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So that relations were of some use even in those old days. Henry had a 

great idea of the dignity of his kingdom, and his main object throughout his life 

was to keep it together. 

The first thing that the King had to do was to make some amends for all the 

harm that Stephen had done. You remember how the poor people had been 

suffering from torture and starvation. Henry gave orders for the dismantling 

of the castles, those dens of robbers, which had been built in such large numbers ; 

and so he made a number of very picturesque ruins, greatly to the joy of his 

poorer subjects. 

And now he was anxious to do what every other King for the last few years 

had done, to grant a Charter to his subjects. In order to do this properly he 

called in the aid of a very clever man named Thomas-a-Becket, who came into 

the world under the following interesting circumstances : 

There was, once upon a time, a merchant of London, who was what was 

called a Portreeve, a city alderman of those days. Like a great many other 

people, he went out to the Crusades, which were the personally conducted 

Cook’s excursions of the period, and he was taken prisoner by the Turks. The 

master of the house where he was living as a slave, had a daughter, and she fell 

in love with the fair-haired English prisoner, whose name was Gilbert Becket, 

and he followed her example. ; 

“ Tf you will only help me to escape, my dear,” Gilbert would say in his broken » 

Saracen tongue, “when I get back again to England I will marry you, and 

make you a grand lady. You shall be Lady Mayoress, and sit at the head of 

the table at all the banquets, and entertain the Bishops and the King’s Ministry, 

and such like. 

This young girl believed him, and one day, when her father was away, she 

handed over to Gilbert the key of the door of the main entrance, and he 

straightway escaped and came back, after many adventures, to London, where, 

in the midst of all the festivities of the city, and his numerous business engage- 

ments, he forgot the little Eastern maid. However, she had a better memory, 

and away from her own true love life was very, very weary. At last she could 

bear it no longer, and she resolved that she would go over the wide wide world 

in search of her lost love. She doubtless sang in her own sweet Turkish language, 

“Oh where, and oh where, is my London laddie gone?” but she did better than 

singing, for she resolved, like so many of her sex, that she would go after him, 

for it was not often a nice young man like that came in her way. What was to 

be done? She only knew two words of the English languge—Gilbert, London—


