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with proud, haughty bearing ; they wait awhile, and out of that large tent with 

silken canopies, where two sentries are continually on the watch, steps the 

Norman leader, William. Greeting his nobles, he passes on with them to a 

quiet secluded spot, where under the shade of a large spreading oak, sheltered 

moreover from the falling leaves, and any rain-drops that might drip from the 

branches, by a stately canopy of silken damask, the Bishop of Bayeux has 

erected a temporary altar. Here, bowing the head and still more humbly bowing 

the knee, William and his knights receive, many of them for the last time, the 

Mass. It is a very solemn thing to witness this outdoor service, this pleading of 

the Sacrifice of Christ, this partaking of the Sacrament of Love, just on the eve of 

a terrible battle, and by men who are about to die. 

The service is now over; listen to the inspiriting clarion calls of the trumpets. 

The soldiers waking up, hurriedly dress themselves, and fall in at their respective 

stations, and march down to the place of parade. 

Let us draw near and stand by William’s side and listen to what he has to 

' say. 

He tells them why he has come, and of Harold’s broken promise. He 

reminds them of their courage and bravery in the past, and that to-day they 

must fight like men, for if conquered, all retreat is cut off from them, as the 

English fleet is lying in wait for them in the channel. He says to them that he 

feels sure they will not retreat, being Normans. The Danes, over and over 

again, have conquered these English, why should they not do the same? These 

English, too, deserve to be conquered, for they are a very cruel people. How 

badly they shad treated the Danes at the time of the great massacre on St. 

' Brice’s Day ; how infamously they had behaved to Alfred and the Normans 

who had come with him. It was quite time they were punished, and God had 

sent him to avenge His cause. 

This speech, as you can see, is very welcome, and a great cry in response 

goes forth from the armed men. 

And now the soldiers are dismissed for a short time to get their breakfasts. 

We will do the same, and have a little picnic of our own under this great oak 

tree. You must not expect tea, coffee, beef, mutton, or even eggs and bacon. 

All these things belong to the other state. We are ghosts, and we have to fare 

on ghostly things. 

Here, however, is something for you. 

This is mush-push. Who'll have mush-push? It is a kind of stir-about, 

very good for lively ghosts.


