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We shall now look on, not from a distance, but right from the very centre 

of the battle-field. To those who are fighting we shall be just like ghosts. All 

their arrows and spears, if they come our way, will pass clean through us, 

and we shall not be hurt at all. But first of all I have to mesmerise you. Now 

all stand still. © 
* * * * * * * 

Weare now at a place called Senlac, afterwards called Battle, in Sussex. It 

is Friday, October 13th, A.D. 1066, and it is quite dark, for it is night. Now, 

follow me, children; remember that while you can see everything, nobody can see 

you, for you are ghosts, and nothing else. 

Look at the lights twinkling over hill and dale, far and wide; here and there 

are great camp fires, for the night is cold, and the damp south wind is blowing 

in from the sea. ‘ 

Here to the north is the camp of the’ English; they do not seem to have any 

dread of the coming battle. Here they are sitting around their camp fires, 

laughing and talking and jesting and singing, telling many a story of bygone 

days, as they drain the cups of mead that are handed round. Others more 

thoughtful are looking to their arms. But take the camp as a whole, the soldiers 

seem to be looking forward to to-morrow more as a great holiday than as any- 

thing else. 

Never mind the sentries, they will not hurt us; they can’t see us, nor hear us. 

Now follow me through this wood and down this ravine to the south, and here we 

are in the Norman camp which is pitched on Telham Hill. Everything here you see 

is in perfect order. The soldiers are very quiet, but very determined. Here they are 

gathered together kneeling in prayer before an altar, where the priest is holding a 

service. These men are serious, and they evidently look upon their work as religious 

work. Look at those bishops,who are going from tent to tent, those are Odo, Bishop 

of Bayeux, and Bishop Geoffrey of Coutances, and they are busily employed in 

telling their countrymen to repent them of their sins, and where necessary they 

hear their confessions, and give them absolution. Outside the tents you can see 

by the dim light the knightly banners and pennons, and the shields of the squires 

emblazoned with coats of arms. Here and there instead of the boisterous songs 

of our countrymen, we hear the soft sweet music of a chant, or psalm. However 

wrong they were to come over and try to take possession of a foreign land, these 

old Normans knew at any rate how to fear, and how to worship God. 

But now the night is passing away, and the grey dawn is breaking. It is 

now Saturday morning, October 14th. See out of yonder tents come the knights,


