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“Sire, lam going, but as this is probably the last time that we shall meet, I 

come as your Father and. Archbishop to give you my blessing.” The King 

bowed his head and Anselm made over him the sign of the cross, and went on 

his way. No sooner was his back turned than the King, according to his 

promise, laid hold of everything the Archbishop had left behind him. 

And now, as I see you are pretty well tired out, we are going to have a 

day’s stag-hunting in the New Forest. ' 

Look at me steadily, children. Keep quiet, Jack; nobody must speak. 

Watch my hands. 

* * * * * * * 

Here we are, in the streets of an old English town called Winchester. We are 

now standing close by the great palace of King William. See yonder, are quite 

a crowd of jolly little cobs and ponies that I have ordered for you. Get on, 

boys and girls, be careful how you mount. The babies of the establishment ? 

Oh, we have not forgotten them, here is a waggonette, or what passes for one, 

in these days. Pack them all in, Hilda. Now we are comfortable and cosy, 

and can look about us. 

Now the gates of the palace courtyard are thrown open, and out comes 

quite a large number of gaily dressed horsemen all ready for the chase. Those 

men in green are the huntsmen, and following them are the grand staghounds, 

all eager for their day’s sport. The horsemen draw up to the central gate of the 

palace, and there join them several very important looking people. Everybody 

takes off his hat, (boys, do the same). That gentleman with the red hair is King 

William, close by is Prince Henry his brother, and there, at a little distance, is a 

great favourite of the King’s, Sir Walter Tyrrell. Now they bring up some 

magnificent horses for the King and his friends to mount, and now the horns are 

sounding gaily, and off we all go through the crowded streets on our way to the 

New Forest. You remember what:I told you about the New Forest, how that 

the present King’s father, the Conqueror, determined he would have a forest for 

hunting near to his palace, and so he laid waste a large tract of country, pulling 

down the churches, destroying the villages, and breaking up the farms, and 

turning all the poor people out of their happy homes. Because of all this selfish 

cruelty, it was prophesied that evil would come upon the Conqueror’s family out 

of the New Forest, and soon this prophecy was fulfilled. Richard, the Con- 

queror’s eldest son, and Richard, the son of Robert, and therefore the Conqueror’s 

grandchild, were both gored to death by stags while hunting in the New Forest,


