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Alaric The Visogoth



If  an Italian country boy had been taken to visit Rome fifteen hundred years ago, he would have found much to see. There
were temples and theatres and baths. There were aqueducts, sometimes with arches one hundred feet high, stretching far
out into the country to bring pure water to the city. There was an open space known as the Forum, where the people came
together for public meetings, and in this space were beautiful pillars and arches and statues of famous Romans. Around
the Fo'rum were palaces and temples and the Senate House; and directly in front of the Senate House was a platform on
which speakers stood when they wished to address the people. The platform was called the rostrum, from the Latin word
rostrum, meaning the beak of a warship, because it was adorned with the beaks of ships which the Romans had captured.
Another open space was the great race-course, the Cir'cus Max'i-mus, where 250,000 people could sit and watch
leaping, wrestling, boxing, foot-races, and especially the famous four-horse chariot races. There was the
Col-i-se'um, too, where gladiators, generally captives or slaves, fought with one another or with wild beasts.



The Roman streets were narrow, and they seemed still narrower because many houses were built with their upper stories
projecting over the lower; but in those narrow streets there was always something of interest. Sometimes it was a
wedding procession with torches and songs and the music of the flute. Sometimes it was a funeral train with not only the
friends of the dead man, but also trumpeters and pipers. In the long line walked hired actors wearing waxen masks made
to imitate the faces of the dead person's ancestors. Early in the morning, one could see crowds of clients, each one
hastening to the home of his patron, some wealthy man who was expected to give him either food or money.



Rome was built upon seven hills, and most of these men of wealth lived on either the Pal'a-tine or the
Es'qui-line Hill. After a patron had received his clients, he ate a light meal and then attended to his business,
if he had any. About noon he ate breakfast and had a nap. When he awoke, he played ball or took some other exercise.
Then came his bath; and this was quite a lengthy affair, for there was not only hot and cold bathing, but there was
rubbing and scraping and anointing. At the public baths were hot rooms and cold rooms and rooms where friends might sit
and talk together, or lie on couches and rest. Dinner, the principal meal of the day, came at two or three o'clock.
Oysters were often served first, together with radishes, lettuce, sorrel, and pickled cabbage. These were to increase
the keenness of the appetite. Then came fish, flesh, and fowl, course after course. Next came cakes and fruits, and
last, wine followed, mixed with water and spices. The formal banquets were much more elaborate than this, for a good
host must load his table with as many kinds of expensive food as possible; and a guest who wished to show his
appreciation must eat as much as he could.
The whole business of a feast was eating, and there was seldom any witty conversation. No one sang any songs or told any
merry stories.



Such was the life of the wealthy Romans. Moreover, they kept hosts of slaves to save themselves from every exertion.
Their ancestors had been brave, patriotic folk who loved their country and thought it was an honor to fight for it; but
these idle, luxurious people had no idea of giving up their comfort and leisure to join the army and help defend their
fatherland. Hired soldiers could do that, they thought.
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ROMANS DESTROYING A VILLAGE OF THE GERMANS 

	(RELIEF FROM THE COLUMN OF MARCUS AURELIUS AT ROME. OBSERVE THE CIRCULAR HUTS CONSTRUCTED OF WICKERWORK, WITHOUT
	WINDOWS, AND HAVING BUT A SINGLE NARROW DOOR.)


The time had come when Rome needed to be defended. In the early days, it had been only a tiny settlement, but it had
grown in power till the Romans ruled all Europe south of the Rhine and the Dan'ube, also Asia Minor,
northern Africa, and Britain. Nearly all the people of Europe are thought to have come from Central Asia. One tribe
after another moved to the westward from their early home into Europe, and when the hunting and fishing became poor in
their new settlements, they went on still farther west. The Celts came first, pushing their way through have come
from
Central Europe, and finally into France, Spain, and the British Isles. Later, the Lat'ins and Greeks took
possession of southern Europe. Meanwhile the Celts had to move faster than they wished into France, Spain, and Britain,
because another race the Teu'tons, had followed close behind them, and taken possession of Central Europe. These
Teutons, who lived a wild, restless, half-savage life, roamed back and forth between the Danube and the shores of the
Baltic Sea. They consisted of many different tribes, but the Romans called them all Ger'mans. For many years the
Germans had tried to cross the Danube and break into the Roman Empire, but the Roman armies had driven them back beyond
the Danube, and had destroyed their rude villages again and again. Sometimes, however, the Germans were so stubborn in
their efforts to get into the Empire that the Roman emperor found it convenient to admit certain tribes as allies.



As time went on, a tribe of Teutons called Goths became the most troublesome of all to the Romans. Part of them lived on
the shores of the Black Sea, and were called Os'tro-goths, or Eastern Goths; while those who lived near the shores
of the Danube were called Vis'i-goths, or Western Goths. Toward the end of the fourth century, the Visigoths found
themselves between two fires, for another people, the Huns, were driving them into the Roman Empire, and the Romans were
driving them back. The Visigoths could not fight both nations, and in despair they sent ambassadors to the Romans. "Let
us live on your side of the river," they pleaded. "Give us food, and we will defend the frontier for you." The bargain
was made, but it was broken by both parties. It had been agreed that the Goths should give up their arms, but they
bribed the Roman officers and kept them.
The Romans had promised to furnish food, but they did not keep their word. Hungry warriors with weapons in their hands
make fierce enemies. The Goths revolted, and the Roman Emperor was slain.
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ROMANS FIGHTING WITH THE GERMANS 
 (RELIEF FROM THE COLUMN OF MARCUS AURELIUS.)


As the years passed, the Goths grew stronger and the Romans weaker. By and by, a man named Al'a-ric became leader
of the Visigoths. He and his followers had fought under Roman commanders. He had been in Italy twice, and he began to
wonder whether it would not be possible for him and his brave warriors to fight their way into the heart of the Roman
Empire. One night, he dreamed that he was driving a golden chariot through
the streets of Rome and that the Roman citizens were thronging about him and shouting, "Hail, O Emperor, hail!" Another
time when he was passing by a sacred grove, he, heard, or thought he heard, a voice cry, "You will make your way to the
city." "The city" meant Rome, of course; and now Alaric called his chief men together and laid his plans before them.
First, they would go to Greece, he said. The warlike Goths shouted for joy, for in the cities of Greece were treasures
of gold and silver, and these would fall into the hands of the victors. They went on boldly, and before long Alaric and
his followers were feasting in Athens, while great masses of treasure were waiting to be distributed among the soldiers.
The Greeks had forgotten how brave their ancestors had been, and Alaric had no trouble in sweeping over the country. At
last, however, the general Stil'i-cho was sent with troops from Rome; and now Alaric would have been captured or
slain if he had not succeeded in slipping away. Before this, the Roman Empire had been divided into two parts, the
western and the eastern. The capital of the western part was Rome; that of the eastern was Con-stan-ti-no'ple.



The young man of eighteen who was emperor in the eastern part of the empire became jealous of Stilicho. "If he wins more
victories, he will surely try to make himself emperor," thought the foolish boy; and he concluded that it would be an
exceedingly wise move to make Alaric master-general of Eastern Il-lyr'i-cum. This was like setting a hungry cat to
watch a particularly tempting little mouse; for Illyricum stretched along the Ad-ri-at'ic Sea, and just across the
narrow water lay Italy. Of course, after a few years, Alaric set out for Italy. The boy emperor in the western part of
the empire ran away as fast as he could go. He
would have been captured had not Stilicho appeared. Then Alaric and his warriors held a council. "Shall we withdraw and
make sure of the treasure that we have taken, or shall we push on to Rome?" questioned the warriors. "I will find in
Italy either a kingdom or a grave," declared the chief; but Stilicho was upon them, and they were obliged to retreat.
Then the boy emperor returned to Rome to celebrate the victory and declare that he had never thought of such a thing as
being afraid. Nevertheless, he hurried away to a safe fortress again, and left Rome to take care of itself.
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ALARIC AT ATHENS.


Alaric waited for six years, but meanwhile he watched everything that went on in Italy. The boy emperor had become a man
of twenty-five, but he was as foolish as ever; and now he, as well as the Emperor in the East, concluded that Stilicho
meant
to become ruler of the empire, and he murdered the only man who could have protected it.



Then was Alaric's time, and he marched straight up to the walls of Rome, shut off food from the city, and commanded it
to surrender. The luxurious Romans were indignant that a mere barbarian should think of conquering their city. Even
after they were weakened by famine and pestilence, they told Alaric that if he would give them generous terms of
surrender, they might yield; "but if not," they said, "sound your trumpets and make ready to meet a countless
multitude." Alaric laughed and retorted, "The thicker the hay, the easier it is mowed." He would leave Rome, he
declared, if they would bring him all the gold and silver of the city. Finally, however, he agreed to accept 5000 pounds
of gold, 30,000 pounds of silver, 4000 robes of silk, 3000 pieces of scarlet cloth, and 3000 pounds of pepper.



Only two years later, Alaric came again, and this time the proud Romans were ready to obey whatever he commanded. He put
the prefect of the city upon the throne; but a little later he came a third time and encamped before the walls of Rome. 
The trumpets blew blast after blast, and the invaders poured into the city. Alaric bade his men spare both churches and
people; but the Goths killed all who opposed them, or whom they suspected of concealing their wealth. Then they went
away loaded down with gold and silver and silk and jewels. They were in no haste to leave Italy with its wine and oil
and cattle and corn; and, moreover, Alaric was not satisfied with sacking Rome; he meant to get possession of
Si'ci-ly and then make an expedition to Africa. Suddenly all these plans came to an end, for he was taken ill and
died. His followers turned aside a little river from
its channel, wrapped the body of their dead leader in the richest of the Roman robes, and made his grave in the river
bed. They heaped around it the most splendid of their treasures, and then turned back the waters of the stream to flow
over it forever. Finally, lest the grave should become known and be robbed or treated with dishonor, they put to death
the multitudes of captives whom they had obliged to do this work.
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A BARBARIAN INVASION.

Summary



A visit to Rome fifteen centuries ago. — A day with a wealthy Roman. — Roman lack of patriotism. — 
Rome's need of defence. — A bargain with the Goths. — Alaric conquers Athens, but is driven away by
Stilicho. — Alaric is made master-general of Illyricum. — He attempts to invade Italy. — Rome is
forced to pay him ransom. — His second visit. — The sack of Rome. — His death and burial.




King Alfred The Great



It was about 449 when the Teutons landed on the island of Thanet. More and more of them came, until finally not the
Britons, but the Teutons, ruled England. Each company tried to make their settlement a little kingdom by itself.
Sometimes a little group of these kingdoms were allies for a while, then they were enemies. Gradually the West Saxons
became more powerful than the others, and at length their king, Eg'bert, induced seven of these kingdoms to make a
sort of union.
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HILTS OF DANISH IRON SWORDS.


It would have been far better if this union could have been strong and lasting, for all England was now in dreadful
peril. The reason was that still more tribes were pushing on to the westward. These tribes were Teutons who lived in
Norway, Sweden, and Denmark; but the English called them all Danes. The Danes thought it a disgrace to live quietly on
the land, and they dashed off in the fiercest tempests and over the stormiest seas in search of treasure. They would
steal up to a church or a
convent or a village in the mist and darkness. Then with wild shouts to Odin and Thor they would kill, burn, and
plunder. They destroyed bridges, they set fire to the growing crops, they tossed little babies to and fro on the points
of their spears, they tortured the helpless dogs and horses. Then they set off for their homeland to display the
treasures they had won. Their law of battle was that a Dane who fled from fewer than five disgraced himself. The
warriors had no fear of death, for they believed that the Valkyries would come and carry them to all the delights of
Valhalla.
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ALFRED THE GREAT.


These were the enemies whom the grandson of Egbert, the Saxon king Al'fred, a young man of twenty-three, had to
meet. At the death of his brother he had become king, but just at that time the Danes were coming in throngs and there
were no rejoicings in honor of the new sovereign. There was no feasting, there was not even a meeting of the councilors
of the kingdom to declare that they accepter him as their ruler. The Danes landed first on one shore, then of another.
Alfred built warships and won a battle on the sea Then he was surprised by the Danes and most of his people were
subdued. Their king, however, had no thought of yielding.
He and some of his faithful followers withdrew to Ath'el-ney, a sort of island in a swampy forest, where they
made themselves a fort. A few people lived in this wilderness who cared for the swine of some landholder. Their homes
were tiny huts of brushwood plastered with mud.



Two legends of his stay at Athelney have been handed down to us. One is that he once took refuge in one of these tiny
huts, much to the wrath of the housewife, for her husband had not told her who was his guest. The story says that she
bade the visitor sit by the fire and turn her cakes when they were done on one side. The anxious king forgot all about
them, and the angry housewife scolded. According to an old ballad, she cried,—




	"There, don't you see the cakes are burnt?


	Then wherefore turn them not?


	You're quick enough to eat them


	When they are good and hot."
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ALFRED THE GREAT LETTING THE CAKES BURN.


The second legend is that in order to find out the number of the Danes he put on the dress of a harper and went to the
Danish camp. There he sang old ballads, perhaps even part of Beowulf.
The Danes were delighted, and never guessed that they were applauding the king of the English. Alfred went back to his
friends with a good knowledge of the Danish camp and a heart full of courage. When the spring came, he surprised his
enemies and forced them to promise to be baptized as Christians. He was not strong enough to drive them from the
country, but it was agreed that they should remain in their settlements in the eastern and northern parts of England,
while Alfred should rule the southern and western parts. Then Alfred set to work to do what he could for his kingdom.
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AN EARLY ENGLISH CHURCH. 
(CHURCH OF ST. LAWRENCE, WILTSHIRE, BUILT PROBABLY IN THE 7TH CENTURY)


The king of England was in a hard position. Much of the country had been burned over again and again. Churches,
libraries, and convents had been destroyed. Alfred built a line of forts around the southeastern coast, for he knew that
other Danes would be likely to come. He built at least one hundred warships.
He made a code of laws for his people. He appointed judges, who were punished if they were not just. One judge was
hanged because he condemned a man unlawfully. Alfred built churches and convents. He brought learned men to his kingdom,
as Charlemagne had done in earlier times. He established schools, and he commanded that every freeborn boy in the
kingdom should learn to read English, and that if he showed ability, he should go on and learn to read Latin. Now arose
a difficulty. In those times books were written in Latin as a matter of course, and there were very few in English. So
the busy king set to work to translate books for his people. One of them was a sort of history and geography combined.
In this is the story which Longfellow has put into his poem, "The Discoverer of the North Cape,"—the story of




	"O-the're the old sea-captain


	Who dwelt in Hel'go-land."







Alfred had received a barren land, overrun by enemies. He left it a peaceful, prosperous kingdom with schools, churches,
just laws, vessels, and fortifications. It is no wonder that he is called Alfred the Great.


Summary



King Egbert unites the kingdoms. — The Danes. — Alfred becomes king. — Withdraws to Athelney. — The story of the cakes. — The
story of the harper. — Alfred's treaty with the Danes. — Alfred's work for his country.



The Invincible Armada



It is not strange that Philip of Spain was angry with Queen Elizabeth and the English for helping his subjects in the
Netherlands to free themselves from his rule. He wished to punish the meddlesome English, to win the crown of England
for himself, and to make England a Catholic country. He concluded that the best way to bring his wishes to pass was to
prepare a great fleet to attack England. The Spanish word for fleet is armada; and he felt so certain of success that he
named his fleet the In-vin'cible Ar-ma'da.



There were vast preparations in Spain. Ships had to be built and men brought together. Stores and arms and provisions
must be collected, and men must be trained in managing the guns. Philip was in a great hurry. A messenger would travel
post haste from the king to the fleet with the royal orders; and by the time he had turned about to go back to the king,
another messenger would appear with perhaps quite different orders.



Of course the English heard what was being done, and they were greatly alarmed. Spain was the most powerful country of
Europe, and England was much afraid of being conquered and made into a mere Spanish province. The English got together
as strong a fleet as they could, but it was a queer mixture of vessels. There were warships, merchant ships, coasting
vessels, and even fishing craft of all sorts and sizes. There was so much piracy in those days that most captains of
merchant ships or even of little coasting vessels had some idea of a sea fight, and had arranged some means to defend
themselves; so that the merchant vessels and the fishing boats were not helpless, but were a valuable addition to the
few warships that the English could bring forward.
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QUEEN ELIZABETH.


Philip had supposed that the Catholics in England would welcome him. Instead of that, they stood by their country as
firmly as the Protestants. The admiral of the English fleet was Lord How'ard, a Catholic, and the vice-admiral
was Sir Francis Drake, a Protestant.
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SPANISH ARMADA ATTACKED BY THE ENGLISH FLEET.


One summer day in 1588, the mighty Armada came sailing into the English Channel. The ships were arranged in the form
of a crescent seven miles from tip to tip. The English fleet must have looked like a child going out to fight a giant,
for the largest of the English warships were smaller than the smallest of the Spanish warships. The Spaniards had about
120 ships; the English about 170. The English vessels had less tonnage, but they had more guns. The battle began. The
Spanish notion of a fight at sea was to fire a few guns, not into the hull, but into the rigging of the enemy's vessel
to prevent it from escaping, then to close and carry on a hand-to-hand combat. Their warships were like great floating
castles. They were most alarming to look at, but were clumsy and unwieldy. An old ballad says of one of them:—




	This great Gal-le-az'zo


	which was so huge and high,


	That like a bulwark on the sea


	did seem to each man's eye.







The English vessels were easy to manage and quick of motion. They were long and narrow and they could sail nearer the
wind. If the English had been willing to stand still and let the Spaniards sail up to them in dignified fashion, close
with them, and fight in hand-to-hand combat, perhaps the Spaniards would have won the day; but instead of so doing, the
impertinent little English craft would sail under the very shadow of one of the floating castles, fire a shot or two,
and long before the monster could turn about and train its guns upon the enemy, the little boat was bounding over the
waves to treat another Spanish vessel in the same fashion.
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DESTRUCTION OF THE SPANISH ARMADA.


At length the Spaniards withdrew toward Calais. Soon after midnight they saw dark, shapeless masses drifting down upon
them. Suddenly the things burst into flames. There were explosions from them, and long tongues of fire shot out and
clutched one Spanish vessel after another. "Fireships! Fireships!" the Spaniards cried in terror. They cut their cables
and made their way to the north, for between them and Spain lay the English fleet.
If the Spaniards would ever see their homes, they must sail around the British Isles. But they had no pilots, no charts.
Their ships were all more or less broken, and to make matters worse, they were soon caught in fearful storms. The Irish
coast was strewn with Spanish wrecks. Not more than half of the Invincible Armada ever returned to Spain.
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QUEEN ELIZABETH CARRIED IN STATE.


The English had now no need to be afraid of Spain. English vessels might sail wherever they liked. Before this, one
reason for hesitating to plant colonies in America had been the fear of Spanish attacks, but now the English might plant
colonies wherever they chose. It is no wonder that this feeling of freedom and independence aroused and stimulated them
to do good work in many lines.



There were not only great naval fighters in England in those days, but there were such brilliant writers that the age of
Elizabeth is called the Golden Age of English literature. Moreover, some of these very men-at-arms were also famous as
writers. Sir Philip Sidney was not only one of the bravest of soldiers, but he also wrote some beautiful poems and a
delightful romance called "Ar-ca'di-a." Sir Walter Ra'leigh was not only a soldier and courtier and
explorer and colonizer, but he, too, wrote poems and a history of the world. Shake'speare, greatest of them all,
wrote his wonderful plays; and he was also a cool, shrewd business man. Mil'ton, who lived a little later, was
secretary to the ruler of England and also wrote "Paradise Lost," one of the most famous poems of the world. Truly,
those were marvelous days, "the spacious times of great Elizabeth."


Summary



Why Philip wished to invade England. — The preparation of the Armada. — The English fleet. — Patriotism of the English. — The
fight with the Armada. — The fireships. — The retreat of the Spaniards. — The independence of the English. — The Elizabethan
literature. — Sidney. — Raleigh. — Shakespeare. — Milton.



The Legend Of King Arthur



The old legends say that the Teutons who invaded Britain were opposed most valiantly by Ar'thur, a British king.
Tales of his valiant deeds were told over and over again and new ones were often added. By and by they were put into
book form by one Thomas Mal'o-ry, and it is from this that Ten'ny-son took the stories that he made into
the splendid verse of his Idylls of the King.



These stories say that after the death of Arthur's father, King U'ther, the little boy was brought up by one
Sir Ec'tor and was called his son. When Arthur had grown old enough to be a squire, the throne of Britain became
vacant. In the churchyard there was seen a great stone wherein was an anvil. In the anvil was a sword and about it was
written in letters of gold, "Whoso pulleth this sword from this stone and anvil is rightwise king born of all England."
Many tried to lift the sword, but Arthur was the only one who succeeded. Therefore he was made king, and he swore that
he would rule justly and truly all the days of his life.
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KING ARTHUR OBTAINS THE SWORD EXCALIBUR.


Arthur and the enchanter Mer'lin rode one day by a broad lake, and afar out in the midst of the lake an arm clad
in white samite—a rich cloth like satin—rose from out the water and held up a fair sword. Then came the Lady of the Lake
moving upon the water. "Enter into yonder barge," she said, "and row to the sword and take it and the scabbard." So it
was that King Arthur found his magic sword Ex-cal'i-bur, which so often helped him to overcome his enemies in
battle.



The barons wished the king to take a wife, and Merlin asked, "Is there any fair lady that you love better than another?"
"Yes," the king replied, "I love Guin'e-vere. She is the gentlest
and fairest lady that I know living." The father of Guinevere consented joyfully to the marriage, and as her dowry he
sent the famous Round Table which King Uther had given him long before, with one hundred knights, brave and true. Then
Arthur rejoiced. He welcomed Guinevere and he sought out twenty-eight knights of his own to sit at the Round Table, and
it was found that by some magic the name of each knight had been written upon his seat, or siege, in letters of gold;
but on one seat, called the Siege Perilous, there was none.



The bravest of these knights was Lan'ce-lot, but they were all strong and valiant. They jousted, they avenged
maidens in distress, and they punished all wrongdoing that came to their ears. They were brave and true, but no one of
them had dared to place himself in the Siege Perilous. At last there came to Arthur's court a fair and pure youth named
Gal'a-had, and when the silken cloth was lifted from the Siege Perilous, behold, upon it was written, "This is
the seat of Galahad."



One evening when every knight sat in his place, a cracking was heard and the sound of thunder, and a sunbeam seven times
brighter than day was seen, and in the sunbeam was the Holy Grail, the cup from which the Blessed Christ drank at the
Last Supper. But it was veiled with white samite, so that none might see it. Thereupon most of the knights took vows
that they would search the world over till the glorious vision of the Grail should come to them. It was a long and
almost hopeless search. Even the pure Sir Galahad made many journeys in vain, but at last he had a vision of the Holy
Cup. Then a multitude of angels bore his soul to heaven, and never again has the Grail been seen upon the earth.
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THE THREE QUEENS MOURNING OVER KING ARTHUR.


At length, King Arthur was sorely wounded in battle, and he knew that the time had come for him to die. "Cast my sword
Excalibur into the water of the lake," he bade Sir Bed'i-vere, his companion, "and come again and tell me what
you have seen." And when Sir Bedivere had thrown the sword, there rose from the water an arm clad with white samite. The
hand took the sword and both sword and arm vanished beneath the waters. Then came close to the shore a barge, and in it
was King Arthur's sister with two other queens and many fair ladies in waiting. The king was laid softly into the barge,
and Sir Bedivere went away into the forest to weep.



In the morning, he came upon a chapel wherein was a tomb by which a hermit was praying. The hermit told Sir Bedivere
that the man who was buried in the tomb had been brought there by some ladies at midnight. Then the faithful knight knew
that it was the tomb of his king, and by it he abode all the days of his life, fasting and praying for the soul of his
lord, King Arthur.


Summary



The boyhood of Arthur. — The sword Excalibur. — Arthur's marriage. — The Round Table. — The coming of the Holy Grail. — The search
for the Grail. — The death of Arthur.



Attila The Hun



While  Alaric was winning his victories, the Huns had built on the banks of the Danube what they looked upon as their
capital.  The homes of the poorer folk were huts of mud or straw; but the king At'ti-la, and his chief men lived in
houses of wood with columns finely carved and polished  There was plenty of some kinds of luxury in this strange
capital, for the tables of the chiefs were loaded with golden dishes; and swords, shoes, and even the trappings of the
horses gleamed with gold and sparkled with jewels.  King Attila, however, would have no such elegance.  "I live as did
my ancestors," he declared; and in his wooden palace he wore only the plainest of clothes.   He ate nothing but flesh,
and he was served from rough wooden bowls and plates.   Nevertheless, he was proud of his wealth because it had been
taken from enemies, and so was a proof of the bravery and daring of his people.



[image: [Illustration]]


LEO INTERCEDING WITH ATTILA AT THE GATES OF ROME. 

   	(FROM A MURAL PAINTING IN THE VATICAN.)


This king of a barbarous tribe meant to become the greatest of conquerors.   Even in the early years of his reign he had
hoped to do this.  It is said that one of his shepherds noticed one day that the foot of an ox was wet with blood.  He
searched for the cause, and discovered a sharp point of steel sticking up form the ground.   He began to dig around it,
and soon saw that it was a sword.  "That must go to the king." He said to himself, and he set out for the palace.  King
Attila examined the weapon closely
and declared, "This is the sword of Tiew. I will wear it as I as I live, for no one who wears the sword of the
war-god ever know defeat."



When Attila felt himself ready, he set out with his followers to conquer the world. Before long, Constantinople was in
his power. The Emperor in the East called himself the Invincible Augustus, but he could not meet Attila, and to save his
city and his life he had to give the barbarians 6000 pounds of gold and a large tract of land on the Roman side of the
Danube.



Wherever Attila went, he was successful. His ferocious warriors rode like the wind. They would dash down upon some
village, kill the inhabitants, snatch up whatever there was of booty, and level the homes of the people so completely
that it was said a horse could gallop over the ruins without danger of stumbling. In the far East, he was thought to be a
magician.  "The Huns have a wonder stone," declared the folk of that region, "and whenever they choose they can raise
storms of wind or rain." It is no wonder that men trembled at the sound of Attila's name and shuddered at the thought of
the Scourge of God, as he called himself, when they heard any strange sound in the night. "Attila and his Huns are the
children of demons," they whispered; and those who had seen them were ready to believe that this was true. They were of
a different family from the Goths and Celts and Romans. They were short and thickset, with big heads and dark, swarthy
complexions. Their eyes were small and bright, and so deep-set that they seemed to be far back in their skulls. Their
turned-up noses were so short and broad that it was commonly said they had no noses, but only two holes in their faces.



Although Attila had made peace with the Emperor in the East, before long he found an excuse for invading his empire.
With the sword of Tiew in his hand, he swept across what is now Germany and France, killing and burning wherever he
went. When he came to Or'le-ans, he expected that city to yield as the others had done; but the people had just
made their fortifications stronger, and they had no idea of surrendering to even the terrible Huns. But before long,
Attila had got possession of the suburbs, he had weakened the walls with his battering-rams, and the people of Orleans
began to tremble with fear. Those who could not bear arms were at the altars praying, and their bishop was trying to
encourage them by declaring that God would never abandon those who put, their trust in Him. "Go to the rampart," he bade
a faithful attendant, "and tell me if aid is not at hand." "What did you see?" he asked when the messenger returned.
"Nothing," was the reply. A little later the man was sent again, but he had nothing of comfort to report. A third time
he climbed the rampart, and now he ran back to the bishop, crying, "A cloud! there is a cloud on the horizon as if made
by an army marching!" "It is the aid of God," the bishop exclaimed. "It is the aid of God," repeated the people, and
they fought with fresh courage. The cloud grew larger and larger. Now and then there was a flash of steel or the gleam
of a war banner. The bishop was right; it was the brave Roman general A-ë'ti-us with his army, and Orleans was
saved.



Attila withdrew to the plain of Châ-lons'. The Romans and their former foes, the Goths, had united against him, and
on this plain was fought one of the most bloody battles ever known. It
raged from the middle of the afternoon until night, and some of the people of the country believed that in the darkness
the spirits of those who had fallen arose and kept up the fight in mid air.  Attila retreated across the Rhine. If he
had won the day the heathen Huns instead of the Christian Germans would have become the most powerful people of Europe. 
That is why this conflict at Châlons is counted as one of the great battles of the world.
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AËTIUS 
 (RELIEF ON IVORY TABLET FOUND AT MONZA.)


After a winter's rest, Attila started to invade Italy. He meant to go straight to Rome, but the strong city of
A-qui-le'ia was in his way. After a long siege it yielded. Some of the inhabitants of that and other conquered
cities fled to a group of marshy islands, where Ven'ice now stands. City after city he captured and burned. But
this wild Hun was not without a sense of humor. While he was strolling through the royal palace in Mi-lan', he came
across a picture showing Roman emperors on their thrones with Scythian chiefs kneeling before them and paying them
tribute of bags of gold. Attila did not draw the sword of Tiew and cut the picture to fragments; he simply sent for
painter and said, "Put those kneeling men upon the thrones, and paint the emperors kneeling to pay tribute."



The Romans were thoroughly frightened, for now Attila was near their city. Aëtius was calm and brave, but he was without
troops. Then Leo, another brave bishop as courageous as the bishop of Orleans, put on his priestly robes, went forth to
meet
the Huns, and begged Attila to spare the city. Attila yielded, but no one knows why. A legend arose, that the apostles
Peter and Paul appeared to him and declared that he should die at once if he did not grant the prayers of Leo. It is
certain that before he started for Rome his friends had said to him, "Beware! Remember that Alaric conquered Rome and
died." He had no fear of a sword, but he may have been afraid of such warnings as this. Whatever was the reason, he
agreed to spare Rome if the Romans would pay him a large ransom.



The gold was paid, and Attila returned to his wooden palace on the Danube. Soon after this he suddenly died. His
followers cut off their hair and gashed their faces, so that blood rather than tears might flow for him. His body was
inclosed in three coffins, one of gold, one of silver, and one of iron. It was buried at night with a vast amount of
treasure. Then, as in the case of Alaric,
the captives who had dug the grave were put to death. His followers belonged to different races. Several chieftains
tried to become king, but no one of them was strong enough to hold the tribes together, and they were soon scattered.


Summary



Attila's capital. — Stories of his youth. — The Emperor in the East pays ransom. — The Huns. — 
Attila invades the Roman Empire. — The rescue of Orleans. — The battle of Chalons. — The flight from
Aquileia. — Attila's humor. — The bravery of Bishop Leo. — Mourning at the death of Attila.



The Story Of Beowulf



The saxons used to sing at their feasts some old songs about a hero named Be'o-wulf. Those of them who left their earlier
home and came to England did not forget the songs. More incidents were added, and by and by, just as in the case of the
tale of the Nibelungs and that of King Arthur, some one wove them together into one long story. The following is the
story of "Beowulf":—



The old king Hroth'gar, who ruled the land of the Danes, built a mighty hall in which his heroes should feast
when they returned from their hard-fought battles. Every one who saw it admired it, but a wicked monster called
Gren'del, who stalked about alone in the darkness, was angry. He could not bear to hear the merry sounds of music
and feasting; and one night while the men lay asleep, he crept up to the hall and slew thirty of the warriors and
dragged their bodies away with him to devour.
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THE ARRIVAL OF BEOWULF IN HROTHGAR'S REALM.


Night after night this same slaughter went on, and the old king was almost broken-hearted at the loss of his beloved
heroes. But help was coming. The young champion Beowulf, of the land of Got'land, had heard of the trouble, and
he determined to free the king and his men. So, with some brave comrades, he sailed away from his home, and soon reached
the land of the Danes. The young warriors had hardly stepped on shore when the warden of the land, who had been watching
them from the cliffs, demanded sharply who they were, for he feared they might be enemies. Upon learning Beowulf's name
and the purpose for which he had come, he conducted the strangers to the hall of Hrothgar. Then the king was glad at
heart, for he had heard of the amazing prowess of Beowulf.



One night, while the warriors lay asleep, Grendel stole up through the mists, as usual. His eyes shone like fire as he
stretched out his arm to seize the newcomer. But Beowulf caught his hand and held it in such a grip as the monster had
never known. He was afraid and tried to flee, but he could not. The heroes awoke and drew their swords, but no weapon
could pierce the skin of Grendel; he must be overcome by strength alone. At length he escaped, but his arm was torn from
its socket and left in the iron grasp of Beowulf.



In the morning there was great rejoicing. The king loaded the hero with lavish gifts. The queen brought him handsome
garments and hung about his neck a fair golden collar; and all were glad and happy.



Alas, on the following night Grendel's mother, another monster as terrible as he, came up from her watery cavern for
revenge. She seized and carried away with her one who was very dear to the aged Hrothgar. The king grieved sorely, but
Beowulf promised vengeance. Then Beowulf and Hrothgar and a company of chosen men found their way by a lonely path to
the lake in which was the den of the fiends. The head of him who was dear to Hrothgar lay on a rock, and swimming in the
water were fearful serpents and dragons. Beowulf put on his armor and sprang into the lake. Down, down he sank through
the gloomy water. Grendel's mother clutched at him and dragged him into her frightful den. The men by the shore saw the
water become red with blood and they grew very sorrowful; but after a long, long while they saw Beowulf swimming toward
the land. He had slain Grendel's mother, and he bore with him the terrible head of Grendel.



Then there was great joy in the beautiful hall of King Hrothgar. Many costly gifts were bestowed upon him who had
delivered the followers of the king, and then Beowulf bade them all farewell and set out for his homeland.
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BEOWULF FIGHTING THE DRAGON.


Beowulf was soon chosen chief of his people and ruled for many years. When he was an old man, a fire-breathing dragon
that dwelt in his country came forth by night and went through the land killing people and burning towns and cities.
This dragon guarded a vast treasure, and King Beowulf said to himself, "I will win this treasure for my people, and I
will avenge their wrongs." He did slay the dragon, but he himself was so sorely wounded that he had to give up his life.



His men grieved deeply. They built a great funeral pyre, all hung about with helmets and shields and coats of mail, and
on it they laid gently the body of their dead leader. Afterward they reared in his honor a mighty mound on a hill beside
the sea, and in it they buried many rings of gold and other treasures which they had brought forth from the dragon's
cave. In after days they often spoke together of Beowulf, and they said, "He cared more for glory than did any other
king who dwelt on the earth. He was kind and gentle, too, and he truly loved his people."


Summary



The hall of Hrothgar. — Beowulf and his encounter with Grendel. — The coming of Grendel's mother. — The fight at the bottom of
the sea. — The death of Beowulf.




Edward The Black Prince



For a number of years England carried on a war with Scotland, which ended with the battle of Bannockburn. This war would not
have lasted so long if the French had not been afraid that England would become stronger than they, and therefore had
done a great deal to help Scotland. This did not make the England feel very friendly toward the French. Moreover, Edward
III. King of England, claimed the French crown, because of his relationship to the late King of France. The result was a
struggle which lasted more than a century, and which is, therefore, called the Hundred Years' War. It was in the early
part of this war that the famous battles of Crécy and Poitiers were fought which showed the English yeomen—that is, the
sturdy common people—that they could defend themselves with their bows and arrows, and need not depend upon the knights
for protection. At the battle of Crécy, King Edward shared the command with his son, called the Black Prince from the
color of his armor. In the course of the battle, a messenger came galloping up to the king and told him that his son was
in great danger. "If the Frenchmen increase, your son will have too much to do," he said. The king asked, "Is my son
dead, unhorsed, or so badly wounded that he cannot support
himself?" "No, sir," answered the messenger, "but he is in so hot an engagement that he has great need of your help."
The king must have longed to go to his son, but he replied firmly, "Tell those that sent you not to send again for me so
long as my son has life; and say I command them to let the boy win his spurs; for I am determined, if it please God,
that all the glory and honor of this day shall be given to him and to those into whose care I have intrusted him." The
brave prince did win his spurs, that is, performed deeds which proved him worthy of knighthood; and when the battle was
over the king kissed him and said, "You are worthy to be a sovereign."
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BATTLE OF CRÉCY.


After this battle, the English pressed on to besiege Ca-lais. One whole year the French refused to yield, and
they would not give up the town until they were starving. Edward was so angry at the long resistance that he told the
people of Calais there was only one way in which they could look for any mercy from him. If six of their principal men
would come to him in their shirts, bareheaded, barefooted, and with ropes about their necks, he would be merciful to the
others. The richest man in town offered himself first, and five others followed. "Take them away and hang them,"
commanded King Edward; but his wife Phi-lip'pa fell upon her knees before him and said, "Since I crossed the sea
with great danger to see you, I have never asked you one favor. Now I most humbly ask for the sake of the Son of the
Blessed Mary, and for your love to me that you will be merciful to these six men." The king replied, "Ah, lady, I wish
you had been anywhere else than here, but I cannot refuse you. Do as you please with them." The queen feasted them, and
gave them clothes and sent them back safely to their homes. This story was told by Queen Philippa's secretary, a man
named Frois'sart.
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EDWARD III 
 (FROM A WALL PAINTING IN WESTMINSTER ABBEY.

 

Froissart tells another story about the courtesy and modesty of the Black Prince after the French king had been taken
prisoner at the battle of Poitiers. Here it is just as the old chronicler told it:—
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QUEEN PHILIPPA PLEADING FOR THE MEN OF CALAIS.


"The Prince of Wales gave a supper in his pavilion to the king of France and to the greater part of the princes and
barons who were prisoners. The prince seated the king of France and his son, the Lord Philip, at an elevated and well
covered table.
With them were Sir James de Bour'bon, the Lord John d'Artois, the earls of Tancarville, of Estampes, of Dammartin, of
Graville, and the lord of Par-te-nay'. The other knights and squires were placed at different tables. The prince
himself served the king's table as well as the others with every mark of humility, and would not sit down at it, in
spite of all his entreaties for him so to do, saying that he was not worthy of such an honor, nor did it appertain to
him to seat himself at the table of so great a king, or of so valiant a man as he had shown himself by his actions that
day. He added, also, with a noble air, `Dear sir, do not make a poor meal because the Almighty God has not gratified
your wishes in the event of this day; for be assured that my lord and father will show you every honor and friendship in
his power, and will arrange your ransom so reasonably that
you will henceforward always remain friends. In my opinion, you have cause to be glad that the success of this battle
did not turn out as you desired; for you have this day acquired such high renown for prowess that you have surpassed all
the best knights on your side. I do not, dear sir, say this to flatter you, for all those of our side who have seen and
observed the actions of each party have unanimously allowed this to be your due, and decree you the prize and garland
for it.' At the end of this speech there were murmurs of praise heard from every one. And the French said the prince had
spoken nobly and truly; and that he would be one of the most gallant princes in Christendom if God should grant him life
to pursue his career of glory."
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TOMB OF THE BLACK PRINCE, IN CANTERBURY CATHEDRAL. 
 (HIS HELMET, SHIELD, AND SHIRT OF MAIL ARE SHOWN
ABOVE)


The Black Prince never came to the throne, for he died one year before his father. If he had lived, his courage and
gentleness and kindly tact might have prevented some of the troubles that England had to meet.


Summary



The cause of the Hundred Years' War. — The Black Prince wins his spurs. — The siege of Calais. — The pleading of Philippa. — The
courtesy of the Black Prince to the captive king of France.




Robert Bruce



In the days of King John, the English had their hands full with only one king to manage, but a time came in Scotland when
there were thirteen people who claimed the throne. Finally it was clear that two of them had stronger claims than the
other eleven. They were John Ba'li-ol and Robert Bruce. So far the way was plain; but Baliol was the
grandson of the eldest daughter of a certain royal David, and Bruce was a son of the second daughter of this same David,
and it would have puzzled the wisest philosopher to say whose claim was the better. People in
Scotland felt so decidedly about the matter, some in favor of Baliol and some in favor of Bruce, that there was danger
of civil war. "King Edward of England is a wise king. Let us leave the question to him," said the Scotch parliament, and
it was done. This was a fine chance for King Edward. He declared at once that neither Baliol nor Bruce, but he himself
had the best claim to the Scottish throne. Baliol, however, might rule under him, he said. But Baliol did not prove
obedient enough to please him, so Edward carried him and the famous Stone of Scone off to London together. The Scotch
prized the Stone highly. They had a tradition that Ja'cob's head had rested upon it the night that he had his
dream of angels ascending and descending between heaven and earth; and whenever a Scotch king was to be crowned, he
always took his seat upon this stone. Edward had it put underneath the seat of the chair in West'min-ster Ab'bey,
in which English sovereigns sit at their coronation; and perhaps he thought that Scotland had yielded, and there would
be no more trouble. On the contrary, it was only a little while before William Wallace led the Scotch against the
English and defeated them in a great
battle. Soon after this, however, he fell into the hands of Edward and was put to death.
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EDWARD I.


In a few years the Scots found a new leader. This was the grandson of Robert Bruce, and his name, too, was Robert Bruce.
He was crowned King of Scotland, and the Scots flocked to his standard. Then came Edward with a large force, and soon
the King of Scotland was hiding first in the Gram'pi-an Hills, then on a little island at the north of Ireland.
He was almost in despair, for he had tried six times to get the better of the English and had failed. One day, it is
said, he lay in a lonely hut on a heap of straw, wondering if it would not be better to give it up and leave Scotland to
herself. Just then he caught sight of a spider trying to swing itself from one rafter to another. Six times it tried,
and six times it failed. "Just as many times as I have failed," thought Bruce, and he said to himself, "If it tries
again and succeeds, I, too, will try again." The spider tried again and it succeeded. Bruce tried again, and he, too,
succeeded. Edward died, and before his son Edward II was ready to attend to matters in Scotland, Bruce had captured most
of the castles that Edward I had taken and had brought an army together.
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CORONATION CHAIR WITH STONE OF SCONE.


When Edward was at last ready to march into Scotland, some two or three years later, he came with a large force. Bruce
met him with one only one third as large, but every man in it was bent upon doing his best to drive away the English.
Bruce dug deep pits in front of his lines. Many of the English cavalry plunged into them and were slain, and the rest
were thrown out of order. Then as the English troops looked at the hill lying to the right of the Scottish army, they
saw a new army coming over the crest. It was really only the servants and wagons and camp
followers; but Bruce had given them plenty of banners, and the English supposed they were fresh troops. Then King Edward
and his men ran away as fast as they could; but the Scotch pursued, and the king barely escaped being made a prisoner.
This was the battle of Ban'nock-burn, the most bloody defeat that the English ever met in Scotland. The victory
of the Scotch freed Scotland from all English claims; and a few years later England acknowledged her independence.
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BATTLE OF BANNOCKBURN.


It was of this battle that the great Scotch poet, Robert Burns, wrote:—




	Scots, wha hae wi' Wallace bled,


	Scots, wham Bruce has aften led;


	Welcome to your gory bed,


	Or to victory!


	Now 's the day, and now's the hour;


	See the front o' battle lour;


	See approach proud Edward's power—


	Chains and slavery!



	Wha will be a traitor knave?


	Wha can fill a coward's grave?


	Wha sae base as be a slave?


	Let him turn and flee!


	Wha for Scotland's king and law


	Freedom's sword will strongly draw,


	Freeman stand, or Freeman fa',


	Let him follow me!



	By oppression's woes and pains!


	By your sons in servile chains!


	We will drain our dearest veins,


	But they shall be free!


	Lay the proud usurpers low!


	Tyrants fall in every foe!


	Liberty's in every blow!—


	Let us do, or die!








In 1707, however, England and Scotland were peacefully united under the name of Great Britain.


Summary



Who shall hold the Scottish throne?—King Edward's decision. — The Stone of Scone. — Wallace. — Bruce and the spider. — The
battle of Bannockburn. — The poem of Burns upon this battle.



Hugh Capet



It has already been said that Charlemagne was a German. He, of course, spoke German, but even in his day the people in the
western part of his kingdom, in what is now the land of France used a language that was beginning to seem somewhat like
French. This change had begun long before, in the days when the country fell into the hands of the Romans, who
introduced their own language, the Latin.
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AN ANCIENT CASTLE AT CLISSON, FRANCE.


Now if a new language were introduced into any country today, few people would speak it correctly, and it was so in
France. The people made the new tongue as easy as possible. For instance, when a Roman wished to say of or
to he usually added a letter or two to the noun following. The people of France used the prepositions de
or à, and did not trouble themselves to change the noun. Other words or expressions were made simpler or altered in much
the same way, and
before the end of the tenth century, the people of France were speaking a language that was composed of a little
Cel'tic, a little German, and a great deal of Latin; but the Latin had become quite different from that used by
the Romans. This mixture was rapidly turning into French as it is spoken to-day.



The French people, then, differed in language from the Germans, and many of the nobles were feeling more and more
strongly that they did not wish to be ruled by a German, but by one of themselves, one who would talk French and feel
and think like a Frenchman, one who would be satisfied with ruling France and would not be ever thinking of forming an
empire and becoming emperor.
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A CELEBRATED FEUDAL CASTLE IN TOURAINE, FRANCE.


In 987, there was an excellent opportunity to put a new family upon the throne, for the last of Charlemagne's direct
descendants, Louis the Child, had just died. The great barons met together to choose a ruler. They decided upon Duke
Hugh Ca-pet', and he became king. He had little more power, however, than some of his counts and
dukes; and it may be that he sometimes wished he was still a duke, for some of the nobles refused to accept him as their
ruler. There is a story that one of his vassals, that is, one who held land from him by feudal tenure, overran the
district of Tour-aine', and forthwith began to call himself Count of Tours and Poi-ti-ers.' "Who made you
count?" demanded Hugh; and the independent vassal retorted, "Who made you king?" Indeed, if the brave men of Normandy
had not stood by him, Hugh would have had a hard struggle to keep his throne. He meant not only to keep it, but to hand
it down in his family, and only a few months after his election he asked his nobles to elect his son Rob'ert king
also. Then, while he lived, he reasoned shrewdly, Robert would help him govern the kingdom, and at his death there would
be no question as to who should rule, and no division of the kingdom. At first the nobles hesitated a little. "We cannot
elect two kings in one year," they gave as an excuse; but at length they yielded, and Robert was crowned.



This was the beginning of the rule of the powerful Ca-pe'tian family which was to hold the throne of France for
more than three centuries. Gaul, or France, had been ruled for many years by Romans and by Germans, but Hugh Capet was a
Frenchman, ruling French people, the first king of France.


Summary



The language of France in the tenth century. — Who shall be king?—The choice of Hugh Capet. — His independent vassal. — The
election of Robert.




Charlemagne



Pepin the Short had done a great deal to unite the kingdom; but when he died, he left it to his two sons, and so divided it
again. The older son died in a few years; and now the kingdom of the Franks was in the hands of Char-le-magne, if
he could hold it. First came trouble with the Sax'ons who lived about the lower Rhine and the Elbe. They and the
Franks were both Germans, but the Franks had had much to do with the Romans, and had learned many of their ways.
Missionaries, too, had dwelt among them and had taught them Christianity, while the Saxons were still heathen. It was
fully thirty years before the Saxons were subdued. During those years, Charlemagne watched them closely. He fought, to
be sure, whenever they rebelled, and he made some severe laws and saw to it that these were obeyed. More than this,
however, he sent missionaries to them, and he built churches. He carried away many Saxon boys as hostages. These boys
were carefully brought up and were taught Christianity. They learned to like the Frankish ways of living, and when they
had grown up and were sent home, they urged their friends to yield and become peaceful subjects of the great king; and
finally the land of the Saxons became a part of the Frankish kingdom.



When Charlemagne had only begun the Saxon war, the Pope asked for help against the Lom'bards, a tribe of Teutons
who had settled in northern Italy. The king was quite ready to give it,
for he, too, had a quarrel with them; and in a year or two their ruler had been shut up in a monastery and Charlemagne
had been crowned with the old iron crown of Lom'bar-dy.
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COUNT ROLAND AT THE BATTLE OF RONCESVALLES.


This war had hardly come to an end before the king led his troops into Spain against the Mohammedans. There, too, he was
successful; but at Ron-ces-val'les  he lost a favorite follower, Count Ro'land. Roland and the warriors
who perished with him were so young and brave that their people were never weary of recounting their noble deeds. Later
some one put the story into a fine old ringing poem, called the "Song of Roland," which long afterward men sang as they
dashed into battle.



In the year 800, a great honor was shown to Charlemagne, for as he was kneeling at the altar in Rome on Christmas Day,
the Pope set a crown upon his head, and  the people cried, "Long life and victory to the mighty Charles, the great and
pacific Emperor of the Romans, crowned of God!" Charlemagne was now not only king of the Franks, but Emperor in the
Western Empire. This empire, however, was smaller than it had been in the earlier days, for it included now only France,
part of Germany and of Italy, and a little strip at the north of Spain.
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CORONATION OF CHARLEMAGNE.


Charlemagne had become a great ruler, and other rulers were anxious to win his friendship. Ha-run'-al-Rash'id, or
Harun the Just, the Calif of Bag'dad, hero of the Arabian Nights, was one of his special friends. This
calif was a poet and learned man. He founded schools throughout his kingdom in which medicine, geometry, and astronomy
might be studied. Charlemagne did not write poetry, but he was a hard student, and he planned for the boys of his
kingdom to be taught. One of his orders reads, "Let every monastery and every abbey have its school, where boys may be
taught the Psalms, the system of musical notation, singing, arithmetic, and grammar, and let the books which are given
them be free from faults, and let care be taken that the boys do not spoil them either when reading or writing." When
he returned from one of his campaigns, he sent for a group of schoolboys and bade them show him their work. The boys
from the poorer families had done their best, and he thanked them heartily. "Try now to reach perfection," he said, "and
you shall be highly honored in my sight." The sons of the nobles had thought that as their fathers were rich and of high
rank there was no need of their working, and they had nothing good to show their king. He burst out upon them in anger,
"You pretty and dainty little gentlemen who count upon your birth and your wealth, you have disregarded my orders and
your own reputations and neglected your studies. Let me promise you this: If you do not make haste to make good your
former negligence, never think to get any favors from Karl."



As there were few learned men in the Frankish kingdom, the king sent to scholars in other parts of Europe and offered
them generous rewards to come to the Franks as their teachers. He collected a library and established a school at his
own court; and there the mighty Emperor, his family, and his courtiers, gathered around some wise man and learned of
him. The Emperor was interested in everything. He often got up in the night to study the stars. Once when the planet
Mars could not be seen, he wrote to his teacher, "What do you think of this Mars? Is it the influence of the sun? Is it
a miracle ? Could he have been two years about performing the course of a single one?"
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CHARLEMAGNE.


Charlemagne was a tall, large, dignified man. On state occasions he dressed most splendidly, but at other times he wore
simple clothes and liked best those that were ornamented with the work of his wife and daughters. He was an expert
horseman and swimmer, and he taught his sons to ride and to use the sword
and the spear. He took charge of his own farms, he built churches and bridges, and he began a canal to connect the Rhine
with the Danube. He encouraged trade, making the taxes upon merchants as light as possible. He collected the ancient
German songs, he had a grammar of the language written, he improved the singing in the churches, and he even had the
coinage of the kingdom manufactured in his own palace. All this was in addition to the fifty or more campaigns that he
was obliged to make. Surely he was the busiest of monarchs and the busiest of Germans; for, although the land of the
Franks is now France, yet it must not be forgotten that the Franks were German, and that the German "Karl der Gros'se,"
would be a better name for their great ruler than the French "Charlemagne."



When the mighty Emperor died, his empire fell to his son, a gentle, kindly man, but not strong enough to meet the
lawless chiefs who opposed him. He was followed by his three sons; and again the vast empire was divided. The sons were
not satisfied, and they went to war. After much fighting, a treaty was made at Ver-dun' in 843. The eldest son,
Lo-thair', received
the title of Emperor. His part of the domain was northern Italy and a broad strip of land extending to the North Sea.
The kingdom of the youngest lay to the east of this, and that of the second son, Charles the Bald, to the west.
Charles the Bald held more than half of what is now called France, and it is from this treaty and the reign of Charles
that the French count the beginning of the kingdom of France.


Summary



Charlemagne and the Saxons. — He aids the Pope against the Lombards. — The "Song of Roland."—The coronation of
Charlemagne. — The Western Empire. — Harun-al-Raschid. — Charlemagne's plans for teaching the boys of his land. — He examines a
class. — The palace school. — Appearance of Charlemagne. — His work for the kingdom. — The Treaty of Verdun.



The Children's Crusade



A marvelous thing now came to pass, for the children of France and Germany went on a crusade. Stephen, a French shepherd boy twelve
years old, declared that Jesus had appeared to him and bidden him lead a company of children to rescue the Holy
Sepulcher from the infidels. Other children joined him, and they went about from village to village, bearing crosses and
candles, swinging censers, singing hymns, and crying "God wills
it! God wills it!" Soon a great army of boys and girls, including the humblest shepherd lads and the children of wealthy
nobles, started on a march for the Holy Land. No one could stop them. The king bade them return to their homes, but they
only cried the more, "God wills it!" They broke away from their friends, from the very arms of their parents. The older
folk knew not what to think. Some said this was a work of Satan to destroy the children. Others believed that it was the
will of God that where armed men had failed, innocent children should succeed; and they dared not hold them back lest
they should be fighting against God.



In Germany, too, there was a boy preacher, one Nich'o-las; and he aroused the German children as Stephen aroused
the French. The little German boys and girls set out, twenty thousand strong, many of them wearing long gray coats upon
which crosses were sewn. They had broad-brimmed hats, and they carried the staffs of pilgrims. As they marched, they
sang hymns. One of these has come down to us. It begins,




	"Fairest Lord Jesus,


	Ruler of all nature."







But the way grew rougher and rougher. The air of the mountains was cold. They came to desert places where there was no
food. Thousands died, and when the others reached the city of Gen'o-a, they were only seven thousand. Still the
children did not lose courage. God would open a way for them through the sea, they believed, and soon they would be in
the Holy Land. They would tell the story of the good Jesus. The infidels would listen and would become His followers.
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GENOA, SHOWING A PORTION OF THE HARBOR.


The morning came. They waited patiently on the shore at
Genoa, but no path was opened through the sea. There is a tradition that part of the children sailed for Syria, but what
became of them is not known. Some pressed on to Rome. They told the pope about their journey and their sufferings. He
said that it was of no use for them to try to reach Syria, but, as they were bound by their vows, they must go on a
crusade when they were older.



By this time only a few children were left. Many had died, as has been said; some had been stolen or sold as slaves, and
still others had stopped in one place or another. Nothing now remained but to suffer the long, hard journey home; and at
last this, too, was ended. "Tell us of your wanderings. Where have you been?" begged their parents and friends; but all
that the tired little crusaders could answer was, "We do not know."
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HARBOR OF MARSEILLES.


Meanwhile, the French children, thirty thousand in all, had
set out for Mar-seilles'. Their way was less rough, but the heat of the summer was terrible. Many of the little
ones had never been farther from their homes than some neighboring village, and whenever they came in sight of a city
wall or a castle, they would ask piteously, "Isn't that Jerusalem?" After a journey of three hundred miles, about twenty
thousand of them came to Marseilles. "Let us stay here to-night," they begged, "and to-morrow God will open a way for us
through the sea." No path was opened, and many started to return to their homes. At length two merchants offered to
provide vessels for all who wished to go to the Holy Land. "We do it for the cause of God," they said, "and we ask no
reward but your prayers." Then the children were happy. "This is the path through the sea," they cried joyfully. "This
is what God promised us." Seven vessels full of the bravest of the children set sail to cross the blue Med-i
ter-ra'ne-an. Eighteen years later, an old priest came to Europe, and told the sad ending of the story. Two of the
seven vessel had been wrecked; but the hundreds of children on board the others had been carried to the coast of Africa
and sold to the Mohammedans as slaves; for the generous men of Marseilles why had so kindly offered to carry them across
the sea were slave traders. Not one of the seven shiploads of children ever saw his home again.


Summary



The French and the German children set out on a crusade. — The difficulties met by the German children. — The children s
Genoa. — At Rome. — The pope's commands. — Their return. — The hardships of the French children. — They reach Marseilles. — The
slave traders.




The Cid



A little while before Charles Martel fought the battle of Tours and drove the Mohammedans or Moors out of Gaul, they came into
Spain, and before long the southern part of that country was in their hands. They became very prosperous, and founded
splendid cities, of which the most famous were Gra-na'da and Val-en'cia. The earlier comers, the Goths,
held the northern part of Spain; and there were continual wars between the two peoples. The Goths, now also fought among
themselves; and in their quarrels they were glad of any one's help, no matter whether he was Christian or Mohammedan. Of
all these warriors, Ro-dri'go Di'az, or the Cid, was the greatest. The
"Poem of the Cid" was afterward written about his exploits, besides a countless number of ballads. The following are
some of the stories that were told about him:—
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THE ALHAMBRA, AT GRANADA, SPAIN, SHOWING COURT OF THE LIONS.


Long before he was made a knight, two of the Spanish kings had a quarrel about a certain city that lay on the line
between their two kingdoms. Each wanted it, and the dispute would have come to war if one of them had not suggested that
each should choose a warrior, and that single combat should settle the question. One king chose a famous knight, but the
other chose the young Rodrigo. "I will gladly fight for you," he said to his king, "but I have vowed to make a
pilgrimage, and I must do that first."
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A FAMOUS CASTLE AT VALENCIA, SPAIN.


So on the pilgrimage he went. On the way he saw a leper who begged for help. Rodrigo helped him out of the bog in which
he
was fast sinking, set him in front of him on his own horse, and carried him to an inn. There he and the leper used the
same trencher, or wooden plate, and they slept in the same bed. In the night Rodrigo awoke with the feeling that some
one had breathed upon him so strongly that the breath had passed through his body. The leper was gone, but a vision of
St. Laz'a-rus appeared to him and said, "I was the leper whom you helped, and for your kindness God grants that
your foes shall never prevail against you.'' Upon returning from his pilgrimage, Rodrigo vanquished in single contest
the knight opposed to him and so gained the city for his king. After this, people called him the Cam-pe-a-dor',
or Champion.



Even before this he had won his title of the Cid, or chief, by overcoming five Mohammedan kings. Instead of putting them
to death, however, he had let them go free, and they were so grateful that they agreed to become his vassals, and to
send him tribute. But this was not the end of their gratitude. A while later some of the counts of Cas-tile'
became so envious of the Cid's greatness that they plotted to bring about his death. They made what they thought was a
most excellent plan. They wrote to a number of the Moors, saying that in the next battle that should be fought, they all
intended to desert the Cid; and then, when he was alone, the Moors could easily capture him or slay him. The Moors would
have been delighted to do this; but, unluckily for the plotters, some of the letters went to the five kings to whom the
Cid had shown mercy. They had not forgotten his kindness; they sent him word of the proposed treachery, and the wicked
counts were driven out of the kingdom.
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THE MOHAMMEDAN KINGS FLEEING BEFORE THE BODY OF THE CID.


The greatest exploit of the Cid was his capture of the Moorish city of Valencia, the richest city in all Spain, After a
siege nine months long, the city yielded; and the people were in terror of what the Cid might do to them for having
resisted him so long. But he was very kind. He called the chief men together and told them that they were free to
cultivate their lands, and that all he should ask from them was one tenth of their gains. The ruler of Valencia was a
man who had slain their rightful king. While the siege was going on, he had sold food to the starving people at a great
price; and after the surrender he offered to the Cid the money that he had made in this way; but the Cid would not
accept it, and he put the wicked man to death with many tortures.



The Cid was now a mighty ruler and a very wealthy man. Even the Sul'tan of faraway Persia sent noble gifts to him
and earnestly desired his friendship.



After some years the Cid heard that the king of Mo-roc'co was about to come upon him with six and thirty other
kings and a mighty force, and he was troubled. But one night St. Peter came to him in a vision. "In thirty days you will
leave this world," he said, "but do you atone for your sins, and you shall enter into the light. Be not troubled about
the coming of the Moors upon your people, for even though you are dead, you shall win the battle for them."



Then the Cid made himself ready for death. He ordered that, after he was dead, his people should put his body in battle
array with helmet and armor, with shield and sword, and fix it firmly upon his horse with arm upraised as if to strike.
This they did, and they went forth with the body of the Cid at their head to meet the six and thirty kings. The knights
of the Cid came so suddenly and fought so fiercely that the six and thirty kings fled, and galloped their horses even
into the sea. "We saw an amazing sight," the Moors afterwards declared, "for there came upon us full 70,000 knights, all
as white as snow. And before them rode a knight of great stature, sitting upon a white horse with a bloody cross. In one
hand he bore a white banner, and in the other a sword which seemed to be of fire, and he slew many."



Twenty-two of the six and thirty kings were slain. The others went their way and never even turned their heads. Then
when the body of the Cid had been lifted down from the horse, his friends robed it in cloth of purple and set it in the
ivory chair of the conqueror with his sword Ti-zo'nal in its hand. And after ten years it was buried close by the
altar of St. Peter in a monastery at Car-den'a.



One of his followers cared for Ba-ni-e'ca, the horse that had been so dear to the Cid. Every day he led it to
water and led it back and gave it food with his own hand. When the horse died, he buried it before the gate of the
monastery. He set an elm at its head and another at its feet, and he bade that when he himself should die, he should be
buried beside the good horse Banieca whom he had loved so well, and for whom he had cared so tenderly.


Summary



The contests between Goths and Mohammedans in Spain. — The Cid and the leper. — The grateful Mohammedan kings. — The capture
of Valencia. — The Cid's vision of St. Peter. — The Cid's last victory. — The horse Banieca.



Clovis



Of all the Teutons who came to live on Roman territory, the most important were the Franks, or free men. They had no
wish to wander over the world when they had once found a country that pleased them, and so, since they liked the land
about the mouth of the Rhine, they settled there and held on to it, adding more and more wherever a little fighting
would win it for them. Each tribe had its chief; but Clo'vis, one of these chiefs, came at last to rule them all.
The country west of the Rhine, then called Gaul, was still partly held by the Romans, but Clovis meant to drive them
away and keep
the land for the Franks. When he was only twenty-one, he led his men against the Roman governor at Sois-sons' and
took the place. From here he sent out expeditions to conquer one bit of land after another and to bring back rich booty.
The most valuable treasures were usually kept in the churches, and the heathen Franks took great delight in seizing
these. Among the church treasures captured at Rheims' was a marvelously beautiful vase. Now the bishop of Rheims
was on good terms with Clovis, and he sent a messenger to the young chief to beg that, even if the soldiers would not
return all the holy vessels of the church, this one at least might be given back. Clovis bade the messenger follow on to
Soissons, where the booty would be divided. At Soissons, when all the warriors were assembled, the king pointed to the
vase and said, "I ask you, O most valiant warriors, not to refuse to me the vase in addition to my rightful part." Most
of the soldiers were wise enough not to object to the wishes of so powerful a chief; but one foolish, envious man swung
his battle-axe and crushed the vase, crying, "Thou shalt receive nothing of this unless a just lot gives it to thee." It
is no wonder that the whole army were amazed at such audacity. Clovis said nothing, but quietly handed the crushed vase
to the bishop's messenger. He did not forget the insult, however, and a year later, when he was reviewing his troops, he
declared that this man's weapons were not in fit con-
dition, and with one blow of his axe he struck the soldier dead, saying, "Thus thou didst to the vase at Soissons."
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BRONZE HELMET OF A FRANKISH WARRIOR 
 (FOUND NEAR THE RIVER SIENE; NOW IN THE LOUVRE, PARIS.)


Clovis showed himself so much stronger than the other chiefs of the Franks that at length they all accepted him as their
king. Soon after this, he began to think about taking a wife. The story of his wooing is almost like a fairy tale. In
the land of Burgundy lived a fair young girl named Clo-til'da, whose wicked uncle had slain her father, mother,
and brothers that he might get the kingdom. Clovis had heard how beautiful and good she was, and he sent an envoy to ask
for her hand in marriage. The wicked uncle was afraid to have her marry so powerful a ruler, lest she should avenge the
slaughter of her family; but he did not dare to refuse Clovis or to murder the girl after Clovis had asked that she
might become his queen. There was nothing to do but to send her to the king of the Franks. Clovis was delighted with
her, and they were married with all festivities.
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FRANKISH COSTUME OF THE TIME OF CLOVIS.


Clotilda was a Christian, and she was much grieved that her husband should remain a heathen. She told him many times
about her God, but nothing moved him. When their first child was born, Clotilda had the baby baptized. Not long
afterwards, the little boy grew ill and died. "That is because he was baptized in the name of your God," declared Clovis
bitterly. "If he had been consecrated in the name of my gods, he would be alive still." Nevertheless, when a second son
was born, Clotilda had him baptized. He, too, fell ill, and the king said, "He was baptized in the name of Christ, and
he will soon die." But the mother prayed to God, and by God's will the boy recovered. Still Clovis would not give up the
gods of his fathers. It came to pass, however, that he was engaged in a fierce battle near where Co-logne' now
stands. His enemies were fast getting the better of him, and he was almost in despair, when suddenly he thought of the
God of his queen, and he cried, "Jesus Christ, whom Clotilda declares to be the Son of the living God, if Thou wilt
grant me victory over these enemies, I will believe in Thee and be baptized in Thy name." Soon the enemy fled, and
Clovis did not doubt that his prayer had been answered.
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BAPTISM OF CLOVIS.


When he told Clotilda of this, she was delighted. She sent for the bishop and asked him to teach her husband the true
religion. After a little, Clovis said to him, "I am glad to listen to you, but my people will not leave their gods." He
thought a while and then he declared, "I will go forth and tell them what you have told me." He went out among his
people, and, as the legend says, even before he had spoken a word, the people cried out all together, "We are ready to
follow the immortal God." Then the bishop ordered the font to be prepared for the baptism of the king. The procession
set out from the palace and passed through streets made gorgeous with embroidered hangings. First came the clergy,
chanting hymns as they marched, and bearing the Gospels and a golden cross. After them walked the bishop, leading the
king by the hand. Behind them came the queen, and after her the people. They passed through the door and into the
church. The candles gleamed, the house was hung with tapestries of the purest white and was fragrant with incense; and
there the king of the Franks, his sisters, and more than three thousand of his warriors, besides a throng of women and
children, were baptized and marked with the sign of the cross.



The times were harsh and rude, and even a king who was looked upon as a Christian ruler never dreamed of hesitating to
do many
cruel deeds. Clovis wished to enlarge his kingdom, and he could always find some excuse for attacking any tribe living
on land next his own. He cared nothing for his word, and to get what he wanted, he was ready to lie or steal or murder.



Clovis died in 511, but before that time all the lands between the lower Rhine and the Pyr'e-nees Mountains had
been obliged to acknowledge his rule. He took Par'is as his capital, and went there to live. This was the
beginning of France. The descendants of Clovis held the throne for nearly two centuries and a half. They were called
Mer-o-vin'gi-ans from Mer-o-vae'us, the grandfather of Clovis.


Summary



Settlement of the Franks. — Clovis and the vase of Soissons. — His marriage. — The death of his son. — He becomes a
Christian. — His baptism. — His cruel deeds. — The Merovingians.




Christopher Columbus



The crusades, the Renaissance, the invention of printing, and the travels of Marco Polo in the East had set people to
thinking about matters in the great world beyond the limits of their own little villages or towns. The part of the earth
in which the greatest number were interested was In'di-a. The reason was that Europeans had learned to demand the
spices and silks and cottons and jewels of the East. The old way of bringing these to Europe was up the Red Sea and
across the Mediterranean to Venice; or through the Black Sea, past Constantinople, and through the Mediterranean to
Genoa. Now that the Turks held Constantinople, the eastern Mediterranean was a dangerous place. Just as people were
beginning to think they must have the Eastern luxuries, it became more and more difficult to obtain them; and the nation
that could find the shortest way to India would soon be possessed of untold wealth.
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COLUMBUS BEFORE THE LEARNED MEN OF SALAMANCA.


One man who was thinking most earnestly about India was named Chris'to-pher Co-lum'bus. He was born in Genoa and
had been at sea most of his life since he was fourteen. He had
read and studied and thought until he was convinced that the world was round and that the best way to reach China and
Ja-pan was not to make the wearisome overland journey through Asia, but to sail directly west across the
At-lan'tic. He had asked the city of Genoa to provide money for the expedition; and he had also asked the king of
Por'tu-gal; but to no purpose. Finally he appealed to Fer'di-nand and Is-a-bel'la, king and queen
of Spain.



This was why, toward the end of the fifteenth century, a company of learned Spaniards met together at
Sa-la-man'ca to
listen to the schemes of a simple, unknown Italian sailor. Columbus told them what he believed. Then they brought forward
their objections. "A ship might possibly reach India in that way," said one gravely, "but she could never sail uphill
and come home again." "If the world is round and people are on the opposite side, they must hang by their feet with
their heads down," declared another scornfully. Another objection was that such an expedition as Columbus proposed would
be expensive. Moreover he demanded the title of admiral of whatever lands he might discover and one tenth of all
precious stones, gold, silver, spices, and other merchandise that should be found in these lands. This was not because
he was greedy for money, but he was planning to win the Holy Sepulcher at Jerusalem from the Turks, and to do this would
require an enormous fortune.



Columbus had formed a noble scheme, but there seemed small hope that it would be carried out by Spanish aid, for the
Spaniards were waging an important war with the Moors, or Mohammedans. The Moors had a kingdom in the south of Spain
containing a number of cities. In the capital, Granada, was the palace and fortress of the Al-ham'bra, a
wonderfully beautiful structure, even in ruins as it is to-day. Granada was captured, but even then the Spaniards seemed
to have no time to listen to Columbus.
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CONVENT OF LA RABIDA 
(THE PART COLUMBUS KNEW IS TO THE RIGHT)


At length he made up his mind to leave Spain and go for aid to the king of France. With his little son Di-e'go
he started out on foot. The child was hungry, and so they stopped at the gate of the convent of La Ra'bi-da, near
the town of Pa'los, Spain, to beg for the food that was never refused to wayfarers. The prior was a student of
geography. He heard the ideas of
Columbus, put faith in them, and invited some of his learned friends to meet the stranger. "Spain must not lose the honor of
such an enterprise," the prior declared, and he even went himself to the queen. He had once been her confessor, and she
greeted him kindly. King Ferdinand did not believe in the undertaking, but the queen became thoroughly interested in it.
She was Queen of Ar'a-gon by her marriage to Ferdinand, but she was Queen of Castile in her own right, and she
exclaimed, "I undertake the enterprise for my own crown of Castile, and will pledge my jewels to raise the necessary
funds."



Thus, after eighteen years' delay, the way opened for Columbus, and he set sail from Palos with three small vessels; but
even after they were at sea Columbus must have felt as if his troubles were but just begun, for his sailors were full of
fears.
They were not cowards, but no one had ever crossed the Atlantic, and there were legends that in one place it was
swarming with monsters, and that in another the water boiled with the intense heat. There was real danger, also, from
the jealous Portuguese, for it was rumored that they had sent out vessels to capture Columbus's little fleet. It is
small wonder that the sailors were dismayed by the fires of the volcanic peak of Ten-er-iffe', but they were
almost equally alarmed by every little occurrence. The mast of a wrecked vessel floated by, and they feared it was a
sign that their vessel, too, would be wrecked. After a while, the magnetic needle ceased to point to the north star, and
they were filled with dread lest they should lose their way on the vast ocean. One night a brilliant meteor appeared,
and then they
were sure that destruction was at hand. The good east wind was sweeping them gently along; but even that worried them,
for they feared it would never alter, and how could they get home? Some of them had begun to whisper together of
throwing Columbus overboard, when one day they saw land-birds and floating weeds and finally a glimmering light. Then the
sailers were as eager to press onward as their leader.
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SHIPS OF COLUMBUS 
 (THE VESSELS WERE THE PINTA, THE NINA, AND THE SANTA MARIA)


Early on the following morning land appeared. Columbus wearing his brilliant scarlet robes and bearing the standard of
Spain, was rowed ashore. He fell upon his knees and kissed the ground, thanking God most heartily for his care. Then he
took possession of the land for Spain. The natives gathered around, and he gave them bells and glass beads. He supposed
that of course he was just off the coast of India, and as he had reached the place by sailing west, he called it the
West In'dies and the people In'di-ans. The island itself he named San Sal-va-dor'. It is thought to
have been one of the Ba-ha'mas. He spent some little time among the islands, always hoping to come upon the
wealthy cities of the Great Khan. At length he re-
turned to Spain, dreaming of future voyages that he would make.
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COLUMBUS'S FIRST VIEW OF THE NEW WORLD.


When he reached Palos, the bells were rung and people gave up their business to celebrate the wonderful voyage and the
safe return. Columbus made three other journeys across the ocean, hoping every time to find the rich cities of the East.
His enemies claimed that he had mismanaged a colony that had been founded in the New World. Another governor was sent
out, and he threw the great Admiral into chains. Ferdinand and Isabella were indignant when they knew of this outrage;
but yet they could not help being disappointed that China had not been found. Neither they nor Columbus dreamed that he
had discovered a new continent; and even if they had known it, they would have much preferred finding a way to trade
with the distant East.


Summary



Why people were interested in India. — The belief of Columbus. — The scorn of the Spaniards. — The demands of
Columbus. — Delay. — Columbus at La Rabida. — Queen Isabella undertakes the enterprise. — The first voyage across the
Atlantic. — Landing in America. — The New World. — The return to Palos. — The disappointment of Columbus and his friends.




The Fall Of Constantinople



While the Italian scholars were wishing that they had more of the precious old manuscripts, there were exciting times in the
country known as Tur'key in Europe. This country had been part of the Eastern Empire even after the fall of Rome
in 476, but it had come to be so little Roman and so completely Greek
that it is spoken of as the Greek, or By-zan'tine Empire. It was destined, however, to belong to neither Romans
nor Greeks, for the Mohammedans were pressing hard upon its boundaries. They had won Asia Minor and the lands lying
directly south of the Danube. Gradually they got Greece, north of the Isthmus, into their power, and in 1453 Mohammed II
led the Ot'to-man Turks, who were of the same race as Attila and his Huns, against the capital of the Eastern
Empire, the great rich city of Constantinople.
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CONSTANTINOPLE.


Gunpowder had been invented before this time, but the cannon were small. When the great Turk'ish gun fired its
heavy stone balls, men and women rushed into the streets, beating their breasts and crying aloud, "God have mercy upon
us!" Day after day the besiegers continued the attack. They used arrows,
catapults for throwing stones, and a few rifles. They wheeled a two-story tower covered with buffalo hides near enough to
the city so that archers in the second story could shoot at the defenders on the walls. But the Greeks threw their
famous Greek fire upon it and it burned to ashes. Both parties dug mines. Sometimes these were blown up, sometimes the
workers in them were suffocated by smoke or gas.
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ST. SOPHIA, CONSTANTINOPLE. 
 (THE FAMOUS CHURCH BUILT IN THE 6TH CENTURY BY THE EMPEROR JUSTINIAN.
IT HAS BEEN USED AS A MOSQUE SINCE THE CAPTURE OF CONSTANTINOPLE BY THE TURKS)


Finally the Turks dug a narrow canal five miles long from the Sea of Mar'mo-ra to the harbor of Constantinople.
They paved it with beams, well greased, and one morning the Greeks found thirty Turkish ships lying almost under their
walls, for the
buffaloes of the Turks had dragged them to the shore during the night. Then the people of the city were in despair and begged
their emperor to escape and flee for his life, but he refused. "I am resolved to die here with you," he declared.



When it was seen that the city must fall, thousands of the citizens crowded into the vast church of St. So-phi'a,
for there was an old prophecy that some day the Turks would force their way into the city, but that when they had
reached St. Sophia an angel would appear with a celestial sword, and that at sight of it the Turks would flee. The
emperor knelt long in prayer, received the Holy Communion, and then begged the priests and all the members of his court
to forgive him if he had ever wronged them. The sobs and wails of the people echoed in the great building.



The Turks made their way without hindrance into the city. They did not stop at the church; and no angel brought a
miraculous weapon to drive them back. The emperor fell, sword in hand, fighting to the last for his empire and the
Christian faith. The Turkish commander gave over the city to his soldiers, and they stole everything worth
stealing,—wonderful treasures of gold, silver, bronze, and jewels. Thousands of citizens were roughly bound together and
dragged off to the boats to be sold as slaves. The cross was torn down from beautiful St. Sophia, and the crescent, the
emblem of Mo-ham'med-an-ism, was put in its place.



The emperor's body, however, was buried by the Turks with all honors. A lamp was lighted at his grave. It is still kept
burning, and at the charge of the Turkish government. This was commanded by the Turkish ruler as a mark of respect and
regard for Con'stan-tine Pa-la-ol'o-gos, the last Christian emperor in the Empire of the East.



At the coming of the Turks, many of the Greeks had seized their most valued treasures and fled. The scholars carried
away with them the rare old manuscripts of the early Greek writers. More went to Italy than anywhere else, and the
Italian scholars gave them a hearty welcome. There had been learned Greeks in Italy long before this time, and the
Italian scholars had been interested in the Greek literature; but now such a wealth of it was poured into the country
that the Italians were aroused and delighted. They read the manuscripts eagerly; they sent copies to their friends; and
gradually a knowledge of the literature of the Greeks and a love for it spread throughout Europe.


Summary



Mohammed II attacks Constantinople. — The siege. — Devotion of the emperor. — The scene in St. Sophia. — The Turks enter the
city. — The crescent replaces the cross. — The burial of the emperor. — Greek scholars carry their manuscripts Italy. — The
spread of Greek learning.




Country Life In The Middle Ages



The people of the Middle Ages would have thought it exceedingly strange for one man to ask another the price of a piece of
land, pay for it, and then call it his own. As a general thing, they obtained land in quite a different fashion. The
belief was that the king owned the whole country. But he could not cultivate it all, or even defend it with his single
sword. Therefore, he gave the use of large districts to his chief men. Each man, when he received a share, knelt before
the king with uncovered head, laid his hands in those of his sovereign, and vowed to be his man and to serve him
faithfully. Then the king kissed his vassal, or liege-man, and gave him a bit of turf and a twig to indicate that he was
to hold the land and what grew upon it. Often when land was granted to a man, he was required to make a small payment of
money or produce. This was not rent, but merely an acknowledgment that the property was not his, but his lord's. It was
sometimes nothing more than a measure of grain, or a fish or two from some river flowing through the land. In 1492, a
piece of land in New'cas-tle-on-Tyne', in England, was granted on condition that a red rose be paid every
midsummer day, if it should be called for.



The service that the king wanted for his grants was almost always service in war. When there was need of fighting, he
had a right to call out his vassal to fight for him. But every vassal
divided his land into portions and gave it to people who were his vassals and had vowed to be faithful to him.
Therefore, when the king needed men he called out his vassals, the great nobles. They called out their vassals, and
these vassals called out those who were under them; and they must all go forth to help do battle. This was the feudal
system. It was a sort of endless chain, except that it did finally come to an end in the manor, or village.
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ENGLISH MANOR HOUSE.


The early manor usually consisted of one house of fair size, perhaps even a castle, and, gathered around it, a number of
little cottages. They were thatched with straw and had generally only one room. The large house was the abode of the
lord of the manor, and the little houses were the homes of his tenants. Some of these were called "free" tenants, and
they generally paid in money for the use of the land and the protection of their lord. The others were called serfs, or
villeins, from the word vill, meaning village. They paid some rent in money or in fowls or produce, and they also
had to spend a goodly share of their time, sometimes as much as half of it, working on the land which the lord reserved
for himself. The lord of a manor always had a list of the tenants, called an "extent," which stated just what each one
was bound to pay and what work he must do. For instance, on one manor a man
who had a cottage and an acre of land had to pay at the feast of Saint Mi'chael threepence, and at Christmas a
cock and a hen worth threepence. Another, who had only a little piece of land, had to bring to his lord one goose, worth
twopence, every year. The labor varied greatly in kind and in amount. One man, among other sorts of work, had to provide
"a cart and three animals of his own" and carry wood from the forest to the manor house two days every summer. This was
worth ninepence, but his lord was to give him three meals worth two pence, half-penny each. Twice every summer he was to
carry half a load of grain; but his meals in this case were not to be so extravagant, for they were to be worth only
twopence each.
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OLD COUNTRY HOUSE. 
 (SAID TO BE THE OLDEST HOUSE ON THE RHINE.)


The arable land of the manor was divided into three or more great fields. One field was planted with wheat or rye,
another with oats or peas or barley, and the third field lay fallow for a season. The next year the arrangement was
changed
about, and thus every field had its rotation of crops and its year of rest. These lands were divided among the tenants
in what seems now a strange fashion. They were marked off into strips, usually forty rods long and four rods wide, and
instead of a tenant's having a field to himself, he had a certain number of strips. Moreover, these were not together,
but were scattered about, one or two in a place. Even the lord's land was generally scattered in the same way.



The villeins were not allowed to leave the manor; and if it passed into the hands of another owner, they went with it as
much as the oxen or the houses. And even if a man wished to run away, where could he go? The whole country was divided
into manors. Each one had its own tenants, and there was seldom room for any new ones. There was no work by which one
could earn his bread. For a long while there was only one way by which a boy could escape from the manor life, and that
was by becoming a priest. If he wished to be a priest and showed that he had the ability, his lord had to let him go
free.



Farm work was exceedingly hard in those days, for the implements were rude and clumsy. The ploughs, for instance, were
made of wood and were so heavy that eight oxen were needed to draw them. The manor life could not have been very
agreeable, but it had one great advantage, it was safe, for the lord was bound to protect his tenants, and in those days
of strife and disorder it was a great thing to have protection. Indeed, it often happened that for the sake of being
protected a free man would go of his own accord to some powerful noble and offer to become his vassal.



Between the eleventh and the thirteenth centuries, many
knights went on crusades, or warlike expeditions to try to rescue the Holy Land from the Mohammedans. These knights
wanted large sums of money, and they allowed many of their tenants to pay their rent in money instead of work. Sometimes
they would even let them have a piece of land. This made the villeins feel a little more independent; but until after
the battles of Crécy and Poitiers it did not occur to them that they were well able to protect themselves with their own
weapons. They had supposed that to be a good soldier one must have a horse and armor and be trained as a knight; but
these two battles were won by men who had no armor and no swords, but only their bows and arrows.



Two or three years after the battle of Crécy, a terrible disease known as the Black Death swept over the land. So many
villeins died that now a man could find plenty of work at good wages wherever he chose to go. Moreover, if he did not
wish to work on a manor, he could live in a city if he chose, for fine wool weaving had been introduced, and he could
easily earn his living as a weaver.



Thus, little by little the old way of living on manors was given up, and the feudal system gradually disappeared. In a
few places in Europe, however, the ground is still cultivated in great fields wherein each person holds one or more
strips; and in the little town of Man'heim, in Penn-syl-va'ni-a, there is some land that is held by a sort
of feudal tenure. It was given by a wealthy baron a century and a half ago as a site for a church, and the rental was to
be, as in the case of the land in Newcastle, "one red rose, payable in June, when the same shall be lawfully demanded."
Twice the baron asked for the rose, and then the old custom was forgotten until it was revived a few years ago. Now one
day in
every June is set apart for the payment of the rose to some descendant of the baron. There is always a pleasant little
celebration. Then, after the music and the addresses in the church, the people present all walk past the chancel, each
one laying down a red rose as he passes. The roses are afterward gathered up and carried to the sick folk in some
hospital.


Summary



The granting of land. — The service of the vassals. — The early manor. — The payment made by the villeins. — The division of the
manor lands. — Difficulty in leaving the manor. — The effect of the crusades. — Of the battles of Crécy and Poitiers. — Of the
Black Death. — Survivals of the feudal tenure.
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The Coming Of The Teutons To England



The Celts, as has been said before, left their old home in Asia in very early times and moved slowly across Europe. At
length they came to the ocean. The tribes behind were pressing upon them, and the Celts were not stopped by so narrow a
body of water as the English Channel. Many of them crossed to the British Isles. There they lived in small huts made of
poles fastened together at the top. They knew how to make boats with planks and nails, but oftener they made them by
covering wicker frameworks with skins. Their priests were called Dru'ids, and it is thought that the great stones
at Stone'henge, on Salis-bu-ry Plain, are the remains of rude temples in which sacrifices were offered.
These Celts, or Brit'ons, painted their bodies blue, for they thought this would make them seem more terrible to
their enemies. Rough as they were, they were fond of pretty things, and they made themselves bracelets and necklaces.
Those who lived inland were savage, but those who dwelt nearest to the Continent were somewhat civilized. They raised
wheat and barley and kept many cattle. They had no towns, but gathered in little villages.
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STONEHEDGE.


This is the way the Britons lived when the Romans came upon
them. The Romans were always ready to conquer a new country; and they meant to subdue the British Isles. They obliged
the Britons in the greater part of England to obey them; but they gave up trying to conquer the savage tribes of the
northern part of the island; and finally, to keep them out they built two great walls with watchtowers and strongholds
straight across the country. Some of the Teutons on the Continent were also troublesome, and therefore the Romans raised
a line of forts around the southeastern shore of England. These Romans were famous road-makers, and they built excellent
highways, several running across the island. They made settlements; they erected handsome town houses and country houses
with statues and vases and pavements of many-colored marble, and they built many of their famous baths. The Romans were
the rulers, and the Britons had to obey. It is probable that many of the Britons were
obliged to enter the Roman army, and that many of those who did not become soldiers were treated as slaves.
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LANDING OF THE ROMANS IN BRITAIN.


The Romans could have conquered the troublesome northern tribes, but as we have seen, the Goths were pressing forward
upon the boundaries of their empire, and Alaric had invaded Italy and plundered Rome itself. Every soldier in the Roman
army was needed to help protect the empire, and none could be spared for
the Britons; therefore officers and men sailed away from the British shores and left the people to take care of
themselves.
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ROMAN BATHS 
 (AT BATH, AN ENGLISH WATERING-PLACE NOTED FOR ITS HOT SPRINGS.)


The Britons could have done this better before they had anything to do with the Romans. They were excellent fighters,
but they had now become so used to being led by Roman officers that when they were left alone they were helpless. The
savages were coming down upon them from the north, and the three tribes of Teutons, the Saxons, Ang'les, and
Jutes, were threatening them from the region between the Bal'tic and the North Sea. The Britons could not
protect themselves, and they sent a pitiful appeal to the Roman commander Aëtius to come and help them. "The
barbarians," it said, "drive us to the sea, and the sea drives us back to the barbarians; and between them we are either
slain or drowned." Aëtius, however, was too busy trying to keep other barbarians from Rome to help people so far away as
England, and he could do nothing for them. The Britons believed that of all their enemies the Teutons were the
strongest; and they decided to ask them to come to Britain and help drive away the others. They might have the island of
Than'et for their home, the Britons promised.
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ANCIENT JUTISH BOAT.


The Jutes came first, under the two brothers, Heng'ist and Hor'sa, it is said; and they were followed by
the Angles and Saxons. These Teutons helped to drive away the other tribes, according to the bargain; but soon they
found Thanet too small for them, and so, just as one tribe had been driving another to the westward for centuries, they
drove the British to the westward. Some Britons were killed, some became slaves, and some hid away in the mountains of
western England. The Teutons called these Wealh, or Welsh, that is, strangers or foreigners; and it is from this
that the country of Wales takes its name.
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LANDING OF THE SAXONS.


The Britons were not conquered all at once by any means, for they fought most courageously, and probably it was many
years before
the Teutons became masters of the country. The Angles scattered so widely throughout the land that it took its name from
them and became known as the land of the Angles, or Angle-land, and finally Eng'land. The Saxons, however, were
strongest of the three peoples, and therefore their name is generally given to all the invaders. Their descendants take
both names and are known as Ang'lo-Sax'ons.
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SAINT GREGORY AND THE ENGLISH SLAVE CHILDREN.


The Britons had become Christians long before the coming of the Saxons, but the Saxons were heathen. After these savage
invaders had been in England about a century, some young people of their race were sold in Rome as slaves. They had
golden hair and blue eyes, and to a saintly monk named Greg'o-ry who was passing through the market-place they
seemed exceedingly beautiful. "Who are they?" he asked. The answer was, "Angli," that is, Angles. He declared
that they would be not Angles but angels, if they were Christians. Gregory never lost his interest in the Angles,
and if he had been permitted, he would gladly have gone to England as a missionary. After some years
he became Pope Gregory the Great, and then, although he himself could not go, he sent Saint Au-gus'tine to preach
to them. The king of Kent had a Christian wife, and therefore Saint Augustine went first to him and asked if he might
tell him about the religion of Christ. The king was willing to hear him, but not in a house, for if there was any magic
about this new faith, he thought the evil spirits would have far less power in the open air. He listened closely, and
then he went home to think over what he had heard. After a while he told Saint Augustine that he believed the Christian
faith was true. This teaching spread over England, and soon it was no longer a heathen country.


Summary



The Celts in England. — The Romans in England. — They abandon England. — The appeal of the Britons. — The coming of the
Teutons. — The monk and the English captives. — Saint Augustine preaches to the English.



Henry The Fowler



About one hundred years after the death of Charlemagne, one of his descendants, a little boy only six years old, succeeded to
a part of his kingdom. Although the child had guardians, they did not seem to be able to defend the crown. There was
trouble from without the kingdom and more trouble from within. The trouble from without was because the Hungarians, or
Ma-gyars', were making fierce and bloody invasions of the country. The trouble from within came from the five
dukes, each of whom was afraid that the others would become more powerful than he. The child-king died when he was only
eighteen, and then there was quarreling indeed, for every duke wanted to be sovereign. At length Con'rad, Duke of
Fran-co'ni-a, was set upon the throne; but that did not quiet matters, for some of the dukes had not agreed to
his election.



Conrad was a gentle, thoughtful man. He defended his people as well as he could, but perhaps the best thing he did for
them was to give them a piece of good advice when he was dying. He had sent for the nobles to come to him, and when they
stood around
his bed, he talked to them as if they were his children and begged them to live peacefully together. "I do now command
you," he said, "to choose Henry, Duke of Sax'o-ny, for your king. He is a man of energy in battle, and yet he is
a strong friend of peace. I can find no one else so well fitted to rule the kingdom, and therefore I send to him the
crown and the sceptre and bid him shield and protect the realm."



The nobles were amazed, for this Henry of Saxony had opposed most strongly of them all the election of Conrad; but the
more they thought of their king's advice, the more they saw that it was good; and after Conrad was dead they carried the
crown and the sceptre to Henry's castle. He was not there. "Where is he?" the nobles demanded, and the attendants
replied, "He is in the forest hunting with his falcons."
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A FAMOUS CASTLE IN GERMANY.


Then the nobles and their followers set out into the forest to search for a king. It was several days before they found
him; and when they did discover him, he was standing in his hunting suit, and on his wrist was a falcon waiting
patiently until its master should give it the signal to fly after a wild duck or whatever other bird he was pursuing.
The falcon and the Duke were both surprised when the company of nobles and their attendants appeared, and Henry was
still more amazed when they showed him the crown and the sceptre and told him that they had followed the will of Conrad
and had chosen him for their king. This is the way that Duke Henry of Saxony became King Henry I of Germany and won his
nickname of "the Fowler."



The Magyars came upon the land in swarms. Henry met them bravely; but in every battle the invaders had one great
advantage,—they fought on horseback, while the Germans were skilled
only in fighting on foot. Something happened very soon, however, that changed the whole look of matters; Henry captured
a Magyar chief, said to have been the king's son. The Magyars were ready to do almost anything to secure his release;
and at length Henry said to them, "If you will leave my country and promise to make no attacks upon it for nine years, I
will give back your chief and pay you five thousand pieces of gold every year." The Magyars were glad to accept this
offer, and soon they were rejoicing over the return of their chief.



Henry, however, was not spending any time in rejoicing. He had much business to attend to in the nine years, and he set
about it at once. First, he brought his people together in cities which could be fortified, instead of allowing them to
live in scattered villages. Next, he trained his men to fight on horseback. To test their ability, he tried his new
cavalry in battles with the Danes and some tribes around him. Then he waited.



The Magyars were in no haste to give up the tribute of gold, and when the tenth year had come, they demanded that the
king should send it as usual. But now he was ready to fight them, and he refused. They started out with a great army to
make this defiant ruler yield; but to their surprise he drove them out of his kingdom. They never succeeded in entering
the northern duchies again, and it was many years before they were seen in any part of Germany.



The wisdom and courage of Henry the Fowler brought peace to his country; and when he died, he left to his son
O'tho a quiet and prosperous kingdom. Otho was quite as energetic as his father. He took the title of Emperor of
the Romans, as if his rule were a continuation of the ancient Roman Empire, and for nine hundred years after him every
German king claimed the same title.


Summary



The troubles of the child-king. — The rule of Conrad. — The search for Henry of Saxony. — Henry's agreement with the
Magyars. — The repulse of the Magyars. — Otho is called Emperor of the Romans.
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Genseric The Vandal



Within  a few years after the death of Attila, Rome was once more in the hands of an invader, Gen'ser-ic the
Van'dal. The Vandals were great wanderers. They slowly made their way from the shores of the Baltic Sea to the
Danube, passed through what is now France, and went south into Spain. Only eight or nine miles from Spain, just across
what is now the Strait Gi-bral'tar, lay Africa.



Africa belonged to Rome. It was one of her most valued provinces because, while Italy could not raise enough grain to
feed her people, Africa could supply all that was needed. Genseric longed to add Africa to his domain, and he was more
fortunate than most men who wish to invade a country, for after a little while he received a cordial invitation to come
to Africa and bring his soldiers with him. The invitation was given by no less a man than the brave general
Bon'i-face, who had been appointed governor of the province. This is the way it came about. Aëtius was jealous of
the success of Boniface, and he persuaded the mother of the child emperor to send the governor a letter recalling him.
Then he himself wrote a letter to his "friend" Boniface with the warning that the empress was angry with him and he
would lose his head if he risked it in Rome. Boniface was in hard position. He concluded that the safest thing for him
to do was to remain where he was, and ask Genseric to help him hold Africa.



Genseric did not wait to be urged. He hurried across the trait of Gibraltar and began his victories. A Vandal conquest
was more severe than that of any other tribe, for the Vandals seemed to delight in ruining everything at came into their
power. They killed men, women, and children; they burned houses and churches; and they destroyed whatever treasures they
could not carry away with them. Some said that whenever they conquered a country, they cut down every fruit tree within
its limits. This is why people who seem to enjoy spoiling things are sometimes called vandals.



After a while Boniface discovered how he had been tricked by Aëtius, and he begged Genseric to leave the country; but
the barbarian refused, and Boniface
could not drive him away. Genseric and his followers settled in Africa, making the city of Car'thage the capital
of their kingdom. They became a nation of pirates. They built light, swift vessels and ran up on the shore of any
country where they expected to find plunder.
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BARBARIAN SLINGERS READY FOR WARFARE 

(FROM THE COLUMN OF MARCUS AURELIUS. THE SLING, A SMALL DISK OF LEATHER SUSPENDED BY STRINGS, WAS USED FOR HURLING
MISSILES.)


All this time Genseric had his eyes fixed upon Italy, and again
he was fortunate enough to be invited to a land which he was longing to invade. This time the widow of a murdered
emperor begged him to come and avenge her wrongs. He wasted no time but crossed the narrow sea and marched up to the
walls of Rome.  Behold, the gates were flung open, and once more Bishop Leo, now a hoary-headed man, came forth with his
clergy, all in the priestly robes, to beg the Vandals to have mercy. Generic made some promises, but they were soon
broken. For fourteen days the Vandals did what they would. They were in no hurry; they had plenty of ships to carry away
whatever they chose; and after they had chosen, there was little but the walls remaining. They snatched at gold and
silver and jewels, of course, but they took also brass, copper, and bronze, silken robes, and even furniture. Works of
art were nothing to them unless they were of precious metal and could be melted; and what they did not care to take with
them, they broke or burned. The widowed empress had expected to be treated with the greatest honor, but the Vandals
stripped off her jewels and threw her and her two daughters on board their ships to be carried to Africa as prisoners.



Genseric kept his nation together as long as he lived; and indeed, though the Romans made many expeditions against the
Vandals, it was nearly eighty years before the pirates were conquered.


Summary



The Vandals. — Boniface invites Genseric to Africa. — A Vandal conquest. — Genseric is invited to
Italy. — The sack of Rome.



Gustavus Adolphus



Only nine years after Holland freed herself from the rule of Spain, a struggle known as the Thirty Years' War broke out in
Bo-he'mi-a and Germany. It was in great degree between
Catholics and Protestants; but the cause of it was not that they were trying to convert each other with fire and sword, but
that each wanted certain lands of the country. War is always horrible, but it was even more dreadful in Germany than
usual, for the armies were filled with the rabble of many countries, vagabonds and adventurers who had no intention of
obeying their generals. Wherever they were quartered, they burned and plundered and murdered.
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WALLENSTEIN AND HIS GENERALS FEASTING.


Another thing that caused much suffering was the behavior of Wal'len-stein, who was in command of the emperor's
forces. He was a wealthy, ambitious man who had raised a large army himself, and provided for its support. He lived,
even when in camp, in the greatest luxury. His horses were the most costly that could be obtained, and large numbers of
them and their grooms ware always with him. He carried about magnificent clothing and superb furnishings of all sorts.
All these things
were brought about by forcing the people to give him whatever he demanded, torturing them and burning their homes if
they refused. He was a Catholic, but the other Catholic dukes finally rose against him, and obliged the emperor to
dismiss him.
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GUSTAVUS ALDOPHUS.


The Protestants throughout Europe had been hoping that Gus-ta'vus A-dol'phus, the king of Sweden, would come to the
aid of the Protestants in Germany. He was called the Lion of the North because he was so good a soldier. For some time,
however, he was occupied with other wars, making sure of the safety and prosperity of his own country. At length the day
came when he felt that he might venture to help the Protestants. He called the representatives of his people together
and told them that he did not undertake the war to please himself, but to aid his brethren in Germany. He spoke to the
councilors, to the knights, and to the clergymen, talking to them as if he had been their father and giving them good
advice. Then he spoke to the citizens. "I wish that your little cottages may grow into big stone houses," he said, "and
your little boats into great ships. I wish for you all, that your fields may wax green and bring forth fruit a hundred
fold and your comfort and well-being grow and increase, so that your duty may be done with joy and not in
sighing." He took his little four-year old daughter Chris-ti'na in his arms and held her up to the people, for if he
should not return she would be their lawful sovereign. He seemed to feel as if he should never see his people again, and
the tall, strong man, the winner of many battles, was so moved that his voice broke again and again. The people sobbed
and wept, for their big, yellow-haired king was very dear to them.



The news soon reached Germany that Gustavus was coming, and the emperor was much amused. "We have a new little enemy,"
he said, and it became quite the fashion to laugh about the "Snow King." "He'll melt away as he comes south," people
declared. Gustavus came to Germany. The German princes were willing to oppose the emperor themselves, but it was a
different matter to unite with a foreigner to fight against him, and they hesitated.



Meanwhile, however, Til'ly, another of the emperor's great generals, was besieging Mag'de-burg. After a
long and brave resistance it had to yield. The army rushed in, stole everything that was worth stealing, tortured the
people and put thousands of men, women, and little children to death, and set fire to the city.
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COMMISSIONERS CONCLUDING THE PEACE OF WESTPHALIA.


Then, emperor or no emperor, the German princes were ready to join Gustavus. He conquered everywhere, and Tilly was
slain in battle. Wallenstein was recalled, and again put in command of the emperor's forces. Shortly afterward came the
great battle of Lüt-zen. It took place on a level plain through which ran a wide roadway. Early in the morning of
that day mass was celebrated in the camp of Wallenstein, and at the same
time prayer was offered in the camp of Gustavus. Out of the dense fog rose the voices of the Swedish king and his men
singing Luther's hymn,




	"A mighty fortress is our God."







The fog lifted, and a terrible battle began. Part of Gustavus's troops were yielding. The king galloped across the
field, waving his sword and calling upon his men to rally. His own safety was the last thing he thought of. Suddenly a
bullet struck his arm,
another his breast, and he fell from his horse, mortally wounded. The riderless steed ran madly along the Swedish lines.
"The king is captured! To the rescue!" shouted the officer who now took command; and the Swedes fought like fiends.
Their brave leader was dead, but Wallenstein was forced to retreat.



The Swedes continued to help the Protestants, until after a few years the war gradually became a contest, not between
Catholics and Protestants, but between two princely houses, each of which was striving for power. The struggle dragged
on until every one was glad when at last a treaty was proposed.



This treaty was called the peace of West-pha'lia, after a region in Germany where it was signed.



The Swedes, however, never ceased to grieve for the loss of their king. Our country, too, may claim friendship with him,
for he was interested in the New World and planned to send a colony to its shores. The little Christina became queen,
and when she was twelve years old, the wish of her father came to pass, and on the spot in Delaware where the city of
Wilmington now stands some Swedish colonists built a fort and named it Fort Christiana in her honor.


Summary



The cause of the Thirty Years' War. — Why the war was especially horrible. — Wallenstein. — Gustavus bids farewell to his
people. — The "Snow King."—The siege of Magdeburg. — The victories of Adolphus. — The battle of Lützen. — A Swedish colony in
America.




John Gutenberg



The fall of Constantinople had brought the Greek scholars with their manuscripts to Italy, but it would have been a long
while before even the most learned men of Western Europe could have read the writings if a German named John
Gu'ten-berg had not been working away for many years, trying to invent a better
process of making books than the slow, tiresome method of copying them by hand, letter by letter. When Gutenberg was a
boy, this was the way in which all books were made. Moreover, they were generally written on parchment, and this added
to the expense. The result was that a book was a costly article, and few people could afford to own one. After Gutenberg
became a young man, a way of making books was invented which people thought was a most wonderful improvement. For each
page the printer took a block of fine-grained wood, drew upon it whatever picture he was to print, then cut the wood
away, leaving the outlines of the picture. By inking this and pressing it upon the paper he could print a page. Only one
side of the  paper was used, and so every pair of leaves had to be pasted together. At first only pictures were printed,
but after a while some lettering was also done. Such books were called block books. Many were printed in this way whose
pictures illustrated Bible history; and these were known as poor men's Bibles.
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JOHN GUTENBERG.


Although the block books were much less expensive than the books written by hand, still they were by no means cheap. It
was long, slow work to cut a block for each page; and after as many books had been printed as were needed, the blocks
were
of no further use. Gutenberg wondered whether there was not some better way to print a book. He pondered and dreamed
over the matter and made experiments. At last the idea which he sought came to him, an idea so simple that it seems
strange no one had thought of it sooner. It was only to cut each letter on a separate piece of wood, form the letters
into words, bind them together the shape and size of a page, print as many copies as were desired, then separate the
letters and use them in other books till they were worn out. Here was the great invention; but it was a long way from
this beginning to a well-printed book.
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GUTENBERG'S HOUSE. 
 (AT STRASBURG, GERMANY)


Now people began to wonder what Gutenberg could be working at so secretly. In those days everything that was mysterious
was explained as witchcraft; so the inventor, in order to avoid any such charge, made himself a workshop in a deserted
monastery outside of the town. He had yet to learn how to make his
types of metal, how to fasten them together firmly in forms, how to put on just enough ink, and how to make a press.
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GUTENBERG SHOWING HIS FIRST PROOF.


At length he carried through a great undertaking,—he printed a Latin Bible. This was completed in 1455, and was the
first Bible ever printed. But Gutenberg was in trouble. He had not had the money needed to carry on this work without
help, and he had been obliged to take a partner by the name of John Faust. Faust was disappointed in not making
as much money as he had expected. The Bible had taken longer to complete and had cost more than Gutenberg had planned;
and at length Faust brought a suit to recover what he had loaned. The judge decided in his favor, and everything that
the inventor owned went to him. Gutenberg was left to begin again. Nevertheless he went on bravely with his printing,
trying all the time to print better and better. By and by the E-lec'tor
A-dol'phus of Nas'sau
gave him a pension. This is all that is known of the last few years of his life. He died in 1468; but
the art of printing lived. Printing presses could hardly be set up fast enough, for every country wanted them. England,
France, Holland, Germany had presses within a few years after the death of Gutenberg. The Jews carried one to
Constantinople, and a century later even Russia had one.
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OLDEST KNOWN PICTURE OF A PRINTING PRESS.


So it was that the knowledge of printing flashed over Europe. Of course those old Greek manuscripts were printed and
sent from country to country. A Venetian printer named Al'do Ma-nu'zi-o issued especially accurate and well-made
copies, which became known as the Aldine editions. The crusades had aroused people and made them ready and eager to
learn. Now they found in the ancient writings of the Greeks and Romans nobler poems, more dignified histories, and more
brilliant orations than they had known before. By this "New Learning," as it was called, men were stimulated to think.
They felt as if they were brighter and keener than they used to be, as if they were not their old slow, dull selves, but
were becoming quick and clear-minded. They felt so much as if they had just been born into a new, fresh world that the
name Re-nais-sance' or new birth, has been given to this period.


Summary



The early making of books. — Block books. — Gutenberg's invention. — His Latin Bible. — His troubles with Faust. — His last
days. — The spread of printing. — The Aldine editions. — The Renaissance.




Peter The Hermit Leads The First Crusade



During many centuries, if a man asked, "What can I do that will be most pleasing to God?" not only the priests but nearly all
his friends would answer, "Make a pilgrimage to Je-ru'sa-lem, to the place where our Lord suffered and was
buried." To go from England or any part of Western Europe was a long journey and often dangerous, but it was not
expensive, for Christians felt it a good act to give the pilgrims food and lodging. Jerusalem was in the hands of the
Sar'a-cens. They were Mohammedans, but they had no objection to allowing pilgrims to visit the city, especially
as the wealthier among them spent considerable money during their stay. Good Harun-al-Rashid even erected a Christian
church and a building in which the pilgrims might lodge.
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PETER THE HERMIT PREACHING.


About the time that William the Conqueror took possession of England, the Sel-juk'ian Turks captured Jerusalem.
Then it became a different matter to make a pilgrimage to the Holy City, for the pilgrims were robbed and tortured and
sometimes put to death. The Emperor in the East and the popes, one after another, were most indignant. Finally Pope
Urban II determined that the church should be aroused to capture the Holy Land from the
Turks. He had a powerful helper, a Frenchman known as Peter the Hermit. Peter had been on a pilgrimage to the
Holy Land and on his return he traveled about Europe in coarse woolen shirt and hermit's mantle, telling people
everywhere of the cruelties of the Turks. At Cler-mont in France, Pope Urban went out into a wide-spreading plain
and made an eloquent address to the thousands of Franks who were gathered together. He told them that God had given
their nation glory in arms, and that He wished them to use their power, not in fighting with one another, but in winning
the city of Christ from the infidels. The multitude shouted, "God wills it! God wills it!" and it was not long before
hundreds of thousands had fastened the red cross to their shoulders and had set out for Jerusalem. The Latin word for
cross is crux, and from this the expedition was known as a crusade. The pope had urged that none should go unless they
were able to bear arms, and that the rich should take soldiers with them; but people paid little attention to this
advice.



The first company started under Peter the Hermit and a knight known as Wal'ter the Pen'ni-less. Not all its
members, however, were real pilgrims. Some went for gain, some to see the world, and some were mere robbers and thieves.
Peter had no authority over them, and they did what they chose. While they were passing through Germany, the people were
kind to them and gladly brought them food; but when they came to other countries, they were not treated so generously.
Then they demanded food, often most insolently, and when it was refused, they stole it. They killed flocks and herds and
even their owners. Of course the people avenged their wrongs with the sword. The pilgrims fought or fled as best they
might. On arriving at Constantinople they were received kindly by the emperor and given food; but even there they stole
from houses and gardens and churches. They pushed on toward Jerusalem, and soon were attacked and slaughtered by the
Turks.



But there were hundreds of thousands of others making ready to join the crusade who were not wild, turbulent folk like
the first company, but were far more earnest and serious. It is thought that at least 100,000 of these were knights.
They came by different ways, but all met at Constantinople. Then they marched on into Asia Minor. They were in need of
food and even of water. Thousands perished. The others were saved by some
dogs that had followed them. These dogs deserted their masters, but finally came back to the camp. "See their muddy
paws! They have found water!" cried the thirsty people. They followed the dogs' tracks and came to water. A pigeon, too,
did them a good turn. One ruler had pretended to be friendly, but just after they had left his territory, they picked up
in their camp a dead carrier pigeon bearing a letter to the ruler of the next district, bidding him destroy "the
accursed Christians."
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THE ARRIVAL OF THE CRUSADERS AT JERUSALEM.


So they went on; sometimes they captured a town; sometimes many of them died of famine or plague. At length they came in
sight of the Holy City, and then all their troubles were forgotten.
They cried, "Jerusalem! Jerusalem!" They fell upon their knees, they kissed one another with joy, they cast off their
shoes, for had not the very soil become holy where the Lord had once walked? They threw themselves down upon it and
kissed the ground. With shouts of "God wills it! God wills it!" they attacked the walls. After a savage combat, the city
was captured. Then came a massacre of Saracens as brutal as any in history; for even the gallant knights had not yet
learned that it is better to teach an enemy than to kill him.
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GODFREY OF BOUILLON.


The most valiant leader among the crusaders was God'frey of Bouil-lon', and he was chosen king of what was called
the Kingdom of Jerusalem. He was escorted to the Church of the Holy Sepulcher, and there he would have been crowned, but
he said, "No, I cannot wear a crown of gold in the very city in which my Lord and Master wore a crown of thorns." He was
willing to be called Defender of the Holy Sepulcher, but he would not take the title of king. Godfrey and a few other
knights remained in Jerusalem, and
the rest of the pilgrims went to their homes. They had spent four years in this crusade; hundreds of thousands of
Eu-ro-pe'ans, and perhaps as many Saracens had been slain; but the Holy City had been taken from the infidels,
and there was great rejoicing.


Summary



Kindness shown to early pilgrims. — Jerusalem is captured by the Seljukian Turks. — Pope Urban's determination to win the
Holy Land. — Peter the Hermit. — The Pope's address at Clermont. — The company under Peter the Hermit. — Thd second
company. — Saved by their dogs. — The arrival at Jerusalem. — The capture of the city. — Godfrey of Bouillon becomes "Defender
of the Holy Sepulcher."



