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PREFACE

HE universal and well-deserved popularity of His
Royal Highness the Prince of Wales is my excuse
for writing this book. Some time ago—just after the War
—1I began to make a special study of thelives of the Princes
of Wales, and I found it a most fascinating subject. It
occurred to me that there might be many other people who
would be interested in the careers of our Prince’s pre-
decessors if they had their stories in a convenient and
readable form. I owe most of my information to the fine
collection of historical works in the Royal Library at
Windsor Castle, and if this volume gives the reader
but a fraction of the pleasure which I have derived from
compiling it, I shall be more than satisfied.

I do not think that the portraits of the Princes have ever
been collected and published in a volume before.

To many people they will probably be the most interest-
ing part of the book. Eighteen of the twenty are
reproduced, by His Majesty’s gracious permission, from
engravings, prints and photographs in the collection of
Royal Portraits in the Windsor Castle Library. I should
like to express my gratitude to the Hon. J. W. Fortescue,
the King’s Librarian, and to Mr. Barry, Chief Assistant
Librarian, for their kindness and courtesy. I am indebted
to Mr. E. Kemp, Inventory Clerk and Photographer at
Windsor Castle, for the trouble and care he has bestowed
on the photographic reproductions of the pictures. I
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X PREFACE

should like to have retained the inscriptions under the
portraits, but they did not lend themselves to legible repro-
duction, and I was advised to leave them out.

The quaint little picture of Edward of Gloucester is from
the Warwick MS. in the British Museum. It is, I believe,
the only authentic portrait of that Prince in existence.
My thanks are due to Major C. H. Deane for unearthing
it for me. The photograph of the present Prince as Colonel
of the Welsh Guards is by Vandyk.

In conclusion, two little anecdotes, without comment.

When Von Ranke was collecting his materials for his
Lives of the Popes, the bridge of the town in which he was
residing collapsed into the river. The historian went out
to seek information : one informant told him that there
was nobody on the bridge at the time of the accident;
another that there was only a soldier on a white horse
crossing the bridge; and another that there were some
children and a civilian on a black horse crossing it. Such
conflicting evidence about an incident which had happened
less than an hour before raised doubts in Von Ranke’s mind
about the accuracy of the historical information he had
been at such pains to collect.

When Charles Reade first published his famous romance,
The Cloister and the Hearth, a critic accused him of pla-
giarism. His answer was: I have milked three hundred
cows, but the cheese is my own.”

F. M. B.

ST. GEORGE’S SCHOOL,

WINDSOR CASTLE.

July, 1922,



;;
e i
CONTENTS

PAGE
TrE WELSH PRINCES . 3 3 A . I
I EbpwarDp oF CARNARVON (Epwarp II) . R 7
II EbpwarD OoF WoopsToCK (THE BrLACK PRINCE) 29
III RicHARD OF BORDEAUX (RicHARD II) AL o3
IV HEeNrRY oF MonmoutH (HENRY V) ! £ 72
V EDWARD OF LANCASTER 3 8 . o
VI EpwarRp oF YOrRK (EDWARD V) . 2 2 116
VII EDpwWARD OF GLOUCESTER . £ A S 2.0)
VIII ARTHUR OF WINCHESTER . g S8 =037
IX HenNry oF GREENwICH (HENRY VIII) Loy T49
X HEeNrRY FREDERICK . 5 ; 5 . 161
XI CHARLES (CHARLES I) . 2 ¢ : A Ao
XII Cuarres (CuHArLEs II). : 3 . . 194
XIII GeorGE Avucustus (GEORGE II) . . RS
XIV FRrEDERICK Louils 5 5 c g % T8

XV GeorGE WiLLiAM FREDERICK (GEORGE III) . 246
XVI GEorRGE AuUGUsSTUS FREDERICK (GEORGE IV) 260

XVII AirBerT EpWARD (EDWARD VII) : 21287
XVIII GeorGeE (His Majesty KING GEORGE V) . 3I0
XIX EbpwARD, PRINCE OF WALES 3 p SEsB27
SUMMARY . 3 - 5 2 § . 352

xi






PRINCES OF WALES

The Wlelsh Princes

T the time of the Saxon invasion of Britain, the
inhabitants of the country we now call Wales,
together with the Celts who were gradually driven west-
wards by the invaders, were known as the Cymry; but
the Saxons called them the Welsh, which means strangers,
or foreigners.

The last king of the Britons was a Welsh prince named
Cadwallader, of the lineage of Pendragon. For many
years he carried on an aggressive war against the Saxons,
until at last, worn out and disheartened by failure, he
gave it up and sought refuge at Rome.

The Danish invasion brought temporary relief to the
Cymry from their Saxon oppressors, and in the time of
King Alfred, Wales became united and prosperous under
the wise rule of Roderick Mawr (the Great). But Roderick
was defeated and slain in a battle with the King of Mercia,
and his dominion was divided between his three sons.
It became united again under his grandson Howel, sur-
named Dda, the Good. Of all the Welsh princes, Howel
Dda was the greatest and best. What Lycurgus did for
Sparta, and Solon for Athens, Howel did for Wales, The
code of laws which he drew up for the government of his
country could not have been surpassed by Napoleon him-
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2 PRINCES OF WALES

self, and he instituted a system of etiquette for his court
which might have served as a model for Louis XIV. After
his death the Principality again became divided, and his
successor in North Wales was one of the eight “ kings "
who did homage to Edgar the Peaceable at Chester, and
rowed him in his royal barge on the River Dee.

The Cymry were never really subdued by the Saxons,
Danes, or Normans. There were many invasions, and now
and then a battle, but the nature of the country and the
character of the inhabitants were all against a permanent
occupation of Wales. Some of the native princes, it is
true, did homage to the Saxon kings, and paid tribute of
money and tribute of wolves, but on the whole Wales
preserved her independence.

The Normans built castles along the borders or
“marches ” of Wales. The barons who inhabited these
castles were called the “ Lords Marchers,” and they were
invested with absolute powers for dealing with the Welsh.
The Welsh chiefs were often struggling with each other for
the leadership, and these occasions were seized by the
Lords Marchers for invasions, ruthless and barbarous.
The Welsh, in the same manner, were not slow to take
advantage of trouble in England, and the ruthlessness was
repaid with interest.

In the reign of King John a Welsh prince rose superior
to his rivals, and assumed the government of the whole of
Wales. This was Llewellyn the Great, son of Jorwarth
with the broken nose. He married King John’s daughter,
and took advantage of his father-in-law’s troubles to
capture Shrewsbury. Llewellyn abdicated in 1240 in
favour of his second son David. This was resented by his
eldest son Griffith, who was seized and imprisoned by
David. Henry III demanded and obtained his release,
but Griffith did not profit much by this, as Henry shut
him up in the Tower. Griffith was killed while trying to
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escape, and Henry afterwards invested his own son
Edward with “ the rights and privileges of the Principality
of Wales.” But as there was a Welsh prince in Wales who
not only claimed but also exercised these rights and
privileges, we cannot accept Edward as the first English
Prince of Wales. That honour belongs to his son,
Edward of Carnarvon.

Prince David died in 1246. The right to the succession
was fought out between the three sons of Griffith. Llewellyn
beat his brothers David and Owen, and flung them into
prison. David escaped to England, where he was given
an estate and became an English knight and baron.

In the Barons’ War Llewellyn vigorously supported
Simon de Montfort. After the Battle of Evesham, where
de Montfort was defeated and slain, Llewellyn had to
make his submission to Henry and do homage, but he
still remained de facto Prince of Wales. The other prince,
Edward of the lengthy limbs, went off to the Holy Land
on a crusade. He heard of his father’s death in Sicily
as he was returning home, but he was in no hurry to get
back ; in fact, he took two years over the journey. Nor
did Llewellyn show any unseemly haste to do homage to
the new king. After refusing an invitation to Edward’s
coronation, he turned a deaf ear to repeated summonses
to appear at his court. Edward at last lost his patience,
collected an army at Shrewsbury, and proceeded to harry
North Wales. Llewellyn took refuge in his native moun-
tains round Snowdon, and Edward, who was a statesman
as well as a warrior, tried another plan to get Llewellyn
to London.

It is quite a romantic little story. During a visit to
France, Llewellyn had met the widow of Simon de Montfort
(she was King Edward’s aunt), and had fallen in love with
her daughter Eleanor. He was, in fact, engaged to her,
and she set out on a voyage to Wales to become his wife.
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But off the Scilly Isles her ship was captured by a ship
of Bristol, and the young lady was sent to London, where
the King kept her in a kind of cousinly captivity. His
cousin Eleanor was now Edward’s trump card. He sent
word to Llewellyn that he could have his fiancée if he would
come to London to fetch her. Llewellyn’s love overcame
his pride. He made a humiliating treaty with Edward,
and repaired to London accompanied by a retinue of
strange gentlemen from the hills, whose quaint garb,
uncouth language, and truculent behaviour caused much
amusement, mingled with awe, to the Londoners. They
were quartered at Islington, where they complained
bitterly of the shortage of milk and the quality of the
beer, and they vowed that when next they came, it would
be as the conquerors of England.

Llewellyn’s wedding with Eleanor de Montfort was
celebrated at Worcester Cathedral, in the presence of the
King and Queen. Edward himself gave the bride away.
It wds a happy marriage, but Llewellyn’s bliss did not
last long, for after the birth of a daughter (who became a
nun) Eleanor died.

Then everything went wrong. By the terms of the treaty
English laws and customs had been introduced into Wales.
The Welsh did not appreciate them. They particularly
objected to being executed for murder instead of being
let off with a fine. There was an old prophecy of Merlin
that when English money became round the Prince of
Wales would be crowned in London. This was supposed
to have been fulfilled by the new coinage of round half-
pennies and farthings. The Welsh thought the time was
ripe for throwing off their bondage

Llewellyn did not at first join® in this movement.
His brother David, the Enghsh kmght and baron, who
was nursing a personal grievance against the King, became
the ringleader of the outbreak. He seized Hawarden
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Castle, killed the garrison, and carried off the English
governor to the top of Snowdon. Wales was quickly
ablaze, and the insurrection was carried out with more than
the usual ruthlessness and cruelty.

Edward was a terrible man when roused to anger.
This time, he swore, the conquest of Wales should be final.
Adding to his army a body of mountaineers from the
Pyrenees and a regiment of pioneers armed with axes,
he took up his headquarters at Shrewsbury. To secure
the support of the Church he ordered his Archbishop to
excommunicate Llewellyn and David. Then he invaded
North Wales in force.

Llewellyn retired to raise his supporters in the south.
But his army got the worst of it in an encounter with the
Earl of Gloucester and Sir Edmund Mortimer, and Llewellyn
wandered about the country with a few followers. When
he came to the River Wye he found a large force under
Mortimer and Gifford on the opposite bank. His little
band undertook to hold the bridge called Pont Orewyn
while Llewellyn departed to confer with some chiefs who
had promised to meet him in the neighbouring valley.
The Welshmen defended the bridge manfully till the
English came up behind their backs, having crossed
the Wye by a ford which had been betrayed to them.
Llewellyn, waiting in a little grove with his squire, found
himself surrounded by horsemen. He tried to escape,
but an English squire named Adam Francton overtook
him and ran him through.

Francton rode off to join in the battle, but returning
later to inspect his victim, he was amazed to discover
from his signet and the papers on his body, that he had
slain the Prince of Wales. He cut off Llewellyn’s head
and sent it to the King, who ordered it to be set up on
a turret of the Tower of London, crowned with a wreath of
ivy, in fulfilment of Merlin’s prophecy.
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I

roward of Carnarvon

PRINCE OF WALES, 1284-1307
(KING EDWARD 1II, 1307-1327%)

FTER the tragic fate of Llewellyn and the barbarous

execution of David, the last of the Welsh princes,

King Edward took up his residence in Wales. To con-

solidate his conquest he began to build strongholds at

various spots, such as Conway and Carnarvon. The Welsh

people had submitted and laid down their arms, but the
chiefs were still in a surly mood.

On St. Mark’s Day, the 25th of April, 1284, Edward was
at Rhuddlan conferring with the chiefs,who were clamouring
for a native prince. Queen Eleanor, by accident or design,
was at Carnarvon Castle. Imagine Edward’s joy when a
messenger arrived with the news that a son had been born
to him at Carnarvon. He knighted the messenger and
loaded him with gifts. Then he called up the chiefs.
“Will you accept,” he said, ‘“a prince born in Wales,
who cannot speak a word of English, and of blameless
life ?

“ We will,” they answered.

“Then come with me to Carnarvon,” said the King.

A few days afterwards, at Carnarvon, Edward presented
his fine, healthy baby boy to the chiefs, with the words

7



8 PRINCES OF WALES

*“Eich dyn!” which means ““ Your man " (so it is said).
The chiefs were rather taken aback, but professed them-
selves quite satisfied.

So goes the story, and if it is not true it ought to be.
Critical historians reject it, and scoff at the theory that
“ Eich dyn " is the original form of the well-known motto
“Ich dien.” At any rate, the Welsh kept their promise
faithfully, and were always loyal to this Prince and his
successors in the title.

The birth of this big, robust boy gave great satisfaction
to the King and Queen. Two of their sons had died in
their infancy, and the heir to the throne was an ailing boy
of twelve named Alonzo, likely to die at any moment ;
as a matter of fact, he did die before the end of the year.
Out of nine daughters, five were alive at this time, and
fine, handsome girls they were. The eldest, Eleanor,
was nearly twenty. The father and mother were a well-
matched, affectionate couple. Edward, the greatest of our
Plantagenet kings, had been on the throne twelve years
and was at the height of his power. A giant in stature,
as renowned in peace as in war, his stern, hard nature was
tempered by a devoted fondness for his mother, his wife,
and his daughters. Eleanor of Castile was one of our
noblest queens; she it was who sucked the poison from
her husband’s wound when he was stabbed by an assassin
in Palestine (another good story knocked on the head by
modern historians).

With such hereditary advantages the infant Prince
seemed destined for a great career. He was christened
by the Bishop of Bangor, and nursed by a Welsh nurse
named Mary of Carnarvon, whom he never forgot. One of
the best features in the character of this Prince when he
grew up was his gratitude to those who had served him in
the days of his youth.

By the death of his elder brother, Alonzo, he soon became
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heir to the crown, and as a child he was present at the
wedding of three of his sisters—Eleanor to the Duke of
Bar, Joan to Gilbert de Clare, Earl of Gloucester, and
Margaret to the Duke of Brabant. It seems rather early
to talk about his own marriage, but before he was six
years old a project was on foot to provide him with a wife.
The young lady’s name was Margaret, and she is known
in history as the Maid of Norway. She was the daughter of
Eric of Norway, and by the death of her maternal grand-
father, Alexander III, had become Queen of Scotland. By
this marriage King Edward hoped to unite the crowns of
the two countries. But as the Maid was on her voyage
from Norway she was taken ill and landed at the Orkneys,
where she died. Had she lived and married Prince Edward,
the whole course of English and Scottish history would
have been very different.

Edward was probably too young to feel the loss of his
future bride, but before the end of the year he suffered
another and more serious bereavement. The good Queen
Eleanor fell ill and died at Nottingham, to the great grief
of her husband, who erected a cross to her memory at
every halting-place on the funeral journey to Westminster.
So, in the course of two months, the young Prince lost
the loving care of a good mother and the future influence
of a good wife; for it cannot be doubted that the Maid
of Norway would have proved a more helpful mate than
the faithless Isabel, who was the prime mover in his tragic
downfall. :

During his early years the Prince saw little of his busy
father, the man who could best have curbed his wilful
nature and trained his mind to serious things. He was
set up in a household of his own at Mortlake, surrounded
by a court of boys not much older than himself, whom
he called his ‘“ valets.” He soon showed a taste for revelry,
buffoonery, and the pleasures of the table, not uncommon
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in boys of his age when allowed to do as they please.
Those in authority were not too well fitted for controlling
young Edward’s budding propensities. At the head of
this queer household was one Walter Reynolds, or Reynaud,
who combined the offices of Tutor and Keeper of the
Wardrobe. The latter office, at least, was no sinecure,
for the Prince had a nice taste in the adornment of his
handsome person. Walter was the son of a Windsor
baker named Reginald. Being a smart lad he took orders
and was appointed a clerk (or chaplain) in the Royal
Household. He was a clever man without being learned.
His skill in organizing musical and theatrical performances
appealed more to his pupil than his classical attainments,
and Edward had to take his coronation-oath in Norman-
French, a form for those ignorant of Latin. As shown by
Edward’s letters to him, Walter acted as a sort of general
provider of amusements to the young Prince, who was
devoted to his tutor all his life. He did not forget him
when he came to the throne, but raised him to the highest
posts in Church and State.

At Mortlake Edward received visits from his married
sisters and their husbands, who brought large retinues
with them, and added considerably to the household
expenses, especially in the matter of wine. It is not
surprising to hear that he and his sisters often suffered
from illness. Doctors were not very reliable in those days,
so to make certain of a cure the royal children used to
burn their own weight of wax candles to their favourite
saint, and on their recovery they laid purses of gold on
his shrine.

One doctor, however, achieved a great reputation by
his treatment of Edward when he had smallpox. This
was the ‘‘ colour-cure,” which has been practised in modern
days as a treatment for shell-shock. The boy was simply
surrounded with scarlet. Everything round him—bed,
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bed-clothes, furniture, walls, were of a vivid red, and as
the patient recovered, great credit was given to the doctor.

At the age of thirteen Prince Edward made his first
public appearance as heir to the throne. The occasion
requires a short explanation. By the victory of Dunbar
(1296) King Edward thought that he had completely
subdued Scotland, but he found himself involved in a
war with France. The English possessions in France at
that time consisted chiefly of Gascony, Guienne and
Poitou, which formed the Duchy of Aquitaine, stretching
from the Pyrenees almost as far north as the Loire. By
means of a trick, Philip of France had induced Edward
to hand over Gascony for forty days. When the time
was up he not only refused to hand back Gascony, but
set about seizing the whole of Aquitaine. Edward was
furious and prepared for war. His great hindrance was
lack of money. He had already got all he could from the
Jews and the clergy, so this time he turned his attention
to the merchants and farmers, already groaning under
burdens almost too hard to bear. But even the mighty
Edward could go too far. Bigod, Earl of Norfolk, and
Bohun, Earl of Hereford, flatly refused to go to France,
and stirred up the people to resist the new taxes on the
principle laid down by Magna Carta that the people
could only be taxed by their own consent. Edward was
a strong king, but a wise one. He decided on a personal
appeal to his people. A platform was erected in front of
Westminster Hall, and on July 14th, 1297, the King,
attended by the Prince of Wales, the Archbishop of
Canterbury and the Earl of Warwick, addressed a crowd
of citizens. He enlarged on the peril of the country and
the rapacity of his foreign foes.

“1 am going to risk my life for your sakes,” he said.
“If I return, receive me,” and then, introducing the
handsome young Prince, “ If I fall, here is my son—I
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commend him to you.” The King so wrought upon his
own emotions that he burst into tears. The crowd also
burst into tears and loud expressions of loyalty and
devotion. Nothing more was said about the taxes. Before
leaving the country the King appointed his son regent
during his absence ; the real power was left in the hands
of Bishop Langton, the Treasurer, and a Council. When
he had gone the people found that the hateful taxes were
being levied as if nothing had happened. There was an
outburst of indignation, and Langton was forced to summon
a Parliament at Westminster, where the new taxes were
repealed and it was enacted that henceforth no tax should
be levied without the consent of the bishops, barons,
burgesses and freemen of the kingdom. The young regent
was rushed up from Tonbridge to Westminster and had
the privilege of signing the Confirmatio Cartarum, as it
was called. It was afterwards ratified, much against his
will, by the King.

The French war came to nothing. Scotland was up in
arms again under Sir William Wallace, and Edward was
anxious to get home to avenge the defeat of Cambuskenneth.
A treaty was signed with the King of France, by which
it was arranged that King Edward should marry Philip’s
youngest sister, Marguerite. =Edward was sixty and
Marguerite seventeen, just half the age of her eldest
stepdaughter. She made an excellent stepmother to
the Prince of Wales, and presented him with two little
half-brothers, Thomas of Brotherton and Edmund of
Woodstock.

At the same time a match was proposed between the
Prince and Philip’s daughter, Isabel ; but as the prospec-
tive bride was only five years old there was no immediate
hurry for the wedding to take place. The Prince, who was
then residing at the rustic village of Stepney, was content
to write a letter naming Amadeus, Count of Savoy, his
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proxy, with full powers to contract the espousals with
Isabel.

One might have thought that these grave affairs of
state and projects of matrimony would have had a sobering
effect on the mind of the heir to the throne, but this was
far from the case. He became more frivolous than ever,
for it was about this time that Piers Gaveston appeared
on the scene. The father of Piers, or “ Perot,” as the
Prince called him, was a Gascon gentleman who had
rendered important services to the King, and lately taken
up his residence in England. His mother had been burnt
in Guienne for witchcraft. As a reward for his father’s
services Perot was attached to the household of Prince
Edward in the capacity of “ valet ”’ or gentleman attendant.
He was a singularly attractive and accomplished youth,
a little older than the Prince, who found Perot’s liveliness
and wit and amusing pranks much to his taste. The two
youths became inseparable companions. Together they
pursued their studies (what a time poor Walter Reynolds
must have had!) and together they hunted and hawked
and revelled in buffoonery, practical joking, and vulgar
horseplay, to the scandal of the lords of the realm. Re-
proofs to the light-hearted Gascon were like water on a
duck’s back, to be answered with laughter, mimicry, and
pert retorts. But Perot was not merely an impudent fool.
No one could equal him at any sport or game; no one
could sit a horse or wield a lance like Perot; there was
no one so graceful and captivating as this * valet,” his
handsome figure decked with rich finery at the Prince’s
expense. The young master soon became his valet’s
devoted slave.

The Prince no longer kept house at Mortlake. He was
often at Windsor, where he always made a point of being
present at the offerings and oblations in the old Chapel
of St. Edward (there was no St. George’s then). Sometimes
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he was staying with his young stepmother at Langley,
consuming huge quantities of fruit; and sometimes he
followed his father—at a respectful distance—when he
was making a “ progress” through the country. The
Prince was in mortal dread of his father, not without
good reason, for though the King was fond of his children
he was apt to get violent when annoyed; and he was
nearly always annoyed with the Prince. He got annoyed
with his daughter Elizabeth once. It was on the occasion
of her marriage to the Earl of Holland. The exact cause
of offence is not quite clear, but he snatched the jewelled
coronet from her brow and “ was pleased to throw it
behind the fire.”” He was also pleased to make good the
damage when he recovered his equanimity.

When Prince Edward wanted to begany favour from his
father he was rather shy about approaching him person-
ally ; he generally got his stepmother or one of his sisters
todoit. The old man, according to Holinshed, had “ iettie
eies, the which, when he waxed angrie, would suddenly
become reddish and seem as though they sparkled with
fire.” The effect produced on the object of his wrath was
instantaneous and deadly, if the following story can be
credited.

Once, when he was hard up, he called a meeting of the
clergy and demanded a half of their incomes instead of
the usual tenth. ‘“If any of you have anything to say,”
he said, ‘“‘let him stand up and say it.” The Dean of
St. Paul’s had the temerity to get on his legs, but the
King gave him such a withering glance that the poor
man dropped down dead on the spot. No wonder the
Prince was not taking any risks. A little sympathy between
father and son might have made the future king’s reign a
brighter page of history.

All this time Prince Edward’s claim to the title of
“ Prince of Wales’’ had been rather indefinite ; indeed,
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it is doubtful if he was ever called by that title at all
during the first seventeen years of his life. In 1301 the
King put the matter beyond doubt by creating him Prince
of Wales by letters patent, which are still in existence.
A Parliament was held at Lincoln, and here the young
Prince was formally invested as Prince of Wales and girded
with the sword as Earl of Chester. A golden wreath or
coronet was placed on his brow by the Chancellor, a
golden ring was put on his finger, and a silver rod in his
hand. The King then kissed his son as a sign of goodwill
and affection, and the proceedings concluded with a
festive banquet, which, to the Prince, must have been
by no means the least enjoyable part of the cere-
mony.

The Household of the Prince of Wales was now established
on a grander scale and taken under the especial protection
of the Pope, but neither Prince nor household became more
serious minded. Edward was now almost a man. In
appearance he was a true Plantagenet, nearly as tall as
his father, of a handsome and pleasing countenance,
excelling in all the games of the period, and particularly
partial to games in which money changed hands. He was
generous (often at other people’s expense), extravagant,
good-natured and pleasure-loving. He was a sportsman,
devoted to horses, hounds and hawks; but he had no
liking for warfare or tournaments, though he was no mean
performer with the lance and broadsword. If he had not
been a prince he could have earned his living as a skilled
workman, for he was an expert blacksmith and thatcher
of houses. He was an accomplished musician; we hear
of him supervising the music in the chapel at Windsor,
and providing a choir for his sister Elizabeth, and apologiz-
ing for not sending the ‘‘organs” to his sister Mary’s
convent. He had a private band of his own, and in one
of his letters to Walter Reynolds he asks his tutor to get
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him some trumpets and some ‘“ nakers’ (drums) for his
little drummer-boy Francekyn. But he had a foolish
mind, and delighted in the society of ““ buffoons, minstrels
and players, stablefolk, watermen and sailors.”

He never got over his fondness for gambling and
buffoonery, even when King, and like all extravagant
people, he was frequently short of cash. He used to play
“ cross and pile” (modern pitch and toss) with his gentle-
man usher, and borrow money from his barber to pay his
losses. He once made the journey by river from Windsor
to London in a ‘‘returned empty” barge which had
brought faggots to the Castle. He had in his kitchen a
funny fat fellow named Morris Ken, and the Wardrobe
Expenses bear record of a sum of money paid to this
Morris for amusing Edward by repeatedly tumbling off
his horse during a hunt in Windsor Great Park. This
sounds incredibly foolish ; but after all, a Saturday to
Monday with Edward of Carnarvon must have provided
more enjoyment to the average person than a month at
the Court of Edward Longshanks.

History does not tell us much about the Prince’s exploits
as a soldier. He seems to have served in two campaigns
against Scotland, sometimes with his father and sometimes
with a nominal command of his own. It is true that he
was “ mentioned in despatches’” for his strategy, but he
probably had an efficient chief of staff. The fact remains
that he had no genius for warfare, and his father despaired
of making him into a soldier.

But though history does not tell us much about the
Prince in the field, the Wardrobe Accounts tell us a lot
about the Prince on the march. His progress was like a
glorified circus procession; not even the clowns were
wanting. He attached to his train all the stray mounte-
banks, jongleurs and minstrels he met with on his way,
and he had to pay compensation to one poor acrobat,
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who in his anxiety to amuse the Prince with his contortions
went a bit too far and did himself serious injury. He was
accompanied by a lion and a band of Genoese fiddlers,
whose fiddles were banged about their heads when the
Prince was in a playful mood. The lion’s travelling expenses
amounted to tenpence a day, and its food cost fourpence
a day. The lion’s keeper only got twopence a day, but
his name, Adam de Lichfield, has been handed down to
posterity. On one march the Prince’s losses at dice
amounted to £37, a sum equal to £700 at the present
value of money.

Edward of Carnarvon was a great letter-writer. During
a period of five months in the year 1305 he wrote over
700 letters, which are still in existence. They were written
in Norman-French (a few in Latin) probably by a. clerk
at the dictation of the Prince, and they throw many
interesting sidelights on the Prince’s character.

At the time when the letters were written Edward was
in sad disgrace. He and Gaveston, in a nocturnal revel,
had broken into the park of Bishop Langton, pulled down
his fences and killed his deer. Being seized by his keepers,
they were brought before the Bishop’s Court, where they
answered his rebukes with insolent and abusive words.
Now, Walter de Langton was not a man who could be
insulted with impunity. He was Bishop of Lichfield,
Chester and Coventry, the most powerful prelate in the
kingdom, Lord Treasurer of the realm, and the King'’s
most trusty councillor. He reported the matter to the
King, who sent for Edward and Perot, and forced them to
acknowledge their offence and beg the Bishop’s pardon.
But the precious pair were by no means repentant, and a
second time they treated the Bishop with insolence and
disrespect. Langton again complained to the King, and
this time the matter was really serious. Edward was
summoned to the Court at Midhurst, but was not allowed

®
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to see his father. The next day the King delivered sentence
on his son. It amounted to what we should now call a
‘““ boycott.”

The story can be continued in the Prince’s own words.
The first letter is addressed to Henry de Lacy, Earl of
Lincoln, and dated the 14th day of June. After the usual
compliments :

“ Know, sieur, that on Sunday, the 13th day of June,
we came to Midhurst, where we found our lord the King
our father, and on the following Monday, on account
of certain words which were told him, that had been
between us and the Bishop of Chester, he is so angry with
us that he has forbidden us that neither ourselves nor
any one of our suite should be so bold as to enter within
his household ; and he has forbidden all the officers of
his household and of the Exchequer that they should
neither give us nor lend us anything for the sustenance
of our household, and we have remained at Midhurst in
order to wait for his good pleasure and his pardon; and
we will at any rate proceed after him in the best manner
that we shall be able, as at ten or twelve leagues from his
household, until we may be able to recover his good
pleasure, for which we have great desire.”

The same day the Prince writes to Walter Reynolds
explaining his unfortunate position and asking him to
““ devise means to send us money in great haste for the
sustenance of our household,” and not to let the Bishop
of Chester or anyone connected with the Exchequer know
anything about it. The King’s ban on supplies apparently
only applied to substantial food, for the Exchequer accounts
show that the Prince had no lack of luxuries, such as
almonds, sugar, cinnamon, nutmegs, candied fruit, jellies
and gingerbread. But even a prince cannot exist for long
on cinnamon and nutmegs, and we find him writing to
his stepmother for some fat deer from her forest of Odiham,
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and thanking his sister Joan, Countess of Gloucester, for
her gift of * things.”

The King seems to have got tired of being followed
about from place to place at a distance of * ten or twelve
leagues,” for early in August Edward has to decline an
invitation from his sister: ‘“ We would willingly come to
you, but my lord the King has commanded our stay in
these parts, near Wyndesore, between this and Parliament,
or until otherwise ordered, and we wish to obey his com-
mands in all things.”

His dear Perot was not allowed to go near him, and in
the absence of congenial society he got bored. He writes
from Windsor to his sister, the Countess of Holland and
Hereford :

“ Inasmuch as our lord the King has granted us two
valets, John de Husted and John de Weston, we entreat
and request you especially to be pleased to beg our lady
the Queen, our dear mother, that she would be pleased to
beg the King to be pleased to grant two more valets to
dwell with us; that is to say, Gilbert de Clare and Perot
de Gaveston; for if we had these two with the others
whom we have we should be much relieved from the
anguish which we have endured and yet daily suffer from
the restrictions at the pleasure of our lord the King.”
Two days later he writes to the Queen in the same
strain.

In the midst of his own troubles, the Prince did not
forget his friends. He writes to the Queen stating his
desire for the advancement of ““ our dear clerk” Walter
Reynolds, and begging her to get him appointed to the
prebend of Ripon. He approaches various bishops and
abbots with requests for posts or pensions for “ beloved
valets "’ grown old in his service, and these letters are
generally followed by others expressing astonishment that
no notice has been taken of his requests.
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Mention has been made of his consideration for those
who served him. Here are some instances :

“To Henry de Say. Whereas we have heard that our
dear servant, Laurence de Baggeshete, our palfreyman, is
about shortly to have his daughter married, we do command
that you will cause to be delivered up to him one tun of
wine as our gift for the nuptials of his said daughter.”

“To Sir Walter Reginald. Whereas we have heard
that you have not yet delivered unto Gunmore, our
Laundress, the gown which she ought to have had of us
for the feast of Christmas last past; we command that
if the same is still due to her, you will cause her to have
the same in due manner as speedily as you may, for we
have heard that she will shortly have her daughter married ;
wherefore it is our wish that this matter should be the more
expedited.”

““To the Abbot of Redynge. Whereas our well-beloved
John Lalemand, keeper of one of our chargers, has had
one of his hands badly wounded, and we have heard that
there is a good surgeon with you; we do pray that you
will receive him to remain in your house until such time
as his hand is cured.”

The following bears witness to his love of sport :

“To John de Foxle. We do command that you send
us a sparrow-hawk, in full wing, for partridges, and that
you lend us a spaniel : and that you send the same to-
morrow by a man who well knows how to carry the said
hawk.”

He writes to Monsire Robert de Touny for the loan of a
horn; and sends as a gift to Count d’Evreuse ““a fine
trotting palfrey, together with some Welsh harriers, which
can well discover a hare, if they find it sleeping.” Also
some * running dogs ”’ to chase the said hare when awake.

Nothing is too trivial for him to write about; for
instance :
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“To Sir John de Drokenesford. Whereas you have
promised us a cartload of walnuts, we pray that you will
send your letter written to the keeper of the place where
the nuts are, and we will send thither a cart to fetch them.”

On the whole, one gets a more favourable impression of
Edward’s character from these letters than from the
chronicles of Knyghton and Hemingford. In not a single
one of them is there a word of complaint against his father’s
treatment ; on the contrary, he begs his indignant sisters
not to think that his father is too hard upon him. The
King was evidently touched by his son’s meekness and
submission, and before the end of the year he relented.
The Prince was once more taken into favour, and his dear
Perot was restored to him.

King Edward’s second war with Scotland came to an
end in 1304 with the surrender of Stirling Castle. In 1305
William Wallace, the champion of Scotland, was betrayed
by his own countrymen, and barbarously executed at
London as a traitor to the King of England. Imagine
Edward’s fury when he heard that Robert Bruce had
stabbed the Red Comyn in the church of Dumfries, had
been crowned King at Scone, and raised the standard of
independence in Scotland. He made preparations for war
on a larger scale than ever, and vowed that this time the
conquest of Scotland should be as the conquest of Wales.
But the nation was a bit tired of Scottish wars, the King
was getting old, and money and men were not easily
forthcoming. To kindle enthusiasm, to raise money from
the fees, and to secure officers for his army, the old King
announced his intention of making 300 young noblemen
and gentlemen into knights. The ceremony was to be
unusually magnificent and impressive, for the Prince of
Wales himself was to receive the honour of knighthood,
and his friend Perot and his cousin Gilbert de Clare were
among the 300. The occasion chosen was the Feast of Pente-
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cost, 1306. The gardens of the Temple were turned intoa
camp, where each young gentleman had his separate tent
and attendants. They must have been a lively lot, for we
are told that *they crowded in their glittering dresses
the gardens of the Temple which were set apart for their
reception, and received much injury in this novel service.”

The Prince, with a few nobles, kept his vigils in the
cathedral church of Westminster. The vigils were supposed
to consist of bathing, prayer, fasting and meditation, but
according to the account which Dr. Doran has culled from
the Archeological Journal, they were of a somewhat noisy
character on this occasion. *‘ In place of silence or prayer,
trumpets were sounded, pipes squeaked forth a treble
accompaniment and unruly shouts now and then ascended
to the roof, creating altogether such confusion that the
monks on either side of the choir could not hear the voices
of those who were seated opposite to them.”

On Whit-Sunday the Prince was knighted privately by
his father (who was not feeling very well) in the Palace of
Westminster. He then went to the Abbey to confer the
honour on his companions. The disorder of the vigils
was quite eclipsed at this ceremony. The Abbey was
invaded by a vast crowd of spectators, through which
armed men on horseback in vain attempted to clear a
way for the candidates as they tried to approach the altar,
each supported by two knights. ‘‘ The struggle was so
fierce,” says Dr. Doran, “ that several knights fainted and
two of them were actually killed. The Prince of Wales
himself was so closely surrounded that he was unable to
use his arms in order to belt the newly-made knights. So
intolerable was the pressure that he was at last compelled
to mount the altar itself, and on that unusual stage he
performed the ceremony of making knights of the fatigued
and fainting young nobles who could fight their way to
his feet.”
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The King was sufficiently recovered to attend the
subsequent banquet in Westminster Hall and make a
speech full of rage against the Scots. Placing his hand
on two silver swans, emblems of constancy and truth, he
swore that he would never rest twice in the same place
till he had chastised the Scots and avenged the death of
Comyn. All the young knights took the same oath, and
Edward charged them, if he should happen to die before
the war was completed, that they would not bury his
body till the victory was won.

Next morning the new knights rode off to join the army
which the King had already dispatched to Scotland under
Aymar de Valence, Earl of Pembroke. The King himself
followed in a litter, and by easy stages reached Carlisle.
On the 1g9th of June Pembroke attacked Bruce's army at
Methven in the middle of the night, and being caught
unawares the Scots suffered a crushing defeat. Bruce had
to fly for his life, and spent the autumn and winter in
romantic wanderings in Ireland and the Western Isles,
while English forces were ravaging Scotland and hunting
out and slaying Bruce’s relations and adherents. The old
King was too ill to enter Scotland, but the Prince and
Piers Gaveston accompanied some of these raiding expedi-
tions, and the latter gained a high reputation for leadership.

It was while the King was at Carlisle that there occurred
a terrible scene between father and son. It came about
in this way. The King had made the Prince a present of
Gascony (or, as some say, Guienne). But this was not
enough for the Prince ; he wanted something for Gaveston,
and that something was nothing less than the province of
Ponthieu, the only province remaining to the English in
the north of France. The Prince was naturally rather
nervous about approaching his father with such a request ;
so, according to his custom, he looked round for some one
to do it for him. The only person who seemed to have a
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reasonable chance of success was his old enemy, Bishop
Langton. The good Bishop did not fancy the job at all,
but as the old King was obviously not long for this world,
he probably thought it wise to keep well in with the heir
to the throne, and very reluctantly consented to try his
luck. He entered the King’s apartment and came to the
point at once.

“My lord -King,” he said, “I am here, unwillingly
enough, on the part of my lord Prince, your son. He
desires to have the title of Count of Ponthieu conferred on
Piers Gaveston, his bachelor, if such might be done by
your permission.”

The King’s ““iettie eies” were ablaze in a moment.
‘““Who art thou,” he exclaimed with an oath, ‘‘ that darest
to ask such a thing ? If thou hadst not come unwillingly
thou shouldst not escape rough treatment. But now I
will see what he has to say who sent thee hither. Do thou
stay where thou art.”

So the Prince was summoned to the presence.

“ What business is this that thou hast sent this man
to ask ? "’ thundered the King.

“ To ask, with your permission, that Piers de Gaveston
may be created Count of Ponthieun.”

At this the King lost control of himself, and seizing his
son by the hair:

““Out upon thee,” he roared, “ thou wouldst give away
lands, thow who hast never won any! Were it not that
the kingdom might fall into anarchy I would take good
care that thou shouldst never wear the crown,” whereupon
he dragged the Prince round the room and tore out great
handfuls of hair. When his fury abated a little he had
the Prince put in custody and summoned a council of his
barons and prelates. The Prince and Gaveston were
called before this council. The former was made to swear
an oath that he would never give land or titles to Gaveston,
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and the latter had to swear that he would never accept
them. Perot was also given to understand that, unless he
left the kingdom before a certain date, his life would be
forfeited. So Perot went to Flanders.

In the early summer of 1307 the Earl of Pembroke came
riding hot to Carlisle with the news that Bruce had emerged
from his retreat, rekindled the war in Scotland, and defeated
the English army at Loudun Hill. The great King roused
himself from his bed and mounted his horse. But he could
only go six miles in four days. He knew that he was dying.
The Prince was summoned to his bedside, and in a last
painful interview the dying father gave his final instructions
to his graceless son. After much good advice of a general
sort, which was quite thrown away on the heedless young
man, he enjoined him to be kind to his stepmother, Queen
Marguerite, and his little brothers Thomas and Edmund.
He gave instructions that his heart should be taken to
the Holy Land by 140 knights, for whose expenses he left
a large sum of money. He made his son renew his oath
to keep his dead body above ground till he had taken
vengeance on the Scots, and swear once more that he
would never recall Gaveston without the consent of the
Lords and Commons of the realm.

A few days afterwards, on July #th, 1307, King Edward I,
the ‘“ Hammer of the Scots,” died at Burgh-on-the-Sands.

At first the new King had some idea of continuing the
war with Scotland, but Gaveston, who had been residing at
the Manor of Crecy in Ponthieu, speedily returned and
joined Edward at Dumfries. His fatal influence became
apparent at once.- Edward soon gave up the war as
hopeless, and returned south, abandoning the garrisons
in Scotland to the mercy of the Scots. The body of the
old King was conveyed to London for burial at Westminster.
Gaveston was given the County of Cornwall, with its rich
revenues, hitherto always an appanage of royalty, but he
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could not get the people to call him Earl of Cornwall.
Edward’s niece, Margaret de Clare, was given to him in
marriage. Walter Langton was deprived of his bishoprics
and the Treasurership and confined in the Norman Tower at
Windsor. Walter Reynolds was made Treasurer, and the
revenues of the vacant sees were given to Gaveston.

Having made himself thoroughly unpopular in England,
Edward thought it about time to go to France to marry
Isabel. Four kings and three queens were present at the
wedding : ““ Quite a pack of court-cards,” says Charles
Dickens in his misnamed Child’s History of England,
“for I dare say the knaves were not wanting.” A good
wife might have saved Edward from himself and Gaveston,
but Isabel had the face of an angel and the mind of a
cat. On landing at Dover the King gave all his wedding
presents to Gaveston.

The coronation was stage-managed by Gaveston, who,
needless to say, played the principal part and cut the
finest figure. He it was who carried the crown of St.
Edward, while the Earl of Lancaster, the grandson
of Henry III, had to be content with the sword of
state.

Petted and pampered by the King, Gaveston was
detested by the barons as a foreigner, a favourite, and an
upstart. They had no sense of humour, and could not
see the joke of being called such names as ‘“ Pot-Belly,”
“ The Stage-Player,” “ Joseph the Jew ” and ““ The Black
Dog.” Perot’s superiority made all this the more aggra-
vating. In a tournament in honour of the coronation he
unhorsed Lancaster, Hereford, Pembroke and Warrenne
one after the other. This kind of thing could not be
allowed. The barons in parliament insisted on Gaveston’s
banishment. The King sent him to govern Ireland, and,
to his credit be it said, he proved one of the most popular
governors Ireland ever had.
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He was back again the next year, and his impudence
and ostentation were more pronounced than ever. He
was banished again, and this time made a short campaign
in Scotland, where he showed some skill as a general.
A third time he was banished and got as far as Flanders.
Two months later he was with the King at York. The
barons took up arms and Perot found himself besieged by
the Earl of Pembroke (‘ Joseph the Jew ”) in Scarborough
Castle. He surrendered on condition that his life should
be spared. But as Pembroke was taking him to Wallingford
Castle, he left him for a time near Banbury, and Perot was
seized by some of the other barons. They took him on a
mule to Warwick Castle, and debated what they should
do with him. Hereford and Surrey were for sparing him,
but the Earl of Warwick, who had vowed that Gaveston
should feel the ““ Black Dog’s teeth,” said, “ If you let the
fox go you will have to hunt him again.” Gaveston flung
himself at the feet of Lancaster and begged for mercy,
but “ The Stage-Player ”” had no mercy. Piers Gaveston
was beheaded at Blacklow Hill on June 19th, 1312.

Walter Reynolds had better luck. For several years
he was Bishop of Worcester and, on the death of Archbishop
Winchelsea, Edward made him Archbishop of Canterbury
and honoured him with his presence at his enthronement.
He was a fair average Primate. He resisted his former
pupil in matters ecclesiastical, put down the claim of the
Archbishop of York to be his equal, and lived long enough
to place the crown on the head of King Edward III.

As for poor Edward II, instead of taking warning by
the death of Gaveston, he found another favourite, who
eventually cost him his throne and his life. But he never
forgot Gaveston or forgave Lancaster, and a few years
later he took a terrible revenge on “ The Stage-Player.”
Gaveston’s body he re-interred in a church he built at
Langley, and covered his tomb with a golden pall.
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EDWARD IIT was never Prince of Wales. Some

historians have given him the title, but there is no
record that he was ever created, declared or even called
Prince of Wales during the lifetime of his father. Edward IT
no doubt valued the “rights and privileges” of the
Principality too highly to hand them over to his son.
But though Edward of Windsor was never Prince of
Wales, a few words about the boyhood of this great king
will not be out of place as an introduction to the life of
his illustrious son, the Black Prince.

The birth of a son and heir at Windsor on November 13th,
1312, was some consolation to Edward II for the loss of
Piers Gaveston. The royal infant was only a few days
old when he was created Earl of Chester, and at his baptism
he had a narrow escape of being called Louis, but his
father got his own way with Isabel and her French uncles,
and had him named Edward. Another son, John, arrived
to console his father for the defeat of Bannockburn, and
two daughters, Eleanor and Joan, were born to brighten
two gloomy periods of famine and rebellion.

The young Prince’s boyhood was indeed passed in
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troublous times. The King was entirely in the hands of
his new favourites, the De Spencers, father and son. The
beautiful and spiteful Queen Isabel was posing as a
neglected wife and found no lack of sympathizers. The
third of her handsome brothers, Charles IV, succeeded to
the throne of France in 1322, and insisted that Edward
should come personally and do homage for his French
possessions.

This was most distasteful and inconvenient to Edward.
He had no intention of going to France if he could possibly
help it, so he kept putting it off till Charles threatened
to seize the whole of Aquitaine. The poor King was at
his wits’ end when Isabel came to the rescue with a sug-
gestion that she should go to Paris and try to come to
some arrangement with her brother Charles. Edward,
not unwilling to get her out of the way for a time,
gladly gave his consent, and off she went.

After two months of feasting and gaiety, she sent word
to her husband that Charles would accept the homage of
their son Edward, provided he were invested with the
Duchy of Aquitaine. The King had no alternative. He
made his young son Duke of Aquitaine, and saw him off
at Dover, accompanied by two bishops, with many mis-
givings and much parting advice.

The homage rendered, Edward besought his wife to
bring or send his son back to him. But Isabel professed
to be in terror of her life from the De Spencers, and lingered
on and on at the Court of France till her brother got tired
of her and sent her to Hainault. This was a bit of luck
for Prince Edward, as it was there he met and wooed the
handsome Princess Philippa, who was to be such an
excellent wife to him and such a devoted mother to the
Black Prince.

Sir John of Hainault took up the cause of the injured
Queen and supplied her with money and men for an armed
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landing in England to put down the De Spencers. By
her side were two other devoted sympathizers: Roger
Mortimer, a refugee who had escaped from the Tower,
and Edmund, Earl of Kent, that half-brother to whom
Edward had promised to be kind. The expedition landed
on the coast of Suffolk. London rose on behalf of the
Queen, and the King fled to Wales. The De Spencers
were seized and executed with horrible barbarity; the
father at Bristol and the son at Hereford.

At last Edward gave himself up and was imprisoned at
Kenilworth and forced to abdicate. He was then removed
to Berkeley Castle, and his son, the innocent tool of Isabel
and Mortimer, was crowned by Walter Reynolds. A few
months later, in the middle of the night, terrible shrieks
were heard at Berkeley Castle, and next morning the
citizens of Bristol were invited to view the dead body of
poor Edward of Carnarvon.

Edward of Windsor was married to Philippa of Hainault
at York Minster on St. Paul’s Day, 1328. On the 15th
of June, 1330, a son and heir was born to the happy couple
at Woodstock. The infant Prince was ‘ fair, lusty and
well-formed,” and people marvelled at ‘‘the beauty of
his shape, the largeness of his size and the firm contexture
of his body.” He was devotedly nursed by his mother,
but he also had a nurse named Joan of Oxford and a
rocker named Matilda Plumtree, on whom the grateful
King conferred ample annuities. Fate decreed that this
promising babe should never wear the crown of England,
but, as the Black Prince, he became more famous than
many a king.

The royal father, though not yet eighteen, now thought
that it was high time to take the reins in his own hands.
A short visit to France, to do homage for Aquitaine, had
opened his eyes to the real character of his mother and
her intimacy with Mortimer. The insolence and presump-
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tion of Mortimer knew no bounds, and a disgraceful peace
he had concluded with Scotland had made him hateful to
the people. He had just executed his former supporter,
the popular and handsome Edmund, Earl of Kent, the
King’s uncle and the father of a future Princess of Wales,
Edward seized Mortimer by night at Nottingham Castle,
and in spite of Isabel’s entreaty to ‘spare the gentle
Mortimer,” he had him tried and executed. Isabel was
kept in a kind of honourable captivity at Castle Rising
for the rest of her life.

Having asserted his authority, Edward soon proved
that he was every inch a king, and a worthy grandson of
the “ Hammer of the Scots.” His wars with Scotland,
however, do not come into this story, except for the fact
that the help given by the French to the Scots was the
cause of the war with France, which comes into this story
a good deal. Edward’s claim to the French crown was
merely an afterthought.

To return to the Black Prince. At the age of three he
was created Earlof Chester,and at the age of eight Duke
of Cornwall. This was the first creation of a duke in
England, and it was ordained that the title should descend
by inheritance to the eldest son of the King of this realm.
At a parliament held at Westminster on May 12th, 1343,
Edward was created Prince of Wales. In the presence of
the assembled peers he was invested with ring and rod,
and all the unpaid taxes and fines were collected from the
Principality for his use and benefit.

The early education of the young Prince was entrusted
to Dr. Walter Burley, in company with some ‘‘ whipping-
boys ”’ of less exalted rank. Tradition has it that he
proceeded to Queen’s College, Oxford, where one day he
had a quarrel with a fellow-student named Hampden
over a game of tennis. Hampden struck the Prince with
his racket, and as a penalty had to forfeit * Tring, Wing
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and Ivanhoe, three manors for a blow.” This does not
sound a very likely story, for Edward was a lusty youth
and no bad hand at returning a blow. He excelled in all
outdoor sports and the juvenile tournaments which were
got up for his amusement and instruction in the use of
arms.

While the Prince was studying his primer with young
Simon de Burley and tilting with his youthful companions
in arms, his father was often busy in Flanders, establishing
his country’s commercial prosperity. During his father’s
absence he was twice left in nominal charge of the kingdom
and presided over parliaments. Two of his brothers were
born in Flanders, Lionel at Antwerp and John at Ghent.
The Prince himself visited Antwerp in 1340, and though
only ten years of age, he captured the hearts of all the
young ladies of that great commercial city.

The King spared no pains to keep on good terms with
the Flemings, for they were the weavers who wove the
English wool. The state of affairs in Flanders was peculiar.
The big towns were under the despotic but prosperous
rule of a brewer named Jacob van Arteveldt, and the
Count of Flanders hardly dared show his face in his own
country. The Count was pro-French, and Arteveldt
pro-English. He it was who suggested to Edward that he
should claim the crown of France, so that the Flemings
could honourably support him as their liege-lord.

The Prince of Wales was the unwitting cause of Van
Arteveldt’s death, if Froissart’s yarn can be believed. The
old Canon says that Van Arteveldt had such a strong
attachment to King Edward that he proposed to settle
the inheritance of Flanders on his son, the Prince of Wales.
When the Flemings heard of Van Arteveldt’s plan they
did not like the idea at all, but did not dare to tell him so
openly. So they spread a rumour that he had collected
the revenues for over nine years and given no account of

D



34 PRINCES OF WALES

them. The people of Ghent got so excited against him
that they rushed to his house and tried to force an entrance.
Jacob parleyed with them from a window, but they would
not listen, and cried out, *“ We know that you have emptied
our treasury and sent the money to England without our
knowledge.” They finally * broke into the house, seized
their victim and slew him without mercy; the death-
stroke being given by one Denys, a saddler.” This tragedy
happened in 1345.

King Edward had been at war with France, on and off,
for six years without gaining any notable success except
the naval victory of Sluys. The depredations committed
by the French in Aquitaine decided him to put his full
force in the field, and he made preparations on a grand
scale. This time he thought that the Prince, now in his
sixteenth year and a big strong lad for his age, was old
enough to accompany him, and win his spurs.

Leaving the kingdom in nominal charge of his second
son, young Lionel of Antwerp, then a boy of eight, the
King set sail for Guienne with an army of 32,000 men ;
but he met with contrary winds in the Channel and was
driven back to Southampton.

While waiting for a change of weather, he was told by
Sir Godfrey de Harcourt that Normandy was quite un-
protected and offered a fine ficld for invasion and plunder.
So the King changed his mind and on the 10th of July,
1346, he landed at La Hogue. Here he knighted the
Prince of Wales and a number of young nobles and squires.
Then, dividing his army into three divisions, he set about
the devastation of Normandy. The only town which
offered serious resistance was Caen, where over 500 English
were killed in the narrow streets by stones and furniture
hurled at them from the tops of the houses. Town after
town surrendered, and the wealth and merchandise of
Normandy was sent over to England in barges.
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Philip of Valois was roused to action. He recalled his
army from Aquitaine and summoned all his allies, vassals
and mercenaries for the defence of Paris. Edward’s
intention was to cross the Seine at Rouen and march to
Flanders, but he found the bridge broken down, so he led
his army along the left bank almost to the gates of the
capital. Out-manceuvring the French King, he crossed
the Seine at Poissy and made for the Somme, with the
huge French army at his heels. Edward’s force was now
reduced to about 8,000 men, while Philip had eight times
that number,

The English crossed the Somme by a ford in the face of
12,000 French, drawn up on the opposite bank to dispute
thelr passage. After marching six leagues they arrived at
the village of Crecy in Ponthieu, Edward called a halt
and exclaimed : ““ I will await the enemy on this spot, for
I am now on the lawful inheritance of my lady mother,
given her as her marrlage portion.” Quite apart from his
lady mother, he had chosen his position with an eye to
defence. He gave a great supper to his earls and barons,
and after praying to God that he might come off with
honour on the morrow, he and his army lay down to sleep.

Philip of Valois passed that night at Abbeville, sur-
rounded by the brilliant chivalry of France.

The story of Crecy is well known, but it will bear re-
telling ; the life of the Black Prince would not be complete
without it. King and Prince were up at dawn the next
morning—August 26th—heard Mass and communicated.
Then the King made his dispositions for the coming battle.
He placed all his baggage-waggonsand horses in a large
park in the rear, for the English were to fight on foot
that day, The army was arranged in three divisions.
The first was under the command of the Prince of Wales,
who had at his side the Earl of Warwick and that famous
knight Sir John Chandos. It was composed of 800 men-at-
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arms, 2,000 archers and 1,000 men from the Prince’s own
domains of Wales and Cornwall. The archers were in
front, in the form of a portcullis. On the flank and a
little to the rear was the second division, commanded
by the Earls of Northampton and Arundel. The third
division was in reserve.

The King rode round the ranks on a small palfrey,
cheering and encouraging his men. He then retired to a
neighbouring windmill, from which he could survey and
direct the battle. The men sat down on the ground, with
their helmets and bows in front of them, regaling themselves
with liberal refreshments while awaiting the enemy’s
onslaught.

King Philip left Abbeville at daybreak. His vast army
was soon in hopeless confusion. He called a halt, but it
was disregarded, for ‘‘ those behind cried * Forward,” and
thosein front cried ‘ Back.””” When Philip came in sight
of the English his blood began to boil and he ordered his
15,000 Genoese crossbowmen to advance, but they pleaded
that they were tired with their long march. * During
this time a heavy rain fell, accompanied by thunder and
a very terrible eclipse of the sun,” says Froissart, “ and
before this rain, a great flight of crows hovered in the air,
making a loud noise.” By the time the Genoese were
persuaded to advance their crossbows were rendered
almost useless by the rain. Three times they hooted
at the English to scare them away, but the English did
not move ; they then tried to shoot, but, in return, they
got such a shower of arrows that ‘it seemed as if it
snowed.” The Genoese turned tail and ran for their lives,
full tilt into the mounted men-at-arms behind them.
“ Kill me those scoundrels,” cried Philip, “ for they do
but block our way.”

The Duke of Alencon on one side and the Count of
Flanders on the other, with all the finest chivalry of France,
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rode round the flanks of the English archers and made a
determined attack on the Prince’s division. The second
division came up to support him, but the French onslaught
was so vigorously sustained that the Earl of Warwick
sent a knight to the King’s windmill, with a request for
the assistance of the third division.

“Is my son dead, unhorsed, or so badly wounded that
he cannot support himself ? ** asked Edward.

“ Nothing of the sort,” replied the knight, “ but he is
in so hot an engagement that he has great need of your
help.”

“ Then let the boy win his spurs,” said the King.

And win 'his spurs the boy did. Alengon and Flanders
‘ fought lustily under their banners, but could not resist
the force of the English, and were there slain, as well as
many other knights and squires.”” Great princes and nobles,
such as the Duke of Lorraine and the Counts of Blois,
St. Pol and Auxerre, charged in to restore the fight, but
likewise bit the dust. The Welshmen got at them in their
hopeless plight and administered the coup de grace with
their long knives; a proceeding which displeased King
Edward, who thought the chivalry of France deserved a
better fate.

At last, at the hour of vespers, Philip of Valois, whose
horse had been killed under him, found himself left with
only sixty men. Sir John of Hainault remounted him, and
he rode through the night to the Castle of La Broye.
When the governor appeared on the battlements to ask
who it was knocking for admission at such an hour, he
made that pathetic appeal: * Open, open, governor, it
is the fortune of France.”

The battle won, the King embraced the Prince, saying :
“Sweet son, God give you perseverance; you are my
son ; for most loyally have you acquitted yourself: you
are worthy to be a sovereign ! ”
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The Prince bowed low and gave all honour to his father.

Next day a search was made on the battlefield : eighty
banners, and the dead bodies of eleven princes, 1,200
knights and 30,000 common men were found lying on the
ground. What a triumph of quiet discipline over noise,
arrogance and disorder !

Among those who lost their lives on this fatal field was
Charles of Luxembourg, the blind King of Bohemia.
Anxious to strike a blow with his sword he requested two
knights to guide him into the battle. Dashing into the
thick of the fray they were all three slain, and on the
morrow their dead bodies were found on the ground with
their horses tied together.

From this blind King of Bohemia the Prince of Wales is
said to have got his badge of ostrich feathers and his
motto Ich dien (1 serve”). Much ink has been
wasted in trying to prove that this cannot be true. He may
have got them from his mother, Philippa of Hainault, as
all her sons seem to have adopted the ostrich feathers as
their badge. It is curious that the only contemporary
reference to this story of the feathers is contained in a
medical treatise by the Prince’s physician, just as the only
contemporary record of the foundation of the Order of
the Garter is an old tailor’s bill.

The Prince took an active part in the siege of Calais.
More than once, being very popular, he was sent home to
raise money and supplies for the besieging troops, and he
made several raids into France. He was present when
Queen Philippa begged the lives of the citizens who gave
themselves up with ropes round their necks, and he added
his entreaties to his mother’s.

The sequel to the slege of Calals, as related by Froissart,
was an amazing adventure in which both father and son
took part. The King had appointed Sir Aymery de Pavie,
a native of Lombardy, governor of the captured town, and
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he heard that a French knight, Sir Geoffry de Chargny, was
trying to bribe him to betray it to the French., Edward
ordered Sir Aymery to continue the negotiations, and he
himself, with the Princeand a chosen band of knights,
sailed from Dover and entered Calais so secretly that no
one knew of their arrival. He placed his men in ambuscade
in the rooms and tower of the castle, and said to Sir Walter
Manny : “Sir Walter, I will that you be chief of this
enterprise, and I and my son will fight under your banner.”

Sir Geoffry de Chargny sent Sir Odoart de Renty to
the castle with 20,000 crowns, the bribe agreed upon.
Sir Aymery let down the drawbridge and admitted him
with a party of Frenchmen and accepted the bag of money,
remarking : “I suppose they are all there, as there is no
time to count them.” He then led Sir Odoart to the
great tower to put him in possession.

Now it was here that the King and Prince, disguised as
ordinary men-at-arms, with 200 others, were hiding ; and
as the door flew open they rushed out with sword and
battle-axe, crying out, ‘“ Manny to the rescue!” Sir
Odoart and his party surrendered at once. Edward and
his knights then dashed out of the castle and bore down
upon Sir Geoffry’s force which was waiting outside the
town. There was a fierce fight. The King singled out
the strongest and most valiant of the French knights,
Sir Eustace de Ribeaumont. Twice was Edward stricken
to his knees, but in the end the French champion was
overpowered and yielded up his sword. There were many
prisoncrs, and thé rest fled.

As it was New Year’s Eve, the festive King gave a
grand supper to his supporters and prisoners, and taking
a chaplet of pearls off his own head, he handed it to Sir
Eustace de Ribeaumont as the prize of valour, at the
same time giving him his liberty, free of ransom ; a fine
example of chivalry for the young Prince.



40 PRINCES OF WALES

It must have been soon after this adventure that the
chivalrous monarch founded the Order of the Garter,
though TFroissart gives the date 1344. Amongst the
original twenty-five knights we find the names of the Black
Prince, Henry, Earl of Lancaster, the Captal de Buch,
Sir John Chandos and Sir Walter Manny, that hero of
Hainault so dear to the heart of Froissart. For his most
noble Order Edward erected a most noble chapel, dedicated
to St. George, which stands to this day a silent witness of
those glorious days of chivalry. Nor are those days
forgotten, for four times a year, at the Commemoration of
Founders and Benefactors, in St. George’s Chapel,

‘“ Mighty names of King and warrior
We in high remembrance say.”

The Channel ports had for some time suffered from the
depredations of a Spanish fleet, which under pretence of
trading with Flanders, was really little better than a swarm
of pirates. In the summer of 1350 King Edward said :
“We have for a long time spared these people, but they
do not amend their conduct; on the contrary, they grow
more arrogant ; for which reason they must be chastised
as they repass our coasts.”

He sailed from Sandwich with fifty ships to meet the
Spaniards. One ship he commanded in person, while
another was commanded by the Prince of Wales, who had
with him his brother John of Gaunt, then ten years of
age. On the third day the King was sitting in the forepart
of his ship, wearing a black velvet mantle and a small
black beaver hat, ‘“ which well became him.” He was
listening to Sir John Chandos singing to the accompaniment
of his minstrels when the knight on look-out called out,
“I spy a ship—a Spaniard—two, three, four!” The
Spanish ships were much bigger than the English, but
Edward and his knights refreshed themselves with wine
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and got ready to tackle them. The King grappled the
largest he could find and, his own ship having sprung a
leak, he boarded it, flung the crew overboard and fought
the rest of the battle from the Spaniard.

The Prince performed a similar exploit. His ship had
collided with a huge Spaniard and was so full of holes that
half the crew were occupied in baling. His cousin of
Derby and Lancaster came to the rescue, grappled the
Spaniard on the other side and prince and duke soon
effected its capture. Chivalry apparently did not apply
to Spanish pirates, for the occupants of this ship also
were consigned to a watery grave. Fourteen Spanish
ships were taken ; the rest fled. Edward and the Prince
were welcomed with great joy by Queen Philippa, who had
been anxiously watching the fight from Winchelsea.

Sometime after this sea-fight there was trouble in the
Prince’s county of Chester. The inhabitants of the county
had been very unruly and were being severely dealt with
by the King's justices. They appealed to their Earl for
protection. The Prince went to Chester and killed two
birds with one stone, for he not only persuaded his people
to give up being troublesome, but accepted a present of
5,000 crowns as the price of his interference. Perhaps
his conscience pricked him, for on his way home he bestowed
a tenth of this sum on the unfinished church of Vale Royal,
which had been founded by his great-grandfather, Edward I.

Philip of Valois died in 1350 and was succeeded by his
son John, called “ the Good,” though he did little good
to France. For some time the war was suspended, while
Edward and John were trying to come to some arrangement
for a permanent peace. During these years France was a
prey to pestilence, famine, and the depredations of those
bands of unemployed soldiers known as the Free Com-
Ppanies.

The rival monarchs failed to come to terms, and the war
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was renewed more bitterly than ever. In 1355 three
expeditions set sail from England. The King himself
landed in Normandy but was recalled to repel a Scottish
invasion. Henry of Lancaster invaded Brittany, to support
the house of De Montfort against Charles of Blois, the
French candidate for the dukedom.

The Prince of Wales sailed for Bordeaux, the capital
of Gascony. Dividing his army into several columns, he
marched eastwards to Toulouse and spread devastation
through the rich and fertile province of Languedoc. The
soft and unwarlike inhabitants of the South, where peace
had reigned for over a century, were no match for the
Prince’s men-at-arms and archers, and could offer no
resistance. Toulouse, Carcassonne, Narbonne and 500
other towns and villages were sacked and destroyed, and
the Prince’s progress was marked by heaps of blackened
ruins, burnt cornfields and vineyards. It was about this
time that the French gave him the name of ““ Le Prince
Noir,” either from the black armour which he wore to
set off his fair complexion, or from the black ruin he left
behind him in Languedoc.

At the end of two months the Prince returned, laden
with booty, to Bordeaux, where he spent a merry winter
at his gay Gascon court.

Early in July (1356) the Black Prince set off again
with a mixed army of about 10,000 English and Gascons.
This time he ravaged the as yet undevastated province of
Auvergne. Five thousand cart-loads of valuable plunder
were sent back to Bordeaux. Then he marched into Berry,
with the intention of crossing the Loire and joining the
Duke of Lancaster in Brittany.

King John was now fairly roused, and he gathered
together a large army at Chartres. When the Prince heard
that all the fords and bridges on the Loire were strongly
held by the French, he changed his plans and decided to
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return to Bordeaux by way of Poitou. But he wasted
valuable time. At the siege of Romorantin his favourite
squire was killed by a stone hurled from the castle, and
he swore he would not leave the spot till the place had
surrendered. With the help of Greek fire Romorantin
was taken, but meanwhile King John, with an army of
60,000 men, had crossed the Loire and was marching on
Poitiers to cut off the Prince’s line of retreat. The English
were unaware of this till a party of sixty knights, riding
on ahead, found themselves in an ambuscade prepared
for them by the enemy. They were charged by 200 French
knights, but instead of awaiting the shock, they suddenly
opened their ranks, allowed their assailants to pass
through, and then turned round and attacked them in
the rear.

When the Captal de Buch reported to Edward that he
had seen the huge French army encamped round Poitiers,
the latter exclaimed ““ God help us! We must consider
the best way to fight them.” He posted his small army
on a hill covered with vines and hedges. The only approach
to it was by a narrow sunken lane, with hedges on each
side, and these hedges were lined with archers. Here the
Black Prince calmly awaited the onslaught of the enemy.

On the morning of Sunday, September the 18th, King
John held a council of his war-chiefs, to settle the plan
of attack. After a long discussion it was decided “ that
each noble should display his banner and advance against
the foe in the name of God and St. Denis.” This strategic
decision was on a par with the French tactics during the
battle,

The French army was drawn up in three divisions, each
consisting of 16,000 mounted men-at-arms: no Genoese
crossbowmen this time. The first was called the “ Battalion
of the Marshals.” The second was commanded by the
King's eldest son, the Duke of Normandy, and the third
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by the King himself, who had with him his youngest son
Philip.

The Cardinal of Perigord rode backwards and forwards
between the two armies all that Sunday, trying to arrange
terms, but John would be content with nothing less than
the surrender of the Prince with a hundred of his knights,

‘*“ England shall never have to ransom me,” said the
Prince.

‘“ Then, fair son,” said the Cardinal, “ exert yourself as
much as possible, for there must be a battle.”

“ Then God defend the right,” rejoined the Prince.

These negotiations delayed the battle till the Monday
morning. The Black Prince addressed to his soldiers a
speech in keeping with that war-motto of which he was
so proud : Homout—"* high spirit.”

“Do not be cast down,” he said; * victory does not
always follow numbers. Exert yourselves and combat
manfully, for if it please God and St. George, you shall
see me this day act like a true knight.”

That faithful champion, Sir John Chandos, announced
his intention of fighting by the Prince’s side and never
leaving him that day, but Sir James Audley came to beg
permission to accomplish a vow to be in the forefront of
the battle.

“Sir James,” said the Prince, ‘“ God grant that this
day you may shine in valour above all other knights.”
The brave knight went off with his four squires to block
up the narrow lane.

The Battalion of Marshals was now advancing. With
unthinking courage they rode boldly up the lane, to be
met with such a shower of arrows from the hedges that
their horses, galled with the pain, turned about and threw
their riders, so that the battalion soon became nothing
but a confused and struggling mass. A few knights who
forced their way through by sheer strength found themselves
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up against Audley and his squires, and ‘‘ they were very
roughly treated.”

In a short time the Battalion of Marshals was totally
discomfited, and increased the confusion by falling back
upon the Duke of Normandy’s division, ‘' which,” says
Froissart, “‘ was very thick in front, but it was soon thin
enough in the rear ; for when they learnt that the Marshals
had been defeated, they mounted their horses and set off.”

A body of 600 English was dispatched by the Prince to
make a flank attack on the Duke’s division, and the
English archers were shooting so well that the French did
not know which way to turn to avoid their arrows. The
Duke of Normandy rode off as hard as he could with his
two brothers and 8oo knights.

Sir John Chandos, seeing that the two French divisions
were beaten, said to the Prince:

¢ Sir, sir, now push forward, for the day is ours. You have
said that you would show yourself this day a good knight.”

‘ John, get forward,” replied the Prince, * you shall
not see me turn my back to-day. I will always be among
the foremost,” and turning to his standard-bearer—
* Banner, advance, in the name of God and St. George ! ”’

Leaping on their horses, and crying ‘“ St. George for
Guienne | ” the men-at-arms charged down on the dis-
ordered French. But there were still bands of brave
French knights who disdained to fly and who dashed into
the struggle with cries of ‘ Montjoy St. Denis!” The
battle was very hot and greatly crowded; many a one
was unhorsed, and whenever anyone fell, he had but little
chance of getting up again.

Of all the chivalry of France, none strove harder to
restore the fortune of the battle than the King himself.
His division broken, his standard-bearer slain, he stood
his ground and laid about him with his battle-axe, his
little son Philip standing by his side and saying, * Take
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care of yourself, father—to the left—to the right,” But
John’s valour was of no avail. He was hopelessly sur-
rounded by opponents crying, “ Surrender, surrender, or
you are a dead man.” He addressed himself to a young
knight named Denys de Morbecque, gave him his glove
in token of surrender and asked to be taken to his cousin,
the Prince of Wales. The Prince, fortunately, had sent
the Earl of Warwick to look for the King, for when that
nobleman arrived on the scene he found that some English
and Gascons had taken him from Sir Denys and were
bawling-out, *“ It’s I that have got him,” ** No, he’s mine |
and other expressions to the same effect. The poor King
was in danger of being dragged asunder when he was
rescued by the Earl of Warwick, who quelled the rlot and
led him to the Prince of Wales.

Meanwhile the Prince had an interview with Sir James
Audley, who was sore wounded and was brought to him
on a litter borne by eight men. He praised the knight’s
valour and prowess, and granted him a yearly pension of
500 marks, which Sir James generously passed on to the
four squires who had fought by his side in the narrow lane.

Audley had just left the Prince’s presence when King
John was brought into his pavilion. Edward made a
low obeisance and ordered wine and spices to be brought.
That night he waited on his royal captive at supper, and
the next day Prince, King and little Philip departed for
Bordeaux—‘‘ where they passed the winter in feasting
and merriment.”

The Gascons were very unwilling for the French King
to be taken to England, and the Prince of Wales had to
bribe them with a large sum of money to allow him to
depart, for they looked upon him as their prisoner. After
making a truce for two years with the regency of France,
the Prince set sail with his prisoner and landed at Sandwich
on May 4th, 1357. On their way to London they laid
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offerings on the shrine of St. Thomas 4 Becket in Canter-
bury Cathedral.

The good people of London gave them a gorgeous
welcome. Tapestry was hung from the windows, the City
Companies turned out with their bands and banners, and
at one spot twelve young girls, suspended in twelve gilded
cages, scattered flowers of gold and silver filigree on King
John and the Prince as they passed. The former was
mounted on a big white charger; the latter rode by his
side on a little black pony. So great was the crush in the
streets that the procession took nine hours to get from
London Bridge to Westminster.

King John was lodged in the Palace of the Savoy and
afterwards resided at Windsor Castle. He was allowed
considerable freedom, and the pleasure-loving monarch
showed great zest in all festivals, tournaments and hunting-
parties got up by Edward and his son for his entertainment.
He was treated with all honour and deference as the
greatest man in England, even above the King. One day
at dinner his young son Philip noticed that the butler
had served King Edward first, and he struck him for lack
of respect to his father. Edward took it as a joke, and
said, “ You are Philip le Hardi " (* the Bold ”’). Another
time he had a dispute with the Black Prince over a game
of chess, whereupon Edward rebuked, not the fiery
youngster, but his own son. This spirited youth afterwards
became the famous Philip le Hardi, Duke of Burgundy.

The state of France was worse than ever. Destitution
and disorder reigned supreme. The country was at the
mercy of the Free Companies, considerably augmented
since Poitiers, and in that horrible rising called the
“ Jacquerie,” the peasants took a bloodthirsty revenge on
the seigneurs for centuries of oppression.

There was no hope of a ransom for John, and it is hard
to see what Edward thought he had to gain by renewing
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the war when the truce came to an end in 1359. Accom-
panied by the Black Prince, he invaded France with such
an army as had never been seen before. He was followed
by 6,000 carts laden with tents, mills for grinding corn,
and forges to make shoes for the horses. There were
also a number of small boats made of boiled leather, to
be used for fishing in the lakes and ponds. There were
“ thirty falconers on horseback with their hawks, sixty
couple of hounds and as many greyhounds,” says Froissart.
But this gigantic picnic proved somewhat disappointing.
The country had already been stripped bare. There was
no French army to fight with. It was the depth of winter.
The siege of Rheims had to be abandoned.

Edward wandered aimlessly about seeking out places
where there was still a little plunder left. He stopped in
one town long enough to drink all the wine in the place
and then moved on to the next. He was followed about
by two French commissioners with terms of peace, but
he turned a deaf ear to their appeals. One day when the
army was near Chartres, there was such a terrific storm
of thunder and hail that the English thought the world
was coming to an end. Many horses and men were killed,
and for the first time in his life Edward was frightened,
and vowed to Our Lady of Chartres that he would make
peace. And so the Treaty of Bretigny came to be signed,
by which King John’s ransom was fixed at 3,000,000
crowns. He was allowed to go to France to raise it, but
finding it hopeless he returned to England and enjoyment.
There is quite a modern ring about Froissart when he
writes: ‘ There were several times great feastings in
dinners, suppers and other entertainments at the hotel
of the Savoy.” It is not surprising to learn that the poor
captive King was taken ill and died.

The Black Prince had now reached the age of thirty
and was still unmarried. This must have seemed strange
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at a time when princes married in their 'teens. His
gigantic brother Lionel of Antwerp (seven feet two in
his socks, we are told), eight years the Prince’s junior,
was already married to the heiress of the Earl of Clare.
John of Gaunt, two years younger than Lionel, had just
married Blanche of Lancaster, daughter of the * good ”’
duke Henry. Why was the handsome and eligible heir
to the crown still a bachelor ?

The secret was known to his own family and to one
other person in particular, a young lady named Joan.
This Joan was the daughter of Edmund, Earl of Kent, and
granddaughter of Edward I. In the days of her youth she
was known as ‘‘ the fair maid of Kent.” When quite a
boy the Prince of Wales had fallen a victim to her charms
and insisted on marrying her. But Queen Philippa said
“ No "’—she thought Joan too frivolous and frolicsome for
a future Queen of England. Joan astonished everybody
by marrying a simple knight, Sir Thomas Holland. The
Prince does not seem to have resented her marriage, for
the Wardrobe Accounts bear record that he gave her a
‘ biker "’ as a wedding present ; but he made up his mind
that if he could not have Joan he would not marry anyone
else.

Sir Thomas Holland died about this time and Joan was
left a widow with three young sons and a daughter. She
was thirty-two, very witty and fascinating and still
beautiful, though she had lost the slimness of her youth.

The Prince of Wales went to condole with her on the
loss of her husband. He found Joan quite sprightly.

“ You must marry again, Joan,” he said. “I will find
you some young nobleman or knight who will make you
happy.”

“ Thank you,” sald Joan, ‘‘ but I cannot help remember-
ing that I am a Plantagenet, and if I marry again I intend
to marry a Prince.”

E



50 PRINCES OF WALES

“ Will you have the Prince of Wales ? ” asked the hero
of Poitiers. After a little artful confusion Joan said she
would.

Queen Philippa gave a reluctant consent, but refused to
be present at the wedding, which was celebrated on the
1oth of October, 1361, in St. George’s Chapel. As a thank-
offering for his happy marriage, the Prince built a chantry
in the crypt of Canterbury Cathedral, with an endowment
for two priests to pray for his soul.

The King now thought it was high time to provide
suitable establishments for his sons, and referred the matter
to Parliament. Lionel and John, though they had married
rich heiresses, were jealous of their elder brother. They
argued that if he got a big grant there would be so much
the less for them, and they suggested that he should go
and govern the duchy of Aquitaine, which was rich enough
to support a royal court in sumptuous style. Now it
happened that the people of Gascony were also begging
the Prince to return to them, for they said that “ although
their governor, Sir John Chandos, was very agreeable and
kind to them, they still liked better to have their own
natural lord and sovereign than any other.”

So Lionel of Antwerp was created Duke of Clarence and
John of Gaunt Duke of Lancaster (his father-in-law had
just died), and Edward of Woodstock was invested by his
father with the Duchy of Aquitaine.

The Prince and Princess of Wales, after a year of happy
domestic life at the manor of Berkhamsted, set sail for
Aquitaine, with a brilliant retinue of lords and ladics,
knights and squires. At the Abbey of St. Andrew’s at
Bordeaux, and at Angouléme, they kept a sumptuous and
festive court. It was very extravagant but good for
trade, and for some time Aquitaine flourished under the
Prince’s rule. Distinguished visitors flocked to this court
from all parts of Europe, and each arrival was the signal
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for a fresh outburst of feasting and merrymaking. The
King of Cyprus had a particularly festive visit, for he
arrived just in time for the banquets and tournaments
given in honour of the birth of the Prince’s first-born son,
little Edward of Angouléme.

Another king was to come to Aquitaine, to cause the
ruin of the Black Prince’s fortune, fame and health. This
monarch was Pedro the Cruel, King of Castile. Pedro was
the most disgusting monster in history. A catalogue of
his crimes would fill a volume. His victims included his
own wife (a French princess), six of his half-brothers and
their mother. At last his subjects could endure him no
longer and proposed to place his half-brother, Henry of
Trastamare, on the throne. Henry appealed to France
for help. The French King, Charles, was only too willing
to give it—to avenge the death of his aunt, to gain an
ally in Spain, and particularly to find some employment
for the Free Companies, which were the scourge of France.

Charles had no intention of taking command in person.
He was a very delicate young man, and never took the
field again after his hurried flight from Poitiers. It was
not necessary to have a prince or duke to command the
Free Companies. He bethought him of that famous
Breton knight, Sir Bertrand du Guesclin. But Bertrand
had been taken prisoner at Auray in Brittany by Sir John
Chandos, and had to be ransomed for 40,000 crowns.
He then entered Castile with his motley army. Pedro
fled to Corunna, and Henry was placed on the throne
without a blow.

From Corunna, Pedro wrote to the Black Prince, implor-
ing his assistance. Summoning Sir John Chandos and Sir
William Felton, the Prince asked their advice. The two
knights exchanged glances without uttering a word—they
knew a thing or two about Pedro. On being pressed for
an opinion they suggested that Pedro should be brought
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to Bordeaux to state his own case. Sir William Felton
went with twelve ships to fetch him, and the Prince rode
out of Bordeaux to give him honourable welcome. Pedro
poured out his tale of woe, putting everything in the most
favourable light for himself. The Prince comforted him
and promised his support.

Many of his lords tried to persuade him to have nothing
to do with Pedro’s affairs. Even Joan, who had heard
some gossip from the ladies of Bordeaux, added her
entreaties. But the Prince was blind to the real character
of the man. His chivalrous nature was all sympathy for
a poor dethroned monarch. Castile had always been the
ally of England, and the Prince’s sister Joan had been
betrothed to Pedro, but was saved from a wretched life
by the Black Death. The Prince himself and some of his
knights were getting bored with the pleasures of peace,
and welcomed a fresh field in which to display their prowess.
He consented, however, to refer the matter to his father,
the King. Edward’s reply was in favour of Don Pedro.

The question then arose, who was going to pay the
expenses ? Pedro was very lavish with his promises,
but short of ready cash. The Prince had to coin his plate
into money and take the full financial responsibility. He
levied a large army of English and Gascons. Sir Hugh
Calverley changed sides and brought his Free Company
back from Spain, as he had sworn never to fight against
the Prince of Wales. Six hundred men-at-arms and archers
were dispatched from England under the command of
John of Gaunt.

Winter was coming on, so Edward declded to postpone
his departure till Christmas was over, and also for another
reason which will be seen hereafter. He dismissed some
of his foreign troops, which caused great discontent and
murmuring among the Gascons. Meanwhile another
unfortunate monarch turned up at Bordeaux. This was
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James, King of Majorca, a mild, fat, comic little man, who
had been turned off his island throne by the King of
Aragon. He besought the Prince’s help to put him back.
‘“ All right,” said the Prince, ‘‘ but let us put Pedro back
first.”

Christmas came and went, and very early in the New
Year (x367), on the festival of the Epiphany, the Prince’s
heart was gladdened by the birth of a second son, who
was baptized by the name of Richard, after his godfather,
the Bishop of Agen. The following Sunday the Prince
left Joan and the baby doing well, and assembled his
army at Dax.

Charles the Bad, King of Navarre, an ally of the King
of France, had been persuaded with a large bribe to allow
a passage through his little Pyreneean kingdom. He got
out of the fix by allowing himself to be taken prisoner
by the enemy, thus evading further responsibility in the
matter.

The Anglo-Gascon army was arranged in three divisions.
The first was commanded by John of Gaunt, with Sir
John Chandos as his adviser; the second by the Prince
himself (with whom was Don Pedro), and the third was
supposed to be under the charge of James of Majorca, who,
being a king, could occupy no subordinate position.

Debouching from the Pass of Roncevalles, the divisions
encamped in the valley of Pampeluna, and after a short
rest, crossed the Ebro and marched on Navaretta. Sir
William Felton went on ahead with a small body of horse-
men to reconnoitre, and he brought back word that Henry
of Trastamare was advancing with a large army to offer
battle, Sir William then set off again to gain further
information. Now it happened that Henry’s brother,
Don Tello, had requested permission to make a raid on
the Prince’s army. At the head of 6,000 chosen men he
made a surprise attack on John of Gaunt’s camp and
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overthrew everything that came in his way. On his way
back he fell in with Sir William Felton’s party, who put
up a strenuous fight, but being hopelessly outnumbered
were overpowered and their gallant leader slain.

The news of this success made Henry impatient to
attack, though the French advised him to wait and let
starvation do its work in the English camp. He drew up
his army in three divisions in the open plain between
Najara and Navaretta. The first was formed of the Free
Companies commanded by Bertrand du Guesclin, the
second by Henry’s brothers, Don Tello and Don Sancho,
and the third by Henry himself. In front, instead of
archers, were men who hurled stones from slings.

The Black Prince surveyed the dispositions of the enemy
from a small hill; then he led his army into the plain.
Just before the battle began he made Sir John Chandos
a knight banneret by cutting off the tail of his pennon,
thus making it into a square banner.

After a spirited address to his troops he turned to Don
Pedro and said : ** Sir King, you shall this day know whether
you will have anything in the kingdom of Castile or not.”
Then he cried out : *“ Advance, banners, in the name of God
and St. George!” and the whole line moved forward
towards the enemy. John of Gaunt made straight for
the Free Companies of Bertrand du Guesclin, and a terrific
duel broke out between the English archers and the
Spanish slingers. The Black Prince attacked Don Tello,
scattered his division and put him to flight. He then
turned his attention to Henry of Trastamare. Three times
the Spanish division was broken and three times the brave
Castilian king restored the fight. At length, fearing to
fall into the clutches of his cruel brother if he surrendered,
he left the field and fled to Valencia.

Bertrand du Guesclin, who was holding his own with
John of Gaunt, was now left to bear the attack of the whole
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Anglo-Gascon army, for James of Majorca had now joined
in the fray. The great Bertrand scorned to retreat;
wielding his great battle-axe he was fighting for his life,
for Pedro was giving no quarter that day and was thirsting
for du Guesclin’s blood. Chandos was shouting out
* Surrender,” and Pedro was crying, “ Kill, kill.” Bertrand
was aiming a mighty blow at the tyrant when he was
seized from behind by an English knight and forcibly
made prisoner. “I yield to the Prince of Wales,” he cried,
and gave up his arms.

The battle won, the Prince set up his banner on a bush
and rallied his army round it. Pedro wanted all the
prisoners put to death, but the Prince would not hear of
it, even though the monster offered him his weight in
silver for Bertrand du Guesclin. It was suggested to Pedro
that now he was King of Castile once more he should begin
to think about paying up. In the Cathedral of Burgos
this wretch renewed his oath to fulfil his promise and
then went off to Seville, where he said his treasures
were.

The Anglo-Gascon army encamped at Valladolid.
Weeks passed by without a word from Pedro. In the hot
month of June a terrible sickness broke out, and the
Prince’s soldiers died like flies. The Prince himself was
stricken with that mysterious wasting illness from which
he never recovered. He sent three knights to Seville,
who brought back an impudent answer from Pedro.
Realizing at last the blackness of the tyrant’s ingratitude,
the Prince led back the remnant of his victorious army
across the Pyrenees, and returned to Bordeaux a sadder
and a wiser man. James of Majorca was left behind at
Valladolid, as the poor ex-king was too ill to be
moved.

The Prince’s captive, Bertrand du Guesclin, was an
object of the greatest interest at Bordeaux, and was
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treated as a man of the highest distinction. One day the
Prince sent for him and asked him how he was.

‘“My lord,” replied Bertrand, ‘I was never better, for
though in prison, I am the most honoured knight in the
world.”

“How so ? "’ asked the Prince.

“ Why, they say in France that you are so much afraid
of me that you dare not set me free,” answered the bold
Breton.

“What | Sir Bertrand,” said the Prince, ‘“do you
imagine that we keep you a prisoner for fear of your
prowess ? Name your own ransom.”

“1 cannot value myself at less than 100,000 crowns of
gold,” said Bertrand, who had not got a florin in his pocket
and was deeply in debt. After a little haggling, the Prince
beat him down to 60,000 crowns, and gave him leave to
go and collect it. Sir John Chandos offered to lend him
10,000 florins, but Bertrand refused it, and was on the
point of setting out to seek his ransom when a message
arrived from the Princess of Wales, saying she was coming
to Bordeaux and was longing to see him.

When Joan arrived the Gascons made her presents of
wine and sweetmeats. She sent them to du Guesclin and
invited him to dinner. At the end of the meal she gave
him 10,000 florins towards his ransom.

“ By my faith,” said Bertrand, “I had believed myself
the ugliest of knights! I shall change my mind since I
find such fair ladies so gracious!”

Bertrand raised his ransom right enough, offered his
services once more to Henry of Trastamare, and routed
Pedro the Cruel in a pitched battle. Pedro was captured
by the Bégue de Vilaine, who placed him in a tent under
guard. Soon afterwards Henry of Trastamare entered
the tent. Pedro flew at his brother’s throat, grappled
him in his deadly embrace and rolled him backward on
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the ground. The guard seized Pedro by the legs, and
Henry was able to draw his dagger, which he plunged into
the tyrant’s heart.

The enormous expenses of the Spanish expedition had
fallen entirely on the Prince of Wales. He had not only
disbursed all his resources but was heavily in debt. Money
had to be raised somehow, and in opposition to the advice
of his barons, the Prince imposed a hearth-tax for five
years at the rate of a franc per fire. The people of Aquitaine
had for several years been heavily taxed to support the
extravagance of the Prince’s court, and this was the last
straw. The Gascons flatly refused to pay, and announced
their intention of appealing to the King of France. This
made the Prince furious, for by the treaty of Bretigny
the King of France had no longer any claim to be considered
over-lord of Aquitaine.

However, the appeal was made, and Charles sent two
commissioners to summon the Prince of Wales to appear
before the Parliament of Paris. When he saw the contents
of the letter, Edward at first was speechless, but afterwards,
eyeing the commissioners for some time, he burst out with :
“Tell the King of France that we will appear on the
appointed day at Paris, but it will be with our helmet
on our head and accompanied by 60,000 men.”

The wretched Frenchmen fell on their knees and begged
for mercy, on which Edward softened a little and refused
to allow the messengers to be put to death. He recalled
the Free Companies, which had been disbanded, and pre-
pared for war, although he was too ill to mount his horse.

Charles sent a declaration of war to King Edward by a
common serving-man. This insult roused the greatest
indignation in England; Parliament willingly voted
supplies, and two armies were dispatched to France under
the command of the King’s sons, John of Gaunt and
Edmund of Langley. The war had already broken out
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in Aquitaine. Several towns were captured by the French
and others went over of their own accord. And poor
Edward lay on his sick bed at Angouléme in agony of body
and agony of mind.

This year of 1369 was indeed a sad one for the Prince.
Lionel of Clarence, the best of his brothers, died in Italy
while contracting a second marriage. His mother, the
good Queen Philippa, departed this life at Windsor ; and
on the very last day of the year his trusty friend and
adviser, Sir John Chandos, was killed in a skirmish at the
Bridge of Lussac.

Early in 1370 Charles V raised two great armies for the
invasion of Aquitaine. Bertrand du Guesclin was recalled
from Spain, and this simple Breton knight was created
Constable of France, a post which gave him military
precedence over all the dukes and barons of the realm.
One army invaded Limousin, but the Black Prince felt
every confidence that Limoges, the capital of that province,
was strong enough and faithful enough to withstand a
siege. He summoned his armies to meet him at Cognac.
Imagine his indignation and fury when he learnt that his
faithful Limoges had been surrendered to the French by
its false Bishop, a prelate in whom he had placed every
trust. In a paroxysm of rage he exclaimed : *“ The French
think me dead, but if I can once leave this bed I will make
them feel.”

Too ill to ride, he had to be carried in a litter, and thus
he led his armies against Limoges. He swore a solemn
oath he would never leave the spot until the city and its
inhabitants were destroyed. Limoges was too well fortified
to be taken by storm, so he set a large body of miners to
work to undermine the walls. At the end of a month he
was told that all was ready. “I wish you then,” said
the Prince, ‘‘ to make good your words to-morrow morning
at six o’clock.”



EDWARD OF WOODSTOCK 59

When the time arrived the mines were exploded, and a
large part of the wall fell into the ditch. The English
rushed in and cut down men, women and children, while
the Prince looked on from his litter. * It was a melancholy
business,” says Froissart, ‘‘ all ranks, ages and sexes cast
themselves on. their knees before the Prince, begging for
mercy, but he listened to none of them.” Some knights
of the garrison stood with their backs to a wall and defended
themselves so gallantly against John of Gaunt, Edmund of
Langley and the Earl of Pembroke, that the Prince, touched
by their bravery, ordered their lives to be spared. The
whole city was sacked and burnt—hardly a stone remained
on another.

The excitement and fatigue had such an effect on the
Prince that when he returned to Bordeaux for the winter
he appeared to be dying, and his physicians told him his
only chance was to go back to England. But his cup of
bitterness was not yet full. Just as he was preparing to
sail, his eldest son Edward, a promising boy of seven, was
taken ill and died at Bordeaux. The sorrowing parents,
without waiting for the funeral, embarked for England
with the little Richard, leaving John of Gaunt in charge
of Aquitaine. After a favourable voyage they landed at
Southampton, paid the King a visit at Windsor, and settled
down to a quiet life at the Prince’s manor of Berk-
hamsted.

The restfulness of Berkhamsted was grateful to the royal
couple after the turmoil of Aquitaine; Edward grew
stronger and Joan grew stouter. It was not a very merry
England they had returned to. The King had aged
considerably in the past few years and sunk into a kind
of lethargy. Since the death of good Queen Philippa the
court had been completely governed by a woman named
Alice Perrers, formerly lady-in-waiting to the late Queen.
In politics the anti-clerical party was gaining the upper
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hand, and with the support of John of Gaunt was turning
the Churchmen out of office. The Churchmen eagerly
welcomed the Black Prince as their champion against his
brother. He supported their pretensions up to a certain
point, but on one occasion, when the Archbishop of
Canterbury began quoting the concessions made to the
Pope by King John, the Prince called him an ass and told
him to keep his mouth shut.

John of Gaunt did not remain long in Aquitaine. After
marrying the daughter of Pedro the Cruel as his second
wife he returned to England. The Earl of Pembroke,
who was sent out to succeed him, was captured by a Spanish
fleet. Du Guesclin took town after town and .castle after
castle, and also found time to reconquer his native Brittany
from Edward’s ally, De Montfort. The mighty Edward
at last roused himself from his torpor and raised a great
army for the invasion of France. The Black Prince,
ever true to his motto Homout "’—* high spirit "—buckled
on his armour once more and embarked with the old
King. But the expedition never reached the shores of
France. Blown about by contrary winds for weeks, the
ships were forced to return to England. Though John of
Gaunt led an army right through France from Calais
to Gascony, at the end of 1374 the only French towns
left in the hands of the English were Calais, Bordeaux
and Bayonne.

The government of England now fell completely into
the hands of John of Gaunt, and a very unpopular govern-
ment it was. So great was the discontent that a Parliament
was called in April, 1376, to inquire into the state of the
kingdom and to put down the abuses. The Black Prince
was carried in his bed to preside at this Parliament. John
of Gaunt’s creatures were driven out of office, the clergy
restored to their high places, and Alice Perrers was banished
from the Court for interfering with the course of justice.
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This Parliament is known in history as the *“ Good Parlia-
ment.”

This was the Prince’s last expiring effort. Two days
after the proceedings were finished he lay dying at the
Palace of Westminster. On the 7th of June he signed that
wonderful Will of his, giving elaborate directions for his
funeral and the disposal of his belongings.

The dying Prince lay with doors open that all might
come in. One man, an enemy of his, forced his way in
and aroused the wrath of the Prince, who supposed he had
come to gloat over his death-bed. ‘‘ Now see what you
have long desired,” he said to him. The Bishop of Bangor
implored him to forgive his enemies, and was not satisfied
with the Prince’s “I will.” Thinking there were evil
spirits about, he sprinkled holy water and obtained from
the pious Prince a beautiful prayer, in which he not only
forgave his enemies, but asked for their forgiveness too.

It was on the festival of the Holy Trinity that the Black
Prince passed away, that festival on which he was born
and which he had held in the greatest veneration all the
days of his life. * His body was embalmed, placed in a
leaden coffin and kept until the ensuing Michaelmas,”
says Froissart, “that he might be buried with greater
pomp and magnificence when Parliament was assembled.”
The King of France had a solemn mass celebrated for him
in La Sainte Chapelle at Paris.

The funeral took place, according to the directions in
his will, at Canterbury Cathedral. The procession was
preceded by two knights on their chargers, one armed for
war, bearing the Prince’s arms and crest; the other
dressed for peace, wearing the badge of ostrich feathers.
The body of the famous warrior was laid to rest near the
shrine of St. Thomas. His recumbent figure, in full armour,
may still be seen on his tomb in the Cathedral, surrounded
by twelve shields; on six of them are his arms and his
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motto Homout; on the other six his badge and the
motto Ich dien.

The Black Prince was sincerely mourned all over Europe.
He was considered the mirror of chivalry. He had, in
the highest degree, all the virtues of the age in which
he lived. His failings were the fault of that same high-
souled conception of chivalry, which completely ignored
the welfare and even the very existence of the common
people.
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Richard of Bordeaur

PRINCE OF WALES, 1376-1377
(KING RICHARD 1II, 1377-1399)

ICHARD of Bordeaux, second son of the Black Prince

and Joan of Kent, has already been introduced to

the reader. He was born in the Abbey of St. Andrew on

the Festival of the Epiphany (January 6th), 1367, just

before his father’s departure for Spain. He was a fine

healthy babe, and as his elder brother Edward was rather

a delicate child, he was the hope of his father and mother
and the despair of his ambitious uncle, John of Gaunt.

Richard was baptized by the Archbishop in the Church
of St. Andrew, having for his godfathers King James of
Majorca and Richard, Bishop of Agen, who gave him his
name. He never knew his illustrious father at the height
of his fame, for when he returned from Spain the Black
Prince was broken in health and fortune. As a little child
Richard saw something of the horrors of war in Aquitaine.
Froissart tells us that Joan and her second son accompanied-
the Prince to the camp at Cognac on the way to the sack
of Limoges.

By the death of his brother Edward, Richard, at the
age of four, came into the direct line of succession to the
crown, He returned with his parents to England and
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spent his early youth at the Manor of Berkhamsted. His
chief companions were his half-brothers, the Hollands.
They were wild, unbalanced boys, a few years older than
Richard. Poor Joan had no control over them, and they
were always getting themselves and her into trouble, But
Richard was a dutiful son, who dearly loved his mother.
He was a fair-haired, attractive boy, endowed with some
of the ““ high spirit ” of his father, and the charm of his
easy-going, pleasure-loving mother; but he had none of
his father’s seriousness of mind and firmness of purpose.

When the Black Prince lay dying at the Palace of
Westminster, he summoned Richard to his bedside and
made him swear to carry out and respect all the legacies
named in his will. He then addressed the sorrowing nobles
who were gathered round, and begged them to serve his
son as they had served him. Lastly, he commended
Richard to the protection of his father, the King, and his
brother, John of Gaunt; and they swore to maintain his
right to the succession.

The old King was too far sunk into his dotage to take
care of himself, much less of his grandson, and Richard was
left to the tender mercies of his three surviving uncles.
These uncles require, if they do not deserve, a short
description. John of Gaunt, Duke of Lancaster, was
thirty-six years of age. He was a man of untiring energy,
boundless ambition and considerable ability. He had
commanded armies in Scotland, France and Spain. He
had taken an active part in politics and government at
home, and he had allied himself with the party of Wycliffe
and the Reformers rather from political than from religious
motives. His object was to deprive Churchmen of all
temporal power. He had already driven William of
Wykeham from his office of Chancellor; but that great
bishop and founder was reinstated by the “ Good Parlia-
ment.”
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When the Church lost its great supporter, the Black
Prince, John of Gaunt once more turned out William of
Wykeham, put his own men in office and restored Alice
Perrers to the King. He was supposed to be aiming at
the Crown, and tried to persuade Parliament to confirm
the succession to the House of Lancaster, to the exclusion
of Lionel's daughter Philippa, who had married the Earl
of March. This the Parliament refused to do.

Fortunately for Richard, John of Gaunt was very
unpopular in London on account of the patents and
monopolies he had granted to certain favoured citizens.
Richard, on the other hand, was under the special care
and protection of the Londoners, who were devoted to
his father, the Black Prince.

The second uncle, Edmund of Langley, Earl of Cambridge,
afterwards Duke of York, was a man of a different type.
He was a ““trimmer,” cautious and shifty, never taking
the lead, but always willing to follow another for his own
advantage.

The third uncle, Thomas of Woodstock, afterwards
Duke of Gloucester, was only twenty years of age when
the Black Prince died, and not of much account ; but he
afterwards proved the most troublesome uncle of the three.

King Edward was quite intending to carry out his son’s
dying wish that Richard should be created Prince of
Wales. Now it is very annoying to be urged to do some-
thing you are quite intending to do, and when the Commons
sent him a petition to that effect, the old King showed a
spark of his old spirit, and bluntly told them to mind their
own business.

In the month of November, at Havering-atte-Bower,
King Edward carried out his intention. In a long-winded
document, signed by the King himself and numerous
prelates and earls (it still exists in the British Museum),
Richard was created Prince of Wales, Earl of Chester and

F
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Duke of Cornwall, with all the rights and revenues pertain-
ing to those creations, but during the lifetime of his mother
she was to enjoy one-third of the profits. Once more his
uncles John, Edmund and Thomas had to take an oath
to maintain Richard’s rights.

At Christmas the old King was feeling sufficiently well
to give a family dinner party. The new Prince of Wales
was honoured with a raised seat on his grandfather’s right
hand, and was helped first to the choicest portions of the
royal goose. It was noticed with general satisfaction that
his uncles occupied places of secondary importance.

The Commons had better luck when they petitioned
that the Prince of Wales should be formally introduced
to Parliament as the heir to the crown. A gracious
compliance was returned to their request, and on the
day fixed—it was ‘‘ the Tuesday after the Festival of the
Conversion of St. Paul "—young Richard went in royal
state to Westminster. Surrounded by his male relatives
and the barons of the realm, he was acclaimed by the
representatives of the people as their future King. He
then called upon the Chancellor for a discourse, and the
Bishop of St. David’s preached a long and very tedious
sermon, stuffed with the grossest flattery, which must have
bored the poor boy to distraction.

The good people of London were delighted with their
young prince, and went to the most absurd lengths to
give him pleasure. Stow, quoting from an old manuscript,
gives a most amusing account of a ‘“ mummery ”’ got up
by the Londoners for the entertainment of Prince Richard,
just before Candlemas, 1377. A hundred and thirty
citizens in fancy costume and mounted on horseback,
accompanied by bands and torch-bearers, rode over
London Bridge, through Southwark, to the royal manor
of Kennington, at which country retreat the Prince and
his mother were then residing. First came forty-eight
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citizens attired as esquires, then a like number got up as
knights. Next came the two principal personages of the
procession, dressed in magnificent robes to represent
respectively the Pope and the Emperor. Attending on
them were twenty-four cardinals, while the rest of the
mummers personated ambassadors from foreign Powers.

The cavalcade was warmly welcomed by Joan and
Richard, the Holland boys, and the great lords and ladies
of the Court invited to see the fun. And good fun it must
have been for the Prince and his mother. When they had
taken their places in the great hall of the manor, the chief
citizen produced a pair of dice and challenged the Prince
to a throw. Now these dice were so loaded that, whoever
threw them, they were bound to turn up in favour of the
Prince. The chronicler does not explain how this happy
result was brought about, but it seemed to work all right.
Richard got quite keen on the game and had soon emptied
the citizens’ purses of all their gold. Then they placed
on the table a bowl, a cup and a ring, all made of gold
and inset with jewels, and Richard won them all in three
casts. The buxom Joan was looking on with eager eyes,
and being very fond of finery, was by no means displeased
when the citizens turned their attention to her and gave
her the chance of winning a few trinkets of no small value.
The young Hollands and the noble guests all had their
turn at this wonderful and lucrative game, and it must be
admitted that the good Londoners thoroughly deserved
the sumptuous repast with which Joan regaled them before
they rode merrily home with fuller insides and lighter
pockets.

John of Gaunt was as cordially detested by the people of
London as the Prince of Wales was loved. An occasion
soon presented itself for an open manifestation of this
dislike. John Wycliffe was summoned before a Synod (held
in St. Paul’s) togive an account of histeachings and writings.
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The Archbishop Simon of Sudbury, and Courtenay, Bishop
of London, were quite inclined to give him a sympathetic
hearing, but his cause was ruined by the tactless and
truculent behaviour of his supporters, John of Gaunt and
Lord Percy.

No sooner had they entered the church than they began
brawling and pushing people about, and assuming a
haughty control of the proceedings. This drew forth a
remonstrance from the Bishop of London, and John of
Gaunt, who had no love for prelates, began abusing bishops
in general. Courtenay, a high-spirited son of the Earl of
Devon, could hold his own in repartee with the highest in
the land, and answered him so smartly that John lost his
temper and threatened to drag Courtenay out of the
church by his hair. This insult to their bishop was too
much for the onlookers, who assumed such a threatening
attitude that Lancaster and Percy thought it prudent to
beat a retreat.

A little while later they were sitting down to dinner at
the Palace of the Savoy, thinking themselves quite safe.
But they reckoned without the London mob; a howling
and hooting was heard outside, the door was broken in,
and the Palace was invaded by a crowd of roughs out for
blood and plunder. The objects of their hatred fled
dinnerless away, and only just in time, for a man who was
mistaken for Percy was murdered by the mob. The
outbreak was quelled by the arrival of the popular Bishop,
who reminded the roughs that it was wicked to murder
people in Lent !

Meanwhile Lancaster and Percy had fled to the only
safe place of refuge, the royal manor of Kennington. The
good-natured Joan willingly lent them her protection.
She subsequently interceded with the city fathers on behalf
of her brother-in-law to such purpose that, after mutual
apologies, a reconciliation was patched up and Lancaster
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could once more enter the city of London without fear of
molestation, but it was a long time before he received
anything like a civic welcome.

Perhaps John of Gaunt was not quite so black as he is
painted by historians. He certainly had some good points.
One of these, his support of Wycliffe, was shared by the
Princess of Wales, though for rather different reasons.
While Lancaster used him as a weapon against the Church,
Joan had a real admiration for him as a reformer, and was
an eager student of his writings. Later in the year, when
Wycliffe was cited by the Pope to appear before a synod
at Lambeth, it was a tactful message from Joan which
stopped the proceedings.

In June the old King was lying on his death-bed at
Shene, under the jealous care of Alice Perrers. When the
citizens of London perceived that the end was near they
sent a deputation to Joan and Richard, who were then
staying at Kingston. They expressed their loyalty and
devotion to Richard as their new King, and their desire
to have him in their keeping, in view of the uncertain
course events might take when the old King died. So
Joan and the Prince of Wales took up their residence in
the Tower of London in the midst of the faithful citizens.

When Alice Perrers saw that King Edward was at his
last gasp, she collected all the portable property she could
lay her hands on, including the rings off the dying man’s
fingers, and fled from Shene. The servants pillaged the
Palace and likewise made off with their plunder. The
only person present at the bedside of Edward III when
he breathed his last was a mendicant friar, who had
wandered into the empty palace in search of alms.

The King died on the 21st of June, 1377. It was a
critical moment for a boy of ten to ascend the throne,
for the truce with France had just expired. Before Richard
had been King for a week the French and Spanish fleets
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were ravaging the South Coast, plundering and burning
at Rye, Lewes and the Isle of Wight. The young King,
however, was crowned without delay by the Archbishop
Simon of Sudbury. He was entrusted to the care of his
mother, his half-brother, Sir John Holland, and his father’s
old friend, Sir Simon Burley. His boldness and tact at the
time of Wat Tyler’s insurrection, when even his ferocious
half-brothers hid themselves from the mob, gave promise
of a glorious reign which was not fulfilled. He committed
the government of the kingdom to unworthy favourites,
whose unpopularity gave Thomas of Woodstock the chance
to play the tyrant. His marriage with ‘““good ” Queen
Anne of Bohemia was a very happy one, but after her
death Richard’s character deteriorated, and he was largely
responsible for his own undoing. The last sad scenes of
his reign belong to the next chapter.

The Princess of Wales lived for ten years after her son
came to the throne. She grew so fat that she could not
walk, and had to be carried about in a litter; but she
retained her charm of manner and countenance to the
end. When Wat Tyler's rebellion broke out she was
returning from a pilgrimage to Canterbury. The mob
set upon her at Blackheath, but her ready wit and good
nature made such an impression on the rioters that she
was allowed to proceed to the Tower on payment of the
toll of a few kisses.

At the Tower she did not fare so well. Her apartments
were invaded by the mob, who prodded her bed with their
spears. For her greater security she was removed to a
house in Carter Street, called the Wardrobe, and there
from time to time she was visited by her son, who made
it his first duty to comfort and reassure his dear mother.
Her Holland sons were not so considerate. They gave her
trouble for the rest of her life, and John indirectly was the
cause of her death.
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One day in 1385 a monk accused John of Gaunt of
conspiring to take the King’s life. He was placed in the
custody of Sir John Holland. The next morning the monk
was dead, and Holland admitted that he had strangled
him during the night. Joan interceded so effectively for
her son that she obtained his pardon, for one monk more
or less did not make much difference, and the fellow was
obviously a liar and a scoundrel.

But a little later John Holland committed a more
important murder; this time his victim was no less a
person than the son of the Earl of Stafford. Holland fled
to the sanctuary at Beverley, and Richard, who was then
on the way to Scotland, swore that if he ever came out he
should perish. The distracted mother followed Richard
from place to place in her litter, imploring and weeping in
vain. The fatigue and distress were more than she could
bear, and she was carried away to die of a broken heart
at the Castle of Wallingford. Richard then relented and
pardoned his half-brother on the condition that he made a
pilgrimage to the Holy Land. But he never got farther
than Spain with his father-in-law of Lancaster, where,
according to Froissart, he performed prodigies of knightly
prowess.

He lived by the sword and perished on the block, a victim
to the spite of a cruel old woman.
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THenty of MDonmouth

PRINCE OF WALES, 1399-1413
(KING HENRY V, 1413-1422)

OR the third time John of Gaunt comes into our
story. We have seen him playing the parts of
brother and uncle to a Prince of Wales; he now appears
in the role of grandfather to Harry of Monmouth. By
his marriage with Blanche of Lancaster, John of Gaunt
had a son named Henry of Bolingbroke, Earl of Derby,
who was thus, like his cousin Richard 1I, a Plantagenet
on both sides. Bolingbroke married Mary Bohun, co-
heiress of the Earl of Hereford, and became the father of
a future Prince of Wales, King of England, and Conqueror
of France.

Young Harry, or Hal, as he was called to distinguish
him from his father, was born at the Castle of Monmouth
in August, 1387. The messenger despatched to announce
the good news to the happy father, in his haste to secure
the lavish reward bestowed on such occasions, rode his
horse to death. Very little is known of Harry’s infancy,
but that he had a nurse named Joanna Waring is witnessed
by an annuity of £20 bestowed upon her by the grateful
Henry V “in consideration of good services done to him
in former days.”
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At the time of Harry’s birth his grandfather was in
Portugal, prosecuting his claim to the crown of Castile
by right of his second wife, the daughter of Pedro the
Cruel. But his armies were destroyed by disease and
the strong wines of the country, and John of Gaunt
returned home in 1389 a chastened man. He had lost
his ambition to mount a throne, and for the rest of his
life he played the part of a kind old uncle to Richard II.
The young King found in him a supporter against the
tyranny of his uncle Thomas, Duke of Gloucester; for
John was not on good terms with his youngest brother.
The cause of the unfriendliness was Bolingbroke’s marriage
with Mary Bohun. Gloucester had married her elder
sister, Eleanor, and wishing to secure the whole of the
Hereford inheritance for himself, he shut Mary up in a
nunnery. But John of Gaunt came to the rescue and
married her to his son Henry; and Gloucester never’
forgave his brother and nephew for playing him such an
ungentlemanly trick.

John of Gaunt was also at enmity with his son. More
than once he accused Bolingbroke of plotting against the
King, and Richard had to save him from his father’s
fury. Bolingbroke’s position got so precarious that he had
to leave the country, and for three years he fought and
wandered as a knight-errant and pilgrim in Africa, Livonia,
and the Holy Land, returning now and then to pay a
flying visit to his wife and increasing family. Poor Mary
of Hereford died at the early age of twenty-three. She
had presented her husband with five more children ; three
sons, John, Thomas, and Humphrey, and two daughters,
Blanche and Philippa.

Henry was at Tunis when he heard of Humphrey’'s
birth. He rewarded the messenger with thirteen shillings
and fourpence, quite a decent tip at that period; but
Humphrey’s tutor, Thomas Rothwell, must have found
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the same sum rather inadequate as a term’s salary, even
in the days when eggs were ten a penny. Doctors were
not much better paid than tutors. Mr. Tyler tells us that
a certain Thomas Pye received six and eightpence for
riding from London to Leicester ‘with all speed, on
account of the illness of young Lord Henry.”

After their mother’s death the whole family were taken
under the care of their maternal grandmother, the Countess
of Hereford, who saw that they were brought up in the
way they should go. Religion was an important feature
in the curriculum. When they went to church it was
ordained that they should sit out the whole service, and
if by any chance a member of the family was unable to
go, he or she had to send the usual contribution to the
offertory. The old lady’s gifts to her grandchildren took
the form of missals and breviaries.

Harry’s education was entrusted to his uncle, Henry
Beaufort, and that he was well instructed in all the arts
of peace and war may be gathered from the wardrobe
accounts of the period. Such items appear as ‘“ 84. for
harp-strings for the young Lord Henry,” “ four shillings
for seven books of grammar,” and “ twelvepence for a
new scabbard for a sword for the young Lord Henry.”
The sword-knot, of black silk tissue, cost one and sixpence.

Tradition has it that the young Lord Henry went into
residence at Queen’s College, Oxford. There is no record
of him as a member of the University, but it is quite
probable that he lived at the College as the private pupil
of Henry Beaufort, who was Chancellor at that time.

When Harry was about ten years old a tragedy occurred
which ranks amongst those great historic mysteries which
have never been solved. Thomas of Gloucester, though by
no means a distinguished soldier himself, was always
clamouring for war with France. John of Gaunt, who had
seen more fighting than any man of his time, was striving
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" for peace. King Richard favoured the peace party, and
astonished everybody by marrying, as his second wife, the
French King’s daughter, Isabel, alittle girl of seven. This
made Gloucester more hostile than ever. At last Richard
lost his patience, and showing some of the high spirit of
his father, he arrested his uncle with his own hands and
sent him to Calais in custody of Thomas Mowbray, the
Earl Marshal, there to await his trial for treason. At
Calais Gloucester suddenly died, and it was commonly
reported that Richard ordered his death. He certainly
had good cause to get rid of his uncle, but his complicity
was never proved.

However, some time afterwards, Bolingbroke (now Duke
of Hereford) accused Mowbray (now Duke of Norfolk) of
murdering Gloucester at Calais. Readers of Shakespeare
will remember how these two ‘‘ wrath-kindled gentlemen ”’
had a violent quarrel in the presence of the King, abusing
each other with all the choicest invectives in their (or
Shakespeare’s) vocabulary. Richard failed to pacify them,
and ordered them to fight it out in the lists at Coventry.
When the trumpet sounded for the tilt, the King threw
down his warder, and banished Mowbray for life and
Bolingbroke for ten years. This was a mistake, for
Bolingbroke was very popular.

Another false step followed. A few months later * old
John of Gaunt, time-honoured Lancaster,” departed this
life at the not-very-advanced age of fifty-eight. Richard
confiscated his estates, the inheritance of Bolingbroke.
Then he made a third mistake ; he went to Ireland. Even
as far back as 1399 there was trouble in Ireland. The Lord-
Lieutenant had just been killed in suppressing an outbreak.
Now this Lieutenant was the Earl of March, grandson of
Lionel Duke of Clarence, and heir to the crown. He had
ever been loyal to Richard, and had once disclosed a
conspiracy got up by the Duke of Gloucester to place him
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on the throne. Richard was determined to avenge his
death, and embarked with his army for Waterford, leaving
his disaffected kingdom to the care of his shifty uncle,
Edmund of York, and the tender mercies of his minions
Bagot, Scrope, Bushey and Greene. He took with him as
hostages young Harry of Monmouth and another boy, a
year or two older, Humphrey, son of the late Duke of
Gloucester,

Harry’s introduction to warfare was not very promising.
The rebel (or patriot) chiefs retreated before Richard to
their woods and marshes. There was no getting at them,
and all the King could do was to set fire to the forests and
try to burn them out. Once, when there seemed to be
some promise of a fight, Richard summoned Harry and
Humphrey to his presence, and solemnly conferred the
honour of knighthood on his two young cousins.

“ Fair cousin,” he said to Harry, “ henceforth be gallant
and bold, for unless you conquer you will have little name
for valour.” Strange words from the unsuccessful King to
the future hero of Agincourt !

Richard made little headway in the bogs and forests,
and soon returned to Dublin. Instead of hastening back
to his kingdom he wasted precious time. One day he heard
that Bolingbroke had landed at Ravenspur in Yorkshire
to claim his inheritance. He remembered how old John
of Gaunt had warned him against his son, and exclaimed:
‘“ Ah, fair uncle of Lancaster, Heaven reward your soul !
Had I believed you, this man would not have injured me.
Thrice have I pardoned him ; this is his fourth offence.”
Then he sent for Harry, and said :

“ Harry, my child, see what your father has done to
me ; he has invaded my land as an enemy, and put my
subjects to death. I am sorry for you, for by this unhappy
proceeding of your father you will probably lose your
inheritance.”
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“In truth, my lord,” answered Harry, “I am sorry
for these tidings, and I trust you are assured of my
innocence.”

“ Your father’s crime does not attach to you,” said the
King, “ and therefore I hold you excused.”

The news of Bolingbroke’s return had travelled slowly,
for owing to storms no ship had crossed to Ireland for
six weeks, and Bolingbroke had got a good start. Even
then Richard did not return at once, but sent the Earl of
Salisbury to rally the men of Wales and Cheshire. He
followed a fortnight later, after placing Harry and his
cousin in safe custody in the Castle of Trim.

Some weeks afterwards a messenger arrived at Trim—
not from Richard but from Bolingbroke—with instructions
to bring the boys to England. But he found only one boy
there, and that was Harry. The damp climate had done
its work,and poor Humphrey had succumbed to a malignant
fever. When Harry arrived at Chester he found Richard
a prisoner in the hands of Bolingbroke, and heard what
had happened. His long delay had cost him his crown.
His faithful Welshmen, believing a report that Richard was
dead, had dispersed to their homes, and the poor King,
deserted by the Percies, his uncle of York, and that high
spirit he had shown on former occasions, meekly resigned
himself to his fate. Bitterly he reproached himself for
having allowed Bolingbroke to live. * Thrice did I save
the life of this Henry of Lancaster,” he said. * Once my
dear uncle, his father, would have put him to death for
his treason and villainy. I rode all night to save him, and
his father delivered him to me to do with him as I
pleased.”

But regrets were of no avail. The whole nation seemed
to be in favour of Bolingbroke. The citizens of London,
once so proud of their youthful King, would no longer
give him any other title than Richard of Bordeaux, and
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were shouting, *“ Long live the Duke of Lancaster!” A
Parliament was summoned at Westminster and Richard
was forced to abdicate. Henry claimed the vacant throne,
““ for three reasons,” says Froissart: “ First, by conquest ;
second, from being heir to it; third, from the pure and
free resignation which King Richard had made of it. The
Parliament then declared that it was their will he should
be King, and the day of the coronation was fixed for the
feast of St. Edward, which fell on a Monday, the 13th day
of October.”

The festivities made a most favourable impression on
the citizens, especially the fountains in Cheapside, which
“ perpetually ran with white and red wine.” Harry of
Monmouth was a brilliant figure in the procession, bearing
the sword of mercy. His father rode under a canopy of
blue silk, borne by six burgesses of Dover. The sword of
justice was carried by the Earl of Northumberland, and the
sceptre by the Earl of Westmorland.

To make up for any flaw in his title to the crown, Henry
was determined that there should be no doubt about his
coronation. He was consecrated by two archbishops and
ten bishops. Different stories are told about the origin
of the holy oil with which he was anointed, but it was
evidently something very special, as Richard II seems to
have carried it about in his pocket, and Bolingbroke took
it from him at Flint. After the Archbishop had placed the
crown of St. Edward on his head, King Henry IV gave a
grand dinner. He put himself right with the Church by
having only the two archbishops and seventeen bishops
at his table. He was waited on by Harry of Monmouth
and the Earl of Northumberland, who must have been
rather embarrassed by their respective swords of state
which they had to carry throughout the meal.

Two days later Harry was created Prince of Wales;
not simply by the prerogative of the King, but by the
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assent of the Lords and Commons of the realm, for Henry
was glad to have the succession made secure by Act of
Parliament. But the people of Wales were not at all
inclined to transfer their allegiance from the son of the
Black Prince to the son of Bolingbroke ; and it took Harry
seven long years to win his Principality.

Henry IV was a conscientious man and honestly thought
that his coming to the throne was a great blessing to
England. After a happy and prosperous reign he hoped
to set out for the Holy Land and fulfil the old prophecy,
“In Jerusalem shall Henry die.” But it was not to be.
Though he started his reign by showing mercy and forbear-
ance to Richard’s few adherents, a conspiracy was soon
on foot against him. The prime mover was Richard’s
half-brother, John Holland, who had been degraded from
his Dukedom of Exeter to his Earldom of Huntingdon.
He was joined by two other degraded dukes; his
nephew, the Earl of Kent, and York’s son, the Earl of
Rutland.

Henry was going to celebrate the new year (1400) by
holding a grand tournament at Windsor, and Huntingdon,
although he was Henry’s brother-in-law, proposed to murder
the King and the four Princes in their beds after a family
supper-party to which he and Rutland had been invited.
When it came to the point, Rutland, who had inherited
his father’s timidity, took fright and failed to arrive at
the rendezvous at Colnbrook. Huntingdon sent him a
letter, and Rutland was fool enough to go in to dinner
with this letter sticking out of his doublet.

“ What’s that letter ? ”’ asked his father.

“ Oh, nothing of importance,” said Rutland.

“Then let me read it,” said the Duke; and Rutland
refusing, his father snatched the paper from him and
read it.

‘“A plot against the King! We shall all be executed ! ”
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roared the father. ‘“ My boots! My horse!” And off he
rode through the dark to Windsor. Rutland set off after
him, arrived first at Windsor and, under promise of pardon,
disclosed the plot to the King. Henry acted promptly—
horses and ponies were saddled without delay, and with
their father for their guide, the Prince of Wales and his
three brothers galloped through the Great Park, and
carefully avoiding the neighbourhood of Colnbrook, arrived
in London before daybreak.

Hardly had they gone than Huntingdon and his band
arrived at the Castle, and it was not till they had hacked
all the woodwork to chips and torn the tapestry to shreds
that they were convinced that their victims had eluded
their fate.

The King marched out of London at the head of 16,000
citizens. Kent fled to Cirencester, where he was set upon
and killed by the townspeople. Huntingdon reached the
coast, took a boat, and was shipwrecked on the coast of
Essex, to fall into the hands of the old Countess of Hereford,
who had him beheaded. Rutland lived to become Duke
of York, and to redeem an inglorious life by a glorious death
at Agincourt.

After this hairbreadth escape from assassination the -
Prince of Wales began to think about getting married.
Though he was only twelve years old it was not the first
time his thoughts had turned in this direction. Some time
before, he had courted young Mary of Brittany and been
accepted, but Mary’s mother got a better offer and married
her daughter to the Duke d’Alencon. This time Harry
made advances to the little widowed Queen, but Isabel
would not believe in Richard’s death at Pontefract, and
refused to have anything to do with Harry. When, a
little later, Harry tried his luck a second time with better
chances of success, that same Duchess of Brittany stepped
in again and married her niece Isabel to the Duke of
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Orleans. Harry had the satisfaction of meeting both
these Dukes at Agincourt ; d’Alengon was slain, and Orleans
became the prisoner of his former rival.

The call to arms soon summoned the young Prince from
Court to camp. There was trouble in Wales. The cause
of the trouble was an old gentleman named Owayn Glyndy-
frdwy, or in plain English, Owen Glendower. He had been
educated for the law at the Inner Temple, and at one time
he had served as a squire to Richard II and was devoted
to his cause. He had roused the Welsh for Richard, and
made several ‘gallant attempts to rescue him from Boling-
broke on his way to London. After Richard’s death he
settled down peacefully on his estates in Wales, and would
probably have given no further trouble if Henry had
behaved more civilly towards him. But when he appealed
for justice against an English baron who had invaded his
domains he was treated with scorn, and began reprisals
on his own account. This was represented to the King
as rebellion, so he invaded Wales to put Owen down.
But Owen did not risk a pitched battle, and the King,
tired of wandering about the mountains, withdrew. He
entrusted the matter to Harry Percy—surnamed Hotspur,
son of the Earl of Northumberland—who enrolled an army
at his own expense, and laid siege to some castles in North
Wales. The Prince of Wales was attached to Hotspur’s
army, and thus he had the advantage of studying the art
of war under the greatest commander of the age. In a
despatch to his father this boy of thirteen tells how he
ravaged the lands of Glendower and burnt two of his
houses, but found nobody to fight with.

Glendower now took the style and title of Prince of
Wales, as heir of Llewellyn, and raised the old Welsh
standard of the dragon. The King made two more attempts
to invade Wales, and each time was driven back by dreadful
storms raised by Glendower’s magic art (for Owen was by

G
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way of being a wizard). The old chief was thus able to
boast :

‘“ Three times hath Henry Bolingbroke made head
Against my power. Thrice from the banks of Wye
And sandy-bottomed Severn have I sent him
Bootless home and weather-beaten back.”

Harry Hotspur was recalled from Wales and sent to
fight the Scots. Glendower, having produced a comet in
the heavens to inspire his followers with a favourable
omen, immediately renewed his activities. This time Sir
Edmund Mortimer marched against him with his retainers
—half English, half Welsh—and was defeated and taken
prisoner at Brynglas. Henry’s annoyance at Glendower’s
success was tempered by a secret pleasure at the capture
of Mortimer, who was uncle to the young Earl of March,
the rightful heir to the throne. He was so pleased to have
him out of the way that he refused to ransom him, and
Mortimer made his peace with Owen by marrying the old
man'’s daughter and becoming his ally.

Of all those to whom Henry owed his throne he had
most reason to be grateful to the Percies—the Earl of
Northumberland, his brother, Earl of Worcester, and his
son, Harry Hotspur. At this time they were smarting
under Henry’s cold treatment of them, and Hotspur had
two private grievances of his own, namely, Henry’s refusal
to ransom his brother-in-law, Sir Edmund Mortimer, and
Henry's claim to the Scottish prisoners he had taken at
the battle of Homildon Hill. So Hotspur, bitter with
rebellious thoughts, had a secret meeting with Glendower
and Mortimer. It was decided that Henry should be
overthrown, and over a map of England they arranged
that Owen should have all the land west of the Severn,
Hotspur the land north of the Trent, and the rest of the
kingdom was to belong to Mortimer’s nephew, the Earl of
March. Hotspur then collected an army, ostensibly for
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the invasion of Scotland. The King did not get wind of
the conspiracy till Hotspur, with his uncle, the Earl of
Worcester, and his prisoner, the Earl of Douglas, was
actually on his way to join Glendower. Henry happened
to be on the way to Scotland, but calling upon the Prince
of Wales to join him with his levies, he turned aside at
Burton-on-Trent, and intercepted the rebel army near
Shrewsbury on the 21st of July, 1403. Both Henry and
Hotspur hesitated before coming to blows, and messengers
were sent from one side to the other, but all hope of coming
to an understanding was destroyed by the insolence of
Hotspur’s uncle, Worcester.

As he was arming for the fray, Hotspur received a nasty
shock. He asked his squire for his favourite sword,
and was informed that he had left it behind at the
village of Berwick, where he had slept the previous
night.

“ Berwick ! ”’ exclaimed Hotspur with dismay. “ Did I
sleep at Berwick ? Alas, then, my death is near at hand,
for a wizard told me that I should not live long after I
had seen Berwick, which I thought was the town in the
North. Yet will I not be cheaply won.”

The battle began by a terrible discharge of arrows from
Hotspur’s archers, who were posted in a field of peas where
the English horsemen could not ride them down. The
Prince of Wales received a wound in the face, but obstin-
ately refused to be borne from the field, protesting, ““ To
be carried away without victory would be perpetual
death.” The King’s men fell back before the shower of
arrows, making a way for Hotspur and Douglas to lead a
dashing charge. To the cries of ‘ Esperance, Percy!”
they fought their way into the very thick of the King’s
army, carrying all before them. Sir Walter Blunt, the
King’s standard-bearer, was killed, and two or three other
knights, disguised in the royal insignia, were also cut down,
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The King and his valiant son were hard pressed and fighting
as it were with their backs to the wall—it seemed as if
Hotspur must win the day—when a shout arose, “ Harry
Percy is killed|”” And so it was—a chance arrow had
pierced Hotspur’s brain, and this hero of many fights lay
lifeless on the field. His death could not be concealed.
A dead Percy could not win the fight at Shrewsbury as a
dead Douglas had won at Otterbourne. The rebels,
losing heart at the loss of their leader, fell back. Prince
Harry rallied his men for a charge, and the day was won
for the King.

The battle only lasted three hours. Worcester was
taken alive, beheaded as a traitor, and his head was stuck up
on London Bridge. Hotspur’s body was given honourable
burial, but his head was afterwards placed on the gates of
York as a proof of his death.

Shakespeare’s account of the Battle of Shrewsbury is
dramatic and comic, but not historic. Harry of Monmouth
meets Harry Hotspur face to face, and says:

“I am the Prince of Wales: and think not, Percy,
To share with me in glory any more :
Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere ;

Nor can one England brook a double reign
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales.”

Hotspur quite reasonably considers this speech rather
presumptuous from a boy of fifteen, and tells Harry the
Prince that he can no longer brook his vanities ; whereupon
they fight. Old Falstaff now appears, and is set upon by
Douglas. The wily old man pretends to fall down dead,
and Douglas departs. The Prince then gives Hotspur a
mortal wound, and leaves him lying dead. Falstaff takes
the body on his back, and meeting the Prince again,
claims to have killed Hotspur himself. * If your father
will do me any honour, so; if not, let him kill the next
Percy himself,” he says.
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“ Why,” says the Prince, *“ Percy I killed myself and
saw thee dead.”

“Didst thou?” says Falstaff indignantly. ‘‘Lord,
Lord, how this world is given to lying | I grant you I was
down and out of breath, and so was he ; but we rose both
at aninstant and fought a long hour by Shrewsbury clock.”

After the Battle of Shrewsbury a “ Commission of Mercy *’
was held by the Prince of Wales, and pardon was granted
to all those who would return peaceably to their homes.
The King then left it to his son to settle Wales as best he
could, and for four years he was employed in this thankless
task. He was very hard up for money, and for the second
time he had to pawn his plate. At his headquarters at
Worcester hereceived distinguished visitorsas paying-guests!

Only once did he get a chance of fighting a pitched
battle. This was at Grosmont in 1405, when Harry
rounded up and routed 8,000 so-called ‘‘ rebels’’ com-
manded by two of Glendower’s sons. He took one prisoner
of note, and wrote to his father: “ I would have sent him
to you but that he cannot yet ride at his ease!” For
two more years the Prince was occupied in crushing the
sparks of rebellion in Wales, until at last Glendower ceased
his activities, and Harry was able to settle down in London.

All this time the young Earl of March and his brother
Roger Mortimer had been captive-guests of the King in
Windsor Castle. Now Henry’s half-crazy cousin, Constance
of York, had a grudge against him, and conceived the idea
of paying him out by releasing the Mortimers and escaping
with them to Wales. She got a Windsor locksmith to
make her some false keys, unlocked the door of their
apartment in the dead of night, and had got well on her
way to Wales with the two boys before she was overtaken.
She threw all the blame on her brother; and Rutland,
innocent for once in his life, was imprisoned in Pevensey
Castle. The locksmith first had his hands chopped off
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and was then decapitated ; but Constance escaped with a
reprimand. The two boys were shut up in rigorous
confinement in the Norman Tower. When Prince Harry
heard of their plight he begged that they might be given
to him as his wards, and the request being granted, he had
them carefully educated and supplied with every kind of
amusement, thereby earning their life-long devotion and
gratitude.

When we come to Prince Harry's life in London between
the years 1407 and 1413 we are faced with a puzzle.
Contemporary documents make him out a sober and
serious-minded prince, devoted to affairs of Church and
State. Tradition, and Shakespeare enlarging on tradition,
give him the reputation of a midnight reveller and amateur
cut-purse. First of all, we will consider Shakespeare’s
riotous Prince Hal. To suit his own purposes the dramatist
ante-dates events by several years, so that at the age of
twelve Harry is quite well-known as a bad lot. In the
last act of King Richard I1 Bolingbroke makes the following
uncomplimentary reference to his son and heir :

““Can no man tell me of my unthrifty son ?

*Tis full three months since I did see him last.
If any plague hang o’er us, ’tis he
1 would to God, my lords, he might be found:
Inquire at London, ’‘mongst the taverns there,
For there, they say, he daily doth frequent,
With unrestrained loose companions,
Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes
And beat our watch and rob our passengers.’’

In the first act of King Henry IV the King envies
Northumberland for having Hotspur for his son. He
exclaims :

“O! that it could be proved
That some night-tripping fairy had exchanged
In cradle-clothes our children where they lay,
And called mine Percy, his Plantagenet.
Then would I bave his Harry, and he mine.”
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Hotspur was twenty-one years of age when Harry of
Monmouth was born, and even in cradle-clothes would
have been rather a handful for a night-tripping fairy.

The next scene introduces us to the Prince and his low
companions. They arrange to waylay some rich merchants
at Gadshill. The Prince and Poins make a private plot
of their own to disguise themselves and fall upon Falstaff
and the others as they are sharing the spoil. It all comes
off as arranged, and next day, at the Boar’s Head in
Eastcheap, Falstaff, splendide mendax, recounts that
famous story of the ever-increasing men in buckram. The
scene in which the Prince and Falstaff alternately pretend
to be the King and give each other a solemn lecture is
excellent and harmless fooling. And all this before the
Battle of Shrewsbury, when Harry was only fifteen years
old.

In the second part of the same play we have another
scene at Mistress Quickly’s tavern; the fooling is more
vulgar and less funny. In the last act Harry, as Henry V,
turns on his boon companions, and packs them off to the
Fleet Prison.

Now for a few facts. In 1409 the Prince of Wales was
appointed Warden of the Cinque Ports and Constable of
Dover at a salary of £300 a year (rather better than it
sounds nowadays). The next year he was made Captain
of Calais and President of the Council, and according to
the State papers of the day, he took a very prominent part
in the government of the Kingdom and dealings with
foreign ambassadors. He did not often attend his father’s
Court either at Windsor, Eltham or Westminster, except
for business purposes. There were two reasons for his
aloofness. In the first place his father had aged very
rapidly since he came to the throne, and in his later years
suffered from a horrible skin disease like leprosy, and from
apoplectic fits. His reign had been a failure, his illusions
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were shattered, and at the age of forty he was a soured
and suspicious old man, jealous of the popularity of his
eldest son.

But there was another reason for Harry’s dislike for the
Court. His father had presented him with a stepmother,
and this stepmother was none other than that Joanna of
Brittany who had frustrated his marriage with her daughter
Mary. She was the daughter of Charles the Bad, King
of Navarre, and though a fine figure of a woman, she was
uncommonly crafty, malicious, and avaricious. Harry
hated her like poison. He refused to be present at the
wedding, nor would he attend the grand festival of St.
George at Windsor Castle when she was there. And yet
once he humbled himself to ask a favour of his stepmother,
not for himself, but for the young Earl of March. The
latter had fallen in love with the Lady Anne Stafford,
daughter of the Duke of Gloucester, but the King would
not hear of the marriage of such a dangerous rival. Harry
begged Queen Joanna to use her influence with the King,
and she promised to do so for a bribe of £200. She does
not appear to have been successful, but she got her money,
as two entries in the Payment Rolls bear witness.

Joanna was reputed to be a witch, and she kept a pack
of sorcerers, necromancers, astrologers, and other hangers-on
at Windsor Castle. A few years later, embittered by the
loss of her brother and son-in-law at the Battle of Agincourt,
and the treatment of her son Arthur, Earl of Richmond,
an English Peer, who was captured while fighting for the
French, she encompassed the death of her stepson, King
Henry V, by witchcraft. By the advice of her confessor
and her tame magicians she had some waxen images made
of the King, stuck full of pins and put in a hot place to
melt. Henry was none the worse for it, but his brother
Bedford got wind of it, the confessor confessed, and was
strangled in the Tower. Joanna was bundled out of
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Windsor and shut up in Pevensey Castle until she was
released by her generous stepson.

It would have been better if Henry IV had turned his
attention to Joanna’s riff-raff instead of persecuting the
Lollards. Both father and son were very zealous against
the so-called heretics, and the Prince was present at the
burning of John Badby in 1410. Filled with compassion,
Harry offered the martyr a pension for life if he would
recant his opinions, but Badby resolutely refused. A
large barrel was then placed over him, and the fire lighted.
Badby was heard crying to God for mercy. The Prince
thought he was appealing to him, ordered the barrel to be
removed and the fire extinguished, and renewed his offer.
Badby again refused, and the Prince rode sadly away,
leaving the poor tailor to his fate.

King Henry presented the Prince of Wales with the
mansion called Coldharbour, in'the City of London. This
house was originally a possession of the Earls of Hereford,
and the Duke of Gloucester seized it by right of his wife,
Eleanor Bohun. He was forced to give it up to Bolingbroke,
who married Mary Bohun. When Bolingbroke was
banished Richard gave it to the Earl of Kent, and after
the violent death of Kent in his futile rebellion, it passed
once more into the hands of Henry IV. It was situated
in Dowgate Ward, quite close to London Bridge and not
far from Eastcheap. Here Prince Harry held his Court
during the last four years of his father’s reign. Here he
presided over the Council and received the Councillors and
Barons of the realm, and ambassadors from foreign states,
for his father was often too ill to attend to business. There
are records extant of large quantities of wine being stored
in the cellars of Coldharbour; and this fact, while supporting
the tradition that the Prince was fond of good cheer,
makes it seem improbable that he would find it necessary
to resort to the Boar’s Head in Eastcheap when he wanted
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a drink. On the other hand, he probably had many old
comrades with whom he had roughed it in Wales, and
could meet them on a more even footing at a tavern than
at Coldharbour.

When the Prince was not in London he often resided
at his manor of Cheylesmore, near Coventry. He must
have led a merry life there, for one night, it is said, he was
arrested and committed to Coventry gaol by the Mayor,
John Hornesby. This, however, is only a tradition, and
critical historians tell us we must not believe any of these
bad stories about the pious Prince. They are not mentioned,
they say, in the State papers of the period. Is it likely
they would be ? They were written down by scandalous
chroniclers a hundred years after Henry’s death. But
how did they originate, and why are they attributed to
Henry V? These critics even ask us to disbelieve that
priceless story about Judge Gascoyne—how the Prince
insulted (or struck) the judge, who committed him to
prison, and how pleased the King was with both of them.
One thing is certain, at least, that Harry, on coming to the
throne, dismissed Judge Gascoyne from his Privy Council.

The Prince of Wales was not the only one of his family to
get into trouble, for his brothers also came under the notice
of this same Judge Gascoyne. Stow narrates the following
lively incident, which occurred in the summer of 1410 :

“ The King’s sons, Thomas and John, being in Eastcheap,
at supper, or rather at breakfast (for it was after the
watch was broken up, between two and three of the clock,
after midnight), a great debate happened between their
men and others of the Court, which lasted for an hour,
even till the mayor and sheriffs with other citizens appeased
the same; for the which afterwards the said mayor,
aldermen and sheriffs were sent for to answer before the
King ; his sons and divers lords being highly moved against
the city. At which time, William Gascoyne, the King’s
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Justice, required the mayor and aldermen, for the citizens,
to put them in the King’s grace.” The King heartily
endorsed the action of the City authorities.

Early in 1412 the Prince was dismissed from the Presi-
dency of the Council, and his brother John appointed in
his place. The exact cause of offence is not known, but
it was probably due to the King’s suspicion and jealousy,
and the reports he heard of Harry’s behaviour. Perhaps
Joanna had a hand in it.

The Prince was seriously annoyed by these scandalous
rumours about himself, which penetrated even to the
King’s chamber. So one day, later in the year, he repaired
to the Palace with a large retinue, to explain matters to
his father and make his peace. The story is quaintly told
by Holinshed. When they entered the great hall the
followers durst advance no farther than the fireplace,
but the Prince himself and two or three chosen friends
(probably #not¢ Falstaff, Pistol and Bardolph) were admitted
to the King’s apartment. Harry was curiously got up for
the occasion ; he was arrayed ““in a gowne of blew satten
full of small oilet holes, at everie hole the needles hanging
by a silke thread with which it was sewed,” and round his
arm he wore “ an hounds collar set full of S S of gold.”
The Prince made an impassioned speech, and throwing
himself at the King’s feet and offering him his dagger, he
asked his father to stab him if he believed the accusations
made against him ‘‘ by smiling pick-thanks and base
newsmongers.” Of course the King did nothing of the
sort, but as his son probably expected, he embraced him
and gave him his forgiveness.

Henry’s reign was fast drawing to a close. At the age of
forty-six he was a worn-out old man. He rallied a little
towards Christmas, and with the New Year (1413) he
began to make preparations for a journey to the Holy
Land. But one day in March, as he was offering at the
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shrine of St. Edward in Westminster Abbey, he was
seized with an apoplectic fit. He was carried, unconscious,
into an adjoining chamber. When he came to his senses
he inquired if the room had any particular name. On
being told that it was called the Jerusalem Chamber, he
remembered the old prophecy, “ In Jerusalem shall Henry
die,” and resigned himself to his fate. He sent for the
crown and had it placed on a cushion by his side. Then he
fell into a trance, and his attendants covered his face with
a linen cloth.

Soon Prince Harry came in, and thinking his father was
dead, he walked off with the crown. When the King recov-
ered consciousness he uncovered his face, and noticed that
the crown had gone. He immediately summoned the Prince.

“ Fair son,” said the King, “for what reason did you
take the crown ? ”

“My lord,” answered the Prince, ““I took it by my
right as heir-apparent to the throne.”

“ Well,” said Henry, “ what right I had to it God alone
knows.”

“ You took it by the sword,” szid the Prince, “and by
the sword I will keep it.”

‘“ Then I refer all to God,” and after some parting advice
to his son, Henry of Bolingbroke passed away.

According to tradition the Prince’s nature underwent a
most astonishing change when he ascended the throne,
and Shakespeare emphasizes this point very strongly in
the first scene of King Henry V. The Archbishop of
Canterbury and the Bishop of Ely cannot speak too highly
in his praise. Says the Archbishop :

‘“ The breath no sooner left his father’s body
But that his wildness, mortified in him,
Seemed to die too: yea, at that very moment,
Consideration like an angel came,

And whipped the offending Adam out of him.”
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The Bishop of Ely suggests a plausible explanation :
‘“ The strawberry grows underneath the nettle,

And wholesome berries thrive and ripen best
Neighboured by fruit of baser quality :

And so the Prince obscured his contemplation

Under the veil of wildness; which, no doubt,

Grew like the summer grass, fastest by night,

Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty.”

Shakespeare has made ample amends for his libels on
the Prince of Wales by his glorification of King Henry V.
That pathetic prayer on the eve of Agincourt gives us an
insight into the true character of Harry of Monmouth.

“ Not to-day, O Lord,
O not to-day, think not upon the fault
My father made in compassing the crown.
I Richard’s body have interred anew
And on it have bestowed more contrite tears
Than from it issued forced drops of blood.
Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay,
Who twice a day their withered hands hold up
Toward heaven, to pardon blood; and I have built
Two chantries, where the sad and solemn priests
Sing still for Richard’s soul. More will I do;
Though all that I can do is nothing worth
Since that my penitence comes after all,
Imploring pardon.’

Henry V was crowned in Westminster Abbey three weeks
after his father’s death. He released the Earl of March
from captivity, married him to Lady Anne Stafford, and
allowed him to take his seat in the House of Lords. The
Earl of March well repaid this kindness by disclosing a
conspiracy to place him on the throne, for which his
brother-in-law, the Earl of Cambridge, lost his head.

After conquering France, Henry married Catherine,
daughter of the mad King Charles VI. He died from the
hardships of his last campaign on the 31st of August,
1422, leaving for his infant son a burden too heavy for
him to bear,
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ENRY VI never had a fair chance. From his very
birth he was up against a prophecy that “ Henry
born at Monmouth should have a short reign and everything
get; Henry born at Windsor should reign long and every-
thing lose.” There was no getting away from these
predictions. We have already seen one or two of them
fulfilled, and we shall meet with more instances later on.
Henry possessed none of the qualities of his masterful
and warlike father except his piety, and on his mother’s
side he only inherited his French grandfather’s lunacy.
He was a mild, shy, timid youth, devoted to study and
religion, and shocked by the rough behaviour and coarse
language of the young lords of his Court. He himself
never used a stronger expression than * forsooth,” or,
under extreme provocation, ‘‘ forsooth and forsooth.”
Henry was not fit to get married ; certainly not to a
woman like Margaret of Anjou. Of course he would never
have had the nerve to propose to a young lady himself.
The whole scheme was planned and carried out by the
Dukes of Suffolk and Somerset, and the poor King was
led like a lamb to the altar. When the wedding took place
in 1445 Henry was a blushing boy of twenty-three, and
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Margaret a proud beauty of sixteen. Was she not the
daughter of René, King of Jerusalem, Naples and Sicily,
Duke of Lorraine, and Count of Anjou, Bar and Provence ?
But René was a King without a kingdom, and what is
worse, without a treasury. Henry got no dowry with his
bride—on the contrary, he had to buy her at the price of
Anjou and Maine, “ the gates of Normandy.”

This marriage was a triumph of the peace party over
the war party ; of Beaufort over Gloucester. The Cardinal
and Humphrey of Gloucester died two years later, but the
feud was carried on between Richard Plantagenet, Duke
of York, and Edmund Beaufort, Duke of Somerset. The
former was the grandson of Edmund of Langley, and
descended through his mother from Lionel of Clarence.
He was thus heir-presumptive to the crown. Somerset
was the grandson of John of Gaunt. The two dukes
hated each other like poison: York wanted Somerset’s
head, and Somerset wanted York’s. The Queen favoured
and protected Somerset, but so long as the King was
childless, York could afford to wait. He was very popular,
while Somerset was execrated for parting with Anjou and
Maine. Margaret was not considered worth the price.

In September, 1453, the poor King completely lost his
wits, and York’s hopes ran high. A month later they were
dashed to the ground, for on the 13th of October, at
Westminster, Queen Margaret gave birth to a son. It was
St. Edward’s Day, and the boy was given the name of
the saint.

He was baptized by Bishop Waynflete of Winchester.
His godfathers were Cardinal Kempe and the Duke of
Somerset, and his godmother the Duchess of Buckingham.
An enormous sum was spent on cloth of gold and candles,
and the infant Prince’s christening robe cost £554.

Early in the New Year Prince Edward was taken to see
his father at Windsor, The Duke of Buckingham carried
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the royal babe into the King’s apartment, and besought
his father’s blessing for the child. Henry took no notice.
Then Margaret tried her hand, but the King still sat
motionless, silent and indifferent, with a fixed and stony
stare.

In March an attempt was made by twelve peers to
acquaint the King with the death of Cardinal Kempe,
Archbishop of Canterbury, but they failed to arouse his
interest. When these peers returned to London and
reported to Parliament that they could get no sign or
answer from the King, the Duke of York was nominated
Protector of the Realm. He acted with moderation and
restraint, and recognized the right of Prince Edward as
heir to the crown by creating him Prince of Wales on
Pentecost Sunday, the gth of June, 1454, and making
generous provision for his maintenance.

On Christmas Day the King suddenly recovered his
senses, and sent thankofferings to the shrine of St. Thomas
at Canterbury and the shrine of St. Edward at Westminster.
As soon as the Queen heard of his recovery she hastened
to present the little Prince. This time the King was quite
interested, and asked what the boy’s name was. She told
him it was Edward, and he thanked God. He was also
“ well content ”” with the godfathers, and when informed
of the death of Cardinal Kempe, he remarked : ‘* Then one
of the wisest lords in the land is dead.”

The Duke of York had to resign his Protectorship, and
Somerset, who had been imprisoned in the Tower, was
released and became a greater favourite than ever. York
retired to his Castle of Ludlow, summoned his retainers,
and prepared to put down Somerset by force of arms. In
this resolve he was supported by the two most powerful
barons in the kingdom, his brother-in-law, the Earl of
Salisbury, and Salisbury’s famous son, Richard Neville,
Earl of Warwick. The Yorkists marched on London;

T IR ——
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Somerset and the King went out to meet them. The armies
met at St. Albans. Margaret was at Greenwich with her
little son when she learned that the Lancastrian army had
been routed, that Somerset, Northumberland (the son of
Hotspur) and Clifford were slain, and her husband a captive
in the enemy’s camp. Somerset had been warned by a
soothsayer to * shun castles,” and while fighting gallantly
in the main street of St. Albans he suddenly found him-
self under the sign of an inn called the ‘“ Castle.” He lost
his nerve, and was killed on the spot.

The poor King went mad again, and was returned by
his captors to the loving care of Margaret. When he
recovered he strove hard to bring about a reconciliation
between the parties, with such success that Margaret
walked hand in hand with Richard of York, Salisbury with
the new Duke of Somerset, and Warwick with Exeter in
solemn procession to St. Paul’s Cathedral. This hollow farce
was known as * Love Day,” but Margaret and the sons of
the Lancastrian nobles slain at St. Albans were bitter at
heart and thirsting for revenge.

In 1459 Margaret took the young Prince of Wales on a
progress through his Earldom of Chester. Wherever he
went he distributed his badge, a silver swan, to likely
supporters of the cause of Lancaster. The Yorkists took
alarm. Richard once more rallied his adherents round him
at the Castle of Ludlow. Margaret, hearing that Salisbury
was marching from Middleham to join him with a large
force, sent Lord Audley to intercept him. The armies
met at Bloreheath. From the tower of a neighbouring
church Margaret saw her army routed and Audley slain.
She fled to the Prince at Eccleshall Castle, where she was
presently joined by the King, who inquired, with a faint
show of interest, which side had won.

However, the King (or Margaret) called the nation to
arms, and his loyal subjects flocked in thousands to his

3]
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standard. The Yorkist leaders at Ludlow were seized with
panic, and fled in all directions—Richard to Ireland, and
Salisbury and Warwick to Calais.

For a time the Red Rose triumphed. But in the summer
of 1460 Warwick landed at Sandwich. The men of Kent
helped to swell his army to 30,000, and he was received in
London with open arms. The King raised a large force at
Coventry, and the armies met at Northampton. The
Queen watched the fight with the young Prince from a
little hill, and once more she had the mortification of seeing
the White Rose triumph over the Red. Buckingham,
Shrewsbury and many other loyal nobles were slain.
Henry, quietly sitting in his tent, again fell into the hands
of the enemy—not Richard this time, but Richard’s hot-
headed son, Edward, Earl of March.

The Duke of York hastened back from Ireland, and was
received with pleasure by the citizens of London, who were
always favourably inclined to the White Rose. Refusing
to pay his respects to the King, he entered the House of
Lords and placed himself with one foot on the step of the
throne, and his hand on the cushion ; hoping that the peers
would cry, ““ Long live King Richard.” But there was a
gloomy silence. * Think of this matter, my lords,” said
the Duke, and walked sullenly out of the House.

A commission was appointed to hear York’s claim to the
throne. It was settled, with the King’s consent, that
Henry should be King for the rest of his life, and that then
the succession should revert to the house of York. But
in making this arrangement the mild Henry and the
ambitious Richard had reckoned without the high-spirited
Queen. From the rout at Northampton Margaret had
fled with her son to Durham, and then sought refuge in
Wales. On the journey they fell among thieves and were
robbed of all they possessed. Margaret scornfully rejected
a summons from the Duke of York to bring her son to
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London, and after spending a few months at Harlech
Castle, mother and son embarked for Scotland.

King James of Scotland had just been killed by the
bursting of a cannon at the siege of Roxburgh, but Margaret
found a friend in his young widow, Mary of Gueldres. A
conference, remarkable for the quantity of wine consumed,
was held at Dumfries, and a marriage was arranged between
the seven-year-old Prince of Wales and a Scottish Princess.
Money was forthcoming, and Margaret had no difficulty
in raising an army of rough Borderers, eager for the spoil
of the South. The Northern Counties of England were
loyal to the Red Rose, and in the bleak month of December
the Queen was able to march into Yorkshire at the head
of 18,000 men.

The Duke of York had heard rumours of Margaret’s
preparations, and on Christmas Eve he was at Sandal
Castle, near Wakefield, with an army of 5,000. Margaret
taunted him with cowardice and challenged him to come
out and fight. Richard was urgently advised by an old
veteran named David Hall, to stay where he was, but
he was stung by the taunts of a woman, and answered:
““No man ever saw me keep fortress when I was in Nor-
mandy, even when the Dauphin came to besiege me.
Would you have me shut myself up for dread of a scolding
woman whose weapons are her tongue and her nails ? ”’

Now Margaret had laid a trap for him ; while Somerset
barred the way to Wakefield, Wiltshire and the Black
Clifford were in ambush on the flanks. When Richard
sallied out he thought he had only Somerset to deal with.
He was quickly undeceived. Attacked on three sides, he
fought the unequal fight till a body of Borderers came
up and completed the Lancastrian victory. The Duke
himself and 3,000 of his followers were slain. The Black
Clifford cut off Richard’s head and brought it to Margaret
on the end of a pike, She had it crowned with a
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paper crown and stuck up on the gates of York, along
with the head of Salisbury, who was captured and be-
headed after the battle. Two vacant spaces were left for
the heads of Warwick and the Earl of March.

Margaret had at last won a victory, and was soon to
win another—this time over the greatest warrior of the
age, the Earl of Warwick. The Lancastrian army marched
on London, and Warwick, with the captive King, came out
to give battle. They met at St. Albans, and for the second
time the streets of that city were the scene of a sanguinary
combat. Warwick was worsted, and had to retreat to
London. Henry was left behind in his tent with two old
Yorkist noblemen who volunteered to take care of him.
It is sad to relate that their kindness was rewarded with
decapitation ; one chronicler says by order of the Prince
of Wales, but this is too absurd. After returning thanks
in St. Albans Abbey, the King knighted his son and thirty
other young gentlemen who had helped to gain the victory
for the Red Rose.

The Londoners shut their gates on Margaret and her
plundering Borderers, and news arrived that Edward, Earl
of March, had routed Jasper Tudor at Mortimer’s Cross
and was marching to the relief of London. So Margaret
had to retreat, and after her two great victories soon found
herself back again in Yorkshire.

The Earl of March received a rapturous welcome in
London and was proclaimed King, as Edward IV, in
Westminster Hall. But he could not feel safe on his
throne while Margaret was rallying her supporters in the
North. He quickly levied an army and set out, with
Warwick, for Yorkshire. Margaret sent Somerset and
Exeter to meet him. All day long, on that fatal Palm
Sunday, the battle raged furiously at Towton, in a howling
gale and a blinding snowstorm. For some time fortune
favoured the Lancastrians, and Warwick killed his horse
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to show that he had no intention of seeking safety in
flight.

It must have been an anxious day for Henry, Margaret
and the Prince of Wales, waiting for news in the city of
York. At last, towards evening, Somerset and Exeter
came spurring to York in the forefront of the Lancastrian
rout. The royal family fled as fast as they could to Alnwick.
Edward only delayed to remove the heads of his father
and Salisbury from the gates of York, and substitute those
of Devon and Wiltshire ; then he continued the pursuit.
Feeling unsafe at Alnwick, Margaret, with the King and
Prince, crossed the border into Scotland.

For a second time they met with a kindly welcome from
the widowed Queen, and passed the summer and autumn
in comparative comfort. But during the winter the
Scottish friendship cooled. The Queen’s generous allowance
was stopped, and Margaret was hard put to it to make
both ends meet. As a last resource she had to pawn her
only remaining treasure—a gold cup—with the Scottish
Queen.

It must have been about this time, or soon after, that
King, Queen and Prince had to sustain themselves for
five days on nothing but a herring and a loaf of bread.
That the Queen’s credit did not stand very high at this
time is proved by the following story. One Sunday, when
attending a church service, Margaret found herself in that
awkward predicament, familiar to most of us, of having
nothing in her pocket to place in the offertory. She
appealed to an old Scottish archer who was by her side.
After eyeing her for a moment, he put his hand in his
pouch and preduced a coin of the value of half a farthing,
which he handed to the Queen, with the reminder that it
was a loan and not a gift.

In the spring of 1462 Margaret heard that Warwick
was at Dumfries trying to arrange a marriage between
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Edward and the Queen-mother of Scotland. She thought
it was about time to go, so raising some money from a
French merchant whom she had formerly befriended, she
sailed with the young Prince to Brittany. Henry got
away to Wales, and found a refuge in Harlech Castle under
the protection of a kind Welsh gentleman named David
ap Jenan ap Einion.

When Margaret got to Brittany she learned that
Charles VII of France was dead, and succeeded by his son,
Louis XI, that crafty, superstitious monarch so cleverly
portrayed by Scott in Quentin Durward. Louis had an
eye to business, and it was arranged that Margaret should
put Calais in pawn for 20,000 crowns. With this money
she was able to hire some 2,000 foreign mercenaries ;
but she did something better than this, for she was lucky
enough to attract a real champion to her cause in the
person of a Norman knight, Peter de Brezé, who was worth
a dozen Somersets.

The little expedition was singularly inadequate for the
invasion of England, but the intrepid Queen made the
attempt. Her ships were driven ashore at Bamborough.
After placing the young Prince of Wales in the stronghold
of Berwick, she sallied forth and took several castles, but
when her mercenaries heard that Warwick was approaching,
they put off in the ships. They were cast by a storm on
Holy Island, where they were cut to pieces by a force
under Sir Robert Ogle. Margaret and Brezé managed to
launch a fishing-boat, which weathered the storm and
brought them safely to Berwick.

The movements of Margaret and the Prince during the
next year or so are rather obscure. Perhaps they sought
refuge with David ap Einion at Harlech Castle. It is
only reasonable to suppose that Margaret continued
her activities, for in 1464 the Lancastrians had rallied
sufficiently to fight and lose two more battles, Hedgley
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Moor and Hexham. After the latter battle Somerset was
caught and executed. :

Henry seems to have been at large about this time,
for his cap of state fell into the hands of the victors, but
he does not figure in the romantic adventures which fell
to the lot of his wife and son in their subsequent wanderings.
While making their way through a dense forest they are
said to have fallen in with a gang of robbers, who deprived
them of everything they possessed, but Margaret took
advantage of a dispute over the booty to hurry her son
away from their clutches.

The sequel to this adventure is that pretty story so
dear to the youthful student of history. As they proceeded
through the forest, the royal fugitives came across a rough-
looking fellow of huge stature and forbidding features.
Margaret guessed at once that he was an outlaw, and played
her cards cleverly. “I am the unfortunate Queen of
England,” she said, “ and this is my son. I entrust him
to your care.” The kind outlaw, unaccustomed to such
trustfulness, fell a victim to this appeal. He conducted
the Queen and Prince to his residential cave, introduced
them to his wife and child, and went off in search of their
friends.

In a day or two he returned to the cave with Sir Peter
de Brezé, the Duke of Exeter and Edmund Beaufort, who
had succeeded his decapitated brother as Duke of Somerset.
He guided the party by unfrequented paths to the coast of
Cumberland, whence they sailed for Scotland and landed
safely at Kirkcudbright. But their troubles were not over.
They were recognized by an Englishman named Cook,
who had the Queen and her son placed in a little boat for
shipment to King Edward. But fortunately de Brezé and
his squire Barville had also been carried aboard this
boat ; a bit of bad judgment on the part of Cook and his
friends, for the prisoners rose against the crew, killed them
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and threw them overboard. Then they found that they
were unable to navigate the craft, and they were soon
driven on the rocks. De Brezé carried the Queen ashore
on his shoulders, and Barville did the same for the Prince
of Wales. But the Scottish Court was now openly hostile,
so Margaret made her way to Bamborough, and embarked
with a party of friends for France. Meeting with the usual
stormy weather, her ship was driven ashore on the coast
of Flanders.

Now this was very awkward for Margaret. Flanders
was under the rule of Philip the Good, Duke of Burgundy,
and the Duke was not only an ally of King Edward, but
also the hereditary enemy of her father, King René, and
she had vowed, in her days of prosperity, that if ever the
Duke fell into her hands she would have his head off.
However, by this time Margaret was quite at home in
an awkward position. Nothing daunted, she sent an
affectionate message to the Duke requesting an interview.
The Duke sent a polite message back saying he was ill in
bed and could not see her. Margaret was not to be put
off by a trifling excuse like that. If the Duke could not
come to see her, she could go to him ; so she hired a carrier’s
cart, and leaving the Prince of Wales at Bruges, set off for
the Ducal Court at St. Pol.

On the way she met Charles, Count of Charolois, the
Duke’s eldest son, afterwards the famous “ Charles the
Bold ”’ of Quentin Durward. Seeing her poverty, he gave
her 500 crowns and sent a body of archers to escort her to
St. Pol. This was lucky, as some English horsemen from
Calais were lying in wait to arrest her. For some time the
Duke refused to see her, but when he did, he was so touched
by her pathetic appeal that he gave her 2,000 crowns and
some comforting advice.

When Margaret got back to Bruges she took the Prince
of Wales to pay a visit to the Count of Charolois. The

/
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Count entertained them right royally, and behaved with
the greatest courtesy and respect. At a banquet he
declined to dip his hands into a bowl of water before the
Prince had done so. The Prince suggested that they should
both dip their hands in at the same time, but Charles would
not even agree to this. To avoid further argument the
Prince complied, but he could not help remarking :

* These honours are not due from you to us; in your
father’s dominions precedence should not be given to
persons who are without dominions.”

“Nay,” said the Count, ““ in spite of your misfortunes
you are still the son of the King of England, while I am
only the son of the Duke of Burgundy.”

On the whole the Prince, now eleven years of age, seems
to have had quite a good time in Flanders, and must have
been sorry when the time came to make a move. This
move was to the small domain of his grandfather, King
René; a little province called Bar. The old King of the
Two Sicilies, Jerusalem, etc., received his unfortunate
daughter and grandson with open arms, and gave them a
castle near Verdun in which to reside, and an allowance
of £80 a year out of his slender income with which to
keep up the little Lancastrian Court, which gradually
increased in size as Margaret's supporters flocked to
Bar.

Shortly after taking up her quarters at Verdun, Margaret
had bad news from England. Her husband was once
more a prisoner. After wandering about for over a year
in the Northern Counties, Henry was one day sitting down
to dinner at Waddington Hall, when he was betrayed to
the Yorkists by a treacherous monk. He was taken to
London, placed on a sorry nag with his ankles bound under
it, and was three times led round a pillory to the cry of
‘“ Behold the traitor.” He never uttered a complaint till
a vulgar rough hit him across the face. ‘‘ Forsooth and
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forsooth,” said the long-suffering King, “ ye do foully to
smite the Lord’s anointed.”

Margaret resided at Verdun for about five years. Her
poverty-stricken little Court was the resort of numerous
exiled Lancastrians who were tramping the Continent in
rags and tatters. The most distinguished of these unfor-
tunate exiles was Henry Holland, Duke of Exeter. He was
a grandson of that fierce John Holland the step-son of the
Black Prince. Hecould tracea threefold line of descent
from Henry III through John of Gaunt, Blanche of
Lancaster and Joan of Kent. He married the daughter of
Richard, Duke of York, and was for some time a supporter
of his father-in-law’s party. But he would not take up
arms against his King, and, remembering his Lancastrian
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