England Under Henry the Second

HENRY PLANTAGENET, when he was but twenty-one years
old, quietly succeeded to the throne of Englandpating to his
agreement made with the late King at Winchesterw®ieks after
Stephen's death, he and his Queen, Eleanor, wamed in that
city; into which they rode on horseback in greatestside by side,
amidst much shouting and rejoicing, and clashingosic, and
strewing of flowers.

The reign of King Henry the Second began well. Kivgg had
great possessions, and (what with his own rigims,vehat with
those of his wife) was lord of one-third part odfce. He was a
young man of vigour, ability, and resolution, aminediately
applied himself to remove some of the evils whiekl larisen in
the last unhappy reign. He revoked all the grahtaral that had
been hastily made, on either side, during thedateggles; he
obliged numbers of disorderly soldiers to depamfiEngland; he
reclaimed all the castles belonging to the Crovnd lae forced
the wicked nobles to pull down their own castleghe number of
eleven hundred, in which such dismal crueltieslteeh inflicted
on the people. The King's brother, GEOFFREY, ragerest him
in France, while he was so well employed, and resatie
necessary for him to repair to that country; whafter he had
subdued and made a friendly arrangement with toighbr (who
did not live long), his ambition to increase hispessions
involved him in a war with the French King, Lowgith whom he
had been on such friendly terms just before, ihéhé French
King's infant daughter, then a baby in the craldéehad promised
one of his little sons in marriage, who was a childive years
old. However, the war came to nothing at last, #twed”ope made
the two Kings friends again.

Now, the clergy, in the troubles of the last reigagd gone on very
ill indeed. There were all kinds of criminals amdhgm -
murderers, thieves, and vagabonds; and the wotkeahatter
was, that the good priests would not give up theedréests to
justice, when they committed crimes, but persigtezheltering
and defending them. The King, well knowing thatréheould be
no peace or rest in England while such things dastesolved to
reduce the power of the clergy; and, when he hgted seven



years, found (as he considered) a good opporttoitgoing so,
in the death of the Archbishop of Canterbury. I have for the
new Archbishop,’ thought the King, 'a friend in wihbcan trust,
who will help me to humble these rebellious prigatsl to have
them dealt with, when they do wrong, as other mka do wrong
are dealt with."' So, he resolved to make his fat@uhe new
Archbishop; and this favourite was so extraordirearyian, and
his story is so curious, that | must tell you d&bat him.

Once upon a time, a worthy merchant of London, rthme
GILBERT A BECKET, made a pilgrimage to the Holy ldarand
was taken prisoner by a Saracen lord. This loray txated him
kindly and not like a slave, had one fair daughtdm fell in love
with the merchant; and who told him that she wamtelobecome a
Christian, and was willing to marry him if they dddly to a
Christian country. The merchant returned her lowveil he found
an opportunity to escape, when he did not troubresélf about
the Saracen lady, but escaped with his servanaRichvho had
been taken prisoner along with him, and arriveBnigland and
forgot her. The Saracen lady, who was more lovinag tthe
merchant, left her father's house in disguise loviohim, and
made her way, under many hardships, to the se&shbe
merchant had taught her only two English words (&uppose he
must have learnt the Saracen tongue himself, anid hoae in
that language), of which LONDON was one, and his oame,
GILBERT, the other. She went among the ships, sayirondon!
London!" over and over again, until the sailorsenstbod that she
wanted to find an English vessel that would caeythere; so
they showed her such a ship, and she paid fords=gge with
some of her jewels, and sailed away. Well! The im&nt was
sitting in his counting-house in London one dayewie heard a
great noise in the street; and presently Richantecainning in
from the warehouse, with his eyes wide open anteath
almost gone, saying, 'Master, master, here is énacgén lady!
The merchant thought Richard was mad; but Richaid] &No,
master! As | live, the Saracen lady is going up down the city,
calling Gilbert! Gilbert! Then, he took the merchy the
sleeve, and pointed out of window; and there tlaay ser among
the gables and water-spouts of the dark, dirtyestre her foreign
dress, so forlorn, surrounded by a wondering cr@amd, passing
slowly along, calling Gilbert, Gilbert! When the nohant saw



her, and thought of the tenderness she had showintis
captivity, and of her constancy, his heart was rdoaad he ran
down into the street; and she saw him coming, aitid avgreat
cry fainted in his arms. They were married withlmgs of time,
and Richard (who was an excellent man) dancedjojtlhe
whole day of the wedding; and they all lived happer
afterwards.

This merchant and this Saracen lady had one sOOMAS A
BECKET. He it was who became the Favourite of Kieqry the
Second.

He had become Chancellor, when the King thougimaling

him Archbishop. He was clever, gay, well educabedye; had
fought in several battles in France; had defeatéiceach knight
in single combat, and brought his horse away agentof the
victory. He lived in a noble palace, he was thertof the young
Prince Henry, he was served by one hundred ang Karghts, his
riches were immense. The King once sent him aarhisassador
to France; and the French people, beholding in wtzdé he
travelled, cried out in the streets, 'How splendiast the King of
England be, when this is only the Chancellor!" Thag good
reason to wonder at the magnificence of Thomasckdiefor,
when he entered a French town, his procession aadel by two
hundred and fifty singing boys; then, came his lsun couples;
then, eight waggons, each drawn by five horsesdrby five
drivers: two of the waggons filled with strong &bebe given
away to the people; four, with his gold and silgte and stately
clothes; two, with the dresses of his numerousasgsv Then,
came twelve horses, each with a monkey on his libek;, a train
of people bearing shields and leading fine waré®splendidly
equipped; then, falconers with hawks upon theistsrithen, a
host of knights, and gentlemen and priests; thenChancellor
with his brilliant garments flashing in the sundaall the people
capering and shouting with delight.

The King was well pleased with all this, thinkirgat it only made
himself the more magnificent to have so magnifi@efdavourite;
but he sometimes jested with the Chancellor upsrspliendour
too. Once, when they were riding together throlghdstreets of
London in hard winter weather, they saw a shivedligman in
rags. 'Look at the poor object!" said the King. (Wdoit not be a



charitable act to give that aged man a comfortaflen cloak?'
'‘Undoubtedly it would," said Thomas a Becket, ‘god do well,
Sir, to think of such Christian duties.' '‘Comeiédrthe King, 'then
give him your cloak!" It was made of rich crimsomimed with
ermine. The King tried to pull it off, the Chanaelktried to keep it
on, both were near rolling from their saddles ia thud, when the
Chancellor submitted, and the King gave the cloethé old
beggar: much to the beggar's astonishment, and touble
merriment of all the courtiers in attendance. Eourtiers are not
only eager to laugh when the King laughs, but tiesyly do

enjoy a laugh against a Favourite.

'l will make,' thought King Henry the second, ‘tRisancellor of
mine, Thomas a Becket, Archbishop of Canterburywiilehen
be the head of the Church, and, being devoted tavitidelp me
to correct the Church. He has always upheld my p@against the
power of the clergy, and once publicly told som&hbps (I
remember), that men of the Church were equally 6damme,
with men of the sword. Thomas a Becket is the m&a]l other
men in England, to help me in my great designth&ing,
regardless of all objection, either that he waiglatihg man, or a
lavish man, or a courtly man, or a man of pleasor@anything
but a likely man for the office, made him Archbighaccordingly.

Now, Thomas a Becket was proud and loved to be Giatride
was already famous for the pomp of his life, fa& hches, his
gold and silver plate, his waggons, horses, ammhd#nts. He
could do no more in that way than he had done;ba tired of
that kind of fame (which is a very poor one), heged to have his
name celebrated for something else. Nothing, hevkaeuld
render him so famous in the world, as the settinfgoutmost
power and ability against the utmost power andtglwf the

King. He resolved with the whole strength of hisichto do it.

He may have had some secret grudge against thebésides.
The King may have offended his proud humour at stime or
other, for anything I know. | think it likely, beuase it is a
common thing for Kings, Princes, and other greaipje to try
the tempers of their favourites rather severelyerethe little

affair of the crimson cloak must have been anytlbinga pleasant
one to a haughty man. Thomas a Becket knew bétterdany one
in England what the King expected of him. In ai Bumptuous



life, he had never yet been in a position to disagpthe King. He
could take up that proud stand now, as head ofthech; and he
determined that it should be written in historyher that he
subdued the King, or that the King subdued him.

So, of a sudden, he completely altered the wholeneraof his
life. He turned off all his brilliant followers, atcoarse food, drank
bitter water, wore next his skin sackcloth covenstth dirt and
vermin (for it was then thought very religious t®\ery dirty),
flogged his back to punish himself, lived chietftya little cell,
washed the feet of thirteen poor people every dag,looked as
miserable as he possibly could. If he had put tevélundred
monkeys on horseback instead of twelve, and had gon
procession with eight thousand waggons insteadgbt,ehe could
not have half astonished the people so much asibgiteat
change. It soon caused him to be more talked azoah
Archbishop than he had been as a Chancellor.

The King was very angry; and was made still morendten the
new Archbishop, claiming various estates from tbbles as
being rightfully Church property, required the Kihgnself, for
the same reason, to give up Rochester Castle, aclueRter City
too. Not satisfied with this, he declared that naver but himself
should appoint a priest to any Church in the paEngland over
which he was Archbishop; and when a certain geratteof Kent
made such an appointment, as he claimed to hawvegtiteo do,
Thomas a Becket excommunicated him.

Excommunication was, next to the Interdict | totaliyof at the
close of the last chapter, the great weapon otldrgy. It
consisted in declaring the person who was excomratel, an
outcast from the Church and from all religious @g#8; and in
cursing him all over, from the top of his headhe sole of his
foot, whether he was standing up, lying down,rgiitikneeling,
walking, running, hopping, jumping, gaping, coughisneezing,
or whatever else he was doing. This unchristiarsanse would
of course have made no sort of difference to tlisqrecursed -
who could say his prayers at home if he were shubbchurch,
and whom none but GOD could judge - but for thedead
superstitions of the people, who avoided excomnaiet
persons, and made their lives unhappy. So, the gandjto the
New Archbishop, Take off this Excommunication frems



gentleman of Kent.' To which the Archbishop repli¢ghall do
no such thing.’

The quarrel went on. A priest in Worcestershire guotted a most
dreadful murder, that aroused the horror of thele/hation. The
King demanded to have this wretch delivered uppetdried in the
same court and in the same way as any other murddre
Archbishop refused, and kept him in the Bishopisgor. The
King, holding a solemn assembly in Westminster Hidimanded
that in future all priests found guilty before thBishops of
crimes against the law of the land should be cemsil priests no
longer, and should be delivered over to the lathefland for
punishment. The Archbishop again refused. The Kaaglired to
know whether the clergy would obey the ancient@ustof the
country? Every priest there, but one, said, aftesriias a Becket,
‘Saving my order.’ This really meant that they wioarhly obey
those customs when they did not interfere withrtbein claims;
and the King went out of the Hall in great wrath.

Some of the clergy began to be afraid, now, they there going
too far. Though Thomas a Becket was otherwise aguad as
Westminster Hall, they prevailed upon him, for ade of their
fears, to go to the King at Woodstock, and prortosebserve the
ancient customs of the country, without saying amg about his
order. The King received this submission favouraahd
summoned a great council of the clergy to medieatastle of
Clarendon, by Salisbury. But when the council riet,
Archbishop again insisted on the words 'saying naeQ' and he
still insisted, though lords entreated him, an@$ts wept before
him and knelt to him, and an adjoining room waswr open,
filled with armed soldiers of the King, to threatem. At length
he gave way, for that time, and the ancient custevhich
included what the King had demanded in vain) wéaited in
writing, and were signed and sealed by the chi¢hefclergy, and
were called the Constitutions of Clarendon.

The quarrel went on, for all that. The Archbishoed to see the
King. The King would not see him. The Archbishapdrto
escape from England. The sailors on the coast waultch no
boat to take him away. Then, he again resolveatbisiworst in
opposition to the King, and began openly to settigent
customs at defiance.



The King summoned him before a great council attiompton,
where he accused him of high treason, and mad&ra abgainst
him, which was not a just one, for an enormous stimoney.
Thomas a Becket was alone against the whole asgeantal the
very Bishops advised him to resign his office abdralon his
contest with the King. His great anxiety and agtastretched
him on a sick-bed for two days, but he was stilaumted. He
went to the adjourned council, carrying a greassia his right
hand, and sat down holding it erect before him. Kimg angrily
retired into an inner room. The whole assembly énggtired and
left him there. But there he sat. The Bishops cauteagain in a
body, and renounced him as a traitor. He only shliekar!" and
sat there still. They retired again into the inrem, and his trial
proceeded without him. By-and-by, the Earl of Letee, heading
the barons, came out to read his sentence. Heeefoshear it,
denied the power of the court, and said he wouler il@s cause to
the Pope. As he walked out of the hall, with thessrin his hand,
some of those present picked up rushes - rushesstremwn upon
the floors in those days by way of carpet - andwhthem at him.
He proudly turned his head, and said that wereoh@rchbishop,
he would chastise those cowards with the swordaldekhown
how to use in bygone days. He then mounted hisshared rode
away, cheered and surrounded by the common pdopMjom
he threw open his house that night and gave a suggeping
with them himself. That same night he secretly dejolafrom the
town; and so, travelling by night and hiding by dagd calling
himself '‘Brother Dearman,' got away, not withodticlilty, to
Flanders.

The struggle still went on. The angry King took gession of the
revenues of the archbishopric, and banished aligla¢ions and
servants of Thomas a Becket, to the number oftioadred. The
Pope and the French King both protected him, arabbey was
assigned for his residence. Stimulated by this supphomas a
Becket, on a great festival day, formally proceetted great
church crowded with people, and going up into thkpip publicly
cursed and excommunicated all who had supported the
Constitutions of Clarendon: mentioning many Enghsiblemen
by name, and not distantly hinting at the King ogiand himself.



When intelligence of this new affront was carriedte King in
his chamber, his passion was so furious that leetisrclothes,
and rolled like a madman on his bed of straw assties. But he
was soon up and doing. He ordered all the portaadts of
England to be narrowly watched, that no lettergt#rdict might
be brought into the kingdom; and sent messengerbides to
the Pope's palace at Rome. Meanwhile, Thomas aeBdok his
part, was not idle at Rome, but constantly empldyisdutmost
arts in his own behalf. Thus the contest stood| th@re was
peace between France and England (which had besoriee
time at war), and until the two children of the tiimgs were
married in celebration of it. Then, the French Kibrgught about
a meeting between Henry and his old favouritepsg his
enemy.

Even then, though Thomas a Becket knelt befor&ihg, he was
obstinate and immovable as to those words abowrter. King
Louis of France was weak enough in his veneratioiThomas a
Becket and such men, but this was a little too nfactim. He
said that a Becket 'wanted to be greater thanaimssand better
than St. Peter," and rode away from him with thegkof England.
His poor French Majesty asked a Becket's pardoedatoing,
however, soon afterwards, and cut a very pitifglife.

At last, and after a world of trouble, it came st There was
another meeting on French ground between King Handy
Thomas a Becket, and it was agreed that ThomaslkeBshould
be Archbishop of Canterbury, according to the austof former
Archbishops, and that the King should put him isgeEssion of
the revenues of that post. And now, indeed, yolthirégppose the
struggle at an end, and Thomas a Becket at restnbiGven yet.
For Thomas a Becket hearing, by some means, tingt Henry,
when he was in dread of his kingdom being placettuan
interdict, had had his eldest son Prince Henryetlgotrowned,
not only persuaded the Pope to suspend the ArabyishYork
who had performed that ceremony, and to excommtentba
Bishops who had assisted at it, but sent a messehbe own
into England, in spite of all the King's precaui@iong the coast,
who delivered the letters of excommunication irite Bishops'
own hands. Thomas a Becket then came over to Eshiamself,
after an absence of seven years. He was privatelyed that it



was dangerous to come, and that an ireful knigithed
RANULF DE BROC, had threatened that he should inettb eat
a loaf of bread in England; but he came.

The common people received him well, and marchediabith
him in a soldierly way, armed with such rustic weap as they
could get. He tried to see the young prince whodrask been his
pupil, but was prevented. He hoped for some dtipport among
the nobles and priests, but found none. He madmdst of the
peasants who attended him, and feasted them, amdnam
Canterbury to Harrow- on-the-Hill, and from Harr@n-the-Hill
back to Canterbury, and on Christmas Day preaahétkei
Cathedral there, and told the people in his serthanhe had
come to die among them, and that it was likely loaild be
murdered. He had no fear, however - or, if he had e had
much more obstinacy - for he, then and there, exconicated
three of his enemies, of whom Ranulf de Broc, ta&il knight,
was one.

As men in general had no fancy for being cursetheir sitting
and walking, and gaping and sneezing, and allébeaf it, it was
very natural in the persons so freely excommunectdecomplain
to the King. It was equally natural in the King, evhad hoped
that this troublesome opponent was at last quietei@|l into a
mighty rage when he heard of these new affrontd; an the
Archbishop of York telling him that he never cotldpe for rest
while Thomas a Becket lived, to cry out hastilydrefhis court,
'Have | no one here who will deliver me from thiam' There
were four knights present, who, hearing the Kingisds, looked
at one another, and went out.

The names of these knights were REGINALD FITZURSE,
WILLIAM TRACY, HUGH DE MORVILLE, and RICHARD
BRITO; three of whom had been in the train of TheradBecket
in the old days of his splendour. They rode awahanseback, in
a very secret manner, and on the third day afteistbias Day
arrived at Saltwood House, not far from Canterbudyich
belonged to the family of Ranulf de Broc. They dyieollected
some followers here, in case they should needamy;
proceeding to Canterbury, suddenly appeared (tinekinghts
and twelve men) before the Archbishop, in his owade, at two



o'clock in the afternoon. They neither bowed narksp but sat
down on the floor in silence, staring at the Arclioip.

Thomas a Becket said, at length, "What do you want?

'We want,' said Reginald Fitzurse, 'the excommuinaaken
from the Bishops, and you to answer for your oféanto the
King.' Thomas a Becket defiantly replied, that plosver of the
clergy was above the power of the King. That it wasfor such
men as they were, to threaten him. That if he weneatened by
all the swords in England, he would never yield.

‘Then we will do more than threaten!" said the ktsgAnd they
went out with the twelve men, and put on their asmand drew
their shining swords, and came back.

His servants, in the meantime, had shut up ane:tahe great
gate of the palace. At first, the knights triecdskatter it with their
battle-axes; but, being shown a window by whiclytbeuld
enter, they let the gate alone, and climbed inw@at While they
were battering at the door, the attendants of TisoaBecket had
implored him to take refuge in the Cathedral; inalhas a
sanctuary or sacred place, they thought the knightdd dare to
do no violent deed. He told them, again and adhat,he would
not stir. Hearing the distant voices of the monkgisag the
evening service, however, he said it was now hig ttuattend,
and therefore, and for no other reason, he would go

There was a near way between his Palace and thed®at, by
some beautiful old cloisters which you may yet $é&went into
the Cathedral, without any hurry, and having thesSrcarried
before him as usual. When he was safely theresdmsnts would
have fastened the door, but he said NO! it washthse of God
and not a fortress.

As he spoke, the shadow of Reginald Fitzurse apgdearthe
Cathedral doorway, darkening the little light thes@s outside, on
the dark winter evening. This knight said, in @8 voice,
'Follow me, loyal servants of the King!" The ratblethe armour
of the other knights echoed through the Cathedsalhey came
clashing in.



It was so dark, in the lofty aisles and among thg$y pillars of
the church, and there were so many hiding-placéseircrypt
below and in the narrow passages above, that TharBasket
might even at that pass have saved himself if hddvd@ut he
would not. He told the monks resolutely that he Moot. And
though they all dispersed and left him there withother follower
than EDWARD GRYME, his faithful cross-bearer, hesvees firm
then, as ever he had been in his life.

The knights came on, through the darkness, makiegidle
noise with their armed tread upon the stone paveofdhe
church. 'Where is the traitor?' they cried out.nile no answer.
But when they cried, 'Where is the Archbishop?&id proudly,
'l am here!" and came out of the shade and stodebdhem.

The knights had no desire to kill him, if they aduid the King
and themselves of him by any other means. Theyhioiche must
either fly or go with them. He said he would dother; and he
threw William Tracy off with such force when he koloold of his
sleeve, that Tracy reeled again. By his reproaahdshis
steadiness, he so incensed them, and exasperatefieite
humour, that Reginald Fitzurse, whom he calledrbillaname,
said, 'Then die!" and struck at his head. But éuful Edward
Gryme put out his arm, and there received the rimage of the
blow, so that it only made his master bleed. Anotlzgce from
among the knights again called to Thomas a Beckiy;tbut,
with his blood running down his face, and his hatldsped, and
his head bent, he commanded himself to God, arodl $ton.
Then they cruelly killed him close to the altarSif Bennet; and
his body fell upon the pavement, which was dirtseth his blood
and brains.

It is an awful thing to think of the murdered mdri@ho had so
showered his curses about, lying, all disfiguradhe church,
where a few lamps here and there were but red spech pall of
darkness; and to think of the guilty knights ridengay on
horseback, looking over their shoulders at the @athedral, and
remembering what they had left inside.

PART THE SECOND



WHEN the King heard how Thomas a Becket had lastita in
Canterbury Cathedral, through the ferocity of therfKnights, he
was filled with dismay. Some have supposed thatwhe King
spoke those hasty words, 'Have | no one here whal&iver me
from this man?' he wished, and meant a Becket &idne. But
few things are more unlikely; for, besides thatklireg was not
naturally cruel (though very passionate), he waewand must
have known full well what any stupid man in his doions must
have known, namely, that such a murder would rolusé>ope
and the whole Church against him.

He sent respectful messengers to the Pope, toseyrkis
innocence (except in having uttered the hasty Woedxl he
swore solemnly and publicly to his innocence, amatigved in
time to make his peace. As to the four guilty Kngghvho fled
into Yorkshire, and never again dared to show tledves at
Court, the Pope excommunicated them; and they lnsérably
for some time, shunned by all their countrymenlaAt, they went
humbly to Jerusalem as a penance, and there diedene
buried.

It happened, fortunately for the pacifying of thepP, that an
opportunity arose very soon after the murder okaki8t, for the
King to declare his power in Ireland - which wasaggeptable
undertaking to the Pope, as the Irish, who had beawerted to
Christianity by one Patricius (otherwise Saint R&jrlong ago,
before any Pope existed, considered that the Pap@&dthing at
all to do with them, or they with the Pope, andaadmgly
refused to pay him Peter's Pence, or that taxpeinay a house
which | have elsewhere mentioned. The King's oppuoty arose
in this way.

The Irish were, at that time, as barbarous a pesplgu can well
imagine. They were continually quarrelling and figg, cutting
one another's throats, slicing one another's nosesing one
another's houses, carrying away one another's yanels
committing all sorts of violence. The country wagded into

five kingdoms - DESMOND, THOMOND, CONNAUGHT,
ULSTER, and LEINSTER - each governed by a sep#faig, of
whom one claimed to be the chief of the rest. Nowe of these
Kings, named DERMOND MAC MURROUGH (a wild kind of
name, spelt in more than one wild kind of way), badied off



the wife of a friend of his, and concealed her onséand in a
bog. The friend resenting this (though it was qthiecustom of
the country), complained to the chief King, andhwvthe chief
King's help, drove Dermond Mac Murrough out of éasninions.
Dermond came over to England for revenge; and edféo hold
his realm as a vassal of King Henry, if King Hemrguld help
him to regain it. The King consented to these tebms only
assisted him, then, with what were called LettexteRt,
authorising any English subjects who were so dispo® enter
into his service, and aid his cause.

There was, at Bristol, a certain EARL RICHARD DEARE,
called STRONGBOW; of no very good character; negaty
desperate, and ready for anything that offeredéhchance of
improving his fortunes. There were, in South Wates, other
broken knights of the same good-for-nothing satied
ROBERT FITZ-STEPHEN, and MAURICE FITZ-GERALD.
These three, each with a small band of followersk up
Dermond's cause; and it was agreed that if it pteuecessful,
Strongbow should marry Dermond's daughter EVA, laend
declared his heir.

The trained English followers of these knights w&vesuperior in
all the discipline of battle to the Irish, that yhgeat them against
immense superiority of numbers. In one fight, earlthe war,
they cut off three hundred heads, and laid therarbd¥lac
Murrough; who turned them every one up with hisdsgn
rejoicing, and, coming to one which was the heaa wfan whom
he had much disliked, grasped it by the hair amsg, @and tore off
the nose and lips with his teeth. You may judgenftbis, what
kind of a gentleman an Irish King in those timeswehe
captives, all through this war, were horribly tesfjtthe victorious
party making nothing of breaking their limbs, argting them
into the sea from the tops of high rocks. It wath@midst of the
miseries and cruelties attendant on the taking aféfNord, where
the dead lay piled in the streets, and the filthitegs ran with
blood, that Strongbow married Eva. An odious mgetaompany
those mounds of corpse's must have made, | thintkpae quite
worthy of the young lady's father.

He died, after Waterford and Dublin had been taked, various
successes achieved; and Strongbow became Kingradtee



Now came King Henry's opportunity. To restrain ¢ginewing
power of Strongbow, he himself repaired to Duldis,
Strongbow's Royal Master, and deprived him of imgé@om, but
confirmed him in the enjoyment of great possessi®hg King,
then, holding state in Dublin, received the homaigeearly all
the Irish Kings and Chiefs, and so came home aggima great
addition to his reputation as Lord of Ireland, avith a new claim
on the favour of the Pope. And now, their recoatidin was
completed - more easily and mildly by the Popen tie King
might have expected, | think.

At this period of his reign, when his troubles sedrso few and
his prospects so bright, those domestic miserigarbe/hich
gradually made the King the most unhappy of meayced his
great spirit, wore away his health, and broke k&rh

He had four sons. HENRY, now aged eighteen - luse$e
crowning of whom had given such offence to ThomBgeket.
RICHARD, aged sixteen; GEOFFREY, fifteen; and JOHN,
favourite, a young boy whom the courtiers named KABND,
because he had no inheritance, but to whom the iKieant to
give the Lordship of Ireland. All these misguidesyb, in their
turn, were unnatural sons to him, and unnaturahlers to each
other. Prince Henry, stimulated by the French Karg] by his
bad mother, Queen Eleanor, began the undutifubtyist

First, he demanded that his young wife, MARGARHiE Erench
King's daughter, should be crowned as well as Ieefather, the
King, consented, and it was done. It was no sodoee, than he
demanded to have a part of his father's dominidunsng his
father's life. This being refused, he made off ftamfather in the
night, with his bad heart full of bitterness, andk refuge at the
French King's Court. Within a day or two, his bexthRichard
and Geoffrey followed. Their mother tried to jolre - escaping
in man's clothes - but she was seized by King Hemngn, and
immured in prison, where she lay, deservedly, ixtesn years.
Every day, however, some grasping English noblengewhom
the King's protection of his people from their avarand
oppression had given offence, deserted him anedgiaihe
Princes. Every day he heard some fresh intelligentee Princes
levying armies against him; of Prince Henry's waga crown
before his own ambassadors at the French Courth@ingd called



the Junior King of England; of all the Princes skmgnever to
make peace with him, their father, without the emtsnd
approval of the Barons of France. But, with higifode and
energy unshaken, King Henry met the shock of tkéessesters
with a resolved and cheerful face. He called ugbRa@yal fathers
who had sons, to help him, for his cause was thieg$ired, out
of his riches, twenty thousand men to fight theddFrench King,
who stirred his own blood against him; and he edran the war
with such vigour, that Louis soon proposed a carfee to treat
for peace.

The conference was held beneath an old wide-sprgapieen
elm- tree, upon a plain in France. It led to noghifhe war
recommenced. Prince Richard began his fightingeralsy
leading an army against his father; but his fatieat him and his
army back; and thousands of his men would have thueday in
which they fought in such a wicked cause, had metting
received news of an invasion of England by the Saotd
promptly come home through a great storm to repteésd
whether he really began to fear that he suffereddltroubles
because a Becket had been murdered; or whetheishedno rise
in the favour of the Pope, who had now declare@ekBt to be a
saint, or in the favour of his own people, of whorany believed
that even a Becket's senseless tomb could worlclegal don't
know: but the King no sooner landed in England thanvent
straight to Canterbury; and when he came withihtsod the
distant Cathedral, he dismounted from his horsg tif his
shoes, and walked with bare and bleeding feetBecket's grave.
There, he lay down on the ground, lamenting, inpifesence of
many people; and by-and-by he went into the Chapterse, and,
removing his clothes from his back and shouldersirstted
himself to be beaten with knotted cords (not beag hard, |
dare say though) by eighty Priests, one after amothchanced
that on the very day when the King made this cwiexhibition

of himself, a complete victory was obtained over 8tots; which
very much delighted the Priests, who said thats$ won because
of his great example of repentance. For the Priesisneral had
found out, since a Becket's death, that they adhmne of all
things - though they had hated him very cordialhew he was
alive.



The Earl of Flanders, who was at the head of tlse lsanspiracy
of the King's undutiful sons and their foreign fs, took the
opportunity of the King being thus employed at hpotnday siege
to Rouen, the capital of Normandy. But the Kingowtmas
extraordinarily quick and active in all his movertsgrwas at
Rouen, too, before it was supposed possible thabhlkl have
left England; and there he so defeated the saidE&tanders,
that the conspirators proposed peace, and hisdredrenry and
Geoffrey submitted. Richard resisted for six wedks; being
beaten out of castle after castle, he at last dtduhtioo, and his
father forgave him.

To forgive these unworthy princes was only to afftirem
breathing-time for new faithlessness. They wertakse, disloyal,
and dishonourable, that they were no more to tsdduthan
common thieves. In the very next year, Prince Heabglled
again, and was again forgiven. In eight years nrece
Richard rebelled against his elder brother; andderiGeoffrey
infamously said that the brothers could never agrelétogether,
unless they were united against their father. énvidry next year
after their reconciliation by the King, Prince Hemgain rebelled
against his father; and again submitted, sweaarigettrue; and
was again forgiven; and again rebelled with Gegffre

But the end of this perfidious Prince was comeféllesick at a
French town; and his conscience terribly reproaghim with his
baseness, he sent messengers to the King his,fetipdoring him
to come and see him, and to forgive him for thetiaze on his
bed of death. The generous King, who had a roydfamgiving
mind towards his children always, would have gdn;this
Prince had been so unnatural, that the noblemeut #ifve King
suspected treachery, and represented to him thaiié not
safely trust his life with such a traitor, thoughk bwn eldest son.
Therefore the King sent him a ring from off hisger as a token
of forgiveness; and when the Prince had kissesdtit, much grief
and many tears, and had confessed to those araurttblv bad,
and wicked, and undutiful a son he had been; lteteghe
attendant Priests: 'O, tie a rope about my body,diaw me out
of bed, and lay me down upon a bed of ashes, tinatyldie with
prayers to God in a repentant manner!" And so ée, dit twenty-
seven years old.



Three years afterwards, Prince Geoffrey, being tsdtbat a
tournament, had his brains trampled out by a crofAtbrses
passing over him. So, there only remained Princhd&d, and
Prince John - who had grown to be a young man aow had
solemnly sworn to be faithful to his father. Riath@oon rebelled
again, encouraged by his friend the French KingLFHTHE
SECOND (son of Louis, who was dead); and soon stiksdnand
was again forgiven, swearing on the New Testamewtmto
rebel again; and in another year or so, rebelleathagnd, in the
presence of his father, knelt down on his kneereetiee King of
France; and did the French King homage: and detlia with
his aid he would possess himself, by force, ohilifather's
French dominions.

And yet this Richard called himself a soldier ofr(aviour! And
yet this Richard wore the Cross, which the King&@nce and
England had both taken, in the previous year tabtherly
meeting underneath the old wide-spreading elmdrethe plain,
when they had sworn (like him) to devote themsetees new
Crusade, for the love and honour of the Truth!

Sick at heart, wearied out by the falsehood ofhbiss, and almost
ready to lie down and die, the unhappy King who $adbng
stood firm, began to fail. But the Pope, to hisdwm supported
him; and obliged the French King and Richard, thosigccessful
in fight, to treat for peace. Richard wanted tddsewned King of
England, and pretended that he wanted to be mgmieidh he
really did not) to the French King's sister, hismised wife,
whom King Henry detained in England. King Henry veah) on
the other hand, that the French King's sister shbelmarried to
his favourite son, John: the only one of his sdwsgaid) who had
never rebelled against him. At last King Henry,até=d by his
nobles one by one, distressed, exhausted, brokaeke
consented to establish peace.

One final heavy sorrow was reserved for him, even When
they brought him the proposed treaty of peace riting, as he
lay very ill in bed, they brought him also the lidtthe deserters
from their allegiance, whom he was required to pard he first
name upon this list was John, his favourite somvhiom he had
trusted to the last.



'O John! child of my heart!" exclaimed the Kingaimgreat agony
of mind. 'O John, whom | have loved the best! OnJébr whom |
have contended through these many troubles! Hawdgtrayed
me too!" And then he lay down with a heavy groamd said, 'Now
let the world go as it will. | care for nothing nedr

After a time, he told his attendants to take hirthi® French town
of Chinon - a town he had been fond of, during mgesrs. But
he was fond of no place now; it was too true tleatbuld care for
nothing more upon this earth. He wildly curseditbar when he
was born, and cursed the children whom he leftrizEhim; and
expired.

As, one hundred years before, the servile followéthe Court
had abandoned the Conqueror in the hour of hihdsatthey
now abandoned his descendant. The very body wppes; in
the plunder of the Royal chamber; and it was nsy ¢a find the
means of carrying it for burial to the abbey chuo€f-ontevraud.

Richard was said in after years, by way of flattéoyhave the
heart of a Lion. It would have been far bettehihk, to have had
the heart of a Man. His heart, whatever it was, daade to beat
remorsefully within his breast, when he came -asdild - into the
solemn abbey, and looked on his dead father's @emedvace. His
heart, whatever it was, had been a black and metjoeart, in all
its dealings with the deceased King, and more #fién a single
touch of tenderness than any wild beast's in thesto

There is a pretty story told of this Reign, calted story of FAIR
ROSAMOND. It relates how the King doted on Fair Rosnd,
who was the loveliest girl in all the world; andwhbe had a
beautiful Bower built for her in a Park at Wooddtoand how it
was erected in a labyrinth, and could only be foboyé clue of
silk. How the bad Queen Eleanor, becoming jealdsao
Rosamond, found out the secret of the clue, andlagygappeared
before her, with a dagger and a cup of poison |efdier to the
choice between those deaths. How Fair Rosamorat, sifedding
many piteous tears and offering many useless magdhe cruel
Queen, took the poison, and fell dead in the nofighe beautiful
bower, while the unconscious birds sang gaily @uad her.



Now, there WAS a fair Rosamond, and she was (I saygthe
loveliest girl in all the world, and the King wasrtainly very
fond of her, and the bad Queen Eleanor was ceytaiade
jealous. But | am afraid - | say afraid, becaublel the story so
much - that there was no bower, no labyrinth, Heesiclue, no
dagger, no poison. | am afraid fair Rosamond reticea nunnery
near Oxford, and died there, peaceably; her sisias hanging a
silken drapery over her tomb, and often dressingtit flowers,
in remembrance of the youth and beauty that habaered the
King when he too was young, and when his life &y before
him.

It was dark and ended now; faded and gone. Heranyt&jenet
lay quiet in the abbey church of Fontevraud, infithg-seventh
year of his age - never to be completed - afteeguag England
well, for nearly thirty-five years.



