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take off my clothes until I get to bed,” meaning, of course, that he would only 
give up Normandy when he died. This answer made Robert very angry, and 
he raised up a rebellion against William, and father and son were actually in 
arms one against the other. One day. William was besieging Robert. in a 
castle where he had taken refuge, in sallying out, Robert came across his 
father. In those days, as you know, knights were covered up from tip to toe in 
steel armour. You can see the kind of thing in the armoury of the Tower of 
London. Robert, who was younger than his father, killed his horse, and 
wounded him (William, not the horse, Jack,) in the hand. Another horse was 
brought to William, and Robert attacked him to prevent his remounting. 
Seeing that he was in danger of being killed, William’ cried out that he was the 
King of England. Robert was so shocked at the discovery, that he jumped 
off his own horse, and went up to his father and asked his pardon for 
fighting against him and wounding him; and so at last they made friends 
again. 

As the King grew older he became excessively fat. He went on Banting, 

and took all manner of pills and medicines ; but the more pains he took to get 
thin, the fatter he became. King Philip of France, hearing about this, began to 

crack his jokes about William. It is bad enough to be fat, isn’t it, Bob, without 

people laughing at you for it? And naturally William did not like to be called 
a “blowing grampus,” or a “ porpoise,” or a “ water-butt,” or any of those pleasing 
things to which Philip compared him, and he was very savage. He became still 

more savage when he heard that the French King had said that hewas nothing better 

than a fat woman lying in bed, and physicking herself. “ Fat woman, indeed,” said 
the English king, “I'll soon show him what a fat woman can do; and he shall 
have more lights in Notre Dame (the Cathedral of Paris) than he cares about.” 

Alluding to the custom of offering candles before the altar as a thank-offering 

for recovery from illness. You can now-a-days see lights burning in the Roman 

Catholic churches for the same purpose. 

Directly William was better, he entered the kingdom of Philip with his 

soldiers, and destroyed and pillaged every town that came in his reach. He 

captured the town of Mantes, which he set on fire, and while he was passing 

through the streets, glorying in his revenge, his horse trod upon some hot, 

burning ashes, and plunging violently in his agony, he threw the King upon the 

pommel of his saddle, and the King received such a shock that a violent inflamma- 

tion set in, and he was carried back in a very dangerous state to Rouen, where 

he lingered in great suffering for six weeks. He called his barons and bishops


