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PREFATORY NOTE.

. 3” " The following sketch had its birth in the
] mind of the writer through his accidental
f< possession of a copy of L'Histoire des
L Ducs de Normandic et des Rois &’ Angle-
2 ferre—an anonymous chronicle in ancient
French, which is supposed by competent
authorities to have been written in the first
quarter of the thirteenth century. By so
distinguished an historian as Petit-Dutaillis
(whose Life of Louis VIII. of France has
" been of invaluable aid in the preparation of
i’ this essay), L'Histoive des Ducs de Nor-
~mandie et des Rois d’ Angleterve 1s believed
Z3""to be the work of an eye-witness of the
scenes and events related. Careful study
has been given in the preparation of this
_paper to the works of such chroniclers as
Matthew Paris, Matthew of Westminster,
Walter of Coventry, and especially Roger
of Wendover. Among modern histories,
in addition to La Vie ¢z la Régne de Louss
VIII, by Petit-Dutaillis, Norgate’s Life of
John Lackland, Ramsay’s Angevin Empire,




and Milman’s Latin Christianity have
been freely consulted.

The writer desires to express his great
obligation, for valuable suggestions and the
use of rare historical works, to Professor
James Westfall Thompson, of the Univer-
sity of Chicago.
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THE SECOND NORMAN
CONQUEST OF ENGLAND

N the twenty-first day of
May in the year of grace
1216,' a horseman in full
armor drew rein upon the
beach where the ancient
town of Sandwich looks

|| out upon the sea. Though

, ; short of stature, and lack-
ing the stately presence often associated
with long lineage and lofty rank, his broad
shoulders and well-knit frame suggested
physical strength, while the heavy jaw, not
wholly hidden by his tawny beard, bespoke

a man of iron will and a temper it were

wise not to rouse.” Lifting his mailed

hand to his forehead to shield his eyes
from the glare of the morning sun, the

1Roger of Wendover, vol. 2, p. 364. Norgate’s
King John, p. 268.

2 Norgate, p. 10. Ramsay’s Angevin Empire, p.
502.
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rider looked eagerly to the eastward. For
two days and nights the coast had been
swept by a tempest so fierce that every
chronicler of the thirteenth century records
the story of its terrors.' But as the sun
rose on that memorable day, the almost
preternatural clarity of the atmosphere
which sometimes follows a furious storm
revealed across the English Channel the
outlines of the shores of France. It was
not, however, the distant coast-line, hardly
distinguishable from the yet troubled sea,
which fixed the attention of that early vis-
itor. Only a few miles from the British
coast, and rapidly sweeping before a favoring
wind toward that southeasternmost point
of England known as the Isle of Thanet, a
squadron of seven ships was plainly visi-
ble.? Witnesses of that scene have drawn
in vivid colors the picture of its effect upon
their leader. Turning to his trumpeter,
the horseman ordered him to sound. As
if the narrow streets of Sandwich and the
dunes of the shore had given birth to a
host of men, an army answered to the call.
Then, seized with indecision, the chief gave
the signal for retreat. As his puzzled
troops withdrew, he gave himself up to
impotent rage. Spurring his horse till its

1 Hist, des Ducs de Normandie, p. 168, Petit-
Dutaillis, Vie de Louis VI1II., p. gg.

2 Petit-Dutaillis, p. 100. Histoire de la Marine
Frangaise, p. 309.
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flanks were wet with blood, he rode at a
mad pace—now north-——now south, up
and down the sands of Pegwell Bay, vent-
ing in an aimless gallop his mingled wrath
and terror.! Says one of the old chron-
iclers, portraying the same conspicuous
figure on another but similar occasion,
«His whole body was so contorted with
fury as te be_ scarcely recognizable; a
scowl of rage furrowed his brow, his eyes
flashed fire, and his cclor changed to a
livid white.”’*

Such, on that historic day, was John
Lackland, King of England. The seven
ships which he watched till they came to
anchor at Stonar,® a few miles distant from
his point of view, were the vanguard of a
mighty fleet. On the evening of the twen-
tieth of May, eight hundred vessels had set
sail from Calais, bearing a vast host of the
nobility and chivalry of France, with their
retainers, to conquer England, punish its
wicked monarch, and place upon the throne
Louis, the heir of the King of France.
Travelling backward over a period of nearly
two hundred years, the student of history
finds a parallel to this invasion. On the
twenty-eighth of September, 1066, William

1 Norgate's Life of John, pp. 268, 269. Hist. des
Ducs, p. 169. Vie de Louis VIIIL,, p. 1o0.

2 Norgate (quoting R. Devizes), p. 32.

3 Norgate, p. 268.  Petit-Dutaillis, p. 100. Wen-
dover, vol. 2, p. 364.
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the Norman had set foot on English soil.
Contrasting the two military enterprises,
that of Louis gave by far the greater
promise of success. William had scant
grounds for counting upon support from
the people whose crown he coveted,?
while Louis entered England only by the
urgent solicitation of the great lords and
powerful barons of the realm. The Nor-
man nobles hesitated long before commit-
ting themselves to the hazardous venture
of their war-lord, and only fear of his ter-
rible vengeance overcame their reluctance
at the last.® But Louis was the idol of
the French, and his summons to rally to
his banner was answered with universal

enthusiasm. The great military chief

whose daring and strategy gained the vic-
tory of Senlac, and left his rival Harold
dead upon the field, was after all the
grandson of a tanner. His birth record
was smirched with shame, and when he
had besieged Alencon, the mocking citi-
zens had hung out upon the walls hides
bearing the legend, ““Work for the Tan-
ner.”’* In strong contrast is the fact that
Louis was the eldest son and heir apparent
of the monarch whose political craft and
warlike prowess had revived in France the

! Green, Hist. Eng. People, vol. I, p. 100,
2 Ibid., p. g9.

3 Green, Hist. Eng. People, vol. 1, p. gq.
* Ibid,, vol. 1, pp. g5, 96.
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memories of Charlemagne.! But that which
gives to the enterprise of Louis a peculiar
conspicuity is, that it was a reversal of the
current of history. The tide of conquest
had rolled the other way., William Rufus,
Henry First, Henry Second, and Richard
of the Lion Heart,* had each in turn led
his armies across the channel, and harried
the realm of France. But not since Wil-
liam -the Conqueror landed at Pevensey
and fought at Hastings had a great French
armament whitened with its canvas the
separating sea, and borne a mighty host to
invade the territory of an English king.
When all the precedents of two centuries

_are thus turned upside down, sO excep-

tional a fact demands explanation as im-
peratively as would the reversal of the
current of some great river, or the back-
ward movement of a planet in its orbit.

Such explanation, amply adequate, is
found in the life and character of John
Lackland. No contemporary chroniclers
have given us what may be called a biog-
raphy of King John. But they have
reproduced certain isolated events in his
stormy life with all the vividness of instan-
taneous photography. This paper is de-
signed merely to provide the screen upon :
which the light of historic study may throw 1

1 Petit-Dutaillis, p. 3.

3 Green, vol. 1, pp. 114, II5. ‘Wendover, vol. 2,
Pp- 31, 135, 136.
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these scenes, and to make them pass like
moving pictures in rapid succession be-
fore the mental vision. As we catch these
glimpses of the man from his early youth
until the hour when his dishonored body
lay stark in death, we shall behold such a
revelation of moral obliquity that we shall
cease to wonder that the English people,
driven to desperation, turned to a foreign
prince for deliverance from a tyranny so
intolerable.

No one of the ancient chateaux of
Touraine has a profounder fascination for
the lover of history than the Castle of
Chinon. The memories of kings and
queens cling like the ivy to its moulder-
ing walls. Its desolate apartments seem
haunted by the ghosts of famous men and
fair women, who schemed and plotted, loved
and hated, fought and danced, in those
now lonely halls. It was the fourth day
of July in the year 1189 that an aged
man, sick unto death, lay propped by
cushions in one of the smaller chambers of
Chinon, and fastened his eager eyes upon
a parchment scroll which his sole attendant
was about to read. Henry Plantagenet,
King of England, second of the name, had
reached the last stage of a hitherto brilliant
career. The morning of that fateful July
day had seen him bend his proud knee
to his great rival, Philippe Augustus of
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