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The following pages are the result of
" researches outside of the beaten paths of
.. medizeval history. The mysterious career
© of Giannino of Siena, who claimed to be
.. John I. of France, has stimulated the cu-
riosity of European scholars, and elicited
several monographs in both French and
Ttalian, If, however, it has hitherto been
narrated in English, the fact has escaped
the investigations of the present writer.
His grateful acknowledgments are due to
friends in Rome and Paris for valuable
assistance, to the Rev. William Fairley,
D.D., Ph.D., for translations from medize-
val Latin, and especially to Mr. Frederick
W. Gookin, secretary of the Chicago Lit-
erary Club, for helpful suggestions and un-
wearying care in passing the work through
the press.
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A KING OF FRANCE
UNNAMED IN HISTORY

HE glory of the old Tuscan
city of Siena is the cam-
panile which bears the
name of the Mangia. Tow-
ering skyward with needle-
like slenderness, it seems
as it nears its full height
to expand as the tulip blos-

soms on its graceful stem, and bears aloft,
like the stamen of the flower, the sacred bell
of the republic. For more than five hun~
dred years has that brazen voice pealed on
the ears of the Siennese. In medizval
times its sonorous notes were associated
with every phase and mood of the turbulent
town. It was the great bell which sum-
moned the citizens to war, rang out their joy
in victory, and tolled forth their mourning
in disaster.
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But when at high noon on the eighteenth

day of October, in the year of grace 1359,

the echoes of Siena were awakened by

twelve strokes of the bell of the Mangia, .

there was none so ignorant as to mistake '
the meaning of the summons. It was the
signal that the Seignory,* the supreme
legislature of the republic, was about to
meet in solemn session. The legal title of

the body bespoke what place the great bell,

at the call of which it assembled, held in

the hearts of the people—for this Siennese

Senate was known as ‘‘ The Council of the !

Bell.” +

That assembly was the resultant product "‘

of innumerable revolutions—the final gov-
ernmental structure in which the Siennese

had taken refuge when the storms of their *

own fury had swept away its many prede-

cessors. For singularly capricious and

fickle as was the populace of all the ITtalian
cities of the Middle Ages, no other of
them had known such changes and incon-
sistencies as marked the story of Siena.}
It is difficult to draw one thread of definite
historic truth out of the confused tangle of
dissension and bloodshed, when in fess than
half a year five revolutions convulsed the
city. We only know that when the Coun-

* Chroniques Siennoises: Introduction par le Duc
de Dino, p. 9.

T See Appendix V.
I Siena, art. Encyc. Brit., Cesare Paoli.
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cil of the Bell assembled on that October
day, it was equally independent of the
nobility and of the common people.* In
the mysterious crucible of political evolu-
tion there had been produced a supreme
governing body to which no noble could
belong, yet which the people did not choose.
Composed exclusively of the class engaged
in trade, its members were vested with the
choice of their successors, and the body
was thus self-perpetuating. We are not
dependent wholly upon that seductive artist,
the imagination, for a picture which shall
set before our mental vision the appearance
of the rulers of Sienma. So many and so
striking are the paintings of mediaval
times, transmitting to modern days the
portraiture of similar assemblies, that it
becomes easy to recomstruct the scene
when the all-powerful Twelve responded
with their presence to the summons of the
great bell.

Commerce was the secret of the great-
ness of Siena;t and the wealth which had
made her craftsmen and merchants famous
through southern Europe appeared in the
dress and decoration of these lords in the
realm of trade. Velvet robes were bordered
with costly fur, delicate laces half covered
the hands, massive gold chains encircled

* Chroniques Siennoises: Introduction par le Duc
de Dino, pp. 9, 23.
T1Ibid., p. 24.




the neck, and jeweled buckles held to the
broad hat the shadowing plumes which
made darker still the swarthy Tuscan faces.
The place of meeting was fitting such an
assembly. The vast Palazzo Pubblico was
not then thé time-worn relic of an age long
past. Just half a century before, in the
year 1309, all Siena had gone wild with
-enthusiasm over the completion of the noble
pile which still attests the genius of its
architect. While as yet it had not lost the
freshness of youth, it had already acquired
some of the artistic treasures that have
made the municipal palace the pride of the
Siennese. As the Twelve gathered for de-
liberation in the Hall of the Grand Council,
the same frescoes by Simone Martini *
looked down on them as upon the modern
visitor.

A letter of the poet Petrarch has been
preserved, which records the circumstance
that in that very October of 1359, the
winter came early to the plains of Lom-
bardy, and drove the luxurious singer from
his country home to the shelter of the city
of Milan. We need not doubt, however,
that mild autumn winds stirred the yet
unfallen leaves of the chestnut woods which
then covered the now naked hills about

* Guide to Siena and San Gimignano, London,
1885, p. 23.

T Mémoires de Frangois Petrarque, Amsterdam,
1767, Vol. II1., p. 522.
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Siena, and that the warm Tuscan sun, mak-
ing 1ts way through the pointed windows of
the Hall of the Grand Council, took some-~
thing from the chilly vastness of that great
apartment. ‘

It was grave business'which the rulers of
Siena had met to transact. Two months
was their brief term of office,* and now
they were to choose the twelve burghers
who, in succession to themselves, should
hold sovereign power for November and
December. Human nature was, then as
now, tenacious of power once grasped, and
the modern reader familiar with the muni-
cipal politics of our American cities can
hardly stifle the suspicion that the Council
of the Bell may each alternate month have
re-elected itself. VYet the quaint language
of the archives of Siena seems to hint that
this election was by lot. Thus runs the
ancient chronicle:

There were drawn out of the chest and the
box existing in the chest, in which are de-
scribed those who ought in the time to come
to hold the office of the twelve lords adminis-
trators and governors of the commonwealth
and people of the State of Siena, for the said
office of the twelve lords, and for the two
months, namely, for November and December,
next approaching, a ball of wax, on which was
folded a small sheet of parchment; and on

* Chroniques Siennoises, p. 140, makes the term
sut fifteen days.
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this were found written, as I the Notary of
the Reformation subscribed, read, twelve
names.*

The list which follows bears striking wit-
ness to the complete exclusion of the ancient
nobility from the government of Siena.
Among the twelve one is specified as a
shopkeeper, another as a dealer in linen,
a third as a silk merchant, a fourth as
a baker. The title to power in the Sien-
nese republic lay, not in gentle blood or
soldierly achievement, but in douzgeois line-
age and success in the fields of commerce.
Even the list proposed on that October
afternoon was not to be accepted without
challenge. For the notary adds that when
he reached in his reading the name of
““Janninus, or Gianni Guccio, the wool
merchant of the section of Camollia,” grave
protest sprang to the lips of more than one
member of the Seignory: not because of
moral delinquency, intellectual incapacity or
political turpitude, but because it had
been clearly shown that Guccio was not a
burgher born, but of blood royal, and heir
apparent to the throne of France.t Upon
that entry in the ancient minutes of the
Council of the Bell hangs a tale that ranks
among the strangest to be found in the
annals of medieval Europe. Our story
carries us nearly half a century backward

*See Appendix V. T Ibid.
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in point of time, and changes the scene
from Central Italy to the capital of France.
It is the 15th of November, 1316. Paris
is tumultuous with joy. Crowds throng the
narrow streets. Houses are illuminated.
Te Deum is sung at Notre Dame. His-
tory does not record it, but we may hazard
the guess that at the solemn services in
which the church gave expression to the
universal gladness of the people, the arch-
bishop may have preached in the great
cathedral from the text, ““For unto us a
child is born, to us a son is given, and the
government shall be upon his shoulders.”
Five months earlier, on the 5th of June*
Touis X., surnamed Le Hutin, or the
Quarreler, had reached the end of his brief
and stormy reign. His accession to the
throne had brought the elder line of de-
scent from Hugh Capet to its last gener-
ation, and his death threatened France
with the horrors of civil war. While Louis
was yet a boy, his crafty father, Philip the
Fair, to cement his own power, had negoti-
ated the marriage of the young prince with
the heiress of the ducal house of Burgundy.
Similar splendid alliances had been made
by Philip for his two younger sons. It
casts a lurid light upon the morals of the
great in that period of history, that each of
the three princesses thus introduced into

* Mémoires relatifs 2 1’Histoire de France. Paris,
1825.
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