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CHAPTER I  

THE FALL OF GRANADA  

SPAINð1492 

One day in the year 1478, a Spanish cavalier arrived at 

the gates of Granada. He was well mounted, armed at all points, 

and followed closely by a retinue of mounted servants. Now 

Granada, though in Spain, belonged to the Moors, or Spanish 

Arabs. Once possessors of nearly the whole of Spain, war after 

war had left them less and less of their country, till at last the 

beautiful and powerful kingdom of Granada alone remained to 

them.  

This "queen of kingdoms" was most beautiful. Situated 

in the south of Spain, bordering on the blue Mediterranean, it 

was bounded on the land side by high, rugged mountains. In the 

centre lay the city of Granada itself, sheltered, as it were, in the 

lap of the Sierra Nevada, or Snowy Mountains. The city stood on 

two lofty hills. One of these hills was crowned by the royal 

palace and fortress of the Alhambra, which was capable of 

containing forty thousand men within its walls and towers. With 

its glorious position, its beautiful colonnades of marble, its 

domes and ceilings glowing with colour, its great airy halls, its 

numberless fountains, the royal stronghold was the pride of the 

Moors. On the other hill opposite was the fortress of Alcazaba. 

On this hill was a great plain covered with houses, separated by 

narrow streets and small squares, after the fashion of other 

Moorish cities.  

These houses had each its court and gardens, refreshed 

by fountains and running streams, and set out with oranges, 

lemons, and pomegranates; so that, as the city rose tier upon tier 

up the side of the hill, the effect was that of a large and beautiful 

garden with a background of the great snowy mountains.  

While other cities panted with stifling and sultry heat, 

fresh breezes played through the marble halls of Granada It was 

a city the poets loved to sing of.  

"Though high doth rise the Alhambra's hill, 

A neighbouring summit, higher still, 

Adorned with terraces and bowers, 

Looks down upon its ruddy towers. 

A lovely plain lies spread below 

Girded by mountains crowned with snow; 

Its surface like an emerald gleams, 

Bright with a thousand silver streams; 

And countless gardens, groves, and bowers, 

And fields and foliage, fruits and flowers; 

There the pomegranate, tinged with red, 

Its flowering branches wide doth spread; 

Beside the olive's dusky green 

The citron and the fig are seen. 

If earth contains a paradise, 

It is beneath Granada's skies." 

Indeed this was the Moors' favourite idea; so beautiful 

the earth, so pure the air, that they imagined the paradise of their 

prophet Mahomet to be in that part of the heaven which 

overhung the kingdom of Granada.  

This was the beautiful city to which the Spanish cavalier 

was riding. As he passed through the gate of Elvira with his 

small but proud array of Spanish chivalry, the Moors puzzled 

their heads as to the reason of his coming. Up the long hill he 

rode to the palace of the Alhambra, where he was ushered into 

the presence of the Moorish king, who was awaiting him in the 

luxury of his marble halls. The Spaniard related his errand: he 

had come from the King of Spain, Ferdinand, to demand the 

Moors' tribute money.  
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A bitter smile passed over the face of the fierce Moorish 

monarch, as he answered firmly,ð  

"Tell your king that the kings of Granada, who used to 

pay tribute in money to the Spanish crown, are dead. Our mint at 

present coins nothing but blades of scimitars and heads of 

lances."  

 

 
THE ALHAMBRA   

The Spaniard retired. As he rode away with his retinue, 

he took note of the force and situation of the Moors. He saw they 

were well prepared for hostilities Their walls and towers were of 

vast strength, in complete repair; their magazines were well 

stored; they had a mighty host of foot-soldiers, together with 

squadrons of cavalry. The Christian warriors of Ferdinand noted 

these things without dismay. As they slowly pranced through the 

streets of Granada, they looked round on its stately palaces and 

mighty mosques, on its bazaars crowded with silks and cloth of 

silver and gold, with jewels and precious stones, and they longed 

for the day, which could not be far off now, when they should 

attack the Moor and enter the fair city of Granada as conquerors.  

The war note had been struck, but Ferdinand was too 

much engaged in a war with Portugal to open up hostilities with 

such stubborn foes as he knew the Moors of Granada would 

prove.  

And so it was not till the year 1490 that Ferdinand sent to 

demand a complete surrender of the capital, Granada. The towns 

of Alhama (known as the "key of Granada") and Malaga, 

belonging to the Moors, had already fallen into the hands of the 

Christians. Granada itself was thronged with refugees from the 

captured towns. The time had come when Ferdinand saw his 

way to conquering this last stronghold of the unhappy Moors, 

and seating himself on the throne of the Alhambra.  

But the Moors were not going to surrender their beautiful 

city without a blow. It was an idea worse than death itself that 

Granada, illustrious Granada, for ages the seat of Moorish 

grandeur and delight, should become the abode of the Christians.  

Among the proudest of the Moorish cavaliers was one 

Muza. He was the idol of the army, a type of a loyal Moor. 

When he heard of Ferdinand's demand that they should deliver 

up their arms, his eyes flashed fire.  

"Does the Christian king think that we are old men," he 

cried, "and that staffs will suffice us? or that we are women, and 

can be contented with distaffs? Let him know that a Moor is 
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born to the spear and the scimitar, to career the steed, bend the 

bow, and throw the javelin; deprive him of these, and you 

deprive him of his nature. If the Christian king desires our arms, 

let him come and win them, but let him win them dearly. For my 

part, sweeter were a grave beneath the walls of Granada, on the 

spot I had died to defend, than the richest couch within her 

palaces earned by submission to the Christian."  

The words of Muza were received with shouts by the 

warlike Moors. Granada once more awoke as a warrior, and a 

reply was dispatched to Ferdinand declaring that the Moors 

would sooner suffer death than surrender themselves and their 

fair city.  

Ferdinand made preparations to attack this last 

stronghold of the Moors. The city of Granada resounded with the 

stir of war. Muza was given command of the cavalry. He was 

surrounded by the noblest youth of Granada; while the common 

soldiers, devoted to him, were ready to follow him in his most 

desperate enterprises.  

The gates of Granada once more poured forth legions of 

light cavalry, which scoured the country up to the very gates of 

the Christian fortresses, sweeping off flocks and herds. The sight 

of Muza's glistening legion returning across the plains with their 

booty was hailed by the Moors as a revival of their ancient 

triumphs, and when the Christian banners were borne into their 

gates as trophies their joy was beyond all bounds.  

The winter passed, the spring came, and still Ferdinand 

delayed to take the field. He knew the city was too strong to be 

taken by assault, too full of provisions to be reduced by siege.  

"We must have patience," said Ferdinand. "By ravaging 

the country this year, we shall produce a scarcity next, and then 

we can attack the city."  

An interval of peace followed. The green pastures of the 

plains were covered with flocks and herds, the blooming 

orchards gave promise of abundant fruit, the open plain was 

waving with ripening corn. The time was at hand to put in the 

sickle and reap the golden harvest, when suddenly "a torrent of 

war came sweeping down from the mountains," and Ferdinand 

with his Christian army of five thousand horse and twenty 

thousand foot appeared before the walls of Granada. Leaving his 

queen and daughter at a neighbouring fortress, the king led his 

son, Prince John, a boy of twelve, into the field for the first time, 

and knighted him before the attack. Then he proceeded to send 

out devastating parties on all sides; villages were burned, sacked, 

and destroyed, and the lovely fields of corn were laid waste with 

fire and sword. The ravage was carried so close to Granada that 

the city was wrapt in the smoke of its hamlets and gardens. The 

dismal cloud rolled up the hill and hung about the towers of the 

Alhambra.  

And what was Muza doing with his reckless cavalry? He 

split them up into small squadrons, each led by a daring 

commander. He taught them to hover round the Christian camp, 

to harass the army by cutting off supplies, to lurk among the 

rocks and passes of the mountains, in the hollows and thickets of 

the plain, and to practise a thousand stratagems. Nor did Muza 

hesitate to defy the Christians in the open field, and, still the 

standard of Mahomet waved defiance to the Christians from the 

red towers of the Alhambra.  

For thirty days was the Vega overrun by Christian forces, 

and that vast plain, lately so luxuriant and beautiful, was become 

a wild scene of desolation. Having accomplished its task, the 

destroying army passed over the bridge and wound up into the 

mountains, bearing away spoils of town and village, and driving 

off flocks and herds in long dusty columns.  

As the sound of the last Christian trumpet died away over 

the mountains, the Moors prepared yet more ardently for the 

attack which they knew was coming.  

Now, shut up in the palace of the Alhambra was one 

Boabdil. He had been King of the Moors, but had been defeated 

in a battle against the Christians some years before and taken 
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prisoner by Ferdinand. He had made friends with Ferdinand, and 

when he returned to his kingdom at Granada, he was received 

with hisses and execrations by his once loyal Moorish subjects, 

and shut up in the Alhambra as a traitor to his people.  

From the windows of the palace the helpless monarch 

had looked down at the desolation being effected by the man 

who had once been his friend, but he dared not show himself to 

the populace again. Now, however, the Moors gathered under 

the walls of the Alhambra, and hailed Boabdil as their only 

hope; he was brought forth from his captivity and received with 

rapture, his past offences were forgotten or excused, and Boabdil 

buckled on his armour with triumph, and sallied forth to take the 

field against the Christians.  

When the populace beheld him in arms against his late 

ally, they thronged with zeal to his standard, and even the hardy 

Moors from the chain of snow-capped mountains which rise 

behind Granada descended from their heights and hastened to 

the city gates to offer their services to their youthful king.  

Scarcely was Boabdil settled once more in his capital, 

when Ferdinand at the head of his troops appeared again in the 

Vega, to make a second ravage round the walls of devoted 

Granada. For fifteen days the work of destruction went on, until 

hardly a green thing or a living animal was left on the face of the 

land, and Granada, once the queen of gardens, stood in her proud 

position surrounded by a desert.  

Once more Ferdinand moved away to make urgent 

preparations for the last campaign, which was to decide the fate 

of Granada.  

"How is thy strength departed, 0 Granada!" such was the 

lament of the Moors; "how is thy beauty withered and despoiled, 

O city of groves and fountains! The commerce that once 

thronged thy streets is at an end; the merchant no longer hastens 

to thy gates with the luxuries of foreign lands. The Alhambra 

still rears its ruddy towers from the midst of groves; but 

melancholy reigns in its marble halls, and the monarch looks 

down from his lofty balconies upon a naked waste, where once 

extended the blooming glories of the Vega."  

It was on April 11, 1492, that Ferdinand and Isabella set 

out for the Moorish frontier, determined to lay close siege to 

Granada, and never to quit its walls till the flag of the Christians 

waved from the Alhambra heights.  

From the windows of the palace Boabdil beheld the 

Christian squadrons glistening through clouds of dust, as in 

overwhelming numbers they poured along the Vega. Even old 

Moorish warriors trembled, and the harassed citizens grew pale, 

as they besought Boabdil to surrender, and trust to the mercy of 

the Christian king.  

When Muza heard this, he rose in righteous wrath.  

"What reason have we to despair?" he cried. "The blood 

of those illustrious Moors, the ancient conquerors of Spain, still 

flows in our veins. Let us be true to ourselves, and fortune will 

again be with us. We have a veteran force, the flower of our 

chivalry, and twenty thousand young men in the fire of youth. 

Do we want provisions? Our horses are fleet, and our horsemen 

are daring. Let them make inroads into the lands of our enemies; 

they will return with booty to our gates and to the soldier. There 

is no morsel so sweet as that wrested with hard fighting from the 

foe."  

Even Boabdil caught a glow of enthusiasm from the 

brave words of Muza.  

"Do what is needful," he cried to his commanders; "into 

your hands I confide the common safety. You are the protectors 

of the kingdom; and, with the aid of Allah, we will revenge the 

insults to our religion, the deaths of our friends and relations, 

and the sorrows and sufferings heaped upon our land."  

Nothing was heard in the city but the din of arms and the 

bustle of preparation. The Moorish spirit was aflame. All that 

remained of high-born chivalry was here; all that was loyal and 

patriotic was roused to activity by the common danger. Granada 
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was formidable enough in this her hour of despair. On the first 

appearance of the Christian army, the gates of the city had been 

closed and secured with heavy chains. Now Muza ordered them 

to be thrown open.  

"To me and my cavaliers is entrusted the defence of the 

gates; our bodies shall be their barriers!" he cried.  

Ferdinand saw that to reduce the city by main force 

would be too perilous a proceeding; accordingly, he determined 

to reduce it by famine, burning the cities and villages on which it 

now depended for its supplies. His camp was divided into 

streets, as a city; and when all was ready, the queen, Isabella, 

with Prince John and the princesses, came to be present at the 

siege. This was intended to show to the Moors the determination 

of the king and queen to reside in camp till Granada was theirs. 

The queen herself personally inspected every part of the camp; 

from time to time she would appear on the field dressed in 

complete armour.  

At last the besieged city began to suffer from famine. Its 

supplies were cut off. Autumn arrived and brought them no 

harvest. The Moors shut themselves up gloomily within their 

walls. They remembered with anguish the prophecy so lately 

uttered by one in their midstð"Woe, woe, woe to Granada! Its 

fall is at hand. Desolation shall dwell in its palaces; its strong 

men shall fall beneath the sword; its children and maidens shall 

be led into captivity."  

Boabdil grew alarmed by the determination of Ferdinand. 

In one of the halls of the Alhambra he called a council; officers 

and sages flocked in. Despair was written on every face.  

"What shall be done?" asked the Moorish king.  

"Surrender!" was the answer. "Of what avail is our 

defence when the enemy is determined to persist in the siege? 

What remains to us but to surrender or die?"  

Boabdil sat in gloomy silence. But the loyal Muza arose.  

"It is too early," he cried enthusiastically, "to talk of 

surrender. Our means are not exhausted; we have yet one source 

of strength remainingðit is our despair! Let us rouse the mass of 

the people; let us put weapons in their hands; let us fight the 

enemy to the last, till we rush upon the points of their lances. I 

am ready to lead the way into the thickest of their squadrons. 

And much rather would I be numbered among those who fell in 

the defence of Granada than among those who survived to 

capitulate for her surrender!"  

But Muza's fiery words fell on the ears of broken-spirited 

and heartless men. Heroic as they were, the despairing Moors 

turned a deaf ear to him. "Surrender! surrender!" they moaned.  

And Boabdil listened and yielded.  

The old governor was sent to Ferdinand to treat for 

terms. The city waited in trembling anxiety for his return. This 

was his news: the Spaniards agreed to peace for seventy days, at 

the end of which time, if no help came to the Moorish king, the 

city should be surrendered. Boabdil was to take an oath of fealty 

to the Spanish crown, and the Moors were to become subjects of 

the Spanish kings.  

When the members of the council found that the awful 

moment had arrived when they must blot themselves out as a 

nation, all their firmness deserted them, and they gave way to 

piteous tears.  

Muza alone was firm.  

"Leave this weeping to the women and children!" he 

cried. "We are men; we have heartsðnot to shed tender tears, 

but drops of blood. Let us die defending our liberty and 

avenging the woes of Granada! Allah forbid that it should be 

said that the nobles of Granada feared to die in her defence!"  

As Muza's voice stopped, there was dead silence. 

Boabdil looked anxiously round, but enthusiasm was dead; the 

careworn men were beyond even Muza's chivalrous appeals.  
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"Allah achbad!" (God is great!) cried the Moorish king at 

last. "It is vain to struggle against the will of heaven. Too surely 

was it written in the book of fate that I should be unfortunate, 

and the kingdom die under my rule."  

 

 
 

COURT OF LIONS, ALHAMBRA   

Muza saw that it was hopeless to contend any longer. He 

rose angrily as Boabdil was about to sign the agreement.  

"Do not deceive yourselves," he cried, "nor think the 

Christians will keep their promises! Death is the least we have to 

fear. It is the plundering and sacking of our city, the profanation 

of our mosques, the ruin of our homes, cruel oppression, the 

dungeon, the fagot, and the stake,ðthese are the miseries we 

must see and sufferðat least those groveling souls will see them 

who now shrink from an honourable death. For my part, I will 

never witness them!"  

They were the Moor's last words. Angrily he left the 

council chamber, strode gloomily through the court of the lions 

and the outer halls of the Alhambra. Silently he went to his 

house, armed himself at all points, mounted his favourite war-

horse, and issuing forth from the city by the gate of Elvira, was 

never seen or heard of more!  

December had nearly passed away. The famine became 

extreme, and Boabdil determined to surrender the city on the 

second of January.  

The night of the first was passed in doleful lamentations 

within the walls of the Alhambra, for the household of Boabdil 

were preparing to take a last farewell of their beautiful palace. 

All the royal treasures were hastily packed on mules, and before 

the dawn of day a mournful little procession passed through one 

of the back gates of the Alhambra, and departed through one of 

the most retired quarters of the city. It was composed of the 

royal family, sent off in secrecy to avoid the derision and 

triumph of the enemy. Boabdil's mother rode on in silence, with 

downcast face and despair written on every feature; but his wife 

wept bitterly as she cast a last glance at her beautiful palace, now 

a mass of gloomy towers behind.  

The city was yet buried in sleep as they passed through 

its silent streets. The guards at the gate shed tears as they opened 

them for the weeping women.  



Original Copyright 1907 by M. B. Synge.    Distributed by Heritage History 2009 9 

At a hamlet some distance from the city they halted to 

await the arrival of the dethroned king Boabdil.  

The sun had scarcely begun to shed its beams upon the 

summits of the snowy mountains above Granada, when the 

Christian camp was in motion.  

The longed-for day had dawned at last, when the 

beautiful city of Granada should be theirs.  

The whole Christian court and army advanced across the 

Vega. The king and queen, with Prince John and the princesses, 

took the lead, accompanied by different orders of monks and 

friars, and surrounded by bodyguards in splendid array. A 

detachment had meanwhile gone on to take possession of the 

Alhambra. It was not till the silver cross borne by Ferdinand 

throughout the crusade was seen sparkling in the morning sun on 

the great watchtower of the Alhambra that the royal procession 

moved forward. Beside it was hoisted the royal standard, and a 

mighty shout, "For King Ferdinand and Queen Isabella!" 

resounded across the Vega. The whole host took up the shout, 

the choristers of the royal chapel broke forth into a Te Deum, the 

king and queen fell on their knees to thank God for their great 

triumph. Granada had fallen at last.  

The joyful procession had not yet reached the city when 

it was met by poor Boabdil with some fifty Moorish cavaliers. 

As he drew near, he would have dismounted to do homage to 

Ferdinand; but the king stopped him doing this, and embraced 

him with every mark of sympathy and regard. Boabdil then gave 

up the keys of the Alhambra to his conqueror.  

"Those keys," he said miserably, "are the last relics of the 

Moorish empire in Spain. Thine, O king, are our trophies, our 

kingdom, and our person. Such is the will of God!"  

Having thus surrendered his last symbol of power, 

Boabdil journeyed on that he might not behold the entrance of 

the Christians into his capital. His devoted band of cavaliers 

followed in gloomy silence, but heavy sighs burst from them as 

shouts of joy fell on their ears from the victorious Christian 

army.  

Having joined his family, Boabdil set forward with a 

heavy heart, until they reached the hill which commanded the 

last view of Granada. Here the little band of heart-broken Moors 

involuntarily paused to take a last farewell of their beloved city, 

which a few steps more would shut from their sight for ever.  

Never had it looked so lovely in their eyes! The sunshine 

lighted up every tower and minaret, and rested gloriously on the 

crowning battlements of the great Alhambra.  

The Moorish cavaliers gazed with a silent agony of 

tenderness and grief upon that fair scene, till a light cloud of 

smoke burst forth from the citadel, and a peal of artillery, faintly 

heard, told that the city was in possession of the Christians. The 

throne of the Moorish kings was gone for ever.  

The heart of Boabdil, softened by trouble and over-

charged with grief, could bear it no longer.  

"Allah achbad!" (God is great!) he groaned; and, as the 

words died on his lips, he burst into a flood of tears.  

His mother, the old sultana, was indignant at his 

weakness.  

"You do well," she said, "to weep like a woman for what 

you failed to defend like a man!"  

Others tried to console him, but the unhappy monarch 

was beyond comfort. His tears continued to flow.  

"Allah achbad!" he sobbed; "when did misfortunes ever 

equal mine?"  

The ridge commanding the last view of Granada is 

known among the Spaniards to this day as "The last Sigh of the 

Moor."  
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CHAPTER II  

HOW THE GOOD KNIGHT KEPT THE BRIDGE  

FRANCEð1501 

"The Good Knight, without fear and without reproach." 

This was the name by which the Chevalier Bayard was always 

known, the name he had earned for himself not only by a series 

of exploits and adventures, but by his gentleness, his courteous 

behaviour to rich and poor alike, his generosity and goodness 

when times were very evil.  

As quite a little boy he began to earn this name for 

himself. He lived with his father and mother and three brothers 

in an old castle in France.  

One day the old lord of Bayard, his father, feeling that he 

had not much longer to live, called his four sons to him. He had 

been renowned for his great height and strength, but he had been 

badly wounded some years before, and he wanted to settle his 

sons in life before he died.  

In the presence of his wife and other relations, the old 

lord asked the lads one by one what they wished to do in life.  

"My wish," said the eldest, "is never to leave the family 

house, but to wait upon my lord of Bayard to the end of his 

days."  

"Very well, George," answered the old man. "Since thou 

lovest the old house, thou shalt remain."  

He then turned to the second boy, Pierre, afterwards the 

Good Knight. He was a bright, laughing boy of thirteen.  

"My lord and father," he replied smiling, "although filial 

love maketh it a bounden duty in me to forego all things for the 

sake of serving you to the end of your life, yet so deeply graven 

in my heart are all your good discourses of the noble men of 

days past, especially those of our house, that I will be, if it 

pleases you, of the same profession as yourself and your 

predecessors, that of arms; and I hope, by the grace of God, to 

do you no dishonour."  

Tears rolled down the old man's cheeks as he 

answered,ð  

"My child, may God's grace be with thee! Already thou 

dost resemble in face and figure thy grandfather, who was in his 

time one of the most accomplished knights in Christendom. I 

will do my best to further thy wishes."  

The other boys expressed their desires and retired.  

Then the old lord of Bayard sent for his brother-in-law, 

the Bishop of Grenoble, who lived some sixteen miles away, to 

beg him to come. The good bishop, "never in all his life weary of 

obliging any one," set out at once and arrived at the Castle 

Bayard. He found the old lord seated in an armchair by the fire.  

"My son Pierre tells me he would be a soldier," began the 

old man, "and this gives me special pleasure, for he resembles 

altogether in appearance my lord, my late father; and if he will 

resemble him as well in conduct and character, he cannot but be 

a great man. But I must, as a first step, place him in the family of 

some prince or lord that he may learn to conduct himself 

honourably, and when he is a little taller acquire the science of 

arms. I pray you, therefore, to advise me where I may best place 

him."  

Then said one of the party, "Send him to the King of 

France."  

"No, to the family of Bourbon," suggested another. But 

last of all the bishop spoke.  

"Send him to the Duke Charles of Savoy," he said firmly. 

"He is our fast friend, and will, I think, gladly take him as one of 

his pages. He is hard by, and if it seem good to you and the 

company I will take him to the duke to-morrow morning, after 
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having put him in complete trim and supplied him with a good 

little charger which I got a few days since."  

The old lord of Bayard took the bishop's advice, and 

delivering up the boy to his uncle, he said,ð  

"Take him, my lord; and I pray God that he may do you 

honour in his life."  

The bishop at once sent to the town to order his tailor to 

come and bring velvet, satin, and other materials to make a 

suitable outfit for the boy Pierre. The tailor came and worked all 

night long, so that by next morning everything should be ready. 

And everything was ready.  

So the next morning, after breakfast, the boy mounted his 

new charger and presented himself to those who were in the 

courtyard, dressed as if he were just going to be presented to the 

Duke of Savoy.  

But the horse, feeling such a light weight on his back, 

and, moreover, being pricked by the child, proud of his new 

spurs, made three or four plunges. The people looking on in the 

courtyard feared that the boy should be thrown. But instead of 

his calling for help as they expected, he bravely spurred his 

horse again and again, galloped round the courtyard, and brought 

the charger to a standstill, as if he had been a grown-up man.  

The old lord of Bayard was watching his boy. Smiling 

with joy, he said,ð  

"But were you not afraid, my son, seeing you have left 

school but a fortnight?"  

"My lord, I hope, with God's help, before six years are 

over, to spur him in a more dangerous place," answered the boy 

fearlessly. "For here I am among friends, and I may then be 

among the enemies of the master whom I shall serve."  

"Come, come," said the good bishop, who was impatient 

to set out; "my friend nephew, do not dismount, but take leave of 

all the company."  

The boy turned to his father with a smile, as he said,ð  

"My lord and father, I pray God to grant you a happy and 

a long life, and to give me such grace that before He takes you 

out of this world you may hear good things of rue."  

"God grant it, boy I" said the old man.  

Meanwhile his mother was weeping alone in a tower of 

the old castle. She was glad he should go with good prospects 

before him, but parting with him was causing "her tender heart 

great pain."  

At last they came to tell her that the boy was on 

horseback and ready to depart with his uncle. So the gentle lady 

of Bayard went down to say good-bye.  

"Pierre, my boy," she said before he went, "you are just 

going into the service of a noble prince. I want you to observe 

three things which will enable you to pass through life with 

honour. The first is, that before all things you love, fear, and 

serve God; for without Him and His grace we can do no good 

thing in this world. Every morning and every evening commit 

yourself to Him, and He will aid you. The second is, that you be 

gentle and courteous to all, putting away all pride. Be humble 

and obliging to everybody. Be sober and temperate. Avoid envy; 

it is a mean vice. Be true and loyal in word and deed. Keep your 

promises. Help poor widows and orphans, and God will reward 

you. The third is, that of the goods which God shall give you, 

you be charitable to the poor and needy. This is all I have to 

charge you with. Your father and I shall not live much longer; 

God grant that while we live, we may always have a good report 

of you!"  

Then, young as he was, the boy answered,ð  

"My lady mother, I thank you most humbly for your 

good counsel, and hope so well to follow it that you shall be 

content. And so humbly commending myself to your good 

favour, I take my leave."  
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Then his mother drew out of her sleeve a little purse, in 

which were six crowns in gold and one in silver. These she gave 

to her son. Then calling one of the bishop's servants, she gave 

into his keeping a small valise, in which was some linen for her 

son, begging him to look after the boy a little until he was older.  

So the happy boy rode away to his uncle, and the same 

evening they arrived at Chambery, where the Duke of Savoy 

resided.  

Here young Bayard lived as page for six months, during 

which time he made himself beloved by great and small. There 

was neither page nor lord who could compare with him. He 

could leap and wrestle and ride better than any other boy of his 

age, and the duke loved him as a son.  

Such was the boyhood of the Good Knight.  

How he shared his money with his poorer friends, how 

he was ever ready to help those in trouble, of his courage, his 

chivalry, his charity, it would take too long to tell. Was he in 

possession of a crown? all shared it. So that at his death he was 

no richer than at his birth.  

Now Bayard was but five-and-twenty when the French 

and Spanish were at war over the kingdom of Naples. The two 

armies had been encamped for some time on opposite sides of 

the river Garigliano, north of Naples, and Bayard, always to the 

front, was quartered near the little narrow bridge over the river 

with one friend, Le Basco by name.  

Now the Spanish captain, one Pedro de Pas, a little 

hump-backed man whose head barely showed above his saddle 

when on horseback, took it into his head to give an alarm to the 

French by making for this little bridge.  

So all of a sudden, one day Bayard saw some two 

hundred Spanish horsemen, all well armed and equipped, riding 

toward the bridge under their little, hump-backed leader. Now 

the bridge was so narrow, that only two men-at-arms could pass 

side by side at a time; the river Garigliano ran strong and deep 

below.  

If the Spaniards could pass over that little bridge, the 

French army could be practically destroyed. Bayard, the Good 

Knight, saw the danger of the position.  

On rode the two hundred Spaniardsðon towards the 

little bridge.  

The Good Knight was alone with Le Basco. It was but 

the work of a few minutes to arm and mount their horses.  

"My friend," said Bayard hurriedly, "I pray you, run as 

fast as you can to our people, and bring them to guard this bridge 

against the passage of this great sea of armed men that are 

coming toward us. While waiting for you, I will do my best to 

keep the enemy at bay and guard the bridge. But, I pray you, 

make haste."  

Away went Le Basco as fast as he could, and the Good 

Knight, without fear indeed, took his lance in his hand and rode 

on to the little bridge.  

On came the Spaniards, confident of victory. Were they 

not two hundred to one?  

They were already near the bridge.  

Then Bayard, like a furious lion, put his lance in rest and 

charged the Spanish troop. He was in deadly earnest, and soon 

overthrew the first four Spaniards; two fell over into the river, 

for the parapet was low, and the stream being strong and deep 

they were drowned. The Spaniards were amazed at such strength 

and courage. On they came again. But the Good Knight backed 

his horse against the barrier of the bridge that they might not get 

in his rear, and, like a "chafed tiger," defended himself so well 

that the Spaniards could make no way. He hurled them into the 

river one after another, and, the banks of the river being high and 

the water muddy, neither man nor horse could scramble out 

again. Seeing themselves thus shamed by a Frenchman, the 

Spaniards charged with their pikes, lances, and other weapons. 
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But to no effect; the knight repulsed them all. For a whole hour 

he stuck to his postðone man against two hundred!  

Then to his relief he heard Le Basco with a hundred men-

at-arms coming to his help.  

"Follow me, my friends!" he cried aloud.  

The French obeyed, and the whole body, with Bayard at 

their head, forced back the Spaniards and pursued them for 

nearly a mile, till they saw some seven or eight hundred 

horsemen coming to the enemy's support.  

"Stop! stop, my friends!" cried Bayard, "for I see a large 

body of horsemen coming to help our enemies. Gentlemen, we 

have done enough to-day in having saved the bridge. Let us 

retreat in as compact a body as possible."  

So they retreated at a good pace, the Good Knight 

bringing up the rear and receiving every charge of the enemy 

himself.  

At last he found himself very hard pressed; his poor 

horse was failing him through very weariness, for he had fought 

on him all day. At this moment the Spaniards made a fresh 

charge on him. The Good Knight's horse was driven backward 

into a ditch. It was too tired to struggle out. He was surrounded, 

and cries of "Yield, signor, yield!" fell on his ear. He still fought 

on, but the Spaniards overpowered him.  

"Sir," cried the Good Knight at last, addressing one of 

those nearest to him, "there is not much honour in fifty fighting 

against one, but if there be any one of you who will fight me, I 

am ready."  

"Frenchman," cried the Spaniard, "how can you speak 

like that? Do you think to escape us now?"  

"No, indeed; I am too tired just now to defend myself 

against so many," said Bayard.  

"Tell me, are you of gentle birth?" asked the Spaniard. 

"Indeed I am," answered Bayard.  

"Tell me your name," said the Spaniard, "and I will save 

your life."  

Now Bayard knew if he told them his real name, they 

would probably kill him at once.  

"My name is Champion," answered the knight, not 

untruthfully.  

"Let us guard him well," said the Spaniard to his 

companions. "We have gained one prisoner; let him not escape 

us."  

Meanwhile the French were riding toward the bridge, 

believing the Good Knight to be yet with them, when suddenly 

the report spread through their ranks that he was missing.  

"Oh, gentlemen," cried one, an old friend and neighbour 

of Bayard, "we have lost all! The good Captain Bayard is dead 

or a prisoner, for he is not with us. And to-day he has led us so 

well, and brought us so much honour. Even if I go alone, I will 

go back. I may be slain or taken prisoner, but I must have some 

news of him."  

Every man in the little French troop was filled with 

sorrow when they found the Good Knight was indeed gone.  

"We must win him back," they said.  

Then each man dismounted, looked to and tightened his 

girths, then remounted, and with renewed courage turned round 

and set off full gallop for the Spaniards; for would they not do 

anything to save their good knight, the man who had just saved 

the French army by his bravery and strength? It was only owing 

to his tired horse that he had been taken at all. They must and 

they would win him back again.  

The Spaniards were leading off their prisoner without 

having the least idea that it was the great knight Bayard, or they 

would assuredly have disarmed him, for his fame had spread far 

and wide.  
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Suddenly the little French troop was seen galloping 

towards them.  

"See, the French are coming on fiercely!" they cried. 

When Bayard heard this, his heart beat fast.  

Meanwhile the French had arrived.  

"France! France!" they cried. "Let this prisoner go, or it 

shall cost you dear. You shall not carry off the flower of 

knighthood thus."  

The Spaniards were astounded at the cry. Had they really 

taken the great Bayard prisoner and left him his arms? They 

would have taken his life surely had they known, for he was 

their most formidable enemy.  

The French charged again, and one by one the Spaniards 

fell. Suddenly Bayard saw his chance. He needed but a fresh 

horse to ensure his escape. He saw a Spanish gentleman fall 

from his charger. Without putting his foot into the stirrup the 

Good Knight bounded on to the horse.  

"France! France!" he cried, performing wonderful feats 

of arms as he sat on the Spanish charger.  

"'Tis Bayard, Bayard you have let escape. You have had 

in your very hands the man you have long wished for. Spaniards, 

you have lost your character for shrewdness to-day!"  

When the Spaniards realized what they had done, how 

they had let slip their prisoner Bayard, they were nearly out of 

their minds with wrath.  

"Let us away to our camp," they said. "We shall do no 

more to-day. It is an evil hour in which we have lost this man, 

for none ever did so much harm to Spain as this Bayard. If 

France had many such, no nation could resist France."  

"And yet," said others, "God always guards good people 

and their honour. It would have been a pity if he had been kept 

prisoner, because he is known to be a knight ` without reproach,' 

and well has he shown it this day."  

 

 
 

THE DEATH OF BAYARD  

Even his enemies spoke well of him, though they were 

mightily disgusted at having let him go. So the Spaniards turned 

and fled, and the French, both men and horses, were too tired 

and hungry to think of following them. Besides, had they not 

saved their Good Knight, and got him back in their midst once 

more?  

Overjoyed, the French returned merrily enough to their 

quarters, where, the story says, they talked of nothing else for a 
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whole week but their brilliant adventure, and the feats of the 

Good Knight, without fear and without reproach.  

After a life of unblemished renown, Bayard was killed in 

an engagement with the Spaniards. In a retreat, being placed in 

the post of honour, he was struck by a ball from an arquebuse. 

His squire laid him under a tree, and Bayard was praying, when 

the Constable de Bourbon, who had gone over to the enemy, 

approached and expressed his grief. "Pity is not for me, my 

lord," replied Bayard, "for I die like a man of honour; but I pity 

you, who bear arms against your prince, your country, and your 

oath."  

CHAPTER II I  

MONTEZUMA  

MEXICOð1520 

Montezuma! The very name calls up one of the most 

pathetic scenes in history. From out the past rises the majestic 

figure of a heathen king in the prime of his life, standing aloft, 

for the last time, on the central turret of his palace. His mantle of 

blue and white flowed over his shoulders, his feet were shod 

with golden sandals, his dark brows covered with the Mexican 

tiara, while the jewels on his imperial robes glistened in the June 

sunshine. A deathlike silence reigned amid the masses of his 

subjects, standing below in slavish awe, broken only by the 

sound of the king's voice. Then a murmur of disapproval in the 

crowd, a cloud of stones and arrows directed at the central turret, 

and Montezuma fell.  

Montezuma had been made king in 1502, elected in 

preference to his two brothers for his wisdom and ability. 

Naturally a grave and silent man, the few words he used to say 

in the council of the chiefs impressed every one, and when the 

throne of Mexico became vacant, all eyes turned to Montezuma 

as the right man to fill it. When Montezuma heard this, he hid 

himself in a temple, for he was a devout and religious man, 

thinking the responsibility of governing the people too heavy a 

burden for him. At last they found him, and with proclamations 

of joy they took him to the council chamber, where the 

Mexicans received him as their chosen king. Sadly and gravely 

he accepted; indeed his very name signified sadness.  

They attired him with royal ornaments, pierced his 

nostrils to hang a rich emerald, and seated him on his throne. 

Then speeches began.  
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"Rejoice, O happy land!" cried a neighbouring king, "to 

whom the Creator hath given a prince, as a firm pillar to support 

thee, who shall be thy father in distress, who will be more than a 

brother to his subjects. Thou hast a king not given up to 

amusements, one who will neither eat nor sleep till he has 

worked for your good. And thou, noble young man, and our 

most mighty lord, be confident and of a good courage, that 

seeing the Lord of things created hath given thee this charge, He 

will also give thee force and courage to manage it."  

Montezuma listened attentively to every word, but he 

was so troubled that three times he tried to answer and could not 

speak for his tears. At last he recovered himself.  

"I were too blind, good king," he said, "if I did not know 

that what thou hast spoken unto me was spoken out of mere 

kindness; and, in truth, I find myself so incapable of so great a 

charge that I know not what to do, but to beseech the Creator of 

all created things that He will favour me, and I entreat you all to 

pray unto Him for me."  

Having uttered these words the new king began to weep.  

Montezuma's first efforts were crowned with success; he 

led an expedition in person against a rebel province, and brought 

back in triumph a throng of captives.  

He had a great idea of his regal dignity. He never set foot 

on the ground in public, but was always carried on the shoulders 

of noblemen; whenever he alighted, they laid down rich tapestry 

for him to tread on. No man, under rank of a knight, might look 

in his face; if he did, he was at once put to death. So Montezuma 

"laboured to be respected and worshipped as a god." His 

magnificence must have made a great impression on the public 

mind.  

He never put on the same garment twice, he never ate or 

drank out of the same dish more than once, his servants were 

numberless. He was very careful to have his laws well observed, 

and punished with death those who broke them. He was very 

fond of patrolling the streets of Mexico disguised from head to 

foot, in order to see for himself any abuses. He built temples, 

brought water into his capital by a new channel, established a 

hospital for sick soldiers, and generally improved the city.  

So Montezuma reigned over his kingdom for many years 

in great prosperity, which so "put up his conceit," says the old 

story, "that the Almighty Lord began to chastise him, suffering 

even the very devils whom he worshipped to tell him heavy 

tidings of the ruin of his kingdom, and to torment him by 

visions," which made him yet more sad and melancholy than 

usual.  

Now the Mexicans had a curious, old tradition that the 

god of the air, whom they worshipped next to the "Supreme 

Creator," should one day return and rule the kingdom. This god 

with his white skin, dark hair, and flowing beard had sailed away 

in a wizard ship, made of serpents' skins, to an unknown shore; 

but the people never forgot his promise to return. It was about 

this time that many strange things happened, and the Mexicans 

remembered the words of their god.  

In 1510, the great lake near suddenly began to swell 

without any sign of wind or earthquake, and the waves broke 

with such fury that all the buildings near fell down to the ground. 

At the same time there was the sound of many voices, crying, 

"Oh, my children, the time of your destruction is come."  

Then there was a comet seen in the daytime, with a long 

tail and three heads.  

Again, a great flame of fire, in the shape of a pyramid, 

appeared in the sky at midnight, and went on mounting till the 

sun rose in the morning, when it vanished away.  

And there was another story, yet more conclusive than 

these to the Indian mind.  

A labourer at his work was taken up by a great eagle, and 

carried by him to a cave where a figure lay apparently asleep 

with royal ensigns and flowers in his hand.  
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"It is King Montezuma," cried the labourer.  

"Thou sayest true," said a voice. "Behold he lies asleep, 

careless of the great miseries prepared for him. It is time that he 

pay the great number of offences he hath done to God, and that 

he receive punishment for his tyrannies and great pride."  

All these omens troubled Montezuma more and more, 

and he became excessively heavy and sad.  

It was the fourteenth year of Montezuma's reign, when 

there appeared off the coast ships that roused the curiosity of the 

natives. Taking with them meats and stuffs they sailed out in 

their canoes to these ships, which they discovered to be Spanish. 

The Spaniards received them well, gave them chains of false 

stonesðred, blue, green, and yellowðwhich the Indians thought 

were very precious, asked the name of their king, and promised 

to come and visit him the following year. The Indians returned 

to the king with pictures on cloth of all they had seenðpictures 

of the ships, the Spaniards, and some precious stones.  

Montezuma was very sad when he saw the pictures, and 

ordered that this visit of the Spaniards should be kept a secret, 

though he took the precaution of setting watches along all the 

sea-coast.  

The following year the Spanish fleet appeared again, this 

time with the great Spanish explorer Cortes on board. The news 

troubled Montezuma; he called his council together, and they all 

agreed that it could be none other than the god of the air, the old 

Lord Queztzalcoalt, come back again to his kingdom.  

So Montezuma sent ambassadors with rich presents to 

congratulate the god on his return, and to deliver dutiful 

messages from the "servant Montezuma" to the great god. The 

Spaniards had on board a Mexican slave woman, Marina, who 

interpreted Montezuma's messages to Cortes. Cortes was 

gratified with his magnificent presents and messages, and 

desired to see the owner of all this wealth.  

To impress the Mexican officers with his power, he had 

his artillery discharged from the ships. This troubled the natives 

terribly, for they were "unaccustomed to hear such music."  

This was not their Lord Queztzalcoalt, but his 

representative.  

The splendid treasure displayed before the Spaniards 

made them determined to visit the capital, and it increased their 

desire to possess a country which contained such boundless 

stores of wealth. Sending back to the king a few holland shirts, a 

goblet, and some toys of little value, Cortes sent also an urgent 

message that he could not return to Spain without having 

accomplished the object of his voyageðnamely, to see the great 

king Montezuma, and to enter his capital. A week later the 

ambassadors returned, this time with a glorious sum of gold, but 

with a firm message that Montezuma refused to see them, and 

forbade them to enter his capital; he hoped they would return at 

once to Spain.  

Cortes received the answer coldly.  

"This is a rich and powerful prince indeed," he cried to 

his officers, "but it shall go hard if we will not one day pay him a 

visit in his capital!"  

On August 16, 1519, Cortes started for his march to 

Mexico, just to see "what sort of a being the great Montezuma 

was, of whom they had heard so much,"ðthis tyrannical king, 

before whom every subject trembled, who declined to be looked 

on by the Spaniards. From time to time messengers reached him 

from Montezuma urging him to return to his own country; but to 

all these Cortes firmly replied, "It is my duty to the King of 

Spain," and passed on.  

As a last hope Montezuma sent out wizards and sorcerers 

to waylay Cortes; but when they returned to him, having failed, 

he only broke into weeping and lamentations, bemoaning the 

fate of his country, and ending with words of calm despair: "We 

are born; let that come which must come."  
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With the first faint streak of dawn on the eighth of 

November, Montezuma's beautiful city of Mexico was reached 

by Cortes and his Spanish army. With beating hearts they 

gathered under their respective banners, their trumpets sounding, 

their eyes straining over the gorgeous sight that met their view. 

The sacred flames on the altars, dimly seen through the grey 

mists of the morning, showed the site of temples and towers. The 

palace was soon revealed in the glorious morning sunshine as it 

rose and poured over the wondrous valley.  

Mexico was one of the most beautiful cities of the world. 

Situated on a great salt lake, but slightly divided from a large 

fresh-water lake, the city seemed to sit upon the waters with her 

diadems of gleaming towers, her expanse of flowery meadows, 

her circle of mountains, all reflected in the innumerable mirrors 

framed by her courts, her palaces, her temples.  

No wonder the Spaniards looked with envy on the fair 

city, no wonder they coveted the boundless wealth of this 

uncivilized country. On they went, those seven thousand 

Spaniards, on to within half a league of the capital, where at a 

solid wall of stone twelve feet high they were stopped by some 

hundred Mexican chiefs, who announced that the great 

Montezuma had come out to meet them. Amid a crowd of 

nobles, preceded by three officers of state bearing golden wands, 

the Spaniards saw the royal palanquin, blazing with gold. It was 

borne on the shoulders of barefooted nobles, who walked slowly, 

with eyes bent down on the ground. Over it was a canopy of 

gaudy feather-work, powdered with jewels and fringed with 

silver. Suddenly it stopped, the great king alighted, the ground 

was spread with tapestry that the imperial feet should not be 

soiled, and with the canopy carried over his head the monarch 

advanced in all his regal majesty. His subjects lined the way, 

bending forward with their eyes fixed on the ground as he 

passed. He was dressed in an ample, square cloak sprinkled with 

pearls and precious stones, on his feet he wore sandals with soles 

of gold, on his head plumes of the royal colour green.  

Cortes descended from his horse, and showed profound 

respect to Montezuma. He threw round his neck a collar made of 

false pearls and diamonds, while Montezuma returned this 

somewhat poor present by presenting the Spanish general with 

two collars of shells adorned with golden pendants. Then with 

colours flying and music playing the Spaniards followed the 

great king into his capital. Cortes himself was to lodge in the 

royal palace. "This palace belongs to you and your brethren," 

said the king. "Rest after your fatigues, and in a little while I will 

visit you again."  

That evening the Spaniards celebrated their arrival in 

Mexico by a great discharge of guns. The thunder shook the 

buildings of the city and echoed away among the hills, the 

smoke rolled up in volumes, the hearts of the Indians were filled 

with dismay. They had those in their midst who could spread 

destruction through their fair city, who could call down 

thunderbolts to consume them.  

The following day Cortes returned the visit to 

Montezuma. Passing through courts where fountains of crystal 

water played by night and day, under ceilings hung with feather 

draperies glowing with colour, over mats of palm-leaf, through 

clouds of incense and intoxicating perfumes, the Spaniards were 

at last ushered into the royal presence.  

Cortes soon entered on the subject which was uppermost 

in his thoughtsðthe conversion to Christianity of Montezuma 

and his people.  

Eloquently he spoke to the heathen king, always 

interpreted by Marina, of the wrong he did in worshipping idols 

and strange gods; eloquently he begged him to accept the new 

religion he was sent from Spain to teach.  

Patiently the sad king listened to the Spaniard's words. 

Then he answered, "My lord, if you believe that it is your 

business to say such bad things of my gods, I will not show them 

to you. To us they are good gods; they give us health and rain, 

fine weather and victories. We must sacrifice to them."  
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Nevertheless Montezuma himself conducted Cortes and 

his officers to the great temple, and showed him the sanctuaries 

and shrines of his gods. There was the great image of the god of 

war, wielding a bow and golden arrows, and three fresh human 

hearts lay on the altar before him; there was the image of a 

milder deity, with five bleeding hearts on a golden platter on his 

altar, and the Spaniards turned away in disgust.  

Cortes now saw clearly that neither conquest nor 

conversion could take place in Mexico as long as the great king 

Montezuma sat on the Mexican throne.  

To take the king's person was the only course open.  

Having gained an audience of the king, Cortes talked 

playfully for a time, receiving presents from. Montezuma and 

gaining favour. Suddenly he changed his tone, accused the king 

of having been the author of a skirmish between the Mexicans 

and the Spaniards, when a great many of the latter were killed, 

and begged him to come quickly into their palace to assure all of 

his innocence.  

As the full meaning of Cortes' words dawned on 

Montezuma he became pale as death, then his face flushed as he 

cried angrily, "When was it ever heard that a great prince like 

myself voluntarily left his own palace to become a prisoner in 

the hands of strangers?"  

The great king sat stupefied. The request was audacious. 

Here was a man into whose face other men did not venture to 

look, before whom crowds bent low and nobles bowed, 

worshipped as a god, feared as a king.  

"And if I should consent to such a degradation," he 

continued firmly, "my subjects never would."  

It seemed in vain to urge, in vain to plead, in vain to 

waste two long hours in argument. The king was firm. But 

Cortes was firmer.  

"Why do we waste time on this barbarian?" cried one 

impatient Spaniard. "Let us seize him, and, if he resists, plunge 

our swords into his body."  

The fierce tone of the Spaniard alarmed Montezuma. If 

death were the alternative, then he must go. He looked round for 

sympathy or support, his eye wandered over the stern faces and 

iron forms of the Spaniards; he felt his hour was come; his 

courage sank, and he feebly consented to go. His litter was 

called for. And so in sorry manner, borne on by his weeping 

nobles, and in deep silence, Montezuma left his palace, never to 

return. Though housed in comfort and allowed his servants, and 

a certain amount of pomp and luxury, he was virtually a 

prisoner. The fact was proclaimed to his subjects by the 

appearance of some sixty men patrolling outside the palace day 

and night. Soon the king's humiliation was complete by fetters 

being fastened to his feet.  

He was speechless under this new insult. He was as one 

struck down by a heavy blowðhe offered no resistance, he 

spoke no word, but from time to time low moans expressed his 

anguish.  

His servants, bathed in tears, offered him what poor 

comfort they could; they tenderly held his feet in their hands, 

and tried to insert shawls and mantles to save him from the 

pressure of the iron. But the fact remainedðhe was a king no 

longer. Yet he was so firmly convinced that Cortes was but an 

ambassador from the great god Queztzalcoalt, whose will it was 

he should undergo this torment, that he consented to each new 

demand of the Spaniards without opposition.  

At last came the demand that the king and his lords 

should swear allegiance to Spain and consent to pay tribute.  

Montezuma obediently assembled his lords and nobles, 

and addressed them with great emotion.  

They must all remember, he said, the old tradition of the 

great being who once ruled the land, who had sailed away to an 



Original Copyright 1907 by M. B. Synge.    Distributed by Heritage History 2009 20 

unknown land with a promise that he would return. That time 

had come. The white men had come from the quarter beyond the 

ocean where the sun rose to which their god had gone. For his 

part, he was ready to acknowledge the authority of the ancient 

god.  

"You have been faithful subjects," he continued; "I now 

ask that you will show me this last act of obedience, by 

acknowledging the great king beyond the waters, and that you 

will pay him tribute as you have done to me."  

As he concluded, his voice broke and tears fell down his 

cheeks. At the sight of his distress, his lords were deeply moved. 

His will had always been their law, they said. It should be so 

still, they asserted amid their sobs. Their humiliation seemed 

complete, and as they took the oath of allegiance in presence of 

the Spaniards, they felt that they, the greatest people upon earth," 

had sold themselves to a small body of unknown men, and broke 

into loud lamentations.  

Even among the triumphant Spaniards there was not a 

dry eye that day.  

The tribute consisted of three great heaps of gold. "Take 

it," sobbed Montezuma, "and let it be recorded in your annals 

that the king sent this present to your master."  

Not satisfied with this, Cortes went a step further. The 

temple must be given up for Christian worship.  

"Why, why will you urge matters to an extremity?" cried 

Montezuma, who through all his troubles turned to his gods and 

his oracles. "Why will you bring down the vengeance of our 

gods and stir up rebellion among my people, who will never 

consent to this profanation of their temple?"  

But this too had to be conceded.  

Nevertheless, as time went on, it became evident to 

Cortes that he had pushed things too far. The people had borne 

with patience all the injuries and affronts put on them by the 

Spaniards; they had seen their mighty king dragged from his 

palace, fettered, deposed; humiliated; they had seen their temple 

profaned by Christian worship. They could not bear much more. 

Signs of discontent began to show themselves among the 

Mexicans, and the Spaniards grew uneasy.  

"Go!" said Montezuma; "if you have any regard for 

yourselves, go without delay. You have enraged my gods and 

trampled on my priests. I have but to raise my finger and every 

Mexican will rise against you."  

These words were spoken in May. It was the middle of 

June when they came true.  

The Mexicans had a festival in honour of their great war-

god. Montezuma was forbidden to take part in it, but some six 

hundred of his people, dressed in their gaudy gala costumes, 

with mantles of feather-work and collars of gold, were dancing 

their sacred dance, when a party of Spaniards rushed on them 

with drawn swords, and without pity or mercy slew them to a 

man. Not one was left alive.  

The news spread like wildfire. Every feeling of long-

smothered hostility, all the pent-up hatred of the Spaniards, burst 

forth in one great cry for revenge. The city rose in arms to a 

man. Before the Spaniards could secure themselves in their 

defences, they were assaulted with desperate fury by the 

Mexicans. With a hideous yell, or rather the shrill whistle used 

in war by these nations, they rained a very tempest of stones, 

darts, and arrows into the palace. A discharge of guns from the 

Spaniards mowed them down by hundreds, and for a moment 

they stood aghast at the slaughter, but only for a moment. Over 

the dead bodies of their comrades they struggled, with piercing 

cries of fury and revenge, only to be killed and driven back by 

the Spaniards' volleys. In their despair they at last set the palace 

on fire, but the building was of material that defied fire.  

With fury on both sides the fight grew frantic; it was the 

battle of barbarian against civilized, of heathen against Christian, 

of rude weapons against scientific warfare. Night only brought 
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rest. With dawn the contest was renewed, till late in the day the 

Spanish commander drew off his men and sounded a retreat.  

 

 
 

MONTEZUMA'S APPEAL  

Meanwhile, what was Montezuma doing? From his 

quarters he had witnessed the tragic scenes in his capital; 

distressed, angry, hopeless, he could only moan, "I desire only to 

die."  

His desire was soon enough to be fulfilled.  

At the request of the Spaniards, he at last consented to 

expostulate with his subjects.  

Mounting one of the battlements of his palace, the king 

appeared for the last time among his people. To make his 

presence more emphatic, he put on his imperial robes; his mantle 

of blue and white flowed over his shoulders, held together by his 

rich green clasp, emeralds of uncommon size set in gold shone 

on his dress. His feet were shod with golden sandals, his head 

surmounted by the Mexican diadem. Surrounded by a guard of 

Spaniards and by a few of his own nobles, preceded by the 

golden wand, the symbol of his kingly position, the Mexican 

monarch ascended the central turret of his palace.  

His presence was instantly recognized, and as the royal 

retinue advanced along the battlements, a change, as if by magic, 

came over the scene.  

The clang of instruments, the fierce cries were hushed, 

and a deathlike silence reigned over the whole crowd. Many 

prostrated themselves on the ground, others bent the knee; all 

eyes turned towards the king whom they had been taught to 

reverence with slavish awe, from whose face they had been 

taught to turn away as too divine to look upon.  

Once more Montezuma felt himself a king, as with his 

old authority he spoke to them for the last time.  

"Why do I see my people here in arms against the palace 

of my fathers? Is it that you think your king is a prisoner, and 

wish to release him? If so, you have acted rightly. But you are 

mistaken. I am no prisoner. The strangers are my guests. I 

remain with them only from choice, and can leave them when I 

like. Return to your homes, then. Lay down your arms. Show 

your obedience to me, who have a right to it. The white men 

shall go back to their land, and all shall be well again."  
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Then Montezuma was the friend of the hated Spaniards 

after all! A murmur of contempt ran through the crowd. Did he 

not care for the insults and injuries their great nation had 

received? It was intolerable. The blood of the Mexicans was up, 

passion and revenge urged them on.  

"Base! base woman! coward!" Such words were flung at 

the unhappy monarch. They were followed by a cloud of stones 

and arrows, and Montezuma fell senseless to the ground.  

He was borne below by his faithful nobles; but he had 

nothing more to live for. He had tasted the last drop in his cup of 

bitternessðhis own people had turned against him.  

In vain did Cortes try to soothe the anguish of his spirit; 

in vain did his attendants try to nurse him back to life; he tore 

the bandages from his bead, he refused comfort. He sat in 

gloomy silence brooding over his fallen fortunes.  

And on June 30, 1520, he died.  

CHAPTER IV  

THE EVE OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW  

FRANCEð1572 

About four hundred years ago there was a small 

kingdom, spread over the cliffs and ravines of the western 

Pyrenees, called Navarre. Its half-million of inhabitants caught 

fish in the coves of the Bay of Biscay, or trimmed vines upon the 

sunny slopes of the mountainsðan independent, frugal, happy 

people. In this little kingdom one day in midwinter, 1553, Henry 

the Fourth, destined to be not only King of Navarre but of all 

France, was born.  

The old King of Navarre, his grandfather, was still alive. 

He at once assumed entire control of the boy. As soon as the 

child was born the old man rubbed his lips with a clove of garlic, 

and made him suck wine out of a golden cup, to make him 

strong and vigorous. By his command the young prince was 

brought up in an old castle in the Pyrenees. It was craggy and 

gloomy, dark firs grew up the hillsides, eagles screamed 

overhead, a foaming torrent swept by the walls. In this storm-

battered castle the future king of France was nurtured as a 

peasant boy. Bareheaded and barefooted he ran about the 

mountains, with the mountain lads he climbed cliffs and waded 

torrents; he lived on brown bread, beef, cheese, and garlic; his 

face was bronzed by sun and wind.  

When he was yet young his grandfather died, leaving his 

mother Queen of Navarre. Henry was recalled from his 

mountain home to the palace at Navarre, where his father and 

mother lived, there to learn the courtly graces which 

distinguished him through life.  

When eight years old Henry was taken to Paris to attend 

with his parents the wedding of Mary Stuart with Francis, son of 
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the King of France. The boy's vigorous beauty attracted the 

attention of the king.  

"Will you be my son?" he asked, drawing the boy toward 

him.  

"No, sire," cried the boy in his mountain patois. "That is 

my father," he added, pointing to the King of Navarre.  

"Well, then, will you be my son-in-law?" continued the 

King of France.  

"Oh, with all my heart!" answered the sturdy little fellow, 

and from that time a marriage between Henry of Navarre and 

Margaret, the little French princess, only four years old at the 

time, was agreed upon.  

It was this marriage that, years afterwards, brought 

matters to a crisis in France, and was the immediate cause of the 

massacre of St. Bartholomew. The annals of the world are filled 

with stories of crime, but this terrible massacre of the Huguenots 

is, perhaps, without a parallel, the greatest crime recorded in 

history. The victims were invited to Paris under the guise of 

friendship and goodwill, received with solemn oaths of peace 

and protection, to rejoice at the union of Henry and Margaret, 

only to be murdered in cold blood before those wedding 

festivities were over.  

Now at the close of the sixteenth century all Europe was 

agitated by the great controversy raging between Protestants and 

Catholics.  

In France the Protestants, locally known as the 

Huguenots, though not very numerous, were powerful in rank, 

and were headed by some of the noblest families in France, 

including the Prince of Conde, Admiral de Coligny, and the 

House of Navarre.  

In 1560, Francis, King of France, died, and his brother 

Charles, a delicate boy of twelve years old, succeeded to the 

throne. The government was conducted by his mother, Catherine 

de Medici, and she, to serve her own ends, determined to crush 

the Protestants in France and get rid of them altogether.  

Now the Queen of Navarre was a Protestant, but the king 

was a Catholic. As the strife between the parties grew warmer, 

they agreed to separate, and the king took Henry to Paris with a 

Protestant tutor. The queen took leave of her son in tears, 

begging him never to abandon his faith.  

Henry's temptations at the French court were very great. 

Catherine de Medici disliked the boy's energetic spirit and his 

devotion to the Protestant faith, and put every temptation in his 

path.  

When the King of Navarre was killed soon after this, and 

the boy was left alone at the French court, the Queen of Navarre 

grew anxious, and urged Catherine to allow her son to return to 

Navarre. But Catherine refused. Henry was to marry her 

daughter Margaret one day, and he must abandon his Protestant 

religion and become a Catholic. At last the Queen of Navarre 

travelled to Paris in order to persuade Catherine to let the boy 

return with her to Navarre.  

Catherine received her with lavish affection, but she took 

care that the queen should be carefully guarded and virtually 

kept her a prisoner at the court.  

When the Queen of Navarre found out Catherine's 

intentions she planned her escape. One day there was a hunting-

party, at the close of which the queen and her people separated 

themselves from the rest of the company. The horses were all 

tired, but fresh horses had been provided at an appointed place. 

The queen and her son quickly mounted the fresh horses, and, 

turning their faces south, they rested neither day nor night until 

the clatter of their horses' hoofs resounded among the mountains 

of Navarre.  

The whole of Europe had taken up the controversy 

between Protestants and Catholics. The fleet of England crossed 

the Channel, the Pope summoned his legions to the field, and 
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squadrons poured through the defiles of the Alps on to the plains 

of France. Catholic Spain shouted the war-cry, and the blast of 

bugle and tramp of men sounded amid the fastnesses of the 

Pyrenees. Protestant Germany sprang to arms, and all met on the 

battlefield of Jarnac.  

Henry of Navarre was there heading the Huguenots, with 

the Prince of Conde. In his first battle he was destined to defeat. 

Conde was killed, and the Huguenots were defeated.  

After the battle the Huguenots hailed the young Prince 

Henry as their commander-in-chief.  

Meanwhile the marriage between Henry and Margaret, 

sister of King Charles the Ninth of France, was being urged on 

by both Protestants and Catholics. The Queen of Navarre was 

very reluctant to hasten on a match she strongly objected to. But 

Coligny saw advantages in it. "It will be a seal of friendship with 

the king," he wrote confidently to Navarre.  

The young King of France, too, was anxious, "I have 

made up my mind to give my sister Margaret to my good brother 

Henry," he said, "for by this means I hope to marry the two 

religions.  

Still the Queen of Navarre doubted the sincerity of the 

French court.  

"I pray you gratify the extreme desire we have to see you 

among us," wrote Catherine to the reluctant queen. "You will be 

loved and honoured as you deserve to be."  

At last the Queen of Navarre gave way. In February 

1572, she started for Blois, and travelling slowly reached that 

city early in March. She was received by Catherine de Medici 

and the king with every mark of affection. The king called her 

his "dear good aunt, his best beloved, his darling," till the 

gossiping historian at the French court says "every one was 

astonished."  

In the evening, when the queen had retired for the night, 

Charles turned to his mother laughing.  

"Now, mother, confess that I play my little part well." 

"Yes," she answered anxiously, "you play it well enough, but 

you must keep it up."  

"Trust me for that," said the king; "you shall see how I 

will lead them on."  

Early in May the Queen of Navarre moved on to Paris, 

where preparations for the wedding were being urged on. The 

move proved fatal to her. In less than a month she sickened and 

died. So ostentatious were the lamentations of Catherine, so 

frantic the apparent grief of Charles the king, that it was 

suggested the queen had been poisoned. Be that as it may, the 

wedding preparations went on, though the death of the queen 

increased the distrust with which many of the Huguenots looked 

on these favours so lavishly bestowed on their party.  

Admiral Coligny was an exception. From every quarter 

he received warnings and cautions, but he trusted the young 

king's word, his promise of protection; he believed that Charles 

was really anxious to bring about a union of Protestants and 

Catholics; and he refused to listen to the murmurs of treachery in 

the court.  

It was the eighth of July when Henry, now King of 

Navarre, entered Paris attended by the young Prince of Conde, 

Admiral Coligny, and some eight hundred of the most 

distinguished men in France. The Protestants were all dressed in 

mourning garments; they formed a striking contrast to the gaily-

dressed Catholic gentlemen who went out to meet them.  

At the gate of St. Jacques a magnificent train of nobles 

and officers attached to the court met the Protestant party, the 

corporation of the city attended in their scarlet robes, the Duke 

of Guise and the king's two brothers, all were there to welcome 

the bridegroom, the young King of Navarre.  

In deadly silence the procession passed through the 

crowded streets of Paris to the Louvre. No voice was raised to 

greet the Huguenot princes, only murmurs of disapproval ran 
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through the crowd from time to time, and muttered cries of 

"Guise "and "Anjou." The King of Navarre alone found favour, 

as he rode along between the two Catholic princes of France, his 

handsome face and winning smile attracting all alike.  

The betrothal took place on the seventeenth of August at 

the Louvre, and the following day the wedding took place at 

Notre Dame.  

It was a glorious summer day, this morning of the 

eighteenth of August. Cannons roared, bells rang out from every 

steeple, thousands of people crowded every roof and balcony 

whence a view of the procession might be obtained. Banners, 

pennants, ribbons waved in the air and hung festooned from 

window to window, from roof to roof.  

A raised covered platform led from the bishop's palace, 

where the bride was staying, to the pavilion where the ceremony 

was to take place. A magnificent platform had been raised on the 

open space fronting the cathedral of Notre Dame, canopied with 

tapestry.  

It was yet early in the day when Henry led forth his 

bride. He was dressed in pale yellow satin, embroidered with 

silver, and adorned with pearls and precious stones. To show his 

close affection, Charles, King of France, was dressed like him, 

for "my brother of Navarre loves me and I love him," the young 

king had said but shortly before.  

Margaret, too, was gorgeously dressed: brilliants flamed 

among her hair, her dress was of cloth of gold, her stomacher 

was sprinkled with pearls to resemble a silvery coat of mail, the 

train of her large blue mantle was four ells long.  

Along the raised platform walked the bishops and 

archbishops, leading the way in copes of cloth of gold. Then 

came the cardinals, resplendent in scarlet, knights of St. Michael 

with their orders, and the great officers of state; some one 

hundred and twenty ladies, brilliant in silks, brocades, and 

velvets, attended the Princess Margaret. The whole procession 

was magnificent.  

After the wedding ceremony had been performed in the 

pavilion, Henry led his bride into the church of Notre Dame to 

hear mass; then on to the bishop's palace, where a magnificent 

dinner had been prepared for them, only to be followed by a 

supper at the Louvre for the whole wedding-party.  

The next three days were spent in festivities, balls and 

banquets, masques and tourneys, in which both Huguenots and 

Catholics took part. All seemed peace and good will, all old 

feuds and enmities forgotten and buried in the past.  

In all the amusements Henry of Navarre distinguished 

himself; he had a kind word for everybody, was ready with jest 

and humour, and Charles seemed fonder of him than ever. 

Admiral Coligny, too, seemed high in favour at the French court; 

the more Charles saw of him, the more pleased he seemed with 

the loyalty and honesty of the old Huguenot warrior.  

But things were reaching a crisis.  

Catherine saw that the strong old Huguenot was gaining 

influence with Charles, and determined to get rid of him as a 

dangerous rival.  

It was the twenty-second of August.  

Coligny had gone to the Louvre on business, and was on 

his way home when he met the young king Charles. With him he 

stopped to watch a tennis match till past ten o'clock, when he 

turned homewards. He was reading a petition that had just been 

placed in his hands, when suddenly he staggered back. A cry 

escaped him, "I am wounded!" It was true. He was hit with two 

bullets; one carried off the first finger of his right hand, the other 

wounded him in the left arm. "Go and tell the king," he said as 

they carried him to his hotel.  

The news spread like wildfire. A messenger, all 

breathless, burst into the tennis court shouting, "The admiral is 

killed! the admiral is killed!"  
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Charles threw down his racket angrily.  

"What!" he cried, "shall I never have a moment's quiet? 

Must I have fresh troubles every day?"  

Vowing to avenge the admiral, the king withdrew. 

Something must be done at once to preserve the public peace, 

which at that moment was in greater danger from the enraged 

Huguenots than from the astonished Catholics.  

The guards were mustered, posts were strengthened, the 

sentries at the gates were doubled, and no person was allowed to 

come armed into the streets.  

The King of Navarre, accompanied by some seven 

hundred Huguenots, visited the old admiral, threatening 

vengeance on the murderer. No wonder the queen-mother 

Catherine was in a panic. If the admiral recovered, as seemed 

likely, her part in the plot could not be concealed; the blow had 

failed. There was danger all around; the Huguenots were angry 

and suspicious, murmuring crowds filled the streets, an outbreak 

seemed imminent. Steps must be taken, and at once. Coligny, the 

old Huguenot warrior, must die.  

It was after dinner on the night of the twenty-third of 

August that Catherine led the king, with some three or four 

others, into the private garden of the Tuileries, there to unfold 

her plans. The time, she said, was ripe. Eight thousand 

Huguenots were in the city breathing vengeance, though, as yet, 

unarmed; the King of Navarre and the Prince of Conde were in 

the Louvre and could not escape; the admiral was in bed unable 

to move; their enemies were caught, and in one hour the whole 

hated sect of Huguenots might be abolished. They ought no 

longer to resist the will of God, but give reins to the popular 

fury.  

So said Catherine. Her own mind was made up, but to get 

Charles's sanction to the murder of Coligny was no easy matter.  

All next day Paris was in a restless state. It seemed as if 

some great catastrophe were pending, suspicion was in the air, 

the wildest stories were afloat.  

In vain did Catherine urge on Charles the immense 

importance of killing the Admiral Coligny. Bursting into one of 

his fits of passion, he swore that Coligny should not be touched.  

"Woe to any one who injures a hair of his head!" he 

cried. "He is the only true friend I have, except my brother of 

Navarre."  

Still Catherine did not flinch. Argument after argument 

did she use to convince her son of the danger of their present 

position.  

"France will be again torn by civil war, and there is but 

this one way of escape," she urged.  

The king sat moody and silent, biting his nails as usual 

He would not consent.  

At last Catherine, in her despair, used her last argument.  

"Perhaps, sire," she whispered in his ear, "perhaps you 

are afraid!"  

As if struck by an arrow, Charles started from his chair. 

Storming like a madman, he bade her be quiet.  

"Kill the admiral then if you like," he screamed, "but kill 

all the. Huguenots with himðallðallðall, so that not one be 

left to reproach me hereafter. See to it at onceðat once! do you 

hear?"  

So saying he dashed furiously out of the room. The 

conspirators were aghast at his violence. But there was no time 

to be lost. He had spoken the word, he might change his mind, 

the Huguenots might get wind of the plot. The murderous 

scheme must be carried out at once, that very night.  
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MASSACRE OF ST. BARTHOLOMEW  

 

The Duke of Guise was summoned to the Louvre and 

given command of the undertaking. The different parts of the 

tragedy were quickly arranged.  

"It is the will of our lord the king," said the duke, "that 

every good citizen should take up arms to purge the city of that 

rebel Coligny and his heretic followers. The signal will be given 

by the great bell of the Palace of Justice. Then let every true 

Catholic tie a white band on his arm, and put a white cross in his 

cap, and begin the vengeance of God."  

So the preparations, aided by the darkness of a starless 

night, went forward. Soldiers assembled, guards were stationed 

to cut off flight, citizens were armed with sabres and muskets.  

Shortly after midnight Catherine entered her son's 

chamber. She found him pacing the room in one of his fits of 

passion, swearing the Huguenots should not die.  

"It is too late to retreat, even were it possible," declared 

Catherine.  

It was the eve of St. Bartholomew. In feverish agony 

they waited for the appointed signal. Fearing lest Charles's 

resolution should utterly fail, Catherine ordered the alarm bell to 

be struck at once. As the harsh sound rang through the air of that 

warm summer night, it was caught up and echoed from tower to 

tower, rousing all Paris from its slumbers. It was the knell of 

death rolling over the unconscious city. The first stroke of the 

bell had not ceased to vibrate, when the uproar began. The sound 

of clanging bells, crashing doors, musket shots, and the rush of 

armed men was followed in another moment by the shrieks of 

the victims, and high over all the yells of the mob, "more pitiless 

than hungry wolves," till the stoutest hearts quailed and the 

strongest trembled.  

The sound which roused Catherine to frenzy froze the 

very blood of the young king. Trembling in every limb, he 

shouted for the massacre to be stopped, for the admiral's life to 

be spared.  

It was too late! Already beacon-fires and alarm-bells had 

sent the signal throughout France.  

And Coligny? He was in bed when the uproar began. A 

loud knock at the outer gate roused him. "Open in the king's 

name" was the cry outside, and soon armed men were rushing up 
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the stairs. Coligny, who by this time had risen, knew what it 

meant. He sent away a few faithful servants who wished to 

defend him.  

 

 
 

DEATH OF ADMIRAL  COLIGNY  

"I have long prepared to die," murmured the old warrior. 

"No one can defend me now. I commend my soul to God."  

"Are you the admiral?" shouted the ruffians, as they 

entered the room.  

"I am," answered Coligny.  

These were his last words. A sword was thrust through 

his body, and the old Huguenot was dead, his body being thrown 

into the street below.  

Old men, young girls, helpless children were alike 

smitten down. The shouts of the assailants, the shrieks of the 

wounded as blow upon blow fell, the incessant report of muskets 

and pistols, the tramp of soldiers, created a scene of terror such 

as human eyes have rarely seen.  

"Let not a single Protestant be spared to reproach me 

with this deed." These were the king's orders as the morning 

slowly dawned on this ghastly scene.  

In vain did Charles order the massacre to be stopped at 

the end of one day. The blood of the Catholics was up, and the 

massacre continued for a week, till some eighty thousand 

Protestants were slain in France.  

Nevertheless the massacre was in vain. True, the 

Huguenots lost their best leaders, with the exception of Henry of 

Navarre; they were stunned, scattered, weakened, but by no 

means crushed.  

Charles died some two years afterwards. After the fatal 

night of St. Bartholomew he suffered from extreme nervous 

agitation, and on his death-bed he endured agonies of remorse 

for what he had done. But the horrid deed was done, and must 

ever be remembered as one of the greatest blots in the history of 

Europe.  
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CHAPTER V 

THE SIEGE OF LEYDEN 

NETHERLANDSð1574 

"Better a drowned land than a lost land."  

Leyden was one of the most beautiful cities in the 

Netherlands. In the very centre of the city was an old ruined 

tower, standing high above the surrounding country. From it 

could be seen the broad, fertile fields reclaimed from the sea, the 

little villages with their bright gardens and fruitful orchards, the 

numbers of little canals into which the river had been divided, 

and the hundred and forty-five bridges over those watery streets.  

All through the hot, dry summer of 1574 little groups of 

half-starved men might have been seen going up to the top of 

this ruined tower. They did not go to look at the little canals and 

bridges, at the bright little gardens or smiling villages, but away, 

far away beyond all this! Their eyes were anxiously strained 

over the seaðthe distant German Ocean that washed their 

broken coastðwatching to see whether yet that ocean had begun 

to roll over their land. And why should the ocean roll over their 

land, that land they had with such long years of toil reclaimed 

from the sea?  

"Better a drowned land than a lost land," would have 

been their despairing cry.  

For their city, Leyden, was in a state of siege. Holland 

was fighting for her liberty, for freedom from Spanish 

oppression, under the leadership of William the Silent, Prince of 

Orange.  

And now some eight thousand of the enemy had 

surrounded their city, a force which would surely be increased as 

the days wore on; and there were but a small corps of 

"freebooters "and five companies of the burgher-guard inside. 

No troops, no food, no reinforcements!  

"The fate of your country depends on you," wrote their 

leader. "You are not contending for yourselves alone; you have 

the nation in your hands. Eternal glory will be your portion if 

you display a courage worthy of your race, and of the sacred 

cause of religion and liberty."  

If they could only hold out for three months, he would 

devise all the means in his power to help them from without. He 

little thought then to what extremities he would be brought, even 

to drowning the land.  

The citizens knew they could depend on the untiring 

energy of their prince. He was young, he was brave, he was their 

hero, "he went through life bearing the load of a people's sorrow 

on his shoulders," he would not fail them now. But his task was 

a gigantic one.  

Meanwhile the king, Philip the Third of Spain, to whom 

the Netherlands belonged, held out a tempting bait to the 

starving citizens. He offered all his erring subjects full 

forgiveness for all past offences if they would all yield and be 

his loyal subjects for the future.  

For the moment the prince feared lest this pardon might 

have some effect on the wearied men inside the city of Leyden. 

For himself he had already made answer, "As long as there is a 

living man left in the country we will contend for our liberty and 

our religion."  

He need not have feared for the men of Leyden. They, 

too, turned a deaf ear to the message of mercy; they received 

with contempt forgiveness at the price of defeat, pardon at the 

cost of their country. Though some of their countrymen who 

belonged to the king's party, and were called "Glippers," wrote 

letter after letter to their rebel friends inside Leyden, though they 

were implored to "take pity on their poor old fathers, their 

daughters, and their wives," they were firm.  
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"The best pity we can show," they said, "is to keep our 

old fathers and daughters and wives from the clutches of the 

Spanish soldiery!"  

And the "Glippers" were silenced.  

Soon after the siege began, the citizens had taken stock 

of all their provisions. By the end of June each citizen was put 

on a strict allowance of food: half a pound of meat and half a 

pound of bread was allowed for each full-grown man, and a few 

weeks later even this small allowance had to be reduced. So 

closely was the town guarded by the enemy that only a few 

carrier-pigeons and skilful messengers could carry news to the 

outside world. Fierce combats took place daily, for a reward had 

been offered to any man who could bring into the city gates the 

head of a Spaniard. Many a head had been brought in; but such 

intense excitement was caused by these conflicts that the reward 

had to be stopped, and a proclamation was issued by sound of 

the church bell that no citizen should leave the city gates.  

Now the country of the Netherlands lies low, and the 

ocean is only kept from flowing over the land by means of dikes 

and sluices. The prince was in possession of a certain important 

fortress that lay between Leyden and the sea. This fortress the 

Spaniards had attacked in vain. By this means he held in his 

hand the key with which he could unlock the ocean gates and let 

the waters rush in over the land. "Better a drowned land than a 

lost land." If nothing else could save the city, the dikes could be 

opened. Leyden was not upon the sea, but he could send the sea 

to Leyden; an army could not be raised to attack the besieging 

force, but the ocean waves could besiege them.  

The prince had counted the cost. The damage to the 

fields, the villages, and crops would be enormous; the land, so 

patiently reclaimed from the sea, would be rendered useless 

again! On the other hand, if Leyden fell, Holland fell too. The 

decision was made. In person the prince superintended the 

boring of the dikes in sixteen places. The great water-gates were 

opened, and the sea began to flow slowly over the land.  

It was the twelfth of August when a letter from the prince 

found its way into Leyden, begging the citizens to hold on a little 

longer. The starving people were growing impatient; they had 

finished all their bread, and malt-cake they found but a poor 

substitute. But "we have fulfilled our promise," they wrote to 

him a few days later; "we have held out for two months with 

food, and for one month without food. Human strength can do 

no more!"  

Even their malt-cake would last but four days more, then 

starvation stared them in the face! The same day another letter 

came to them from the prince. He lay in bed at Rotterdam racked 

with fever, his mind nearly breaking down under the strain of the 

past few months, his heart torn for the starving citizens of 

Leyden, ever scheming and planning for the deliverance of the 

people. But he told them nothing of this. The letter simply told 

of the boring of the great dikes, and the rising of the water. The 

letter was read aloud in the market-place, and unspeakable joy 

broke forth among the faithful burghers. The city musicians 

walked about the streets playing their liveliest airs, cannon were 

fired, and the starving city put on a holiday aspect, to the 

astonishment of the besiegers.  

But the water was rising slowly. Now it had risen to ten 

inches. The besiegers began to realize that their position was 

uncomfortable; to be surrounded by a stronger power than man's 

was a somewhat alarming state of affairs. They consulted the 

Glippers, who knew their country well, knew every dike and 

sluice and fortress from the coast to Leyden. The Glippers 

laughed at the wildness of the scheme. The plan was futile, they 

said.  

The days wore on. The first gleams of hope had given 

place to dull distrust. The dikes were indeed opened, but the 

water did not rise.  

"Go up to the tower, ye beggars," laughed the 

besiegersð"go up to the tower, and tell us if you can see the 

ocean coming over the dry land to your relief."  
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And day after day they crept up the old ruined tower, and 

strained their eyes out over the sea, "watching, hoping, praying, 

fearing, and at last almost despairing of relief by God or man."  

On the twenty-seventh they sent out of the city a 

despairing letter. "The city has been forgotten," they cried, "in its 

utmost need. Rather will we see our whole land and all our 

possessions perish in the waves than forsake thee, Leyden. We 

know full well, moreover, that with Leyden all Holland must 

perish also."  

The prince was growing worse. In his fever he seemed to 

hear the cries of the starving citizens! Then a rumour reached his 

bedside that they had given up. His fever rose, and his life was in 

great danger. Then came the contradictionðLeyden was still 

holding out. From that time he grew better. He ordered more 

active measures to be taken for their relief.  

On the first of September, Admiral Boisot arrived with a 

small fleet of flat-bottomed vessels and eight hundred veteran 

sailors. A wild and ferocious crew were those eight hundred 

Zealanders. Scarred and maimed from past conflicts, they were 

known never to give or to take quarter. Wild and fierce as they 

were, they were in a state of the highest discipline, and as 

seamen unrivalled in skill. Among those flat-bottomed boats was 

one commonly called the "Ark of Delft," a vessel with neither 

oars nor sails, moved only by means of a wheel worked by 

twelve men.  

The little fleet made its way over the fifteen miles of 

flooded country between Leyden and the coast.  

By the first week in September the relieving force had 

come to within five miles of the city. Here were more dikes, 

through which the sea had not yet passed. Under the very eyes of 

the enemy, the old sailors pierced through the great dike. The sea 

rolled in, and the fleet sailed through the gapsðsailed on to 

within three-quarters of a mile of Leyden. Here was another long 

dike called the "Greenway," rising a foot or so above the waters, 

again unprotected by the Spaniards. It did not take long to level 

it with the ground. Triumphantly the little fleet, now consisting 

of some two hundred boats, passed over it.  

But Leyden was not reached yet, and it was to be almost 

another month before the city could be relieved.  

A large fresh-water lake had yet to be passed. And now 

another obstacle presented itself. Up to this time the sea had 

borne on the fleet, thanks to a favourable wind. Now the wind 

changed round to the east, and the water began to sink! Here, 

too, was a bridge, held by the enemy in large numbers. The 

admiral, with his heaviest artillery and bravest sailors, attacked 

it, but they were driven back, despairing.  

It was now a whole week since the great dike had been 

pierced, the fleet still lay in shallow water, the east wind was 

causing the sea rather to sink than to rise, impassable barriers 

seemed to lie between the fleet and the city. The starving 

citizens of Leyden crawled up to their ruined tower and beheld 

the shallow waves with sinking hearts. They could not hold out 

much longer!  

Everything looked dark till the eighteenth, when the wind 

once more shifted to north-west, and for three days blew a gale. 

The waters began to rise, the boats were afloat once more, and 

the crews were filled with hope. By this time the admiral had 

found a way round without having to pass the bridge. The rising 

ocean tide, now deepening every hour with the rising wind, 

alarmed the Spaniards. Brave as they were on land, they were no 

sailors. Vague and mysterious dangers threatened them; they lost 

their presence of mind, and fled inland towards Leyden.  

So the fleet sailed on in triumph, the enemy fleeing as it 

advanced always nearer and nearer to Leyden. As the admiral 

arrived at the outlying villages, he ordered them to be set on fire. 

The flames lit up the desolate waste of waters, and the watchers 

on the tower at Leyden hailed with joy the approaching fleet.  

Surely in a few days now they would be relieved. But 

once more the wind changed to the east, and instead of sailing on 



Original Copyright 1907 by M. B. Synge.    Distributed by Heritage History 2009 32 

to the besieged city, the fleet was stranded in nine inches of 

water!  

 

 
 

THE WATCHERS ON THE TOWER  

Day after day the ships lay motionless, helpless in the 

shallow sea.  

The prince by this time had so far recovered as to be able 

to stand. He now came on board the fleet. He inspired the 

desponding men with fresh hope; he gave orders for the last 

important barrier to be destroyed; he rebuked the impatient 

sailors, who were mad for revenge and chafed against the 

enforced delay.  

Meanwhile, Leyden was at its last gasp. The citizens 

realized but too clearly what a change of wind meant to the 

advancing fleet. As day by day the east wind blew, they stood on 

tower and house-top, knowing they looked in vain for the 

longed-for flood. They were literally starving now. Bread, malt-

cake, horse-flesh, dogs, cats, ratsðall had been consumed!  

A small number of cows, kept as long as possible for 

their milk, still remained, but now a few had to be killed daily 

and distributed in small bits to the starving people. Some ate 

vine leaves mixed with salt and starch, others boiled the leaves 

of trees, roots, or chaff; they eagerly devoured the skins of the 

beasts, they cooked every living herbðbut nothing could avert 

starvation. Women and children dropped dead in the streets; the 

burghers could hardly drag their weary limbs to the walls. To 

hasten death, a dreadful plague broke out, to which six thousand 

people fell easy victims.  

Still they would not yield to the foreign foe, though they 

died at their posts; and they felt little hopes now of the fleet 

arriving in time to save them.  

"Leyden was sublime in its despair." 

True, from time to time, there were some who murmured 

against the firm decision of the magistrates, some who had 

grown faint-hearted through the intensity of the suffering. A 

number of these came one day to the old burgomaster, Peter 

Vanderwert.  

"Give us food," they cried, "or treat with the Spaniards."  
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The old burgomaster was passing through the streets, 

when he thus found himself alone, surrounded by a crowd of 

faithless citizens clamouring for freedom.  

"What would ye, my friends?" he cried, waving his 

broad-brimmed hat for silence. "Why do ye murmur that we do 

not break our vows and surrender the city to the Spaniards? a 

fate more horrible than the agony which she now endures. I tell 

you, I have made an oath to hold the city, and may God give me 

strength to keep my oath! I can die but once. My own fate is 

indifferent to me, not so that of the city entrusted to my care. I 

know we shall starve, if not soon relieved; but starvation is 

preferable to the dishonoured death which is the only 

alternative!"  

The old man stood in a triangular place in the centre of 

the city; above him rose the church of St. Pancras, with its high 

brick tower and its two pointed turrets. He was a tall, gaunt 

figure; his face was stern and dark, his whole presence calm but 

commanding. "My life is at your disposal," continued the old 

man. "Here is my sword; plunge it into my breast, and divide my 

flesh among you. Take my body to appease your hunger; but 

expect no surrender as long as I remain alive."  

A shout of applause, mingled with murmurs of defiance, 

rose from the starving citizens. The stirring words of the stanch 

old burgomaster filled them with new hope and courage. They 

vowed they would be true to their charge, true to their prince, 

true to their country; and they returned to their several duties, 

determined to conquer or to die.  

"So long," they cried from the ramparts to the enemy, "so 

long as ye hear dog bark or cat mew within the walls, ye may 

know that the city holds out. And when all have perished but 

ourselves, be sure that we will each devour our left arms, 

retaining our right to defend our women. When the last hour has 

come, with our own hands we will set fire to the city and 

perishðmen, women, and children together in the flamesð

rather than suffer our homes to be taken and our liberties to be 

crushed."  

The Spaniards knew that Leyden's only chance of relief 

lay with the successful flooding of the land. And the fleet was 

still stranded. "As well," shouted the angry Spaniards, "as well 

can the Prince of Orange pluck the stars from the sky as bring 

the ocean to the walls of Leyden to your relief."  

On the night of the first of October a violent gale swept 

over the waste of waters from the north-west. The waters of the 

North Sea were piled in vast masses upon the coast of Holland, 

and then dashed furiously landward, the ocean rising over the 

land and sweeping over the ruined dikes with ever-increasing 

power.  

In the course of the next twenty-four hours the fleet had 

more than two feet of water. In the midst of storm and darkness 

the relieving force sailed on. A few of the enemy's sentinel-

vessels challenged the fleet, and at midnight a fierce naval battle 

took place. The roar of cannon and the howling of the wind over 

the great waste of dark waters told the sleepless citizens inside 

Leyden that help was very near now.  

The enemy's vessels were sunk, and their crews hurled 

into the waves. There were but two forts now before the fleet 

reached Leyden, but they were known to be strongly garrisoned 

by the enemy.  

Yet again now, as before, the rapidly rising waters 

proved a greater terror to the Spaniards than the two hundred 

vessels with their crews of fierce sailors. Hardly were the ships 

in sight than, in the early morning, the Spaniards poured out of 

the fortress and fled along a road towards the Hague. The wild 

sailors, mad with revenge, sprang from their vessels and drove 

their retreating foes yet further into the sea. They plunged into 

the waves after them in keen pursuit, and killed them with boat-

hook and dagger.  

So the first fortress was seized and set on fire.  
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There was yet another, and this a more formidable one. 

Swarming with soldiers and bristling with artillery, it seemed 

impossible for the fleet either to carry it by storm or to pass 

under its guns into the city. It seemed, after all, as if Leyden 

must perish within sight of help!  

The fleet anchored, and the admiral spent the day in 

examining the fort, which seemed only too strong. He resolved 

to attack it next morning; and if driven back, as seemed more 

than likely, then, he said, in something like despair, "We must 

wait for another gale of wind to carry us round to the other side 

of the city."  

Meantime, the citizens had grown wild with alternate 

hopes and fears. A dove had been dispatched by the admiral with 

a message informing them of his position and intentions.  

The old burgomaster mounted the ruined tower.  

"Yonder," he cried, "behind that fort, are bread and meat, 

and our brethren in thousands. Shall all this be destroyed by the 

Spanish guns, or shall we rush to the help of our friends?"  

"We will tear the fortress to fragments with our teeth and 

nails," cried the maddened citizens, "before the relief so long 

expected shall be wrested from us."  

They resolved to make a sortie next morning and help the 

admiral against the besieging army.  

But the sea had done its work!  

Strange sights and sounds occurred during the night. A 

long line of lights was seen to flit across the black face of the 

waters at dead of night. Suddenly, in the darkness, too, the whole 

of the city wall fell with a loud crash.  

The citizens were filled with terror. Were the Spaniards 

within their walls at last? Had help arrived too late? All was 

vague and mysterious.  

"Day dawned at length after the feverish night," and all 

prepared for the assault. Within the fortress all was still.  

Suddenly a man was seen, wading breast high through 

the waters, going from the fortress to the fleet. At the same time, 

one solitary boy was seen waving his cap from the summit of the 

fort. The mystery was solved.  

During the darkness, alarmed at the waste of rising 

waters and the advancing fleet, the Spaniards had fled in a panic. 

The lights which had been seen moving during the night were 

the lanterns of the retreating army. One boy alone had seen it all, 

and had the courage at daybreak to go alone to the fort and wave 

the signal.  

Thus the Spaniards had retreated at the very moment 

when, by accident, the wall of the city had fallen in, and they 

might have entered the starving town in triumph.  

The noise of the falling wall had only increased their 

alarm as they fled in the darkness from the rising flood.  

Thus on the morning of the third of October the little 

fleet sailed past the forsaken fort and entered the city. Leyden 

was saved!  
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CHAPTER VI  

"T HE CITY OF THE HEAVENS"   

DENMARKð1576 

In the Sound, between Sweden and Denmark, is a little 

island, Hven by name. With its high, white cliffs it rises steeply 

out of the sea, a conspicuous enough object in the surrounding 

country.  

All sorts of traditions and legends are connected with this 

island, in the middle of which Tycho Brahé, the great 

astronomer, built his famous castle and observatory, known as 

"the City of the Heavens."  

The Danes had a story that the island was of great 

importance. They said that a king of England should pay as 

much scarlet cloth as would cover the island, with a rose-noble 

at each corner of the cloth, should he wish to possess it.  

Another story says that the island was once sold to a 

merchant. When he came to take possession the people scoffed 

at him, and bid him take away the "earth he had bought."  

A more curious legend, to be found in all the Danish 

popular ballads, is this:ð  

The island belonged to a Lady Grimhild, who made a 

great festival, to which she invited her brothers Helled Haagen 

and Folker the minstrel, both well-known figures in Danish 

ballads. She intended to slay the two brothers, with whom she 

had quarrelled. While they were crossing the Sound, they were 

warned, first by a mermaid and then by a ferryman, of their 

sister's intentions. Helled Haagen was so angry with them that he 

had both of them beheaded. On arriving, the brothers were well 

received by the Lady Grimhild; but soon she persuaded her man 

to challenge the brothers to mortal combat. Helled Haagen was 

made to promise that if he should merely stumble, he would own 

himself defeated. To bring about this result, the Lady Grimhild 

had the lists covered with hides on which peas were strewn. 

Helled Haagan at once slipped, and true to his vow he remained 

lying and was at once slain. His brother Folker was likewise 

killed.  

Now when Helled Haagen's son Ranke was grown up, he 

revenged his father's death by shutting up the Lady Grimhild in a 

castle, and leaving her to die of hunger. He called the island after 

his mother Hvenhild.  

Another tradition says that Hvenhild was a giantess, who 

carried pieces of Seeland in her apron over to Sweden; but her 

apron strings bursting on the way, she dropped a piece into the 

sea, which formed the island of Hven.  

And Tycho Brae? Why should he have this little island of 

Hven to build his observatory on, and to live as a king on this 

lonely height above the sea?  

Tycho Brahe was a Dane of noble birth. He had had a 

somewhat curious career up to the time of his living on this little 

island of Hven. One of ten children, his uncle took a fancy to 

him as a baby. He asked to adopt him as his own, but this 

request was refused by Tycho's parents. However, when a 

second son was born, the uncle, George Brahe, having no 

children of his own, came one day and stole the boy away, and 

seeing how well the child was treated by his uncle, his parents 

allowed him to stay.  

The child had a good' education. But when, at the age of 

seven, the boy began to learn Latin, his parents objected 

strongly, thinking it most undesirable that a boy of high birth 

should be qualified for high offices in the state.  

But his uncle was determined the boy should. study law, 

and at thirteen he sent him to the university at Copenhagen. It 

was not till he was sixteen that any special taste for astronomy 

showed itself. One day, it was August 21, 1560, an eclipse of the 
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sun took place. The astronomers had predicted it, and the whole 

world watched its arrival with a feverish interest. Tycho shared 

the prevailing excitement, and when he saw the sun darkened on 

the very day it was predicted, all the strong love of the 

marvellous, which all through his after life was one of his 

characteristics, drew him to a study of that science that was able 

to give its students glimpses into the future of nature.  

From this time forth all his energy, all his enthusiasm 

was thrown into the study of astronomy. Outwardly he studied 

law, but his heart was in the heavens, he spent all his pocket 

money in books on astronomy and such instruments as were 

within his means.  

At night, while his tutor slept, he used to watch the stars 

with the help of a little globe of the heavens no bigger than his 

fist.  

But his studies, when they became known, met with great 

opposition from his relations. They rebuked him severely for 

neglecting his study of law, and laughed at him for following 

scienceða pursuit they regarded as altogether beneath the 

dignity of a family that for generations had never stooped to 

intercourse with the learned.  

Tycho himself was by no means free from pride in his 

aristocratic birth and training, as the story of how he lost his 

nose very plainly shows.  

It was December 10, 1566, when he was present at a 

marriage feast in Germany. Here he met a countryman of his 

own, and a quarrel sprang up as to which of them knew most 

mathematics. So fierce did the quarrel become that a duel was 

arranged and fought with swords in total darkness, at seven 

o'clock in the evening of the twenty-ninth. In the course of the 

fight, Tycho's nose, which from his portraits would seem to have 

been somewhat large, was cut off. In a short time, however, he 

appeared with a new nose. Some said it was made of gold, some 

silver, some brass, and others puttyðanyhow he appeared with 

some sort of metal resembling human flesh glued on to his face. 

We are told that he constantly carried about with him a box of 

ointment, which had to be applied whenever the nose came off, 

as it periodically did. A great deal of admiration was bestowed 

on this false nose, and many people thought much more of this 

clever invention of Tycho Brahe's than of his far more important 

discoveries in astronomy.  

But he was making a name for himself as an astronomer. 

When he returned from Germany to his relations, his fame had 

gone before him, and he found himself received with open arms. 

He was taken to the court and presented to the king, and 

generally made much of.  

One day, it was the evening of November 11, 1572, 

Tycho Brahe had spent some time in the laboratory, and was 

returning home for supper, when he chanced to look up into the 

sky. He was startled by noticing a very bright star in a part of the 

heavens where never before had star been seen. Thinking he 

must have made some mistake, he turned round to some servants 

who accompanied him, and asked whether they saw the star. 

Yes, they saw it too. Then he shouted to some passing peasants. 

Could they see it? Yes, they too saw a very bright star just where 

Tycho had described.  

The star increased in brightness from day to day, until in 

about three months it was brighter than Jupiter; then it slowly 

died out, and two years later it had disappeared.  

But it troubled the astronomers. To what region of space 

did it belong? Was it a planet, or a fixed star?  

Tycho Brahe set to work, and after long and laborious 

study he declared to the world that it belonged to "the region of 

the fixed stars." He wrote and published a book on the subject, 

after which he intended to go abroad and leave his native land 

for ever. He travelled to Germany and Switzerland, and finally 

determined to set up his observatory at Basle.  

But in the meantime great things were preparing for him 

at home. It was represented to Frederick the Second, King of 
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Denmark, that the work of such a man as Tycho Brahe would 

reflect honour on the country, and that it was the king's duty to 

aid his plans, and not to let him go out of the country.  

Accordingly, the king offered the astronomer several 

castles for a residence, but Tycho refused them all. King 

Frederick, however, was fond of learning, and anxious to keep in 

his kingdom so promising a man. So soon after he sent off a 

messenger with orders to travel day and night, till he could 

deliver into Tycho's own hands the letter he bore from the king. 

It was one winter day, the eleventh of February, early in the 

morning, as Tycho was lying in bed turning over in his mind the 

plan of leaving the kingdom, when a youth of noble family was 

announced, and was at once brought to his bedside to deliver the 

king's letter. In it the king commanded Tycho to come over and 

see him without delay.  

The astronomer started at once, and arrived the same 

evening at the king's hunting-lodge near Copenhagen.  

"I have heard from my courtiers that you are thinking of 

returning to Germany," said the king, when Tycho stood before 

him. "Have you refused the royal castle fearing to be disturbed 

in your studies by affairs of court and state?"  

The king went on to say that when he had been at 

Elsinore lately, building his castle of Kronberg, his eye had 

fallen on the little island of Hven in the Sound, and that it had 

occurred to him that this lonely little spot might make a suitable 

home for the astronomer, where he could live perfectly 

undisturbed. The king offered him the island, and promised at 

the same time to supply him with means to build a house there. 

Tycho must think the matter over for a few days. If he accepted, 

the king would at once give orders for a sum of money to be 

handed over for the building.  

Having returned home, he was strongly advised to accept 

the king's liberal offer, which he did a week later, and the king 

granted him five hundred thalers, to be paid every year, with the 

following document:ð  

"We, Frederick the Second, make known to all men, that 

we of our special favour and grace have conferred and granted in 

fee to our beloved Tycho Brahe, our land of Hven, with all our 

tenants and servants who thereon live, with all rent and duty 

which comes from that, to have, enjoy, use, and hold, quit and 

free, without any rent, all the days of his life, and as long as he 

lives and likes to continue and follow his studies. But he must 

keep the tenants who live there under law and right, and injure 

none of them against the law, and in all ways be faithful to us 

and the kingdom, and attend to our welfare in every way, and 

guard against danger and injury to the kingdom."  

Money was then paid over to Tycho to build his house on 

the island. He himself was to find building materials.  

Nearly in the centre of the little island, some one hundred 

and sixty feet above the level of the sea, Tycho selected a site for 

his new house and observatory. It was to be called "Uraniborg," 

or the City of the Heavens, as it was to be devoted to the study 

of the stars.  

On the eighth of August the foundation stone was laid by 

the French minister. It was very early in the morning when 

several friends and men of rank and learning assembled. "When 

the sun was rising with Jupiter, and the moon in Aquarius was 

setting," said Tycho, the stone was put in its place at the south-

east corner of the house, and success to the undertaking was 

drunk with various wines.  

The building rose quickly, but it took four years to 

complete, so elaborate was the whole structure. The house itself 

was surrounded by a square wall, each side being three hundred 

feet long. The four corners pointed to the four points of the 

compass. Half-way along each wail was a semicircular bend, 

each enclosing an arbour around which were beautiful flower 

gardens.  

At the east and west angles were gates, and in small 

rooms built over these gates English mastiffs were kept, in order 

that they might announce the arrival of strangers by barking.  
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At the north and south angles were small buildings, in the 

same style, used for printing office and as accommodation for 

servants. Under one of these was the castle prison, used for 

refractory tenants. This is now one of the few parts left of 

Tycho's buildings.  

Inside the great walls were orchards, with some three 

hundred trees; and inside these, separated by a wooden paling, 

flower gardens. Four roads ran through the orchards and gardens 

from the four angles to the open circular space in the middle, 

where the castle itself stood on a higher level.  

Uraniborg was built of red bricks, with sandstone 

ornaments, in Gothic renaissance style. Its slender spires and 

tastefully-decorated gables were, indeed, in better harmony with 

the peaceful life of a student of the heavens than the old severe 

Gothic style; and the pictures, inscriptions, and ornaments 

scattered through the' interior spoke at every step of the taste of 

its astronomer owner.  

The central part was crowned by a pavilion, with a dome 

with clock dials east and west, and a spire with a gilt vane in the 

shape of a Pegasus. Here was an octagonal room, with a dial in 

the ceiling showing the time and direction of the wind. Galleries 

round the towers gave means of observing with small 

instruments in the open air.  

A south-east room on the ground floor was the sitting-

room of the family in winter; for Tycho had married a peasant 

girl, to the annoyance of his aristocratic relations, and by this 

time had a family of small children. Then there were guest 

roomsðthe "red" room, the "blue" room, the "yellow "room, the 

"green "room, a long and beautiful one, with the ceiling covered 

with pictures of flowers and plants. Tycho tells us there was a 

glorious view from this room of the numerous sails passing 

through the Sound.  

At the top of the castle were eight little rooms or garrets 

for students and observers. For as time went on Tycho gathered 

round him at Hven a school of young astronomers, to whom he 

taught the use of his instruments, and who in return helped him 

with his observations. Many of these were chosen from among 

the lowest of the people, but they were treated ever with the 

same consideration as the greatest ones who visited him.  
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