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    THE MOVEMENTS WITHIN AND WITHOUT the Empire which, in the course of a few years at the beginning of the fifth century, altogether changed the face of Western Europe have never, as far as I know, been told in our own tongue, perhaps not in any other tongue, as a connected tale. The facts are recorded by Gibbon with his usual accuracy, clearness, and careful reference to authorities; but they are scattered over several chapters and are never brought together in their relation to one another. To Gibbon, with Rome itself as his main subject, their importance lay chiefly in their purely Roman aspect, as so many blows dealt to the power of Rome. To our latest English inquirer into these times they naturally come in the same way, important only as they bear on the destinies of Italy and her invaders. Mr. Hodgkin does not give, because he was not called upon to give, a minute or a consecutive narrative any more than Gibbon does. Of the German writers on the Völkerwanderung, Dahn and Pallmann hardly touch these particular years; Wietersheim has a careful and critical examination of the facts and authorities; but it hardly amounts to a narrative. Of writers dealing specially with our own island, Lappenberg has a sketch, to the purpose as far as it goes, of the British side of the story, but he hardly attempts to connect it with the continental side. Mr. Green, in the Making of England, attempts no examination of authorities, and he gives a few words only to the continental side; but it is clear that he had fully grasped the connection between the two. Tillemont in a past age, Clinton in the age just before our own, have brought the authorities together with their usual painstaking research. And I venture to think that the time has not yet come when we can afford to cast away collectors whom no scrap of information in the original writers ever seems to escape. But Clinton does not attempt a narrative, and the narrative which the worthy Tillemont does attempt, though it is well to follow the example of Gibbon and Hodgkin in keeping it ever at our elbow, can hardly be looked on as sufficient according to the standard of modern criticism. Fauriel, in his Histoire de la Gaule Meridionale sous la domination des conquérants Germains, has used his authorities well, and he comes nearer than any other writer to giving a connected narrative of the events with which we are immediately concerned. Still his point of view, the point of view of a countryman of Sidonius and Gregory, is distinctly South-Gaulish. It is no part of his business to take any special points to connect the continental with the insular story. As for myself, I must say that, while I have taken the deepest interest in attempting to put together a fuller and more connected narrative of the whole story than I have yet seen, and in the work which is the necessary condition of so doing, the minute examination of the evidence of the original writers, I have a motive beyond. In much that I shall have to say from this Chair, I shall strive to guide you into Britain by way of Gaul, into England by way, if not of France, yet of the elements out of which France slowly grew. If I keep you long with the Goth and the Frank in their Gaulish realms, it will not be only because of the surpassing interest and instruction oftheir story in their Gaulish realms, but also because a full understanding of their position in their Gaulish realms is the best means to enable us by force of contrast to grasp the true position of the Angle and the Saxon in their British realms. I am leading you to Northumbrian Baeda by the guidance of Arvernian Gregory. If I am set in this Chair to strive to show that European history is one unbroken tale, I am set in it also to strive to show that Englishmen are Englishmen. I believe that the latest theories of all go once more to set aside that doctrine as an old wives’ fable. Now I venture to think that the spritely youths who, I am told, blow their trumpet somewhat loudly to say that what they are pleased to call ‘the Teutonic theory’ is exploded, have not given much of their time to any very deep study of Gregory of Tours. The plain truth, so despised of many, that we are ourselves and not somebody else, is more easily grasped if we look first at the fortunes of those branches of our race which did not remainourselves but did become somebody else, and see how utterly unlike those fortunes are to ours. I trust, before many terms are over, to set before you a distinctly English story. As yet, I am dealing with our kinsfolk in foreign lands. The new theories will tell you that we were no more in our conquered island than they were in the conquered mainland. It is well then, before we examine what was the place that the Jute, the Angle, and the Saxon held in Britain, to understand thoroughly what was the place which the Burgundian, the Goth, and the Frank held in Gaul.

    Of that inquiry the present course will bring us only to the threshold; but it is a stage which cannot be left out. The main importance of these years lies in this, that in them the ground was made ready for the plantation of abiding Teutonic settlements in thethree great lands of the West, in Gaul, Spain, and Britain. In Gaul, and still more in Spain, not only is the ground made ready, but the settlements actually begin; in Britain the ground is made ready, buthardly more. In our meagre notices of Britain in these years Teutonic invaders are never distinctly mentioned. They have shown themselves at an earlier time as unsuccessful invaders; they were soon to show themselves again as abiding settlers; but during the special years with which we are about to deal the Teuton shows himself in Britain at most as a passing plunderer of the coast; his future dwelling place is making ready for him ; but he does not as yet take any steps to secure possession. Yet even at this time our own people play no inconsiderable part in the story. It is not to be forgotten that there was a Saxony in Gaul before there was a Saxony in Britain; Bayeux was a Saxon city before Winchester. Among all the invaders of Gaul the Saxon pirates of the coast are spoken of as the most dreaded, and the rovers of the Channel were not likely to keep themselves to its southern shore only, though it is only on its southern shore that they have found chroniclers of their doings. But beyond this, both at this time and in the generation when the Angle and the Saxon did begin to occupy the great island, it is of the highest moment to mark the connection between the affairs of Britain and the affairs of the mainland. The Teutonic conquest of Britain, owing to the special circumstances both of the invaders and of the land invaded, took a wholly different shape from the Teutonic conquest of most parts of the mainland. But it was none the less part of the general Völkerwanderung, and it was largely affected by the same causes as the Teutonic movements on the mainland. And one side of the difference between the English conquest of Britain and the Frankish conquest of Gaul, namely the difference in the state of the invaded lands and their inhabitants, was largely owing to the events of these particular half-dozen years.

    At a first glance the events of these years may seem to offer us little more than a series of uninteresting and almost unintelligible struggles for the crown of the declining Empire of Rome, or at any rate for the imperial dominion in the provinces beyond the Alps. Emperors or tyrants rise and fall, and, by a strange fate, men whose revolt at least shows them to have been men of some energy, are overthrown to the profit of an Emperor who at no time of his reign showed any energy whatever. Honorius cannot keep Rome from the barbarians; but he can, by the hands at least of his generals, destroy every rival claimant of his diadem and can win back a large part of the provinces which they had usurped. We may safely say that Constantine, Gerontius, Jovinus, Heraclian, were any of them better fitted to reign than the son of Theodosius. But these men have a higher interest than comes from anything that connects them with Honorius. Their rise and fall are directly connected with some of the leading events in the history of the world; their tale cannot be told without telling the tale of the separation of Gaul, Britain, and Spain from the Roman dominion; the setting up and putting down of the rival tyrants cannot be recorded apart from the revolutions which at least opened the way for the growth of the leading nations of Western Europe.

    As usual, the history of these years has to be made out by piecing together a great number of authorities, none of which are of first-rate merit. We have an unusual wealth of accounts, such as they are, written by men who lived at the time; but there is none who claims a high place as a narrator, still less is there any who could understand the full significance of his own days. Nor is there any who gave himself specially to remark and to record that particular chain of  events with which we are specially concerned. All is fragmentary; one fact has to be found here and another there. The age, as one of the great turning points of the world’s history, needed a Polybios to grasp its full meaning; we have not even an Ammianus to set down events in order and to make shrewd observations on them as he goes along. We can hardly doubt that the History of Olympiodoros, the Greek of Egypt, some scraps of whose many books are preserved to us by Photios, would, if he had come down to us whole, have given us something more like a narrative, and that a narrative of some merit, than his followers. He has at any rate given us fragments of considerable importance, whose value has been fully set forth by Mr. Hodgkin. We seek in vain for some further knowledge and some further remains of the two writers quoted by Gregory of Tours, Sulpicius Alexander and Renatus Profuturns Frigeridus. The collection of names borne by the last writer, with its Christian, its Roman, and its Teutonic elements, raises a certain curiosity about himself. Sulpicius may have concerned himself chiefly with the Franks, a people with whom we have at this moment less to do than with some others. From Orosius we have the complete work of a contemporary; from Zosimos we have the nearly complete work of most probably a younger contemporary. Both the zealous Christian and the zealous pagan wrote with an object somewhat different from that of simply recording events as they happened, and the prejudices of both must be allowed for in measuring the value of their witness. Zosimos too, though a contemporary, one who was alive at the time and who wrote not very long after, can hardly be called an original writer. He seems to have written from the accounts of writers, some of whom could not have been much earlier than himself, but whom we may guess that he did not always understand. Though his account of these years seems complete, yet it is almost as fragmentary as those of Olympiodoros. It consists of pieces put together with very little regard to connection or to chronological order, one most likely taken from one source and another from another. Yet some of the scraps of narrative thus embedded, whencesoever they may come, are of the highest moment. They preserve several of the most essential parts of our present story for which we should look in vain elsewhere. We have another narrative, full in some points, in the Ecclesiastical History of Sozomenos, also a writer contemporary, or nearly so. The writers of our own island in after times, British Gildas and Nennius, English Beda, who in some measure follows Gildas, and the English Chronicler who in some measure follows Beda, can of course tell us nothing of our times beyond such traditions, written or oral, as may have lingered on till their days. But it is always well to know how the events of a past age looked in the eyes of the descendants or successors of the men who were touched by them at the time.

    We are now in the age of the Annalists. And two of them, as being both contemporary and local, would, if they had written at greater length, have been the very best of all our authorities. Even as it is, the Aquitanian Prosper and the Spanish Idatius count for as much as any of the more lengthy writers, and Idatius himself enlarges with some force when he comes to the sorrows of his own land. A British or an Armorican annalist, an annalist from the banks of the Rhine, would have been priceless indeed; but for such we have to yearn in vain. Our nearest approach to such a help is found in that annalist on whom one side of the description of the Aquitanian annalist has so oddly been bestowed, and who commonly figures as Prosper Tiro. Whoever he was, and at whatever value we rate him in other matters, we are thankful for his few and short notices of that island world which the world of Rome seems largely to have forgotten. Above all, we are thankful to him for the one notice from outside, a notice seemingly contemporary, which has come down to us of the English Conquest of Britain.

    We get some help also from some writers in prose and verse whose object was not that of directly and simply recording events. We press into our service alike the pagan laureate and the Christian preacher. The stately hexameters of Claudian, the less famous elegiacs of the poet of Divine Providence, the long harangue of Salvian, the occasional notices of Jerome, all form part of our materials. Actions of Stilicho were, if not the true causes, at least the immediate occasions, of the events with which we are concerned; and where Stilicho acts, we presently hear the trumpet voice of the poet from whom we should never have learned that the devout Honorius was not a worshipper of Jupiter. Our most living picture of the invasion of Gaul itself comes from a poet of another kind, whom some have thought to be the annalist Prosper in yet another shape. Prosper or no Prosper, he is a contemporary witness, whose verses may be more safely accepted as true to fact than the sounding lines of Claudian. He is a man of Gaul who painted the sufferings of Gaul in which he himself had shared. His verse is written to point a moral, the moral of Divine Providence; so is the prose of Salvian in his treatise of kindred title, where he gives his picture of the evils and sorrows of the time while discoursing of the government of God. We would fain believe that the Teuton was as virtuous and the Roman less vicious than the Roman preacher paints them; but we must doubtless apply the same rule to both, and take off something from the brightness of the one portrait and from the blackness of the other. Saint Jerome we have to thank for a few fiery touches of the time, for a few geographical details, for a slightly puzzling list of nations, all which certainly add to our knowledge. Altogether our materials are far from scanty; many important periods are far worse off. We cannot venture to ask for a Polybios at every great turn of the world’s history. We are inclined to lament that we have no such light as Ammianus throws on the century that goes before and Procopios on the century that follows.

    It is by a sound instinct as to the general march of events, though with some disregard to exact chronology, that Beda and the English Chronicler connect the separation of Britain from the Roman dominion with the Gothic taking of Rome. Rome was broken by the Goths, and since then no Roman kings reigned over Britain. It was not the actual taking of Rome, but it was that Gothic invasion of Italy of which the taking of Rome was the most striking incident, which led to that general breaking-up of the Roman power in the West, of which the departure of the legions from Britain was that side which most directly concerned ourselves and our predecessors on British soil. As a matter of fact, Britain had really fallen away from the dominion of Rome before Rome was taken by Alaric. In truth, the actual taking of Rome, looked at as something having a practical effect on the course of events at the time, was of less importance than that it now seems to have or than it seemed to have in the eighth and ninth centuries. In more senses than one, Rome had so thoroughly spread herself over the whole of her own world, the whole of that world had so thoroughly become Rome, that the direct importance of the local Rome had come to be less than that of many other cities. Rome was neither a seat of government nor the guardian of an exposed frontier. Her actual capture and sack was a solemn and terror-striking incident, which gave endless opportunities for pointing a moral; it was the sign that an old day was passing away and that a new day was coming; it was a thing to be remembered in later days as no other event of those times was likely to be remembered; but at the moment it made little practical difference to any but those who immediately suffered by it. What really changed the face of Western Europe was not that Rome was taken but that Rome was threatened. It was the presence of Alaric in Italy, a presence of which the taking of Rome was as it were the formal witness, which opened the way for the separation of the Western lands from the Empire and for the beginning of the powers of the modern world.

    Yet, at the moment when our immediate story begins, Alaric was not in tidy; he had entered the land and he had left it; he had left it, as Roman poets and official writers loudly proclaimed, a defeated man, chief of a people that Rome had crushed for ever. He had entered Italy, it would seem, with Radagaisus, as his ally. Such seems the express witness of such authorities as we have. It may be that Alaric and Radagaisus entered Italy by distinct paths, and that the warfare of the Roman armies in Rhaetia, which is described as happening at the same time as the coming of Alaric, may have been warfare directed against another Gothic leader who came in alliance with him. The fight of Pollentia has been variously described as a Roman victory, a Gothic victory, and a drawn battle; it is certain that its practical effect was favorable to Rome. Alaric left Italy, and again, as in the last days of the fourth century, the Imperial power was undisputed throughout all the lands of the West.

    But that power was no longer what it had been even at the beginning of the last year of that century. When Stilicho entered on his second final consulship, whatever dangers seemed to threaten the dominions of the Western Emperor still came from the lands which were under the rule of his Eastern brother. The Eastern power of Rome, destined to live on unbroken for more than eight centuries, had been shaken by the coming of the Goth, and had needed the help of the West to rid itself for a while of his presence and his ravages. The Western division of the Empire, destined so soon to break in pieces, still seemed to be safely guarded by the arm of its consul. A few years before Stilicho had, we are told, restored the power of Rome on the Rhenish frontier almost by a look. Drusus and Trajan had been outdone. The Suevian and the Alaman obeyed the laws of Rome. The Frankish kings, with their long yellow hair as the badge of freedom and kingship, were set up and put down at Stilicho’s bidding, and Francia—we long for a definition of its boundaries—would no more dream of casting forth the kings that Stilicho gave than Provincia—we are almost tempted to use the later form of the name—would dream of casting out the immediate lieutenants of the Emperor. The Salian had betaken himself to the tilth of the ground; the Sicambrian had beaten his sword into a pruning-hook; the traveller crossed the border-stream or sailed alone: its waters, and asked which shore of Rhine was that which Rome specially claimed as her own. Britain, delivered and guarded—walled in, we are tempted to render it—at the word of the conqueror, had seen the Scot driven back to his own island; she no longer feared the Pict, nor looked with dread lest every wind should bring the keels of the Saxon to her shores. We wish that we had some further authority for this glowing picture than the laureate strains in which Claudian welcomed his patron’s consulship; but all cannot be imagination. Ten years or more of quiet in Britain and on the German frontier seem to show that the successes of Stilicho in the first years of the two brothers, however they may have been tricked out by the poet’s fancy, were real successes which did their work for a season. His Frankish successes especially seem to have been of real importance and to have had an effect on the events with which we are more immediately concerned.  The Franks on the left bank of the Rhine, those who were settled within the borders of the Empire as its subjects, though sometimes turbulent subjects, the Salians presently to be so famous, appear in our story as discharging the duty of Roman allies. But that such successes as those of Stilicho were needed to keep the professed subjects of the Empire in their allegiance is the surest sign of the growing weakness of the Roman power in the Western lands. It might be at any moment restored to its full geographical extent and to the outward form of its ancient authority. But the fabric of dominion needed constant propping, not to say rebuilding, and a time came when rebuilding was no longer possible. Before the fourth century was ended, before the year was ended to which Stilicho gave his name, Alaric was in Italy, and to withstand the presence of Alaric in Italy, the mainstay of the Roman power in the Western lands out of Italy was taken sway. Whether Alaric won or lost the field of Pollentia, his coming indirectly tore away Britain from the Roman dominion, and began the work of dismemberment in Gaul and Spain.

    For the Gothic invasion of Italy needed to be withstood with all the forces that the declining power of Rome could muster. If Pollentia was a Roman victory, it was a victory that was won only by leaving the distant frontiers of Rome exposed to every invader. To meet Alaric came not only the troops which had lately defended Rhaetia, but the troops that guarded the most distant outposts of Rome. The Rhine was left without its defenders; the men who had kept watch against Chatti and Cherusci and the yellow Sicambri—in these last at least we see the Ripuarian Franks—came to the defence of Italy; so did even the legion which had guarded Roman Britain against the Pict and the Scot. We are bidden to believe that, even when the legions were gone, the dread of the name of Stilicho was so great that it was enough to guard all these frontiers without material help. The overthrow of Alaric struck such fear into all hearts that no subject dared to revolt, no enemy to invade; even proud Germany remained at peace, and did not risk the passage of the border-stream, although no soldier guarded its Roman bank. And yet this daring flight of panegyric seems to have some ground of fact to start from. When Claudian wrote, things may well have been quiet on the German border; for they seem to have remained so for more than two vears longer. We have no record of any movements on the Rhine till the date, so minutely given, when, on the last day of the year 406, the great Teutonic invasion of Gaul began. It was an invasion, not an occupation. Those who now crossed the Rhine found no settled dwelling-place till they had crossed the Pyrenees as well. It was Spain, not Gaul, which the actual invaders of the moment tore away from the Empire. To Gaul the actual invasion was a frightful blow; but, had nothing more come of it, it would have been only a passing blow. It was the working of this great movement on lands beyond the bounds of Gaul which caused it to have any lasting effect on the state of Gaul itself.

    Our best authority speaks only of Vandals and Alans as having taken part in the invasion. Yet there can be no doubt that those other writers are quite correct who add the name of the Suevians to the list. These three nations, Vandals, Alans, and Suevians, are those which we find a few years later establishing kingdoms in Spain. And of those we must remark that two only are strictly Teutonic nations. The Alans, though their history is so much mixed up with that of various branches of the Teutonic race, and though we may believe that they had become in some measure Teutonized, were in themselves barbarians in the strictest sense of the word, aliens to Teutonic as well as to Roman fellowship. Their invasion would of itself, under other circumstances, have belonged to the same class as the later invasionss of the Hun, the Avar, and the Magyar.  As it is, their migration is part of the Teutonic migration, a strange side of it, but one which we cannot separate from the other sides. It is an application on a great scale of the universal law that a great national migration always carries with it some who do not belong to the main stock of the invaders, but who are from some cause led to throw in their lot with them. In this way it may be perfectly true, as we may be led to gather from the words of an ecclesiastical writer, that a crowd of other nations, Teutonic, Slavonic, Heruli, Gepids, Sarmatians, Quadi, and many others, had a share of some kind in the work. Detached bands of any of these nations or any others may have followed the lead of any of the chiefs of the movement. But, if so, they were lost in the general mass; it was the three nations already spoken of, Vandals, Alans, and Suevians, that gave the movement its character; it is these three that are distinctly visible in the story and in its results; it is these three that made Gaul a highway to Spain, and that found in Spain an abiding place for a longer or shorter season.

    As to the immediate occasion of the movement we are in the dark. It is hardly possible to reconcile the language of our authorities with the view that the Teutonic invaders of Gaul in this year were the remnants of the host with which the mysterious and terrible Radagaisus, whether he had any share in the earlier invasion of Italy or not, certainly led into Italy the year before. But whoever were the followers of Radagaisus, it seems plain that they were utterly cut off in Italy by the generalship of Stilicho. And all our accounts speak of the invaders of Gaul in this year as nations, nations crossing the Rhine by a fresh movement, not at all as the remnants of a defeated army. That the invasion was planned in concert with Radagaisus—if so, most likely in concert with Alaric—is perfectly possible; but it seems easier to suppose that the nations beyond the Rhine simply took advantage of the withdrawal of the legions which followed on Alaric’s invasion of Italy. In any case the coming of these armed nations was not unexpected. Honorius, or those who were so busy at the work of legislation in his name, put forth more than one decree in which an attempt was made to provide for the defence of the provinces. But we hear nothing of any movements of the legions to the threatened frontier. We find instead, a touching appeal to the lovers of their country, the lovers of peace, to stand forth each man as his zeal and courage called him, and to do each man his duty in this hour of utmost need. The slaves, too, were called on to help; in such a strait as the land was in it mattered more what a man could do than what was his state of life; the slaves of the foreigners in the Roman service, and of those who were actually under arms, were specially bidden to go and fight by the side of their masters. The freeman was promised pay and part of that pay in advance; the slave was promised a lesser pay, but accompanied by the precious gift of freedom. Such an appeal from an Emperor who certainly had no thought of joining the muster sets us a-thinking; among things we notice that the meaning of the word country—patria—has widened a good deal since a prince who moved from Rome to Capri was held to have forsaken his country. The Roman name, now shared by all free inhabitants of the Empire, was held to have created a country and a nationality which, artificial as they might be, were deemed, at least officially, to be capable of calling up the feeling of patriotism in men’s hearts.

    The barbarians then were making ready for the great migration, and the Romans were at least called upon to make ready to withstand them. But are we to believe that he who before all men united both characters, the greatest of living warriors, barbarian by descent, but beyond all men Roman by calling, had stirred up the nations which now poured into the Empire which he had twice saved. At least one contemporary writer tells us, and at least one later writer copies his tale, that the invaders of Gaul were led thither by the invitation of Stilicho. He hoped, we are told, that by raising a storm which he trusted to quell, but which none other could, he might be able to transfer the Empire from his son-in-law to his son. The tale is the statement of an enemy, but, even as the statement of an enemy, it is strange. Yet we can hardly doubt as to disbelieving it. It is not a statement of visible facts : it is a surmise or a mere invention, such as we are used to in all ages. In the eyes of Stilicho’s enemies, any mischief that happened was necessarily Stilicho’s work.

    In any case Stilicho and his legions did not this time fly to the defence of the Gaulish border; nor do we hear to what extent either the patriotic youth of Gaul or the able-bodied slaves of the barbarian mercenaries took up arms at their distant Emperor’s bidding, to defend the peace of their country. Such fighting as was done seems to have been the work of defenders of the Empire of another kind. For Vandals, Alans, and Suevians at least did not enter the Gaulish provinces without finding an enemy to withstand them. Something was done in the way of diplomacy or bribery. One Alan leader, Goar by name, was persuaded to forsake the hostile enterprise, and to enter the service or alliance of Rome. And if the Romans of Gaul failed in their duty, the allies of Rome on the Gaulish border at the present stage of affairs did theirs manfully. The Franks, that is clearly the Ripuarian Franks on the right bank of the Rhine, met the Vandals in battle. The Vandal king Godegisl and twenty thousand of his warriors were slain; the whole Vandal host would have been cut to pieces if the Alan king Respendial had not come to its help. The Franks were overthrown by their joint forces, and the invaders seem to have met with no further resistance in passing the border stream or in spreading themselves where they would over the whole land. The districts first to be harried were naturally the lands which, under Roman dominion, still bore the German name, and which by that name might seem almost to invite the kindred invader. Thence they passed into the specially Belgian land, the Franks, it would seem, no longer withstanding them. Thence they passed into the flourishing land of Aquitaine, and step by step spread themselves over the whole of Gaul, through which they marched and harried as they thought good by the space of three years. Of the sufferings of the land we have more than one vivid picture from contemporary hands. Not the castles perched on the rocks, not the towns crowning the lofty hills, not the cities girded by their rivers—the poet of Divine Providence knew well how to hit off the characteristic features of Gaulish sites—could withstand the craft and the arms of the barbarians. The head of all, the Imperial dwelling of Constantine and Valentinian, Augusta of the Treveri, shorn now in common speech of its Imperial style, now underwent one of the many sieges and storms that it suffered in that age. All the usual horrors of a sack, fire and sword and leading into captivity, fell on the devoted city. The streets ran with blood and were heaped with dead bodies; the buildings were blackened with the flames. We are even told, in the usual style of exaggeration, that the whole city was burned. For it is certain that Trier was not left desolate without an inhabitant. It still remained a city; and, when the storm had passed by, the first thought of its citizens, of the nobles who seem to have escaped the sack, was to send their prayer to the Emperors that the games of the circus might begin once more among them. We are not told by which of the nations that shared in the invasion this present overthrow of Trier was wrought; nor is any such distinction observed in the case of any of the other towns that are specially named. Mainz, Moguntiacum, was stormed and thousands of its people were slain in the great church. Venerable as the present representative of that church is, it does not, like the great church of Trier, itself survive as a witness of those awful times. Vangiones, Worms, fell after a long siege; we might even infer that for a while the city ceased to exist. Rheims, Amiens, Arras—the tribal name had already supplanted the name of the city—Nemetae and Argentoratum, cities to be more famous under their later names of Speyer and Strassburg, suffered the same havoc as Trier and Mainz. The Morini, most distant of mankind, did not escape in their home at Terouanne. Of the towns of northern Gaul no other, save Tournay, is named; but the like havoc went on through the whole country. None escaped save a few of the towns of the Lyonnese and Narbonnese provinces, of Aquitaine and of Novempopulania, the later Gascony. One city alone of the south is specially mentioned; Toulouse was in some way spared yet greater sufferings by its bishop Exsuperius, but the griefs which the city did undergo brought tears to the eyes of those who heard of them. Heathens and heretics cared nought for sacred places, kings and persons, for the hallowed church and its vessels, for the devout widow, for the consecrated virgin, for the hermit who had withdrawn from the world to serve God in his solitary cave. Barbarians, we are told, cared not for age or sex; they slew the innocent children with no more mercy than those whose death might be the just punishment for the sins of a longer life. Those who escaped the sword escaped it only to pass into bondage. The sufferings of the clergy are told by one of their own body. They were scourged with whips, branded, loaded with chains. The poet himself had to march under the rod along the hard and dusty road among the wagons and weapons of the barbarians, while his aged bishop, torn from his burned city, led his people like the banished shepherd of a flock of wounded sheep. As usual one plague followed on another; if leading into captivity was the fate of those whom the sword spared, the sharp hunger came in the end to slay them who escaped leading into captivity. Three years of havoc like this wasted the land. No help could come for Rome or Ravenna. The something which professed to be help came from another quarter, though in truth the help rather took the shape of adding the curse of civil war to the curse of barbarian invasion.
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