born and bred 

in your island home, and some of these have come to be your 

heroes, more stalwart and true, you dream, than the great men 

and women of other lands.  

Yet listen and I will tell you the story of another country 

which is as full of interest as your own.  

In this other country there are heroes too, different it well 

may be to those you call your own, yet brave and true as they. 

For the great Emperor Charlemagne may stand, I ween, by the 

side of good King Arthur, unashamed, and the gallant soldier Du 

Guesclin, shoulder to shoulder with the staunch patriot Robert 

the Bruce. Nor in all the annals of our land will you find a 

simpler, nobler maid than she who was called Joan Darc. The 

maid, indeed, you have but to know to love and reverence her 

well.  

It is a long story which I am going to tell. Yet boys and 

girls, I know, usually wish to begin at the very beginning of a 

tale. And so I think will you, although this beginning stretches 

back to moorlands and marshlands, where fierce warriors and 

terrible beasts roamed, long years before the birth of Christ.  

Perhaps after you have read The Story of France, of all 

her people suffered, of all her heroes endured, you will 

understand why it is that Frenchmen love their land, and when 

they have to leave her for a time, steal back to her as soon as 

they may, as to a mother who has borne pain for their sake, and 

whom they love and reverence.  

"Where is the country of which I am going to tell?"  

"It lies across the English Channel."  
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"Across the English Channnel?" you echo slowly, 

thinking perhaps that as the sea rolls between, you are not likely 

to see this other country for many a long year.  

It is true that the sea, and often a rough sea too, rolls 

between England and France, yet the two countries are not far 

apart, for if you go to Dover and step on board a steamer sailing 

to Calais, you will be on French soil in two hours.  

And the thought that perhaps one day you will see this 

country, which is separated from you only by the English 

Channel, may make you wish to turn the page and begin at once 

to read The Story of France.ðYours affectionately,  

MARY MACGREGOR.  
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CHAPTER I  

THE DRUIDS 

Long, long ago the land which we now call France was 

called Gaul.  

Gaul was much larger than France is to-day, although 

north, south, and west France has the same boundaries now as 

Gaul had in the far-off days of which I am going to tell you.  

What these boundaries are, many a geography lesson will 

have shown. But, lest you have forgotten, take a map of Europe, 

and you will see that on the north France has to protect her the 

English Channel, on the south she is guarded by the 

Mediterranean and the Pyrenees, while on her west roll the 

waters of the Atlantic. These mountains and waters were also the 

bulwarks of ancient Gaul.  

It was on the east that Gaul stretched far beyond the 

boundaries of France, reaching to the Alps and to the swift-

flowing river Rhine.  

And it is of Gaul, as it was in those far-off days many 

centuries B.C., that I wish first to tell you.  

The large tract of land called Gaul was then little more 

than a dreary waste of moor and marsh, with great forests, larger 

and gloomier than any you have ever seen.  

Through these forests and marshlands terrible beasts 

prowledðwolves, bears, wild oxen. Herds of swine, too, fierce 

as any wolves, roamed through the marshes. These had been 

tamed enough to answer to their keepers horn.  

As for the people who lived in Gaul in those days, they 

were almost as savage as the wild beasts. Half naked, they too, 

like the wolves and bears, wandered through the marshes and 

forests to seek for food.  

They were tall and strong, these huntsmen, with blue 

eyes and yellow hair. If you had met a savage Gallic warrior, 

you would have thought he looked wild and fierce enough to 

frighten any foe. But, you know, people do not often see 

themselves as others see them. That is why the Scottish poet 

Burns sangð  

"O wad some Power the giftie gie us 

To see oursels as ithers see us." 

These warriors with blue eyes and yellow hair thought 

that they did not look at all fierce, and so they would often stain 

their yellow locks red, to make themselves appear, as they 

thought, terrible to their foes.  

Although they wore few clothes, the Gauls were fond of 

ornaments, and often they adorned themselves with heavy chains 

and collars of gold.  

Stalwart warriors as well as huntsmen were these yellow-

haired men. Different tribes or clans, led each by his own chief, 

would hunt one another and fight to the death.  

In these far-off days the clans often fought to win a piece 

of land on which another clan had settled and built huts. It is true 

that the huts were rough and comfortless, yet they were the only 

shelter these wild folk knew from the storm and cold. Very 

often, too, it was bitterly cold. In winter the rivers were frozen 

for weeks at a time. They were frozen so hard that they were 

used as highways, and heavy wagons with great loads could be 

rolled or drawn across the solid ice without a fear that it would 

give way.  

The Gauls built their huts of wood and clay, covering 

them with straw and with branches cut from the great trees of the 

forests. They were huddled close together, and round them the 

Gauls threw up a rough wall of timber, earth stone. This wall 

was meant to protect the town or encampment, as it was called, 

from the attacks of an unfriendly tribe.  
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Yet when the war-cry was heard drawing nearer and 

nearer to the little settlement, the people, after all, did not always 

wait to defend their town.  

It was so simple to build other huts, that sometimes, at 

the sound of the terrible war-whoop, the whole clan would flee 

for greater safety into the depths of the forests.  

Here, to be ready for such a flight, they had already 

felled trees, which they now set to work, in grim earnest, to pile 

up into an enormous barricade between themselves and the foe 

that was all the while drawing near.  

After the battle was over, the victorious clan held a great 

feast, to which they brought the prisoners whom they had taken 

in the fight. While their victors danced wild dances and shouted 

triumphant war-songs, the poor prisoners looked on with sullen 

faces and with heavy hearts, for well they knew what would now 

befall them.  

They would be tied to trees and burned, or, if they 

escaped that cruel fate, it would perhaps be to be flogged to 

death. Their conquerors were pitiless, the prisoners knew it well. 

They might even be sacrificed to the gods. For the Gauls never 

doubted that their gods demanded human sacrifices.  

But though the tribes which wandered now here, now 

there, throughout the land of Gaul were wild and warlike, yet 

already they had priests to whom they yielded obedience as well 

as reverence.  

These priests were called Druids. You have read of 

Druids in the early history of your own land, and you may have 

seen some of the temples in which they worshipped long years 

ago. The temples were but simple circles of Stones, open to the 

blue sky and fresh winds of heaven. These stones are still to be 

seen in England and in the west of France.  

Usually the Druids were grave old men with long white 

beards, who were believed to be very wise. They were not often 

seen, for they dwelt in the depths of some sacred wood, where, 

silent and alone, they sought to learn the will of their gods.  

But once every year the Druids, clad in their long white 

robes, with sickles in their hands, would summon the wandering 

tribes together, and go with them into the forest. There, under 

the oak trees, they would gather. The trees themselves were cold 

and bare, but they were sacred, and upon them grew the 

mistletoe with its green leaves and pure white berries.  

The mistletoe as well as the oak was sacred to the gods, 

and with their sickles the priests cut it down and carried it in 

triumph to their temples.  

The Druids were not only the teachers of the people, they 

were also their poets and priests. It was from them that the Gauls 

learned to sacrifice their prisoners to the gods.  

From the Druids, also, the Gallic warriors heard that 

when they were slain in battle, they would live again in some 

other world the same life that they had lived on earth.  

When they heard this, the warriors said, "In this other 

world we must have our slaves, our horses and our dogs, to wait 

upon us as they have done here. Our swords and our shields, 

also, we will not leave behind us.' 

Thus it was that when a great warrior was buried, his 

slave, his horse, his dog, each was buried alive with his master. 

His sword and shield also were not forgotten. And the white-

robed Druids who ruled the Gauls in these olden days, though 

they had the power, did not forbid this cruel rite.  
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CHAPTER II  

THE PATRIOT VERCINGETORIX 

As I have told you, different tribes in Gaul fought one 

with the other. But sometimes the clans forgot their own 

quarrels, that they might join together against a common foe. 

Feeling that even then they were not strong enough, they would 

appeal to Rome to help them against the fierce German warriors, 

who poured across the river Rhine and invaded Gaul.  

These Germans, when they were victorious, treated their 

prisoners even more cruelly than the Gauls treated each other.  

It was natural that the Gallic chiefs should ask the 

Romans to help them, for the Romans were a strong people, with 

well-disciplined legions of soldiers. Already, too, they had a 

special interest in Gaul, as their provinces were scattered up and 

down the country.  

Long before this, in 283 B.C., a few Roman families, led 

by three Roman officers, journeyed to a part of Gaul called 

Cisalpine Gaul. Here they took possession of some ground on 

the borders of the Adriatic Sea. On the ground they planted the 

standard of Rome, a golden eagle, which they had carried before 

them on their journey.  

The officers ordered a round hole to be dug, and in this 

hole they laid a handful of earth and a cluster of fruit, which, 

along with the standard, they had brought from Rome.  

Taking a plough, and yoking to it a white bull and a 

white heifer, the settlers then drew a furrow round a large piece 

of ground, after which the bull and the heifer were sacrificed to 

the gods of Rome, and the ceremony was complete.  

Thus the first Roman colony was planted in Gaul. Fifteen 

years passed and another Roman colony was founded, with the 

same rites, and then another and another. And wherever the 

Romans went, they drained the land and built houses, bridges, 

towns.  

Many of the Gauls among whom they dwelt learned to 

copy these Roman buildings, which were so much better than 

their own rude huts and irregular villages.  

The first time a Roman army came to Gaul, it was led by 

a great general, called Scipio, and landed about 218 B.C. at 

Massilia, which in those long-ago days was the name for 

Marseilles.  

Massilia opened its gates to the Romans, and welcomed 

them to its city, which was already an ancient one, having been 

founded by a Greek, 600 B.C. 

More than a hundred years after the Romans had settled 

at Massilia, a terrible earthquake startled the inhabitants of 

northern Europe. A fierce German tribe, feeling no longer safe in 

the north, began to travel southward, and never stopped until it 

reached Gaul.  

Crossing the Rhone, the barbarians came to the camp of 

Marius, a Roman general.  

They at once offered to fight, but Marius paid no heed to 

the taunts by which they tried to rouse him, and allowed them to 

pass on their way.  

Some time later he broke up his camp and followed the 

invaders. He found them, among the mountains, not far from the 

town of Aix. Here, in 102 B.C., Marius fought with the rude 

Germans and defeated them with terrible slaughter.  

The victory of Aix was an important one; for had the 

barbarians conquered, they would probably have gone on to Italy 

to try to vanquish Rome. Thus they might have become the 

masters of the world.  

Two years after this victory, the man who was to succeed 

Marius was born. This was Julius Cæsar, one of the greatest and 

most ambitious generals of Rome.  
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For years Gaul suffered from the invasion of the 

Germans. But when, in the year 62 B.C., great hordes of these 

warriors poured across the Rhine, more than ever determined to 

wrest the land from its owners, the Gauls turned again to Rome, 

begging for help.  

The Romans, eager to keep their own colonies, perhaps 

also eager for new conquests, sent Julius Cæsar, who was now a 

man thirty-eight years of age, to the aid of the Gauls.  

Even by the well-disciplined troops of Rome the 

Germans were not easily beaten, but at length Cæsar utterly 

routed them, and they fled in confusion toward the Rhine, 

anxious only to go back to their own land.  

Now that they were delivered from their foes, the Gauls 

would gladly have seen the brave Roman warriors march back to 

Rome. But the Romans did not mean to go away, as the Gauls 

very soon found out. They meant to stay until they were 

themselves masters of Gaul.  

This was no light task, for the Gauls dearly loved their 

independence. At the end of six years, though some tribes had 

been forced to submit, the struggle against Cæsar was in reality 

fiercer than it had ever been.  

Their country was in danger, and the Gauls, forgetting 

their own quarrels, determined to unite against their foe in one 

last great attempt to win freedom for themselves and their 

country.  

A young Gaul was the chief leader of the revolt. His real 

name is not known, but in history he is always called 

Vercingetorix, which means 'chief of a hundred kings.' 

Vercingetorix belonged to a powerful tribe, and Cæsar, 

with his usual wisdom, had tried to win the young chief over to 

his side. But he had failed. And now, about 53 B.C.. 

Vercingetorix had come down from the mountains with his 

followers and seized Gergovia, the capital of his tribe and his 

own birthplace.  

The Gauls flocked to his standard. But whether love 

drew them or fear, it is difficult to tell, for Vercingetorix had 

decreed that whoever stayed away should be punished with 

torture or with death.  

Cæsar was in Italy when the rebellion led by the young 

Gaul broke out, but he no sooner heard of it than he hastened 

back to Gaul, and put himself at the head of his well-trained 

legions.  

Vercingetorix knew he could not hope to destroy the 

Roman legions in the open field, but he could attack small bands 

of the enemy and harass their movements.  

Moreover, he begged the people of Gaul to destroy their 

dwellings, their springs, their bridges, their provisions, so that 

when Cæsar came he might find nothing but ruins.  

But in spite of all that Vercingetorix could do, Cæsar 

reached Gergovia, and at once laid siege to the town, which was 

really a rough cluster of huts, surrounded by strong barricades 

made out of trunks of trees.  

The Gauls were not used to be shut up in a town, and 

soon they were clamouring to be led against the enemy.  

But Cæsar had seen tribe after tribe joining the young 

Gallic chief. One of his legions, too, when ordered to assault the 

walls of Gergovia, had been driven back with the loss of forty-

six of its bravest officers, and Cæsar thought it was time to raise 

the siege.  

The Gauls could scarcely believe their eyes when they 

saw the Roman army withdrawing. It was the first time that 

Cæsar had been unable to take a Gallic town, and the Gauls, 

shouting in triumph, declared that their foe was vanquished. 

Vercingetorix himself believed it would now be well to strike a 

blow at the enemy, and placing himself at the head of his 

followers, he led them against the retreating army. Within nine 

miles of the fugitives he pitched his camp, and gathering 

together his chiefs he spoke to them these proud words:  
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'Now is the hour of victory; the Romans are flying to 

their province and leaving Gaul; that is enough for our liberty to-

day, but too little for the peace and repose of the future; for they 

will return with greater armies, and the war will be without end.' 

Then the young Gaul ordered his troops to pursue the 

retreating foe. He did not know that Cæsar had added to his 

army a large number of horsemen from the fierce German tribes 

which were still wandering through the country, and had 

promised them lands and plunder, as well as wages, if they 

proved faithful.  

Now the battle began. One band of Gauls seized a road 

by which the Romans must pass, hoping to bar their passage. 

While the fight raged fiercely at this point, the wild German 

horsemen dashed up a height held by the Gauls, drove them 

away, and chased them toward a river where Vercingetorix was 

stationed.  

Cæsar ordered his legion to attack the Gauls as they fled 

toward their leader, and soon the fugitives dashed in among 

Vercingetorix's company followed by the Romans. The Gallic 

army was in utter confusion.  

With great difficulty Vercingetorix rallied his men and 

ordered a retreat. The Roman general followed, taking many 

prisoners, and killing more than three thousand Gauls.  

Vercingetorix succeeded in reaching a town called 

Alesia, and with the remnant of his army he at once began to 

fortify the place.  

As you may imagine, Julius Cæsar had soon followed the 

Gauls to Alesia. When he saw them within the walls of the town, 

he determined to keep them there. He ordered his great army at 

once to surround the town and begin to dig trenches and build 

forts to keep the Gauls from escaping.  

Again and again Vercingetorix tried to destroy the 

Roman forts and trenches, but each time he was beaten back into 

Alesia.  

But the young Gaul had a brave spirit, and he still hoped 

to win the day. One night, by his orders, some Gallic horsemen 

stole quietly and unnoticed through the Roman lines, and 

hastened each to his own tribe to summon it to arms.  

Before long the Gauls throughout the country were 

roused and galloping to the help of Vercingetorix.  

And so it happened that one day the Romans were 

surprised and attacked in their entrenchments by a new army of 

Gauls.  

A terrible struggle followed. Each time the new Gallic 

army attacked the enemy, Vercingetorix led his men out of the 

gates of Alesia and joined in the assault.  

The Romans fought desperately. To be beaten by these 

rough, untrained warriors would humble their pride in the dust.  

The Gauls, too, strained every nerve to win. To be beaten 

by the Roman legions would mean the loss of home, of country, 

of freedom.  

For four days the battle raged, and then at length the 

well-trained troops of Rome were victorious.  

The Gallic army had been cut to pieces, and 

Vercingetorix and a few men pushed back into Alesia. Escape 

was now impossible.  

Then Vercingetorix, with rare courage, offered to give 

himself up to the Romans, that his followers might go free, and 

not one voice was raised to bid him stay.  

Too heedless of his life, now that his country was lost, 

the young Gaul did not wait to send before him a herald of 

peace.  

Mounting his war-horse, he rode away alone into Cæsar's 

camp, and found the great general seated on his tribunal to give 

judgment.  
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Dismounting in silence, Vercingetorix threw his weapons 

at the feet of his conqueror; then flinging himself down beside 

them, he pleaded for mercy.  

 

 
 

"VERCINGETORIX THREW HIS ARMS AT THE FEET OF HIS CONQUERORS."  

But Julius Cæsar had no pity. Rome's stern motto was 

'Vae Victis,' Woe to the vanquished!  

Vercingetorix was loaded with chains and taken to 

Rome. For six long years he was there in a dungeon.  

Then, when Cæsar came to Rome to give thanks to the 

gods for his victories, Vercingetorix was led, with other 

prisoners, in the triumphal procession. Afterwards he was taken 

back to his dungeon and beheaded.  

After Vercingetorix had given himself up to Cæsar the 

war still dragged on, but without their young chief the Gauls 

fought ever more and more listlessly. By the end of the year 51 

B.C. the country was subdued. Cæsar treated the conquered 

people kindly, and even enrolled among his own troops Gauls 

whose bravery he had proved.  

One legion, too, he formed almost wholly of the 

conquered people, calling it the 'Alauda' or 'Lark.' For on their 

helmets the soldiers of this legion had engraved the figure of a 

lark, the old Gallic symbol of wakefulness.  

CHAPTER III  

KING ATTILA 

For five centuries Gaul was now ruled by the Romans. 

The people hated their conquerors, for they were forced to pay 

them taxes, and until now, 50 B.C., they had been free, owing 

obedience to none. Taxes were to them the sign of their bondage.  

Yet the Romans were not cruel to the people they had 

conquered. Indeed, they taught them many useful things, so that 

gradually the people became less wild and savage. Instead of 

mud huts they learned to build comfortable houses, and soon 

they possessed cities of which they were proud. They drained the 

dreary marshlands, made good roads and built bridges. They 

even dressed as did their conquerors, and spoke their language.  
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Many of the great forests, too, were cut down, and thus 

the wild beasts gradually disappeared, so that, instead of wild 

hogs, quiet sheep were to be seen browsing in the fields.  

You remember that the winters in Gaul were bitterly 

cold. Now, as the forests were gradually cut down, the rays of 

the sun reached the earth and warmed it, so that the weather 

grew less severe.  

In the south of Gaul the Romans then began to plant 

vines. These took root and spread, so that when Gaul became 

France the vine was already known all over the southern part of 

the country. Olives, too, began to be cultivated, and the olive 

crops were soon as valuable as the corn crops.  

Finding that the Druids, those mysterious white-robed 

priests, encouraged the Gauls to offer human sacrifices, the 

Romans banished them from the land. But while the Romans did 

their utmost to stamp out the ancient Druidical worship, in later 

years they brought to the Gauls a new religion, for about the year 

244 A.D. Rome sent seven bishops into Gaul.  

Little by little the Gospel spread among the fierce Gallic 

warriors, moving them sometimes to love and always to wonder, 

so strangely in their ears rang the tidings of peace and goodwill 

to man.  

About seven years after the bishops reached Gaul, a 

church was founded at Paris, which in these far-off days was 

called Lutetia.  

Lutetia had already become the capital of northern Gaul, 

and from this city the Christian religion began in 251 A.D. to 

spread rapidly all over the land.  

Meanwhile the power of the Romans was growing less 

and less. And the wild barbarian tribes across the Rhine thought 

that now was the time to sweep down upon Gaul, and wrench 

her from the nation whose legions they had been used to fear.  

The Germans, as these wild tribes were named, were in 

appearance much like the Gallic tribes they had come to 

conquer.  

For the Germans had blue eyes and long yellow hair like 

the Gauls, although they were much taller than they, while over 

the Romans they towered like giants.  

But while the Gauls wore bright colours and adorned 

themselves with ornaments, the Germans were content to wear 

only a rough skin, which they fastened round their bodies with a 

skewer or pin.  

In other ways, too, the tribes were unlike each other, in 

spite of blue eyes and yellow hair.  

The Gauls were ever ready to talk, to tell of their 

wonderful deeds, which deeds had not always taken place; for 

the Gaul's imagination was as vivid as the clothes he liked to 

wear.  

The Germans did not boast, indeed they talked but little. 

Yet they were determined and constant, and seldom failed in 

what they set their will to do.  

In their home life, too, the Gauls and Germans had 

different customs. One of these was that the Gauls were served 

by slaves, whom they treated as they treated their beasts, while 

those who waited on the Germans sat round the hearths of their 

masters, and were treated as friends and comrades.  

Three chief German tribes overran Gaul-the Visigoths, 

the Burgundians, and the Franks.  

Julian, the Roman emperor, in 355 A.D. found that all his 

strength was needed to fight the Franks, who were the most 

powerful of the three German tribes. In spite of all he could do, 

however, northern Gaul was soon seized and held by these wild 

ambitious Germans.  

The emperor therefore went himself to the north, and set 

up his court at Paris, or Lutetia, as this small village, built on a 
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little island in the river Seine, was then called. He hoped by his 

presence to subdue the Franks.  

But his hope was vain, and in 357 A.D. Lutetia itself, 

which Julian loved for its sea breezes and its vines and figs, was 

filled with Franks, and the emperor was forced to admit them to 

his court, and even to employ them in his army.  

So great became the power of these persistent Franks, 

that in 387 A.D. Argobast, one of their chiefs, became Emperor 

of the West in all but name. The real emperor was Theodosius, 

but Argobast was powerful enough to put his own followers into 

every position of trust in the kingdom.  

When Theodosius died, his successor Valentinian was 

determined to get rid of Argobast. He thought it would be a 

simple matter to depose the Frank, and himself handed him a 

writ or paper, bidding him give up all claim to the imperial 

throne.  

With true Frankish scorn for his enemy, Argobast tore up 

the writ, trampled it beneath his feet in the presence of 

Valentinian, and then went on his way as before.  

When, a short time after this, Valentinian was strangled 

as he slept, Argobast put Eugenius, who had been a school 

master on the emperor's seat. He himself took the highest 

position next to the emperor, being called a 'Mayor of the 

Palace.' 

In 394 A.D. Argobast, who was a pagan, led the 

emperor's forces to battle against the Christians in Gaul.  

Eugenius, who himself was on the battlefield, was lulled 

and his army utterly defeated. Then Argobast fearing that he 

might be captured and slain by the enemy, fell upon his sword 

and died.  

In northern Gaul the Franks were now more powerful 

than the Romans. In the south the Visigoths and Burgundians. 

the other great German tribes, had made a home for themselves, 

and were living more or less peaceably among the Romans and 

Gauls. The country might therefore soon have been at peace, but 

in 450 A.D. a barbarous people called the Huns invaded the land. 

The Huns came from the east, where they had already laid waste 

country and town. They had no wish to conquer Gaul and settle 

in it. All they cared for was to conquer and destroy.  

'The Huns were led by their king, Attila, who was so 

cruel that he was named 'The Scourge of God.' 

Against so dread a foe all the different tribes in Gaul 

united, being led by Theodoric, a Visigoth, and Aetius, a Roman 

general. It was a conflict on which much depended, for should 

the Huns conquer Gaul they would attack Spam, Italy and finally 

rule over the whole western world.  

Meanwhile, in the summer of 451 A.D., Attila besieged 

Orleans. The town was considered sacred in those days and was 

called Aureliacum.  

For a time the city held out bravely, but at length the 

bishop sent a message to Aetius, saying, l If thou be not here this 

very day, my son, it will be too late.' 

Yet still Aetius did not come, and Orleans was forced to 

surrender. As the Huns began to plunder the city, however, loud 

shouts rent the air. Aetius and Theodoric had come at last. They 

fell upon the Huns so fiercely that Attila was forced to retreat.  

At length they reached the plains of Chalons-sur-Marne. 

Aetius and Theodoric, who had followed, were now close 

behind. Attila ordered his men to halt. He was determined to 

fight and overthrow the bold Roman, the undaunted Visigoth, 

who had forced him to leave Orleans, his hardly won prize.  

On the plains of Chalons-sur-Marne a terrible battle then 

began. All afternoon and evening the struggle lasted. Theodoric 

was slain, and when night came those who had fallen were too 

many to be numbered.  

Aetius and his followers were victorious. Attila, 

expecting that his camp would be attacked, made ready a great 

funeral-pyre on which he meant to die rather than be captured by 
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the Romans and Franks. But Aetius was worn out after the 

battle, and the Huns were free to retreat across the Rhine. Thus 

the country was saved from King Attila and his barbarous 

followers.  

Gaul was now no longer a province of Rome. The 

German tribes had gradually taken possession of the country. 

Rome, indeed, had fallen on such evil days, that she soon ceased 

to have an emperor of her own. Even as her first emperor was a 

Romulus, so was her last, who in 476 A.D. was deposed. There 

was now no Emperor of the West, the Emperor of the East ruling 

supreme from the Bosphorus, until the year 800 A.D., when, as 

you shall hear, Charles the Great became the head of the Holy 

Roman Empire with the title 'Emperor of Rome.' 

CHAPTER IV  

THE FIRST KING OF FRANCE 

Among the Franks who had settled in northern Gaul, the 

Salian Franks were the strongest. The heads of the Salian Franks 

were called Merwings or Merovingians.  

It is said that Meroveus, one of these Merwings, was a 

sea-king, and you will remember his name because the kings of 

his race were called after him the Merovingians.  

Meroveus had long yellow hair reaching to his shoulders, 

so the kings of his line always wore their hair long. Indeed, one 

of the titles of the Frankish kings was 'Long-Haired.' By degrees 

these long locks became a sign of royalty; to have them shorn a 

token of disgrace.  

Whether Meroveus Was really a sea-king or not, his son 

Childeric was certainly king of the Salian Franks, and died in 

481 A.D., leaving his son Clovis, a boy of fifteen, to succeed 

him.  

Clovis might not have become king because he was 

Childeric's son, but the lad had already shown on the battlefield 

that he was strong and could be brave. The warriors of his tribe 

therefore chose him, by vote, to be their king. To let the people 

know on whom their choice had fallen, they placed Clovis on 

their shields and Carried him thus through their towns and 

villages.  

At fifteen years of age the lad was king of only a small 

tribe of Salian Franks; by the time he was forty-five years of age 

he had won all Gaul for himself and his Frankish warriors.  

The only Roman governor left in northern Gaul when 

Clovis became king was Syagrius. He was rash enough to 

proclaim himself prince of the province of Soissons.  

But the young king of the Franks would have no Roman, 

or, for the matter of that, no Frank either, ruling in opposition to 

him. He called his warriors together in 486 A.D. and declared 

war against Syagrius. Then shouting their fierce battle-cry, 

clashing their iron javelins upon their great white shields, the 

Franks set out to fight the Roman.  

Syagrius did his utmost to defend his province, but 

neither skill nor strength was of any use before the furious 

onslaught of the Franks. The Roman governor was taken and 

secretly put to death, while Clovis established his capital at 

Soissons.  

This success roused the ambition of Clovis. He sent his 

warriors out all over the country, bidding them lay waste those 

provinces that refused to own him as their lord.  

In this way Gaul was gradually won for the king of the 

Franks, and the country which was ruled by the king of the 

Franks now, in 496 A.D., began to be known as France.  

As the king's kingdom grew larger, his power also 

became greater. Before long it was plain that Clovis meant to 

use his power.  
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The king was a pagan, that is, he worshipped idols, as did 

also his followers. But, as you know, the Romans had brought 

the teaching of Christ to Gaul, and here and there churches had 

been built in which to worship Him. These churches were 

already rich and held many treasures.  

Clovis, being a pagan, did not hesitate to enter the 

churches and seize their treasures, whenever there was an 

opportunity to do so.  

There was a law among the Franks, that all the booty 

taken in war should be equally divided among the warriors, the 

king taking his share by lot, as did the others.  

One day Clovis's warriors came to a town called Rheims. 

Here there was a church which contained, among other treasures, 

a beautiful vase. It was said to be 'of marvellous size and beauty.' 

The soldiers did not fear to add the vase to their booty.  

The Bishop of Rheims had sent his good wishes to 

Clovis when he was chosen king, and Clovis had been pleased 

with the priest's kindness.  

When the bishop heard that the church at Rheims had 

been sacked, and that the vase had been carried away, he sent a 

messenger to the king, begging that all the church's treasures 

might be sent back, but if that could not be, that at least the vase 

'of marvellous size and beauty' should be returned.  

Clovis, pagan though he was, wished to please the 

bishop, and bade the messenger go with him to Soissons, where 

the booty was to be divided.  

When they reached the capital, the plunder was piled up 

in a great heap, and round it stood the host commanded by the 

king.  

Clovis, determined to please the bishop, stepped forward 

and said, 'Valiant warriors, I pray thee not to refuse me, over and 

above my share, this vase,' and he pointed to the one which the 

bishop valued so greatly.  

The Franks, who were proud of their king because he led 

them always to victory, answered his appeal right royally.  

'Glorious king,' they cried, 'everything we see here is 

thine, and we ourselves are submissive to thy command. Do thou 

as seemeth good to thee, for there is none that can resist thy 

power.' 

You can imagine how pleased Clovis was as he listened 

to the words of his brave warriors.  

But among these warriors was one who thought it would 

be a fine thing to defy his king. He broke from the ranks and 

struck the beautiful vase with his battle-axe, so that it was 

broken in half. Then pointing to the pile of booty, he shouted, 

'Thou shalt have naught of all this, O king, save what the lots 

shall truly give thee.' 

Clovis took no notice of the soldier's rudeness. It seemed 

as though he had not heard, for he took the broken vase and gave 

it to the bishop's messenger.  

But punishment was yet to be meted out to the insolent 

soldier. Some months later, Clovis ordered his battle host to 

assemble, that he might, as was his custom, inspect their arms. 

All went well until the king came to the soldier who had struck 

the vase.  

Before him the king lingered, looking at his lance, his 

sword, his battle-axe. Then stern and loud he spoke: "None hath 

brought hither arms so ill-kept as thine, nor lance, nor sword, nor 

battle-axe are fit for service" and snatching the battle-axe from 

the soldier's hand, Clovis flung it to the ground.  

As the warrior stooped to pick it up, the king seized his 

own battle-axe, swung it high above his head, and bringing it 

down upon the soldier's neck, said, 'Thus diddest thou to the 

vase at Soissons.' 

Rough as the times were, the king's deed filled his 

warriors with fear.  
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Now as Clovis journeyed through his land, he heard of a 

beautiful princess named Clotilde. Clotilde was a Christian, yet 

Clovis, the worshipper of idols, determined to marry her.  

The bishops and priests were pleased that Clovis should 

marry Clotilde. They thought that for the love he bore his wife 

the king would soon become a Christian, and the bishops wished 

the powerful young monarch to be on their side. When the 

priests told Clovis the story of Christ's death upon the Cross, he 

cried, "Had I and my Franks been there we would have avenged 

the wrong.' 

Clotilde also longed to see her husband give up his idols 

and often she would plead with him to pray to the true God. But 

the years passed, and still Clovis clung to his idols.  

At length the queen had a little son. She begged Clovis to 

let their child be baptized by the Bishop of Rheims. Perhaps in 

her heart she hoped that Clovis would himself be baptized with 

his boy.  

Ofttimes she said to the king, 'The gods you worship are 

naught and can do naught for themselves or others: they are of 

wood or stone or metal.' 

Clovis loved Clotilde well, and although he was not yet 

willing to give up his gods, he could not refuse to let their little 

son be baptized as Clotilde wished. So the bishop came to the 

palace, and the child was baptized in the name of Christ.  

The queen was glad, and looked more beautiful than ever 

in her joy. But in a little while her joy faded, for her little son 

grew ill and died.  

To add to Clotilde's grief Clovis reproached her. In his 

pain he scarce knew what he said.  

'Had the child been dedicated to my gods he would have 

been alive,' he muttered. 'He was baptized in the name of your 

God and could not live.' 

Clotilde answered gently, 'bear up against my sorrow, 

because I believe in the wisdom and goodness of the true God. 

Our little babe is with the whitest angels in heaven.' 

 

 
 

"IF THOU GIVE ME VICTORY OVER THESE FOES I WILL  BE BAPTIZED IN 

THY NAME."  
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Then Clovis grew ashamed and silent before the patience 

of Clotilde. When another little son was bom he also was 

baptized, and as he grew strong and lusty, Clovis began to think 

more kindly of Christ.  

Now, soon after the birth of his second son, a fierce 

German tribe attacked the Franks. Clovis at once set out to 

punish the invaders. When he had said good-bye to his wife she 

had begged him, once again, to give up his strange gods. But on 

the eve of battle how dare he forsake those who had often given 

him victory? So he had closed his heart against Clotilde's words.  

In the midst of the battle Clovis saw that his soldiers 

were beginning to waver before the fury of the enemy.  

At that moment one of his servants also saw that the 

battle was going against his master. Then he called out, so says 

an old chronicler, 'My lord king, believe only on the Lord of 

Heaven, whom the queen my mistress preacheth.' 

Then in his despair Clovis raised his hands and prayed, 

'Christ Jesus, Thou whom my Queen Clotilde calleth the Son of 

the living God, I have invoked my own gods and they have 

withdrawn from me. . . . Thee, very God and Lord, I invoke; if 

Thou give me victory over these foes. . . I will believe on Thee 

and be baptized in Thy name.' 

Shouting his war-cry anew, Clovis once again led his 

men against the foe, and lo! the victory was his.  

When Clotilde heard how the battle had been won, she 

was glad, but gladder still she grew as the day drew near on 

which her lord would be baptized.  

From the palace to the church the royal procession 

walked when the great day dawned, the bishop leading the king 

by the hand as a little child. Following the king came the queen, 

more joyous than on her bridal morn, while behind her pressed 

the people. They, too, were going to be baptized with Clovis.  

So great was the splendour prepared for the royal 

procession that, as he passed along the road from the palace to 

the church, the king said to the bishop, father, is not this itself 

that heaven which you have promised me?' 

With Clovis were baptized three thousand of his warriors 

as well as many women and children.  

After his baptism the king went back to his wars, for he 

could not rest until he had brought all Gaul under his own rule. 

But now, when he went forth to battle, Clovis no longer invoked 

his old gods of wood and stone; instead, he prayed to one of the 

saints of the Christian Church.  

Soon after he became a Christian, Clovis went to Paris. 

And there, in the city which the Emperor Julian had loved for its 

sea breezes, its vines and figs, Clovis established his capital.  

The work of the king was now nearly over. But before he 

died, Clovis confessed all the evil he had done, and knowing that 

he had often been cruel and unjust, he said that he had need of a 

'large pardon.' 

It was in the grey autumn days of the year 511 A.D.that 

King Clovis died at Paris, and was buried in a church which had 

been built by his wife Clotilde.  

And you will remember that to Clovis belongs the glory 

of founding the kingdom of France, and of making it a Christian 

land.  
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CHAPTER V 

THE THREE LITTLE PRINCES 

After the death of Clovis, northern France was divided 

among his four sons.  

One of these died, leaving behind him three little boys, 

who lived with their grandmother Clotilde. The little princes 

loved their grandmother, and were as happy as three little boys 

could be.  

One day a messenger came to Queen Clotilde from two 

of her sons, Clotair and Hildebert, saying, 'Send thou the 

children to us that we may place them upon their father's throne.' 

Clotilde was pleased to do as her sons wished, for she 

thought she was too old to guard the children well. So, after 

making a little feast for the princes, she sent them away, never 

dreaming that any harm could befall them when they were in 

their uncle's care.  

But no sooner had the children reached their uncles than 

the servants and tutors who had come with them were sent away, 

while they were shut up in a gloomy room all by themselves.  

Then Clotair and Hildebert sent a messenger to Clotilde, 

bearing in his hands a pair of shears or scissors and a naked 

sword.  

'Most glorious queen,' said the messenger when he was 

shown into her presence, 'thy sons and masters desire to know 

thy will touching these children. Wilt thou that they live with 

shorn hair or that they be put to death?' You remember that to 

cut off a prince's long locks was to take from him the sign of his 

royal birth, when as a rule he entered the Church and became a 

priest.  

Clotilde was so angry and dismayed at this strange 

message, that scarce knowing what she said, she cried, 'If my 

grandsons are not placed upon their father's throne I would 

rather see them dead,' and the poor queen wrung her hands and 

wept bitterly.  

But the messenger hastened away, and although he knew 

that Clotilde had not really meant what she said, he told his 

master that the queen was pleased that the children should be put 

to death.  

Clotair and Hildebert, the two cruel uncles, then sent for 

the little princes. The eldest, who was only ten years old, began 

to cry bitterly when he saw that his uncle Clotair held a hunting 

knife in his hand, but his voice was speedily silenced.  

Then the second little prince, who was only seven years 

old, clung to his uncle Hildebert, begging that he might not be 

slain as his brother had been. For a moment it seemed as though 

Hildebert would try to save his little nephew.  

But Clotair cried, 'Thrust the child from thee, or thou 

diest in his stead.' And Hildebert was afraid, and tried no more to 

shield his little nephew. Then he too was speedily put to death.  

Amid the crowd of cruel men who looked on at Clotair's 

cruel deeds, one was struck with pity for the little prince who 

was left. He suddenly caught the child up in his arms and fled 

with him into the country.  

When he was a few years older the prince was taken to 

church, where his locks were shorn, and in after-days he became 

a saint. When he became a saint he was named St. Cloud. To-

day, close to Paris, on the banks of the Seine, there is a town 

called St. Cloud, after this little prince who became a saint.  

Queen Clotilde wept bitterly when she heard of the death 

of her two grandsons, and never did she forgive herself for the 

hasty words she had spoken.  

But Clotair and Hildebert divided their nephews' 

kingdom, and paid no heed to their mother's tears.  
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Clovis, you remember, ruled as a king over the Franks, 

but Clotair was ruled by his warriors, for, many years after the 

death of the little princes, he refused to lead his people to battle, 

wishing rather to make peace with the Saxons, a German tribe 

which had come from the mouth of the Elbe, and was harrying 

the land.  

But the Franks would have nothing to do with so 

cowardly a king, for such, in truth, they deemed him. They set a 

guard upon Clotair, tore his tent into pieces, and hurled scorn 

upon his fears. Then they carried him to the head of his army, 

saying that if he would not march upon the enemy they would 

kill him. So Clotair was forced to give battle. But the Saxons 

fought as men fight for home and country, slaying their foes in 

great numbers, until even the fierce Franks were themselves glad 

to sue for peace.  

In 558 A.D. Hildebert died, and Clotair then ruled over all 

the Franks. From this time until his death in 561 he was engaged 

in wars with different tribes. At last he was stricken with fever, 

and as he tossed upon his couch he cried, 'O how great must be 

the King of Heaven, if He can thus kill so mighty a king as I.' 

After Clotair's death the kingdom of the Franks was 

again divided into four parts. The kings who ruled during the 

next fifty years committed so many cruel deeds and did so little 

for their country, that there is nothing to tell you about them in 

this story. But during these years two queens lived, whose 

wicked lives have made their names well known in history.  

Brunhilda and Fredegonda had each married a grandchild 

of King Clovis. From the first they hated and were jealous of one 

another,  

When by chance Brunhilda fell into Fredegonda's power 

the jealous queen sent her rival Brunhilda to prison, from which, 

however, she was rescued by a man who loved her. In vain did 

Fredegonda try again to capture her prisoner.' Brunhilda had 

escaped beyond the reach of the angry queen.  

In 584 A.D. it is said that Fredegonda murdered her 

husband. Many other crimes she certainly committed, but at 

length in 597 A.D. she died, leaving her son, Clotair II ., to rule 

over part of the Frankish kingdom.  

Brunhilda lived still for many years, and during these 

later years she grew more and more powerful. She also did much 

good, building churches, and giving alms to the poor. There 

were many of these who mourned for her after her death.  

When she was eighty years of age, Brunhilda fell into the 

hands of Fredegonda's son, Clotair II ., who was now king of all 

the Franks. Clotair was Brunhilda's enemy for the old queen had 

been hated by his mother, and had also, when she was powerful, 

wrested many provinces from his kingdom. In 618 A.D. he 

ordered Brunhilda, whose age alone might have aroused his 

compassion, to be tied to the tail of a wild horse. In this cruel 

way the poor old queen was trampled to death.  

In 628 A.D. Clotair II . died, and Dagobert, his son, at 

once seized the throne. The times were rough, yet the new king 

ruled so wisely that he was loved and obeyed by his people.  

As he journeyed through his kingdom, he would stop at 

the towns and villages, that the people might come to tell him 

their troubles. And because the king was just, and punished the 

rich if they disobeyed his laws as well as the poor, the nobles did 

not dare to oppress their vassals so much as they had been used 

to do.  

The king encouraged his people, too, to build churches 

and to adorn them with the work of skilful goldsmiths.  

Because of his justice and his kindness the fame of 

Dagobert spread all over the land. While he lived his people 

called him 'Great King Dagobert' and for many years after his 

death his name was remembered with reverence.  
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CHAPTER VI  

THE SLUGGARD KINGS 

Clovis, you will remember, was the first of the 

Merovingian monarchs. Dagobert was the last who was worthy 

to bear the name of king.  

After the death of Dagobert twelve princes of his race 

ruled, but little is remembered of them save only their names.  

They were weak and lazy, these Merovingian kings; 

indeed, they became so lazy that they were called the 'Sluggard 

Kings,' and sluggard is a name which no one, and least of all a 

king, should ever bear.  

These sluggard or do-nothing kings sat upon the throne 

and pretended to rule.  

If an ambassador from a distant land came to the court of 

France, he was brought into the king's presence to deliver his 

message. And the do-nothing king would seem to listen, but 

when he answered, the words he spoke were those that had been 

put into his mouth by his chief minister.  

The chief minister of these Merovingian kings was called 

the Mayor of the Palace. At first these mayors were only 

stewards of high rank, but when they saw the weakness and 

laziness of the kings, then, little by little, they seized upon the 

power which was slipping from the hands of the listless race of 

Meroveus, and became the real rulers of the land.  

You will be almost sorry for these kings, in spite of their 

foolish lazy ways, when you hear how they were treated by the 

Mayors of the Palace.  

To begin with, the kings had no money, save a small sum 

which was given to them by the mayor, and even the amount of 

that varied according to the minister's mood.  

The kings owned no palaces, but were lodged in poorly 

furnished houses in the country, and there they held their dreary 

court, surrounded by a few roughly dressed servants.  

When they wished to drive, no carriage was ordered for 

these make-believe kings. A cart drawn by a yoke of oxen and 

guided by a cowherd was the only chariot they knew.  

One of the most powerful of the mayors was named 

Pepin. Pepin was a duke, and although he never tried to change 

his title to king, he could easily have done so had he wished.  

For twenty-seven years Duke Pepin ruled France. While 

a lazy, shadowy figure sat upon the throne and was called king, 

Pepin led the warriors forth to battle. And when the Pope, as the 

Bishop of Rome was now called, sent teachers or missionaries 

into France, it was Pepin who protected them from the fierce 

German tribes who were still wandering over the country.  

As Christmastide drew near in the year 714 A.D. Pepin 

died. His son Charles now became Mayor of the Palace.  

Charles seemed to think that the Franks could not be 

ruled unless a king was on the throne. He therefore saw to it that 

one of the sluggard kings should still sit there, for well he knew 

that such a king would not interfere with him.  

A strong ruler was needed in France, for the country was 

threatened with a great danger. The Saracens or Arabs, followers 

of the Prophet Mahomet and enemies of the Cross, had spread 

all over the southern world.  

In India they had taught their faith and put to death those 

who refused to accept it. In Spain, too, they had forced their faith 

upon the people, and in 718 A.D.possessed most of that country.  

Then in 782 A.D. the Saracens determined to cross the 

Pyrenees, the mountains that separated Spain from France.  

This was the great danger that threatened the country. 

And you will remember that Charles, in fighting against the 
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Saracens, was fighting for the Christian faith as well as in 

defence of his country.  

The Saracens, having crossed the Pyrenees, fell upon the 

town of Bordeaux and sacked it. They then crossed the river 

Garonne, and laid waste the province of Aquitaine.  

The leader of the Saracens was named Abdel-Rahman 

He had heard of the rich abbeys, filled with treasures, that were 

to be found in the city of Tours, and thither he now led his army. 

Already the Saracens were beneath the walls of the city, when 

they heard that the Franks were approaching in great numbers.  

Abdel-Rahman ordered his troops to fall back on 

Poitiers, a town quite near to Tours, and there, for a week the 

two armies faced one another. Then Abdel-Rahman's patience 

gave way, and at the head of his horsemen he ordered a general 

attack.  

The Franks were already drawn up in battle array. They 

stood there,' says an old writer. 'like solid walls or icebergs and 

the Saracens were amazed to see how tall and strong the enemy 

seemed.' 

As the battle raged, a small body of Franks crept round to 

the Arabs' camp, perhaps in the hope or robbing it, or, it may be, 

wishing to attack the enemy in the rear.  

The Saracens had much booty in their camp, and Abdel-

Rahman's horsemen seeing the Franks, as they believed, falling 

upon it, at once left their post to defend their treasure. But they 

fell into disorder, broke their ranks, and soon the whole army 

was in confusion. Meanwhile the main body of the Franks, 

shouting their war-cry, clashing their shields, pressed in among 

them and beat them down, slaying Abdel-Rahman, their leader.  

Night fell, and both armies withdrew to their tents The 

Franks were early astir, eager to finish the fight. But in the camp 

of the Saracens all was strangely still. A few Franks were sent to 

find out what the enemy was about. They entered the camp 

unhindered. In the tents not a soldier was to be seen, for under 

cover of the darkness the Saracens had beat a retreat, leaving 

their booty behind them.  

 

 
 

"BECAUSE OF THE HEAVY  BLOWS DUKE CHARLES SHOWERED UPON THE 

SARACENS HE WAS CALLED CHARLES THE HAMMER."  
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The battle of Tours or Poitiers, for it is called by either 

name, was a very important battle, for by the victory of the 

Franks, not only France, but Europe was saved from becoming 

the home of the fierce followers of Mahomet the Prophet.  

It was because of the heavy blows that Duke Charles 

showered upon the Saracens at the battle of Tours, that he was 

from henceforth called Charles Martel, or, as the word Martel 

means hammer, Charles the Hammer. After the battle of Poitiers 

in 781 A.D., Charles did not rest until he had swept the Saracens 

utterly out of France.  

To reward his warriors for their valour on the battlefield, 

Charles the Hammer robbed the churches of their treasures; he 

even made some of his soldiers, bishops and priests. This made 

the Pope very angry. But it was in vain that he rebuked Charles. 

Charles was all-powerful and would have his own way.  

The Pope's anger did not make the duke cease to protect 

the missionaries who were sent from Rome to teach the German 

tribes the faith of Christ.  

One of these missionaries was St. Boniface. You will 

remember his name with interest when I tell you that he was 

born in Wessex, which was once the name of the south-west of 

England.  

Charles wrote a letter and sent it, not only to the bishops, 

but to all those dukes and counts who had power in the land, to 

tell them that St. Boniface was under his care.  

St. Boniface was grateful for Charles's protection, and 

from the heart of Germany, where he was working among the 

fierce pagan people, he wrote a grateful tribute to the powerful 

duke.  

'Without the patronage of the Prince of the Franks,' said 

St. Boniface, 'without his order and the fear of his power, I could 

not guide this people, or defend the priests . . . and handmaids of 

God, or forbid in this country the rites of the pagans and their 

worship of idols.' 

In 787 A.D. the Merovingian king whom Charles had 

placed upon the throne died, and during the last few years of his 

life Charles the Hammer ruled without a shadowy sluggard king 

sitting upon the throne.  

Charles himself died at the age of fifty-two, and his brave 

warriors wept because he would lead them forth to battle no 

more.  

CHAPTER VII  

THE DEATH OF ST. BONIFACE 

Before he died, Charles the Hammer divided the 

kingdom between his two sons, Pepin and Carloman.  

Charles had trained his sons to love their country better 

than themselves, and they worked together for the good of their 

people, undisturbed by a single jealous thought.  

But at the end of six years Carloman grew tired of his 

share of the task. Knowing that Pepin was able to rule alone, he 

had his royal locks shorn and entered a monastery, where he was 

heard of no more.  

Pepin was a little man, so his people called him Pepin the 

Short. But though he was little he had the great gift of courage, 

and in spite of his small body he was unusually strong.  

It is said that soon after his fathers death he gave proof of 

his great strength. The Franks were one day gathered in great 

numbers round an arena or open space, to watch a cruel combat 

between two savage beasts. It was their chief amusement to 

watch such sport, and Duke Pepin was among the spectators.  

A lion had just sprung upon a bull and brought it to the 

ground, when Pepin rose to his feet, and, pointing to the beasts, 

cried aloud to the Franks, 'Which of you will dare to separate 

them?' 
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No one answered the terrible challenge. Then Pepin 

himself sprang into the arena, and fought both the lion and the 

bull.  

The Franks looked on in horror, expecting every moment 

that Pepin would be torn to pieces. But he overpowered both the 

savage beasts, and then, tossing away his sword he cried, 'Am I 

worthy to be your king? ' And the rough warriors, to whom 

kingship meant little save such bravery and strength as Pepin 

had just shown, shouted aloud that he was worthy.  

For ten years Pepin the Short ruled as Mayor of the 

Palace, the last of the sluggard kings still sitting on the throne 

where Pepin himself had placed him after the death of Charles 

the Hammer.  

But at the end of ten years Pepin began to think that there 

was no reason why he should not be king in name as well as in 

deed.  

So he sent to the Pope, who in those days had power over 

kings, to ask if he, Pepin, might be crowned.  

'It is right that the kingly title should rest where the 

kingly power now is,' answered the Pope; and as there was no 

doubt that Pepin had the 'kingly power,' the question was settled.  

The sluggard king was therefore deposed, his long hair 

cut off, and he himself shut up in a monastery. And thus ended 

the race of the Merovingian kings.  

Pepin, the new king, was then anointed by St. Boniface 

in the presence of his clergy and warriors, with holy oil, which 

was behoved to have come straight from heaven. With Pepin 

began a new race of kings, called after its founder, Charles the 

Hammer, the Carlovingian line.  

Two Years after this Pepin was again anointed with holy 

oil by the Pope himself, and along with him were consecrated 

his two sons. One of these sons became the famous Emperor 

Charlemagne or Charles the Great.  

You remember that Charles the Hammer had taken St. 

Boniface under his protection. Pepin the Short continued to care 

for the good man, but his power could not save the missionary 

from a martyr's death.  

But before I tell you of the fate which befell the saint, 

listen to this beautiful story about the holy man.  

Once upon a time, in his journeys, the saint came to a 

land where the rude Northmen still worshipped a god called 

Thor the Hammerer.  

It was winter, and on a little hill a great crowd of 

warriors clad in white, of women and children, gathered around 

a fire that had been lighted near the foot of an altar.  

Close to the altar was a tall and ancient oak tree, sacred 

to the god named Thor.  

In the midst of the crowd stood the high priest, and at his 

feet knelt a little child. The little child was the offering of the 

people to their god. He was doomed to die by a hammer-stroke, 

that Thor the Hammerer might be pleased.  

But ere the hammer fell this wintry night, a quick step 

came hurrying up the little hill, and Boniface the saint, pushing 

the people on one side. reached the high priest and the little 

kneeling child.  

Very simply the stranger told the people the story of 

Jesus and the Cross, and before the tale was ended the hammer 

had fallen from the hand of the high priest, had fallen harmless 

to the ground. The little child was saved  

Then seizing the hammer, St. Boniface himself felled the 

sacred oak, and even as he did so, his eyes fell upon a young fir 

tree, standing straight and green before him.  

'Here is the living tree,' he cried, 'with no stain of blood 

upon it, which shall be the sign of your new worship. See it 

pointing to the sky! Let us call it the tree of the Christ Child. 

Take it up and carry it to the hall of your chief, for this is the 
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birth-night of the White Christ. You shall no more keep your 

feasts in the shades of the forest with secret and cruel rites. You 

shall keep them in your own homes, with happy laughter and 

glad songs of glee.' 

Such, says the legend, was the beginning of the 

Christmas tree, which boys and girls all over the world have 

learned to love.  

Boniface had been made an archbishop, and had he 

wished, he might have lived at ease in his palace for the rest of 

his life. But though he was an old man now, Boniface longed to 

carry his Master's message to the fierce German Tribes which 

had never even heard of Christ.  

So making one of his disciples archbishop in his stead, 

the old man sand, 'As for me, I will put myself on my road, for 

the time of my passing away approacheth. I have longed for this 

departure and none can turn me from it.' It almost seemed that 

Boniface foresaw what might happen. With only a few followers 

he set out to find the people whom he wished to teach. When as 

length he reached their haunts he halted, and his servants put up 

their master's tent. Then in that wild and lonely place he sat 

down with his followers to the sacrament of the Lord's Supper.  

But a band of savages had seen the white tent, and in 

their foolish rage they rushed upon the little company. The 

saint's servants were brave men, and placing their master in their 

midst, they prepared to defend him unto death.  

'Hold, hold!' cried the old man, as he saw them draw 

their swords; 'we should return good for evil, and trust in God'; 

and then he bade them put their swords back in their sheaths, and 

strike no blow at the savages whom they had come to teach.  

But the barbarians, undaunted by the gentleness of the 

old man, slew him and as many of his followers as they could 

seize. Thus perished the holy man of God, St. Boniface.  

King Pepin's great work was to help the Pope against the 

King of the Lombards. To do this he crossed the Alps with his 

army and marched into Italy.  

After a great battle, in which he was victorious, Pepin 

shut up the King of Lombardy and the soldiers that had been 

taken prisoners, in a town called Pavia, and made the king 

promise to stay within the gates of the city. Then with much 

booty Pepin set off on his homeward march.  

But the Pope was not satisfied. He was sure that his 

enemy would break his word and escape from Pavia, and he 

wished Pepin had stayed in Italy instead of hastening back to 

France.  

And, indeed, no sooner was Pepin out of the country than 

the Lombards, more fierce than ever after their defeat, escaped 

from Pavia, laid waste the country, and began to thunder at the 

very gates of Rome.  

Then a strange thought came to the Pope. It was certain 

that Pepin would not come back again even at the Pope's request, 

but if the King of France received a letter from the Apostle 

Peter, promising to reward him if he helped the Pope, why then 

without doubt Pepin would come back to Italy.  

So the Pope sat down, and while the Lombards thundered 

at his gates, he wrote a letter from l Peter, Apostle of Jesus 

Christ, to Pepin and his warriors, to tell them that 'if they came 

in haste to help the Pope, he, Peter, would aid them as if he were 

alive, and that they would conquer their enemies as well as win 

eternal life.' 

As the Pope had foreseen when he wrote that strange 

letter, Pepin, when he read it, did not hesitate to return to Italy. 

Once again he crossed the Alps, and once again he conquered 

the Lombards and shut them up in Pavia, and this time, anxious 

for peace at any price, the King of Lombardy kept the terms 

imposed upon him by Pepin.  
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When the battle was over, Pepin sent for the keys of the 

towns which he had taken from the Lombards, and these he sent 

to Rome to be laid on the altar of the church of St. Peter. In 

reality, to give the keys to St. Peter's was to give the towns to 

which they belonged to the Pope.  

This gift was known as the 'Donation of Pepin.' It was no 

strange thing for kings in those days to offer their victories to 

God. But you will remember Pepin's gift to St. Peter's because it 

was the beginning of the worldly possessions of the popes.  

Soon after this, as King Pepin was returning home from 

battle, he was attacked by fever. His servants carried him to St. 

Denis, where he died, having ruled France for sixteen years.  

CHAPTER VIII  

ROLAND WINDS HIS HORN 

Before his death Pepin had divided his kingdom between 

his two sons, but in three years Carloman died. Charles, soon to 

be called Charlemagne or Charles the Great, ruled alone as King 

of the Franks.  

As his father had done, so Charlemagne also marched 

into Italy with his brave warriors and punished the Lombards, 

who had again dared to besiege the city of Rome.  

At home, too, the king had little peace, for again and 

again the Saxons invaded his land. The great king conquered 

them, and for a time they would live quietly and be obedient to 

their conqueror. But as soon as he went away to fight in distant 

lands they rebelled, and for thirty years Charlemagne waged war 

against them.  

When Charlemagne had conquered one of these tribes, he 

would offer to pardon them if they would give up their false 

gods and be baptized. If they refused to be baptized, their heads 

were cut off.  

As you can imagine, many Saxon tribes were willing to 

be baptized rather than to suffer death. After their baptism, 

Charlemagne would send missionaries to the people, and thus 

little by little the teaching of the White Christ became better 

known.  

Around the name of this great King Charles, as around 

the name of our own King Arthur, have gathered many legends 

or marvellous tales. These tales may not all be true, for legends 

are woven out of fancy as well as fact. But sometimes legends 

help us to understand a man or woman, a country or an age, 

better than we should if fancy had been idle and left facts 

untouched.  

And so, although part of the story of the battle of 

Roncesvalles, in which Roland, Charlemagne^s nephew, fought 

so bravely, is not told to us in history but only in legend, yet it is 

none the less worthy to be read.  

The great battle of which I wish to tell you took place in 

the valley of Roncesvalles.  

Spain, as you have already heard, had been conquered by 

the Saracens, those fierce followers of the Prophet Mahomet. 

But they began to quarrel and fight among themselves, and at 

last their King, Marsil, begged Charlemagne to come and help 

him against his own rebellious people, who were trying to wrest 

from him the beautiful city of Saragossa.  

Charlemagne did not need to be asked twice. To him it 

was enough that those he was asked to fight were infidels, 

followers of Mahomet and not of Christ. He would destroy these 

fierce Saracens, or baptize them as he had baptized the pagan 

Saxons at home.  

So, to the joy of the King of Saragossa, Charlemagne set 

out for Spain at the head of his brave Frankish warriors.  

To reach Saragossa the king had to lead his army through 

the valley of Roncesvalles. The valley was really a narrow pass 

through which the army could march only in a long thin line. 
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Should an enemy steal down the mountains and fall upon the 

soldiers as they struggled along the narrow pass, nothing could 

save them. But no foe was in ambush, and the great army passed 

in safety out of the valley of Roncesvalles.  

But when Charlemagne had laid siege to Saragossa his 

difficulties began, for at once the Saracens stopped fighting 

among themselves, to fight together against the foe who had 

besieged their city. Marsil, too, proved false, for he slew the 

ambassadors of the French king, although he had sent them the 

olive branch of peace. He had indeed no need of Charlemagne 

now that the Saracens had ceased to fight against him, and 

would gladly have seen Charlemagne and his army return to 

their own land.  

Meanwhile in the French camp provisions ran short and 

sickness broke out among the soldiers. Tidings also came from 

France telling of new invasions by the Saxons. So when Marsil 

sent to beseech Charlemagne to raise the siege and make peace 

with him, the king was more pleased than the Saracens knew.  

Now in history we hear little of Charlemagne's return to 

France. But in a poem called 'The Song of Roland,'which was 

loved by the Franks and often sung by them as they marched to 

battle, the sad tale has been told. And if the story of the treachery 

of King Marsil and all that befell Roland and his friend Oliver in 

the valley of Roncesvalles is partly legend, it is, as I have told 

you, not the less worthy to be heard.  

King Marsil had promised that if Charlemagne would go 

back to his fair realm of France, he would become his vassal and 

be baptized in the name of the Holy Christ.  

Charlemagne did not know if he could trust the heathen 

lord, so he called together a council of war, and told his barons 

and knights King Marsil's words. 'Yet whether he spoke the truth 

or falsehood I know not,' said Charlemagne.  

Then up sprang Roland, Charlemagne's own nephew, and 

the bravest knight of France, crying, 'Trust not this traitor Marsil. 

He sent thee the olive branch of peace, yet he slew thine 

ambassador. Let us fight, nor heed the false words of the traitor 

king.' 

As Roland ceased speaking, Ganelon, his stepfather, 

rose, and an angry scowl was upon his face, for he hated Roland, 

although others loved him well.  

'Heed not the brave words of my stepson Roland,' he 

said. 'Accept King Marsil's promises, lest we tarry here and are 

slain.' 

Still Charlemagne sat silent, waiting, lest other knights 

had aught to say.  

Then the wisest man in the king's council arose. 'The 

words of Ganelon are full of wisdom,' he said. 'Let us make 

peace with King Marsil and return to our own land.' 

'As thou sayest so shall it be,' answered Charlemagne, 

and he commanded Ganelon to go tell Marsil that Charlemagne 

would accept his homage and look for him to come to the fair 

realm of France to be baptized in the name of Christ.  

Ganelon was ill-pleased to be sent to the King of 

Saragossa, lest he should prove false and slay him even as he 

had already slain other ambassadors. And because he was angry, 

he vowed to bring shame upon Charlemagne and Roland, whom 

he hated.  

Thus before Ganelon had spoken long with King Marsil 

he had won for himself rich gifts, but he had betrayed 

Charlemagne and offered up Roland to death, as you shall hear.  

When the ambassador returned to the French camp, he 

told Charlemagne that he might well trust King Marsil to do all 

that he had promised.  

Charlemagne was filled with foreboding, he knew not 

why. Yet he ordered the trumpets to sound and the great army to 

prepare to start on its homeward journey.  
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But all unknown to the Franks, silent and still, there stole 

after them, through the forests and along the mountain tops, the 

hosts of King Marsil. For thus had it been planned by the traitor 

Ganelon.  

As they drew near to the valley of Roncesvalles, 

Charlemagne ordered his army to halt. His distrust of King 

Marsil was not allayed. 'Were the enemy to prove false,' he said 

to his lords, 'it would go ill with us as we march through this 

pass. Who will guard the entrance to the valley while we march 

onward? ' 

'Entrust the rearguard to Roland,' said Ganelon quickly, 

'for who is so brave a knight as he.' But in his heart Ganelon 

laughed, for well he knew that the hosts of Marsil would fall 

upon Roland and his knights, and slay them before Charlemagne 

was aware.  

The king looked with displeasure at Ganelon. Yet it was 

foolish to dream that one of his own knights would betray the 

army. So, as Roland also pleaded that the post of danger might 

be given to him, Charlemagne yielded at last, saying, 'Half of the 

army shall I leave with thee to guard the pass.' 

'Nay,' said Roland, 'twenty thousand men only will I 

have.' And Ganelon, as he heard his stepson's words, was well 

pleased.  

Then the great army passed on, leaving Roland to guard 

the entrance to the valley of Roncesvalles. With him were his 

friend Oliver, the bold Archbishop Turpin, the twelve chosen 

peers of France, and twenty thousand of Charlemagne's bravest 

knights.  

Among the army there were many who would fain have 

stayed with Roland. But sadder than any of his soldiers was the 

great king himself. Fear was in his heart, tears in his eyes, for 

ever his heart whispered to him that Roland was betrayed. Yet, 

saying farewell to his dauntless rearguard, Charlemagne 

marched on at the head of his army.  

Roland and his knights were now left alone, and the great 

host of the Saracens was drawing near. Soon Roland could hear 

the tramp of armed men.  

Then Oliver, his friend, climbed out of the valley on to 

the top of a hill, and lo! he saw a great host approaching, and he 

knew that Roland was betrayed, and by the false traitor Ganelon.  

Down again to the valley ran Oliver and told Roland 

what he had seen.  

'Wind a loud blast upon thy horn,' cried Oliver. 'Our king 

will hear and hasten back to our aid.' For ever round his neck the 

knight wore an ivory horn. It had a note of magic, and if Roland 

blew it in time of need the sound was carried on and ever on. 

Neither lofty mountains nor dense forests could dull the sweet 

clear tone of Roland's magic horn.  

'Blow thy horn,' cried Oliver, but alas, this Roland would 

not do.  

And now with mocking words the heathen host rushed 

upon the hero and his twenty thousand knights.  

'Ye are sold, sold and betrayed by your king,' they 

shouted.  

Roland heard the base lie, and furiously he rode against 

the foe, striking fierce blows with his good sword Durindal.  

Listen to the 'Song of Roland' as it tells how Roland 

looked that day:  

"Oh in his harness he looks grand; 

On, on he goes with lance on high, 

Its tip is pointed to the sky; 

It bears a snow-white pennon, and 

Its golden fringes sweep his hand." 

Oliver and the brave Archbishop Turpin fought as they 

had never fought before, as did also the knights, until King 

Marsil's host lay slain upon the ground.  
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Four hundred thousand strong had been the heathen 

hosts, and but one was left to tell King Marsil the dread tidings 

that his army had perished.  

When Marsil heard that Roland was still alive and that all 

his hosts were slain, his rage was terrible.  

Without a moment's delay he assembled another great 

army, and himself marched at its head toward the valley of 

Roncesvalles.  

As he drew near to the battlefield, he divided his army. 

Sending one division to fight the Franks, he kept the other back 

on the hillside to watch how the battle went.  

Then, when Roland saw another force approaching, he 

rallied his knights to a fresh attack, and so valiantly did they 

fight, that erelong the heathen host fled, calling upon Marsil for 

help.  

There were now but three hundred of Charlemagne's 

peerless warriors on the battlefield. The others were dead or 

wounded. But the handful of gallant knights never flinched as 

King Marsil himself advanced upon them with his men. And 

ever in the forefront of the battle rode Roland, and by his side 

was Oliver.  

At length, when but sixty Franks were left, Archbishop 

Turpin besought Roland to sound his horn, that Charlemagne 

might hear and come back to avenge the death of so many of his 

peerless knights.  

Then Roland, thinking it now no shame to wind his horn, 

did as the good archbishop wished. And far away a note, clear 

but faint, fell upon the ear of Charlemagne.  

'It is the ivory horn I hear,' he cried. 'Roland hath need of 

us.' 

But Ganelon was by the king's side, and he laughed, 

saying, 'It is but the wind that my lord hears, as it whistles 

among the trees.' 

So Charlemagne, for all that he was ill at ease, rode on.  

 

 
 

"ONCE MORE ROLAND BLEW HIS IVORY HORN."  

Once again Roland placed the horn to his lips, but he was 

faint from many wounds, and the note he blew was sad and low. 
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Yet on and on it journeyed, until far away the great king heard 

the mournful sound.  

'Roland hath need of us,' he cried, as the sound crept into 

his heart. 'There hath surely been a battle.' Yet, for Ganelon still 

mocked at the king's fears, Charlemagne moved on toward 

France, but now he rode more slowly.  

Once more Roland blew his ivory horn, but he was weak 

from loss of blood, and it was a sad sweet note that reached the 

king.  

Charlemagne's knights heard the note also, and cried, 'It 

is Roland who calls us, for his need is great. He has been 

betrayed/ and they looked darkly at the traitor Ganelon.  

Then Charlemagne hesitated no longer. He ordered his 

army to turn and march back to the valley of Roncesvalles. And 

because the soldiers loved Roland well, each one put spurs to his 

horse and rode in haste to his comrade's aid.  

As for Ganelon, the king gave him into the charge of the 

kitchen knaves, who beat him and called him traitor and false 

knight.  

For it was indeed Ganelon who had said to Marsil, 'If you 

kill Roland, there will be no one left to be your enemy. For 

Charlemagne grows old, and there is no knight so bold as 

Roland.' He had promised that Roland and no other should be 

left at Roncesvalles, and that but a few knights should stay with 

him. And for this treachery he had received rich gifts from King 

Marsil. Well might the kitchen knaves call Ganelon traitor and 

false knight.  

On the battlefield at Roncesvalles there were now left 

alive only Roland, the brave priest Turpin, and a noble count. 

Oliver had perished with the other knights.  

The heathen host was still more than a thousand strong, 

yet so bravely did the three warriors stand that they dared not 

attack them. Only from afar they hurled their javelins at the 

dauntless three, until, pierced by a dart, the count fell dead.  

Roland too was sore wounded, but yet again he blew his 

ivory horn. Faint and dull the notes were wafted on the breeze, 

faint and dull they fell upon the ear of Charlemagne.  

'Let my trumpets sound,' cried the king, 'that Roland may 

know we come. Sore wounded must he be, or not thus would he 

wind his horn.' 

Then loud sounded the trumpets of the Franks, and the 

heathen host heard the blast, and knowing that the great king 

was coming to avenge the death of his knights, they fled, hurling 

their spears at the two heroes who alone were left on the 

battlefield.  

One of the spears struck the good archbishop, and he fell 

to the ground. Roland only was left alive.  

But he too was nigh to death. With one last effort he 

placed his good sword Durindal and his ivory horn beneath his 

body, that there Charlemagne might find them when he came.  

"Then not unmindful of His care, 

Once more he sues to God for grace. 

'O Thou true Father of us all . . . 

From all the perils I deserve 

For sinful life, my soul preserve.' 

 

"Then to his God out stretcheth he 

The glove from his right handðand see! 

St. Gabriel taketh it instantly. 

God sends a cherubðangel bright, 

And Michael, Saint of Peril hightð 

And Gabriel comes; up, up they rise, 

And bear the Count to Paradise." 

God had Roland's soul safe in Paradise, but his body lay 

quiet and still on the battlefield, and there Charlemagne found it, 

with the sword and magic horn beneath.  

Sorely did the great king grieve for Roland and his 

peerless knights, yet did he not tarry on the battlefield to weep. 
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But at the head of his army he followed the heathen host, nor did 

he order the trumpets to sound the retreat until every one of the 

vast army was slain.  

Ganelon, the traitor, suffered a terrible death, for by the 

order of Charlemagne and the judgment of the knights of France, 

he was torn to pieces by wild horses.  

During his long reign Charlemagne had often helped the 

Pope against his enemies.  

When Leo III . became Pope, he was glad to have the 

great king as his friend, and in 799 A.D., when the Romans 

rebelled against him, Leo fled to Charlemagne for help.  

The king agreed to punish the Pope's enemies, and send 

him back in safety to Rome. Perhaps it was in gratitude that Leo 

III . then agreed to crown Charlemagne Emperor of the West.  

You remember that Romulus, the last emperor, had been 

deposed in 476 A.D., and since then there had been no Emperor 

of the West.  

But now, on Christmas Day, in the year 800 A.D., 

Charlemagne, who had journeyed to Rome, went into the great 

church of St. Peter's. As he kneeled before the altar the Pope 

placed a crown upon his head, while all the people who had 

crowded into the church shouted, 'Long life and victory to 

Charles, Emperor of the Romans!' 

It was an empty title, for the Romans had now no power 

and no position in the world.  

But the Pope having bestowed the title upon 

Charlemagne, he henceforth ruled over his great kingdom as 

emperor.  

All Gaul from the Rhine to the Pyrenees was his; also, 

for the most part, Italy and all central and western Germany 

belonged to him, while many races, scattered over the world, 

owned their allegiance to the Emperor Charlemagne.  

For fourteen years there was now peace in France, and 

during these years the emperor worked as hard as he had done in 

time of war.  

You will be surprised to hear that though he was an old 

man now, he was so anxious to learn that he studied harder than 

any schoolboy. Astronomy, arithmetic, grammar, and music, 

these were some of the studies that were dear to the emperor. 

But he had never learned to write, and that was Charlemagne's 

great ambition. So he was often to be seen walking about with 

tablets in his hand, and at every odd moment he would practise 

making letters. But he never knew them well enough to do more 

than sign his name.  

The emperor was anxious that the boys and girls in his 

land should learn the things which he had never been taught 

when he was young, so he built schools and sent scholars to 

teach in them. But there were lazy pupils then just as there are 

lazy pupils now, and when the emperor visited the schools, he 

would tell the lazy boys and girls how sorry they would be if 

they grew up, as he had done, without even knowing how to 

write. And then the boys and girls would do their lessons better, 

until they forgot the emperor's words, and began to grow lazy 

once more.  

The great emperor was old now, and his long reign was 

nearly over. He was more than seventy years of age when he 

grew ill and died.  

His people buried him near to his favourite hunting 

ground. Upon his knees they placed an open Bible, on which 

rested the little purse filled with alms which he had carried with 

him to Rome. Upon his head they left his crown, his good sword 

lying by his side, while at his feet rested his shield and the 

sceptre he had wielded so wisely and so well.  
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CHAPTER IX  

LOUIS THE GOOD-NATURED 

The new king had begun to reign over one of his father's 

provinces when he was a little child of three years old. At least, 

if he did not reign, he had really been anointed with holy oil just 

as a grown-up king would have been.  

After he had been anointed, the little boy was carried in 

his cradle to the entrance of his kingdom. Here his courtiers 

halted. They did not wish their baby-king to enter his dominions 

in a cradle. So they clad the little king in a tiny suit of armour 

and gave him tiny arms, that looked more like toys than 

weapons. Then these gallant courtiers brought a horse and put 

his little Highness, on its back and held him there, safe and 

sound and perhaps crowing with delight, until he had entered his 

royal province amid the cheers of the people.  

But that was long ago, when Charlemagne's strong arm 

could reach to the kingdom of his little son and keep order and 

peace for him during his boyhood's days. After his father's long 

reign was ended, it was this same son, grown now to be a man, 

who ruled over Charlemagne's great empire.  

Louis was not strong and wise as his father had been. He 

was indeed so gentle and so easily pleased, that his people called 

him Louis the Good-natured.  

King Louis had been taught by priests when he was a 

little boy, and when he grew older he followed their teaching 

better than they did themselves. He determined that when he was 

king, the priests should live more simply than they had done in 

his father's time.  

The priests had arms, for in those days they were to be 

seen on the battlefield as well as in the church. But King Louis 

bade them lay down their arms. They must not fight with swords 

and spears as other men, but with gentleness and kindly words 

and deeds.  

The priests had horses, for in those days they rode on as 

noble war-steeds as did the bravest knights. But King Louis bade 

them put away their horses. It was not meet for them to ride on 

noble steeds, for their Master was lowly and had ridden on an 

ass.  

Many of the monks were greedy and selfish, and had 

used their power to wring money from the people. Louis cared 

for the poor and forbade the monks to oppress them.  

You can imagine, then, that King Louis was no favourite 

with the bishops and priests, but if they were displeased, the 

people were loud in their praise of Louis the Good-natured.  

Now King Louis had four sons, and as they grew up they 

were quick to take advantage of their father's good-nature. Again 

and again they rebelled against him. At last even Louis was 

roused, and took away from Pippin, the most troublesome of his 

sons, the province over which he ruled, and gave it to his 

youngest son, Charles the Bald.  

The three eldest sons then assembled an army to fight 

against their father. The king also gathered his soldiers together, 

but when the two armies met on a field called the Field of Red, 

many of King Louis's soldiers left him and joined themselves to 

the rebels. For this reason the battlefield was ever after called 

'The Field of Falsehood.' 

Louis, when he saw that he was left with only a few 

followers, bade them also go away, for he was unwilling that any 

one should 'lose life or limb' for his sake. Then he surrendered 

himself to his sons, who treated him very badly, for they forced 

him to confess in church, before his people, a long list of crimes 

which he had never committed.  

King Louis's good-nature had turned into weakness, and 

he obediently read aloud the list of crimes of which he was 

guiltless. Then, laying aside his royal robes, he allowed himself 
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to be clad in sackcloth, and walked bare-footed through the 

streets of the city, no longer a king but a prisoner.  

But now that they had got their father out of the way, the 

four sons quarrelled so fiercely among themselves, that their 

subjects grew discontented, and began to wish that Louis the 

Good-natured was still upon the throne. And at length they 

actually revolted, and set Louis free and made him king once 

more.  

You would expect Louis to punish his sons for their bad 

behaviour, but he never seemed to dream of such a thing. So, 

when the chance came, they again took up arms against their 

father. King Louis was ill and worn out with the troubles of his 

reign, yet he went at the head of his army to put down the 

rebellion, and this time his sons were forced to submit to him.  

But the effort had been too much for the king. He took 

fever and died on a little island in the river Rhine.  

His last words were words of forgiveness to the son who 

was named after him. 'I forgive my son,' he said, 'but let him 

remember that he has brought his father's grey hairs in sorrow to 

the grave.' 

CHAPTER X 

THE VIKINGS 

Charles the Bald began to reign in 843 A.D. At first his 

eldest brother laid plots against him, as he had done against their 

father, to take his kingdom away.  

But Charles the Bald made friends with his brother 

Louis, and together they fought at Fontanet in 841 A.D. against 

their cruel and ambitious eldest brother.  

It was a terrible battle, lasting from dawn until midday, 

when Charles and Louis were victorious. But so many soldiers 

had been slain that all over France there were sad and empty 

homes.  

'Accursed be this day,' wrote one of the officers who 

fought at the battle of Fontanet:  

"Be it unlit by the light of the sun, 

Be it without either dawn or twilight . . . 

Eye ne'er hath seen more fearful slaughter . . . 

The linen vestments of the dead did whiten the field 

Even as it is whitened by the birds of Autumn." 

Two years after the battle of Fontanet the brothers agreed 

to fight no more, but to divide the great kingdom between them. 

Accordingly, at the Treaty of Verdun in 848 A.D., Charles 

received the kingdom of France, Louis Germany, while to 

Lothair was given Italy and the name of Emperor.  

After this battle Charles the Bald was really King of 

France, but he had not much power except in the city of Paris; 

for the lords and barons were kings on their own lands, and were 

used to make their own laws and impose taxes on their people. 

Indeed, there was no limit to their power.  

The king gave lands and castles to the barons on what 

was called the feudal system.  

The feudal system meant that the barons became vassals 

to the king. They were bound to do homage to him for their 

lands and to fight for him in time of war.  

In the same way the barons gave portions of their land to 

the people who became their vassals, and in time of war had to 

follow their lord to the battlefield, even as the lords followed the 

king.  

When they were not fighting, the barons were hunting or 

feasting. They never dreamed of working, that was fit only for 

the serfs or slaves, who were bought or sold with the land as 

though they were tools.  
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These slaves were badly clothed and badly fed. Often, 

when the harvest was poor, they were starved. Yet the barons 

still feasted in their halls, heedless of the hunger and misery of 

the people who were huddled together in the huts that stood at 

their very doors.  

After Charles the Bald had conquered his eldest brother 

at the battle of Fontanet, his greatest troubles were caused by the 

Vikings or Northmen.  

Even in the time of Charlemagne these wild sea-rovers 

had reached the coast of France, only however to set their sails, 

and disappear as suddenly as they had come, when they heard 

that the great emperor was near. For Charlemagne was the only 

name the Northmen feared.  

Charlemagne himself had foreseen what would happen 

when he was no longer alive to guard his kingdom from these 

fierce Vikings.  

As he sat at dinner one day in a seaport town, the 

emperor saw vessels at anchor in the harbour.  

'These are trading vessels' cried his lords, 'from Africa, 

from Britain, or elsewhere!'  

'Nay,' answered Charlemagne, 'these vessels be not laden 

with merchandise, but manned with cruel foes.' 

Then getting up from the table, he went to the window 

and watched the red sails of the Northmen's ships as they took to 

flight.  

Tears fell from the emperor's eyes as he turned to his 

followers. 'Know ye, my lieges, why I weep so bitterly,' he 

asked. 'Of a surety, I fear not lest these fellows should succeed in 

injuring me by their miserable piracies; but it grieveth me deeply 

that whilst I live they should have been nigh enough to touch at 

this shore. I am a prey to violent sorrow when I foresee what 

evils they will heap upon my descendants and their people.' 

In the reign of Louis the Good-natured, what 

Charlemagne had foreseen came to pass.  

 

 
 

"THESE VESSELS BE NOT LADEN WITH MERCHANDIZE, BUT MANNED 

WITH CRUEL FOES."  

The terrible Northmen from Norway, Denmark, and 

Sweden descended upon the coast of France, and laid waste all 

the towns and villages to which they came. In the time of 
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Charles the Bald the red sails of the Viking ships were known 

and feared not only in France, but all over Europe.  

More than once, in this reign, the Vikings reached Paris, 

and the citizens, fearing lest their homes and churches should be 

plundered and destroyed, offered the Northmen large sums of 

money if they would but sail away and leave their homes and 

sanctuaries unharmed.  

This, as you can easily believe, made the Vikings return 

again and again, in the hope of being paid a heavy ransom to 

depart.  

These fierce sea-rovers had no respect for church or 

priest.  

Hasting was the name of one of the chief leaders of the 

Northmen. Wonderful tales were told of this man, of his cruelty 

and his craft, so that when he actually landed on the coast of 

France the people were full of fear.  

This is one of the stories that the French folk had heard 

of Hasting.  

It was not often that this chief found a town too strongly 

guarded to be taken by his rough followers. But once upon a 

time, finding he could not take a certain city by assault, he 

determined to enter it by craft, or, as you would say, by a trick.  

He sent to the bishop of the town, saying that he was 

very ill and wished to be baptized in the name of the Holy 

Christ.  

The bishop, pleased with such a wish from a Viking 

chief, hastened to baptize Hasting as he desired.  

Soon after this his comrades spread the tidings that their 

chief was dead. They then went to the bishop, and begged that 

he might be buried as a Christian, and have a solemn service 

held over his coffin.  

To this also the bishop willingly agreed, and the coffin of 

the great Viking was carried into church, followed closely by a 

band of Northmen.  

Picture the good bishop's dismay when, in the middle of 

the service, Hasting, strong and fierce as ever, suddenly leaped 

from his coffin, sword in hand. His followers at once drew their 

swords from beneath their cloaks and closed the church doors.  

Then the kind bishop and all the priests who were present 

at the service were slain. The band of robbers seized the rich 

treasures of the sanctuary, and escaped to their ships and sailed 

away before the horrified citizens, who had also come to the 

burial service of the Viking chief, had found time or courage to 

stop them.  

After hearing such a tale, it was little wonder that the 

French dreaded this Viking chief.  

When Hasting arrived at Paris, Charles the Bald sent the 

Abbot of St. Denis, 'the which was an exceeding wise man,' to 

talk with the Viking. This worthy abbot, after promising Hasting 

large sums of money, actually succeeded in persuading him to 

give up his roving life and to become a Christian.  

Charles the Bald thereupon made him a count, and gave 

him gifts of land and castles, and for many years the Viking 

chief kept faith with the kings of France.  

Soon after this Charles the Bald was in Italy, and as he 

was crossing the Alps on his way home he was taken ill. His 

servants could find no shelter on the mountains for the king, 

save in a comfortless hut, and there Charles the Bald died, at the 

age of fifty-four.  

His son Louis the Stammerer, who succeeded him, was a 

delicate prince who reigned only about a year. He was followed 

by his brother Carloman, of whom there is nothing to tell, save 

that after reigning for two years he was gored to death by a boar 

as he was hunting in the royal forests.  
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CHAPTER XI  

THE VIKINGS BESIEGE PARIS 

The names given by the French to their kings in these 

olden days were sometimes strangely undignified, as you will 

agree when I tell you that the next king to reign was Charles the 

Fat.  

Charles was indeed of an enormous size, and 

unfortunately he was as lazy as he was fat.  

The story of the reign of Charles the Fat is really the 

story of how the Northmen besieged Paris, while the king, who 

was also Emperor of Germany, spent his time among his 

German barons.  

Rollo was the name of the chief who now led the Vikings 

to Paris. He was a greater chief even than Hasting, of whom you 

read in the last chapter.  

Seven hundred huge ships, with bright red sails, were one 

day seen to be making their way up the river Seine. These ships 

were the Viking fleet under Rollo.  

The people of Paris resolved to defend their city against 

the fierce Northmen as long as they could.  

Soon they heard that the town of Rouen, which is only a 

short distance from Paris, had been taken, and that Rollo with 

thirty thousand men was marching on Paris.  

Hasting, now a respectable count, was sent to ask Rollo 

what he wished.  

'Valiant warrior,' said Hasting to Rollo, 'whence come 

ye? What seek ye here? What is the name of your lord and 

master? Tell us this, for we be sent unto you by the King of the 

Franks.' 

'We be Danes,' answered Rollo, 'and all be equally 

masters among us. We be come to drive out the inhabitants of 

this land, and subject it to our country. But who art thou who 

speakest so glibly?' 

Then, perhaps with some shame in his face, Hasting told 

how he had once been, as Rollo now was, a Viking chief. But 

Rollo interrupted him, saying with scorn, 'We have heard tell of 

that fellow. Hasting began well and ended ill.' 

But the former chief had no wish to be taunted by Rollo. 

It may be the sight of the wild sea-robbers had brought to life a 

hidden wish to be again a lawless roving chief. In any case he 

stopped Rollo's taunts, demanding roughly, 'Will ye yield you to 

the Emperor Charles?' 

'We yield,' answered Rollo, 'to none. All that we take by 

our arms we will keep as our right. Go and tell this, if thou wilt, 

to the emperor whose envoy thou boastest to be.' 

So Hasting, none too pleased, withdrew from his meeting 

with Rollo, the chief of the Viking band.  

It was the dreary month of November, 885 A.D., when 

Rollo led his army beneath the walls of Paris. But when he saw 

the great ramparts and defences of the city, he hesitated to begin 

the attack.  

Instead, he begged to speak with the bishop of the city, 

and being admitted to his presence he said, 'Take pity on thyself 

and on thy flock. Let us pass through this city, and we will in no 

wise touch the town.' 

But the bishop was too wise to trust the Viking's words. 

Charles the Fat was in Germany, and had left the city in his 

charge, and in that of a brave man called Count Eudes.  

So the bishop answered Rollo, 'This city hath been 

entrusted to us by our king. If the city had been entrusted to thee, 

wouldst thou do as thou biddest me?' 
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'Nay,' said Rollo, 'sooner would I be slain than betray my 

trust. Yet if thou yield not we will besiege thee, and famine shall 

force thee to give us the city.' 

But the bishop and Count Eudes agreed with the Viking 

in one thing. Sooner would they too be slain than betray their 

trust, so there was nothing for Rollo to do but fulfil his threat 

and besiege the city.  

Thirteen months passed slowly away, for Rollo had 

surrounded Paris, and as each day dragged its slow length, the 

citizens were ever in sorer straits. Food grew scarce and famine 

stared the citizens in the face.  

Messengers had been sent to Charles the Fat, telling him 

of the needs of his faithful subjects in Paris, but he was lazy and 

paid no heed to their distress.  

Then Count Eudes determined that he would go to the 

king to ask him why he delayed to send help to his loyal citizens.  

It was no easy matter to get through the enemy's lines, 

but messengers had already done so, and Count Eudes was brave 

and, when it was necessary, careful, and he got away unseen by 

the Northmen.  

But by and by it became known that Count Eudes had 

escaped from the besieged city, and every opening was now 

strictly guarded by the enemy, that he might not be able to get 

back into Paris.  

The citizens knew that the Vikings were on the watch for 

their brave leader, and they crowded on to the ramparts and 

towers watching anxiously for him to appear.  

At length the count was seen in the distance. What would 

he do? Would he forsake the city seeing it so closely guarded?  

The people trembled at the thought, for Count Eudes was 

brave and had won their trust.  

But if the count was careful he was also, if need be, rash. 

'As he drew near to the city, he saw that he could enter it only in 

one way.  

Putting spurs to his powerful war-horse, he rode straight 

forward through the lines of the bewildered Northmen, striking 

boldly with his battle-axe all who dared to come in his way. But, 

indeed, there were few who opposed the count. His boldness had 

so startled the Vikings, that Count Eudes was safe within the 

walls of the city before they had recovered from their surprise. 

As for the citizens, they welcomed the count's return with 

laughter and tears, as a starving people might well do.  

Count Eudes had, however, succeeded in rousing the 

indolent king; for in November 886 A.D., after Paris had been 

besieged for a year, Charles the Fat did actually appear before 

the city with a large army.  

But, after all, he proved a coward and a sluggard. In spite 

of the large army, he had not come to fight. About a month later, 

to the unspeakable anger of Count Eudes and the citizens, they 

found that Charles had bribed the Vikings with large sums of 

money to raise the siege of Paris.  

So angry were the people, not only in Paris, but 

throughout France, that early in the following year they met 

together and deposed Charles the Fat, because he was not fit to 

be a king. Soon after Charles the Fat died in a monastery.  
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CHAPTER XII  

ROLLO'S PRIDE 

Count Eudes, who had won the hearts of the people 

during the siege of Paris, now became King of France.  

His most troublesome foe was Rollo, the Northman, who 

not only seized many important towns, but at the same time took 

pains to win the friendship of the citizens he had conquered.  

When Eudes died, ten years later, his brother, Count 

Robert of Paris, advised the new king to make terms with Rollo.  

Charles the Simple was a lad, barely nineteen years of 

age, and he followed Count Robert's advice, sending 

ambassadors to Rollo, to offer him lands and the hand of the 

French princess, if he would become a Christian and a vassal of 

the king.  

Rollo promised to give up his roving ways and become a 

loyal subject.  

So the king gave his new vassal the beautiful country 

which lay between the river Seine and the sea. And that part of 

France is now called Normandy, because the Northmen or 

Normans settled there.  

It was the custom for every new vassal to go to the king's 

palace to take the oath of fealty to the sovereign.  

Charles the Simple was surrounded by his courtiers when 

Rollo arrived. It was also, I should tell you, usual, after the oath 

was taken, for the vassal to kneel to kiss the king's foot.  

But Rollo, though he was willing to take the oath of 

allegiance to Charles, was by no means willing to humble 

himself by kneeling to kiss the foot of the king. Moreover, his 

wild life had taught him little respect for such foolish customs.  

'Never will I bend the knee to any man, nor will I kiss the 

foot of any man,' cried Rollo, in a voice that no one dared to 

gainsay.  

But some one must kiss the king's foot, and if Rollo 

would not, well, one of the Norman soldiers should do it in his 

stead.  

So a rough Viking was unwillingly pushed to the front. 

At his master's command, refusing to kneel, he seized the king's 

foot and thrust it carelessly against his face, causing Charles to 

fall backward on his seat, amid the rude jests and laughter of the 

Northmen.  

Rollo was now created the first Duke of Normandy, and 

this wild sea-roving Northman became the great-grandfather of 

William the Conqueror.  

The nobles, with Count Robert of Paris at their head, 

now began to grow angry with their king, because he would 

have nothing to do with them, but chose as his favourite a man 

of humble birth, who was dishonest, and who daily grew more 

proud and haughty.  

At length Count Robert demanded that the favourite 

should be dismissed, and when the king refused to listen to his 

demand, all the nobles rebelled and fought a great battle against 

Charles at Soissons in 923 A.D. 

The nobles won the day, but Count Robert was slain. 

War, however, was still carried on by his son, Hugh the White, 

until at length Charles was a prisoner in the hands of his barons. 

For seven years he was carried from dungeon to dungeon, until 

he died.  

Hugh the White, had he wished it, might now have 

become king, but instead of ruling himself, he sent for Louis, the 

son of Charles the Simple, who had been brought up in England.  

Louis did little save quarrel with his nobles, as did also 

his son and grandson when they, each in his turn, became King 

of France.  
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And during these reigns the nobles grew ever more 

powerful, until Hugh the White's son, Hugh Capet, Count of 

France, was king in all but name.  

CHAPTER XIII  

KING ROBERT AND THE POPE 

The Merovingian race of kings began with Clovis, and 

ended with a shadowy figure of a king called Chilperic. The 

Cariovmgian race began with Pepin and ended with Louis V.  

Hugh Capet, Count of Paris, had been the most powerful 

noble m France for several years before he became king.  

In 987 AD., however, he was raised to the throne by the 

nobles of northern France, and thus he became the founder of the 

Capetian line of kings.  

Hugh's name Capet is said by some to have been given to 

him because, instead of a crown, he always wore a 'cape' 'cap' or 

'hood' dedicated to one of the saints called St Martin. Others tell 

us that the size of the king's head made his people call him 

Capet, caput  being the Latin word for head.  

Although the nobles had given Hugh the title of King, 

they still considered themselves, if not quite, yet almost his 

equal. They could not forget that but lately he had held only the 

title of Count.  

Some of the lords, especially those in the south of France 

who had had nothing to do with bestowing on Hugh the title of 

King, refused to do homage to him as their sovereign. Others 

were outwardly loyal, but in their hearts they resented Hugh 

Capet's claims.  

The king took no pains to soothe the pride of these 

haughty nobles. Indeed, his treatment made them even more 

resentful of his authority.  

'Who made thee a count?' indignantly demanded Hugh of 

a noble who behaved in his presence as though the sovereign 

were still only the Count of Paris.  

'Who made thee a king?' quickly retorted the count to 

which rough answer, as far as we know, the king had nothing to 

say.  

During the nine years that he reigned Hugh was 

constantly trying to weaken the power of the nobles. As he grew 

stronger he would punish them, too, for their haughty ways.  

But, in spite of all he could do, the nobles remained more 

powerful than the king wished. To strengthen himself still more 

against his enemies, Hugh therefore thought it would be well to 

win the favour of the bishops and priests He had inherited many 

rich lands and abbeys from his father, Hugh the White, and these 

he now bestowed upon the Church. He thus gained the goodwill 

of the clergy and when they called him the 'Defender of the 

Church,' the title pleased him well. But what perhaps pleased 

him still more was that the bishops, who were powerful, and had 

great influence with the people, took his side against the barons.  

After Hugh had been made 'Defender of the Church' he 

would often lay aside his royal robes and appear before his 

people in the dress of an abbot  

His last words to his son Robert, who succeeded him in 

996 A.D., were to bid him ever cherish the Church, and protect 

her treasures.  

It was during the reign of Hugh Capet that the difference 

in language, in dress, and in manners, between the north and the 

south of France, became clear.  

Those who lived in the south laughed at the way the 

people in the north pronounced their words. It was so much 

rougher and harsher than their way.  

In dress, too, the southern people were more gay, and as 

we would say, more fashionable, while their manners were more 

polished and polite than those of the people who lived in the 
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north of France. But in another chapter you will read more about 

those who lived in the south.  

Robert the Pious began to reign when he was twenty 

years old. He was a gentle, simple prince, who loved music, and 

often he was to be seen in the church of St. Denis, singing in the 

choir, side by side with the monks.  

'He read his Psalter daily,' says an old chronicler, 'and 

was gentle, gracious, polished, and he sincerely loved to do a 

kindness.' 

But these were rough days in which Robert the Pious 

lived, and his people often misunderstood or even despised his 

goodness, while of his kindness they were not slow to take 

advantage.  

One day King Robert saw a priest, as he left church, steal 

a silver candlestick from the altar. Instead of reproving the thief, 

Robert the Pious said to him, 'Friend, run for your life to your 

home,' and at the same time he gave him money for the journey.  

Meanwhile the candlestick was missed, and the priests 

began to search for the thief.  

The king said nothing until he thought the man was far 

away. Then he asked the anxious seekers, 'Why trouble 

yourselves so much about a candlestick? God has given it to one 

of his poor.' 

When Robert went for a journey, it was not in royal state, 

but accompanied only by twelve poor men. One of these poor 

men, knowing the king's gentleness, dared to cut a rich gold 

ornament from his robe. The king, though he saw what the poor 

man was doing, left him unrebuked.  

The rough barons of France had little sympathy with 

Robert's ways, and soon they began to laugh at him, because he 

was not strong as well as kind.  

After King Robert had reigned for two or three years, a 

great gloom slowly began to settle upon the country. Many 

people believed that a thousand years after the birth of Christ the 

world would come to an end. And now the time was drawing 

near.  

The nobles were afraid, and wished to atone for all the 

wrong things they had done. They could think of no better way 

to do this than to give their lands, houses, slaves to the Church, 

and to go themselves on a pilgrimage to Palestine, where Jesus 

had lived and died.  

The poorer folk left their fields untilled, unsown, for 

where was the need to plough and sow when before harvest time 

they might all have perished? Rich and poor alike crowded into 

the churches to confess their sins.  

The dreaded year 1000 dawned at last, and, to the 

wonder of every one, the sun still rose day after day, and the 

world still went on its quiet way. Then, little by little, the people 

forgot their fears, and went back to their old selfish, thoughtless 

lives. But the Church had grown richer and more powerful 

during those last terrible months, and it had now a stronger hold 

than ever over the people.  

King Robert was, as you know, devoted to the Church, 

yet he drew down her anger on himself and on his people. He 

had married a lady named Bertha, whom he dearly loved. Queen 

Bertha was a cousin of the king, and the Pope said that cousins 

were forbidden to marry one another. The king must therefore 

send his wife away, or incur the anger of the Church.  

But King Robert loved Bertha too well to send her away, 

so the Pope excommunicated both the king and the queen. This 

was a terrible punishment, for to be excommunicated meant to 

be banished from the Church and all her sacraments, and to be 

shunned and forsaken by every good Catholic.  

No sooner had the Pope pronounced his sentence of 

excommunication, than the king and queen were deserted by 

their court, and forced to live almost entirely alone. They found 

it difficult sometimes to get enough to eat, for all their servants 
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had run away, save two poor slaves. Even they would not stay in 

the room with the king a moment longer than they could help, so 

great was the power of the Pope's curse.  

But I have not yet told you the worst. As the king would 

not yield, the Pope next put the whole land under an Interdict or 

Ban.  

An Interdict meant that all the churches were closed, that 

all the bells hung silent in the belfries, that the images of saints 

were taken down and laid upon beds of ashes and thorns, and 

that the pictures in the churches were covered up, although, as 

the churches were shut, there was no one to look at them.  

As long as the Interdict lasted, no baptism service, no 

marriage service, could take place. The dead were buried as was 

needful, but no prayers were said over the grave.  

Thus stricken and sad, the people suffered with their 

king.  

King Robert, for all his gentle ways, defied the Pope for 

many weary weeks, but at length he could no longer bear to 

think of the sufferings of his people, and for their sake he sent 

Queen Bertha to a convent. And in the convent the poor queen 

often wept, for well she knew that never again would she see 

King Robert.  

The Pope was triumphant. As for the king, he was at 

once taken back into the favour of the Church, and the Interdict 

was removed from the land. Then the doors of the churches were 

thrown wide open, and the bells rang joyful peals. The images, 

too, were put back in their niches, and the pictures were 

unveiled.  

King Robert knew that he had made his people glad, but 

he never forgot Queen Bertha, not even when he married a 

beautiful lady called Constance, who unhappily was as cruel as 

she was beautiful.  

Constance was the daughter of the Count of Toulouse, 

one of the greatest nobles of southern France. In her father's 

house she had ruled as a queen, and was both gay and haughty. 

She and her lords and ladies brought with them to Paris many 

new customs and new ways of dressing.  

'Short hair, shaven chins, ridiculous boots turned up at 

the toes,' such were some of the new fashions; while the 

strangers' 'mode of living, their appearance, their armour, the 

harness of their horses, are,' says an old writer, 'all equally 

whimsical.' It seemed too that these people' thought and spoke as 

strangely as they dressed.' 

As I told you, Queen Constance was a cruel woman. 

Through her influence the king too sometimes forgot his kindly 

ways.  

Two priests, one of whom was the queen's own 

confessor, were charged with not believing all that the Pope said 

they ought to believe. This crime was called Heresy.  

The king, urged by the queen, actually commanded that 

these two priests should be punished for their heresy by being 

burned alive.  

As the two priests passed Constance on their way to the 

stake, the queen, it is said, thrust out one of her confessor's eyes 

with a small iron-tipped staff which she held in her hand.  

This was the first time that Christians put other 

Christians to death for not believing all that the Pope said they 

ought to believe.  

Constance had three sons. She taught these princes no 

reverence for their father the king, and when they grew up they 

rebelled, and at length even took up arms against him.  

King Robert was strong enough to compel his sons to lay 

down their arms, but their conduct and his wife's cruelty broke 

his heart. He died in the year 1031. If his family were not 

grieved at his death, his subjects wept bitterly, because they had 

lost the king who had almost always been kind and gentle.  
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'Widows and orphans did beat their breasts and went to 

and from his tomb, crying, "Whilst Robert was king and ordered 

all, we lived in peace, we had nought to fear. May his soul . . . 

mount up and dwell for ever with Jesus Christ, the King of 

kings." ' 

Thus, amid the tears and blessings of his people, Robert 

the Pious was laid to rest.  

CHAPTER XIV  

THE TRUCE OF GOD 

Queen Constance's evil influence did not end when King 

Robert died.  

Her youngest son Robert was her favourite, and she 

wished to see him on the throne of France. When therefore 

Henry, her eldest son, became king after his fathers death. 

Constance was so angry that she did all she could to win the 

most powerful barons from their allegiance to Henry I. She 

succeeded so well that civil war broke out.  

Henry I. determined to keep the crown that was his by 

right, and he begged the Duke of Normandy, a descendant of 

Rollo, to help him put down the rebellion which his mother had 

provoked.  

Robert of Normandy at once came to the help of his king, 

and fought as his ancestors had fought of old, so valiantly, that 

ever after he was known as Robert le Diable, which means 

Robert the Devil.  

Constance and her party were vanquished, and seeing 

that she had now nothing to gain by continuing to fight, the 

queen-mother made friends with her eldest son.  

Henry I. showed that he could be generous, by forgiving 

his mother, and giving the title of Duke of Burgundy to his 

brother Robert, while the Duke of Normandy was rewarded for 

the help he had given to the king by the gift of large tracts of 

land which lay between the river Seme and the river Oise.  

The war was over, but there was still great-distress in the 

land. For three years the harvests had been growing poorer and 

poorer. Even the rich had little to eat, while the peasants were 

forced to satisfy their hunger with roots which they found in the 

forests. When these failed they devoured human flesh.  

After famine came the plague, and so many hundreds of 

poor folk died, that before they could be buried wolves came out 

of the forests and feasted upon the bodies.  

So great was the distress that the bishops and clergy of 

France met together to see if they could do anything to help the 

poor oppressed people. The barons were still grinding them 

down, and exacting more taxes than were their due from their 

hungry, plague-stricken vassals.  

We do not hear that the bishops and priests were able to 

give food to those who were starving, but they did what they 

could when they said that the 'Peace of God' was to be held 

sacred. The 'Peace of God' forbade the nobles to take from the 

poor more taxes than were their due. It also forbade fighting and 

violence throughout the land  

But if at first the 'Peace of God' made the nobles curb 

their angry passions, and behave less harshly toward the 

peasants, they soon forgot all about it, and slipped back to their 

usual fierce and cruel ways.  

'The lords do us nought but ill,' cried the peasants.  

Every day is for us a day of suffering, toil and weariness; 

every day we have our cattle taken from us to work for our 

lords.' 

At length the peasants met together to find, if it were 

possible, a way out of their troubles.  

'Why suffer all this evil to be done to us, and not get out 

of our plight?' they said to one another. 'Are we not men even as 
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our lords? Let us learn to resist the knight, and we shall be free 

to cut down trees, to hunt and fish after our fashion, and we shall 

work our will in flood and field and wood.' 

Poor peasants! Their wants were so simpleðjust to be 

allowed to fish, to hunt, and to go into the woods to cut 

firewood.  

But when they ventured to send some of their number to 

the nobles to complain of their sufferings, and to tell their simple 

needs, listen to what was done.  

The nobles were so angry that the peasants had dared to 

complain, that they cut off the hands and feet of their 

messengers. Then they sent them away, to go home as they 

could, and show to those who had sent them what they too might 

expect if they dared again to complain of the wrongs which they 

endured.  

That such things could be done showed the bishops that 

the 'Peace of God' had failed. They therefore now proclaimed the 

'Truce of God.' 

By the 'Truce of God' they believed that at least certain 

days might be kept free from violence. It forbade any one to 

fight each week from Wednesday evening until Monday 

morning. Christmas Day, Easter, Lent, and indeed all the great 

saints' days were also set apart. And this proved of more use than 

the 'Peace of God.' The nobles, finding themselves forced to curb 

then- angry passions on certain days, grew gradually less violent. 

Many of them laid aside their swords and brought their wealth to 

the altar, and then set out, either alone or in small companies, on 

a pilgrimage.  

For already, in the year 1082, it had become a custom for 

those who were sorry for their sins to go to the Holy Land. If 

they might but touch the sepulchre in which the body of Jesus 

had lain, or spend a long night on the mount called Calvary, the 

pilgrims believed that all their sins would be forgiven.  

Among the nobles who went to the Holy Land at this 

time was Robert, Duke of Normandy.  

Before he set out the duke assembled the nobles of 

Normandy, and, lest he should not return, he appointed his little 

son William, who was then seven years old, to be their lord. This 

little boy became William the Great, Conqueror of England.  

Duke Robert reached Jerusalem in safety, but on his way 

home he took ill and died.  

At first the barons of Normandy refused to acknowledge 

William as their lord. Yet he was a manly lad, and had already 

begun to rule his companions. At fifteen years of age he begged 

to be armed as a knight. When this was done, 'it was a sight both 

pleasant and terrible to see him guiding his horse's career, 

flashing with his sword, gleaming with his shield, and 

threatening with his casque and javelin.' 

William could not subdue the rebellious barons alone, so 

he asked King Henry to come to his aid.  

At first Henry helped the young duke, but afterwards, 

fearing lest William should grow too powerful, he went over to 

the side of the barons and fought against him.  

But the young duke was brave and strong. His friends, 

too, were loyal and true. So when the armies of the king and of 

the duke met. Henry was utterly defeated, and never again 

ventured into William's lands with an army.  

Two years after he had been defeated by William, Henry 

I. died, having done little for the good of his country.  
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CHAPTER XV 

PETER THE HERMIT 

In this chapter I shall have more to tell you of a strange, 

ugly-looking little man called Peter the Hermit than of Henry's 

son, who now became Philip I.  

Philip had been a lazy, selfish boy, and he grew up into a 

wicked, self-pleasing man. And so when the chance came to do a 

noble deed, an unselfish act, Philip thrust the opportunity from 

him, that he might live idly and undisturbed in his luxurious 

palaces.  

When William of Normandy asked the king to join him 

in his great expedition to conquer England, Philip would have 

nothing to do with the plans of his ambitious vassal.  

So William sailed for England with a great army, and, as 

you know from your English history, he fought and won the 

battle of Hastings, in 1066, against King Harold of England.  

From that day the Norman duke became also the King of 

England.  

Philip I. may now have been sorry that he had not joined 

William in his great enterprise. In any case he became jealous of 

his powerful vassal, and resolved when the opportunity arrived 

to injure him.  

About nine years passed, and then the chance for which 

Philip was waiting came.  

Robert, the son of William the Conqueror, was angry 

with his father because he had refused to make him governor of 

Normandy.  

Philip I. was only too pleased to encourage Robert's 

anger, and to help him to stir up rebellion in Normandy.  

When William the Conqueror found out what Philip was 

doing he was very angry, and his anger was a thing to be feared. 

He at once went to war with his enemy, and had already taken 

one of Philip's towns and burned it to the ground, when, as he 

rode through the conquered city, his horse slipped on a burning 

cinder. King William was thrown forward on his horse, and was 

so badly hurt that six weeks later he died.  

Philip I. was not sorry that the enemy he had provoked 

could trouble him no more. It was the easier for him to spend his 

time in pleasure and in idleness. And this he still did, while 

France, and indeed the whole of Europe, was being roused as by 

a trumpet call.  

The Holy City, Jerusalem, had been for many years in 

the hands of the Turks. As you know, they were a fierce and 

cruel people, and imprisoned, tortured, and even killed, the 

pilgrims to Jerusalem.  

At last Europe was roused to try to rescue the Holy City 

from the hands of these cruel people. The expeditions which set 

out from France, from England, from Germany, for this purpose, 

were called Crusades, and the people who took part in them the 

Crusaders. It is of the first crusade that I wish now to tell you. It 

was a strange little man who wandered through France, calling 

on the people to rouse themselves to set the Holy City free. Peter 

the Hermit, as he was called, was ugly and small, but the keen 

bright eyes that looked out of his thin pinched face seemed to 

see right into the hearts of those to whom he spoke. He was not 

old, this plain-looking little man, but he had suffered much, so 

that already his hair and beard were white.  

The Hermit wore a woollen tunic, and over that a serge 

cloak, which reached to his feet. His arms and his feet were bare. 

Often he was to be seen riding on an ass, and holding in his hand 

a crucifix.  

Peter had once journeyed to Jerusalem, and he had seen 

for himself how pilgrims were robbed by the Turks; how the 
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places where Christ's blessed feet had trod were defiled by 

cruelty too great to be told.  

 

 
 

"OFTEN HE WAS TO BE SEEN RIDING UPON AN ASS."  

So when Peter left Jerusalem he journeyed to Rome, his 

heart on fire with the evils he had seen and the wrongs he had 

borne in the Holy City. He was going to Rome to tell the Pope 

all that he had seen and suffered.  

When the Pope, Urban II ., had heard Peter's tale, he 

blessed him, bidding him go from town to town, from land to 

land, to tell all who would hear of the things he had seen in 

Jerusalem.  

Thus it was that in 1094 the First Crusade began to be 

preached.  

At first but a few came to hear Peter speak. There was 

nothing about the plain-looking little man to make them come. 

But the few who listened to his words soon brought others to 

hear, and gradually crowds gathered wherever Peter went. For 

this man, so small, so plain, had a great gift from God, the gift of 

speech.  

When Peter spoke, his words fell as fire upon the hearts 

of those who pressed around him. As he told of all that he had 

seen in Jerusalem, the people almost believed that they were in 

Jerusalem, seeing the very sights Peter had seen. His words were 

indeed as a fire, and kindled in the hearts of the people a flame 

that did not die even when in very truth they stood at the gates of 

the Holy City.  

For a year Peter went through France rousing the people. 

Then in 1095 many of those who had listened to him journeyed 

to a town called Clermont, where the Pope, Urban II ., was now 

going to hold a great Council.  

The days were already cold and wintry, for it was 

November when the people crowded into Clermont. Soon all the 

houses in the town were full, as well as those in the villages 

round about. And still the people came in great numbers. Many 

of them were forced to put up tents in the meadows, where they 

would have been cold indeed, save for the fire which Peter had 

kindled in their hearts.  
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In an open space in the centre of the town a platform was 

erected. Here, on a certain day, in the midst of a great throng of 

people, stood the Pope, with Peter the Hermit by his side.  

'Men of France,' cried Urban II ., 'right valiant knights . . . 

it is from you above all that Jerusalem hopes for help. Take part 

in this Holy War, I beseech you, and all your sins will be 

forgiven.' Peter also talked to the people, telling them yet again 

of all the misery that Christians in Jerusalem suffered, until at 

length a great shout went up from the hearts of the people. 'God 

willeth it! God willeth it!' they cried, and these words became 

the battle-cry of the crusaders.  

Then from the Pope's own hands the people received the 

sign or badge of their great undertaking. There was but one sign 

fitting for such a warfare, the sign of the Cross. This was made 

of red silk or cloth, and was fastened on the crusader's cloak, or 

on the front of his helmet.  

The Pope was a wise man, and he knew that it would 

take many months for a great army to get ready to march to 

Jerusalem, so he said that the first crusade should not start until 

about nine months later, in August 1096.  

But although the knights were ready to wait until they 

had made preparations for their long and difficult journey, the 

mob clamoured to be led to the Holy City by Peter without 

further delay. And Peter and one poor knight, called Walter the 

Penniless, yielded to these foolish people. These crusaders, 

however, were not an army, but only a vast rabble of men, 

women and children, who were all unprepared for the long and 

difficult journey to Palestine.  

Peter the Hermit, it is true, knew the way to the Holy 

Land, but he forgot how difficult it would be to feed so great a 

multitude, and how impossible it would be for these poor folks 

to wrest the Holy Sepulchre from the Turks, if they ever reached 

Jerusalem.  

The mob set out in great joy, but it was not long before 

the hardships of the journey began to make them grumble. They 

grew hungry, for Peter had not stayed to take provisions for so 

great a company. In their hunger they grew desperate, and when 

they reached a town they would plunder it, as though they were a 

band of robbers rather than pilgrims of the Holy Cross.  

Thousands who set out died upon the way, of hunger or 

disease, while many more who reached Hungary were slain by 

the wild tribes who dwelt in that land.  

At length Peter, with those of his company who were 

left, reached Constantinople. Here they took ship and crossed the 

Bosphorus into Asia Minor, only to be met by the Turks, who 

attacked them so fiercely that Peter was left with scarcely three 

thousand followers.  

We hear no more of these poor people until Peter, and 

those who had not died from hunger or sickness, joined the real 

crusading army when at length it entered Asia Minor.  

Meanwhile, the knights of France had assembled two 

great armies to fight in the Holy War. The nobles themselves 

sold their houses, their lands, their treasures, that they might 

have money to equip and feed their army.  

Philip I. knew what his nobles were doing, but he neither 

helped nor hindered them. His own pleasures were engrossing 

all his time and thought.  

The two French armies were joined by a third formed of 

Norman knights who had settled in Italy. The three armies were 

led by nobles who had already won renown on the field of battle.  

Godfrey de Bouillon was one of these leaders. His father 

had been a warrior, his mother a saint, and those who watched 

Godfrey would say of him, 'For zeal in war behold his father, for 

serving God behold his mother.' And they said this because they 

believed that this knight was warrior and saint in one.  

Tancred, 'a very gentle perfect knight,' was another of the 

leaders of the first crusade.  
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The third and oldest of these great leaders was Raymond, 

Count of Toulouse. He had vowed that he would never return to 

France, but would stay in the east fighting the Turks as long as 

he lived in order to atone for his many sins.  

It was a great host that at last, in August 1096, set out for 

the Holy Land. It had many hardships to suffer from famine and 

disease before it reached Asia Minor.  

As soon as they landed, however, the crusaders 

detertmined to attack Nicsea without delay. Nicsea was an 

important town belonging to the Turks.  

As they marched toward this town, they met Peter the 

Hermit, followed by a small band of pilgrims. This band was all 

that was left of the vast rabble that had set out from France in 

1096.  

Peter told the leaders of the real crusade all that had 

befallen him and his followers, and then gladly joined the army 

for which he had been looking and longing for many weary 

months.  

Nicaea was reached and at once besieged. The town was 

in the hands of a Turkish sultan called Kilidj Arslan.  

When the sultan had heard that the crusaders were 

drawing near, he had gone to assemble all his forces. His wife, 

his children, and his treasures he had left in the town. He had 

also sent a message to the people, bidding them 'be of good 

courage, and fear not the barbarous people who make show of 

besieging our city. To-morrow, before the seventh hour of the 

day, ye shall be delivered from your enemies.' 

The sultan did all he could to make his words come true. 

On the following day he arrived before the walls of his city with 

a large force, and fell upon the besieging army. The crusaders 

fought bravely, Godfrey de Bouillon leading them on with the 

courage for which he was renowned. He himself killed a Turk, 

'remarkable amongst all for his size and strength,' and whose 

arrows had been causing great havoc in the ranks of the 

crusading armies. Kilidj Arslan was defeated, and withdrew 

from Niceea to find a fresh army.  

For six weeks the crusaders besieged the sultan's town; 

and then, just when they believed it was ready to surrender to 

them, they saw waving from its towers the flag of the Greek 

emperor.  

Now the Emperor Alexis had seemed to befriend the 

crusaders, but during the siege he had sent secret messages to the 

inhabitants of Nicsea, persuading them to yield to him. And this 

the people of Nicsea had done the more willingly because they 

had once belonged to the Greek empire, and Alexis had 

promised not to treat them as a conquered people, but as those 

who had returned to their former masters.  

The crusaders were sorely disappointed, for they had 

hoped to plunder the town, while their leaders were wroth 

because the Emperor Alexis would allow not more than ten of 

their number to enter Nicsea at the same time. But it was useless 

to show the Greek emperor that he had angered them, so the 

knights determined to march on towards the south-east of Asia 

Minor, and thus to reach Syria.  

In order to get provisions the more easily the vast army 

of the crusaders now divided into two.  

One morning as Tancred led his host forward, it was 

suddenly attacked by a great number of Turks, who poured down 

upon it from the neighbouring hills. These Turkish hordes were 

led by Kilidj Arslan, who had followed the crusaders after the 

fall of Nicsea, and had now taken them by surprise.  

The Duke of Normandy, who was with Tancred, rushed 

into the fray, waving his gold and white banner, and shouting, 

'God willeth it! God willeth it!' Another knight hastily sent a 

message to Godfrey de Bouillon, who was not yet far away, to 

come to their aid. Godfrey, with about fifty knights, galloped on 

before the main body of his army, and, joining Tancred, flung 

himself upon the enemy.  
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By noon Godfrey's whole army arrived, with trumpets 

blowing and flags waving. Kilidj Arslan began to think he would 

retreat, but his retreat was speedily turned to flight. For the 

crusaders pursued the Turks so fiercely that they fled in terror, 

and 'two days afterwards they were still flying though none 

pursued them, unless it were God Himself.' 

After this victory the crusaders marched on toward Syria, 

but for the future they determined to keep together.  

The armies had now to cross great tracts of deserted 

country, where neither food nor water was to be found, where 

there was no shelter from the burning sun.  

Not only the soldiers but the horses suffered terribly and 

died in hundreds, and many of the knights were forced to ride on 

asses or oxen. These animals were hardier, and better able to 

stand the heat than the horses. And the heat was terrible, and 

made the whole army suffer more than ever from lack of water.  

One day the dogs that usually followed the army 

disappeared for some hours. When they came back their paws 

were wet.  

The soldiers noticed the wet paws with joy, for they 

knew that the dogs must have found water, and without delay 

they set out to look for it. You can imagine with what delight the 

poor thirsty men at last discovered a small river, how eagerly 

they drank, and how they ran to tell their comrades the good 

news.  

I may not stop to tell you of all the towns the crusaders 

besieged on their way to Jerusalem, nor of all that they suffered, 

but in the spring of 1099 the great army really entered Palestine, 

and, in June of the same year, it at length caught sight of the 

Holy City.  

'Lo! Jerusalem appears in sight. Lo! every hand points 

out Jerusalem. Lo! a thousand voices are heard as one in 

salutation of Jerusalem.' 

Thus, says the Italian poet Tasso, was the army moved at 

the sight of the Holy City.  

After this first glimpse of the city neither the knights nor 

the rough soldiers dared to raise their eyes to look upon her, so 

great was their awe.  

'In accents of humility, with words low-spoken, with 

stifled sobs, with sighs and tears, the pent-up yearnings of a 

people in joy and at the same time in sorrow, sent shivering 

through the air a murmur like that which is heard in leafy forests 

what time the wind blows through the leaves, or like the dull 

sound made by the sea which breaks upon the rocks, or hisses as 

it foams over the beach.' 

Jerusalem was in the hands of a large Turkish army, and 

the crusaders at once besieged the city.  

Five weeks later she was theirs. Then alas! mad with 

triumph, the crusaders forgot that they were soldiers of the 

Cross. They slew the helpless inhabitants of the city; they 

plundered the houses and churches.  

But soon they grew ashamed of their cruel deeds, and 

flinging aside their armour they clothed themselves in white 

robes. Then in shame and sorrow the crusaders climbed the hill 

of Calvary.  

Jerusalem was taken on July 15, 1099, and about a week 

later the leaders of the crusade met together to choose a king to 

rule over the Holy City.  

Robert, Duke of Normandy, was the first to be proposed.  

'But he refused, liking better to give himself up to repose 

and indolence in Normandy, than to serve as a soldier the King 

of kings; for which God never forgave him.' 

Tancred was then asked to accept the great charge. But 

he wished for no higher rank than was already his.  
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Raymond, Count of Toulouse, was too old, and said that 

he 'would have a horror of bearing the name of king in 

Jerusalem.' 

Godfrey de Bouillon did not wish to be king, yet being 

chosen not only by Tancred and the Count of Toulouse, but by 

all the other knights of the crusading army, he accepted the trust, 

although he refused to take the title of King. He would be called 

only 'Defender and Baron of the Holy Sepulchre.' Nor would he 

wear a crown. 'I will never wear a crown "of gold in the place 

where the Saviour of the world was crowned with thorns,' said 

the great knight, as simply as a child.  

Thus, with the taking of Jerusalem, ended the first 

crusade.  

Meanwhile, Philip I. was growing, as slothful people will 

ever do, more slothful.  

His son Louis was now twenty-two years of age, and 

Philip thought it would be pleasant to lay the burden of kingship 

upon the shoulders of his son, and perhaps it was the wisest 

thing he could have done.  

So Louis was crowned king, and Philip was free to live 

his own indolent life to the end.  

But before he died Philip grew sorry for all the wrong he 

had done, and for all the good he had left undone. And to show 

that he was really sorry he did public penance as the priests 

decreed. He also began to give alms to the poor. In 1108 Philip I. 

died, and by his own wish he was buried in a quiet little church 

on the river Loire, rather than in the abbey of St. Denis, where 

the kings of France were laid to rest. For at the end of his life 

Philip I. knew himself to have been unworthy of the name of 

king, and even in death he wished to humble himself in the eyes 

of his people.  

CHAPTER XVI  

THE ORIFLAMME 

The time of which I have been telling you, from the 

death of Charlemagne to the beginning of the reign of Louis the 

Fat, is known as the Dark Ages. And you will scarcely be 

surprised that these centuries should have so gloomy a name. For 

you have read of the wars of the kings, the rebellions of the 

nobles. You have heard how the lords ground down their vassals 

and trampled on their slaves, who were sold with the land as 

carelessly as a plough or a spade might be sold. You have seen, 

too, how the peasants, daring to tell the nobles of their misery, 

were punished by having their hands and feet cut off. It is well 

that the times when such things took place should be known as, 

the Dark Ages.  

But from the time of Louis the Fat the darkness began, 

little by littl e, to grow less dense. Louis himself began to lighten 

the darkness.  

In spite of his great size, which made his people call him 

'the Fat,' Louis VI . was no sluggard. He was indeed also called 

'the Fighter,' because his body was so active; 'the Wideawake,' 

because his mind was so quick.  

In Philip's listless hands the king's power had grown less, 

his dominions fewer. So now, though Louis was called King of 

France, he owned only five cities and the lands belonging to 

them. His power, too, scarcely reached beyond these five cities.  

From Paris to St. Denis the road was safe, but farther 

even the king could not travel without a strong bodyguard to 

protect him.  

The barons had built great towers with gloomy dungeons 

along the highways, and as travellers passed they with their men-

at-arms would sally forth, and take prisoners all whom they 
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could. After robbing their captives the barons threw them into 

dungeons. Here they were often tortured until, in order to be set 

free, they promised to pay enormous sums of money.  

Louis made up his mind that the barons should be 

punished, and more than that, that their power should be taken 

away.  

To help him in this great work he had a friend who was 

also his prime minister. This was Suger, Abbot of St. Denis, with 

whom Louis had been educated.  

The king himself had not many troops for his great 

undertaking. There were only his vassals and three hundred 

brave youths who had come to Paris, hoping to win their spurs in 

the service of their king.  

But Suger and many other abbots and priests roused the 

peasants and townsfolk, and themselves led these rough troops 

to Louis's aid. The clergy were only too glad to fight against the 

barons, who had treated them with but scant courtesy, and had 

often robbed their monasteries and churches.  

Thus, aided by the priests, Louis gradually cleared the 

highways of the robber bands, and forced the barons to live 

quietly in their castles. If they dared to disobey him he attacked 

their strongholds.  

One of the most powerful of the barons was Hugh the 

Fair. He had trampled on the peasants and treated them worse 

than his dogs, until they hated him with all the strength they had.  

When at length a priest led a band of these peasants 

against Hugh's castle, their anger against the noble was so 

terrible that Hugh might well wish himself far away.  

Strong walls, iron gates, nothing would have kept the 

peasants out. But the priest who led them found a weak spot in 

the fortress, and through this the peasants crept within the walls, 

and Hugh and his followers were at the mercy of the mob.  

King Louis meanwhile was attacking the castle at 

another point; and Hugh, fighting desperately, escaped from the 

mob, and surrendered himself to the king. Hugh's castle was 

plundered and then pulled to pieces, and he himself rendered 

harmless. And what befell Hugh the Fair befell many other 

barons throughout France.  

The people, finding themselves freed from the worst 

oppressions of the nobles, were grateful to the king, and learned 

to love him well. As for the townsfolk, many of them were 

rewarded for their share in the struggle by being allowed to 

choose their own magistrates, to make their own laws, and to 

carry a standard or banner of their own choosing before them 

into battle. The towns to which Louis granted these liberties 

were called Communes.  

In 1124, while he was still working for the good of his 

kingdom, Louis was threatened with war. Henry I. of England 

had made an alliance against France with his son-in-law the 

Emperor of Germany. The emperor had set out meaning to 

invade the east of France and to attack Rheims, the city in which 

the French kings were crowned.  

Louis, nothing daunted, called together his vassals, and 

commanded the barons to come with their troops to his aid. 

Many of the barons, having had proof of Louis's power to 

compel obedience, obeyed his summons. Others, who did not 

dare to refuse, took care to come too late to be of any use had a 

battle been fought.  

When the soldiers had assembled, Louis went to the 

abbey of St. Denis for the Oriflamme, which was the national 

banner of France, and carried it to the head of his army. There it 

waved, a banner of flame-red silk, edged with green, fastened to 

a rod of gold.  

As the French word for gold is or, you will now 

understand the first part of the big name by which the banner 

was called. The other part flamme  is our word flame.  
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But after all these preparations no battle was fought. For 

the German emperor, hearing of the great army which Louis the 

Fighter had assembled, and disturbed also by rumours of 

rebellion in one of his own German towns, first ordered his army 

to halt, and then ordered it to march back to Germany.  

Soon after this the German emperor died, and peace was 

made with Henry I., King of England. The Oriflamme, brought 

with so much solemnity from St. Denis, was then taken back and 

laid once more on the altar of the abbey.  

In 1129 Louis's eldest son, Philip, was crowned king. 

Louis hoped that Philip would soon be able to help him to 

govern the kingdom. But two years later an accident shattered 

his hopes. For Philip, who was now sixteen years old, was riding 

in the streets of Paris, which at that time were both narrow and 

dirty, when a pig, 'a diabolical pig' Suger calls it, got between 

the legs of his horse, and both the prince and the animal fell to 

the ground.  

Philip was so badly hurt that he died the same night.  

When the king knew that his son was dead his grief was 

terrible. He shut himself up alone, and for days refused to take 

any interest in his people.  

About a fortnight after his brother's death King Louis's 

second boy was crowned king. Six years later, in 1137, Louis 

died, and his young son came to the throne.  

Suger, the Abbot of St. Denis, tells us that when Louis 

VI . was ill he was carried on a litter to St. Denis, where he had 

hoped to die. 'As he went,' says the abbot, 'all men ran together 

from castle and town, or from the plough-tail in the field, to 

meet him and show their devotion devotion to the king who had 

protected them and given them peace.' 

In the reign of Louis VI . the schools of Paris grew 

famous. One of the greatest teachers in these schools was 

Abelard, a man of great eloquence and a famous scholar. Many 

people journeyed from distant lands to Paris for the sake of 

listening to this wonderful teacher.  

With the name of Abelard is joined the name of Héloïse, 

one of his pupils, whom he dearly loved.  

Héloïse, although she loved Abelard, became a nun at his 

bidding, but when she died she was laid in the tomb where her 

master had been buried. The letters which they wrote to one 

another in Latin are so beautiful that they are still read with 

delight.  

CHAPTER XVII  

THE SECOND CRUSADE 

Louis VII . was called 'the Young,' because he was only 

eighteen when he began to reign, but the name clung to him until 

he died at the age of sixty.  

Suger, the Abbot of St. Denis, who had been the friend 

and minister of Louis VI ., had also been the tutor of the young 

king.  

When Louis the Young was grown to be a man, Suger 

still had great influence over him, and it was really the abbot 

who ruled the kingdom.  

But though Suger had great power, he lived quite quietly 

and simply in a tiny cell in the abbey of St. Denis. His bed was 

of straw, his bedclothes only a rough woollen counterpane. If 

any one visited the abbot in his cell, he would not have seen the 

rough couch upon which Suger slept, for through the day it was 

carefully covered with a carpet.  

By his father's wish Louis the Young had married 

Eleanor, a rich princess whose father ruled Aquitaine in the 

south of France, as well as many other wealthy provinces. As her 

dowry she brought both her lands and wealth to the young king.  
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But though the princess was rich, she was so different in 

character from Louis, that it was not easy for either of them to 

live happily together.  

Queen Eleanor was gay, ambitious, selfish; while Louis, 

trained by the devout Abbot of St. Denis, was grave, humble and 

unselfish.  

About five years after he began to reign, Louis the 

Young went to war with one of his barons. The king's soldiers 

set fire to Vitry, the town which they were besieging. As it was 

built of wood the flames spread to the church, in which the 

inhabitants of the town had taken refuge. When the poor people 

saw that they would be burned to death, they uttered piercing 

cries, and these cries reached the ear of the king.  

Had it been possible Louis would even then have saved 

the people, but the flames had spread so quickly that it was too 

late to do anything, and they all perished.  

The king could never forget the cries he had heard, and 

blamed himself for what had happened. He determined to do 

penance for this and all his other sins by going on a pilgrimage.  

At this very time St. Bernard, the great and holy Abbot of 

Clairvaux, was going from city to city throughout France 

rousing the people, even as Peter the Hermit had done, to go on a 

crusade against the Turks.  

Edessa, one of the great strongholds of the Christians in 

the east, had been captured by the Turks, who had then cruelly 

massacred the inhabitants. These tidings reached France while 

St. Bernard was preaching the Second Crusade. It added to the 

power of his words as he cried, 'Christian warriors, He who gave 

His life for you to-day demandeth yours.' 

King Louis heard, and believed that this was the penance 

for which he had been seeking. The multitude, too, who listened 

shouted the old battle-cry of the crusaders, 'God willeth it! God 

willeth it!' 

Then Louis, kneeling at the feet of St. Bernard, took from 

his hand the Cross, the badge of the Holy War. Knight after 

knight followed the king's example. The people also clamoured 

for 'Crosses, Crosses,' until St. Bernard tore up his garments that 

the pieces might be made into badges for the eager multitude.  

From France the abbot, still preaching the crusade, 

journeyed into Germany.  

The Emperor, Conrad III ., was not as easily persuaded to 

join the movement as St. Bernard wished. Conrad believed, and 

perhaps truly, that his own kingdom needed his presence.  

Then one day, when the emperor was present in church, 

St. Bernard drew a picture of Jesus bearing His cross and 

reproaching Conrad because he had not helped Him to carry it.  

The emperor, as he listened, was strangely moved. He 

interrupted the preacher, crying, 'I know what I owe to Jesus 

Christ, and I swear to go whither it pleaseth Him to call me.' 

And so in 1147, when the second crusade set out for 

Palestine, Louis VII . and Conrad III . were each at the head of a 

large army.  

Conrad reached Asia Minor first. Before Louis could join 

him the-Turks had fallen upon the German army and utterly 

defeated it. Those who escaped joined the French army, and 

together they began to march across Asia Minor. But Conrad 

went back to Constantinople.  

King Louis gained a great victory over the Turks close to 

the river Meander, but soon after his army got scattered and lost 

among the narrow passes of the mountains in Pisidia.  

The Turks had foreseen that this would happen, and were 

awaiting the scattered army as it struggled in small companies 

out of the narrow mountain passes.  

Louis's bodyguard was slain before his eyes. The king, 

left alone, placed himself against a rock, and fought with his 

sword so desperately, that at length the Turks who had attacked 
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him turned and fled. Had they known it was the king, they might 

have been less ready to leave their prize.  

When the Turks had fled, Louis, glancing round, saw 

close at hand a riderless horse. He lost not a moment in 

mounting it, and galloping off he soon rejoined his advanced 

guard, who had feared that their king was slain.  

The army now continued its march until it arrived at a 

small seaport on the Mediterranean. King Louis had hoped to 

reach Antioch by land. But to march there would still take forty 

days, and food was scarce, while to go by sea would take only 

three days.  

Unfortunately it was impossible to provide ships for the 

whole army. At first King Louis refused to desert those who had 

followed him so far, but before long he was persuaded to embark 

with as many knights as the ships would hold, and the army was 

left to its fate.  

Before he sailed the king gave all the money and 

provisions he had to the soldiers to help them on their long and 

dangerous march to Antioch. But only a remnant of the army 

ever set out on that march. For no sooner had the king and his 

nobles sailed than the Turks fell upon the forsaken soldiers, and 

many of them were slain or taken prisoners.  

When Louis reached Antioch in March 1148, he heard of 

the terrible fate that had overtaken his army; and again, as when 

the people of Vitry were burned, he felt that he was responsible 

for the terrible disaster.  

In April King Louis reached Jerusalem, where the 

Emperor Conrad, disguised as a pilgrim, also arrived 

accompanied by only a few knights. Soon afterward the remnant 

of the French and German armies joined their kings, who at once 

determined to lay siege to Damascus.  

But the town was too strong to be taken by the feeble 

force which was now all that was left of the united armies. The 

siege was raised, and the king and the emperor went back to 

Jerusalem. Conrad, discouraged and disappointed, returned to 

Germany soon after the siege of Damascus had been raised.  

Louis could not make up his mind to go home. He had 

done so little, and lost so large a part of his army, that he was 

ashamed to face his faithful minister Suger. Gradually many of 

the knights went back to France, but Louis lingered in 

Jerusalem.  

At length the entreaties of Suger, who had sent 

messengers to beg the king to come home, were successful, and 

in the autumn of 1149 Louis was once more in France. Of the 

great army with which he had set out for Palestine, only two or 

three hundred knights were left to journey home with the king.  

Suger, who had been regent during the king's absence, 

welcomed him with joy, and, having given Louis an account of 

his work, retired to St. Denis. Here he spent the rest of his life, 

ruling his abbey as wisely as he had ruled the kingdom of 

France.  

Three years after Louis's return from the crusade Suger 

died. The king missed his minister sorely, but perhaps the 

kingdom missed his strong hand even more. Louis had called 

Suger the Father of the Country, and in the years to come it was 

by this name that he was long remembered.  

A few months after Suger's death Queen Eleanor left 

Louis to marry Henry Plantagenet, Count of Anjou. She brought 

to her new husband the rich provinces of Aquitaine and Poitou.  

A chronicler who lived in Anjou at this time, and ought 

to have known the count, tells us that he was 'vigorous in war, 

marvellous in prudence of reply, frugal in habits, munificent to 

others, sober, kindly, peaceable. He bore himself so wisely, 

defended himself so manfully, that all men, even his foes, 

praised him.' 

It was this worthy count who became Henry II ., King of 

England. And you can easily understand that Louis was not at all 
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pleased that so powerful a ruler as the King of England should 

also possess so many rich provinces in France.  

From 1154, when Henry Plantagenet became King of 

England, the struggle between him and Louis never ended. And 

long after Henry II . and Louis VII . had ceased to reign, the 

struggle between the two countries was continued, until at length 

an English king laid claim to the throne of France.  

Meanwhile Louis, forsaken by Eleanor, married again. 

His second wife, however, died in 1160. Then Louis married a 

third time, and in 1165 a son was born, heir to the throne of 

France.  

The little prince was named Philip, but the people in their 

gladness called him Dieu donné, the Gift of God.  

When Philip was fifteen years old the king wished his 

son to be crowned. The day before the coronation, however, 

Philip went out to hunt and lost himself in a forest. Cold and 

bewildered, he wandered about all night, and only in the 

morning did he find his way back to the palace.  

Unfortunately the prince had caught cold during the night 

in the forest, and soon he grew so ill, Louis feared that his son 

would die.  

Then the king did a strange thing. He left the prince lying 

ill in bed, and went to England on a pilgrimage to the tomb of 

Thomas à Becket.  

When Thomas à Becket had been archbishop. King Louis 

had befriended him. Perhaps he hoped that now the archbishop 

had become a saint he would plead with God that the little sick 

Prince of France might get well.  

At the end of five days, so quickly had Louis journeyed, 

he was back at the bedside of his son, who was already much 

better.  

But the king himself, worn out with anxiety and the haste 

of the journey, took ill, and was unable to be present at the 

coronation of the prince.  

During his illness he begged that all his money and his 

garments might be brought to him. Then with his own royal 

hands he divided both money and clothes among the poor, who 

by his request had been brought into the room where he lay.  

In September 1180, a few months after the coronation of 

his son, Louis VII . died.  

CHAPTER XVIII  

ARTHUR, PRINCE OF NORMANDY, 

DISAPPEARS 

Philip II . was only fifteen years old when he began to 

reign. He was a proud, ambitious boy, and eager to use his 

kingly power. He had often dreamed that he would make France 

as great as it had been in the time of Charlemagne. His courtiers, 

and those of his people who knew his ambition, called him 

Philip Augustus, which meant Philip the Great, or the Imperial. 

Others named him Augustus for no other reason than that he was 

born in the month of August.  

Like his grandfather, Louis the Fat, Philip wished to 

make the nobles less powerful, although indeed they had now 

fewer privileges than when Louis came to the throne.  

The Duke of Burgundy had, however, provoked the 

young king. Philip therefore attacked one of his castles, and took 

his eldest son prisoner.  

When the duke was at length compelled to ask for peace, 

Philip would grant it only on certain harsh conditions. The duke, 

not being powerful enough to fight against his sovereign, was 

forced to agree to whatever terms the king chose to impose. 

Whereupon Philip, who after all was but a boy, was so pleased 
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to get his own way that he said, 'The duke shall be my friend 

without any conditions,' and he then at once repealed the harsh 

terms he had made shortly before.  

Philip's chief friend was Richard, the son of Henry II ., 

King of England.  

Now Richard might be a good friend, but he was a bad 

son. He took up arms against his father, and the French king 

encouraged him to rebel.  

Philip himself attacked Aquitaine, which Henry II . had 

entrusted to Richard's care. Richard proved faithless to his trust, 

doing little to defend his father's province. It even seemed that 

he was going to hand it over to Philip. But before this had 

happened Henry made peace with the French king, and the 

English prince was saved from a treacherous deed.  

After peace had been made between the two kings, 

Richard hastened to Philip's camp, lived in the same tent as the 

king, sat at his table, and even, it is said, slept in the same bed.  

Again and again Henry and Philip were on the point of 

war, but again and again war was put off, while the kings met to 

settle their disputes under an ancient elm tree which stood on the 

boundary between France and Normandy.  

At one of these meetings Philip and Henry forgot, for a 

time, their own quarrels. For terrible tidings had come from the 

east.  

Since Godfrey de Bouillon had been elected King of 

Jerusalem after the first crusade, eight kings had reigned. These 

eight kings were each French, and the last one had now in 1187 

been taken prisoner by the dreaded Saladin, and Jerusalem was 

once again in the hands of the Turks  

It was early in January 1188 that Philip and Henry, 

meeting under the elm tree, forgot their own quarrels, and spoke 

only of the need of a new crusade to deliver the Holy City from 

the hands of the Infidels. Before they separated the kings had 

agreed to make preparations to set out on the third crusade.  

Unfortunately Philip and Henry soon began to think of 

their own disputes. The French king indeed grew so impatient, 

that in a fit of passion he cut down the ancient elm tree, saying 

he would hold no more meetings for peace beneath its branches. 

Before the year 1188 ended, war broke out between the two 

kings.  

But Henry II ., deserted by his nobles and betrayed by his 

sons, was soon forced to ask for peace. Philip's terms were hard, 

for Henry II . was forced to own himself the French king's vassal, 

to yield to him the duchy of Bern, which lay south of the river 

Loire, and to promise to pardon all those who had betrayed him.  

When the list of traitors was handed to the king, the first 

name was that of his own son John. Henry had loved John and 

forgiven him much, but this new treachery broke his heart, and 

he fell ill and died.  

Richard now became King of England, and before long 

Philip and he had ceased to be friends. For in the third crusade, 

which set out in 1189, led by Philip Augustus and Richard, the 

English king was so brave that he became the hero of the armies, 

and won his well-known name of Coeur de Lion, the Lion-

hearted. Then Philip grew jealous of Richard and returned to 

France, leaving part of his army to help his rival to carry on the 

war in the east.  

Before he left Philip solemnly promised that, during 

Richard's absence, he would not attack his kingdom or harm him 

in any way. As he journeyed home, however, he asked the Pope 

to release him from his promise. The Pope refused, but Philip 

was no sooner back in France than he hastened to make friends 

with Prince John, who in his brother's absence was treacherously 

doing all he could to win the crown for himself.  

Richard meanwhile had reached Palestine, and was 

within sight of Jerusalem. But knowing he had not an army 

strong enough to take the city, he covered his face with his 

cloak, refusing to look upon her, since he was unable to deliver 

her from her foes.  
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Soon afterwards he fell sick, and so making a treaty with 

the sultan, which secured the safety of pilgrims travelling to 

Jerusalem, he set out, by sea, for England.  

Being shipwreckd he tried to cross Austria in disguise, 

for the Archduke of Austria was his enemy. He was, however, 

discovered and taken prisoner. The duke sold his royal captive to 

the Emperor of Germany for a large sum of money, and by the 

emperor Richard was thrown into prison.  

When Philip knew that Richard was a prisoner he at 

once, in spite of his promise, attacked Normandy, of which 

province Richard was duke. It was bad enough that Philip should 

do this; it was surely even worse that Prince John, Richard's own 

brother, should help him. Together, too, they offered the German 

emperor large sums of money if he would but keep his royal 

captive safe.  

But you have read the story of how a minstrel, called 

Blondel, who loved Richard, went in search of his king, and at 

last found out his prison. And you remember how he came back 

and told the English, who at once paid a heavy ransom that 

Richard might be set free.  

Then indeed Philip and Prince John had cause to fear. 

Even the German emperor took the trouble to tell them to 

beware, for, said he, 'the Devil is unchained,' and by the Devil he 

meant no other than Richard the Lion-hearted.  

Prince John was a coward as well as a traitor, and he 

hastened to make peace with his brother.  

Richard had still, however, to deal with Philip.  

He had reached England in 1194, and soon after his 

return he set out for Normandy with a large army.  

The war with Philip lasted several years. Richard 

besieged a few towns, and fought a few unimportant battles. 

Then one day, in the year 1199, as he was besieging a castle, a 

soldier shot an arrow at random from the castle wall. The arrow 

wounded Richard, and ten days later he died. Philip had no 

longer anything to fear from his powerful rival.  

Prince John at once caused himself to be proclaimed 

King of England and Duke of Normandy.  

But he was not able to take possession of Normandy 

peaceably, for Arthur, a nephew of his own, claimed the 

province, and Philip, fearing lest the King of England should 

grow too powerful, gladly supported Prince Arthur's claim.  

The people of Normandy had no love for John, so they 

sided with his nephew the prince, and Philip was thus easily able 

to proclaim Arthur, Duke of Normandy.  

Soon after this King John succeeded in taking his 

nephew prisoner. For a short time Prince Arthur lay in a 

dungeon, wondering how he could escape from his cruel uncle.  

Then one day, so it is said, King John came to take he 

prince out in a boat on the river Seine. The young lad was glad 

to leave his dungeon and live in the sunlight once again. He was 

pleased, too, that his uncle was kind. But before they had rowed 

far. King John suddenly drew his sword and stabbed his nephew, 

throwing the body into the river.  

It may be that King John did not do this cruel deed but 

the young prince was never seen again. Philip believed John was 

guilty, and summoned him as Duke of Normandy and therefore 

his vassal, to appear before him. But King John paid no heed to 

the French king's summons. He was therefore tried, even though 

he was not present in the court, and found guilty of murder, and 

Normandy was declared to be his no longer.  

King Philip then once more invaded Normandy; but John 

though he was in the town of Rouen, took no notice of Philip's 

movements. He was lazy, and his courtiers were gay so they 

idled their time until Philip's army actually reached the gates of 

Rouen.  

Then indeed King John bestirred himself, not to fight but 

to flee, as quickly as might be, to England.  
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Thus the French king was left to take possession of 

Normandy, which therefore in 1204 became a part of the 

kingdom of France. And so wisely did Philip treat the Normans 

that they were content to own him as their king.  

CHAPTER XIX  

THE BATTLE OF BOUVINES 

About four years after Normandy had become part of 

France, a great crusade was undertaken by the French. This 

crusade was not, as you would expect, to go to the east, or to 

fight against Saracens. It was to go to the beautiful provinces in 

the south of France; it was to war against French people. For in 

the fair provinces of Languedoc, Provence, Aquitaine, the people 

were, so the Pope declared, heretics; that is, they were enemies 

of the Pope, and worshipped God in other ways than did those 

who belonged to the Church of Rome. These heretics were 

called Albigensians. They lived careless, happy lives in the 

sunny south of France. But in 1208 they were roughly roused 

from their happiness.  

The Pope, Innocent III ., had ordered the nobles of France 

to put on the Cross, collect an army, and go slay the 

Albigensians, as though they were Turks and Infidels.  

So great was the army which assembled for this cruel 

crusade, that an old chronicler tells us, 'From near and far they 

come; there be men from . . . Burgundy, France and Limousin; 

there be men from all the world. Never did God make scribe 

who, whatsoever his pains, could set them all down in writing, in 

two months or in three.' 

Into the south this countless army poured, led by Simon 

de Montfort, the father of the Simon de Montfort of whom you 

have read in your English history in the time of Henry III . 

This Simon de Montfort was a fierce and cruel soldier, 

and the men under his control were allowed to do wicked and 

cruel deeds. They had no care for women or little children, but 

killed them as readily as they killed strong men. They laid waste 

the beautiful province of Languedoc, and burnt all her villages.  

Raymond, Count of Toulouse, one of the nobles of the 

south, did all he could to help the Albigensians. But his army 

was small compared with that of the crusaders; moreover, the 

Pope showed his displeasure by excommunicating the Count. 

Raymond then submitted to Innocent III ., and before the war was 

over he was forced to join the crusaders, and even to lead them 

against his own people.  

The town of Beziers was one of the strongholds of the 

heretics. It was attacked by Simon de Montfort and taken. Then 

the city was burnt, and every person in it was slain. Yet the 

inhabitants were not all heretics. There were many whom the 

Pope would have called true believers. One of the knights of the 

crusading army, anxious to spare whom he could, asked an abbot 

how he might know the true believers from the heretics. 'Kill 

them all,' was the brutal answer; 'God will know His own.' 

This Albigensian crusade, begun, as I told you, in 1208, 

lasted for nearly twenty years. In 1218, however, as Simon de 

Montfort was besieging the town of Toulouse, a large stone, shot 

from the walls, hit the cruel captain and crushed him to death. 

When the Albigensians knew that their great enemy was dead, 

they roused themselves to a tremendous effort, and drove the 

crusaders out of their provinces. Thus tor a time the war was at 

an end.  

King Philip had not joined in the war against the 

Albigensians, but he had looked on, well pleased to see that the 

power of the nobles in the south was being weakened.  

As a boy, you remember, Philip had dreamed that he 

would make France great, as it had been in the days of 

Charlemagne, and that he would spoil the insolence and power 

of the nobles. He had now added Normandy to the French 
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crown, and been welcomed by the barons as her king. He had 

also seen the powerful nobles in the south of France beaten and 

stripped of their possessions by the crusading army. But Philip 

was not yet content Why should he not conquer England, where 

King John was hated by his subjects? So he assembled a large 

army, and was ready to sail when the Pope interfered. For King 

John had begged for the Pope's protection, and had promised to 

pay a yearly tribute to Rome if he would save the country from 

the French.  

As John had promised to pay tribute, the Pope looked on 

him as his vassal, and on England as his own. Philip was 

forbidden to invade the land. The French king was indignant that 

his plans should be disturbed, but he had no wish to incur the 

Pope's anger. Instead of sailing to England, Philip therefore led 

his army into Flanders in order to punish Ferrand, the count of 

that province. For when Philip had summoned the count, as his 

vassal, to help him invade England, Ferrand had refused to have 

anything to do with the war.  

On the approach of Philip, the German emperor, Otho 

IV ., a nephew of King John, and also a large number of English 

knights and archers, joined the Flemish.  

Before the battle Otho assembled his men and said, 'It is 

against Philip himself, and him alone, that we must direct all our 

efforts; it is he who must be slain first of all, for it is he alone 

who opposes us and makes himself our foe in everything. When 

he is dead, you will be able to divide the kingdom according to 

our pleasure.' And then the emperor promised the Count of 

Flanders that when they had won the day he should have Pans 

for his prize.  

Philip on his side was supported by many brave men. 

William des Barras, most famous of all brave knights, was there; 

while bishops used to handle the sword were on the battlefield 

among his followers. Many Commune towns also sent their 

trained bands of citizen soldiers to help their king in his struggle 

against Germany, Flanders, and England.  

The two armies marched through Flanders, and on 

Sunday, August 27, 1214, Philip reached Bouvines, not far from 

Toumay.  

At Bouvines there was a bridge across the river Marque, 

and, while his army slowly passed over it, Philip threw himself 

down to rest under an ash tree which grew close to a little 

chapel.  

As he lay there a messenger hastened to him, crying that 

his rearguard had been attacked by Otho, and was in dire need of 

help. Philip at once ordered a band of soldiers to hasten back to 

the rearguard. With them he sent the sacred Oriflamme, which 

had been taken across the bridge before the van of the army. 

Then the king himself went into the little chapel to pray. Coming 

out in a few moments he shouted, 'Haste we to the rescue of our 

comrades!' and rode off to meet the enemy 'with a glad 

countenance,' while his knights cried lustily, 'To arms! to arms!' 

and followed after their king.  

The soldiers of the Communes were the first to attack the 

knights of Flanders. The knights were indignant that these ill-

armed citizens, as they considered them, should dare to oppose 

them, and they fought desperately, until the French nobles were 

forced to ride up to the support of the citizen soldiers.  

Soon the battle became general, and after three hours' 

conflict the Count of Flanders was taken prisoner. The German 

soldiers, remembering their emperor's words, forced their way to 

the French king, unhorsed him, and all but killed him. Then a 

great cry arose, and William des Barras, hearing it, let go the 

German emperor whom he had seized, and sped to the help of 

his king. The troops of the Communes at the same time rallied 

around Philip, and he was saved.  

Otho's horse meanwhile was wounded. The animal 

reared with pain, then turned and fled from the battlefield, 

carrying his master with him.  
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The French were now everywhere victorious, and before 

night the battle of Bouvines had been won.  

Many counts were taken prisoners, and these Philip gave 

to his knights that they might ransom them for a heavy sum of 

money.  

Ferrand, Count of Flanders, however, who had defied the 

king's summons, was taken by Philip as a prisoner to Paris.  

After the battle of Bouvines the French king was, as he 

had desired to be, the most powerful sovereign, not only in 

France, but in Europe.  

In 1215 King John of England signed the Great Charter, 

as your English history tells. But he soon annulled it, and then 

his subjects were so angry that they offered the English crown to 

King Philip's eldest son Louis.  

So Prince Louis went to England, and nearly all the great 

barons were glad to see him, and flocked to his side. But soon 

after this King John died, and then the barons were sorry that 

they had asked a French prince to reign. Now their only wish 

was to get rid of him, and to make this easier they proclaimed 

King John's young son Henry, King of England. They then 

defeated Louis and his French troops at Lincoln, and shut him up 

in London, where the citizens still supported his cause.  

Philip sent a French fleet to aid his son, but it was utterly 

defeated; whereupon Louis made terms with the English and 

went back to France, while Henry III . reigned in England.  

Besides adding to his dominions Philip improved his 

capital, and the streets of Paris were no longer allowed to remain 

narrow or dirty. He also began to build the palace of the Louvre, 

which was used as a prison as well as a home for the kings of 

France.  

After a long reign of forty-three years Philip Augustus 

died in 1223, having accomplished many of the things he 

dreamed of doing as a boy.  

Of Philip's son, Louis VIII ., called the Lion, there is little 

to tell. He reigned for three years, and during that short time any 

effort he made for the good of his people was due to the wisdom 

of his queen, Blanche of Castile.  

One of Louis's first acts was to summon Henry III . of 

England, as a vassal of France, to attend his coronation.  

Henry III . was only a child, but the English barons 

answered that Normandy should be restored to England before 

their king would own himself a vassal of the French sovereign.  

As Louis did not mean to give up Normandy, war was 

his reply to the haughty English lords.  

But after besieging and taking Rochelle, an important 

town by which the English could easily enter France, Louis 

made a truce with England, so that he might be free to carry on 

war against the people in the south of France; for the crusade 

against the Albigensians had again broken out.  

The king led a large army to the town of Avignon, and 

demanded that he and his soldiers should be allowed to pass, 

armed, through the city. The citizens refused, and kept their 

gates shut. Then the king besieged the town, but before it was 

reduced fever was raging in the French camp.  

At length the citizens of Avignon surrendered, 

whereupon Louis marched away northwards, meaning to return 

and crush the Albigensians by taking Toulouse.  

But the fever which had spread among his soldiers now 

took hold of the king, and he grew ill and died in 1226.  

He left behind him the beautiful and noble Queen 

Blanche, and a little son of twelve, named Louis.  
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CHAPTER XX 

THE VOW OF ST. LOUIS 

"The Hammer,' 'the Fat,' 'the Young,' 'the Wide-awake 

'ðthese are some of the names by which the French people 

called their kings, and they may at times have made you smile.  

But now you have come to a king whom his people 

named 'the Saint,' and that is a title so great that you will hold in 

reverence the king to whom it was given. As you read of the 

reign of Louis IX ., you will find that the name became him well.  

Louis IX ., or St. Louis, lost his father, as you know, when 

he was only twelve years old. But his mother, Blanche of 

Castile, trained him so wisely, that when he became a man he 

was well able to be a king of men.  

Blanche taught her son to be kind, 'unselfish, true, and as 

soon as he was able to understand, he knew that his mother 

would rather have him die than that he should say words or do 

deeds that were unworthy of a king.  

The mother of Louis was a brave woman, and she had 

need of all her courage while her boy was young. For the nobles 

banded themselves together against the young king and his 

mother, thinking that now was the time, while the government 

was in the hands of a woman, to win back the lands and the 

privileges that had been wrested from them by Philip Augustus.  

So when the barons were summoned to Rheims in 1226 

to attend the coronation of the little prince, only a few of them 

obeyed the call. The others assembled an army, hoping to 

subdue the queen and get possession of the young king.  

But Blanche was a clever woman, and she determined to 

win to her side Theobald, Count of Champagne, the leader of the 

rebel lords. And so successful was she that before long he 

became her staunch friend. 'By my faith, madame,' she had the 

joy of hearing the count say, 'my heart, my body, my life and all 

my lands are at your command, and there is nothing to please 

you which I would not do, and against you and yours, please 

God, I will never go.' This was a victory for Queen Blanche 

greater than the victory of a pitched battle.  

Two years after he had been crowned the rebel lords still 

hoped to seize King Louis. For when Blanche had halted with 

her son at the town of Montlhery on their way to Paris, she 

found that the rebel troops were between her and the capital. 

Undismayed, the queen-mother despatched messengers to the 

citizens of Paris to ask for help, and right royally did they 

answer her appeal.  

For they went forth all under arms and took the road to 

Montlhery, where they found the king and escorted him to Paris, 

all in their ranks and in order of battle.' Indeed, the road to Paris 

was lined with men-at-arms, 'who besought the Lord that He 

would grant the king long life and prosperity, and that He would 

defend him against all his enemies. And this God did.'  

As Louis grew older, the people learned to love their 

king, so gentle he was and kind, yet at the same time so brave 

and strong. Of his love for his people there was no doubt.  

When Louis was twenty years old his mother found him 

a little bride. Her name was Margaret, and she was only twelve 

years of age.  

Good as Queen Blanche was, her love for her son was so 

great that she forgot that Margaret would sometimes like to be 

alone with her lord.  

Even when the little bride was ill, the queen-mother 

made so many demands on Louis's time that at length Margaret 

rebelled, crying indignantly, 'Alas, madame, neither dead nor 

alive will you let me see my lord.' After that the king refused to 

leave the little queen until she was well.  

In 1242 Henry III ., King of England, came to France with 

a small army, hoping to win Normandy once again for England. 
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He was joined by Count de la Marche, one of the French king's 

rebel lords.  

But Louis showed the mettle of which he was made. He 

gathered together a large army, and entering Poitou he took town 

after town before Henry was ready to fight.  

He then marched to Taillebourg on the river Charente. 

The English, with Count de la Marche, were on the opposite 

bank, but they had left the bridge across the river unguarded. 

The French at once began to cross it, and to attack the English. 

But the enemy was too strong for them, and their ranks began to 

waver. King Louis, seeing just where he was needed, dashed into 

the forefront of the fight. The English were forced to give way 

and retreat to Saintes. Here another battle was fought, and the 

English were totally defeated. The rebel Count de la Marche 

surrendered to King Louis, who pardoned him, but kept all the 

lands which he had won from the Count in battle.  

Henry III . fled to Bordeaux, and there he spent his time in 

pleasure, until in 1243 he made peace with Louis, and returned 

to England 'with as much bravery as if he had conquered France.' 

But there had been sickness in the French camp, and 

Louis went back to Paris ill, smitten by the fever which had 

carried off many of his soldiers.  

Day after day the king grew worse, until all over France 

the people wept, lest they should lose the king they loved so 

well.  

Louis himself believed that he was dying, and said 

farewell to his household, bidding them be good servants of 

God.  

His wife, his mother, his brothers lingered m his room, 

praying that God would spare him whom they loved. But the 

king lay so still that one of his nurses thought he was dead.  

Soon, however, he rallied, and asked to see the Bishop of 

Paris. When the holy man arrived, Louis, in a feeble voice, 

begged him to place on his shoulder 'the Cross of the voyage 

over the sea.' This could only mean that Louis had made a vow 

to go as a crusader to the Holy Land.  

In vain did Queen Margaret and Queen Blanche entreat 

the king to make no vow until he was stronger, in vain did the 

bishop plead with him to wait.  

'I will neither eat nor drink,' said the king, 'until the Cross 

is laid upon my shoulder.' Then the bishop, not daring to refuse, 

did as the king desired, while his mother, seeing that he had 

taken the Cross, sorrowed as though her son were dead.  

From that day Louis grew better, and there was joy and 

thanksgiving throughout France.  

For three years the king stayed at home, his barons doing 

all they could to shake his purpose to go to Palestine. But Louis 

was still determined to go.  

The bishop and his mother made one last effort to shake 

the king's resolve. 'My lord king,' said the bishop, 'bethink you 

that when you received the Cross you were so weak you scarce 

knew what you did.' 

'My son,' said the queen-mother, 'remember that God 

loves obedient children.' Then, as the king was silent, she added 

that she would herself send troops to Palestine if he would but 

stay at home and rule his kingdom.  

So quietly did the king listen that for a moment his 

mother and the bishop believed that they had won the day. Even 

when he spoke they were not at first undeceived.  

'You say that weakness of mind was the cause of my 

taking the Cross,' said Louis, smiling. 'So, then, since you desire 

it, here I lay down the Cross and resign it to you,' and  

tearing the sign from his shoulder he handed it to the 

bishop.  

Then before either his mother or the holy man could 

speak, Louis continued, his face grave, his voice firm: ' My 

friends, now I lack not sense and reason, I am neither weak nor 
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wandering of mind. Give me back, then, my Cross. For He who 

knows all things knows that no food shall pass my lips until my 

Cross is restored to me.' 

From that day no one ever again dared to plead with 

King Louis to give up the crusade.  

Some of Louis's knights also took the Cross, but the 

number was not large enough to content the king, and he 

determined that many more should follow him to Palestine. If 

others would not take it of their own will, then they must be 

persuaded by one means or another.  

Grave as King Louis was, I think he must have smiled to 

himself as he planned to entrap his laggard knights.  

It was the custom in those days for each courtier to 

receive a new cloak at Christmastide. On Christmas Eve, 

therefore, the king bade them be present next morning at early 

mass.  

As each knight entered the chapel on Christmas morning, 

his new cloak was thrown around his shoulders by one of the 

king's officers.  

There was nothing unusual in this, and it was only when 

the service was over, and the knights came out of the dimly 

lighted chapel into the dawning light of day, that each saw on the 

new cloak of his neighbour the Cross, the sign of the Holy War.  

'At first the knights laughed, seeing that their lord king 

had taken them piously, preaching by deeds not words,' but they 

soon grew grave, knowing well that they could not tear off the 

sacred sign which the king had fastened to their cloaks. They 

must even follow him to the Holy Land.  

CHAPTER XXI  

ST. LOUIS IS TAKEN PRISONER 

In the summer of 1248 Louis unfurled the Oriflamme, 

gathered together his army, and set sail for the east.  

Queen Blanche was to rule the country in her son's 

absence.  

'Most sweet, fair son,' she said as she bade him farewell, 

'fair, tender son, I shall never see thee more, full well my heart 

assures me.' Queen Margaret sailed with Louis, for she had 

refused to be parted from her dear lord.  

When Richard the Lion-hearted left Jerusalem, the city, 

you remember, was in the hands of the Sultan of Egypt.  

It was still in the hands of a Sultan of Egypt, though the 

one with whom Richard made a truce must long have passed 

away.  

King Louis therefore determined to go, not to Jerusalem, 

but to Egypt, to attack the sultan where he was strongest. Then 

after crushing his power in Egypt, he hoped to go on to 

Palestine.  

After spending nearly eight months at Cyprus, and laying 

in a supply of provisions, the French ships sailed to Damietta, a 

town at the mouth of the Nile.  

In June 1249 the crusaders at length caught sight of the 

coast of Egypt. There before them, too, was the town of 

Damietta. But between them and the town, drawn up on the 

beach, were the sultan's armies. He had heard that the crusaders 

were approaching, and he was ready to receive them.  

The king was in the foremost ship, from whose prow 

waved the Oriflamme. As the boat neared the shore Louis leaped 

into the sea, though it reached to his shoulder, and holding his 
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shield high in one hand, his lance in the other, he struggled to the 

shore, followed by his whole army.  

Only one ship lay out at sea. In it was Queen Margaret, 

eagerly watching how the battle would go, anxiously praying 

that her lord might be safe.  

Followed by his army the king dashed upon the sultan's 

troops, and drove them back upon the town of Damietta. The 

Saracens were without a leader, for the sultan was ill A panic 

seized them and they fled, leaving Damietta with its strong walls 

and stores of provisions in the hands of the crusaders. Queen 

Margaret then came with her ladies and her guard to join the 

king, and to hold her court in the conquered town.  

And now Louis, instead of marching on, lingered at 

Damietta, while the waters of the Nile rose and overflowed its 

banks, as it does each year. For five weary months it was 

impossible for the army to leave the town.  

While the crusaders were shut up in Damietta, the sultan 

had recovered from his illness, and was at a town called 

Mansourah, strengthening the walls of the city against the 

crusaders.  

When the waters of the Nile had gone down, the 

crusading army at length set out on their march to Cairo, the 

capital of Egypt. To reach Cairo they must pass the town of 

Mansourah, where the sultan awaited them.  

After a difficult march the army approached the city, 

only to find that a stream of water separated them from their 

enemies. Before they could cross they must build a causeway 

over which to pass and attack the Saracens. But while the 

crusaders tried to build the causeway, the Saracens were 

attacking them from the walls and towers of Mansourah, and 

also sallying out and destroying their work. King Louis saw that 

it would be impossible ever to finish the causeway. As he gave 

the order for the soldiers to withdraw from their difficult task, an 

Egyptian stole into the camp and offered to show the crusaders a 

ford, if they would give him money as a reward.  

The offer was accepted, Robert, Count of Artois, the 

king's brother, begging to be allowed to pass over first with his 

men. He promised to guard the ford on the farther side until the 

whole army had crossed.  

But having crossed the ford, the count saw a band of 

Saracens ready to flee at his approach. At the sight he forgot his 

promise to guard the ford, stuck spurs to his horse, and, followed 

by his men, pursued the enemy into the town of Mansourah.  

Robert thought the town was his. But he was yet to pay 

for his rash deed. It was only a small part of the sultan's army 

that had fled before the count and his followers. The other now 

came up, surrounded the town, and before Robert was aware, he 

and his men were fighting for their lives in the place they 

thought they had taken as easily as they took Damietta.  

The king's brother was slain, and three hundred of his 

knights also perished within the walls of Mansourah.  

Meanwhile Louis with the main body of his army had 

crossed the ford, to find the other bank unguarded by his brother 

Robert. The enemy fell upon them from every side, while the 

French army, unable to keep its ranks, fought in small bands. 

Louis's orders were unheard in the clashing of arms and dire 

confusion that had overtaken the army. The king himself fought 

as only a gallant knight could fight, always at the point of 

danger.  

Joinville, a famous chronicler of the times, says, 'Never 

have I seen a knight of so great worth; he towered above all his 

battle by the head and shoulders.' 

At one time it seemed that Louis would be taken 

prisoner. Dashing upon the enemy with only a small bodyguard, 

in his haste he outstripped his men, and found himself alone in 

the midst of six fierce Saracens. But Louis did not know what 

fear meant. He fought so bravely that the six fierce Saracens 
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found it impossible to take him, and before long his bodyguard 

rode up and rescued their king from his perilous position.  

One charge more, one wild determined charge, and the 

French had won the day, but at terrible cost, for many men were 

slain, many wounded.  

Three days later the Saracens returned in great force, and 

attacked the king's camp. Again the French were victorious, but 

there was scarcely a knight that was not wounded, while the 

numbers of the slain were not to be counted.  

Instead of now retreating to Damietta, the king lingered 

on the battlefield until the army had buried its dead. Meanwhile, 

fever broke out in the camp, and while the French let the weeks 

slip by, the enemy watched the river, so that it was wellnigh 

impossible for Louis to get provisions for his army.  

During these sad days the king proved utterly unselfish. 

No one ever heard him complain, no one ever saw him provide 

for his own comfort. Though ill himself, he went in and out of 

the camp among his fever-stricken soldiers, tending them with 

his own hands, speaking so kindly to them that they were 

content to die were he but by their side.  

One of his own-servants, as he lay dying, was heard to 

murmur,'I am waiting for my lord, our saintly king, to come. I 

will not depart this life until I have seen him and spoken to him, 

and then will I die.' 

After six week's had passed, the king gave the order to 

retreat to Damietta. The ships were prepared to receive the sick 

and wounded, but Louis himself, though now attacked by fever, 

refused to go on board. 'Please God, I will rather die than desert 

my people,' said Louis the Saint, and he placed himself in the 

rearguard of his army.  

The king was too ill to bear the weight of his armour, or 

to ride his battle-horse, so his servants helped him to mount a 

little Arab steed covered with silken trappings. The retreat 

began, but before they had gone far the king grew worse. He 

could no longer ride the little Arab steed. His knights carried 

him to an Egyptian house, and sought to guard him from the 

enemy. But the Saracens burst into the house, and the brave, 

unselfish king was captured, while the whole army was either 

slain or taken captive.  

Louis was thrown into prison, and from the window he 

could see his soldiers as they were led out one by one, and asked 

if they would give up their faith in Christ and become followers 

of the prophet Mahomet. If they refused they were slain before 

the eyes of their king, and this to Louis was the hardest part of 

his captivity.  

But he was so fearless, so patient, never flinching even 

when the sultan threatened to torture him, answering only, 'I am 

your prisoner, you can do with me what you will,' that his captor 

was touched, and offered to give him up on the payment of a 

heavy ransom. Unselfish as ever, Louis refused to be set free 

unless the soldiers who still remained in prison were also 

allowed to return to France.  

At length terms were arranged. Damietta was given up as 

a ransom for the king, an enormous sum of money was paid to 

the sultan that the French soldiers might also be set free, and a 

truce was made for ten years.  

Then Louis being free went back to Damietta, where 

Queen Margaret awaited her lord. Her courage alone had kept 

the soldiers, who held the town, from forsaking their posts when 

the king was taken prisoner. While the queen had looked with 

tear-stained eyes for Louis's return a little son was born, whom 

she named John Tristan, in memory of her sorrow. For Tristan 

comes from the French word triste, which is the same as our 

word 'sad.' 

The king was now urged by his knights to go home to 

France, but bidding those return who wished, Louis himself set 

out for Palestine. Here he laboured for four years, setting free the 

Christians who had been taken captive by the Turks, and 

strengthening the towns which were still Christian strongholds.  
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"THE GOOD KING WAS TO BE SEEN GIVING FOOD AND DRINK TO THE 

FOLK."  

Then, in 1258, Louis heard that his mother, Queen 

Blanche, had died. and he knew that it was his duty to go home. 

In September 1254, six years from the time he had set out, the 

king was once again in his own country. The joy of his people 

knew no bounds. They lighted bonfires, they danced, they sang 

in the streets to show their delight, until at length the good king, 

'who was pained to see the expense, the dances, and the vanities 

indulged in . . . put a stop to them.' 

For sixteen years King Louis stayed at home, ruling his 

realm so wisely that his people loved him more and more. The 

poor, the sick, the sad, were his special care. Every day, in 

whatever town the king might be, six score, that is, one hundred 

and twenty poor people, were fed at his table. And often the 

good king was to be seen cutting bread, pouring out wine, and 

himself giving food and drink to the folk who gathered around 

his palace doors.  

But alas! neither Louis's love for his people, nor theirs 

for him, could keep the king at home. The Cross of the crusader 

was still fastened to his cloak, nay more, it was branded on his 

heart.  

In the spring of 1270 the king determined to go on 

another crusade.  

Joinville tells us that when Louis set out he was so weak 

that he was able neither to ride nor walk. The chronicler himself 

sometimes carried the king in his arms from one place to 

another, while at other times he was placed in a Utter. It was 

little wonder that the people mourned when they heard of the 

new crusade. They feared that never more would they see their 

beloved king.  

With his three sons and his army, Louis sailed this time 

for Africa, landing at Tunis, under the rays of a burning sun. 

Here he halted for reinforcements, which Charles of Aniou, his 

brother, had promised to bring.  

While the crusaders waited, fever and disease attacked 

the army. The king himself, already weak, was smitten with 

fever.  




































































































































































































































































































































