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‘Becket, the Archbishop. A fine, tall, stately-looking man he is, with a very thin, 
worn face, full of strong determination, and resolution. 

As we listen to the sweet music, we hear a loud rattling of the Gute gate, 
some men are trying to break their way in. The Archbishop hears the sound 
and says, “Open the gate, we must not make God’s house of prayer like a fortified 
castle.” Some monks go and open the gates, and behold! a number of armed 
men rush in with angry shouts and drawn swords. ’ Amongst them are four 
knights who-were in Normandy when the Bishops, whom Becket had excom- 
municated, came to complain to the King. 

They had heard the King while in one of his fearful fits of temper, say, 
“Among all the cowards about my court, is there no one brave enough to 
rid me of this turbulent priest?” They met together and took a vow that 
they would come to England, and either capture or kill Becket. Here they are 
on their work of murder. Their names are Reginald Fitzurse, William Tracy, 
Hugh de Moreville, and Richard Brito, and with them is Hugh of Horsea, a 
military sub-deacon, and twelve soldiers. “Where is the traitor? where is the 
traitor ?” Hugh of Horsea shouts. “Where is the Archbishop?” shouts 
Fitzurse. And now the Archbishop comes forward. 

See all the monks break off from their service and flee in terror, there is 
only one man who is brave enough to stand by his master, Edward Grim, the 
cross-bearer, 

“Here I am, Archbishop, but no traitor,’ says Becket. “Reginald, I have 
granted thee many favours. What is thy object now? If you seek my life, I 
bid you not touch my people.” 

Fitzurse answers, “We have come to compel thee to remove the ban of the 
Church from thy brother Bishops.” 

“Twill not do so until they confess their sin and do humble penance for 
‘their misdeeds,” says the Archbishop. And you can notice how boldly he bears 
himself, and how fearlessly he speaks. 

“Then die,” shouts Fitzurse, aiming a blow at his head with a sword. We 
‘are some way off, but we can see Grim put his arm up to ward off the blow; his 

arm is cut straight through by the sharp sword, and the brave Archbishop bows 
his head, already bleeding from the sword cut, and joins his hands as he says, 
“In the name of Christ, and for the defence of His Church, I am ready to die.” 

And now they fall upon him. Cowards, arrant cowards, and murdefyers as 

they are. Sword after sword flashes through the air, and the Archbishop i is lying 

at the foot of the altar, bathed in his own blood.


