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PREFATORY. 

  

When it is seen that a book of the size of “ Heroes 

of History” treats of the most famous of those who 

have gained their laurels “on the tented field,” from 

Joshua down to General Gordon, it will readily be 

recognized that the sketch of each one must neces- 

sarily be slight. It is nevertheless hoped that the book 

may be of real service in establishing correctly in the 

minds of its youthful readers the main points of his- 

tory—the causes which led these men to wage war 

and where, when, with whom and against whom they 

fought—and thus impart that general knowledge 

which is sure to quicken the taste for wider reading 

on the same subjects. 
AGNES SADLIER. 

New York, August, 1891.
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Heroes ot History. 

CHAPTER - I. 

HE-ROES OF THE BI-BLE* 

A he-ro, as no doubt you know, is one who has 
done great deeds for his land or for our race. Peace 
has her he-roes as well as war; men who in times 

which tried men’s souls stood firm in the cause of right, 
or by their great thoughts brought calm out of storm. 
It is not of these though that this book will tell, but 

of those who won their fame on the fields of war. 

Josh-u-a. The first he-ro of whom we know much 

more than his name was Josh-u-a. He was a He- 

brew, but born in E-gypt, while his race dwelt there 
as slaves. When Mo-ses brought them out of that 

tand, and they were in the des-ert, Josh-u-a’s wise, 

good words’ made him dear to Mo-ses, so that when — 

the time came for that great man to die, he put his 

hands on Josh-u-a, and made him chief in his place. 

* Full particulars of the lives and deeds of the Bible Heroes will be found in Rout- 

LEDGE’S ONE-SYLLABLE HisToRY OF THE OLD TESTAMENT.
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Then Josh-u-a led the He-brews, as God told him, 

to the Land of Prom-ise. It was to be theirs, but 

they had to fight for it, and wrest it from the strong 
bad na-tions that held it. They went past the stream 
of the Jor-dan and came to the strong town of Jer-1- 

cho. Then their souls grew weak, and they said it 
was too strong to take. But Josh-u-a, whose trust in 

the Lord naught could shake, made them all march 
round the walls once a day for six days, and make no 
sound as they went. Then, on the next day, all the 
priests went with the men, and bore the Ark. ‘They 
went round six times and. made no sound. ‘Then they 
went round once more, but this time they gave a great, 
long shout, while the trump-ets were blown. And at 

once the walls fell down, and Josh-u-a took the town. 

He had to fight a great deal though ere he won the 
Land of Prom-ise. One time he had to meet five 
kings with a great force. It was late in the day ere the 
tide of strife was seen to turn for the He-brews, and 

Josh-u-a was in fear lest the foe should get more men 
ere the next day. So he plead with God to make the 
day last till his men had beat the foe so that they would 
not dare to face them more. And God heard him; » 
the day did not fade to night till few of the foe were 
left. So he kept on, a true he-ro, in his course, till at 

last the rich, fair Land of Prom-ise was won, and dealt 

out mid the tribes of Is-ra-el. And Josh-u-a kept the
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rule till his death, and gave proof that he was as great _ 
in the arts of peace as in the arts of war. : 

Gid-e-on. For a long time the He-brews dwelt 
in the place which he had won, till they set up false 
gods in the place of the true God, who then let new 
foes spring up and smite them with a strong hand. In 
their fear they plead with God to save them, so at last 
He sent an an-gel to a poor youth whose name was 
Gid-e-on, to tell him to come forth and save Is-ra-el. 
Gid-e-on, who was of mean birth, was loath to take 
the words for truth, and sought as a sign from God 
that the fleece of wool which he should spread on the 
eround might be wet with dew while all the ground 
was dry. ‘And it was so. Then he sought one more 
sign; that the fleece might keep dry while all the ground 
was wet. And God gave him this sign too. So he 
went to the camp. ‘Then God told him to let all the 
men go home who had a wish to do so; and a great 
throng went. ‘Then God told him to bring his band to 
drink at a stream, and to send home all those who bent 
down their mouths to the stream to drink, but to keep 
those who brought up the wa-ter to their mouths in 

_ their hands. This test left him but 300 men, for most 

    

knelt down to drink at their ease.. Then Gid-e-on 
made three small bands of these, and gave to each 
man a trump-et and a pitch-er with a light in it. At 
mid-night he led them to the camp of the foe, and all
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blew a great blast oftheir trump-ets, and made a wild 
clang with their pitch-ers, while they cried out with a 
loud voice, “The sword of the Lord and of Gid-e-on!”’ 

When the foe heard the shout and the noise, and saw 

the bright light, and could not tell whence it came, 
they were struck with fear and fled. But all the tribes 
of Is-ra-el went out and cut them off, and put most of 
them to death. And then Is-ra-el had peace for a long 
time, and Gid-e-on kept the rule till his death. 

Sam-son. Then a fierce foe, the Phil-is-tines, 
smote the Is-ra-el-ites, and beat them so that they had 

lost all hope, when God. made a strong man of the 

name of Sam-son fight them and save Is-ra-el. Sam- 
son was not so good as Josh-u-a, or Gid-e-on. He 
fell in love with a fair Phil-is-tine wo-man whose name 
was De-li-lah, and she got him to tell her that the cause 
of his great strength was in his long hair, which God 
had said should not be cut. But while he slept, De- 
li-lah cut it, and the Phil-is-tines took him with ease. 

They put his eyes out, and kept him in jail, but on a 
great feast-day they brought him out that all might 
mock at him. But the blind Sam-son, whose hair had 

grown and with it his strength, told the boy who led 
him to place him by the two strong posts that held up 
the hall. The boy did so, and Sam-son broke down 
the posts, and slew all who were in the hall, and thus 

died with his foes.
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Da-vid. This was the next great he-ro of the He- 
brews. He was but a poor boy who kept his sheep 
on the hill-sides, till Sam-u-el was sent by God to make 
him king in-stead of the bad king Saul. As he was 

~~ not to reign till Saul died though, he kept on at his old 
life. Is-ra-el was once more at war with the Phil-is- 
tines, at this time, and Da-vid was sent to the camp 
with food for his broth-ers. And while there he saw 
a huge man come down from the hill on which stood 
the foe’s camp, and mock the Is-ra-el-ites, and heard 
that all stood in too much fear of him to go down in 
the vale and fight him. But Da-vid felt no fear, and 
got leave to fight him. So he took his staff, and chose 
five smooth stones from the brook, and put them in his 
scrip. Then he ‘took a sling in his hand, and went 
down to where huge Go-li-ath stood in his strong, 
bright coat of mail. He was in a great rage when he 
saw how small a thing the youth brought to fight him 
with; but Da-vid paid no heed to his treats, but as 
he ran to meet him, took a stone from his scrip and 
put it in his sling, and with it dealt Go-li-ath so strong 
a blow in the face, that he fell to the ground. Then 
Da-vid took his sword and cut off his head. Great - 
was the joy of the Is-ra-el-ites when Da-vid came back 
with Go-li-ath’s head! But the foe, full of fear, ran 
off and left their camp to them. Da-vid’s fame grew
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so great that the king, Saul, could not bear him, and 
tried to kill him, so that Da-vid had to flee and hide | 
in caves and holes till Saul died. ‘Then he was made 
king, and put down all Is-ra-el’s foes, and made her a 
strong rich na-tion. 

Ju-das Mac-ca-be-us. It was long ere the He- 
brews saw his like—not till near the time of Christ, 
when they were great no more, but bent neath the 
rule of strange kings. One of the worst of these was 
An-ti-o-chus, who did his best to make them bow 
down to the false gods whom he held in place of the 
One and True God. So a brave priest, Mat-a-thi- 
as, told all who had zeal for the true faith to flee with 
him to the great hills. A great throng did so, and he 
soon had a strong force. At his death, his son Ju-das, 
who was so brave and strong that he got the name of 
Mac-ca-be-us, or the Ham-mer, was made head in his 
place, and fought so well that he got back a good part 
of theland. At length An-ti-o-chus sent his best men 
of war, at the head of a great force, to put them down. 
The strife was fierce, but Ju-das won the field, and so 
kept on till at last he was slain in a great fight, when 
he had but few men to help him. But his life had 
been so grand in its aim, that, though short, it was not 
in vain; for his broth-ers, whom he had made to feel 
as he did, fought on till they made their land for quite 
a time great and free.



e
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C. YTUS. 13 

a
 

_ CHAPTER IL 
_ HE-ROES GF PER-SIL-A AND OF GREECE. 

Cy-rus. If you 
were asked to tell of 
Per-si-a, no doubt you 
would say that it is a 
land in the south-east 
of A-si-a, whose head 
man bears the name of 
the Shah, and that 
there is not much else 
to tell of it. And this 
would be true of it 
now. But once it was 
not so; ere Christ 
came on earth, Per- 
Si-a was a great land, 

\ | and had her he-roes 
CY-RUS, KING OF PER-SI-A. like the rest of the Ta | : tions. The first of 

these was Cy-rus. A strange tale is told of his youth. 
At the time of his birth, Per-si-a was neath the rule 
of the Medes. The king’s name was As-ty-a-ges, 
and Cy-rus was his grand-son, In a dream he saw 
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that Cy-rus would one day take his throne from him, 
so he told Har-pa-gus, one of the chief men of his 
court, to put him to death. So Har-pa-gus gave the 
child to a herds-man of the king, and told him to put 
it on a bleak hill till it died. The man took it to his 
own home, where he found that his own child had just 
died. And when his wife saw the fair, strong babe, 
she would not let him take it from her. So the man 
put out his own dead child on the hill, and kept the 
young prince. ‘Time went on; he grew to bea strong 
boy, and was so bright that all the rest of the boys let 
him lead in the games. One day they had a sham 
fight, and when one of the boys did not do as Cy-rus 
told him, he beat him well with a stick. ‘The boy ran 
home and told his father, who was a man of high rank, 
and he told the king, who had the boy brought to him. 
At sight of him, the king knew from his age, and his 
proud mien, that he must be his grand-son. So he 
sent for Har-pa-gus and the herds-man, and got the 
truth from both. As he thought that his dream had 
been borne out by the fact that the boys had made Cy- 
rus king at play, he let him live, but he got the son 
of Har-pa-gus, and had him cut up, and the parts put 
on a dish on the board, when he had Har-pa-gus to 
sup with him. When he grew up, Cy-rus, whose fa- 
ther was a Per-si-an, and whose heart was thus full of 
love for that race, got them to rise and throw off the
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yoke of the Medes, and make him king in his grand- 
fa-ther’s place. He made Per-si-a great, for he brought 
all the lands in A-si-a neath -her sway. There was a 
king in Lyd-i-a, a land far to the north-west, whose 
name was Croe-sus, and who was so rich that to “be 
  

  A PER-SIAN PAL-ACE. 

as rich as Croe-sus” got to bea prov-erb. He sought 
to check Cy-rus in his course, and came to fight him 
with a great host. But Cy-rus beat him, and kept him 
for the rest of his life. The next feat of this great king 
was to take Bab-y-lon. This great town was so large 
as to take in 12 square miles on each side of the Eu-
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hra-tes, a great, broad, swift stream—it was girt 

round by thick, high walls, with great gates of bronze, 

and was rich and grand with the fine houses of its 

kings, and its great men, and its fair gar-dens, built 

row on row, high in the ar. To look at it, one would 

have thought no one could take it; but Cy-rus, when 

he had laid siege to it for two years, found a way to 

do it, and made a plan which has made him rank mid 

the great men in war of all time. There was a lake 

near by, to which a ca-nal led from the Eu-phra-tes. 

- Both of these were dry, for the stream was kept from 

them by a great brick dam. But one long, dark night,. 

when a great feast was held in the town, he set his men 

to workto tear down this dam. Thus the great stream 

was made to turn its course, and leave in the midst of 

the town through which it ran a dry bed. All the 

streets that came to an end at the stream had strong 

gates to keep out all the foe who might have tried to 

get in the town by boat; but when the men of Cy-rus 

came down the dry bed of the stream, they found one 

of them at which they could get in, and thus get to the 

heart of the town. Mean-while, in the great hall of 

his pal-ace, lit by soft lights and full of rich scents, the 

king sat ata great feast with his chief men round him. 

All at once the cry that the foe was on them rang out, 

but too late. From hall to hall, from feast to feast, 

street to street, the men of Cy-rus had sped, and slew
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each and all, till at last they burst in-to where the king 
was and slew him on the steps of his throne (s.c. 538). 
Cy-rus was now so great that he took the name of the 
“king of the world.” This great man met his death 

  
A ROCK GRAVE IN PER-SI-A, 

where he spent most of ‘his life, on the field of war. 
He went to put down a fierce tribe to the north, but 
was slain, it is said, by a wo-man, who flung his head 
in a bowl of blood, that he might drink his fill. °His 
son, Cam-by-ses, who now came to the throne, is
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thought to have been mad, yet he brought more lands 
neath the sway of Per-si-a. When he died, he left no 
son, but a man whose name was Smerd-is said he was 

the son of Cy-rus, and got the throne. Not a few 
thought that he was a man of low birth who had had 
his ears cut off for a crime. He kept them wrapt up 
in the day, but they got his wife to feel at night, and 
she found that he had none; so he was put to death. 

Da-ri-us. Of those who now thought they had a 
right to the throne was Da-ri-us, one of the late king’s 
kin. He said to the rest who laid claim, that they 
should all ride forth in the morn ere the dawn broke, 

and that he whose horse should be the first to neigh 
when the sun rose, should be king. This was done, 

and the horse of Da-ri-us gave a loud neigh as the sun 
rose, and the rest got down and made a bow to him as 
their king. Da-ri-us was born to rulemen. He made 
fine roads through the land, built great towns, and kept 
a strict, but not harsh rule. But he had a great wish 
to add still more lands to his vast realm, and most of 
all, to take Greece, for some of the men who dwelt 

there had lent help to some foes of Da-ri-us in A-si-a. 
Now Greece, small as it looks on the map, was a great 
land ere Christ came on earth. The Greeks had 
thought out their own civ-il-i-za-tion, and taught it to 
the rest of the world. They had great men who gave 
to the world the best thoughts that it knows; while
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more gave it tne best things in art. Greece was made 
up of a lot of small states, bound, not as our states 
are, by a bond which makes all stand up for each, and 
each for all, but by a sort of loose league which left 
each free to help the rest or 
not, as she chose. “The two 
chief states were Ath-ens and 
Spar-ta, but one of these was 
sure to choose black if one 
chose white, so they could 
not be said to be friends. It 
was Ath-ens which had 
made Da-ri-us swear to 
break her might, and, true to 
his word, a vast fleet was 
soon seen on the sea, led by 
his chief men of war. Now 
Ath-ens was but a small 
place, not half the size of 
Rhode Isl-and—that is, not 
as big as a large farm in the 
~West—but her men had 
great pluck. So they clad 
them-selves in brass and steel, and set off to meet the 
foe. 

Mil-ti-a-des. At length they came to the Plain 
of Mar-a-thon, 22 miles out from Ath-ens. Huge 

  
MIL-TI-A-DES,
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mounts and bare hills guard it on all sides, save one 
where the bright blue sea breaks on the beach. The 
great fleet of the foe rode in sight. It was the rule in 
Ath-ens for a fresh man to lead each day, and by 
good luck, on this day it was Mil-ti-a-des, He made 
a long line of the men, and ere the foe had all got on 
shore, with a great burst of song, they came down on 
them with a run, and bore a great mass of them to the 
ground with their spears. A long, fierce fight then 
took place, but when at length the foe strove to get 
back to their boats, the Greeks set scores of them on 
fire. But at last they got off, and made straight for 
Ath-ens. But Mil-ti-a-des led his men back to the 
town in time to keep the foe from it. So they set 
sail for A-si-a (490 3c). Mil-ti-a-des did not live 
long; he died of a wound he got in war; but his name 
will live till the end of time. Da-ri-us tried no more 
to bring Greece neath his sway, but gave his time 
to the arts of peace till his death. But his son Xer- 
xes (Zerks-sez) set out to take it at the head of a great 
host. 

Le-on-i-das, the Spar-tan, and The-mis-to-cles, 
the A-the-ni-an. Not a few of the states said they 
would not band with the rest to meet him; that he 
was too strong. But Ath-ens and Spar-ta stood firm, 
and a few small ones cast in their lot with them. 
Now Spar-ta was a state where the first and last end
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was war; they paid no heed to trade, but taught their 
boys in all ways to bear pain and give no sign that 
they were hurt. Their fare was but black beans and 

broth. So you may judge 
that though her men were 
few, they were worth a 
great deal in time of war. 
Led by Le-on-i-das, then 
king, they now took the 
held. Up to this time, 
Ath-ens had fought but 
land fights; but The-mis- 
to-cles, a great and shrewd 
man, had got her to build 
a fleet. So the A-the-ni- 
ans were to fight the foe 
at sea, and the Spar-tans 
on land, but for peace 
sake, they let the men of 
Spar-ta lead. In due time 
Xer-xes came, set a grand 
land force on the shores of 
Greece and made straight © 
for Ath-ens. But on the 

way he had to lead them through a small pass twixt 
the cliffs and the sea, which bore the name of Ther- 
mop-y-lz, or Hot-Gates, from the fact that hot 
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springs were near by. Here Le-on-i-das, the Spar- 
tan, took his stand with but a small force. In vain 
the foe tried to break through; for two days he kept 
them back, but then a false Greek led them by a 
small lone path round the mount, and brought them 
on the brave Spar-tan’s rear. Some fled at sight of 
the foe, but three hun-dred stayed with Le-on-i-das 
and fought till they were slain (nc. 480). 

Xer-xes now swept on to Ath-ens. All fled as he 
drew near to the fleet, andfrom it saw their homes burn. 
These ships — now the sole hope of Greece — lay in 
a small bay made by the coast of Ath-ens and two 
isles, one of which, Sal-a-mis, gave its name to the 
great sea-fight which now took place. When the 
vast fleet of Xer-xes bore down on the Greek fleet, 
some were in sore fear and sought to get off, but The- 
mis-to-cles sent word of this plan to Xer-xes, and ‘he 
put a guard at the mouth of the bay to keep his prey 
safe till the morn. When the Greeks found that they 
were in a trap they knew they must do or die, so 
in the morn a Greek ship made a dash at one of the 
foe’s. The rest went to her help, and soon the bright 

_ bay was a scene of fierce strife and blood, while from 
his gold throne, on the base of a hill on the shore, 
Xer-xes kept the scene in view. But the size and 
bulk of the foe’s ships made them no match for the 
small, light boats of the Greeks in so small a plac’:
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and at last they had to flee, and thus, thanks to The- 

mis-to-cles, the Greeks won the great sea-fight of Sal- 
a-mis (Bc. 480). 7 

On this blow Xer-xes set off for home, but left a 

large force, led by one of his best men, Mar-do-ni-us, 

to keep up, tte war. 
Pau-sa-ni-as, the Spar-tan, and A-ris-ti-des, 

the A-the-ni-an. The two foes met once more on 

the plain of Pla-te-a. The Spar-tans were led by 
Pau-sa-ni-as, one of the kin of the great Le-on-1-das, 

and the A-the-ni-ans by A-ris-ti-des, the Just. | Fierce 

and long was the fray, but at last Mar-do-ni-us fell, 
and then the Per-si-ans fled and left all their tents, full 

of rich things, to the Greeks. 
Greece was now safe from the Per-si-ans, but Ath- - 

ens was a heap of burnt houses, so The-mis-to-cles 
set to work to build it up. He was a man full of 

craft and guile, but put these to the use of his land 
and strove hard to make her great and strong. Pau- 

sa-ni-as, of Spar-ta, who was sent to fight the Per-si- 

ans, got to like their soft ways of life, and to loath 

the hard life of Spar-ta, and at last told Xer-xes he 
would help him to take Greece. His plot was found 
out; he was brought back to Spar-ta and tried, but 

set free for want of proof. But he was soon at 
his old tricks, and this time there was so much proof 

that he fled to a tem-ple to be safe, and there died for
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want of food. I grieve to say that it was soon found 
at Ath-ens that the great The-mis-to-cles had had 

Z part in the schemes of Pau-sa-ni- 
as, and he fled to Per-sia, where 
he died. 

The course of P4ga-ni-as, and 
still more that of The-mis-to-cles, 
is a sad proof of how great a mind 
and how vile a soul a man can 
have ! 

Ath-ens now grew great neath 
the rule of a great and wise man 
of the name of Per-i-cles, while in 
war her men were led by Cimon. 
But when Per-i-cles died, Al-ci-bi- 
a-des came to the front and got the 
men of Ath-ens to do things which 
made the state weak. Spar-ta rose 
and got to be the chief state of 
Greece, and kept a harsh rule o’er 
all the rest. By a trick she got her 
men in a strong fortress of Thebes 
and kept that town by force for 
three years. | 

Pe-lop-i-das and .E-pam-i-non-das of 
Thebes. These were two brave youths of Thebes, 
who made up their minds to free their town, So 

  
PER-I-CLES,
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Pe-lop-i-das and a band of youths dressed up like 
girls, and put wreaths of. pine and fir on their heads, 
and went round from. houseto house where the Spar- 
tans dwelt and put them to death. Then they took 

a it-ress by storm, and put the rest of the Spar- 
Jout, and“Ipeed Thebes. But Spar-ta would not 
“hebes go, and went“to war. So E-pam-i-non- 

das led the men of ‘Fhebes to meet them. A great 

   
    

  

fight took place at Leuc-tra, where E-pam-i-non-das 
vave proof how finé-a mind he had for war. This 
fieht broke the might of Spar-ta, and Thebes got to 
he the thief town of Greece for a time. Through all 
their lives Pe-lop-i-das and E-pam-i-non-das strove to 

o make Thebes great, and both these dear friends died 
ons ‘the field of war. 

Phil-ip of Mac-e-don. Wher Thebes was 
thus left with no head, there dwelt in Mac-e-don, 
a land to the north of Greece, a king of the name of 
Phil-ip. The folks of Mac-e- Jon were not keen like 
the Greeks, but were rough and plain, and knew 
naught of books or art.” But Phil-ip had spent three 
years of his youth at Thebes and learned how to 
make war from E-pam-i-non-das. | So he set to work 
now to gain all Greece, and bit by bit he built up his 
strength. He gave aid ta Ath-ens in her wars, but 
all the while drew the chains round her. In vain De- 
mos-the-nes made great speech on speech to rouse
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them to a sense of what was to come; Phil-ip kept 
on, and soon had all Greece at his feet. But at the 

  
AL-EX-AN-DER THE GREAT, 

height of his fame he was slain at a great feast held 
when his daugh-ter was wed,
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Al-ex-an-der the Great. Phil-ip’s crown was 
set on the head of his son Al-ex-an-der, but 20 years 

‘of age. This king stands at the head of the war 
he-roes of the world. His first feat was to start to 
take Per-si-a. He set sail for A-si-a, and met the Per- 

si-ans at the stream of the Gran-i-cus, and beat them 

(334 nc). Then he kept on and met the foe led by 
their king, Da-ri-us, at a place named Is-sus, and 

beat them so that the king took to flight (333 Bc). 
‘ On swept Al-ex-an-der in his wake, while each great 
town threw wide its gates to him, and at last came up 
with the king when he was near death from a wound 
made by one of his own men. A-lex-an-der was now 
head of the great realm of Per-si-a, but his wish was 
to rule the world. So he set his face to the south, 

to the great, strange land of In-di-a. Over great 
mounts, past great streams, by huge hosts of men 
who sought to stay his course, he swept, and was 

close to its bounds when his men, worn out with all 

they had done, said they would not go one step more. 
So he had to turn back, and went to Bab-y-lon to 
rest for a time. But as his great joy was to spend 
the whole night with his chief men, and drink a great 
deal of wine as they spoke of the fields they had 
won, it is not strange that, with his great toils, his 

strength gave out. He grew weak and ill, and died 
at the age of 32 years, and left his vast realm with no 
head,
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CHAPTER IIL. 
HE-ROES OF ROME. 

While these things 
took place in Greece 
and A-si-a, anew na- 
tion, the Ro- mans, 
grew great in It-a-ly. 
At first they were 
neath the rule ot 
kings, but at last they 
got such a bad king 
that they drove him 
out, and made up 
their minds to trust 
the rule to two men 

Wa }whom they would call 
~con-suls, and who i 

a should hold it for one 
RO-MAN EA-GLE, 

year. 
Ho-ra-ti-us Co-cles. Tar-quin, the king, would 

not yield to his fate, but tried hard to get back to 
his throne. At last he got the aid of Lars Por-se-na, 
a great king, who came down on Rome with a great 
force. Now there was but one bridge by which he 
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=. could cross the 
= fee stream of the Ti- 
——=———-- ber to Rome, and 

so a brave man, 
Tlotrti-us Go- 

bets cles, said he 
ould 20 to ‘ne fas end of the bridge 

EE from Rone and hold it: while the 
= rest cut it down. And there he stood 

with his great axe, and kept the foe 
back till he heard the great crash, and 
saw the bridge float down the Ti-ber; 
then, all -clad- in stiff, strong mail as 
he was, he sprang in the stream ind 

3 swam back to Rome. The state had 
a stat-ue of him set up, and gave 
him as much land as he could plow 

, ina day. 
Cor-i-o-la-nus. The true name of 

is man was Mar-cus, and, while still a mere boy, he 
got the crown of oak for sav-ing the life of a man in 
a great fight, and was known for the rest of his life 
as Cor-i-o-la-nus. But though he fought war on 
war for Rome, and made her foes shake at the sound 
of his name, he had the fault of pride. He was of 
high birth, and his mien to those of low birth was 
harsh and proud. So they grew to hate him, and 
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HO-RA-TI-US CO-CLES. 

when he sought to be con-sul they would not let 
him have the post. So, ina rage, he went off, but
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was soon back at the gates of Rome at the head 
of her worst foe—the Vol-sci-ans. In their fear, 
the Ro-mans sent forth his moth-er and his wife 
with his chil-dren to beg him to spare them. He 
had been deaf to all else, but when they plead he 

gave way, and, with 
a burst of tears, cried 
out, ‘“Moth-er, thou 
hast saved Rome, 
but lost thy son.” 
He then led the foe 
to their home, where, 
it is said, they put 
him to death. (488 
B.C. ) 

Cin-cin-na-tus. 
The next he-ro of 
Rome was Lu-ci-us 
Quin-ti-us, who got 
the name of Cin-cin- 
na-tus from the fact 
that he wore his hair 

in long curls. Ata time when a strong foe of Rome, 
‘the At-qui-ans, had got round the troops of Rome, 
and held them fast, the chief men of Rome sent for 
him to come and keep the rule till he had made 
Rome safe. He was found at work at the plow on 

  
COR-I-0-LA-NUS,
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his smca!l farm, but he set off for Rome at once, as 
soon as he heard the bad news. Then he made all 

  
THE GAULS IN ROME. 

the men give up all else, and go with him to seek- 
the foe. He set off at their head, and went so fast
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that ere the foe knew where they were, they were 
shut in by his troops. They had to yield, and as 
a sign that they did so, Cin-cin-na-tus set up two 
spears in the ground, and on the top laid one to 
meet both. ‘Then he made the foe pass neath this 
yoke. In the short space of 24 hours this was all 
done! For this great act, Cin-cin-na-tus got a tri- 
umph; that is, he rode through the gates of Rome 
and all through its streets in a grand char-i-ot, with 
a wreath of lau-rel on his head, while all the chiefs: 
of the foe were led first in chains, and all their flags 
and the rich spoils which were won from them were 
borne by the troops, so that all might see them. 
When this grand scene was past, Cin-cin-na-tus went 
to his home to taste once more the sweets of the peace 
he had won. (458 Bc) 

Ca-mil-lus. This is one of the best men we meet 
with in the tale of Rome. He won war on war for 
her, and brought rich, strong towns neath her sway. 
He was great of soul, too, for even when he laid siege 
to a town, a man who kept a school there sought to 
please him by a base act, and brought all the boys to 
his camp. But Ca-mil-lus had his hands tied, and 

. told the boys to flog him home, and so great was the 
Joy of the foe to see their boys safe that they flung 
wide the gates of their town to Ca-mil-lus, and made 
friends with the Romans. But though Rome gave
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him tri-umphs, and rang with his praise, he had foes, 

and some of these said that in a late war he had kept 
some of the spoils. So he left Rome, with a wish 
that they might soon need him. It was not long ere 
the Gauls, a fierce tribe from the north, swept in great 
hordes to Rome, led by their chief, Bren-nus. Rome 

sent a force to beat them back; but in vain. And 
now the loss of Ca-mil-lus was felt; and in sore dread 

all fled, save a band of young Sen-a-tors, and a few 
more young men, who went in the Cap-i-tol and made 
it fast. But the old Sen-a-tors who could not fight 
went to the Fo-rum and took their seats in their chairs, 

with their i-vo-ry scep-tres in their hands, there to wait 
for the foe. When the Gauls got to Rome, they 
found no one in streets or homes, and went on till they 
came to the hall where they found this band of old men 
straight and still in their chairs. At first they stood 
in awe at the strange sight, but at last one grew so 
bold as to go up and take hold of one of the old men’s 
white beards. At once the Sen-a-tor struck the Gaul 
with his scep-tre, and then they were all slain! Then 
the Gauls set fire to Rome, to all but the Cap-i-tol, 
which stood on a steep hill which they durst not climb, 
for fear of the bold, small band of Romans on top who 
could hurl them down. One night they tried to get 
up by stealth, and would have done so, for the man 
on watch was in a deep sleep, but that some geese 
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made a loud noise, and woke one of the Sen-a-tors, 
who woke the rest and made all rush out in time to 
hurl the first Gaul down, who, as he fell, bore the rest 

with him down the cliff. Mean-time those who had 
left Rome, had sought out Ca-mil-lus and made him 

take the chief rule once more. So he was soon at the 
gates of Rome, with a strong force, drove out the foe, 

and made all set to work to build up Rome once more. 
His death did not take place for 25 years more, and 

all that time he was chief man in Rome, and gave 
proof that he was as great in the arts of peace as in 
war. He died of a plague (365 zc.) 

As time went on, Rome grew great and strong, and 
brought more lands neath her sway. But one great 
town came near her in strength or might—this was 
Carth-age, on the coast of Af-ri-ca. Her wealth had 
been made in trade, so she had great fleets of ships, 
which Rome had not. It was not long ere the two 
found cause for strife. To fight Carth-age at sea was 
now the dream of the men of Rome; but as they 
had no ships, and knew not how to build them, it 

would seem to most minds a mad one. But just at 
this time the sea threw on their coast a ship of Carth- 
age. At once they set to work. Trees were cut 
down and 120 ships built like it, while bands of men 
were put on a long bench with oars and taught how 
to row on dry land. Att last these bold Ro-mans



keg ihe ee 39 

set out in these rude boats to meet the best men 
on the sea, then in the world. They were led by Du- © 
il-i-us and they beat the men of Carth-age, who had 
EOimes toe meet them -— ? 
with scorn. 

Reg-u-lus. Kome 
now sent out a great 

fleet, led by Reg-u- 
lus, one of her con- 

suls. Carth-age sent 
as great a fleet to meet 
it, led by Ham-il-car, 
and a great sea-fght 
took place, and the 
Romans won. They 
then went on land to 
fake Carth-age._- In 
the first fights they 
won, but then Reg-u- 
lus lost,.and the men 
of Carth-age took him. 
They then sent him to 
Rome to say on what terms they would make peace. 
But when Reg-u-lus got there, he told the Sen-ate 

not to yield to Carth-age, and went back and told 
them that Rome said no to her terms. In their rage 

they put the brave man in a cask stuck full of sharp 
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nails, and made it roll down hill, and thus put to 

death a true he-ro (250 8). But the war went on 
for nine years, and then peace was made. 

Han-ni-bal, of Carth-age. When a few years 
went by, the war broke out once more. The men of 
Carth-age were led this time by Han-ni-bal, who 
stands mid the first war-men of all time. He came 
at the head of a great land force, whom he led o'er 
the Alps to Rome. 

Fa-bi-us. One of the best men whom Rome 
sent out to keep him back from Rome was Fa-bi-us. 
His plan was to use up all the food near the foe, and 
to keep him in dread by quick moves on him here 
and there, but not to fight on a field face to face. 

Still, Han-ni-bal did not lose ground. He won 
fight on fight, but did not go to Rome for though his 
men tried to urge him, he knew how hard it would be 

to take it. So the war went on till at last a young 
man of the name of Scip-i-o came to the front. Save 
one more, whom I will tell of in time, Scip-i-o was the 

best man Rome had in all her days. His plan was 
to take the war to Af-ri-ca, and thus make Han-ni-bal 

go home to save Carth-age. So he set out and fought 
the men of Carth-age, so that in great fear they sent 
for Han-ni-bal to come home and save them from the 
Ro-mans. He did so, and met Scip-i-o on the field 
of Zam-a. Long and fierce was the fight, but Rome
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won, and Carth-age at last was at her feet (203 Bc). 
Scip-i-o, when he came back to Rome, had a grand 
tri-umph, and got the name of Af-ri-can-us put to his 
own. 

Ju-gurth-a, of Africa. The next strong foe whom 
Rome found in Af-ri-ca was this prince. He took the 
throne of Nu-mid-i-a from the right heir, and though 
Rome gave him her aid and tried hard to put Ju- 
gurth-a down, ‘he beat all her troops by his skill in 
war, or by bribes. 

Mar-i-us. At length Rome sent out a man of 
low birth and rude in his ways, but of great skill in 
war, to take Ju-gurth-a. This was Mar-i-us. 
Though low-born, he had great aims and sought to 
be made con-sul. Then he wed with one of high 
birth, and thus made his way. But his hate for men 
of high birth, who had made a mock of his birth and 
his aims, was great, as you will see. He made an end 
of the war, and brought Ju-gurth-a to Rome to grace 
his tri-umph. Then this poor king was cast in a 
dark jail, to die of lack of food. 

Sul-la was a young man of high birth who had 
been in the war neath Mar-i-us, and his friends said, 
was the one who took King Ju-gurth-a. So a feud 
sprang up twixt Sul-la and Mar-i-us. Sul-la was 
not nice to look at; there were great sores on his red 
fee, and his keen blue eyes had a fierce glare; but
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the troops had a deep love for him, for his ways with 
them were kind. But just at this time huge hordes 
of the fierce Celts and Ger-mans bore down on Rome, 
and both Mar-i-us and Sul-la were sent out to fight 
them, and for atime, to beat them was their sole 

thought. But when this was done the feud sprang 
up once more. Rome's prime need was now for a 
man who was great in the arts of peace, to fix things 
which had gone wrong. But Mar-i-us, though he 

was made con-sul, did not do much to put things 
right. When a fresh war broke out twixt Rome and 
Pon-tus, a land of A-si-a, those of high birth thought 

Sul-la should lead the troops, and those of low birth 
thought Mar-i-us should do so. The troops stood 

by Sul-la; Mar-i-us in vain made up a force of slaves; 

he had to flee for his life. When Sul-la was gone to 

the East, Mar-i-us came back, and with his friend 

Cin-na, put him-self at the head of a great throng of 

the low class, and put scores on scores of the high 
class to death. It was not long ere Mar-i-us died 
(z.c. 83), but the war went on till Sul-la came back. 

Fierce and full of blood were the scenes that then 
took place. The corpse of Mar-i-us was torn from 

its tomb and cast in a stream. Throngs of the low 
class were put to death, and bands of the rich as well 
—all whom he thought were not with him. Then 
Sul-la made new laws, and all the chief men of Rome
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said these were good, for they stood in too much fear 
of him to say no. At last he went off to his fine 
home, out of Rome, where he spent the rest of his 
life and died (s.c. 78). 

Pom-pey. A host of great men now came to the 
front in Rome, and it got to be hard work with each 
to hold his place. One of the best of these was Pom- 
pey, who put down the last of the men with Mar- 
1-us, in Spain, and when he came back to Rome got 
a triumph and the name of The Great. He then got 
him-self and his rich friend Cras-sus made con-suls. 

Ju-li-cus Cz-sar. “This was the great-est Ro- 
man of them all.” He was of the kin of the proud 
wife of Mar-i-us, and a man born to rule men. His 
fame was not made so soon as Pom-pey’s, and at this 
time he paid court to that great man whom all Rome 
had a deep love for. At length Pom-pey was sent 

off to A-si-a to put down the foes of Rome, and 
Cze-sar was sent to rule Spain. The two got back 
to Rome near the same time, and with Cras-sus, 
made a league to help each other. Cze-sar was made 
con-sul, and at the end of his term was sent to bring 
Gaul (France) neath the yoke of Rome. For the 
next nine years he was at war, in which his skill was 
so great that he ranks with Han-ni-bal and Al-ex- 
an-der. Hewrote books, too, in which he has told in 
a plain, pure style all that he did. When he had got 

~
»
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Gaul neath his rule, f 
he took Switz-er-land, 
beat the Ger-mans and 
went to Brit-ain, where 
he got the tribes of the 
Brit-ains to bend to 
him, though not for 
long. His fame was 
now far more than that of 
Pom. pey, who, with men in 
Rome, sought to bring to 
pass his fall. Cze-sar knew 
this, and so when word was 
sent to him to dis-band his 
troops and come to Rome, 
he said he would if Pom- 
pey, who was near Rome 
with quite a large force, 
would do so with his. No fo 
heed was paid to this, but { 
he was told once more _. 
by the con-suls, who \ 
were friends of Pom- 
pey, to dis-band his, 
troops, or Rome would 
look on him as her || 
foe. So he saw that) 
his death was meant, = 8 S 
and at the head of his JU-LI-US een 
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troops came to Rome, while all the chief men fled, 
and put him-self at the head of things. The troops 
af Pom-pey left him and came to Cz-sar, and Pom- 
  

    
      
  

    

        
        
  
      

  
        
            
  
  
      
    
    
  

  

  
    

                
  
      

  
  
                        
    
        
          

    
      

          
  
    

  
        
    
  
          

      
    
    
    

                    
  
  
      
      
    
  
  

        

      
  
  
  
  

              
        
    
          
  
                
  

        
      

        
  

            

      
  

      
  

  
  
  
  
    
  
  
  

  

    

    
  

  
  
  

    
      
  
          
    
  
  
  

  
  

    
      

  
  
  
  

  
  
  

  
  
  
  

  
  

      
  
  

  
  

  
  

  

      
TOMB OF AU-GUS-TUS C#-SAR. 

pey fled. When he had been made con-sul and 
made things right at Rome, Cze-sar went in search 
of Pom-pey, and found him in Thrace, a land north 
of Greece. They had a great fight, but Cze-sar
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beat and Pom- 2 
pey fled tog 
E-gypt, where 
he was slain in. 
a war in which 
he took part 
twixt the young 
queen Cle-o-pa-tra and 
her broth-er (sc. 48). 
Cze-sar went there and 
brought back peace, 
and gave the crown to 
Cle-o-pa-tra neath the 
sway of Rome. Then 
he came back to Rome 
and was made con-sul 
once more. The men 
who had been with 
Pom-pey broke out in 
war in Af-ri-ca, but he 
went there and put them 
down, and at last was 
head of Rome, the queen 
of the world, and at} 
peace. No man had} 
such honor paid him as | 
Cze-sar. But he was 
mild in his time of rule, | 
and set to work to make 

   

    

    
AU-GUS-TUS C-SAR,
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Rome great and strong. But he had no lack of foes. 
In vain he said hehad no wish to be king; they said he 
had set his heart on a crown and a throne, and so 

they made a plot to kill 
him, and slew him as 
-he stood 3 in the sen-ate 
hall. One of those in 
the plot was his great 
friend Bru-tus, and it is 
said that as he fell he 
cried out, “And thou 
too, Bru-tus.” (Bc. 44.) 

Au-gus-tus. His 
death brought on fresh 
war twixt the men of 

». Cze-sar, led by Marc 
s@@ An-to-ny, and his foes, 

led by Bru-tus. The 
end of it all was that 
Oc-ta-vi-us, of the kin 
of Cze-sar, put down 
all the rest and made 
him-self the first Em- 
pe-ror of Rome. He 

did much to make Rome fine and great, and gave 
great help to all the arts. At length Rome gave him ie 5 

the name of Au-gus-tus, which means sa-cred. It 
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was in his reign that Christ was born. At his death, 
he left Rome strong and at peace (14 a.v.), 
_Con-stan-tine the Great. Of the rest of those 

who sat on the throne of Rome Ti-tus, Tra-jan, Au- 
re-li-an and Al-ex-an-der Se-ve-rus made the most: 
fame in war till the time of Con-stan-tine. He was 
the first to grant peace to the Christ-i-ans, whom the 
rest had put to death in fierce ways. It is said that 
when he was in a fierce fight with Max-en-ti-as, who 
sought to keep the crown from him, a cross of fire 
was seen in the sky, which bore on it these words in 
Greek: “In this con-quer.” When he got to the 
throne he made his home at Con-stan-ti-no-ple, in 
place of Rome, and did much to spread the true faith. 
A sad blot on this great man’s life is that he lent his 
ear to false tales of his son Cris-pas, and had him 
put to death. He died in the year 336 a.v., while in the 
field at war with the king of Per-si-a, and left the 
realm to his three sons. 3
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Crea Lye 

HE-ROES OF THE MID-DLE A.GES. 
FROM A.D. 700 TO A.D. 1500. 

As the years went by, Rome, once so great and 
strong that she had most of the known world neath 
her sway, grew weak. Long ere Con-stan-tine came 
to the throne, a strong wild tribe of the name of the 

Goths came down from their home in Nor-way and 
Swe-den, and spread o’er the rest of Eu-rope. Some 
made their home on the vast steppes which stretch 
from the Black Sea to the Bal-tic Sea, and were 

known as the East Goths, and more found a place to 
dwell near the Alps and the stream of the Dan-ube, 
and were known as the West Goths. But to gain 
these homes, the strong Goths had to drive out of the 
lands they took the Ger-man tribes who had dwelt 
there, and these had to go south to seek new homes. 
Thus they came like a great wave on the north 
bounds of the realm of Rome. At first she was yet 
too strong to give way, and time on time beat them 
back, but at last they took from herland on the Dan- 
ube, and dwelt there. 

As time went on, the Goths grew less wild and 
rough, and not a few took the faith of Christ; and no
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‘doubt all would have gone well in time, had it not 
been for a strange new foe who now swept down on 
Eu-rope. This was the Huns, a tribe whose home 
was in the north of A-si-a, on the vast plains which 
stretch from’ Rus-si-a to. Chi-na; but who. one day 
took it in their heads to see the world. The Huns 
were not wild in their ways or in their looks. When 
at home they dwelt in tents in which they kept their 
steeds as well; but when on the move, the men ate, 
and drank, and slept on horse-back: and thus kept 
their legs in this shape so much, that they got bent 
out like a bow. They were short, strong men, with 
coarse thick lips, straight black -hair like wire, small 
round eyes black as sloes, and skins the hue of gold. 
They ate nuts and raw meat, and did not seem to 
know what lack of food, or thirst, or cold meant. 
Their wives and chil-dren, who were just as foul to 
sight and smell in all ways, rode back of them in huge 
vans. Near-ly four hundred years from the time that 
Christ had been on earth, this vast, fierce horde of 
Huns came to Eu-rope, swept o’er Ger-man-y, and 
then made their home in Da-ci-a, a land whose great 
plains of grass no doubt put them in mind of the 
home they had left, and which has since been known 
as Hun-ga-ry. Just as the Goths had made the Ger- 
man tribes give up their lands and move south, so the 
Goths now had to make room for the Huns. They
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fled to the bounds of Rome, and plead for leave to 
dwell in her realm. They got it, and 200,000 Goth- 
men came oer the Dan-ube. But those who had 
charge of them did not treat them or their kin right, 
and they got to look on Rome as a foe, and not a 
friend. ‘They made war on her, went east to the cap- 
i-tal, met the Em-pe-ror Val-ers at the head of a great 
force, and slew him in the fierce fight which took place 
(378 A.D.), 

The-o-do-si-as the Great then came to the 
throne. He made peace with the Goths, got great 
bands of them to serve as his troops, and gave them 
lands to dwell on. But when he was dead, they broke 
out once more, and, led by their chief A-lar-ic, swept 
her realm, came to the gates of Rome, took it and 
gave it to his men to sack for six days. (410 ap.) 
No doubt at this time much was lost that no gold 
could give back to the world, but no church was hurt, 
nor those who had gone in them to be safe. 

Up to this time, the Huns, who were the cause of 
all this strife, had staid in their new home. But now 
a man got to be their chief whose name was At-ti-la, 
but whose joy and pride it was to be known as the 
Scourge of God. So, at the head of his wild horde, 
he swept to the south, and left fire and blood as the 
marks of his track. He came to Gaul, and there was 
met by a great force of Ro-mans and tribes they had
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got to help them. A fierce fight took place, but the 
Eluns lost. At-ti-la went off from Gaul, and made: 
his way to Rome. As he drew near its walls, he 
was met by the Pope Leo I., who got him to draw off 
his men and go back. From this time, the Huns are’ 
lost sight of. | 

Clo-vis. On Christ-mas night (406) a horde of 
Ger-man tribes made their way o’er the Rhine, and 
made their home in Gaul. One of these tribes was 
the Franks, and as years went on, one of their chiefs, 

whose name was Clo-vis, put down the rest of the 
tribes, threw off the last trace of the yoke of Rome, 

and built up a great realm which got the name of 
France from the Franks. Clo-vis had wed a good 
maid, Clo-tilde, who held the faith of Christ, and 
once, when in sore straits in a great fight, he cried out 
to the God of his wife to help him. Then the tide of 
strife was seen to turn for him, and he won the field. 

So, one day, with great pomp and state, Clo-vis and 
3000 of those neath his rule, went through the streets . 
of the old town of Rheims (rem) to the spot where 
the priests gave bap-tism, and took the faith of Christ. 
This brave chief brought more and more lands neath 
his sway, till at his death France and a large part of 
Ger-man-y made up his realm. Butnone of Clo-vis’ 
sons, nor of their kin, had his good traits. All his 
line were weak, poor things, who could not cope with
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the needs of the realm, but left all their work to men 
whom we should call Prime Min-is-ters, but who 
were known in that day as May-ors of the Pal-ace. 
The kings were seen but once a year, when they rode 
on a car drawn by ox-en, with their crowns on, o’er 
their long, fair hair, which fell to their waists. As 
they did naught the rest of the year, save eat, and 
drink, and sleep, and have a good time, they got the 
name of the slug-gard kings. | 

Charles Mar-tel (or the Ham-mer) was May-or 
of the Pal-ace, when a great host of the Ar-abs made 
their way to Eu-rope, took Spain and the south of 
France, and would have got all the realm, had not he 
gone to meet them with a great force, and beat them 
at Tours (a.p. 732). For the rest of his life, this brave 
man was king in all save name. He gave life or 
death, made war or peace, just as if he were on the 
throne. But he did not seek to bear the name; no 
doubt he thought that it had grown so mean a thing in 
the eyes of the Franks, that it would not add much 
to him. So the poor heirs of Clo-vis were left in 
peace on the throne till he died. __ : 

Pep-in the Short, his son, was not of the same 
mind, though. He had hard work to keep the realm 
safe from the wild tribes near by, and as he flew from 
point to point, no doubt he thought he had’ to work 
too hard to keep his goose of a king safe on his throne.
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CHAR-LE-MAGNE. 

So at last he sent to 
the Pope to ask, 
“Who is king, he 
who rules, or ie Sho 
wears fe crown?” 
“He who rules, of 
COU SiC) -salde the 
Ropers litataicah 
cried the small man 
with a great will, and 
lost no time, but sent 
the last of the slug- 
gard kings to dwell 
in a house of monks. 
‘Then Pep-in got the 
crown put on_ his 
head and the name 
of king. 

Char-le-magne, 
or Charles the Great 
was the son of Pep- 
in, and stands one of 
the first of the great 
men of all times. 
Great in war, he was 

still more great in peace, for in that rude, rough age, he 
sought to have wise laws made, and to have the young
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CHAR-LE-MAGNE AT THE SCHOOL OF THE PAL-ACE,
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of all ranks taught by wise men. He had, all his life, 
a deep love for wise men, and for books.. The first 
great feat of Charles was to march on the Sax-ons, 
They were a strong, wild tribe who dwelt in the north 
of Ger-man-y, mid the great hills, whence they would 
bear down on those who dwelt in the low lands, and 

  

CHAR-LE-MAGNE BE-FORE NAR-BONNE, 

burn the towns and the crops. So, at the head of his 
troops, Charles went to a point in the great mounts 
where a huge hill of red sand-stone rose on each 
side like the post of a door. This was known as the 
West-pha-li-an gate, for a path led up from here to 
the heart of the Sax-ons’ land. On one of these red 

<
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hills was the strong home of their chief, Wit-te-kind. 
Charles did not take long to make this good for 
naught, and then went on to Pad-er-born. He tore 
down their great fane which stood at this place, and: 
had the great false god put down deep in the ground. 
But, ere he had time to do more, he had to go off to 
It-a-ly, to fight the Lom-bards, who dwelt there and — 
had tried to throw off his yoke. The next year he 
went back to Sax-on-y, built a home there, and told 
all the Sax-on chiefs to come and hail him as their 
king. All did so, save Wit-te-kind, but he went off, 
out of the land, to bide his time to strike. He had 
not long to wait, for Charles had soon to go off to 
Spain, to help the E-mir of Ar-a-gon, who had sought 
his aid. Ere he set out for home he had brought a 
great part of Spain neath his rule. 3 

Ro-land. As Charles led his troops home through 
the great range of hills, the Pyr-e-nees, which shut 
out France from Spain, he put his rear guard in 
charge of Ro-land, one of his kin. The line of the 
troops had to stretch out to great length, for great 
walls of rock rose up on each side of a small path, 
and so Ro-land and his men were left far to the rear. 
The foe knew this would be so, and they hid in the 
holes in the rocks at a spot they thought would be 
the best for their bad work; and when Ro-land and 
his men got there, sprang out on them. The brave
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Franks, thus caught in a trap, fought well, but to no 
use; they were all slain. But the brave Ro-land 
thought of those who had gone on, and in his death 
throes he brought his great horn Du-ran-dal to his 
lips, and blew a great blast which was heard a great 
way off, to warn them that the foe was on their track. 
Then the brave youth died, but his fame dwelt in the 
hearts of the Franks. The tale of how he died was 
told in hall and hut, and was made the theme of a 
song, the “Song of Ro-land,” which was sung as the 
troops went to fight. When Charles got home, he 
heard that the Sax-ons had been at their old work 
once more. Wit-te-kind had come to his own, as 
soon as Charles had gone, and led them like a scourge 
through the land up to the walls of Co-logne. The 
great king was soon in the midst of them, and built 
ten great forts, and bore off some of their chief men as 
a pledge on their part to keep the peace. Then he 
told a great band of them to go with his own men to 
fight a fresh foe, the Slavs, The Sax-ons went off 
with joy and speed with the Franks, but one day, in 
a pass mid the hills, fell on the Franks and slew them. 
Great was King Charles’ wrath when he heard this, 
and he made up his mind to teach the Sax-ons once 
for all that they had met one to whose yoke they 
must bend, if not by fair means, then by stern ones. 
He came o’er the Rhine, laid waste their land with
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fire and sword, and put to death 4000 who would not 
take the faith of Christ. Their chief Wit-te-kind 
made a last stand, but Charles beat him, and then at 
last the fierce chief gave up and came to the camp of 
Charles, and said he would be of the faith of Christ. 
It is said that it was in a small church near his home 
which Charles had torn down that Wit-te-kind bent 
his neck to the yoke of Christ. And so at last the 
Sax-ons, so long the scourge and pest of the north, 
were brought to feel that war was not the sole end of 
lite. As time went on they grew to set some store by 
the things of peace; new towns sprang up, and homes 
for the monks, each with its church and school, where 
their boys and girls learnt the things they should know. 

Now I will go back and tell why Charles had to 
go to It-a-ly. The king-of the Lom-bards, in It-a-ly, 
Des-i-de-ri-us, had schemes to put down Charles. 
With this end in view he had sought to get Pope 
A-dri-an to crown the two sons of Charles’ broth-er in 
his stead. When the Pope said he would not, Des- 
i-de-ri-us lost no time, but bore down on Rome at 
the head of a great force. The Pope sent off to beg | 
Charles to come to his aid, but as he knew some time 
must go by ere Charles could get to him, he had new 
strong gates put up, and laid in a great store of food. 
When Charles got word of the Pope’s sore strait, he 
sent word to Des-i-de-ri-us not to dare to raid Rome,
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or he would march with a great force to make him 
give up such a plan. But the Lom-bard king did 
naught but jeer at his threat, and kept on. At once 
Charles led his force o’er the Alps, and was on Des- 
i-de-ri-us ere he knew it. He fled to Pa-vi-a, at 
which town Charles left one of his men with a large 

  

A KNIGHT MADE BY THE DEAD HAND OF RO-LAND. 

force to keep him shut up, and went on to Rome, 
where he was met with great joy. It must have been 
a grand sight to see Charles, who was a tall man, near 
sev-en feet high, with a grave, grand look, ride through 
the streets on his fine steed, while songs and shouts rent 
the air, at the head of his long train, in his rich robes
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of pur-ple and gold, with a crown bright with gems on 
his head. At the Church of St. Pe-ter, he got off his 
horse and bent his lips to each step as he went up to 
where, at the great door, the Pope stood to bless and 
thank him for his prompt aid. 

In a short time Charles got hold of Des-i-de-ri-us, 
and made him leave the world, and dwell in a house 
of monks. Then at Mil-an, the Pope set on the 
great king’s brow the i-ron crown of the Lom-bards, 
which is said to have been made out of one of the 
nails which held Christ to the cross. Charles had 
not been at home long, when one of the kin of Des-i- 
de-ri-us sought to stir up the Av-ars who dwelt in 
Hun-ga-ry, to make raids on Charles’ realm. He 
was soon in the field, drove them back, and brought 
the land now known as Aus-tri-a neath his rule. 
With all this vast realm to watch and guard, this wise 
king still found time to think of things that would 
make those in it grow in the arts of peace. He got 
as wise a man as the world had in that age, the monk 
Al-cu-in, to leave Eng-landand teach the Frank youths. 
He brought men from It-a-ly to teach them how to 
sing. But though the song-schools were set up, I 
grieve to say they were the cause of no great pride 
or joy to the good king, for he says the sound the 
youths made when they tried to sing was like the 
howls of wild beasts. He found more cause to be
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glad when he went to the schools and heard them at 
their tasks. But one day when the mas-ter told him 
that the sons of the men of rank did not get up their 
tasks as well as did those of low birth, his face grew 
red and his eyes shone with wrath, and in stern tones 
he told them that if they thought that their rank and 
wealth made them not need to learn from books, they 
should find how far they were from the truth, for 
they should gain naught from him, if he found that 
they did not do their tasks well! 

Charles did his best to make the poor through his 
vast realm_get their rights. With this end in view, 
he made wise laws and rules, and saw that they were 

kept. He did all that he could, too, to make trade 

grow. He dwelt at Aix-la-Cha-pelle, where he built 
a great church, still to be seen, much the same as it 
was in his day, and at In-gel-heim, where he built a 
bridge o’er the Rhine. 

I will now tell of the last great act of this great 
king’s life. In the year 800 the Pope, Leo IIL. 
was hurt by a band of men who had made a league 
to put him down. Charles’ wrath was great when 
he heard that these had gone so far as to lay hands 
on the Pope, and he set off at once for Rome, where 
he soon put things right. Then came the last grand 
scene of this great king’s life. He went to High 
Mass on Christ-mas day, and when it had been sung,
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the Pope came to where he sat in state with all his 
chief men round him, and set a crown on his head, 
and gave him the name of Em-pe-ror of the West. 
(A.D. 800.) 

Charles had the grief to see all his sons die save 
one, Lou-is, and when he grew old he sent for all 
the chief men of his great realm, and got them to say 
that they would be true to this youth as their king, 
Then he told Lou-is to take the crown as a gift from 
God, from him, and from the na-tion, and try to reign 
well. In a few years from this time this wise and 
brave king died. (Jan. 28, 814.) 

The North-men. While the faith of Christ had 
been taught through most parts of Eu-rope by this 
time, there was a race in the far north who still held 
to their old false gods. They dwelt in Scan-di-na- 
vi-a (Nor-way and Swe-den), but the worst and most 
fierce of them had their homes in Den-mark, and on 
the south coast of the North Sea, in what we know 
as Hol-land and Ger-man-y ; bleak lands, full of mists 
and fogs, where wild storms make the sea lash the 
flat coasts, from which it is so hard to keep it out. 
They were huge strong men, with white skins, fair 
hair, and bright blue eyes, who drank deep at their 
rude feasts, while their bards sang of their feats in 
war. It was the boast of some of these sea-kings 
that “they slept neath no roof and drank ale by no
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hearth.” War was their chief joy and they made it 
their trade, and thought that bliss in the life to come 
would be to be at war all the time. As their land 
was poor and did not Da ETS So 

yield much, their way a 
was to sail off in their 
small ships to some 
rich land, sail up the 
streams to the towns 
on the banks, take all 

they could bear off, 
ANG SOUT tne. est: 
You may well think 
that they were held in 
dread by all the folks 
of Eu-rope, who gave 
them the name of | 
Northmen or Vi-kings 
(veek-ings). ~°This 
means creek-men, for 

they kept their boats 
in creeks. Ere 
Charles died, he had 
wept to see their a 

dark ships off his coasts, and, no doubt, it was at 

the thought that when his strong hand should be 

still in death, there would be none to hold them in 
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check. And his thought was true, as we shall see. 
But they did not plague France till they had 
brought much woe on Eng-land and Ire-land. So 
far as their raids on Eng-land went they were no 
new thing, for, 449 years ere this time (449 AD.) great 
war-bands of them, led by Hen-gist and Hor-sa, their 
great chiefs, had come down on it, took it from the 
Brit-ons, and made their homes there. Ass time went 
on they took on the faith of Christ, and had but 
just learnt to prize the things of peace when their 
fierce kin swept down on their coasts for prey and 
spoil. But the Eng-lish rose to fight the Danes— 
this was the name they gave the North-men—and 
thus men of one blood and one speech were at war. 
For years, with gain and loss on each side in turn, 
they went on, but at last the Danes got a great part 
of Eng-land neath their rule, and it did not seem as 
if aught could now keep the whole from them. But 
this dark hour had its great man in Al-fred, king of 
-Wes-sex, one of the realms in which Eng-land was 
split. From a boy he had been on the field of war, 
so that when he came to the throne he could now put 
to use what he had learnt in that hard school. At 
first things did not go well, and he had to buy peace 
for three years, which gave him time to breathe; but, 
just as he thought, at the end of that time Guth-rum, 
then chief of the Danes, was back in the land with
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the whole strength of the North-men. They swept 
through the land, and were soon in Wes-sex, and 
took the town of Ex-e-ter. At break of spring Al- 

                                                        
  

  
            

                                                                                    

              
  

                                      
  

              
      

        
  

                                            

    
  

    
  

    
          

        
            

                                                                                              
  

      
        

          
    

          
  

  
  

                                                                                
        
  

  
  
    

  

  

  

  

  

                    
              
                                      
  

      
LAND-ING OF THE DANES IN ENG-LAND. 

fred fixed his force close round the town, while he 
got a fleet of ships to keep all help by sea from them. 
So at last the Danes had to give up the town, and
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swore to leave Wes-sex. They went off, and Al-fred 

let his troops go to their homes, and all was well, 

when, all at once, the Danes burst on the land once 
more with fire and sword. Al-fred had to flee and 
hide in the woods with his small band, and live as 

best he might. Thus, one day, he had to rest in the 

hut of a poor herds-man, whose wife had put some 
cakes on the fire to bake, while she went off to. do 
some tasks. No doubt the good dame thought that 
as the king was close to the fire he would not let 
them burn. But the king’s mind was on his bow 
and shafts, to see if they were fit to fight with, and he 
paid no heed to the food. Soon the smell of burnt 
cakes rose in the hut, and as the dame ran to the fire 

to see how much harm had been done, she cried out 
in great wrath that it was but just he should watch 
the cakes when he was so glad to eat them. 

In this dark time, too, he is said to have put on the 
dress of a bard, and gone with his harp to the camp 
of the foe, to see how strong they were. All this 
time he got more and more men in his force, and at 
last, with the first burst of spring, he set out to march 
on the Danes. As he went, fresh bands of his men 
came to him. When he came to where the great 
host of Danes were, he went at once to fight, and 
made them yield to him. Their chief, Guth-rum, 
took the faith of Christ, and the Danes swore to make



 
 

RAID OF THE NORTHMEN,
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war no more on Wes-sex. This peace, which was 
kept, was known as the peace of Wed-more, where 
it was sworn to (A.D. 878). 

For the rest of his life this great king made the 
good of those neath 
his rule the sole 

| end of his life. He 
did> -his> =best- to 
guard his realm, for 
he made a fleet, the 
first Eng-land had, 
and thus may be 
said to have been 
the one to found 
her might at sea. 
He also made wise 
laws, “so-- that the 
rich and the strong 
should not crush 
the poor and the 
weak. He set up 
schools for those of 
low as well as for 

those of high birth. He had a deep love for books, 
and he knew not a few sweet songs by heart. He 
found time mid the cares of state, too, to write books, 
some out of his own head, and some in Eng-lish from 
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the Lat-in tongue. In 886 the Danes made one 
more great raid, but Al-fred, in a short time, drove 
them back, and took a large part of their realm from 
them. ‘This blow broke their might for some years, 
and when they came back once more, led by their 
chief, Hast-ing, he beat them, and drove them from 
the land. A few years from this time, this brave 
and wise king, one of the best, if not the best, Eng- 
land has had, died (a.v. gor). 
Sweyn, of Den-mark. But the land had by no 

means seen the last of the Danes. Though king on 
king of the line of Al-fred fought them, naught could 
break the might of this fierce foe. At last, when Al- 
fred had been dead near 100 years, a great fleet bore 
a host of Danes to Eng-land’s coasts, led by their 
king, Sweyn. Eth-el-red then sat on the throne of 
FEng-land, and in his dread lest the Danes who dwelt 
in his realm should rise and join with their kin, he 
had them all put to death on one day. When the 
news of this rash act got to Sweyn’s ears, he swore to 
wrest the realm from king Eth-el-red. He swept 
through its length and breadth with fire and sword, 
and then went off to his own land, but was soon back 
with a great fleet. The beaks of his ships were of 
brass, the sterns bore beasts of gold. On the head 
of each mast was the shape of a bird, or a man, or of 
a bull, or a great fish. As he led his troops through
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the land, town on town bent to his yoke, and at last 
Eth-el-red had to flee o’er the sea to France, and 

leave his realm to Sweyn. 
Ca-nute, the Dane. Sweyn was now king of 

Eng-land in all 
save the name; but 
as he died when 
Eth-el-red had 
been but a_ few 
months gone, he 
did not get the 
crown put on his 
head. He left a 
son, Ca-nute; but 
a large part of the 
realm rose to keep 
the crown from this 
young prince of the 
foe. They sent for 
Eth-el-red to come 
back to his own. 
Eth-el-red was so 
slow that he was 

known as the Un-read-y; but for once in his life he 
went with speed, and was on Ca-nute’s track ere he 

knew it. Fierce strife went on for some time. The 

son of Eth-el-red, a brave, wise prince, Ed-mund, 

bY GO i] WY,   
CA-NUTE.
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who was so strong that he got the name of I-ron- 
sides, gave that king great aid, and when Eth-el-red 
died, had the crown put on his head at Lon-don. 
Ca-nute did the same at South-amp-ton, and thus
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Eng-land had two kings. They kept up the war; 
but at last, in a great fight at As-ling-don, the 
Danes won. Then the two kings met on a small 
isle in the stream of the Sev-ern, and made two parts 
of the land. Ed-mund was to rule the South, and 
Ca-nute the North. But the brave Ed-mund, who 
had fought so well for his own, soon died, and Ca- 
nute got to be king of the whole land. He had the 
crown put on his head at Lon-don, and swore that he 
would be just to all in his rule. Then he said that 
Danes and Eng-lish must held no’ grudge, but give 
up strife and dwell in peace. As time went on, Ca- 
nute rose from a mere wild fierce chief with a-thirst for 
blood, to be a wise and mild king. He took on the 
yoke of Christ, and then made a law that all the rites 
of the old faith of the Danes, with its false gods, must 
be seen no more in the land. He saw that the laws 
were kept; that the poor had their rights. His first 
aim was to win the love of those neath his rule. He 
brought the poor land, rent so long with strife, peace, 
and, as he said, “strove to lead a right life in all 
things.” And so it came to pass that when he died, 
the Eng-lish felt deep grief for this good king, whom 
they once held in such dread. (a.v. 1035.) 

Bri-an Bo-ru, of Ire-land. Of course, when the 
Danes gave Eng-land such fierce, hard times, they did 
not leave a land so close to her as Ire-land in peace,
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you may besure. It was in 790, just a few years from 
the time that they swept down on Eng-land, that their 
dark ships were first seen on the low, gray waves of 
the I-rish Chan-nel as they swept the shore, then up 
the streams to the broad lakes which stud the 

heart of Ire-land; while the wail of 
pain, the red glare of fire, and the 
sight of blood, told where their path 
had lain. This was but the first of 
a long tale of strife and woe. It was 
of small use to beat them back ; more 
and more they came, till at last they 
had all the spoil of the land fast in 
towns which they built at points on 
the coast. Thus Cork, Lim-er-ick, 

. Wex-ford and Dub-lin were all first 
the strong-holds of the 
Danes. At last great 

_ piles of stone, which got 

  

       

      

    

  

   

  

ers, were built through 
the land; and when the 
prows of the foe’s ships 
were seen on the sea, the 

s strong men made haste to
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who were too ill or weak or old to fight, in these 

strong keeps, while they went off to meet the foe. 
As years went on, and the might of the Danes grew, 

the I-rish did not learn to view them in the same way 
as the Eng-lish. As has been said, the North-men 
found in Eng-land their own kin, who spoke the same 
tongue, and thus it was not hard for a strong king 
like Ca-nute to make one nation of both. But from 

first to last, the I-rish had naught but hate for them. 
At last a time came when the Danes found their 
match. In those days Ire-land was made up of five 
small realms, each with its own king; while at Ta-ra 

dwelt the kings of Ul-ster, the O'Neills, who were 

Ard-reaghs, or head kings, and kept rule oer all 
the land. Now the man who was to give the 
death-blow to the Danes’ might was Bri-an Bo-ru, 

king of Mun-ster. When he came to the throne, | 

men found that some one who knew how to rule 

was at the helm of state. But what they had yet 
to find was, that he had made up his mind to be 
chief king; not the shade of a chief king, as most 
of them had been, but a true king, who would make 

him-self felt in the land. To bring this to pass, he 
had to wrest the crown from the chief king, Mal- 

a-chy, the head of the strong clan of the O’Neills, 

and break the might of the Danes — no slight tasks. 

But Bri-an lost no time; he set to work at once to
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break the might of some foes near him, and _ then, 
step by step, fought his way till at last he sat as Ard- 
reagh in the hall of Ta-ra, while Mal-a-chy, who, 
though brave —for he wore a col-lar of gold which he 
had won from the Danes — seems to have been a mild 
man, went off to his small realm of Meath. Then 
Bri-an went through the land, made the kings pay 
him trib-ute, so that he got to be known as “ Bri-an of 
the Trib-ute,’” and set to work to make the arts of 
peace grow.. He beat back the Danes, and for 12 
years the land had a taste of the joys of peace. The 
burnt homes of the monks were built up; men set to 
till the soil; roads were built, each with a bridge 
where there was need; and forts rose here and there. 
But as the king grew old, the Danes grew bold once 
more. Att last they made up their minds to strike one 
grand blow, and, with this end in view, sent off for 
bands of their fierce kin in all the lands near by to aid 
them. Bri-an, on his side, gave all his mind to a 
like task, and soon had a strong force neath his flag. 
One of the first of his chiefs was Mal-a-chy, king of 
Meath, who, like a true man, did not let his own 
wrongs keep his hand still when his land had need of 
it. So Bri-an led his men down to the strand of 
Clon-tarf, which lies north of Dub-lin, and here, at 
dawn on Good Fri-day (4.p. 1014), the Danes and 
they met. All day the fight went on till the sun went
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down the crest and was soon to sink. Then at last the 
Danes broke and-fled; some to their ships, some 
to the great woods not far off. As one ran, he came 
to the tent where the old king, too old to fight, had 
staid to pray. The beams of the low sun fell on his 
bent white head and long white beard. As he stood - 
to gaze, a Dane who had caught up with him said, 
“That is the king.” At this news, Bir-dar, the first 
Dane, caught up his axe and made a rush on Bri-an. 
The old king, who in his day knew no peer in strength 
in the land, half rose 
from his knees and 
smote the Dane on the 
legs with his sword. 
But Bro-dar dealt him 
==> —_—_—_——SSS===S SSS 
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such a blow on the head that he laid him dead. 
He then fled to the woods, but was caught next day 
and put to death. So fell the great king Bri-an in 
the hour when the foe fell, and deep was the grief 
of those neath his rule as they bore him to Ar-magh, 
where he was laid to rest (4.D. 1014). 

Will-iam the Con-quer-or. I have told you 
that Charles the Great wept when he saw the dark 
ships of the Danes near his coasts. He would have 
wept more could he have seen what was to come to 
pass, for the fate of Eng-land and Ire-land was in 
store for France, as the kings of his line found to 
their cost. At last, in the year g11, Charles the Sim- 
ple, then king of France, made up his mind to give 
the Danes a part of France, and thus save the rest 
from their raids. So he gave them a great tract in 
the north, and gave his own daugh-ter to their chief, 
Rol-lo, as his wife, when he took the faith of Christ. 
The part of France where the North-men dwelt got 
to be known in time as “ North-men’s Land,” or 
Nor-man-dy. As the years went by they grew less 
fierce and wild; the old Norse tongue died out and the 
French tongue was heard in its stead. They grew 
strong in the faith of Christ; grand homes for monks 
rose in the glades of the woods, and on the roads 
crowds were seen as they made their way each year 
to pray at some shrine of fame. Neath the rule of
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its dukes, as those who held the rule were known, 
Nor-man-dy got to be rich and strong, and though a 
part of the realm of France, and neath the rule of its 
king, was in truth just as free as if it were bound by 
no such tie. But the time had now come when it 
was to play a part in the tale of Eng-land, and form 
a bond which was to last for a long time, and cause 

great woe and pain to more men and their kin than 
we can count, ere there should rise one with mind 
and strength to break it. 

Will-iam of Nor-man-dy, whose chief work it was 
to bring Eng-land and Nor-man-dy neath one crown, 
stands in the first rank of the great men of all time. 
His youth was hard, for he was but a child when he 
got to be duke, and the fierce, proud lords were wont 
to chafe neath the yoke of a child, the more so as he 
was of low birth on the side of his moth-er. She was 
but the child of a tan-ner, and won the love of Duke 
Rob-ert, Will-iam’s sire, as she stood to wash clothes 
in a small brook near the road. But Will-iam’s 
strong will was more than a match for his lords, and 
made him gain all his ends. He was so strong that 
no man could bend his bow. At times he was hard, 
as to the men of A-len-con, a town with whose men 

he was at war. In scorn of his low blood they hung 
raw hides on their walls, with loud cries of “ Work 
for the Tan-ner.” To pay them for this scorn, Will-
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iam tore out the eyes and cut off the hands and feet 
of some men of theirs whom he had in his camp, and 

flung these in the town. The way that Will-iam 
came to set his thoughts on the throne of Eng-land 
was this: when Ca-nute the Dane died he left two 
sons, who both wore the crown of Eng-land in turn, but 

left no heirs, so that the crown then went to their half 

broth-er, Ed-ward, who was of the line of Al-fred the 

Great. He had dwelt for a long time with Will-iam 
and grown fond of him, and it was from there that he 

came to Eng-land. But though mild and so good 
that he is known as a saint, Ed-ward found it hard to 

rule the Eng-lish. He had been so long in Nor-man- 
dy that all his tastes, ay, the tongue he spoke, were 
strange to those of his own land, and he had to lean on 
his chief man, Earl God-win, whose daugh-ter he had 
wed, for help. When God-win died his son Har- 
old took his post, and did much to make the land 
rich and strong. But while things stood thus, Har- 
old went for a sail one time, but was swept on the 
shores of Nor-man-dy. The chief on whose lands 
he was cast gave him to Duke Will-iam, who told 
him that while King Ed-ward had dwelt at his court 
they had been as if of the same blood, and that when 
he went to take his place on the throne of Eng-land 
he gave his word that he would leave the crown at 
his death to Will-iam. The duke then went on to
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tell Har-old that ere he would set him free he must 
swear an oath on part of the bones of a saint to help 
him to make Eng-land his. So Har-old swore; but 
when he got back home he paid no heed to his oath, 
and when the king died got all the chief men in the 
realm to make him king. When news of this got 
to Nor-man-dy the duke’s rage was great, and he 
built a great fleet and set sail for Eng-land. The 
duke’s ship was the Mo-ra, and was the gift of his 
wife. The fleet had to lie still for quite a time for 
want of a wird, but at last the breeze blew from the 
right point, and the fleet made for the shores of Eng- 
land. They got to land in Sus-sex. As soon as the 
great news came to the ears of King Har-old he set 
off with his troops, who were all in oreat glee, for they 
had just won in a great fight with the Danes, so that 
they felt sure they could beat this new foe. In the 
dim dawn of a morn in the fall, Duke Will-iam 
led his men to meet the king, who took his stand on 
a hill near Has-tings—the hill on which Bat-tle now 
stands. A fine, strong force were the men of Eng- 
land that day as they stood in deep ranks with their 
king and his rich flag in their midst, each with his 
great gray, sharp axe and his strong shield. Still as 
death kept the dense throng, while the Nor-man force 
‘came on: first those who shot shafts from their great 
bows, next those who fought with the lance, and then,
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last of all, the men on horse-back. In front of all 
rode a bard, who threw his sword in the air and 
caught it as he sang the song of Ro-land. As they 
drew near they rent the air with their great war-cry, 
“God is our help!” Then from the Eng-lish came 
back theirs; ‘“‘ Christ's Rood!” which means cross. 

Then they met, but the Eng-lish stood firm as a rock 

neath the sweep of the wave. And so the hours wore 
on in fierce strife, and it was hard to tell which side 

would win. But the duke did not lose head nor 
heart; he kept his troops up to their work, and once, 
when a cry went up that he was slain, he tore his hel- 
met from his head and cried out, “I live, and by God’s 
help will yet win.” His chief aim was to get the flag 
of the king in his hands, but each time he got near it 
he was thrust back. At last he made a feint of flight, 
and when he had drawn off a great band in his track, 
made a great dash back, and for the first time broke 
through ‘the dense mass which rose like a wall round 
it. Near and more near he drew, hard though the 
Eng-lish fought to keep him back. Att last, as the 
sun went down the sky, a shaft struck King Har-old 
in the eye, and he sank dead neath his flag, for which 
a fierce fight went on oer his corpse. But the Eng- 
lish had lost heart, and in a short time fled and left 
the field to the foe (4.p. 1066). 

When he had won this first great step he lost no
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time, but made his way to Lon-don, and had the 
crown put on his head mid shouts of “ Yea, yea,’ from 
the Eng-lish. Then he let them see that he had not 
come to change aught, but to keep the rule they had 
‘known. So that he could be just to all he tried hard 
to learn the Eng-lish tongue, but in vain; he had to 
give up the task. But when the new king went. off 
for a while to Nor-man-dy, the men of Eng-land rose 
here and there to throw off his yoke. Will-iam was 
soon back and put them down, but found that the 
end was not yet. Sweyn, king of Den-mark, made 
up his mind to wrest Eng-land from the Nor- mans, 
and swept up one of her streams with a great fleet. 
All Eng-land rose as one man to greet and j join with 
him. Great was Will-iam’s wrath, but he did not 
lose his head. He went to the Danes, gave them a 
huge bribe to give no help to the Eng-lish, and then 
swept down on the north, and swept it so with fire 
and sword that it had no roof nor food for man nor 
beast. The last to hold out was Her-e-ward, a brave | 
Eng-lish lord, who took his stand with a small force 
in the fen or marsh lands near E-ly, and did such 
brave deeds that they seem like things that have been 
made up to read of in books. At last Will-iam sent 
word to him that he would give him his life and leave 
to dwell a free man where he chose if he would lay 
down his arms, So Her-e-ward, who saw that all
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hope was past, and that it was best for Eng-land for 
him to give in, took an oath to be true to Will-iam, 
and broke up his camp. 

The land was now Will-iam’s, who: had had such 
hard work to win it that » 
he may in truth bear the \ § 
name by which he is 
known —the Con-quer- 
or. His first great work. 
was to set to work aL 
find out just how much § 
land was in his realm, | 
and to count all the} 
towns and those whos 
dwelt in them. When} 
this was done it was all} 
set down in a_ book®* 
which was known as 2g 
Dooms - day Book, a = 
judg-ment day book, for Ne 
it was from it that the a oe 

king wes to judge how HAR-OLD, a A OF THE SAX-ON KINGS. 

large a tax each man” 
should pay. He got great sums by the tax which 
he put on things which had had none till he came. 
He made new ” laws, too, one of which was that the 
fires and lights had to be put out at the sound of 
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a bell which rung each night at the hour of eight. 
Fis love for the great deer was great, and he laid 
waste a great tract of ground to make a vast woods 
for them to roam in, and where he might hunt. 
In spite of all his harsh acts, his reign brought 
great good to Eng-land. The men there were gross 
in their ways, the lords fierce, with no thought save 
of field sports and food and strong drink. The Nor- 
man lads were, on the whole, mild in their ways, 
though just as brave, and knew more of books and 
the fine joys of life. Their monks and priests were 
wise, good men, of meek ways and good lives. One 
of them was Lan-franc, a monk whose great mind 
and saint-like ways made him dear to Will-iam, who 
made him Arch-bish-op of Can-ter-bur-y. In. this 
great post he did much good, for when all fell back 
and dare not face the fierce king, Lan-frane would 
plead with him to spare those who had drawn down 
his wrath. And the king would at all times speak to 
Lan-franc and smile on him as he did to no one 
else. The last part of this great king’s life was sad. 
His son Rob-ert was the cause of much woe to him. 
This youth went so far as to lead a force to fight him 
with, and gave him a wound in the fray. At last he 
went to fight the King of France, and as he rode 
through a town which he had set on fire, his horse 
shied and threw him, This hurt him so much as to
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cause his death. 
As he lay on his 
bed, the thought of 
all the harm he had 
done rose in_ his 
mind. No home 
nor church had he 
been wont to spare, 
and as he thought 
of this in his death 
hour he gave great * 
sums to build some 
of these up once 
more, and large 
alms to the poor. 
At last one morn; 
as the great bell of 
a church near by 
rang the hour of 
prime, he said that 
he gave his soul to the Bless-ed Vir-gin, that she 
might make his peace with Christ, and then he died. 
(A.D. 1087.) 

  
THE BUR-I-AL OF WILL-IAM.
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CHAPTER V. 

HE-ROES OF THE CRU-SADES. 

~The Cru-sades. We have now come to the time 

when the he-roes won their great fame in wars fought 
in the Ho-ly Land for the tomb of Christ. And I 

    

  

  

    pe ee 
7 .UNTRN7 

IN THE TIME OF THE CRU-SADES. 

will tell you how these came to be fought. As you 
know, the Ho-ly Land was that where Christ was 
born, dwelt and died. Now, it was quite in vogue in 
the Mid-dle A-ges for folks to go there to press the soil 
which the feet of Christ once pressed, and pray at Je-
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ru-sa-lem and Beth-le-hem. The Ho-ly Land is part 
of Syr-i-a, a land which, when Christ was on earth,. 
was neath the rule of Rome. For more than 600 
years from that time Rome kept her grasp on it, 
when the Ar-abs took it from them. 
Ma-hom-et. These Ar-abs, who dwelt in A-ra- 

bi-a, in A-si-a, rose to might neath the rule of Ma- 
hom-et. This man was born in the year 569, and 
when he was 4o years of age made out that he had 
been told by God to found a new faith. Up to this 
time the Ar-abs had held fire or stars as gods, or 
had gods of wood, but Ma-hom-et now said that 
there was but one God, whose name was Al-lah, and 
that he was his proph-et. So he set down all that God 
had said in a book, to which he gave the name of the 
KXo-ran, which means The Book, and it got to be for 
those who held his faith just what the Bi-ble is to us. 
So Ma-hom-et went to preach and call on all to be 
of the true faith, and though at first he made but 
small way, as time went on his faith spread through 
the land, and he was soon at the head of a great host 
and built up a great empire. The sole good in the 
faith of Ma-hom-et was that he got his race to cast down 
their gods of wood and clay, and turn from sun and 
moon and stars to place their faith in one true God: but: 
of all its faults the worst was that it made the sword: 
the chief means of the spread of their faith. All who
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would not be of their faith must die. As Ma-hom-et 
told all his troops that if they died on the field of war 
they would go straight to heav-en, they found their 
chief joy in war, and as time went on spread from 
A-ra-bi-a o'er the lands of A-si-a and Af-ri-ca. As 
Syr-i-a, which held the Ho-ly Land, was close to it, 
the Ma-hom-e-tans soon made up their minds to 
take it. A vast force was made fit to march there, 
when Ma-hom-et died. As he left no son, his chief 
men had to chose one of them to take his place. 
Their choice fell on A-bu Bek-er. He choose to be 
known as the Ca-liph—that is, one who has the place 
of Ma-hom-et—and it is by this name that the king 
of the Mos-lems was from that time known. He 
was wise and just in his rule, but he was an old man 
and soon died, when O-mar was made ca-liph in his 
place. He was a wise but stern man, quick to think 
and prompt to act, and town on town in Syr-i-a threw 
wide its gates to him. At last he laid siege to Je-ru- 
sa-lem. Those who dwelt there did their best to hold 
it, and when one of O-mar’s host blew a trump and 
told them the terms on which the ca-liph would spare 
the town, they said no to them with scorn. Four 
months went by, and the state of those in Je-ru-sa- 
lem grew worse and worse, and at last they had 
to yield. But they sought one boon: it was that 
the ca-liph would come to take the town from them. 
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To those who dwelt in the pomp and wealth of 
Rome, the great chief was a queer sight when he did 
come. He was a plain man with a bald head, clad 
in coarse wool garb, and his throne was the ground 
in a tent of hair-cloth. The chief men of Je-ru-sa- 
lem went out to himas he sat not far from its gates, gave 
up the town to him, and wrung these terms from him: 
Those who held the faith of Christ were to build no 
new church, and no cross must be shown in church 
or street. The bells of each church might toll, but 
they must not be rung. Those who held the faith 
of Christ must not dress like Mos-lems, nor part their 
hair like them, nor use their tongue. They were to 
rise when a Mos-lem came where they were, and not 
sit down till he sat down first. They were not to sell 
wine or bear arms, or ride save on a steed’s bare 
back, and must have no one to serve them whom the 
Mos-lems had once had. 

These were hard terms—were they not ?—for the 
proud hearts of those who dwelt in Je-ru-sa-lem to 
ac-cept? But they had to say yes to them, and the 
caliph then left them free in their faith and in the 
use of each church, (4D. 637.) 

The ca-liph was in good faith and meant well to 
those who held the faith of Christ, for'as the pa-tri- 
arch, as the head of the church was known in Je-ru- 
sa-lem, led him through its streets they went in a
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great church, and while there the hour came when 
all Mos-lems have to pray. He said so to the pa- 
tri-arch, who told him to pray where he was. ‘ No,” 
said O-mar, so he was led from it to a church close by. 
«Pray here,’ said the pa-tri-arch. ‘‘ No,” said O-mar 
once more, and went out and knelt on the steps. 

When he had done he told the pa-tri-arch that if he 
had knelt to pray in their church his men would have 
made it a mosque—the name the Mos-lems gave a 
church. 

As time went on, the rush of pil-grims grew great 
once more when they found they could come and go 
in peace. All went well for near 500 years, when 
a new force swept up from the heart of A-si-a. These 
were the Turks, a wild, rough tribe who had bent to 

the faith of Ma-hom-et when the Ar-abs swept o’er 
A-si-a, and as the Ar-abs’ might grew weak, they 
grew strong and got to be the prop of the faith of 
Ma-hom-et, and took land on land where the Ar-abs 
had kept rule. The branch of the Turks which took 
Syr-i-a was the Sel-juks, and the Chris-tians who 
dwelt there soon learnt to their cost that they were not 
like the Ar-abs. They had to bear all kinds of rude, 
harsh things, and their lives were scarce safe. Sad 
as their lot was, the fate of those who went from Eu- 
rope to pray in Je-ru-sa-lem was worse. Hard as 
the way had been in the past, they knew they were
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safe if they could once reach there; but now they 
went one hun-dred, and came back ten, or one, to freeze 
the blood or make the hearts of those who heard them 
bleed as they told of all they had had to bear. 

This was too bad a state of things to last long. 
The thought that the tomb of Christ was in the grasp 
of such brutes as the Turks made the hearts of those 
who held the faith of Christ burn with the wish to 
wrest it from them. 

Just at this time a man who led a most ho-ly life 
went to the Ho-ly Land and saw the woes of the pil- 
grims. He made a vow that when he came back to 
FEu-rope he would fan the flame of wrath till it made 
men rise and fight for the tomb of Christ! This 
man’s name was Pe-ter, and he was known as the 
Her-mit, from his way of life, for he dwelt in a lone 
place, far from the din of life. He first of all sought 
the pope, who was as warm for the plan as he was, 
and he was quick to bless him and speed him on 

~ his way. So through the length and breadth of 
the lands of Eu-rope went Pe-ter, and plead with 
such strength and fire that he swept all with him. 
Vast throngs hung on his words, and gave back tears 
and cries to his sobs and groans. Then the pope 
held a great coun-cil at Cler-mont, in France, and at 
its close made a speech to the vast throng, in which 
he told them how great and good a thing it would be
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to go forth to fight for such a cause. The chords 
in the heart of all those who heard him were struck 
by his words, and they cried out as if with one voice, 
“Tt is the will of God! It is the will of God!” The 
die was now cast. Vast throngs made haste to put 
on the red cross, the sign that they gave their lives to 
the work. And in a short time Pe-ter led out of 
France the first great band. But when they had got 
as far as the plains of Hun-ga-ry they had to break up 
for lack of food. 

But a band of 60,000, led by God-frey of Bouil-lon 
(boo-é-yon), a great and brave knight, Duke of Lor- 
raine, and some more great chiefs, of whom the best 
were Hugh, Count of Ver-man-dies, Rob-ert of Nor- 
man-dy, Will-iam the Con-quer-or’s son, Rob-ert, 
Count of Flan-ders, Ste-phen, Count of Char-tres, 
Bo-he-mund of Ta-ren-tum, and his cousin Tan-cred, 
made their way to A-si-a Mi-nor and took the town 
of Ni-cze-a from the Turks. Then they fought them 
once more and beat them, and then made their way 
to Je-ru-sa-lem. On their way they took the town 
of An-ti-och, and put one of their chiefs, Bo-he- 
mund of Ta-ren-tum, to rule it. When the force of 
God-frey got to the walls of Je-ru-sa-lem they were 
but 21,000 out of 60,000. But they were full of zeal 
and set to work to storm the town, and at last took it. 
(July 15, tog2.) God-frey was made king of Je-ru-
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sa-lem, but he would not put on a crown where 
Christ had worn a wreath of thorns. And here the 
Cru-sa-ders left him in his new realm with but a small 
force, and went back to Eu-rope. This was the 
bright end of the First Cru-sade. 

The brave and good God-frey did not live but a 
year, and at his death the crown was put on the head 
of his broth-er Bald-win, who kept the post for 18 
years. And so it went on: the great chiefs of the 
Cru-sade or some of their kin sat on the throne for 
near 100 years. 

Sec-ond Cru-sade. This was brought to pass by 
a great man, the head of a home of monks in France, 
whose name was Ber-nard. In his youth he had 
flung from him fame and wealth and might to serve 
God as a poor monk. In the year 1145 the Turks, 
who had grown strong and bold once more, took the 
town of E-des-sa, in Syr-i-a, which was held by the 
Chris-tians, and put all in it to death. In vain the 
Chris-tians tried to take it back; they lost each time, 
and at last they sent for help to Eu-rope. And so 
Ber-nard took up the great cause, and went from 
town to town and plead with all who heard to go 
forth and save the tomb of Christ from the hands of 
the Turks. Great throngs put on the cross as a 
sign they would do so, and went forth to the Ho-ly 
Land, but they were not well led, and vast throngs
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grew ill and came back to their homes no more. 
Thus the Sec-ond Cru-sade came to an end in naught. 

Third Cru-sade. Sal-a-din. At this time a 
young man got to be king of the Turks whose name 
was Sal-a-din. He had a strong wish to take Je-ru- 
sa-lem from the Chris-tians, and so led a great force 
to its gates. The town was full, but there were 

but few troops in it. Sal-a-din had his mind made 
up that it must fall, and though he had all the means 
on his side to bring this to pass, still he sent word to 
those in the town that if they would give up to him in 
peace, he would give them new homes in the Ho-ly 
Land. But they would not yield, and held out for 14 
days. Then their food was all gone, and they had to 
throw wide the gates to Sal-a-din. He was mild in 
this great hour ; he let the wives and chil-dren of the 
men pass through his camp as they went out of the 
town, and when the queen and her maids drew near, 
went to them and spoke words of cheer. They said 
they thought not of their lands or goods, but of their 
hus-bands and sons. Then Sal-a-din said he would 
give them back these dear ones, and gave a large sum 

in alms for those who were left with none to take 
care of them. 3 

Midst the crash of mu-sic and the wave of flags 
Sal-a-din rode through Je-ru-sa-lem at the head of 
his troops. On he went to the great mosque of
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O-mar, o’er which the Chris-tians had put a great 

cross which shone in the sun-light. A wail of grief 

rose as from far off as the Chris-tians saw the cross 

torn down and flung in the mire, while the cres- 

cent, the sign dear to the hearts of those who held the 

faith of Ma-hom-et and seen on all their flags, took 
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its place to gleam where the cross had shone for so 
long. Streams of rose wa-ter ran through the mosque 
to make it clean and pure ere they thought it fit to 
pray in, for in their eyes the fact that it had been 
made use of by Chris-tians as a church had made it 
vile. 

When this news of the fall of Je-ru-sa-lem got to
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the ears of the kings of Eu-rope their hearts burnt 
with the wish to win it back. A great host put on 
the cross, which was of a white hue for the En-glish, 
red for the French and green for the men of Flan- 
ders. Things stood still for a while, though, till a new 
king came to the throne of Eng-land. 

Rich-ard Coeur de Lion. ‘This was Rich-ard, 
who by his great feats won the name of the Lion 
Heart. He was the great-grand-son of Will-iam the 
Con-quer-or, and like him in so far that he was brave 
in war, and so strong that few were a match for him. 
From the first he was set on the war, and soon met 
Phil-ip Au-gus-tus, the king of France, in that land, 
and with a great host at their back the two kings set 
off for the East. 

Fred-er-ick Bar-ba-ros-sa. The third great 
king who took the field with them was Fred-er-ick 
Bar-ba-ros-sa, or Red Beard, who sat on the throne 
of Ger-man-y. He was one of the best kings since 
Charles the Great, and things would have gone well 
with him all his life if he could have made up his mind 
to just rule his own land and not try to rule It-a-ly 
as well. But he held that he was the heir of Charles 
the Great, who had had that land neath his sway, and 
that it was but right he should have it too. So when 
the men there rose to try and free their land from his 
rule, he would go there and put them down, and
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while he was at this task, things would go wrong at 
home, so you may know his life was not one of peace. 

One cause of this lay in the fact that Fred-er-ick 
was of the line of the Ho-hen-stauf-fens, one of the 

chief fam-i-lies of the realm, who got this name from 

the fact that the first of them, who from a poor knight 

got to be Duke of Swa-bi-a, built his home on a high 

hill. They held a great part of the land neath their 
sway, and the town of Waib-ling-en, too, so that they 
got the name of Waib-ling-ers. The next great fam- 
i-ly in the land was the Welfs, who got their name 
from the first of their line who bore it. Their head 
was the Duke of Ba-va-ri-a, who held Sax-o-ny, too, 

neath his rule. These fam-i-lies were all the time at 
war, in which the great towns of It-a-ly took part, 
and as the I-tal-ians could not say the words Welf 
or Waib-ling-er they made them Guelph and Ghib- 
el-line, which was as near to them as they could come. 
The years went on; these wars died out, but the 
I-tal-ians kept the names and made use of them in 
the wars ‘twixt their great towns, and thus the words 
came to mean things that were far from what they 
had meant at first. When the first one of the line 
of Ho-hen-stauf-fens (Con-rad III.) got to the throne 
he thought he could not be safe with so great and . 
strong a lord as Hen-ry the Proud, who was then the 
head of the Welfs, so he drove him out of his
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lands, and kept him out till he died—in a year. But 
he left a young son who got the name of Hen-ry the 
Li-on, and his uncle Welf of Ba-va-ria took up the 

lad’s cause and fought hard to bring him back to his 
own. So things stood when Fred-er-ick the Red 
Beard came to the throne, and to make all glad and 
bring back peace, he gave back to Hen-ry the Li-on 
Ba-va-ri-a and Sax-o-ny, the land of his sires. So 
Hen-ry was his friend and gave him help in his wars, _ 
and all went well foratime. But there came a storm. 
Old Duke Welf, who had fought so well for Hen-ry 
the Li-on, was now old and blind. But he had no 

mind to be sad as well ; so he made all the chief men 
near by come to his great home at Mem-ing-en, and 
stay for weeks at a time to feast and dance as much 
as they chose. Now, to keep house for guests on 
such a scale as this needs a great store of gold; and 
so good Duke Welf found, for he was soon head and 

ears in debt. He sent off to Hen-ry the Li-on for 
help, but that young man was deaf to his suit. Then 
he tried the Em-pe-ror, and Fred-er-ick sent him a 
great pile of gold. So when he died Duke Welf left 
all his lands to Fred-er-ick. This made Hen-ry the 
Li-on wild with rage, but he hid it and bode his time. 
It soon came: Fred-er-ick found he had to go to 
It-a-ly once more to quell a war there, and told Hen- 
ry to bring his troops and go with him. He did so,
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but on the way Fred-er-ick fell ill, and then Hen-ry 
said he would leave him in the lurch if he would not 
yield up to him the lands left by Duke Welf. In 
vain Fred-er-ick plead with him to be true to him 
and to his land; though he went so far as to kneel 
and pray to him, he could not move the cold, hard 
man. Then the Em-press Be-a-trice, who could not 
bear to see her great spouse brought so low, told him 
to rise. “God,” she said, “will help you and pun- 
ish the Welf some day.” A fierce fight then took 
place with the Lom-bards—that is, the men of It-a-ly 
—and in the hour of his liege’s sore need, Hen-ry the 
Li-on took off his troops and left those of Fred-er- 
ick to be cut up. Scarce did the Em-pe-ror get off 
with his life, and when he got back to Ger-man-y he 
put Hen-ry neath the ban of the em-pire, and gave the 
Duch-y of Ba-va-ri-a to a good prince of his own. 
He took Sax-o-ny from him too, and left him naught 
but Bruns-wick, and it is through the House of 
Bruns-wick that the Queen of Eng-land can trace her 
blood back to the Welfs. 

It was in his old age that the news of the fall of Je- 
ru-sa-lem came to Fred-er-ick. It made his great 
heart burn with the wish to wrest it back, so he went 
forth at the head of a huge host to the East, to join 
Rich-ard of Eng-land and Phil-ip of France. But it 
was not his fate to fight for Je-ru-sa-lem. On the way
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there, as he made his way through a stream in A-si-a, 
he was drowned. (ap. 1190.) When the news of 
his death got to Ger-man-y none could hold it to be 
true. For a long time it was thought that this great - 
king with the red beard was not dead, but sat in a 
cave in a great hill in the land, by a stone ta-ble 
through which his beard had grown, and there would | 
sit till some hour of per-il came to the land, when he 
would rise and come forth to save it. 

It was not till Fred-er-ick had been some time dead 
that Rich-ard of Eng-land and Phil-ip of France got 
to the Ho-ly Land. They came to A-cre—a town 
still held by the Turks, though the Chris-tians had 
tried to take it from’them for some time—near whose 
gates the Chris-tian host was drawn up on a plain, 
while on the heights not far off were the troops of the 
Turks, neath Sal-a-din’s black flag. At once the 
kings set to work; Rich-ard was ill, but he had his 
bed borne out so he could tell his men just how to 
set to work to take the town. In vain Sal-a-din sent 
word to those in it to try and hold out till a new force 
came to join him; they had to yield and throw wide 
their gates to Rich-ard and Phil-ip. They made 
hard terms with Sal-a-din too: he had to give his 
word to give up the true cross, and to pay in the 
space of 40 days a great sum of gold. The two kings 
rode in state through the town, and their flags were
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seen oer it. Then Phil-ip of France said that he 
had done his part, and went home to France. At 

the end of for-ty days Sal-a-din had not kept his word, 
so Rich-ard, to show that he meant what he said, put 

a great throng of Sal-a-din’s men whom he held to 
death, as he had told him he would do. Then he 
led his force through the land and beat the foe, so 
that at last Sal-a-din said he would give up a large 
part of the Ho-ly Land to him. But Rich-ard said 
no—he must have all, and went on to Je-ru-sa-lem. 
But now, when it might have been won by a bold 
stroke, all would not act as one man. Some of the 
chief men said that if they took it so soon the troops 
would think their vow had been kept and go off home, 
and thus the great part of the land would be left to 
the foe. This strife soon brought the end. Rich-ard 
had hot words with these great lords, and they went 
off home and left him in the lurch. Then he got 
word, too, that he must go home if he had a wish to 

hold the crown. So he thought it best to ask of Sal-a- 
din but two things—to give up the true cross and 
Je-ru-sa-lem. But Sal-a-din said he would not give 
them up; so Rich-ard made a last stroke for them. 
He swept on Je-ru-sa-lem, and the Turks fled from 
his path, but took care to spoil all the wells as they 
went. In that hot, dry land this was the cause of 
fierce pangs of pain to Rich-ard’s troops, and at last
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the king had to give up all thought of his great plan. 
He went to the top of a hill whence he could see Je- 
ru-sa-lem, but held up his shield to keep from his 
eyes the sight of it, for he held he was not fit to gaze 
on it, since he could not wrest it from the yoke of 
those who did not hold the faith of Christ. He then 
broke up his troops, and kept but a small band, 
at the head of which he rode to A-cre. It had 
been laid siege to by Sal-a-din, and was just in his 
clutch when Rich-ard came up and drove the Turks 
off. Great was their shame when they found how 
small a band had made them fly, and they soon rode 
back. The fight went on for some time; Rich-ard’s 
horse was slain, so that he was flung to the ground, 
but so brave did Sal-a-din think him that he sent two 
steeds to let him go on. In the end the Chris-tians 
won, and Rich-ard got the best terms he could wring 
from Sal-a-din: a truce of eight years and three 
months, and the right for all Chris-tians to go to Je- 
ru-sa-lem free of tax in that time. Rich-ard then set 
sail for home. As his ship left the shores of Pal-es-tine 
he cast a long, last glance on that land so dear to his 
heart, and flung out his arms as if to touch it, while he 
cried out that he left it in the care of God, in the hope 
that he would grant him life and strength to come back 
and win it yet. The king’s fleet had gone on, and the 
ship which bore him met a great storm and he was
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cast on the shore near Ven-ice, so that he had to pass 
through the realms of his foes—the lords who had 
left him in Pal-es-tine—to get home. They all bore | 
him a grudge for his proud ways and_ bold, harsh 
words to them, and he knew if they caught him they 
would clap him in jail till a huge sum was paid for 
him to be set free. Still he thought he might get 
through. So he had his beard shorn off and put on 
the garb of a pil-grim, and in this guise got on safe 
till he came to the small realm of May-nard, one of the 
kin of the chiefs of Pal-es-tine —Con-rad of divre== 
whose death, Rich-ard’s foes said, he had brought to 
pass. So when Rich-ard sent his man to May-nard 
with the gift of a ru-by ring to ask for leave to pass 
through his lands, May-nard thought the gem was so 
fine that it could come from none but a king. So he 
said to the man, “This is the king of Eng-land. 
Tell him he may come to me in peace.” But Rich- 
ard put no faith in these words, and fled in the night. 
He went on safe then till he got near Vi-en-na, when 
he sent a boy to buy food. The boy, who had a good 
deal of gold, let it be seen and at once was caught, 
brought to the chief men of the place, and put to 
fierce pain to make him tell from whom he came. 
When they wrung the truth from him they sent off 
troops to guard the house, took Rich-ard, and put 
him in a strong cas-tle, where the em-per-or, Hen-ry



Richard /. 5 i15 

VI, said he must stay. The news that he was held 
thus made all the folks in Eng-land feel sad, save his 
broth-er John, who now felt sure of the crown. The 
em-per-or would not tell where he was, but true 
hearts went to seek for the spot, and it is said that 

one of these, Blon-del, his bard, of whom he was 

most fond, soon found it. The pope’s aid was then 
sought to make Hen-ry give up his prey, and at last 
Rich-ard was brought to plead his cause to the chief 
men of the Ger-man realm. This he did so well that 
they said they saw no cause why he should be kept 
in jail. So at last Hen-ry said he might go free if he 
would pay a large sum of gold. Those at home. 
made haste to raise a part of this by tax, and it was 
paid down, and Rich-ard set off for his realm. Great 
was the joy of the Eng-lish to see their king, and they 
made so great and fine a show to mark it that the 
Ger-mans who had been sent with the king said to 
him, “Ah, if our king had seen all this, he would not 

let you off for so small a sum!” Rich-ard could not 
rest long at peace. He was soon off to France to 
pun-ish John and the false French king who had let 
him aid in his plans to take the crown from Rich-ard. 
But one day, when he had laid siege to a cas-tle, a 
shaft that bore stuff on it to make it kill struck him, 
and he knew that he must die. So he told them to 
lay his corpse at the feet of his sire, but to send his
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heart to Rou-en, a town that had been true and 
stanch to him all his life. (a.0. rr99.) His fame did 
not die out for a long time in Pal-es-tine, and when 
a Turk’s horse shied he would say, “Dost thou 
think King Rich-ard is in that bush?” and when 
babes cried their moth-ers would hush them with the 
words, “If you are not good I will take you to King 
Rich-ard.”’ 

Lou-is IX. of France. Two more cru-sades 
were fought, but there was not much won by them. 
But the wish to gain the tomb of Christ dwelt in all 
true hearts, and at last Lou-is IX. of France, the best 
king that land had in the Mid-dle A-ges, led out 
a great host to fight for it. They went by way of 
E-gypt, and at first did well, for they took the town of 
Da-mi-et-ta from the Turks. But when they tried to 
take Cai-ro they found it too much for them and had 
to fall back and fight as they went, for the fierce 
Turks kept on their track. At last the good king, 
whose strength was worn out in feats as great as those 
done by Rich-ard of the Li-on Heart, fell in a swoon, 
from which he woke to find that he was in the hands 
of the foe with a great band of hismen. Buthe kept 
his trust in God, and his mien to the foe was most 
brave and cool, They said he might go free if he 
would give up the forts the Chris-tians held in Syr-i-a. 
He said they were not his to give. They told him
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that if he would not yield they would twist his 
limbs all out of shape and bear him from town 
to town as a show. He said they might do so 
if they would—he was theirs. At last he was told 
that he might, go free if he would pay a great sum, 
and his lords with him if he would bear as great 
a one for them. He said it was too much for him, 
but he would pay for the lords, for it would be a 
poor thing for a king of France not to pay to get 
those neath his rule free. Then the king of the 
Turks, struck by these brave words of the good king, 
took off one-fifth from the sum which the Turks 
set on him, and at last King Lou-is was free. But 
still he could not bear to turn home. He wrote 
to Hen-ry III. of Eng-land to come and help him 
fight for the tomb of Christ, and though his chief 
lords left him, he clung for quite a time to the hope 
that help would be sent him to wage war for the great 
cause. At last, when he saw that it was a vain hope, 
he went, clad in a rough, poor garb, as far as Naz-a-reth. 
But though the king of the Turks gave him leave to 
go and pray at the tomb of Christ, he would not do 
it: he held he was not fit to have sight of it since he 
had not won it from the Turks. At last he came back 
to France, but the hope that he might yet free the 
Ho-ly Land dwelt in his heart. And so when six- 
teen years had gone by and bad news came from there
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which made the pope call on all the kings of Eu-rope 
to go forth and try to wrest it from the Turks, Lou-is 
was one of the first to take the field. He set out with 
a great band of troops for the Ho-ly Land by way of 
Af-ri-ca, and Prince Ed-ward of Eng-land said he 
would join him in a short time. King Lou-is set sail 
for Af-ri-ca, but as soon as he and his troops got to 
shore a plague broke out. One of the first it struck 
was Lou-is, and full of peace and calm joy, the great, 
good and brave king gave up his pure soul to God. 
(i D..1270.) 

Ed-ward I. of Eng-land. When this prince got 
to Af-ri-ca and found the king dead he did not change 
his plans, but led on to the Ho-ly Land. He took 
Naz-a-reth, but it was the last fight he was to win. 
He took ill, and when he was still weak a man came 
one day to his tent with a letter from one of the chief 
Turks of the land, who he said had a wish to change 
to the faith of Christ. As he read, the man sprang 
on him and tried to kill him. But the prince flung 
him to the floor and slew him. But the dag-ger 
which the Turk had thrust in the prince bore stuff 
which was sure to kill if by chance the wound did not. 
It is said that when the prince’s wife El-ea-nor heard 
of it she put her lips to the wound at the risk of her own 
life, and drew out all the blood that held the bad stuff. 
We do not know if this tale be true or not, but we do
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know that the prince got well. But he saw that 
there was naught to be done in the Ho-ly Land 
then, and there was great need of him in Eng-land ; 
so when he had 
made a peace for 
ten years he set 
sail for home. On 
the way he got 
news of his sire’s 
death, so when he 
set foot on his own. 
land it was as its 
king. As soon as 
he had’ the crown 
put on his head, 
Ed-ward at once 
set to work to try 
and rule the land 
well, so that he 
stands mid the best 
of her kings. One | Sa ne 
of his first cares 
was to give the land good laws and mend old ones that 
had flaws in them. Up to his time Par-lia-ment had 
been made up of men of high rank, but he changed. 
this so that men of all grades sat in it—men from 
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the towns to tell what kind of laws those who dwelt 
there or were in trade had a wish to see made, and 
gen-tle-men from the coun-ties to tell what those who 
held land had a mind for, and in this way Par-lia-ment 
got strong and the folks at last got a voice in the realm. 
The king sent, too, for men to come from lands where 
the folks knew how to make cloth out of wool to show 
the Eng-lish how to do it, so that they would have to 
send all their wool out of the land; and they learnt 
so well that since it has been one of the chief trades 
of the land. 

Though the king found time to do all these things, 
he was most of the time at war. He first fought the 
Welsh, who, in their wild high-lands in the west, 
were all the time on the watch to sweep down on the 
Eng-lish to fight them. Ed-ward, while still but a 
prince, had made them bend to the rule of his sire and 
call him their king, but when he came to the throne 
they would not hail him as king, but sought neath 
one of their chiefs, known as the Lord of Snow-don, 
to fling off his yoke. Ed-ward soon made them 
yield and brought back peace, but they soon burst out 
once more. ‘hen Ed-ward made up his mind that 
Wales should be his, once for all. So he went to 
Wales with a great band of troops and drove the 
Prince of Wales, or Lord of Snow-don, in one of his 
forts and held him there, till at last the prince made



Edward T. I21 

a raid and fell in the fight. With him died the war, 

and from that time Wales has been a part of Eng- 
land, and the king’s eld-est son has borne the name 
of Prince of Wales. 

Ed-ward had a great war with Scot-land, too, 

which came to pass in this way: Long ere Ed-ward 

came to the throne a Scotch king— Will-iam the 
Li-on—fell in: the hands of the Eng-lish in a fight, 
and to get free said that his lords might hold their 
lands from the Eng-lish king in place of him. This 
was kept up for a time, but at last the Scotch bought 
the right back from Eng-land for a sum of gold, but 
said they would hold Eng-land’s king as their chief 
lord still in name. At last a king of Scot-land left 
the crown to his sole heir—a girl—his grand-child, 
and daugh-ter of the King of Nor-way, so that she 
was known as the Maid of Nor-way. But on the 
way to Scot-land she died, and then no less than 
thir-teen heirs sprang up to claim the throne. The 
three chief ones said they would leave it to Ed-ward 
of Eng-land to choose a king from them. He chose 
John Ba-liol, and the Scotch took him as king. But 
Ed-ward did not stop here. He went on to make 
some laws for the Scotch, which they found not at all 
to their taste, and when Ba-liol said yes to them, 
they made him take it back and say no. War at 

once broke out. Ed-ward swept through Scot-land,
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and most of the large towns threw wide their gates to 
let him in. Ba-liol was sent to Eng-land and put in 

eyail. } 
Will-iam Wal-lace. In this dark hour, while 

Scot-land lay neath the heel of a strange king, there 
rose a chief whose name still sends a thrill through 
the hearts of the Scotch. This was Will-iam Wal- 
lace, a poor knight who had got a few men round 
him. But his skill was so great in war, and he was 
so brave and strong, that more and more men put 
their trust in him and fought neath his lead. He 
made raids here and there, and the Eng-lish-men 
whom Ed-ward had left in the chief posts in the land 
got a dread of him, and sent word to Ed-ward to 
send troops to put this new foe down. A great force 
came and met Wal-lace near the town of Stir-ling. 
When the Eng-lish gen-er-al saw how strong a place 
Wal-lace held, he tried to win him by fair words to 
give up his plan of war. But Wal-lace said he must 
and would fight; “his one wish was to set his land 
free.” A great fight then took place and the Scotch 
won. The foe was swept from the land, and Wal- 
lace was put at the head of things, but it was hard for 
him to do much with the king gone, and the chief lords 
with him. But he did his best to make the trades 
erow and make the land rich and strong, till he heard 
that Ed-ward J, was on his way to meet him with a
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large force. Wal-lace had no men to meet him in the 
field,'so he drove off all that could walk and laid the. 
land waste so no food could be found by the foe. For 
a time this plan did well, but through a false Scot 
Wal-lace was found by Ed-ward at Fal-kirk and had 
to fight. His skill was great, but his men were few, 
and he was beat. Naught came of it to Ed-ward, for 
he had to drag his worn-out troops back to his own 
land. But year on year he came back with a great — 
force, and at last got all the land back piece by piece, 
and all the chief men save Wal-lace. He was kind 
to all, and said he would spare all lives save that of 
Wal-lace. In vain he was plead with; all he did 
was to hold out boons to those who would give up 
Wal-lace to him. Att last he was found in Glas-gow, 
put in chains and sent to Lon-don, where he was | 
tried and put to death in the most fierce way. 

Rob-ert Bruce. But Ed-ward had not won his 
end, though Wal-lace was dead. There was a chief 
in Scot-land of the name of Rob-ert Bruce, who had 
in his veins the blood of her kings and in his heart a 
love for her which made him but bide his time to free 
her: ss Phege was a ichiet there of the name or 
Co-myn, who held to King Ed-ward. One day 
Bruce and Co-myn had a talk, and Bruce spoke of 
the land’s poor state, and at last said that Co-myn 
should take his lands and help him to be king, or he
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would take Co-myn’s lands and help him to be king. 
But Co-myn said he must be true to King Ed-ward. 
Then they grew warm, and Bruce flung the charge 
in Co-myn’s face that he told all he could find out to 
the foe of his land. Co-myn threw back taunts at 
Bruce, and the end was that Bruce drew a dag-ger 
and slew Co-myn. Bruce could not now turn back; 
so at the head of a few men he drove out some of 
Ed-ward’s chief men, and had the crown put on his 
head at Scone. Fierce was Ed-ward’s wrath when 
he heard this. Old and sick though he was, he came 
at the head of a great host to Scot-land, and by 
chance came on Bruce’s men and beat them. Bruce 
scarce got off, and had to flee with a price on his 
head from place to place. At last he went to Ire- 
land, where he staid fora time. Then he came back, 
and with his small band met and beat the Eng-lish 
troops. He then got more men to stand by him, and 
made them fit to meet Ed-ward, who was on his 
way, when the news came that the great king was 
dead; lis son, -Ed-ward 41 , got the crown, but 
was a weak king with no skill in war, and Bruce soon 
put him to rout in the great fight of Ban-nock-burn 
(June 23, 1314). Peace was now won, but Bruce did 
not rest here. He swept through parts of Eng-land 
with his troops till he taught the Eng-lish to look on 
cot-land as a free land with the same rights as she
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had. He then set to work for the good of the Scotch, 
and was a good king—wise and good to all—and 
when he died (ap. 1329) their woe was great. He 
has a grand tomb in the Ab-bey of Dun-ferm-line 

  
BD-WARD III. 

which tells how 
good and great he 
was, and his name 
still lives with that 
of Wal-lace in the 
hearts of the Scotch. 
Ed-ward III. 

of Eng-land. As 
I have said, Ed- 
ward) lhe was=a 
poor king, but his 
son Ed-ward III. 
was like his grand- 
sire. As he grew 
up he saw that his 
moth-er, Queen 
Is-a-bel-la, was not 
a good wom-an, 
and made much of 

a bad man of the name of Mor-ti-mer, who had done 
all he could to aid her to put the king—his fa-ther 
—to death. So he made his plans, and got his friends 
to come one night and kill Mor-ti-mer, and then he
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put the queen in a strong house, which she could 
leave but to walk in a park, and there she was kept 
till she died. The first thing Ed-ward did when he 
came to the throne was to try and take Scot-land 
from King Rob-ert Bruce, but in vain. He and his 
troops had to come back as they had set out. So he 
gave up that plan 
and cast his eyes on 
France, to whose 
crown he said he 
had a claim in this 
way: In France no 
queens can reign, 
and the French king 
had died and left no 
son. But Ed-ward 
said that though 
his moth-er could 
not reign, she was 
the daugh-ter of a king of France and could give 
him the right to that throne. But the French did 
not see the force of this, and gave the crown-to Phil- 
ip of Va-lois, whose claim was through a French 
prince of the blood. So Ed-ward made up his mind 
to fight for it, and was soon in France with a large 
force, while Phil-ip came to meet him with one as 
large. The kings met in Nor-man-dy, at a small 

  

DEATH OF ED-WARD III.
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place of the name of Cre-cy, but just as they drew 
up their troops to fight a wild storm burst. The air 
grew black as pitch; great flocks of birds flew o’er 
the heads of the troops, and the rain fell in streams, 
while the roar of thun-der and the flash of light-ning 
put dread in their hearts. Still the fight went on. 

The Black Prince. The Eng-lish king’s young 
son, the Black Prince, who got this name from the 
col-or of his suit of mail, which was of this hue, was in 
the thick of the fight, and one time when he was sore 
pressed those near him sent to the king for help. 
“Has he sought help?” said the king, and when told 
that he had not, “then,” said he, “he shall have no 
help from me. Let the boy win his spurs.” The 
French king, on his side, fought well, too. Some of 
his near kin were slain; his dear friends fell round 
him, and at last one of his men took his steed by the 
rein and led him off the field by force. Ed-ward, 
who did not know that the French king had gone off 
in the dark, and that the field was his, told his men 
to light fires and stand firm at their posts, where they 
did’ stay till it was found out that the French were 
gone. Thea Ed-ward let them rest. His son came 
to meet him, and the king gave him great praise and 
told him that if he but kept on as he had done that 
day he would show that he was his true son and a 
fit heir to the crown.



The Black Prince. 129 

Close on this great fight came good news from 
home to King Ed-ward. The Scots had thought 
they had a fine chance to make a raid on Eng-land, 
but Ed-ward’s queen, Phi-lip-pa, was too much for 
them. She had a fine force to meet them, and the 
end was that the Scotch king, Da-vid, was caught by 
her troops and brought to Lon-don and put in jail 
there. | 

Ed-ward now tried to take the French town of 
Cal-ais. It held out a long time, but in the end had 
to give in to the Eng-lish king, who then said he 
would hang them all. But the Black Prince plead — 
with him till he gave in so far as to say that if six of 
the men of Cal-ais would give up their lives he would 
spare the rest. At this news one brave man of the 
name of St. Pierre stood forth and said he would 
die for the folks of the town. Five more were soon 
found, and the six brave men went out with ropes 
round their necks to the Eng-lish camp. Ed-ward 
met them with stern words and sent for the man to 
hang them. But his queen, who had just come to 
join him, fell down at his feet and would not rise till 
he said he would spare their lives. Then she took 
them to her tent, put rich clothes on them, gave them 
each a large sum of coin and sent them home. King 
Ed-ward was fond of war, and had a great wish to 
be known as a brave, strong knight, as well as a
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great king. So once in a fight he put on a dress 
like that worn by the plain men in the ranks, and 
fought with them. He chose out a tall, strong French 
knight to fight with, and in a short time was brought 
to his knees. But he did not give up, and in the end 
took him and brought him and a lot more in the 
camp. There, that night, he made a great feast, and 
while they were at it made known to them who he 
was, and put a crown of pearls on the head of one of 
the brave French knights. The war went on for a 
long time, and Ed-ward had to go home to see his 
realm, so he left the Black Prince at the head of the 
troops in France. The French king, Phil-ip, was 
now dead, and his son John was king in his place. 
The Black Prince met him at a place of the name 
of Poi-tiers, and a great fight took place. The 
Black Prince won, and got the French king in his 
hands and took him to Lon-don. Wild was the joy 
of the folks of that town as he went through it; bright 
rugs were hung from the win-dows and rich gold 
plate was shown, while at each short space a rich 
arch of bloom rose o’er his head, and all the time the 
air was rent with shouts of joy. King Ed-ward met 
his son with great pomp and deep joy, and gave the 
French king a rich house to dwell in, where he died. 

The war with France was brought to a close. 
King Charles of France gave up a large part of
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France to Ed-ward, who sent the Black Prince to 

rule it. He made his court at Bor-deaux. Things 
went on quite well for nine years, and then Don Pe- 
dro, king of Cas-tile, who was at war with the king 
of Ar-a-gon, sought the help of the Black Prince. 
Now Cas-tile and Ar-a-gon are both parts of Spain, 
but they were not neath the same king as they are 
now, but were each a small realm neath its own king. 
The prince said he would help Don Pe-dro, and 
took a large force to Spain and won a great fight 
for him, but when he came back he found the French 

in his realm full of wrath at the tax put on them for 
the war in Spain. They had all the time been sore 
at heart at the fact that they had been torn from 
France and put neath a prince of Eng-land, and now 
they sought the help of King Charles of France to 
free them and take them back. He had no troops 
and no coin to get up a force, but he had great ' 
craft, and he tried all means to stir up the flame of 
their hate for the prince, who grew ill and was 
seen to waste day by day. At length, when he had 
got troops and felt that he was a match for the prince, 
the French king sent word to the Black Prince to 
come to his court and show cause why he should put 
so great a tax on those neath his rule, and the prince 
said he would, but with a casque on his head and 
60,000 men at his back. This meant war, and deeds
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came quick on words. King Ed-ward sent a great 
band of troops led by one more of his sons, but 
Charles let them sweep through France and meet 
all the ills of the cold months in some great hills which 
they had to cross. Then he got the king of Ar-a-gon, 
whom he had fought for, to send a fleet and beat the 
Eng-lish by sea. But it was the French king’s great 
luck to have in his realm a man who had such skill 
in war as to cause dread in the hearts of all his foes. 

_ Ber-trand du Guesc-lin (gha4-Zn). This was 
a poor knight who was born in Brit-ta-ny of a proud 
old race, one of whom of the same name, Ber-trand 
du Guesc-lin, had been on the First Cru-sade. He 
was a most plain babe, and as he grew up was rough 
and bold, and all the time at strife’ with those near 
him, till at six-teen years of age he ran off from 
home and took part in the feuds which at that time 
were kept up all the time twixt some great lords. 
His fame grew as time went on, till at last the king 
heard of him and took him to serve him, and when 
the war broke out made him head of his troops in 
spite of the fact that he plead hard not to be put in 
so grand a post. But the king would not let him off, 
and to let all see how much he thought of him, 
made him sit next to him at his meals and gave him _ 
lands and gifts. He now led the troops of France 
to the field, but true to the king’s plan, which he
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thought was most wise, he did not meet the Eng-lish 
in a great fight, but hung on them so as to do them 
all the harm he could and save his own men. This 
kind of war went on for eight years, and then the 
Black Prince laid siege to the town of Li- -moges, 
and when he took it put all those in it to death. 
This harsh act made the French hate the Eng-lish 
more and more, and made them long more and more 
to free their land from their yoke. At last the Black 
Prince grew too ill to lead the troops, and had to make 
a truce and go back to his own land, where he died. 
A year went by, and then the once great he-ro, Ed- 
ward III., who was now in an old age full of shame, 
the slave of a vile dame, died too. He was left by 
this wretch and his ser-vants on his bed in his death 
hour, and there a good old priest found him and 
knelt down to pray With him, and staid there till he 
died. 

The truce came to an end at the time of the 
old king’s death, and Charles V. and Du Guesc-lin 
went to work once more with a will. For four 
years more the war was kept up, but with no great 
gain for France or her foe, and then the brave Du 
Guesc-lin died in camp at six-ty-six years ofage. Itis 
said that a town to which he laid siege at the time 
was to have thrown wide its gates to him the next 
day, and when the man in charge heard that he was
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dead he would yield the keys of the town to no one 
else, but laid them down on Du Guesc-lin’s bier. 
4b. 1380.) [wo months went by, and then the king 

to whom this brave knight had been so true was 
laid in the tomb near him, in the great Ab-bey of St. 
De-nis, in Paris. The crown of France was put on 
the head of his young son, not yet twelve years of 
age, who in due time took his seat on the throne as 
Charles VI. 

Hen-ry V. of Eng-land. When Ed-ward III. 
died in Eng-land, the son of the Black Prince came 
to the throne and was known as Rich-ard II]. He 
did not keep up the war with France, but made a 
truce year by year. At length, when his first wife 
died he sent to Charles VI. to ask for one of his 
young daugh-ters as his wife. The eld-est, Is-a-bel, 
was sent to Eng-land, and a truce was made for twen-ty- 
five years twixt the two lands. But ere the small 
queen was of an age to wed the king Rich-ard had 
lost his throne. All his life he had paid no heed to 
what those neath his rule thought and did just what 
he would, and so they grew to hate him, and the end 
was that he was put in jail, where he was put to death, 
and one of his kin put on the throne in his stead. 
This king, Hen-ry IV., had too much to do to keep 
his place to think of the war in France, but when he 
died and his son came to the throne he cast his eyes



  
    

        
        
          
  
    
  

  
  

                                

                    
  
            

            
  

  
  

    
  
    

                            

                                        
  

            
  
          
    

    
      
          
  

      
  

                  
  
          
    

              
                
  
    

          

      
  
              
                                
  
  

    
  
  
                  

  
  
    
            
        
  

    
    
      

        
    

    
          
                  
    
    
  

                  

                                        
    

          
            

  
              
      

                
      

                
                

  

  
        
    

    
  
    

          

              

      
HEN-RY THE FIFTH. 

at once on France. This son, Hen-ry V., had been 

known in his youth as the Mad-cap Prince who spent 
all his time at games and play with men far from him 
in rank, but when he came to the throne he shook
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them all off and gave proof that he was of the 
stuff of which the best kings are made. He had 
scarce beena year on the throne when he put forth the 
old claim to the throne of France. A month went by, 
and then this shrewd young prince said he would 
waive his claim to the throne for a large part of France 
and the hand of the Prin-cess Kath-a-rine, daugh-ter of 
Charles VI., with a great sum of coin. But France 
would not yield all that this proud king sought, though 
she was in sore straits. Her king, Charles VI., was 
mad; now and then a gleam of sense would come to 
him, but it would soon fade. The land was rent with 

feuds; each of her chief men had a strong wish to be 
at the head of things, and those who were not tried 
to put spokes in the wheels of the one who was. The 
queen, Is-a-bel, was bad too, which made things worse. 
This state of things made Hen-ry V. all the more sure 
that he could win France, so he set sail for her shores 
with a great force, and came to land not far from the 
mouth of the Seine. When news came to the court 
of France that he was in the land with his troops, all 
strife came to an end for the time. All the chief men 
met, and the king, who just then had a gleam of sense, 
thought with them that it was best to give the foe war. 
So all of them save the king and his three sons set off 
with the troops to the north, and sent word to the 
Eng-lish king to know on what day and at what place
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he would meet to fight them. “TI shall be found where 
you seek to cut off my march,” the king sent word 
back. So they tried to stop him near a small town of 
the name of Ag-in-court (A-zen-coor). ‘The fray was 

  
““WEL-COME, WEL-COME, HAR-RY OF FRANCE AND ENG-LAND!” 

long and fierce; both sides fought well and did brave 
feats, but the field of Ag-in-court was the Eng-lish 
king’s at the end. (Oct. 25, 1415.) The loss of the 
French was great; not a few of the kin of the king
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and a throng more of great lords of the realm, with 
8000 plain men, lay dead on the field of Ag-in-court. 
Hen-ry now went home, and then the feuds twixt 
France’s chief men burst out once more, and he came 
back and kept up the war till he had won quite a large 
part of the north of France. All the time things got 
worse and worse in France, and at last the court had 
to sue for peace to Hen-ry, who said he would make 
peace if he got the French king’s daugh-ter as his wife 
and the French crown on the king’s death, and was 
let rule the realm each time that the king was mad. 
And Hen-ry got all this; he wed the Prin-cess Kath- 
a-rine with great pomp, and then set out to wrest some 
towns from her broth-er, the Dau-phin Charles, who 
would not yield to him as his sire had done. For 
three years the war was kept up twixt him and Hen-ry, 
and then the Eng-lish king fell ill and died. (a.p 1422.) 
He left a young son, Hen-ry VI., who was known as 
the heir to the French crown. The Eng-lish, led by 
the late king’s broth-er, the Duke of Bed-ford, tried 
hard to win and keep the land of France for him, but 
the men of France, though poor and in sore straits, 
still tried to throw off their yoke. But the Eng-lish 
were too strong; they took town on town, and it was 
soon seen that France must yield. The mad king 
was dead, but his son, Charles VII., was shut up in a 
small town, and saw that if the Eng-lish took the
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great strong town of Or-le-ans, to which they had at 
length laid siege, he must flee from France or fall in 
their hands; for to win the rest of France would take 
them but ashort time. But in this dark hour a young 
maid, the child of plain, poor folks, heard a voice which 
told her to go forth from her home and free France. 
She did so. She went to the king and told him she was 
sent to lead him to the great church at Rheims to have 
the crown put on his head. She then freed Or-le-ans, 
beat the foe back from point to point, and did lead the 
king to Rheims as she had said. Her work now done 
she would have gone home, but the king made her stay. 
She kept up the war, but in one fight fell in the hands 
of the Eng-lish. Their hate for her was great; and 
she had foes mid the French, too, who made cause 
with the Eng-lish. They said she was a witch who 
had done all her feats by the aid of the dev-il, and they 
made up a court which tried her and said she must 
die. So one fair morn they led out the maid who had 
done so great a work for her land, and bound her to 
a high stake where all the vast throng could see her 
and burnt her to death. (May 30, 1431.) But they 
could not make things once more as they were ere she 
came. ‘The war went on for twen-ty-six years, but all 
the wealth and strength of Eng-land could not win 
back the land of France. The Duke of Bed-ford 
died, and then Par-is rose and threw wide its gates to
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King Charles. Town on town in the north did the 
same, and day by day, piece by piece, the French 
drove the Eng-lish from the soil of France. The war, 
which had gone on for one hun-dred years, came to an 
end at last in 1453, and left the Eng-lish with not one 
foot of French ground save Cal-ais. 

CHAPTER VI. 

HE-ROES OF THE SIX-TEENTH CEN.-TU-RY. 

FROM A.D. I500 TO A.D. 1600. 

Just a few years ere the dawn of this age, Chris-to- 
pher Co-lum-bus, with the aid of Is-a-bel-la, Queen of 
Spain, set out to cross the At-lan-tic in hopes that he 
would land on the shores of In-di-a, and thus have 
all the rich things of that land brought by this quick 
route to Eu-rope, in place of the old slow one on 
land. He did not dream that a great land lay twixt 
Eu-rope and A-si-a, so when he came to strange 
shores he gave it the name of In-di-a, and to this day 
these parts bear the name of the West In-dies. 

Great was the joy in Spain when he got back with 
the news of the great land which he had brought 
neath the crown of Spain. Dreams of gold got to 

|
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turn the heads of the 

young men of all ranks, 
and Co-lum-bus, who 

had found it such hard 

work to find men to go 
with him when he went 

on his first trip, could 
not choose mid _ those 

who strove to find a 

place in his ships when 
he set sail once more.   

CO-LUM-BUS. 

Her-nan-do Cor-tes. 
There was one youth in Spain 

at this time who was but eight 

years old when Co-lum-bus 

got back to Spain from his 

first trip, but no doubt his 

quick, bright mind took in 

much that was said of the 

strange, new birds, ani beasts, 

3 and fine woods, and strange 

Eee en with their red skin, that  
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were seen in the streets as Co-lum-bus went through 
the land to the court to tell of the strange shores which, 
they said, would be sure to teem with gold. Time 
went on, and the boy, Her-nan-do Cor-tes, grew to bea 
wild youth, who was more of a curse than a prize in 
the eyes of his kin. He went to col-lege, but did 
not stay to go through his course, though he learnt 
some Lat-in and could write good prose, and spent 
his time in the way he thought he could get most from 
out of life. At last he took a freak to go to the New 
World, so he left his plain, good home and set sail 
one fine day for its shores. 

He was but nine-teen years of age when he set foot 
on the soil of Hay-ti. A young man who knew him 
came to greet him and told him he was sure to get a 
grant of land. “But I do not want to till the soil,” 
he said. “I want gold.” He dwelt here and then 
in Cu-ba for a time, where he wed a fair maid, who, 
like him, had come out from Spain. At last news 
came of a great realm to the west, of the name of 
Mex-i-co, where gold was to be found. The gov-ern- 
or of Cu-ba made up his mind to send a force to add 
it to the crown of Spain, and chose Cor-tes to lead it. 
And now Cor-tes’ cup of joy was full: the great 
schemes which had sped through his brain for years 
he could now work out. He set sail and swept 
round the shores of Yu-ca-tan, through the Gulf of
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Mex-i-co, till he got to a point on the coast of Mex-i- 
co where he thought it safe to land. Ere he got time 
to do this, a light boat shot out from the shore with 
a band of Mex-i-cans. As Cor-tes had with him a 
Mex-i-can slave who had been sold to the Span-iards, 
a maid whose name was Ma-ri-na, he could speak 
with them through her, for she had learnt the Span- 
ish tongue. They brought fruits and flow-ers and 
bits of gold, and told him that the land was neath the 
rule of a king of the name of Mon-te-zu-ma, who dwelt 
sev-en-ty leagues from the coast, and that there was a 
great deal of gold where he dwelt.. On the next 
morn (A-pril 21, 1519) he brought all his force to 
land on the spot where the town of Ver-a Cruz now 
stands. The peo-ple of Mex-i-co were known as 
the Az-tecs, and the land as the Az-tec Em-pire, at 
this time, though we know it now as Mex-i-co. 
Cor-tes learnt that an Az-tec had kept rule o’er that 
part of the land where he was, and that next day he 
would wait on him to find out why and whence he 
came. The next day a lord came with a great 
train, and Cor-tes gave a feast at which he told the 
lord he had come from a far land, from a king as 
great as his, with gifts as signs of his good will. 
While they spoke he saw one of the Az-tecs draw 
the men, their dress and arms, so that the king could 
see from this sketch what kind they were. This was
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just what Cor-tes had a “fb for, so he had the steeds 
brought out and made the troops act as if they were 
at war, and had the men fire the great guns off. 
To the Az-tecs, who then saw a horse for the first 
time, this was a queer sight; but when they saw the 
smoke and flame rush from the guns and the great 
balls tear their way through the trees of the woods, 
they were struck with dread. But though some gave 
vent to it, more hid it, and of these was the Az-tec 
lord. He and Cor-tes took leave with rich gifts to 
each of their kings, and the Az-tec told his race to 
give Cor-tes all he should ask for till he heard from 
the king. The Az-tec Em-pire at this time was 
vast and rich, and its kings dwelt in great pomp, like 
those of the East. The Az-tecs had made quite a 
step in civ-il-i-za-tion. They had courts to take care 
of the rights of the folks, and the judge of each court 
held his place for life. They did not know how to 
read or write, as we do, but they made a sketch of 
what they had to tell, which they could read just as 
fast as we read words. This was known as pic-ture- 
writ-ing. They knew quite a good deal of a-rith-me- 
tic, though the way they had to count seems rude to 
us, and had made some steps in as-tron-o-my. They 
knew how to till the soil, and brought the streams, 
with great skill, to wet the dry lands. Their chief 
crop was maize, or In-di-an corn, but the ba-na-na
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and the ca-ca-o, from which choc-o-late is made, grew 
with small care. They knew how to work in gold, 
tin, lead, cop-per, and sil-ver, with a skill which made 
the gold-smiths of Spain stare. But what they didbest 
of all was to take 
the feath-ers from 
their bright, rich 
birds and paste 
them on fine cot- 
ton web, and thus 
make robes for the 
rich, cur-tains for 
their rooms, and 
or-na-ments for. 
the tem-ples. But % 
the great blot on 
the Az-tecs was } 
the fact that in the # 

   
  

or omen = Whey 
held that there 
was but one Great Lord, who made the world, but 

they thought there was a great band of gods to serve 
him, whom he had put in charge of the winds, the 
sea-sons, and the arts of man. Of them the most 

fierce was the god of war, and on his feast his tem-
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ples, which were the best in the land, ran with the 
blood of those slain in his honor. This kept the 
Az-tecs at war near all the time so that they might 
gain men to put to death. 

Since the time that the Span-iards had come to the 
New World, now near thir-ty years, there had come 
to the land of the Az-tecs strange tales of these men 
from a far-off shore, and there seems to have been a 
dread in most of their minds that a great change was 
at hand. So now, when the news came to the king 
that the Span-iards were there, some of his chief 
men thought it best to crush them by force or fraud, 
and some said to make friends with them. Mon-te. 
zu-ma took a half-way course. He sent men from 
his court with rich gifts, but bade Cor-tes and his 
men not to come near the cap-i-tal. This was the 
worst thing he could have done, for by it they saw his 
wealth and saw, too, how weak he was. One of 
these gifts was a plate of gold as large as a car-riage 
wheel, on which rich plants were cut. 
When these men had gone the Span-iards lost 

heart, so Cor-tes drew the plan of a town which was 
soon built and known as Ver-a Cruz, and which 
made a strong place for them to flee to in case things 
went wrong with them. Then he had all the ships 
sunk save one. When the men found this out they 
cried out that he had led them to be slain like sheep.
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But he told them that all who were in fear of what might 
come to pass might take the last ship and sail off, 
but as for him, he would play his part to the end. 
Thus did he touch the right chord. They said they 
would stand by him till death, and as the old dreams 
of gold woke once more they gave a great shout, ‘“‘ To 
Mex-i-co! to Mex-i-co!” 

There was a small state of the name of Tlax-ca-la 
which had kept free of the yoke of the Az-tecs. It 
lay on the road to the town of Mex-i-co, and Cor-tes 
sought leave to pass through it. But ere they had said 
yes or no the Span-iards had a fierce fight with them 
and beat them. ‘Then they made friends with them, 
and got a large force to join them to beat their old 
foe, the Az-tecs. Thus the Span-iards swept on to 
the cap-i-tal, and took town on town as they came. 
On his throne, mid the hills, Mon-te-zu-ma’s heart. 
was full of dread. At last the Span-iards came in 
sight of the fair cap-i-tal of the Az-tecs, Mex-i-co, 
which lay like a pearl on the heart of the great lakes. 
High o’er all its roofs rose the hill of Cha-pul-te-pec, 
on which was the home of its king.. As they drew 
near they were met by a train of lords with gifts of 
gold and robes of rich furs and feath-ers, to say that 
if they would turn back the king would give four 
loads to Cor-tes and one to each of his men and a 
sum each year to their king. But naught could stay
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them now, and they kept on till they came to a bridge 
near the gates of the town. Here Mon-te-zu-ma 
‘came to meet them, borne in a pa-lan-quin by his 
great lords. It shone with gold, and o’er his head 
was a can-o-py of rich feath-er work, bright with 
gems and hung with rich fringe. When he came 
near he got out, and while all his own men bent low 
he came to meet Cor-tes. He wore a cloak rich with 
gems, and from his head hung long green plumes. 
He spoke to Cor-tes in a kind, grave way, and said 
he was glad to see him in his cap-i-tal, to which Cor- 
tes gave him thanks for this speech and for his rich 
gifts. Then Mon-te-zu-ma got in his pa-lan-quin 

- once more and was borne back to the town. The 
' Span-iards went in their track and got a fine house 

to dwell in. Mon-te-zu-ma gave them rich gifts, 
and said he knew they were of a race more great and 
wise than his, and that he would rule his realm in the 
name of their king. But this did not suit Cor-tes. 
He knew he was in the heart of a strange land, and 
that if he did not make a bold stroke all he had done 
would be of nouse. So he got Mon-te-zu-ma to leave . 
his own grand home and come. to dwell in his. This 
was too much for the once great and proud ‘king. 
Each day he grew more low and weak in mind; but 
he was full of good will for the Span-iards in all his 
orief, for it was not their fault that this had come to
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pass, he said—it was his fate. He gave them all 

his great store of gold and swore to be true to their 

king, to whom he gave up all his rights. It would 

now seem that Mex-i-co had been won. But when 

Cor-tes went on to strike a blow at their faith, he 

found it was not so. All the way the souls of the 

Span-iards had been made sick by the sight of the 

tem-ples with their stains of the blood of men, and it 

made them long to tear down these fierce gods and 

make each of their homes a shrine of the true God. 

But when the Az-tecs heard of this plan they gave 

signs that they would fight. Just at this time, too, came 

news that the gov-ern-or of Cu-ba had sent a force led 

by a man of the name of Nar-va-ez, who was to take 

Cor-tes’ place. Cor-tes set off to the coast, met and 

beat Nar-va-ez, and was soon back in Mex-i-co, 

where he found the Az-tecs in arms. Full of rage, 

which they had long kept back, they fought for their 

land and their shrines so well that the Span-iards were 

in sore straits. At last they plead with Mon-te-zu- 

ma to speak to the Az-tecs and try to calm them. 

At first sight of him they were still, but when they 

found from his words that he was on the side of the 

foe, the tide of their wrath rose high once more. 

«Base man!” they cried; “‘ you are fit but to weave 

and spin,” and threw stones and shafts at him. One 

stone struck him on the head, and he died in some
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days of the wound. One of his kin then took his. 
place as king and led the war, and drove the Span- 
1ards out of the town; but Cor-tes got more men 
from Tlax-ca-la and put them down and won the land 
of Mex-i-co. He now set to work to rule it with 
great pomp, and staid there till he heard that his 
foes had tried to turn his king from him. So he set 
off for Spain, where the king met him in a most kind 
way. He then came back to the New World and 
went to the north, where he found out the Gulf and 

-land of Cal-i-for-ni-a; but spies were on his track, so 
he went back to Spain once more. He was now 
old and worn out, and thé king paid small heed to 
him, and he made up his mind to come back to Mex- 
i-co; but on the way to the coast he died at Se- 
ville. (aD. 1547.) 

Fran-cis Pi-zar-ro. This man, who was of low 
birth and did not know how to read or write, owes his 
fame to the fact that he won for the crown of Spain 
the rich land of Pe-ru. When a boy he was but a 
swine-herd, but this way of life did not suit his bold 
mind, so he set sail, like scores of young men, for the 
New World. He was at Pan-a-ma when he heard 
of Cor-tes’ great deeds in Mex-i-co, and the thought 
came to him that south o’er the great hills there might 
be a rich land like Mex-i-co. So with three more 
men of his own stamp and too men to fight with
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them he set sail for the south. They went through 
a great deal ere they heard of such a land as they. 
were in search of; but when at last they did they 

were wild with joy. He kept on the coast of Pe-ru, 
and the men who dwelt there were glad to see him and 
told him of the great king, the In-ca, who kept rule 
oer the land and who ARDn, 
dwelt in a grand court We 
in the midst of the realm. 
At length, when he had 
found out all that he had 
a wish to know, he went 
back to Pan-a-ma and 
thence set sail for Spain, 
where he got leave from 
the king to try and win | 
the land of Pe-ru, and ¥ ! 
was made gov-ern-or of \& 
itin case he didso. He EN Mh 
set sail for Pan-a-ma.at erence 
once, and thence with a small force set off for Pe-ru. 

Pe-ru, like Mex-i-co, was the home of a race who 
had made not a few steps in civ-il-i-za-tion, Their 
grand roads, cut in some spots through deep hills, and 
their great, strong stone forts and fine tem-ples, parts 
of which are still to be seen, show this. No man 
held land. It was split in three parts, one of which 
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was held for the sun—whom they held to be a god 
one for the In-ca, his high priest, and one for 
all the folks. The lands of the sun gave the means 
by which his tem-ples and grand rites were kept up, 
as those of the In-ca did for his court and all his state 
and pomp. The rest was dealt out in shares midst the 
men, each of whom had to wed when he got to a fit 
age. Then he got a lot of land, and more as each 
child was born. But ere the men could till their own 
land, they had to till first the lands of the sun, then 

those of the In-ca, and next those of the sick and 

the old. In the same way their great flocks of sheep 
and lla-mas were the sun’s and the In-ca’s. When 
they were slain each year the wool was kept by the 
men of the In-ca, and as much was dealt out to each 

man as he or his had need for. All had to work for 
all; none were left to starve if too old to work or too 
sick, but none might lead a life of ease, and no man 
could grow rich, for he could earn naught. Their 
faith taught them that there was one God, lord of all, 

but they did not raise shrines to him. Next to him 
they held to be the sun. The great tem-ple of the 
sun was at Cuz-co, where the court was. It was the 

pride of the land, and was said by those who went in 
it to be a mine of gold, for each part shone with it. 
Gold was to them “the tears wept by the sun,” but 
they did not use it for coin, and did not dream how
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much it was thought of in far-off parts of the world. 

They laid on the shrine of the sun gums of sweet 

scents, grain and flowers, and shed the blood of 

beasts to please him, and at rare times the blood of a 

man. They did not know as much of as-tron-o-my 

as the Mex-i-cans, but knew well how to win from 

the earth its best fruits. They knew, too, how to 

weave cloth, work in gold and tin and copper, and 

could cut gems as if they were clay. The king was — 

the In-ca, who was high priest of the sun as well. 

His dress was of fine wool of a rich hue, and he wore 

a mass of rich gems. Round his head were folds on 

folds of wool with a fringe of a red hue, while two 

plumes of a rare bird stood up from it to mark his 

rank. The birds which gave these plumes were 

found in a wild place in the hills, and it was death to 

take or kill them, as they were kept for naught but to 

yield the head-gear of the king. 
At the time Pi-zar-ro drew near the land was 

rent with war. Two broth-ers, sons of the late king, 

had been at strife, and one, At-a-hu-all-pa, had just 

won and got the throne. But the hour which saw 

him great was to see him low. Pi-zar-ro came on. 

with speed to where the In-ca was. He went to see 

him, and told him whence and why he came. The 

In-ca said he could not talk that day, as he kept a 

fast, but next day he would go to see them, and till



154 fleroes of History. 

then they were to stay in a large house in the square 
of the town. The Span-iards then took leave. Late 
the next day the In-ca came to- see them. He 
brought but a few men with him, and as he meant to 
stay all night in the town, bade his men fix a house 
for him near the Span-iards, which was known as 
the ‘“‘ House of the Snake,” from the fact that a snake 
was cut on its walls. Just a short time ere the sun 
set he came in the town in great state, borne mid 
songs of joy on a gold throne, clad in rich robes 
bright with gems. But when he got to the square 
not a Span-iard was to be seen save a priest, who 
told him of the true faith, which, if he would take, 
he said the Span-iards’ great king, Charles, would 
leave him on his throne to rule in his name. Dark 
grew the brow of the king as this speech was told to 
him. ‘TI will hold my throne from no man,” he said, 
“and as for my faith, I will not change it. There 
is my God,” he went on, with a proud look at the 
bright sun as it went down the sky. He then went 
on in wrath to say the Span-iards must tell him the 
cause of their strange acts, when a gun was shot off 
and at once all the Span-ish force set on the In-di- 
ans. Fierce was the fight round the throne, but at 
last the Span-iards got the In-ca. He told them that 
‘ve would fill the room in which they put him with 
sold if they would set him free, and they let him
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think they would till they got it, and then they said 
they had proof that he meant to rise with his race to 
throw off the yoke of their king, and had him put to 
death. Pi-zar-ro then went to Cuz-co and put the 
half-broth-er of the king on the throne. He then 
went and built the town of Li-ma, near the coast. 
The new In-ca rose, too, to put down the Span- 
iards, but Pi-zar-ro beat him. One of his own men, 
Al-ma-gro, then broke off from him and fought him, 
but Pi-zar-ro beat him and slew him, too. Pe-ru was 
now his. But in this proud hour the son of Al-ma- 
ero made the war burst out once more, and led a 
band to the house where Pi-zar-ro was and slew him. 
(A.D. 1541.) 

Charles I. of Spain and V. of Ger-man-y. 
I must now tell of the king of Spain for whom these 
far-off lands were won. He was the grand-son of 
Fer-di-nand and Is-a-bel-la of Spain on one side, 
and of Max-i-mil-i-an of Aus-tri-a as well. He got 
the crown of Spain when but six-teen years old, and 
in four years from that time the em-per-or, Max-i-mil- 
1-an, died. This broke the peace of Eu-rope and made 
long and fierce wars, and I will tell you why. Max-i- 
mil-i-an could give and did give to Charles the realm 
of Aus-tri-a, Bel-gi-um and Hol-land, and a great deal 
more of the land of Eu-rope, but he could not give him 
the rights or name of Em-per-or of Ger-man-y or “of
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the West.” This was the gift of sev-en e-lect-ors : the 
prince or e-lect-or of Bran-den-burg, the king of Bo- 
he-mi-a, the e-lect-ors of Sax-o-ny and the Pa-lat-i- 

                                                                                                                                                                            
  

  
CHARLES V. 

nate, and the arch-bish-ops of May-ence, Treves and | 
Co-logne. These men could choose the prince they * 
thought best for the post. Of those who sought to 

Ue
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get it were Charles of Spain, Fran-cis I. of France, 
and Hen-ry VIII. of Eng-land. When the e-lect- 
ors met in due time at Frank-fort, their choice fell on 
Fred-er-ick of Sax-o-ny, but he would not take the 
post. He said they must bear in mind that Sol-y-man 
the Mag-nif-i-cent had just come to the throne of the 
Turks —a great prince from whom Eu-rope had 
much to dread. It was no weak prince with small 
lands that must hold the chief post in Eu-rope at 
such a time, but one whose means and might would 
be fit to cope with such a foe. Such was Charles, 
he said, part of whose realm lay where it would feel 
the first blow of the Turk as he came in-to Eu-rope, 
and who spoke the tongue and was of the blood of 
Ger-man-y. So all gave their vote to Charles and 
made him Em-per-or of Ger-man-y. 

Fran-cis I. of France. There were now three 
young brave kings on the three great thrones of Eu- 
rope, Charles, Fran-cis, and Hen-ry VIII. of Eng- 
land, and they kept it in a stir till their death. Fran- 
cis of France had a strong wish to get back the town 
of Mil-an, in It-a-ly, to the French crown, which had 
lost it in the last reign. So he set oft with his troops, 
but when he got to the Alps—those great hills which 
cut off France from It-a-ly—he heard that a great 
force of Swiss, in the pay of the foe, was to meet him 
on his way through them. This was sad news to
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Fran-cis ; and as he sat in his tent and tried to think 
what was best to do, he heard that a man of low rank, 
whose work it was to till the soil, had come to the 
camp and said he would lead the French o'er the 
Alps by a way in which they would not meet the 
Swiss. The king knew not if it was right to trust to 
him, but one of his chief men and the pride of his 
troops, the great Che-val-ier Ba-yard, said he would 
go with the man and see if what he said could be done 
or not. He found that it could, and though in spots 
the troops had to make the road with a vast deal of 
pains, the French got past the Alps. Now Co-lon- 
na, the head of the troops of Mil-an, had not the least 
dread that they would come, for, he said, so well 
would the Swiss guard the Alps that if the French 
did not fly o’er them, he knew not how they would 
get past. But one day, as he sat down to eat in a 
small town, he heard a cry, “The French! The 
French!” and there was the foe in the street. They 
took him and his men, and then swept on to the town 
of Mar-ign-an-o. Here a fierce fight took place (Sept. 
13, 1515), in which the French won, and put the foe to 
flight with great loss. As was his wont, Ba-yard was 
in the thick of the fray, and when it was o’er the king 
sought out this great knight, “with-out fear and with- 
out re-proach,” and knelt down at his feet, and said 
Ba-yard should make him a knight. “But, sire,”



Francis L. of France. 159      

   

    

   

   

  

said Ba-yard, “so 
great a king is a 
knight.” ‘No, 
said the king, “one 
Mmust@ “earn “his 
knight-hood, and I 
have done so in this 
fight.” So Ba-yard 
laid his sword on 
the king and made 
him knight, but 
said he would not 
use the blade more. 
save to cut down « 
the foes of Christ. = 
Fran-cis was i 
the lord of Mil-an, 

~and = friends wiih 
Charles, but in 
three years’ time, 
when both sought - 
to be made em-: 
per-or, they fell out, 
and Fran-cis gotz 
to be friends with. 
Hen-ry VIII. of 
Eng-land in his _ 
nace They met oe 
to have a talk ata SAEs” FRAN-CIS
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place twixt the towns of An-dres and Guis-mo, in the 
north of France, and so fine did the kings and their 
courts make it that itis known as the Field of the Cloth 
of Gold. | They left with proofs of good-will on each 
side, but Fran-cis woke from his dream of trust in 
Hen-ry when he heard that on his way home he had 
met his foe Charles and had a talk with him. 

Long ere the Frenchking had got Mil-anin his grasp 
the em-per-ors of Ger-man-y had held it, and Charles 
V. had his mind made up to get it back. To this 
end he gave bribes to the Con-sta-ble de Bour-bon, 
who was of the kin of Fran-cis, and held by him in 
deep trust, to come and fight on his side. He did so. 
Fran-cis was now in sore straits. King Hen-ry had 
made a league with Charles, and the troops of these 
two kings swept down on France on the north, south 
and east. But Fran-cis was a match for all, and 
drove them out of France. Bour-bon then led his 
troops to Mil-an, took Mil-an from the French, and 
made them fall back on the way to France. The rear 
of the troops was in charge of Ba-yard, who with a few 
men kept off the foe from the rest of the troops. At 
last this brave knight got a wound which he felt would 
kill him. So he told his men to place him neath a 
tree with his face to the foe, and then with his eyes on 
the guard of his sword, which was of the form of a 
cross, he gave all his thoughts to God. And thus
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Bour-bon found him when he rode up, and told him 
how sad it made him feel to see him so. ‘“ Feel not 
for me,” cried the brave knight; “feel for those who 
are false to their king, their land, and their oath.” 
‘Then he died, and his corpse was sent home to France. 
So great was his fame that it was met in each town 
as if it were that of a king, on its way to his home, 
where it was laid to rest with great pomp. 

Fran-cis had now lost all he had in It-a-ly, but 
Charles would not rest here. He strove to get hold 
of the port of Mar-seilles, so that he could get to the 
heart of France when he chose. But the brave folks 
of that town, with the aid of the king’s troops, drove 
him back. Fran-cis now made a bold strike for his 
lands in It-a-ly. He took Mil-an, and then laid siege 
to the town of Pa-vi-a; but here the troops of Charles 
beat him, and bore him off to Spain and kept him in 
jail there. 

But though Charles had now got the best of the 
French king, he was far from at peace. It was but a 
few years since Lu-ther had made a split in the church, 
and all Ger-man-y was rent with strife. The prince 
of one realm held to the old creed, while those neath 
his rule were stanch in the new; or while the prince of 
the next place held to Lu-ther, those in his land 
were warm for the pope. Charles, lord of all, was true 
to the old faith, and fought all those who held the new.
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In the midst of all this, the poor men whose life-work 
it is to till the soil, stung by the fierce wrongs done to 
them by those of high rank, rose and fought them. 
Wild and fierce were the deeds done in the Peas-ants’ 
War, as it was known (a.D. 1526), ere it was put down. 
Great was the grief in France o’er the fact that their 
king was in jail. Ass time went on his health gave way, 
and at last he lay near death. But just then Charles V. 
camein. They hada talk, and Fran-cis said he would 
give up Bur-gun-dy to Charles, pay a large sum, and 
give up ail claim to Mil-an if he were set free. So 
Charles let him go, and when he sprang once more on 
French soil, he swung his hat with its long plumes o’er 
his head and cried, “Once more I amaking!” But once 
in his own court, he said he had been made give in to 
Charles, so was not bound to keep to his word. So 
the war broke out once more. So much had the folks 
of It-a-ly grown to hate Charles by this time that they 
now, with Pope Clem-ent at their head, took sides 
with the French king. So Bour-bon led a vast host 

_of Charles’ troops through It-a-ly with fire and sword, 
to sack Rome. In the fight at its gates Bour-bon 
was slain. Charles said he had not meant his men to 
act in such a way, and the pope made up with him. 
But the wars twixt Fran-cis and Charles went on all 
the same. A fresh dread of the Turks was now felt. 
Sol-y-man the Mag-nif-i-cent led his troops as far as
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the town of Vi-en-na, and laid siege to it. The brave 
men then drove him back, and from that time Charles 
V. kept a watch on the Turks, and did not let them 
in Eu-rope. He led a force to Tu-nis, on the shore 
of Af-ri-ca, and freed those who held the true faith 
and were in chains there. This won him the good- 
will of all Eu-rope, while Fran-cis, who madea league 
with Sol-y-man to get aid in his wars, has put a dark 
blot on his life by the act. The French king did not 
mean to let Mil-an go, so though he was now at peace 
with Charles, he sought grounds to fight once more. 
These were not hard to find, and Charles, who had 
made a league with Hen-ry of Eng-land, was soon in 
France once more at the head of a vast force. But as 
in the first years of his reign Fran-cis had won a great 
fight o’er Charles, so he was now to beat him at the 
close of his reign in the great fight of Cer-1-solles. 
(AD.1544.) Peace was then made. War would have 
burst out once more, no doubt, but ere a long time 
more had gone by Fran-cis and Hen-ry were both 
dead. (aD. 1547.) Fran-cis had a deep love for the 
things of peace as well as for war. He had great 
love for men who had skill in the fine arts, and brought 
them to his court and gave proof of how much he 
thought was due to them. 
“When Charles V. sought the aid of each Prot-es- 

tant prince to help him fight the Turks, he told them
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they might hold their creed in peace, but when he 
had put the Turks down, he said none must dare to 
spread the new faith. This led to a long, fierce war, 
which came to an end in 1552 with the Peace of Pos- 
sau. Four years from that time Charles V. gave up 
the crown to his son Phil-ip, and went to live in a 
home of monks in Spain, where he died. (4. 1558.) 

Will-iam the Si-lent. In the time of Charles V. 
the lands which we know as. Hol-land and Bel-gi-um 
were known as the Low Coun-tries. They were 
made up of a lot of small states, each neath the rule 
of its own prince, each of which had its own court 
and made its own laws, but held to a league with the 
rest, which was in some faint way like the bond which 
links our own States. Thus there was one court to 
rule all their courts, and in times of great storm and 
stress each state sent a priest, a lord, and one man of 
plain rank to some town to see what was best to be 
done. ‘These men were known as the States-Gen-er- 
al, but they could make no laws; all they could do was 
to plead with the king for their rights. The men of the 
Low Coun-tries had won the soil with great toil from 
the sea, and had made great wealth by the arts of 
peace. Their broad plains were thick with large towns, 
the scenes of brisk trade. The head of these was Ant- 
werp, which was to the rest of Eu-rope what Lon-don 
is in our day. At her quays lay ships of all climes,
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and men of each race were seen in her streets. The 
Low Coun-tries had been part of the great realm of 
Charles V., and he had been dear to their hopes, for 

  
WILL-IAM THE SI-LENT. 

he was born there, and had the frank, free ways dear 
to their hearts. But his son Phil-ip was cold and 
proud, and made a hedge of pomp and state twixt
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him and them, and as soon as he had heard their oaths 
to be true to him, put his sis-ter, Mar-ga-ret of Par-ma, 
to reign in his name, and set off for Spain, which he 
made his home for the rest of his life. As time went 
on things did not go wellin the Low Coun-tries. The 
men there thought Phil-ip broke in on their rights, and 
when at length he set up the court of the In-qui-si- 
tion, to seek out those who held the new faith, there 
was a wild burst of rage. As I have said, the 
Low Coun-tries’ chief end was trade, and to this end 
Jews, Lu-ther-ans, Cal-vin-ists and all sorts of men 
were let dwell there in peace. So they said to have 
a stern court like that in their midst would kill their 
trade. But the king would not hear. He was as 
firm as a rock in the faith of Rome, and said it must 
be the sole faith in the land. Nor would he have 
a change in the laws which they felt press on them. 
The end of this was that there grew up a league, in 
which those of all faiths took part, which had for its 
end to get the rights of the land back. Four hun-dred 
of the league set off for Brus-sels, and told the re-gent 
of their views. Mar-ga-ret told them she would tell the 
king and leave it to him to say yes or no. When she 
had seen the band of them she got quite a start, but 
one of her lords told her not to mind them, for they 
were but a set of beg-gars. This was told by a lord 
of the name of Bre-de-ro-de at a great feast to the
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league, and then some one gave a great shout, “Vi- 
vant les Gueux!” (Long live the beg-gars.) Then 
Bre-de-ro-de went out of the room and came back with 
a staff and a bowl of wood such as those who had to 

        

  

                                                                                                                                                                            
  
                                      

  

THE DYKES IN HOL-LAND. 

beg made use of, and these went from hand to hand 
round the board, while each man swore to give his 
life and goods for the cause, and the hall rang with 
mirth. And from this time the men of the league 
were known as the “Gueux.” As time went on things
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grew worse, and some of the men of the new creeds 
did their best to rouse the minds of men to a scorn of 
the old faith, till they got to such a pitch that they 
burst in the great, grand church-es and tore down the 
choice works of art from their walls, and burnt or tore 
them to shreds. Up to this time Will-iam, who was 
known as Prince of Or-ange, from a town of France 
which had been left to him, had held with the men of 

the Low Coun-tries in their plans. He was one of the 
great lords of the land, and dwelt in a fine house 
in Brus-sels, and led a free, gay life, but for all this 

kept his thoughts so close that he got to be known as 
“the Si-lent.” Two more great lords, Eg-mont and 
Horn, thought as he did. But when they saw the 
bad work of the mob, Eg-mont and Horn, who were 

firm in the old faith, drew back, and great throngs with 
them. Or-ange, in whom no faith had deep root, had 
no care save for the law. AMll gave the re-gent no rest 
till she gave leave to those of the new faith to meet 
just as did those of the old faith. But there was a 
great change when the king sent troops to Mar-ga- 
ret. Then she took all the towns which shut their 
gates, and made them bend to her will. Then she 
said all the great lords must take an oath to do as 
the king said. Or-ange would not take this, and when 
he heard that the Duke of Al-va was on his way with 
a great force to put down the men of the Low Coun-
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tries, he lost no time, but set off to his lands in Ger- ~ 
man-y. Hard and fierce was the rule of Al-va in 
truth. His court was known as the Coun-cil of Blood. 
He put to death the great lords Eg-mont and Horn, 
and scores more, while a great throng fled from the 
land so poor that the name of Gueux was too true 
for a jest. Al-va’s course made Or-ange seek, at ll 
costs, to slay him. He got a band of troops to fight 
by land, and got some men of mark to man ships 
with crews and fight the foe by sea. These men were 
known as “‘ Beg-gars of the Sea.” For long years 
the war went on twixt Spain and the Low Coun-tries, 
and I will turn from it now and tell of the brave 
deeds wrought in the south. 

Don John of Aus-tri-a. This great man was 
the son of Charles V., who at his death gave him in 
charge to Phil-ip. He grew up at court, and was 
wild to win fame on fields of war. So the king let 
him go to put down the Moors, who just then rose in 
Spain, and he did this so well that he put him in 
charge of the troops to drive back the Turks. The 
pope, Pi-us V., had made up a league with Ven-ice 
and Spain for this work, and when all had been made 
fit set off for the port of Mes-si-na, in It-a-ly, where 
his ship lay with the great fleet. The name of it 
was the Ae-a/, and it was built for strength and speed, 
but was done up in a style that made it seem more fit
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to have a nice sail in than for war. Shapes of birds 
and beasts were cut on it and on the long stern, and 
all gilt, while long silk bands of rich hues swept to 
and fro in the soft air. On a fine day in the fall of 
the year the vast fleet stood out to sea. One of the. 
pope’s chief men, clad in rich robes, stood on the mole 
to bless each ship as it went by. As they went by 
coasts in which they could see the work of the, Turks 
in the bare fields and burnt towns, they grew strong 
in their will to drive them back. At length Don John 
heard that the Turks were in the gulf of Le-pan-to, 
and made for it. At length one morn the watch sung 
out, “A sail! A sail!” and soon told that all the Turks’ 
fleet was in sight. At once Don John had a gun set 
off—the sign of war—while at the same time the 
great flag of the league was swung out to the air. 
On came the 250 ships of the Turks with their bright 
gilt prows bright in the sun. It was just near noon, 
and all was still as death, save for the guns which both 
set off. At last the yells of the Turks rose, and they 
met. Fierce and long was the fight, and great the 
loss of blood, but Don John won, and the Turks got 
a blow which long broke their might. (Oct. 7, 1571.) 
The fame of Don John grew high for this feat, and 
Phil-ip thought he might win back the Low Coun- 
tries. So he put him in the place of Al-va. But he 
did not give him great or prompt aid, and step by
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step those lands got 
free. At last they *‘ 
said they would not 
hold to the crown of. 
Spain. Things were. ~~ 
in this pass when 
Don John died. (a.v. 
15/78.) Or-ange kept 
up the war, but a 
price was set on his 
head of 25,000 gold 
crowns, and a base 
wretch shot him fi 
dead. (4D.1584.) In 
time the south part of @ 
the Low Coun-tries ‘ 
came back to Spain, 
but Hol-land and the 
rest of the north kept 
a free state. 

Hen-ry IV. of 
France. Hen-ry: 
ITI., king of France, © 
and grand-son of 
Fran-cis I., had no 
son. The next heir 
was Hen-ry of Na-: HEN-RY IV, 
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varre, a small state on the edge of France and Spain. 
He was of the faith of Cal-vin, or a Hu-gue-not. For 
a long time the wars had been kept up twixt the men 
of the old and new faiths, and when this state of things 
came to pass, the pope said Hen-ry could: not have 
the crown of France if he did not take the old faith. 
Those of the old faith then made a league to keep him 
out, and chose for their head the Duke of Guise, or 
Bal-a-fre, as he was known from a scar on his cheek. 
France was rent in three bands, the king’s (Hen-ry 
III.) band, Bal-a-fre’s band, and Hen-ry of Na- 
varre’s band. The poor, worn-out king, who thought 
he had more to dread from Bal-a-fre than from Na- 
varre, had Bal-a-fre put to death, which made things 
worse, and drove him to join hands with the Hu-gue- 
nots. But he was soon slain by a monk of the name 
of Clem-ent. The Hu-gue-nots now made Hen-ry 
of Na-varre king of France, but he had to fight for it 
with the men of the league. He was a brave man, 
and had great skill in war, and at last won the great 
fight of I-vry. He told his troops to watch for his 
white plume in the fight and go where it led. So 
bright and frank and gay were his ways that his men 
had a deep love for him when he won this fight... (ap. 
1590.) At length his friends, who saw what a good 
king Hen-ry would make, got him to turn to the old 
faith, and one day he went in great state to the Church
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of St. Den-is, in Par-is, and made his act of faith. 
In a few years he put a stop to the Hu-gue-not wars 
by the E-dict of Nan-tes, which gave them the right | 
to serve God in their own way. All things now had 
a fair look in France, for no king had been so dear to 
all ranks. But one day, as he rode through the 
streets, a man made a rush at him and gave him two 
blows in the side with a knife and slew him. (4D. 
1610. | 

- Hugh O’Neill of Ire-land. While Hen-ry IV. 
was king in France, a brave man rose in Ire-land, 
stung by the wrongs done to his kin. The O'Neill, 
as he was known, at first did well, and won lots of — 
towns from the Eng-lish; so Queen E-liz-a-beth sent 
the Earl of Es-sex to puthim down. This brave man 
felt for the wrongs of the O’Neill and his race, and 
they met, far from their troops, at a small stream, and 
had a talk which made them good friends. But the 
queen, who did not think Es-sex had done much to 
check O’Neill, brought him home, and sent Lord 
Mont-joy in his place. This harsh, fierce man fought 
the I-rish with fire and sword, and tore up the seeds 
from the ground, so as to leave them naught to eat, 
that they might starve to death. This plan did its 
work well, and the yoke of Eng-land was soon once 
more on the land from sea to sea. Spain tried to 
give aid, and sent fif-ty ships to the port of Kin-sale,
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but the Eng-lish lay twixt them and the O'Neill. 
One of the I-rish chiefs, O’Don-nell, got round by 

way of the bogs, and he and the Span-iards made 
a dash at the camp of the Eng-lish. But the Eng- 

lish beat, and the men of Spain had to sail for home. 

O’Neill fled to the north, where he soon came to 
terms, for he saw the game was up. He gave up 

the name of “the O’Neill,’ and was known as the 

Earl of Ty-rone, and gave his word to take no more 
aid from strange na-tions to throw off the yoke of 

Eng-land. Then they left him in peace with his 

lands. But spies were on his track, and at last they 

got up a tale that he was at work in a plot to free his 
land. His friends, whe knew that it was made up to 
take his life and lands, made him and his friend, the 

Earl of Tyr-con-nel, flee to Rome, where they dwelt 

till their deaths. The O'Neill died in 1615. 

- Gus-ta-vus Va-sa of Swe-den. In this age 
there was brave work done in the far north, in Swe- 

den, by a brave young lord. For more than one hun- 
dred years ere his time Nor-way, Swe-den and Den- 
mark had all been neath the rule of the king of the 
Danes. As time went on these kings of the Danes 
grew harsh to the Swedes, and they grew to long fora 
king of their own. So at last they tried to set one up. 
This made the king of the Danes full of rage, and as
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he was strong and great, he put a stop to their work, 
and had nine-ty of the chief lords of the land brought 

  

  
  

      
A MON-ARCH IN DIS-GUISE. 

out in the great square at Stock-holm, where their 

heads were cut off. Sick and full of dread at this
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sight, the folks shrunk off to their homes, but found 
they were not to close their eyes on the scene, for rain 
came down in streams, and bore the blood of the slain 

from the square through the streets past their homes. 
So this sight got to be known as the “ Blood Bath,” 
and from that time the hate of the Swedes for the king 
of the Danes grew fierce, and kept them from peace 
or rest till they could throw off his yoke. The hour 
had now come; and the man was at hand. At the 
time of the “blood bath,” a young lord was hid in 
one of the great woods of Swe-den, where he did 
work in the guise of a farm-er. Then he went to 
work in the mines, where he heard of the death of his 

sire, who was slain with the rest of the great lords. 
So he at once set to work to urge the men who were 
at work with him in the mines to rise up and free the 
land. At length he told them who he was, and soon 
had quite a band of brave, strong men at his back. 
The Danes tried to turn the Swedes from him, and 

said he was a reb-el, but it was of no use, they clung 

to him more and more. So Chris-tian, the king of 
the Danes, sent a force of 8000 men to put him down. 
They were led by the gov-ern-or whom Chris-tian 
had put to rule the Swedes, and when the troops had 
got to a wild, bare part of the land, where Gus-ta-vus 
and his men were, he could not make out where all 

the Swedes whom he saw drawn up to fight came_
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from, nor where they got food in so poor a place. 

When he said this to his men, they told him that 

when the Swedes could get naught else they drank of 

the springs, and ate bread made from the bark of the 

fr-tree. «Then if this be so we may as well go back,” 

said the chief of the Danes, “for no mere men like us 

could hope to beat men who live on wood and wa- 

ter.” So he led his men back to where they came 

fom, When this news spread it put hope in the 

hearts of all ranks, and the plain, strong men whose 

work it was to till the land left their ploughs to join 

Gus-ta-vus’ ranks. He soon had 20,000 men neath 

his flag, and each field he won brought more. And 

so bit by bit the whole of the land was freed from the 

yoke of the Danes. In the mean time the Danes 

crew sick of King Chris-tian and his harsh, fierce 

acts, so they took him from the throne and put him 

in jail. Then the lords of the Swedes met and cast 

votes for king, and the choice fell on Gus-ta-vus Va- 

sa, as was but just and right. So, mid great joy, the 

crown was set on this brave young lord’s head, and 

he kept the rule till his death (A.D. 1560). 

I-van the Ter-ri-ble of Rus-sia. Rus-sia, too, 

that great land next to Swe-den, had her great man 

in this age, though his fame is not of a nice kind, as 

you may see by his nick-name. Long ere his time, 

in the south part of what we know as Rus-sia, a race
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of the name of Slavs had built towns, and no doubt 
would have come in time to be a great state but for 
the fact that they were all the time at war. So at 
last they sent to the Swedes for a chief to rule them, 
and one of the name of Ru-rik came with a band of 
North-men (4D. 862). The Slavs gave the name of 
Russ to these new men; hence the word Rus-sia. 
From that time the line of Ru-rik kept the rule, till 
a vast horde of Tar-tars came from A-si-a, sent by 
Gen-ghis Khan (jen-gis kawn), who had fought his 
way to be king of a large part of that land, but 
sought to rule the whole world. ‘As there is but 
one sun in the sky,” said this proud man, “so there 
should be but one king on earth.” So fierce and 
swift were the Tar-tars at their work, that the Rus- 
sians had no time to fight. “Town on town was burnt; 
bags full of ears cut from the heads of men were sent 
to their king as a proof of how well they did their 
work. At length news came that the Grand Khan 
was dead, so the chief of the Tar-tars went back to 
Chi-na to see to his own share of the spoils; but ere he 
went he built a grand pal-ace, and gave it the name 
of the Gold-en Tent, and the lands which he kept 
round it the Gold-en Horde. He left each prince of 
Rus-sia to rule his own realm, but as his slaves, and 
if feuds rose twixt them they had to come to the Gold 
Tent to have them set right. This meant no slight
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thing, for the way was long, o’er wild steppes, on which 
some died of thirst on the way. More could not get 
the rich gifts which the men of the khan had to get 
ere they would let them in the court, and more yet 
were put to death ere , 
they could say a word é) 
in their own cause, if 
some foe had got the 
ear of the khan ere 
they came. But as 
the years went on 
the khans lost their 
strength; their lands 
were cut up mid a 
great throng of small - 
kings, and Rus-sia 7; 
erew strong. Each 
prince made a league 
with the rest, and at 
its head was the 
Grand Prince, who 
dwelt in Mos-cow; 
and so when a new knan came to the throne and sent 
his im-age, to ask for gold, the grand prince flung it 

  

- I-VAN THE TER-RI-BLE. 

down on the ground and broke it with his feet. Then 
he slew all the khan’s men save one, whom he sent 
back to the khan to tell what he had done. This



180 Heroes of History. 

prince was I-van (e-van) the Great, and he freed Rus- 
sia. This new line of kings were proud and fierce, but 
the worst of them was I-van the Ter-ri-ble, who came 
to the throne in 1533. He got this name when but 
thir-teen years of age, from the fact that he had one of 
his lords torn to death by hounds for some act which 
did not please him. In place of Grand Prince, he had 
men call him Czar. I-van was brave in war, and drove 
the Tar-tars from a great part of the land, and won 
the whole course of the great stream of the Vol-ga. 
He brought the Cos-sacks, a race which dwelt on the 
banks of the Don, neath his rule too. But these feats 
could not make up for his harsh, fierce ways. One 
time he made up his mind to slay the folks of the town 
of Nov-go-rod, who had told him how bad he was. 
So he set off, but when he got to its gates he was met 
by a good old priest, with the face of a saint, who with 
stern voice and mien bade him pause, for if he tore but 
one hair from the head of a child in the town, he should 
die by a stroke from on high. As he spoke the sky 
grew dark and a storm rose. And the bad king, full 
of fear, drew back and left the town in peace. But in 
time he grew wroth once more with the town, and now 
there was no brave priest to save it. I-van put 60,000 
men to death, so that the streets ran with blood. But 
in his old age this man, who had shown that he was. 
at best but a brute, did a deed which was the fit crown
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of such a life. He had but one son, who was dear to 

him as the sole heir of the vast realm he had built up. 

But one day, in a rage, he struck the youth a blow 

with his great i-ron staff, and slew him on the spot. 

Great was his grief. All he had won was as naught 

to him, and he had made up his mind to leave the 

throne and go to live in a home of monks when death 

laid its hand on him. (aD. 1584.) 

CGHAPLER: Vil: 

HEROES OF THE SEV-EN-TEENTH CEN-TU-RY. 

From A.D. 1600 To A.D. 1700. 

Wal-len-stein of Ger-man-y. In this land the 

strife twixt those of the old and of the new faiths went 

on, and led to the Thir-ty Years’ War, which got its 

start in this way: In the land of Bo-he-mi-a those of 

the new faith had put up a church in two parts of the 

land held by the Arch-bish-op of Prague, who was of 

the old faith. The Em-per-or Mat-thi-as told his men 

to close them. Those of the new faith rose to have 

this not done, and when they were at war thought they 

might as well keep it up to get a king for their own
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land, and make it free from Aus-tri-a, of which it was 
apart. So they got a prince of the new faith, Fred- 
er-ick, to rule them, but the troops of the Em-per-or 
beat them in a fight at the White Hill, and Fred-er- 
ick, who was known as the Winter King, from the fact 
that his reign was but for that time, fled. Then Chris- 
tian, king of Den-mark, took up arms for his cause, and 
those of the old faith, who had made a league, chose 
a man of the name of Til-ly to lead their troops. Then 
Count Wal-len-stein, of Bo-he-mi-a, said to the Em- 
per-or Fer-di-nand, who had come to the throne on 
the death of Mat-thi-as, that he would get up a band 
of men and fight for him. At first Fer-di-nand thought 
he was mad, but soon found he was a shrewd man who 
could make his great scheme work. He was soon in 
the field with 30,000 men, beat those of the new faith, 
and drove the king of Den-mark from the land. But 
Wal-len-stein’s men soon got to be the dread of the 
land. They were paid men who had no care for 
whom they fought, and whose chief end was spoil. 
So at last the chief men of the league got Fer-di-nand 
to put Til-ly in Wal-len-stein’s place. So Wal-len- 
stein went off to his home, where he dwelt like a king. 

Gus-ta-vus A-dol-phus of Swe-den.  Til-ly 
bore hard on the troops of the new faith, so their chief 
men sought the aid of Gus-ta-vus A-dol-phus of Swe- 
den, who came with a large force. When Fer-di-nand
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heard of it he said, with a laugh, “This is but a snow 
king, who will soon melt.” But Gus-ta-vus swept 
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THE COUNT DE TIL-LY GLOAT-ING O-VER THE MAS-SA-CRE. 

through the land, made Til-ly flee, and drove out those 
of the old faith from their homes. At last he beat
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Til-ly in a great fight at Breit-en-feld. Til-ly was 
slain, and near all the land fell in Gus-ta-vus’ hands. 
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GUS-TA-VUS AND HIS QUEEN EN-TER-ING MU-NICH. 

But the greed of his men made the folks hate them, 
and once they made up a band and hid in the birch
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DEATH OF GUS-TA-VUS A-DOL-PHUS. 

woods, and as the Swedes went by made a rush out 
on them and slew a great mass. Ass the snow king
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would not melt, and Til-ly was dead, Fer-di-nand 
had to call Wal-len-stein once more to his aid. The 
count made terms more like a king than aught else, 
but Fer-di-nand had to yield to them. jWal-len-stein 
was soon in the field with a large force, and went to 
meet Gus-ta-vus at Furth, near the quaint old town 
of Nu-rem-berg, and kept him shut up there for quite 
a time, till at last he made a dash out and was beat. 
In two months’ time these two great men met on the 
held of Lutz-en. On the day of the fight a thick fog 
hid each side from sight. But Gus-ta-vus, clad in his 
buff coat and his white hat with its green plume, led 
the way. But he got caught in a knot of Wal-len- 
stein’s men, who shot him dead. (a.v. 1632.) Mad 
with rage, the Swedes fought till night came on; then 
a lot of fresh troops came up for Wal-len-stein, and 
they fell back and left him the field. Wal-len-stein, 
who could not be said to have won the fight, then 
went off to his home. The Swedes made no move 
and he kept so still that doubts sprang up in the minds 
of the chief men of the old faith as to his truth. At 
last they got to feel so sure that he was in league with 
the foe that they took him from his post as head of the 
troops. One night some of his own men burst in his 
room, where he was in bed, and slew him, with a cry 
that he was false to the cause. 

Lou-is XIV. of France. This great king kept
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Eu-rope in a stir all through the last half of this age. 
His first great war was fought to get hold of that part 
of the Low Coun-tries which was still held by Spain, 
and which he said was his queen’s, who had been a 
prin-cess of Spain. He made up this claim to keep 

  

LOU-IS XIV. AND HIS COURT. 

it from the grasp of Aus-tri-a, to whom it should have 
gone by right. 

Tu-renne and Con-dé. These were his chief 
men of war, and so great was their skill that they made 
France reach a high point of fame. In one year they 
had won Bel-gi-um and a great stretch of land on the 
east of France to her realm. In dread, Hol-land and 
Swe-den made a league to check France, and made
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THE GREAT CON-DE. 

her give up the lands on the east. This act of the 
Dutch drew Lou-is’ wrath on them, and he swept 
Hol-land with his troops. The Dutch, who had two
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men of the name of De Witt at the head of things, 
drove them out, and put a new man in their place. 

Will-iam, Prince of Or-ange. This was the 
man whom the Dutch chose, and a good choice they 

made, He was ofthe line of Will-iam the Si-lent, and 

much like him. He had the dykes cut, so that the sea 

  

WILL-IAM III. RE-CEIV-ING THE BISH-OPS. 

swept o'er the land, and the French had to flee. . Hol- 

land could bear this, for her chief wealth was in her 

ships, then at the head of the trade of the world. Then 
Will-iam got Spain, Aus-tri-a, Prus-sia and Ger- 

man-y to fight France. Tu-renne led his part of the 
troops of France o’er the Rhine to meet the troops of 
the al-lies, and won field on field, but at last in a fight
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DEATH OF TU-RENNE. 

in the heart of Ger-man-y he was slain by a chance 
ball. (July 27, 1675.) 

The Prince of Con-dé had been sent to wage the 
war in Hol-land. He met the Prince of Or-ange in
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the great fight of Se-nef, which cannot be said to have 
been won by him or Or-ange. On Tu-renne’s death 
Con-dé was sent to take his place, and while the king 
was hard at work in the north, where he took three 
great towns, Con-dé did well in the south, and won 
Al-sace for the king. But both foes were soon glad 
to make peace, and Con-dé went off to his grand home 
in France, where he died in 1686. For the next ten 
years Louis XIV. gave his time to arts of peace, and 
made France great in all ways. 

John So-bi-es-ki of Po-land. The Turks were 
still the scourge of parts of Eu-rope, and in the year 
1683 they came as far as Vi-en-na, and tried hard to 
take that town. The Em-per-or Le-o-pold fled, and 
though the brave men of Aus-tri-a did their best to 
hold it, it was clear that they must soon give it up if 
they did not get help. So Le-o-pold sent to So-bi- 
es-ki, the brave king of Poland, who had fought the 
Turks so well that they had learnt to dread his name, 
to ask him to come and drive them back. He didso, 
and news was sent to Vi-en-na to try and hold out 
yet a while, for help was on the way. So each day a> 
watch was set on high points, to catch the first glimpse 
of it asit came. And at last one morn in the fall, as 
the mist rose from the land, a great force was seen, and 
at their head rode on a bay horse a strong, well-built 
man, past the prime of life, with dark hair, eyes and



| 194 Fleroes of fHistory. 

beard, clad in blue, while a man near him bore on the 
end of a lance a white plume. This was John So-bi- 
es-ki, who had not been born to the throne of Po-land, 

but had won it by his brave acts. On he came with 
his face to the camp of the Turks at the gate of the 
town. A fierce fight took place, whose end was the 
rout of the Turks. Their camp, with all its rich spoils, 
fell in the hands of the Chris-tians. But So-bi-es-k1 
did not stop here. He drove the Turks with great 
loss back to their own bounds, and broke their might. 

I will now go back to the king of France, who soon 
brought on war once more. He laid claim to parts of 
Ger-man-y, and Will-iam of Or-ange, to stop him, got 
Aus-tri-a, Prus-sia and Spain to make a league, known 
as the League of Augs-burg—the town where it was 
made. Lou-is soon made war on the league, but the 
same year that he did so (1688) Will-iam of Or-ange 
got to be king of Eng-land in place of James II., whom 
the Eng-lish drove out. Lou-is took the part of James 
II. and tried hard to get him back his throne. 
The Duke of Marl-bor-ough. In the nine 

years’ war of this league Will-iam’s best man of war 
was Gen-er-al Church-ill, who had fought well for 
James II., and whom Will-iam, as soon as he got the 
crown of Eng-land, made the Duke of Marl-bor-ough. 
He was a brave man and had great skill in war, but 
was full of craft and true to none. James had thought
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him true as steel till he heard he had gone to Will- 
iam; and while he fought for Will-iam he wrote to 

  
THE DUKE OF MARL-BOR-OUGH. 

James in France, to pave the way to bring him back 
to his own. Will-iam met James II. and his troops
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at the stream of the Boyne, in Ire-land (Ju-ly 1, 1690), 
and beat them, and James went off to France and gave 
up all hope of the throne. In two years’ time the Eng- 
lish fleet, neath Ad-mi-ral Rus-sell, beat the French 
in the great sea fight of La Hogue (May 18, 1692). 
There was not much else of note done in this war, and 

it was brought to an end by the Peace of Rys-wick. 

CHAPTER VIII. 

HE-ROES OF THE EIGH-TEENTH CEN.-TU-RY. 

From A.D. 1700 To A.D. 1800. 

Prince Eu-gene of Sa-voy. The peace twixt 
Will-iam and Lou-is did not last long. They had 
made a bond that when the king of Spain died his 
crown should go to the E-lect-or of Ba-va-ri-a, while 
Lou-is’ grand-son, who had a claim on it, should get 
the isles of Sic-i-ly in its place. But when, in 1700, 

_ the king of Spain died, he gave his crown to Lou-is’ 
, - grand-son, and that king let him take the throne of 

Spain. As this made the race of Lou-is too strong, 
Prus-sia, Aus-tri-a, Eng-land, Hol-land and 5a- 
voy made a league to fight France and Spain. In
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the year 1702 King Will-iam was killed by a fall from 
his horse, but Queen Anne, who got the throne of 
-Eng-land in his place, let Marl-bor-ough lead her 
troops. Aus-tri-a had a great man of war, too, in 
Prince Eu-gene, who fought with him. This prince 
had been born in France, and when he grew up tried 
to get a place in the troops of France, but Lou-is 
would not give it to him. So he left there:and went 
to Aus-tri-a, where the Em-per-or Le-o-pold gave 
him a place in his troops to fight the Turks. He 
did great things and won great fame in that war, and 
thus got the troops of Aus-tri-a to lead in the war of. 
the Span-ish suc-ces-sion, which now broke out. 
He first fought and beat the French in It-a-ly, and 
then led his troops to join the Eng-lish led by Marl- 
bor-ough. In views, plans and tastes he was much 
like the duke, and thus they got on well and did 
great things. The first great field they won from 
France was Blen-heim (Aug. 3, 1704). For this 
Eng-land gave the duke a grand house in a great 
park, to which he gave the name of Blen-heim. 
Prince Eu-gene then fought the French in It-a-ly 
and got it from their grasp. Then the field of war | 
got to be the Low Coun-tries, when the prince and 
the duke beat the French in three great fights — Ra- 
mil-lies (1706), Ou-de-narde (1708), and Mal-pla-quet 
(1709). But the next year Queen Anne took Eng-
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land out of the league, then Hol-land went too, so 
Aus-tri-a had to make peace with France. (ap. 1714.) 
The duke’s wife had been Queen Anne’s great 

_ friend, but she was so proud she tried to rule the queen 
in all things, so at last she cast her off and put the 
duke from his post as head of the troops, and the 
last years of the great Marl-bor-ough’s life were spent 
far from camp and court. He died in 1722. Lou-is 
XIV. had died in 1715, so the sole great man of this 
war left was Prince Eu-gene, who fought the wars of 
Aus-tri-a till his death in 1736. He beat the Turks 
on the field of Pe-ter-war-dein in 1716, and took 
the strong town of Bel-grade from them the next 
year. He was a good man who read good books 
most of his spare time, and when all had been made 
fit for a great fight he sat down in his tent and read 
just as if he was at home. 

Pe-ter the Great of Rus-sia. This strange 
king came to the throne in 1689. He knew he had 
a great land, but that the folks had to learn all sorts 
of trades and arts ere it could take high rank in the 
world. So he at once learnt to be a sail-or, to give 
the men heart to man ships and sail out to strange 
seas. Then he set off to Hol-land and learnt how 
to build ships and all sorts of trades. 

Charles XII. of Swe-den. Pe-ter had a great 
wish to have a way from his realm to the heart of
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Eu-rope through the Bal-tic Sea, but as Swe-den runs 
far down in it, he knew she could make it hard for his 
ships to get through that way if she chose. So when 
Charles XII., a youth, came to the throne of Swe-den, 
he tried with Po-land and Den-mark to wrest his realm 

  
from him. But Charles, young as he was, had great 
skill in war. He beat Den-mark and made her sue 
for peace, then swept on Pe-ter with a force of 8000 
Swedes and beat him in the great fight of Nar-va. 
(a.p.1700.) He then beat Po-land and was on his way
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to Rus-sia, when he met Ma-zep-pa, the chief of the 
Cos-sacks, who said he and his men would fight for 
him. Ma-zep-pa was a Pole, and in youth had been 
the page of a lord who, for some act of his which 
made him wroth, had him bound on the back of a 
wild horse, which was set free to roam where he might. 
The steed bore Ma-zep-pa to the great plains where 
dwelt the Cos-sacks, who were kind to him and 
made him their chief. His plan to help Charles did 
not work well, for Pe-ter got wind of it and so took 
means to keep them back. The long march wore out 
Charles’ troops, so Pe-ter beat him in the fight of Pol- 
ta-va (1709), and he had to flee to the Turks. He 
staid with them for some years and tried to make 
Tur-key fight Rus-sia, and at last she did, but was 
soon beat and made peace (1711). When Charles 
came back to his own land at last he fought Den-mark 
and tried to take Nor-way from her, but was slain at 
the siege of Fred-er-icks-hall (1718). Pe-ter got to be 
lord of the Bal-tic, ports were built, and trade was 
kept up with the rest of the world. — He gave the rest 
of his time to the things of peace; built schools, made 
laws for the good of the folks, and tried in all ways to 
make them less wild and rough. He met his death 
by his wish to help a boat in sore need, which made 
him jump in a cold lake and catch a cold which gave 
him his death (1725).
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Fred-er-ick the Great of Prus-sia. In ae the 

Em-per-or of Aus-tri-a died. He had no male hers, 
  

                              

    
  
  

    
  

      

            

  

    
CHARLES XII. STAT-ING THE CON-DI-TIONS OF PEACE. 

so left the crown to his daugh-ter, Ma- ri-a [he-re-sa. 

This made the war of ane Aus-tri-an suc-ces-sion
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break out at once. France, Spain and Prus-sia all 
had an eye on some part of the poor queen's realm, 
and meant to wrest it from her. Eng-land and Hol- 
land stood by her. The first to move was Fred-er-ick 
of Prus-sia, who took Si-le-sia. When the war had 

gone on for eight years peace was made, and Fred- 
er-ick was let keep his prize, but the queen all the 
time meant to get it back, and in 1756 made a league 
with France and Spain to fight him for it. Rus-sia 
and Swe-den said they would fight him too, so he got 
Eng-land to aid him with coin. Then he fought the 
whole of the rest of Eu-rope for seven years, and 
in that time won the great fights of Low-o-sitz (1756), 

Prague, Ros-bach and Leu-then (1757), Zan-dort 

(1758), and Lig-nitz and Tor-gau (1760). He lost great 

fights too, and at last thought it was all up with him. 
But just then Pe-ter III. got the throne of Rus-sia 
(1762). He was a great friend of Fred-er-ick and 
gave great aid to him. France then gave up the war 
and made peace with Eng-land, and Aus-tri-a, whom 

the Turks tried to plague once more, gave up the war 
too, and made peace whose terms left Si-le-sia in the 
firm grasp of her great king. For the rest of his life 
Fred-er-ick strove to cure the ills which the long war 
had brought to his realm and make her rich and 
great. He died in 1788. 3 

Gen-er-al Wolfe of Eng-land. In the sev-en
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years war France and Eng-land fought in the New 
World as well as in the Old. At first the French 

  
FRED-ER-ICK THE GREAT, 

made great head-way, but when the great Pell got to 
be Prime Min-is-ter of Eng-land he sent out a new 
man, Gen-er-al James Wolfe. He made up his mind
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to try and take Que-bec, which was held by the brave 
Mont-calm. But this strong town of the north, on the 
steep crags o’er the stream of the St. Law-rence, held 
out small hope to him who would wrest her from the 
French. But Wolfe’s keen eye at last made out a 
small path up the cliffs by which at night he led his 
troops, and at dawn the French saw them drawn 
up on the Plains of A-bra-ham, back of the town. 
For long hours the fight went on, and was not won by 
the Eng-lish till both brave gen-er-als had got wounds 
and been borne back to die 1n their camps. Att last the 
cry, “They run! they run!” smote the ear of Wolfe. 
“Who run?” said hein faint tones. “The French,” 
he wastold. ‘Praise be to God!” he cried; “I die 
hap-py.” When Mont-calm was told he could live but 
a few hours he said it was well, as he should not live 
to see Que-bec in the hands of the Eng-lish. Ina few 
hours these brave men were both dead (1759), and 
from that time Eng-land has kept Can-a-da as part 
of her realm. 

George Wash-ing-ton. It was in this war 
that we first hear of him who was to play so great 
and grand a part in the world, and leave a name 
which can-not die. He was young, but gave such 
proofs of nerve and skill when he tried to save the 
troops whom Brad-dock had, in spite of him, caused 
to fall in the snare laid by the French and In-di-ans
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in 1755, that when the 
col-o-nies found they 
must go to war to get 
their rights (1775), Con- 
gress made him com- 
mand-er-in-chief of the 
ar-my of the U-nit-ed | 
Col-o-nies. On Ju-ly 
3 of that year he stood 
neath an elm which 
still stands on Cam- 
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bridge Com-mon, 
Mas-sa-chu-setts, and 
took com-mand. He 
had hard work in store 
for him, he knew, to 
fight the well-trained 
troops of a rich land 
with a throng of ill- 
clad, ill-paid men who 
knew naught of war, 
but his great soul did 
not shrink from the
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task. His plan was not to meet the foe so much 

in reg-u-lar fights as to steal on him and to wear 

him out by long waits. The first great fight he won 
was at Tren-ton, when, just as the foe thought 

he had fled, he came back in the storm one dark, 

cold night o’er the Del-a-ware, and took the foe 

and their camp (Dec. 26, 1776). Eight days from 

this he won the field of Prince-ton (Jan. 3, 1777), 

and made glad all hearts. This year the foe beat 
Wash-ing-ton at the Bran-dy-wine Riv-er, and took 

Phil-a-del-phi-a, from which Con-gress had to flee, 
but the gloom spread by this news fled when it 

was heard that a great force of the foe had had to 
yield to Gen-er-al Gates at Sar-a-to-ga (Oct. 17, 

1777). This was the great point from which the tide 

of war was seen to turn. France, who saw the col- 

o-nies had some chance to win, made a bond to help 
them, and as there was peace in Eu-rope some fine, 
brave men of rank came to A-mer-i-ca and sought 
leave to fight in the ranks of her troops. One of 
these was La-fay-ette, a fine young French lord, 
who gave his coin as well as his soul to the work, 
and was so bright and full of cheer that he was most 
dear to his men. Though the col-o-nies had no 
na-vy, some brave men took what ships there were and 
fought the foe as best they could. One brave young 

man—Paul Jones—got a ship from the king of
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_ France, to which he gave the name of Bon-homme 
Rich-ard, or Poor Rich-ard, and with it beat and 
sunk the great Eng-lish frig-ate Se-va-g7s off the 
east coast of Eng-land (Sept. 22, 1778). For the 
next few years the war went on in the South for the 
most part, and though Wash-ing-ton was the soul of 
it, he did not fight in it till a great French fleet led 
by Count de Grasse came out to Ches-a-peake Bay. 
Then Wash-ing-ton, by a feint, kept his plans from 
Clin-ton, who was in New York, and kept strict 
watch on him, and left his camp on the Hud-son and 
stole off with his troops to the South. Here, with 
the aid of the French, he laid siege to York-town, 
where the Eng-lish troops were led by Lord Corn- 
wal-lis. For twen-ty-one days the Eng-lish held out 
neath the storm of shot and shell from land and 
sea, but then when great holes were made in the 
walls Corn-wal-lis knew there was no hope and gave 
up his sword to Wash-ing-ton (Oct. 19, 1781). This 
was the last great fight of the war; peace soon came 
and the U-nit-ed States took their place mid the na- 
tions of the world. You know the rest of Wash-ing- 
ton’s life—how he gave his help to make a con-sti-tu- 
tion for his land, and how when she chose him to 
serve as her first pres-i-dent he did it, as he did all 
the rest of his acts, so well that on his death he 
stood “first in peace, first in war, first in the hearts 
of his coun-try-men” (Dec. 14, 1799).
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Na-po-le-on Bo-na-parte. While the U-nit-ed 
States had all the joys of peace, France, who lent her | 
such great aid to gain them, was swept by a wild 

  
NA-PO-LE-ON, EM-PER-OR. 

storm known as the Rev-o-lu-tion. Wild with the 
wrongs of long, long years, and led by bad men to 
take the worst way to get their rights, the men of 

'



210 Heroes of History. 

France rose and made no pause till the king and 

queen and vast throngs of folks of high rank were put 

to death, the old faith cast off, the old laws made null 

and the land made a re-pub-lic. All Eu-rope felt 

that a stop ought to be put to such streams of blood as 

were shed, and a league was made to fight France by 

Aus-tri-a, Prus-sia, Hol-land, Eng-land, Spain and 

Rus-sia. She had in her men of war a young man 

of the name of Na-pol-eon Bo-na-parte, who was 

born in Cor-si-ca but had been in a war-school in 

France. When he was of fit age he got a place in 

her troops, and rose step by step and at last got a 

branch of the ar-my to lead. When he had done good 

work in Eu-rope, he sought leave to go to E-gypt to 

gain that land for France. The French D1-rec-to-ry, 

as the band of men who kept the rule in France were 

known, said yes, and he set off with a great fleet and 

40,000 men. 
Ad-mi-ral Nel-son. Eng-land sent out a fleet to 

fight Na-po-le-on. The com-mo-dore in charge of it 

was Ho-ra-ti-o Nel-son. When he got to the Nile 

he found that the French had more ships than he, but 

he soon set this right, for he got round some of the 

large French ships and beat them so they set sail and 

went off. By the time this was done it was dark, but 

the fight went on by the glare of the can-non and Nel- 

son beat (1798). His next great fight was at Co-pen-
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ha-gen, where he was sent to fight the Danes, who had 
made a league with France. "While he was in the 
thick of the fight Ad-mi-ral Par-ker, whose ship had 
struck on some shoals, gave him a sign with a flag to 
put a stop to the fight. Nel-son had but one eye, SO 
he Os his glass to his blind eye and said he saw no 

  

  

DEATH OF NEL-SON AT TRA-FAL-GAR. 

g, and kept on till he won and brought the war 
with the Danes to an end (1800). In the mean time 
Na-po-le-on had got France to turn out the Di-rec- 
to-ry and make a new form of gov-ern-ment with three 
con-suls at the head of it. Of course he was First 
Con-sul, and as such met the great new league made 
by Eng-land, Rus-sia and Aus-tri-a to fight him. 

9
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CHAPTER TX. 

HEROES OF THE NINE-TEENTH CEN-TU-RY. 

From A.D. 1800 To A.D. 1goo. 

When this age broke on the world the gaze of all 
was on Bo-na-parte to see what his next move would 
be. He did not leave them long in doubt, but made’ 
haste o’er the Alps to It-a-ly with his troops, and beat 
the Aus-tri-ans so on the field of Ma-ren-go that he 
tore the whole of It-a-ly from their grasp (June 14, 
1800). In the last month of the same year the Aus- 
tri-ans met with a great rout at Ho-hen-lin-den, in their 
own land, and so Aus-tri-a had to sue for peace and 
give as its price the whole left bank of the Rhine to 
France (Feb. 9, 1801). Rus-sia gave up too, and 
Eng-land, who could not gain her end of her own self, 

made peace the next year, to the great joy of all 
(March 27, 1802). Bo-na-parte then set to work to 
heal the wounds which the long wars had dealt France. 
He threw wide each church which had long been shut 
up, brought back the priests, and gave leave to all to 
hold the faith they chose in peace. The old laws 
which France had made null in her mad time were 
brought in use once more, but the things which had
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been at the root of some of the wrongs of the poor folks 
were left out. Good roads were built for trade, and 
neath the new rule the folks got to breathe once more 
in peace. But Bo-na-parte, whose end was to have 
the crown set on his head, did all things with a view 
to it. France had come to loathe the name of king 
so much that he did not dare take it, but he made up 
his mind to make France an em-pire, and reign and 
leave a name like Charles the Great. Soon May 18, 
1804, he was made by vote em-per-or of France. In 
the last month of the same year he made the pope 
come to France and set the crown on his head. His 
scheme now was to make the whole of Eu-rope part 
of his realm, with each king and prince as his vas-sal. 
So he sent his troops to Han-o-ver to take it. This 
was a sign for Eng-land to get Rus-sia, Aus-tri-a and 
Swe-den to league with her to fight France. Prus- 
sia was too full of hate for Aus-tri-a to join, and so 
kept a base peace. The first great fight of the war 
was at sea, twixt the fleets of Eng-land, led by Lord 
Nel-son, and the French, led by Ville-neuve. It took 
place at Cape Tra-fal-gar, off the coast of Spain, and 
went on for four hours. At the end, just as the 
French had to strike their flag, a ball struck Nel-son, 
and he died in a short time (Oct. 21, 1805), with the 
words on his lips, ““Thank God, I have done my 
du-ty!” If he lost at sea, Bo-na-parte had naught but
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gain on land. He beat the Aus-tri-ans and Rus-sians 
at Aus-ter-litz (Dec. 2, 1805). This fight was known 
as the Bat-tle of the Three Em-per-ors, for the Rus- 
sian, Aus-tri-an and French em-per-ors were all there. 
He won more fights, so that at last Aus-tri-a had to sue 
for peace and give up a lot of her lands to France. 

An-dre-as Ho-fer. The Tyr-ol in the Alps had 
been part of Aus-tri-a, but now she had to give it up 
to make part of Ba-va-ri-a, whose prince held it of 
France. But one brave man, Ho-fer, had no mind to 

see his brave, free land thus torn from the realm of 

which she had so long been a part. With the help of 
his friend Speck-bach-er and a monk, Fa-ther Has- 
ping-er, he led the men of the Tyr-ol to fight the foe. 
In the heart of their dear hills these brave men won 
in a score of fights, and took their chief town, Inns- 
bruck, from the Ba-va-ri-ans. A great French mar-shal 
was sent with a great force to put them down, but 

- Ho-fer led his men to meet him at Berg I-sel and beat 
them with great loss. Aus-tri-a made peace, but still 

the Tyr-ol held out till at last the French got all the 
towns and the main roads in their hands, and lack of 

food took their strength from them. Then a base 
witch—a false friend of Ho-fer—gave him up to Bo- 
na-parte, who had him shot (4D. 1810). 

But one realm now dare brave Bo-na-parte— Eng- 
land. He did his best to hurt her in her trade—a
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sore point—and got all the kings of Eu-rope to close 
their ports to her ships. Rus-sia would not do this, 
so Bo-na-parte set out for Rus-sia with a great force. 
He got there, but met none to fight him—the Rus- 
sians went back as he came, and led him o’er their 

bleak plains till he got to the great town Mos-cow, 
which he found lone and still. Allhad fled. He and 
his troops went in, but in a short time found the town 
was on fire—for the Rus-sians had set it on fire in 
their wish to work harm to the French. For some 
time Bo-na-parte made a pause here in the hope that 
the Em-per-or Al-ex-an-der would send to sue for 
peace, and thus found the Rus-sian win-ter on him 

ere he knew. The snow lay deep on the vast plains 
when he set his face to the south, and there was no food 

for his vast host. Scores fell by the way—the vast 
mass went like snow neath the sun—and at last when 
they got to a great stream, with the Rus-sians on their 
flanks, Bo-na-parte left them to take their chance and 
went off. But a small band got back to their homes. 

Prus-sia, with the help of Rus-sia, now rose to 
fight Bo-na-parte. But he beat them in two great 
fights — Lutz-en and Bautz-en. Then Aus-tri-a 
took ahand in. They made some gain, but then Bo- 
na-parte beat the al-les at Dres-den (4.0. 1813). The 
next great fight was at Leip-zig, and is known as the 
“Bat-tle of the Na-tions” from all who took part.
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  WEL LING-TON. 

It went on for four days, and Bo-na-parte was beat 
with great loss (Oct. 16-19, 1813). From that time 
Ger-man-y -was free from his yoke. " 
Duke of Wel-ling-ton. While this went on, 

Eng-land had sent Sir Ar-thur Wel-les-ley, one of
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her best men of war, to lift the yoke of the French from 
Spain. He beat them in the great fights of Tal-a-ve-ra 
(1809), Bu-soc-o (1810), Sal-a-man-ca (1812), and at 
last drove them from the land by the fight of Vit-to- 
ri-a (1813). The al-lies now sought to make peace 
with France, but Bo-na-parte.said no, and fought on. 
So Blu-cher, a great Prus-sian gen-er-al, came o’er the 
Rhine to join the rest of the al-lies, who were by this 
time on French soil, and they all made for Par-is. 
They took it, and took the crown from Bo-na-parte, 
and set it on the head of the heir to the French throne 
of the old line of kings. Bo-na-parte was sent to rule 
the smuill isle of El-ba (1814). In the fall all the 
kings met to give back to each what Bo-na-parte had 
got from them; but in the midst of all their talk the 
news fell like a bomb that Bo-na-parte was back in 
France. The troops stood by him, and he set out to 
meet the al-lies| He met Blu-cher at Lig-ny, and 
beat him with great loss, and then swept on to meet 
the Eng-lish, who, led by Wel-les-ley (who had now 
been made Duke of Wel-ling-ton), took their stand at 
Wa-ter-loo, in Bel-gi-um. The fight went on from 
noon till eight at night. Blu-cher and his men strove 
to get there through roads full of mud, but the field 
had been won by the brave Eng-lish ere the great part 
of them got there, and all they could do was to help 
chase the French (June 18, 1815). Bo-na-parte fled
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to Par-is, gave up his crown, and gave him-self up 
to the Eng-lish. He was sent to live on the lone, 
bleak isle of St. Hel-en-a, where he died in 1821. 

  
Gay on een eee 

Ol-i-ver Haz-ard Per-ry. While this great war 
went on, the U-nit-ed States was drawn in-to war 
with Eng-land. Its cause was that Eng-land said she 
had the right to stop our ships and take off men that
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she said were Eng-lish. The A-mer-i-cans would 
not stand this, and made war. Strange to say, the 
great deeds of this war were done on sea by small 
ships. The best of our men were Cap-tains Hull, 
Law-rence, De-ca-tur, and Per-ry, who was sent to 
Lake E-rie to fight the foe there. He had five 
new ships built, and gave fight to the Brit-ish fleet. 
His own ship, the Law-rence, soon had her sides 
beat in, but he got off in a small boat to the /z-ag-a- 
va, and burst through the foe’s line inher. In a short 
time the foe gave in. He sent word to his chief, “We 
have met the foe, and they are ours” (Sept. 1o, 
1813). 

Gar-i-bal-di. From the time Rome lost the rule 
_of the world, It-a-ly has been fought for—first by wild 
tribes, and then by France, Spain and Aus-tri-a. In 
the time of Bo-na-parte, who sought to tear it from the 
grasp of Aus-tri-a, the Arch-duke John of Aus-tri-a 
told the I-tal-ians if they would fight a-gainst Bo-na- 
parte they should have a con-sti-tu-tion of their own 
that would give them their rights, and keep them free. 
But when they did so, and the war was past, and. 
Aus-tri-a no more in fear of her dread foe, she drew 
It-a-ly’s chains as tight as ev-er. “Then there grew up 
a fierce hate of for-eign rule, and a great throng of men 
made up a band, who were known as the Car-bo-na-ri, 
or Char-coal Burn-ers, whose chief end was to free
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her. When a man sought to be of it he had to pass 
through strange, dread scenes, and was shown the 
sort of death he would meet if he told aught of the 
plans of the band. ‘They did much harm and small 
good, and at last Charles Al-bert, king of the isle of 
-Sar-din-i-a and a part of the main land of It-a-ly, said 
that the men of the land must fight to free her. So 
in 1848 he made war on Aus-tri-a, but that foe was too 
strong for him, and the cause was lost—for a time. 
Then Charles Al-bert told his chief men that he meant — 
to give up his crown to his son, Vic-tor Em-man-u-el. 
Now the pope, as the head of the church, the Prince 
of Peace on earth, could not and would not take part 
in the war. This had drawn on him the hate of the 
Car-bo-na-ri. They made haste to rush to arms, slew 
Ros-si, one of the pope’s chief men, who was firm in 
his plans, and made up new plans, chief of which was ~ 
that the pope must go to war with Aus-tri-a. When 
he said no, their threats and acts grew so fierce that 
he had to leave Rome, and went to Ga-e-ta, in the 
realm of Na-ples. Then Gar-i-bal-di, a man who his 
friends gave the name of “‘the Lib-er-a-tor,” led a band 
of rev-o-lu-tion-ists to Rome. Their cry was “A 
u-ni-ted It-a-ly, with Rome for cap-i-tal.”. The rule - 
of the pope was done a-way with; Rome was made 
a re-pub-lic, with a man of the name of Maz-zi-ni as 
lead-er and Gar-i-bal-di as one of the heads of the
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troops. Mean-time the pope had plead for aid to the 
Cath-o-lic na-tions. Brave men from each land made 
haste to It-a-ly to fight for him, and France sent an 
ar-my, which laid siege to Rome. Gar-1-bal-di gave 
proof of great skill in the way he held Rome; but it 
fell, and he and his men fled. He went to New York, 

where he dwelt for some years. AA man now came to 
the front in It-a-ly whose name was Ca-vour. He was 
Vic-tor Em-man-u-el’s chief man of state, and all things 

done in It-a-ly were by his will. In 1859 Vic-tor Em- 
man-u-el made war once more with Aus-tri-a, and in 

five months had made his land free, and was king of 

a great part of It-a-ly. Gar-i-bal-di, who had come 
home and fought in this war at the head of a corps 
which bore the name of the “ Hunt-ers of the Alps,” 
made up his mind, at its end, to wrest the realm of © 

Na-ples from its king, Fran-cis. No doubt it was 
Ca-vour who made up the plan, but he let all the world 
think it was Gar-i-bal-di’s work, to save the name of 

his king. When Gar-i-bal-di took Na-ples, and drove 
the king out, he set to work to rule it; but ina short 
time Ca-vour made him give it up to form part of the 
realm of It-a-ly, and he went off to his home, with a 
pen-sion from the king. In1867 he tried in the same 
way to tear Rome from the pope and make it part of 
the realm of It-a-ly. This did not please the king, who 
had him put in jail; but he got free, and led his men
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to try it once more. He met the pope's troops, with 
their French allies, at Men-tan-a, but lost the field 
(aD. 1867). This was the last great thing he tried to 
do, though he fought and spoke and wrote much for 
like ends. He died in 1882. 

He-roes of the War for the Un-ion. The 
clash of arms had scarce 
grown still in Eu-rope 
when it broke out in the 
U-nit-ed States. Some 
of the States of the 
South thought that the 
North did not treat them 
right, and made up their 
minds to leave the Un- 
(Otis At oirst men 
thought it would not be 
much, but when Gen- 

er-al Rob-ert Lee got to 7 
be head of the troops” - 
of the South, with “Stone-wall Jack-son” as his chief 

man, they saw it was to be a fierce and long war. 

It went on with gain and loss on each side till the 
North got the right men to lead her troops— Grant, 
Sher-man and Sher-i-dan. You know the tale so well 

that I need not go o’er it here—how in 1864 Grant 
fought Lee in Vir-gin-i-a, and drove him step by step 

  

ROB-ERT E. LEE,
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to Rich-mond, where he 
kept him while Sher-man 
went off. with a vast ar- 
my and swept through the 
South — which he laid 
waste as he went—to the 
sea; and Sher-i-dan kept 
the Con-fed-er-ate Gen- 
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er-al Ear-ly and his ar- 
my shut up in the Shen- 
an-do-ah Val-ley, so he 
could not help Lee. In 

gy the first part of 1865 

\ Grant made his lines 
@\stretch out to the south, 
\ so that Lee had to stretch \\ 

Wy 
YS 

Payhis out too to face them. 
ty 

Grant could do this, he 
had such throngs of men,
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but Lee had too few for it, and left his lines so weak 
that Grant (A-pril 2, 1865) took Rich-mond, from 
which Jef-fer-son Da-vis, the Con-fed-er-ate Pres-i- 

  
GEN-ER-AL GRANT, 

dent, fled at night with his chief men. Lee then tried 
to make his way south, but his men were worn out, 
and Grant was close on him, so he gave him-self and 
his ar-my up to Grant at Ap-po-mat-tox Court House
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(A-pril 19, 1865). They made good terms—for all 

Grant did was to make them all pass their word not to 

bear arms a-gainst the U-nit-ed States. This was the 

end of the war, and in May all the brave men of the 

North went to their homes, proud in the thought that 

slave-ry was no more a blot on their fair land, for 

though it had not been fought for that end, still the 

war brought to pass the free-dom of the ne-groes. 

The men of the South set to work to build up a new 

South on the ruins of the old, and all the land felt 

how good and sweet a thing peace was, when they 

heard that war was a-bout to break out in Eu-rope 

once more. 
Will-iam I, Em-per-or of Ger-man-y. In 

the year 1870 the throne of Spain had no king, and a 

Prus-sian prince, Le-o-pold, tried to get it. Now 

France, as in the old days when Fran-cis I. did not 

want Charles V. to rule Ger-man-y and Spain, had no 

mind to let these two lands join, lest they crush her. 

So her em-per-or, Na-po-le-on III., went to war. Le- 

o-pold gave up his plan, but the French would go on 

with the war. All the states of Ger-man-y cast in 

their lot with Prus-sia, and were in the field ere France 

had got her force there. Von Molt-ke, who had charge 

of the Prus-sians, sent them in three great parts. The 

French were led by Na-po-le-on, and won in the first 

fight, but when led by Gen-er-al Mac-Ma-hon, at
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Weis-sen-berg, lost. One branch of the Ger-mans 
was led by Fred-er-ick, the crown prince, and he 
beat the French at Worth, and thus made free the 

  
WILL-IAM I. 

path to France. From this time all the fights took 
place on French soil, and though Mac-Ma-hon and 
Ba-zaine fought well at the head of the French troops, 
the skill shown by Von Molt-ke in the way he made
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use of his was too much for them, and at last the 
French got caught in a trap at Se-dan, and had to 
hoist the white flag, as a sign they gave up (Sept. 
1, 1870). Na-po-le-on sent his sword to the king of 
Prus-sia with these words, “As I have not died at 
the head of my troops, I hand my sword to your maj- 
es-ty.’ The next day the king sent Bis-marck, chief 
man of state, to make terms. As Na-po-le-on would 
not treat of peace, all the troops had to yield as pris- 
on-ers of war. Na-po-le-on was sent to Ger-man-y. 
When the news got to Par-is a rev-o-lu-tion broke 
out, and France was made a re-pub-lic.. The Ger- 
mans made haste to Par-is, and lay round it like a 
half-moon, but the French would not yield it. At this 
point a man of the name of Gam-bet-ta got out of 
Par-is by means of a bal-loon, and sought to raise 
troops to drive the Ger-mans from France. But he 
knew naught of war, and tried to rule the men who 
led the “raw” troops, so that much did not come of 
it. One of his plans was to take the war to Ger- 
man-y, and thus force the Ger-mans to go back to save 
it. So Gen-er-al Bour-ba-kai led a force of 100,000 
men to the Rhine, but Gen-er-al Werd-er, who learnt 
of the plan, got in the way with a force of 35,000 men, 
and beat the French ar-my, which was three times its 
size. At length the French saw it was of no use to 
keep up the war, and so made peace (March 15,



William I., Emperor of Germany. 229 

1871). France had to give up part of her realm— Al- 
sace and Lor-raine—to Ger-man-y, and pay her a 
great sum of coin. Till this was done Ger-man-y was 
to hold some of the forts round Par-is. But ere this 
could be done a new rev-o-lu-tion broke out in Par-is. 
The Com-mune, made up of a mob of the worst class, 
took the rule of things in their own hands, and kept 
out the re-pub-li-can gov-ern-ment, who had to lay 
siege to it. When the Com-mune had to yield at last 
they tried to set fire to all the great build-ings and 
church-es, so as to die neath their walls. Since that 
time France has been a re-pub-lic. All the states of 
Ger-man-y now saw that all their woes had come from 
the fact that they were split in such small states, and 
made up their minds to make one great em-pire of all, 
and give its crown to the king of Prus-sia. So it was 
done, and on Jan. 1, 1871, at Ver-sailles, in France, 
the men sent from all the states gave him the name of 
Em-per-or of Ger-man-y. To keep up its might Ger- 
man-y has since kept up a great ar-my, and each man 
has to pass at least one year and most three years in 
it. The cost of this great force is great, and makes 
the folks pay a large tax, so if there is a gain in one 
way, there is a loss in an-oth-er. But the Em-per-or 
Will-iam, who lived till March 19, 1888, had the deep 
love of all his peo-ple, and his death, ‘old as he was, 
was felt as a great loss.
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Gen-er-al Gor-don. This is one of the few true 
he-roes whose names are seen on the page of his-to-ry. 
He was an Eng-lish-man, but spent a great part of 

~his life in Af-ri-ca. For some years he kept the rule 
o’er a part which bears the name of the Sou-dan, or 
the Land of the Blacks, right neath the great des-ert. 
Its cap-i-tal is Khar-toum. He would go from point 
to point of this vast land, to see if the poor folks had 
their rights, and mete stern, swift pun-ish-ment to those 
who did them wrong. The worst thing he had to fight 
was the slave-trade. Men who made it their means 
of life would search through the land to bear off all 
they could lay hands on to sell as slaves. In 1881 a 
man known as E] Mah-di, or the False Proph-et, tried 
to build up a great realm as Ma-hom-et had done. 
He put up his flag, and though at first he met with 
loss, his men’s faith in him kept up, and scores of 
fierce free tribes from the des-ert fought for him. 
Gor-don fought him, and then, in the hope that Eng- 
land would send him more men to break his might 
with, fell back to Khar-toum and held it. Eng-land 
did send a large force, but it was a long way and a 
hard way to Khar-toum, and throngs died as they 
went. El] Mah-di’s first great aim was to drive the 
Eng-lish out. So he tried his best and took Khar- 
toum ere the Eng-lish got there. Gor-don was slain 
while he was read-ing his Bi-ble, it is said. But
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El Mah-di’s death soon took place, too, and the war 

came to an end. But Gor-don’s name can-not die. 

It is writ-ten in let-ters of light o’er Af-ri-ca, and 
on the roll of those good great ones of the earth who 
have had a true love for their fel-low-men, and have 

made it their chief aim to serve them. 

END.
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