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a time he groped back, in his fancy, to Jerusalem, where he had fought so well; 
or, at the head of his brave companions, bowed his feathered helmet to the 
shouts of welcome greeting him in Italy, and seemed again to walk among the 
sunny vineyards, or on the shore of the sea, with his lovely wife. And then, 
thinking of her grave, and of his fatherless boy, he would stretch out his solitary 
arms and weep. At length, one day, there lay in prison, dead, with cruel and 
disfiguring scars upon his eyelids, bandaged trom his jailor’s sight, but on which 
the eternal heavens looked down, a worn old man of eighty. He had once been 
Robert of Normandy. Pity him!” 

Henry had two children by his wife, Matilda. 
A girl—Matilda. 

A boy—William. 

The girl, he married to the Emperor of Germany, Henry V., and he took 
the opportunity of her marriage to extort a nice round sum of money from his 
people, for her dower. 

Queen Matilda, who had been living apart from her husband for some 
years, died, and was greatly lamented by the people, who used to call her “ Good 
Queen Maude.” In fact Kings and Queens, in those days, used to be so 
atrociously bad that it was quite a relief to come across a quiet, decent, 
respectable sovereign, so that the English took it as a pleasant surprise that 
Queen Maude was so good. 

Henry, having got rid of the two Matildas, one by death, the other by 
marriage, thought that he should do something for his son and heir, William, 
who was growing up. Accordingly he crossed over to Normandy, taking with 
him his son and a large number of his son’s friends, the young English nobles. 

William was introduced to the Norman barons as the future King of England, 
and the future Duke of Normandy, and they had, as you may suppose, fine 

times. Henry also arranged for the marriage of his son with Matilda (another 
Matilda, you see; it seems to have rained Matildas in those days), the daughter 
of Fulk, Duke of Anjou. 

And now keep very still, we are going to flit away from Westmacott. 

* * * * * * * 

We are now in France, standing on the quay of a Norman sea-port, Barfleur. 

This is the great French sea-port ; it was from here the Conqueror set sail, on 

going over to England. 

Yonder, in the harbour, you see a- fleet of ships ae bash for sea, Here,


