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THE BORGIAS



PROLOGUE

On the 8th of Apr�l, 1492, �n a bedroom of the Carnegg� Palace,
about three m�les from Florence, were three men grouped about a
bed whereon a fourth lay dy�ng.

The f�rst of these three men, s�tt�ng at the foot of the bed, and
half h�dden, that he m�ght conceal h�s tears, �n the gold-brocaded
curta�ns, was Ermolao Barbaro, author of the treat�se 'On Cel�bacy',
and of 'Stud�es �n Pl�ny': the year before, when he was at Rome �n
the capac�ty of ambassador of the Florent�ne Republ�c, he had been
appo�nted Patr�arch of Aqu�le�a by Innocent VIII.

The second, who was kneel�ng and hold�ng one hand of the
dy�ng man between h�s own, was Angelo Pol�z�ano, the Catullus of
the f�fteenth century, a class�c of the l�ghter sort, who �n h�s Lat�n
verses m�ght have been m�staken for a poet of the Augustan age.

The th�rd, who was stand�ng up and lean�ng aga�nst one of the
tw�sted columns of the bed-head, follow�ng w�th profound sadness
the progress of the malady wh�ch he read �n the face of h�s depart�ng
fr�end, was the famous P�co della M�randola, who at the age of
twenty could speak twenty-two languages, and who had offered to
reply �n each of these languages to any seven hundred quest�ons
that m�ght be put to h�m by the twenty most learned men �n the whole
world, �f they could be assembled at Florence.



The man on the bed was Lorenzo the Magn�f�cent, who at the
beg�nn�ng of the year had been attacked by a severe and deep-
seated fever, to wh�ch was added the gout, a hered�tary a�lment �n
h�s fam�ly. He had found at last that the draughts conta�n�ng
d�ssolved pearls wh�ch the quack doctor, Leon� d� Spoleto,
prescr�bed for h�m (as �f he des�red to adapt h�s remed�es rather to
the r�ches of h�s pat�ent than to h�s necess�t�es) were useless and
unava�l�ng, and so he had come to understand that he must part
from those gentle-tongued women of h�s, those sweet-vo�ced poets,
h�s palaces and the�r r�ch hang�ngs; therefore he had summoned to
g�ve h�m absolut�on for h�s s�ns—�n a man of less h�gh place they
m�ght perhaps have been called cr�mes—the Dom�n�can, G�ralamo
Francesco Savonarola.

It was not, however, w�thout an �nward fear, aga�nst wh�ch the
pra�ses of h�s fr�ends ava�led noth�ng, that the pleasure-seeker and
usurper awa�ted that severe and gloomy preacher by whose words
all Florence was st�rred, and on whose pardon henceforth depended
all h�s hope for another world.

Indeed, Savonarola was one of those men of stone, com�ng, l�ke
the statue of the Commandante, to knock at the door of a Don
G�ovann�, and �n the m�dst of feast and orgy to announce that �t �s
even now the moment to beg�n to th�nk of Heaven. He had been
born at Ferrara, wh�ther h�s fam�ly, one of the most �llustr�ous of
Padua, had been called by N�ccolo, Marchese d'Este, and at the age
of twenty-three, summoned by an �rres�st�ble vocat�on, had fled from
h�s father's house, and had taken the vows �n the clo�ster of
Dom�n�can monks at Florence. There, where he was appo�nted by
h�s super�ors to g�ve lessons �n ph�losophy, the young nov�ce had



from the f�rst to battle aga�nst the defects of a vo�ce that was both
harsh and weak, a defect�ve pronunc�at�on, and above all, the
depress�on of h�s phys�cal powers, exhausted as they were by too
severe abst�nence.

Savonarola from that t�me condemned h�mself to the most
absolute seclus�on, and d�sappeared �n the depths of h�s convent, as
�f the slab of h�s tomb had already fallen over h�m. There, kneel�ng
on the flags, pray�ng unceas�ngly before a wooden cruc�f�x, fevered
by v�g�ls and penances, he soon passed out of contemplat�on �nto
ecstasy, and began to feel �n h�mself that �nward prophet�c �mpulse
wh�ch summoned h�m to preach the reformat�on of the Church.

Nevertheless, the reformat�on of Savonarola, more reverent�al
than Luther's, wh�ch followed about f�ve-and-twenty years later,
respected the th�ng wh�le attack�ng the man, and had as �ts a�m the
alter�ng of teach�ng that was human, not fa�th that was of God. He
d�d not work, l�ke the German monk, by reason�ng, but by
enthus�asm. W�th h�m log�c always gave way before �nsp�rat�on: he
was not a theolog�an, but a prophet. Yet, although h�therto he had
bowed h�s head before the author�ty of the Church, he had already
ra�sed �t aga�nst the temporal power. To h�m rel�g�on and l�berty
appeared as two v�rg�ns equally sacred; so that, �n h�s v�ew, Lorenzo
�n subjugat�ng the one was as culpable as Pope Innocent VIII �n
d�shonour�ng the other. The result of th�s was that, so long as
Lorenzo l�ved �n r�ches, happ�ness, and magn�f�cence, Savonarola
had never been w�ll�ng, whatever entreat�es were made, to sanct�on
by h�s presence a power wh�ch he cons�dered �lleg�t�mate. But
Lorenzo on h�s deathbed sent for h�m, and that was another matter.
The austere preacher set forth at once, bareheaded and barefoot,



hop�ng to save not only the soul of the dy�ng man but also the l�berty
of the republ�c.

Lorenzo, as we have sa�d, was awa�t�ng the arr�val of
Savonarola w�th an �mpat�ence m�xed w�th uneas�ness; so that, when
he heard the sound of h�s steps, h�s pale face took a yet more
deathl�ke t�nge, wh�le at the same t�me he ra�sed h�mself on h�s
elbow and ordered h�s three fr�ends to go away. They obeyed at
once, and scarcely had they left by one door than the curta�n of the
other was ra�sed, and the monk, pale, �mmovable, solemn, appeared
on the threshold. When he perce�ved h�m, Lorenzo de� Med�c�,
read�ng �n h�s marble brow the �nflex�b�l�ty of a statue, fell back on h�s
bed, breath�ng a s�gh so profound that one m�ght have supposed �t
was h�s last.

The monk glanced round the room as though to assure h�mself
that he was really alone w�th the dy�ng man; then he advanced w�th a
slow and solemn step towards the bed. Lorenzo watched h�s
approach w�th terror; then, when he was close bes�de h�m, he cr�ed:

"O my father, I have been a very great s�nner!"
"The mercy of God �s �nf�n�te," repl�ed the monk; "and I come

�nto your presence laden w�th the d�v�ne mercy."
"You bel�eve, then, that God w�ll forg�ve my s�ns?" cr�ed the

dy�ng man, renew�ng h�s hope as he heard from the l�ps of the monk
such unexpected words.

"Your s�ns and also your cr�mes, God w�ll forg�ve them all,"
repl�ed Savonarola. "God w�ll forg�ve your van�t�es, your adulterous
pleasures, your obscene fest�vals; so much for your s�ns. God w�ll
forg�ve you for prom�s�ng two thousand flor�ns reward to the man
who should br�ng you the head of D�et�salv�, Nerone N�g�, Angelo



Ant�nor�, N�ccalo Soder�n�, and tw�ce the money �f they were handed
over al�ve; God w�ll forg�ve you for doom�ng to the scaffold or the
g�bbet the son of Pap� Orland�, Francesco d� Br�s�ghella, Bernardo
Nard�, Jacopo Frescobald�, Amoretto Baldov�nett�, P�etro Balducc�,
Bernardo d� Band�ng, Francesco Frescobald�, and more than three
hundred others whose names were none the less dear to Florence
because they were less renowned; so much for your cr�mes." And at
each of these names wh�ch Savonarola pronounced slowly, h�s eyes
f�xed on the dy�ng man, he repl�ed w�th a groan wh�ch proved the
monk's memory to be only too true. Then at last, when he had
f�n�shed, Lorenzo asked �n a doubtful tone:

"Then do you bel�eve, my father, that God w�ll forg�ve me
everyth�ng, both my s�ns and my cr�mes?"

"Everyth�ng," sa�d Savonarola, "but on three cond�t�ons."
"What are they?" asked the dy�ng man.
"The f�rst," sa�d Savonarola, "�s that you feel a complete fa�th �n

the power and the mercy of God."
"My father," repl�ed Lorenzo eagerly, "I feel th�s fa�th �n the very

depths of my heart."
"The second," sa�d Savonarola, "�s that you g�ve back the

property of others wh�ch you have unjustly conf�scated and kept."
"My father, shall I have t�me?" asked the dy�ng man.
"God w�ll g�ve �t to you," repl�ed the monk.
Lorenzo shut h�s eyes, as though to reflect more at h�s ease;

then, after a moment's s�lence, he repl�ed:
"Yes, my father, I w�ll do �t."
"The th�rd," resumed Savonarola, "�s that you restore to the

republ�c her anc�ent �ndependence and her former l�berty."



Lorenzo sat up on h�s bed, shaken by a convuls�ve movement,
and quest�oned w�th h�s eyes the eyes of the Dom�n�can, as though
he would f�nd out �f he had dece�ved h�mself and not heard ar�ght.
Savonarola repeated the same words.

"Never! never!" excla�med Lorenzo, fall�ng back on h�s bed and
shak�ng h�s head,—"never!"

The monk, w�thout reply�ng a s�ngle word, made a step to
w�thdraw.

"My father, my father," sa�d the dy�ng man, "do not leave me
thus: have p�ty on me!"

"Have p�ty on Florence," sa�d the monk.
"But, my father," cr�ed Lorenzo, "Florence �s free, Florence �s

happy."
"Florence �s a slave, Florence �s poor," cr�ed Savonarola, "poor

�n gen�us, poor �n money, and poor �n courage; poor �n gen�us,
because after you, Lorenzo, w�ll come your son P�ero; poor �n
money, because from the funds of the republ�c you have kept up the
magn�f�cence of your fam�ly and the cred�t of your bus�ness houses;
poor �n courage, because you have robbed the r�ghtful mag�strates of
the author�ty wh�ch was const�tut�onally the�rs, and d�verted the
c�t�zens from the double path of m�l�tary and c�v�l l�fe, where�n, before
they were enervated by your luxur�es, they had d�splayed the v�rtues
of the anc�ents; and therefore, when the day shall dawn wh�ch �s not
far d�stant," cont�nued the monk, h�s eyes f�xed and glow�ng as �f he
were read�ng �n the future, "whereon the barbar�ans shall descend
from the mounta�ns, the walls of our towns, l�ke those of Jer�cho,
shall fall at the blast of the�r trumpets."



"And do you des�re that I should y�eld up on my deathbed the
power that has made the glory of my whole l�fe?" cr�ed Lorenzo de�
Med�c�.

"It �s not I who des�re �t; �t �s the Lord," repl�ed Savonarola coldly.
"Imposs�ble, �mposs�ble!" murmured Lorenzo.
"Very well; then d�e as you have l�ved!" cr�ed the monk, "�n the

m�dst of your court�ers and flatterers; let them ru�n your soul as they
have ru�ned your body!" And at these words, the austere Dom�n�can,
w�thout l�sten�ng to the cr�es of the dy�ng man, left the room as he
had entered �t, w�th face and step unaltered; far above human th�ngs
he seemed to soar, a sp�r�t already detached from the earth.

At the cry wh�ch broke from Lorenzo de� Med�c� when he saw
h�m d�sappear, Ermolao, Pol�z�ano, and P�co dellaM�randola, who
had heard all, returned �nto the room, and found the�r fr�end
convuls�vely clutch�ng �n h�s arms a magn�f�cent cruc�f�x wh�ch he had
just taken down from the bed-head. In va�n d�d they try to reassure
h�m w�th fr�endly words. Lorenzo the Magn�f�cent only repl�ed w�th
sobs; and one hour after the scene wh�ch we have just related, h�s
l�ps cl�ng�ng to the feet of the Chr�st, he breathed h�s last �n the arms
of these three men, of whom the most fortunate—though all three
were young—was not dest�ned to surv�ve h�m more than two years.
"S�nce h�s death was to br�ng about many calam�t�es," says N�ccolo
Macch�avell�, "�t was the w�ll of Heaven to show th�s by omens only
too certa�n: the dome of the church of Santa Regarata was struck by
l�ghtn�ng, and Roder�go Borg�a was elected pope."





CHAPTER I

Towards the end of the f�fteenth century—that �s to say, at the
epoch when our h�story opens the P�azza of St. Peter's at Rome was
far from present�ng so noble an aspect as that wh�ch �s offered �n our
own day to anyone who approaches �t by the P�azza de� Rust�cucc�.

In fact, the Bas�l�ca of Constant�ne ex�sted no longer, wh�le that
of M�chael Angelo, the masterp�ece of th�rty popes, wh�ch cost the
labour of three centur�es and the expense of two hundred and s�xty
m�ll�ons, ex�sted not yet. The anc�ent ed�f�ce, wh�ch had lasted for
eleven hundred and forty-f�ve years, had been threaten�ng to fall �n
about 1440, and N�cholas V, art�st�c forerunner of Jul�us II and Leo X,
had had �t pulled down, together w�th the temple of Probus An�c�us
wh�ch adjo�ned �t. In the�r place he had had the foundat�ons of a new
temple la�d by the arch�tects Rossell�n� and Batt�sta Albert�; but some
years later, after the death of N�cholas V, Paul II, the Venet�an, had
not been able to g�ve more than f�ve thousand crowns to cont�nue
the project of h�s predecessor, and thus the bu�ld�ng was arrested
when �t had scarcely r�sen above the ground, and presented the
appearance of a st�ll-born ed�f�ce, even sadder than that of a ru�n.

As to the p�azza �tself, �t had not yet, as the reader w�ll
understand from the forego�ng explanat�on, e�ther the f�ne colonnade
of Bern�n�, or the danc�ng founta�ns, or that Egypt�an obel�sk wh�ch,



accord�ng to Pl�ny, was set up by the Pharaoh at Hel�opol�s, and
transferred to Rome by Cal�gula, who set �t up �n Nero's C�rcus,
where �t rema�ned t�ll 1586. Now, as Nero's C�rcus was s�tuated on
the very ground where St. Peter's now stands, and the base of th�s
obel�sk covered the actual s�te where the vestry now �s, �t looked l�ke
a g�gant�c needle shoot�ng up from the m�ddle of truncated columns,
walls of unequal he�ght, and half-carved stones.

On the r�ght of th�s bu�ld�ng, a ru�n from �ts cradle, arose the
Vat�can, a splend�d Tower of Babel, to wh�ch all the celebrated
arch�tects of the Roman school contr�buted the�r work for a thousand
years: at th�s epoch the two magn�f�cent chapels d�d not ex�st, nor
the twelve great halls, the two-and-twenty courts, the th�rty
sta�rcases, and the two thousand bedchambers; for Pope S�xtus V,
the subl�me sw�neherd, who d�d so many th�ngs �n a f�ve years' re�gn,
had not yet been able to add the �mmense bu�ld�ng wh�ch on the
eastern s�de towers above the court of St. Damas�us; st�ll, �t was truly
the old sacred ed�f�ce, w�th �ts venerable assoc�at�ons, �n wh�ch
Charlemagne rece�ved hosp�tal�ty when he was crowned emperor by
Pope Leo III.

All the same, on the 9th of August, 1492, the whole of Rome,
from the People's Gate to the Col�seum and from the Baths of
D�oclet�an to the castle of Sant' Angelo, seemed to have made an
appo�ntment on th�s p�azza: the mult�tude throng�ng �t was so great
as to overflow �nto all the ne�ghbour�ng streets, wh�ch started from
th�s centre l�ke the rays of a star. The crowds of people, look�ng l�ke a
motley mov�ng carpet, were cl�mb�ng up �nto the bas�l�ca, group�ng
themselves upon the stones, hang�ng on the columns, stand�ng up
aga�nst the walls; they entered by the doors of houses and



reappeared at the w�ndows, so numerous and so densely packed
that one m�ght have sa�d each w�ndow was walled up w�th heads.
Now all th�s mult�tude had �ts eyes f�xed on one s�ngle po�nt �n the
Vat�can; for �n the Vat�can was the Conclave, and as Innocent VIII
had been dead for s�xteen days, the Conclave was �n the act of
elect�ng a pope.

Rome �s the town of elect�ons: s�nce her foundat�on down to our
own day—that �s to say, �n the course of nearly twenty-s�x centur�es
—she has constantly elected her k�ngs, consuls, tr�bunes, emperors,
and popes: thus Rome dur�ng the days of Conclave appears to be
attacked by a strange fever wh�ch dr�ves everyone to the Vat�can or
to Monte Cavallo, accord�ng as the scarlet-robed assembly �s held �n
one or the other of these two palaces: �t �s, �n fact, because the
ra�s�ng up of a new pont�ff �s a great event for everybody; for,
accord�ng to the average establ�shed �n the per�od between St. Peter
and Gregory XVI, every pope lasts about e�ght years, and these
e�ght years, accord�ng to the character of the man who �s elected,
are a per�od e�ther of tranqu�ll�ty or of d�sorder, of just�ce or of
venal�ty, of peace or of war.

Never perhaps s�nce the day when the f�rst successor of St.
Peter took h�s seat on the, pont�f�cal throne unt�l the �nterregnum
wh�ch now occurred, had so great an ag�tat�on been shown as there
was at th�s moment, when, as we have shown, all these people were
throng�ng on the P�azza of St. Peter and �n the streets wh�ch led to �t.
It �s true that th�s was not w�thout reason; for Innocent VIII—who was
called the father of h�s people because he had added to h�s subjects
e�ght sons and the same number of daughters—had, as we have
sa�d, after l�v�ng a l�fe of self-�ndulgence, just d�ed, after a death-



struggle dur�ng wh�ch, �f the journal of Stefano Infessura may be
bel�eved, two hundred and twenty murders were comm�tted �n the
streets of Rome. The author�ty had then devolved �n the customary
way upon the Card�nal Camerlengo, who dur�ng the �nterregnum had
sovere�gn powers; but as he had been obl�ged to fulf�l all the dut�es
of h�s off�ce—that �s, to get money co�ned �n h�s name and bear�ng
h�s arms, to take the f�sherman's r�ng from the f�nger of the dead
pope, to dress, shave and pa�nt h�m, to have the corpse embalmed,
to lower the coff�n after n�ne days' obsequ�es �nto the prov�s�onal
n�che where the last deceased pope has to rema�n unt�l h�s
successor comes to take h�s place and cons�gn h�m to h�s f�nal tomb;
lastly, as he had been obl�ged to wall up the door of the Conclave
and the w�ndow of the balcony from wh�ch the pont�f�cal elect�on �s
procla�med, he had not had a s�ngle moment for busy�ng h�mself w�th
the pol�ce; so that the assass�nat�ons had cont�nued �n goodly
fash�on, and there were loud cr�es for an energet�c hand wh�ch
should make all these swords and all these daggers ret�re �nto the�r
sheaths.

Now the eyes of th�s mult�tude were f�xed, as we have sa�d,
upon the Vat�can, and part�cularly upon one ch�mney, from wh�ch
would come the f�rst s�gnal, when suddenly, at the moment of the
'Ave Mar�a'—that �s to say, at the hour when the day beg�ns to
decl�ne—great cr�es went up from all the crowd m�xed w�th bursts of
laughter, a d�scordant murmur of threats and ra�llery, the cause be�ng
that they had just perce�ved at the top of the ch�mney a th�n smoke,
wh�ch seemed l�ke a l�ght cloud to go up perpend�cularly �nto the sky.
Th�s smoke announced that Rome was st�ll w�thout a master, and
that the world st�ll had no pope; for th�s was the smoke of the vot�ng



t�ckets wh�ch were be�ng burned, a proof that the card�nals had not
yet come to an agreement.

Scarcely had th�s smoke appeared, to van�sh almost
�mmed�ately, when all the �nnumerable crowd, know�ng well that
there was noth�ng else to wa�t for, and that all was sa�d and done
unt�l ten o'clock the next morn�ng, the t�me when the card�nals had
the�r f�rst vot�ng, went off �n a tumult of no�sy jok�ng, just as they
would after the last rocket of a f�rework d�splay; so that at the end of
one m�nute nobody was there where a quarter of an hour before
there had been an exc�ted crowd, except a few cur�ous laggards,
who, l�v�ng �n the ne�ghbourhood or on the very p�azza �tself; were
less �n a hurry than the rest to get back to the�r homes; aga�n, l�ttle by
l�ttle, these last groups �nsens�bly d�m�n�shed; for half-past n�ne had
just struck, and at th�s hour the streets of Rome began already to be
far from safe; then after these groups followed some sol�tary passer-
by, hurry�ng h�s steps; one after another the doors were closed, one
after another the w�ndows were darkened; at last, when ten o'clock
struck, w�th the s�ngle except�on of one w�ndow �n the Vat�can where
a lamp m�ght be seen keep�ng obst�nate v�g�l, all the houses,
p�azzas, and streets were plunged �n the deepest obscur�ty.

At th�s moment a man wrapped �n a cloak stood up l�ke a ghost
aga�nst one of the columns of the uncompleted bas�l�ca, and gl�d�ng
slowly and carefully among the stones wh�ch were ly�ng about round
the foundat�ons of the new church, advanced as far as the founta�n
wh�ch, formed the centre of the p�azza, erected �n the very place
where the obel�sk �s now set up of wh�ch we have spoken already;
when he reached th�s spot he stopped, doubly concealed by the
darkness of the n�ght and by the shade of the monument, and after



look�ng around h�m to see �f he were really alone, drew h�s sword,
and w�th �ts po�nt rapp�ng three t�mes on the pavement of the p�azza,
each t�me made the sparks fly. Th�s s�gnal, for s�gnal �t was, was not
lost: the last lamp wh�ch st�ll kept v�g�l �n the Vat�can went out, and at
the same �nstant an object thrown out of the w�ndow fell a few paces
off from the young man �n the cloak: he, gu�ded by the s�lvery sound
�t had made �n touch�ng the flags, lost no t�me �n lay�ng h�s hands
upon �t �n sp�te of the darkness, and when he had �t �n h�s possess�on
hurr�ed qu�ckly away.

Thus the unknown walked w�thout turn�ng round half-way along
the Borgo Vecch�o; but there he turned to the r�ght and took a street
at the other end of wh�ch was set up a Madonna w�th a lamp: he
approached the l�ght, and drew from h�s pocket the object he had
p�cked up, wh�ch was noth�ng else than a Roman crown p�ece; but
th�s crown unscrewed, and �n a cav�ty hollowed �n �ts th�ckness
enclosed a letter, wh�ch the man to whom �t was addressed began to
read at the r�sk of be�ng recogn�sed, so great was h�s haste to know
what �t conta�ned.

We say at the r�sk of be�ng recogn�sed, for �n h�s eagerness the
rec�p�ent of th�s nocturnal m�ss�ve had thrown back the hood of h�s
cloak; and as h�s head was wholly w�th�n the lum�nous c�rcle cast by
the lamp, �t was easy to d�st�ngu�sh �n the l�ght the head of a
handsome young man of about f�ve or s�x and twenty, dressed �n a
purple doublet slashed at the shoulder and elbow to let the sh�rt
come through, and wear�ng on h�s head a cap of the same colour
w�th a long black feather fall�ng to h�s shoulder. It �s true that he d�d
not stand there long; for scarcely had he f�n�shed the letter, or rather
the note, wh�ch he had just rece�ved �n so strange and myster�ous a



manner, when he replaced �t �n �ts s�lver receptacle, and readjust�ng
h�s cloak so as to h�de all the lower part of h�s face, resumed h�s
walk w�th a rap�d step, crossed Borgo San Sp�r�to, and took the
street of the Longara, wh�ch he followed as far as the church of
Reg�na Coel�. When he arr�ved at th�s place, he gave three rap�d
knocks on the door of a house of good appearance, wh�ch
�mmed�ately opened; then slowly mount�ng the sta�rs he entered a
room where two women were awa�t�ng h�m w�th an �mpat�ence so
unconcealed that both as they saw h�m excla�med together:

"Well, Francesco, what news?"
"Good news, my mother; good, my s�ster," repl�ed the young

man, k�ss�ng the one and g�v�ng h�s hand to the other. "Our father
has ga�ned three votes to-day, but he st�ll needs s�x to have the
major�ty."

"Then �s there no means of buy�ng them?" cr�ed the elder of the
two women, wh�le the younger, �nstead of speak�ng, asked h�m w�th
a look.

"Certa�nly, my mother, certa�nly," repl�ed the young man; "and �t
�s just about that that my father has been th�nk�ng. He �s g�v�ng
Card�nal Ors�n� h�s palace at Rome and h�s two castles of Mont�cello
and Sor�ano; to Card�nal Colanna h�s abbey of Sub�aca; he g�ves
Card�nal Sant' Angelo the b�shopr�c of Porto, w�th the furn�ture and
cellar; to the Card�nal of Parma the town of Nep�; to the Card�nal of
Genoa the church of Santa Mar�a-�n-V�a-Lata; and lastly, to Card�nal
Savell� the church of Santa Mar�a Magg�ore and the town of C�v�ta
Castellana; as to Card�nal Ascan�o-Sforza, he knows already that the
day before yesterday we sent to h�s house four mules laden w�th



s�lver and plate, and out of th�s treasure he has engaged to g�ve f�ve
thousand ducats to the Card�nal Patr�arch of Ven�ce."

"But how shall we get the others to know the �ntent�ons of
Roder�go?" asked the elder of the two women.

"My father has prov�ded for everyth�ng, and proposes an easy
method; you know, my mother, w�th what sort of ceremon�al the
card�nals' d�nner �s carr�ed �n."

"Yes, on a l�tter, �n a large basket w�th the arms of the card�nal
for whom the meal �s prepared."

"My father has br�bed the b�shop who exam�nes �t: to-morrow �s
a feast-day; to the Card�nals Ors�n�, Colonna, Savell�, Sant' Angelo,
and the Card�nals of Parma and of Genoa, ch�ckens w�ll be sent for
hot meat, and each ch�cken w�ll conta�n a deed of g�ft duly drawn up,
made by me �n my father's name, of the houses, palaces, or
churches wh�ch are dest�ned for each."

"Cap�tal!" sa�d the elder of the two women; "now, I am certa�n, all
w�ll go well."

"And by the grace of God," added the younger, w�th a strangely
mock�ng sm�le, "our father w�ll be pope."

"Oh, �t w�ll be a f�ne day for us!" cr�ed Francesco.
"And for Chr�stendom," repl�ed h�s s�ster, w�th a st�ll more �ron�cal

express�on.
"Lucrez�a, Lucrez�a," sa�d the mother, "you do not deserve the

happ�ness wh�ch �s com�ng to us."
"What does that matter, �f �t comes all the same? Bes�des, you

know the proverb; mother: 'Large fam�l�es are blessed of the Lord';
and st�ll more so our fam�ly, wh�ch �s so patr�archal."



At the same t�me she cast on her brother a look so wanton that
the young man blushed under �t: but as at the moment he had to
th�nk of other th�ngs than h�s �ll�c�t loves, he ordered that four
servants should be awakened; and wh�le they were gett�ng armed to
accompany h�m, he drew up and s�gned the s�x deeds of g�ft wh�ch
were to be carr�ed the next day to the card�nals; for, not w�sh�ng to be
seen at the�r houses, he thought he would prof�t by the n�ght-t�me to
carry them h�mself to certa�n persons �n h�s conf�dence who would
have them passed �n, as had been arranged, at the d�nner-hour.
Then, when the deeds were qu�te ready and the servants also,
Francesco went out w�th them, leav�ng the two women to dream
golden dreams of the�r future greatness.

From the f�rst dawn of day the people hurr�ed anew, as ardent
and �nterested as on the even�ng before, to the P�azza of the
Vat�can, where; at the ord�nary t�me, that �s, at ten o'clock �n the
morn�ng,—the smoke rose aga�n as usual, evok�ng laughter and
murmur�ng, as �t announced that none of the card�nals had secured
the major�ty. A report, however, began to be spread about that the
chances were d�v�ded between three cand�dates, who were Roder�go
Borg�a, G�ul�ano dellaRovera, and Ascan�o Sforza; for the people as
yet knew noth�ng of the four mules laden w�th plate and s�lver wh�ch
had been led to Sforza's house, by reason of wh�ch he had g�ven up
h�s own votes to h�s r�val. In the m�dst of the ag�tat�on exc�ted �n the
crowd by th�s new report a solemn chant�ng was heard; �t proceeded
from a process�on, led by the Card�nal Camerlengo, w�th the object
of obta�n�ng from Heaven the speedy elect�on of a pope: th�s
process�on, start�ng from the church of Ara Coel� at the Cap�tol, was
to make stat�ons before the pr�nc�pal Madonnas and the most



frequented churches. As soon as the s�lver cruc�f�x was perce�ved
wh�ch went �n front, the most profound s�lence preva�led, and
everyone fell on h�s knees; thus a supreme calm followed the tumult
and uproar wh�ch had been heard a few m�nutes before, and wh�ch
at each appearance of the smoke had assumed a more threaten�ng
character: there was a shrewd susp�c�on that the process�on, as well
as hav�ng a rel�g�ous end �n v�ew, had a pol�t�cal object also, and that
�ts �nfluence was �ntended to be as great on earth as �n heaven. In
any case, �f such had been the des�gn of the Card�nal Camerlengo,
he had not dece�ved h�mself, and the effect was what he des�red:
when the process�on had gone past, the laugh�ng and jok�ng
cont�nued, but the cr�es and threats had completely ceased.

The whole day passed thus; for �n Rome nobody works. You are
e�ther a card�nal or a lacquey, and you l�ve, nobody knows how. The
crowd was st�ll extremely numerous, when, towards two o'clock �n
the afternoon, another process�on, wh�ch had qu�te as much power
of provok�ng no�se as the f�rst of �mpos�ng s�lence, traversed �n �ts
turn the P�azza of St. Peter's: th�s was the d�nner process�on. The
people rece�ved �t w�th the usual bursts of laughter, w�thout
suspect�ng, for all the�r �rreverence, that th�s process�on, more
eff�cac�ous than the former, had just settled the elect�on of the new
pope.

The hour of the Ave Mar�a came as on the even�ng before; but,
as on the even�ng before, the wa�t�ng of the whole day was lost; for,
as half-past e�ght struck, the da�ly smoke reappeared at the top of
the ch�mney. But when at the same moment rumours wh�ch came
from the �ns�de of the Vat�can were spread abroad, announc�ng that,
�n all probab�l�ty, the elect�on would take place the next day, the good



people preserved the�r pat�ence. Bes�des, �t had been very hot that
day, and they were so broken w�th fat�gue and roasted by the sun,
these dwellers �n shade and �dleness, that they had no strength left
to compla�n.

The morn�ng of the next day, wh�ch was the 11th of August,
1492, arose stormy and dark; th�s d�d not h�nder the mult�tude from
throng�ng the p�azzas, streets, doors, houses, churches. Moreover,
th�s d�spos�t�on of the weather was a real bless�ng from Heaven; for �f
there were heat, at least there would be no sun. Towards n�ne
o'clock threaten�ng storm-clouds were heaped up over all the
Trastevere; but to th�s crowd what mattered ra�n, l�ghtn�ng, or
thunder? They were preoccup�ed w�th a concern of a very d�fferent
nature; they were wa�t�ng for the�r pope: a prom�se had been made
them for to-day, and �t could be seen by the manner of all, that �f the
day should pass w�thout any elect�on tak�ng place, the end of �t m�ght
very well be a r�ot; therefore, �n proport�on as the t�me advanced, the
ag�tat�on grew greater. N�ne o'clock, half-past n�ne, a quarter to ten
struck, w�thout anyth�ng happen�ng to conf�rm or destroy the�r hopes.
At last the f�rst stroke of ten was heard; all eyes turned towards the
ch�mney: ten o'clock struck slowly, each stroke v�brat�ng �n the heart
of the mult�tude. At last the tenth stroke trembled, then van�shed
shudder�ng �nto space, and, a great cry break�ng s�multaneously
from a hundred thousand breasts followed the s�lence "Non v'e fumo!
There �s no smoke!" In other words, "We have a pope."

At th�s moment the ra�n began to fall; but no one pa�d any
attent�on to �t, so great were the transports of joy and �mpat�ence
among all the people. At last a l�ttle stone was detached from the
walled w�ndow wh�ch gave on the balcony and upon wh�ch all eyes



were f�xed: a general shout saluted �ts fall; l�ttle by l�ttle the aperture
grew larger, and �n a few m�nutes �t was large enough to allow a man
to come out on the balcony.

The Card�nal Ascan�o Sforza appeared; but at the moment when
he was on the po�nt of com�ng out, fr�ghtened by the ra�n and the
l�ghtn�ng, he hes�tated an �nstant, and f�nally drew back: �mmed�ately
the mult�tude �n the�r turn broke out l�ke a tempest �nto cr�es, curses,
howls, threaten�ng to tear down the Vat�can and to go and seek the�r
pope themselves. At th�s no�se Card�nal Sforza, more terr�f�ed by the
popular storm than by the storm �n the heavens, advanced on the
balcony, and between two thunderclaps, �n a moment of s�lence
aston�sh�ng to anyone who had just heard the clamour that went
before, made the follow�ng proclamat�on:

"I announce to you a great joy: the most Em�nent and most
Reverend S�gnor Roder�go Lenzuolo Borg�a, Archb�shop of Valenc�a,
Card�nal-Deacon of San N�colao-�n-Carcere, V�ce-Chancellor of the
Church, has now been elected Pope, and has assumed the name of
Alexander VI."

The news of th�s nom�nat�on was rece�ved w�th strange joy.
Roder�go Borg�a had the reputat�on of a d�ssolute man, �t �s true, but
l�bert�n�sm had mounted the throne w�th S�xtus IV and Innocent VIII,
so that for the Romans there was noth�ng new �n the s�ngular
s�tuat�on of a pope w�th a m�stress and f�ve ch�ldren. The great th�ng
for the moment was that the power fell �nto strong hands; and �t was
more �mportant for the tranqu�ll�ty of Rome that the new pope
�nher�ted the sword of St. Paul than that he �nher�ted the keys of St.
Peter.



And so, �n the feasts that were g�ven on th�s occas�on, the
dom�nant character was much more warl�ke than rel�g�ous, and
would have appeared rather to su�t w�th the elect�on of some young
conqueror than the exaltat�on of an old pont�ff: there was no l�m�t to
the pleasantr�es and prophet�c ep�grams on the name of Alexander,
wh�ch for the second t�me seemed to prom�se the Romans the
emp�re of the world; and the same even�ng, �n the m�dst of br�ll�ant
�llum�nat�ons and bonf�res, wh�ch seemed to turn the town �nto a lake
of flame, the follow�ng ep�gram was read, am�d the acclamat�on of
the people:

"Rome under Caesar's rule in ancient story
At home and o'er the world victorious trod;
But Alexander still extends his glory:
Caesar was man, but Alexander God."

As to the new pope, scarcely had he completed the formal�t�es of
et�quette wh�ch h�s exaltat�on �mposed upon h�m, and pa�d to each
man the pr�ce of h�s s�mony, when from the he�ght of the Vat�can he
cast h�s eyes upon Europe, a vast pol�t�cal game of chess, wh�ch he
cher�shed the hope of d�rect�ng at the w�ll of h�s own gen�us.





CHAPTER II

The world had now arr�ved at one of those supreme moments of
h�story when every th�ng �s transformed between the end of one
per�od and the beg�nn�ng of another: �n the East Turkey, �n the South
Spa�n, �n the West France, and �n the North German, all were go�ng
to assume, together w�th the t�tle of great Powers, that �nfluence
wh�ch they were dest�ned to exert �n the future over the secondary
States. Accord�ngly we too, w�th Alexander VI, w�ll cast a rap�d
glance over them, and see what were the�r respect�ve s�tuat�ons �n
regard to Italy, wh�ch they all coveted as a pr�ze.

Constant�ne, Palaeologos Dragozes, bes�eged by three hundred
thousand Turks, after hav�ng appealed �n va�n for a�d to the whole of
Chr�stendom, had not been w�ll�ng to surv�ve the loss of h�s emp�re,
and had been found �n the m�dst of the dead, close to the Tophana
Gate; and on the 30th of May, 1453, Mahomet II had made h�s entry
�nto Constant�nople, where, after a re�gn wh�ch had earned for h�m
the surname of 'Fat�le', or the Conqueror, he had d�ed leav�ng two
sons, the elder of whom had ascended the throne under the name of
Bajazet II.

The access�on of the new sultan, however, had not taken place
w�th the tranqu�ll�ty wh�ch h�s r�ght as elder brother and h�s father's
cho�ce of h�m should have prom�sed. H�s younger brother, D'jem,



better known under the name of Z�z�meh, had argued that whereas
he was born �n the purple—that �s, born dur�ng the re�gn of Mahomet
—Bajazet was born pr�or to h�s epoch, and was therefore the son of
a pr�vate �nd�v�dual. Th�s was rather a poor tr�ck; but where force �s
all and r�ght �s naught, �t was good enough to st�r up a war. The two
brothers, each at the head of an army, met accord�ngly �n As�a �n
1482. D'jem was defeated after a seven hours' f�ght, and pursued by
h�s brother, who gave h�m no t�me to rally h�s army: he was obl�ged
to embark from C�l�c�a, and took refuge �n Rhodes, where he
�mplored the protect�on of the Kn�ghts of St. John. They, not dar�ng to
g�ve h�m an asylum �n the�r �sland so near to As�a, sent h�m to
France, where they had h�m carefully guarded �n one of the�r
commander�es, �n sp�te of the urgency of Ca�t Bey, Sultan of Egypt,
who, hav�ng revolted aga�nst Bajazet, des�red to have the young
pr�nce �n h�s army to g�ve h�s rebell�on the appearance of leg�t�mate
warfare. The same demand, moreover, w�th the same pol�t�cal object,
had been made success�vely by Math�as Corv�nus, K�ng of Hungary,
by Ferd�nand, K�ng of Aragon and S�c�ly, and by Ferd�nand, K�ng of
Naples.

On h�s s�de Bajazet, who knew all the �mportance of such a r�val,
�f he once all�ed h�mself w�th any one of the pr�nces w�th whom he
was at war, had sent ambassadors to Charles VIII, offer�ng, �f he
would consent to keep D'jem w�th h�m, to g�ve h�m a cons�derable
pens�on, and to g�ve to France the sovere�gnty of the Holy Land, so
soon as Jerusalem should be conquered by the Sultan of Egypt. The
K�ng of France had accepted these terms.

But then Innocent VIII had �ntervened, and �n h�s turn had
cla�med D'jem, ostens�bly to g�ve support by the cla�ms of the



refugee to a crusade wh�ch he was preach�ng aga�nst the Turks, but
�n real�ty to appropr�ate the pens�on of 40,000 ducats to be g�ven by
Bajazet to any one of the Chr�st�an pr�nces who would undertake to
be h�s brother's gaoler. Charles VIII had not dared to refuse to the
sp�r�tual head of Chr�stendom a request supported by such holy
reasons; and therefore D'jem had qu�tted France, accompan�ed by
the Grand Master d'Aubusson, under whose d�rect charge he was;
but h�s guard�an had consented, for the sake of a card�nal's hat, to
y�eld up h�s pr�soner. Thus, on the 13th of March, 1489, the unhappy
young man, cynosure of so many �nterested eyes, made h�s solemn
entry �nto Rome, mounted on a superb horse, clothed �n a
magn�f�cent or�ental costume, between the Pr�or of Auvergne,
nephew of the Grand Master d'Aubusson, and Francesco C�bo, the
son of the pope.

After th�s he had rema�ned there, and Bajazet, fa�thful to
prom�ses wh�ch �t was so much h�s �nterest to fulf�l, had punctually
pa�d to the sovere�gn pont�ff a pens�on of 40,000 ducats.

So much for Turkey.
Ferd�nand and Isabella were re�gn�ng �n Spa�n, and were lay�ng

the foundat�ons of that vast power wh�ch was dest�ned, f�ve-and-
twenty years later, to make Charles V declare that the sun never set
on h�s dom�n�ons. In fact, these two sovere�gns, on whom h�story has
bestowed the name of Cathol�c, had reconquered �n success�on
nearly all Spa�n, and dr�ven the Moors out of Granada, the�r last
entrenchment; wh�le two men of gen�us, Bartolome D�az and
Chr�stopher Columbus, had succeeded, much to the prof�t of Spa�n,
the one �n recover�ng a lost world, the other �n conquer�ng a world
yet unknown. They had accord�ngly, thanks to the�r v�ctor�es �n the



anc�ent world and the�r d�scover�es �n the new, acqu�red an �nfluence
at the court of Rome wh�ch had never been enjoyed by any of the�r
predecessors.

So much for Spa�n.
In France, Charles VIII had succeeded h�s father, Lou�s XI, on

the 30th of August, 1483. Lou�s by d�nt of execut�ons, had
tranqu�ll�sed h�s k�ngdom and smoothed the way for a ch�ld who
ascended the throne under the regency of a woman. And the
regency had been a glor�ous one, and had put down the pretens�ons
of pr�nces of the blood, put an end to c�v�l wars, and un�ted to the
crown all that yet rema�ned of the great �ndependent f�efs. The result
was that at the epoch where we now are, here was Charles VIII,
about twenty-two years of age, a pr�nce (�f we are to bel�eve La
Tremou�lle) l�ttle of body but great of heart; a ch�ld (�f we are to
bel�eve Comm�nes) only now mak�ng h�s f�rst fl�ght from the nest,
dest�tute of both sense and money, feeble �n person, full of self-w�ll,
and consort�ng rather w�th fools than w�th the w�se; lastly, �f we are to
bel�eve Gu�cc�ard�n�, who was an Ital�an, m�ght well have brought a
somewhat part�al judgment to bear upon the subject, a young man of
l�ttle w�t concern�ng the act�ons of men, but carr�ed away by an
ardent des�re for rule and the acqu�s�t�on of glory, a des�re based far
more on h�s shallow character and �mpetuos�ty than on any
consc�ousness of gen�us: he was an enemy to all fat�gue and all
bus�ness, and when he tr�ed to g�ve h�s attent�on to �t he showed
h�mself always totally want�ng �n prudence and judgment. If anyth�ng
�n h�m appeared at f�rst s�ght to be worthy of pra�se, on a closer
�nspect�on �t was found to be someth�ng nearer ak�n to v�ce than to
v�rtue. He was l�beral, �t �s true, but w�thout thought, w�th no measure



and no d�scr�m�nat�on. He was somet�mes �nflex�ble �n w�ll; but th�s
was through obst�nacy rather than a constant m�nd; and what h�s
flatterers called goodness deserved far more the name of
�nsens�b�l�ty to �njur�es or poverty of sp�r�t.

As to h�s phys�cal appearance, �f we are to bel�eve the same
author, �t was st�ll less adm�rable, and answered marvellously to h�s
weakness of m�nd and character. He was small, w�th a large head, a
short th�ck neck, broad chest, and h�gh shoulders; h�s th�ghs and
legs were long and th�n; and as h�s face also was ugly—and was
only redeemed by the d�gn�ty and force of h�s glance—and all h�s
l�mbs were d�sproport�onate w�th one another, he had rather the
appearance of a monster than a man. Such was he whom Fortune
was dest�ned to make a conqueror, for whom Heaven was reserv�ng
more glory than he had power to carry.

So much for France.
The Imper�al throne was occup�ed by Freder�c III, who had been

r�ghtly named the Peaceful, not for the reason that he had always
ma�nta�ned peace, but because, hav�ng constantly been beaten, he
had always been forced to make �t. The f�rst proof he had g�ven of
th�s very ph�losoph�cal forbearance was dur�ng h�s journey to Rome,
wh�ther he betook h�mself to be consecrated. In cross�ng the
Apenn�nes he was attacked by br�gands. They robbed h�m, but he
made no pursu�t. And so, encouraged by example and by the
�mpun�ty of lesser th�eves, the greater ones soon took part �n the
robber�es. Amurath se�zed part of Hungary. Math�as Corv�nus took
Lower Austr�a, and Freder�c consoled h�mself for these usurpat�ons
by repeat�ng the max�m, Forgetfulness �s the best cure for the losses
we suffer. At the t�me we have now reached, he had just, after a



re�gn of f�fty-three years, aff�anced h�s son Max�m�l�an to Mar�e of
Burgundy and had put under the ban of the Emp�re h�s son-�n-law,
Albert of Bavar�a, who la�d cla�m to the ownersh�p of the Tyrol. He
was therefore too full of h�s fam�ly affa�rs to be troubled about Italy.
Bes�des, he was busy look�ng for a motto for the house of Austr�a, an
occupat�on of the h�ghest �mportance for a man of the character of
Freder�c III. Th�s motto, wh�ch Charles V was dest�ned almost to
render true, was at last d�scovered, to the great joy of the old
emperor, who, judg�ng that he had noth�ng more to do on earth after
he had g�ven th�s last proof of sagac�ty, d�ed on the 19th of August,
1493; leav�ng the emp�re to h�s son Max�m�l�an.

Th�s motto was s�mply founded on the f�ve vowels, a, e, �, o, u,
the �n�t�al letters of these f�ve words

"AUSTRIAE EST IMPERARE ORBI UNIVERSO."

Th�s means
"It �s the dest�ny of Austr�a to rule over the whole world."
So much for Germany.
Now that we have cast a glance over the four nat�ons wh�ch

were on the way, as we sa�d before, to become European Powers,
let us turn our attent�on to those secondary States wh�ch formed a
c�rcle more cont�guous to Rome, and whose bus�ness �t was to serve
as armour, so to speak, to the sp�r�tual queen of the world, should �t
please any of these pol�t�cal g�ants whom we have descr�bed to
make encroachments w�th a v�ew to an attack, on the seas or the
mounta�ns, the Adr�at�c Gulf or the Alps, the Med�terranean or the
Apenn�nes.



These were the k�ngdom of Naples, the duchy of M�lan, the
magn�f�cent republ�c of Florence, and the most serene republ�c of
Ven�ce.

The k�ngdom of Naples was �n the hands of the old Ferd�nand,
whose b�rth was not only �lleg�t�mate, but probably also well w�th�n
the proh�b�ted degrees. H�s father, Alfonso of Aragon, rece�ved h�s
crown from G�ovanna of Naples, who had adopted h�m as her
successor. But s�nce, �n the fear of hav�ng no he�r, the queen on her
deathbed had named two �nstead of one, Alfonso had to susta�n h�s
r�ghts aga�nst Rene. The two asp�rants for some t�me d�sputed the
crown. At last the house of Aragon carr�ed the day over the house of
Anjou, and �n the course of the year 1442, Alfonso def�n�tely secured
h�s seat on the throne. Of th�s sort were the cla�ms of the defeated
r�val wh�ch we shall see Charles VIII ma�nta�n�ng later on. Ferd�nand
had ne�ther the courage nor the gen�us of h�s father, and yet he
tr�umphed over h�s enem�es, one after another he had two r�vals,
both for super�or �n mer�t to h�m self. The one was h�s nephew, the
Count of V�ana, who, bas�ng h�s cla�m on h�s uncle's shameful b�rth,
commanded the whole Aragonese party; the other was Duke John of
Calabr�a, who commanded the whole Angev�n party. St�ll he
managed to hold the two apart, and to keep h�mself on the throne by
d�nt of h�s prudence, wh�ch often verged upon dupl�c�ty. He had a
cult�vated m�nd, and had stud�ed the sc�ences—above all, law. He
was of m�ddle he�ght, w�th a large handsome head, h�s brow open
and adm�rably framed �n beaut�ful wh�te ha�r, wh�ch fell nearly down
to h�s shoulders. Moreover, though he had rarely exerc�sed h�s
phys�cal strength �n arms, th�s strength was so great that one day,
when he happened to be on the square of the Mercato Nuovo at



Naples, he se�zed by the horns a bull that had escaped and stopped
h�m short, �n sp�te of all the efforts the an�mal made to escape from
h�s hands. Now the elect�on of Alexander had caused h�m great
uneas�ness, and �n sp�te of h�s usual prudence he had not been able
to restra�n h�mself from say�ng before the bearer of the news that not
only d�d he fa�l to rejo�ce �n th�s elect�on, but also that he d�d not th�nk
that any Chr�st�an could rejo�ce �n �t, see�ng that Borg�a, hav�ng
always been a bad man, would certa�nly make a bad pope. To th�s
he added that, even were the cho�ce an excellent one and such as
would please everybody else, �t would be none the less fatal to the
house of Aragon, although Roder�go was born her subject and owed
to her the or�g�n and progress of h�s fortunes; for wherever reasons
of state come �n, the t�es of blood and parentage are soon forgotten,
and, 'a fort�or�', relat�ons ar�s�ng from the obl�gat�ons of nat�onal�ty.

Thus, one may see that Ferd�nand judged Alexander VI w�th h�s
usual persp�cac�ty; th�s, however, d�d not h�nder h�m, as we shall
soon perce�ve, from be�ng the f�rst to contract an all�ance w�th h�m.

The duchy of M�lan belonged nom�nally to John Galeazzo,
grandson of Francesco Sforza, who had se�zed �t by v�olence on the
26th of February, 1450, and bequeathed �t to h�s son, Galeazzo
Mar�a, father of the young pr�nce now re�gn�ng; we say nom�nally,
because the real master of the M�lanese was at th�s per�od not the
leg�t�mate he�r who was supposed to possess �t, but h�s uncle
Ludov�co, surnamed '�l Moro', because of the mulberry tree wh�ch he
bore �n h�s arms. After be�ng ex�led w�th h�s two brothers, Ph�l�p who
d�ed of po�son �n 1479, and Ascan�o who became the card�nal, he
returned to M�lan some days after the assass�nat�on of Galeazzo
Mar�a, wh�ch took place on the 26th of December 1476, �n St.



Stephen's Church, and assumed the regency for the young duke,
who at that t�me was only e�ght years old. From now onward, even
after h�s nephew had reached the age of two-and-twenty, Ludov�co
cont�nued to rule, and accord�ng to all probab�l�t�es was dest�ned to
rule a long t�me yet; for, some days after the poor young man had
shown a des�re to take the re�ns h�mself, he had fallen s�ck, and �t
was sa�d, and not �n a wh�sper, that he had taken one of those slow
but mortal po�sons of wh�ch pr�nces made so frequent a use at th�s
per�od, that, even when a malady was natural, a cause was always
sought connected w�th some great man's �nterests. However �t may
have been, Ludov�co had relegated h�s nephew, now too weak to
busy h�mself henceforward w�th the affa�rs of h�s duchy, to the castle
of Pav�a, where he lay and langu�shed under the eyes of h�s w�fe
Isabella, daughter of K�ng Ferd�nand of Naples.

As to Ludov�co, he was an amb�t�ous man, full of courage and
astuteness, fam�l�ar w�th the sword and w�th po�son, wh�ch he used
alternately, accord�ng to the occas�on, w�thout feel�ng any
repugnance or any pred�lect�on for e�ther of them; but qu�te dec�ded
to be h�s nephew's he�r whether he d�ed or l�ved.

Florence, although she had preserved the name of a republ�c,
had l�ttle by l�ttle lost all her l�bert�es, and belonged �n fact, �f not by
r�ght, to P�ero de� Med�c�, to whom she had been bequeathed as a
paternal legacy by Lorenzo, as we have seen, at the r�sk of h�s soul's
salvat�on.

The son, unfortunately, was far from hav�ng the gen�us of h�s
father: he was handsome, �t �s true, whereas Lorenzo, on the
contrary, was remarkably ugly; he had an agreeable, mus�cal vo�ce,
whereas Lorenzo had always spoken through h�s nose; he was



�nstructed �n Lat�n and Greek, h�s conversat�on was pleasant and
easy, and he �mprov�sed verses almost as well as the so-called
Magn�f�cent; but he was both �gnorant of pol�t�cal affa�rs and
haught�ly �nsolent �n h�s behav�our to those who had made them the�r
study. Added to th�s, he was an ardent lover of pleasure,
pass�onately add�cted to women, �ncessantly occup�ed w�th bod�ly
exerc�ses that should make h�m sh�ne �n the�r eyes, above all w�th
tenn�s, a game at wh�ch he very h�ghly excelled: he prom�sed h�mself
that, when the per�od of mourn�ng was fast, he would occupy the
attent�on not only of Florence but of the whole of Italy, by the
splendour of h�s courts and the renown of h�s fetes. P�ero de� Med�c�
had at any rate formed th�s plan; but Heaven decreed otherw�se.

As to the most serene republ�c of Ven�ce, whose doge was
Agost�no Barbar�go, she had atta�ned, at the t�me we have reached,
to her h�ghest degree of power and splendour. From Cad�z to the
Palus Maeot�s, there was no port that was not open to her thousand
sh�ps; she possessed �n Italy, beyond the coastl�ne of the canals and
the anc�ent duchy of Ven�ce, the prov�nces of Bergamo, Bresc�a,
Crema, Verona, V�cenza, and Padua; she owned the marches of
Trev�so, wh�ch comprehend the d�str�cts of Feltre, Belluno, Cadore,
Polesella of Rov�go, and the pr�nc�pal�ty of Ravenna; she also owned
the Fr�ul�, except Aqu�le�a; Istr�a, except Tr�este; she owned, on the
east s�de of the Gulf, Zara, Spalatra, and the shore of Alban�a; �n the
Ion�an Sea, the �slands of Zante and Corfu; �n Greece, Lepanto and
Patras; �n the Morea, Morone, Corone, Neapol�s, and Argos; lastly, �n
the Arch�pelago, bes�des several l�ttle towns and stat�ons on the
coast, she owned Cand�a and the k�ngdom of Cyprus.



Thus from the mouth of the Po to the eastern extrem�ty of the
Med�terranean, the most serene republ�c was m�stress of the whole
coastl�ne, and Italy and Greece seemed to be mere suburbs of
Ven�ce.

In the �ntervals of space left free between Naples, M�lan,
Florence, and Ven�ce, petty tyrants had ar�sen who exerc�sed an
absolute sovere�gnty over the�r terr�tor�es: thus the Colonnas were at
Ost�a and at Nettuna, the Montefeltr� at Urb�no, the Manfred� at
Faenza, the Bent�vogl� at Bologna, the Malatesta fam�ly at R�m�n�, the
V�tell� at C�tta d� Castello, the Bagl�on� at Perug�a, the Ors�n� at
V�covaro, and the pr�nces of Este at Ferrara.

F�nally, �n the centre of th�s �mmense c�rcle, composed of great
Powers, of secondary States, and of l�ttle tyrann�es, Rome was set
on h�gh, the most exalted, yet the weakest of all, w�thout �nfluence,
w�thout lands, w�thout an army, w�thout gold. It was the concern of
the new pope to secure all th�s: let us see, therefore, what manner of
man was th�s Alexander VI, for undertak�ng and accompl�sh�ng such
a project.





CHAPTER III

RODERIGO LENZUOLO was born at Valenc�a, �n Spa�n, �n 1430 or
1431, and on h�s mother's s�de was descended, as some wr�ters
declare, of a fam�ly of royal blood, wh�ch had cast �ts eyes on the
t�ara only after cher�sh�ng hopes of the crowns of Aragon and
Valenc�a. Roder�go from h�s �nfancy had shown s�gns of a marvellous
qu�ckness of m�nd, and as he grew older he exh�b�ted an �ntell�gence
extremely apt for the study of sc�ences, espec�ally law and
jur�sprudence: the result was that h�s f�rst d�st�nct�ons were ga�ned �n
the law, a profess�on where�n he soon made a great reputat�on by h�s
ab�l�ty �n the d�scuss�on of the most thorny cases. All the same, he
was not slow to leave th�s career, and abandoned �t qu�te suddenly
for the m�l�tary profess�on, wh�ch h�s father had followed; but after
var�ous act�ons wh�ch served to d�splay h�s presence of m�nd and
courage, he was as much d�sgusted w�th th�s profess�on as w�th the
other; and s�nce �t happened that at the very t�me he began to feel
th�s d�sgust h�s father d�ed, leav�ng a cons�derable fortune, he
resolved to do no more work, but to l�ve accord�ng to h�s own fanc�es
and capr�ces. About th�s t�me he became the lover of a w�dow who
had two daughters. The w�dow dy�ng, Roder�go took the g�rls under
h�s protect�on, put one �nto a convent, and as the other was one of
the lovel�est women �mag�nable, made her h�s m�stress. Th�s was the



notor�ous Rosa Vanozza, by whom he had f�ve ch�ldren—Francesco,
Caesar, Lucrez�a, and Goffredo; the name of the f�fth �s unknown.

Roder�go, ret�red from publ�c affa�rs, was g�ven up ent�rely to the
affect�ons of a lover and a father, when he heard that h�s uncle, who
loved h�m l�ke a son, had been elected pope under the name of
Cal�xtus III. But the young man was at th�s t�me so much a lover that
love �mposed s�lence on amb�t�on; and �ndeed he was almost terr�f�ed
at the exaltat�on of h�s uncle, wh�ch was no doubt dest�ned to force
h�m once more �nto publ�c l�fe. Consequently, �nstead of hurry�ng to
Rome, as anyone else �n h�s place would have done, he was content
to �nd�te to H�s Hol�ness a letter �n wh�ch he begged for the
cont�nuat�on of h�s favours, and w�shed h�m a long and happy re�gn.

Th�s reserve on the part of one of h�s relat�ves, contrasted w�th
the amb�t�ous schemes wh�ch beset the new pope at every step,
struck Cal�xtus III �n a s�ngular way: he knew the stuff that was �n
young Roder�go, and at a t�me when he was bes�eged on all s�des by
med�ocr�t�es, th�s powerful nature hold�ng modestly as�de ga�ned new
grandeur �n h�s eyes so he repl�ed �nstantly to Roder�go that on the
rece�pt of h�s letter he must qu�t Spa�n for Italy, Valenc�a for Rome.

Th�s letter uprooted Roder�go from the centre of happ�ness he
had created for h�mself, and where he m�ght perhaps have
slumbered on l�ke an ord�nary man, �f fortune had not thus �nterposed
to drag h�m forc�bly away. Roder�go was happy, Roder�go was r�ch;
the ev�l pass�ons wh�ch were natural to h�m had been, �f not
ext�ngu�shed,—at least lulled; he was fr�ghtened h�mself at the �dea
of chang�ng the qu�et l�fe he was lead�ng for the amb�t�ous, ag�tated
career that was prom�sed h�m; and �nstead of obey�ng h�s uncle, he
delayed the preparat�ons for departure, hop�ng that Cal�xtus would



forget h�m. It was not so: two months after he rece�ved the letter from
the pope, there arr�ved at Valenc�a a prelate from Rome, the bearer
of Roder�go's nom�nat�on to a benef�ce worth 20,000 ducats a year,
and also a pos�t�ve order to the holder of the post to come and take
possess�on of h�s charge as soon as poss�ble.

Hold�ng back was no longer feas�ble: so Roder�go obeyed; but
as he d�d not w�sh to be separated from the source whence had
sprung e�ght years of happ�ness, Rosa Vanozza also left Spa�n, and
wh�le he was go�ng to Rome, she betook herself to Ven�ce,
accompan�ed by two conf�dent�al servants, and under the protect�on
of a Span�sh gentleman named Manuel Melch�or.

Fortune kept the prom�ses she had made to Roder�go: the pope
rece�ved h�m as a son, and made h�m success�vely Archb�shop of
Valenc�a, Card�nal-Deacon, and V�ce-Chancellor. To all these favours
Cal�xtus added a revenue of 20,000 ducats, so that at the age of
scarcely th�rty-f�ve Roder�go found h�mself the equal of a pr�nce �n
r�ches and power.

Roder�go had had some reluctance about accept�ng the
card�nalsh�p, wh�ch kept h�m fast at Rome, and would have preferred
to be General of the Church, a pos�t�on wh�ch would have allowed
h�m more l�berty for see�ng h�s m�stress and h�s fam�ly; but h�s uncle
Cal�xtus made h�m reckon w�th the poss�b�l�ty of be�ng h�s successor
some day, and from that moment the �dea of be�ng the supreme
head of k�ngs and nat�ons took such hold of Roder�go, that he no
longer had any end �n v�ew but that wh�ch h�s uncle had made h�m
enterta�n.

From that day forward, there began to grow up �n the young
card�nal that talent for hypocr�sy wh�ch made of h�m the most perfect



�ncarnat�on of the dev�l that has perhaps ever ex�sted; and Roder�go
was no longer the same man: w�th words of repentance and hum�l�ty
on h�s l�ps, h�s head bowed as though he were bear�ng the we�ght of
h�s past s�ns, d�sparag�ng the r�ches wh�ch he had acqu�red and
wh�ch, accord�ng to h�m, were the wealth of the poor and ought to
return to the poor, he passed h�s l�fe �n churches, monaster�es, and
hosp�tals, acqu�r�ng, h�s h�stor�an tells us, even �n the eyes of h�s
enem�es, the reputat�on of a Solomon for w�sdom, of a Job for
pat�ence, and of a very Moses for h�s promulgat�on of the word of
God: Rosa Vanozza was the only person �n the world who could
apprec�ate the value of th�s p�ous card�nal's convers�on.

It proved a lucky th�ng for Roder�go that he had assumed th�s
p�ous att�tude, for h�s protector d�ed after a re�gn of three years three
months and n�neteen days, and he was now susta�ned by h�s own
mer�t alone aga�nst the numerous enem�es he had made by h�s rap�d
r�se to fortune: so dur�ng the whole of the re�gn of P�us II he l�ved
always apart from publ�c affa�rs, and only reappeared �n the days of
S�xtus IV, who made h�m the g�ft of the abbacy of Sub�aco, and sent
h�m �n the capac�ty of ambassador to the k�ngs of Aragon and
Portugal. On h�s return, wh�ch took place dur�ng the pont�f�cate of
Innocent VIII, he dec�ded to fetch h�s fam�ly at last to Rome: th�ther
they came, escorted by Don Manuel Melch�or, who from that moment
passed as the husband of Rosa Vanozza, and took the name of
Count Ferd�nand of Cast�le. The Card�nal Roder�go rece�ved the
noble Span�ard as a countryman and a fr�end; and he, who expected
to lead a most ret�red l�fe, engaged a house �n the street of the
Lungara, near the church of Reg�na Coel�, on the banks of the T�ber.
There �t was that, after pass�ng the day �n prayers and p�ous works,



Card�nal Roder�go used to repa�r each even�ng and lay as�de h�s
mask. And �t was sa�d, though nobody could prove �t, that �n th�s
house �nfamous scenes passed: Report sa�d the d�ss�pat�ons were of
so d�ssolute a character that the�r equals had never been seen �n
Rome. W�th a v�ew to check�ng the rumours that began to spread
abroad, Roder�go sent Caesar to study at P�sa, and marr�ed Lucrez�a
to a young gentleman of Aragon; thus there only rema�ned at home
Rosa Vanozza and her two sons: such was the state of th�ngs when
Innocent VIII d�ed and Roder�go Borg�a was procla�med pope.

We have seen by what means the nom�nat�on was effected; and
so the f�ve card�nals who had taken no part �n th�s s�mony—namely,
the Card�nals of Naples, S�erra, Portugal, Santa Mar�a-�n-Port�cu,
and St. Peter-�n-V�ncul�s—protested loudly aga�nst th�s elect�on,
wh�ch they treated as a p�ece of jobbery; but Roder�go had none the
less, however �t was done, secured h�s major�ty; Roder�go was none
the less the two hundred and s�xt�eth successor of St. Peter.

Alexander VI, however, though he had arr�ved at h�s object, d�d
not dare throw off at f�rst the mask wh�ch the Card�nal Borg�a had
worn so long, although when he was appr�sed of h�s elect�on he
could not d�ss�mulate h�s joy; �ndeed, on hear�ng the favourable
result of the scrut�ny, he l�fted h�s hands to heaven and cr�ed, �n the
accents of sat�sf�ed amb�t�on, "Am I then pope? Am I then Chr�st's
v�car? Am I then the keystone of the Chr�st�an world?"

"Yes, holy father," repl�ed Card�nal Ascan�o Sforza, the same
who had sold to Roder�go the n�ne votes that were at h�s d�sposal at
the Conclave for four mules laden w�th s�lver; "and we hope by your
elect�on to g�ve glory to God, repose to the Church, and joy to



Chr�stendom, see�ng that you have been chosen by the Alm�ghty
H�mself as the most worthy among all your brethren."

But �n the short �nterval occup�ed by th�s reply, the new pope
had already assumed the papal author�ty, and �n a humble vo�ce and
w�th hands crossed upon h�s breast, he spoke:

"We hope that God w�ll grant us H�s powerful a�d, �n sp�te of our
weakness, and that He w�ll do for us that wh�ch He d�d for the
apostle when aforet�me He put �nto h�s hands the keys of heaven
and entrusted to h�m the government of the Church, a government
wh�ch w�thout the a�d of God would prove too heavy a burden for
mortal man; but God prom�sed that H�s Sp�r�t should d�rect h�m; God
w�ll do the same, I trust, for us; and for your part we fear not lest any
of you fa�l �n that holy obed�ence wh�ch �s due unto the head of the
Church, even as the flock of Chr�st was b�dden to follow the pr�nce of
the apostles."

Hav�ng spoken these words, Alexander donned the pont�f�cal
robes, and through the w�ndows of the Vat�can had str�ps of paper
thrown out on wh�ch h�s name was wr�tten �n Lat�n. These, blown by
the w�nd, seemed to convey to the whole world the news of the great
event wh�ch was about to change the face of Italy. The same day
cour�ers started for all the courts of Europe.

Caesar Borg�a learned the news of h�s father's elect�on at the
Un�vers�ty of P�sa, where he was a student. H�s amb�t�on had
somet�mes dreamed of such good fortune, yet h�s joy was l�ttle short
of madness. He was then a young man, about twenty-two or twenty-
four years of age, sk�lful �n all bod�ly exerc�ses, and espec�ally �n
fenc�ng; he could r�de barebacked the most f�ery steeds, could cut off
the head of a bull at a s�ngle sword-stroke; moreover, he was



arrogant, jealous, and �ns�ncere. Accord�ng to Tammas�, he was
great among the godless, as h�s brother Francesco was good among
the great. As to h�s face, even contemporary authors have left utterly
d�fferent descr�pt�ons; for same have pa�nted h�m as a monster of
ugl�ness, wh�le others, on the contrary, extol h�s beauty. Th�s
contrad�ct�on �s due to the fact that at certa�n t�mes of the year, and
espec�ally �n the spr�ng, h�s face was covered w�th an erupt�on wh�ch,
so long as �t lasted, made h�m an object of horror and d�sgust, wh�le
all the rest of the year he was the sombre, black-ha�red caval�er w�th
pale sk�n and tawny beard whom Raphael shows us �n the f�ne
portra�t he made of h�m. And h�stor�ans, both chron�clers and
pa�nters, agree as to h�s f�xed and powerful gaze, beh�nd wh�ch
burned a ceaseless flame, g�v�ng to h�s face someth�ng �nfernal and
superhuman. Such was the man whose fortune was to fulf�l all h�s
des�res. He had taken for h�s motto, 'Aut Caesar, aut n�h�l': Caesar or
noth�ng.

Caesar posted to Rome w�th certa�n of h�s fr�ends, and scarcely
was he recogn�sed at the gates of the c�ty when the deference
shown to h�m gave �nstant proof of the change �n h�s fortunes: at the
Vat�can the respect was tw�ce as great; m�ghty men bowed down
before h�m as before one m�ght�er than themselves. And so, �n h�s
�mpat�ence, he stayed not to v�s�t h�s mother or any other member of
h�s fam�ly, but went stra�ght to the pope to k�ss h�s feet; and as the
pope had been forewarned of h�s com�ng, he awa�ted h�m �n the
m�dst of a br�ll�ant and numerous assemblage of card�nals, w�th the
three other brothers stand�ng beh�nd h�m. H�s Hol�ness rece�ved
Caesar w�th a grac�ous countenance; st�ll, he d�d not allow h�mself
any demonstrat�on of h�s paternal love, but, bend�ng towards h�m,



k�ssed h�m on the forehead, and �nqu�red how he was and how he
had fared on h�s journey. Caesar repl�ed that he was wonderfully
well, and altogether at the serv�ce of H�s Hol�ness: that, as to the
journey, the tr�fl�ng �nconven�ences and short fat�gue had been
compensated, and far more than compensated, by the joy wh�ch he
felt �n be�ng able to adore upon the papal throne a pope who was so
worthy. At these words, leav�ng Caesar st�ll on h�s knees, and
reseat�ng h�mself—for he had r�sen from h�s seat to embrace h�m—
the pope assumed a grave and composed express�on of face, and
spoke as follows, loud enough to be heard by all, and slowly enough
for everyone present to be able to ponder and reta�n �n h�s memory
even the least of h�s words:

"We are conv�nced, Caesar, that you are pecul�arly rejo�ced �n
behold�ng us on th�s subl�me he�ght, so far above our deserts,
whereto �t has pleased the D�v�ne goodness to exalt us. Th�s joy of
yours �s f�rst of all our due because of the love we have always borne
you and wh�ch we bear you st�ll, and �n the second place �s prompted
by your own personal �nterest, s�nce henceforth you may feel sure of
rece�v�ng from our pont�f�cal hand those benef�ts wh�ch your own
good works shall deserve. But �f your joy—and th�s we say to you as
we have even now sa�d to your brothers—�f your joy �s founded on
ought else than th�s, you are very greatly m�staken, Caesar, and you
w�ll f�nd yourself sadly dece�ved. Perhaps we have been amb�t�ous—
we confess th�s humbly before the face of all men—pass�onately and
�mmoderately amb�t�ous to atta�n to the d�gn�ty of sovere�gn pont�ff,
and to reach th�s end we have followed every path that �s open to
human �ndustry; but we have acted thus, vow�ng an �nward vow that
when once we had reached our goal, we would follow no other path



but that wh�ch conduces best to the serv�ce of God and to the
advancement of the Holy See, so that the glor�ous memory of the
deeds that we shall do may efface the shameful recollect�on of the
deeds we have already done. Thus shall we, let us hope, leave to
those who follow us a track where upon �f they f�nd not the footsteps
of a sa�nt, they may at least tread �n the path of a true pont�ff. God,
who has furthered the means, cla�ms at our hands the fru�ts, and we
des�re to d�scharge to the full th�s m�ghty debt that we have �ncurred
to H�m; and accord�ngly we refuse to arouse by any dece�t the stern
r�gour of H�s judgments. One sole h�ndrance could have power to
shake our good �ntent�ons, and that m�ght happen should we feel too
keen an �nterest �n your fortunes. Therefore are we armed
beforehand aga�nst our love, and therefore have we prayed to God
beforehand that we stumble not because of you; for �n the path of
favour�t�sm a pope cannot sl�p w�thout a fall, and cannot fall w�thout
�njury and d�shonour to the Holy See. Even to the end of our l�fe we
shall deplore the faults wh�ch have brought th�s exper�ence home to
us; and may �t please God that our uncle Cal�xtus of blessed memory
bear not th�s day �n purgatory the burden of our s�ns, more heavy,
alas, than h�s own! Ah, he was r�ch �n every v�rtue, he was full of
good �ntent�ons; but he loved too much h�s own people, and among
them he loved me ch�ef. And so he suffered th�s love to lead h�m
bl�ndly astray, all th�s love that he bore to h�s k�ndred, who to h�m
were too truly flesh of h�s flesh, so that he heaped upon the heads of
a few persons only, and those perhaps the least worthy, benef�ts
wh�ch would more f�tt�ngly have rewarded the deserts of many. In
truth, he bestowed upon our house treasures that should never have
been amassed at the expense of the poor, or else should have been



turned to a better purpose. He severed from the eccles�ast�cal State,
already weak and poor, the duchy of Spoleto and other wealthy
propert�es, that he m�ght make them f�efs to us; he conf�ded to our
weak hands the v�ce-chancellorsh�p, the v�ce-prefecture of Rome,
the generalsh�p of the Church, and all the other most �mportant
off�ces, wh�ch, �nstead of be�ng monopol�sed by us, should have
been conferred on those who were most mer�tor�ous. Moreover,
there were persons who were ra�sed on our recommendat�on to
posts of great d�gn�ty, although they had no cla�ms but such as our
undue part�al�ty accorded them; others were left out w�th no reason
for the�r fa�lure except the jealousy exc�ted �n us by the�r v�rtues. To
rob Ferd�nand of Aragon of the k�ngdom of Naples, Cal�xtus k�ndled
a terr�ble war, wh�ch by a happy �ssue only served to �ncrease our
fortune, and by an unfortunate �ssue must have brought shame and
d�saster upon the Holy See. Lastly, by allow�ng h�mself to be
governed by men who sacr�f�ced publ�c good to the�r pr�vate
�nterests, he �nfl�cted an �njury, not only upon the pont�f�cal throne
and h�s own reputat�on, but what �s far worse, far more deadly, upon
h�s own consc�ence. And yet, O w�se judgments of God! hard and
�ncessantly though he to�led to establ�sh our fortunes, scarcely had
he left empty that supreme seat wh�ch we occupy to-day, when we
were cast down from the p�nnacle whereon we had cl�mbed,
abandoned to the fury of the rabble and the v�nd�ct�ve hatred of the
Roman barons, who chose to feel offended by our goodness to the�r
enem�es. Thus, not only, we tell you, Caesar, not only d�d we plunge
headlong from the summ�t of our grandeur, los�ng the worldly goods
and d�gn�t�es wh�ch our uncle had heaped at our feet, but for very
per�l of our l�fe we were condemned to a voluntary ex�le, we and our



fr�ends, and �n th�s way only d�d we contr�ve to escape the storm
wh�ch our too good fortune had st�rred up aga�nst us. Now th�s �s a
pla�n proof that God mocks at men's des�gns when they are bad
ones. How great an error �s �t for any pope to devote more care to
the welfare of a house, wh�ch cannot last more than a few years,
than to the glory of the Church, wh�ch w�ll last for ever! What utter
folly for any publ�c man whose pos�t�on �s not �nher�ted and cannot be
bequeathed to h�s poster�ty, to support the ed�f�ce of h�s grandeur on
any other bas�s than the noblest v�rtue pract�sed for the general
good, and to suppose that he can ensure the cont�nuance of h�s own
fortune otherw�se than by tak�ng all precaut�ons aga�nst sudden
wh�rlw�nds wh�ch are want to ar�se �n the m�dst of a calm, and to blow
up the storm-clouds I mean the host of enem�es. Now any one of
these enem�es who does h�s worst can cause �njur�es far more
powerful than any help that �s at all l�kely to come from a hundred
fr�ends and the�r ly�ng prom�ses. If you and your brothers walk �n the
path of v�rtue wh�ch we shall now open for you, every w�sh of your
heart shall be �nstantly accompl�shed; but �f you take the other path,
�f you have ever hoped that our affect�on w�ll w�nk at d�sorderly l�fe,
then you w�ll very soon f�nd out that we are truly pope, Father of the
Church, not father of the fam�ly; that, v�car of Chr�st as we are, we
shall act as we deem best for Chr�stendom, and not as you deem
best for your own pr�vate good. And now that we have come to a
thorough understand�ng, Caesar, rece�ve our pont�f�cal bless�ng."
And w�th these words, Alexander VI rose up, la�d h�s hands upon h�s
son's head, for Caesar was st�ll kneel�ng, and then ret�red �nto h�s
apartments, w�thout �nv�t�ng h�m to follow.



The young man rema�ned awh�le stupef�ed at th�s d�scourse, so
utterly unexpected, so utterly destruct�ve at one fell blow to h�s most
cher�shed hopes. He rose g�ddy and stagger�ng l�ke a drunken man,
and at once leav�ng the Vat�can, hurr�ed to h�s mother, whom he had
forgotten before, but sought now �n h�s despa�r. Rosa Vanozza
possessed all the v�ces and all the v�rtues of a Span�sh courtesan;
her devot�on to the V�rg�n amounted to superst�t�on, her fondness for
her ch�ldren to weakness, and her love for Roder�go to sensual�ty. In
the depth of her heart she rel�ed on the �nfluence she had been able
to exerc�se over h�m for nearly th�rty years; and l�ke a snake, she
knew how to envelop h�m �n her co�ls when the fasc�nat�on of her
glance had lost �ts power. Rosa knew of old the profound hypocr�sy
of her lover, and thus she was �n no d�ff�culty about reassur�ng
Caesar.

Lucrez�a was w�th her mother when Caesar arr�ved; the two
young people exchanged a lover-l�ke k�ss beneath her very eyes:
and before he left Caesar had made an appo�ntment for the same
even�ng w�th Lucrez�a, who was now l�v�ng apart from her husband,
to whom Roder�go pa�d a pens�on �n her palace of the V�a del
Pelegr�no, oppos�te the Campo de� F�or�, and there enjoy�ng perfect
l�berty.

In the even�ng, at the hour f�xed, Caesar appeared at Lucrez�a's;
but he found there h�s brother Francesco. The two young men had
never been fr�ends. St�ll, as the�r tastes were very d�fferent, hatred
w�th Francesco was only the fear of the deer for the hunter; but w�th
Caesar �t was the des�re for vengeance and that lust for blood wh�ch
lurks perpetually �n the heart of a t�ger. The two brothers none the
less embraced, one from general k�ndly feel�ng, the other from



hypocr�sy; but at f�rst s�ght of one another the sent�ment of a double
r�valry, f�rst �n the�r father's and then �n the�r s�ster's good graces, had
sent the blood mantl�ng to the cheek of Francesco, and called a
deadly pallor �nto Caesar's. So the two young men sat on, each
resolved not to be the f�rst to leave, when all at once there was a
knock at the door, and a r�val was announced before whom both of
them were bound to g�ve way: �t was the�r father.

Rosa Vanazza was qu�te r�ght �n comfort�ng Caesar. Indeed,
although Alexander VI had repud�ated the abuses of nepot�sm, he
understood very well the part that was to be played for h�s benef�t by
h�s sons and h�s daughter; for he knew he could always count on
Lucrez�a and Caesar, �f not on Francesco and Goffredo. In these
matters the s�ster was qu�te worthy of her brother. Lucrez�a was
wanton �n �mag�nat�on, godless by nature, amb�t�ous and des�gn�ng:
she had a crav�ng for pleasure, adm�rat�on, honours, money, jewels,
gorgeous stuffs, and magn�f�cent mans�ons. A true Span�ard beneath
her golden tresses, a courtesan beneath her frank looks, she carr�ed
the head of a Raphael Madonna, and concealed the heart of a
Messal�na. She was dear to Roder�go both as daughter and as
m�stress, and he saw h�mself reflected �n her as �n a mag�c m�rror,
every pass�on and every v�ce. Lucrez�a and Caesar were accord�ngly
the best beloved of h�s heart, and the three composed that d�abol�cal
tr�o wh�ch for eleven years occup�ed the pont�f�cal throne, l�ke a
mock�ng parody of the heavenly Tr�n�ty.

Noth�ng occurred at f�rst to g�ve the l�e to Alexander's
profess�ons of pr�nc�ple �n the d�scourse he addressed to Caesar,
and the f�rst year of h�s pont�f�cate exceeded all the hopes of Rome
at the t�me of h�s elect�on. He arranged for the prov�s�on of stores �n



the publ�c granar�es w�th such l�beral�ty, that w�th�n the memory of
man there had never been such aston�sh�ng abundance; and w�th a
v�ew to extend�ng the general prosper�ty to the lowest class, he
organ�sed numerous doles to be pa�d out of h�s pr�vate fortune,
wh�ch made �t poss�ble for the very poor to part�c�pate �n the general
banquet from wh�ch they had been excluded for long enough. The
safety of the c�ty was secured, from the very f�rst days of h�s
access�on, by the establ�shment of a strong and v�g�lant pol�ce force,
and a tr�bunal cons�st�ng of four mag�strates of �rreproachable
character, empowered to prosecute all nocturnal cr�mes, wh�ch
dur�ng the last pont�f�cate had been so common that the�r very
numbers made �mpun�ty certa�n: these judges from the f�rst showed
a sever�ty wh�ch ne�ther the rank nor the purse of the culpr�t could
mod�fy. Th�s presented such a great contrast to the corrupt�on of the
last re�gn,—�n the course of wh�ch the v�ce-chamberla�n one day
remarked �n publ�c, when certa�n people were compla�n�ng of the
venal�ty of just�ce, "God w�lls not that a s�nner d�e, but that he l�ve
and pay,"—that the cap�tal of the Chr�st�an world felt for one br�ef
moment restored to the happy days of the papacy. So, at the end of
a year, Alexander VI had reconquered that sp�r�tual cred�t, so to
speak, wh�ch h�s predecessors lost. H�s pol�t�cal cred�t was st�ll to be
establ�shed, �f he was to carry out the f�rst part of h�s g�gant�c
scheme. To arr�ve at th�s, he must employ two agenc�es—all�ances
and conquests. H�s plan was to beg�n w�th all�ances. The gentleman
of Aragon who had marr�ed Lucrez�a when she was only the
daughter of Card�nal Roder�go Borg�a was not a man powerful
enough, e�ther by b�rth and fortune or by �ntellect, to enter w�th any
sort of effect �nto the plots and plans of Alexander VI; the separat�on



was therefore changed �nto a d�vorce, and Lucrez�a Borg�a was now
free to remarry. Alexander opened up two negot�at�ons at the same
t�me: he needed an ally to keep a watch on the pol�cy of the
ne�ghbour�ng States. John Sforza, grandson of Alexander Sforza,
brother of the great Franc�s I, Duke of M�lan, was lord of Pesaro; the
geograph�cal s�tuat�on of th�s place, on the coast, on the way
between Florence and Ven�ce, was wonderfully conven�ent for h�s
purpose; so Alexander f�rst cast an eye upon h�m, and as the �nterest
of both part�es was ev�dently the same, �t came about that John
Sforza was very soon Lucrez�a's second husband.

At the same t�me overtures had been made to Alfonso of
Aragon, he�r presumpt�ve to the crown of Naples, to arrange a
marr�age between Dana Sanc�a, h�s �lleg�t�mate daughter, and
Goffreda, the pope's th�rd son; but as the old Ferd�nand wanted to
make the best barga�n he could out of �t; he dragged on the
negot�at�ons as long as poss�ble, urg�ng that the two ch�ldren were
not of marr�ageable age, and so, h�ghly honoured as he felt �n such a
prospect�ve all�ance, there was no hurry about the engagement.
Matters stopped at th�s po�nt, to the great annoyance of Alexander
VI, who saw through th�s excuse, and understood that the
postponement was noth�ng more or less than a refusal. Accord�ngly
Alexander and Ferd�nand rema�ned �n statu quo, equals �n the
pol�t�cal game, both on the watch t�ll events should declare for one or
other. The turn of fortune was for Alexander.

Italy, though tranqu�l, was �nst�nct�vely consc�ous that her calm
was noth�ng but the lull wh�ch goes before a storm. She was too r�ch
and too happy to escape the envy of other nat�ons. As yet the pla�ns
of P�sa had not been reduced to marsh-lands by the comb�ned



negl�gence and jealousy of the Florent�ne Republ�c, ne�ther had the
r�ch country that lay around Rome been converted �nto a barren
desert by the wars of the Colonna and Ors�n� fam�l�es; not yet had
the Marqu�s of Mar�gnan razed to the ground a hundred and twenty
v�llages �n the republ�c of S�ena alone; and though the Maremma
was unhealthy, �t was not yet a po�sonous marsh: �t �s a fact that
Flav�o Blando, wr�t�ng �n 1450, descr�bes Ost�a as be�ng merely less
flour�sh�ng than �n the days of the Romans, when she had numbered
50,000 �nhab�tants, whereas now �n our own day there are barely 30
�n all.

The Ital�an peasants were perhaps the most blest on the face of
the earth: �nstead of l�v�ng scattered about the country �n sol�tary
fash�on, they l�ved �n v�llages that were enclosed by walls as a
protect�on for the�r harvests, an�mals, and farm �mplements; the�r
houses—at any rate those that yet stand—prove that they l�ved �n
much more comfortable and beaut�ful surround�ngs than the ord�nary
townsman of our day. Further, there was a commun�ty of �nterests,
and many people collected together �n the fort�f�ed v�llages, w�th the
result that l�ttle by l�ttle they atta�ned to an �mportance never acqu�red
by the boor�sh French peasants or the German serfs; they bore
arms, they had a common treasury, they elected the�r own
mag�strates, and whenever they went out to f�ght, �t was to save the�r
common country.

Also commerce was no less flour�sh�ng than agr�culture; Italy at
th�s per�od was r�ch �n �ndustr�es—s�lk, wool, hemp, fur, alum,
sulphur, b�tumen; those products wh�ch the Ital�an so�l could not br�ng
forth were �mported, from the Black Sea, from Egypt, from Spa�n,
from France, and often returned whence they came, the�r worth



doubled by labour and f�ne workmansh�p. The r�ch man brought h�s
merchand�se, the poor h�s �ndustry: the one was sure of f�nd�ng
workmen, the other was sure of f�nd�ng work.

Art also was by no means beh�ndhand: Dante, G�otto,
Brunellesch�, and Donatello were dead, but Ar�osto, Raphael,
Bramante, and M�chael Angelo were now l�v�ng. Rome, Florence,
and Naples had �nher�ted the masterp�eces of ant�qu�ty; and the
manuscr�pts of AEschylus, Sophocles, and Eur�p�des had come
(thanks to the conquest of Mahomet II) to rejo�n the statue of
Xanth�ppus and the works of Ph�d�as and Prax�teles. The pr�nc�pal
sovere�gns of Italy had come to understand, when they let the�r eyes
dwell upon the fat harvests, the wealthy v�llages, the flour�sh�ng
manufactor�es, and the marvellous churches, and then compared
w�th them the poor and rude nat�ons of f�ght�ng men who surrounded
them on all s�des, that some day or other they were dest�ned to
become for other countr�es what Amer�ca was for Spa�n, a vast gold-
m�ne for them to work. In consequence of th�s, a league offens�ve
and defens�ve had been s�gned, about 1480, by Naples, M�lan,
Florence, and Ferrara, prepared to take a stand aga�nst enem�es
w�th�n or w�thout, �n Italy or outs�de. Ludov�co Sforza, who was more
than anyone else �nterested �n ma�nta�n�ng th�s league, because he
was nearest to France, whence the storm seemed to threaten, saw
�n the new pope's elect�on means not only of strengthen�ng the
league, but of mak�ng �ts power and un�ty consp�cuous �n the s�ght of
Europe.





CHAPTER IV

On the occas�on of each new elect�on to the papacy, �t �s the
custom for all the Chr�st�an States to send a solemn embassy to
Rome, to renew the�r oath of alleg�ance to the Holy Father. Ludov�co
Sforza conce�ved the �dea that the ambassadors of the four Powers
should un�te and make the�r entry �nto Rome on the same day,
appo�nt�ng one of the�r envoys, v�z. the representat�ve of the K�ng of
Naples, to be spokesman for all four. Unluck�ly, th�s plan d�d not
agree w�th the magn�f�cent projects of P�ero de� Med�c�. That proud
youth, who had been appo�nted ambassador of the Florent�ne
Republ�c, had seen �n the m�ss�on entrusted to h�m by h�s fellow-
c�t�zens the means of mak�ng a br�ll�ant d�splay of h�s own wealth.
From the day of h�s nom�nat�on onwards, h�s palace was constantly
f�lled w�th ta�lors, jewellers, and merchants of pr�celess stuffs;
magn�f�cent clothes had been made for h�m, embro�dered w�th
prec�ous stones wh�ch he had selected from the fam�ly treasures. All
h�s jewels, perhaps the r�chest �n Italy, were d�str�buted about the
l�ver�es of h�s pages, and one of them, h�s favour�te, was to wear a
collar of pearls valued by �tself at 100,000 ducats, or almost, a m�ll�on
of our francs. In h�s party the B�shop of Arezzo, Gent�le, who had
once been Lorenzo de� Med�c�'s tutor, was elected as second
ambassador, and �t was h�s duty to speak. Now Gent�le, who had



prepared h�s speech, counted on h�s eloquence to charm the ear
qu�te as much as P�ero counted on h�s r�ches to dazzle the eye. But
the eloquence of Gent�le would be lost completely �f nobody was to
speak but the ambassador of the K�ng of Naples; and the
magn�f�cence of P�ero de� Med�c� would never be not�ced at all �f he
went to Rome m�xed up w�th all the other ambassadors. These two
�mportant �nterests, comprom�sed by the Duke of M�lan's propos�t�on,
changed the whole face of Italy.

Ludov�co Sforza had already made sure of Ferd�nand's prom�se
to conform to the plan he had �nvented, when the old k�ng, at the
sol�c�tat�on of P�ero, suddenly drew back. Sforza found out how th�s
change had come about, and learned that �t was P�ero's �nfluence
that had overmastered h�s own. He could not d�sentangle the real
mot�ves that had prom�sed the change, and �mag�ned there was
some secret league aga�nst h�mself: he attr�buted the changed
pol�t�cal programme to the death of Lorenzo de� Med�c�. But whatever
�ts cause m�ght be, �t was ev�dently prejud�c�al to h�s own �nterests:
Florence, M�lan's old ally, was abandon�ng her for Naples. He
resolved to throw a counter we�ght �nto the scales; so, betray�ng to
Alexander the pol�cy of P�ero and Ferd�nand, he proposed to form a
defens�ve and offens�ve all�ance w�th h�m and adm�t the republ�c of
Ven�ce; Duke Hercules III of Ferrara was also to be summoned to
pronounce for one or other of the two leagues. Alexander VI,
wounded by Ferd�nand's treatment of h�mself, accepted Ludov�co
Sforza's propos�t�on, and an Act of Confederat�on was s�gned on the
22nd of Apr�l, 1493, by wh�ch the new all�es pledged themselves to
set on foot for the ma�ntenance of the publ�c peace an army of
20,000 horse and 6,000 �nfantry.



Ferd�nand was fr�ghtened when he beheld the format�on of th�s
league; but he thought he could neutral�se �ts effects by depr�v�ng
Ludov�co Sforza of h�s regency, wh�ch he had already kept beyond
the proper t�me, though as yet he was not str�ctly an usurper.
Although the young Galeazzo, h�s nephew, had reached the age of
two-and-twenty, Ludov�co Sforza none the less cont�nued regent.
Now Ferd�nand def�n�tely proposed to the Duke of M�lan that he
should res�gn the sovere�gn power �nto the hands of h�s nephew, on
pa�n of be�ng declared an usurper.

Th�s was a bold stroke; but there was a r�sk of �nc�t�ng Ludov�co
Sforza to start one of those pol�t�cal plots that he was so fam�l�ar
w�th, never reco�l�ng from any s�tuat�on, however dangerous �t m�ght
be. Th�s was exactly what happened: Sforza, uneasy about h�s
duchy, resolved to threaten Ferd�nand's k�ngdom.

Noth�ng could be eas�er: he knew the warl�ke not�ons of Charles
VIII, and the pretens�ons of the house of France to the k�ngdom of
Naples. He sent two ambassadors to �nv�te the young k�ng to cla�m
the r�ghts of Anjou usurped by Aragon; and w�th a v�ew to reconc�l�ng
Charles to so d�stant and hazardous an exped�t�on, offered h�m a
free and fr�endly passage through h�s own States.

Such a propos�t�on was welcome to Charles VIII, as we m�ght
suppose from our knowledge of h�s character; a magn�f�cent
prospect was opened to h�m as by an enchanter: what Ludov�ca
Sforza was offer�ng h�m was v�rtually the command of the
Med�terranean, the protectorsh�p of the whole of Italy; �t was an open
road, through Naples and Ven�ce, that well m�ght lead to the
conquest of Turkey or the Holy Land, �f he ever had the fancy to
avenge the d�sasters of N�capol�s and Mansourah. So the propos�t�on



was accepted, and a secret all�ance was s�gned, w�th Count Charles
d� Belg�ojasa and the Count of Cajazza act�ng for Ludov�ca Sforza,
and the B�shop of St. Malo and Seneschal de Beauca�re for Charles
VIII. By th�s treaty �t was agreed:—

That the K�ng of France should attempt the conquest of the
k�ngdom of Naples;

That the Duke of M�lan should grant a passage to the K�ng of
France through h�s terr�tor�es, and accompany h�m w�th f�ve hundred
lances;

That the Duke of M�lan should perm�t the K�ng of France to send
out as many sh�ps of war as he pleased from Genoa;

Lastly, that the Duke of M�lan should lend the K�ng of France
200,000 ducats, payable when he started.

On h�s s�de, Charles VIII agreed:—
To defend the personal author�ty of Ludow�co Sforza over the

duchy of M�lan aga�nst anyone who m�ght attempt to turn h�m out;
To keep two hundred French lances always �n read�ness to help

the house of Sforza, at Ast�, a town belong�ng to the Duke of Orleans
by the �nher�tance of h�s mother, Valent�na V�scont�;

Lastly, to hand over to h�s ally the pr�nc�pal�ty of Tarentum
�mmed�ately after the conquest of Naples was effected.

Th�s treaty was scarcely concluded when Charles VIII, who
exaggerated �ts advantages, began to dream of free�ng h�mself from
every let or h�ndrance to the exped�t�on. Precaut�ons were
necessary; for h�s relat�ons w�th the great Powers were far from
be�ng what he could have w�shed.

Indeed, Henry VII had d�sembarked at Cala�s w�th a form�dable
army, and was threaten�ng France w�th another �nvas�on.



Ferd�nand and Isabella of Spa�n, �f they had not ass�sted at the
fall of the house of Anjou, had at any rate helped the Aragon party
w�th men and money.

Lastly, the war w�th the emperor acqu�red a fresh �mpetus when
Charles VIII sent back Margaret of Burgundy to her father
Max�m�l�an, and contracted a marr�age w�th Anne of Br�ttany.

By the treaty of Etaples, on the 3rd of November, 1492, Henry
VII cancelled the all�ance w�th the K�ng of the Romans, and pledged
h�mself not to follow h�s conquests.

Th�s cost Charles VIII 745,000 gold crowns and the expenses of
the war w�th England.

By the treaty of Barcelona, dated the 19th of January, 1493,
Ferd�nand the Cathol�c and Isabella agreed never to grant a�d to the�r
cous�n, Ferd�nand of Naples, and never to put obstacles �n the way
of the French k�ng �n Italy.

Th�s cost Charles VIII Perp�gnan, Rouss�llon, and the Cerdagne,
wh�ch had all been g�ven to Lou�s XI as a hostage for the sum of
300,000 ducats by John of Aragon; but at the t�me agreed upon,
Lou�s XI would not g�ve them up for the money, for the old fox knew
very well how �mportant were these doors to the Pyrenees, and
proposed �n case of war to keep them shut.

Lastly, by the treaty of Senl�s, dated the 23rd of May, 1493,
Max�m�l�an granted a grac�ous pardon to France for the �nsult her
k�ng had offered h�m.

It cost Charles VIII the count�es of Burgundy, Arto�s, Charala�s,
and the se�gn�ory of Noyers, wh�ch had come to h�m as Margaret's
dowry, and also the towns of A�re, Hesd�n, and Bethune, wh�ch he



prom�sed to del�ver up to Ph�l�p of Austr�a on the day he came of
age.

By d�nt of all these sacr�f�ces the young k�ng made peace w�th
h�s ne�ghbours, and could set on foot the enterpr�se that Ludav�co
Sforza had proposed. We have already expla�ned that the project
came �nto Sforza's m�nd when h�s plan about the deputat�on was
refused, and that the refusal was due to P�ero de� Med�c�'s des�re to
make an exh�b�t�on of h�s magn�f�cent jewels, and Gent�le's des�re to
make h�s speech.

Thus the van�ty of a tutor and the pr�de of h�s scholar together
comb�ned to ag�tate the c�v�l�zed world from the Gulf of Tarentum to
the Pyrenees.

Alexander VI was �n the very centre of the �mpend�ng
earthquake, and before Italy had any �dea that the earl�est shocks
were at hand he had prof�ted by the perturbed preoccupat�on of other
people to g�ve the l�e to that famous speech we have reported. He
created card�nal John Borg�a, a nephew, who dur�ng the last
pont�f�cate had been elected Archb�shop of Montreal and Governor
of Rome. Th�s promot�on caused no d�scontent, because of John's
antecedents; and Alexander, encouraged by the success of th�s,
prom�sed to Caesar Borg�a the archb�shopr�c of Valenc�a, a benef�ce
he had h�mself enjoyed before h�s elevat�on to the papacy. But here
the d�ff�culty arose on the s�de of the rec�p�ent. The young man, full-
blooded, w�th all the v�ces and natural �nst�ncts of a capta�n of
condott�er�, had very great trouble �n assum�ng even the appearance
of a Churchman's v�rtue; but as he knew from h�s own father's mouth
that the h�ghest secular d�gn�t�es were reserved for h�s elder brother,
he dec�ded to take what he could get, for fear of gett�ng noth�ng; but



h�s hatred for Francesco grew stronger, for from henceforth he was
doubly h�s r�val, both �n love and amb�t�on.

Suddenly Alexander beheld the old K�ng Ferd�nand return�ng to
h�s s�de, and at the very moment when he least expected �t. The
pope was too clever a pol�t�c�an to accept a reconc�l�at�on w�thout
f�nd�ng out the cause of �t; he soon learned what plots were hatch�ng
at the French court aga�nst the k�ngdom of Naples, and the whole
s�tuat�on was expla�ned.

Now �t was h�s turn to �mpose cond�t�ons.
He demanded the complet�on of a marr�age between Goffreda,

h�s th�rd son, and Dada Sanc�a, Alfonso's �lleg�t�mate daughter.
He demanded that she should br�ng her husband as dowry the

pr�nc�pal�ty of Squ�llace and the county of Car�at�, w�th an �ncome of
10,000 ducats and the off�ce of protonotary, one of the seven great
crown off�ces wh�ch are �ndependent of royal control.

He demanded for h�s eldest son, whom Ferd�nand the Cathol�c
had just made Duke of Gand�a, the pr�nc�pal�ty of Tr�car�co, the
count�es of Ch�aramonte, Laur�a, and Car�nola, an �ncome of 12,000
ducats, and the f�rst of the seven great off�ces wh�ch should fall
vacant.

He demanded that V�rg�n�o Ors�n�, h�s ambassador at the
Neapol�tan court, should be g�ven a th�rd great off�ce, v�z. that of
Constable, the most �mportant of them all.

Lastly, he demanded that G�ul�ano della Rovere, one of the f�ve
card�nals who had opposed h�s elect�on and was now tak�ng refuge
at Ost�a, where the oak whence he took h�s name and bear�ngs �s
st�ll to be seen carved on all the walls, should be dr�ven out of that
town, and the town �tself g�ven over to h�m.



In exchange, he merely pledged h�mself never to w�thdraw from
the house of Aragon the �nvest�ture of the k�ngdom of Naples
accorded by h�s predecessors. Ferd�nand was pay�ng somewhat
dearly for a s�mple prom�se; but on the keep�ng of th�s prom�se the
leg�t�macy of h�s power wholly depended. For the k�ngdom of Naples
was a f�ef of the Holy See; and to the pope alone belonged the r�ght
of pronounc�ng on the just�ce of each compet�tor's pretens�ons; the
cont�nuance of th�s �nvest�ture was therefore of the h�ghest
conce�vable �mportance to Aragon just at the t�me when Anjou was
r�s�ng up w�th an army at her back to d�spossess her.

For a year after he mounted the papal throne, Alexander VI had
made great str�des, as we see, �n the extens�on of h�s temporal
power. In h�s own hands he held, to be sure, only the least �n s�ze of
the Ital�an terr�tor�es; but by the marr�age of h�s daughter Lucrez�a
w�th the lord of Pesaro he was stretch�ng out one hand as far as
Ven�ce, wh�le by the marr�age of the Pr�nce of Squ�llace w�th Dona
Sanc�a, and the terr�tor�es conceded to the Duke of Sand�a, he was
touch�ng w�th the other hand the boundary of Calabr�a.

When th�s treaty, so advantageous for h�mself, was duly s�gned,
he made Caesar Card�nal of Santa Mar�a Novella, for Caesar was
always compla�n�ng of be�ng left out �n the d�str�but�on of h�s father's
favours.

Only, as there was as yet no precedent �n Church h�story for a
bastard's donn�ng the scarlet, the pope hunted up four false
w�tnesses who declared that Caesar was the son of Count Ferd�nand
of Cast�le; who was, as we know, that valuable person Don Manuel
Melch�or, and who played the father's part w�th just as much
solemn�ty as he had played the husband's.



The wedd�ng of the two bastards was most splend�d, r�ch w�th
the double pomp of Church and K�ng. As the pope had settled that
the young br�dal pa�r should l�ve near h�m, Caesar Borg�a, the new
card�nal, undertook to manage the ceremony of the�r entry �nto Rome
and the recept�on, and Lucrez�a, who enjoyed at her father's s�de an
amount of favour h�therto unheard of at the papal court, des�red on
her part to contr�bute all the splendour she had �t �n her power to
add. He therefore went to rece�ve the young people w�th a stately
and magn�f�cent escort of lords and card�nals, wh�le she awa�ted
them attended by the lovel�est and noblest lad�es of Rome, �n one of
the halls of the Vat�can. A throne was there prepared for the pope,
and at h�s feet were cush�ons for Lucrez�a and Dona Sanc�a. "Thus,"
wr�tes Tommaso Tommas�, "by the look of the assembly and the sort
of conversat�on that went on for hours, you would suppose you were
present at some magn�f�cent and voluptuous royal aud�ence of
anc�ent Assyr�a, rather than at the severe cons�story of a Roman
pont�ff, whose solemn duty �t �s to exh�b�t �n every act the sanct�ty of
the name he bears. But," cont�nues the same h�stor�an, "�f the Eve of
Pentecost was spent �n such worthy funct�ons, the celebrat�ons of
the com�ng of the Holy Ghost on the follow�ng day were no less
decorous and becom�ng to the sp�r�t of the Church; for thus wr�tes
the master of the ceremon�es �n h�s journal:

"'The pope made h�s entry �nto the Church of the Holy Apostles,
and bes�de h�m on the marble steps of the pulp�t where the canons
of St. Peter are wont to chant the Ep�stle and Gospel, sat Lucrez�a
h�s daughter and Sanc�a h�s son's w�fe: round about them, a
d�sgrace to the Church and a publ�c scandal, were grouped a



number of other Roman lad�es far more f�t to dwell �n Messal�na's c�ty
than �n St. Peter's.'"

So at Rome and Naples d�d men slumber wh�le ru�n was at
hand; so d�d they waste the�r t�me and squander the�r money �n a
va�n d�splay of pr�de; and th�s was go�ng on wh�le the French,
thoroughly al�ve, were busy lay�ng hands upon the torches w�th
wh�ch they would presently set Italy on f�re.

Indeed, the des�gns of Charles VIII for conquest were no longer
for anybody a matter of doubt. The young k�ng had sent an embassy
to the var�ous Ital�an States, composed of Perrone de� Basch�,
Br�gonnet, d'Aub�gny, and the pres�dent of the Provencal Parl�ament.
The m�ss�on of th�s embassy was to demand from the Ital�an pr�nces
the�r co-operat�on �n recover�ng the r�ghts of the crown of Naples for
the house of Anjou.

The embassy f�rst approached the Venet�ans, demand�ng a�d
and counsel for the k�ng the�r master. But the Venet�ans, fa�thful to
the�r pol�t�cal trad�t�on, wh�ch had ga�ned for them the sobr�quet of
"the Jews of Chr�stendom," repl�ed that they were not �n a pos�t�on to
g�ve any a�d to the young k�ng, so long as they had to keep
ceaselessly on guard aga�nst the Turks; that, as to adv�ce, �t would
be too great a presumpt�on �n them to g�ve adv�ce to a pr�nce who
was surrounded by such exper�enced generals and such able
m�n�sters.

Perrone de� Basch�, when he found he could get no other
answer, next made for Florence. P�ero de� Med�c� rece�ved h�m at a
grand counc�l, for he summoned on th�s occas�on not only the
seventy, but also the gonfalon�er� who had sat for the last th�rty-four
years �n the S�gnor�a. The French ambassador put forward h�s



proposal, that the republ�c should perm�t the�r army to pass through
her States, and pledge herself �n that case to supply for ready money
all the necessary v�ctual and fodder. The magn�f�cent republ�c repl�ed
that �f Charles VIII had been march�ng aga�nst the Turks �nstead of
aga�nst Ferd�nand, she would be only too ready to grant everyth�ng
he w�shed; but be�ng bound to the house of Aragon by a treaty, she
could not betray her ally by y�eld�ng to the demands of the K�ng of
France.

The ambassadors next turned the�r steps to S�ena. The poor
l�ttle republ�c, terr�f�ed by the honour of be�ng cons�dered at all,
repl�ed that �t was her des�re to preserve a str�ct neutral�ty, that she
was too weak to declare beforehand e�ther for or aga�nst such
m�ghty r�vals, for she would naturally be obl�ged to jo�n the stronger
party. Furn�shed w�th th�s reply, wh�ch had at least the mer�t of
frankness, the French envoys proceeded to Rome, and were
conducted �nto the pope's presence, where they demanded the
�nvest�ture of the k�ngdom of Naples for the�r k�ng.

Alexander VI repl�ed that, as h�s predecessors had granted th�s
�nvest�ture to the house of Aragon, he could not take �t away, unless
�t were f�rst establ�shed that the house of Anjou had a better cla�m
than the house that was to be d�spossessed. Then he represented to
Perrone de� Basch� that, as Naples was a f�ef of the Holy See, to the
pope alone the cho�ce of her sovere�gn properly belonged, and that
�n consequence to attack the re�gn�ng sovere�gn was to attack the
Church �tself.

The result of the embassy, we see, was not very prom�s�ng for
Charles VIII; so he resolved to rely on h�s ally Ludov�co Sforza alone,
and to relegate all other quest�ons to the fortunes of war.



A p�ece of news that reached h�m about th�s t�me strengthened
h�m �n th�s resolut�on: th�s was the death of Ferd�nand. The old k�ng
had caught a severe cold and cough on h�s return from the hunt�ng
f�eld, and �n two days he was at h�s last gasp. On the 25th of
January, 1494, he passed away, at the age of seventy, after a th�rty-
s�x years' re�gn, leav�ng the throne to h�s elder son, Alfonso, who
was �mmed�ately chosen as h�s successor.

Ferd�nand never bel�ed h�s t�tle of "the happy ruler." H�s death
occurred at the very moment when the fortune of h�s fam�ly was
chang�ng.

The new k�ng, Alfonso, was not a nov�ce �n arms: he had
already fought successfully aga�nst Florence and Ven�ce, and had
dr�ven the Turks out of Otranto; bes�des, he had the name of be�ng
as cunn�ng as h�s father �n the tortuous game of pol�t�cs so much �n
vogue at the Ital�an courts. He d�d not despa�r of count�ng among h�s
all�es the very enemy he was at war w�th when Charles VIII f�rst put
forward h�s pretens�ons, we mean Bajazet II. So he despatched to
Bajazet one of h�s conf�dent�al m�n�sters, Cam�llo Pandone, to g�ve
the Turk�sh emperor to understand that the exped�t�on to Italy was to
the K�ng of France noth�ng but a bl�nd for approach�ng the scene of
Mahomedan conquests, and that �f Charles VIII were once at the
Adr�at�c �t would only take h�m a day or two to get across and attack
Macedon�a; from there he could eas�ly go by land to Constant�nople.
Consequently he suggested that Bajazet for the ma�ntenance of the�r
common �nterests should supply s�x thousand horse and s�x
thousand �nfantry; he h�mself would furn�sh the�r pay so long as they
were �n Italy. It was settled that Pandone should be jo�ned at
Tarentum by G�org�a Bucc�arda, Alexander VI's envoy, who was



comm�ss�oned by the pope to engage the Turks to help h�m aga�nst
the Chr�st�ans. But wh�le he was wa�t�ng for Bajazet's reply, wh�ch
m�ght �nvolve a delay of several months, Alfonso requested that a
meet�ng m�ght take place between P�ero de� Med�c�, the pope, and
h�mself, to take counsel together about �mportant affa�rs. Th�s
meet�ng was arranged at V�covaro, near T�vol�, and the three
�nterested part�es duly met on the appo�nted day.

The �ntent�on of Alfonso, who before leav�ng Naples had settled
the d�spos�t�on of h�s naval forces, and g�ven h�s brother Freder�c the
command of a fleet that cons�sted of th�rty-s�x galleys, e�ghteen large
and twelve small vessels, w�th �njunct�ons to wa�t at L�vorno and
keep a watch on the fleet Charles VIII was gett�ng ready at the port
of Genoa, was above all th�ngs to check w�th the a�d of h�s all�es the
progress of operat�ons on land. W�thout count�ng the cont�ngent he
expected h�s all�es to furn�sh, he had at h�s �mmed�ate d�sposal a
hundred squadrons of heavy cavalry, twenty men �n each, and three
thousand bowmen and l�ght horse. He proposed, therefore, to
advance at once �nto Lombardy, to get up a revolut�on �n favour of
h�s nephew Galeazzo, and to dr�ve Ludov�co Sforza out of M�lan
before he could get help from France; so that Charles VIII, at the
very t�me of cross�ng the Alps, would f�nd an enemy to f�ght �nstead
of a fr�end who had prom�sed h�m a safe passage, men, and money.

Th�s was the scheme of a great pol�t�c�an and a bold
commander; but as everybody had come �n pursu�t of h�s own
�nterests, regardless of the common agreemnent th�s plan was very
coldly rece�ved by P�ero de� Med�c�, who was afra�d lest �n the war he
should play only the same poor part he had been threatened w�th �n
the affa�r of the embassy; by Alexander VI �t was rejected, because



he reckoned on employ�ng the troops of Alfonso an h�s own account.
He rem�nded the K�ng of Naples of one of the cond�t�ons of the
�nvest�ture he had prom�sed h�m, v�z. that he should dr�ve out the
Card�nal G�ul�ano della Rovere from the town of Ost�a, and g�ve up
the town to h�m, accord�ng to the st�pulat�on already agreed upon.
Bes�des, the advantages that had accrued to V�rg�n�o Ors�n�,
Alexander's favour�te, from h�s embassy to Naples had brought upon
h�m the �ll-w�ll of Prospero and Fabr�z�o Colonna, who owned nearly
all the v�llages round about Rome. Now the pope could not endure to
l�ve �n the m�dst of such powerful enem�es, and the most �mportant
matter was to del�ver h�m from all of them, see�ng that �t was really of
moment that he should be at peace who was the head and soul of
the league whereof the others were only the body and l�mbs.

Although Alfonso had clearly seen through the mot�ves of
P�ero's coldness, and Alexander had not even g�ven h�m the trouble
of seek�ng h�s, he was none the less obl�ged to bow to the w�ll of h�s
all�es, leav�ng the one to defend the Apenn�nes aga�nst the French,
and help�ng the other to shake h�mself free of h�s ne�ghbours �n the
Romagna. Consequently he, pressed on the s�ege of Ost�a, and
added to V�rg�n�o's forces, wh�ch already amounted to two hundred
men of the papal army, a body of h�s own l�ght horse; th�s l�ttle army
was to be stat�oned round about Rome, and was to enforce
obed�ence from the Colonnas. The rest of h�s troops Alfonso d�v�ded
�nto two part�es: one he left �n the hands of h�s son Ferd�nand, w�th
orders to scour the Romagna and worry, the petty pr�nces �nto
levy�ng and support�ng the cont�ngent they had prom�sed, wh�le w�th
the other he h�mself defended the def�les of the Abruzz�.



On the 23rd of Apr�l, at three o'clock �n the morn�ng, Alexander
VI was freed from the f�rst and f�ercest of h�s foes; G�ul�ano della
Rovere, see�ng the �mposs�b�l�ty of hold�ng out any longer aga�nst
Alfonso's troops, embarked on a br�gant�ne wh�ch was to carry h�m to
Savona.

From that day forward V�rg�n�o Ors�n� began that famous
part�san warfare wh�ch reduced the country about Rome to the most
pathet�c desolat�on the world has ever seen. Dur�ng all th�s t�me
Charles VIII was at Lyons, not only uncerta�n as to the route he
ought to take for gett�ng �nto Italy, but even beg�nn�ng to reflect a l�ttle
on the chances and r�sks of such an exped�t�on. He had found no
sympathy anywhere except w�th Ludov�co Sforza; so �t appeared not
unl�kely that he would have to f�ght not the k�ngdom of Naples alone,
but the whole of Italy to boot. In h�s preparat�ons for war he had
spent almost all the money at h�s d�sposal; the Lady of Beaujeu and
the Duke of Bourbon both condemned h�s enterpr�se; Br�connet, who
had adv�sed �t, d�d not venture to support �t now; at last Charles,
more �rresolute than ever, had recalled several reg�ments that had
actually started, when Card�nal G�ul�ano della Rovere, dr�ven out of
Italy by the pope, arr�ved at Lyons, and presented h�mself before the
k�ng.

The card�nal, full of hatred, full of hope, hastened to Charles,
and found h�m on the po�nt of abandon�ng that enterpr�se on wh�ch,
as Alexander's enemy, della Rovere rested h�s whole expectat�on of
vengeance. He �nformed Charles of the quarrell�ng among h�s
enem�es; he showed h�m that each of them was seek�ng h�s own
ends—P�ero de� Med�c� the grat�f�cat�on of h�s pr�de, the pope the
aggrand�sement of h�s house. He po�nted out that armed fleets were



�n the ports of V�llefranche, Marse�lles, and Genoa, and that these
armaments would be lost; he rem�nded h�m that he had sent P�erre
d'Urfe, h�s grand equerry, on �n advance, to have splend�d
accommodat�on prepared �n the Sp�nola and Dor�a palaces. Lastly,
he urged that r�d�cule and d�sgrace would fall on h�m from every s�de
�f he renounced an enterpr�se so loudly vaunted beforehand, for
whose successful execut�on, moreover, he had been obl�ged to s�gn
three treat�es of peace that were all vexat�ous enough, v�z. w�th
Henry VII, w�th Max�m�l�an, and w�th Ferd�nand the Cathol�c. G�ul�ano
della Rovere had exerc�sed true �ns�ght �n prob�ng the van�ty of the
young k�ng, and Charles d�d not hes�tate for a s�ngle moment. He
ordered h�s cous�n, the Duke of Orleans (who later on became Lou�s
XII) to take command of the French fleet and br�ng �t to Genoa; he
despatched a cour�er to Anto�ne de Bessay, Baron de Tr�castel,
b�dd�ng h�m take to Ast� the 2000 Sw�ss foot-sold�ers he had lev�ed �n
the cantons; lastly, he started h�mself from V�enne, �n Dauph�ne, on
the 23rd of August, 1494, crossed the Alps by Mont Genevre,
w�thout encounter�ng a s�ngle body of troops to d�spute h�s passage,
descended �nto P�edmont and Monferrato, both just then governed
by women regents, the sovere�gns of both pr�nc�pal�t�es be�ng
ch�ldren, Charles John A�me and W�ll�am John, aged respect�vely s�x
and e�ght.

The two regents appeared before Charles VIII, one at Tur�n, one
at Casale, each at the head of a numerous and br�ll�ant court, and
both gl�tter�ng w�th jewels and prec�ous stones. Charles, although he
qu�te well knew that for all these fr�endly demonstrat�ons they were
both bound by treaty to h�s enemy, Alfonso of Naples, treated them
all the same w�th the greatest pol�teness, and when they made



protestat�ons of fr�endsh�p, asked them to let h�m have a proof of �t,
suggest�ng that they should lend h�m the d�amonds they were
covered w�th. The two regents could do no less than obey the
�nv�tat�on wh�ch was really a command. They took off necklaces,
r�ngs, and earr�ngs. Charles VIII gave them a rece�pt accurately
drawn up, and pledged the jewels for 20,000 ducats. Then, enr�ched
by th�s money, he resumed h�s journey and made h�s way towards
Ast�. The Duke of Orleans held the sovere�gnty of Ast�, as we sa�d
before, and h�ther came to meet Charles both Ludov�co Sforza and
h�s father-�n-law, Hercules d'Este, Duke of Ferrara. They brought
w�th them not only the prom�sed troops and money, but also a court
composed of the lovel�est women �n Italy.

The balls, fetes, and tourneys began w�th a magn�f�cence
surpass�ng anyth�ng that Italy had ever seen before. But suddenly
they were �nterrupted by the k�ng's �llness. Th�s was the f�rst example
�n Italy of the d�sease brought by Chr�stopher Columbus from the
New World, and was called by Ital�ans the French, by Frenchmen the
Ital�an d�sease. The probab�l�ty �s that some of Columbus's crew who
were at Genoa or thereabouts had already brought over th�s strange
and cruel compla�nt that counter balanced the ga�ns of the Amer�can
gold-m�nes.

The k�ng's �nd�spos�t�on, however, d�d not prove so grave as was
at f�rst supposed. He was cured by the end of a few weeks, and
proceeded on h�s way towards Pav�a, where the young Duke John
Galeazzo lay dy�ng. He and the K�ng of France were f�rst cous�ns,
sons of two s�sters of the house of Savoy. So Charles VIII was
obl�ged to see h�m, and went to v�s�t h�m �n the castle where he l�ved
more l�ke pr�soner than lord. He found h�m half recl�n�ng on a couch,



pale and emac�ated, some sa�d �n consequence of luxur�ous l�v�ng,
others from the effects of a slow but deadly po�son. But whether or
not the poor young man was des�rous of pour�ng out a compla�nt to
Charles, he d�d not dare say a word; for h�s uncle, Ludov�co Sforza,
never left the K�ng of France for an �nstant. But at the very moment
when Charles VIII was gett�ng up to go, the door opened, and a
young woman appeared and threw herself at the k�ng's feet; she was
the w�fe of the unlucky John Galeazzo, and came to entreat h�s
cous�n to do noth�ng aga�nst her father Alfonso, nor aga�nst her
brother Ferd�nand. At s�ght of her; Sforza scowled w�th an anx�ous
and threaten�ng aspect, for he knew not what �mpress�on m�ght be
produced on h�s ally by th�s scene. But he was soon reassured; for
Charles repl�ed that he had advanced too far to draw back now, and
that the glory of h�s name was at stake as well as the �nterests of h�s
k�ngdom, and that these two mot�ves were far too �mportant to be
sacr�f�ced to any sent�ment of p�ty he m�ght feel, however real and
deep �t m�ght be and was. The poor young woman, who had based
her last hope an th�s appeal, then rose from her knees and threw
herself sobb�ng �nto her husband's arms. Charles VIII and Ludav�co
Sforza, took the�r leave: John Galeazzo was doomed.

Two days after, Charles VIII left for Florence, accompan�ed by
h�s ally; but scarcely had they reached Parma when a messenger
caught them up, and announced to Ludov�co that h�s nephew was
just dead: Ludov�co at once begged Charles to excuse h�s leav�ng
h�m to f�n�sh the journey alone; the �nterests wh�ch called h�m back to
M�lan were so �mportant, he sa�d, that he could not under the
c�rcumstances stay away a s�ngle day longer. As a fact he had to
make sure of succeed�ng the man he had assass�nated.



But Charles VIII cont�nued h�s road not w�thout some
uneas�ness. The s�ght of the young pr�nce on h�s deathbed had
moved h�m deeply, for at the bottom of h�s heart he was conv�nced
that Ludov�co Sforza was h�s murderer; and a murderer m�ght very
well be a tra�tor. He was go�ng forward �nto an unfam�l�ar country,
w�th a declared enemy �n front of h�m and a doubtful fr�end beh�nd:
he was now at the entrance to the mounta�ns, and as h�s army had
no store of prov�s�ons and only l�ved from hand to mouth, a forced
delay, however short, would mean fam�ne. In front of h�m was
F�v�zzano, noth�ng, �t �s true, but a v�llage surrounded by walls, but
beyond F�v�zzano lay Sarzano and P�etra Santa, both of them
cons�dered �mpregnable fortresses; worse than th�s, they were
com�ng �nto a part of the country that was espec�ally unhealthy �n
October, had no natural product except o�l, and even procured �ts
own corn from ne�ghbour�ng prov�nces; �t was pla�n that a whole
army m�ght per�sh there �n a few days e�ther from scarc�ty of food or
from the unwholesome a�r, both of wh�ch were more d�sastrous than
the �mped�ments offered at every step by the nature of the ground.
The s�tuat�on was grave; but the pr�de of P�ero de� Med�c� came once
more to the rescue of the fortunes of Charles VIII.





CHAPTER V

PIERO DEI MEDICI had, as we may remember, undertaken to hold
the entrance to Tuscany aga�nst the French; when, however, he saw
h�s enemy com�ng dawn from the Alps, he felt less conf�dent about
h�s own strength, and demanded help from the pope; but scarcely
had the rumour of fore�gn �nvas�on began to spread �n the Romagna,
than the Colonna fam�ly declared themselves the French k�ng's men,
and collect�ng all the�r forces se�zed Ost�a, and there awa�ted the
com�ng of the French fleet to offer a passage through Rome. The
pope, therefore, �nstead of send�ng troops to Florence, was obl�ged
to recall all h�s sold�ers to be near the cap�tal; the only prom�se he
made to P�ero was that �f Bajazet should send h�m the troops that he
had been ask�ng for, he would despatch that army for h�m to make
use of. P�ero de� Med�c� had not yet taken any resolut�on or formed
any plan, when he suddenly heard two startl�ng p�eces of news. A
jealous ne�ghbour of h�s, the Marqu�s of Torder�ovo, had betrayed to
the French the weak s�de of F�v�zzano, so that they had taken �t by
storm, and had put �ts sold�ers and �nhab�tants to the edge of the
sword; on another s�de, G�lbert of Montpens�er, who had been
l�ght�ng up the sea-coast so as to keep open the commun�cat�ons
between the French army and the�r fleet, had met w�th a detachment
sent by Paolo Ors�n� to Sarzano, to re�nforce the garr�son there, and



after an hour's f�ght�ng had cut �t to p�eces. No quarter had been
granted to any of the pr�soners; every man the French could get hold
of they had massacred.

Th�s was the f�rst occas�on on wh�ch the Ital�ans, accustomed as
they were to the ch�valrous contests of the f�fteenth century, found
themselves �n contact w�th savage fore�gners who, less advanced �n
c�v�l�sat�on, had not yet come to cons�der war as a clever game, but
looked upon �t as s�mply a mortal confl�ct. So the news of these two
butcher�es produced a tremendous sensat�on at Florence, the r�chest
c�ty �n Italy, and the most prosperous �n commerce and �n art. Every
Florent�ne �mag�ned the French to be l�ke an army of those anc�ent
barbar�ans who were wont to ext�ngu�sh f�re w�th blood. The
prophec�es of Savonarola, who had pred�cted the fore�gn �nvas�on
and the destruct�on that should follow �t, were recalled to the m�nds
of all; and so much perturbat�on was ev�nced that P�ero de� Med�c�,
bent on gett�ng peace at any pr�ce, forced a decree upon the republ�c
whereby she was to send an embassy to the conqueror; and
obta�ned leave, resolved as he was to del�ver h�mself �n person �nto
the hands of the French monarch, to act as one of the ambassadors.
He accord�ngly qu�tted Florence, accompan�ed by four other
messengers, and on h�s arr�val at P�etra Santa, sent to ask from
Charles VIII a safe-conduct for h�mself alone. The day after he made
th�s request, Br�gonnet and de P�ennes came to fetch h�m, and led
h�m �nto the presence of Charles VIII.

P�ero de� Med�c�, �n sp�te of h�s name and �nfluence, was �n the
eyes of the French nob�l�ty, who cons�dered �t a d�shonourable th�ng
to concern oneself w�th art or �ndustry, noth�ng more than a r�ch
merchant, w�th whom �t would be absurd to stand upon any very



str�ct ceremony. So Charles VIII rece�ved h�m on horseback, and
address�ng h�m w�th a haughty a�r, as a master m�ght address a
servant, demanded whence came th�s pr�de of h�s that made h�m
d�spute h�s entrance �nto Tuscany. P�ero de� Med�c� repl�ed, that, w�th
the actual consent of Lou�s XI, h�s father Lorenzo had concluded a
treaty of all�ance w�th Ferd�nand of Naples; that accord�ngly he had
acted �n obed�ence to pr�or obl�gat�ons, but as he d�d not w�sh to
push too far h�s devot�on to the house of Aragon or h�s oppos�t�on to
France, he was ready to do whatever Charles VIII m�ght demand of
h�m. The k�ng, who had never looked for such hum�l�ty �n h�s enemy,
demanded that Sarzano should be g�ven up to h�m: to th�s P�ero de�
Med�c� at once consented. Then the conqueror, w�sh�ng to see how
far the ambassador of the magn�f�cent republ�c would extend h�s
pol�teness, repl�ed that th�s concess�on was far from sat�sfy�ng h�m,
and that he st�ll must have the keys of P�etra Santa, P�sa, L�brafatta,
and L�vorno. P�ero saw no more d�ff�culty about these than about
Sarzano, and consented on Charles's mere prom�se by word of
mouth to restore the town when he had ach�eved the conquest of
Naples. At last Charles VIII, see�ng that th�s man who had been sent
out to negot�ate w�th h�m was very easy to manage, exacted as a
f�nal cond�t�on, a 's�ne qua non', however, of h�s royal protect�on, that
the magn�f�cent republ�c should lend h�m the sum of 200,000 flor�ns.
P�ero found �t no harder to d�spose of money than of fortresses, and
repl�ed that h�s fellow-c�t�zens would be happy to render th�s serv�ce
to the�r new ally. Then Charles VIII set h�m on horseback, and
ordered h�m to go on �n front, so as to beg�n to carry out h�s prom�ses
by y�eld�ng up the four fortresses he had �ns�sted on hav�ng. P�ero
obeyed, and the French army, led by the grandson of Cos�mo the



Great and the son of Lorenzo the Magn�f�cent, cont�nued �ts
tr�umphal march through Tuscany.

On h�s arr�val at Lucca, P�ero de� Med�c� learnt that h�s
concess�ons to the K�ng of France were mak�ng a terr�ble commot�on
at Florence. The magn�f�cent republ�c had supposed that what
Charles VIII wanted was s�mply a passage through her terr�tory, so
when the news came there was a general feel�ng of d�scontent,
wh�ch was augmented by the return of the other ambassadors,
whom P�ero had not even consulted when he took act�on as he d�d.
P�ero cons�dered �t necessary that he should return, so he asked
Charles's perm�ss�on to precede h�m to the cap�tal. As he had
fulf�lled all h�s prom�ses, except the matter of the loan, wh�ch could
not be settled anywhere but at Florence, the k�ng saw no object�on,
and the very even�ng after he qu�tted the French army P�ero returned
�ncogn�to to h�s palace �n the V�a Largo.

The next day he proposed to present h�mself before the
S�gnor�a, but when he arr�ved at the P�azza del Palazzo Vecch�o, he
perce�ved the gonfalon�ere Jacopo de Nerl� com�ng towards h�m,
s�gnall�ng to h�m that �t was useless to attempt to go farther, and
po�nt�ng out to h�m the f�gure of Luca Cors�n� stand�ng at the gate,
sword �n hand: beh�nd h�m stood guards, ordered, �f need-were, to
d�spute h�s passage. P�ero de� Med�c�, amazed by an oppos�t�on that
he was exper�enc�ng for the f�rst t�me �n h�s l�fe, d�d not attempt
res�stance. He went home, and wrote to h�s brother-�n-law, Paolo
Ors�n�, to come and help h�m w�th h�s gendarmes. Unluck�ly for h�m,
h�s letter was �ntercepted. The S�gnor�a cons�dered that �t was an
attempt at rebell�on. They summoned the c�t�zens to the�r a�d; they
armed hast�ly, sall�ed forth �n crowds, and thronged about the p�azza



of the palace. Meanwh�le Card�nal G�an de� Med�c� had mounted on
horseback, and under the �mpress�on that the Ors�n� were com�ng to
the rescue, was r�d�ng about the streets of Florence, accompan�ed
by h�s servants and utter�ng h�s battle cry, "Palle, Palle." But t�mes
had changed: there was no echo to the cry, and when the card�nal
reached the V�a de� Cal�za�ol�, a threaten�ng murmur was the only
response, and he understood that �nstead of try�ng to arouse
Florence he had much better get away before the exc�tement ran too
h�gh. He promptly ret�red to h�s own palace, expect�ng to f�nd there
h�s two brothers, P�ero and G�ul�ano. But they, under the protect�on
of Ors�n� and h�s gendarmes, had made the�r escape by the Porto
San Gallo. The per�l was �mm�nent, and G�an de� Med�c� w�shed to
follow the�r example; but wherever he went he was met by a clamour
that grew more and more threaten�ng. At last, as he saw that the
danger was constantly �ncreas�ng, he d�smounted from h�s horse and
ran �nto a house that he found stand�ng open. Th�s house by a lucky
chance commun�cated w�th a convent of Franc�scans; one of the
fr�ars lent the fug�t�ve h�s dress, and the card�nal, under the
protect�on of th�s humble �ncogn�to, contr�ved at last to get outs�de
Florence, and jo�ned h�s two brothers �n the Apenn�nes.

The same day the Med�c� were declared tra�tors and rebels, and
ambassadors were sent to the K�ng of France. They found h�m at
P�sa, where he was grant�ng �ndependence to the town wh�ch e�ghty-
seven years ago had fallen under the rule of the Florent�nes. Charles
VIII made no reply to the envoys, but merely announced that he was
go�ng to march on Florence.

Such a reply, one may eas�ly understand, terr�f�ed the republ�c.
Florence had no t�me to prepare a defence, and no strength �n her



present state to make one. But all the powerful houses assembled
and armed the�r own servants and reta�ners, and awa�ted the �ssue,
�ntend�ng not to beg�n host�l�t�es, but to defend themselves should
the French make an attack. It was agreed that �f any necess�ty
should ar�se for tak�ng up arms, the bells of the var�ous churches �n
the town should r�ng a peal and so serve as a general s�gnal. Such a
resolut�on was perhaps of more s�gn�f�cant moment �n Florence than
�t could have been �n any other town. For the palaces that st�ll rema�n
from that per�od are v�rtually fortresses and the eternal f�ghts
between Guelphs and Gh�bell�nes had fam�l�ar�sed the Tuscan
people w�th street warfare.

The k�ng appeared, an the 17th of November, �n the even�ng, at
the gate of San Fr�ano. He found there the nobles of Florence clad �n
the�r most magn�f�cent apparel, accompan�ed by pr�ests chant�ng
hymns, and by a mob who were full of joy at any prospect of change,
and hoped for a return of l�berty after the fall of the Med�c�. Charles
VIII stopped for a moment under a sort of g�lded canopy that had
been prepared for h�m, and repl�ed �n a few evas�ve words to the
welcom�ng speeches wh�ch were addressed to h�m by the S�gnor�a;
then he asked for h�s lance, he set �t �n rest, and gave the order to
enter the town, the whole of wh�ch he paraded w�th h�s army
follow�ng h�m w�th arms erect, and then went down to the palace of
the Med�c�, wh�ch had been prepared for h�m.

The next day negot�at�ons commenced; but everyone was out of
h�s reckon�ng. The Florent�nes had rece�ved Charles VIII as a guest,
but he had entered the c�ty as a conqueror. So when the deput�es of
the S�gnor�a spoke of rat�fy�ng the treaty of P�ero de� Med�c�, the k�ng
repl�ed that such a treaty no longer ex�sted, as they had ban�shed



the man who made �t; that he had conquered Florence, as he proved
the n�ght before, when he entered lance �n hand; that he should
reta�n the sovere�gnty, and would make any further dec�s�on
whenever �t pleased h�m to do so; further, he would let them know
later on whether he would re�nstate the Med�c� or whether he would
delegate h�s author�ty to the S�gnor�a: all they had to do was to come
back the next day, and he would g�ve them h�s ult�matum �n wr�t�ng.

Th�s reply threw Florence �nto a great state of consternat�on; but
the Florent�nes were conf�rmed �n the�r resolut�on of mak�ng a stand.
Charles, for h�s part, had been aston�shed by the great number of
the �nhab�tants; not only was every street he had passed through
th�ckly l�ned w�th people, but every house from garret to basement
seemed overflow�ng w�th human be�ngs. Florence �ndeed, thanks to
her rap�d �ncrease �n populat�on, could muster nearly 150,000 souls.

The next day, at the appo�nted hour, the deput�es made the�r
appearance to meet the k�ng. They were aga�n �ntroduced �nto h�s
presence, and the d�scuss�on was reopened. At last, as they were
com�ng to no sort of understand�ng, the royal secretary, stand�ng at
the foot of the throne upon wh�ch Charles v��� sat w�th covered head,
unfolded a paper and began to read, art�cle by art�cle, the cond�t�ons
�mposed by the K�ng of France. But scarcely had he read a th�rd of
the document when the d�scuss�on began more hotly than ever
before. Then Charles VIII sa�d that thus �t should be, or he would
order h�s trumpets to be sounded. Hereupon P�ero Cappon�,
secretary to the republ�c, commonly called the Sc�p�o of Florence,
snatched from the royal secretary's hand the shameful proposal of
cap�tulat�on, and tear�ng �t to p�eces, excla�med:—

"Very good, s�re; blow your trumpets, and we w�ll r�ng our bells."



He threw the p�eces �n the face of the amazed reader, and
dashed out of the room to g�ve the terr�ble order that would convert
the street of Florence �nto a battlef�eld.

St�ll, aga�nst all probab�l�t�es, th�s bold answer saved the town.
The French supposed, from such audac�ous words, addressed as
they were to men who so far had encountered no s�ngle obstacle,
that the Florent�nes were possessed of sure resources, to them
unknown: the few prudent men who reta�ned any �nfluence over the
k�ng adv�sed h�m accord�ngly to abate h�s pretens�ons; the result was
that Charles VIII offered new and more reasonable cond�t�ons, wh�ch
were accepted, s�gned by both part�es, and procla�med on the 26th
of November dur�ng mass �n the cathedral of Santa Mar�a Del F�ore.

These were the cond�t�ons:
The S�gnor�a were to pay to Charles VIII, as subs�dy, the sum of

120,000 flor�ns, �n three �nstalments;
The S�gnor�a were to remove the sequestrat�on �mposed upon

the property of the Med�c�, and to recall the decree that set a pr�ce on
the�r heads;

The S�gnor�a were to engage to pardon the P�sans, on cond�t�on
of the�r aga�n subm�tt�ng to the rule of Florence;

Lastly, the S�gnor�a were to recogn�se the cla�ms of the Duke of
M�lan over Sarzano and P�etra Santa, and these cla�ms thus
recogn�sed, were to be settled by arb�trat�on.

In exchange for th�s, the K�ng of France pledged h�mself to
restore the fortresses that had been g�ven up to h�m, e�ther after he
had made h�mself master of the town of Naples, or when th�s war
should be ended by a peace or a two years' truce, or else when, for
any reason whatsoever, he should have qu�tted Italy.



Two days after th�s proclamat�on, Charles VIII, much to the joy
of the S�gnor�a, left Florence, and advanced towards Rome by the
route of Pogg�bond� and S�ena.

The pope began to be affected by the general terror: he had
heard of the massacres of F�v�zzano, of Lun�g�ane, and of Imola; he
knew that P�ero de� Med�c� had handed over the Tuscan fortresses,
that Florence had succumbed, and that Cather�ne Sforza had made
terms w�th the conqueror; he saw the broken remnants of the
Neapol�tan troops pass d�sheartened through Rome, to rally the�r
strength �n the Abruzz�, and thus he found h�mself exposed to an
enemy who was advanc�ng upon h�m w�th the whole of the Romagna
under h�s control from one sea to the other, �n a l�ne of march
extend�ng from P�omb�na to Ancona.

It was at th�s juncture that Alexander VI rece�ved h�s answer
from Bajazet II: the reason of so long a delay was that the pope's
envoy and the Neapol�tan ambassador had been stopped by G�an
della Rovere, the Card�nal G�ul�ano's brother, just as they were
d�sembark�ng at S�n�gagl�a. They were charged w�th a verbal answer,
wh�ch was that the sultan at th�s moment was bus�ed w�th a tr�ple
war, f�rst w�th the Sultan of Egypt, secondly w�th the K�ng of Hungary,
and th�rdly w�th the Greeks of Macedon�a and Ep�rus; and therefore
he could not, w�th all the w�ll �n the world, help H�s Hol�ness w�th
armed men. But the envoys were accompan�ed by a favour�te of the
sultan's bear�ng a pr�vate letter to Alexander VI, �n wh�ch Bajazet
offered on certa�n cond�t�ons to help h�m w�th money. Although, as
we see, the messengers had been stopped on the way, the Turk�sh
envoy had all the same found a means of gett�ng h�s despatch sent
to the pope: we g�ve �t here �n all �ts na�vete.



"Bajazet the Sultan, son of the Sultan Mahomet II, by the grace
of God Emperor of As�a and Europe, to the Father and Lord of all the
Chr�st�ans, Alexander VI, Roman pont�ff and pope by the w�ll of
heavenly Prov�dence, f�rst, greet�ngs that we owe h�m and bestow
w�th all our heart. We make known to your H�ghness, by the envoy of
your M�ght�ness, G�org�o Bucc�arda, that we have been appr�sed of
your convalescence, and rece�ved the news thereof w�th great joy
and comfort. Among other matters, the sa�d Bucc�arda has brought
us word that the K�ng of France, now march�ng aga�nst your
H�ghness, has shown a des�re to take under h�s protect�on our
brother D'jem, who �s now under yours—a th�ng wh�ch �s not only
aga�nst our w�ll, but wh�ch would also be the cause of great �njury to
your H�ghness and to all Chr�stendom. In turn�ng the matter over w�th
your envoy G�org�o we have dev�sed a scheme most conduc�ve to
peace and most advantageous and honourable for your H�ghness; at
the same t�me sat�sfactory to ourselves personally; �t would be well �f
our aforesa�d brother D'jem, who be�ng a man �s l�able to death, and
who �s now �n the hands of your H�ghness, should qu�t th�s world as
soon as poss�ble, see�ng that h�s departure, a real good to h�m �n h�s
pos�t�on, would be of great use to your H�ghness, and very conduc�ve
to your peace, wh�le at the same t�me �t would be very agreeable to
us, your fr�end. If th�s propos�t�on �s favourably rece�ved, as we hope,
by your H�ghness, �n your des�re to be fr�endly towards us, �t would
be adv�sable both �n the �nterests of your H�ghness and for our own
sat�sfact�on that �t should occur rather sooner than later, and by the
surest means you m�ght be pleased to employ; so that our sa�d
brother D'jem m�ght pass from the pa�ns of th�s world �nto a better
and more peaceful l�fe, where at last he may f�nd repose. If your



H�ghness should adapt th�s plan and send us the body of our brother,
We, the above-named Sultan Bajazet, pledge ourselves to send to
your H�ghness, wheresoever and by whatsoever hands you please,
the sum of 300,000 ducats, W�th wh�ch sum you could purchase
some fa�r doma�n for your ch�ldren. In order to fac�l�tate th�s
purchase, we would be w�ll�ng, wh�le awa�t�ng the �ssue, to place the
300,000 ducats �n the hands of a th�rd party, so that your H�ghness
m�ght be qu�te certa�n of rece�v�ng the money on an appo�nted day, �n
return for the despatch of our brother's body. Moreover, we prom�se
your H�ghness herew�th, for your greater sat�sfact�on, that never, so
long as you shall rema�n on the pont�f�cal throne, shall there be any
hurt done to the Chr�st�ans, ne�ther by us, nor by our servants, nor by
any of our compatr�ots, of whatsoever k�nd or cond�t�on they may be,
ne�ther on sea nor on land. And for the st�ll further sat�sfact�on of
your H�ghness, and �n order that no doubt whatever may rema�n
concern�ng the fulf�lment of our prom�ses, we have sworn and
aff�rmed �n the presence of Bucc�arda, your envoy, by the true God
whom we adore and by our holy Gospels, that they shall be fa�thfully
kept from the f�rst po�nt unto the last. And now for the f�nal and
complete assurance of your H�ghness, �n order that no doubt may
st�ll rema�n �n your heart, and that you may be once aga�n and
profoundly conv�nced of our good fa�th, we the aforesa�d Sultan
Bajazet do swear by the true God, who has created the heavens and
the earth and all that there�n �s, that we w�ll rel�g�ously observe all
that has been above sa�d and declared, and �n the future w�ll do
noth�ng and undertake noth�ng that may be contrary to the �nterests
of your H�ghness.



"G�ven at Constant�nople, �n our palace, on the 12th of
September A.D. 1494."

Th�s letter was the cause of great joy to the Holy Father: the a�d
of four or f�ve thousand Turks would be �nsuff�c�ent under the present
c�rcumstances, and would only serve to comprom�se the head of
Chr�stendom, wh�le the sum of 300,000 ducats—that �s, nearly a
m�ll�on francs—was good to get �n any sort of c�rcumstances. It �s
true that, so long as D'jem l�ved, Alexander was draw�ng an �ncome
of 180,000 l�vres, wh�ch as a l�fe annu�ty represented a cap�tal of
nearly two m�ll�ons; but when one needs ready money, one ought to
be able to make a sacr�f�ce �n the way of d�scount. All the same,
Alexander formed no def�n�te plan, resolved on act�ng as
c�rcumstances should �nd�cate.

But �t was a more press�ng bus�ness to dec�de how he should
behave to the K�ng of France: he had never ant�c�pated the success
of the French �n Italy, and we have seen that he la�d all the
foundat�ons of h�s fam�ly's future grandeur upon h�s all�ance w�th the
house of Aragon. But here was th�s house tatter�ng, and a volcano
more terr�ble than her own Vesuv�us was threaten�ng to swallow up
Naples. He must therefore change h�s pol�cy, and attach h�mself to
the v�ctor,—no easy matter, for Charles VIII was b�tterly annoyed w�th
the pope for hav�ng refused h�m the �nvest�ture and g�ven �t to
Aragon.

In consequence, he sent Card�nal Francesco P�ccolom�n� as an
envoy to the k�ng. Th�s cho�ce looked l�ke a m�stake at f�rst, see�ng
that the ambassador was a nephew of P�us II, who had v�gorously
opposed the house of Anjou; but Alexander �n act�ng thus had a
second des�gn, wh�ch could not be d�scerned by those around h�m.



In fact, he had d�v�ned that Charles would not be qu�ck to rece�ve h�s
envoy, and that, �n the parley�ngs to wh�ch h�s unw�ll�ngness must
g�ve r�se, P�ccolom�n� would necessar�ly be brought �nto contact w�th
the young k�ng's adv�sers. Now, bes�des h�s ostens�ble m�ss�on to the
k�ng, P�ccalam�n� had also secret �nstruct�ons for the more �nfluent�al
among h�s counsellors. These were Br�connet and Ph�l�ppe de
Luxembourg; and P�ccolom�n� was author�sed to prom�se a card�nal's
hat to each of them. The result was just what Alexander had
foreseen: h�s envoy could not ga�n adm�ss�on to Charles, and was
obl�ged to confer w�th the people about h�m. Th�s was what the pope
w�shed. P�ccolom�n� returned to Rome w�th the k�ng's refusal, but
w�th a prom�se from Br�connet and Ph�l�ppe de Luxembourg that they
would use all the�r �nfluence w�th Charles �n favour of the Holy
Father, and prepare h�m to rece�ve a fresh embassy.

But the French all th�s t�me were advanc�ng, and never stopped
more than forty-e�ght hours �n any town, so that �t became more and
more urgent to get someth�ng settled w�th Charles. The k�ng had
entered S�ena and V�terbo w�thout str�k�ng a blow; Yves d' Alegre
and Lou�s de L�gny had taken over Ost�a from the hands of the
Colonnas; C�v�ta Vecch�a and Corneto had opened the�r gates; the
Ors�n� had subm�tted; even G�an Sforza, the pope's son-�n-law, had
ret�red from the all�ance w�th Aragon. Alexander accord�ngly judged
that the moment had came to abandon h�s ally, and sent to Charles
the B�shops of Concord�a and Tern�, and h�s confessor, Mans�gnore
Graz�ano. They were charged to renew to Br�connet and Ph�l�ppe de
Luxembourg the prom�se of the card�nalsh�p, and had full powers of
negot�at�on �n the name of the�r master, both �n case Charles should
w�sh to �nclude Alfonso II �n the treaty, and �n case he should refuse



to s�gn an agreement w�th any other but the pope alone. They found
the m�nd of Charles �nfluenced now by the �ns�nuat�on of G�ul�ano
della Rovere, who, h�mself a w�tness of the pope's s�mony, pressed
the k�ng to summon a counc�l and depose the head of the Church,
and now by the secret support g�ven h�m by the B�shops of Mans
and St. Malo. The end of �t was that the k�ng dec�ded to form h�s own
op�n�on about the matter and settle noth�ng beforehand, and
cont�nued th�s route, send�ng the ambassadors back to the pope,
w�th the add�t�on of the Marechal de G�e, the Seneschal de
Beauca�re, and Jean de Gannay, f�rst pres�dent of the Par�s
Parl�ament. They were ordered to say to the pope—

1. That the k�ng w�shed above all th�ngs to be adm�tted �nto Rome
w�thout res�stance; that, on cond�t�on of a voluntary, frank, and
loyal adm�ss�on, he would respect the author�ty of the Holy
Father and the pr�v�leges of the Church;

2. That the k�ng des�red that D'jem should be g�ven up to h�m, �n
order that he m�ght make use of h�m aga�nst the sultan when he
should carry the war �nto Macedon�a or Turkey or the Holy Land;

3. That the rema�n�ng cond�t�ons were so un�mportant that they
could be brought forward at the f�rst conference.

The ambassadors added that the French army was now only two
days d�stant from Rome, and that �n the even�ng of the day after next
Charles would probably arr�ve �n person to demand an answer from
H�s Hol�ness.

It was useless to th�nk of parley�ng w�th a pr�nce who acted �n
such exped�t�ous fash�on as th�s. Alexander accord�ngly warned



Ferd�nand to qu�t Rome as soon as poss�ble, �n the �nterests of h�s
own personal safety. But Ferd�nand refused to l�sten to a word, and
declared that he would not go out at one gate wh�le Charles VIII
came �n at another. H�s sojourn was not long. Two days later, about
eleven o'clock �n the morn�ng, a sent�nel placed on a watch-tower at
the top of the Castle S. Angelo, wh�ther the pope had ret�red, cr�ed
out that the vanguard of the enemy was v�s�ble on the hor�zon. At
once Alexander and the Duke of Calabr�a went up on the terrace
wh�ch tops the fortress, and assured themselves w�th the�r own eyes
that what the sold�er sa�d was true. Then, and not t�ll then, d�d the
duke of Calabr�a mount on horseback, and, to use h�s own words,
went out at the gate of San Sebast�ana, at the same moment that the
French vanguard halted f�ve hundred feet from the Gate of the
People. Th�s was on the 31st of December 1494.

At three �n the afternoon the whole army had arr�ved, and the
vanguard began the�r march, drums beat�ng, ens�gns unfurled. It was
composed, says Paolo G�ove, an eye-w�tness (book ��, p. 41 of h�s
H�story), of Sw�ss and German sold�ers, w�th short t�ght coats of
var�ous colours: they were armed w�th short swords, w�th steel edges
l�ke those of the anc�ent Romans, and carr�ed ashen lances ten feet
long, w�th stra�ght and sharp �ron sp�kes: only one-fourth of the�r
number bore halberts �nstead of lances, the sp�kes cut �nto the form
of an axe and surmounted by a four-cornered sp�ke, to be used both
for cutt�ng l�ke an axe and p�erc�ng l�ke a bayonet: the f�rst row of
each battal�on wore helmets and cu�rasses wh�ch protected the head
and chest, and when the men were drawn up for battle they
presented to the enemy a tr�ple array of �ron sp�kes, wh�ch they could
ra�se or lower l�ke the sp�nes of a porcup�ne. To each thousand of the



sold�ery were attached a hundred fus�l�ers: the�r off�cers, to
d�st�ngu�sh them from the men, wore lofty plumes on the�r helmets.

After the Sw�ss �nfantry came the archers of Gascony: there
were f�ve thousand of them, wear�ng a very s�mple dress, that
contrasted w�th the r�ch costume of the Sw�ss sold�ers, the shortest
of whom would have been a head h�gher than the tallest of the
Gascons. But they were excellent sold�ers, full of courage, very l�ght,
and w�th a spec�al reputat�on for qu�ckness �n str�ng�ng and draw�ng
the�r �ron bows.

Beh�nd them rode the cavalry, the flower of the French nob�l�ty,
w�th the�r g�lded helmets and neck bands, the�r velvet and s�lk
surcoats, the�r swords each of wh�ch had �ts own name, the�r sh�elds
each tell�ng of terr�tor�al estates, and the�r colours each tell�ng of a
lady-love. Bes�des defens�ve arms, each man bore a lance �n h�s
hand, l�ke an Ital�an gendarme, w�th a sol�d grooved end, and on h�s
saddle bow a quant�ty of weapons, some for cutt�ng and some for
thrust�ng. The�r horses were large and strong, but they had the�r ta�ls
and ears cropped accord�ng to the French custom. These horses,
unl�ke those of the Ital�an gendarmes, wore no capar�sons of dressed
leather, wh�ch made them more exposed to attack. Every kn�ght was
followed by three horses—the f�rst r�dden by a page �n armour l�ke
h�s own, the two others by equerr�es who were called lateral
aux�l�ar�es, because �n a fray they fought to r�ght and left of the�r
ch�ef. Th�s troop was not only the most magn�f�cent, but the most
cons�derable �n the whole army; for as there were 2500 kn�ghts, they
formed each w�th the�r three followers a total of 10,000 men. F�ve
thousand l�ght horse rode next, who carr�ed huge wooden bows, and
shot long arrows from a d�stance l�ke Engl�sh archers. They were a



great help �n battle, for mov�ng rap�dly wherever a�d was requ�red,
they could fly �n a moment from one w�ng to another, from the rear to
the van, then when the�r qu�vers were empty could go off at so sw�ft
a gallop that ne�ther �nfantry or heavy cavalry could pursue them.
The�r defens�ve armour cons�sted of a helmet and half-cu�rass; some
of them carr�ed a short lance as well, w�th wh�ch to p�n the�r str�cken
foe to the ground; they all wore long cloaks adorned w�th shoulder-
knots, and plates of s�lver whereon the arms of the�r ch�ef were
emblazoned.

At last came the young k�ng's escort; there were four hundred
archers, among whom a hundred Scots formed a l�ne on each s�de,
wh�le two hundred of the most �llustr�ous kn�ghts marched on foot
bes�de the pr�nce, carry�ng heavy arms on the�r shoulders. In the
m�dst of th�s magn�f�cent escort advanced Charles VIII, both he and
h�s horse covered w�th splend�d armour; an h�s r�ght and left
marched Card�nal Ascan�o Sforza, the Duke of M�lan's brother, and
Card�nal G�ul�ano della Rovere, of whom we have spoken so often,
who was afterwards Pope Jul�us II. The Card�nals Colonna and
Savell� followed �mmed�ately after, and beh�nd them came Prospero
and Fabr�z�a Colonna, and all the Ital�an pr�nces and generals who
had thrown �n the�r lot w�th the conqueror, and were march�ng
�nterm�ngled w�th the great French lords.

For a long t�me the crowd that had collected to see all these
fore�gn sold�ers go by, a s�ght so new and strange, l�stened uneas�ly
to a dull sound wh�ch got nearer and nearer. The earth v�s�bly
trembled, the glass shook �n the w�ndows, and beh�nd the k�ng's
escort th�rty-s�x bronze cannons were seen to advance, bump�ng
along as they lay on the�r gun-carr�ages. These cannons were e�ght



feet �n length; and as the�r mouths were large enough to hold a
man's head, �t was supposed that each of these terr�ble mach�nes,
scarcely known as yet to the Ital�ans, we�ghed nearly s�x thousand
pounds. After the cannons came culver�ns s�xteen feet long, and
then falconets, the smallest of wh�ch shot balls the s�ze of a grenade.
Th�s form�dable art�llery brought up the rear of the process�on, and
formed the h�ndmost guard of the French army.

It was s�x hours s�nce the front guard entered the town; and as �t
was now n�ght and for every s�x art�llery-men there was a torch-
bearer, th�s �llum�nat�on gave to the objects around a more gloomy
character than they would have shown �n the sunl�ght. The young
k�ng was to take up h�s quarters �n the Palazzo d� Venez�a, and all
the art�llery was d�rected towards the plaza and the ne�ghbour�ng
streets. The rema�nder of the army was d�spersed about the town.
The same even�ng, they brought to the k�ng, less to do honour to h�m
than to assure h�m of h�s safety, the keys of Rome and the keys of
the Belvedere Garden. Just the same th�ng had been done for the
Duke of Calabr�a.

The pope, as we sa�d, had ret�red to the Castle S. Angelo w�th
only s�x card�nals, so from the day after h�s arr�val the young k�ng
had around h�m a court of very d�fferent br�ll�ance from that of the
head of the Church. Then arose anew the quest�on of a convocat�on
to prove Alexander's s�mony and proceed to depose h�m; but the
k�ng's ch�ef counsellors, ga�ned over, as we know, po�nted out that
th�s was a bad moment to exc�te a new sch�sm �n the Church, just
when preparat�ons were be�ng made for war aga�nst the �nf�dels. As
th�s was also the k�ng's pr�vate op�n�on, there was not much trouble



�n persuad�ng h�m, and he made up h�s m�nd to treat w�th H�s
Hol�ness.

But the negot�at�ons had scarcely begun when they had to be
broken off; for the f�rst th�ng Charles VIII demanded was the
surrender of the Castle S. Angelo, and as the pope saw �n th�s castle
h�s only refuge, �t was the last th�ng he chose to g�ve up. Tw�ce, �n h�s
youthful �mpat�ence, Charles wanted to take by force what he could
not get by goodw�ll, and had h�s cannons d�rected towards the Holy
Father's dwell�ng-place; but the pope was unmoved by these
demonstrat�ons; and obst�nate as he was, th�s t�me �t was the French
k�ng who gave way.

Th�s art�cle, therefore, was set as�de, and the follow�ng
cond�t�ons were agreed upon:

That there should be from th�s day forward between H�s Majesty
the K�ng of France and the Holy Father a s�ncere fr�endsh�p and a
f�rm all�ance;

Before the complet�on of the conquest of the k�ngdom of Naples,
the K�ng of France should occupy, for the advantage and
accommodat�on of h�s army, the fortresses of C�v�ta Vecch�a,
Terrac�na, and Spoleto;

Lastly, the Card�nal Valent�no (th�s was now the name of Caesar
Borg�a, after h�s archb�shopr�c of Valenc�a) should accompany the
k�ng �n the capac�ty of apostol�c ambassador, really as a hostage.

These cond�t�ons f�xed, the ceremon�al of an �nterv�ew was
arranged. The k�ng left the Palazzo d� Venez�a and went to l�ve �n the
Vat�can. At the appo�nted t�me he entered by the door of a garden
that adjo�ned the palace, wh�le the pope, who had not had to qu�t the
Castle S. Angelo, thanks to a corr�dor commun�cat�ng between the



two palaces, came down �nto the same garden by another gate. The
result of th�s arrangement was that the k�ng the next moment
perce�ved the pope, and knelt down, but the pope pretended not to
see h�m, and the k�ng advanc�ng a few paces, knelt a second t�me;
as H�s Hol�ness was at that moment screened by some masonry, th�s
suppl�ed h�m w�th another excuse, and the k�ng went on w�th the
performance, got up aga�n, once more advanced several steps, and
was on the po�nt of kneel�ng down the th�rd t�me face to face, when
the Holy Father at last perce�ved h�m, and, walk�ng towards h�m as
though he would prevent h�m from kneel�ng, took off h�s own hat, and
press�ng h�m to h�s heart, ra�sed h�m up and tenderly k�ssed h�s
forehead, refus�ng to cover unt�l the k�ng had put h�s cap upon h�s
head, w�th the a�d of the pope's own hands. Then, after they had
stood for a moment, exchang�ng pol�te and fr�endly speeches, the
k�ng lost no t�me �n pray�ng H�s Hol�ness to be so good as to rece�ve
�nto the Sacred College W�ll�am Br�cannet, the B�shop of St. Malo. As
th�s matter had been agreed upon beforehand by that prelate and
H�s Hol�ness, though the k�ng was not aware of �t, Alexander was
pleased to get cred�t by promptly grant�ng the request; and he
�nstantly ordered one of h�s attendants to go to the house of h�s son,
Card�nal Valent�no, and fetch a cape and hat. Then tak�ng the k�ng
by the hand, he conducted h�m �nto the hall of Papagall�, where the
ceremony was to take place of the adm�ss�on of the new card�nal.
The solemn oath of obed�ence wh�ch was to be taken by Charles to
H�s Hol�ness as supreme head of the Chr�st�an Church was
postponed t�ll the follow�ng day.

When that solemn day arr�ved, every person �mportant �n Rome,
noble, cler�c, or sold�er, assembled around H�s Hol�ness. Charles, on



h�s s�de, made h�s approach to the Vat�can w�th a splend�d follow�ng
of pr�nces, prelates, and capta�ns. At the threshold of the palace he
found four card�nals who had arr�ved before h�m: two of them placed
themselves one on each s�de of h�m, the two others beh�nd h�m, and
all h�s ret�nue follow�ng, they traversed a long l�ne of apartments full
of guards and servants, and at last arr�ved �n the recept�on-room,
where the pope was seated on h�s throne, w�th h�s son, Caesar
Borg�a; beh�nd h�m. On h�s arr�val at the door, the K�ng of France
began the usual ceremon�al, and when he had gone on from
genuflex�ons to k�ss�ng the feet, the hand, and the forehead, he
stood up, wh�le the f�rst pres�dent of the Parl�ament of Par�s, �n h�s
turn stepp�ng forward, sa�d �n a loud vo�ce:

"Very Holy Father, behold my k�ng ready to offer to your
Hol�ness that oath of obed�ence that he owes to you; but �n France �t
�s customary that he who offers h�mself as vassal to h�s lord shall
rece�ve �n exchange therefor such boons as he may demand. H�s
Majesty, therefore, wh�le he pledges h�mself for h�s own part to
behave unto your Hol�ness w�th a mun�f�cence even greater than that
wherew�th your Hol�ness shall behave unto h�m, �s here to beg
urgently that you accord h�m three favours. These favours are: f�rst,
the conf�rmat�on of pr�v�leges already granted to the k�ng, to the
queen h�s w�fe, and to the dauph�n h�s son; secondly, the �nvest�ture,
for h�mself and h�s successors, of the k�ngdom of Naples; lastly, the
surrender to h�m of the person of the sultan D'jem, brother of the
Turk�sh emperor."

At th�s address the pope was for a moment stupef�ed, for he d�d
not expect these three demands, wh�ch were moreover made so
publ�cly by Charles that no manner of refusal was poss�ble. But



qu�ckly recover�ng h�s presence of m�nd, he repl�ed to the k�ng that
he would w�ll�ngly conf�rm the pr�v�leges that had been accorded to
the house of France by h�s predecessors; that he m�ght therefore
cons�der h�s f�rst demand granted; that the �nvest�ture of the k�ngdom
was an affa�r that requ�red del�berat�on �n a counc�l of card�nals, but
he would do all he poss�bly could to �nduce them to accede to the
k�ng's des�re; lastly, he must defer the affa�r of the sultan's brother t�ll
a t�me more opportune for d�scuss�ng �t w�th the Sacred College, but
would venture to say that, as th�s surrender could not fa�l to be for
the good of Chr�stendom, as �t was demanded for the purpose of
assur�ng further the success of a crusade, �t would not be h�s fault �f
on th�s po�nt also the k�ng should not be sat�sf�ed.

At th�s reply, Charles bowed h�s head �n s�gn of sat�sfact�on, and
the f�rst pres�dent stood up, uncovered, and resumed h�s d�scourse
as follows.

"Very Holy Father, �t �s an anc�ent custom among Chr�st�an
k�ngs, espec�ally the Most Chr�st�an k�ngs of France, to s�gn�fy,
through the�r ambassadors, the respect they feel for the Holy See
and the sovere�gn pont�ffs whom D�v�ne Prov�dence places thereon;
but the Most Chr�st�an k�ng, hav�ng felt a des�re to v�s�t the tombs of
the holy apostles, has been pleased to pay th�s rel�g�ous debt, wh�ch
he regards as a sacred duty, not by ambassadors or by delegates,
but �n h�s own person. Th�s �s why, Very Holy Father, H�s Majesty the
K�ng of France �s here to acknowledge you as the true v�car of
Chr�st, the leg�t�mate successor of the apostles St. Peter and St.
Paul, and w�th prom�se and vow renders you that f�l�al and respectful
devot�on wh�ch the k�ngs h�s predecessors have been accustomed to



prom�se and vow, devot�ng h�mself and all h�s strength to the serv�ce
of your Hol�ness and the �nterests of the Holy See."

The pope arose w�th a joyful heart; for th�s oath, so publ�cly
made, removed all h�s fears about a counc�l; so �ncl�ned from th�s
moment to y�eld to the K�ng of France anyth�ng he m�ght choose to
ask, he took h�m by h�s left hand and made h�m a short and fr�endly
reply, dubb�ng h�m the Church's eldest son. The ceremony over, they
left the hall, the pope always hold�ng the k�ng's hand �n h�s, and �n
th�s way they walked as far as the room where the sacred vestments
are put off; the pope fe�gned a w�sh to conduct the k�ng to h�s own
apartments, but the k�ng would not suffer th�s, and, embrac�ng once
more, they separated, each to ret�re to h�s own dom�c�le.

The k�ng rema�ned e�ght days longer at the Vat�can, then
returned to the Palazzo San Marco. Dur�ng these e�ght days all h�s
demands were debated and settled to h�s sat�sfact�on. The B�shop of
Mans was made card�nal; the �nvest�ture of the k�ngdom of Naples
was prom�sed to the conqueror; lastly, �t was agreed that on h�s
departure the K�ng of France should rece�ve from the pope's hand
the brother of the Emperor of Constant�nople, for a sum of 120,000
l�vres. But—the pope, des�r�ng to extend to the utmost the hosp�tal�ty
he had been bestow�ng, �nv�ted D'jem to d�nner on the very day that
he was to leave Rome w�th h�s new protector.

When the moment of departure arr�ved, Charles mounted h�s
horse �n full armour, and w�th a numerous and br�ll�ant follow�ng
made h�s way to the Vat�can; arr�ved at the door, he d�smounted, and
leav�ng h�s escort at the P�azza of St. Peter, went up w�th a few
gentlemen only. He found H�s Hol�ness wa�t�ng for h�m, w�th Card�nal
Valent�no on h�s r�ght, and on h�s left D'jem, who, as we sa�d before,



was d�n�ng w�th h�m, and round the table th�rteen card�nals. The k�ng
at once, bend�ng on h�s knee, demanded the pope's bened�ct�on,
and stooped to k�ss h�s feet. But th�s Alexander would not suffer; he
took h�m �n h�s arms, and w�th the l�ps of a father and heart of an
enemy, k�ssed h�m tenderly on h�s forehead. Then the pope
�ntroduced the son of Mahomet II, who was a f�ne young man, w�th
someth�ng noble and regal �n h�s a�r, present�ng �n h�s magn�f�cent
or�ental costume a great contrast �n �ts fash�on and ampl�tude to the
narrow, severe cut of the Chr�st�an apparel. D'jem advanced to
Charles w�thout hum�l�ty and w�thout pr�de, and, l�ke an emperor's
son treat�ng w�th a k�ng, k�ssed h�s hand and then h�s shoulder; then,
turn�ng towards the Holy Father, he sa�d �n Ital�an, wh�ch he spoke
very well, that he entreated he would recommend h�m to the young
k�ng, who was prepared to take h�m under h�s protect�on, assur�ng
the pont�ff that he should never have to repent g�v�ng h�m h�s l�berty,
and tell�ng Charles that he hoped he m�ght some day be proud of
h�m, �f after tak�ng Naples he carr�ed out h�s �ntent�on of go�ng on to
Greece. These words were spoken w�th so much d�gn�ty and at the
same t�me w�th such gentleness, that the K�ng of France loyally and
frankly grasped the young sultan's hand, as though he were h�s
compan�on-�n-arms. Then Charles took a f�nal farewell of the pope,
and went down to the p�azza. There he was awa�ted by Card�nal
Valent�no, who was about to accompany h�m, as we know, as a
hostage, and who had rema�ned beh�nd to exchange a few words
w�th h�s father. In a moment Caesar Borg�a appeared, r�d�ng on a
splend�dly harnessed mule, and beh�nd h�m were led s�x magn�f�cent
horses, a present from the Holy Father to the K�ng of France.
Charles at once mounted one of these, to do honour to the g�ft the



pope had just conferred on h�m, and leav�ng Rome w�th the rest of
h�s troops, pursued h�s way towards Mar�no, where he arr�ved the
same even�ng.

He learned there that Alfonso, bely�ng h�s reputat�on as a clever
pol�t�c�an and great general, had just embarked w�th all h�s treasures
�n a flot�lla of four galleys, leav�ng the care of the war and the
management of h�s k�ngdom to h�s son Ferd�nand. Thus everyth�ng
went well for the tr�umphant march of Charles: the gates of towns
opened of themselves at h�s approach, h�s enem�es fled w�thout
wa�t�ng for h�s com�ng, and before he had fought a s�ngle battle he
had won for h�mself the surname of Conqueror.

The day after at dawn the army started once more, and after
march�ng the whole day, stopped �n the even�ng at Velletr�. There the
k�ng, who had been on horseback s�nce the morn�ng, w�th Card�nal
Valent�ne and D'jem, left the former at h�s lodg�ng, and tak�ng D'jem
w�th h�m, went on to h�s own. Then Caesar Borg�a, who among the
army baggage had twenty very heavy waggons of h�s own, had one
of these opened, took out a splend�d cab�net w�th the s�lver
necessary for h�s table, and gave orders for h�s supper to be
prepared, as he had done the n�ght before. Meanwh�le, n�ght had
come on, and he shut h�mself up �n a pr�vate chamber, where,
str�pp�ng off h�s card�nal's costume, he put on a groom's dress.
Thanks to th�s d�sgu�se, he �ssued from the house that had been
ass�gned for h�s accommodat�on w�thout be�ng recogn�sed, traversed
the streets, passed through the gates, and ga�ned the open country.
Nearly half a league outs�de the town, a servant awa�ted h�m w�th
two sw�ft horses. Caesar, who was an excellent r�der, sprang to the
saddle, and he and h�s compan�on at full gallop retraced the road to



Rome, where they arr�ved at break of day. Caesar got down at the
house of one Flores, aud�tor of the rota, where he procured a fresh
horse and su�table clothes; then he flew at once to h�s mother, who
gave a cry of joy when she saw h�m; for so s�lent and myster�ous
was the card�nal for all the world bes�de, and even for her, that he
had not sa�d a word of h�s early return to Rome. The cry of joy
uttered by Rosa Vanozza when she beheld her son was far more a
cry of vengeance than of love. One even�ng, wh�le everybody was at
the rejo�c�ngs �n the Vat�can, when Charles VIII and Alexander VI
were swear�ng a fr�endsh�p wh�ch ne�ther of them felt, and
exchang�ng oaths that were broken beforehand, a messenger from
Rosa Vanozza had arr�ved w�th a letter to Caesar, �n wh�ch she
begged h�m to come at once to her house �n the V�a dellaLongara.
Caesar quest�oned the messenger, but he only repl�ed that he could
tell h�m noth�ng, that he would learn all he cared to know from h�s
mother's own l�ps. So, as soon as he was at l�berty, Caesar, �n
layman's dress and wrapped �n a large cloak, qu�tted the Vat�can and
made h�s way towards the church of Reg�na Coel�, �n the
ne�ghbourhood of wh�ch, �t w�ll be remembered, was the house
where the pope's m�stress l�ved.

As he approached h�s mother's house, Caesar began to
observe the s�gns of strange devastat�on. The street was scattered
w�th the wreck of furn�ture and str�ps of prec�ous stuffs. As he arr�ved
at the foot of the l�ttle fl�ght of steps that led to the entrance gate, he
saw that the w�ndows were broken and the rema�ns of torn curta�ns
were flutter�ng �n front of them. Not understand�ng what th�s d�sorder
could mean, he rushed �nto the house and through several deserted
and wrecked apartments. At last, see�ng l�ght �n one of the rooms, he



went �n, and there found h�s mother s�tt�ng on the rema�ns of a chest
made of ebony all �nla�d w�th �vory and s�lver. When she saw Caesar,
she rose, pale and d�shevelled, and po�nt�ng to the desolat�on around
her, excla�med:

"Look, Caesar; behold the work of your new fr�ends."
"But what does �t mean, mother?" asked the card�nal. "Whence

comes all th�s d�sorder?"
"From the serpent," repl�ed Rosa Vanozza, gnash�ng her teeth,

—"from the serpent you have warmed �n your bosom. He has b�tten
me, fear�ng no doubt that h�s teeth would be broken on you."

"Who has done th�s?" cr�ed Caesar. "Tell me, and, by Heaven,
mother, he shall pay, and pay �ndeed!"

"Who?" repl�ed Rosa. "K�ng Charles VIII has done �t, by the
hands of h�s fa�thful all�es, the Sw�ss. It was well known that Melch�or
was away, and that I was l�v�ng alone w�th a few wretched servants;
so they came and broke �n the doors, as though they were tak�ng
Rome by storm, and wh�le Card�nal Valent�no was mak�ng hol�day
w�th the�r master, they p�llaged h�s mother's house, load�ng her w�th
�nsults and outrages wh�ch no Turks or Saracens could poss�bly
have �mproved upon."

"Very good, very good, mother," sa�d Caesar; "be calm; blood
shall wash out d�sgrace. Cons�der a moment; what we have lost �s
noth�ng compared w�th what we m�ght lose; and my father and I, you
may be qu�te sure, w�ll g�ve you back more than they have stolen
from you."

"I ask for no prom�ses," cr�ed Rosa; "I ask for revenge."
"My mother," sa�d the card�nal, "you shall be avenged, or I w�ll

lose the name of son."



Hav�ng by these words reassured h�s mother, he took her to
Lucrez�a's palace, wh�ch �n consequence of her marr�age w�th
Pesaro was unoccup�ed, and h�mself returned to the Vat�can, g�v�ng
orders that h�s mother's house should be refurn�shed more
magn�f�cently than before the d�saster. These orders were punctually
executed, and �t was among her new luxur�ous surround�ngs, but
w�th the same hatred �n her heart, that Caesar on th�s occas�on
found h�s mother. Th�s feel�ng prompted her cry of joy when she saw
h�m once more.

The mother and son exchanged a very few words; then Caesar,
mount�ng on horseback, went to the Vat�can, whence as a hostage
he had departed two days before. Alexander, who knew of the fl�ght
beforehand, and not only approved, but as sovere�gn pont�ff had
prev�ously absolved h�s son of the perjury he was about to comm�t,
rece�ved h�m joyfully, but all the same adv�sed h�m to l�e concealed,
as Charles �n all probab�l�ty would not be slow to recla�m h�s hostage:

Indeed, the next day, when the k�ng got up, the absence of
Card�nal Valent�no was observed, and as Charles was uneasy at not
see�ng h�m, he sent to �nqu�re what had prevented h�s appearance.
When the messenger arr�ved at the house that Caesar had left the
even�ng before, he learned that he had gone out at n�ne o'clock �n
the even�ng and not returned s�nce. He went back w�th th�s news to
the k�ng, who at once suspected that he had fled, and �n the f�rst
flush of h�s anger let the whole army know of h�s perjury. The
sold�ers then remembered the twenty waggons, so heav�ly laden,
from one of wh�ch the card�nal, �n the s�ght of all, had produced such
magn�f�cent gold and s�lver plate; and never doubt�ng that the cargo
of the others was equally prec�ous, they fetched them down and



broke them to p�eces; but �ns�de they found noth�ng but stones and
sand, wh�ch proved to the k�ng that the fl�ght had been planned a
long t�me back, and �ncensed h�m doubly aga�nst the pope. So
w�thout loss of t�me he despatched to Rome Ph�l�ppe de Bresse,
afterwards Duke of Savoy, w�th orders to �nt�mate to the Holy Father
h�s d�spleasure at th�s conduct. But the pope repl�ed that he knew
noth�ng whatever about h�s son's fl�ght, and expressed the s�ncerest
regret to H�s Majesty, declar�ng that he knew noth�ng of h�s
whereabouts, but was certa�n that he was not �n Rome. As a fact, the
pope was speak�ng the truth th�s t�me, for Caesar had gone w�th
Card�nal Ors�no to one of h�s estates, and was temporar�ly �n h�d�ng
there. Th�s reply was conveyed to Charles by two messengers from
the pope, the B�shops of Nep� and of Sutr�, and the people also sent
an ambassador �n the�r own behalf. He was Mons�gnore Porcar�,
dean of the rota, who was charged to commun�cate to the k�ng the
d�spleasure of the Romans when they learned of the card�nal's
breach of fa�th. L�ttle as Charles was d�sposed to content h�mself
w�th empty words, he had to turn h�s attent�on to more ser�ous
affa�rs; so he cont�nued h�s march to Naples w�thout stopp�ng,
arr�v�ng there on Sunday, the 22nd of February, 1495.

Four days later, the unlucky D'jem, who had fallen s�ck at Capua
d�ed at Castel Nuovo. When he was leav�ng, at the farewell banquet,
Alexander had tr�ed on h�s guest the po�son he �ntended to use so
often later on upon h�s card�nals, and whose effects he was dest�ned
to feel h�mself,—such �s poet�cal just�ce. In th�s way the pope had
secured a double haul; for, �n h�s twofold speculat�on �n th�s wretched
young man, he had sold h�m al�ve to Charles for 120,000 l�vres and
sold h�m dead to Bajazet for 300,00 ducats....



But there was a certa�n delay about the second payment; for the
Turk�sh emperor, as we remember, was not bound to pay the pr�ce of
fratr�c�de t�ll he rece�ved the corpse, and by Charles's order the
corpse had been bur�ed at Gaeta.

When Caesar Borg�a learned the news, he r�ghtly supposed that
the k�ng would be so busy settl�ng h�mself �n h�s new cap�tal that he
would have too much to th�nk of to be worry�ng about h�m; so he
went to Rome aga�n, and, anx�ous to keep h�s prom�se to h�s mother,
he s�gnal�sed h�s return by a terr�ble vengeance.

Card�nal Valent�no had �n h�s serv�ce a certa�n Span�ard whom
he had made the ch�ef of h�s bravoes; he was a man of f�ve-and-
th�rty or forty, whose whole l�fe had been one long rebell�on aga�nst
soc�ety's laws; he reco�led from no act�on, prov�ded only he could get
h�s pr�ce. Th�s Don M�chele Corregl�a, who earned h�s celebr�ty for
bloody deeds under the name of M�chelotto, was just the man
Caesar wanted; and whereas M�chelotto felt an unbounded
adm�rat�on for Caesar, Caesar had unl�m�ted conf�dence �n
M�chelotto. It was to h�m the card�nal entrusted the execut�on of one
part of h�s vengeance; the other he kept for h�mself.

Don M�chele rece�ved orders to scour the Campagna and cut
every French throat he could f�nd. He began h�s work at once; and
very few days elapsed before he had obta�ned most sat�sfactory
results: more than a hundred persons were robbed or assass�nated,
and among the last the son of Card�nal de St. Malo, who was en h�s
way back to France, and on whom M�chelotto found a sum of 3000
crowns.

For h�mself, Caesar reserved the Sw�ss; for �t was the Sw�ss �n
part�cular who had despo�led h�s mother's house. The pope had �n



h�s serv�ce about a hundred and f�fty sold�ers belong�ng to the�r
nat�on, who had settled the�r fam�l�es �n Rome, and had grown r�ch
partly by the�r pay and partly �n the exerc�se of var�ous �ndustr�es.
The card�nal had every one of them d�sm�ssed, w�th orders to qu�t
Rome w�th�n twenty-four hours and the Roman terr�tor�es w�th�n three
days. The poor wretches had all collected together to obey the order,
w�th the�r w�ves and ch�ldren and baggage, on the P�azza of St.
Peter, when suddenly, by Card�nal Valent�no's orders, they were
hemmed �n on all s�des by two thousand Span�ards, who began to
f�re on them w�th the�r guns and charge them w�th the�r sabres, wh�le
Caesar and h�s mother looked down upon the carnage from a
w�ndow. In th�s way they k�lled f�fty or perhaps s�xty; but the rest
com�ng up, made a charge at the assass�ns, and then, w�thout
suffer�ng any loss, managed to beat a retreat to a house, where they
stood a s�ege, and made so val�ant a defense that they gave the
pope t�me—he knew noth�ng of the author of th�s butchery—to send
the capta�n of h�s guard to the rescue, who, w�th a strong
detachment, succeeded �n gett�ng nearly forty of them safely out of
the town: the rest had been massacred on the p�azza or k�lled �n the
house.

But th�s was no real and adequate revenge; for �t d�d not touch
Charles h�mself, the sole author of all the troubles that the pope and
h�s fam�ly had exper�enced dur�ng the last year. So Caesar soon
abandoned vulgar schemes of th�s k�nd and bus�ed h�mself w�th
loft�er concerns, bend�ng all the force of h�s gen�us to restore the
league of Ital�an pr�nces that had been broken by the defect�on of
Sforza, the ex�le of P�ero de� Med�c�, and the defeat of Alfonso. The
enterpr�se was more eas�ly accompl�shed than the pope could have



ant�c�pated. The Venet�ans were very uneasy when Charles passed
so near, and they trembled lest, when he was once master of
Naples, he m�ght conce�ve the �dea of conquer�ng the rest of Italy.
Ludov�co Sforza, on h�s s�de, was beg�nn�ng to tremble, see�ng the
rap�d�ty w�th wh�ch the K�ng of France had dethroned the house of
Aragon, lest he m�ght not make much d�fference between h�s all�es
and h�s enem�es. Max�m�l�an, for h�s part, was only seek�ng an
occas�on to break the temporary peace wh�ch he had granted for the
sake of the concess�on made to h�m. Lastly, Ferd�nand and Isabella
were all�es of the dethroned house. And so �t came about that all of
them, for d�fferent reasons, felt a common fear, and were soon �n
agreement as to the necess�ty of dr�v�ng out Charles VIII, not only
from Naples, but from Italy, and pledged themselves to work together
to th�s end, by every means �n the�r power, by negot�at�ons, by
tr�ckery, or by actual force. The Florent�nes alone refused to take part
�n th�s general levy of arms, and rema�ned fa�thful to the�r prom�ses.

Accord�ng to the art�cles of the treaty agreed upon by the
confederates, the all�ance was to last for f�ve-and-twenty years, and
had for ostens�ble object the uphold�ng of the major�ty of the pope,
and the �nterests of Chr�stendom; and these preparat�ons m�ght well
have been taken for such as would precede a crusade aga�nst the
Turks, �f Bajazet's ambassador had not always been present at the
del�berat�ons, although the Chr�st�an pr�nces could not have dared for
very shame to adm�t the, sultan by name �nto the�r league. Now the
confederates had to set on foot an army of 30,000 horse and 20,000
�nfantry, and each of them was taxed for a cont�ngent; thus the pope
was to furn�sh 4000 horse, Max�m�l�an 6000, the K�ng of Spa�n, the
Duke of M�lan, and the republ�c of Ven�ce, 8000 each. Every



confederate was, �n add�t�on to th�s, to levy and equ�p 4000 �nfantry
�n the s�x weeks follow�ng the s�gnature of the treaty. The fleets were
to be equ�pped by the Mar�t�me States; but any expenses they
should �ncur later on were to be defrayed by all �n equal shares.

The format�on of th�s league was made publ�c on the 12th of
Apr�l, 1495, Palm Sunday, and �n all the Ital�an States, espec�ally at
Rome, was made the occas�on of fetes and �mmense rejo�c�ngs.
Almost as soon as the publ�cly known art�cles were announced the
secret ones were put �nto execut�on. These obl�ged Ferd�nand and
Isabella to send a fleet of s�xty galleys to Isch�a, where Alfonso's son
had ret�red, w�th s�x hundred horsemen on board and f�ve thousand
�nfantry, to help h�m to ascend the throne once more. Those troops
were to be put under the command of Gonzalvo of Cordova, who
had ga�ned the reputat�on of the greatest general �n Europe after the
tak�ng of Granada. The Venet�ans w�th a fleet of forty galleys under
the command of Anton�o Gr�man�, were to attack all the French
stat�ons on the coast of Calabr�a and Naples. The Duke of M�lan
prom�sed for h�s part to check all re�nforcements as they should
arr�ve from France, and to dr�ve the Duke of Orleans out of Ast�.

Lastly, there was Max�m�l�an, who had prom�sed to make
�nvas�ons on the front�ers, and Bajazet, who was to help w�th money,
sh�ps, and sold�ers e�ther the Venet�ans or the Span�ards, accord�ng
as he m�ght be appealed to by Barber�go or by Ferd�nand the
Cathol�c.

Th�s league was all the more d�sconcert�ng for Charles, because
of the speedy abatement of the enthus�asm that had ha�led h�s f�rst
appearance. What had happened to h�m was what generally
happens to a conqueror who has more good luck than talent; �nstead



of mak�ng h�mself a party among the great Neapol�tan and Calabr�an
vassals, whose roots would be embedded �n the very so�l, by
conf�rm�ng the�r pr�v�leges and augment�ng the�r power, he had
wounded the�r feel�ngs by bestow�ng all the t�tles, off�ces, and f�efs
on those alone who had followed h�m from France, so that all the
�mportant pos�t�ons �n the k�ngdom were f�lled by strangers.

The result was that just when the league was made known,
Tropea and Amantea, wh�ch had been presented by Charles to the
Se�gneur de Precy, rose �n revolt and ho�sted the banner of Aragon;
and the Span�sh fleet had only to present �tself at Regg�o, �n
Calabr�a, for the town to throw open �ts gates, be�ng more
d�scontented w�th the new rule than the old; and Don Feder�ga,
Alfonso's brother and Ferd�nand's uncle, who had h�therto never
qu�tted Br�nd�s�, had only to appear at Tarentum to be rece�ved there
as a l�berator.





CHAPTER VI

CHARLES learned all th�s news at Naples, and, t�red of h�s late
conquests, wh�ch necess�tated a labour �n organ�sat�on for wh�ch he
was qu�te unf�tted, turned h�s eyes towards France, where v�ctor�ous
fetes and rejo�c�ngs were awa�t�ng the v�ctor's return. So he y�elded
at the f�rst breath of h�s adv�sers, and retraced h�s road to h�s
k�ngdom, threatened, as was sa�d, by the Germans on the north and
the Span�ards on the south. Consequently, he appo�nted G�lbert de
Montpens�er, of the house of Bourbon, v�ceroy; d'Aub�gny, of the
Scotch Stuart fam�ly, l�eutenant �n Calabr�a; Et�enne de Vese,
commander at Gaeta; and Don Jul�ano, Gabr�el de Montfaucon,
Gu�llaume de V�lleneuve, George de L�lly, the ba�l�ff of V�try, and
Graz�ano Guerra respect�vely governors of Sant' Angelo,
Manfredon�a, Tran�, Catanzaro, Aqu�la, and Sulmone; then leav�ng
beh�nd �n ev�dence of h�s cla�ms the half of h�s Sw�ss, a party of h�s
Gascons, e�ght hundred French lances, and about f�ve hundred
Ital�an men-at-arms, the last under the command of the prefect of
Rome, Prospero and Fabr�z�o Colonna, and Anton�o Savell�, he left
Naples on the 20th of May at two o'clock �n the afternoon, to traverse
the whole of the Ital�an pen�nsula w�th the rest of h�s army, cons�st�ng
of e�ght hundred French lances, two hundred gentlemen of h�s
guard, one hundred Ital�an men-at-arms, three thousand Sw�ss



�nfantry, one thousand French and one thousand Gascon. He also
expected to be jo�ned by Cam�llo V�tell� and h�s brothers �n Tuscany,
who were to contr�bute two hundred and f�fty men-at-arms.

A week before he left Naples, Charles had sent to Rome
Monse�gneur de Sa�nt-Paul, brother of Card�nal de Luxembourg; and
just as he was start�ng he despatched th�ther the new Archb�shop of
Lyons. They both were comm�ss�oned to assure Alexander that the
K�ng of France had the most s�ncere des�re and the very best
�ntent�on of rema�n�ng h�s fr�end. In truth, Charles w�shed for noth�ng
so much as to separate the pope from the league, so as to secure
h�m as a sp�r�tual and temporal support; but a young k�ng, full of f�re,
amb�t�on, and courage, was not the ne�ghbour to su�t Alexander; so
the latter would l�sten to noth�ng, and as the troops he had
demanded from the doge and Ludav�co Sforza had not been sent �n
suff�c�ent number for the defense of Rome, he was content w�th
prov�s�on�ng the castle of S. Angelo, putt�ng �n a form�dable garr�son,
and leav�ng Card�nal Sant' Anastas�o to rece�ve Charles wh�le he
h�mself w�thdrew w�th Caesar to Orv�eto. Charles only stayed �n
Rome three days, utterly depressed because the pope had refused
to rece�ve h�m �n sp�te of h�s entreat�es. And �n these three days,
�nstead of l�sten�ng to G�ul�ano della Rovere, who was adv�s�ng h�m
once more to call a counc�l and depose the pope, he rather hoped to
br�ng the pope round to h�s s�de by the v�rtuous act of restor�ng the
c�tadels of Terrac�na and C�v�ta Vecch�a to the author�t�es of the
Romagna, only keep�ng for h�mself Ost�a, wh�ch he had prom�sed
G�ul�ano to g�ve back to h�m. At last, when the three days had
elapsed, he left Rome, and resumed h�s march �n three columns
towards Tuscany, crossed the States of the Church, and on the 13th



reached S�ena, where he was jo�ned by Ph�l�ppe de Comm�nes, who
had gone as ambassador extraord�nary to the Venet�an Republ�c,
and now announced that the enemy had forty thousand men under
arms and were prepar�ng for battle. Th�s news produced no other
effect on the k�ng and the gentlemen of h�s army than to exc�te the�r
amusement beyond measure; for they had conce�ved such a
contempt for the�r enemy by the�r easy conquest, that they could not
bel�eve that any army, however numerous, would venture to oppose
the�r passage.

Charles, however, was forced to g�ve way �n the face of facts,
when he heard at San Teranza that h�s vanguard, commanded by
Marechal de G�e, and composed of s�x hundred lances and f�fteen
hundred Sw�ss, when �t arr�ved at Fornova had come face to face
w�th the confederates, who had encamped at Gu�arole. The
marechal had ordered an �nstant halt, and he too had p�tched h�s
tents, ut�l�s�ng for h�s defence the natural advantages of the h�lly
ground. When these f�rst measures had been taken, he sent out,
f�rst, a herald to the enemy's camp to ask from Francesco d�
Gonzaga, Marqu�s of Mantua, general�ss�mo of the confederate
troops, a passage for h�s k�ng's army and prov�s�ons at a reasonable
pr�ce; and secondly, he despatched a cour�er to Charles VIII,
press�ng h�m to hurry on h�s march w�th the art�llery and rearguard.
The confederates had g�ven an evas�ve answer, for they were
ponder�ng whether they ought to jeopard�se the whole Ital�an force �n
a s�ngle combat, and, putt�ng all to the hazard, attempt to ann�h�late
the K�ng of France and h�s army together, so overwhelm�ng the
conqueror �n the ru�ns of h�s amb�t�on. The messenger found Charles
busy super�ntend�ng the passage of the last of h�s cannon over the



mounta�n of Pontremol�. Th�s was no easy matter, see�ng that there
was no sort of track, and the guns had to be l�fted up and lowered by
ma�n force, and each p�ece needed the arms of as many as two
hundred men. At last, when all the art�llery had arr�ved w�thout
acc�dent on the other s�de of the Apenn�nes, Charles started �n hot
haste for Fornovo, where he arr�ved w�th all h�s follow�ng on the
morn�ng of the next day.

From the top of the mounta�n where the Marechal de G�e had
p�tched h�s tents, the k�ng beheld both h�s own camp and the
enemy's. Both were on the r�ght bank of the Taro, and were at e�ther
end of a sem�c�rcular cha�n of h�lls resembl�ng an amph�theatre; and
the space between the two camps, a vast bas�n f�lled dur�ng the
w�nter floods by the torrent wh�ch now only marked �ts boundary, was
noth�ng but a pla�n covered w�th gravel, where all manoeuvres must
be equally d�ff�cult for horse and �nfantry. Bes�des, on the western
slope of the h�lls there was a l�ttle wood wh�ch extended from the
enemy's army to the French, and was �n the possess�on of the
Strad�otes, who, by help of �ts cover, had already engaged �n several
sk�rm�shes w�th the French troops dur�ng the two days of halt wh�le
they were wa�t�ng for the k�ng.

The s�tuat�on was not reassur�ng. From the top of the mounta�n
wh�ch overlooked Fornovo, one could get a v�ew, as we sa�d before,
of the two camps, and could eas�ly calculate the numer�cal d�fference
between them. The French army, weakened by the establ�shment of
garr�sons �n the var�ous towns and fortresses they had won �n Italy,
were scarcely e�ght thousand strong, wh�le the comb�ned forces of
M�lan and Ven�ce exceeded a total of th�rty-f�ve thousand. So
Charles dec�ded to try once more the methods of conc�l�at�on, and



sent Comm�nes, who, as we know, had jo�ned h�m �n Tuscany, to the
Venet�an 'proved�tor�', whose acqua�ntance he had made when on
h�s embassy; he hav�ng made a great �mpress�on on these men,
thanks to a general h�gh op�n�on of h�s mer�ts. He was comm�ss�oned
to tell the enemy's generals, �n the name of the K�ng of France, that
h�s master only des�red to cont�nue h�s road w�thout do�ng or
rece�v�ng any harm; that therefore he asked to be allowed a free
passage across the fa�r pla�ns of Lombardy, wh�ch he could see from
the he�ghts where he now stood, stretch�ng as far as the eye could
reach, away to the foot of the Alps. Comm�nes found the confederate
army deep �n d�scuss�on: the w�sh of the M�lanese and Venet�an
party be�ng to let the k�ng go by, and not attack h�m; they sa�d they
were only too happy that he should leave Italy �n th�s way, w�thout
caus�ng any further harm; but the ambassadors of Spa�n and
Germany took qu�te another v�ew. As the�r masters had no troops �n
the army, and as all the money they had prom�sed was already pa�d,
they must be the ga�ner �n e�ther case from a battle, wh�chever way �t
went: �f they won the day they would gather the fru�ts of v�ctory, and �f
they lost they would exper�ence noth�ng of the ev�ls of defeat. Th�s
want of unan�m�ty was the reason why the answer to Comm�nes was
deferred unt�l the follow�ng day, and why �t was settled that on the
next day he should hold another conference w�th a plen�potent�ary to
be appo�nted �n the course of that n�ght. The place of th�s conference
was to be between the two arm�es.

The k�ng passed the n�ght �n great uneas�ness. All day the
weather had threatened to turn to ra�n, and we have already sa�d
how rap�dly the Taro could swell; the r�ver, fordable to-day, m�ght
from tomorrow onwards prove an �nsurmountable obstacle; and



poss�bly the delay had only been asked for w�th a v�ew to putt�ng the
French army �n a worse pos�t�on. As a fact the n�ght had scarcely
come when a terr�ble storm arose, and so long as darkness lasted,
great rumbl�ngs were heard �n the Apenn�nes, and the sky was
br�ll�ant w�th l�ghtn�ng. At break of day, however, �t seemed to be
gett�ng a l�ttle calmer, though the Taro, only a streamlet the day
before, had become a torrent by th�s t�me, and was rap�dly r�s�ng. So
at s�x �n the morn�ng, the k�ng, ready armed and on horseback,
summoned Comm�nes and bade h�m make h�s way to the
rendezvous that the Venet�an 'proved�tor�' had ass�gned. But scarcely
had he contr�ved to g�ve the order when loud cr�es were heard
com�ng from the extreme r�ght of the French army. The Strad�otes,
under cover of the wood stretch�ng between the two camps, had
surpr�sed an outpost, and f�rst cutt�ng the sold�ers' throats, were
carry�ng off the�r heads �n the�r usual way at the saddle-bow. A
detachment of cavalry was sent �n pursu�t; but, l�ke w�ld an�mals, they
had retreated to the�r la�r �n the woods, and there d�sappeared.

Th�s unexpected engagement, �n all probab�l�ty arranged
beforehand by the Span�sh and German envoys, produced on the
whole army the effect of a spark appl�ed to a tra�n of gunpowder.
Comm�nes and the Venet�an 'proved�tor�' each tr�ed �n va�n to arrest
the combat on e�ther s�de. L�ght troops, eager for a sk�rm�sh, and, �n
the usual fash�on of those days, prompted only by that personal
courage wh�ch led them on to danger, had already come to blows,
rush�ng down �nto the pla�n as though �t were an amph�theatre where
they m�ght make a f�ne d�splay of arms. For a moment the young
k�ng, drawn on by example, was on the po�nt of forgett�ng the
respons�b�l�ty of a general �n h�s zeal as a sold�er; but th�s f�rst



�mpulse was checked by Marechal de G�e, Mess�re Claude de la
Chatre de Gu�se, and M. de la Tr�mau�lle, who persuaded Charles to
adopt the w�ser plan, and to cross the Taro w�thout seek�ng a battle,
—at the same t�me w�thout try�ng to avo�d �t, should the enemy cross
the r�ver from the�r camp and attempt to block h�s passage. The k�ng
accord�ngly, follow�ng the adv�ce of h�s w�sest and bravest capta�ns,
thus arranged h�s d�v�s�ons.

The f�rst compr�sed the van and a body of troops whose duty �t
was to support them. The van cons�sted of three hundred and f�fty
men-at-arms, the best and bravest of the army, under the command
of Marechal de G�e and Jacques Tr�vulce; the corps follow�ng them
cons�sted of three thousand Sw�ss, under the command of Engelbert
der Cleves and de Larnay, the queen's grand equerry; next came
three hundred archers of the guard, whom the k�ng had sent to help
the cavalry by f�ght�ng �n the spaces between them.

The second d�v�s�on, commanded by the k�ng �n person and
form�ng the m�ddle of the army, was composed of the art�llery, under
Jean de Lagrange, a hundred gentlemen of the guard w�th G�lles
Carrone for standard-bearer, pens�oners of the k�ng's household
under Aymar de Pr�e, some Scots, and two hundred cross-bowmen
on horseback, w�th French archers bes�des, led by M. de Crussol.

Lastly, the th�rd d�v�s�on, �.e. the rear, preceded by s�x thousand
beasts of burden bear�ng the baggage, was composed of only three
hundred men-at-arms, commanded by de Gu�se and by de la
Tr�mou�lle: th�s was the weakest part of the army.

When th�s arrangement was settled, Charles ordered the van to
cross the r�ver, just at the l�ttle town of Fornovo. Th�s was done at
once, the r�ders gett�ng wet up to the�r knees, and the footmen



hold�ng to the horses' ta�ls. As soon as he saw the last sold�ers of h�s
f�rst d�v�s�on on the oppos�te bank, he started h�mself to follow the
same road and cross at the same ford, g�v�ng orders to de Gu�se and
de la Tr�mou�lle to regulate the march of the rear guard by that of the
centre, just as he had regulated the�r march by that of the van. H�s
orders were punctually carr�ed out; and about ten o'clock �n the
morn�ng the whole French army was on the left bank of the Taro: at
the same t�me, when �t seemed certa�n from the enemy's
arrangements that battle was �mm�nent, the baggage, led by the
capta�n, Odet de Reberac, was separated from the rear guard, and
ret�red to the extreme left.

Now, Franc�sco de Gonzaga, general-�n-ch�ef of the confederate
troops, had modelled h�s plans on those of the K�ng of France; by h�s
orders, Count de Cajazzo, w�th four hundred men-at-arms and two
thousand �nfantry, had crossed the Taro where the Venet�an camp
lay, and was to attack the French van; wh�le Gonzaga h�mself,
follow�ng the r�ght bank as far as Fornovo, would go over the r�ver by
the same ford that Charles had used, w�th a v�ew to attack�ng h�s
rear. Lastly, he had placed the Strad�otes between these two fords,
w�th orders to cross the r�ver �n the�r turn, so soon as they saw the
French army attacked both �n van and �n the rear, and to fall upon �ts
flank. Not content w�th offens�ve measures, Gonzaga had also made
prov�s�on for retreat by leav�ng three reserve corps on the r�ght bank,
one to guard the camp under the �nstruct�on of the Venet�an
'provved�tor�', and the other two arranged �n echelon to support each
other, the f�rst commanded by Anton�o d� Montefeltro, the second by
Ann�bale Bent�vogl�o.



Charles had observed all these arrangements, and had
recogn�sed the cunn�ng Ital�an strategy wh�ch made h�s opponents
the f�nest generals �n the world; but as there was no means of
avo�d�ng the danger, he had dec�ded to take a s�deway course, and
had g�ven orders to cont�nue the match; but �n a m�nute the French
army was caught between Count d� Cajazzo, barr�ng the way w�th h�s
four hundred men-at-arms and h�s two thousand �nfantry, and
Gonzaga �n pursu�t of the rear, as we sa�d before; lead�ng s�x
hundred men-at-arms, the flower of h�s army, a squadron of
Strad�otes, and more than f�ve thousand �nfantry: th�s d�v�s�on alone
was stronger than the whole of the French army.

When, however, M. de Gu�se and M. de la Tr�mou�lle found
themselves pressed �n th�s way, they ordered the�r two hundred men-
at-arms to turn r�ght about face, wh�le at the oppos�te end—that �s, at
the head of the army-Marechal de G�e and Tr�vulce ordered a halt
and lances �n rest. Meanwh�le, accord�ng to custom, the k�ng, who,
as we sa�d, was �n the centre, was conferr�ng kn�ghthood on those
gentlemen who had earned the favour e�ther by v�rtue of the�r
personal powers or the k�ng's spec�al fr�endsh�p.

Suddenly there was heard a terr�ble clash beh�nd. It was the
French rearguard com�ng to blows w�th the Marqu�s of Mantua. In
th�s encounter, where each man had s�ngled out h�s own foe as
though �t were a tournament, very many lances were broken,
espec�ally those of the Ital�an kn�ghts; for the�r lances were hollowed
so as to be less heavy, and �n consequence had less sol�d�ty. Those
who were thus d�sarmed at once se�zed the�r swords. As they were
far more numerous than the French, the k�ng saw them suddenly
outflank�ng h�s r�ght w�ng and apparently prepared to surround �t; at



the same moment loud cr�es were heard from a d�rect�on fac�ng the
centre: th�s meant that the Strad�otes were cross�ng the r�ver to make
the�r attack.

The k�ng at once ordered h�s d�v�s�on �nto two detachments, and
g�v�ng one to Bourbon the bastard, to make head aga�nst the
Strad�otes, he hurr�ed w�th the second to the rescue of the van,
fl�ng�ng h�mself �nto the very m�dst of the melee, str�k�ng out l�ke a
k�ng, and do�ng as steady work as the lowest �n rank of h�s capta�ns.
A�ded by the re�nforcement, the rearguard made a good stand,
though the enemy were f�ve aga�nst one, and the combat �n th�s part
cont�nued to rage w�th wonderful fury.

Obey�ng h�s orders, Bourbon had thrown h�mself upon the
Strad�otes; but unfortunately, carr�ed off by h�s horse, he had
penetrated so far �nto the enemy's ranks that he was lost to s�ght: the
d�sappearance of the�r ch�ef, the strange dress of the�r new
antagon�sts, and the pecul�ar method of the�r f�ght�ng produced a
cons�derable effect on those who were to attack them; and for the
moment d�sorder was the consequence �n the centre, and the horse
men scattered �nstead of serry�ng the�r ranks and f�ght�ng �n a body.
Th�s false move would have done them ser�ous harm, had not most
of the Strad�otes, see�ng the baggage alone and undefended, rushed
after that �n hope of booty, �nstead of follow�ng up the�r advantage. A
great part of the troop nevertheless stayed beh�nd to f�ght, press�ng
on the French cavalry and smash�ng the�r lances w�th the�r fearful
sc�m�tars. Happ�ly the k�ng, who had just repulsed the Marqu�s of
Mantua's attack, perce�ved what was go�ng on beh�nd h�m, and
r�d�ng back at all poss�ble speed to the succour of the centre,
together w�th the gentlemen of h�s household fell upon the



Strad�otes, no longer armed w�th a lance, for that he had just broken,
but brand�sh�ng h�s long sword, wh�ch blazed about h�m l�ke
l�ghtn�ng, and—e�ther because he was wh�rled away l�ke Bourbon by
h�s own horse, or because he had allowed h�s courage to take h�m
too far—he suddenly found h�mself �n the th�ckest ranks of the
Strad�otes, accompan�ed only by e�ght of the kn�ghts he had just now
created, one equerry called Anto�ne des Ambus, and h�s standard-
bearer. "France, France!" he cr�ed aloud, to rally round h�m all the
others who had scattered; they, see�ng at last that the danger was
less than they had supposed, began to take the�r revenge and to pay
back w�th �nterest the blows they had rece�ved from the Strad�otes.
Th�ngs were go�ng st�ll better for the van, wh�ch the Marqu�s de
Cajazzo was to attack; for although he had at f�rst appeared to be
an�mated w�th a terr�ble purpose, he stopped short about ten or
twelve feet from the French l�ne and turned r�ght about face w�thout
break�ng a s�ngle lance. The French wanted to pursue, but the
Marechal de G�e, fear�ng that th�s fl�ght m�ght be only a tr�ck to draw
off the vanguard from the centre, ordered every man to stay �n h�s
place. But the Sw�ss, who were German, and d�d not understand the
order, or thought �t was not meant for them, followed upon the�r
heels, and although on foot caught them up and k�lled a hundred of
them. Th�s was qu�te enough to throw them �nto d�sorder, so that
some were scattered about the pla�n, and others made a rush for the
water, so as to cross the r�ver and rejo�n the�r camp.

When the Marechal de G�e saw th�s, he detached a hundred of
h�s own men to go to the a�d of the k�ng, who was cont�nu�ng to f�ght
w�th unheard-of courage and runn�ng the greatest r�sks, constantly
separated as he was from h�s gentlemen, who could not follow h�m;



for wherever there was danger, th�ther he rushed, w�th h�s cry of
"France," l�ttle troubl�ng h�mself as to whether he was followed or not.
And �t was no longer w�th h�s sword that he fought; that he had long
ago broken, l�ke h�s lance, but w�th a heavy battle-axe, whose every
blow was mortal whether cut or p�erced. Thus the Strad�otes, already
hard pressed by the k�ng's household and h�s pens�oners, soon
changed attack for defence and defence for fl�ght. It was at th�s
moment that the k�ng was really �n the greatest danger; for he had let
h�mself be carr�ed away �n pursu�t of the fug�t�ves, and presently
found h�mself all alone, surrounded by these men, who, had they not
been struck w�th a m�ghty terror, would have had noth�ng to do but
un�te and crush h�m and h�s horse together; but, as Comm�nes
remarks, "He whom God guards �s well guarded, and God was
guard�ng the K�ng of France."

All the same, at th�s moment the French were sorely pressed �n
the rear; and although de Gu�se and de la Tr�mou�lle held out as
f�rmly as �t was poss�ble to hold, they would probably have been
compelled to y�eld to super�or numbers had not a double a�d arr�ved
�n t�me: f�rst the �ndefat�gable Charles, who, hav�ng noth�ng more to
do among the fug�t�ves, once aga�n dashed �nto the m�dst of the f�ght,
next the servants of the army, who, now that they were set free from
the Strad�otes and saw the�r enem�es put to fl�ght, ran up armed w�th
the axes they hab�tually used to cut down wood for bu�ld�ng the�r
huts: they burst �nto the m�ddle of the fray, slash�ng at the horses'
legs and deal�ng heavy blows that smashed �n the v�sors of the
d�smounted horsemen.

The Ital�ans could not hold out aga�nst th�s double attack; the
'fur�a francese' rendered all the�r strategy and all the�r calculat�ons



useless, espec�ally as for more than a century they had abandoned
the�r f�ghts of blood and fury for a k�nd of tournament they chose to
regard as warfare; so, �n sp�te of all Gonzaga's efforts, they turned
the�r backs upon the French rear and took to fl�ght; �n the greatest
haste and w�th much d�ff�culty they recrossed the torrent, wh�ch was
swollen even more now by the ra�n that had been fall�ng dur�ng the
whole t�me of the battle.

Some thought f�t to pursue the vanqu�shed, for there was now
such d�sorder �n the�r ranks that they were flee�ng �n all d�rect�ons
from the battlef�eld where the French had ga�ned so glor�ous a
v�ctory, block�ng up the roads to Parma and Bercetto. But Marechal
de G�e and de Gu�se and de la Tr�mou�lle, who had done qu�te
enough to save them from the susp�c�on of qua�l�ng before �mag�nary
dangers, put a stop to th�s enthus�asm, by po�nt�ng out that �t would
only be r�sk�ng the loss of the�r present advantage �f they tr�ed to
push �t farther w�th men and horses so worn out. Th�s v�ew was
adopted �n sp�te of the op�n�on of Tr�vulce, Cam�llo V�tell�, and
Francesco Secco, who were all eager to follow up the v�ctory.

The k�ng ret�red to a l�ttle v�llage on the left bank of the Taro, and
took shelter �n a poor house. There he d�sarmed, be�ng perhaps
among all the capta�ns and all the sold�ers the man who had fought
best.

Dur�ng the n�ght the torrent swelled so h�gh that the Ital�an army
could not have pursued, even �f they had la�d as�de the�r fears. The
k�ng d�d not propose to g�ve the appearance of fl�ght after a v�ctory,
and therefore kept h�s army drawn up all day, and at n�ght went on to
sleep at Medesano, a l�ttle v�llage only a m�le lower down than the
hamlet where he rested after the f�ght. But �n the course of the n�ght



he reflected that he had done enough for the honour of h�s arms �n
f�ght�ng an army four t�mes as great as h�s own and k�ll�ng three
thousand men, and then wa�t�ng a day and a half to g�ve them t�me
to take the�r revenge; so two hours before daybreak he had the f�res
l�ghted, that the enemy m�ght suppose he was rema�n�ng �n camp;
and every man mount�ng no�selessly, the whole French army, almost
out of danger by th�s t�me, proceeded on the�r march to Borgo San
Donn�no.

Wh�le th�s was go�ng on, the pope returned to Rome, where
news h�ghly favourable to h�s schemes was not slow to reach h�s
ears. He learned that Ferd�nand had crossed from S�c�ly �nto
Calabr�a w�th s�x thousand volunteers and a cons�derable number of
Span�sh horse and foot, led, at the command of Ferd�nand and
Isabella, by the famous Gonzalva de Cordova, who arr�ved �n Italy
w�th a great reputat�on, dest�ned to suffer somewhat from the defeat
at Sem�nara. At almost the same t�me the French fleet had been
beaten by the Aragonese; moreover, the battle of the Taro, though a
complete defeat for the confederates, was another v�ctory for the
pope, because �ts result was to open a return to France for that man
whom he regarded as h�s deadl�est foe. So, feel�ng that he had
noth�ng more to fear from Charles, he sent h�m a br�ef at Tur�n,
where he had stopped for a short t�me to g�ve a�d to Novara, there�n
command�ng h�m, by v�rtue of h�s pont�f�cal author�ty, to depart out of
Italy w�th h�s army, and to recall w�th�n ten days those of h�s troops
that st�ll rema�ned �n the k�ngdom of Naples, on pa�n of
excommun�cat�on, and a summons to appear before h�m �n person.

Charles VIII repl�ed:



1. That he d�d not understand how the pope, the ch�ef of the
league, ordered h�m to leave Italy, whereas the confederates
had not only refused h�m a passage, but had even attempted,
though unsuccessfully, as perhaps H�s Hol�ness knew, to cut off
h�s return �nto France;

2. That, as to recall�ng h�s troops from Naples, he was not so
�rrel�g�ous as to do that, s�nce they had not entered the k�ngdom
w�thout the consent and bless�ng of H�s Hol�ness;

3. That he was exceed�ngly surpr�sed that the pope should requ�re
h�s presence �n person at the cap�tal of the Chr�st�an world just
at the present t�me, when s�x weeks prev�ously, at the t�me of h�s
return from Naples, although he ardently des�red an �nterv�ew
w�th H�s Hol�ness, that he m�ght offer proofs of h�s respect and
obed�ence, H�s Hol�ness, �nstead of accord�ng th�s favour, had
qu�tted Rome so hast�ly on h�s approach that he had not been
able to come up w�th h�m by any efforts whatsoever. On th�s
po�nt, however, he prom�sed to g�ve H�s Hol�ness the sat�sfact�on
he des�red, �f he would engage th�s t�me to wa�t for h�m: he
would therefore return to Rome so soon as the affa�rs that
brought h�m back to h�s own k�ngdom had been sat�sfactor�ly,
settled.

Although �n th�s reply there was a touch of mockery and def�ance,
Charles was none the less compelled by the c�rcumstances of the
case to obey the pope's strange br�ef. H�s presence was so much
needed �n France that, �n sp�te of the arr�val of a Sw�ss
re�nforcement, he was compelled to conclude a peace w�th Ludov�co
Sforza, whereby he y�elded Novara to h�m; wh�le G�lbert de



Montpens�er and d'Aub�gny, after defend�ng, �nch by �nch, Calabr�a,
the Bas�l�cate, and Naples, were obl�ged to s�gn the cap�tulat�on of
Atella, after a s�ege of th�rty-two days, on the 20th of July, 1496. Th�s
�nvolved g�v�ng back to Ferd�nand II, K�ng of Naples, all the palaces
and fortresses of h�s k�ngdom; wh�ch �ndeed he d�d but enjoy for
three months, dy�ng of exhaust�on on the 7th of September follow�ng,
at the Castello della Somma, at the foot of Vesuv�us; all the
attent�ons lav�shed upon h�m by h�s young w�fe could not repa�r the
ev�l that her beauty had wrought.

H�s uncle Freder�c succeeded; and so, �n the three years of h�s
papacy, Alexander VI had seen f�ve k�ngs upon the throne of Naples,
wh�le he was establ�sh�ng h�mself more f�rmly upon h�s own pont�f�cal
seat—Ferd�nand I, Alfonso I, Charles VIII, Ferd�nand II, and Freder�c.
All th�s ag�tat�on about h�s throne, th�s rap�d success�on of
sovere�gns, was the best th�ng poss�ble for Alexander; for each new
monarch became actually k�ng only on cond�t�on of h�s rece�v�ng the
pont�f�cal �nvest�ture. The consequence was that Alexander was the
only ga�ner �n power and cred�t by these changes; for the Duke of
M�lan and the republ�cs of Florence and Ven�ce had success�vely
recogn�sed h�m as supreme head of the Church, �n sp�te of h�s
s�mony; moreover, the f�ve k�ngs of Naples had �n turn pa�d h�m
homage. So he thought the t�me had now come for found�ng a
m�ghty fam�ly; and for th�s he rel�ed upon the Duke of Gand�a, who
was to hold all the h�ghest temporal d�gn�t�es; and upon Caesar
Borg�a, who was to be appo�nted to all the great eccles�ast�cal
off�ces. The pope made sure of the success of these new projects by
elect�ng four Span�sh card�nals, who brought up the number of h�s



compatr�ots �n the Sacred College to twenty-two, thus assur�ng h�m a
constant and certa�n major�ty.

The f�rst requ�rement of the pope's pol�cy was to clear away
from the ne�ghbourhood of Rome all those petty lords whom most
people call v�cars of the Church, but whom Alexander called the
shackles of the papacy. We saw that he had already begun th�s work
by rous�ng the Ors�n� aga�nst the Colonna fam�ly, when Charles VIII's
enterpr�se compelled h�m to concentrate all h�s mental resources,
and also the forces of h�s States, so as to secure h�s own personal
safety.

It had come about through the�r own �mprudent act�on that the
Ors�n�, the pope's old fr�ends, were now �n the pay of the French, and
had entered the k�ngdom of Naples w�th them, where one of them,
V�rg�n�o, a very �mportant member of the�r powerful house, had been
taken pr�soner dur�ng the war, and was Ferd�nand II's capt�ve.
Alexander could not let th�s opportun�ty escape h�m; so, f�rst order�ng
the K�ng of Naples not to release a man who, ever s�nce the 1st of
June, 1496, had been a declared rebel, he pronounced a sentence
of conf�scat�on aga�nst V�rg�n�o Ors�n� and h�s whole fam�ly �n a
secret cons�story, wh�ch sat on the 26th of October follow�ng—that �s
to say, �n the early days of the re�gn of Freder�c, whom he knew to be
ent�rely at h�s command, ow�ng to the K�ng's great des�re of gett�ng
the �nvest�ture from h�m; then, as �t was not enough to declare the
goods conf�scated, w�thout also d�spossess�ng the owners, he made
overtures to the Colonna fam�ly, say�ng he would comm�ss�on them,
�n proof of the�r new bond of fr�endsh�p, to execute the order g�ven
aga�nst the�r old enem�es under the d�rect�on of h�s son Francesco,
Duke of Gand�a. In th�s fash�on he contr�ved to weaken h�s



ne�ghbours each by means of the other, t�ll such t�me as he could
safely attack and put an end to conquered and conqueror al�ke.

The Colonna fam�ly accepted th�s propos�t�on, and the Duke of
Gand�a was named General of the Church: h�s father �n h�s pont�f�cal
robes bestowed on h�m the �ns�gn�a of th�s off�ce �n the church of St.
Peter's at Rome.





CHAPTER VII

Matters went forward as Alexander had w�shed, and before the
end of the year the pont�f�cal army had se�zed a great number of
castles and fortresses that belonged to the Ors�n�, who thought
themselves already lost when Charles VIII came to the rescue. They
had addressed themselves to h�m w�thout much hope that he could
be of real use to there, w�th h�s want of armed troops and h�s
preoccupat�on w�th h�s own affa�rs. He, however, sent Carlo Ors�n�,
son of V�rg�n�o, the pr�soner, and V�tellozzo V�tell�, brother of Cam�llo
V�tell�, one of the three val�ant Ital�an condott�er� who had jo�ned h�m
and fought for h�m at the cross�ng of the Taro: These two capta�ns,
whose courage and sk�ll were well known, brought w�th them a
cons�derable sum of money from the l�beral coffers of Charles VIII.
Now, scarcely had they arr�ved at C�tta d� Castello, the centre of the�r
l�ttle sovere�gnty, and expressed the�r �ntent�on of ra�s�ng a band of
sold�ers, when men presented themselves from all s�des to f�ght
under the�r banner; so they very soon assembled a small army, and
as they had been able dur�ng the�r stay among the French to study
those matters of m�l�tary organ�sat�on �n wh�ch France excelled, they
now appl�ed the result of the�r learn�ng to the�r own troops: the
�mprovements were ma�nly certa�n changes �n the art�llery wh�ch
made the�r manoeuvres eas�er, and the subst�tut�on for the�r ord�nary



weapons of p�kes s�m�lar �n form to the Sw�ss p�kes, but two feet
longer. These changes effected, V�tellozzo V�tell� spent three or four
months �n exerc�s�ng h�s men �n the management of the�r new
weapons; then, when he thought them f�t to make good use of these,
and when he had collected more or less help from the towns of
Perug�a, Tod�, and Narn�, where the �nhab�tants trembled lest the�r
turn should come after the Ors�n�'s, as the Ors�n�'s had followed on
the Colonnas', he marched towards Bracc�anno, wh�ch was be�ng
bes�eged by the Duke of Urb�no, who had been lent to the pope by
the Venet�ans, �n v�rtue of the treaty quoted above.

The Venet�an general, when he heard of V�tell�'s approach,
thought he m�ght as well spare h�m half h�s journey, and marched out
to confront h�m: the two arm�es met �n the Sor�ano road, and the
battle stra�ghtway began. The pont�f�cal army had a body of e�ght
hundred Germans, on wh�ch the Dukes of Urb�no and Gand�a ch�efly
rel�ed, as well they m�ght, for they were the best troops �n the world;
but V�tell� attacked these p�cked men w�th h�s �nfantry, who, armed
w�th the�r form�dable p�kes, ran them through, wh�le they w�th arms
four feet shorter had no chance even of return�ng the blows they
rece�ved; at the same t�me V�tell�'s l�ght troops wheeled upon the
flank, follow�ng the�r most rap�d movements, and s�lenc�ng the
enemy's art�llery by the sw�ftness and accuracy of the�r attack. The
pont�f�cal troops were put to fl�ght, though after a longer res�stance
than m�ght have been expected when they had to susta�n the attack
of an army so much better equ�pped than the�r own; w�th them they
bore to Ronc�gl�one the Duke of Gand�a, wounded �n the face by a
p�ke-thrust, Fabr�z�a Colonna, and the envoy; the Duke of Urb�no,
who was f�ght�ng �n the rear to a�d the retreat, was taken pr�soner



w�th all h�s art�llery and the baggage of the conquered army. But th�s
success, great as �t was, d�d not so swell the pr�de of V�tellozza V�tell�
as to make h�m obl�v�ous of h�s pos�t�on. He knew that he and the
Ors�n� together were too weak to susta�n a war of such magn�tude;
that the l�ttle store of money to wh�ch he owed the ex�stence of h�s
army would very soon be expended and h�s army would d�sappear
w�th �t. So he hastened to get pardoned for the v�ctory by mak�ng
propos�t�ons wh�ch he would very l�kely have refused had he been
the vanqu�shed party; and the pope accepted h�s cond�t�ons w�thout
demur; dur�ng the �nterval hav�ng heard that Tr�vulce had just
recrossed the Alps and re-entered Italy w�th three thousand Sw�ss,
and fear�ng lest the Ital�an general m�ght only be the advance guard
of the K�ng of France. So �t was settled that the Ors�n� should pay
70,000 flor�ns for the expenses of the war, and that all the pr�soners
on both s�des should be exchanged w�thout ransom w�th the s�ngle
except�on of the Duke of Urb�no. As a pledge for the future payment
of the 70,000 flor�ns, the Ors�n� handed over to the Card�nals Sforza
and San Sever�no the fortresses of Angu�llara and Cervetr�; then,
when the day came and they had not the necessary money, they
gave up the�r pr�soner, the Duke of Urb�no, est�mat�ng h�s worth at
40,000 ducats—nearly all the sum requ�red—and handed h�m over
to Alexander on account; he, a r�g�d observer of engagements, made
h�s own general, taken pr�soner �n h�s serv�ce, pay, to h�mself the
ransom he owed to the enemy.

Then the pope had the corpse of V�rg�n�o sent to Carlo Ors�n�
and V�tellozzo V�tell�, as he could not send h�m al�ve. By a strange
fatal�ty the pr�soner had d�ed, e�ght days before the treaty was



s�gned, of the same malady—at least, �f we may judge by analogy—
that had carr�ed off Bajazet's brother.

As soon as the peace was s�gned, Prospero Colonna and
Gonzalvo de Cordova, whom the Pope had demanded from
Freder�c, arr�ved at Rome w�th an army of Span�sh and Neapol�tan
troops. Alexander, as he could not ut�l�se these aga�nst the Ors�n�,
set them the work of recaptur�ng Ost�a, not des�r�ng to �ncur the
reproach of br�ng�ng them to Rome for noth�ng. Gonzalvo was
rewarded for th�s feat by rece�v�ng the Rose of Gold from the pope's
hand—that be�ng the h�ghest honour H�s Hol�ness can grant. He
shared th�s d�st�nct�on w�th the Emperor Max�m�l�an, the K�ng of
France, the Doge of Ven�ce, and the Marqu�s of Mantua.

In the m�dst of all th�s occurred the solemn fest�val of the
Assumpt�on; �n wh�ch Gonzalvo was �nv�ted to take part. He
accord�ngly left h�s palace, proceeded �n great pomp �n the front of
the pont�f�cal cavalry, and took h�s place on the Duke of Gand�a's left
hand. The duke attracted all eyes by h�s personal beauty, set off as �t
was by all the luxury he thought f�t to d�splay at th�s fest�val. He had a
ret�nue of pages and servants, clad �n sumptuous l�ver�es,
�ncomparable for r�chness w�th anyth�ng heretofore seen �n Rome,
that c�ty of rel�g�ous pomp. All these pages and servants rode
magn�f�cent horses, capar�soned �n velvet tr�mmed w�th s�lver fr�nge,
and bells of s�lver hang�ng down every here and there. He h�mself
was �n a robe of gold brocade, and wore at h�s neck a str�ng of
Eastern pearls, perhaps the f�nest and largest that ever belonged to
a Chr�st�an pr�nce, wh�le on h�s cap was a gold cha�n studded w�th
d�amonds of wh�ch the smallest was worth more than 20,000 ducats.
Th�s magn�f�cence was all the more consp�cuous by the contrast �t



presented to Caesar's dress, whose scarlet robe adm�tted of no
ornaments. The result was that Caesar, doubly jealous of h�s brother,
felt a new hatred r�se up w�th�n h�m when he heard all along the way
the pra�ses of h�s f�ne appearance and noble equ�pment. From th�s
moment Card�nal Valent�no dec�ded �n h�s own m�nd the fate of th�s
man, th�s constant obstacle �n the path of h�s pr�de, h�s love, and h�s
amb�t�on. Very good reason, says Tommaso, the h�stor�an, had the
Duke of Gand�a to leave beh�nd h�m an �mpress�on on the publ�c
m�nd of h�s beauty and h�s grandeur at th�s fete, for th�s last d�splay
was soon to be followed by the obsequ�es of the unhappy young
man.

Lucrez�a also had come to Rome, on the pretext of tak�ng part �n
the solemn�ty, but really, as we shall see later, w�th the v�ew of
serv�ng as a new �nstrument for her father's amb�t�on. As the pope
was not sat�sf�ed w�th an empty tr�umph of van�ty and d�splay for h�s
son, and as h�s war w�th the Ors�n� had fa�led to produce the
ant�c�pated results, he dec�ded to �ncrease the fortune of h�s f�rstborn
by do�ng the very th�ng wh�ch he had accused Cal�xtus �n h�s speech
of do�ng for h�m, v�z., al�enat�ng from the States of the Church the
c�t�es of Benevento, Terrac�no, and Pontecorvo to form, a duchy as
an appanage to h�s son's house. Accord�ngly th�s propos�t�on was
put forward �n a full cons�story, and as the college of card�nals was
ent�rely Alexander's, there was no d�ff�culty about carry�ng h�s po�nt.
Th�s new favour to h�s elder brother exasperated Caesar, although
he was h�mself gett�ng a share of the paternal g�fts; for he had just
been named envoy 'a latere' at Freder�c's court, and was appo�nted
to crown h�m w�th h�s own hands as the papal representat�ve. But
Lucrez�a, when she had spent a few days of pleasure w�th her father



and brothers, had gone �nto retreat at the convent of San S�sto. No
one knew the real mot�ve of her seclus�on, and no entreat�es of
Caesar, whose love for her was strange and unnatural, had �nduced
her to defer th�s departure from the world even unt�l the day after he
left for Naples. H�s s�ster's obst�nacy wounded h�m deeply, for ever
s�nce the day when the Duke of Gand�a had appeared �n the
process�on so magn�f�cently att�red, he fanc�ed he had observed a
coldness �n the m�stress of h�s �ll�c�t affect�on, and so far d�d th�s
�ncrease h�s hatred of h�s r�val that he resolved to be r�d of h�m at all
costs. So he ordered the ch�ef of h�s sb�rr� to come and see h�m the
same n�ght.

M�chelotto was accustomed to these myster�ous messages,
wh�ch almost always meant h�s help was wanted �n some love affa�r
or some act of revenge. As �n e�ther case h�s reward was generally a
large one, he was careful to keep h�s engagement, and at the
appo�nted hour was brought �nto the presence of h�s patron.

Caesar rece�ved h�m lean�ng aga�nst a tall ch�mney-p�ece, no
longer wear�ng h�s card�nal's robe and hat, but a doublet of black
velvet slashed w�th sat�n of the same colour. One hand toyed
mechan�cally w�th h�s gloves, wh�le the other rested on the handle of
a po�soned dagger wh�ch never left h�s s�de. Th�s was the dress he
kept for h�s nocturnal exped�t�ons, so M�chelotto felt no surpr�se at
that; but h�s eyes burned w�th a flame more gloomy than the�r wont,
and h�s cheeks, generally pale, were now l�v�d. M�chelotto had but to
cast one look upon h�s master to see that Caesar and he were about
to share some terr�ble enterpr�se.

He s�gned to h�m to shut the door. M�chelotto obeyed. Then,
after a moment's s�lence, dur�ng wh�ch the eyes of Borg�a seemed to



burn �nto the soul of the bravo, who w�th a careless a�r stood
bareheaded before h�m, he sa�d, �n a vo�ce whose sl�ghtly mock�ng
tone gave the only s�gn of h�s emot�on.

"M�chelotto, how do you th�nk th�s dress su�ts me?"
Accustomed as he was to h�s master's tr�cks of c�rcumlocut�on,

the bravo was so far from expect�ng th�s quest�on, that at f�rst he
stood mute, and only after a few moments' pause was able to say:

"Adm�rably, mons�gnore; thanks to the dress, your Excellency
has the appearance as well as the true sp�r�t of a capta�n."

"I am glad you th�nk so," repl�ed Caesar. "And now let me ask
you, do you know who �s the cause that, �nstead of wear�ng th�s
dress, wh�ch I can only put on at n�ght, I am forced to d�sgu�se myself
�n the dayt�me �n a card�nal's robe and hat, and pass my t�me trott�ng
about from church to church, from cons�story to cons�story, when I
ought properly to be lead�ng a magn�f�cent army �n the battlef�eld,
where you would enjoy a capta�n's rank, �nstead of be�ng the ch�ef of
a few m�serable sb�rr�?"

"Yes, mons�gnore," repl�ed M�chelotto, who had d�v�ned Caesar's
mean�ng at h�s f�rst word; "the man who �s the cause of th�s �s
Francesco, Duke of Gand�a, and Benevento, your elder brother."

"Do you know," Caesar resumed, g�v�ng no s�gn of assent but a
nod and a b�tter sm�le,—"do you know who has all the money and
none of the gen�us, who has the helmet and none of the bra�ns, who
has the sword and no hand to w�eld �t?"

"That too �s the Duke of Gand�a," sa�d M�chelotto.
"Do you know;" cont�nued Caesar, "who �s the man whom I f�nd

cont�nually block�ng the path of my amb�t�on, my fortune, and my
love?"



"It �s the same, the Duke of Gand�a," sa�d M�chelotto.
"And what do you th�nk of �t?" asked Caesar.
"I th�nk he must d�e," repl�ed the man coldly.
"That �s my op�n�on also, M�chelotto," sa�d Caesar, stepp�ng

towards h�m and grasp�ng h�s hand; "and my only regret �s that I d�d
not th�nk of �t sooner; for �f I had carr�ed a sword at my s�de �nstead
of a cros�er �n my hand when the K�ng of France was march�ng
through Italy, I should now have been master of a f�ne doma�n. The
pope �s obv�ously anx�ous to aggrand�se h�s fam�ly, but he �s
m�staken �n the means he adopts: �t �s I who ought to have been
made duke, and my brother a card�nal. There �s no doubt at all that,
had he made me duke, I should have contr�buted a dar�ng and
courage to h�s serv�ce that would have made h�s power far we�ght�er
than �t �s. The man who would make h�s way to vast dom�n�ons and a
k�ngdom ought to trample under foot all the obstacles �n h�s path,
and boldly grasp the very sharpest thorns, whatever reluctance h�s
weak flesh may feel; such a man, �f he would open out h�s path to
fortune, should se�ze h�s dagger or h�s sword and str�ke out w�th h�s
eyes shut; he should not shr�nk from bath�ng h�s hands �n the blood
of h�s k�ndred; he should follow the example offered h�m by every
founder of emp�re from Romulus to Bajazet, both of whom cl�mbed to
the throne by the ladder of fratrac�de. Yes, M�chelotto, as you say,
such �s my cond�t�on, and I am resolved I w�ll not shr�nk. Now you
know why I sent for you: am I wrong �n count�ng upon you?"

As m�ght have been expected, M�chelotto, see�ng h�s own
fortune �n th�s cr�me, repl�ed that he was ent�rely at Caesar's serv�ce,
and that he had noth�ng to do but to g�ve h�s orders as to t�me, place,
and manner of execut�on. Caesar repl�ed that the t�me must needs



be very soon, s�nce he was on the po�nt of leav�ng Rome for Naples;
as to the place and the mode of execut�on, they would depend on
c�rcumstances, and each of them must look out for an opportun�ty,
and se�ze the f�rst that seemed favourable.

Two days after th�s resolut�on had been taken, Caesar learned
that the day of h�s departure was f�xed for Thursday the 15th of June:
at the same t�me he rece�ved an �nv�tat�on from h�s mother to come
to supper w�th her on the 14th. Th�s was a farewell repast g�ven �n
h�s honour. M�chelotto rece�ved orders to be �n read�ness at eleven
o'clock at n�ght.

The table was set �n the open a�r �n a magn�f�cent v�neyard, a
property of Rosa Vanozza's �n the ne�ghbourhood of San P�ero-�n-
V�ncul�s: the guests were Caesar Borg�a, the hero of the occas�on;
the Duke of Gand�a; Pr�nce of Squ�llace; Dona Sancha, h�s w�fe; the
Card�nal of Monte Reale, Francesco Borg�a, son of Cal�xtus III; Don
Roder�go Borg�a, capta�n of the apostol�c palace; Don Goffredo,
brother of the card�nal; G�an Borg�a, at that t�me ambassador at
Perug�a; and lastly, Don Alfonso Borg�a, the pope's nephew: the
whole fam�ly therefore was present, except Lucrez�a, who was st�ll �n
retreat, and would not come.

The repast was magn�f�cent: Caesar was qu�te as cheerful as
usual, and the Duke of Gand�a seemed more joyous than he had
ever been before.

In the m�ddle of supper a man �n a mask brought h�m a letter.
The duke unfastened �t, colour�ng up w�th pleasure; and when he
had read �t answered �n these words, "I w�ll come": then he qu�ckly
h�d the letter �n the pocket of h�s doublet; but qu�ck as he was to
conceal �t from every eye, Caesar had had t�me to cast a glance that



way, and he fanc�ed he recogn�sed the handwr�t�ng of h�s s�ster
Lucrez�a. Meanwh�le the messenger had gone off w�th h�s answer,
no one but Caesar pay�ng the sl�ghtest attent�on to h�m, for at that
per�od �t was the custom for messages to be conveyed by men �n
dom�no or by women whose faces were concealed by a ve�l.

At ten o'clock they rose from the table, and as the a�r was sweet
and m�ld they walked about a wh�le under the magn�f�cent p�ne trees
that shaded the house of Rosa Vanozza, wh�le Caesar never for an
�nstant let h�s brother out of h�s s�ght. At eleven o'clock the Duke of
Gand�a bade good-n�ght to h�s mother. Caesar at once followed su�t,
alleg�ng h�s des�re to go to the Vat�can to b�d farewell to the pope, as
he would not be able to fulf�l th�s duty on the morrow, h�s departure
be�ng f�xed at daybreak. Th�s pretext was all the more plaus�ble s�nce
the pope was �n the hab�t of s�tt�ng up every n�ght t�ll two or three
o'clock �n the morn�ng.

The two brothers went out together, mounted the�r horses, wh�ch
were wa�t�ng for them at the door, and rode s�de by s�de as far as the
Palazzo Borg�a, the present home of Card�nal Ascan�o Sforza, who
had taken �t as a g�ft from Alexander the n�ght before h�s elect�on to
the papacy. There the Duke of Gand�a separated from h�s brother,
say�ng w�th a sm�le that he was not �ntend�ng to go home, as he had
several hours to spend f�rst w�th a fa�r lady who was expect�ng h�m.
Caesar repl�ed that he was no doubt free to make any use he l�ked
best of h�s opportun�t�es, and w�shed h�m a very good n�ght. The
duke turned to the r�ght, and Caesar to the left; but Caesar observed
that the street the duke had taken led �n the d�rect�on of the convent
of San S�sto, where, as we sa�d, Lucrez�a was �n retreat; h�s
susp�c�ons were conf�rmed by th�s observat�on, and he d�rected h�s



horse's steps to the Vat�can, found the pope, took h�s leave of h�m,
and rece�ved h�s bened�ct�on.

From th�s moment all �s wrapped �n mystery and darkness, l�ke
that �n wh�ch the terr�ble deed was done that we are now to relate.

Th�s, however, �s what �s bel�eved.
The Duke of Gand�a, when he qu�tted Caesar, sent away h�s

servants, and �n the company of one conf�dent�al valet alone pursued
h�s course towards the P�azza della G�udecca. There he found the
same man �n a mask who had come to speak to h�m at supper, and
forb�dd�ng h�s valet to follow any farther, he bade h�m wa�t on the
p�azza where they then stood, prom�s�ng to be on h�s way back �n
two hours' t�me at latest, and to take h�m up as he passed. And at
the appo�nted hour the duke reappeared, took leave th�s t�me of the
man �n the mask, and retraced h�s steps towards h�s palace. But
scarcely had he turned the corner of the Jew�sh Ghetto, when four
men on foot, led by a f�fth who was on horseback, flung themselves
upon h�m. Th�nk�ng they were th�eves, or else that he was the v�ct�m
of some m�stake, the Duke of Gand�a ment�oned h�s name; but
�nstead of the name check�ng the murderers' daggers, the�r strokes
were redoubled, and the duke very soon fell dead, h�s valet dy�ng
bes�de h�m.

Then the man on horseback, who had watched the
assass�nat�on w�th no s�gn of emot�on, backed h�s horse towards the
dead body: the four murderers l�fted the corpse across the crupper,
and walk�ng by the s�de to support �t, then made the�r way down the
lane that leads to the Church of Santa Mar�a-�n-Mont�cell�. The
wretched valet they left for dead upon the pavement. But he, after
the lapse of a few seconds, rega�ned some small strength, and h�s



groans were heard by the �nhab�tants of a poor l�ttle house hard by;
they came and p�cked h�m up, and la�d h�m upon a bed, where he
d�ed almost at once, unable to g�ve any ev�dence as to the assass�ns
or any deta�ls of the murder.

All n�ght the duke was expected home, and all the next morn�ng;
then expectat�on was turned �nto fear, and fear at last �nto deadly
terror. The pope was approached, and told that the Duke of Gand�a
had never come back to h�s palace s�nce he left h�s mother's house.
But Alexander tr�ed to dece�ve h�mself all through the rest of the day,
hop�ng that h�s son m�ght have been surpr�sed by the com�ng of
dayl�ght �n the m�dst of an amorous adventure, and was wa�t�ng t�ll
the next n�ght to get away �n that darkness wh�ch had a�ded h�s
com�ng th�ther. But the n�ght, l�ke the day, passed and brought no
news. On the morrow, the pope, tormented by the gloom�est
present�ments and by the raven's croak of the 'vox popul�', let h�mself
fall �nto the depths of despa�r: am�d s�ghs and sobs of gr�ef, all he
could say to any one who came to h�m was but these words,
repeated a thousand t�mes: "Search, search; let us know how my
unhappy son has d�ed."

Then everybody jo�ned �n the search; for, as we have sa�d, the
Duke of Gand�a was beloved by all; but noth�ng could be d�scovered
from scour�ng the town, except the body of the murdered man, who
was recogn�sed as the duke's valet; of h�s master there was no trace
whatever: �t was then thought, not w�thout reason, that he had
probably been thrown �nto the T�ber, and they began to follow along
�ts banks, beg�nn�ng from the V�a della R�petta, quest�on�ng every
boatman and f�sherman who m�ght poss�bly have seen, e�ther from
the�r houses or from the�r boats, what had happened on the r�ver



banks dur�ng the two preced�ng n�ghts. At f�rst all �nqu�r�es were �n
va�n; but when they had gone up as h�gh as the V�a del Fantanone,
they found a man at last who sa�d he had seen someth�ng happen
on the n�ght of the 14th wh�ch m�ght very poss�bly have some
bear�ng on the subject of �nqu�ry. He was a Slav named George, who
was tak�ng up the r�ver a boat laden w�th wood to R�petta. The
follow�ng are h�s own words:

"Gentlemen," he sa�d, "last Wednesday even�ng, when I had set
down my load of wood on the bank, I rema�ned �n my boat, rest�ng �n
the cool n�ght a�r, and watch�ng lest other men should come and take
away what I had just unloaded, when, about two o'clock �n the
morn�ng, I saw com�ng out of the lane on the left of San G�rolamo's
Church two men on foot, who came forward �nto the m�ddle of the
street, and looked so carefully all around that they seemed to have
come to f�nd out �f anybody was go�ng along the street. When they
felt sure that �t was deserted, they went back along the same lane,
whence �ssued presently two other men, who used s�m�lar
precaut�ons to make sure that there was noth�ng fresh; they, when
they found all as they w�shed, gave a s�gn to the�r compan�ons to
come and jo�n them; next appeared one man on a dapple-grey
horse, wh�ch was carry�ng on the crupper the body of a dead man,
h�s head and arms hang�ng over on one s�de and h�s feet on the
other. The two fellows I had f�rst seen explor�ng were hold�ng h�m up
by the arms and legs. The other three at once went up to the r�ver,
wh�le the f�rst two kept a watch on the street, and advanc�ng to the
part of the bank where the sewers of the town are d�scharged �nto
the T�ber, the horseman turned h�s horse, back�ng on the r�ver; then
the two who were at e�ther s�de tak�ng the corpse, one by the hands,



the other by the feet, swung �t three t�mes, and the th�rd t�me threw �t
out �nto the r�ver w�th all the�r strength; then at the no�se made when
the body splashed �nto the water, the horseman asked, 'Is �t done?'
and the others answered, 'Yes, s�r,' and he at once turned r�ght about
face; but see�ng the dead man's cloak float�ng, he asked what was
that black th�ng sw�mm�ng about. 'S�r,' sa�d one of the men, '�t �s h�s
cloak'; and then another man p�cked up some stones, and runn�ng to
the place where �t was st�ll float�ng, threw them so as to make �t s�nk
under; as soon, as �t had qu�te d�sappeared, they went off, and after
walk�ng a l�ttle way along the ma�n road, they went �nto the lane that
leads to San G�acomo. That was all I saw, gentlemen, and so �t �s all
I can answer to the quest�ons you have asked me."

At these words, wh�ch robbed of all hope any who m�ght yet
enterta�n �t, one of the pope's servants asked the Slav why, when he
was w�tness of such a deed, he had not gone to denounce �t to the
governor. But the Slav repl�ed that, s�nce he had exerc�sed h�s
present trade on the r�vers�de, he had seen dead men thrown �nto
the T�ber �n the same way a hundred t�mes, and had never heard
that anybody had been troubled about them; so he supposed �t
would be the same w�th th�s corpse as the others, and had never
�mag�ned �t was h�s duty to speak of �t, not th�nk�ng �t would be any
more �mportant than �t had been before.

Act�ng on th�s �ntell�gence, the servants of H�s Hol�ness
summoned at once all the boatmen and f�shermen who were
accustomed to go up and down the r�ver, and as a large reward was
prom�sed to anyone who should f�nd the duke's body, there were
soon more than a hundred ready for the job; so that before the
even�ng of the same day, wh�ch was Fr�day, two men were drawn out



of the water, of whom one was �nstantly recogn�sed as the hapless
duke. At the very f�rst glance at the body there could be no doubt as
to the cause of death. It was p�erced w�th n�ne wounds, the ch�ef one
�n the throat, whose artery was cut. The cloth�ng had not been
touched: h�s doublet and cloak were there, h�s gloves �n h�s
wa�stband, gold �n h�s purse; the duke then must have been
assass�nated not for ga�n but for revenge.

The sh�p wh�ch carr�ed the corpse went up the T�ber to the
Castello Sant' Angelo, where �t was set down. At once the
magn�f�cent dress was fetched from the duke's palace wh�ch he had
worn on the day of the process�on, and he was clothed �n �t once
more: bes�de h�m were placed the �ns�gn�a of the generalsh�p of the
Church. Thus he lay �n state all day, but h�s father �n h�s despa�r had
not the courage to come and look at h�m. At last, when n�ght had
fallen, h�s most trusty and honoured servants carr�ed the body to the
church of the Madonna del Papala, w�th all the pomp and ceremony
that Church and State comb�ned could dev�se for the funeral of the
son of the pope.

Meant�me the bloodsta�ned hands of Caesar Borg�a were
plac�ng a royal crown upon the head of Freder�c of Aragon.

Th�s blow had p�erced Alexander's heart very deeply. As at f�rst
he d�d not know on whom h�s susp�c�ons should fall, he gave the
str�ctest orders for the pursu�t of the murderers; but l�ttle by l�ttle the
�nfamous truth was forced upon h�m. He saw that the blow wh�ch
struck at h�s house came from that very house �tself and then h�s
despa�r was changed to madness: he ran through the rooms of the
Vat�can l�ke a man�ac, and enter�ng the cons�story w�th torn garments
and ashes on h�s head, he sobb�ngly avowed all the errors of h�s



past l�fe, own�ng that the d�saster that struck h�s offspr�ng through h�s
offspr�ng was a just chast�sement from God; then he ret�red to a
secret dark chamber of the palace, and there shut h�mself up,
declar�ng h�s resolve to d�e of starvat�on. And �ndeed for more than
s�xty hours he took no nour�shment by day nor rest by n�ght, mak�ng
no answer to those who knocked at h�s door to br�ng h�m food except
w�th the wa�l�ngs of a woman or a roar as of a wounded l�on; even
the beaut�ful G�ul�a Farnese, h�s new m�stress, could not move h�m at
all, and was obl�ged to go and seek Lucrez�a, that daughter doubly
loved to conquer h�s deadly resolve. Lucrez�a came out from the
retreat where she was weep�ng for the Duke of Gand�a, that she
m�ght console her father. At her vo�ce the door d�d really open, and �t
was only then that the Duke of Segov�a, who had been kneel�ng
almost a whole day at the threshold, begg�ng H�s Hol�ness to take
heart, could enter w�th servants bear�ng w�ne and food.

The pope rema�ned alone w�th Lucrez�a for three days and
n�ghts; then he reappeared �n publ�c, outwardly calm, �f not res�gned;
for Gu�cc�ard�n� assures us that h�s daughter had made h�m
understand how dangerous �t would be to h�mself to show too openly
before the assass�n, who was com�ng home, the �mmoderate love he
felt for h�s v�ct�m.





CHAPTER VIII

Caesar rema�ned at Naples, partly to g�ve t�me to the paternal gr�ef
to cool down, and partly to get on w�th another bus�ness he had
lately been charged w�th, noth�ng else than a propos�t�on of marr�age
between Lucrez�a and Don Alfonso of Aragon, Duke of B�cell� and
Pr�nce of Salerno, natural son of Alfonso II and brother of Dona
Sancha. It was true that Lucrez�a was already marr�ed to the lord of
Pesaro, but she was the daughter of a father who had rece�ved from
heaven the r�ght of un�t�ng and d�sun�t�ng. There was no need to
trouble about so tr�fl�ng a matter: when the two were ready to marry,
the d�vorce would be effected. Alexander was too good a tact�c�an to
leave h�s daughter marr�ed to a son-�n-law who was becom�ng
useless to h�m.

Towards the end of August �t was announced that the
ambassador was com�ng back to Rome, hav�ng accompl�shed h�s
m�ss�on to the new k�ng to h�s great sat�sfact�on. And th�ther he
returned on the 5th of September,—that �s, nearly three months after
the Duke of Gand�a's death,—and on the next day, the 6th, from the
church of Santa Mar�a Novella, where, accord�ng to custom, the
card�nals and the Span�sh and Venet�an ambassadors were awa�t�ng
h�m on horseback at the door, he proceeded to the Vat�can, where
H�s Hol�ness was s�tt�ng; there he entered the cons�story, was



adm�tted by the pope, and �n accordance w�th the usual ceremon�al
rece�ved h�s bened�ct�on and k�ss; then, accompan�ed once more �n
the same fash�on by the ambassadors and card�nals, he was
escorted to h�s own apartments. Thence he proceeded to, the
pope's, as soon as he was left alone; for at the cons�story they had
had no speech w�th one another, and the father and son had a
hundred th�ngs to talk about, but of these the Duke of Gand�a was
not one, as m�ght have been expected. H�s name was not once
spoken, and ne�ther on that day nor afterwards was there ever aga�n
any ment�on of the unhappy young man: �t was as though he had
never ex�sted.

It was the fact that Caesar brought good news, K�ng Freder�c
gave h�s consent to the proposed un�on; so the marr�age of Sforza
and Lucrez�a was d�ssolved on a pretext of null�ty. Then Freder�c
author�sed the exhumat�on of D'jem's body, wh�ch, �t w�ll be
remembered, was worth 300,000 ducats.

After th�s, all came about as Caesar had des�red; he became the
man who was all-powerful after the pope; but when he was second
�n command �t was soon ev�dent to the Roman people that the�r c�ty
was mak�ng a new str�de �n the d�rect�on of ru�n. There was noth�ng
but balls, fetes, masquerades; there were magn�f�cent hunt�ng
part�es, when Caesar—who had begun to cast off h�s card�nal's robe,
—weary perhaps of the colour, appeared �n a French dress,
followed, l�ke a k�ng by card�nals, envoys and bodyguard. The whole
pont�f�cal town, g�ven up l�ke a courtesan to org�es and debauchery,
had never been more the home of sed�t�on, luxury, and carnage,
accord�ng to the Card�nal of V�terba, not even �n the days of Nero
and Hel�ogabalus. Never had she fallen upon days more ev�l; never



had more tra�tors done her d�shonour or sb�rr� sta�ned her streets
w�th blood. The number of th�eves was so great, and the�r audac�ty
such, that no one could w�th safety pass the gates of the town; soon
�t was not even safe w�th�n them. No house, no castle, ava�led for
defence. R�ght and just�ce no longer ex�sted. Money, farce, pleasure,
ruled supreme.

St�ll, the gold was melt�ng as �n a furnace at these Fetes; and,
by Heaven's just pun�shment, Alexander and Caesar were beg�nn�ng
to covet the fortunes of those very men who had r�sen through the�r
s�mony to the�r present elevat�on. The f�rst attempt at a new method
of co�n�ng money was tr�ed upon the Card�nal Cosenza. The
occas�on was as follows. A certa�n d�spensat�on had been granted
some t�me before to a nun who had taken the vows: she was the
only surv�v�ng he�r to the throne of Portugal, and by means of the
d�spensat�on she had been wedded to the natural son of the last
k�ng. Th�s marr�age was more prejud�c�al than can eas�ly be
�mag�ned to the �nterests of Ferd�nand and Isabella of Spa�n; so they
sent ambassadors to Alexander to lodge a compla�nt aga�nst a
proceed�ng of th�s nature, espec�ally as �t happened at the very
moment when an all�ance was to be formed between the house of
Aragon and the Holy See. Alexander understood the compla�nt, and
resolved that all should be set r�ght. So he den�ed all knowledge of
the papal br�ef though he had as a fact rece�ved 60,000 ducats for
s�gn�ng �t—and accused the Archb�shop of Cosenza, secretary for
apostol�c br�efs, of hav�ng granted a false d�spensat�on. By reason of
th�s accusat�on, the archb�shop was taken to the castle of Sant'
Angelo, and a su�t was begun.



But as �t was no easy task to prove an accusat�on of th�s nature,
espec�ally �f the archb�shop should pers�st �n ma�nta�n�ng that the
d�spensat�on was really granted by the pope, �t was resolved to
employ a tr�ck w�th h�m wh�ch could not fa�l to succeed. One even�ng
the Archb�shop of Cosenza saw Card�nal Valent�no come �nto h�s
pr�son; w�th that frank a�r of affab�l�ty wh�ch he knew well how to
assume when �t could serve h�s purpose, he expla�ned to the
pr�soner the embarrass�ng s�tuat�on �n wh�ch the pope was placed,
from wh�ch the archb�shop alone, whom H�s Hol�ness looked upon as
h�s best fr�end, could save h�m.

The archb�shop repl�ed that he was ent�rely at the serv�ce of H�s
Hol�ness.

Caesar, on h�s entrance, found the capt�ve seated, lean�ng h�s
elbows on a table, and he took a seat oppos�te h�m and expla�ned
the pope's pos�t�on: �t was an embarrass�ng one. At the very t�me of
contract�ng so �mportant an all�ance w�th the house of Aragon as that
of Lucrez�a and Alfonso, H�s Hol�ness could not avow to Ferd�nand
and Isabella that, for the sake of a few m�serable ducats, he had
s�gned a d�spensat�on wh�ch would un�te �n the husband and w�fe
together all the leg�t�mate cla�ms to a throne to wh�ch Ferd�nand and
Isabella had no r�ght at all but that of conquest. Th�s avowal would
necessar�ly put an end to all negot�at�ons, and the pont�f�cal house
would fall by the overthrow of that very pedestal wh�ch was to have
he�ghtened �ts grandeur. Accord�ngly the archb�shop would
understand what the pope expected of h�s devot�on and fr�endsh�p: �t
was a s�mple and stra�ght avowal that he had supposed he m�ght
take �t upon h�mself to accord the d�spensat�on. Then, as the
sentence to be passed on such an error would be the bus�ness of



Alexander, the accused could eas�ly �mag�ne beforehand how truly
paternal such a sentence would be. Bes�des, the reward was �n the
same hands, and �f the sentence was that of a father, the
recompense would be that of a k�ng. In fact, th�s recompense would
be no less than the honour of ass�st�ng as envoy, w�th the t�tle of
card�nal, at the marr�age of Lucrez�a and Alfonso—a favour wh�ch
would be very appropr�ate, s�nce �t would be thanks to h�s devot�on
that the marr�age could take place.

The Archb�shop of Cosenza knew the men he was deal�ng w�th;
he knew that to save the�r own ends they would hes�tate at noth�ng;
he knew they had a po�son l�ke sugar to the taste and to the smell,
�mposs�ble to d�scover �n food—a po�son that would k�ll slowly or
qu�ckly as the po�soner w�lled and would leave no trace beh�nd; he
knew the secret of the po�soned key that lay always on the pope's
mantelp�ece, so that when H�s Hol�ness w�shed to destroy some one
of h�s �nt�mates, he bade h�m open a certa�n cupboard: on the handle
of the key there was a l�ttle sp�ke, and as the lock of the cupboard
turned st�ffly the hand would naturally press, the lock would y�eld,
and noth�ng would have come of �t but a tr�fl�ng scratch: the scratch
was mortal. He knew, too, that Caesar wore a r�ng made l�ke two
l�ons' heads, and that he would turn the stone on the �ns�de when he
was shak�ng hands w�th a fr�end. Then the l�ons' teeth became the
teeth of a v�per, and the fr�end d�ed curs�ng Borg�a. So he y�elded,
partly through fear, partly bl�nded by the thought of the reward; and
Caesar returned to the Vat�can armed w�th a prec�ous paper, �n
wh�ch the Archb�shop of Cosenza adm�tted that he was the only
person respons�ble for the d�spensat�on granted to the royal nun.



Two days later, by means of the proofs k�ndly furn�shed by the
archb�shop, the pope; �n the presence of the governor of Rome, the
aud�tor of the apostol�c chamber, the advocate, and the f�scal
attorney, pronounced sentence, condemn�ng the archb�shop to the
loss of all h�s benef�ces and eccles�ast�cal off�ces, degradat�on from
h�s orders, and conf�scat�on of h�s goods; h�s person was to be
handed over to the c�v�l arm. Two days later the c�v�l mag�strate
entered the pr�son to fulf�l h�s off�ce as rece�ved from the pope, and
appeared before the archb�shop, accompan�ed by a clerk, two
servants, and four guards. The clerk unrolled the paper he carr�ed
and read out the sentence; the two servants unt�ed a packet, and,
str�pp�ng the pr�soner of h�s eccles�ast�cal garments, they reclothed
h�m �n a dress of coarse wh�te cloth wh�ch only reached down to h�s
knees, breeches of the same, and a pa�r of clumsy shoes. Lastly, the
guards took h�m, and led h�m �nto one of the deepest dungeons of
the castle of Sant' Angelo, where for furn�ture he found noth�ng but a
wooden cruc�f�x, a table, a cha�r, and a bed; for occupat�on, a B�ble
and a brev�ary, w�th a lamp to read by; for nour�shment, two pounds
of bread and a l�ttle cask of water, wh�ch were to be renewed every
three days, together w�th a bottle of o�l for burn�ng �n h�s lamp.

At the end of a year the poor archb�shop d�ed of despa�r, not
before he had gnawed h�s own arms �n h�s agony.

The very same day that he was taken �nto the dungeon, Caesar
Borg�a, who had managed the affa�r so ably, was presented by the
pope w�th all the belong�ngs of the condemned pr�soner.

But the hunt�ng part�es, balls, and masquerades were not the
only pleasures enjoyed by the pope and h�s fam�ly: from t�me to t�me
strange spectacles were exh�b�ted. We w�ll only descr�be two—one



of them a case of pun�shment, the other no more nor less than a
matter of the stud farm. But as both of these g�ve deta�ls w�th wh�ch
we would not have our readers cred�t our �mag�nat�on, we w�ll f�rst
say that they are l�terally translated from Burchard's Lat�n journal.

"About the same t�me—that �s, about the beg�nn�ng of 1499—a
certa�n courtesan named La Corsetta was �n pr�son, and had a lover
who came to v�s�t her �n woman's clothes, a Span�sh Moor, called
from h�s d�sgu�se 'the Span�sh lady from Barbary!' As a pun�shment,
both of them were led through the town, the woman w�thout pett�coat
or sk�rt, but wear�ng only the Moor's dress unbuttoned �n front; the
man wore h�s woman's garb; h�s hands were t�ed beh�nd h�s back,
and the sk�rt fastened up to h�s m�ddle, w�th a v�ew to complete
exposure before the eyes of all. When �n th�s att�re they had made
the c�rcu�t of the town, the Corsetta was sent back to the pr�son w�th
the Moor. But on the 7th of Apr�l follow�ng, the Moor was aga�n taken
out and escorted �n the company of two th�eves towards the Campo
de� F�or�. The three condemned men were preceded by a constable,
who rode backwards on an ass, and held �n h�s hand a long pole, on
the end of wh�ch were hung, st�ll bleed�ng, the amputated l�mbs of a
poor Jew who had suffered torture and death for some tr�fl�ng cr�me.
When the process�on reached the place of execut�on, the th�eves
were hanged, and the unfortunate Moor was t�ed to a stake p�led
round w�th wood, where he was to have been burnt to death, had not
ra�n fallen �n such torrents that the f�re would not burn, �n sp�te of all
the efforts of the execut�oner."

Th�s unlooked for acc�dent, taken as a m�racle by the people,
robbed Lucrez�a of the most exc�t�ng part of the execut�on; but her
father was hold�ng �n reserve another k�nd of spectacle to console



her w�th later. We �nform the reader once more that a few l�nes we
are about to set before h�m are a translat�on from the journal of the
worthy German Burchard, who saw noth�ng �n the blood�est or most
wanton performances but facts for h�s journal, wh�ch he duly
reg�stered w�th the �mpass�b�l�ty of a scr�be, append�ng no remark or
moral reflect�on.

"On the 11th of November a certa�n peasant was enter�ng Rome
w�th two stall�ons laden w�th wood, when the servants of H�s
Hol�ness, just as he passed the P�azza of St. Peter's, cut the�r g�rths,
so that the�r loads fell on the ground w�th the pack-saddles, and led
off the horses to a court between the palace and the gate; then the
stable doors were opened, and four stall�ons, qu�te free and
unbr�dled, rushed out and �n an �nstant all s�x an�mals began k�ck�ng,
b�t�ng and f�ght�ng each other unt�l several were k�lled. Roder�go and
Madame Lucrez�a, who sat at the w�ndow just over the palace gate,
took the greatest del�ght �n the struggle and called the�r court�ers to
w�tness the gallant battle that was be�ng fought below them."

Now Caesar's tr�ck �n the matter of the Archb�shop of Cosenza
had had the des�red result, and Isabella and Ferd�nand could no
longer �mpute to Alexander the s�gnature of the br�ef they had
compla�ned of: so noth�ng was now �n the way of the marr�age of
Lucrez�a and Alfonso; th�s certa�nty gave the pope great joy, for he
attached all the more �mportance to th�s marr�age because he was
already cog�tat�ng a second, between Caesar and Dona Carlota,
Freder�c's daughter.

Caesar had shown �n all h�s act�ons s�nce h�s brother's death h�s
want of vocat�on for the eccles�ast�cal l�fe; so no one was aston�shed
when, a cons�story hav�ng been summoned one morn�ng by



Alexander, Caesar entered, and address�ng the pope, began by
say�ng that from h�s earl�est years he had been drawn towards
secular pursu�ts both by natural �ncl�nat�on and ab�l�ty, and �t had only
been �n obed�ence to the absolute commands of H�s Hol�ness that he
entered the Church, accepted the card�nal's scarlet, other d�gn�t�es,
and f�nally the sacred order of the d�aconate; but feel�ng that �n h�s
s�tuat�on �t was �mproper to follow h�s pass�ons, and at h�s age
�mposs�ble to res�st them, he humbly entreated H�s Hol�ness
grac�ously to y�eld to the des�re he had fa�led to overcome, and to
perm�t h�m to lay as�de the dress and d�gn�t�es of the Church, and
enter once more �nto the world, thereto contract a lawful marr�age;
also he entreated the lord card�nals to �ntercede for h�m w�th H�s
Hol�ness, to whom he would freely res�gn all h�s churches, abbeys,
and benef�ces, as well as every other eccles�ast�cal d�gn�ty and
preferment that had been accorded h�m. The card�nals, deferr�ng to
Caesar's w�shes, gave a unan�mous vote, and the pope, as we may
suppose, l�ke a good father, not w�sh�ng to force h�s son's
�ncl�nat�ons, accepted h�s res�gnat�on, and y�elded to the pet�t�on;
thus Caesar put off the scarlet robe, wh�ch was su�ted to h�m, says
h�s h�stor�an Tommaso Tommas�, �n one part�cular only—that �t was
the colour of blood.

In truth, the res�gnat�on was a press�ng necess�ty, and there was
no t�me to lose. Charles VIII one day after he had came home late
and t�red from the hunt�ng-f�eld, had bathed h�s head �n cold water;
and go�ng stra�ght to table, had been struck down by an apoplect�c
se�zure d�rectly after h�s supper; and was dead, leav�ng the throne to
the good Lou�s XII, a man of two consp�cuous weaknesses, one as
deplorable as the other: the f�rst was the w�sh to make conquests;



the second was the des�re to have ch�ldren. Alexander, who was on
the watch for all pol�t�cal changes, had seen �n a moment what he
could get from Lou�s XII's access�on to the throne, and was prepared
to prof�t by the fact that the new k�ng of France needed h�s help for
the accompl�shment of h�s twofold des�re. Lou�s needed, f�rst, h�s
temporal a�d �n an exped�t�on aga�nst the duchy of M�lan, on wh�ch,
as we expla�ned before, he had �nher�ted cla�ms from Valent�na
V�scont�, h�s grandmother; and, secondly, h�s sp�r�tual a�d to d�ssolve
h�s marr�age w�th Jeanne, the daughter of Lou�s XI; a ch�ldless and
h�deously deformed woman, whom he had only marr�ed by reason of
the great fear he enterta�ned for her father. Now Alexander was
w�ll�ng to do all th�s for Lou�s XII and to g�ve �n add�t�on a card�nal's
hat to h�s fr�end George d'Ambo�se, prov�ded only that the K�ng of
France would use h�s �nfluence �n persuad�ng the young Dona
Carlota, who was at h�s court, to marry h�s son Caesar.

So, as th�s bus�ness was already far advanced on the day when
Caesar doffed h�s scarlet and donned a secular garb, thus fulf�ll�ng
the amb�t�on so long cher�shed, when the lord of V�lleneuve, sent by
Lou�s and comm�ss�oned to br�ng Caesar to France, presented
h�mself before the ex-card�nal on h�s arr�val at Rome, the latter, w�th
h�s usual extravagance of luxury and the k�ndness he knew well how
to bestow on those he needed, enterta�ned h�s guest for a month,
and d�d all the honours of Rome. After that, they departed, preceded
by one of the pope's cour�ers, who gave orders that every town they
passed through was to rece�ve them w�th marks of honour and
respect. The same order had been sent throughout the whole of
France, where the �llustr�ous v�s�tors rece�ved so numerous a guard,
and were welcomed by a populace so eager to behold them, that



after they passed through Par�s, Caesar's gentlemen-�n-wa�t�ng
wrote to Rome that they had not seen any trees �n France, or
houses, or walls, but only men, women and sunsh�ne.

The k�ng, on the pretext of go�ng out hunt�ng, went to meet h�s
guest two leagues outs�de the town. As he knew Caesar was very
fond of the name of Valent�ne, wh�ch he had used as card�nal, and
st�ll cont�nued to employ w�th the t�tle of Count, although he had
res�gned the archb�shopr�c wh�ch gave h�m the name, he there and
then bestowed an h�m the �nvest�ture of Valence, �n Dauph�ne, w�th
the t�tle of Duke and a pens�on of 20,000 francs; then, when he had
made th�s magn�f�cent g�ft and talked w�th h�m for nearly a couple of
hours, he took h�s leave, to enable h�m to prepare the splend�d entry
he was propos�ng to make.

It was Wednesday, the 18th of December 1498, when Caesar
Borg�a entered the town of Ch�non, w�th pomp worthy of the son of a
pope who �s about to marry the daughter of a k�ng. The process�on
began w�th four-and-twenty mules, capar�soned �n red, adorned w�th
escutcheons bear�ng the duke's arms, laden w�th carved trunks and
chests �nla�d w�th �vory and s�lver; after them came four-and-twenty
more, also capar�soned, th�s t�me �n the l�very of the K�ng of France,
yellow and red; next after these came ten other mules, covered �n
yellow sat�n w�th red crossbars; and lastly another ten, covered w�th
str�ped cloth of gold, the str�pes alternately ra�sed and flat gold.

Beh�nd the seventy mules wh�ch led the process�on there
pranced s�xteen handsome battle-horses, led by equerr�es who
marched alongs�de; these were followed by e�ghteen hunters r�dden
by e�ghteen pages, who were about fourteen or f�fteen years of age;
s�xteen of them were dressed �n cr�mson velvet, and two �n ra�sed



gold cloth; so elegantly dressed were these two ch�ldren, who were
also the best look�ng of the l�ttle band, that the s�ght of them gave
r�se to strange susp�c�ons as to the reason for th�s preference, �f one
may bel�eve what Brantome says. F�nally, beh�nd these e�ghteen
horses came s�x beaut�ful mules, all harnessed w�th red velvet, and
led by s�x valets, also �n velvet to match.

The th�rd group cons�sted of, f�rst, two mules qu�te covered w�th
cloth of gold, each carry�ng two chests �n wh�ch �t was sa�d that the
duke's treasure was stored, the prec�ous stones he was br�ng�ng to
h�s f�ancee, and the rel�cs and papal bulls that h�s father had charged
h�m to convey for h�m to Lou�s XII. These were followed by twenty
gentlemen dressed �n cloth of gold and s�lver, among whom rode
Paul G�ordano Ors�no and several barons and kn�ghts among the
ch�efs of the state eccles�ast�c.

Next came two drums, one rebeck, and four sold�ers blow�ng
trumpets and s�lver clar�ons; then, �n the m�dst of a party of four-and-
twenty lacqueys, dressed half �n cr�mson velvet and half �n yellow
s�lk, rode Mess�re George d'Ambo�se, anMonse�gneur the Duke of
Valent�no�s. Caesar was mounted on a handsome tall courser, very
r�chly harnessed, �n a robe half red sat�n and half cloth of gold,
embro�dered all over w�th pearls and prec�ous stones; �n h�s cap
were two rows of rub�es, the s�ze of beans, wh�ch reflected so
br�ll�ant a l�ght that one m�ght have fanc�ed they were the famous
carbuncles of the Arab�an N�ghts; he also wore on h�s neck a collar
worth at least 200,000 l�vres; �ndeed, there was no part of h�m, even
down to h�s boots, that was not laced w�th gold and edged w�th
pearls. H�s horse was covered w�th a cu�rass �n a pattern of golden



fol�age of wonderful workmansh�p, among wh�ch there appeared to
grow, l�ke flowers, nosegays of pearls and clusters of rub�es.

Lastly, br�ng�ng up the rear of the magn�f�cent cortege, beh�nd
the duke came twenty-four mules w�th red capar�sons bear�ng h�s
arms, carry�ng h�s s�lver plate, tents, and baggage.

What gave to all the cavalcade an a�r of most wonderful luxury
and extravagance was that the horses and mules were shod w�th
golden shoes, and these were so badly na�led on that more than
three-quarters of the�r number, were lost on the road For th�s
extravagance Caesar was greatly blamed, for �t was thought an
audac�ous th�ng to put on h�s horses' feet a metal of wh�ch k�ng's
crowns are made.

But all th�s pomp had no effect on the lady for whose sake �t had
been d�splayed; for when Dona Carlota was told that Caesar Borg�a
had come to France �n the hope of becom�ng her husband, she
repl�ed s�mply that she would never take a pr�est for her husband,
and, moreover, the son of a pr�est; a man who was not only an
assass�n, but a fratr�c�de; not only a man of �nfamous b�rth, but st�ll
more �nfamous �n h�s morals and h�s act�ons.

But, �n default of the haughty lady of Aragon, Caesar soon found
another pr�ncess of noble blood who consented to be h�s w�fe: th�s
was Mademo�selle d'Albret, daughter of the K�ng of Navarre. The
marr�age, arranged on cond�t�on that the pope should pay 200,000
ducats dowry to the br�de, and should make her brother card�nal,
was celebrated on the 10th of May; and on the Wh�tsunday follow�ng
the Duke of Valento�s rece�ved the order of St. M�chael, an order
founded by Lou�s XI, and esteemed at th�s per�od as the h�ghest �n
the g�ft of the k�ngs of France. The news of th�s marr�age, wh�ch



made an all�ance w�th Lou�s XII certa�n, was rece�ved w�th great joy
by the pope, who at once gave orders for bonf�res and �llum�nat�ons
all over the town.

Lou�s XII was not only grateful to the pope for d�ssolv�ng h�s
marr�age w�th Jeanne of France and author�z�ng h�s un�on w�th Anne
of Br�ttany, but he cons�dered �t �nd�spensable to h�s des�gns �n Italy
to have the pope as h�s ally. So he prom�sed the Duke of Valent�no�s
to put three hundred lances at h�s d�sposal, as soon as he had made
an entry �nto M�lan, to be used to further h�s own pr�vate �nterests,
and aga�nst whomsoever he pleased except only the all�es of
France. The conquest of M�lan should be undertaken so soon as
Lou�s felt assured of the support of the Venet�ans, or at least of the�r
neutral�ty, and he had sent them ambassadors author�sed to prom�se
�n h�s name the restorat�on of Cremona and Gh�era d'Adda when he
had completed the conquest of Lombardy.





CHAPTER IX

Everyth�ng from w�thout was favour�ng Alexander's encroach�ng
pol�cy, when he was compelled to turn h�s eyes from France towards
the centre of Italy: �n Florence dwelt a man, ne�ther duke, nor k�ng,
nor sold�er, a man whose power was �n h�s gen�us, whose armour
was h�s pur�ty, who owned no offens�ve weapon but h�s tongue, and
who yet began to grow more dangerous for h�m than all the k�ngs,
dukes, pr�nces, �n the whole world could ever be; th�s man was the
poor Dom�n�can monk G�rolamo Savonarola, the same who had
refused absolut�on to Lorenzo de� Med�c� because he would not
restore the l�berty of Florence.

G�rolamo Savonarola had prophes�ed the �nvas�on of a force
from beyond the Alps, and Charles VIII had conquered Naples;
G�rolamo Savonarola had prophes�ed to Charles VIII that because
he had fa�led to fulf�l the m�ss�on of l�berator entrusted to h�m by God,
he was threatened w�th a great m�sfortune as a pun�shment, and
Charles was dead; lastly, Savonarola had prophes�ed h�s own fall
l�ke the man who paced around the holy c�ty for e�ght days, cry�ng,
"Woe to Jerusalem!" and on the n�nth day, "Woe be on my own
head!" None the less, the Florent�ne reformer, who could not reco�l
from any danger, was determ�ned to attack the colossal abom�nat�on
that was seated on St. Peter's holy throne; each debauch, each



fresh cr�me that l�fted up �ts brazen face to the l�ght of day or tr�ed to
h�de �ts shameful head beneath the ve�l of n�ght, he had never fa�led
to po�nt out to the people, denounc�ng �t as the off spr�ng of the
pope's luxur�ous l�v�ng and lust of power. Thus had he st�gmat�sed
Alexander's new amour w�th the beaut�ful G�ul�a Farnese, who �n the
preced�ng Apr�l had added another son to the pope's fam�ly; thus had
he cursed the Duke of Gand�a's murderer, the lustful, jealous
fratr�c�de; lastly, he had po�nted out to the Florent�nes, who were
excluded from the league then form�ng, what sort of future was �n
store for them when the Borg�as should have made themselves
masters of the small pr�nc�pal�t�es and should come to attack the
duch�es and republ�cs. It was clear that �n Savonarola, the pope had
an enemy at once temporal and sp�r�tual, whose �mportunate and
threaten�ng vo�ce must be s�lenced at any cost.

But m�ghty as the pope's power was, to accompl�sh a des�gn l�ke
th�s was no easy matter. Savonarola, preach�ng the stern pr�nc�ples
of l�berty, had un�ted to h�s cause, even �n the m�dst of r�ch, pleasure-
lov�ng Florence, a party of some s�ze, known as the 'P�agnon�', or the
Pen�tents: th�s band was composed of c�t�zens who were anx�ous for
reform �n Church and State, who accused the Med�c� of enslav�ng the
fatherland and the Borg�as of upsett�ng the fa�th, who demanded two
th�ngs, that the republ�c should return to her democrat�c pr�nc�ples,
and rel�g�on to a pr�m�t�ve s�mpl�c�ty. Towards the f�rst of these
projects cons�derable progress had been made, s�nce they had
success�vely obta�ned, f�rst, an amnesty for all cr�mes and
del�nquenc�es comm�tted under other governments; secondly, the
abol�t�on of the 'bal�a', wh�ch was an ar�stocrat�c mag�stracy; th�rdly,
the establ�shment of a sovere�gn counc�l, composed of 1800 c�t�zens;



and lastly, the subst�tut�on of popular elect�ons for draw�ng by lot and
for ol�garch�cal nom�nat�ons: these changes had been effected �n
sp�te of two other fact�ons, the 'Arrab�at�', or Madmen, who,
cons�st�ng of the r�chest and noblest youths of the Florent�ne
patr�c�an fam�l�es, des�red to have an ol�garch�cal government; and
the 'B�g�', or Greys, so called because they always held the�r
meet�ngs �n the shade, who des�red the return of the Med�c�.

The f�rst measure Alexander used aga�nst the grow�ng power of
Savonarola was to declare h�m heret�c, and as such ban�shed from
the pulp�t; but Savonarola had eluded th�s proh�b�t�on by mak�ng h�s
pup�l and fr�end, Domen�co Bonv�c�n� d� Pesc�a, preach �n h�s stead.
The result was that the master's teach�ngs were �ssued from other
l�ps, and that was all; the seed, though scattered by another hand,
fell none the less on fert�le so�l, where �t would soon burst �nto flower.
Moreover, Savonarola now set an example that was followed to good
purpose by Luther, when, twenty-two years later, he burned Leo X's
bull of excommun�cat�on at W�ttenberg; he was weary of s�lence, so
he declared, on the author�ty of Pope Pelag�us, that an unjust
excommun�cat�on had no eff�cacy, and that the person
excommun�cated unjustly d�d not even need to get absolut�on. So on
Chr�stmas Day, 1497, he declared that by the �nsp�rat�on of God he
renounced h�s obed�ence to a corrupt master; and he began to
preach once more �n the cathedral, w�th a success that was all the
greater for the �nterrupt�on, and an �nfluence far more form�dable
than before, because �t was strengthened by that sympathy of the
masses wh�ch an unjust persecut�on always �nsp�res.

Then Alexander made overtures to Leonardo de� Med�c�, v�car of
the archb�shopr�c of Florence, to obta�n the pun�shment of the rebel:



Leonardo, �n obed�ence to the orders he rece�ved, from Rome,
�ssued a mandate forb�dd�ng the fa�thful to attend at Savonarola's
sermons. After th�s mandate, any who should hear the d�scourses of
the excommun�cated monk would be refused commun�on and
confess�on; and as when they d�ed they would be contam�nated w�th
heresy, �n consequence of the�r sp�r�tual �ntercourse w�th a heret�c,
the�r dead bod�es would be dragged on a hurdle and depr�ved of the
r�ghts of sepulture. Savonarola appealed from the mandate of h�s
super�or both to the people and to the S�gnor�a, and the two together
gave orders to the ep�scopal v�car to leave Florence w�th�n two
hours: th�s happened at the beg�nn�ng of the year 1498.

The expuls�on of Leonardo's de� Med�c� was a new tr�umph for
Savonarola, so, w�sh�ng to turn to good moral account h�s grow�ng
�nfluence, he resolved to convert the last day of the carn�val, h�therto
g�ven up to worldly pleasures, �nto a day of rel�g�ous sacr�f�ce. So
actually on Shrove Tuesday a cons�derable number of boys were
collected �n front of the cathedral, and there d�v�ded �nto bands,
wh�ch traversed the whole town, mak�ng a house-to-house v�s�tat�on,
cla�m�ng all profane books, l�cent�ous pa�nt�ngs, lutes, harps, cards
and d�ce, cosmet�cs and perfumes—�n a word, all the hundreds of
products of a corrupt soc�ety and c�v�l�sat�on, by the a�d of wh�ch
Satan at t�mes makes v�ctor�ous war on God. The �nhab�tants of
Florence obeyed, and came forth to the P�azza of the Duoma,
br�ng�ng these works of perd�t�on, wh�ch were soon p�led up �n a
huge stack, wh�ch the youthful reformers set on f�re, s�ng�ng rel�g�ous
psalms and hymns the wh�le. On th�s p�le were burned many cop�es
of Boccacc�o and of Margante Magg�ore, and p�ctures by Fra
Bartalommeo, who from that day forward renounced the art of th�s



world to consecrate h�s brush utterly and ent�rely to the reproduct�on
of rel�g�ous scenes.

A reform such as th�s was terr�fy�ng to Alexander; so he resolved
on f�ght�ng Savonarola w�th h�s own weapons—that �s, by the force of
eloquence. He chose as the Dom�n�can's opponent a preacher of
recogn�sed talent, called Fra Francesco d� Pagl�a; and he sent h�m to
Florence, where he began to preach �n Santa Croce, accus�ng
Savonarola of heresy and �mp�ety. At the same t�me the pope, �n a
new br�ef, announced to the S�gnar�a that unless they forbade the
arch-heret�c to preach, all the goods of Florent�ne merchants who
l�ved on the papal terr�tory would be conf�scated, and the republ�c
la�d under an �nterd�ct and declared the sp�r�tual and temporal enemy
of the Church. The S�gnor�a, abandoned by France, and aware that
the mater�al power of Rome was �ncreas�ng �n a fr�ghtful manner,
was forced th�s t�me to y�eld, and to �ssue to Savonarola an order to
leave off preach�ng. He obeyed, and bade farewell to h�s
congregat�on �n a sermon full of strength and eloquence.

But the w�thdrawal of Savonarola, so far from calm�ng the
ferment, had �ncreased �t: there was talk about h�s prophec�es be�ng
fulf�lled; and some zealots, more ardent than the�r master added
m�racle to �nsp�rat�on, and loudly procla�med that Savonarola had
offered to go down �nto the vaults of the cathedral w�th h�s
antagon�st, and there br�ng a dead man to l�fe aga�n, to prove that h�s
doctr�ne was true, prom�s�ng to declare h�mself vanqu�shed �f the
m�racle were performed by h�s adversary. These rumours reached
the ears of Fra Francesco, and as he was a man of warm blood, who
counted h�s own l�fe as noth�ng �f �t m�ght be spent to help h�s cause,
he declared �n all hum�l�ty that he felt he was too great a s�nner for



God to work a m�racle �n h�s behalf; but he proposed another
challenge: he would try w�th Savonarola the ordeal of f�re. He knew,
he sa�d, that he must per�sh, but at least he should per�sh aveng�ng
the cause of rel�g�on, s�nce he was certa�n to �nvolve �n h�s
destruct�on the tempter who plunged so many souls bes�de h�s own
�nto eternal damnat�on.

The propos�t�on made by Fra Francesco was taken to
Savanarola; but as he had never proposed the earl�er challenge, he
hes�tated to accept the second; hereupon h�s d�sc�ple, Fra Domen�co
Bonv�c�n�, more conf�dent than h�s master �n h�s own power, declared
h�mself ready to accept the tr�al by f�re �n h�s stead; so certa�n was he
that God would perform a m�racle by the �ntercess�on of Savonarola,
H�s prophet.

Instantly the report spread through Florence that the mortal
challenge was accepted; Savonarola's part�sans, all men of the
strongest conv�ct�ons, felt no doubt as to the success of the�r cause.
H�s enem�es were enchanted at the thought of the heret�c g�v�ng
h�mself to the flames; and the �nd�fferent saw �n the ordeal a
spectacle of real and terr�ble �nterest.

But the devot�on of Fra Bonv�c�n� of Pesc�a was not what Fra
Francesco was reckon�ng w�th. He was w�ll�ng, no doubt, to d�e a
terr�ble death, but on cond�t�on that Savanarola d�ed w�th h�m. What
mattered to h�m the death of an obscure d�sc�ple l�ke Fra Bonv�c�n�?
It was the master he would str�ke, the great teacher who must be
�nvolved �n h�s own ru�n. So he refused to enter the f�re except w�th
Savonarola h�mself, and, play�ng th�s terr�ble game �n h�s own
person, would not allow h�s adversary to play �t by proxy.



Then a th�ng happened wh�ch certa�nly no one could have
ant�c�pated. In the place of Fra Francesco, who would not t�lt w�th
any but the master, two Franc�scan monks appeared to t�lt w�th the
d�sc�ple. These were Fra N�cholas de P�lly and Fra Andrea
Rond�nell�. Immed�ately the part�sans of Savonarola, see�ng th�s
arr�val of re�nforcements for the�r antagon�st, came forward �n a
crowd to try the ordeal. The Franc�scans were unw�ll�ng to be
beh�ndhand, and everybody took s�des w�th equal ardour for one or
other party. All Florence was l�ke a den of madmen; everyone
wanted the ordeal, everyone wanted to go �nto the f�re; not only d�d
men challenge one another, but women and even ch�ldren were
clamour�ng to be allowed to try. At last the S�gnor�a, reserv�ng th�s
pr�v�lege for the f�rst appl�cants, ordered that the strange duel should
take place only between Fra Domen�co Bonv�c�n� and Fra Andrea
Rond�nell�; ten of the c�t�zens were to arrange all deta�ls; the day was
f�xed for the 7th of Apr�l, 1498, and the place the P�azza del Palazzo.

The judges of the f�eld made the�r arrangements
consc�ent�ously. By the�r orders scaffold�ng was erected at the
appo�nted place, f�ve feet �n he�ght, ten �n w�dth, and e�ghty feet long.
Th�s scaffold�ng was covered w�th faggots and heath, supported by
cross-bars of the very dr�est wood that could be found. Two narrow
paths were made, two feet w�de at most, the�r entrance g�v�ng on the
Logg�a de� Lanz�, the�r ex�t exactly oppos�te. The logg�a was �tself
d�v�ded �nto two by a part�t�on, so that each champ�on had a k�nd of
room to make h�s preparat�ons �n, just as �n the theatre every actor
has h�s dress�ng-room; but �n th�s �nstance the tragedy that was
about to be played was not a f�ct�t�ous one.



The Franc�scans arr�ved on the p�azza and entered the
compartment reserved for them w�thout mak�ng any rel�g�ous
demonstrat�on; wh�le Savonarola, on the contrary, advanced to h�s
own place �n the process�on, wear�ng the sacerdotal robes �n wh�ch
he had just celebrated the Holy Euchar�st, and hold�ng �n h�s hand
the sacred host for all the world to see, as �t was enclosed �n a
crystal tabernacle. Fra Domen�co d� Pesc�a, the hero of the occas�on,
followed, bear�ng a cruc�f�x, and all the Dom�n�can monks, the�r red
crosses �n the�r hands, marched beh�nd s�ng�ng a psalm; wh�le
beh�nd them aga�n followed the most cons�derable of the c�t�zens of
the�r party, bear�ng torches, for, sure as they were of the tr�umph of
the�r cause, they w�shed to f�re the faggots themselves. The p�azza
was so crowded that the people overflowed �nto all the streets
around. In every door and w�ndow there was noth�ng to be seen but
heads ranged one above the other; the terraces were covered w�th
people, and cur�ous spectators were observed on the roof of the
Duomo and on the top of the Campan�le.

But, brought face to face w�th the ordeal, the Franc�scans ra�sed
such d�ff�cult�es that �t was very pla�n the heart of the�r champ�on was
fa�l�ng h�m. The f�rst fear they expressed was that Fra Bonv�c�n� was
an enchanter, and so carr�ed about h�m some tal�sman or charm
wh�ch would save h�m from the f�re. So they �ns�sted that he should
be str�pped of all h�s clothes and put on others to be �nspected by
w�tnesses. Fra Bonv�c�n� made no object�on, though the susp�c�on
was hum�l�at�ng; he changed sh�rt, dress, and cowl. Then, when the
Franc�scans observed that Savanarola was plac�ng the tabernacle �n
h�s hands, they protested that �t was profanat�on to expose the
sacred host to the r�sk of burn�ng, that th�s was not �n the bond, and �f



Bonv�c�n� would not g�ve up th�s supernatural a�d, they for the�r part
would g�ve up the tr�al altogether. Savonarola repl�ed that �t was not
aston�sh�ng that the champ�on of rel�g�on who put h�s fa�th �n God
should bear �n h�s hands that very God to whom he entrusted h�s
salvat�on. But th�s reply d�d not sat�sfy the Franc�scans, who were
unw�ll�ng to let go the�r content�on. Savonarola rema�ned �nflex�ble,
support�ng h�s own r�ght, and thus nearly four hours passed �n the
d�scuss�on of po�nts wh�ch ne�ther party would g�ve up, and affa�rs
rema�ned �n 'statu quo'. Meanwh�le the people, jammed together �n
the streets, on the terraces, on the roofs, s�nce break of day, were
suffer�ng from hunger and th�rst and beg�nn�ng to get �mpat�ent: the�r
�mpat�ence soon developed �nto loud murmurs, wh�ch reached even
the champ�ons' ears, so that the part�sans of Savonarola, who felt
such fa�th �n h�m that they were conf�dent of a m�racle, entreated h�m
to y�eld to all the cond�t�ons suggested. To th�s Savonarola repl�ed
that �f �t were h�mself mak�ng the tr�al he would be less �nexorable;
but s�nce another man was �ncurr�ng the danger; he could not take
too many precaut�ons. Two more hours passed, wh�le h�s part�sans
tr�ed �n va�n to combat h�s refusals. At last, as n�ght was com�ng on
and the people grew ever more and more �mpat�ent and the�r
murmurs began to assume a threaten�ng tone, Bonv�c�n� declared
that he was ready to walk through the f�re, hold�ng noth�ng �n h�s
hand but a cruc�f�x. No one could refuse h�m th�s; so Fra Rond�nell�
was compelled to accept h�s propos�t�on. The announcement was
made to the populace that the champ�ons had come to terms and the
tr�al was about to take place. At th�s news the people calmed down,
�n the hope of be�ng compensated at last for the�r long wa�t; but at
that very moment a storm wh�ch had long been threaten�ng brake



over Florence w�th such fury that the faggots wh�ch had just been
l�ghted were ext�ngu�shed by the ra�n, leav�ng no poss�b�l�ty of the�r
rek�ndl�ng. From the moment when the people suspected that they
had been fooled, the�r enthus�asm was changed �nto der�s�on. They
were �gnorant from wh�ch s�de the d�ff�cult�es had ar�sen that had
h�ndered the tr�al, so they la�d the respons�b�l�ty on both champ�ons
w�thout d�st�nct�on. The S�gnor�a, foresee�ng the d�sorder that was
now �mm�nent, ordered the assembly to ret�re; but the assembly
thought otherw�se, and stayed on the p�azza, wa�t�ng for the
departure of the two champ�ons, �n sp�te of the fearful ra�n that st�ll
fell �n torrents. Rond�nell� was taken back am�d shouts and hoot�ngs,
and pursued w�th showers of stones. Savonarola, thanks to h�s
sacred garments and the host wh�ch he st�ll carr�ed, passed calmly
enough through the m�dst of the mob—a m�racle qu�te as remarkable
as �f he had passed through the f�re unscathed.

But �t was only the sacred majesty of the host that had protected
th�s man, who was �ndeed from th�s moment regarded as a false
prophet: the crowd allowed Savonarola to return to h�s convent, but
they regretted the necess�ty, so exc�ted were they by the Arrabb�at�
party, who had always denounced h�m as a l�ar and a hypocr�te. So
when the next morn�ng, Palm Sunday, he stood up �n the pulp�t to
expla�n h�s conduct, he could not obta�n a moment's s�lence for
�nsults, hoot�ng, and loud laughter. Then the outcry, at f�rst der�s�ve,
became menac�ng: Savonarola, whose vo�ce was too weak to
subdue the tumult, descended from h�s pulp�t, ret�red �nto the
sacr�sty, and thence to h�s convent, where he shut h�mself up �n h�s
cell. At that moment a cry was heard, and was repeated by
everybody present:



"To San Marco, to San Marco!" The r�oters, few at f�rst, were
recru�ted by all the populace as they swept along the streets, and at
last reached the convent, dash�ng l�ke an angry sea aga�nst the wall.

The doors, closed on Savonarola's entrance, soon crashed
before the vehement onset of the powerful mult�tude, wh�ch struck
down on the �nstant every obstacle �t met: the whole convent was
qu�ckly flooded w�th people, and Savonarola, w�th h�s two
confederates, Domen�co Bonv�c�n� and S�lvestro Maruff�, was
arrested �n h�s cell, and conducted to pr�son am�d the �nsults of the
crowd, who, always �n extremes, whether of enthus�asm or hatred,
would have l�ked to tear them to p�eces, and would not be qu�eted t�ll
they had exacted a prom�se that the pr�soners should be forc�bly
compelled to make the tr�al of f�re wh�ch they had refused to make of
the�r own free w�ll.

Alexander VI, as we may suppose, had not been w�thout
�nfluence �n br�ng�ng about th�s sudden and aston�sh�ng react�on,
although he was not present �n person; and had scarcely learned the
news of Savonarola's fall and arrest when he cla�med h�m as subject
to eccles�ast�cal jur�sd�ct�on. But �n sp�te of the grant of �ndulgences
wherew�th th�s demand was accompan�ed, the S�gnor�a �ns�sted that
Savonarola's tr�al should take place at Florence, add�ng a request so
as not to appear to w�thdraw the accused completely from the
pont�f�cal author�ty—that the pope would send two eccles�ast�cal
judges to s�t �n the Florent�ne tr�bunal. Alexander, see�ng that he
would get noth�ng better from the magn�f�cent republ�c, sent as
deput�es G�oacch�no Turr�ano of Ven�ce, General of the Dom�n�cans,
and Francesco Ramol�n�, doctor �n law: they pract�cally brought the
sentence w�th them, declar�ng Savonarola and h�s accompl�ces



heret�cs, sch�smat�cs, persecutors of the Church and seducers of the
people.

The f�rmness shown by the Florent�nes �n cla�m�ng the�r r�ghts of
jur�sd�ct�on were noth�ng but an empty show to save appearances;
the tr�bunal, as a fact, was composed of e�ght members, all known to
be fervent haters of Savonarola, whose tr�al began w�th the torture.
The result was that, feeble �n body const�tut�onally nervous and
�rr�table, he had not been able to endure the rack, and, overcome by
agony just at the moment when the execut�oner had l�fted h�m up by
the wr�sts and then dropped h�m a d�stance of two feet to the ground,
he had confessed, �n order to get some resp�te, that h�s prophec�es
were noth�ng more than conjectures. If �s true that, so soon as he
went back to pr�son, he protested aga�nst the confess�on, say�ng that
�t was the weakness of h�s bod�ly organs and h�s want of f�rmness
that had wrested the l�e from h�m, but that the truth really was that
the Lord had several t�mes appeared to h�m �n h�s ecstas�es and
revealed the th�ngs that he had spoken. Th�s protestat�on led to a
new appl�cat�on of the torture, dur�ng wh�ch Savonarola succumbed
once more to the dreadful pa�n, and once more retracted. But
scarcely was he unbound, and was st�ll ly�ng on the bed of torture,
when he declared that h�s confess�ons were the fault of h�s torturers,
and the vengeance would reco�l upon the�r heads; and he protested
yet once more aga�nst all he had confessed and m�ght confess
aga�n. A th�rd t�me the torture produced the same avowals, and the
rel�ef that followed �t the same retract�ons. The judges therefore,
when they condemned h�m and h�s two d�sc�ples to the flames,
dec�ded that h�s confess�on should not be read aloud at the stake,
accord�ng to custom, feel�ng certa�n that on th�s occas�on also he



would g�ve �t the l�e, and that publ�cly, wh�ch, as anyone must see
who knew the versat�le sp�r�t of the publ�c, would be a most
dangerous proceed�ng.

On the 23rd of May, the f�re wh�ch had been prom�sed to the
people before was a second t�me prepared on the P�azza del
Palazzo, and th�s t�me the crowd assembled qu�te certa�n that they
would not be d�sappo�nted of a spectacle so long ant�c�pated. And
towards eleven o'clock �n the morn�ng, G�rolamo Savonarola,
Domen�co Bonv�c�n�, and S�lvestro Maruff� were led to the place of
execut�on, degraded of the�r orders by the eccles�ast�cal judges, and
bound all three to the same stake �n the centre of an �mmense p�le of
wood. Then the b�shop Pagnanol� told the condemned men that he
cut them off from the Church. "Ay, from the Church m�l�tant," sa�d
Savonarola, who from that very hour, thanks to h�s martyrdom, was
enter�ng �nto the Church tr�umphant. No other words were spoken by
the condemned men, for at th�s moment one of the Arrabb�at�, a
personal enemy of Savonarola, break�ng through the hedge of
guards around the scaffold, snatched the torch from the
execut�oner's hand and h�mself set f�re to the four corners of the p�le.
Savonarola and h�s d�sc�ples, from the moment when they saw the
smoke ar�se, began to s�ng a psalm, and the flames enwrapped
them on all s�des w�th a glow�ng ve�l, wh�le the�r rel�g�ous song was
yet heard mount�ng upward to the gates of heaven.

Pope Alexander VI was thus set free from perhaps the most
form�dable enemy who had ever r�sen aga�nst h�m, and the pont�f�cal
vengeance pursued the v�ct�ms even after the�r death: the S�gnor�a,
y�eld�ng to h�s w�shes, gave orders that the ashes of the prophet and
h�s d�sc�ples should be thrown �nto the Arno. But certa�n half-burned



fragments were p�cked up by the very sold�ers whose bus�ness �t
was to keep the people back from approach�ng the f�re, and the holy
rel�cs are even now shown, blackened by the flames, to the fa�thful,
who �f they no longer regard Savonarola as a prophet, revere h�m
none the less as a martyr.





CHAPTER X

The French army was now prepar�ng to cross the Alps a second
t�me, under the command of Tr�vulce. Lou�s XII had come as far as
Lyons �n the company of Caesar Borg�a and G�ul�ano della Rovere,
on whom he had forced a reconc�l�at�on, and towards the beg�nn�ng
of the month of May had sent h�s vanguard before h�m, soon to be
followed by the ma�n body of the army. The forces he was employ�ng
�n th�s second campa�gn of conquest were 1600 lances, 5000 Sw�ss,
9000 Gascons, and 3500 �nfantry, ra�sed from all parts of France. On
the 13th of August th�s whole body, amount�ng to nearly 15,000 men,
who were to comb�ne the�r forces w�th the Venet�ans, arr�ved
beneath the walls of Arezzo, and �mmed�ately la�d s�ege to the town.

Ludov�co Sforza's pos�t�on was a terr�ble one: he was now
suffer�ng from h�s �mprudence �n call�ng the French �nto Italy; all the
all�es he had thought he m�ght count upon were abandon�ng h�m at
the same moment, e�ther because they were busy about the�r own
affa�rs, or because they were afra�d of the powerful enemy that the
Duke of M�lan had made for h�mself. Max�m�l�an, who had prom�sed
h�m a contr�but�on of 400 lances, to make up for not renew�ng the
host�l�t�es w�th Lou�s XII that had been �nterrupted, had just made a
league w�th the c�rcle of Swab�a to war aga�nst the Sw�ss, whom he
had declared rebels aga�nst the Emp�re. The Florent�nes, who had



engaged to furn�sh h�m w�th 300 men-at-arms and 2000 �nfantry, �f he
would help them to retake P�sa, had just retracted the�r prom�se
because of Lou�s XII's threats, and had undertaken to rema�n
neutral. Freder�c, who was hold�ng back h�s troops for the defence of
h�s own States, because he supposed, not w�thout reason, that,
M�lan once conquered, he would aga�n have to defend Naples, sent
h�m no help, no men, no money, �n sp�te of h�s prom�ses. Ludov�co
Sforza was therefore reduced to h�s own proper forces.

But as he was a man powerful �n arms and clever �n art�f�ce, he
d�d not allow h�mself to succumb at the f�rst blow, and �n all haste
fort�f�ed Annona, Novarro, and Alessandr�a, sent off Cajazzo w�th
troops to that part of the M�lanese terr�tory wh�ch borders on the
states of Ven�ce, and collected on the Po as many troops as he
could. But these precaut�ons ava�led h�m noth�ng aga�nst the
�mpetuous onslaught of the French, who �n a few days had taken
Annona, Arezzo, Novarro, Vogh�era, Castelnuovo, Ponte Corona,
Tartone, and Alessandr�a, wh�le Tr�vulce was on the march to M�lan.

See�ng the rap�d�ty of th�s conquest and the�r numerous
v�ctor�es, Ludov�co Sforza, despa�r�ng of hold�ng out �n h�s cap�tal,
resolved to ret�re to Germany, w�th h�s ch�ldren, h�s brother, Card�nal
Ascan�o Sforza, and h�s treasure, wh�ch had been reduced �n the
course of e�ght years from 1,500,000 to 200,000 ducats. But before
he went he left Bernard�no da Carte �n charge of the castle of M�lan.
In va�n d�d h�s fr�ends warn h�m to d�strust th�s man, �n va�n d�d h�s
brother Ascan�o offer to hold the fortress h�mself, and offer to hold �t
to the very last; Ludov�co refused to make any change �n h�s
arrangements, and started on the 2nd of September, leav�ng �n the



c�tadel three thousand foot and enough prov�s�ons, ammun�t�on, and
money to susta�n a s�ege of several months.

Two days after Ludov�co's departure, the French entered M�lan.
Ten days later Bernard�no da Come gave up the castle before a
s�ngle gun had been f�red. Twenty-one days had suff�ced for the
French to get possess�on of the var�ous towns, the cap�tal, and all
the terr�tor�es of the�r enemy.

Lou�s XII rece�ved the news of th�s success wh�le he was at
Lyons, and he at once started for M�lan, where he was rece�ved w�th
demonstrat�ons of joy that were really s�ncere. C�t�zens of every rank
had come out three m�les' d�stance from the gates to rece�ve h�m,
and forty boys, dressed �n cloth of gold and s�lk, marched before h�m
s�ng�ng hymns of v�ctory composed by poets of the per�od, �n wh�ch
the k�ng was styled the�r l�berator and the envoy of freedom. The
great joy of the M�lanese people was due to the fact that fr�ends of
Lou�s had been spread�ng reports beforehand that the K�ng of
France was r�ch enough to abol�sh all taxes. And so soon as the
second day from h�s arr�val at M�lan the conqueror made some sl�ght
reduct�on, granted �mportant favours to certa�n M�lanese gentlemen,
and bestowed the town of V�gavano on Tr�vulce as a reward for h�s
sw�ft and glor�ous campa�gn. But Caesar Borg�a, who had followed
Lou�s XII w�th a v�ew to play�ng h�s part �n the great hunt�ng-ground
of Italy, scarcely wa�ted for h�m to atta�n h�s end when he cla�med the
fulf�lment of h�s prom�se, wh�ch the k�ng w�th h�s accustomed loyalty
hastened to perform. He �nstantly put at the d�sposal of Caesar three
hundred lances under the command of Yves d'Alegre, and four
thousand Sw�ss under the command of the ba�l�ff of D�jon, as a help
�n h�s work of reduc�ng the V�cars of the Church.



We must now expla�n to our readers who these new personages
were whom we �ntroduce upon the scene by the above name.

Dur�ng the eternal wars of Guelphs and Gh�bel�nes and the long
ex�le of the popes at Av�gnon, most of the towns and fortresses of
the Romagna had been usurped by petty tyrants, who for the most
part had rece�ved from the Emp�re the �nvest�ture of the�r new
possess�ons; but ever s�nce German �nfluence had ret�red beyond
the Alps, and the popes had aga�n made Rome the centre of the
Chr�st�an world, all the small pr�nces, robbed of the�r or�g�nal
protector, had rall�ed round the papal see, and rece�ved at the hands
of the pope a new �nvest�ture, and now they pa�d annual dues, for
wh�ch they rece�ved the part�cular t�tle of duke, count, or lord, and the
general name of V�car of the Church.

It had been no d�ff�cult matter for Alexander, scrupulously
exam�n�ng the act�ons and behav�our of these gentlemen dur�ng the
seven years that had elapsed s�nce he was exalted to St. Peter's
throne, to f�nd �n the conduct of each one of them someth�ng that
could be called an �nfract�on of the treaty made between vassals and
suzera�n; accord�ngly he brought forward h�s compla�nts at a tr�bunal
establ�shed for the purpose, and obta�ned sentence from the judges
to the effect that the v�cars of the Church, hav�ng fa�led to fulf�l the
cond�t�ons of the�r �nvest�ture, were despo�led of the�r doma�ns, wh�ch
would aga�n become the property of the Holy See. As the pope was
now deal�ng w�th men aga�nst whom �t was eas�er to pass a
sentence than to get �t carr�ed out, he had nom�nated as capta�n-
general the new Duke of Valent�no�s, who was comm�ss�oned to
recover the terr�tor�es for h�s own benef�t. The lords �n quest�on were
the Malatest� of R�m�n�, the Sforza of Pesaro, the Manfred� of



Faenza, the R�ar�� of Imola and Forl�, the Var�an� of Camer�na, the
Montefeltr� of Urb�no, and the Caetan� of Sermoneta.

But the Duke of Valent�no�s, eager to keep as warm as poss�ble
h�s great fr�endsh�p w�th h�s ally and relat�ve Lou�s XII, was, as we
know, stay�ng w�th h�m at M�lan so long as he rema�ned there, where,
after a month's occupat�on, the k�ng retraced h�s steps to h�s own
cap�tal, the Duke of Valent�no�s ordered h�s men-at-arms and h�s
Sw�ss to awa�t h�m between Parma and Modena, and departed
posthaste for Rome, to expla�n h�s plans to h�s father v�va voce and
to rece�ve h�s f�nal �nstruct�ons. When he arr�ved, he found that the
fortune of h�s s�ster Lucrez�a had been greatly augmented �n h�s
absence, not from the s�de of her husband Alfonso, whose future
was very uncerta�n now �n consequence of Lou�s's successes, wh�ch
had caused some coolness between Alfonso and the pope, but from
her father's s�de, upon whom at th�s t�me she exerc�sed an �nfluence
more aston�sh�ng than ever. The pope had declared Lucrez�a Borg�a
of Aragon l�fe-governor of Spoleto and �ts duchy, w�th all
emoluments, r�ghts, and revenues accru�ng thereunto. Th�s had so
greatly �ncreased her power and �mproved her pos�t�on, that �n these
days she never showed herself �n publ�c w�thout a company of two
hundred horses r�dden by the most �llustr�ous lad�es and noblest
kn�ghts of Rome. Moreover, as the twofold affect�on of her father was
a secret to nobody, the f�rst prelates �n the Church, the frequenters of
the Vat�can, the fr�ends of H�s Hol�ness, were all her most humble
servants; card�nals gave her the�r hands when she stepped from her
l�tter or her horse, archb�shops d�sputed the honour of celebrat�ng
mass �n her pr�vate apartments.



But Lucrez�a had been obl�ged to qu�t Rome �n order to take
possess�on of her new estates; and as her father could not spend
much t�me away from h�s beloved daughter, he resolved to take �nto
h�s hands the town of Nep�, wh�ch on a former occas�on, as the
reader w�ll doubtless remember, he had bestowed on Ascan�o Sforza
�n exchange for h�s suffrage. Ascan�o had naturally lost th�s town
when he attached h�mself to the fortunes of the Duke of M�lan, h�s
brother; and when the pope was about to take �t aga�n, he �nv�ted h�s
daughter Lucrez�a to jo�n h�m there and be present at the rejo�c�ngs
held �n honour of h�s resum�ng �ts possess�on.

Lucrez�a's read�ness �n g�v�ng way to her father's w�shes brought
her a new g�ft from h�m: th�s was the town and terr�tory of
Sermoneta, wh�ch belonged to the Caetan�. Of course the g�ft was as
yet a secret, because the two owners of the se�gneury, had f�rst to be
d�sposed of, one be�ng Mons�gnore G�acomo Caetano, apostol�c
protonotary, the other Prospero Caetano, a young caval�er of great
prom�se; but as both l�ved at Rome, and enterta�ned no susp�c�on,
but �ndeed supposed themselves to be �n h�gh favour w�th H�s
Hol�ness, the one by v�rtue of h�s pos�t�on, the other of h�s courage,
the matter seemed to present no great d�ff�culty. So d�rectly after the
return of Alexander to Rome, G�acomo Caetano was arrested, on
what pretext we know not, was taken to the castle of Sant' Angelo,
and there d�ed shortly after, of po�son: Prospero Caetano was
strangled �n h�s own house. After these two deaths, wh�ch both
occurred so suddenly as to g�ve no t�me for e�ther to make a w�ll, the
pope declared that Sermoneta and all of her property apperta�n�ng to
the Caetan� devolved upon the apostol�c chamber; and they were
sold to Lucrez�a for the sum of 80,000 crowns, wh�ch her father



refunded to her the day after. Though Caesar hurr�ed to Rome, he
found when he arr�ved that h�s father had been beforehand w�th h�m,
and had made a beg�nn�ng of h�s conquests.

Another fortune also had been mak�ng prod�g�ous str�des dur�ng
Caesar's stay �n France, v�z. the fortune of G�an Borg�a, the pope's
nephew, who had been one of the most devoted fr�ends of the Duke
of Gand�a up to the t�me of h�s death. It was sa�d �n Rome, and not �n
a wh�sper, that the young card�nal owed the favours heaped upon
h�m by H�s Hol�ness less to the memory of the brother than to the
protect�on of the s�ster. Both these reasons made G�an Borg�a a
spec�al object of susp�c�on to Caesar, and �t was w�th an �nward vow
that he should not enjoy h�s new d�gn�t�es very long that the Duke of
Valent�no�s heard that h�s cous�n G�an had just been nom�nated
card�nal 'a latere' of all the Chr�st�an world, and had qu�tted Rome to
make a c�rcu�t through all the pont�f�cal states w�th a su�te of
archb�shops, b�shops, prelates, and gentlemen, such as would have
done honour to the pope h�mself.

Caesar had only come to Rome to get news; so he only stayed
three days, and then, w�th all the troops H�s Hol�ness could supply,
rejo�ned h�s forces on the borders of the Euza, and marched at once
to Imola. Th�s town, abandoned by �ts ch�efs, who had ret�red to Forl�,
was forced to cap�tulate. Imola taken, Caesar marched stra�ght upon
Forl�. There he met w�th a ser�ous check; a check, moreover, wh�ch
came from a woman. Cater�na Sforza, w�dow of G�rolamo and
mother of Ottav�ano R�ar�o, had ret�red to th�s town, and st�rred up
the courage of the garr�son by putt�ng herself, her goods and her
person, under the�r protect�on. Caesar saw that �t was no longer a
quest�on of a sudden capture, but of a regular s�ege; so he began to



make all h�s arrangements w�th a v�ew to �t, and plac�ng a battery of
cannon �n front of the place where the walls seemed to h�m weakest,
he ordered an un�nterrupted f�re, to be cont�nued unt�l the breach
was pract�cable.

When he returned to the camp after g�v�ng th�s order, he found
there G�an Borg�a, who had gone to Rome from Ferrara and was
unw�ll�ng to be so near Caesar w�thout pay�ng h�m a v�s�t: he was
rece�ved w�th effus�on and apparently the greatest joy, and stayed
three days; on the fourth day all the off�cers and members of the
court were �nv�ted to a grand farewell supper, and Caesar bade
farewell to h�s cous�n, charg�ng h�m w�th despatches for the pope,
and lav�sh�ng upon h�m all the tokens of affect�on he had shown on
h�s arr�val.

Card�nal G�an Borg�a posted off as soon as he left the supper-
table, but on arr�v�ng at Urb�no he was se�zed w�th such a sudden
and strange �nd�spos�t�on that he was forced to stop; but after a few
m�nutes, feel�ng rather better, he went an; scarcely, however, had he
entered Rocca Cantrada when he aga�n felt so extremely �ll that he
resolved to go no farther, and stayed a couple of days �n the town.
Then, as he thought he was a l�ttle better aga�n, and as he had heard
the news of the tak�ng of Forl� and also that Cater�na Sforza had
been taken pr�soner wh�le she was mak�ng an attempt to ret�re �nto
the castle, he resolved to go back to Caesar and congratulate h�m on
h�s v�ctory; but at Fassambrane he was forced to stop a th�rd t�me,
although he had g�ven up h�s carr�age for a l�tter. Th�s was h�s last
halt: the same day he sought h�s bed, never to r�se from �t aga�n;
three days later he was dead.



H�s body was taken to Rome and bur�ed w�thout any ceremony
�n the church of Santa Mar�a del Populo, where lay awa�t�ng h�m the
corpse of h�s fr�end the Duke of Gand�a; and there was now no more
talk of the young card�nal, h�gh as h�s rank had been, than �f he had
never ex�sted. Thus �n gloom and s�lence passed away all those who
were swept to destruct�on by the amb�t�on of that terr�ble tr�o,
Alexander, Lucrez�a, and Caesar.

Almost at the same t�me Rome was terr�f�ed by another murder.
Don G�ovann� Cerv�gl�one, a gentleman by b�rth and a brave sold�er,
capta�n of the pope's men-at-arms, was attacked one even�ng by the
sb�rr�, as he was on h�s way home from supp�ng w�th Don El�s�o
P�gnatell�. One of the men asked h�s name, and as he pronounced �t,
see�ng that there was no m�stake, plunged a dagger �nto h�s breast,
wh�le a second man w�th a back stroke of h�s sword cut off h�s head,
wh�ch lay actually at h�s feet before h�s body had t�me to fall.

The governor of Rome lodged a compla�nt aga�nst th�s
assass�nat�on w�th the pope; but qu�ckly perce�v�ng, by the way h�s
�nt�mat�on was rece�ved, that he would have done better to say
noth�ng, he stopped the �nqu�r�es he had started, so that ne�ther of
the murderers was ever arrested. But the rumour was c�rculated that
Caesar, �n the short stay he had made at Rome, had had a
rendezvous w�th Cerv�gl�one's w�fe, who was a Borg�a by b�rth, and
that her husband when he heard of th�s �nfr�ngement of conjugal duty
had been angry enough to threaten her and her lover, too: the threat
had reached Caesar's ears, who, mak�ng a long arm of M�chelotto,
had, h�mself at Forl�, struck down Cerv�gl�one �n the streets of Rome.

Another unexpected death followed so qu�ckly on that of Don
G�ovann� Cerv�gl�one that �t could not but be attr�buted to the same



or�g�nator, �f not to the same cause. Mons�gnore Agnell� of Mantua,
archb�shop of Cosenza, clerk of the chamber and v�ce-legate of
V�terbo, hav�ng fallen �nto d�sgrace w�th H�s Hol�ness, how �t �s not
known, was po�soned at h�s own table, at wh�ch he had passed a
good part of the n�ght �n cheerful conversat�on w�th three or four
guests, the po�son gl�d�ng meanwh�le through h�s ve�ns; then go�ng to
bed �n perfect health, he was found dead �n the morn�ng. H�s
possess�ons were at once d�v�ded �nto three port�ons: the land and
houses were g�ven to the Duke of Valent�no�s; the b�shopr�c went to
Francesco Borg�a, son of Cal�xtus III; and the off�ce of clerk of the
chamber was sold for 5000 ducats to Ventura Bonnassa�, a
merchant of S�ena, who produced th�s sum for Alexander, and
settled down the very same day �n the Vat�can.

Th�s last death served the purpose of determ�n�ng a po�nt of law
h�therto uncerta�n: as Mons�gnore Agnell�'s natural he�rs had made
some d�ff�culty about be�ng d�s�nher�ted, Alexander �ssued a br�ef;
whereby he took from every card�nal and every pr�est the r�ght of
mak�ng a w�ll, and declared that all the�r property should henceforth
devolve upon h�m.

But Caesar was stopped short �n the m�dst of h�s v�ctor�es.
Thanks to the 200,000 ducats that yet rema�ned �n h�s treasury,
Ludov�co Sforza had lev�ed 500 men-at-arms from Burgundy and
8000 Sw�ss �nfantry, w�th whom he had entered Lombardy. So
Tr�vulce, to face th�s enemy, had been compelled to call back Yves
d'Alegre and the troops that Lou�s XII had lent to Caesar;
consequently Caesar, leav�ng beh�nd a body of pont�f�cal sold�ery as
garr�son at Forl� and Imola, betook h�mself w�th the rest of h�s force
to Rome.



It was Alexander's w�sh that h�s entry should be a tr�umph; so
when he learned that the quartermasters of the army were only a few
leagues from the town, he sent out runners to �nv�te the royal
ambassadors, the card�nals, the prelates, the Roman barons, and
mun�c�pal d�gn�tar�es to make process�on w�th all the�r su�te to meet
the Duke of Valent�no�s; and as �t always happens that the pr�de of
those who command �s surpassed by the baseness of those who
obey, the orders were not only fulf�lled to the letter, but beyond �t.

The entry of Caesar took place on the 26th of February, 1500.
Although th�s was the great Jub�lee year, the fest�vals of the carn�val
began none the less for that, and were conducted �n a manner even
more extravagant and l�cent�ous than usual; and the conqueror after
the f�rst day prepared a new d�splay of ostentat�on, wh�ch he
concealed under the ve�l of a masquerade. As he was pleased to
�dent�fy h�mself w�th the glory, gen�us, and fortune of the great man
whose name he bore, he resolved on a representat�on of the tr�umph
of Jul�us Caesar, to be g�ven on the P�azz� d� Navona, the ord�nary
place for hold�ng the carn�val fetes. The next day, therefore, he and
h�s ret�nue started from that square, and traversed all the streets of
Rome, wear�ng class�cal costumes and r�d�ng �n ant�que cars, on one
of wh�ch Caesar stood, clad �n the robe of an emperor of old, h�s
brow crowned w�th a golden laurel wreath, surrounded by l�ctors,
sold�ers, and ens�gn-bearers, who carr�ed banners whereon was
�nscr�bed the motto, 'Aut Caesar aut n�h�l'.

F�nally, on the fourth Sunday, �n Lent, the pope conferred upon
Caesar the d�gn�ty he had so long coveted, and appo�nted h�m
general and gonfalon�ere of the Holy Church.



In the meanwh�le Sforza had crossed the Alps and passed the
Lake of Como, am�d acclamat�ons of joy from h�s former subjects,
who had qu�ckly lost the enthus�asm that the French army and
Lou�s's prom�ses had �nsp�red. These demonstrat�ons were so no�sy
at M�lan, that Tr�vulce, judg�ng that there was no safety for a French
garr�son �n rema�n�ng there, made h�s way to Navarra. Exper�ence
proved that he was not dece�ved; for scarcely had the M�lanese
observed h�s preparat�ons for departure when a suppressed
exc�tement began to spread through the town, and soon the streets
were f�lled w�th armed men. Th�s murmur�ng crowd had to be passed
through, sword �n hand and lance �n rest; and scarcely had the
French got outs�de the gates when the mob rushed out after the
army �nto the country, pursu�ng them w�th shouts and hoot�ng as far
as the banks of the Tes�no. Tr�vulce left 400 lances at Navarra as
well as the 3000 Sw�ss that Yves d'Alegre had brought from the
Romagna, and d�rected h�s course w�th the rest of the army towards
Mortara, where he stopped at last to awa�t the help he had
demanded from the K�ng of France. Beh�nd h�m Card�nal Ascan�o
and Ludov�co entered M�lan am�d the acclamat�ons of the whole
town.

Ne�ther of them lost any t�me, and w�sh�ng to prof�t by th�s
enthus�asm, Ascan�o undertook to bes�ege the castle of M�lan wh�le
Ludov�co should cross the Tes�no and attack Navarra.

There bes�egers and bes�eged were sons of the same nat�on;
for Yves d'Alegre had scarcely as many as 300 French w�th h�m, and
Ludov�co 500 Ital�ans. In fact, for the last s�xteen years the Sw�ss
had been pract�cally the only �nfantry �n Europe, and all the Powers
came, purse �n hand, to draw from the m�ghty reservo�r of the�r



mounta�ns. The consequence was that these rude ch�ldren of W�ll�am
Tell, put up to auct�on by the nat�ons, and carr�ed away from the
humble, hardy l�fe of a mounta�n people �nto c�t�es of wealth and
pleasure, had lost, not the�r anc�ent courage, but that r�g�d�ty of
pr�nc�ple for wh�ch they had been d�st�ngu�shed before the�r
�ntercourse w�th other nat�ons. From be�ng models of honour and
good fa�th they had become a k�nd of marketable ware, always ready
for sale to the h�ghest b�dder. The French were the f�rst to exper�ence
th�s venal�ty, wh�ch later-on proved so fatal to Ludov�co Sforza.

Now the Sw�ss �n the garr�son at Navarra had been �n
commun�cat�on w�th the�r compatr�ots �n the vanguard of the ducal
army, and when they found that they, who as a fact were unaware
that Ludav�co's treasure was nearly exhausted, were better fed as
well as better pa�d than themselves, they offered to g�ve up the town
and go over to the M�lanese, �f they could be certa�n of the same pay.
Ludov�co, as we may well suppose, closed w�th th�s barga�n. The
whole of Navarra was g�ven up to h�m except the c�tadel, wh�ch was
defended by Frenchmen: thus the enemy's army was recru�ted by
3000 men. Then Ludov�co made the m�stake of stopp�ng to bes�ege
the castle �nstead of march�ng on to Mortara w�th the new
re�nforcement. The result of th�s was that Lou�s XII, to whom runners
had been sent by Tr�vulce, understand�ng h�s per�lous pos�t�on,
hastened the departure of the French gendarmer�e who were already
collected to cross �nto Italy, sent off the ba�l�ff of D�jon to levy new
Sw�ss forces, and ordered Card�nal Ambo�se, h�s pr�me m�n�ster, to
cross the Alps and take up a pos�t�on at Ast�, to hurry on the work of
collect�ng the troops. There the card�nal found a nest-egg of 3000
men. La Tr�mou�lle added 1500 lances and 6000 French �nfantry;



f�nally, the ba�l�ff of D�jon arr�ved w�th 10,000 Sw�ss; so that, count�ng
the troops wh�ch Tr�vulce had at Mortara, Lou�s XII found h�mself
master on the other s�de of the Alps of the f�rst army any French k�ng
had ever led out to battle. Soon, by good march�ng, and before
Ludov�co knew the strength or even the ex�stence of th�s army, �t
took up a pos�t�on between Navarra and M�lan, cutt�ng off all
commun�cat�on between the duke and h�s cap�tal. He was therefore
compelled, �n sp�te of h�s �nfer�or numbers, to prepare for a p�tched
battle.

But �t so happened that just when the preparat�ons for a dec�s�ve
engagement were be�ng made on both s�des, the Sw�ss D�et,
learn�ng that the sons of Helvet�a were on the po�nt of cutt�ng one
another's throats, sent orders to all the Sw�ss serv�ng �n e�ther army
to break the�r engagements and return to the fatherland. But dur�ng
the two months that had passed between the surrender of Navarra
and the arr�val of the French army before the town, there had been a
very great change �n the face of th�ngs, because Ludov�co Sforza's
treasure was now exhausted. New confabulat�ons had gone on
between the outposts, and th�s t�me, thanks to the money sent by
Lou�s XII, �t was the Sw�ss �n the serv�ce of France who were found
to be the better fed and better pa�d. The worthy Helvet�ans, s�nce
they no longer fought for the�r own l�berty, knew the value of the�r
blood too well to allow a s�ngle drop of �t to be sp�lled for less than �ts
we�ght �n gold: the result was that, as they had, betrayed Yves
d'Alegre, they resolved to betray Ludov�co Sforza too; and wh�le the
recru�ts brought �n by the ba�l�ff of D�jon were stand�ng f�rmly by the
French flag, careless of the order of the D�et, Ludov�co's aux�l�ar�es
declared that �n f�ght�ng aga�nst the�r Sw�ss brethren they would be



act�ng �n d�sobed�ence to the D�et, and would r�sk cap�tal pun�shment
�n the end—a danger that noth�ng would �nduce them to �ncur unless
they �mmed�ately rece�ved the arrears of the�r pay. The duke, who
had spent the last ducat he had w�th h�m, and was ent�rely cut off
from h�s cap�tal, knew that he could not get money t�ll he had fought
h�s way through to �t, and therefore �nv�ted the Sw�ss to make one
last effort, prom�s�ng them not only the pay that was �n arrears but a
double h�re. But unluck�ly the fulf�lment of th�s prom�se was
dependent on the doubtful �ssue of a battle, and the Sw�ss repl�ed
that they had far too much respect for the�r country to d�sobey �ts
decree, and that they loved the�r brothers far too well to consent to
shed the�r blood w�thout reward; and therefore Sforza would do well
not to count upon them, s�nce �ndeed the very next day they
proposed to return to the�r homes. The duke then saw that all was
lost, but he made a last appeal to the�r honour, adjur�ng them at least
to ensure h�s personal safety by mak�ng �t a cond�t�on of cap�tulat�on.
But they repl�ed that even �f a cond�t�on of such a k�nd, would not
make cap�tulat�on �mposs�ble, �t would certa�nly depr�ve them of
advantages wh�ch they had a r�ght to expect, and on wh�ch they
counted as �ndemn�f�cat�on for the arrears of the�r pay. They
pretended, however, at last that they were touched by the prayers of
the man whose orders they had obeyed so long, and offered to
conceal h�m dressed �n the�r clothes among the�r ranks. Th�s
propos�t�on was barely plaus�ble; for Sforza was short and, by th�s
t�me an old man, and he could not poss�bly escape recogn�t�on �n the
m�dst of an army where the oldest was not past th�rty and the
shortest not less than f�ve foot s�x. St�ll, th�s was h�s last chance, and
he d�d not reject �t at once, but tr�ed to mod�fy �t so that �t m�ght help



h�m �n h�s stra�ts. H�s plan was to d�sgu�se h�mself as a Franc�scan
monk, so that mounted on a shabby horse he m�ght pass for the�r
chapla�n; the others, Galeazzo d� San Sever�ng, who commanded
under h�m, and h�s two brothers, were all tall men, so, adopt�ng the
dress of common sold�ers, they hoped they m�ght escape detect�on
�n the Sw�ss ranks.

Scarcely were these plans settled when the duke heard that the
cap�tulat�on was s�gned between Tr�vulce and the Sw�ss, who had
made no st�pulat�on �n favour of h�m and h�s generals. They were to
go over the next day w�th arms and baggage r�ght �nto the French
army; so the last hope of the wretched Ludov�co and h�s generals
must needs be �n the�r d�sgu�se. And so �t was. San Sever�no and h�s
brothers took the�r place �n the ranks of the �nfantry, and Sforza took
h�s among the baggage, clad �n a monk's frock, w�th the hood pulled
over h�s eyes.

The army marched off; but the Sw�ss, who had f�rst traff�cked �n
the�r blood, now traff�cked �n the�r honour. The French were warned
of the d�sgu�se of Sforza and h�s generals, and thus they were all
four recogn�sed, and Sforza was arrested by Tr�mou�lle h�mself. It �s
sa�d that the pr�ce pa�d for th�s treason was the town of Bell�nzona;
for �t then belonged to the French, and when the Sw�ss returned to
the�r mounta�ns and took possess�on of �t, Lou�s XII took no steps to
get �t back aga�n.

When Ascan�o Sforza, who, as we know, had stayed at M�lan,
learned the news of th�s cowardly desert�on, he supposed that h�s
cause was lost and that �t would be the best plan for h�m to fly,
before he found h�mself a pr�soner �n the hands of h�s brother's old
subjects: such a change of face on the people's part would be very



natural, and they m�ght propose perhaps to purchase the�r own
pardon at the pr�ce of h�s l�berty; so he fled by n�ght w�th the ch�ef
nobles of the Gh�bell�ne party, tak�ng the road to P�acenza, an h�s
way to the k�ngdom of Naples. But when he arr�ved at R�volta, he
remembered that there was l�v�ng �n that town an old fr�end of h�s
ch�ldhood, by name Conrad Lando, whom he had helped to much
wealth �n h�s days of power; and as Ascan�o and h�s compan�ons
were extremely t�red, he resolved to beg h�s hosp�tal�ty for a s�ngle
n�ght. Conrad rece�ved them w�th every s�gn of joy, putt�ng all h�s
house and servants at the�r d�sposal. But scarcely had they ret�red to
bed when he sent a runner to P�acenza, to �nform Carlo Ors�n�, at
that t�me command�ng the Venet�an garr�son, that he was prepared
to del�ver up Card�nal Ascan�o and the ch�ef men of the M�lanese
army. Carlo Ors�n� d�d not care to res�gn to another so �mportant an
exped�t�on, and mount�ng hurr�edly w�th twenty-f�ve men, he f�rst
surrounded Conrad's house, and then entered sword �n hand the
chamber where�n Ascan�o and h�s compan�ons lay, and be�ng
surpr�sed �n the m�ddle of the�r sleep, they y�elded w�thout res�stance.
The pr�soners were taken to Ven�ce, but Lou�s XII cla�med them, and
they were g�ven up. Thus the K�ng of France found h�mself master of
Ludov�co Sforza and of Ascan�a, of a leg�t�mate nephew of the great
Francesco Sforza named Hermes, of two bastards named
Alessandro and Cort�no, and of Francesco, son of the unhappy G�an
Galeazza who had been po�soned by h�s uncle.

Lou�s XII, w�sh�ng to make an end of the whole fam�ly at a blow,
forced Francesco to enter a clo�ster, shut up Card�nal Ascan�o �n the
tower of Baurges, threw �nto pr�son Alessandro, Cart�no, and
Hermes, and f�nally, after transferr�ng the wretched Ludov�co from



the fortress of P�erre-Euc�se to Lys-Sa�nt-George he relegated h�m
for good and all to the castle of Loches, where he l�ved for ten years
�n sol�tude and utter dest�tut�on, and there d�ed, curs�ng the day when
the �dea f�rst came �nto h�s head of ent�c�ng the French �nto Italy.

The news of the catastrophe of Ludov�ca and h�s fam�ly caused
the greatest joy at Rome, for, wh�le the French were consol�dat�ng
the�r power �n M�lanese terr�tory, the Holy See was ga�n�ng ground �n
the Romagna, where no further oppos�t�on was offered to Caesar's
conquest. So the runners who brought the news were rewarded w�th
valuable presents, and �t was publ�shed throughout the whole town
of Rome to the sound of the trumpet and drum. The war-cry of Lou�s,
France, France, and that of the Ors�n�, Orso, Orso, rang through all
the streets, wh�ch �n the even�ng were �llum�nated, as though
Constant�nople or Jerusalem had been taken. And the pope gave the
people fetes and f�reworks, w�thout troubl�ng h�s head the least �n the
world e�ther about �ts be�ng Holy Week, or because the Jub�lee had
attracted more than 200,000 people to Rome; the temporal �nterests
of h�s fam�ly seem�ng to h�m far more �mportant than the sp�r�tual
�nterests of h�s subjects.





CHAPTER XI

One th�ng alone was want�ng to assure the success of the vast
projects that the pope and h�s son were found�ng upon the fr�endsh�p
of Lou�s and an all�ance w�th h�m—that �s,—money. But Alexander
was not the man to be troubled about a paltry worry of that k�nd; true,
the sale of benef�ces was by now exhausted, the ord�nary and
extraord�nary taxes had already been collected for the whole year,
and the prospect of �nher�tance from card�nals and pr�ests was a
poor th�ng now that the r�chest of them had been po�soned; but
Alexander had other means at h�s d�sposal, wh�ch were none the
less eff�cac�ous because they were less often used.

The f�rst he employed was to spread a report that the Turks
were threaten�ng an �nvas�on of Chr�stendom, and that he knew for a
pos�t�ve fact that before the end of the summer Bajazet would land
two cons�derable arm�es, one �n Romagna, the other �n Calabr�a; he
therefore publ�shed two bulls, one to levy t�thes of all eccles�ast�cal
revenues �n Europe of whatever nature they m�ght be, the other to
force the Jews �nto pay�ng an equ�valent sum: both bulls conta�ned
the severest sentences of excommun�cat�on aga�nst those who
refused to subm�t, or attempted oppos�t�on.

The second plan was the sell�ng of �ndulgences, a th�ng wh�ch
had never been done before: these �ndulgences affected the people



who had been prevented by reasons of health or bus�ness from
com�ng to Rome for the Jub�lee; the journey by th�s exped�ent was
rendered unnecessary, and s�ns were pardoned for a th�rd of what �t
would have cost, and just as completely as �f the fa�thful had fulf�lled
every cond�t�on of the p�lgr�mage. For gather�ng �n th�s tax a ver�table
army of collectors was �nst�tuted, a certa�n Ludov�co dellaTorre at
the�r head. The sum that Alexander brought �nto the pont�f�cal
treasury �s �ncalculable, and some �dea of �t may be gathered from
the fact that 799,000 l�vres �n gold was pa�d �n from the terr�tory of
Ven�ce alone.

But as the Turks d�d as a fact make some sort of demonstrat�on
from the Hungar�an s�de, and the Venet�ans began to fear that they
m�ght be com�ng �n the�r d�rect�on, they asked for help from the pope,
who gave orders that at twelve o'clock �n the day �n all h�s States an
Ave Mar�a should be sa�d, to pray God to avert the danger wh�ch
was threaten�ng the most serene republ�c. Th�s was the only help the
Venet�ans got from H�s Hol�ness �n exchange for the 799,000 l�vres �n
gold that he had got from them.

But �t seemed as though God w�shed to show H�s strange v�car
on earth that He was angered by the mockery of sacred th�ngs, and
on the Eve of St. Peter's Day, just as the pope was pass�ng the
Capan�le on h�s way to the tr�bune of bened�ct�ons, an enormous
p�ece of �ron broke off and fell at h�s feet; and then, as though one
warn�ng had not been enough, on the next day, St. Peter's, when the
pope happened to be �n one of the rooms of h�s ord�nary dwell�ng
w�th Card�nal Capuano and Mons�gnare Poto, h�s pr�vate
chamberla�n, he saw through the open w�ndows that a very black
cloud was com�ng up. Foresee�ng a thunderstorm, he ordered the



card�nal and the chamberla�n to shut the w�ndows. He had not been
m�staken; for even as they were obey�ng h�s command, there came
up such a fur�ous gust of w�nd that the h�ghest ch�mney of the
Vat�can was overturned, just as a tree �s rooted up, and was dashed
upon the roof, break�ng �t �n; smash�ng the upper floor�ng, �t fell �nto
the very room where they were. Terr�f�ed by the no�se of th�s
catastrophe, wh�ch made the whole palace tremble, the card�nal and
Mons�gnore Poto turned round, and see�ng the room full of dust and
debr�s, sprang out upon the parapet and shouted to the guards at the
gate, "The pope �s dead, the pope �s dead!" At th�s cry, the guards
ran up and d�scovered three persons ly�ng �n the rubb�sh on the floor,
one dead and the other two dy�ng. The dead man was a gentleman
of S�ena called Lorenzo Ch�g�, and the dy�ng were two res�dent
off�c�als of the Vat�can. They had been walk�ng across the floor
above, and had been flung down w�th the debr�s. But Alexander was
not to be found; and as he gave no answer, though they kept on
call�ng to h�m, the bel�ef that he had per�shed was conf�rmed, and
very soon spread about the town. But he had only fa�nted, and at the
end of a certa�n t�me he began to come to h�mself, and moaned,
whereupon he was d�scovered, dazed w�th the blow, and �njured,
though not ser�ously, �n several parts of h�s body. He had been saved
by l�ttle short of a m�racle: a beam had broken �n half and had left
each of �ts two ends �n the s�de walls; and one of these had formed a
sort of roof over the pont�f�cal throne; the pope, who was s�tt�ng there
at the t�me, was protected by th�s overarch�ng beam, and had
rece�ved only a few contus�ons.

The two contrad�ctory reports of the sudden death and the
m�raculous preservat�on of the pope spread rap�dly through Rome;



and the Duke of Valent�no�s, terr�f�ed at the thought of what a change
m�ght be wrought �n h�s own fortunes by any sl�ght acc�dent to the
Holy Father, hurr�ed to the Vat�can, unable to assure h�mself by
anyth�ng less than the ev�dence of h�s own eyes. Alexander des�red
to render publ�c thanks to Heaven for the protect�on that had been
granted h�m; and on the very same day was carr�ed to the church of
Santa Mar�a del Popalo, escorted by a numerous process�on of
prelates and men-at arms, h�s pont�f�cal seat borne by two valets,
two equerr�es, and two grooms. In th�s church were bur�ed the Duke
of Gand�a and G�an Borg�a, and perhaps Alexander was drawn
th�ther by some rel�cs of devot�on, or may be by the recollect�on of
h�s love for h�s former m�stress, Rosa Vanazza, whose �mage, �n the
gu�se of the Madonna, was exposed for the venerat�on of the fa�thful
�n a chapel on the left of the h�gh altar. Stopp�ng before th�s altar, the
pope offered to the church the g�ft of a magn�f�cent chal�ce �n wh�ch
were three hundred gold crowns, wh�ch the Card�nal of S�ena poured
out �nto a s�lver paten before the eyes of all, much to the grat�f�cat�on
of the pont�f�cal van�ty.

But before he left Rome to complete the conquest of the
Romagna, the Duke of Valent�no�s had been reflect�ng that the
marr�age, once so ardently des�red, between Lucrez�a and Alfonso
had been qu�te useless to h�mself and h�s father. There was more
than th�s to be cons�dered: Lou�s XII's rest �n Lombardy was only a
halt, and M�lan was ev�dently but the stage before Naples. It was
very poss�ble that Lou�s was annoyed about the marr�age wh�ch
converted h�s enemy's nephew �nto the son-�n-law of h�s ally.
Whereas, �f Alfonso were dead, Lucrez�a would be �n the pos�t�on to
marry some powerful lord of Ferrara or Bresc�a, who would be able



to help h�s brother-�n-law �n the conquest of Romagna. Alfonso was
now not only useless but dangerous, wh�ch to anyone w�th the
character of the Borg�as perhaps seemed worse, the death of
Alfonso was resolved upon. But Lucrez�a's husband, who had
understood for a long t�me past what danger he �ncurred by l�v�ng
near h�s terr�ble father-�n-law, had ret�red to Naples. S�nce, however,
ne�ther Alexander nor Caesar had changed �n the�r perpetual
d�ss�mulat�on towards h�m, he was beg�nn�ng to lose h�s fear, when
he rece�ved an �nv�tat�on from the pope and h�s son to take part �n a
bull-f�ght wh�ch was to be held �n the Span�sh fash�on �n honour of
the duke before h�s departure: In the present precar�ous pos�t�on of
Naples �t would not have been good pol�cy for Alfonso to afford
Alexander any sort of pretext for a rupture, so he could not refuse
w�thout a mot�ve, and betook h�mself to Rome. It was thought of no
use to consult Lucrez�a �n th�s affa�r, for she had two or three t�mes
d�splayed an absurd attachment for her husband, and they left her
und�sturbed �n her government of Spoleto.

Alfonso was rece�ved by the pope and the duke w�th every
demonstrat�on of s�ncere fr�endsh�p, and rooms �n the Vat�can were
ass�gned to h�m that he had �nhab�ted before w�th Lucrez�a, �n that
part of the bu�ld�ng wh�ch �s known as the Torre Nuova.

Great l�sts were prepared on the P�azza of St. Peter's; the
streets about �t were barr�caded, and the w�ndows of the surround�ng
houses served as boxes for the spectators. The pope and h�s court
took the�r places on the balcon�es of the Vat�can.

The fete was started by profess�onal toreadors: after they had
exh�b�ted the�r strength and sk�ll, Alfonso and Caesar �n the�r turn
descended to the arena, and to offer a proof of the�r mutual



k�ndness, settled that the bull wh�ch pursued Caesar should be k�lled
by Alfonso, and the bull that pursued Alfonso by Caesar.

Then Caesar rema�ned alone an horseback w�th�n the l�sts,
Alfonso go�ng out by an �mprov�sed door wh�ch was kept ajar, �n
order that he m�ght go back on the �nstant �f he judged that h�s
presence was necessary. At the same t�me, from the oppos�te s�de of
the l�sts the bull was �ntroduced, and was at the same moment
p�erced all over w�th darts and arrows, some of them conta�n�ng
explos�ves, wh�ch took f�re, and �rr�tated the bull to such a po�nt that
he rolled about w�th pa�n, and then got up �n a fury, and perce�v�ng a
man on horseback, rushed �nstantly upon h�m. It was now, �n th�s
narrow arena, pursued by h�s sw�ft enemy, that Caesar d�splayed all
that sk�ll wh�ch made h�m one of the f�nest horsemen of the per�od.
St�ll, clever as he was, he could not have rema�ned safe long �n that
restr�cted area from an adversary aga�nst whom he had no other
resource than fl�ght, had not Alfonso appeared suddenly, just when
the bull was beg�nn�ng to ga�n upon h�m, wav�ng a red cloak �n h�s
left hand, and hold�ng �n h�s r�ght a long del�cate Aragon sword. It
was h�gh t�me: the bull was only a few paces d�stant from Caesar,
and the r�sk he was runn�ng appeared so �mm�nent that a woman's
scream was heard from one of the w�ndows. But at the s�ght of a
man on foot the bull stopped short, and judg�ng that he would do
better bus�ness w�th the new enemy than the old one, he turned
upon h�m �nstead. For a moment he stood mot�onless, roar�ng,
k�ck�ng up the dust w�th h�s h�nd feet, and lash�ng h�s s�des w�th h�s
ta�l. Then he rushed upon Alfonso, h�s eyes all bloodshot, h�s horns
tear�ng up the ground. Alfonso awa�ted h�m w�th a tranqu�l a�r; then,
when he was only three paces away, he made a bound to one s�de



and presented �nstead of h�s body h�s sword, wh�ch d�sappeared at
once to the h�lt; the bull, checked �n the m�ddle of h�s onslaught,
stopped one �nstant mot�onless and trembl�ng, then fell upon h�s
knees, uttered one dull roar, and ly�ng down on the very spot where
h�s course had been checked, breathed h�s last w�thout mov�ng a
s�ngle step forward.

Applause resounded an all s�des, so rap�d and clever had been
the blow. Caesar had rema�ned on horseback, seek�ng to d�scover
the fa�r spectator who had g�ven so l�vely a proof of her �nterest �n
h�m, w�thout troubl�ng h�mself about what was go�ng on: h�s search
had not been unrewarded, for he had recogn�zed one of the ma�ds of
honour to El�zabeth, Duchess of Urb�no, who was betrothed to G�an
Batt�sta Carrac�ualo, capta�n-general of the republ�c of Ven�ce.

It was now Alfonso's turn to run from the bull, Caesar's to f�ght
h�m: the young men changed parts, and when four mules had
reluctantly dragged the dead bull from the arena, and the valets and
other servants of H�s Hol�ness had scattered sand over the places
that were sta�ned w�th blood, Alfonso mounted a magn�f�cent
Andalus�an steed of Arab or�g�n, l�ght as the w�nd of Sahara that had
wedded w�th h�s mother, wh�le Caesar, d�smount�ng, ret�red �n h�s
turn, to reappear at the moment when Alfonso should be meet�ng the
same danger from wh�ch he had just now rescued h�m.

Then a second bull was �ntroduced upon the scene, exc�ted �n
the same manner w�th steeled darts and flam�ng arrows. L�ke h�s
predecessor, when he perce�ved a man on horseback he rushed
upon h�m, and then began a marvellous race, �n wh�ch �t was
�mposs�ble to see, so qu�ckly d�d they fly over the ground, whether
the horse was pursu�ng the bull or the bull the horse. But after f�ve or



s�x rounds, the bull began to ga�n upon the son of Araby, for all h�s
speed, and �t was pla�n to see who fled and who pursued; �n another
moment there was only the length of two lances between them, and
then suddenly Caesar appeared, armed w�th one of those long two
handed swords wh�ch the French are accustomed to use, and just
when the bull, almost close upon Don Alfonso, came �n front of
Caesar he brand�shed the sword, wh�ch flashed l�ke l�ghtn�ng, and
cut off h�s head, wh�le h�s body, �mpelled by the speed of the run, fell
to the ground ten paces farther on. Th�s blow was so unexpected,
and had been performed w�th such dexter�ty, that �t was rece�ved not
w�th mere clapp�ng but w�th w�ld enthus�asm and frant�c outcry.
Caesar, apparently remember�ng noth�ng else �n h�s hour of tr�umph
but the scream that had been caused by h�s former danger, p�cked
up the bull's head, and, g�v�ng �t to one of h�s equerr�es, ordered h�m
to lay �t as an act of homage at the feet of the fa�r Venet�an who had
bestowed upon h�m so l�vely a s�gn of �nterest. Th�s fete, bes�des
afford�ng a tr�umph to each of the young men, had another end as
well; �t was meant to prove to the populace that perfect goodw�ll
ex�sted between the two, s�nce each had saved the l�fe of the other.
The result was that, �f any acc�dent should happen to Caesar,
nobody would dream of accus�ng Alfanso; and also �f any acc�dent
should happen to Alfonso, nobody would dream of accus�ng Caesar.

There was a supper at the Vat�can. Alfonso made an elegant
to�let, and about ten o'clock at n�ght prepared to go from the quarters
he �nhab�ted �nto those where the pope l�ved; but the door wh�ch
separated the two courts of the bu�ld�ng was shut, and knock as he
would, no one came to open �t. Alfonso then thought that �t was a
s�mple matter for h�m to go round by the P�azza of St. Peter's; so he



went out unaccompan�ed through one of the garden gates of the
Vat�can and made h�s way across the gloomy streets wh�ch led to the
sta�rway wh�ch gave on the p�azza. But scarcely had he set h�s foot
on the f�rst step when he was attacked by a band of armed men.
Alfonso would have drawn h�s sword; but before �t was out of the
scabbard he had rece�ved two blows from a halberd, one on h�s
head, the other on h�s shoulder; he was stabbed �n the s�de, and
wounded both �n the leg and �n the temple. Struck down by these f�ve
blows, he lost h�s foot�ng and fell to the ground unconsc�ous; h�s
assass�ns, suppos�ng he was dead, at once remounted the sta�rway,
and found on the p�azza forty horsemen wa�t�ng for them: by them
they were calmly escorted from the c�ty by the Porta Portesa.
Alfonso was found at the po�nt of death, but not actually dead, by
some passers-by, some of whom recogn�sed h�m, and �nstantly
conveyed the news of h�s assass�nat�on to the Vat�can, wh�le the
others, l�ft�ng the wounded man �n the�r arms, carr�ed h�m to h�s
quarters �n the Torre Nuova. The pope and Caesar, who learned th�s
news just as they were s�tt�ng down to table, showed great d�stress,
and leav�ng the�r compan�ons, at once went to see Alfonso, to be
qu�te certa�n whether h�s wounds were fatal or not; and on the next
morn�ng, to d�vert any susp�c�on that m�ght be turned towards
themselves, they arrested Alfonso's maternal uncle, Francesco
Gazella, who had come to Rome �n h�s nephew's company. Gazella
was found gu�lty on the ev�dence of false w�tnesses, and was
consequently beheaded.

But they had only accompl�shed half of what they wanted. By
some means, fa�r or foul, susp�c�on had been suff�c�ently d�verted
from the true assass�ns; but Alfonso was not dead, and, thanks to



the strength of h�s const�tut�on and the sk�ll of h�s doctors, who had
taken the lamentat�ons of the pope and Caesar qu�te ser�ously, and
thought to please them by cur�ng Alexander's son-�n-law, the
wounded man was mak�ng progress towards convalescence: news
arr�ved at the same t�me that Lucrez�a had heard of her husband's
acc�dent, and was start�ng to come and nurse h�m herself. There was
no t�me to lose, and Caesar summoned M�chelotto.

"The same n�ght," says Burcardus, "Don Alfonso, who would not
d�e of h�s wounds, was found strangled �n h�s bed."

The funeral took place the next day w�th a ceremony not
unbecom�ng �n �tself, though, unsu�ted to h�s h�gh rank. Dan
Francesca Borg�a , Archb�shop of Cosenza, acted as ch�ef mourner
at St. Peter's, where the body was bur�ed �n the chapel of Santa
Mar�a delle Febbre.

Lucrez�a arr�ved the same even�ng: she knew her father and
brother too well to be put on the wrong scent; and although,
�mmed�ately after Alfonso's death, the Duke of Valent�no�s had
arrested the doctors, the surgeons, and a poor deformed wretch who
had been act�ng as valet, she knew perfectly well from what quarter
the blow had proceeded. In fear, therefore, that the man�festat�on of
a gr�ef she felt th�s t�me too well m�ght al�enate the conf�dence of her
father and brother, she ret�red to Nep� w�th her whole household, her
whole court, and more than s�x hundred caval�ers, there to spend the
per�od of her mourn�ng.

Th�s �mportant fam�ly bus�ness was now settled, and Lucrez�a
was aga�n a w�dow, and �n consequence ready to be ut�l�zed �n the
pope's new pol�t�cal mach�nat�ons. Caesar only stayed at Rome to
rece�ve the ambassadors from France and Ven�ce; but as the�r



arr�val was somewhat delayed, and cons�derable �nroads had been
made upon the pope's treasury by the recent fest�v�t�es, the creat�on
of twelve new card�nals was arranged: th�s scheme was to have two
effects, v�z., to br�ng 600,000 ducats �nto the pont�f�cal chest, each
hat hav�ng been pr�ced at 50,000 ducats, and to assure the pope of a
constant major�ty �n the sacred counc�l.

The ambassadors at last arr�ved: the f�rst was M. de V�lleneuve,
the same who had come before to see the Duke of Valent�no�s �n the
name of France. Just as he entered Rome, he met on the road a
masked man, who, w�thout remov�ng h�s dom�no, expressed the joy
he felt at h�s arr�val. Th�s man was Caesar h�mself, who d�d not w�sh
to be recogn�sed, and who took h�s departure after a short
conference w�thout uncover�ng h�s face. M. de V�lleneuve then
entered the c�ty after h�m, and at the Porta del Populo found the
ambassadors of the var�ous Powers, and among them those of
Spa�n and Naples, whose sovere�gns were not yet, �t �s true, �n
declared host�l�ty to France, though there was already some
coolness. The last-named, fear�ng to comprom�se themselves,
merely sa�d to the�r colleague of France, by way of compl�mentary
address, "S�r, you are welcome"; whereupon the master of the
ceremon�es, surpr�sed at the brev�ty of the greet�ng, asked �f they
had noth�ng else to say. When they repl�ed that they had not, M. de
V�lleneuve turned h�s back upon them, remark�ng that those who had
noth�ng to say requ�red no answer; he then took h�s place between
the Archb�shop of Regg�a, governor of Rome, and the Archb�shop of
Ragusa, and made h�s way to the palace of the Holy Apostles, wh�ch
had been, got ready for h�s recept�on.



Some days later, Mar�a G�org�, ambassador extraord�nary of
Ven�ce, made h�s arr�val. He was comm�ss�oned not only to arrange
the bus�ness on hand w�th the pope, but also to convey to Alexander
and Caesar the t�tle of Venet�an nobles, and to �nform them that the�r
names were �nscr�bed �n the Golden Book—a favour that both of
them had long coveted, less for the empty honour's sake than for the
new �nfluence that th�s t�tle m�ght confer. Then the pope went on to
bestow the twelve card�nals' hats that had been sold. The new
pr�nces of the Church were Don D�ego de Mendoza, archb�shop of
Sev�lle; Jacques, archb�shop of Or�stagny, the Pope's v�car-general;
Thomas, archb�shop of Str�gan�a; P�ero, archb�shop of Regg�o,
governor of Rome; Francesco Borg�a , archb�shop of Cosenza,
treasurer-general; G�an, archb�shop of Salerno, v�ce-chamberla�n;
Lu�g� Borg�a , archb�shop of Valenc�a, secretary to H�s Hol�ness, and
brother of the G�an Borg�a whom Caesar had po�soned; Anton�o,
b�shop of Coma; G�an Batt�sta Ferraro, b�shop of Modem; Amedee
d'Albret, son of the K�ng of Navarre, brother-�n-law of the Duke of
Valent�no�s; and Marco Cornaro, a Venet�an noble, �n whose person
H�s Hol�ness rendered back to the most serene republ�c the favour
he had just rece�ved.

Then, as there was noth�ng further to deta�n the Duke of
Valent�no�s at Rome, he only wa�ted to effect a loan from a r�ch
banker named Agost�no Ch�g�, brother of the Lorenzo Ch�g� who had
per�shed on the day when the pope had been nearly k�lled by the fall
of a ch�mney, and departed for the Romagna, accompan�ed by
V�tellozzo V�tell�, G�an Paolo Bagl�one, and Jacopo d� Santa Croce,
at that t�me h�s fr�ends, but later on h�s v�ct�ms.



H�s f�rst enterpr�se was aga�nst Pesaro: th�s was the pol�te
attent�on of a brother-�n-law, and G�an Sforza very well knew what
would be �ts consequences; for �nstead of attempt�ng to defend h�s
possess�ons by tak�ng up arms, or to venture on negot�at�ons,
unw�ll�ng moreover to expose the fa�r lands he had ruled so long to
the vengeance of an �rr�tated foe, he begged h�s subjects, to
preserve the�r former affect�on towards h�mself, �n the hope of better
days to come; and he fled �nto Dalmat�a. Malatesta, lord of R�m�n�,
followed h�s example; thus the Duke of Valent�no�s entered both
these towns w�thout str�k�ng a s�ngle blow. Caesar left a suff�c�ent
garr�son beh�nd h�m, and marched on to Faenza.

But there the face of th�ngs was changed: Faenza at that t�me
was under the rule of Astor Manfred�, a brave and handsome young
man of e�ghteen, who, rely�ng on the love of h�s subjects towards h�s
fam�ly, had resolved on defend�ng h�mself to the uttermost, although
he had been forsaken by the Bent�vagl�, h�s near relat�ves, and by h�s
all�es, the Venet�an and Florent�nes, who had not dared to send h�m
any a�d because of the affect�on felt towards Caesar by the K�ng of
France. Accord�ngly, when he perce�ved that the Duke of Valent�no�s
was march�ng aga�nst h�m, he assembled �n hot haste all those of h�s
vassals who were capable of bear�ng arms, together w�th the few
fore�gn sold�ers who were w�ll�ng to come �nto h�s pay, and collect�ng
v�ctual and ammun�t�on, he took up h�s pos�t�on w�th them �ns�de the
town.

By these defens�ve preparat�ons Caesar was not greatly
d�sconcerted; he commanded a magn�f�cent army, composed of the
f�nest troops of France and Italy; led by such men as Paolo and
G�ul�o Ors�n�, V�tellozzo V�tell� and Paolo Bagl�one, not to speak of



h�mself—that �s to say, by the f�rst capta�ns of the per�od. So, after he
had reconno�tred, he at once began the s�ege, p�tch�ng h�s camp
between the two r�vers, Amana and Marz�ano, plac�ng h�s art�llery on
the s�de wh�ch faces on Forl�, at wh�ch po�nt the bes�eged party had
erected a powerful bast�on.

At the end of a few days busy w�th entrenchments, the breach
became pract�cable, and the Duke of Valent�no�s ordered an assault,
and gave the example to h�s sold�ers by be�ng the f�rst to march
aga�nst the enemy. But �n sp�te of h�s courage and that of h�s
capta�ns bes�de h�m, Astor Manfred� made so good a defence that
the bes�egers were repulsed w�th great loss of men, wh�le one of
the�r bravest leaders, Honar�o Savella was left beh�nd �n the
trenches.

But Faenza, �n sp�te of the courage and devot�on of her
defenders, could not have held out long aga�nst so form�dable an
army, had not w�nter come to her a�d. Surpr�sed by the r�gour of the
season, w�th no houses for protect�on and no trees for fuel, as the
peasants had destroyed both beforehand, the Duke of Valent�no�s
was forced to ra�se the s�ege and take up h�s w�nter quarters �n the
ne�ghbour�ng towns, �n order to be qu�te ready for a return next
spr�ng; for Caesar could not forg�ve the �nsult of be�ng held �n check
by a l�ttle town wh�ch had enjoyed a long t�me of peace, was
governed by a mere boy, and depr�ved of all outs�de a�d, and had
sworn to take h�s revenge. He therefore broke up h�s army �nto three
sect�ons, sent one-th�rd to Imola, the second to Forl�, and h�mself
took the th�rd to Cesena, a th�rd-rate town, wh�ch was thus suddenly
transformed �nto a c�ty of pleasure and luxury.



Indeed, for Caesar's act�ve sp�r�t there must needs be no
cessat�on of warfare or fest�v�t�es. So, when war was �nterrupted,
fetes began, as magn�f�cent and as exc�t�ng as he knew how to make
them: the days were passed �n games and d�splays of
horsemansh�p, the n�ghts �n danc�ng and gallantry; for the lovel�est
women of the Romagna—and that �s to say of the whole world had
come h�ther to make a seragl�o for the v�ctor wh�ch m�ght have been
env�ed by the Sultan of Egypt or the Emperor of Constant�nople.

Wh�le the Duke of Valent�no�s was mak�ng one of h�s excurs�ons
�n the ne�ghbourhood of the town w�th h�s ret�nue of flatter�ng nobles
and t�tled courtesans, who were always about h�m, he not�ced a
cortege on the R�m�n� road so numerous that �t must surely �nd�cate
the approach of someone of �mportance. Caesar, soon perce�v�ng
that the pr�nc�pal person was a woman, approached, and recogn�sed
the very same lady-�n-wa�t�ng to the Duchess of Urb�no who, on the
day of the bull-f�ght, had screamed when Caesar was all but touched
by the �nfur�ated beast. At th�s t�me she was betrothed, as we
ment�oned, to G�an Carracc�uola, general of the Venet�ans. El�zabeth
of Gonzaga, her protectress and godmother, was now send�ng her
w�th a su�table ret�nue to Ven�ce, where the marr�age was to take
place.

Caesar had already been struck by the beauty of th�s young g�rl,
when at Rome; but when he saw her aga�n she appeared more
lovely than on the f�rst occas�on, so he resolved on the �nstant that
he would keep th�s fa�r flower of love for h�mself: hav�ng often before
reproached h�mself for h�s �nd�fference �n pass�ng her by. Therefore
he saluted her as an old acqua�ntance, �nqu�red whether she were
stay�ng any t�me at Cesena, and ascerta�ned that she was only



pass�ng through, travell�ng by long stages, as she was awa�ted w�th
much �mpat�ence, and that she would spend the com�ng n�ght at
Forl�. Th�s was all that Caesar cared to know; he summoned
M�chelotto, and �n a low vo�ce sa�d a few words to h�m, wh�ch were
heard by no one else.

The cortege only made a halt at the ne�ghbour�ng town, as the
fa�r br�de had sa�d, and started at once for Forl�, although the day
was already far advanced; but scarcely had a league been covered
when a troop of horsemen from Cesena overtook and surrounded
them. Although the sold�ers �n the escort were far from be�ng �n
suff�c�ent force, they were eager to defend the�r general's br�de; but
soon some fell dead, and others, terr�f�ed, took to fl�ght; and when
the lady came down from her l�tter to try to escape, the ch�ef se�zed
her �n h�s arms and set her �n front of h�m on h�s horse; then,
order�ng h�s men to return to Cesena w�thout h�m, he put h�s horse to
the gallop �n a cross d�rect�on, and as the shades of even�ng were
now beg�nn�ng to fall, he soon d�sappeared �nto the darkness.

Carracc�uolo learned the news through one of the fug�t�ves, who
declared that he had recogn�sed among the rav�shers the Duke of
Valent�no�s' sold�ers. At f�rst he thought h�s ears had dece�ved h�m,
so hard was �t to bel�eve th�s terr�ble �ntell�gence; but �t was repeated,
and he stood for one �nstant mot�onless, and, as �t were,
thunderstruck; then suddenly, w�th a cry of vengeance, he threw off
h�s stupor and dashed away to the ducal palace, where sat the Doge
Barber�go and the Counc�l of Ten; unannounced, he rushed �nto the�r
m�dst, the very moment after they had heard of Caesar's outrage.

"Most serene lords," he cr�ed, "I am come to b�d you farewell, for
I am resolved to sacr�f�ce my l�fe to my pr�vate vengeance, though



�ndeed I had hoped to devote �t to the serv�ce of the republ�c. I have
been wounded �n the soul's noblest part—�n my honour. The dearest
th�ng I possessed, my w�fe, has been stolen from me, and the th�ef �s
the most treacherous, the most �mp�ous, the most �nfamous of men,
�t �s Valent�no�s! My lords, I beg you w�ll not be offended �f I speak
thus of a man whose boast �t �s to be a member of your noble ranks
and to enjoy your protect�on: �t �s not so; he l�es, and h�s loose and
cr�m�nal l�fe has made h�m unworthy of such honours, even as he �s
unworthy of the l�fe whereof my sword shall depr�ve h�m. In truth, h�s
very b�rth was a sacr�lege; he �s a fratr�c�de, an usurper of the goods
of other men, an oppressor of the �nnocent, and a h�ghway assass�n;
he �s a man who w�ll v�olate every law, even, the law of hosp�tal�ty
respected by the ver�est barbar�an, a man who w�ll do v�olence to a
v�rg�n who �s pass�ng through h�s own country, where she had every
r�ght to expect from h�m not only the cons�derat�on due to her sex
and cond�t�on, but also that wh�ch �s due to the most serene republ�c,
whose condott�ere I am, and wh�ch �s �nsulted �n my person and �n
the d�shonour�ng of my br�de; th�s man, I say, mer�ts �ndeed to d�e by
another hand than m�ne. Yet, s�nce he who ought to pun�sh h�m �s
not for h�m a pr�nce and judge, but only a father qu�te as gu�lty as the
son, I myself w�ll seek h�m out, and I w�ll sacr�f�ce my own l�fe, not
only �n aveng�ng my own �njury and the blood of so many �nnocent
be�ngs, but also �n promot�ng the welfare of the most serene
republ�c, on wh�ch �t �s h�s amb�t�on to trample when he has
accompl�shed the ru�n of the other pr�nces of Italy."

The doge and the senators, who, as we sa�d, were already
appr�sed of the event that had brought Carracc�uolo before them,
l�stened w�th great �nterest and profound �nd�gnat�on; for they, as he



told them, were themselves �nsulted �n the person of the�r general:
they all swore, on the�r honour, that �f he would put the matter �n the�r
hands, and not y�eld to h�s rage, wh�ch could only work h�s own
undo�ng, e�ther h�s br�de should be rendered up to h�m w�thout a
sm�rch upon her br�dal ve�l, or else a pun�shment should be dealt out
proport�oned to the affront. And w�thout delay, as a proof of the
energy wherew�th the noble tr�bunal would take act�on �n the affa�r,
Lu�g� Manent�, secretary to the Ten, was sent to Imola, where the
duke was reported to be, that he m�ght expla�n to h�m the great
d�spleasure w�th wh�ch the most serene republ�c v�ewed the outrage
perpetrated upon the�r candott�ere. At the same t�me the Counc�l of
Ten and the doge sought out the French ambassador, entreat�ng h�m
to jo�n w�th them and repa�r �n person w�th Manent� to the Duke of
Valent�no�s, and summon h�m, �n the name of K�ng Lou�s XII,
�mmed�ately to send back to Ven�ce the lady he had carr�ed off.

The two messengers arr�ved at Imola, where they found Caesar,
who l�stened to the�r compla�nt w�th every mark of utter
aston�shment, deny�ng that he had been �n any way connected w�th
the cr�me, nay, author�s�ng Manent� and the French ambassador to
pursue the culpr�ts and prom�s�ng that he would h�mself have the
most act�ve search carr�ed on. The duke appeared to act �n such
complete good fa�th that the envoys were for the moment
hoodw�nked, and themselves undertook a search of the most careful
nature. They accord�ngly repa�red to the exact spot and began to
procure �nformat�on. On the h�ghroad there had been found dead
and wounded. A man had been seen go�ng by at a gallop, carry�ng a
woman �n d�stress on h�s saddle; he had soon left the beaten track
and plunged across country. A peasant com�ng home from work�ng



�n the f�elds had seen h�m appear and van�sh aga�n l�ke a shadow,
tak�ng the d�rect�on of a lonely house. An old woman declared that
she had seen h�m go �nto th�s house. But the next n�ght the house
was gone, as though by enchantment, and the ploughshare had
passed over where �t stood; so that none could say, what had
become of her whom they sought, for those who had dwelt �n the
house, and even the house �tself, were there no longer.

Manent� and the French ambassador returned to Ven�ce, and
related what the duke had sa�d, what they had done, and how all
search had been �n va�n. No one doubted that Caesar was the
culpr�t, but no one could prove �t. So the most serene republ�c, wh�ch
could not, cons�der�ng the�r war w�th the Turks, be embro�led w�th the
pope, forbade Caracc�ualo to take any sort of pr�vate vengeance,
and so the talk grew gradually less, and at last the occurrence was
no more ment�oned.

But the pleasures of the w�nter had not d�verted Caesar's m�nd
from h�s plans about Faenza. Scarcely d�d the spr�ng season allow
h�m to go �nto the country than he marched anew upon the town,
camped oppos�te the castle, and mak�ng a new breach, ordered a
general assault, h�mself go�ng up f�rst of all; but �n sp�te of the
courage he personally d�splayed, and the able second�ng of h�s
sold�ers, they were repulsed by Astor, who, at the head of h�s men,
defended the breach, wh�le even the women, at the top of the
rampart, rolled down stones and trunks of trees upon the bes�egers.
After an hour's struggle man to man, Caesar was forced to ret�re,
leav�ng two thousand men �n the trenches about the town, and
among the two thousand one of h�s bravest condott�er�, Valent�no
Farnese.



Then, see�ng that ne�ther excommun�cat�ons nor assaults could
help h�m, Caesar converted the s�ege �nto a blockade: all the roads
lead�ng to Faenza were cut off, all commun�cat�ons stopped; and
further, as var�ous s�gns of revolt had been remarked at Cesena, a
governor was �nstalled there whose powerful w�ll was well known to
Caesar, Ram�ro d'Orco, w�th powers of l�fe and death over the
�nhab�tants; he then wa�ted qu�etly before Faenza, t�ll hunger should
dr�ve out the c�t�zens from those walls they defended w�th such
vehement enthus�asm. At the end of a month, dur�ng wh�ch the
people of Faenza had suffered all the horrors of fam�ne, delegates
came out to parley w�th Caesar w�th a v�ew to cap�tulat�on. Caesar,
who st�ll had plenty to do �n the Romagna, was less hard to sat�sfy
than m�ght have been expected, and the town y�elded on cond�t�on
that he should not touch e�ther the persons or the belong�ngs of the
�nhab�tants, that Astor Manfred�, the youthful ruler, should have the
pr�v�lege of ret�r�ng whenever he pleased, and should enjoy the
revenue of h�s patr�mony wherever he m�ght be.

The cond�t�ons were fa�thfully kept so far as the �nhab�tants were
concerned; but Caesar, when he had seen Astor, whom he d�d not
know before, was se�zed by a strange pass�on for th�s beaut�ful
youth, who was l�ke a woman: he kept h�m by h�s s�de �n h�s own
army, show�ng h�m honours bef�tt�ng a young pr�nce, and ev�nc�ng
before the eyes of all the strongest affect�on for h�m: one day Astor
d�sappeared, just as Caracc�uolo's br�de had d�sappeared, and no
one knew what had become of h�m; Caesar h�mself appeared very
uneasy, say�ng that he had no doubt made h�s escape somewhere,
and �n order to g�ve credence to th�s story, he sent out cour�ers to
seek h�m �n all d�rect�ons.



A year after th�s double d�sappearance, there was p�cked up �n
the T�ber, a l�ttle below the Castle Sant' Angelo, the body of a
beaut�ful young woman, her hands bound together beh�nd her back,
and also the corpse of a handsome youth w�th the bowstr�ng he had
been strangled w�th t�ed round h�s neck. The g�rl was Caracc�uolo's
br�de, the young man was Astor.

Dur�ng the last year both had been the slaves of Caesar's
pleasures; now, t�red of them, he had had them thrown �nto the T�ber.

The capture of Faenza had brought Caesar the t�tle of Duke of
Romagna, wh�ch was f�rst bestowed on h�m by the pope �n full
cons�story, and afterwards rat�f�ed by the K�ng of Hungary, the
republ�c of Ven�ce, and the K�ngs of Cast�le and Portugal. The news
of the rat�f�cat�on arr�ved at Rome on the eve of the day on wh�ch the
people are accustomed to keep the ann�versary of the foundat�on of
the Eternal C�ty; th�s fete, wh�ch went back to the days of Pompon�us
Laetus, acqu�red a new splendour �n the�r eyes from the joyful events
that had just happened to the�r sovere�gn: as a s�gn of joy cannon
were f�red all day long; �n the even�ng there were �llum�nat�ons and
bonf�res, and dur�ng part of the n�ght the Pr�nce of Squ�llace, w�th the
ch�ef lords of the Roman nob�l�ty, marched about the streets, bear�ng
torches, and excla�m�ng, "Long l�ve Alexander! Long l�ve Caesar!
Long l�ve the Borg�as! Long l�ve the Ors�n�! Long l�ve the Duke of
Romagna!"





CHAPTER XII

Caesar's amb�t�on was only fed by v�ctor�es: scarcely was he
master of Faenza before, exc�ted by the Mar�scott�, old enem�es of
the Bent�vogl�o fam�ly, he cast h�s eyes upon Bologna; but G�an d�
Bent�vogl�o, whose ancestors had possessed th�s town from t�me
�mmemor�al, had not only made all preparat�ons necessary for a long
res�stance, but he had also put h�mself under the protect�on of
France; so, scarcely had he learned that Caesar was cross�ng the
front�er of the Bolognese terr�tory w�th h�s army, than he sent a
cour�er to Lou�s XII to cla�m the fulf�lment of h�s prom�se. Lou�s kept �t
w�th h�s accustomed good fa�th; and when Caesar arr�ved before
Bologna, he rece�ved an �nt�mat�on from the K�ng of France that he
was not to enter on any undertak�ng aga�nst h�s ally Bent�vogl�o;
Caesar, not be�ng the man to have h�s plans upset for noth�ng, made
cond�t�ons for h�s retreat, to wh�ch Bent�vogl�o consented, only too
happy to be qu�t of h�m at th�s pr�ce: the cond�t�ons were the cess�on
of Castello Bolognese, a fortress between Imola and Faenza, the
payment of a tr�bute of 9000 ducats, and the keep�ng for h�s serv�ce
of a hundred men-at-arms and two thousand �nfantry. In exchange
for these favours, Caesar conf�ded to Bent�vogl�o that h�s v�s�t had
been due to the counsels of the Mar�scott�; then, re�nforced by h�s
new ally's cont�ngent, he took the road for Tuscany. But he was



scarcely out of s�ght when Bent�vogl�o shut the gates of Bologna, and
commanded h�s son Hermes to assass�nate w�th h�s own hand
Agamemnon Mar�scott�, the head of the fam�ly, and ordered the
massacre of four-and-th�rty of h�s near relat�ves, brothers, sons,
daughters, and nephews, and two hundred other of h�s k�ndred and
fr�ends. The butchery was carr�ed out by the noblest youths of
Bologna; whom Bent�vogl�o forced to bathe the�r hands �n th�s blood,
so that he m�ght attach them to h�mself through the�r fear of repr�sals.

Caesar's plans w�th regard to Florence were now no longer a
mystery: s�nce the month of January he had sent to P�sa ten or
twelve hundred men under the Command of Regn�ero della Sassetta
and P�ero d� Gamba Cort�, and as soon as the conquest of the
Romagna was complete, he had further despatched Ol�verotto d�
Fermo w�th new detachments. H�s own army he had re�nforced, as
we have seen, by a hundred men-at-arms and two thousand �nfantry;
he had just been jo�ned by V�tellozzo V�tell�, lord of C�tta, d� Castello,
and by the Ors�n�, who had brought h�m another two or three
thousand men; so, w�thout count�ng the troops sent to P�sa, he had
under h�s control seven hundred men-at-arms and f�ve thousand
�nfantry.

St�ll, �n sp�te of th�s form�dable company, he entered Tuscany
declar�ng that h�s �ntent�ons were only pac�f�c, protest�ng that he only
des�red to pass through the terr�tor�es of the republ�c on h�s way to
Rome, and offer�ng to pay �n ready money for any v�ctual h�s army
m�ght requ�re. But when he had passed the def�les of the mounta�ns
and arr�ved at Barber�no, feel�ng that the town was �n h�s power and
noth�ng could now h�nder h�s approach, he began to put a pr�ce on
the fr�endsh�p he had at f�rst offered freely, and to �mpose h�s own



cond�t�ons �nstead of accept�ng those of others. These were that
P�ero de� Med�c�, k�nsman and ally of the Ors�n�, should be re�nstated
�n h�s anc�ent power; that s�x Florent�ne c�t�zens, to be chosen by
V�tellozzo, should be put �nto h�s hands that they m�ght by the�r death
exp�ate that of Paolo V�tell�, unjustly executed by the Florent�nes; that
the S�gnor�a should engage to g�ve no a�d to the lord of P�omb�no,
whom Caesar �ntended to d�spossess of h�s estates w�thout delay;
and further, that he h�mself should be taken �nto the serv�ce of the
republ�c, for a pay proport�onate to h�s deserts. But just as Caesar
had reached th�s po�nt �n h�s negot�at�ons w�th Florence, he rece�ved
orders from Lou�s XII to get ready, so soon as he conven�ently could,
to follow h�m w�th h�s army and help �n the conquest of Naples, wh�ch
he was at last �n a pos�t�on to undertake. Caesar dared not break h�s
word to so powerful an ally; he therefore repl�ed that he was at the
k�ng's orders, and as the Florent�nes were not aware that he was
qu�tt�ng them on compuls�on, he sold h�s retreat for the sum of
36,000 ducats per annum, �n exchange for wh�ch sum he was to hold
three hundred men-at-arms always �n read�ness to go to the a�d of
the republ�c at her earl�est call and �n any c�rcumstances of need.

But, hurr�ed as he was, Caesar st�ll hoped that he m�ght f�nd
t�me to conquer the terr�tory of P�omb�no as he went by, and take the
cap�tal by a s�ngle v�gorous stroke; so he made h�s entry �nto the
lands of Jacopo IV of App�ano. The latter, he found, however, had
been beforehand w�th h�m, and, to rob h�m of all resource, had la�d
waste h�s own country, burned h�s fodder, felled h�s trees, torn down
h�s v�nes, and destroyed a few founta�ns that produced salubr�ous
waters. Th�s d�d not h�nder Caesar from se�z�ng �n the space of a few
days Severeto, Scarl�no, the �sle of Elba, and La P�anosa; but he



was obl�ged to stop short at the castle, wh�ch opposed a ser�ous
res�stance. As Lou�s XII's army was cont�nu�ng �ts way towards
Rome, and he rece�ved a fresh order to jo�n �t, he took h�s departure
the next day, leav�ng beh�nd h�m, V�tellozzo and G�an Paolo Bagl�an�
to prosecute the s�ege �n h�s absence.

Lou�s XII was th�s t�me advanc�ng upon Naples, not w�th the
�ncaut�ous ardour of Charles VIII, but, on the contrary, w�th that
prudence and c�rcumspect�on wh�ch character�sed h�m. Bes�des h�s
all�ance w�th Florence and Rome, he had also s�gned a secret treaty
w�th Ferd�nand the Cathol�c, who had s�m�lar pretens�ons, through
the house of Duras, to the throne of Naples to those Lou�s h�mself
had through the house of Anjou. By th�s treaty the two k�ngs were
shar�ng the�r conquests beforehand: Lou�s would be master of
Naples, of the town of Lavore and the Abruzz�, and would bear the
t�tle of K�ng of Naples and Jerusalem; Ferd�nand reserved for h�s
own share Apul�a and Calabr�a, w�th the t�tle of Duke of these
prov�nces; both were to rece�ve the �nvest�ture from the pope and to
hold them of h�m. Th�s part�t�on was all the more l�kely to be made, �n
fact, because Freder�c, suppos�ng all the t�me that Ferd�nand was h�s
good and fa�thful fr�end, would open the gates of h�s towns, only to
rece�ve �nto h�s fortresses conquerors and masters �nstead of all�es.
All th�s perhaps was not very loyal conduct on the part of a k�ng who
had so long des�red and had just now rece�ved the surname of
Cathol�c, but �t mattered l�ttle to Lou�s, who prof�ted by treasonable
acts he d�d not have to share.

The French army, wh�ch the Duke of Valent�no�s had just jo�ned,
cons�sted of 1000 lances, 4000 Sw�ss, and 6000 Gascons and
adventurers; further, Ph�l�p of Rabenste�n was br�ng�ng by sea s�x



Breton and Provencal vessels, and three Genoese caracks, carry�ng
6500 �nvaders.

Aga�nst th�s m�ghty host the K�ng of Naples had only 700 men-
at-arms, 600 l�ght horse, and 6000 �nfantry under the command of
the Colonna, whom he had taken �nto h�s pay after they were ex�led
by the pope from the States of the Church; but he was count�ng on
Gonsalvo of Cordova, who was to jo�n h�m at Gaeta, and to whom he
had conf�d�ngly opened all h�s fortresses �n Calabr�a.

But the feel�ng of safety �nsp�red by Freder�c's fa�thless ally was
not dest�ned to endure long: on the�r arr�val at Rome, the French and
Span�sh ambassadors presented to the pope the treaty s�gned at
Grenada on the 11th of November, 1500, between Lou�s XII and
Ferd�nand the Cathol�c, a treaty wh�ch up to that t�me had been
secret. Alexander, foresee�ng the probable future, had, by the death
of Alfonso, loosened all the bonds that attached h�m to the house of
Aragon, and then began by mak�ng some d�ff�culty about �t. It was
demonstrated that the arrangement had only been undertaken to
prov�de the Chr�st�an pr�nces w�th another weapon for attack�ng the
Ottoman Emp�re, and before th�s cons�derat�on, one may read�ly
suppose, all the pope's scruples van�shed; on the 25th of June,
therefore, �t was dec�ded to call a cons�story wh�ch was to declare
Freder�c deposed from the throne of Naples. When Freder�c heard
all at once that the French army had arr�ved at Rome, that h�s ally
Ferd�nand had dece�ved h�m, and that Alexander had pronounced
the sentence of h�s downfall, he understood that all was lost; but he
d�d not w�sh �t to be sa�d that he had abandoned h�s k�ngdom w�thout
even attempt�ng to save �t. So he charged h�s two new condott�er�,
Fabr�z�o Colonna and Ranuz�a d� Marc�ano, to check the French



before Capua w�th 300 men-at-arms, some l�ght horse, and 3000
�nfantry; �n person he occup�ed Aversa w�th another d�v�s�on of h�s
army, wh�le Prospero Colonna was sent to defend Naples w�th the
rest, and make a stand aga�nst the Span�ards on the s�de of
Calabr�a.

These d�spos�t�ons were scarcely made when d'Aub�gny, hav�ng
passed the Volturno, approached to lay s�ege to Capua, and
�nvested the town on both s�des of the r�ver. Scarcely were the
French encamped before the ramparts than they began to set up
the�r batter�es, wh�ch were soon �n play, much to the terror of the
bes�eged, who, poor creatures, were almost all strangers to the
town, and had fled th�ther from every s�de, expect�ng to f�nd
protect�on beneath the walls. So, although bravely repulsed by
Fabr�z�o Colonna, the French, from the moment of the�r f�rst assault,
�nsp�red so great and bl�nd a terror that everyone began to talk of
open�ng the gates, and �t was only w�th great d�ff�culty that Colonna
made th�s mult�tude understood that at least they ought to reap some
benef�t from the check the bes�egers had rece�ved and obta�n good
terms of cap�tulat�on. When he had brought them round to h�s v�ew,
he sent out to demand a parley w�th d'Aub�gny, and a conference
was f�xed for the next day but one, �n wh�ch they were to treat of the
surrender of the town.

But th�s was not Caesar Borg�a's �dea at all: he had stayed
beh�nd to confer w�th the pope, and had jo�ned the French army w�th
some of h�s troops on the very day on wh�ch the conference had
been arranged for two days later: and a cap�tulat�on of any nature
would rob h�m of h�s share of the booty and the prom�se of such
pleasure as would come from the capture of a c�ty so r�ch and



populous as Capua. So he opened up negot�at�ons on h�s own
account w�th a capta�n who was on guard at one of the gates. Such
negot�at�ons, made w�th cunn�ng supported by br�bery, proved as
usual more prompt and eff�cac�ous than any others. At the very
moment when Fabr�z�o Colonna �n a fort�f�ed outpost was d�scuss�ng
the cond�t�ons of cap�tulat�on w�th the French capta�ns, suddenly
great cr�es of d�stress were heard. These were caused by Borg�a,
who w�thout a word to anyone had entered the town w�th h�s fa�thful
army from Romagna, and was beg�nn�ng to cut the throats of the
garr�son, wh�ch had naturally somewhat relaxed the�r v�g�lance �n the
bel�ef that the cap�tulat�on was all but s�gned. The French, when they
saw that the town was half taken, rushed on the gates w�th such
�mpetuos�ty that the bes�eged d�d not even attempt to defend
themselves any longer, and forced the�r way �nto Capua by three
separate s�des: noth�ng more could be done then to stop the �ssue.
Butchery and p�llage had begun, and the work of destruct�on must
needs be completed: �n va�n d�d Fabr�z�o Colonna, Ranuz�o d�
Marc�ano, and Don Ugo d� Cardona attempt to make head aga�nst
the French and Span�ards w�th such men as they could get together.
Fabr�z�a Colonna and Don Ugo were made pr�soners; Ranuz�a,
wounded by an arrow, fell �nto the hands of the Duke of Valent�no�s;
seven thousand �nhab�tants were massacred �n the streets, among
them the tra�tor who had g�ven up the gate; the churches were
p�llaged, the convents of nuns forced open; and then m�ght be seen
the spectacle of some of these holy v�rg�ns cast�ng themselves �nto
p�ts or �nto the r�ver to escape the sold�ers. Three hundred of the
noblest lad�es of the town took refuge �n a tower. The Duke of



Valent�no�s broke �n the doors, chased out for h�mself forty of the
most beaut�ful, and handed over the rest to h�s army.

The p�llage cont�nued for three days.
Capua once taken, Freder�c saw that �t was useless any longer

to attempt defence. So he shut h�mself up �n Castel Nuovo and gave
perm�ss�on to Gaeta and to Naples to treat w�th the conqueror. Gaeta
bought �mmun�ty from p�llage w�th 60,000 ducats; and Naples w�th
the surrender of the castle. Th�s surrender was made to d'Aub�gny
by Freder�c h�mself, on cond�t�on that he should be allowed to take to
the �sland of Isch�a h�s money, jewels, and furn�ture, and there
rema�n w�th h�s fam�ly for s�x months secure from all host�le attack.
The terms of th�s cap�tulat�on were fa�thfully adhered to on both
s�des: d'Aub�gny entered Naples, and Freder�c ret�red to Isch�a.

Thus, by a last terr�ble blow, never to r�se aga�n, fell th�s branch
of the house of Aragon, wh�ch had now re�gned for s�xty-f�ve years.
Freder�c, �ts head, demanded and obta�ned a safe-conduct to pass
�nto France, where Lou�s XII gave h�m the duchy of Anjou and
30,000 ducats a year, on cond�t�on that he should never qu�t the
k�ngdom; and there, �n fact, he d�ed, an the 9th of September 1504.
H�s eldest son, Dan Ferd�nand, Duke of Calabr�a, ret�red to Spa�n,
where he was perm�tted to marry tw�ce, but each t�me w�th a woman
who was known to be barren; and there he d�ed �n 1550. Alfonso, the
second son, who had followed h�s father to France, d�ed, �t �s sa�d, of
po�son, at Grenoble, at the age of twenty-two; lastly Caesar, the th�rd
son, d�ed at Ferrara, before he had atta�ned h�s e�ghteenth b�rthday.

Freder�c's daughter Charlotte marr�ed �n France N�cholas, Count
of Laval, governor and adm�ral of Br�ttany; a daughter was born of
th�s marr�age, Anne de Laval, who marr�ed Franco�s de la Tr�mau�lle.



Through her those r�ghts were transm�tted to the house of La
Tr�mou�lle wh�ch were used later on as a cla�m upon the k�ngdom of
the Two S�c�l�es.

The capture of Naples gave the Duke of Valent�no�s h�s l�berty
aga�n; so he left the French army, after he had rece�ved fresh
assurances on h�s own account of the k�ng's fr�endl�ness, and
returned to the s�ege of P�omb�no, wh�ch he had been forced to
�nterrupt. Dur�ng th�s �nterval Alexander had been v�s�t�ng the scenes
of h�s son's conquests, and travers�ng all the Romagna w�th
Lucrez�a, who was now consoled for her husband's death, and had
never before enjoyed qu�te so much favour w�th H�s Hol�ness; so,
when she returned to Rome she no longer had separate rooms from
h�m. The result of th�s recrudescence of affect�on was the
appearance of two pont�f�cal bulls, convert�ng the towns of Nep� and
Sermoneta �nto duch�es: one was bestowed on G�an Borg�a , an
�lleg�t�mate ch�ld of the pope, who was not the son of e�ther of h�s
m�stresses, Rosa Vanozza or G�ul�a Farnese, the other on Don
Roder�go of Aragon, son of Lucrez�a and Alfonso: the lands of the
Colonna were �n appanage to the two duch�es.

But Alexander was dream�ng of yet another add�t�on to h�s
fortune; th�s was to came from a marr�age between Lucrez�a and
Don Alfonso d'Este, son of Duke Hercules of Ferrara, �n favour of
wh�ch all�ance Lou�s XII had negot�ated.

H�s Hol�ness was now hav�ng a run of good fortune, and he
learned on the same day that P�omb�no was taken and that Duke
Hercules had g�ven the K�ng of France h�s assent to the marr�age.
Both of these p�eces of news were good for Alexander, but the one
could not compare �n �mportance w�th the other; and the �nt�mat�on



that Lucrez�a was to marry the he�r presumpt�ve to the duchy of
Ferrara was rece�ved w�th a joy so great that �t smacked of the
humble beg�nn�ngs of the Borg�an house. The Duke of Valent�no�s
was �nv�ted to return to Rome, to take h�s share �n the fam�ly
rejo�c�ng, and on the day when the news was made publ�c the
governor of St. Angelo rece�ved orders that cannon should be f�red
every quarter of an hour from noon to m�dn�ght. At two o'clock,
Lucrez�a, att�red as a f�ancee, and accompan�ed by her two brothers,
the Dukes of Valent�no�s and Squ�llace, �ssued from the Vat�can,
followed by all the nob�l�ty of Rome, and proceeded to the church of
the Madonna del Papalo, where the Duke of Gand�a and Card�nal
G�an Borg�a were bur�ed, to render thanks for th�s new favour
accorded to her house by God; and �n the even�ng, accompan�ed by
the same cavalcade, wh�ch shone the more br�ghtly under the
torchl�ght and br�ll�ant �llum�nat�ons, she made process�on through
the whole town, greeted by cr�es of "Long l�ve Pope Alexander VI!
Long l�ve the Duchess of Ferrara!" wh�ch were shouted aloud by
heralds clad �n cloth of gold.

The next day an announcement was made �n the town that a
racecourse for women was opened between the castle of Sant'
Angelo and the P�azza of St. Peter's; that on every th�rd day there
would be a bull-f�ght �n the Span�sh fash�on; and that from the end of
the present month, wh�ch was October, unt�l the f�rst day of Lent,
masquerades would be perm�tted �n the streets of Rome.

Such was the nature of the fetes outs�de; the programme of
those go�ng on w�th�n the Vat�can was not presented to the people;
for by the account of Bucc�ardo, an eye-w�tness, th�s �s what
happened—



"On the last Sunday of the month of October, f�fty courtesans
supped �n the apostol�c palace �n the Duke of Valent�no�s' rooms, and
after supper danced w�th the equerr�es and servants, f�rst wear�ng
the�r usual garments, afterwards �n dazzl�ng draper�es; when supper
was over, the table was removed, candlest�cks were set on the floor
�n a symmetr�cal pattern, and a great quant�ty of chestnuts was
scattered on the ground: these the f�fty women sk�lfully p�cked up,
runn�ng about gracefully, �n and out between the burn�ng l�ghts; the
pope, the Duke of Valent�no�s, and h�s s�ster Lucrez�a, who were
look�ng on at th�s spectacle from a gallery, encouraged the most
ag�le and �ndustr�ous w�th the�r applause, and they rece�ved pr�zes of
embro�dered garters, velvet boots, golden caps, and laces; then new
d�vers�ons took the place of these."

We humbly ask forg�veness of our readers, and espec�ally of our
lady readers; but though we have found words to descr�be the f�rst
part of the spectacle, we have sought them �n va�n for the second;
suff�ce �t to say that just as there had been pr�zes for feats of
adro�tness, others were g�ven now to the dancers who were most
dar�ng and brazen.

Some days after th�s strange n�ght, wh�ch calls to m�nd the
Roman even�ngs �n the days of T�ber�us, Nero, and Hel�ogabalus,
Lucrez�a, clad �n a robe of golden brocade, her tra�n carr�ed by young
g�rls dressed �n wh�te and crowned w�th roses, �ssued from her
palace to the sound of trumpets and clar�ons, and made her way
over carpets that were la�d down �n the streets through wh�ch she
had to pass. Accompan�ed by the noblest caval�ers and the lovel�est
women �n Rome, she betook herself to the Vat�can, where �n the
Paul�ne hall the pope awa�ted her, w�th the Duke of Valent�no�s, Don



Ferd�nand, act�ng as proxy for Duke Alfonso, and h�s cous�n,
Card�nal d'Este. The pope sat on one s�de of the table, wh�le the
envoys from Ferrara stood on the other: �nto the�r m�dst came
Lucrez�a, and Don Ferd�nand placed on her f�nger the nupt�al r�ng;
th�s ceremony over, Card�nal d'Este approached and presented to
the br�de four magn�f�cent r�ngs set w�th prec�ous stones; then a
casket was placed on the table, r�chly �nla�d w�th �vory, whence the
card�nal drew forth a great many tr�nkets, cha�ns, necklaces of pearls
and d�amonds, of workmansh�p as costly as the�r mater�al; these he
also begged Lucrez�a to accept, before she rece�ved those the
br�degroom was hop�ng to offer h�mself, wh�ch would be more worthy
of her. Lucrez�a showed the utmost del�ght �n accept�ng these g�fts;
then she ret�red �nto the next room, lean�ng on the pope's arm, and
followed by the lad�es of her su�te, leav�ng the Duke of Valent�no�s to
do the honours of the Vat�can to the men. That even�ng the guests
met aga�n, and spent half the n�ght �n danc�ng, wh�le a magn�f�cent
d�splay of f�reworks l�ghted up the P�azza of San Paolo.

The ceremony of betrothal over, the pope and the Duke bus�ed
themselves w�th mak�ng preparat�ons for the departure. The pope,
who w�shed the journey to be made w�th a great degree of
splendour, sent �n h�s daughter's company, �n add�t�on to the two
brothers-�n-law and the gentlemen �n the�r su�te, the Senate of Rome
and all the lords who, by v�rtue of the�r wealth, could d�splay most
magn�f�cence �n the�r costumes and l�ver�es. Among th�s br�ll�ant
throng m�ght be seen Ol�vero and Ram�ro Mattel, sons of P�ero
Mattel, chancellor of the town, and a daughter of the pope whose
mother was not Rosa Vanozza; bes�des these, the pope nom�nated
�n cons�story Francesco Borg�a, Card�nal of Sosenza, legate a latere,



to accompany h�s daughter to the front�ers of the Eccles�ast�cal
States.

Also the Duke of Valent�no�s sent out messengers �nto all the
c�t�es of Romagna to order that Lucrez�a should be rece�ved as
sovere�gn lady and m�stress: grand preparat�ons were at once set on
foot for the fulf�lment of h�s orders. But the messengers reported that
they greatly feared that there would be some grumbl�ng at Cesena,
where �t w�ll be remembered that Caesar had left Ram�ro d'Orco as
governor w�th plenary powers, to calm the ag�tat�on of the town. Now
Ram�ro d'Orco had accompl�shed h�s task so well that there was
noth�ng more to fear �n the way of rebell�on; for one-s�xth of the
�nhab�tants had per�shed on the scaffold, and the result of th�s
s�tuat�on was that �t was �mprobable that the same demonstrat�ons of
joy could be expected from a town plunged �n mourn�ng that were
looked for from Imola, Faenza, and Pesaro. The Duke of Valent�na�s
averted th�s �nconven�ence �n the prompt and eff�cac�ous fash�on
character�st�c of h�m alone. One morn�ng the �nhab�tants of Cesena
awoke to f�nd a scaffold set up �n the square, and upon �t the four
quarters of a man, h�s head, severed from the trunk, stuck up on the
end of a p�ke.

Th�s man was Ram�ro d'Orco.
No one ever knew by whose hands the scaffold had been ra�sed

by n�ght, nor by what execut�oners the terr�ble deed had been carr�ed
out; but when the Florent�ne Republ�c sent to ask Macch�avell�, the�r
ambassador at Cesena, what he thought of �t, he repl�ed:

"MAGNIFICENT LORDS,-I can tell you noth�ng concern�ng the
execut�on of Ram�ro d'Orco, except that Caesar Borg�a �s the pr�nce



who best knows how to make and unmake men accord�ng to the�r
deserts. NICCOLO MACCHIAVELLI"

The Duke of Valent�no�s was not d�sappo�nted, and the future
Duchess of Ferrara was adm�rably rece�ved �n every town along her
route, and part�cularly at Cesena.

Wh�le Lucrez�a was on her way to Ferrara to meet her fourth
husband, Alexander and the Duke of Valent�no�s resolved to make a
progress �n the reg�on of the�r last conquest, the duchy of P�omb�no.
The apparent object of th�s journey was that the new subjects m�ght
take the�r oath to Caesar, and the real object was to form an arsenal
�n Jacopo d'App�ano's cap�tal w�th�n reach of Tuscany, a plan wh�ch
ne�ther the pope nor h�s son had ever ser�ously abandoned. The two
accord�ngly started from the port of Corneto w�th s�x sh�ps,
accompan�ed by a great number of card�nals and prelates, and
arr�ved the same even�ng at P�omb�na. The pont�f�cal court made a
stay there of several days, partly w�th a v�ew of mak�ng the duke
known to the �nhab�tants, and also �n order to be present at certa�n
eccles�ast�cal funct�ons, of wh�ch the most �mportant was a serv�ce
held on the th�rd Sunday �n Lent, �n wh�ch the Card�nal of Cosenza
sang a mass and the pope off�c�ated �n state w�th the duke and the
card�nals. After these solemn funct�ons the customary pleasures
followed, and the pope summoned the prett�est g�rls of the country
and ordered them to dance the�r nat�onal dances before h�m.

Follow�ng on these dances came feasts of unheard of
magn�f�cence, dur�ng wh�ch the pope �n the s�ght of all men
completely �gnored Lent and d�d not fast. The object of all these fetes
was to scatter abroad a great deal of money, and so to make the



Duke of Valent�no�s popular, wh�le poor Jacopo d'App�ano was
forgotten.

When they left P�omb�no, the pope and h�s son v�s�ted the �sland
of Elba, where they only stayed long enough to v�s�t the old
fort�f�cat�ons and �ssue orders for the bu�ld�ng of new ones.

Then the �llustr�ous travellers embarked on the�r return journey
to Rome; but scarcely had they put out to sea when the weather
became adverse, and the pope not w�sh�ng to put �n at Porto Ferrajo,
they rema�ned f�ve days on board, though they had only two days'
prov�s�ons. Dur�ng the last three days the pope l�ved on fr�ed f�sh that
were caught under great d�ff�cult�es because of the heavy weather.
At last they arr�ved �n s�ght of Corneto, and there the duke, who was
not on the same vessel as the pope, see�ng that h�s sh�p could not
get �n, had a boat put out, and so was taken ashore. The pope was
obl�ged to cont�nue on h�s way towards Pontercole, where at last he
arr�ved, after encounter�ng so v�olent a tempest that all who were
w�th h�m were utterly subdued e�ther by s�ckness or by the terror of
death. The pope alone d�d not show one �nstant's fear, but rema�ned
on the br�dge dur�ng the storm, s�tt�ng on h�s arm-cha�r, �nvok�ng the
name of Jesus and mak�ng the s�gn of the cross. At last h�s sh�p
entered the roads of Pontercole, where he landed, and after send�ng
to Corneto to fetch horses, he rejo�ned the duke, who was there
awa�t�ng h�m. They then returned by slow stages, by way of C�v�ta
Vecch�a and Palo, and reached Rome after an absence of a month.
Almost at the same t�me d'Albret arr�ved �n quest of h�s card�nal's
hat. He was accompan�ed by two pr�nces of the house of Navarre,
who were rece�ved w�th not only those honours wh�ch beseemed



the�r rank, but also as brothers-�n-law to whom the, duke was eager
to show �n what sp�r�t he was contract�ng th�s all�ance.





CHAPTER XIII

The t�me had now come for the Duke of Valent�no�s to cont�nue the
pursu�t of h�s conquests. So, s�nce on the 1st of May �n the preced�ng
year the pope had pronounced sentence of forfe�ture �n full
cons�story aga�nst Jul�us Caesar of Varano, as pun�shment for the
murder of h�s brother Rudolph and for the harbour�ng of the pope's
enem�es, and he had accord�ngly been mulcted of h�s f�ef of
Camer�no, wh�ch was to be handed over to the apostol�c chamber,
Caesar left Rome to put the sentence �n execut�on. Consequently,
when he arr�ved on the front�ers of Perug�a, wh�ch belonged to h�s
l�eutenant, G�an Paolo Bagl�on�, he sent Ol�verotta da Fermo and
Ors�n� of Grav�na to lay waste the March of Camer�no, at the same
t�me pet�t�on�ng Gu�do d'Ubaldo d� Montefeltro, Duke of Urb�no, to
lend h�s sold�ers and art�llery to help h�m �n th�s enterpr�se. Th�s the
unlucky Duke of Urb�no, who enjoyed the best poss�ble relat�ons w�th
the pope, and who had no reason for d�strust�ng Caesar, d�d not dare
refuse. But on the very same day that the Duke of Urb�na's troops
started for Camer�no, Caesar's troops entered the duchy of Urb�no,
and took possess�on of Cagl�, one of the four towns of the l�ttle State.
The Duke of Urb�no knew what awa�ted h�m �f he tr�ed to res�st, and
fled �ncont�nently, d�sgu�sed as a peasant; thus �n less than e�ght



days Caesar was master of h�s whole duchy, except the fortresses of
Ma�olo and San Leone.

The Duke of Valent�no�s forthw�th returned to Camer�no, where
the �nhab�tants st�ll held out, encouraged by the presence of Jul�us
Caesar d� Varano, the�r lord, and h�s two sons, Venant�o and
Hann�bal; the eldest son, G�an Mar�a, had been sent by h�s father to
Ven�ce.

The presence of Caesar was the occas�on of parley�ng between
the bes�egers and bes�eged. A cap�tulat�on was arranged whereby
Varano engaged to g�ve up the town, on cond�t�on that he and h�s
sons were allowed to ret�re safe and sound, tak�ng w�th them the�r
furn�ture, treasure, and carr�ages. But th�s was by no means
Caesar's �ntent�on; so, prof�t�ng by the relaxat�on �n v�g�lance that had
naturally come about �n the garr�son when the news of the
cap�tulat�on had been announced, he surpr�sed the town �n the n�ght
preced�ng the surrender, and se�zed Caesar d� Varano and h�s two
sons, who were strangled a short t�me after, the father at La Pergola
and the sons at Pesaro, by Don M�chele Corregl�o, who, though he
had left the pos�t�on of sb�rro for that of a capta�n, every now and
then returned to h�s f�rst bus�ness.

Meanwh�le V�tellozzo V�tell�, who had assumed the t�tle of
General of the Church, and had under h�m 800 men-at-arms and
3,000 �nfantry, was follow�ng the secret �nstruct�ons that he had
rece�ved from Caesar by word of mouth, and was carry�ng forward
that system of �nvas�on wh�ch was to enc�rcle Florence �n a network
of �ron, and �n the end make her defence an �mposs�b�l�ty. A worthy
pup�l of h�s master, �n whose school he had learned to use �n turn the
cunn�ng of a fox and the strength of a l�on, he had establ�shed an



understand�ng between h�mself and certa�n young gentlemen of
Arezzo to get that town del�vered �nto h�s hands. But the plot had
been d�scovered by Gugl�elma de� Pazz�, comm�ssary of the
Florent�ne Republ�c, and he had arrested two of the consp�rators,
whereupon the others, who were much more numerous than was
supposed, had �nstantly d�spersed about the town summon�ng the
c�t�zens to arms. All the republ�can fact�on, who saw �n any sort of
revolut�on the means of subjugat�ng Florence, jo�ned the�r party, set
the capt�ves at l�berty, and se�zed Gugl�elmo; then procla�m�ng the
establ�shment of the anc�ent const�tut�on, they bes�eged the c�tadel,
wh�ther Cos�mo de� Pazz�, B�shop of Arezzo, the son of Gugl�elmo,
had fled for refuge; he, f�nd�ng h�mself �nvested on every s�de, sent a
messenger �n hot haste to Florence to ask for help.

Unfortunately for the card�nal, V�tellozzo's troops were nearer to
the bes�egers than were the sold�ers of the most serene republ�c to
the bes�eged, and �nstead of help—the whole army of the enemy
came down upon h�m. Th�s army was under the command of
V�tellozzo, of G�an Paolo Bagl�on�, and of Fab�o Ors�no, and w�th
them were the two Med�c�, ever ready to go wherever there was a
league aga�nst Florence, and ever ready at the command of Borg�a,
on any cond�t�ons whatever, to re-enter the town whence they had
been ban�shed. The next day more help �n the form of money and
art�llery arr�ved, sent by Pandolfo Petrucc�, and on the 18th of June
the c�tadel of Arezzo, wh�ch had rece�ved no news from Florence,
was obl�ged to surrender.

V�tellozzo left the men of Arezzo to look after the�r town
themselves, leav�ng also Fab�o Ors�na to garr�son the c�tadel w�th a
thousand men. Then, prof�t�ng by the terror that had been spread



throughout all th�s part of Italy by the success�ve captures of the
duchy of Urb�no, of Camer�no, and of Arezzo, he marched upon
Monte San Sever�no, Cast�gl�one, Aret�no, Cortone, and the other
towns of the valley of Ch�ana, wh�ch subm�tted one after the other
almost w�thout a struggle. When he was only ten or twelve leagues
from Florence, and dared not on h�s own account attempt anyth�ng
aga�nst her, he made known the state of affa�rs to the Duke of
Valent�no�s. He, fancy�ng the hour had came at last for str�k�ng the
blow so long delayed, started off at once to del�ver h�s answer �n
person to h�s fa�thful l�eutenants.

But the Florent�nes, though they had sent no help to Gugl�elmo
de� Pazz�, had demanded a�d from Chaumont d'Ambo�se, governor
of the M�lanese, on behalf of Lou�s XII, not only expla�n�ng the
danger they themselves were �n but also Caesar's amb�t�ous
projects, namely that after f�rst overcom�ng the small pr�nc�pal�t�es
and then the states of the second order, he had now, �t seemed,
reached such a he�ght of pr�de that he would attack the K�ng of
France h�mself. The news from Naples was d�squ�et�ng; ser�ous
d�fferences had already occurred between the Count of Armagnac
and Gonzalva d� Cordova, and Lou�s m�ght any day need Florence,
whom he had always found loyal and fa�thful. He therefore resolved
to check Caesar's progress, and not only sent h�m orders to advance
no further step forwards, but also sent off, to g�ve effect to h�s
�njunct�on, the capta�n Imbaut w�th 400 lances. The Duke of
Valent�no�s on the front�er of Tuscany rece�ved a copy of the treaty
s�gned between the republ�c and the K�ng of France, a treaty �n
wh�ch the k�ng engaged to help h�s ally aga�nst any enemy
whatsoever, and at the same moment the formal proh�b�t�on from



Lou�s to advance any further. Caesar also learned that bes�de the
400 lances w�th the capta�n Imbaut, wh�ch were on the road to
Florence, Lou�s XII had as soon as he reached Ast� sent off to Parma
Lou�s de la Tr�mou�lle and 200 men-at-arms, 3000 Sw�ss, and a
cons�derable tra�n of art�llery. In these two movements comb�ned he
saw host�le �ntent�ons towards h�mself, and turn�ng r�ght about face
w�th h�s usual ag�l�ty, he prof�ted by the fact that he had g�ven noth�ng
but verbal �nstruct�ons to all h�s l�eutenants, and wrote a fur�ous letter
to V�tellozzo, reproach�ng h�m for comprom�s�ng h�s master w�th a
v�ew to h�s own pr�vate �nterest, and order�ng the �nstant surrender to
the Florent�nes of the towns and fortresses he had taken, threaten�ng
to march down w�th h�s own troops and take them �f he hes�tated for
a moment.

As soon as th�s letter was wr�tten, Caesar departed for M�lan,
where Lou�s XII had just arr�ved, br�ng�ng w�th h�m proof pos�t�ve that
he had been calumn�ated �n the evacuat�on of the conquered towns.
He also was entrusted w�th the pope's m�ss�on to renew for another
e�ghteen months the t�tle of legate 'a latere' �n France to Card�nal
d'Ambo�se, the fr�end rather than the m�n�ster of Lou�s XII. Thus,
thanks to the publ�c proof of h�s �nnocence and the pr�vate use of h�s
�nfluence, Caesar soon made h�s peace w�th the K�ng of France.

But th�s was not all. It was �n the nature of Caesar's gen�us to
d�vert an �mpend�ng calam�ty that threatened h�s destruct�on so as to
come out of �t better than before, and he suddenly saw the
advantage he m�ght take from the pretended d�sobed�ence of h�s
l�eutenants. Already he had been d�sturbed now and aga�n by the�r
grow�ng power, and coveted the�r towns, now he thought the hour
had perhaps come for suppress�ng them also, and �n the usurpat�on



of the�r pr�vate possess�ons str�k�ng a blow at Florence, who always
escaped h�m at the very moment when he thought to take her. It was
�ndeed an annoy�ng th�ng to have these fortresses and towns
d�splay�ng another banner than h�s own �n the m�dst of the beaut�ful
Romagna wh�ch he des�red for h�s own k�ngdom. For V�tellozzo
possessed C�tta d� Castello, Bent�vogl�o Bologna, G�an Paolo
Bagl�on� was �n command of Perug�a, Ol�verotto had just taken
Fermo, and Pandolfo Petrucc� was lord of S�ena; �t was h�gh t�me
that all these returned: �nto h�s own hands. The l�eutenants of the
Duke of Valent�no�s, l�ke Alexander's, were becom�ng too powerful,
and Borg�a must �nher�t from them, unless he were w�ll�ng to let them
become h�s own he�rs. He obta�ned from Lou�s XII three hundred
lances wherew�th to march aga�nst them. As soon as V�tellozzo
V�tell� rece�ved Caesar's letter he perce�ved that he was be�ng
sacr�f�ced to the fear that the K�ng of France �nsp�red; but he was not
one of those v�ct�ms who suffer the�r throats to be cut �n the exp�at�on
of a m�stake: he was a buffalo of Romagna who opposed h�s horns
to the kn�fe of the butcher; bes�des, he had the example of Varano
and the Manfred� before h�m, and, death for death, he preferred to
per�sh �n arms.

So V�tellozzo convoked at Magg�one all whose l�ves or lands
were threatened by th�s new reversal of Caesar's pol�cy. These were
Paolo Ors�no, G�an Paolo Bagl�on�, Hermes Bent�vogl�o, represent�ng
h�s father G�an, Anton�o d� Venafro, the envoy of Pandolfo Petrucc�,
Ol�vertoxo da Fermo, and the Duke of Urb�no: the f�rst s�x had
everyth�ng to lose, and the last had already lost everyth�ng.

A treaty of all�ance was s�gned between the confederates: they
engaged to res�st whether he attacked them severally or all together.



Caesar learned the ex�stence of th�s league by �ts f�rst effects:
the Duke of Urb�no, who was adored by h�s subjects, had come w�th
a handful of sold�ers to the fortress of San Leone, and �t had y�elded
at once. In less than a week towns and fortresses followed th�s
example, and all the duchy was once more �n the hands of the Duke
of Urb�no.

At the same t�me, each member of the confederacy openly
procla�med h�s revolt aga�nst the common enemy, and took up a
host�le att�tude.

Caesar was at Imola, awa�t�ng the French troops, but w�th
scarcely any men; so that Bent�vogl�o, who held part of the country,
and the Duke of Urb�no, who had just reconquered the rest of �t,
could probably have e�ther taken h�m or forced h�m to fly and qu�t the
Romagna, had they marched aga�nst h�m; all the more s�nce the two
men on whom he counted, v�z., Don Ugo d� Cardona, who had
entered h�s serv�ce after Capua was taken, and M�chelotto had
m�staken h�s �ntent�on, and were all at once separated from h�m. He
had really ordered them to fall back upon R�m�n�, and br�ng 200 l�ght
horse and 500 �nfantry of wh�ch they had the command; but,
unaware of the urgency of h�s s�tuat�on, at the very moment when
they were attempt�ng to surpr�se La Pergola and Fossombrone, they
were surrounded by Ors�no of Grav�na and V�tellozzo. Ugo d�
Cardona and M�chelotto defended themselves l�ke l�ons; but �n sp�te
of the�r utmost efforts the�r l�ttle band was cut to p�eces, and Ugo d�
Cardona taken pr�soner, wh�le M�chelotto only escaped the same
fate by ly�ng down among the dead; when n�ght came on, he
escaped to Fano.



But even alone as he was, almost w�thout troops at Imola, the
confederates dared attempt noth�ng aga�nst Caesar, whether
because of the personal fear he �nsp�red, or because �n h�m they
respected the ally of the K�ng of France; they contented themselves
w�th tak�ng the towns and fortresses �n the ne�ghbourhood. V�tellozzo
had retaken the fortresses of Fossombrone, Urb�no, Cagl�, and
Aggobb�o; Ors�no of Grav�na had reconquered Fano and the whole
prov�nce; wh�le G�an Mar�a de Varano, the same who by h�s absence
had escaped be�ng massacred w�th the rest of h�s fam�ly, had re-
entered Camer�no, borne �n tr�umph by h�s people. Not even all th�s
could destroy Caesar's conf�dence �n h�s own good fortune, and
wh�le he was on the one hand urg�ng on the arr�val of the French
troops and call�ng �nto h�s pay all those gentlemen known as "broken
lances," because they went about the country �n part�es of f�ve or s�x
only, and attached themselves to anyone who wanted them, he had
opened up negot�at�ons w�th h�s enem�es, certa�n that from that very
day when he should persuade them to a conference they were
undone. Indeed, Caesar had the power of persuas�on as a g�ft from
heaven; and though they perfectly well knew h�s dupl�c�ty, they had
no power of res�st�ng, not so much h�s actual eloquence as that a�r of
frank good-nature wh�ch Macch�avell� so greatly adm�red, and wh�ch
�ndeed more than once dece�ved even h�m, w�ly pol�t�c�an as he was.
In order to get Paolo Ors�no to treat w�th h�m at Imola, Caesar sent
Card�nal Borg�a to the confederates as a hostage; and on th�s Paolo
Ors�no hes�tated no longer, and on the 25th of October, 1502, arr�ved
at Imola.

Caesar rece�ved h�m as an old fr�end from whom one m�ght
have been estranged a few days because of some sl�ght pass�ng



d�fferences; he frankly avowed that all the fault was no doubt on h�s
s�de, s�nce he had contr�ved to al�enate men who were such loyal
lords and also such brave capta�ns; but w�th men of the�r nature, he
added, an honest, honourable explanat�on such as he would g�ve
must put everyth�ng once more �n statu quo. To prove that �t was
goodw�ll, not fear, that brought h�m back to them, he showed Ors�no
the letters from Card�nal Ambo�se wh�ch announced the speedy
arr�val of French troops; he showed h�m those he had collected
about h�m, �n the w�sh, he declared, that they m�ght be thoroughly
conv�nced that what he ch�efly regretted �n the whole matter was not
so much the loss of the d�st�ngu�shed capta�ns who were the very
soul of h�s vast enterpr�se, as that he had led the world to bel�eve, �n
a way so fatal to h�s own �nterest, that he could for a s�ngle �nstant
fa�l to recogn�se the�r mer�t; add�ng that he consequently rel�ed upon
h�m, Paolo Ors�no, whom he had always cared for most, to br�ng
back the confederates by a peace wh�ch would be as much for the
prof�t of all as a war was hurtful to all, and that he was ready to s�gn
a treaty �n consonance w�th the�r w�shes so long as �t should not
prejud�ce h�s own honour.

Ors�no was the man Caesar wanted: full of pr�de and conf�dence
�n h�mself, he was conv�nced of the truth of the old proverb that says,
"A pope cannot re�gn e�ght days, �f he has both the Colonnas and the
Ors�n� aga�nst h�m." He bel�eved, therefore, �f not �n Caesar's good
fa�th, at any rate �n the necess�ty he must feel for mak�ng peace;
accord�ngly he s�gned w�th h�m the follow�ng convent�ons—wh�ch
only needed rat�f�cat�on—on the 18th of October, 1502, wh�ch we
reproduce here as Macch�avell� sent them to the magn�f�cent republ�c
of Florence.



"Agreement between the Duke of Valent�no�s and the
Confederates.

"Let �t be known to the part�es ment�oned below, and to all who
shall see these presents, that H�s Excellency the Duke of Romagna
of the one part and the Ors�n� of the other part, together w�th the�r
confederates, des�r�ng to put an end to d�fferences, enm�t�es,
m�sunderstand�ngs, and susp�c�ons wh�ch have ar�sen between
them, have resolved as follows:

"There shall be between them peace and all�ance true and
perpetual, w�th a complete obl�terat�on of wrongs and �njur�es wh�ch
may have taken place up to th�s day, both part�es engag�ng to
preserve no resentment of the same; and �n conform�ty w�th the
aforesa�d peace and un�on, H�s Excellency the Duke of Romagna
shall rece�ve �nto perpetual confederat�on, league, and all�ance all
the lords aforesa�d; and each of them shall prom�se to defend the
estates of all �n general and of each �n part�cular aga�nst any power
that may annoy or attack them for any cause whatsoever, except�ng
always nevertheless the Pope Alexander VI and h�s Very Chr�st�an
Majesty Lou�s XII, K�ng of France: the lords above named prom�s�ng
on the other part to un�te �n the defence of the person and estates of
H�s Excellency, as also those of the most �llustr�ous lords, Don
Gaffredo Borg�a , Pr�nce of Squ�llace, Don Roder�go Borg�a , Duke of
Sermaneta and B�sell�, and Don G�an Borg�a, Duke of Camer�no and
Neg�, all brothers or nephews of the Duke of Romagna.

"Moreover, s�nce the rebell�on and usurpat�on of Urb�no have
occurred dur�ng the above-ment�oned m�sunderstand�ngs, all the
confederates aforesa�d and each of them shall b�nd themselves to



un�te all the�r forces for the recovery of the estates aforesa�d and of
such other places as have revolted and been usurped.

"H�s Excellency the Duke of Romagna shall undertake to
cont�nue to the Ors�n� and V�tell� the�r anc�ent engagements �n the
way of m�l�tary serv�ce and on the same cond�t�ons.

"H�s Excellency prom�ses further not to �ns�st on the serv�ce �n
person of more than one of them, as they may choose: the serv�ce
that the others may render shall be voluntary.

"He also prom�ses that the second treaty shall be rat�f�ed by the
sovere�gn pont�ff, who shall not compel Card�nal Ors�no to res�de �n
Rome longer than shall seem conven�ent to th�s prelate.

"Furthermore, s�nce there are certa�n d�fferences between the
Pope and the lord G�an Bent�vogl�o, the confederates aforesa�d
agree that they shall be put to the arb�trat�on of Card�nal Ors�no, of
H�s Excellency the Duke of Romagna, and of the lord Pandolfo
Petrucc�, w�thout appeal.

"Thus the confederates engage, each and all, so soon as they
may be requ�red by the Duke of Romagna, to put �nto h�s hands as a
hostage one of the leg�t�mate sons of each of them, �n that place and
at that t�me wh�ch he may be pleased to �nd�cate.

"The same confederates prom�s�ng moreover, all and each, that
�f any project d�rected aga�nst any one of them come to the�r
knowledge, to g�ve warn�ng thereof, and all to prevent such project
rec�procally.

"It �s agreed, over and above, between the Duke of Romagna
and the confederates aforesa�d, to regard as a common enemy any
who shall fa�l to keep the present st�pulat�ons, and to un�te �n the
destruct�on of any States not conform�ng thereto.



"(S�gned) CAESAR, PAOLO ORSINO.
"AGAPIT, Secretary."
At the same t�me, wh�le Ors�no was carry�ng to the confederates

the treaty drawn up between h�m and the duke, Bent�vogl�o, not
w�ll�ng to subm�t to the arb�trat�on �nd�cated, made an offer to Caesar
of settl�ng the�r d�fferences by a pr�vate treaty, and sent h�s son to
arrange the cond�t�ons: after some parley�ng, they were settled as
follows:—

Bent�vagl�o should separate h�s fortunes from the V�tell� and
Ors�n�;

He should furn�sh the Duke of Valent�no�s w�th a hundred men-
at-arms and a hundred mounted archers for e�ght years;

He should pay 12,000 ducats per annum to Caesar, for the
support of a hundred lances;

In return for th�s, h�s son Hann�bal was to marry the s�ster of the
Archb�shop of Enna, who was Caesar's n�ece, and the pope was to
recogn�se h�s sovere�gnty �n Bologna;

The K�ng of France, the Duke of Ferrara, and the republ�c of
Florence were to be the guarantors of th�s treaty.

But the convent�on brought to the confederates by Ors�no was
the cause of great d�ff�cult�es on the�r part. V�tellozza V�tell� �n
part�cular, who knew Caesar the best, never ceased to tell the other
condott�er� that so prompt and easy a peace must needs be the
cover to some trap; but s�nce Caesar had meanwh�le collected a
cons�derable army at Imola, and the four hundred lances lent h�m by
Lou�s XII had arr�ved at last, V�tellozzo and Ol�verotto dec�ded to s�gn
the treaty that Ors�no brought, and to let the Duke of Urb�no and the
lord of Camer�no know of �t; they, see�ng pla�nly that �t was



henceforth �mposs�ble to make a defence una�ded, had ret�red, the
one to C�tta d� Castello and the other �nto the k�ngdom of Naples.

But Caesar, say�ng noth�ng of h�s �ntent�ons, started on the 10th
of December, and made h�s way to Cesena w�th a powerful army
once more under h�s command. Fear began to spread on all s�des,
not only �n Romagna but �n the whole of Northern Italy; Florence,
see�ng h�m move away from her, only thought �t a bl�nd to conceal h�s
�ntent�ons; wh�le Ven�ce, see�ng h�m approach her front�ers,
despatched all her troops to the banks of the Po. Caesar perce�ved
the�r fear, and lest harm should be done to h�mself by the m�strust �t
m�ght �nsp�re, he sent away all French troops �n h�s serv�ce as soon
as he reached Cesena, except a hundred men w�th M. de Candale,
h�s brother-�n-law; �t was then seen that he only had 2000 cavalry
and 2000 �nfantry w�th h�m. Several days were spent �n parley�ng, for
at Cesena Caesar found the envoys of the V�tell� and Ors�n�, who
themselves were w�th the�r army �n the duchy of Urb�no; but after the
prel�m�nary d�scuss�ons as to the r�ght course to follow �n carry�ng on
the plan of conquest, there arose such d�ff�cult�es between the
general-�n-ch�ef and these agents, that they could not but see the
�mposs�b�l�ty of gett�ng anyth�ng settled by �ntermed�ar�es, and the
urgent necess�ty of a conference between Caesar and one of the
ch�efs. So Ol�verotto ran the r�sk of jo�n�ng the duke �n order to make
proposals to h�m, e�ther to march on Tuscany or to take S�n�gagl�a,
wh�ch was the only place �n the duchy of Urb�no that had not aga�n
fallen �nto Caesar's power. Caesar's reply was that he d�d not des�re
to war upon Tuscany, because the Tuscans were h�s fr�ends; but that
he approved of the l�eutenants' plan w�th regard to S�n�gagl�a, and
therefore was march�ng towards Fano.



But the daughter of Freder�c, the former Duke of Urb�no, who
held the town of S�n�gagl�a, and who was called the lady-prefect,
because she had marr�ed G�an della Rovere, whom h�s uncle, S�xtus
IV, had made prefect of Rome, judg�ng that �t would be �mposs�ble to
defend herself aga�nst the forces the Duke of Valent�no�s was
br�ng�ng, left the c�tadel �n the hands of a capta�n, recommend�ng h�m
to get the best terms he could for the town, and took boat for Ven�ce.

Caesar learned th�s news at R�m�n�, through a messenger from
V�tell� and the Ors�n�, who sa�d that the governor of the c�tadel,
though refus�ng to y�eld to them, was qu�te ready to make terms w�th
h�m, and consequently they would engage to go to the town and
f�n�sh the bus�ness there. Caesar's reply was that �n consequence of
th�s �nformat�on he was send�ng some of h�s troops to Cesena and
Imola, for they would be useless to h�m, as he should now have
the�rs, wh�ch together w�th the escort he reta�ned would be suff�c�ent,
s�nce h�s only object was the complete pac�f�cat�on of the duchy of
Urb�no. He added that th�s pac�f�cat�on would not be poss�ble �f h�s
old fr�ends cont�nued to d�strust h�m, and to d�scuss through
�ntermed�ar�es alone plans �n wh�ch the�r own fortunes were
�nterested as well as h�s. The messenger returned w�th th�s answer,
and the confederates, though feel�ng, �t �s true, the just�ce of
Caesar's remarks, none the less hes�tated to comply w�th h�s
demand. V�tellozzo V�tell� �n part�cular showed a want of conf�dence
�n h�m wh�ch noth�ng seemed able to subdue; but, pressed by
Ol�verotto, Grav�na, and Ors�no, he consented at last to awa�t the
duke's com�ng; mak�ng concess�on rather because he could not bear
to appear more t�m�d than h�s compan�ons, than because of any



conf�dence he felt �n the return of fr�endsh�p that Borg�a was
d�splay�ng.

The duke learned the news of th�s dec�s�on, so much des�red,
when he arr�ved at Fano on the 20th of December 1502. At once he
summoned e�ght of h�s most fa�thful fr�ends, among whom were
d'Enna, h�s nephew, M�chelotto, and Ugo d� Cardona, and ordered
them, as soon as they arr�ved at S�n�gagl�a, and had seen V�tellozzo,
Grav�na, Ol�veratta, and Ors�no come out to meet them, on a pretext
of do�ng them honour, to place themselves on the r�ght and left hand
of the four generals, two bes�de each, so that at a g�ven s�gnal they
m�ght e�ther stab or arrest them; next he ass�gned to each of them
h�s part�cular man, b�dd�ng them not qu�t h�s s�de unt�l he had
reentered S�n�gagl�a and arr�ved at the quarters prepared for h�m;
then he sent orders to such of the sold�ers as were �n cantonments �n
the ne�ghbourhood to assemble to the number of 8000 on the banks
of the Metaurus, a l�ttle r�ver of Umbr�a wh�ch runs �nto the Adr�at�c
and has been made famous by the defeat of Hann�bal.

The duke arr�ved at the rendezvous g�ven to h�s army on the
31st of December, and �nstantly sent out �n front two hundred horse,
and �mmed�ately beh�nd them h�s �nfantry; follow�ng close �n the
m�dst of h�s men-at-arms, follow�ng the coast of the Adr�at�c, w�th the
mounta�ns on h�s r�ght and the sea on h�s left, wh�ch �n part of the
way left only space for the army to march ten abreast.

After four hours' march, the duke at a turn of the path perce�ved
S�n�gagl�a, nearly a m�le d�stant from the sea, and a bowshot from
the mounta�ns; between the army and the town ran a l�ttle r�ver,
whose banks he had to follow for some d�stance. At last he found a
br�dge oppos�te a suburb of the town, and here Caesar ordered h�s



cavalry to stop: �t was drawn up �n two l�nes, one between the road
and the r�ver, the other on the s�de of the country, leav�ng the whole
w�dth of the road to the �nfantry: wh�ch latter def�led, crossed the
br�dge, and enter�ng the town, drew themselves up �n battle array �n
the great square.

On the�r s�de, V�tellazzo, Grav�na, Ors�no, and Ol�verotto, to
make room for the duke's army, had quartered the�r sold�ers �n l�ttle
towns or v�llages �n the ne�ghbourhood of S�n�gagl�a; Ol�verotto alone
had kept nearly 1000 �nfantry and 150 horse, who were �n barracks
�n the suburb through wh�ch the duke entered.

Caesar had made only a few steps towards the town when he
perce�ved V�tellozzo at the gate, w�th the Duke of Grav�na and
Ors�na, who all came out to meet h�m; the last two qu�te gay and
conf�dent, but the f�rst so gloomy and dejected that you would have
thought he foresaw the fate that was �n store for h�m; and doubtless
he had not been w�thout same present�ments; for when he left h�s
army to came to S�n�gagl�a, he had b�dden them farewell as though
never to meet aga�n, had commended the care of h�s fam�ly to the
capta�ns, and embraced h�s ch�ldren w�th tears—a weakness wh�ch
appeared strange to all who knew h�m as a brave condott�ere.

The duke marched up to them hold�ng out h�s hand, as a s�gn
that all was over and forgotten, and d�d �t w�th an a�r at once so loyal
and so sm�l�ng that Grav�na and Ors�na could no longer doubt the
genu�ne return of h�s fr�endsh�p, and �t was only V�tellozzo st�ll
appeared sad. At the same moment, exactly as they had been
commanded, the duke's accompl�ces took the�r posts on the r�ght
and left of those they were to watch, who were all there except
Ol�verotto, whom the duke could not see, and began to seek w�th



uneasy looks; but as he crossed the suburb he perce�ved h�m
exerc�s�ng h�s troops on the square. Caesar at once despatched
M�chelotto and d'Enna, w�th a message that �t was a rash th�ng to
have h�s troops out, when they m�ght eas�ly start some quarrel w�th
the duke's men and br�ng about an affray: �t would be much better to
settle them �n barracks and then come to jo�n h�s compan�ons, who
were w�th Caesar. Ol�verotto, drawn by the same fate as h�s fr�ends,
made no object�on, ordered h�s sold�ers �ndoors, and put h�s horse to
the gallop to jo�n the duke, escorted on e�ther s�de by d'Enna and
M�chelotto. Caesar, on see�ng h�m, called h�m, took h�m by the hand,
and cont�nued h�s march to the palace that had been prepared for
h�m, h�s four v�ct�ms follow�ng after.

Arr�ved on the threshold, Caesar d�smounted, and s�gn�ng to the
leader of the men-at-arms to awa�t h�s orders, he went �n f�rst,
followed by Ol�verotto, Grav�na, V�tellozzo V�tell�, and Ors�no, each
accompan�ed by h�s two satell�tes; but scarcely had they gone
upsta�rs and �nto the f�rst room when the door was shut beh�nd them,
and Caesar turned round, say�ng, "The hour has come!" Th�s was
the s�gnal agreed upon. Instantly the former confederates were
se�zed, thrown down, and forced to surrender w�th a dagger at the�r
throat. Then, wh�le they were be�ng carr�ed to a dungeon, Caesar
opened the w�ndow, went out on the balcony and cr�ed out to the
leader of h�s men-at-arms, "Go forward!" The man was �n the secret,
he rushed on w�th h�s band towards the barracks where Ol�verotto's
sold�ers had just been cons�gned, and they, suddenly surpr�sed and
off the�r guard, were at once made pr�soners; then the duke's troops
began to p�llage the town, and he summoned Macch�avell�.



Caesar and the Florent�ne envoy were nearly two hours shut up
together, and s�nce Macch�avell� h�mself recounts the h�story of th�s
�nterv�ew, we w�ll g�ve h�s own words.

"He summoned me," says the Florent�ne ambassador, "and �n
the calmest manner showed me h�s joy at the success of th�s
enterpr�se, wh�ch he assured me he had spoken of to me the
even�ng before; I remember that he d�d, but I d�d not at that t�me
understand what he meant; next he expla�ned, �n terms of much
feel�ng and l�vely affect�on for our c�ty, the d�fferent mot�ves wh�ch
had made h�m des�re your all�ance, a des�re to wh�ch he hopes you
w�ll respond. He ended w�th charg�ng me to lay three proposals
before your lordsh�ps: f�rst, that you rejo�ce w�th h�m �n the
destruct�on at a s�ngle blow of the mortal enem�es of the k�ng,
h�mself, and you, and the consequent d�sappearance of all seeds of
trouble and d�ssens�on l�kely to waste Italy: th�s serv�ce of h�s,
together w�th h�s refusal to allow the pr�soners to march aga�nst you,
ought, he th�nks, to exc�te your grat�tude towards h�m; secondly, he
begs that you w�ll at th�s juncture g�ve h�m a str�k�ng proof of your
fr�endl�ness, by urg�ng your cavalry's advance towards Borgo, and
there assembl�ng some �nfantry also, �n order that they may march
w�th h�m, should need ar�se, on Castello or on Perug�a. Lastly, he
des�res—and th�s �s h�s th�rd cond�t�on—that you arrest the Duke of
Urb�no, �f he should flee from Castello �nto your terr�tor�es, when he
learns that V�tellozzo �s a pr�soner.

"When I objected that to g�ve h�m up would not beseem the
d�gn�ty of the republ�c, and that you would never consent, he
approved of my words, and sa�d that �t would be enough for you to
keep the duke, and not g�ve h�m h�s l�berty w�thout H�s Excellency's



perm�ss�on. I have prom�sed to g�ve you all th�s �nformat�on, to wh�ch
he awa�ts your reply."

The same n�ght e�ght masked men descended to the dungeon
where the pr�soners lay: they bel�eved at that moment that the fatal
hour had arr�ved for all. But th�s t�me the execut�oners had to do w�th
V�tellozzo and Ol�verotto alone. When these two capta�ns heard that
they were condemned, Ol�verotto burst forth �nto reproaches aga�nst
V�tellozzo, say�ng that �t was all h�s fault that they had taken up arms
aga�nst the duke: not a word V�tellozzo answered except a prayer
that the pope m�ght grant h�m plenary �ndulgence for all h�s s�ns.
Then the masked men took them away, leav�ng Ors�no and Grav�na
to awa�t a s�m�lar fate, and led away the two chosen out to d�e to a
secluded spot outs�de the ramparts of the town, where they were
strangled and bur�ed at once �n two trenches that had been dug
beforehand.

The two others were kept al�ve unt�l �t should be known �f the
pope had arrested Card�nal Ors�no, archb�shop of Florence and lord
of Santa Croce; and when the answer was rece�ved �n the aff�rmat�ve
from H�s Hol�ness, Grav�na and Ors�na, who had been transferred to
a castle, were l�kew�se strangled.

The duke, leav�ng �nstruct�ons w�th M�chelotto, set off for
S�n�gagl�a as soon as the f�rst execut�on was over, assur�ng
Macch�avell� that he had never had any other thought than that of
g�v�ng tranqu�ll�ty to the Romagna and to Tuscany, and also that he
thought he had succeeded by tak�ng and putt�ng to death the men
who had been the cause of all the trouble; also that any other revolt
that m�ght take place �n the future would be noth�ng but sparks that a
drop of water could ext�ngu�sh.



The pope had barely learned that Caesar had h�s enem�es �n h�s
power, when, eager to play the same w�nn�ng game h�mself, he
announced to Card�nal Ors�no, though �t was then m�dn�ght, that h�s
son had taken S�n�gagl�a, and gave h�m an �nv�tat�on to come the
next morn�ng and talk over the good news. The card�nal, del�ghted at
th�s �ncrease of favour, d�d not m�ss h�s appo�ntment. So, �n the
morn�ng, he started on horseback for the Vat�can; but at a turn of the
f�rst street he met the governor of Rome w�th a detachment of
cavalry, who congratulated h�mself on the happy chance that they
were tak�ng the same road, and accompan�ed h�m to the threshold of
the Vat�can. There the card�nal d�smounted, and began to ascend
the sta�rs; scarcely, however, had he reached the f�rst land�ng before
h�s mules and carr�ages were se�zed and shut �n the palace stables.
When he entered the hall of the Perropont, he found that he and all
h�s su�te were surrounded by armed men, who led h�m �nto another
apartment, called the V�car's Hall, where he found the Abbate
Alv�ano, the protonotary Ors�no, Jacopo Santa Croce, and R�naldo
Ors�no, who were all pr�soners l�ke h�mself; at the same t�me the
governor rece�ved orders to se�ze the castle of Monte G�ard�no,
wh�ch belonged to the Ors�n�, and take away all the jewels, all the
hang�ngs, all the furn�ture, and all the s�lver that he m�ght f�nd.

The governor carr�ed out h�s orders consc�ent�ously, and brought
to the Vat�can everyth�ng he se�zed, down to the card�nal's account-
book. On consult�ng th�s book, the pope found out two th�ngs: f�rst,
that a sum of 2000 ducats was due to the card�nal, no debtor's name
be�ng ment�oned; secondly, that the card�nal had bought three
months before, for 1500 Roman crowns, a magn�f�cent pearl wh�ch
could not be found among the objects belong�ng to h�m: on wh�ch



Alexander ordered that from that very moment unt�l the negl�gence �n
the card�nal's accounts was repa�red, the men who were �n the hab�t
of br�ng�ng h�m food tw�ce a day on behalf of h�s mother should not
be adm�tted �nto the Castle Sant' Angelo. The same day, the
card�nal's mother sent the pope the 2000 ducats, and the next day
h�s m�stress, �n man's att�re, came �n person to br�ng the m�ss�ng
pearl. H�s Hol�ness, however, was so struck w�th her beauty �n th�s
costume, that, we are told, he let her keep the pearl for the same
pr�ce she had pa�d for �t.

Then the pope allowed the card�nal to have h�s food brought as
before, and he d�ed of po�son on the 22nd of February—that �s, two
days after h�s accounts had been set r�ght.

That same n�ght the Pr�nce of Squ�llace set off to take
possess�on, �n the pope's name, of the lands of the deceased.





CHAPTER XIV

The Duke of Valent�no�s had cont�nued h�s road towards C�tta d�
Castello and Perug�a, and had se�zed these two towns w�thout
str�k�ng a blow; for the V�tell� had fled from the former, and the latter
had been abandoned by G�an Paolo Bagl�one w�th no attempt
whatever at res�stance. There st�ll rema�ned S�ena, where Pandolfo
Petrucc� was shut up, the only man rema�n�ng of all who had jo�ned
the league aga�nst Caesar.

But S�ena was under the protect�on of the French. Bes�des,
S�ena was not one of the States of the Church, and Caesar had no
r�ghts there. Therefore he was content w�th �ns�st�ng upon Pandolfo
Petrucc�'s leav�ng the town and ret�r�ng to Lucca, wh�ch he
accord�ngly d�d.

Then all on th�s s�de be�ng peaceful and the whole of Romagna
�n subject�on, Caesar resolved to return to Rome and help the pope
to destroy all that was left of the Ors�n�.

Th�s was all the eas�er because Lou�s XII, hav�ng suffered
reverses �n the k�ngdom of Naples, had s�nce then been much
concerned w�th h�s own affa�rs to d�sturb h�mself about h�s all�es. So
Caesar, do�ng for the ne�ghbourhood of the Holy See the same th�ng
that he had done for the Romagna, se�zed �n success�on V�covaro,
Cera, Palombera, Lanzano, and Cervett�; when these conquests



were ach�eved, hav�ng noth�ng else to do now that he had brought
the pont�f�cal States �nto subject�on from the front�ers of Naples to
those of Ven�ce, he returned to Rome to concert w�th h�s father as to
the means of convert�ng h�s duchy �nto a k�ngdom.

Caesar arr�ved at the r�ght moment to share w�th Alexander the
property of Card�nal G�an M�chele, who had just d�ed, hav�ng
rece�ved a po�soned cup from the hands of the pope.

The future K�ng of Italy found h�s father preoccup�ed w�th a
grand project: he had resolved, for the Feast of St. Peter's, to create
n�ne card�nals. What he had to ga�n from these nom�nat�ons �s as
follows:

F�rst, the card�nals elected would leave all the�r off�ces vacant;
these off�ces would fall �nto the hands of the pope, and he would sell
them;

Secondly, each of them would buy h�s elect�on, more or less
dear accord�ng to h�s fortune; the pr�ce, left to be settled at the
pope's fancy, would vary from 10,000 to 40,000 ducats;

Lastly, s�nce as card�nals they would by law lose the r�ght of
mak�ng a w�ll, the pope, �n order to �nher�t from them, had only to
po�son them: th�s put h�m �n the pos�t�on of a butcher who, �f he
needs money, has only to cut the throat of the fattest sheep �n the
flock.

The nom�nat�on came to pass: the new card�nals were G�ovann�
Castellaro Valent�ne, archb�shop of Tran�; Francesco Remol�n�,
ambassador from the K�ng of Aragon; Francesco Soder�n�, b�shop of
Volterra; Melch�ore Cop�s, b�shop of Br�ss�na; N�colas F�esque,
b�shop of Frejus; Francesco d� Sprate, b�shop of Leome; Adr�ano
Castellense, clerk of the chamber, treasurer-general, and secretary



of the br�efs; Francesco Bor�s, b�shop of Elva, patr�arch of
Constant�nople, and secretary to the pope; and G�acomo Casanova,
protonotary and pr�vate chamberla�n to H�s Hol�ness.

The pr�ce of the�r s�mony pa�d and the�r vacated off�ces sold, the
pope made h�s cho�ce of those he was to po�son: the number was
f�xed at three, one old and two new; the old one was Card�nal
Casanova, and the new ones Melch�ore Cop�s and Adr�ano
Castellense, who had taken the name of Adr�an of Carneta from that
town where he had been born, and where, �n the capac�ty of clerk of
the chamber, treasurer-general, and secretary of br�efs, he had
amassed an �mmense fortune.

So, when all was settled between Caesar and the pope, they
�nv�ted the�r chosen guests to supper �n a v�neyard s�tuated near the
Vat�can, belong�ng to the Card�nal of Corneto. In the morn�ng of th�s
day, the 2nd of August, they sent the�r servants and the steward to
make all preparat�ons, and Caesar h�mself gave the pope's butler
two bottles of w�ne prepared w�th the wh�te powder resembl�ng sugar
whose mortal propert�es he had so often proved, and gave orders
that he was to serve th�s w�ne only when he was told, and only to
persons spec�ally �nd�cated; the butler accord�ngly put the w�ne an a
s�deboard apart, b�dd�ng the wa�ters on no account to touch �t, as �t
was reserved for the pope's dr�nk�ng.

[The po�son of the Borg�as, say contemporary wr�ters, was of
two k�nds, powder and l�qu�d. The po�son �n the form of powder was
a sort of wh�te flour, almost �mpalpable, w�th the taste of sugar, and
called Contarella. Its compos�t�on �s unknown.

The l�qu�d po�son was prepared, we are told �n so strange a
fash�on that we cannot pass �t by �n s�lence. We repeat here what we



read, and vouch for noth�ng ourselves, lest sc�ence should g�ve us
the l�e.

A strong dose of arsen�c was adm�n�stered to a boar; as soon as
the po�son began to take effect, he was hung up by h�s heels;
convuls�ons supervened, and a froth deadly and abundant ran out
from h�s jaws; �t was th�s froth, collected �nto a s�lver vessel and
transferred �nto a bottle hermet�cally sealed, that made the l�qu�d
po�son.]

Towards even�ng Alexander VI walked from the Vat�can lean�ng
on Caesar's arm, and turned h�s steps towards the v�neyard,
accompan�ed by Card�nal Caraffa; but as the heat was great and the
cl�mb rather steep, the pope, when he reached the top, stopped to
take breath; then putt�ng h�s hand on h�s breast, he found that he
had left �n h�s bedroom a cha�n that he always wore round h�s neck,
wh�ch suspended a gold medall�on that enclosed the sacred host. He
owed th�s hab�t to a prophecy that an astrologer had made, that so
long as he carr�ed about a consecrated wafer, ne�ther steel nor
po�son could take hold upon h�m. Now, f�nd�ng h�mself w�thout h�s
tal�sman, he ordered Mons�gnor Caraffa to hurry back at once to the
Vat�can, and told h�m �n wh�ch part of h�s room he had left �t, so that
he m�ght get �t and br�ng �t h�m w�thout delay. Then, as the walk had
made h�m th�rsty, he turned to a valet, g�v�ng s�gns w�th h�s hand as
he d�d so that h�s messenger should make haste, and asked for
someth�ng to dr�nk. Caesar, who was also th�rsty, ordered the man to
br�ng two glasses. By a cur�ous co�nc�dence, the butler had just gone
back to the Vat�can to fetch some magn�f�cent peaches that had
been sent that very day to the pope, but wh�ch had been forgotten
when he came here; so the valet went to the under butler, say�ng



that H�s Hol�ness and Mons�gnors the Duke of Romagna were th�rsty
and ask�ng for a dr�nk. The under butler, see�ng two bottles of w�ne
set apart, and hav�ng heard that th�s w�ne was reserved for the pope,
took one, and tell�ng the valet to br�ng two glasses on a tray, poured
out th�s w�ne, wh�ch both drank, l�ttle th�nk�ng that �t was what they
had themselves prepared to po�son the�r guests.

Meanwh�le Caraffa hurr�ed to the Vat�can, and, as he knew the
palace well, went up to the pope's bedroom, a l�ght �n h�s hand and
attended by no servant. As he turned round a corr�dor a puff of w�nd
blew out h�s lamp; st�ll, as he knew the way, he went on, th�nk�ng
there was no need of see�ng to f�nd the object he was �n search of;
but as he entered the room he reco�led a step, w�th a cry of terror: he
beheld a ghastly appar�t�on; �t seemed that there before h�s eyes, �n
the m�ddle of the room, between the door and the cab�net wh�ch held
the medall�on, Alexander VI, mot�onless and l�v�d, was ly�ng on a b�er
at whose four corners there burned four torches. The card�nal stood
st�ll for a moment, h�s eyes f�xed, and h�s ha�r stand�ng on end,
w�thout strength to move e�ther backward or forward; then th�nk�ng �t
was all a tr�ck of fancy or an appar�t�on of the dev�l's mak�ng, he
made the s�gn of the cross, �nvok�ng God's holy name; all �nstantly
van�shed, torches, b�er, and corpse, and the seem�ng mortuary
chamber was once more �n darkness.

Then Card�nal Caraffa, who has h�mself recorded th�s strange
event, and who was afterwards Pope Paul IV, entered boldly, and
though an �cy sweat ran down h�s brow, he went stra�ght to the
cab�net, and �n the drawer �nd�cated found the gold cha�n and the
medall�on, took them, and hast�ly went out to g�ve them to the pope.
He found supper served, the guests arr�ved, and H�s Hol�ness ready



to take h�s place at table; as soon as the card�nal was �n s�ght, H�s
Hol�ness, who was very pale, made one step towards h�m; Caraffa
doubled h�s pace, and handed the medall�on to h�m; but as the pope
stretched forth h�s arm to take �t, he fell back w�th a cry, �nstantly
followed by v�olent convuls�ons: an �nstant later, as he advanced to
render h�s father ass�stance, Caesar was s�m�larly se�zed; the effect
of the po�son had been more rap�d than usual, for Caesar had
doubled the dose, and there �s l�ttle doubt that the�r heated cond�t�on
�ncreased �ts act�v�ty.

The two str�cken men were carr�ed s�de by s�de to the Vat�can,
where each was taken to h�s own rooms: from that moment they
never met aga�n.

As soon as he reached h�s bed, the pope was se�zed w�th a
v�olent fever, wh�ch d�d not g�ve way to emet�cs or to bleed�ng;
almost �mmed�ately �t became necessary to adm�n�ster the last
sacraments of the Church; but h�s adm�rable bod�ly const�tut�on,
wh�ch seemed to have def�ed old age, was strong enough to f�ght
e�ght days w�th death; at last, after a week of mortal agony, he d�ed,
w�thout once utter�ng the name of Caesar or Lucrez�a, who were the
two poles around wh�ch had turned all h�s affect�ons and all h�s
cr�mes. H�s age was seventy-two, and he had re�gned eleven years.

Caesar, perhaps because he had taken less of the fatal
beverage, perhaps because the strength of h�s youth overcame the
strength of the po�son, or maybe, as some say, because when he
reached h�s own rooms he had swallowed an ant�dote known only to
h�mself, was not so prostrated as to lose s�ght for a moment of the
terr�ble pos�t�on he was �n: he summoned h�s fa�thful M�chelotto, w�th
those he could best count on among h�s men, and d�sposed th�s



band �n the var�ous rooms that led to h�s own, order�ng the ch�ef
never to leave the foot of h�s bed, but to sleep ly�ng on a rug, h�s
hand upon the handle of h�s sword.

The treatment had been the same for Caesar as for the pope,
but �n add�t�on to bleed�ng and emet�cs strange baths were added,
wh�ch Caesar had h�mself asked for, hav�ng heard that �n a s�m�lar
case they had once cured Lad�slaus, K�ng of Naples. Four posts,
strongly welded to the floor and ce�l�ng, were set up �n h�s room, l�ke
the mach�nes at wh�ch farr�ers shoe horses; every day a bull was
brought �n, turned over on h�s back and t�ed by h�s four legs to the
four posts; then, when he was thus f�xed, a cut was made �n h�s belly
a foot and a half long, through wh�ch the �ntest�nes were drawn out;
then Caesar sl�pped �nto th�s l�v�ng bath of blood: when the bull was
dead, Caesar was taken out and rolled up �n burn�ng hot blankets,
where, after cop�ous persp�rat�ons, he almost always felt some sort
of rel�ef.

Every two hours Caesar sent to ask news of h�s father: he
hardly wa�ted to hear that he was dead before, though st�ll at death's
door h�mself, he summoned up all the force of character and
presence of m�nd that naturally belonged to h�m. He ordered
M�chelotto to shut the doors of the Vat�can before the report of
Alexander's decease could spread about the town, and forbade
anyone whatsoever to enter the pope's apartments unt�l the money
and papers had been removed. M�chelotto obeyed at once, went to
f�nd Card�nal Casanova, held a dagger at h�s throat, and made h�m
del�ver up the keys of the pope's rooms and cab�nets; then, under h�s
gu�dance, took away two chests full of gold, wh�ch perhaps
conta�ned 100,000 Roman crowns �n spec�e, several boxes full of



jewels, much s�lver and many prec�ous vases; all these were carr�ed
to Caesar's chamber; the guards of the room were doubled; then the
doors of the Vat�can were once more thrown open, and the death of
the pope was procla�med.

Although the news was expected, �t produced none the less a
terr�ble effect �n Rome; for although Caesar was st�ll al�ve, h�s
cond�t�on left everyone �n suspense: had the m�ghty Duke of
Romagna, the powerful condott�ere who had taken th�rty towns and
f�fteen fortresses �n f�ve years, been seated, sword �n hand, upon h�s
charger, noth�ng would have been uncerta�n of fluctuat�ng even for a
moment; for, as Caesar afterwards told Macch�avell�, h�s amb�t�ous
soul had prov�ded for all th�ngs that could occur on the day of the
pope's death, except the one that he should be dy�ng h�mself; but
be�ng na�led down to h�s bed, sweat�ng off the effects the po�son had
wrought; so, though he had kept h�s power of th�nk�ng he could no
longer act, but must needs wa�t and suffer the course of events,
�nstead of march�ng on �n front and controll�ng them.

Thus he was forced to regulate h�s act�ons no longer by h�s own
plans but accord�ng to c�rcumstances. H�s most b�tter enem�es, who
could press h�m hardest, were the Ors�n� and the Colonnas: from the
one fam�ly he had taken the�r blood, from the other the�r goods.

So he addressed h�mself to those to whom he could return what
he had taken, and opened negot�at�ons w�th the Colonnas.

Meanwh�le the obsequ�es of the pope were go�ng forward: the
v�ce-chancellor had sent out orders to the h�ghest among the clergy,
the super�ors of convents, and the secular orders, not to fa�l to
appear, accord�ng to regular custom, on pa�n of be�ng despo�led of
the�r off�ce and d�gn�t�es, each br�ng�ng h�s own company to the



Vat�can, to be present at the pope's funeral; each therefore appeared
on the day and at the hour appo�nted at the pont�f�cal palace,
whence the body was to be conveyed to the church of St. Peter's,
and there bur�ed. The corpse was found to be abandoned and alone
�n the mortuary chamber; for everyone of the name of Borg�a, except
Caesar, lay h�dden, not know�ng what m�ght come to pass. Th�s was
�ndeed well just�f�ed; for Fab�o Ors�no, meet�ng one member of the
fam�ly, stabbed h�m, and as a s�gn of the hatred they had sworn to
one another, bathed h�s mouth and hands �n the blood.

The ag�tat�on �n Rome was so great, that when the corpse of
Alexander VI was about to enter the church there occurred a k�nd of
pan�c, such as w�ll suddenly ar�se �n t�mes of popular ag�tat�on,
�nstantly caus�ng so great a d�sturbance �n the funeral cortege that
the guards drew up �n battle array, the clergy fled �nto the sacr�sty,
and the bearers dropped the b�er.

The people, tear�ng off the pall wh�ch covered �t, d�sclosed the
corpse, and everyone could see w�th �mpun�ty and close at hand the
man who, f�fteen days before, had made pr�nces, k�ngs and
emperors tremble, from one end of the world to the other.

But �n accordance w�th that rel�g�ous feel�ng towards death
wh�ch all men �nst�nct�vely feel, and wh�ch alone surv�ves every
other, even �n the heart of the athe�st, the b�er was taken up aga�n
and carr�ed to the foot of the great altar �n St. Peter's, where, set on
trestles, �t was exposed to publ�c v�ew; but the body had become so
black, so deformed and swollen, that �t was horr�ble to behold; from
�ts nose a bloody matter escaped, the mouth gaped h�deously, and
the tongue was so monstrously enlarged that �t f�lled the whole
cav�ty; to th�s fr�ghtful appearance was added a decompos�t�on so



great that, although at the pope's funeral �t �s customary to k�ss the
hand wh�ch bore the F�sherman's r�ng, not one approached to offer
th�s mark of respect and rel�g�ous reverence to the representat�ve of
God on earth.

Towards seven o'clock �n the even�ng, when the decl�n�ng day
adds so deep a melancholy to the s�lence of a church, four porters
and two work�ng carpenters carr�ed the corpse �nto the chapel where
�t was to be �nterred, and, l�ft�ng �t off the catafalque, where �t lay �n
state, put �t �n the coff�n wh�ch was to be �ts last abode; but �t was
found that the coff�n was too short, and the body could not be got �n
t�ll the legs were bent and thrust �n w�th v�olent blows; then the
carpenters put on the l�d, and wh�le one of them sat on the top to
force the knees to bend, the others hammered �n the na�ls: am�d
those Shakespear�an pleasantr�es that sound as the last or�son �n
the ear of the m�ghty; then, says Tommaso Tommas�, he was placed
on the r�ght of the great altar of St. Peter's, beneath a very ugly
tomb.

The next morn�ng th�s ep�taph was found �nscr�bed upon the
tomb:

"VENDIT ALEXANDER CLAVES, ALTARIA,
CHRISTUM:

EMERAT ILLE PRIUS, VENDERE JUKE
POTEST";

that �s,



"Pope Alexander sold the Chr�st, the altars, and the
keys:

But anyone who buys a th�ng may sell �t �f he
please."





CHAPTER XV

From the effect produced at Rome by Alexander's death, one may
�mag�ne what happened not only �n the whole of Italy but also �n the
rest of the world: for a moment Europe swayed, for the column wh�ch
supported the vault of the pol�t�cal ed�f�ce had g�ven way, and the star
w�th eyes of flame and rays of blood, round wh�ch all th�ngs had
revolved for the last eleven years, was now ext�ngu�shed, and for a
moment the world, on a sudden struck mot�onless, rema�ned �n
s�lence and darkness.

After the f�rst moment of stupefact�on, all who had an �njury to
avenge arose and hurr�ed to the chase. Sforza retook Pesaro,
Baglo�ne Perug�a, Gu�do and Ubaldo Urb�no, and La Rovere
S�n�gagl�a; the V�tell� entered C�tta d� Castello, the App�an� P�omb�no,
the Ors�n� Monte G�ordano and the�r other terr�tor�es; Romagna alone
rema�ned �mpass�ve and loyal, for the people, who have no concern
w�th the quarrels of the great, prov�ded they do not affect
themselves, had never been so happy as under the government of
Caesar.

The Colonnas were pledged to ma�nta�n a neutral�ty, and had
been consequently restored to the possess�on of the�r castles and
the c�t�es of Ch�uzano, Capo d'Anno, Frascat�, Rocca d� Papa, and



Nettuno, wh�ch they found �n a better cond�t�on than when they had
left them, as the pope had had them embell�shed and fort�f�ed.

Caesar was st�ll �n the Vat�can w�th h�s troops, who, loyal to h�m
�n h�s m�sfortune, kept watch about the palace, where he was
wr�th�ng on h�s bed of pa�n and roar�ng l�ke a wounded l�on. The
card�nals, who had �n the�r f�rst terror fled, each h�s own way, �nstead
of attend�ng the pope's obsequ�es, began to assemble once more,
some at the M�nerva, others around Card�nal Caraffa. Fr�ghtened by
the troops that Caesar st�ll had, espec�ally s�nce the command was
entrusted to M�chelotto, they collected all the money they could to
levy an army of 2000 sold�ers w�th Charles Taneo at the�r head, w�th
the t�tle of Capta�n of the Sacred College. It was then hoped that
peace was re-establ�shed, when �t was heard that Prospero Colonna
was com�ng w�th 3000 men from the s�de of Naples, and Fab�o
Ors�no from the s�de of V�terbo w�th 200 horse and more than 1000
�nfantry. Indeed, they entered Rome at only one day's �nterval one
from another, by so s�m�lar an ardour were they �nsp�red.

Thus there were f�ve arm�es �n Rome: Caesar's army, hold�ng
the Vat�can and the Borgo; the army of the B�shop of N�castro, who
had rece�ved from Alexander the guard�ansh�p of the Castle Sant'
Angelo and had shut h�mself up there, refus�ng to y�eld; the army of
the Sacred College, wh�ch was stat�oned round about the M�nerva;
the army of Prospero Colonna, wh�ch was encamped at the Cap�tol;
and the army of Fab�o Ors�no, �n barracks at the R�petta.

On the�r s�de, the Span�ards had advanced to Terrac�no, and the
French to Nep�. The card�nals saw that Rome now stood upon a
m�ne wh�ch the least spark m�ght cause to explode: they summoned
the ambassadors of the Emperor of Germany, the K�ngs of France



and Spa�n, and the republ�c of Ven�ce to ra�se the�r vo�ce �n the name
of the�r masters. The ambassadors, �mpressed w�th the urgency of
the s�tuat�on, began by declar�ng the Sacred College �nv�olable: they
then ordered the Ors�n�, the Colonnas, and the Duke of Valent�no�s to
leave Rome and go each h�s own way.

The Ors�n� were the f�rst to subm�t: the next morn�ng the�r
example was followed by the Colonnas. No one was left but Caesar,
who sa�d he was w�ll�ng to go, but des�red to make h�s cond�t�ons
beforehand: the Vat�can was underm�ned, he declared, and �f h�s
demands were refused he and those who came to take h�m should
be blown up together.

It was known that h�s were never empty threats so they came to
terms w�th h�m.

[Caesar prom�sed to rema�n ten m�les away from Rome the
whole t�me the Conclave lasted, and not to take any act�on aga�nst
the town or any other of the Eccles�ast�cal States: Fab�o Ors�no and.
Prospero Colonna had made the same prom�ses.]

[It was agreed that Caesar should qu�t Rome w�th h�s army,
art�llery, and baggage; and to ensure h�s not be�ng attacked or
molested �n the streets, the Sacred College should add to h�s
numbers 400 �nfantry, who, �n case of attack or �nsult, would f�ght for
h�m. The Venet�an ambassador answered for the Ors�n�, the Span�sh
ambassador for the Colonnas, the ambassador of France for
Caesar.]

At the day and hour appo�nted Caesar sent out h�s art�llery,
wh�ch cons�sted of e�ghteen p�eces of cannon, and 400 �nfantry of
the Sacred College, on each of whom he bestowed a ducat: beh�nd
the art�llery came a hundred char�ots escorted by h�s advance guard.



The duke was carr�ed out of the gate of the Vat�can: he lay on a
bed covered w�th a scarlet canopy, supported by twelve halberd�ers,
lean�ng forward on h�s cush�ons so that no one m�ght see h�s face
w�th �ts purple l�ps and bloodshot eyes: bes�de h�m was h�s naked
sword, to show that, feeble as he was, he could use �t at need: h�s
f�nest charger, capar�soned �n black velvet embro�dered w�th h�s
arms, walked bes�de the bed, led by a page, so that Caesar could
mount �n case of surpr�se or attack: before h�m and beh�nd, both r�ght
and left, marched h�s army, the�r arms �n rest, but w�thout beat�ng of
drums or blow�ng of trumpets: th�s gave a sombre, funereal a�r to the
whole process�on, wh�ch at the gate of the c�ty met Prospero
Colonna awa�t�ng �t w�th a cons�derable band of men.

Caesar thought at f�rst that, break�ng h�s word as he had so
often done h�mself, Prospero Colonna was go�ng to attack h�m. He
ordered a halt, and prepared to mount h�s horse; but Prospera
Colonna, see�ng the state he was �n, advanced to h�s beds�de alone:
he came, aga�nst expectat�on, to offer h�m an escort, fear�ng an
ambuscade on the part of Fab�o Ors�no, who had loudly sworn that
he would lose h�s honour or avenge the death of Paolo Ors�na, h�s
father. Caesar thanked Colanna, and repl�ed that from the moment
that Ors�n� stood alone he ceased to fear h�m. Then Colonna saluted
the duke, and rejo�ned h�s men, d�rect�ng them towards Albano, wh�le
Caesar took the road to C�tta Castellana, wh�ch had rema�ned loyal.

When there, Caesar found h�mself not only master of h�s own
fate but of others as well: of the twenty-two votes he owned �n the
Sacred College twelve had rema�ned fa�thful, and as the Conclave
was composed �n all of th�rty-seven card�nals, he w�th h�s twelve
votes could make the major�ty �ncl�ne to wh�chever s�de he chose.



Accord�ngly he was courted both by the Span�sh and the French
party, each des�r�ng the elect�on of a pope of the�r own nat�on.
Caesar l�stened, prom�s�ng noth�ng and refus�ng noth�ng: he gave h�s
twelve votes to Francesco P�ccolom�n�, Card�nal of S�ena, one of h�s
father's creatures who had rema�ned h�s fr�end, and the latter was
elected on the 8th of October and took the name of P�us III.

Caesar's hopes d�d not dece�ve h�m: P�us III was hardly elected
before he sent h�m a safe-conduct to Rome: the duke came back
w�th 250 men-at-arms, 250 l�ght horse, and 800 �nfantry, and lodged
�n h�s palace, the sold�ers camp�ng round about.

Meanwh�le the Ors�n�, pursu�ng the�r projects of vengeance
aga�nst Caesar, had been levy�ng many troops at Perug�a and the
ne�ghbourhood to br�ng aga�nst h�m to Rome, and as they fanc�ed
that France, �n whose serv�ce they were engaged, was humour�ng
the duke for the sake of the twelve votes wh�ch were wanted to
secure the elect�on of Card�nal Ambo�se at the next Conclave, they
went over to the serv�ce of Spa�n.

Meanwh�le Caesar was s�gn�ng a new treaty w�th Lou�s XII, by
wh�ch he engaged to support h�m w�th all h�s forces, and even w�th
h�s person, so soon as he could r�de, �n ma�nta�n�ng h�s conquest of
Naples: Lou�s, on h�s s�de, guaranteed that he should reta�n
possess�on of the States he st�ll held, and prom�sed h�s help �n
recover�ng those he had lost.

The day when th�s treaty was made known, Gonzalvo d�
Cordovo procla�med to the sound of a trumpet �n all the streets of
Rome that every Span�sh subject serv�ng �n a fore�gn army was at
once to break h�s engagement on pa�n of be�ng found gu�lty of h�gh
treason.



Th�s measure robbed Caesar of ten or twelve of h�s best off�cers
and of nearly 300 men.

Then the Ors�n�, see�ng h�s army thus reduced, entered Rome,
supported by the Span�sh ambassador, and summoned Caesar to
appear before the pope and the Sacred College and g�ve an account
of h�s cr�mes.

Fa�thful to h�s engagements, P�us III repl�ed that �n h�s qual�ty of
sovere�gn pr�nce the duke �n h�s temporal adm�n�strat�on was qu�te
�ndependent and was answerable for h�s act�ons to God alone.

But as the pope felt he could not much longer support Caesar
aga�nst h�s enem�es for all h�s goodw�ll, he adv�sed h�m to try to jo�n
the French army, wh�ch was st�ll advanc�ng on Naples, �n the m�dst of
wh�ch he would alone f�nd safety. Caesar resolved to ret�re to
Bracc�ano, where G�an G�ordano Ors�no, who had once gone w�th
h�m to France, and who was the only member of the fam�ly who had
not declared aga�nst h�m, offered h�m an asylum �n the name of
Card�nal d'Ambo�se: so one morn�ng he ordered h�s troops to march
for th�s town, and, tak�ng h�s place �n the�r m�dst, he left Rome.

But though Caesar had kept h�s �ntent�ons qu�et, the Ors�n� had
been forewarned, and, tak�ng out all the troops they had by the gate
of San Pancrac�o, they had made a long detour and blocked
Caesar's way; so, when the latter arr�ved at Storta, he found the
Ors�n�'s army drawn up awa�t�ng h�m �n numbers exceed�ng h�s own
by at least one-half.

Caesar saw that to come to blows �n h�s then feeble state was to
rush on certa�n destruct�on; so he ordered h�s troops to ret�re, and,
be�ng a f�rst-rate strateg�st, echelonned h�s retreat so sk�lfully that h�s



enem�es, though they followed, dared not attack h�m, and he re-
entered the pont�f�cal town w�thout the loss of a s�ngle man.

Th�s t�me Caesar went stra�ght to the Vat�can, to put h�mself
more d�rectly under the pope's protect�on; he d�str�buted h�s sold�ers
about the palace, so as to guard all �ts ex�ts. Now the Ors�n�,
resolved to make an end of Caesar, had determ�ned to attack h�m
wheresoever he m�ght be, w�th no regard to the sanct�ty of the place:
th�s they attempted, but w�thout success, as Caesar's men kept a
good guard on every s�de, and offered a strong defence.

Then the Ors�n�, not be�ng able to force the guard of the Castle
Sant' Angelo, hoped to succeed better w�th the duke by leav�ng
Rome and then return�ng by the Tor�one gate; but Caesar ant�c�pated
th�s move, and they found the gate guarded and barr�caded. None
the less, they pursued the�r des�gn, seek�ng by open v�olence the
vengeance that they had hoped to obta�n by craft; and, hav�ng
surpr�sed the approaches to the gate, set f�re to �t: a passage ga�ned,
they made the�r way �nto the gardens of the castle, where they found
Caesar awa�t�ng them at the head of h�s cavalry.

Face to face w�th danger, the duke had found h�s old strength:
and he was the f�rst to rush upon h�s enem�es, loudly challeng�ng
Ors�no �n the hope of k�ll�ng h�m should they meet; but e�ther Ors�no
d�d not hear h�m or dared not f�ght; and after an exc�t�ng contest,
Caesar, who was numer�cally two-th�rds weaker than h�s enemy, saw
h�s cavalry cut to p�eces; and after perform�ng m�racles of personal
strength and courage, was obl�ged to return to the Vat�can. There he
found the pope �n mortal agony: the Ors�n�, t�red of contend�ng
aga�nst the old man's word of honour pledged to the duke, had by



the �nterpos�t�on of Pandolfo Petrucc�, ga�ned the ear of the pope's
surgeon, who placed a po�soned plaster upon a wound �n h�s leg.

The pope then was actually dy�ng when Caesar, covered w�th
dust and blood, entered h�s room, pursued by h�s enem�es, who
knew no check t�ll they reached the palace walls, beh�nd wh�ch the
remnant of h�s army st�ll held the�r ground.

P�us III, who knew he was about to d�e, sat up �n h�s bed, gave
Caesar the key of the corr�dor wh�ch led to the Castle of Sant'
Angelo, and an order addressed to the governor to adm�t h�m and h�s
fam�ly, to defend h�m to the last extrem�ty, and to let h�m go wherever
he thought f�t; and then fell fa�nt�ng on h�s bed.

Caesar took h�s two daughters by the hand, and, followed by the
l�ttle dukes of Sermaneta and Nep�, took refuge �n the last asylum
open to h�m.

The same n�ght the pope d�ed: he had re�gned only twenty-s�x
days.

After h�s death, Caesar, who had cast h�mself fully dressed upon
h�s bed, heard h�s door open at two o'clock �n the morn�ng: not
know�ng what anyone m�ght want of h�m at such an hour, he ra�sed
h�mself on one elbow and felt for the handle of h�s sword w�th h�s
other hand; but at the f�rst glance he recogn�sed �n h�s nocturnal
v�s�tor G�ul�ano della Rovere.

Utterly exhausted by the po�son, abandoned by h�s troops, fallen
as he was from the he�ght of h�s power, Caesar, who could now do
noth�ng for h�mself, could yet make a pope: G�ul�ano della Rovere
had come to buy the votes of h�s twelve card�nals.

Caesar �mposed h�s cond�t�ons, wh�ch were accepted.



If elected, G�ul�ano della Rovere was to help Caesar to recover
h�s terr�tor�es �n Romagna; Caesar was to rema�n general of the
Church; and Francesco Mar�a della Rovere, prefect of Rome, was to
marry one of Caesar's daughters.

On these cond�t�ons Caesar sold h�s twelve card�nals to
G�ul�ano.

The next day, at G�ul�ano's request, the Sacred College ordered
the Ors�n� to leave Rome for the whole t�me occup�ed by the
Conclave.

On the 31st of October 1503, at the f�rst scrut�ny, G�ul�ano della
Rovere was elected pope, and took the name of Jul�us II.

He was scarcely �nstalled �n the Vat�can when he made �t h�s
f�rst care to summon Caesar and g�ve h�m h�s former rooms there;
then, s�nce the duke was fully restored to health, he began to busy
h�mself w�th the re-establ�shment of h�s affa�rs, wh�ch had suffered
sadly of late.

The defeat of h�s army and h�s own escape to Sant' Angelo,
where he was supposed to be a pr�soner, had brought about great
changes �n Romagna. Sesena was once more �n the power of the
Church, as formerly �t had been; G�an Sforza had aga�n entered
Pesaro; Ordelaf� had se�zed Forl�; Malatesta was lay�ng cla�m to
R�m�n�; the �nhab�tants of Imola had assass�nated the�r governor, and
the town was d�v�ded between two op�n�ons, one that �t should be put
�nto the hands of the R�an�, the other, �nto the hands of the Church;
Faenza had rema�ned loyal longer than any other place; but at last,
los�ng hope of see�ng Caesar recover h�s power, �t had summoned
Francesco, a natural son of Galeotto Manfred�, the last surv�v�ng he�r



of th�s unhappy fam�ly, all whose leg�t�mate descendants had been
massacred by Borg�a.

It �s true that the fortresses of these d�fferent places had taken
no part �n these revolut�ons, and had rema�ned �mmutably fa�thful to
the Duke of Valent�no�s.

So �t was not prec�sely the defect�on of these towns, wh�ch,
thanks to the�r fortresses, m�ght be reconquered, that was the cause
of uneas�ness to Caesar and Jul�us II, �t was the d�ff�cult s�tuat�on that
Ven�ce had thrust upon them. Ven�ce, �n the spr�ng of the same year,
had s�gned a treaty of peace w�th the Turks: thus set free from her
eternal enemy, she had just led her forces to the Romagna, wh�ch
she had always coveted: these troops had been led towards
Ravenna, the farthermost l�m�t of the Papal estates, and put under
the command of G�acopo Ven�er�, who had fa�led to capture Cesena,
and had only fa�led through the courage of �ts �nhab�tants; but th�s
check had been amply compensated by the surrender of the
fortresses of Val d� Lamane and Faenza, by the capture of
Farl�mpopol�, and the surrender of R�m�n�, wh�ch Pandolfo Malatesta,
�ts lord, exchanged for the se�gn�ory of C�ttadella, �n the State of
Padua, and for the rank of gentleman of Ven�ce.

Then Caesar made a propos�t�on to Jul�us II: th�s was to make a
momentary cess�on to the Church of h�s own estates �n Romagna, so
that the respect felt by the Venet�ans for the Church m�ght save
these towns from the�r aggressors; but, says Gu�cc�ard�n�, Jul�us II,
whose amb�t�on, so natural �n sovere�gn rulers, had not yet
ext�ngu�shed the rema�ns of rect�tude, refused to accept the places,
afra�d of expos�ng h�mself to the temptat�on of keep�ng them later on,
aga�nst h�s prom�ses.



But as the case was urgent, he proposed to Caesar that he
should leave Rome, embark at Ost�a, and cross over to Spez�a,
where M�chelotto was to meet h�m at the head of 100 men-at-arms
and 100 l�ght horse, the only remnant of h�s magn�f�cent army,
thence by land to Ferrara, and from Ferrara to Imola, where, once
arr�ved, he could utter h�s war-cry so loud that �t would be heard
through the length and breadth of Romagna.

Th�s adv�ce be�ng after Caesar's own heart, he accepted �t at
once.

The resolut�on subm�tted to the Sacred College was approved,
and Caesar left for Ost�a, accompan�ed by Bartolommeo della
Rovere, nephew of H�s Hol�ness.

Caesar at last felt he was free, and fanc�ed h�mself already on
h�s good charger, a second t�me carry�ng war �nto all the places
where he had formerly fought. When he reached Ost�a, he was met
by the card�nals of Sorrento and Volterra, who came �n the name of
Jul�us II to ask h�m to g�ve up the very same c�tadels wh�ch he had
refused three days before: the fact was that the pope had learned �n
the �nter�m that the Venet�ans had made fresh aggress�ons, and
recogn�sed that the method proposed by Caesar was the only one
that would check them. But th�s t�me �t was Caesar's turn, to refuse,
for he was weary of these terg�versat�ons, and feared a trap; so he
sa�d that the surrender asked for would be useless, s�nce by God's
help he should be �n Romagna before e�ght days were past. So the
card�nals of Sorrento and Volterra returned to Rome w�th a refusal.

The next morn�ng, just as Caesar was sett�ng foot on h�s vessel,
he was arrested �n the name of Jul�us II.



He thought at f�rst that th�s was the end; he was used to th�s
mode of act�on, and knew how short was the space between a
pr�son and a tomb; the matter was all the eas�er �n h�s case, because
the pope, �f he chose, would have plenty of pretext for mak�ng a case
aga�nst h�m. But the heart of Jul�us was of another k�nd from h�s;
sw�ft to anger, but open to clemency; so, when the duke came back
to Rome guarded, the momentary �rr�tat�on h�s refusal had caused
was already calmed, and the pope rece�ved h�m �n h�s usual fash�on
at h�s palace, and w�th h�s ord�nary courtesy, although from the
beg�nn�ng �t was easy for the duke to see that he was be�ng watched.
In return for th�s k�nd recept�on, Caesar consented to y�eld the
fortress of Cesena to the pope, as be�ng a town wh�ch had once
belonged to the Church, and now should return; g�v�ng the deed,
s�gned by Caesar, to one of h�s capta�ns, called P�etro d'Ov�edo, he
ordered h�m to take possess�on of the fortress �n the name of the
Holy See. P�etro obeyed, and start�ng at once for Cesena, presented
h�mself armed w�th h�s warrant before Don D�ego Ch�non; a noble
condott�ere of Spa�n, who was hold�ng the fortress �n Caesar's name.
But when he had read over the paper that P�etro d'Ov�edo brought,
Don D�ego repl�ed that as he knew h�s lord and master was a
pr�soner, �t would be d�sgraceful �n h�m to obey an order that had
probably been wrested from h�m by v�olence, and that the bearer
deserved to d�e for undertak�ng such a cowardly off�ce. He therefore
bade h�s sold�ers se�ze d'Ov�edo and fl�ng h�m down from the top of
the walls: th�s sentence was promptly executed.

Th�s mark of f�del�ty m�ght have proved fatal to Caesar: when the
pope heard how h�s messenger had been treated, he flew �nto such
a rage that the pr�soner thought a second t�me that h�s hour was



come; and �n order to rece�ve h�s l�berty, he made the f�rst of those
new propos�t�ons to Jul�us II, wh�ch were drawn up �n the form of a
treaty and sanct�oned by a bull. By these arrangements, the Duke of
Valent�no�s was bound to hand over to H�s Hol�ness, w�th�n the space
of forty days, the fortresses of Cesena and Bert�noro, and author�se
the surrender of Forl�. Th�s arrangement was guaranteed by two
bankers �n Rome who were to be respons�ble for 15,000 ducats, the
sum total of the expenses wh�ch the governor pretended he had
�ncurred �n the place on the duke's account. The pope on h�s part
engaged to send Caesar to Ost�a under the sole guard of the
Card�nal of Santa Croce and two off�cers, who were to g�ve h�m h�s
full l�berty on the very day when h�s engagements were fulf�lled:
should th�s not happen, Caesar was to be taken to Rome and
�mpr�soned �n the Castle of Sant' Angelo. In fulf�lment of th�s treaty,
Caesar went down the T�ber as far as Ost�a, accompan�ed by the
pope's treasurer and many of h�s servants. The Card�nal of Santa
Croce followed, and the next day jo�ned h�m there.

But as Caesar feared that Jul�us II m�ght keep h�m a pr�soner, �n
sp�te of h�s pledged word, after he had y�elded up the fortresses, he
asked, through the med�at�on of Card�nals Borg�a and Remol�na,
who, not feel�ng safe at Rome, had ret�red to Naples, for a safe-
conduct to Gonzalva of Cordova, and for two sh�ps to take h�m there;
w�th the return of the cour�er the safe-conduct arr�ved, announc�ng
that the sh�ps would shortly follow.

In the m�dst of all th�s, the Card�nal of Santa Croce, learn�ng that
by the duke's orders the governors of Cesena and Bert�noro had
surrendered the�r fortresses to the capta�ns of H�s Hol�ness, relaxed
h�s r�gour, and know�ng that h�s pr�soner would some day or other be



free, began to let h�m go out w�thout a guard. Then Caesar, feel�ng
some fear lest when he started w�th Gonzalvo's sh�ps the same th�ng
m�ght happen as on the occas�on of h�s embark�ng on the pope's
vessel—that �s, that he m�ght be arrested a second t�me—concealed
h�mself �n a house outs�de the town; and when n�ght came on,
mount�ng a wretched horse that belonged to a peasant, rode as far
as Nettuno, and there h�red a l�ttle boat, �n wh�ch he embarked for
Monte Dragone, and thence ga�ned Naples. Gonzalvo rece�ved h�m
w�th such joy that Caesar was dece�ved as to h�s �ntent�on, and th�s
t�me bel�eved that he was really saved. H�s conf�dence was
redoubled when, open�ng h�s des�gns to Gonzalvo, and tell�ng h�m
that he counted upon ga�n�ng P�sa and thence go�ng on �nto
Romagna, Ganzalvo allowed h�m to recru�t as many sold�ers at
Naples as he pleased, prom�s�ng h�m two sh�ps to embark w�th.
Caesar, dece�ved by these appearances, stopped nearly s�x weeks
at Naples, every day see�ng the Span�sh governor and d�scuss�ng
h�s plans. But Gonzalvo was only wa�t�ng to ga�n t�me to tell the K�ng
of Spa�n that h�s enemy was �n h�s hands; and Caesar actually went
to the castle to b�d Gonzalvo good-bye, th�nk�ng he was just about to
start after he had embarked h�s men on the two sh�ps. The Span�sh
governor rece�ved h�m w�th h�s accustomed courtesy, w�shed h�m
every k�nd of prosper�ty, and embraced h�m as he left; but at the door
of the castle Caesar found one of Gonzalvo's capta�ns, Nuno
Campeja by name, who arrested h�m as a pr�soner of Ferd�nand the
Cathol�c. Caesar at these words heaved a deep s�gh, curs�ng the �ll
luck that had made h�m trust the word of an enemy when he had so
often broken h�s own.



He was at once taken to the castle, where the pr�son gate
closed beh�nd h�m, and he felt no hope that anyone would come to
h�s a�d; for the only be�ng who was devoted to h�m �n th�s world was
M�chelotto, and he had heard that M�chelotto had been arrested near
P�sa by order of Jul�us II. Wh�le Caesar was be�ng taken to pr�son an
off�cer came to h�m to depr�ve h�m of the safe-conduct g�ven h�m by
Gonzalvo.

The day after h�s arrest, wh�ch occurred on the 27th of May,
1504, Caesar was taken on board a sh�p, wh�ch at once we�ghed
anchor and set sa�l for Spa�n: dur�ng the whole voyage he had but
one page to serve h�m, and as soon as he d�sembarked he was
taken to the castle of Med�na del Campo.

Ten years later, Gonzalvo, who at that t�me was h�mself
proscr�bed, owned to Loxa on h�s dy�ng bed that now, when he was
to appear �n the presence of God, two th�ngs we�ghed cruelly on h�s
consc�ence: one was h�s treason to Ferd�nand, the other h�s breach
of fa�th towards Caesar.





CHAPTER XVI

Caesar was �n pr�son for two years, always hop�ng that Lou�s XII
would recla�m h�m as peer of the k�ngdom of France; but Lou�s,
much d�sturbed by the loss of the battle of Gar�gl�ano, wh�ch robbed
h�m of the k�ngdom of Naples, had enough to do w�th h�s own affa�rs
w�thout busy�ng h�mself w�th h�s cous�n's. So the pr�soner was
beg�nn�ng to despa�r, when one day as he broke h�s bread at
breakfast he found a f�le and a l�ttle bottle conta�n�ng a narcot�c, w�th
a letter from M�chelotto, say�ng that he was out of pr�son and had left
Italy for Spa�n, and now lay �n h�d�ng w�th the Count of Benevento �n
the ne�ghbour�ng v�llage: he added that from the next day forward he
and the count would wa�t every n�ght on the road between the
fortress and the v�llage w�th three excellent horses; �t was now
Caesar's part to do the best he could w�th h�s bottle and f�le. When
the whole world had abandoned the Duke of Romagna he had been
remembered by a sb�rro.

The pr�son where he had been shut up for two years was so
hateful to Caesar that he lost not a s�ngle moment: the same day he
attacked one of the bars of a w�ndow that looked out upon an �nner
court, and soon contr�ved so to man�pulate �t that �t would need only
a f�nal push to come out. But not only was the w�ndow nearly seventy
feet from the ground, but one could only get out of the court by us�ng



an ex�t reserved for the governor, of wh�ch he alone had the key;
also th�s key never left h�m; by day �t hung at h�s wa�st, by n�ght �t
was under h�s p�llow: th�s then was the ch�ef d�ff�culty.

But pr�soner though he was, Caesar had always been treated
w�th the respect due to h�s name and rank: every day at the d�nner-
hour he was conducted from the room that served as h�s pr�son to
the governor, who d�d the honours of the table �n a grand and
courteous fash�on. The fact was that Dan Manuel had served w�th
honour under K�ng Ferd�nand, and therefore, wh�le he guarded
Caesar r�gorously, accord�ng to orders, he had a great respect for so
brave a general, and took pleasure �n l�sten�ng to the accounts of h�s
battles. So he had often �ns�sted that Caesar should not only d�ne but
also breakfast w�th h�m; happ�ly the pr�soner, y�eld�ng perhaps to
some present�ment, had t�ll now refused th�s favour. Th�s was of
great advantage to h�m, s�nce, thanks to h�s sol�tude, he had been
able to rece�ve the �nstruments of escape sent by M�chelotto. The
same day he rece�ved them, Caesar, on go�ng back to h�s room,
made a false step and spra�ned h�s foot; at the d�nner-hour he tr�ed
to go down, but he pretended to be suffer�ng so cruelly that he gave
�t up. The governor came to see h�m �n h�s room, and found h�m
stretched upon the bed.

The day after, he was no better; the governor had h�s d�nner
sent �n, and came to see h�m, as on the n�ght before; he found h�s
pr�soner so dejected and gloomy �n h�s sol�tude that he offered to
come and sup w�th h�m: Caesar gratefully accepted.

Th�s t�me �t was the pr�soner who d�d the honours: Caesar was
charm�ngly courteous; the governor thought he would prof�t by th�s
lack of restra�nt to put to h�m certa�n quest�ons as to the manner of



h�s arrest, and asked h�m as an Old Cast�l�an, for whom honour �s
st�ll of some account, what the truth really was as to Gonzalvo's and
Ferd�nand's breach of fa�th, w�th h�m. Caesar appeared extremely
�ncl�ned to g�ve h�m h�s ent�re conf�dence, but showed by a s�gn that
the attendants were �n the way. Th�s precaut�on appeared qu�te
natural, and the governor took no offense, but hastened to send
them all away, so as to be sooner alone w�th h�s compan�on. When
the door was shut, Caesar f�lled h�s glass and the governor's,
propos�ng the k�ng's health: the governor honoured the toast: Caesar
at once began h�s tale; but he had scarcely uttered a th�rd part of �t
when, �nterest�ng as �t was, the eyes of h�s host shut as though by
mag�c, and he sl�d under the table �n a profound sleep.

After half a hour had passed, the servants, hear�ng no no�se,
entered and found the two, one on the table, the other under �t: th�s
event was not so extraord�nary that they pa�d any great attent�on to
�t: all they d�d was to carry Don Manuel to h�s room and l�ft Caesar on
the bed; then they put away the remnant of the meal for the next
day's supper, shut the door very carefully, and left the�r pr�soner
alone.

Caesar stayed for a m�nute mot�onless and apparently plunged
�n the deepest sleep; but when he had heard the steps retreat�ng, he
qu�etly ra�sed h�s head, opened h�s eyes, sl�pped off the bed, walked
to the door, slowly �ndeed, but not to all appearance feel�ng the
acc�dent of the n�ght before, and appl�ed h�s ear for some m�nutes to
the keyhole; then l�ft�ng h�s head w�th an express�on of �ndescr�bable
pr�de, he w�ped h�s brow w�th h�s hand, and for the f�rst t�me s�nce h�s
guards went out, breathed freely w�th full-drawn breaths.



There was no t�me to lose: h�s f�rst care was to shut the door as
securely on the �ns�de as �t was already shut on the outs�de, to blow
out the lamp, to open the w�ndow, and to f�n�sh saw�ng through the
bar. When th�s was done, he und�d the bandages on h�s leg, took
down the w�ndow and bed curta�ns, tore them �nto str�ps, jo�ned the
sheets, table napk�ns and cloth, and w�th all these th�ngs t�ed
together end to end, formed a rope f�fty or s�xty feet long, w�th knots
every here and there. Th�s rope he f�xed securely to the bar next to
the one he had just cut through; then he cl�mbed up to the w�ndow
and began what was really the hardest part of h�s per�lous
enterpr�se, cl�ng�ng w�th hands and feet to th�s frag�le support. Luck�ly
he was both strong and sk�lful, and he went down the whole length of
the rope w�thout acc�dent; but when he reached the end and was
hang�ng on the last knot, he sought �n va�n to touch the ground w�th
h�s feet; h�s rope was too short.

The s�tuat�on was a terr�ble one: the darkness of the n�ght
prevented the fug�t�ve from see�ng how far off he was from the
ground, and h�s fat�gue prevented h�m from even attempt�ng to cl�mb
up aga�n. Caesar put up a br�ef prayer, whether to God or Satan he
alone could say; then lett�ng go the rope, he dropped from a he�ght
of twelve or f�fteen feet.

The danger was too great for the fug�t�ve to trouble about a few
tr�fl�ng contus�ons: he at once rose, and gu�d�ng h�mself by the
d�rect�on of h�s w�ndow, he went stra�ght to the l�ttle door of ex�t; he
then put h�s hand �nto the pocket of h�s doublet, and a cold sweat
damped h�s brow; e�ther he had forgotten and left �t �n h�s room or
had lost �t �n h�s fall; anyhow, he had not the key.



But summon�ng h�s recollect�ons, he qu�te gave up the f�rst �dea
for the second, wh�ch was the only l�kely one: aga�n he crossed the
court, look�ng for the place where the key m�ght have fallen, by the
a�d of the wall round a tank on wh�ch he had la�d h�s hand when he
got up; but the object of search was so small and the n�ght so dark
that there was l�ttle chance of gett�ng any result; st�ll Caesar sought
for �t, for �n th�s key was h�s last hope: suddenly a door was opened,
and a n�ght watch appeared, preceded by two torches. Caesar for
the moment thought he was lost, but remember�ng the tank beh�nd
h�m, he dropped �nto �t, and w�th noth�ng but h�s head above water
anx�ously watched the movements of the sold�ers, as they advanced
bes�de h�m, passed only a few feet away, crossed the court, and
then d�sappeared by an oppos�te door. But short as the�r lum�nous
appar�t�on had been, �t had l�ghted up the ground, and Caesar by the
glare of the torches had caught the gl�tter of the long-sought key, and
as soon as the door was shut beh�nd the men, was aga�n master of
h�s l�berty.

Half-way between the castle and the v�llage two caval�ers and a
led horse were wa�t�ng for h�m: the two men were M�chelotto and the
Count of Benevento. Caesar sprang upon the r�derless horse,
pressed w�th fervour the hand of the count and the sb�rro; then all
three galloped to the front�er of Navarre, where they arr�ved three
days later, and were honourably rece�ved by the k�ng, Jean d'Albret,
the brother of Caesar's w�fe.

From Navarre he thought to pass �nto France, and from France
to make an attempt upon Italy, w�th the a�d of Lou�s XII; but dur�ng
Caesar's detent�on �n the castle of Med�na del Campo, Lou�s had
made peace w�th the K�ng of Spa�n; and when he heard of Caesar's



fl�ght; �nstead of help�ng h�m, as there was some reason to expect he
would, s�nce he was a relat�ve by marr�age, he took away the duchy
of Valent�no�s and also h�s pens�on. St�ll, Caesar had nearly 200,000
ducats �n the charge of bankers at Genoa; he wrote ask�ng for th�s
sum, w�th wh�ch he hoped to levy troops �n Spa�n and �n Navarre,
and make an attempt upon P�sa: 500 men, 200,000 ducats, h�s
name and h�s word were more than enough to save h�m from
despa�r.

The bankers den�ed the depos�t.
Caesar was at the mercy of h�s brother-�n-law.
One of the vassals of the K�ng of Navarre, named Pr�nce

Alar�no, had just then revolted: Caesar then took command of the
army wh�ch Jean d'Albret was send�ng out aga�nst h�m, followed by
M�chelotto, who was as fa�thful �n advers�ty as ever before. Thanks to
Caesar's courage and sk�lful tact�cs, Pr�nce Alar�no was beaten �n a
f�rst encounter; but the day after h�s defeat he rall�ed h�s army, and
offered battle about three o'clock �n the afternoon. Caesar accepted
�t.

For nearly four hours they fought obst�nately on both s�des; but
at length, as the day was go�ng down, Caesar proposed to dec�de
the �ssue by mak�ng a charge h�mself, at the head of a hundred men-
at-arms, upon a body of cavalry wh�ch made h�s adversary's ch�ef
force. To h�s great aston�shment, th�s cavalry at the f�rst shock gave
way and took fl�ght �n the d�rect�on of a l�ttle wood, where they
seemed to be seek�ng refuge. Caesar followed close on the�r heels
up to the edge of the forest; then suddenly the pursued turned r�ght
about face, three or four hundred archers came out of the wood to
help them, and Caesar's men, see�ng that they had fallen �nto an



ambush, took to the�r heels l�ke cowards, and abandoned the�r
leader.

Left alone, Caesar would not budge one step; poss�bly he had
had enough of l�fe, and h�s hero�sm was rather the result of sat�ety
than courage: however that may be, he defended h�mself l�ke a l�on;
but, r�ddled w�th arrows and bolts, h�s horse at last fell, w�th Caesar's
leg under h�m. H�s adversar�es rushed upon h�m, and one of them
thrust�ng a sharp and slender �ron p�ke through a weak place �n h�s
armour, p�erced h�s breast; Caesar cursed God and d�ed.

But the rest of the enemy's army was defeated, thanks to the
courage of M�chelotto, who fought l�ke a val�ant condott�ere, but
learned, on return�ng to the camp �n the even�ng, from those who
had fled that they had abandoned Caesar and that he had never
reappeared. Then only too certa�n, from h�s master's well-known
courage, that d�saster had occurred, he des�red to g�ve one last proof
of h�s devot�on by not leav�ng h�s body to the wolves and b�rds of
prey. Torches were l�ghted, for �t was dark, and w�th ten or twelve of
those who had gone w�th Caesar as far as the l�ttle wood, he went to
seek h�s master. On reach�ng the spot they po�nted out, he beheld
f�ve men stretched s�de by s�de; four of them were dressed, but the
f�fth had been str�pped of h�s cloth�ng and lay completely naked.
M�chelotto d�smounted, l�fted the head upon h�s knees, and by the
l�ght of the torches recogn�sed Caesar.

Thus fell, on the 10th of March, 1507, on an unknown f�eld, near
an obscure v�llage called V�ane, �n a wretched sk�rm�sh w�th the
vassal of a petty k�ng, the man whom Macch�avell� presents to all
pr�nces as the model of ab�l�ty, d�plomacy, and courage.



As to Lucrez�a, the fa�r Duchess of Ferrara, she d�ed full of
years, and honours, adored as a queen by her subjects, and sung as
a goddess by Ar�osto and by Bembo.





EPILOGUE

There was once �n Par�s, says Boccacc�o, a brave and good
merchant named Jean de C�v�gny, who d�d a great trade �n drapery,
and was connected �n bus�ness w�th a ne�ghbour and fellow-
merchant, a very r�ch man called Abraham, who, though a Jew,
enjoyed a good reputat�on. Jean de C�v�gny, apprec�at�ng the
qual�t�es of the worthy Israel�te; feared lest, good man as he was, h�s
false rel�g�on would br�ng h�s soul stra�ght to eternal perd�t�on; so he
began to urge h�m gently as a fr�end to renounce h�s errors and open
h�s eyes to the Chr�st�an fa�th, wh�ch he could see for h�mself was
prosper�ng and spread�ng day by day, be�ng the only true and good
rel�g�on; whereas h�s own creed, �t was very pla�n, was so qu�ckly
d�m�n�sh�ng that �t would soon d�sappear from the face of the earth.
The Jew repl�ed that except �n h�s own rel�g�on there was no
salvat�on, that he was born �n �t, proposed to l�ve and d�e �n �t, and
that he knew noth�ng �n the world that could change h�s op�n�on. St�ll,
�n h�s proselyt�s�ng fervour Jean would not th�nk h�mself beaten, and
never a day passed but he demonstrated w�th those fa�r words the
merchant uses to seduce a customer, the super�or�ty of the Chr�st�an
rel�g�on above the Jew�sh; and although Abraham was a great
master of Mosa�c law, he began to enjoy h�s fr�end's preach�ng,
e�ther because of the fr�endsh�p he felt for h�m or because the Holy



Ghost descended upon the tongue of the new apostle; st�ll obst�nate
�n h�s own bel�ef, he would not change. The more he pers�sted �n h�s
error, the more exc�ted was Jean about convert�ng h�m, so that at
last, by God's help, be�ng somewhat shaken by h�s fr�end's urgency,
Abraham one day sa�d—

"L�sten, Jean: s�nce you have �t so much at heart that I should
be converted, behold me d�sposed to sat�sfy you; but before I go to
Rome to see h�m whom you call God's v�car on earth, I must study
h�s manner of l�fe and h�s morals, as also those of h�s brethren the
card�nals; and �f, as I doubt not, they are �n harmony w�th what you
preach, I w�ll adm�t that, as you have taken such pa�ns to show me,
your fa�th �s better than m�ne, and I w�ll do as you des�re; but �f �t
should prove otherw�se, I shall rema�n a Jew, as I was before; for �t �s
not worth wh�le, at my age, to change my bel�ef for a worse one."

Jean was very sad when he heard these words; and he sa�d
mournfully to h�mself, "Now I have lost my t�me and pa�ns, wh�ch I
thought I had spent so well when I was hop�ng to convert th�s
unhappy Abraham; for �f he unfortunately goes, as he says he w�ll, to
the court of Rome, and there sees the shameful l�fe led by the
servants of the Church, �nstead of becom�ng a Chr�st�an the Jew w�ll
be more of a Jew than ever." Then turn�ng to Abraham, he sa�d, "Ah,
fr�end, why do you w�sh to �ncur such fat�gue and expense by go�ng
to Rome, bes�des the fact that travell�ng by sea or by land must be
very dangerous for so r�ch a man as you are? Do you suppose there
�s no one here to bapt�ze you? If you have any doubts concern�ng
the fa�th I have expounded, where better than here w�ll you f�nd
theolog�ans capable of contend�ng w�th them and allay�ng them? So,
you see, th�s voyage seems to me qu�te unnecessary: just �mag�ne



that the pr�ests there are such as you see here, and all the better �n
that they are nearer to the supreme pastor. If you are gu�ded by my
adv�ce, you w�ll postpone th�s to�l t�ll you have comm�tted some grave
s�n and need absolut�on; then you and I w�ll go together."

But the Jew repl�ed—
"I bel�eve, dear Jean, that everyth�ng �s as you tell me; but you

know how obst�nate I am. I w�ll go to Rome, or I w�ll never be a
Chr�st�an."

Then Jean, see�ng h�s great w�sh, resolved that �t was no use
try�ng to thwart h�m, and w�shed h�m good luck; but �n h�s heart he
gave up all hope; for �t was certa�n that h�s fr�end would come back
from h�s p�lgr�mage more of a Jew than ever, �f the court of Rome
was st�ll as he had seen �t.

But Abraham mounted h�s horse, and at h�s best speed took the
road to Rome, where on h�s arr�val he was wonderfully well rece�ved
by h�s corel�g�on�sts; and after stay�ng there a good long t�me, he
began to study the behav�our of the pope, the card�nals and other
prelates, and of the whole court. But much to h�s surpr�se he found
out, partly by what passed under h�s eyes and partly by what he was
told, that all from the pope downward to the lowest sacr�stan of St.
Peter's were comm�tt�ng the s�ns of luxur�ous l�v�ng �n a most
d�sgraceful and unbr�dled manner, w�th no remorse and no shame,
so that pretty women and handsome youths could obta�n any favours
they pleased. In add�t�on to th�s sensual�ty wh�ch they exh�b�ted �n
publ�c, he saw that they were gluttons and drunkards, so much so
that they were more the slaves of the belly than are the greed�est of
an�mals. When he looked a l�ttle further, he found them so avar�c�ous
and fond of money that they sold for hard cash both human bod�es



and d�v�ne off�ces, and w�th less consc�ence than a man �n Par�s
would sell cloth or any other merchand�se. See�ng th�s and much
more that �t would not be proper to set down here, �t seemed to
Abraham, h�mself a chaste, sober, and upr�ght man, that he had
seen enough. So he resolved to return to Par�s, and carr�ed out the
resolut�on w�th h�s usual prompt�tude. Jean de C�v�gny held a great
fete �n honour of h�s return, although he had lost hope of h�s com�ng
back converted. But he left t�me for h�m to settle down before he
spoke of anyth�ng, th�nk�ng there would be plenty of t�me to hear the
bad news he expected. But, after a few days of rest, Abraham
h�mself came to see h�s fr�end, and Jean ventured to ask what he
thought of the Holy Father, the card�nals, and the other persons at
the pont�f�cal court. At these words the Jew excla�med, "God damn
them all! I never once succeeded �n f�nd�ng among them any
hol�ness, any devot�on, any good works; but, on the contrary,
luxur�ous l�v�ng, avar�ce, greed, fraud, envy, pr�de, and even worse, �f
there �s worse; all the mach�ne seemed to be set �n mot�on by an
�mpulse less d�v�ne than d�abol�cal. After what I saw, �t �s my f�rm
conv�ct�on that your pope, and of course the others as well, are us�ng
all the�r talents, art, endeavours, to ban�sh the Chr�st�an rel�g�on from
the face of the earth, though they ought to be �ts foundat�on and
support; and s�nce, �n sp�te of all the care and trouble they expend to
arr�ve at th�s end, I see that your rel�g�on �s spread�ng every day and
becom�ng more br�ll�ant and more pure, �t �s borne �n upon me that
the Holy Sp�r�t H�mself protects �t as the only true and the most holy
rel�g�on; th�s �s why, deaf as you found me to your counsel and
rebell�ous to your w�sh, I am now, ever s�nce I returned from th�s



Sodom, f�rmly resolved on becom�ng a Chr�st�an. So let us go at
once to the church, for I am qu�te ready to be bapt�zed."

There �s no need to say �f Jean de C�v�gny, who expected a
refusal, was pleased at th�s consent. W�thout delay he went w�th h�s
godson to Notre Dame de Par�s, where he prayed the f�rst pr�est he
met to adm�n�ster bapt�sm to h�s fr�end, and th�s was speed�ly done;
and the new convert changed h�s Jew�sh name of Abraham �nto the
Chr�st�an name of Jean; and as the neophyte, thanks to h�s journey
to Rome, had ga�ned a profound bel�ef, h�s natural good qual�t�es
�ncreased so greatly �n the pract�ce of our holy rel�g�on, that after
lead�ng an exemplary l�fe he d�ed �n the full odour of sanct�ty.

Th�s tale of Boccacc�o's g�ves so adm�rable an answer to the
charge of �rrel�g�on wh�ch some m�ght make aga�nst us �f they
m�stook our �ntent�ons, that as we shall not offer any other reply, we
have not hes�tated to present �t ent�re as �t stands to the eyes of our
readers.

And let us never forget that �f the papacy has had an Innocent
VIII and an Alexander VI who are �ts shame, �t has also had a P�us
VII and a Gregory XVI who are �ts honour and glory.
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