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Hardrada wore a blue mantle and a glittering helmet, and rode a spirited 

horse. By-and-bye his horse fell. “Who is that chieftain,” said Harold, “on 

the ground?” Being told that it was Hardrada. “He is a gallant soldier,” 

said Harold ; “but his fall shows that his death is at hand.” 

Not wishing to injure his brother, Harold sent a messenger to Tostig to 

offer him the removal of his outlawry and the earldom of Northumberland. 

“That offer,” said Tostig, “should have ‘been made to me many months ago. 

But if I accept it what will my brother give to the King of Norway?” 

“ Seven feet of land for a grave,” was the answer. 

Tostig would not leave his ally; and so the battle went on, until 

at last Hardrada, Tostig, and all the Norwegian leaders were slain. The 

battle was such a fierce one, that for fifty years after, the spot where it 

took place was quite whitened with the bones of the dead men. This was the 

27th of September, A.D. 1066. Harold spared Hardrada’s son Olave, and sent 

him back with twelve ships to his own country. Then taking possession of the 

Norwegian fleet, he entered York in triumph. While he was seated at a 

banquet with his nobles, a messenger brought him tidings that William had 

landed with his Norman army exactly two days after the battle of Stamford 

Bridge. ; 

While Harold had been occupied elsewhere, William had not been idle. 

First of all he sent to Pope Alexander II., and got him over so entirely to 

his way of thinking, that Alexander declared that Harold had broken his word, 

ahd was not really King. He sent.William a consecrated banner, and a great 

relic, a ring with one of St.Peter’s hairs inside it, and threatened to excommuni- 

cate Harold and all his followers, if they dared to resist the just, claims of the 

Duke of Normandy. ; 

William then assembled a fleet of 3,000 vessels and an army of 60,000 men, 

who were officered by some of the greatest French nobles, to whom William 

promised, if victorious, the spoils of England. 

And now the fleet was ready to start, headed by the Duke’s own vessel, 

which was a present from his wife Matilda. It was a very large and handsome 

vessel. On the prow was an image of gold, representing a boy, who, with his 

right hand pointed forward to England, with his left held a trumpet of ivory to 

his mouth. 

England, even in those days, was not so easily invaded. And so, after the 

fleet had started from the mouth of the river Dive, the wind rose, and a storm set 

in; and though many of the ships reached St. Valery, near Dieppe, many of the


