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The King in the meanwhile changed his mind, and sent a body of soldiers 

to take him prisoner, and marched him off to the Tower. While in bed, Hubert 

heard the sound of cavalry, and asked what it was, and hearing that the King’s 

troops were surrounding the house, rushed out of bed in his nightshirt to a 

neighbouring church, and there, with a cross in his hand, took up his position at 

the altar, believing that he would be safe in the House of God. No such thing ; 

these men at once arrested him, and sent for a smith to fasten a chain round 

him. The smith was a brave and patriotic man, and he said, “I will die any 

death before I put irons on the man who freed England from the foreigners, and 

saved Dover from France.” 

It was the old song of “Rule Britannia” over again, “Well done, smith,” 

you may well say. 

When Henry heard of all this he was frightened, for they had been 

invading the rights of Mother Church, who would allow no one who had fled to 

her consecrated buildings for sanctuary, to be taken by force from her protection. 

So poor Hubert was put back again, just as he was, shivering and shaking in his 

rather scanty nightshirt. 

The soldiers now dug a deep moat round the church, and put up a strong 

wooden paling, and withdrew to a little distance to wait events. For forty days 

Hubert held out, but at last after eating up even the church candles, and even 

the church mice, his supplies came to an end, and he was so exhausted for 

want of food, that he offered to surrender. They took him and placed him on 

horseback, still in his light and airy costume, tied his feet together under the 

horse, and bore him thus away, cracking jokes at his appearance, to the Tower, 

where he was thrown into a dungeon to await the King’s pleasure. He was | 

tried, and as in all probability the judges were anxious to please the King, he 

was declared guilty; all his goods were forfeited, except a small part of his 

own especial property, and he was put under the care of two knights, who kept 

him strictly under lock and key in the castle of Devizes. Hubert, at last, 

managed to escape, and finally, through the influence of the Pope, was 

re-admitted to the King’s favour, and all his forfeited property was restored to 

him. He, however, was content to be a private gentleman for the remainder of 

his days. ; 

It was pleasant—was it not ?—to be the guardian of 'a King in these ee 

The Bishop of Winchester, who was a foreigner, now had sole power over 

the King, and he did his best to feather his nest (poetry, do you notice?) by 

appointing all his kinsfolk, likewise “from foreign parts,” to the best offices of


