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while he had so many enemies amongst his brother Bishops, and the nobles of 
Henry’s Court; and so Becket took advantage of the coming on of night to 
put the sea between himself and his foes, and crossed over to France. A 

The French King was not at all sorry to do Henry an ill turn; so he 
received the Archbishop with open arms, and treated him very kindly. Becket 
then went off to the Pope, who was staying in France at Sens. There was an 
opposition Pope at the time ; so the real Pope, Alexander, was obliged to flee from 
Rome. Into the hands of the Pope Thomas surrendered his office; but his holiness, 
having read the “Constitutions of Clarendon,” found them so outrageously bad, 
that he declared Becket was wholly in the right, and compelled him to take back 
his Archbishopric. Encouraged by the Pope, Becket now set to work, and 
excommunicated, or cut off from the services of the Church, and the sacraments, 
everybody without exception, who had sided with the King against him. The 
King became rather alarmed at this, and he had everyone who came over from 
the Continent carefully searched, to see that no contraband articles, in the way of 
a letter of excommunication from the Pope and the irritated Archbishop, should 
be landed. ae 

And so things went on. One day Henry wished to crown his son, Prince 
Henry, as his successor ; the Archbishop of Canterbury, who was alone entitled 
to perform this ceremony, was in exile, so Henry produced a forged letter, which 
pretended to come from the Pope, giving the Archbishop of York power to per- 
form the ceremony. 

After this had been done, Henry became somewhat alarmed at his own 
trickery, and arranged to meet Becket on French soil. They met,—the Arch- 
bishop jumped off his horse, and knelt to his Sovereign. Henry laid hold of his 
stirrup, and insisted that he should remount. Becket sought the King’s forgive- 
ness and restitution of his property ; the King promised all this, and very much 
more, and once again they seemed on friendly terms, Becket promising to 
come over to England, so that everyone should be able to see how their friend- 
ship had been restored. Henry, however, was simply laughing in his sleeve 
at Becket. The Archbishop waited, and waited; the promises of the King re- 
mained unfulfilled, and the enemies of Thomas-a-Becket abounded more and 

more in loud threats. At last the Archbishop wrote a touching letter to the 
King in Normandy :— 

“ SIRE,—It was my wish to have waited upon you once more; but necessity 
compels me, in the lowly state to which I am reduced, to visit my afflicted 
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