The Chateau Gaillard

BY THOMAS A. JANVIER

( :IHVALRY being what it then was,
and lions being what they still
are, it is not too much to say that

Richard Ceeur de Lion-—the butlder of

the Chatean Gaillard—was a chivalrous

prince whose by-name fitted him to a hair.
On the whole, that is temperate praise.

Primitively, chivalrous meant the better

manncrs of a man who could—as com-

pared with those of a man who could not

-—afford to own a horse. By the middle

of the twelfth century, when (1137)

Richard was born, the horse-owning class

had evolved a code that may be described

as ferocity partially restrained by eti-
quette. Tt was a great improvement on
the unrestrained ferocity that had pre-
ceded 1t; but it still left on the side of
humanitv—not to mention the side of
ordinary decency—a good deal to be de-
sired. Within 1ts not severely defined
limits there was room for hate and for
passion to have full swing. A chivalrous
king could—as one of the kings who
lorded it in the Chéteau Gaillard did—
have chivalrous gentlemen who had an-
noyed him skinned alive; and Richard
himself, in a truly lion-hearted way, one
day threw three inoffensive French pris-
oners—who had nothing in the world to
do with his momentary worry—from off
the height on which stands his gaillard
castle to be mashed to a jelly on the rocks
three hundred feet below. Tle was not
quite within the code when he did that;
but, no doubt, it was a relief to his mind.

Consideration of these facts is neces-
sary to a proper understanding of me-
dieval conditions: because chivalry nowa-
days has nothing to do with horse-owning,
and in the course of the past half-dozen
centuries a very great deal has been added
to the scope of the word—with the result
that we now read into the phrase “the
age of chivalry ” a meaning that Richard
Ceur de Tion, and the others who flour-
ished in that age, would have regarded
as weakly sentimental and ridiculously
overrefined.

“The devil is loose—take care of your-
selves!” was the breezily concise an-
nouncement and warning sent by the Em-
peror Henry V1. to King Philip of France
and to Prince John of TEngland when
Richard, being ransomed, was set free
(1194) from his Austrian prison to go
upon his swash-bucklering way. The char-
acterization—as may be inferred from
what T have written above—wvas accurate.
The warning, certainly, was necessary;
and Philip especially took it to heart be-
cause he very well knew that the loosed
devil of a Richard—who sometimes disap-
pointed his friends, but who never dis-
appointed his enemies—presently would
be settling with him a long - stand-
ing account.

In a small way, that account had begun
to run while the two kings were off eru-
sading together; and had snarled and
snapped at each other—greatly to the edi-
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fication and satisfaction of the Infidels
instead of carrying on unitedly the Iloly
War. In a large way, it had been in-
creased beyond all endurance by Philip’s
invagion of Normandy while Duke Leo-
pold of Austria held Richard a prisoner
-—settling the score of the standard cast
into the ditch before Ptolemuais—in the
castle that the picturesque Blondel
searched for and found.

It was the Norman matter that gave
Philip uneasiness. His invasion of the
Duchy had gone smoothly: because the
Normans held that no change of kings
could make things worse for them, and
that there even was an off chance for im-
provement under French rule—when they
would be well rid, at least, of their An-
gevin overlord, who
fleeced them clean
with taxes and
whose tax - collectors
were  DBrabancon
mercenaries com-
manded by a swag-
gering Gascon. Re-
garding the situa-
tion thus philosoph-
ically, they had put
up no fight worth

mentioning and
Philip had had
matters much his
own way.
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Twenty miles or so southeastward of
Rouen—almost twice as far by the wind-
ings of the river—the Seine makes a great
horseshoe curve to the northward that
carries deep into the land of Normandy
the land of France. Throughout almost
the whole of that long curve the high table-
land of Le Vexin rises above the right
bank: its projecting points, undercut by
the river, forming a series of green-bor-
dered white chalk-cliffs—like the chalk-
cliffs of the English Channel—which rise
from two to three hundred feet above the
stream. DBetween the outstanding points
are many chines worn by rivulets from
the table-land; and at the centre of the
curve is a wide valley, flanked by high
rromontories, through which the little
river Gambon flows
into the Seine. On
the left bank, the
loop made by the
river encloses a
great alluvial plain
—known as the
Peninsula of Ber-
niéres — on  which
are a few villages
and many scattered
farms. Over that
plain an army could
march — and has
marched — very
easily; and an army

Richard himself
was a bit of a philos-
opher—at least, on
occasion, he could reason with philo-
sophic acuteness—and he also was a mili-
tary eenius. Ile perceived that such
loyalty to him as ever had existed in
Normandy was dead, and that treason
and Invasion were ready at any moment
to lock hands: whence he concluded that
to hold his Duchy—against foes within
ready to unite with foes without—he
must create a great strategic fortress
that at onee would dominate and defy.

Acting on this conviction—and it was
some such action that Philip had been
nervous about—he set himself to the
building at the most exposed point on his
frontier of his Chiteau Gaillard, his
Cheeky Castle: that equally was intend-
ed to be a standing threat to his own
subjects and a standing defiance to
the French king.
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once across it, and
across the mnarrow
river, would be
within easy striking distance of Rouen,
the Norman capital.

It was at the deepest inset of the river’s
curve—where his cnemy came closest to
him — that Richard built his defiant
castle: at the extremity of the narrow
promontory of rock, three hundred feet
high, outstanding between the valley of
the Gambon and the valley of the Seine.
The site is an ideal one for a medieval
fortress. Westward, at a little distance
back from the Scine, the rock rises in an
almost sheer cliff. Northward and east-
ward the angle of ascent is less than
forty-five degrecs. To the southward, the
weak side, the narrow promontory mounts
by an easy slope to the table-land—that
overtops the keep of the castle at a. thou-
sand yards away. From that height, even
weak cannon could knock the whole place
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to pleces—but cannon were an unknown
fighting quantity when the Chateau Gail-
lard was planned.

Ethical and practical difficulties stood
in the way of Richard’s castle building.
By the treaty of Issoudun (1195) he was
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pledged not to fortify the Gambon
valley; and he was expressly forbidden to
fortify it by Archbishop Gaultier of
Rouen, to whom the territory belonged.
Richard was not a person to bother over
such details. Philip challenged his treaty-
breaking; Gaultier met his trespass with
an interdict—that closed the churches
and that put a stop to all religious rites
(save that of baptism) including the rites
of marriage and of burial: and while the
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6. Governor's Quarters
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interdict was in force, and the engincer-
ing work was going on in spite of it,
there fell a rain of blood that generally
was accepted as a visible sign of the
wrath of God. DBut treaty-breaking and
interdiets and the wrath of God were all

in the day’s work for

Richard — who  went

ahead in  his usual

whirlwind  way: estab-

lishing a base by erect-

- ing a tough little tower
5 on one of the Secine
. islands facing the Gam-
° bon valley, and by build-
3 ing in the mouth of the
. valley the walled town
of Petit Andely—as it

8 was called to distin-
. guish it from the town
1 R of Andely (now Grand
5 Andely) a half-mile or

g0 up the valley in a
nook among the hills.
The Archbishop—per-
ceiving, I suppose, that
such a devil of a king
was not to be trifled with
—presently came  to
terms. A charter was
exceuted by which the
land that Richard want-
ed was conveyed to him;
and by the time that he
had well started his pre-
liminary building and
fortifying and was ready
to begin his main work
the site that he wanted

was his own.
In the planning of

his castle Richard was
his own engineer; and
all the experts, headed
by Monsicur Viollet-le-
Duc, are agreed that he
was a very great engineer. His main
work, overtopping the precipitous end
of the promontory, was in three parts:
a donjon, an enclosing citadel rising
from a deep and wide dry fosse; an
outer court (about 400%225 feet) en-
closed by towered ramparts rising from a
second decp and wide dry fosse, that cut
off the end of the promontory and made it
in a way an island. Beyond the second
fosse, extending up the slope, was an out-
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work—a great triangle (about 200 fect
from base to apex) of towered ramparts
protected by a third fosse which again sev-
cred the promontory. The accompanying
plan—based upon the plan drawn by Mon-
steur Deville, and upon the plan drawn (in
part conjecturally) by Monsieur Viollet-

THE CASTLE

Ie-Due—shows this system of defences
more clearly than it can be deseribed in
words., Between the main work and the
outwork the communication, scemingly,
was by a wooden bridge that could be de-
stroyed quickly if the outwork were car-
ried, There are no traces of a permanent,
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way. Below the cliff on which the fortress
stands are remains of outworks covering
a passage to the river —reached from
above by a stairway and a tunnel cut in

SALLY-PORT FROM THE CITADEL

the rock. Across the river, or across a
part of it, extended a barring line of piles.

Richard was his own master-workman
ag well as his own engineer. Guillaume
le Breton tells that he was among the
laborers constantly—driving them in his
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own dashing devil way, and even working
with them with his own hands: so fiercely
cager was he to hurry to a finish his
defiance of his brother king. Actually,
he made a record in castle-building that
still holds. The Chiteau Gaillard was
built (1197-1198) within a twelvemonth;
and in his delight over his accomplished
stone miracle of haste the King cried out
joyfully: “ Qu'elle est belle, ma fille d’un
an!”—“ How beautiful is she, my daugh-
ter of a year!”

In his own epigrammatic fashion Rich-
ard also gave his castle its name. ¢ (Clest
un chateau gaillard!” he said of it when it
was finished — and the phrase fitted so
nicely with the facts that it stuck fast.
Devil-may-care, impudent, jaunty, gayly
defiant, saney, cheeky, were the character-
istics of that castle set upon the edge of
Normandy under the nose of the King of
France—and all of those meanings, and
several more, are in the word gaillard.
Cheeky Castle, to my mind, comes closest
to the spirit of Richard’s phrase; but
Saucy Castle is the usual rendering—in-
fluenced, no doubt, by the fact that sauei-
ness is a not displeasing girlish quality
and therefore is in harmony with the
King’s prettily turned designation of his
work as his beautiful daughter of a year.

In Richard’s own time, and in the time
of John his successor, Chatean Gaillard
was not the name by which the castle was
known officially. In the Acts of those
kings it is styled ‘“le nouveau chiteau
de la roche,” “le beau chiteau de la
roche,” or simply “la roche d’Andeli.”
Not until the year 1261, when Saint Louis
dated an Act “in castro nostro gaillard,”
is there a known record of the serious
use of Richard’s gay soubriquet, But the
contemporary chroniclers—QGuillaume le
Breton, Gautier de Gisebourne, and the
rest—all reflected the popular usage by
writing Chiteau Gaillard from the very
start. T am very much obliged to them.
TTad they not fixed in their records
Richard’s happy christening of his beau-
tiful sauey daughter the delightful name
very well might have been lost.

As was only natural, Philip was in a
proper rage over the building of this im-
pudently defiant castle. Being himself a
king accustomed to carry through his
undertakings with a lively energy, and
being touched with the braggart customs
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of his times, he said his say about it short-
ly. “1 would take it,” he declared, ¢ were
its walls of iron!” To which Richard
replied tersely: “1 would hold it were its
walls of butter.” Philip, in a way, won
out on his boast. Tle did take Chiteau
Gaillard—but, disereetly, he did not be-
gin his famous siege of it until the body
of its builder, in scattered sections, was
safely underground.

Ouly a few months after his gaillard
castle was finished, while trying to com-
mit a burglary, Richard Cour de Lion
was shot by a policeman—and so came to
an appropriate end. This is a critically
and ctymologically accurate statement of
fact. Britton, who was of Richard’s time.
defines a  “burgesour” as once  who
“feloniously, in time of peace, breaks
into churches or other buildings, or
through the walls or gates of our cities or
towns ”7; a policeman, broadly, 1s a civie
guard: and it was while feloniously try-
ing in time of peace to break into a town
that Richard was killed by a bowman, a
civie guard,-on the town wall.

The whole performance was character-
istic of Richard and of his time. For the
war that he was bent upon waging against
Philip he nceded monev: and the news
came to him, opportunely, that a great
treasurce — the golden effigies of twelve
knights seated around a golden table was
the story—had been found by the Lord
of Chaluz, his vassal, in a subterranean
chamber in the fields of the Limousin.
Treasure-trove, by the common law, be-
longed to the King—and Richard went
down into the Limousin (1199) with all
promptness to claim his vassal’s findings.
The Lord of Chaluz seems to have taken
the eivil-law view of the matter. Cer-
tainly, he shut fast his gates and refused
to recognize his sovereign’s elaim, Rich-
ard pressed the siege and raged like the
heathen that he was: swearing that when
Chaluz fell he would hang everyvbody—
man and woman, the very child at the
breast! Then came the bow-shot from
the wall—and that properly styled lion-
hearted king ceased to be a dangerous
beast of prey. TFate has its equities as
well as its ironies. In Richard’s ending
there was a touch of both.

Following upon the accession of King
John came Philip’s opportunity to clear
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all northern France from English rule;
and he accomplished that large contract
in statesmanship virtually at a single
blow—the mastering blow that he struck
against the Chateau Gaillard.

Tt was the murder by John of his
nephew Arthur of Brittany (1203) that
brought things to a erisis. TPhiiip—who
could not have been trusted around a
corner with a nephew of his own—sen-
tenced John to forfeiture; and followed
up his sentence by invading Normandy
and laying sicge to the castle that he had
declared he would take were its walls of
iron.  What would have happened had
Richard been alive to back his boast about
the walls of butter can be only guess-
What did happen—at the end of a
ereat stege, lasting for more than a year,
which John vainly tried to break, and
during which horrors went ou too des-
perate to be told of here—was the castle’s
fall; and it= fall in so mean a way that
its builder well might have risen in fu-
rious anger from his several graves.

Richard probably was not a regular
church-goer—for the seven years prece-
ding his death he abstained from con-
fession because he desired to hold fast to
his hatred of Philip, and he died blas-
phemously mocking the priests who sought
to minister to him—and in building the
Chiteau Gaillard he either had omitted a
chapel altogether or had been content
with one that did not satisfy John’s nicer
sense of religions propricty. To set the
matter right. John built a very large
chapel in the southwest angle of the main
work; and —most characteristically
placed a substructure beneath it (accord-
ing to one chronicler) or a smaller build-
ing direetly beside it (according to an-
other) that was intended for uses as far
as possible removed from sacerdotal and
that was the least entitled to respeet of all
the edifices within the chiteau: and he
committed the military error—of which
Richard, assuredly, never would have been
guilty — of piercing an opening, big
enough for a foeman to enter by, from
that building to the fosse through the
castle’s outer wall.

As though to complete the indignity of
the fall of the strongest fortress in Nor-
mandy, the name (presumably the nick-
name) of the foeman who did enter, to the
castle’s undoing, by that ignoble passage

work.
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THE DONJON

is given by QGuillaume l¢ Breton as
“ Spubby ” 1—Bogis, in the French of the
time. But Snubby, a Gascon esquire, was
a valorous gentleman who accomplished
at the imminent risk of his life a very
gallant deed. Prowling by night beneath
the walls of the castle, he found the open-
ing and perceived its possibilities. Four
men as brave as himself joined with him
in his adventure. In the darkness, climb-
ing on their shoulders, he made his entry;
and with a rope pulled them up after him.
Together the five made their way into the
crypt of the chapel: where—banging with
their sword-hilts on the outer door, and
all shouting at the tops of their voices

—they raised
such a hubbub
as to convince

the besieged that
an entry in force
had been effect-
ed. Acting pre-
cipitately upon
this hastily
formed errone-
ous conjecture,
the garrison of
the outer court
set fire to the
buildings and
retreated to the
citadel: where-
upon Bogis and
his companions
came out through
the flames and
opened the gate
for the entry of
the French
army. Truly, in
spite of its
queerness, that
_was a very splen-
“did feat of arms.
Virtually it end-
ed the siege. A
little later the
surrender came,

Mr. Green has
summed the re-
sult of that great
year of battling,
and I prefer—
lest T should
seem to be lured
by my enthusi-
asm into an overestimate of its im-
portance —to quote his authoritative
words. The failure of the attempt to re-
lieve the castle was followed, he writes,
“by the utter collapse of the military
system by which the Angevins held Nor-
mandy; John’s treasury was exhausted,
and his mercenaries passed over to the
foe. The King’s despairing appeal to the
Duchy itself came too late; its nobles were
already treating with Philip, and the
towns were incapable of resisting the
siege-train of the French. It was despair
of any aid from Normandy that drove
John oversea to seek it as fruitlessly
from England; but with the fall of




THE CHATEAU GAILLARD.

Chéteau Gaillard after a gallant struggle,
the province passed without a struggle
into the French king’s hands. On its
loss hung the destinies of England; and
the interest that attaches one to the grand
ruin on the heights of Les Andelys is that
it represents the ruin of a system as well
as of a camp. From its dark donjon and
broken walls we see not merely the pleas-
ant vale of Seine, but the sedgy flats of
our own Runnymede.”

For an American, there is an even
farther outlook from the tower of that
broken fortress: to the American city in
which, in the fulness of the flowing cen-
turies, another Great Charter—directly
outgrowing from King John’s Great
Charter—was signed. Assurcdly, the deep
main root of our Declaration of Inde-
pendence may be traced back through
Runnymede to the Chéitean Gaillard.

Through the four hundred years that
the fighting life of Richard’s defiant castle
lasted—until its dismantlement was or-
dered by Henry IV. in the year 1603—the
strong romantic note struck at its found-
ing rang clear. There is scarce a placid
page in all its history; and some of its
pages are as lurid as they well can be.
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Quite the most lurid of them all is the
one that tells about the murder of Mar-
guerite, wife of Louis le Hutin, by her
husband’s command. As the result of
what the chroniclers—who write, as Mon-
sieur Brossard de Ruville puts it, with
“beaucoup de réserve” of the matter—
term “scandalous disorders ” in the royal
family, Marguerite was cast a prisoner
into the Chiteau Gaillard in the year
1314, along with her sister-in-law, Blanche
de Burgogne, wife of Charles le Bel.
With a courteous consideration, Charles
let matters run with Blanche—content
with keeping her locked fast—until his
accession. DBeing come to the throne, he
compromised the situation by obtaining
trom the Pope an annulment of his mar-
riage “on the ground of consanguinity ”
—and so gave Blanche the opportunity to
die an edifying death, “en grand péni-
tence,” some years later in the Abbey of
Maubuisson. ILouis was both precipitate
and brutal, By his order, Marguerite was
strangled in her prison on the eve of the
Feast of the Ascension in the year 1315—
and was strangled, so runs the story, with
her own beautiful long hair. The young
cavaliers who were associated with this
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scandal were the chivalrous gentlemen,
already referred to, whom a chivalrous
king caused to be skinned alive.

To balance this black tragedy, there
was a pretty idy]l in my castle only a few
vears later on: when it was the home for
a while of Robert Bruee's son David, a
boy of thirteen years, with his girl wife
Jane—brought over secretly from Scot-
land, and Thospitably housed in the
Chiteau Gaillard by the King’s command.
Troissart has a delightful chapter about
it; and another chronicler, adding a touch
of pathos, tells that the castle had a great
charm for the little couple because it re-
sembled the ¢ Chiateau de Berwick,” and
s0 “ ¢’était comme un souvenir de la patrie
absente.” Just before the young people
got there, probably to make things tidy for
them, there seems to have been a gencral
house-cleaning. “ Pour nétoicr les mesons
du chestel, dix souns,” is a charge in the
castle accounts for the year 1333.

To tell of all the fights that went on
under the walls of my castle would be to
write the war history of France and Eng-
land for four centuries—with some added
chapters telling of French internal wars,
as that of the Teague, in the course of
which it changed hands. Through those
four centuries the Seine valley was a
battle-ground, and in the whole length of
the valley the Chiteau Gaillard—giving
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whoever held it a grip on
the river highway — was
the chief fighting prize.
At one time it came to
the English, after a seven
months’ siege, because—
according to the Irench
chroniclers—the well-ropes
were worn out with use
and the garrison surren-
dered mnot to the enemy
but to thirst; or—accord-
ing to the Inglish chron-
iclers—beecause “ after ma-
ture refleetion” the gar-
rison concluded that the
intention of the besiegers
to take the castle was “un-
shakable” and that they

might as well give in. At
another time it came to

the French, commanded by

the brave Ta Ilire, as
the result of an  “es-

calade made by a Gascon csquire named
Perot le Bueu "—who apparently took the
fortress single-handed! And so, in one
way or another, time and time again it
was lost and won.

Some unknown peaceful genius—who
must have been a person of consequence,
sinee he had with him the Assembly of the
States of Normandy—hit at last upon a
radical plan for ending these useless bat-
tlings which ended only to be renewed.
By the Assembly his plan was formulated,
December 2, 1598, in a petition to the
King praying that the Chateau Gaillard
should be demolished; and the King—
“{fearing, perhaps, to see the castle fall
into the hands of some powerful rebel
lord "—granted the Assembly’s prayer.
Actually, there was a long delay before
the prayer was realized. Not until the
vear 1603 did the demolition begin, even
then in a very small way; and it went on
s0 slowly that a full half-century passed,
probably a still longer period, before
Richard’s gaillard masterpicce effectively
was destroyved.

Picturesquely—as my artist’s delight-
ful drawings show—it still remains: a
magnificent monument, superbly pathetie
in its broken majesty, to that lion-hearted
savage, its huilder, in whom were blended
the best and the worst of the instinets of
his savage age.
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““ A ND the worst of it is, they are all
A such nice people!”

“Why,
it seems to me.
mean well.”

“In a certain way they all do well,
too,” Mrs. Strong said, sighing; “really,
it is very perplexing. Adgle is the truest
friend to him! Why, where would he
have been now, without Adéle?”

“In the barn-vard, probably,” Ilenry
Austin told her, putting his teacup down
on the mantelpicce behind him; “and
making, no doubt, an excellent farmer.”

“Farmer? Yes! Plodding about in
rusty boots (I declare, 1 smell the barn-
yard now whencver he comes in in his
pumps!)—plodding about in his potato-
fields all day, and falling asleep over his
Shakespeare at eight o’clock in the eve-
ning! Exciting life.”

“ Not exciting,” her old friend ad-
mitted, smiling, “but contented.”

“Well, but, my dear Henry!—he's con-
tented now. He's a successful actor; in-
deed, 1 think he is a great actor,—and
you know I don’t say that lightly, He
has an angel of a wife; Dora is the best
@irl T know. And he has a mother-in-
law who is the most charming woman in
the world! Now, isn’t Adé¢le a charmer ¢”

“(Oh, bless my soul, yes! At least, 1
suppose she is. She always was. You
know I haven’t seen her for a dozen
years. But she certainly was a charmer
then. 1 bear the scars still,” he end-
ed, drolly.

“You don’t look like a blighted being,”
she told him. “ Well, she’s more charm-
ing now than when she broke your heart,
if such a thing is possible. Augustine’s
suceess has been wine to her; sometimes
1 think she adores it as much as she does
him. Of course he is contented.”

“ She had just discovered him when 1
went away,” Henry Austin said, thought-
fully: he was standing with his back to
the fire, looking down at the plump, anx-

that’s the best of it,
Of course, they all
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ious little old lady on the yellow damask
sofa at the other side of the hearth. “1I
remember,” he went on, frowning re-
flectively, “that she spoke to me about
him. T told her she had a Aair for
genius. She was always discovering
pecple who could do things. She once
cherished the belief that I could write.”

“Well, she has a fawr for genius,”
Mrs. Strong said, emphatically; “she has
found lots of them. You remember that
it was she who discovered Elise Davis’s

voice? And she scraped up money from
all of us to send that Ernst man to

Paris—and did you sce what the last
Yevue des Beaux-Arts said about him?
And she picked up Rose Harris, a little
seamstress at $1 25 a day, and started
her in business; and let me tell you, sir,
if you had a wife (as you ought to have),
and had to pay Harris’s bills, you would
understand her genius! I can’t afford a
Harris dress oftener than once in two
vears. Then came Augustine. 1 suppose
vou know how she discovered him ?”

ITenry Austin shook his head, whimsi-
cally. “ Hazel rod ?”

“ My dear, she went to spend the sum-
mer on a farm, for cconomy. Took Dora;
Dora was fifteen then. (Mr. Wharton
had just died, and we were all thanking
Heaven for her release.) And there was
this genius, twenty-cight vears old; self-
educated: refined, too, in a way, though
his boots were barn-yardy;—and as beau-
tiful as a god. And good. Yes, he cer-
tainly is a good man; I am worried
enough over the affair, but T know Au-

gustine Ware is a good man. That’s
what makes it so puzzling. Tle is

good, and Adeéle is good, and Dora is
an angel!”

“ My dear Jane!
be bad 7

“ Now, Henry, don’t be frivolous. But
[ tell you one thing: there’s a good, hon-
est, human badness, my friend. that isn’t
nearly so bad as a certain kind of good-

Do you want them to



