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    SWEDEN UNDER CHARLES THE ELEVENTH

..................

    
    I FARANS STUND I STRIDENS brand, hvad mod hos denna skaral! Hurkunde arma fosterland, du dock så àlskadt vara, En kàrlek få, så skőn så stark, af dem du nàrt med brőd af bark.1

    In danger’s hour, in battle strife What valor gave this band new life! How couldst thou, poorest fatherland, Receive a love so great, so grand, Such love from those whom thou hadst fed So meagrely with bark for bread! JOH. LUDWIG RUNEBERG.

    I was a soldier of Charles the Twelfth. To have fought under him was to love him. And now in my old age, scarred and broken in health, I would gather together all I have of him in memory, in letters, and in my diary of the old days, and so write of my King that my children and their children might know and love him, and mayhap also cherish Sweden the more, and dream the better of the greatness that was hers. I know well that my brother-in-arms, the General Adlerfelt, has written fully of our King, and also the Doctor of Theology, and Pastor Jöran Nordberg has written full truthfully and at length of our deathless leader. Still, there is much that now leads me to grasp my quill. I feel I know him better than all others. Did I not serve his father before him? And did I not look into his face that awful moonlight night below the cliffs of Fredriksten? It is easy for me to confess that so great a theme deserves a great writer, and that there doubtless are many others who, with clearer knowledge in military matters as well as those of State, could more fittingly relate both one thing and another and tell it with more taste and fancy. The great heart of his blessed Majesty the King, his doughty actions, his even temper and nobility alike in good and ill fortune, not only astonished the whole world, but won the veneration of friends and enemies alike. Yes, so much so, that Germans, Frenchmen, Englishmen, Dutchmen, and even foul and villainous Muscovites, have been more than eager to impart to the public as much knowledge as they could glean in regard to His Majesty’s life. It would seem that a mere sense of propriety must show the unbecomingness of leaving the great King’s name without the proper honor and commendation in Sweden and in his mother tongue. And therefore I shall busy myself not only to tell the whole exact truth, but also to purge His Majesty’s memory of every malevolent and belittling vilification which thoughtless or ignorant foreigners have sought to cast upon it. I trust he will forgive me if I at times perforce see Sweden’s poverty and misery wrought by the necessity of his housekeeping. Would to God his glory and her good fortune might have gone hand in hand! As I turn to my diary I rejoice that it so often was my custom, as it was that of many of my companions, to write down what the King had said during the day, where we were camping, or how we had fought. How constantly have I not seen Gyllenkrook and Klinckowström and Bjelke and Creutz thus occupied before they lay down to sleep! I am happy in that I copied so many of his letters, and that I own numerous papers of His Excellency the Highest Marshal and Prime Minister Count Piper, the Field Marshal Count Rehnsköld, as well as the Secretary of State Hermelin. They will be of great use to me to refresh my memory for my labor of love. No less valued are those of the chief interpreter Amira purchased from Constantinople, telling of much I knew not, that passed between King Charles and the Turkish Court. These are translated from Latin to Turkish or from Turkish to Latin with small marginal notes in the Italian tongue, all illuminating those strange days. So I have much that will assist me. God grant that what I write may spread the everlasting glory and honor of my late beloved Master, Charles the Twelfth, King of Sweden.

    Now, before I come to the very heart of my work, my hero himself, I would show how wide-stretched the land he governed, how illustrious were his ancestors, and how noble his inheritance from parents and warriors; I would also cast a glance upon the Kingdoms of Europe as they were in my youthful days when they were the world into which the royal babe was born.

    The history of Sweden has been the history of her Kings since Gustavus the First, of the Vasa line, laid strong and deep the foundations of our nation’s life. With the fall of the greedy German merchants that be. lieved their fleets should command all the harbors and seas of the earth, Sweden could look beyond her Scandinavian quarrels. After the Hansa were surely crushed, we dared once more sail across the Baltic and by little and little advance inland from the shores—Charles the Ninth paved the way for the glorious preserver of our Protestant faith. How often has the spirit stirred within me as I have stood before his Chapel under the vaults of the Riddarholm’s Church and read:—

    In angustiis intravit:

    Pietatem amavit:

    Hostes prostravit:

    Regnum dilatavit:

    Suecos exaltavit:

    Oppressos liberavit:

    Moriens triumphavit.1

    He entered [upon his work] amid difficulties: He loved piety: He laid low the public enemy: He enlarged the borders of his kingdom: He made his Swedes great: He freed the oppressed: And even in death he was victorious.

    When Gustavus Adolphus ascended the throne in 1611, his kingdom consisted in reality of but a portion of Sweden as well as Finland. The richest southern provinces, Halland, Scania, and Blekinge all belonged to the Danish King. But see what new lands were the heritage of Christina after they brought his body home from that sad but glorious field of Lützen, and the honorable peace of Westphalia had ended that war of thirty long years! She was Queen of Sweden by glorious descent, of Esthonia and Livonia, Carelia and Ingria by the humbling of Muscovy and Poland, of the Island of Rügen and Usedom, the wealthy City of Stettin, the Isle of Wollin and rich portions of Pomerania by the defeat of Brandenburg, of Wismar taken from Mecklenburg, and of Bremen and Werden from the Empire. As ruler of these broad stretches of German lands she took her seat and gave her vote as a Princess of the Empire whenever grave matters disturbed the council halls of the Diet at Regensburg. Charles the Tenth, who followed her, again struck terror in the heart of Poland, wrested from Denmark the southern provinces of the Peninsula and rich Baltic Isles, and did not pause until he had made the Baltic almost a Swedish sea under the blue and yellow cross floating from the battlements of its shores. Such were the broad lands that became the patrimony of Charles the Eleventh, such the links for him to weld together into a mighty Swedish chain,—and he did so gloriously,—leaving but one tongue, one law, and one rule.

    The German Emperor, who had perforce bitten deep into the sour apple when he was forced to affix his imperial eagle to the Peace of Westphalia, was now no better off, distracted as he was between western foes and the innumerable hordes of Turks and Tartars seething in unrest at his southeastern gates. His Empire, with its endless quarrelsome dogs of small and large breeds, was ever a battleground. Woe unto the Prince who is down, for his enemies fall upon him as do the hounds upon the wounded game. The much-involved political disputes in German lands went even beyond the comprehension of our own astute Bengt Oxenstjerna. Every grave matter of State, whether it pertained to Spain or Sweden, England or Hungaria, must there be brought up and settled anew.

    The Empire was the great market of mercenary troops and an open field for every fight. He who would prevail in Europe must swear the loudest, march the hardest, and shoot the truest within the borders of the Holy Roman Empire, and the Protestant likes neither the sly venom of the Hapsburg nor the honey of the Jesuit. Sweden was responsible for part of it all as one of the Estates of the Realm. And thereto, since the Elector of Brandenburg had abandoned the only and true faith for Calvinism and the Elector of Saxony had foully turned Papist, the King of Sweden was as of old, in Gustavus Adolphus’s days, looked up to and revered as the first lord and protector of the Lutheran faith.

    Would that the Swedish statesmen had seen the danger in all this! Blind to their nearest interests, like the German Emperors of old faring south to Italy, the Scandinavian kings wasted their strength on the southern plains of Germany when they should have conspired to make a strong union between the northern kingdoms. The power of Brandenburg was rapidly growing. Wisely had she thrown in her fortunes with the victorious armies of Charles the Tenth, and received East Prussia in reward. Soon, under his great-grandson, was she to covet the royal crown. England was mistress of the seas and need no longer fear the white sails of her Dutch rivals.

    She had become the first sea power in Europe, and her new monarch, William the Third, was weighty in the European councils, only second to him they called “le roi soleil.” Now that the House of Orange, glorious in its annals, ruled on both sides of the Channel, England and the Dutch traders could plot and fight, as well as buy and sell, as one nation.

    The great Polish-Lithuanian republic of nobles was misruled to an ideal extent, while France stood alone proud and politic.

    The Electorate of Saxony, the only stronghold of German Protestantism, was not only one of the stoutest, best populated, and most unified States of Germany, but also most highly developed in material as well as intellectual matters. Augustus the Strong, so soon to fix the attention of all Swedish eyes, was the reigning monarch, and through the abandonment of his faith, the pawning of his lands, and the coining of false money, he was able to purchase votes sufficient to defeat every other pretender to the royal throne of Poland.

    Too long did we waste our contempt and our jests upon the Muscovite barbarians, and liken their Tsar to the ferocious rulers of China and Abyssinia of whom travelers into those far regions had brought us strange accounts. The boors sent as Ministers from the Court of Moskowa, we could not feast at our tables, nor entertain in our halls, nor use for aught else but to encourage their master, like the mighty Shah of Persia, to wage war against the infidel. Despite the slyness of the Tsar, we took not seriously his political scheming; nor did any power, but Sweden, find it worth its while to waste a couple of months in sending the Ambassadors in return to the Muscovite Court. 

    Two momentous questions attracted the attention of all Europe. Charles the Second, the last Hapsburg King, was soon to die, leaving unoccupied the Spanish throne. The Spanish provinces must as a consequence either be divided or given to a French or Austrian prince. Charles had bequeathed the whole of the possessions of the Spanish monarchy to Philip of Anjou, the second grandson of Louis the Fourteenth. The Turkish wars must soon come to a close and the conquered provinces be divided amicably or by quarrel. Weighty interests were at stake and thunder-clouds were gathering in the East and West.

    Charles the Eleventh reigned in Sweden. He was a great King, patient and inclined to quiet rule. Many a time did he impress upon me the need of our country for peace, peace at any cost except honor. He was a painstaking master-builder, though the blocks given over to him by his ancestors fitted ill together. “His eyes were privily set against the rich.” His hand was hard and heavy, and loud were the murmurs of the nobles, but the course he followed was necessary for Sweden’s weal. He surely saved her from the fate of France and the selfish rule of the landowners, nobles grown rich after the Thirty Years’ War through constant gifts of property from the Crown. One by one he made them disgorge the enormous revenues accumulated through their great estates, however proud the family name. Well might they think it an earthquake. Money poured by lawful means into the royal coffers, and the peasants, tilling patiently the earth in the sweat of their brow, need no longer feel the terror of earlier persecutions and levies. And in how many other ways was he not most truly the father of his country? We who have fought in his and his son’s armies know well how wisely they were formed from our peculiar peoples drawn from different provinces and countries. What monarch before him has left forty-five men-of-war with twenty-six hundred cannon, or a naval fortress equipped like Karlskrona? His Ministers did well to become his faithful servants whom he could consult or not as he pleased, for none of them could have counseled him better how to leave coffers well filled. See the witches he destroyed, and the piety he instilled into all, rich or poor; whether hiding in smiling valley or thick forest the sorceresses were tracked by his diligence and burned by the dozens, saving innumerable souls from the devil and the young from their pernicious example. Religion flourished once more. From the high tower of the three crowns in Stockholm holy music gladdened the people, and many a new church bell spread its joy over the countryside. I can still clearly see the day we celebrated the centenary of Upsala, meeting with candles in all church windows, as at Christmas matins, and with music and songs of praise, as of an Ascension Day evening. Even the hearts of the Huguenots that had just come to us from far-off Rochelle leapt at the sound of the sacred tones. Verily no King could do more for his country than he did. To know the necessities of his subjects, I have often seen him walk through the streets and marketplaces without any one’s suspecting who it was until some swift act of justice was done. This he would order even to the punishing of his soldiers. Thus, one of them had been catching slyly after nightfall the dogs in the narrow streets by the palace walls to sell their meat for that of the roebuck. The King himself put the iron collar around his neck in the market-place and ordered that a dog’s head be hung upon his breast. There the rascal stood until his feet for fatigue gave way under him and he fell and choked to death. So swift and just in his judgment was Charles the Eleventh. But his justice was also tempered with mercy and true concern. Instead of swiftly punishing the thief with death, he had his Councilors decree that he should be sent to a house of discipline where he was afforded work in proportion to the villainy of his theft and might wear a crown of iron on his head surrounded by bells proclaiming, wherever he went, his crime. Ungrateful, indeed, were the supplications that reached the King praying for hanging instead of such penance.

    His religion was a matter of grave moment to him in all his affairs. My first memory of him is a searching examination in it to which he subjected me the day I came to Court. I have since thought that I might have been admitted Doctor of Divinity by virtue of it, for indeed my father had drilled me well. He (I mean my father) had been all his life at the Court, as I have been since, and I cannot remember the time when I was not destined to that service. In preparation for it, from the time when I could first speak, my memory was constantly exercised in the catechism and all matters of religion. I cannot recall that any other preparation was considered necessary to it, though, of course, I was taught other things as all boys were, particularly such history and exercise of arms as were suitable to my age.

    I saw His Majesty more than once examine others who were entering his service, not only those who were to be about his person and about the Court, but even the common soldiers in his army. In inspecting a regiment, if his eye fell on a new recruit, he would as like as not command him to step forward out of the rank and put him through an examination in religion in the presence of his comrades. Nor was this an idle form, for any conspicuous failure might mean the rejection of the recruit. Nor did he ever forget, if the test were well endured, to commend or reward the recruit according to his endeavors. And I think that it was this practice which made his army the God-fearing one which was the fear and scourge of his enemies. Nay, further, if it was he who saved Sweden from drifting without rudder or sail upon the troubled sea of European politics, I think it was this steadfast religion of his which was his guide through it all, but there was practical worldly care with it too. Of money he was ever heedful, not miserly for its own sake, but enough so that his coffers were sufficiently well filled to let him disregard both French gold and French advice, which last, at least, was abundantly offered him by Count d’Avaux.

    This was no small part of the strength that he left to Sweden when he was gathered to his fathers, for in fact, money was a sore need with us. More than that, he left the nation cleared of many of the sad misunderstandings with other nations which had so darkened her prospects. And when he left us, we stood a military power in the first rank, ready to meet our coming fate. This strength and position, I for one verily believe, he won for us by standing as absolute monarch in his realm.

    No more than the light shed by the sun is increased by a candle, can my poor quill add to the renown or the love borne his Queen Ulrica Eleanora, by Swedes and Danes alike. Her gentleness and charity will ever shine in the pages of Sweden’s history. To speak her name was to whisper a prayer, and the blessings of the people followed her wherever she went. Truly the great preacher in likening her to a lily of Eastertide hit upon a comparison that was ever afterwards cherished in the hearts of her subjects. Wherever she trod, flowers sprang up in her footsteps. What understanding or steadfastness could be compared to hers? What obedience did she not show? Indeed she was as perfect a wife as queen. Having, when but a child, promised her hand to our gracious sovereign, never once did she allow herself to be dissuaded during the wars that raged between Sweden and Denmark. True to her plighted troth, she was at last rewarded by the hand of our Charles and the crown of the Swedes, the Goths, and the Vends. Verily, as the Psalmist says, “The kings of armies became reconciled, and he that tarried at home divided the spoil.” Like the swallows returning in spring, the galleons of Niels Juel flew across Öresund bringing her here to nest among us. Almost every year she was brought to bed with a royal child, many of which, alas, were borne to the grave before her. Because she was being such an example of all Christian and royal virtues, the King graciously permitted her to have the care of her children in much and many things, and he ordered her especially to implant in their hearts the piety and obedience she herself so admirably showed. Few times in her life did she give her royal spouse just cause to upbraid or reprove her. Only once do I remember King Charles turning on her publicly his royal indignation. The cries for pity from starving people were rending the air of Stockholm, and the Queen Ulrica had given her silver and her jewels: yes, even her costly silks and damasks from out of her wedding chests. But when she had no more to give, her thoughtless womanly heart caused her to appeal to the King and to counsel him. I can still hear his stem reproof, “I took you unto me to bear children, not to offer advice”; and the good Queen took the just censure in humility and understanding.

    Her happiest hours were spent, without a doubt, when she, with her consort and little children, could go on a quiet excursion to some country seat or enjoy wild strawberries and milk in the park of the Humlegård.

    Otherwise, all I can recollect and say of this excellent and gracious lady is that in Stockholm many a house of comfort for the miserable and destitute bears eloquent and silent testimony to her tender heart. Angels seemed through all her life, as at the death of some God-fearing persons, to be whispering and ministering to her. After my gracious Lady’s health began failing, she was wont to retire to the Castle of Carlsberg, where she would mourn over the babes she had seen carried to their early graves. There it was that red spots began to appear on her body, so that in agony of soul she begged to be carried in her chair to the altar of the palace chapel in order to confess her sins and receive the blessed peace that comes with the administration of the Holy Communion.

    In the summer of the year 1693, her weary body finally succumbed, and though her dear heart was sore within her at the thought of leaving her little children, she seemed to those of us near her not unwilling to exchange this earthly dress for the spotless raiment of Heaven. After thanking her royal spouse, who was not to be comforted, for his grace and favors, and embracing her children, she received the Holy Sacrament, and in the Castle of Carlsberg, in a blessed moment, breathed her last, thirty-six years, ten months, fifteen days, and fifteen minutes old, returning unto the hands of her Saviour the soul which He had purchased with His precious blood. Her dying request was that her crown and jewels might not be buried with her, but that she might be laid to rest with neither pomp nor ceremony and her money given to the poor. This King Charles, for his honor’s sake, could not well grant, but he wept at her funeral for four hours without ceasing and vowed he left in her tomb half his heart. In the city no black cloth could be found; the poor in their grief had purchased it all. This Queen of blessed memory left from her wedlock three children behind her, their royal highnesses Prince Charles, Princess Hedvig Sophia, and the Princess Ulrica Eleanora.

    Before closing my description of this excellent royal couple, I would give the verse written by a poet and sent among friends until the children had learnt it by heart, and it reads:—

    Good-will among neighbors, a well-ordered house,

    Were his manly care.

    A lamp of all virtues his excellent spouse,

    A lady so rare,

    Among women well praised,

    She was pious and chaste,

    Kept her house without waste:

    And memory fain

    Will outlive these twain,

    While the world remain.

    



THE YOUNG PRINCE

..................

    
    THE BABE WHOSE SWORD WAS to flash lightning under European skies was born at a quarter before eight in the morning of June the seventeenth, 1682, 5631 years after the creation of the world according to the opinion of the learned Doctor Scaligeri. That a glorious but bloody reign was prophesied was easy to read from the signs and portents on earth and in the sky. At the moment of birth the little fox was setting in the west, while in the eastern firmament rose the shining star of the little King or the Lionheart. The ladies-in-waiting wiped blood off the hands of the babe, while in the palace courtyard so furious a storm was raging that the copper and tiles were thrown from the roof to the cobble-stones of the courtyard. Stupid and dull indeed would he be who from these signs could not plainly recognize the coming of a glorious but bloody reign. The consequences of his birth did thus allow us, of the Court, to suppose that extraordinary influences affected the birth. After King Charles the Eleventh’s death I copied certain portions of his diary for use in this my writing, and on this selfsame glorious day I find this entry: “To-day, Saturday morning, my consort was delivered of and bore me a son. Eternal praise and glory be to God who hath helped her and may He likewise help her to her former health again for my Kingdom needs more heirs.”

    The day is one which I shall long remember, especially the evening of it. That afternoon I had ridden through the streets that lie between the palace and the market, and though my mind was then filled with the event of the day, I saw nought to make me think that the citizens had as yet taken note of it: but at nightfall, when I came off duty, I walked out from the palace to observe the rejoicing of which the sounds had already begun to reach us within. Then I saw the daytime quiet changed into a veritable riot of joy. At that time I had not yet seen service in war and knew not, so well as I know now, what the sack of a city looks like, but my first thought as I looked down toward the market was that it was as if the city were being pillaged and burned by an enemy, for in every street opening out of the market-place, people were swarming, all laden as if with pillage or as escaping with their household goods. Many were carrying fuel for the great bonfire which was already blazing in the center as high as the eaves of the houses. Others were rolling casks of red wine or white, which were speedily horsed and broached, and as speedily emptied with shouts, and singing and dancing. So was it in front of every church; and before the house of every noble stood a cask around each of which danced the crowd, circle within circle, till one was dizzy watching them, whether one had aught of the wine or not.

    By and large, it was a wholesome mirth, too, for I saw few that were drunk, and few unseemly acts, though here and there a little, which I will not set down now to the disparagement of our good burghers who are as upright as any. A few quaint sights I saw which it would be sport to tell of, but I will not. And it is written that there was not a village in the realm of Sweden in which the glad occasion was not celebrated, each in its degree after the same manner by all its inhabitants who cherish virtue and love God. Cannon and guns roared as if in war, and everywhere joy fetes were held and bonfires lighted. A new star had arisen in the north like the one seen over Bethlehem by the wise men of old.

    The gentle Queen, though then fast sinking in health, was allowed to superintend the education of Prince Charles until he could walk and talk, nay, longer, as I recall, until he began to lose his first teeth. And it was while he was still under her guidance that I saw him first—indeed, there were scarce more than two years of his whole life that I was not by his side during most of his waking hours, or at least within his call. It was not many months after his second birthday that I was commanded to court as a page, I being then just turned twelve years. How it came about that I was so summoned, being nothing to the purpose, I will omit relating. Near as I had always lived to Stockholm, and in spite of my father’s long service with the old King, not to mention my mother’s rank and position, I had never seen the royal palace, or a royal person. I know not well what I expected to see, but I still remember my surprise to find the royal palace and household so like my father’s house.

    I was easily admitted, and without ceremony, to an anteroom where a comely enough young woman was sitting watching a child tumbling about on the floor. She smiled at me as I entered,—I dare say I was welllooking for a stripling,—and I soon entered into converse with her. I think she soon learned all about me from my frankness, whereas I learned so little of her, beyond what I saw, that I know not to this day whether she was one of the maids-in-waiting, or a servant, but I do remember yet her wide blue eyes and smooth flaxen hair.

    After a time, as none came to conduct me to the Queen, she laid a sudden command on me to watch the child, and left the room. I had been far more accustomed to dogs than to babies, and knew not what to do, for the child looked after the maid, and then at me, and I clearly saw in its face signs of a gathering storm. Without thought of what I did, I began a little clear, high whistle through my teeth, which will always make a pup cock its ear and watch as if for a rat. The child looked up attentively with its head on one side, and then smiled. In another moment, by I know not what monkey’s trick, I had it laughing heartily, and so it was doing when the girl came back. “Faith,” says she, “you are like to prosper here if the young Prince marks you so for his favor.” And in truth, it was as she said. I was thus instantly in his good grace, the light of which was never turned from me. I know not how many times in the day, nay, and in the night too, if he were wakeful, he would call me by the baby name he then gave me, or come to me with his baby troubles. And many were his troubles, for he had from the first an eager spirit which would not be denied, and refused to be bound by the limits of his infant strength and stature. If he wanted aught beyond his reach, were it a star or a window-ledge, he would tug a stool or chair and climb to it, reaching seemingly impossible perils from which I had hourly to ward him.

    It was a patriarchal household, more like my father’s than like that of a king. This I knew not at the time, for I had seen or heard naught as a boy of the loose spendthrift magnificence of Versailles, the bloody orgies of Moskowa, or the harlot-scented drawing-rooms of Dresden. Promotion was not to be had save by honest merit. I say not this save in thankfulness, for I was always a soldier and no courtier. Of the King’s practical piety I have already written; his frugality and industry were no less. By the dim candle-light of five by the clock of a winter morning he would gather his secretaries about him for matutinal work, or would let saddle the horses to ride neck or naught to the mustering of some far-off regiment, we pages and guardsmen pelting after him, rolling in our saddles and half blind for the sleep which still veiled our eyes. Soldiers drill and water their horses in the courtyard, and pigeons wheel in the sunlight about the golden crowns and copper roofs of the palace towers.

    The Dowager Queen Hedvig sits combing the hair of her lap-dog or places her card-table close by the bed where Queen Ulrica lies confined. The old lady still held briskly to a mind of her own, though her King, Charles the Tenth, lay rotting in his chapel. I well remember when the good Bishop Emporagius published his new catechism as a guide and light to the path of the young, wherein, in course of accompting the household goods, he reckoned in all womenfolk including their Majesties the Queen and the Queen Dowager. When she came upon the passage she began to scream and chatter her rage to me, for none but the Prince and I were by. Next she sent me to summon this person and that, and to each in turn she read it with renewed scolding and wrath till I had heard it a round dozen of times, and could repeat it by rote to-day. It ended in her summoning the bishop from his snug study in the cathedral close, and berating him soundly while he knelt before her in gown and hood; but that I did not see. The catechism was publicly forbidden, I doubt not at her insistence, and that we thought then was to the everlasting shame of the bishop; but I wonder whether in the eternal heaven either one kneeleth now to the other.

    Amid all this did Charles learn his earliest lessons of life. In due course his fourth birthday was celebrated with raisins in the bread, goats’ cheese, and small beer instead of milk; thereafter he was rejoiced by the selection of a God-fearing and learned tutor. For this purpose he accompanied his grandmother to our great University town of Upsala, where doctors and professors would congregate. Three of these having been well examined as to their fitness, ranged themselves humbly and in full doctors’ robes in the hall of learning, wherein the boy then entered. To one of them, the professor of eloquence, he gave his hand, and thus did Andreas Norcopensis become the most fortunate of Swedish teachers. He on mornings as well as afternoons patiently instilled the first principles of religion, of history, and of geography into the open mind of the Prince, who, when fatigued with these, would be regaled and distracted by moral and political reflections.

    He learned to speak the High German tongue of so many of his subjects, as well as Swedish, how to handle a horse, and how to hold a sword. It is no boast but sober truth for me to say I rode with him the first day that ever he bestrode a horse, and the last; and scarce a time between was he ever in the saddle that I was not in attendance. Soon he had learned to write sufficiently well to send a letter to his great-aunt, the old Queen Christina, long since turned heretic and leading a life of profligacy and guilt amid the Cardinals in Rome. She replied to him in the French tongue:—

    MON CHER PRINCE: Je vous remercie de l’obligeante lettre que vous m’avez escrite, et je suis ravie d’apprendre que vous promettez beaucoup de bonheur et de gloire à la Suéde par les beaux talents que Dieu a mis en votre personne. Je souhaite qu’il vous conserve, qu’il vous fasse croître en vertu, en sagesse, et en valeur, pour vous rendre toujours plus digne du trône où vous êtes destiné, et que je puisse avoir un jour la joie de vous voir et de vous embrasser, pour vous assurer que je suis avec beaucoup de sincérité et de tendresse, mon cher neveu, votre bonne tante Christine Alexandre.1

    ROME, le 30 Juin, 1588.

    Sundays were for the young Prince fête days and days of special religious edification, for in the afternoons, after he had listened to the two hours’ sermon, he was permitted to write out its text and argument, which he then dutifully gave his mother when he came to kneel by her bed for his evening prayer. Nor were small rewards wanting to stimulate him in virtue and ambition. He received pieces of money from the fond mother to dispose of as he pleased, but an accounting for which he must accurately make with Norcopensis, now ennobled under the name of Nordenhjelm. Or the lad was allowed to go in the sled, harnessed with six reindeer, and follow his father to drills at Jarfva or Ulriksdal. If he needed relaxation and had been good, I would be told to fetch grandfather Charles the Tenth’s diary and read it to him by the courtyard windows.

    Sweden had no Latin scholar comparable to Nordenhjelm. With sonorous voice and eloquent gesture would he repeat from memory verse after verse of the old masters; and as he taught the growing lad, lose himself in Cornelius Nepos, Julius Cæsar, or in Tully and Livy. The boy, quick to learn, would thus mark the great deeds of antiquity, notice the arts of war, his duty toward his fellowmen, and take heed of the course of Roman history. I cannot call to mind the exact age at which he studied one and another of these authors, but I remember many a time when in default of any other boy to play with him I must needs join in playing at Romulus and Remus, or Horatius at the bridge, or Cæsar bridging the Rhine. For these last he would place a hurdle over the kennel of the palace court, and would storm at me for that I would not willingly fall in the water or mud when I was killed by his little sword.

    Or again the silver-tongued Nordberg would, through written drills in reasoning disputations, in which teacher and pupil would both take part, endeavor to unfold the mind. Many of these, for the great love I bore the Prince, I begged the good Nordberg to give me. And here is one from his sixth year:—

    NORDBERG. Do you know, my Lord, how precious time is?

    PRINCE. I know it very well.

    NORDBERG. Will you then tell me for what it may be used?

    PRINCE. One may use time for everything that is fine and useful.

    NORDBERG. Before one may do something fine, the thing must exist; can your Highness tell me what that means?

    PRINCE. I shall tell you. One must pray to God, one must know how to vanquish sorrow and sadness, listen to good counsel and salutary exhortations.

    NORDBERG. Still more, if you can.

    PRINCE. One must be virtuous, mild, and pious.

    NORDBERG. Your Highness surely knows still something.

    PRINCE. One must obey one’s parents and everybody who gives one good advice.

    NORDBERG. Do you add nothing more?

    PRINCE. One must be as mild as a lamb, and have spirit and courage.

    NORDBERG. Still more, if possible.

    PRINCE. One must appear to one’s enemies like a lion, but one must also at home be as gentle as a lamb.

    NORDBERG. I expected in the beginning we should have but a single theme, but I find we have had several beautiful ones. Surpassing my expectations your Highness has gained your point and I concede the victory with all my heart.

    Studying the French language and dancing with a French ballet-master, and accompanying his father more often on his constant rides to reviews and drills, continued as the Prince reached his teens. By the time he came to his ninth year the King felt the necessity of laying down certain canons that should govern the lad’s instruction. These he and the Queen signed, and affixed thereto the royal seal. Above all the King commanded that the Prince

    should recognize how the Roman religion and the power of the Pope had forever been abolished from Sweden; in what manner the Evangelical faith had been established, and the reason why the Kings of Sweden and the hereditary Princes are obliged to promise to defend and maintain it with the last drop of their blood.

    And further the King commanded that

    one should utilize the Commentaries of Cæsar to furnish his Royal Highness with the model of a great and perfect captain, and that one should thoroughly inculcate in the Prince the art of self government and how to put a check to his passions.

    Great teachers and masters succeeded Nordenhjelm under the father’s watchful eye. Thomas Polus, a great diplomat of standing and experience; Baron Charles Stuart, teaching the lad the use of his strong body and the skillful thrust of the sword, as well as the art of fortifications and the science of mathematics; Count Lindskiöld, the cheerful poet and scholar; and Baron Gustaf Cronhjelm.

    I have kept among my papers a couple of leaves from this time, written up- and down-hill in the crawling capitals of the lad. As I look at them the scenes of happy years so long since gone come back to my eyes in happy sequence, and I seem to read the spirit of the boy between the lines. I copy them word for word. The Prince when he wrote them reached scarce to my breastplate. And here they are:—

    When as we should leave for Carlsberg, then mamma sent out a marshal to ask my governor if it was healthful for me to go out for I had the snuffles. Then said the governor, “No.” Then said the marshal, “Why, one could ask the doctor.” When the doctors now came up and spoke with the Queen, then said the governor to me: “The doctors say to the Queen that it is not healthful for you to go out.” Then I rushed in between them and neither the Queen nor the doctors understood what it might mean. Then I said: “You do not understand the doctor craft if you say I cannot go out.” Then all who stood there laughed. With this we started for Carlsberg, and the Queen did not travel the way she was wont to travel, for mamma did not like to go up the big stairs but drove through the garden. Later I looked at the stud and the Queen talked with the governor about the garden. In the meanwhile I and my sisters ran around, and later we went home the same evening.

    Even before he was six years old the Prince was allowed to follow us on the ice, to strap his little skates on his feet and strut in front of the regiment, “The Prince’s Own,” all dressed in dark blue, which his royal father had presented him as a birthday gift, and which did duty in Gothenburgh. This he writ in his diary, though I have not the entry by me, but others I have to like effect, namely:—

    March the 2nd, 1692, Her Majesty my very dearest Lady Mother gave me a lovely book in which was a calendarium for the last year 1691.

    Ditto I received from Her Majesty, my very dearest Lady Mother, two red-colored crystal glasses, the one to drink out of, but the other fluted was filled with water of Hungaria.

    Ditto I received from Her Majesty, my very dearest Lady Mother, a knife inlaid with gold and a ring with a false ruby.

    Charles had scarcely been confirmed and attended his first communion in the year 1697, before calamity plunged Sweden in sorrow and mourning. I speak of the death of Charles the Eleventh, of the burning of Stockholm Castle, and the frightful famine that overtook the country.

    Among other signal tokens of the Lord’s mercy shown to the great King, God permitted him, accompanied by the six first men of the realm, a vision a few days before his death. It must have been the Almighty God’s intention that Charles should be informed of what should take place in Sweden long after his death, that he might bear in mind that God turned not aside and put off this calamity to the Kingdom on account of his fear of God. It is this vision that I mean to describe as it really took place and was written down by his blessed Majesty himself, before his death, signed and sworn to by all the witnesses, and sent to the archives for safe keeping. Thus I read:—

    I, Charles the Eleventh, this day King of Sweden, had on the night of the second of April, 1699, when I was more than ordinary seized by my melancholy torments, a vision which threw me into the greatest consternation. When I awakened at half-after eleven of the clock, I became aware of a light as it had been from candles in a window of the Council Hall. Thereupon I said to the Chancellor, Bjelke, who sat in with me: “What light is that in the Council Chamber? I believe something there is on fire.”

    He answered: “Your Majesty, it is the moonshine as it falls on the window.”

    With this I was content, and turned to the wall that I might enjoy some rest; but as I was full of fears beyond measure and could find no rest, I turned myself again toward the door and was anew aware of the light: Then again I said: “This can never be lawful business.”

    “Oh, yes,” answered the mighty and beloved Chancellor, Bjelke, “Your Majesty, it is naught else but the moon.” 

    At the same moment there entered the Councillor Bjelke to inquire for my health. I then asked this honest man if he could discern whether there might be any dangerous fire in the Council Chamber. He paused awhile and then answered: “Praise be to God there is nothing; it is but the light of the moon which is the cause that there appeareth to be lights in the Council Chamber.”

    I was again content, but casting my eyes thither once more, it seemed to me as if there were people there. Then I arose, put on my nightgown and went to the window and opened it; became aware that it was full of lighted candles; then I said: “Good gentlemen, this is no lawful business. In confidence that he who feareth God need fear naught else, I will now go thither to search out what this can be.”

    I gave order to one of those present to go down to the guard that he should come up with the keys. When he had come, I went along with the others through a passageway above my room. When we were there, I ordered the guard to open the door, but of terror he begged that he might be spared.Then I asked Councillor Oxenstjerna, who never feared anything, to open the door. But he answered: “I have once sworn to give my blood and life for Your Majesty, but never to open this door.”

    Now I myself began to tremble, but summoning courage took over the keys and unlocked the door, after which I and my followers entered the room outside the Council Hall, where we became aware that it was everywhere covered with black, even to the floor. I trembled, which was not to be wondered at, and my followers were shaking even more. Then we went to the Council-Hall door to find out what was going on. Again I ordered the guard to open the door, but again he implored me to spare him. Again I ordered the others, but they too begged in mercy to be excused. Then I took the keys myself and opened the door; but when I had put one foot inside I drew it back hastily in terror and hesitated a little, but then said: “Good gentlemen, if you will follow me, we shall see what is going on: Mayhap merciful God will reveal something to us.”

    Trembling, they all answered: “Yes.” 

    Then we went in. All of us were aware of a round table surrounded by reverend men, all with great books before them, and among them a king between sixteen and eighteen years old, with a crown on his head and sceptre in his hand. On his right sat a tall handsome man about forty years old. His countenance showed integrity. By his side sat an older man about sixty years old. Strange it was that when the young King shook his head several times, all these reverend men brought their hands down hard on their books. Taking my eyes away, I beheld around the table block after block, executioner on executioner, all with their sleeves drawn up, and cutting off one head after another. God is my witness, I was frightened to distraction. I looked at my slippers to see if any blood had come upon them, but saw none. Those who were executed were mostly young men. Casting my eyes away into one corner, I saw a throne nearly overturned, and by the side of it a man who looked as if he might be a regent, about forty years old.

    I shook and trembled, drew over to the door, and said: “Where is the voice of the Lord I am to hear? O God, when shall these things be?”

    But no answer came; only the young King shaked his head and the other reverend men beat hard on their books.

    I called louder than before: “O God, shall this be in my time or when shall this betide? In thy mercy, Great God, tell me what is there to be done?”

    Then the young King answered me and said: “Not in thy time shall it come to pass, but in the sixth ruler’s after thee, and he shall be of such an age and bearing as am I. He who standeth here showeth that his regent shall resemble this one, and the throne shall in the protector’s later years be tottering to its fall, but the guardian who in the time of his regency did persecute the young King shall thereafter espouse his cause, and they shall so establish the strength of the throne that never before shall have been nor ever after shall be so great a King as this one, and all the Swedish people shall be happy in his time. He shall come to great length of years: his kingdom shall he leave free of debt, many millions in his treasury, but before he is secure on his throne there shall be so great an outpouring of blood that shall exceed all ever seen before in Svealand, or shall be in time to come.”

    When he had said this, all disappeared, and only we with our candles were left standing. We departed out, filled with unspeakable consternation, as every human being may conceive, into the black room where also all had been taken away and left in its former condition. We then went back to my room, where I seated myself to write this account. When I inquired of those who were with me whether they had heard the answer to my question, all answered: “Yes.” I uttered to them: “Thank God you are not living in that time.” That this is true I swear a solemn oath: So help me God in life and death.

    CARL XI

    This day King in Sweden.

    As eye-witnesses we affirm with our solemn oath that in truth all took place as is above set forth. So help me God in life and death.

    M. BJELKE

    CARL BJELKE

    E. BRAHE

    A. OXENSTJERNA

    PETTER GRANSTEN

    At the time of this vision, the King was in the prime of his life at the age of forty-two, and there are writers who say that the malady which brought on his death came on him suddenly after this time; yet I know well that this is not true, and I recall clearly the day on which I first knew him to feel it, which I know to be no less than ten months before the night of the vision, a day which I fix because I noted the occurrence in my diary.

    The King and a handful of us had ridden far to inspect a herd of new horses for his cavalry, which were on their way to the city coming from the northwest, for I remember we set out past Sta. Clara and off towards the Carlsberg and beyond. The King wished to see the horses before they were prepared for his inspection. As we returned we stopped for dinner at the muster-camp of a regiment of his infantry, and there we dined with the officers of the regiment on bean soup and black pudding, pease bread, honey, and beer. Returning, we rode hard, for the King wished to get back early, there being to be a meeting of the Council. We clattered into the courtyard of the palace and threw ourselves from our saddles before our horses had fairly halted. As his feet come to the ground the King claps his hand to the right side over his belt, and clings with his other hand to the saddle, so that the horse then moving to the stable-door would have thrown him to the ground, had I not sprung forward and caught him in my arms. He gave such a groan as no one had ever heard him give before under any pain, and his face was all white, and his lip clenched between his teeth. I thought he would have fainted but he gets to his feet again and will not hear any of our anxious questionings for his health. We dismissed it at the time, saying that he had ridden hard too soon after the dinner of the crude fare which he had had at the camp; but that was no more than all of us had done and were none the worse. There were other times, too, when he complained of the pain, but I have none of them writ down. My own thought is that this was but the beginning of the mortal disease with which he took to his bed a month or so after the vision which I have related.

    We were all about his bed during his illness, and what with the business of the realm which must come to him, be he ill or well, our grief for his state, and the officiousness of priests and physicians in their anxiety for his bodily and spiritual health, he had scant peace of mind to offset his bodily illness. The hot stones which they placed upon his belly and the potions and drenches of herbs with which they dosed him were bad enough in all conscience, but when, it being Holy Week, the chaplain would preach daily there his sermon, I wonder that the King did not die earlier of all the good advice, the hard Latin, and classical quotations with which his bedroom were daily filled.

    And if he had been well, I think the suffering from the famine which he would have seen, had he so much as stepped outside his palace, would have worn down his spirit like a disease; for by this time food had failed throughout the country, and thousands who were starving flocked into the city or as near to it as they could travel in search of food. Many fell by the sides of roads, but all who could stagger or creep came into the streets, where their plight was so pitiable that one would scarce dare to go abroad for the sight of them. We all did what we could to help them, but indeed we had little enough for ourselves even in the King’s palace, and must needs care for our own first. After all had been done that could be done, many lay in the streets unable to find either shelter or food. Neither did the cold winter sky have pity on them, and against the walls of the houses were the corpses of the poor wretches of whom one could not say whether they had died of cold or hunger; and day by day the watch would gather up the stiff bodies in the gray of the morning. 

    Between his last spasms the King dwelt sadly with his physician-in-ordinary upon the state of his abdomen, praying the learned doctor, as he explained to him the intricacies of the internal walls and the windings of the intestines, that he would faithfully promise after his death, to open his body thoroughly and see what strange things were to be found in his bowels. At last the King comforted the physician-in-ordinary who was weeping as he stood helpless with all his knowledge. The court preacher raised his voice loud above the groans of his Royal Master and gave him some comforting words on the text, “Lord abide with us, for it is toward evening and the day is fast spent.” Whereupon the King stretched out his hand to his beloved Master of the Horse, Gustaf Hard, and said: “Good-bye, Gustaf Hard; I thank you for every day we have spent together may God let us meet in God’s Kingdom.”

    And then King Charles the Eleventh was gathered to his fathers.

    As if the famine and the death of the King were not enough, fortune brought us within a few weeks yet another spite. The King’s body still lay in state in the palace. I and a few others who were for the moment off duty sat in the guard-room about the table where we were arguing, as we so often did, I know not what question of military tactics, as to whether such and such a fortress could possibly be taken by storm or no. It was broad daylight, but of a sudden as I looked up, I, sitting with my back to the windows, saw the light on the wall before me a dusky red. It flashed foolishly into my mind that the sun was already setting, for the window was to the west, and that I should have been on guard these three hours. I sprang to my feet and turned toward the window, but even as I was in the act to speak, I heard the call of fire and one of my comrades exclaiming, “God help us, the palace is on fire!” And indeed the flames were belching fiercely forth from nearly every window in the great Hall of Knights across the courtyard from the guard-room.

    We rushed to the door and turned out the guard, ordering at the same time the alarum to be sounded by the rolling of the drums, and sent men to ring the great bell to stir out the citizens, though in truth there was little need, for most of them had seen the flames and were already coming to be of help in the courtyard. The captain of the guard took command of the mob of servants, soldiers, courtiers and all, though it was little service he had from any save the soldiers, for none others were drilled to obey his commands. These he sent in squads on this duty and that; some to form lines of men to wells and cisterns and pass buckets of water that could be thrown on the fire, and to me he gave the duty of seeing that all who were in danger were brought safely out.

    In the chamber adjoining the Hall of Knights were the Queen Dowager and the princesses and many of their attendants, who were so astonished with their fear, for it seemed that the stairway was already too far gone in flames for them to descend, that when we came to them, they could do naught but run screaming like mad women from one window to another; nor would they heed us when we told them that if they came at once, they could pass the stairway in safety. There was no time for parley or ceremony. Accordingly I picked up the Queen Dowager in my arms, but got no further with her than the door when I was obliged to call for help, for indeed she was no light weight and was nigh to strangling me with her arms about my neck, and deafening me with screaming in my ear. Others of us did the same by the princesses and some of the other ladies, whereupon the rest followed easily enough, and we brought them safely out into the courtyard, though it was but just in time for I was told that a part of the stairway fell almost before the last were off it.
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