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whence she sent a message to bid John come to her assistance. One dark night 

John marched with a large body of soldiers upon Mirabeau, and took. Arthur 

and his knights completely by surprise. The Count de la Marche, and 200 of 

the nobles who were fighting with him, were captured. They were loaded with 

heavy chains, and cast into open bullock waggons, and were carted in derision 

from town to town, until they reached the castles where they were to be 

imprisoned. - 

' Twenty-two of diese barons of France were sent over to England, and 

were thrown into dungeons at Corfe Castle. Directly their prison doors were 

shut upon them, they were left absolutely alone. Day after day, night after 

night passed, no sound reached their ears, they seemed to be shut up in a living 

tomb. Not so much as a crumb of bread not so much as a drop of water, was 

given to them, and thus far away from all human succour they died a miserable 

death of absolute starvation. Such were the King’s orders, and such was the 

way in which they were obeyed 

Arthur had likewise fallen into his clutches, and this time, as you may 

easily imagine, this wicked brute resolved to show him no mercy. 

John took Arthur to Falaise and cast him into a dungeon. He sent two of 

the vilest ruffians he could find to go and burn out the poor boy’s eyes with red 

hotirons. When they came into Arthur’s dungeon, and began to heat their irons, 

the poor Prince made a desperate appeal to their feelings, and besought them, 

with tears and fervent prayers, to have mercy upon him. Even these rough men 

were moved, and they threw down their irons, and said that if the King wanted 

such foul and dirty work done, he must do it himself, they would have none of 

it. The governor of the castle, Hubert de Burgh, was so moved by Arthur’s 

gentleness and patience and by his piteous entreaties, that he wrote to the King, 

beseeching him to have mercy upon the Prince 

The sole answer that John gave was to send peremptory orders for the 

Prince to be removed to Rouen, where he was taken to a tower of the castle 

built on the banks of the Seine, and there cast into a dungeon that was more 

noisome and vile than the one at Falaise. 

Here for some time the Prince was shut up, until the Kings opportunity 

came. 

One dark night in the month of April, poor Arthur was lying on his rude 

bed of straw, utterly worn out by all that he had gone through, and half 

starved with his miserable prison fare of bread and water. He had fallen 

asleep, forgetful, poor boy, of all his troubles, when suddenly a rough hand was


