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INTRODUCTION  

To the Boys and Girls of America: The "Story of 

Liberty" is a true narrative. It covers a period of five hundred 

years, and is an outline of the march of the human race from 

Slavery to Freedom.  

There are some points in this book to which I desire to 

direct your attention. You will notice that the events which 

have given direction to the course of history have not always 

been great battles, for very few of the many conflicts of arms 

have had any determining force; but it will be seen that 

insignificant events have been not unfrequently followed by 

momentous results. You will see that everything of the 

present, be it good or bad, may be traced to something in the 

past; that history is a chain of events. You will also notice that 

history is like a drama, and that there are but a few principal 

actors. How few there have been!  

The first to appear in this "Story" is King John of 

England. Out of his signing his name to the Magna (Marta 

have come the Parliament of Great Britain and the Congress of 

the United States, and representative governments everywhere. 

The next actors were John Wicklif and Geoffrey Chaucer, who 

sowed seed that is now ripening in individual liberty. Then 

came Henry VII., Henry VIII., Katherine of Aragon, Anne 

Boleyn, Katherine's daughter (Mary Tudor), Cardinal Wolsey, 

Archbishop Cranmer, Anne Boleyn's daughter (Elizabeth), 

King James, John Smith, John Robinson, William Brewster, 

and the men and women of Austerfield and Scrooby.  

In Scotland were Mary Stuart and George Buchanan; 

in Bohemia, Professor Faulfash and John Huss; in Germany, 

the boy who sung for his breakfast (Martin Luther), Duke 

Frederick, John Tetzel, and John Gutenberg; in Holland, 

Laurence Coster, Doctor Erasmus, and William the Silent; in 

France, Francis I., Catherine de' Medici, the Duke of Guise, 

Charles IX., and Henry IV.; in Spain, Thomas de Torquemada, 

Isabella, Ferdinand, Christopher Columbus, Charles V., Philip 
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II., and Loyola; in Italy, Alexander VI. and Leo X. These have 

taken great parts in the drama: actively or passively, they have 

been the central figures.  

One other thing: you will notice that the one question 

greater than all others has been in regard to the right of men to 

think for themselves, especially in matters pertaining to 

religion. Popes, archbishops, cardinals, bishops, and priests 

have disputed the right, to secure which hundreds of thousands 

of men and women have yielded their lives. You will also take 

special notice that nothing is said against religionðnothing 

against the Pope because he is Pope; nothing against a 

Catholic because he is a Catholic; nor against a Protestant 

because he protests against the authority of the Church of 

Rome. Facts of history only are given. Catholics and 

Protestants alike have persecuted, robbed, plundered, 

maltreated, imprisoned, and burned men and women for not 

believing as they believed. Through ignorance, superstition, 

intolerance, and bigotry; through thinking that they alone were 

right., and that those who differed with them were wrong; 

forgetting that might never makes right; honestly thinking that 

they were doing God service in rooting out heretics, they filled 

the world with woe.  

There is still another point to be noticed: that the 

successes of those who have struggled to keep men in slavery 

have often proved to be in reality failures; while the defeats of 

those who were fighting for freedom have often been victories. 

Emperors, kings, cardinals, priests, and popes have had their 

own way, and yet their plans have failed in the end. They 

plucked golden fruit, which changed to apples of Sodom. 

Mary Tudor resolutely set herself to root out all heretics, and 

yet there were more heretics in England on the day of her 

death than when she ascended the throne. Charles V. and 

Philip II. grasped at universal dominion; but their strength 

became weakness, their achievements failures. On the other 

hand, see what has come from disaster! how bitter to John 

Robinson, William Brewster, and the poor people of Scrooby 

and Austerfield, to be driven from home, to be exiles! But out 

of that bitterness has come the Republic of the Western world! 

Who wonðKing James, or John Robinson and William 

Brewster?  

There is still one other point: you will notice that while 

the oppressors have carried out their plans, and had things 

their own way, there were other forces silently at work, which 

in time undermined their plans, as if a Divine hand were 

directing the counter-plan. Whoever peruses the "Story of 

Liberty" without recognizing this feature will fail of fully 

comprehending the meaning of history. There must be a 

meaning to history, or else existence is an incomprehensible 

enigma.  

Some men assert that the marvellous events of history 

are only a series of coincidences; but was it by chance that the 

great uprising in Germany once lay enfolded, as it were, in the 

beckoning hand of Ursula Cotta? How happened it that behind 

the passion of Henry VIII. for Anne Boleyn should be the 

separation of England from the Church of Rome, and all the 

mighty results to civilization and Christianity that came from 

that event? How came it to pass that, when the world was 

ready for it, and not before, George Buchanan should teach the 

doctrine that the people were the only legitimate source of 

power? Men act freely in laying and executing their plans; but 

behind the turmoil and conflict of human wills there is an 

unseen power that shapes destinyðnations rise and fall, 

generations come and go; yet through the ages there has been 

an advancement of Justice, Truth, Right, and Liberty. To what 

end? Is it not the march of the human race toward an Eden of 

rest and peace?  

If while reading this "Story" you are roused to 

indignation, or pained at the recital of wrong and outrage, 

remember that out of endurance and sacrifice has come all that 

you hold most dear; so will you comprehend 'what Liberty has 

cost, and what it is worth.  

CHARLES CARLETON COFFIN. 
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CHAPTER I  

JOHN LACKLAND AND THE BARONS 

At the time when this story begins there is very little 

liberty in the world. It is the 15th of June, and the grass is 

fresh and green in the Runnymede meadow, where the Army 

of God has set up its encampment. No other army like it was 

ever seen. All the great men of England are in its ranksðthe 

barons and lord's, the owners of castles who ride on noble 

horses, wear coats of mail, and are armed with swords and 

lances.  

 

 
 

WINDSOR CASTLE, FROM THE MEADOW AT RUNNYMEDE.  

Pavilions and tents dot the meadow; flags and banners 

wave in the summer air; General Fitzwalter is commander. 

There is no hostile army near at hand, nor will there be any 

clashing of arms on this 15th of June, and yet before the sun 

goes down the Army of God will win a great victory over the 

King of England, John Lackland, who is in Windsor Castle, 

which overlooks the meadow from the south side of the river 

Thames, which comes down from the north-west and sweeps 

on to London.  

The king is called John Lackland because his father did 

not deed him any land. His brother was Richard Coeur de 

Lionðthe lion-heartedðwho was brave, but also wicked and 

cruel. Be commanded the Crusaders, and fought the Saracens 

under Saladin, in Palestine. One day he told his cook to have 

some fresh pork for dinner, but the cook had no pork, nor did 

he know where to find a pig. He was in trouble, for if there 

was no pork on the table he would stand a chance of having 

his head chopped off. He had heard it said, however, that 

human flesh tasted like port:. Knowing that no pork was to be 

had, he killed a Saracen prisoner and cooked some of the flesh 

and placed it on the table.  

 

 
 

BATTLE OF ACRE.  

The king praised the dinner. Perhaps, however, he 

mistrusted that it was not pork, for, said Richard, "Bring in the 

head of the pig, that I may see it."  
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The poor cook knew not what to do. Now he certainly 

would have his head cut off. With much trembling he brought 

in the head of the Saracen. The king laughed when he saw it.  

"We shall not want for pork as long as we have sixty 

thousand prisoners," he said, not in the least disturbed to know 

that he had been eating human flesh. The Saracen generalð

Saladinðsent thirty ambassadors to Richard beseeching him 

not to put the prisoners to death. Richard gave them an 

entertainment, and instead of ornamenting the banquet with 

flowers, he had thirty Saracens killed, and their heads placed 

on the table. Instead of acceding to the request of Saladin, he 

had the sixty thousand men, women, and children slaughtered 

out on the plain east of the city of Acre.  

 

 
 

RICHARD SLAUGHTERING THE SARACENS.  

"Tell your master that after such a fashion the 

Christians wage war against infidels," said Richard to the 

ambassadors. Kings did as they pleased, but for everybody 

else there was no liberty.  

 

 
 

CRUSADERS.  

When Richard died, John seized all his money, jewels, 

and the throne, pretending that Richard had made it will in his 

favor. John's older brother, Geoffrey, who was heir to the 

throne, was dead; but Geoffrey had a son, Arthur, whose right 

to the throne was as good as John's. Arthur was a boy, while 

John was thirty-two years old. The uncle seized Arthur, and 

put him into a dungeon in the Tower in London, and ordered 

the keeper, Hubert do Burgh, to put Arthur's eyes out with a 

red-hot iron. Shakespeare has pictured the scene when Hubert 

entered one morning and showed Arthur his uncle's order:  
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"Arth.    Must you with hot irons burn out both mine eyes? 

Hub.    Young boy, I must. 

Arth.    And will you? 

Hub.    And I will.  

Arth.    Have you the heart? When your head did but ache, 

I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 

(The best I had, a princess wrought it me), 

And I did never ask it you again: 

And with my hand at midnight held your head; 

And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 

Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy time: 

Saving, What lack you? and Where lies your grief? 

Or, What good love may I perform for you? 

Many a poor man's son would have lain still, 

And ne'er have spoke a loving word to you; 

But you at your sick service had a prince. 

Nay, you may think my love was crafty love, 

And call it cunning; Do, an if you will: 

If Heaven be pleased that you must use me ill, 

Why, then you must.ðWill you put out mine eyes? 

These eyes that never did, nor never shall, 

So much as frown on you? 

Hub. I have sworn to do it., 

And with hot irons must I burn them out." 

But he did not. Arthur was so affectionate and kind that 

Hubert had not the heart to do it. It is not certainly known 

what became of Arthur, but that John had him murdered is 

most probable.  

Before John seized the throne, he married a girl named 

Avisa, daughter of the Duke of Gloucester; but afterward he 

saw Isabella, wife of Count La Marche, in Normandy, and 

deserting Avisa, persuaded the foolish woman to leave her 

husband and marry him. When the count and his friends flew 

to arms, he seized them, took them over to England, thrust 

them into loathsome dungeons, and starved them to death, 

while he lived in affluence in the castle at Windsor.  

 

 
 

KING JOHN.  

There were rich Jews in London and Bristol, and John 

coveted their money. He seized them.  
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"Give up your money, or I will have your teeth palled, 

every one of them," said he. Most of them gave up their 

money; but one man resisted. "Pull a tooth," said the king. The 

tooth was pulled.  

"Will you give up your money?"  

"No"  

"Pull another." Out came another tooth.  

"Will you comply with the king's demands?"  

"No."  

"Pull 'em all out." Out they came.  

"Will you hand over your money?"  

"No."  

"Then seize it; take all." So the poor man lost his teeth, 

and his money also.  

John commanded the country people to drive their 

cattle into camp, and supply his soldiers with food. The people 

in Wales, however, would not obey, whereupon he seized 

twenty-eight sons of the chief families, and shut them up in 

prison. That stirred the Welshmen's blood, and they flew to 

arms; but John, instead of giving up the young men, put them 

to death. He is a tyrant. The barons and lords have resolved 

that they will no longer submit to Iris tyranny. They have 

organized themselves into an army, calling themselves the 

"Army of God." A few months ago, they sent a deputation to 

the king, stating their demands.  

"I will not grant them liberties which will make me a 

slave," he said, swearing terrible oaths.  

There is no liberty for anybody, except for this wicked 

and cruel tyrant. But his answer only makes the barons more 

determined. They resolve that if the king will not grant what 

they ask, they will secure it by the sword.  

 
 

ROUND TOWER OF WINDSOR CASTLE.  

John can swear terrible oaths, and make a great bluster; 

but he is a coward, as all blusterers are, and turns pale when he 

finds that the Army of God is marching to seize him. He sends 

word to the barons that he will meet them at Runnymede on 

the 15th of June, and grant what they desire. The barons have 
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written out their demands on parchment. They will have them 

in writing, and the agreement shall be the law of the land.  

 

 
 

WINDSOR CASTLE, SOUTH VIEW.  

John rides down from the Castle, accompanied by a 

cavalcade, through Windsor forest, where the deer are feeding, 

and where pheasants are building their nests, and meets the 

barons on all island in the river. He is so frightened that he 

does not ask the barons to make any modification of their 

demands, but grants what they desire. A great piece of 

beeswax, as large as a saucer, and an inch thick, is stamped 

with John's seal, and attached to the parchment; then the king 

rides back to the Castle, moody and gloomy; but as soon as he 

gets inside the fortress, he rages like a madman, walks the hall, 

smiting his fists, rolling his eyes, gnashing his teeth, biting 

sticks and chewing straws, cursing the barons, and swearing 

that he will have his revenge. What is this document to which 

the king's seal has been attached? It is a paper establishing a 

Great Council, composed of the barons, the archbishops, 

bishops, and earls, whom the king is to summon from time to 

time by name, and the lesser barons, who are to be summoned 

by the sheriffs of the counties. Together, they are to be a 

Parliament. Hereafter the king shall not levy any taxes that he 

may please, or compel people to drive their cattle into camp; 

but Parliament shall say what taxes shall be levied. The barons 

may choose twenty-five of their number, who shall see that the 

provisions of the agreement are carried out. Another 

agreement is that no freeman shall be punished till after he has 

had a trial by his equals. There are other stipulations, but these 

are the most important. The agreement is called the Magna 

Charta, or Great Charter.  

John Lackland plans his revenge. There is a powerful 

man in Rome, the most powerful man on earth, who will aid 

himðPope Innocent III. He claims to be, and the barons and 

everybody else regard him as God's representative on earth. 

He has all power. The people have been taught to believe that 

He is the only individual in the world who has the right to say 

what men shall believe and what they shall do, and that he can 

do no wrong; that what he says is right is right. He is superior 

to all kings and emperors. Just after the great battle of 

Hastings, which was fought in October, 1066, Pope Gregory 

VII. made these declarations:  

"To the Pope belongs the right of making new laws.  

"All the princes of the earth shall kiss his feet.  

"He has the right of deposing emperors.  

"The sentence of the Pope can be revoked by none.  

"He can be judged by none.  

"None may dare to pronounce sentence upon any one 

who appeals to the Pope.  

"He never has erred, nor can he ever err.  

"He can loose subjects from the oath of fealty.  

"The Pope is holy. He can do no wrong."  

John has already humiliated himself before the Pope, 

and acknowledged him as his superior in everything. He sends 
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a copy of the Charter, that the Pope may read it, begging to be 

released from keeping his oath.  

The Pope is very angry when he reads the Charter, for 

he sees that it encroaches upon his authority, taking political 

affairs out of his hands. He swears a terrible oath that the 

barons shall be punished for daring to take such liberties. He 

releases John from his oath, and sends word to the barons that 

if they do not renounce the Charter he will excommunicate 

them. The barons are not frightened, however, and send back 

this reply:  

"It is not the Pope's business to meddle with the 

political affairs or the rights and liberties of Englishmen."  

The Pope excommunicates them, and aids John in 

stirring up the people to fight the barons. He excommunicates 

the Archbishop of Canterbury, the highest prelate in England, 

who officiates in Canterbury Cathedral, and who sides with 

them. The barons, seeing that the Pope and John together are 

too strong for them, offer the crown to Lewis, son of the King 

of France. The French king is quite willing to send an army to 

help them. John marches along the sea-coast to prevent the 

landing of the French, and comes to a low place when the tide 

is out; but the tide comes in suddenly with a rush and roar, and 

he loses all his carriages, treasure, baggage, regalia, and many 

of his soldiers, and is obliged to flee.  

A few months later, broken down by fever, by 

disappointment, and rage, he dies at Norwich, and his son, 

Henry III., comes to the throne.  

There are two classes of people in Englandðthe upper 

and the lower classðthe barons and the villains. A villain in 

the nineteenth century is a swindler, a cheat; but six hundred 

years ago a villain was a poor man who worked for his living. 

He was a serf, and owed allegiance to the barons. The villains 

could not own any land, nor could they own themselves. They 

had no rights nor liberties. 

 

 
 

KING JOHN SIGNING THE MAGNA CHARTA.  
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'HE HAS THE RIGHT OF DEPOSING EMPERORS.'  

The barons are a few hundreds, the villains several 

millions. The barons, while demanding their own liberties, are 

not thinking of obtaining any liberties for the villains. It does 

not occur to them that a villain has any rights or liberties. 

Little do they know, however, of what will glow out of that 

parchment.  

Six centuries and a half have passed since that 15th of 

June, in 1215, at Runnymede; the meadows are as fresh and 

green as then; the river winds as peacefully as it has through 

all the years. England and America have become great and 

powerful nations; but would they have been what they are if 

the Army of God had not won that victory over John 

Lackland? No; for out of that Charter have come the 

Parliament of Great Britain and the Congress of the United 

States, and many other things. It was the first great step of the 

English people toward freedom.  

 

 
 

'ALL  THE PRINCES OF THE EARTH SHALL KISS HIS FEET.'  

Not far from that verdant meadow where the army set 

up its encampment is a little old stone church, with ivy 

creeping over its walls and climbing its crumbling tower. One 

hundred and fifty years ago, Thomas Gray, a poet, who lived 

in a little hamlet near by, used to wander out in the evening to 

meditate in the old church-yard, and here he wrote a sweet 

poem, beginning,  
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"The curfew tolls the knell of parting day; 

The lowing herd winds slowly o'er the lea; 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary way, 

And leaves the world to darkness and to me." 

 

 
 

CANTERBURY CATHEDRAL.  

A few years after he wrote it, in 1759, one night a great 

fleet of English war-ships was moored in the river St. 

Lawrence, and an army in boats with mulled oars was silently 

moving along the stream. The general commanding it was 

James Wolfe, a young man only thirty years of age. In his 

army were soldiers from New Hampshire, Massachusetts, 

Rhode Island, Connecticut, and New York. One of General 

Wolfe's officers was Colonel Israel Putnam, of Connecticut; 

another was Richard Montgomery, of New York, As the boats 

moved along the stream, the brave young general from 

England recited this verse of the poem:  

"The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 

And all that beauty, all that wealth, e'er gave, 

Await, alike, the inevitable hour; 

The paths of glory lead but to the grave." 

"I would rather be the author of that poem than take 

Quebec to-morrow," said he.  

But would the poem ever have been written if the 

Army of God had not set up its banners? Quite likely not.  

In the darkness the army under General Wolfe climbed 

the steep bank of the St. Lawrenceðso steep and so narrow 

the path that only one man at a time could climb it; and in the 

morning the whole army stood on the Plains of Abraham, 

behind Quebec. Before another sunset a great battle had been 

fought, a great victory won. Wolfe was victor, Montcalm the 

vanquished; but both were dead. The flag of France, which 

had floated above the citadel of Quebec, the emblem of French 

power, disappeared forever, and the flag of England appeared 

in its place. From that time on there was to be another 

language, another literature, another religion, another 

civilization, in the Western World. But would the battle ever 

have been fought, would things in America he as they are, if 

the barons had not obtained that agreement in writing from 

John Lackland? No. That parchment, crumpled and worn and 

yellow with time, with the great round seal attached to it, lies 

in a glass case in the British Museum, London. The parchment 

is but a piece of sheepskin; the wax was made by the bees 

which hummed amidst the hawthorn hedges of old England six 

hundred years ago. The parchment and time wax are of very 

little account in themselves, but what has come from them is 

of infinite value. As this story goes on, it will be seen that the 

assembling of the Army of God in the meadow of Runnymede 

was the beginning of the liberty which we now enjoy.  
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CHAPTER II  

THE MAN WHO PREACHED AFTER HE WAS 

DEAD 

Doctor John Wicklif has been dead these forty years, 

and his bones have been lying the while in Butterworth 

Church-yard; but it has been decreed by the great Council of 

Constance that they shall lie there no longer.  

 

 
 

LUTTERWORTH CHURCH.  

A party of monks, with pick and spade, have dug them 

up, and now they kindle a fire, burn them to powder, and 

shovel the ashes into a brook which sweeps past the church-

yard; and the brook bears them on to the Avon, which, after 

winding through Stratford meadows, falls into the Severn, and 

the Severn bears them to the sea.  

But why are the monks so intent upon annihilating the 

doctor's bones? Because the doctor, who was a preacher, 

though he has been dead so long, still continues to preach! The 

monks will have no more of it; and they think that by getting 

rid of his bones they will put an end to his preaching. They 

forget that there are some things winch the fire will not burnð

such as liberty, truth, justice. Little do they think that the 

doctor will keep on preaching; that his parish will be the 

world, his followers citizens of every land; that his preaching, 

together with that parchment and the great piece of beeswax 

attached to it, which the barons obtained from John Lackland, 

will bring about a new order of things in human affairs; that 

thrones will be overturned; that sovereigns will become 

subjects, and subjects sovereigns.  

A century has passed since the Magna Charta was 

obtained, but not much liberty has come from that document 

as yet. The people are still villains. The Icing and the barons 

plunder them; the monks, friars, bishops, and archbishopsða 

swarm of men live upon them. They must pay taxes to the 

king, to the barons, and to the priests; and they have no voice 

in saying what or how much the taxes shall be. They are 

ignorant. They have no books. Not one man in a thousand can 

read. The priests and the parish clerks, the bishops, rich men, 

and their children are the only ones who have an opportunity 

of obtaining an education. There are no schools for the poor.  

The priests look sharply after their dues. Be it a 

wedding, a funeral, the saying of mass for the dead, baptizing 

a child, granting absolution for sin, or any other service, the 

priest must have his fee. The country is overrun with monks 

and friarsðCarmelites, who wear white gowns; Franciscans, 

dressed in gray; Augustinians and Dominicans, who wear 

black. They live in monasteries and abbeys, shave their 
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crowns, and go barefoot. They have taken solemn vows to 

have nothing to do with the world, to spend their time in 

fasting and praying; but, notwithstanding their vows, none of 

the peopleðnone but the rich menðcan spread such bountiful 

tables as they, for the monasteries, abbeys, nunneries, 

convents, and bishoprics hold half the land in England, and 

their revenues are greater than the king's.  

 

 
 

GOOD OLD WINE.  

In the monastery larders are shoulders of fat mutton, 

quarters of juicy beef, haunches of choice venison. In the 

cellars are casks of good old wine from the vineyards of Spain 

and the banks of the Rhine, and yet the friars are the greatest 

beggars in the country. They go from house to house, leading a 

donkey, with panniers lashed to the animal's sides, or else 

carry a sack on their backs, begging money, butter, eggs, 

cheeses, receiving anything which the people may give; and in 

return invoking the blessings of the saints upon their 

benefactors, and cursing those who refuse to give. They have 

relics for sale: shreds of clothing which they declare was worn 

by the Virgin Mary; pieces of the true cross; bones of saintsð

all very holy.  

 

 
 

THE WAY  ST. DUNSTAN SERVED THE DEVIL .  
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They have a marvellous story to relate, of St. Dunstan, 

who was a blacksmith, and very wicked, but afterward became 

a good man, and was made Archbishop of Canterbury. One 

day the devil came and looked into the window where the saint 

was at work, trying to tempt him, whereupon St. Dunstan 

seized his red-hot tongs and clapped them upon the devil's 

nose, which made the fiend roar with pain; but the saint held 

him fast till he promised to tempt him no more.  

 

 
 

A KNIGHT FIGHTING A DRAGON.  

The people are very ignorant. There are no schools; 

there are none to teach them except the priests, monks, and 

friars, who have no desire to see the people gaining 

knowledge, for knowledge is power, and ignorance weakness. 

The people are superstitious, as ignorant people generally are. 

They believe in hobgoblins and ghosts. They have startling 

stories to relate of battles between brave knights and dragons 

that spit fire, and are terrible to behold. St. George, the patron 

saint of England, had a fierce encounter with a dragon, and 

came off victorious. The peasants relate the stories by their 

kitchen fires; the nobles narrate them in their castles; the poets 

rehearse the exploits of the brave knights in verses, which the 

minstrels sing from door to door. Although no one ever has 

seen a dragon, yet everybody believes that such creatures 

exist, and may make their appearance at any moment.  

 

 
 

MISCHIEF IN THE AIR.  
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The people believe in witches. Old women who are 

wrinkled and bent with age are supposed to sell themselves to 

the devil, and he gives them power to come and go through the 

air at will, riding a broomstick, at night, bent on mischief; with 

power to fly into people's houses through the keyholes, to 

bewitch men, women, children, horses, dogs, cattle, and 

everything. If a horse is contrary, the people say old Goody 

So-and-so has bewitched it; if the butter will not come in the 

churn, the cream is bewitched; if anything happens out of the 

usual course, the witches are the mischief.  

"There is mischief in the air." 

King, priest, nor people will not suffer witches to live, 

for the Bible commands their destruction, say the prelates of 

the Church, who alone have the Bible; and many a poor, 

innocent woman is put to death.  

The monks and friars having been recognized by the 

Pope, and holding their authority directly from him, assert 

their right to preach in the churches, crowding out the parish 

priests.  

Little good does their preaching do. It is mostly 

marvellous stories about the saints, and what happened to 

people who did not feed them; or about the wonderful miracles 

performed by relics. They sell pardons for sins committed or 

to be committed; and they have indulgences absolving men 

from all penalties in this life, as well as after death. The monks 

drive a thrifty trade in the sale of relies. The good people who 

believe all the stories of their wonderful power to care 

diseases, to preserve them from harm, bow down before the 

bits of bone, and pieces of wood, and rusty nails, and rags 

which they exhibit; but there are so many relics that some of 

the people begin to see the tricks which the monks are playing 

upon them, for it is discovered that John the Baptist had four 

shoulder-blades, eight arms, eleven fingers, besides twelve 

complete hands, thirteen skulls, and seven whole bodiesð

enough almost for a regiment! It is discovered that some of St. 

Andrew's bones once belonged to a cow; that St. Patrick had 

two headsðone small, preserved when he was a boy, and the 

other large, the one he wore when he became a man!  

 
 

THE MONKS.  

Some of the monks spend their time in writing booksð

printing the letters with a pen; but many of them are lazy. The 

abbots and bishops are fond of hunting foxes, and ride with the 

country gentlemen after the hounds, and sit down to good 

dinners in the barons' halls. The parish priests, for the most 

part, are ignorant. Their sermons on Sunday are narratives of 

monkish traditions, stories of the saints, with commands to 

attend mass. They get up spectacles called "miracle plays," 

acting them as dramas. They ask the women and girls indecent 

questions when they come to confession, and their lives are 

very far from being pure. They are so debased that they drink 

themselves drunk in the village ale-house.  

If the monks, or priests, or bishops commit a crime, 

even though it be murder, the king cannot arrest them, for the 

bishops have their court, and a man who enters the priesthood 

is not amenable to civil law. They are let off with a light 
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penance, and then may go on saying mass, and absolving the 

people from their sins. But if one of the people commits 

murder, he will have his head chopped off by one of the king's 

executioners.  

 

 
 

A MONK PREACHING.  

The priests, however, are not all of them wicked. There 

are some who, instead of spending their time in the ale-houses, 

or in plundering their parishioners, look kindly after their 

welfare. Some are learned men, educated at Oxford or 

Cambridge, who exhort the people to lead honest lives. The 

man whose bones the monks are burning was a good priest, a 

learned man. We may think of him as attending school, when a 

boy, at Oxford, graduating from one of the colleges; and, after 

graduating, he studies theology, and becomes a priest, and 

preaches in the Oxford churches. He is so learned and eloquent 

that the people come in crowds to hear him. There are students 

at Oxford from all over Europeðfrom France, Rolland, 

Switzerland, Germany, and Bohemiaðthirty thousand or 

moreðwho listen to his preaching. His fame reaches London; 

the king (Edward III.) sends for him, and he preaches to the 

court.  

 

 
 

ADORATION OF RELICS.  
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A girl, who is as good as she is beautifulðAnne, the 

daughter of the King of Bohemiaðcomes to England to be the 

wife of the Prince of Wales, Richard II. She listens to Doctor 

Wicklif, and becomes his friend. With her come many of the 

nobles of Bohemia, and learned men. One of them is Professor 

Faulfash, who has been to the universities of Heidelberg, in 

Bavaria; Cologne, on the banks of the Rhine; and to Paris. He 

listens with great pleasure to the eloquent young preacher, and, 

when he goes back to Bohemia, carries with him some of the 

books which Doctor Wicklif has written.  

 

 

 
THE INTERIOR OF CHRIST CHURCH, OXFORD.  

Let us not forget Professor Faulfash, for we shall see 

him again by-and-by.  

Doctor Wicklif is a good man, and preaches against the 

immoral practices of the monks and friars. He does not arraign 

them before the Bishops' Court for their extortion, 

drunkenness, or infamous living; but he arraigns them at the 

bar of public opinion, and that is a great offence in the eyes of 

the monks, who say that the people have no right to have an 

opinion. The Pope decrees that men must believe in religion as 

he believes. There is no appeal from his decree. If a man 

believes differently, he shall be thrown into prison, tortured till 

he makes confession, and then he is burned to death, and all 

his property confiscated. Who gave the popes this authority? 

No one; they took it, and, having taken it, they intend to 

authority? No one; keep it.  

 

 
 

FRONT OF BALIOL  COLLEGE, OXFORD.  
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The Pope commissions a set of men to hunt for 

heretics. They are Inquisitors, or men who ask questions, and 

have power to put men to death, to torture, to confiscate 

property. We shall fall in with them farther along in the story.  

 

 
 

A HOLY FRIAR IN HIS CELL.  

Notwithstanding the Pope professes to be holy and 

incapable of doing wrong, Doctor Wicklif informs the people 

that the priests, the monks, the bishops, and the Pope himself, 

are sinful, like other men. He maintains that the king is 

superior to the Pope in his own realm, and that he has a right 

to put a stop to all the swindling and extortions of the monks, 

and to punish men who commit crime. They cannot tolerate 

such preaching, for it makes the king greater than the Pope. It 

is the exercise of an individual opinion, the beginning of 

individual liberty. "Doctor Wicklif is a heretic!" they cry. That 

is a terrible accusation. A heretic is a fellow who does not 

believe as they believe. A man who does not believe that the 

Pope can do no wrong, that he is not superior to kings, is 

worthy of death. He ought to be burned. It is the duty of the 

Pope, the bishops, and the priests to prevent the spread of such 

opinions. If a man is afflicted with a cancer, is it not the duty 

of the physicians to cut it out, to burn it with fire? The Pope 

and the bishops are God's physicians, and they must destroy all 

heretics: so they reason. But who gave them this authority over 

the beliefs of men? No one. They took it, and have exercised it 

so long that they honestly believe that they truly are God's 

agents, and that it is their duty to exercise it, and to 

exterminate all who do not believe as they do. So at this period 

the intellects and consciences of men are in slavery.  

Doctor Wicklif is summoned to appear before the 

Bishops' Court, in the palace of the Archbishop of Canterbury, 

a great building which stands on the bank of the Thames, in 

Lambeth Parish, London. On a day in January, 1375, the 

bishops, in their flowing robes, sit in the Connell Chambers to 

try the man who has preached such obnoxious doctrines. All 

London is astir. People come in boats and on foot, filling the 

streets. Nobles and great men are there; one is the powerful 

Duke of Lancaster, John of Gaunt. Many of the people and the 

duke alike are determined that no harm shall come to the man 

who has preached so fearlessly, and whom they love. Anne of 

Bohemia sends word that he must be protected. The bishops 

do not dare to put him in prison; but they report him to the 

Pope, and the Pope sends a bullðnot an animal with four legs 

and two horns, and ferocious, but a piece of parchment, with a 
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ribbon and a round piece of lead attached to it, which is called 

a bulla. The Pope's seal is stamped upon the lead, ordering 

Wicklif to make his appearance in Rome to answer the charges 

preferred against him. The Pope cannot allow a parish priest to 

set up his opinions unchallenged, for to permit Doctor Wicklif 

to go on will be the subversion of all the authority and power 

of the Pope, bishops, and priests, and in time the whole fabric 

of ecclesiastical government will tumble to the ground.  

 

 
 

LAMBETH PALACE.  

Although the Pope sends his summons, Doctor Wicklif 

does not obey it, for he is getting to be an old man, and, 

besides, there are two popes just nowðone in Rome, and one 

at Avignon, in France.  

 

 
 

READING THE BULL .  

There is a great division in the Church. The people 

compare the two popes to the dog Cerberus, which, according 

to the old Greeks, sat at the gate leading to the infernal 

regions. The popes are fighting each other. The King of 

Castile recognizes the French Pope, whereupon the Roman 

Pope sends word to the people of Castile that if they do not 

obey him they will be forever accursed. The Roman head, to 

obtain money, sells the offices of the Church. Anybody can be 

a bishop, archbishop, or cardinal by paying for it. He sells the 

offices over and over; and if those whom he has cheated 

complain, he can laugh in their faces: he has their money, and 

they may help themselves if they can. He suspects that some 

of the cardinals are corresponding with the other Pope: that is 

a terrible offence, in his eyes. He puts them to torture to wring 

a confession from them, and then puts them to death. He 
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curses all who oppose him, swears fearful oaths, and takes his 

revenge upon some priests who offend him by sewing them up 

in sacks, taking them out to sea, and pitching them overboard!  

 

 
 

JOHN WICKLIF  TRANSLATING THE BIBLE.  

Doctor Wicklif reasons wisely that it will not do for 

him to make his appearance in Rome before such a Pope, and 

he is more than ever of the opinion that the Pope commits sin, 

as well as other men. He remains in England, preaching to the 

good people of Lutterworth. Sometimes he preaches in 

London, at the preaching-place erected in time streets. He has 

great crowds to hear him on Sunday, and works hard through 

the weeks, translating a book from the Latin into the English 

languageðthe Bible. The only Bibles in England are in the 

libraries of Oxford, Cambridge, abbeys and monasteries, and 

some of the churches.  

 

 
 

BIBLE CHAINED TO A DESK.  

They are all in Latin or Hebrew, written on parchment. 

Scarcely one person in ten thousand has ever read a Bible. 

Doctor Wicklif believes that the people have a right to read it, 

although the Pope has forbidden its reading by any except the 

priests, monks, and bishops, and other prelates of the Church. 

But into what dialect shall he translate it? for there is no 

uniform language in England. In the Eastern countiesðthe 

East Midland section, as it is called, where the Saxons first 

landed and obtained a footholdðthe language is almost 

wholly Saxon; in the Southern countiesðall along the South 

shore, where the Normans landedðthe language is largely 

Norman. In the Western and Northern counties are other 
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dialects, so unlike that of the East or South that a man from the 

old town of Boston, on the East coast, or a man from 

Plymouth, on the South coast, would hardly be able to make 

himself understood by a countryman from York or Lancaster.  

Doctor Wicklif selects the East Midlandðhis own 

native dialectðwhich is spoken by a majority of the people; 

besides, it is strong, vigorous, and expressive. Many other 

preachers believe that the people have a right to read the Bible, 

and clerks are set to work making copies of the translation, 

which are placed on desks in the churches, and chained, so that 

no one can take them away.  

The people listen to the reading with wonder and 

delight. They begin to think; and when men begin to think, 

they take a step toward freedom. They see that the Bible gives 

them rights which hitherto have been denied themðthe right 

to read, to acquire knowledge. Schools are started. Men and 

women, who till now have not known a letter of the alphabet, 

learn to read: children teach their parents. It is the beginning of 

a new lifeða new order of things in the communityðthe 

beginning of liberty.  

One of Doctor Wicklif's friends is Geoffrey Chaucer, a 

poet, who helps on the cause of freedom mightily in another 

way. He is a learned man, and has been to Genoa and Florence 

on an embassy for the king, and has made the acquaintance of 

many renowned men. He is a short, thick-set man, with a 

pleasant countenance, and laughing eyes. He is witty and 

humorous. The king thinks so much of him that he directs his 

butler to send the poet a pipe of his best wine every year. The 

Princess of Wales (Anne, from Bohemia) is pleased to call him 

her friend, and the poet dedicates a poem to her, entitled "The 

Legend of a Good Woman." He sets himself also to write 

some stories in verse, which he calls "The Canterbury Tales;" 

but while he is writing them, let us see what is going on in 

England.  

 

 
 

PREACHING-PLACE, LONDON  

In 1377, Richard II. is made king. The barons complain 

to him that the villainsðthe people who owe them serviceð

do not give it; that they are banding themselves to throw off 

the service altogether, claiming that freedom is their right. 

Doctor Wicklif's books and preaching have set them to 

thinking, and preachers are going here and there telling the 

people that the barons have no claim upon them. One of the 

agitators is a fellow named John Bull, who sings sarcastic 

ballads. In one of them he rehearses this couplet:  

"When Adam delved and Eve span, 

Who was then the gentleman?" 

The people ask the question over and over, and make 

up their minds that they, as well as the men who live in castles, 

have some natural rights.  
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FLORENCE.  

One day a baron arrests a burgher, and imprisons him 

in Rochester Castle, claiming that he is his slave, whereupon 

the people seize their arms, surround the castle, and set the 

prisoner at liberty.  

Every individual in the kingdom is taxedðevery child, 

every man and woman. A child must pay so much, a grown 

person more. A tax-collector comes to John Walter's house. 

Walter earns a living by laying tiles on the roofs of houses. 

The people call him the Tiler, or Tyler, and instead of 

pronouncing his full nameðJohn Walter, the tilerðcall him 

Wat Tyler. He has a daughter, just growing to womanhood.  

"She must pay a full tax," says the collector.  

"No; she is not a woman yet," the mother replies.  

"I'll soon find out whether she is a woman or not," the 

tax-collector answers, and rudely insults the girl.  

"Help! help!" The mother shouts the words, and her 

husband comes in with a club.  

"What do you mean by insulting my daughter?"  

 

 
 

CANTERBURY.  

The collector is a ruffian; having insulted the daughter, 

he lifts his hand to give the father a blow, when down comes 

the cudgel upon the fellow's head, crashing the skull, and 

scattering his brains about the room. The news spreads. The 

people join the Tyler. They are ready for insurrection. They 

seize their swords, bows and arrows, and clubs.  

"Let us march to London and see the king," they shout. 

From all the towns of Kent they come, one hundred thousand 

or more. They attack the houses of the knights, lords, and 

nobles. They swarm into Canterbury, and pillage the palace of 

the archbishop, who lives in great state, and to whom a large 

portion of the taxes are paid. There is great excitement in 

London. The young king, his mother, and many of the nobles 

take refuge in the Tower, for the news has reached them that 

the insurgents are arresting all the high-born men and women 

they can find. They seize Sir John Newton, threaten him with 

death if he will not do as they command, and send him to the 

king, desiring Richard to meet them at Blackheath, just out of 

London. The king is brave. He will go and see them. He leaves 

the Tower in his barge, with the barons. The boatmen pull at 
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the oars, and in a short time they reach the multitude, who, 

upon seeing the barge, set up a great shout.  

 

 
 

THE WESTGATE, CANTERBURY.  

"I have come at your request. What do you desire?" the 

king asks.  

There is a great outcryðall speaking at once; and the 

barons, fearing an archer may draw his bow and shoot the 

king, advise him to return to the Tower. This angers the 

crowd. "To London! to London!" they shout; and the 

multitude, barefooted, bareheaded, armed with clubs, surge on 

toward Southwark. They are on the south side of the river, 

while the largest part of the city is on the north side, and there 

is only one bridge. The citizens raise the draw, and the excited 

rabble cannot cross the Thames. The rich merchants of 

London own beautiful villas on the south side, and the hungry, 

ragged, excited multitudes ransack the houses, destroying 

property, and committing great havoc. The people of London 

sympathize with the people of Kent, for they, too, are groaning 

under the taxes.  

"We will let down the drawbridge, and permit them to 

come into the city. We will show them that we are their 

friends, and then they will be quiet," the Londoners say to each 

other.  

The drawbridge is lowered, and the great black crowd 

pones across the bridge. The people give bread and wine and 

liquor, which excite the insurrectionists all the more. They 

rush to the Palace of Savoy, owned by the Duke of Lancaster, 

bring out all the furnitureðthe tables, chairs, the silver plateð

heap all in a pile, and set it on fire. They do not steal the silver. 

One man undertakes to secrete a silver cup, but the others 

pitch him upon the fire.  

"We are here in the cause of truth and righteousness, 

not as thieves," they say.  

What shall the king do? He cannot fight the insurgents, 

for he has only four thousand troops. This is what his 

councillors advise him:  

"It is better to appease them by making a show of 

granting what they desire than to oppose them; for if you 

oppose them, all the common people of England will join 

them, and we shall be swept away."  

The next morning the king meets Wat Tyler and some 

of the leaders at Mile End, in a meadow, and grants what they 

desire. He sets his clerks to making out, charters for the towns, 

abolishing taxes, and granting privileges never before enjoyed. 

Most of the people are satisfied, and return to their homes; but 

some, still thirsting for revenge against the Archbishop of 

Canterbury, make their way to the Tower, seize the archbishop 

and some of the priests, drag them into the Tower yard, and 
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chop off their heads, which they place upon poles, and carry 

them, dripping with blood, through the streets.  

 

 

 
 

A BISHOP.  

Richard hears of what is going on, mounts his horse, 

and rides out to meet the rioters. He rides boldly up to Wat 

Tyler, who draws a knife; but before he can use it, the Mayor 

of London whips out his sword and runs it through Wat's 

body, and the rioter tumbles to the ground. Wat's followers 

rush up, but Richard looks them calmly in the face.  

"Come, my friends, I will be your leader," he says.  

It is a brave speech for a boy of fifteen to make; but the 

men of Kent like Richard's pluck, and lower their spears. The 

king's troops come galloping upon the field, ready to draw 

their swords.  

"You must not harm them. Let them go peacefully to 

their homes," says Richard; and the people, feeling that the 

young king is their friend, return to their homes.  

But the barons are determined that the people shall not 

have their freedom. The bishops are angry over the death of 

the archbishop, and demand that punishment shall be meted 

out, not to those who were instrumental in putting him to 

death, but upon all the peopleðin the revoking of the charters 

which Richard has just granted. What can the boy do? Are not 

the barons, lords, bishops, and great men wiser than himself? 

He cannot stand alone against them; he complies with their 

demands, but recommends Parliament to give the people their 

freedom.  

 

 
 

THE PILGRIMS STARTING FROM THE TABARD TAVERN.  
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"Give them their freedom!" the barons exclaim. "Never 

will we be deprived of the service which they owe us."  

"Doctor Wicklif's pernicious doctrines are at the 

bottom of all this," the bishops, the monks, and friars exclaim.  

The Lords pass a law, which the bishops think will put 

an end to the mischief, in which the sheriffs are ordered to put 

all heretics in prison until they justify themselves before the 

bishops. The only appeal from the Bishops' Court is to the 

Pope, who is sewing men up in sacks and casting them into the 

sea. The Commons will not consent to such a law, and so the 

Magna Charta begins to protect the people.  

 

 
 

THE MONKS HUMBLING  THE KING.  

The Pope sells a fat office to an Italian. The office is an 

abbot's position in the bishopric of Wells; but the bishop of 

that diocese does not relish it, nor do the other bishops, for the 

next ship may bring other Italian vagabonds to plunder the 

people. They join in declaring that the right of appointment 

belongs to the king, and not to the Pope, whereupon the 

Pontiff, who pitches offending priests into the sea, 

excommunicates them; that is, he threatens to shut them out of 

heaven if they do not ask his pardon. Perhaps the bishops think 

that a man who tortures cardinals to death because he suspects 

that they are working against him, who sells offices in the 

Church to the highest bidder, even though he be Pope, may 

not, after all, hold the keys of heaven, for they persuade 

Parliament to pass this law:  

"All persons who recognize the Pope at Rome as being 

in authority superior to the king shall forfeit their lands and 

all their property, and have no protection from the king."  

 

 
 

CHAUCER'S MONUMENT.  
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The bishops are members of Parliament, and by 

obtaining the passage of such a law array the nation on their 

side. Little do they dream of what will come from this action 

of theirs. They do not mistrust that when a century has rolled 

away, a king, Henry VIII., will pick up this act, and use it as a 

sword against the Pope, and strike a blow which will split the 

Church in twain. We shall see by-and-by how it came about.  

The people are fast becoming heretics, or Lollards, as 

the monks and friars call themðcomparing them to tares, or 

lolium, in a field of wheat. The poet Geoffrey Chaucer is 

sowing tares very effectively in a quiet way. He has completed 

his story in verse, and the people are reading it. He has written 

it in the East Midland dialect, adding some Norman words to 

give it grace and beauty. It describes a party of pilgrims who 

meet at the Tabard Tavern, in London, on their way to the 

shrine of Thomas Becket, in Canterbury Cathedral. Becket 

was a priest, arrogant, self-willed, who refused to 

acknowledge the superior authority of the king, Henry II., and 

who was put to death by some of the king's friends; but the 

Pope humbled the monarch, who was obliged to kneel naked 

before Becket's tomb, while the monks lashed his bare back 

with a bundle of sticks. He found that the Pope was more 

powerful than himself.  

To make a pilgrimage to somebody's tomb, to say 

Pater-nosters and Ave-Marias over the bones of a dead monk 

or nun, is supposed to be a meritorious act, and so all over 

Englandðover Europeðmen and women are making 

pilgrimages. Among the pilgrims who travel from London to 

Canterbury are a priest, a monk, a friar, a pardoner, and a 

summoner. The pardoner has pardons for sale; the summoner 

is the sheriff, who brings offenders before the Bishops' Court. 

Although the monks and friars have vowed to wear coarse 

clothes and live on mean fare, none are better dressed than 

they, none live so luxuriously. The poet is one of the pilgrims, 

and describes his fellow-travellers:  

 

"A monk there was of skill and mastery proud, 

A manly manðto be an abbot ableð 

And many a noble horse had the in stable. 

I saw his large sleeves trimmed above the hand 

With furðthe finest in the land. 

His head was bald, and shone like polished glass, 

And so his face, as it had been anoint, 

While he was very fat and in good point. 

Shining his boots; his horse right proud to see, 

A prelate proud, majestic, grand was he; 

He was not pale, as a poor pining ghost; 

A fat goose loved he best of any roast. 

 

A friar there was, a wanton and a merry, 

Licensed to beg, a wondrous solemn man, 

His pockets largeðhe stuffed them full of knives, 

And pins, or presents meant for handsome wives. 

The biggest beggar he among the brothers. 

He took a certain district as his grant, 

Nor would he let another come within his haunt. 

 

"A summoner there was, riding on apace, 

Who had a fire-red cherubim's large face; 

Pimpled and wrinkled were his flabby cheeks, 

Garlic he much loved, onions too, and leeks. 

Strong wine he loved to drinkðas red as blood; 

Then would he shout and jest as he were mad. 

Oft down his throat large draughts he poured; 

Then, save in Latin, he would not speak a word. 

Some sentences he knewðsome two or three 

Which he had gathered out of some degree. 

No wonder, for he heard it all the day; 

And surely, as you know, a popinjay 

Can call out 'War!' as well as any pope. 

"You could not such another pardoner trace. 

For in his pack he had a pillow-case, 

Which, as he said, was once the Virgin's veil. 
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He also had a fragment of the sail 

St. Peter had when, as his heart misgave him 

Upon the sea, he sought the Lord to save him. 

He had a golden crossðone set with precious stones; 

And in a caseðwhat carried he? Pig's bones! 

He, in a single day, more money got 

Than the poor parson in a year, I wot. 

And thus with flattery, feints, and knavish japes 

He made the parson and the people apes." 

 

 
 

THE LAND  OF THE WINDMILLS .  

So the poet holds these pilgrims up to ridicule. The 

monks and friars are very angry, and lay a plan to kill 

Chaucer, who is obliged to flee to Holland, the land of the 

windmills; but, after a time, he returns to find that the people 

are fast becoming Lollards. The reading of the Bible in 

English has set the people to thinking about the monks, while 

the "Canterbury Tales" have set the community to laughing at 

them. From thinking and laughing the people begin to act, 

refusing to give to the beggars, who are so angry with the poet 

that he has to flee a second time; but he returns once more to 

London, where he dies a peaceful death in the year 1400, 

having done a great deal to advance human freedom.  

When Doctor Wicklif selected the Midland dialect for 

his translation of the Bible, and when Geoffrey Chaucer used 

it in writing his Canterbury stories, they little knew that they 

were laying the foundations, as it were, of the strongest and 

most vigorous language ever used by human beings for the 

expression of their thoughts; but it has become the English 

language of the nineteenth centuryðthe one aggressive 

language of the worldðthe language of Liberty.  

It was in 1365 that Doctor Wicklif died. The grass 

grows over his grave. Forty-one years pass, pilgrims come 

from afar to visit the spot where he is buried; they break off 

pieces of his tombstone, and carry them away as relics. The 

monks and friars will have no more of that. They will not have 

a man who has been dead nearly half, a century keep on 

preaching if they can prevent it, for the doctor has a great 

following; half of England, and nearly all of Bohemia, have 

accepted his teachings. The Great Council of Constance, 

which we shall read about in the next chapter, has ordered that 

the doctor's bones shall be dug up and burned; and the monks, 

as we have seen, execute the order. They east the ashes into 

the river, and the river bears them to the sea. They have got rid 

of Doctor Wicklif. Have they? Not quite.  
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CHAPTER III  

THE FIRE THAT WAS K INDLED IN BOHEMIA  

The young man who had studied at Heidelberg, 

Cologne, and Paris, Professor Faulfash, of Bohemia, who 

came to England with the Princess Anne when she came to 

marry Richard II., and who heard Doctor Wicklif, and who 

carried some of the doctor's books to Bohemia, is a lecturer in 

the University at Prague.  

 

 
 

RECEIVING ABSOLUTION.  

He has discovered that the monks and friars of 

Bohemia are as lazy and shameless as those of England. He 

preaches against them. He wants a reformation in the Church. 

He preaches that men and women, priests and bishopsðall 

must lead pure lives. He believes that men and women should 

confess their sins to God, and not to a priest; that forgiveness 

for sill means something more than words spoken by the 

priests; that absolution is something more than kneeling before 

a confessor's box, and having a few drops of holy-water 

sprinkled on the head, from a sponge tied upon the end of a 

rod, in the hands of the priest. He does not believe that sins 

can be forgiven, nor that blessings can be conferred by any 

such mummery.  

The priests denounce his preaching as blasphemous. 

"Professor Faulfash is a heretic," they say.  

It is the one wordðmore terrible than all othersðbut 

the professor is not disturbed by it. Instead of becoming silent, 

he grows more bold.  

 

 
 

RUINS OF THE PAPAL PALACE AT AVIGNON.  

One of the priests who cry out against him is the 

queen's confessor, a manðJohn Hussðwho undertakes to 
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prove that such doctrines are heretical. He does not succeed 

very well, for as he studies the question he discovers that the 

monks and friars are leading shameful lives. More than that, 

he begins to read Doctor Wicklif's books, and the more he 

reads, the more he sees that Professor Faulfash and Doctor 

Wicklif are in the right, and himself, the monks and friars, the 

bishops and the Pope, in the wrong. He sees that the people 

ought to be permitted to read the Bible. He preaches as he 

thinks. He is eloquent, learned, sincere, and earnest, and 

people flock in crowds to hear him. The monks and friars 

hasten to Archbishop Sbinco with a woeful storyðthat the 

queen's confessor is a heretic.  

 

 
 

THE POPE ON HIS THRONE.  

The archbishop is an ignorant man. Archbishops and 

bishops are not always appointed because they are learned or 

eloquent, but for other reasons. The people call the archbishop 

a dunce, and say he is an A B C archbishop, indicating that he 

knows little more than the alphabet. The archbishop 

determines that the young priest, although he is confessor to 

the empress, shall be disciplined; but the king protects him, 

and appoints him elector of the University of Prague.  

The archbishop, in great wrath at being thus interfered 

with, sends word to the Pope at Rome, for these are the days 

when the Church has two headsðone at Rome, one at 

Avignon. The Pope sends back word that the rebellious priest 

mast not be permitted to go on. Especially is he commanded 

not to preach in a language which the people can understand; 

he may preach in Latin, but not in Bohemian.  

It is not so easy to stop John Huss, however, for the 

king is his friend, and cares not for priest or Pope. The 

archbishop contents himself with gathering up all the books of 

Doctor Wicklif that he can lay his hands upon which have 

been translated into the Bohemian languageðall that 

Professor Faulfash and John Huss have writtenðand burning 

them. If the books are burned, that will stop the spread of 

heresy, the archbishop imagines. The king compels the 

archbishop to pay for the books. This in turn makes the Pope 

angry, and he issues orders to the archbishop to stop all 

preaching in Pragueðto inform the people that they can no 

longer have absolution granted them by the priests. The Pope 

will let the people know that the is supreme. The king, 

however, is not disturbed by the order, but directs the priests to 

go on with their preaching. The action of the king emboldens 

Professor Faulfash and John Huss, who send letters to the 

mayors of cities all through Bohemia to resist the demands of 

a corrupt and wicked priesthood. This makes the Pope 

exceedingly angry, and he orders the two men to appear at 

Rome and give an account of their doings; but they do not 
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obey, for they know that there is a strong prison in Rome for 

such heretics as theyðthe Castle of St. Angelo.  

 

 
 

CASTLE OF ST. ANGELO.  

Sigismund is Emperor of Germany. He wants a council 

of the cardinals and other prelates of the Church called to see 

if the Church cannot be united under one Pope. The two heads 

are tearing each other fearfully. When the cardinals meet in 

council, they double up their fists, take one another by the 

throat, and have just such rows as the common people indulge 

in upon the streets and in the beer-shops.  

The popes have stirred up wars, and armies are 

marching, and battles are fought, for no one knows what. The 

Emperor of Germany desires a settlement of the troubles, and 

through his influence a great council assembles in the old city 

of Constance, in Switzerland, where all questions in dispute 

are to be discussed.  

 

 
 

THE HOLY MEN SETTLING A DISPUTE.  

Never before was there such a gathering. The emperor 

comes in great state. The Pope of Rome is there, but not in 

state, for he is fearful that the council may depose him. There 

are seven patriarchs, twenty archbishops, twenty cardinals in 

their red cloaks, twenty-six princes, ninety-one bishops, one 

hundred and forty counts, hundreds of doctors of divinity, and 

many priestsðfour thousand or more in all. Multitudes of 

people come, filling the old town to overflowing, and making 

the dull streets alive as never before. Peddlers, hucksters, 

tricksters, mountebanks, charlatans, tramps, monks, friars, 

beggarsðall flock to Constance.  



Original Copyright 1878 by Charles Coffin.    Distributed by Heritage History 2010 32 

The princes and counts have their wire-pullers to 

influence the cardinals and bishops. All are hoping to make 

something out of the councilðto gain power, or money, or 

position. The council sits month after month, to the great profit 

of all the shopkeepers and grocers in the town.  

 

 
 

THE OLD TOWN.  

During these months while the council is in session, 

one man who came to attend it, instead of taking part in its 

deliberations, is in prisonðJohn Huss. He came of his own 

free-willðbecause the emperor wished him to attend. He 

might have stayed away, but the emperor sent him a paper 

promising him protectionðthat he should be at liberty to come 

and go without molestationðthat no harm should come to him 

while in Constance, and yet he is in prison. All through the 

months while the cardinals and prelates have been thereð

marching in procession to and from the councilðliving 

riotously, and some of them scandalously, the man who has 

been preaching that they should lead pure lives, and that the 

people have the right to confess their sins to God, has been 

languishing in prison. How happened it, when he had the 

emperor's promise written out on parchment? Because the 

Pope claims to be superior to the emperor. "He has the right of 

deposing emperors." If he has the right of deposing emperors, 

then he has the right to disregard the promise which the 

emperor has made to John Huss. No faith is to be kept with 

heretics. So, finding John Huss in their power, the Pope and 

cardinals have thrust him into a dungeon, and now he is to pay 

the penalty for being a heretic.  

 

 
 

JOHN HUSS IN PRISON.  

It is July 6th, 1415. All Constance is astir. The people 

from the country flock into the town, for the heretic 'is to be 

roasted to death, and they must be early on the ground to see 

the procession which will escort the fellow from the prison to 

the cathedral. It comes, the cross-bearer at the head, carrying a 

gilded crucifix. Then comes the Bishop of Riga in his 

gorgeous robes; then a company of soldiers armed with swords 

and lances, guarding the heretic, so that he shall not escape. 

The streets are thronged with people. The women look down 

from the quaint old windows to catch a glimpse of the wicked 
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man, as they suppose him to be. They see a man forty years of 

age. The procession winds through the streets, and enters a 

great hall. The emperor is there, wearing his golden crown, 

and seated in a royal chair. At his right hand stands the Duke 

of Bavaria,  

holding a cross; at his left hand is the governor of the 

Castle of Nuremberg, with a drawn sword. Around are 

cardinals and archbishops, bishops, priests, monks, and friars, 

and a great multitude of people.  

It is not to the emperor that all eyes are turned to-day, 

but to John Huss, who ascends the platform, and mounts a 

table, where all can see him. He does not return the gaze, but 

kneels, and clasps his hands, and looks up to Heaven. The 

soldiers file away; the bishops, cardinals, and prelates take 

their seats in the council. Bishop Landinus ascends the pulpit 

to preach a sermon from the text, "Shall we continue in sin?" 

Heresy, he says, is a great sinðone of the greatest a man can 

commit. It destroys the Church. It is right for the secular 

magistrate to destroy those with whom it originates. Turning 

to the emperor, the bishop thus addresses him:  

"It will be a just act, and it is the duty of your Imperial 

Majesty, most invincible Emperor, to execute this stiff-necked 

heretic, since he is in our hands, and thus shall your Majesty 

attain an immortal name, with old and young, so long as the 

world shall stand, for performing a deed so glorious and so 

pleasing to God."  

The bishop comes down from the pulpit, and orator 

Henricus takes his place.  

"You are to weigh this matter well," he says to the 

council. "You are not to rest till you have burned such a sturdy 

hereticðone so stiff-necked in his damnable error."  

Then a bishop reads the charge against Huss.  

"You have disobeyed the Archbishop of Prague. You 

teach that there is a holy catholic church other than that of 

which the Pope is the headða community of all the faithful 

ordained of God to eternal lifeðwhich is heretical."  

 

 
 

THE COUNCIL.  

"I do not doubt," Muss replies, "that there is a holy 

Christian church which is a community of the elect, both in 

this and in the other world."  

"Hold your tongue! After we get through, you may 

answer," says Cardinal Von Cammerach.  

"I shall not be able to remember all the charges."  

"Silence!" The Archbishop of Florence shouts it.  

John Huss drops upon his knees, and lifts his hands 

toward Heaven. If they will not hear him, there is One above 

who will.  
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"O God, I commend my cause to thee."  

The reading goes on.  

"He has taught that after the words of consecration 

have been pronounced over the bread it is still natural bread, 

which is heretical."  

"I have not so preached."  

"Silence, heretic!"  

"He has taught that a priest polluted with deadly sins 

cannot administer the sacrament of the altar, which is 

heretical."  

"I still say that every act of a priest laden with deadly 

sins is an abomination in the sight of God."  

Ah! that is a home-thrust. Bishops, archbishops, 

cardinals, and priests, who are living with women to whom 

they have not been married, never will forgive the heretic for 

saying that.  

The last charge is read.  

"He has contemned the Pope's excommunication."  

"I have not. I appealed to himðsent messengers to 

plead my cause before him, who were thrown into prison. I 

came to this council of my own free-will, with a safe-conduct 

from the emperor."  

John Huss turns toward Sigismund, and gazes calmly 

and steadily upon him.  

"I came in the full confidence that no violence should 

be done me, and that I might prove my innocence."  

The emperor grows red in the face, for he knows that 

John Huss came of his free-will. He knows that the safe-

conduct which he gave has been taken away from him. He 

knows that ten thousand swords would leap from their 

scabbards, and a thousand spears would gleam in the sun-light, 

in Bohemia, to protect the man who is gazing so calmly in his 

face. With shame and confusion he sits there with downcast 

eyes. Everybody can see the reddening of his cheeks. Huss has 

had no trial; but an old bishop stands up and reads his 

sentence. He is to be burned to death. Once more the prisoner 

kneels and prays:  

 

 
 

THE PROCESSION.  

"Lord God, pardon my enemies. Thou knowest that I 

have been falsely accused, and unfairly sentenced. I pray thee, 

in thine unspeakable mercy, not to lay it to their charge."  

The bishops smile scornfully. The heretic is praying 

God to forgive them! As if they had done, or could do, 
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anything wrong! As if his prayers were of any account! They 

degrade him from the priesthood. A bishop's robe is thrown 

over his shoulders. This in derision.  

"Confess your errors, and retract them, before it is too 

late," says one of the archbishops.  

He makes no reply to them, but turns to the people:  

"The bishops want me to retract; but if I were to do so, 

I should be a liar before God."  

"Silence, you stiff-necked and wicked heretic!"  

They place a chalice in his hands, and then take it 

away.  

"O thou cursed Judas! we take from thee this chalice, 

in which the blood of Christ is offered for the remission of 

sins," they say.  

There is no blanching of his cheeks.  

"Confiding in my God and Saviour, I indulge the hope 

that the will not take from me the cup of salvation, and I trust 

that I shall drink of it this day in his kingdom," Huss replies.  

Greater than emperor, pope, or archbishop is John 

Huss, standing there beneath the vaulted roof of the old hall. 

None so calm, so quiet, so peaceful of heart, as heðsoon to be 

one of Liberty's great sons. None so shame-faced, so 

insignificant, as Sigismund, Emperor of Germany. One word 

from his lips would set the prisoner free; but his craven heart 

has yielded to the demand of those who are thirsting for the 

blood of Huss. They have made him believe that he is not 

obliged to keep faith with a heretic; yet he knows that he is 

committing an act which, ever as he recalls it, will redden his 

cheeks with shame.  

"Let him be accursed of God and man eternally."  

In all the assembly of prelates there is not a kindly 

face, no look of pity.  

"I am willing thus to suffer for the truth in the name of 

Christ." They place a paper cap upon his headða mock 

crownðwith figures of devils upon it, and this inscription:  

 

"THIS IS A HERETIC."  

"Give him over to the beadle." The emperor speaks the 

words, which one day will come back to trouble him. Sooner 

or later retribution follows crime. It may not be to-day nor to-

morrow, but it will come; and this emperor, the greatest 

potentate in Europe, will see his empire drenched in blood, 

towns and cities in flames, and the land a desolation, for 

uttering those words.  

Out from the hall moves the procession once more. Out 

through the door stream the people. A fire is burning in the 

street, and the priests are heaping upon it the books written by 

Huss and by Doctor Wicklif.  

Huss smiles when he sees the parchment volumes 

curling in the flames. They can burn the books, but truth and 

liberty will still live. He walks with firm and steady steps. 

None of all the thousands around are so happy as he. The 

bishops are astonished.  

"He goes as if on his way to a banquet," says Bishop 

Silvins.  

Through the streets, where the people throng the 

sidewalks and look down from the windows of the lofty 

buildings, moves the processionðout to the place where he is 

to be burned. What is it that Huss is saying?  

"I will extol thee, O Lord; for thou hast lifted me up, 

and hast not made my foes to rejoice over me." It is the 

thirtieth Psalm. They can burn his body, but what of that? His 

body is not him.  

"Do not believe," he says to the people, "that I have 

taught any thing but the truth."  
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BURNING OF JOHN HUSS.  

No trembling of the lipsðno whitening of his cheeks. 

He is going to testify to the truth. Why should he fear? Truth 

and liberty are eternal, and will live when emperor and pope 

have passed away. Truth makes men free, and it will be 

glorious to die for freedom. The fagots are piled around himð

bundles of dry sticks. The executioner stands with his torch.  

"Renounce your error," shouts the Duke of Bavaria.  

"I have taught no error. The truths I have taught I will 

seal with my blood."  

"Burn him."  

 
 

THE FALLS OF SCHAFFHAUSEN.  

The executioner holds his torch to the fagots. What is it 

that the people hear coming from that sheet of flame?  

"Glory be to God on high, and on earth peace, good 

will toward men." It is the song which the angels sung above 

the pastures of Bethlehem. And this:  

"We praise thee, we bless thee, we worship thee, we 

glorify thee, we give thanks to thee for thy great glory." It is 

the Te Deum Laudamus.  

The smoke blinds him, the flames are circling above 

his head. Yet the voice goes on:  

"Thou that takest away the sins of the world, have 

mercy on me."  
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The flames wrap him round, his head falls upon his 

breast. The fire does its work, and a heap of ashes is all that 

remains. The executioner gathers them up, and casts them into 

the river. The winds and waves bear them away. The particles 

sink to the bottom, or are wafted on to the great falls at 

Schaffhausen, where the water foams over the granite ledges, 

and from thence are borne down the Rhine to the sea, as 

Wicklif's dust was borne on the current of the Avon and 

Severn to the ocean.  

The priests and bishops and Pope have got rid of John 

Russ. Have they? By no means. It is only the beginning of 

their troubles with him, for the people of Bohemia resent his 

death. It is the beginning of a terrible war, which lasts many 

years, and drenches the land with blood.  

The cardinals and archbishops do not forget that the 

man whom they have burned to death was made a heretic 

through reading Doctor Wicklif s books. The doctor has been 

dead a long while, so they cannot burn him, but it will be some 

satisfaction to let the world know what they would do to the 

doctor if he were only in the flesh, and they issue an order to 

dig up the bones and burn them. We have seen how it was 

done.  

Though the monks have burned John Huss and the 

bones of Doctor Wicklif, they have not put a stop to their 

preaching. Do words spoken in behalf of truth, justice, and 

liberty ever die? We shall see by-and-by, after a hundred years 

have rolled away, how a poor boyðso poor that he will 

wander through the streets and sing for his breakfast, which 

the kind-hearted people will give himðhow he will hear 

Doctor Wicklif and John Huss speaking to him across the 

centuries. We shall see what a mighty work he will do for truth 

and liberty.  

CHAPTER IV  

WHAT COSTER AND GUTENBERG  

DID FOR L IBERTY  

Laurence Coster is a Dutchman, and lives in the old 

town of Haerlem, in the land of the windmills, where the 

people have built great dikes enclosing portions of the Zuyder-

Zee, set the windmills to pumping out the water, and laid out 

the lands into farms. The whole country is intersected with 

canals, where the boats come and go, bringing cabbages, 

cheeses, hay, and wood to market. The Dutchmen are very 

industrious. The boys and girls, as well as the men and 

women, work in the fields and gardens, or tug at the canal-

boats. They harness their dogs into teams, and make them tug 

at the ropes.  

 

 
 

HAERLEM.  

Haerlem is a sleepy old town. The boats lie at the 

quays, and now and then a cart rumbles along the streets. The 

housewives rub and scrub their pots and pans in the canals 

before the doors. They keep their houses neat and clean, and 

wash the pavements every morning.  
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Laurence Coster lives in Haerlem with his family. He 

resolves to have a day with them in the country. He goes out 

on one of the canal-boats with the children, and sits beneath 

the trees, to hear the birds sing and to breathe the fresh air; and 

while the children are playing the carves their names in the 

bark of the trees with his knife! An idea comes to him, and this 

is what he says to himself:  

"I might carve the letters of the alphabet, each letter on 

a separate block, ink them over, and then I could stamp any 

word in the language."  

 

 
 

CANAL  IN HOLLAND .  

This is in 1423. He goes home, prepares his blocks, 

carves the letters, ties them up with strings, and prints a 

pamphlet. Up to this time all the books in the world have been 

written with a pen on parchment. How slow! Men have spent a 

lifetime in writing one book, beginning when they were 

young, working till they were old, and dying with their work 

unfinished. The Egyptians and Chinese, hundreds of years ago, 

carved letters on blocks and printed from the blocks; but this 

Dutchman of Haerlem is the first one to tie letters into words, 

and print from them. Laurence Coster succeeds so well that he 

employs John Gutenberg, a young man from Mentz, to help 

him. Laurence keeps his secret well. The people see pamphlets 

for sale; little do they imagine, however, that they were not 

written with a pen.  

 

 
 

STREET IN HOLLAND .  

Coster dies, but his secret does not die with him. The 

apprentice, John Gutenberg, is not a boy to forget what he has 

been doing. He goes up the Rhine. We may think of him as 

being on a boat that slowly makes its way up the stream, past 

the old towns and castles. Rheinstein, with its battlements and 

towers and strongholds, secure from all attacks, looms far 

above the stream. He gazes upon the vineyards, sloping from 

the river up the steep hillsides. In the autumn the peasants 

gather the purpling grapes, and sing their songs as they bear 

the baskets to the wine-press. He comes to Bingen, where the 

little old church with bells in its steeple looks down upon the 

peaceful river; but, not stopping them, he passes on to 

Strasburg, whose cathedral spire rises almost to the clouds, as 

it were.  

In that old city John Gutenberg begins to set up type on 

his own account. He thinks night and day, turning over a 
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perplexing question. Wood wears out, and the types will not 

bear the pressure of the printing-press. They must be of metal. 

How shall he make them? To cut each type separately by hand 

is too expensive and too slow a process. He must make a 

mould and cast them, and, of course, mast have a mould for 

each letter. That is expensive; but once getting the moulds, he 

can cast thousands of types. Of what material shall they be 

cast? Lead is too soft. He must experiment with different 

metals.  

 

 

 
 

BINGEN.  

Very soon his money is gone. He would like to keep 

his secret and his plans to himself, but that he cannot do. He 

must have money. There is a rich man in StrasburgðJohn 

Faust, a goldsmith, who knows about metals. He will go to 

him.  

The goldsmith sees the value of the invention, and 

supplies John with money, and the printer goes on engraving 

the letters for his moulds, experimenting with metals, meeting 

difficulties at every step, taking so much of John Faust's 

money that the goldsmith begins to think that he never will see 

it again. But perseverance surmounts all difficulties. One day 

Gutenberg shows the goldsmith his first proof. There it isð

each letter as perfect as if done by a pen. It is in 1450 that they 

begin to print their first book, in an out-of-the-way chamber, 

where no one will be likely to find out what they are about.  

 

 
 

LAURENCE COSTER.  
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Sixty-six years have passed since Doctor Wicklif died, 

and twenty-five since the monks dug up his bones. There is 

not much more liberty now than there was when he was alive, 

for kings do pretty much as they please, and the people are 

taxed as heavily as ever.  

 

 
 

GUTENBERG'S FIRST PROOF.  

Charles VII. is King of France. He is a suspicious man. 

He is afraid that somebody will put poison in his food, and so 

makes his servants Taste of it before touching it himself, and 

he eats so little that he will die of starvation by-and-by. One 

day a traveller, who has a valuable book which he would like 

to sell to the king, comes to the royal palace. It is the Bible on 

vellum, and contains six hundred and seven leaves. It is such a 

beautiful book that the king buys it, and pays seven hundred 

and fifty crowns for it. The man takes his money and goes 

away; the king puts the book in the royal library, and is greatly 

delighted to know that he has such a magnificent copy.  

A traveller knocks at the archbishop's palace with a 

book which he would like to show his lordshipða beautiful 

copy of the Bible. The archbishop is delighted. He never saw a 

more perfect book. The letters are even. What a steady hand 

the writer must have had! How clear and distinctðnot a blot, 

not an error anywhere! It must have taken the writer a lifetime 

to write it. He pays the price. Now he will have something to 

show his friends which will astonish them. The archbishop 

calls upon the king.  

"I have something to show youðthe most magnificent 

book in the world," says the king.  

"Indeed!" The archbishop is thinking of his own book.  

"Yes; a copy of the Bible. It is a marvel. The letters are 

so even that you cannot discover a shade of a difference."  

"I have a splendid copy, and if yours is any more 

beautiful than min, I should like to see it."  

"Here is mine. Just look at it;" and the king shows his 

copy.  

The archbishop turns the leaves. "This is remarkable. I 

don't see but that it is exactly like mine." The pages are the 

same, the letters the same. Can one man have written both? 

Impossible. Yet they are alike. There is not a particle of 

difference between them. "How long have you had this?" the 

archbishop asks.  

"I bought it the other day of a man who came to the 

palace."  

"Singular! I bought mine of a man who came to my 

palace."  

Neither the king nor the archbishop knows what to 

think of it. They place the two Bibles side by side, and find 

them precisely alike. There are the same number of pages; 

each page begins with the same word; there is not a shadow of 

variation. Wonderful! But the archbishop, in a few days, is still 

more perplexed. He discovers that some of the rich citizens of 

Paris have copies of Bibles exactly like the king's and his own. 

More: he discovers that copies are for sale here and there.  
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WILLIAM  CAXTON  

"Where did you get them?" We bought them of a man 

who came along."  

"Who was he?"  

"We don't know."  

"This is the work of the devil."  

The archbishop can arrive at no other conclusion. The 

Bible is a dangerous book. None but the priests should be 

permitted to read it. But here is the Evil One selling it 

everywhere; or, if not himself in person, some man has sold 

himself to Satan for that purpose. He soon discovers that it is 

Doctor John Faust, of Strasburg.  

 

 
 

ILLUMINATE D LETTERS.  

"You have sold yourself to the Evil One, and must be 

burned to death."  

Till this moment the great invention has been a secret; 

but Doctor Faust must divulge it, or be burned. He shows the 

archbishop how the Bibles are printed; and John Gutenberg 

has printed so many of them that the price has been reduced 

one-half. The archbishop, the king, and everybody else is 

astonished. So Faust saves his life; but the idea of his selling 

himself to the devil has gone into story and song. It was the 

translation of the Bible into English by Doctor Wicklif that 

gave the first uplift to liberty; and, singularly enough, the 

Bible was the first book printed by Gutenberg.  

Laurence Coster, when he cut the letters of the 

alphabet in wooden blocks and tied them into words, had no 

conception as to what would come of it; but the idea was like 

the bursting-forth of a fountain in a desert. The stream that 
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issued from it has refreshed all the earth. With the setting-up 

of the printing-press began the diffusion of knowledge. 

Knowledge leads to liberty. Men begin to comprehend that 

they have natural rights, which other menðnobles, barons, 

kings, emperors, bishops, archbishops, and popesðare bound 

to respect.  

 

 
 

PRESENTING A BIBLE TO THE KING.  

One day William Caxton, a merchant of London, 

comes over to Holland to buy cloth. He sees some of the new 

books, and goes into a printing-office to see how they are 

made. He is greatly interested, buys some of the types, and 

sets up a printing-press in London, in a chapel in Westminster 

Abbey. Quite likely the printer's workmen do not have a very 

high regard for the monks and friars that swarm around 

Westminster, for if there is a blot on the page, they call it a 

"monk;" and if there is a blank, they call it a "friar." And the 

boy who brings the ink rip from the cellar, and gets his face 

and hands black from handling it, they call the "devil"ðwords 

which are in use to-day in printing-offices.  

The first book printed in England was entitled "The 

Game of Chess," in 1474. The type used was very coarse. 

Printers then took great delight in having large illuminated 

capital letters at the beginning of a book or chapter. They were 

printed in blue, green, and gold, and made the page very 

beautiful. Caxton printed a Bible, which he presented to the 

king.  

The setting-up of the printing-press soon put an end to 

all the writing in the cloisters of the monasteries. The monks 

lay aside their pens. The printing-press turns out thousands of 

copies of a book almost while they are sharpening their pens 

and getting their parchment ready. People begin to read, and 

from reading comes thinking, and from thinking comes 

something else.  

Four hundred and fifty years have passed since 

Laurence Coster carved the names of his children in the bark 

of the trees in the gardens of Haerlemðsince John Gutenberg 

printed his first book in that out-of-the-way chamber; but 

through all the years that discovery of using types to express 

ideas has been, like the flowing of a river, widening and 

deepening. Through the energizing influence of the printing-

press, emperors, kings, and despots have seen their power 

gradually waning, and the people becoming their masters.  
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CHAPTER V 

THE MEN WHO ASK QUESTIONS 

On an evening in October, six gentlemen and a servant 

ride out from the old city of Saragossa, in Spain, taking a road 

which leads westward. They are starting at this hour of the day 

for Valladolid; they do not expect, however, to reach it at 

once, for it is two hundred miles distant.  

 

 
 

VALLADOLID  CATHEDRAL.  

They do not care to have everybody know that they are 

making the journey, for there are bands of armed men on the 

lookout for them; especially are they on the watch for the 

servant of the partyðFerdinandða young man seventeen 

years old. Although a servant, he has a well filled purse in his 

pocket, for he is going all the way to Valladolidðto get 

marriedðand has taken a liberal amount of money. Not many 

servants can show so large a slim. The travellers ride till 

daybreak, and then stop at an out-of-the-way town to rest 

through the day, at night travelling once more. They take by-

roads and pass through obscure towns, and halt again when 

morning comes.  

 

 
 

ISABELLA.  

Ferdinand never has seen the young lady whom he is 

about to marry; but some of the gentlemen whom he serves 

say that she is very fair; that her features are regular; her hair a 

light chestnut; that she has a mild blue eye, and is modest and 

charming in all her ways. "She is the handsomest lady I ever 

be held, and the most gracious in her manners," says one. 

Perhaps he thinks it will please Ferdinand thus to set forth the 
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charms of the lady. At any rate, the praise or something else so 

abstracts his thoughts that, when he pays the landlord the 

reckoning at one of the taverns, he leaves his purse behind, 

and discovers, when he reaches Valladolid, that he has not a 

cent in his pocket! Here is a dilemma for a young man on the 

eve of his marriage!  

Ferdinand has served his fellow-travellers faithfully. 

He has cared for their horses, waited upon them at table, filling 

their glasses with wine, and he has done it in a courtly way. 

The landlords, quite likely, have noticed that he is the prince 

of servants; but not one of them, probably, has mistrusted that 

he is indeed a princeðson of the King of Aragon; nor do they 

mistrust that he is travelling in disguise to be married to 

Isabella, Princess of Castile; that he has taken this way to 

escape those who are opposed to the match, and who would 

lay hands upon him if possible.  

Isabella never has seen Ferdinand, who is a year 

younger than herself but of all the suitors for her hand she has 

selected him, and is greatly pleased to find him all that her 

fancy has pictured. She is very religious, says her prayers, and 

goes regularly to confession.  

On the 19th of October, 1469, the marriage is 

consummated, for, though Ferdinand has left his purse behind, 

his credit is good. There is a great gathering of grandees, 

nobles, and ladiesðtwo thousand or moreðwearing rich 

dresses; and by the marriage the kingdoms of Aragon and 

Castile are united, making the Spain of these later years.  

After her marriage she has another confessor, Thomas 

de Torquemada, a Dominican monk, who wears a black cowl.  

"I want you to make a promise," he says to Isabella. 

"What is it?"  

"That when you come to the throne, you will 

exterminate heresy."  

Isabella promises to do as he desires.  

 
 

CORONATION OF ISABELLA.  

The years go by, and after the death of her brother 

Henry, in 1476, Isabella is queen. There are heretics in Spain, 

men who dare to think for themselves. That is a terrible crime 

in the eyes of Thomas de Torquemada, and it must be stopped. 

The Pope has an institution already organized by which 

heretics can be rooted out ðthe holy Office, as it is called. 

The men connected with it are Inquisitors, or men who ask 
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questions. Thomas de Torquemada is chief questioner. The 

men who ask questions do it in private. If they have a 

suspicion that a man is an unbeliever, they may arrest him, and 

bring him to their secret chamber and question him. These are 

their rules: Any one may witness against an accused person. 

The Holy Office may take the evidence of one heretic against 

another; but a heretic's evidence in favor of a person is good 

for nothing. If two witnesses testify one in favor and the other 

against a person, the testimony of the first is to be rejected, 

while the last shall be accepted. A wife may testify against a 

husband, and it shall be received; but if she testifies in his 

favor, it shall be rejected; and so with the husband against the 

wife, or children against parents, or parents against children. If 

a witness does not testify all that the questioner desires, they 

may put him to the torture.  

 

 
 

TORTURE CHAMBER.  

The questioning takes place in an out-of-the-way 

chamber, in a building that has thick stone-wallsðso thick 

that no moan or wail will reach the ears of the passer-by. 

There is the thumb-screwða little vise in which the accused 

must put his thumb, and then the screw is turned a little. It 

begins to bite. Another turn; it bites harder. More turning, a 

little at a time, till the end of the thumb is as thin almost as a 

wafer ðmashed to a jelly, and the blood oozes from every 

pore.  

There is a ring-bolt in the floor, a pulley overhead. The 

questioners tie the feet of the prisoners to the ring, their hands 

to the pulley; then tug at the rope till the arms of the accused 

are almost pulled from the shoulders, and their legs from the 

body.  

 

 
 

BELIEVE AS I BELIEVE, OR I'LL  ROAST YOU.  

Another instrument is the rack. The prisoner is thrown 

upon a ladder and his feet tied to iron bolts in the wall, and his 

arms to a windlass, and men with levers work it till the knees 
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and arms are pulled from their sockets. Another instrument is 

the rolling benchða table studded with projecting knobs of 

oak. The accused are stripped to the skin, thrown upon the 

table, tied hands and feet, and a heavy roller filled with knobs 

rolled over them, grinding the flesh to jelly.  

There are punches for punching holes in the ears and 

tongues of the heretics, and skewers to run through them, and 

pincers for pulling their tongues out by the roots, knotted 

whips, iron collars set with sharp teeth, chains, balls, 

manacles.  

 

 
 

BURNING A HERETIC IN THE PRESENCE OF THE POPE.  

They fasten the heads of the accused in a frame, put a 

gag in their mouth, propping the jaws apart. Above them is a 

dish filled with water, which drips into their throat. Drip, drip, 

drip, it falls hour after hour. Swallow they must till they¶re 

filled to suffocation.  

Men and women, maidens in their youth and beauty, 

have the clothes torn from their backs, and they must stand 

exposed before these questioners. The Holy Office is 

amenable to no law. From the decision of Thomas de 

Torquemada there is no appeal. No one is exempt from his 

jurisdiction. Rich as well as poor are arrested. It is easy to 

accuse men, and those who never have dreamed of being 

heretics find themselves in the clutches of Torquemada. Men 

who are their enemies swear that they are heretics, to cause 

their arrest, torture, confiscation of property, and death by 

burningðso taking revenge.  

Isabella and Ferdinand urge the men who ask questions 

to do their work thoroughlyðto let no heretic escape, 

especially if they have money, for by confiscating their 

property the king and queen and the Pope will replenish their 

purses. Thomas de Torquemada is not the man to let the grass 

grow under his feet, especially when his share of the plunder 

will be a goodly portion.  

The Holy Office is not a new institution. Pope Innocent 

VIII., who has appointed Thomas de Torquemada to 

superintend it in Spain, did not inaugurate it, for other popes 

have used it to exterminate heresy. Innocent has set it in 

operation in Spain to bring money into his pocket. He is 

greedy for wealth. He puts it in operation in Rome. If a man in 

Rome commits murder, or any other crime, he can go clear of 

punishment by paying a good sum to the Pope. He puts money 

into his pockets by licensing priests to keep taverns, play-

houses, and other establishments disreputable for priests or 

anybody else to keep. Being a priest, the Pope cannot marry; 

but he has children, nevertheless, and appoints them to 
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lucrative positions. He sells indulgences and pardons for any 

crime.  

One of the persons accused by Torquemada is Senor 

Pecho, who is worth a great deal of money. Torquemada 

seizes it all, and puts the owner to death. The widow and 

children are beggars in the street; but Isabella, as a special 

favor, graciously gives them a trifle, but appropriates the 

remainder of the estate to her own use. Not only does she 

appropriate this, but many other estates, till the Pope, seeing 

that she is getting more than her share of the spoils, sends a 

legate to look after his portion. But Isabella knows how to 

manage the legate. She gives him a liberal share of the 

plunder, and he reports that the expenses of the Office use up 

pretty much all of the property of the accused.  

 

 
 

GOOD ENOUGH FOR HERETICS.  

Thousands are cast into prison. More thin two thousand 

men and women are burnedð thrown into furnaces. Other 

thousands flee from the country.  

"Do not take such harsh measures," is the advice of 

some of her friends.  

"It is better for the service of God that the country 

should be depopulated than that it should be polluted with 

heresy," Isabella replies.  

 

 
 

BURNING THE BISHOP OF TARRAGONA.  
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Among others burned is the good Bishop of Tarragona. 

Many widows are condemned, especially widows of rich men. 

Is it that they are greater heretics than others? Or is it that 

Isabella and Torquemada can secure their estates? They are 

working zealously to bring all the world to one way of 

thinkingðtheir way. Theirs is the right way, and if any one 

doubts it, he is to be put to death. Liberty of conscience, 

liberty of thought, speech, or action, are all unknown. The 

Pope has decreed that no one shall dissent from his decree or 

authority, or, if doing so, death shall be his portion.  

If a witness shall swear falsely, or cause a heretic, or 

one who is not a heretic, to be put to death, he shall not be put 

to death in turn, though the Holy Office may, if it see fit, put 

him in prison.  

 

 
 

FRIENDS THEY HAD NONE.  

If a man be accused, he must pay the men who ask 

questions for their time and trouble of accusing him!  

If a man be condemned and put to death, infamy shall 

forever be heaped upon his children, on the ground that 

children are partakers of the sins of their parents. But the Pope 

is merciful, and the Holy Office may sell the children into 

slavery.  

If a man be condemned and his property confiscated, 

though he may be innocent, the Holy Office is under no 

obligation to return it, on the ground that to be poor will make 

men humble!  

If a man blaspheme, this is his punishment: he must 

stand outside of the church on Sundays when mass is said. But 

if he say anything against the Pope, the Church, the Virgin, or 

if he read the Bible, or do not confess to the priest, he shall be 

put to death! If a priest swear profanely, he may be fined, but 

the public shall know nothing of it.  

If a man be a heretic, his wife must leave him. A man 

must leave his wife if she be an unbeliever. Children must 

forsake parents, and parents children.  

Persons condemned by the men who ask questions are 

burned to death. The burning is called an auto-da-feðthe act 

of faith. It is a great occasion. Ferdinand and Isabella, all the 

grandees and ladies, the cardinals, archbishops, bishops, 

priests, and multitudes of people, assemble to witness the 

burning. There is a grand procession. The school children; the 

priests, in companies, wearing their robes, carrying crowns, 

banners, and candles, escort the condemned to death. The 

victims wear yellow gowns, upon which are embroidered 

black devils with hoofs, horns, and tails. Gags are thrust into 

the victims' mouths, so that they may not speak to the people.  

Following the condemned are the magistrates, nobles, 

bishops, cardinals, the king and queen, the men who ask 

questions carrying a blood-red flag. A great crowd surges 

along the streets.  

The procession reaches the place of burning, where a 

bishop or priest preaches a sermon praising the Pope, heaping 
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upon the condemned the insulting epithets. They are dogs, 

vipers, wild beasts, enemies of God and man, fit only to be 

given over to the flamesðto burn eternally. The sheriff reads 

their sentence; the bishop and priests chant a psalm.  

 

 
 

A MOOR'S PALACE.  

"Deal with them gently," says the judge to the 

executioner, who chains them to the stakes, heaps the wood 

around them, and sets it on fire; and so the men and women, 

whose only crime has been dissent from believing as the Pope 

believes, are put to death. Ferdinand, Isabella, Torquemada, 

and the Pope take possession of their estates, and the children 

are reduced to beggary. In a short time the country is filled 

with beggars, who wander through the streets in rags, 

homeless and friendless. It is a crime to give charity to 

children of condemned heretics. They are outcasts, shut out 

from all human sympathy.  

 

 
 

COURT OF THE ALHAMBRA .  

While Ferdinand and Isabella are thus rooting out 

heresy, they are trying to drive the Moors from the country. 

Armies are marshaled, battles fought, cities besieged. The 

Moors are compelled to leave their beautiful palaces, where 

they have enjoyed quiet and peace for centuries; but Ferdinand 

and Isabella are strongest, and they are driven from the homes 

where the fountains are ever flowing amidst the palm-trees in 

the spacious courts. The king and queen accompany the armies 

and animate the soldiers by their presence.  

One day a middle-aged man, a sailor, comes into camp, 

bringing a letter for Fernando de Talavera, Isabella's old 
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confessorða letter written by Talavera's friend, the good prior 

Father Perez, of the Convent of Rabiada, near Palos, 

introducing the sailor, who has an idea that the earth is round, 

and that if he were to sail west he might reach the east, The 

sailor wants to lay the project before Ferdinand and Isabella.  

Father Talavera receives the sailor courteously, and 

introduces him to Ferdinand and Isabella, who listen with 

interest to his project; but they have other things on hand, and 

cannot aid him in fitting out an expedition to explore unknown 

seas. The sailor, however, is not a man to be discouraged by 

trifles. He will wait, years will go by, and his beard will turn to 

gray; but let him not he forgotten, for we shall see him again.  

 

 
 

ALONG THE CORRIDORS OF THE PALACE.  

The war against the Moors goes on. When Ferdinand 

and Isabella are in need of money to pay the troops, the rich 

Jews supply them, for there are many Jews in the country. 

They are thrifty and industrious, carry on trade, attend to their 

own affairs, care for their poor, and are peacefully disposed. In 

all Spain there are no better subjects than they. Through their 

aid, Ferdinand and Isabella keep their armies in the field, 

winning battle after battle, taking town after town, driving the 

Moors at last to their last stronghold, the old city of Granada, 

iii which is the Alhambra, the gorgeous palace, one from 

which for centuries the Moorish flag has waved in triumph; 

but on the 2nd of January, 1492, the banner with the crescent 

moon upon its folds gives place to the flag bearing the cross, 

and Ferdinand and Isabella take possession of the Alhambra.  

In all the wide world there is no palace like this, with 

its massive walls, spacious halls, marble floors, elaborately 

chiseled columns and arabesque roofs; its gardens, where the 

roses are always in bloom, where fountains are ever playing. 

For six hundred years the Moors have ruled in Granada, but 

to-day they surrender all to Ferdinand and Isabella.  

"You shall still be a free people; you shall be treated 

with respect; shall have your own customs, and shall not be 

molested in your religion. No Moor shall be compelled to 

become a Christian." It is Ferdinand's promise.  

The Spanish troops march into the city, the Moors lay 

down their arms, the crescent flag comes down, and the cross 

takes its place. In the courts of the Alhambra a Te Deum is 

chanted, and Father Fernando de Talavera, Isabella's old 

confessor, is appointed archbishop in a city in which till now 

there has not been a Christian. All are Moors or Jews. 

Ferdinand and Isabella are masters of all Spain. All Christian 

heretics have been rooted out. The fires have blazed, 

thousands have been burned, other thousands have fled, and 

from the confiscated estates the king and queen, Torquemada 

and the Pope, have reaped rich harvests. But there are the 

Jews. Their ancestors crucified the Saviour. They will not eat 

pork, and they will persist in eating meat on Fridays. They 

read the Old Testament and the Talmud. They are sharp at a 
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bargain, and are getting rich. But what rights has a Jew? Not 

any. They must become Christians, or they shall be turned 

over to be dealt with by Torquemada.  

On the 30th of March, 1492, Ferdinand and Isabella 

issue this proclamation:  

"If after July 31st a Jew is found in the country, he 

shall be put to death. No one shall give shelter to a Jew. Any 

one doing so shall forfeit all his property. The Jews may sell 

their houses and farms, but no one shall be permitted to carry 

any gold or silver out of the country."  

 

 
 

GIBRALTER.  

That is the order which Ferdinand and Isabella issue on 

the last day of March. If the Jews cannot carry gold or silver, 

what can they carry? Who will buy their farms? Who pay a 

tithe of the value of the property?  

Rabbi Abarbanal is an old man who has been of great 

service to the king and queen. When they wanted money to 

carry on the war against the Moors, he supplied them, paid the 

troops, and so enabled them to conquer. He enters the 

Alhambra, and kneels before them on the marble pavement.  

"Have mercy, O king! Use us not so cruelly. I will pay 

six hundred thousand crowns of gold for the ransom of my 

people."  

"Do not take it." Isabella speaks the words. Thomas de 

Torquemada is her confessor, and now he rushes into the 

audience-chamber, with a crucifix in his hand.  

"Judas sold the son of God once for thirty pieces of 

silver, and you are going to sell him again. Do it! Here he is. 

Sell Jesus!"  

He throws the crucifix upon the table, and runs out of 

the hall. The good old rabbi turns away, for Ferdinand has a 

deaf ear to his entreaty. Perhaps an idea has dawned upon him. 

Will he not, by the confiscation of all the property of the Jews, 

get more than six hundred thousand crowns?  

From the ports of Carthagena, Valencia, Cadiz, 

Gibraltar, ships are sailing away, carrying the fugitives to 

Africa, Italy, and the East. Some are shipwrecked, some 

murdered; many die of disease, more by famine. Some are 

sold into slavery. Remorselessly the edict is carried out. Their 

property is seized, and Ferdinand grows rich upon the spoils.  

Through the waning summer months the stricken Jews 

take their departure: five hunched thousand are driven from 

the country! With them go the thrift and industry of Spain. 

Isabella, Ferdinand, and the Pope, through the holy Office, 

have possession of the property; but estates without tenants 

bring no income to the treasury. In driving them out, 

Ferdinand and Isabella kill the goose that laid the golden egg.  

Besides the five hundred thousand Jews driven out, 

more than one hundred thousand heretics are burned to death, 
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or are thrown into prison, or lose their property by 

confiscation. The records of the Holy Office show how 

zealously Torquemada worked to exterminate heretics.  

This is the record:  

Burned at the stake  10,220 

Died in prison  6,860 

Punished by confiscation of property, perpetual 

imprisonment, or loss of all civil rights  
97,321 

Total  
111,42

1 

 

 
 

STREET SCENE IN SPAIN.  

Torquemada dies; but Diego Deza steps into his place 

as chief questioner, and the terrible machine of the Holy 

Office goes on night and day grinding men and women, 

humanity, liberty, justice, right, and truth into the dust.  

"The Moors must become Christians, or be banished," 

says the new chief questioner to Ferdinand.  

"The treaty stipulates that they shall have peaceable 

enjoyment of their religion," Ferdinand replies.  

"Their religion is an abomination in the sight of God. It 

is right to break faith with infidels."  

Ferdinand sees an opportunity to fill his treasury. The 

Holy Office urges him to show his zeal for the Church, and he 

makes his decision:  

"The Moors must become Christians, or leave the 

country "  

The expulsion begins, and year after year goes on. The 

conquered Moslems, since their surrender, have been dutiful 

subjects. Many of them are wealthy. They offer to buy their 

ransom, but they appeal to deaf ears and to stony hearts. Pity 

has fled, and humanity is dead. Into the treasury of the Church 

and the king flows the accumulated wealth of six hundred 

years. Some of the Moors have professedly be come 

Christians; but they will eat no pork, and they will eat meat on 

Friday, as the Holy Office discovers, and they are hurried to 

the stake to pay the penalty with their lives. Fires blaze. Men, 

women, and children are burned to death. Weeping and 

wailing is beard on every hand; dismay and despair are seen in 

the face of every Moor. On the side of Ferdinand, Isabella, and 

the Pope there is power; but for the Moors there is no 

comforter. So Ferdinand and Isabella rear the foundations of 

their united thrones on the graves of hundreds of thousands of 

the victims of their broken faith while the Pope joins them in 

exterminating the last vestige of liberty, honor, justice, and 

right.  
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MOORS.  

The king, queen, and the Pope take possession of the 

estates; and the country is filled with beggars, who wander 

homeless, friendless, through the land, holding out their hands 

to the passers-by, in the streets of the cities, for a morsel of 

bread.  

CHAPTER VI  

HOW A MAN TRIED TO REACH THE EAST  

BY SAILING WEST 

It is the month of February, 1492. The skies are mild, 

the flowers in bloom, and the birds are singing in the orange 

gardens of the Alhambra, in the old town of Granada. 

Notwithstanding this joy and gladness in nature, there is one 

man in Granada who has no heart to enjoy it, for he has just 

seen a great hope, one which he has cherished many years, go 

down, never to rise again, so far as he can see.  

 

 
 

THE ALHAMBRA .  

He comes out from the Alhambraðleaving its 

magnificent colonnades, its bubbling fountains, its beautiful 

gardens, never expecting again to behold themðmounts a 

male, rides out through the narrow streets, through the city 

gate, with his head bowed upon his breast. He is a gray-
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bearded man, and time is deepening the furrows in his 

forehead, and on this day they are deeper than ever. He has a 

proud spirit, and it is hard to bear the great disappointment that 

has come to him. In bitterness of spirit, he rides away.  

 

 
 

COLUMBUS  

He is a sailor, and has conceived the idea that by 

sailing west he can reach the east. He believes that the earth is 

round, although nearly everybody else says that it is flat. The 

sailor was born in Genoa, where, when he was a boy, he 

helped his father comb wool. He went to school in Pavia, and 

studied Latin, geometry, astronomy, and navigation. When he 

was only fourteen years old, he went to sea with his uncle, and 

was in a battle with some Venetian ships. Then he sailed 

through the Straits of Gibraltar, coasted along Africa as far 

south as Guiana. Once, off the coast of Portugal, he had a 

terrible fight with a Venetian ship. He was a captain then. Both 

of the ships were set on fire, and he saved himself by 

swimming two miles to the shore. It was a fortunate escape, 

however, for an old sea captain, who had a beautiful daughter, 

befriended him, and the daughter became his wife.  

 

 
 

HE BELIEVES THAT THE EARTH IS ROUND.  

Those were delightful days. Lisbon was a royal city. It 

had a strong old castle, built of stoneðthe Castle of Belemð

and a castle on a hill overlooking the town. Every day there 

were processions of priests in the streets, carrying banners and 

crosses.  

The old captain had made many voyages to the Canary 

Islands. He did not believe the stories told about the unknown 

sea far away to the west of the islandsðthat it was boiling-hot, 
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nor that the great continent Atlantis which Plato wrote about 

had disappeared beneath the waves. It was from talking with 

his wife's father that the gray-bearded man had come to 

believe that by sailing west he could reach the Indies. He 

remembered that the old Carthaginians maintained that there 

were green islands in the west. He had read that St. Brandon, a 

priest of Scotland, eight hundred years before, had been swept 

by a storm far away to the west, and had landed in a strange 

country. He was informed that Martin Vincent, a sailor of 

Lisbon, when he was four hundred miles from land, on a 

voyage to the Canary Islands, once picked up a piece of wood 

curiously carved, which the winds had drifted from the west. 

Reeds like those brought from India had floated to the shores 

of Portugal, and the bodies of two men unlike any other 

human beings had been seen in the water by sailors when far 

from land. From whence came they?  

 

 
 

THE OLD CASTLE.  

Fired with enthusiasm, the sailor went to the king, John 

of Portugal, with his project, and made it so plain that the earth 

was round, that China (which Marco Polo had visited) could 

be reached by sailing west, that the king in part believed it.  

 

 
 

MARCO POLO.  

But would not great glory, honor, and advantage come 

from such a discovery? Certainly; and the king determined to 

secure whatever benefit might come from it. He was not a 

high-minded man, and, after getting all the information he 


































































































































































































































































































































