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CHAPTER XLV.
Preparations for the campaign of 1606—
Diminution of Maurice's popularity—Quarrel between the pope and the Venetian republic— Surprise of Sluys by Du Terrail—Dilatoriness of the
republic's operations—Movements of Spinola—
Influence of the weather on the military transactions of the year—Endeavours of Spinola to obtain
possession of the Waal and Yssel—Surrender of
Lochem to Spinola— Siege of Groll—Siege and loss
of Rheinberg—Mutiny in the Catholic army—
Recovery of Lochem by Maurice—Attempted recovery of Groll— Sudden appearance of the enemy—Withdrawal of the besieging army Close of
the campaign—End of the war of independence—
Motives of the Prince in his actions before Groll—
Cruise of Admiral Haultain to the coast of Spain
and Portugal—His encounter with the war— ships
of Fazardo—Courageous conduct of the viceadmiral—Deaths of Justus Lipsius, Hohenlo, and
Count John of Nassau.
After the close of the campaign of 1605 Spinola had gone once
more to Spain. On his passage through Paris he had again been
received with distinguished favour by that warm ally of the Dutch
republic, Henry IV., and on being questioned by that monarch as to
his plans for the next campaign had replied that he intended once
more to cross the Rhine, and invade Friesland. Henry, convinced
that the Genoese would of course not tell him the truth on such an
occasion, wrote accordingly to the States- General that they might
feel safe as to their eastern frontier. Whatever else might happen,
Friesland and the regions adjacent would be safe next year from
attack. The immediate future was to show whether the subtle Italian
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had not compassed as neat a deception by telling the truth as coarser politicians could do by falsehood.
Spinola found the royal finances in most dismal condition. Three
hundred thousand dollars a month were the least estimate of the
necessary expenses for carrying on the Netherland war, a sum
which could not possibly be spared by Lerma, Uceda, the Marquis
of the Seven Churches, and other financiers then industriously occupied in draining dry the exchequer for their own uses. Once more
the general aided his sovereign with purse and credit, as well as
with his sword. Once more the exchange at Genoa was glutted with
the acceptances of Marquis Spinola. Here at least was a man of a
nature not quite so depraved as that of the parasites bred out of the
corruption of a noble but dying commonwealth, and doubtless it
was with gentle contempt that the great favourite and his friends
looked at the military and financial enthusiasm of the volunteer. It
was so much more sagacious to make a princely fortune than to
sacrifice one already inherited, in the service of one's country.
Spinola being thus ready not only to fight but to help to pay for
the fighting, found his plans of campaigns received with great benignity by the king and his ministers. Meantime there was much
delay. The enormous labours thus devolved upon one pair of
shoulders by the do-nothing king and a mayor of the palace whose
soul was absorbed by his own private robberies, were almost too
much for human strength. On his return to the Netherlands Spinola
fell dangerously ill in Genoa.
Meantime, during his absence and the enforced idleness of the
Catholic armies, there was an opportunity for the republicans to act
with promptness and vigour. They displayed neither quality. Never
had there been so much sluggishness as in the preparations for the
campaign of 1606. The States' exchequer was lower than it had been
for years. The republic was without friends. Left to fight their battle
for national existence alone, the Hollanders found themselves perpetually subjected to hostile censure from their late allies, and to
friendly advice still more intolerable. There were many brave Englishmen and Frenchmen sharing in the fatigues of the Dutch war of
independence, but the governments of Henry and of James were as
protective, as severely virtuous, as offensive, and, in their secret
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intrigues with the other belligerent, as mischievous as it was possible for the best-intentioned neutrals to be.
The fame and the popularity of the stadholder had been diminished by the results of the past campaign. The States-General were
disappointed, dissatisfied, and inclined to censure very unreasonably the public servant who had always obeyed their decrees with
docility. While Henry IV. was rapidly transferring his admiration
from Maurice to Spinola, the disagreements at home between the
Advocate and the Stadholder were becoming portentous.
There was a want of means and of soldiers for the new campaign.
Certain causes were operating in Europe to the disadvantage of
both belligerents. In the south, Venice had almost drawn her sword
against the pope in her settled resolution to put down the Jesuits
and to clip the wings of the church party, before, with bequests and
donations, votive churches and magnificent monasteries, four-fifths
of the domains of the republic should fall into mortmain, as was
already the case in Brabant.
Naturally there was a contest between the ex-Huguenot, now
eldest son of the Church, and the most Catholic king, as to who
should soonest defend the pope. Henry offered thorough protection
to his Holiness, but only under condition that he should have a
monopoly of that protection. He lifted his sword, but meantime it
was doubtful whether the blow was to descend upon Venice or
upon Spain. The Spanish levies, on their way to the Netherlands,
were detained in Italy by this new exigency. The States-General
offered the sister republic their maritime assistance, and notwithstanding their own immense difficulties, stood ready to send a fleet
to the Mediterranean. The offer was gratefully declined, and the
quarrel with the pope arranged, but the incident laid the foundation
of a lasting friendship between the only two important republics
then existing. The issue of the Gunpowder Plot, at the close of the
preceding year, had confirmed James in his distaste for Jesuits, and
had effected that which all the eloquence of the States-General and
their ambassador had failed to accomplish, the prohibition of Spanish enlistments in his kingdom. Guido Fawkes had served under the
archduke in Flanders.
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Here then were delays additional to that caused by Spinola's illness. On the other hand, the levies of the republic were for a season
paralysed by the altercation, soon afterwards adjusted, between
Henry IV. and the Duke of Bouillon, brother-in-law of the stadholder and of the Palatine, and by the petty war between the Duke and
Hanseatic city of Brunswick, in which Ernest of Nassau was for a
time employed.
During this period of almost suspended animation the war gave
no signs of life, except in a few spasmodic efforts on the part of the
irrepressible Du Terrail. Early in the spring, not satisfied with his
double and disastrous repulse before Bergen-op-Zoom, that partisan now determined to surprise Sluy's. That an attack was impending became known to the governor of that city, the experienced
Colonel Van der Noot. Not dreaming, however, that any mortal—
even the most audacious of Frenchmen and adventurers—would
ever think of carrying a city like Sluy's by surprise, defended as it
was by a splendid citadel and by a whole chain of forts and waterbatteries, and capable of withstanding three months long, as it had
so recently done, a siege in form by the acknowledged master of the
beleaguering science, the methodical governor event calmly to bed
one fine night in June. His slumbers were disturbed before morning
by the sound of trumpets sounding Spanish melodies in the streets,
and by a, great uproar and shouting. Springing out of bed, he
rushed half-dressed to the rescue. Less vigilant than Paul Bax had
been the year before in Bergen, he found that Du Terrail had really
effected a surprise. At the head of twelve hundred Walloons and
Irishmen, that enterprising officer had waded through the drowned
land of Cadzand, with the promised support of a body of infantry
under Frederic Van den Berg, from Damm, had stolen noiselessly
by the forts of that island unchallenged and unseen, had effected
with petards a small breach through the western gate of the city,
and with a large number of his followers, creeping two and two
through the gap, had found himself for a time master of Sluys.
The profound silence of the place had however somewhat discouraged the intruders. The whole population were as sound asleep
as was the excellent commandant, but the stillness in the deserted
streets suggested an ambush, and they moved stealthily forward,
feeling their way with caution towards the centre of the town.
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It so happened, moreover, that the sacristan had forgotten to
wind up the great town clock. The agreement with the party first
entering and making their way to the opposite end of the city, had
been that at the striking of a certain hour after midnight they should
attack simultaneously and with a great outcry all the guardhouses,
so that the garrison might be simultaneously butchered. The clock
never struck, the signal was never given, and Du Terrail and his
immediate comrades remained near the western gate, suspicious
and much perplexed. The delay was fatal. The guard, the whole
garrison, and the townspeople flew to arms, and half- naked, but
equipped with pike and musket, and led on by Van der Noot in
person, fell upon the intruders. A panic took the place of previous
audacity in the breasts of Du Terrail's followers. Thinking only of
escape, they found the gap by which they had crept into the town
much less convenient as a means of egress in the face of an infuriated multitude. Five hundred of them were put to death in a very few
minutes. Almost as many were drowned or suffocated in the
marshes, as they attempted to return by the road over which they
had come. A few stragglers June, of the fifteen hundred were all
that were left to tell the tale.
It would seem scarcely worth while to chronicle such trivial incidents in this great war—the all-absorbing drama of Christendom—
were it not that they were for the moment the whole war. It might
be thought that hostilities were approaching their natural termination, and that the war was dying of extreme old age, when the
Quixotic pranks of a Du Terrail occupied so large a part of European attention.
The winter had passed, another spring had come and gone, and
Maurice had in vain attempted to obtain sufficient means from the
States to take the field in force. Henry, looking on from the outside,
was becoming more and more exasperated with the dilatoriness
which prevented the republic from profiting by the golden moments of Spinola's enforced absence. Yet the best that could be done
seemed to be to take measures for defensive operations.
Spinola never reached Brussels until the beginning of June, yet,
during all the good campaigning weather which had been fleeting
away, not a blow had been struck, nor a wholesome counsel taken
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by the stadholder or the States. It was midsummer before the armies
were in the field. The plans of the Catholic general however then
rapidly developed themselves. Having assembled as large a force as
had ever been under his command, he now divided it into two nearly equal portions. Bucquoy, with ten thousand foot, twelve hundred
cavalry, and twelve guns, arrived on the 18th July at Nook, on the
Meuse. Spinola, with eleven thousand infantry, two thousand horse,
and eight guns, crossed the Rhine at the old redoubts of Ruhrort,
and on the same 18th July took position at Goor, in Overyssel. The
first plan of the commander-in-chief was to retrace exactly his campaign of the previous year, even as he had with so much frankness
stated to Henry. But the republic, although deserted by her former
friends, and looked upon askance by the monarch of Britain, and by
the most Christian king, had this year a most efficient ally in the
weather. Jupiter Pluvius had descended from on high to the rescue
of the struggling commonwealth, and his decrees were omnipotent
as to the course of the campaign. The seasons that year seemed all
fused into one. It was difficult to tell on midsummer day whether it
were midwinter, spring, or autumn. The rain came down day after
day, week after week, as if the contending armies and the very
country which was to be invaded and defended were to be all
washed out of existence together. Friesland resolved itself into a
vast quagmire; the roads became fluid, the rivers lakes. Spinola
turned his face from the east, and proceeded to carry out a second
plan which he had long meditated, and even a more effective one,
in the west.
The Waal and the Yssel formed two sides of a great quadrilateral;
and furnished for the natural fortress, thus enclosed, two vast and
admirable moats. Within lay Good-meadow and Foul-meadow—
Bet-uwe and Vel-uwe—one, the ancient Batavian island which from
time immemorial had given its name to the commonwealth, the
other, the once dismal swamp which toil and intelligence had in the
course of centuries transformed into the wealthy and flowery land
of Gueldres.
Beyond, but in immediate proximity, lay the ancient episcopal
city and province of Utrecht, over which lay the road to the adjacent
Holland and Zeeland. The very heart of the republic would be laid
bare to the conqueror's sword if he could once force the passage,
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and obtain the control of these two protecting streams. With Utrecht
as his base, and all Brabant and Flanders—obedient provinces—at
his back, Spinola might accomplish more in one season than Alva,
Don John, and Alexander Farnese had compassed in forty years,
and destroy at a blow what was still called the Netherland rebellion.
The passage of the rivers once effected, the two enveloping wings
would fold themselves together, and the conquest would be made.
Thus reasoned the brilliant young general, and his projects, although far-reaching, did not seem wild. The first steps were, however, the most important as well as the most difficult, and he had to
reckon with a wary and experienced antagonist. Maurice had at last
collected and reviewed at Arnhem an army of nearly fifteen thousand men, and was now watching closely from Doesburg and
Deventer every movement of the foe.
Having been forced to a defensive campaign, in which he was not
likely at best to gain many additional laurels, he was the more determined to lay down his own life, and sacrifice every man he could
bring into the field, before Spinola should march into the cherished
domains of Utrecht and Holland. Meantime the rain, which had
already exerted so much influence on the military movements of the
year, still maintained the supremacy over human plans. The Yssel
and the Waal, always deep, broad, sluggish, but dangerous rivers—
the Rhine in its old age—were swollen into enormous proportions,
their currents flowing for the time with the vigour of their far away
youth.
Maurice had confided the defence of the Waal to Warner Du Bois,
under whose orders he placed a force of about seven thousand men,
and whose business it was to prevent Bucquoy's passage. His own
task was to baffle Spinola.
Bucquoy's ambition was to cross the Waal at a point as near as
possible to the fork of that stream with the true Rhine, seize the
important city of Nymegen, and then give the hand to Spinola, so
soon as he should be on the other side of the Yssel. At the village of
Spardorp or Kekerdom, he employed Pompeio Giustiniani to make
a desperate effort, having secured a large number of barges in
which he embarked his troops. As the boatmen neared the opposite
bank, however, they perceived that Warner Du Bois had made ef11

fective preparations for their reception. They lost heart, and, on
pretence that the current of the river was too rapid to allow them to
reach the point proposed for their landing, gradually dropped
down the stream, and, in spite of the remonstrances of the commanders, pushed their way back to the shore which they had left.
From that time forth, the States' troops, in efficient numbers, fringed
the inner side of the Waal, along the whole length of the Batavian
island, while armed vessels of the republic patrolled the stream
itself. In vain Count Bucquoy watched an opportunity, either by
surprise or by main strength, to effect a crossing. The Waal remained as impassable as if it were a dividing ocean.
On the other side of the quadrilateral, Maurice's dispositions were
as effective as those of his lieutenant on the Waal. The left shore of
the Yssel, along its whole length, from Arnhem and Doesburg quite
up to Zwoll and Campen, where the river empties itself into the
Zuyder Zee, was now sprinkled thickly with forts, hastily thrown
up, but strong enough to serve the temporary purpose of the stadholder. In vain the fleet-footed and audacious Spinola moved
stealthily or fiercely to and fro, from one point to another, seeking
an opening through which to creep, or a weak spot where he might
dash himself against the chain. The whole line was securely guarded. The swollen river, the redoubts, and the musketeers of Maurice,
protected the heart of the republic from the impending danger.
Wearied of this fruitless pacing up and down, Spinola, while apparently intending an assault upon Deventer, and thus attracting
his adversary's attention to that important city, suddenly swerved
to the right, and came down upon Lochem. The little town, with its
very slender garrison, surrendered at once. It was not a great conquest, but it might possibly be of use in the campaign. It was taken
before the stadholder could move a step to its assistance, even had
he deemed it prudent to leave Yssel- side for an hour. The summer
was passing away, the rain was still descending, and it was the 1st
of August before Spinola left Lochem. He then made a rapid
movement to the north, between Zwoll and Hasselt, endeavouring
to cross the Blackwater, and seize Geelmuyden, on the Zuyder Zee.
Had he succeeded, he might have turned Maurice's position. But the
works in that direction had been entrusted to an experienced campaigner, Warmelo, sheriff of Zalant, who received the impetuous
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Spinola and his lieutenant, Count Solre, so warmly, that they reeled
backwards at last, after repeated assaults and great loss of men, and
never more attempted to cross the Yssel.
Obviously, the campaign had failed. Utrecht and Holland were as
far out of the Catholic general's reach as the stars in the sky, but at
least, with his large armies, he could earn a few trophies, barren or
productive, as it might prove, before winter, uniting with the deluge, should drive him from the field.
On the 3rd August, he laid siege to Groll (or Groenlo), a fortified
town of secondary importance in the country of Zutphen, and,
squandering his men with much recklessness, in his determination
not to be baffled, reduced the place in eleven days. Here he paused
for a breathing spell, and then, renouncing all his schemes upon the
inner defences of the republic, withdrew once more to the Rhine
and laid siege to Rheinberg.
This frontier place had been tossed to and fro so often between
the contending parties in the perpetual warfare, that its inhabitants
must have learned to consider themselves rather as a convenient
circulating medium for military operations than as burghers who
had any part in the ordinary business of life. It had old-fashioned
defences of stones which, during the recent occupation by the
States, had been much improved, and had been strengthened with
earthworks.
Before it was besieged, Maurice sent his brother Frederic Henry,
with some picked companies, into the place, so that the garrison
amounted to three thousand effective men.
The Prince de Soubise, brother of the Duc de Rohan, and other
French volunteers of quality, also threw themselves into the place,
in order to take lessons in the latest methods of attack and defence.
It was now admitted that no more accomplished pupil of the stadholder in the beleaguering art had appeared in Europe than his
present formidable adversary. On this occasion, however, there was
no great display of science. Maurice obstinately refused to move to
the relief of the place, despite all the efforts of a deputation of the
States-General who visited his camp in September, urging him
strenuously to take the chances of a stricken field.

13

Nothing could induce the stadholder, who held an observing position at Wesel, with his back against the precious watery quadrilateral, to risk the defence of those most vital lines of the Yssel and the
Waal. While attempting to save Rheinberg, he felt it possible that he
might lose Nymegen, or even Utrecht. The swift but wily Genoese
was not to be trifled with or lost sight of an instant. The road to
Holland might still be opened, and the destiny of the republic might
hang on the consequences of a single false move. That destiny, under God, was in his hands alone, and no chance of winning laurels,
even from his greatest rival's head, could induce him to shrink from
the path of duty, however obscure it might seem. There were a few
brilliant assaults and sorties, as in all sieges, the French volunteers
especially distinguishing themselves; but the place fell at the end of
forty days. The garrison marched out with the honours of war. In
the modern practice, armies were rarely captured in strongholds,
nor were the defenders, together with the population, butchered.
The loss, after a six weeks' siege, of Rheinberg, which six years before, with far inferior fortifications, had held out a much longer time
against the States, was felt as a bitter disappointment throughout
the republic. Frederic Henry, on leaving the place, made a feeble
and unsuccessful demonstration against Yenlo, by which the general dissatisfaction was not diminished. Soon afterwards, the war
became more languid than ever. News arrived of a great crisis on
the Genoa exchange. A multitude of merchants, involved in pecuniary transactions with Spinola, fell with one tremendous crash. The
funds of the Catholic commander-in-chief were already exhausted,
his acceptances could no longer be negotiated.
His credit was becoming almost as bad as the king's own. The inevitable consequence of the want of cash and credit followed. Mutiny, for the first time in Spinola's administration, raised its head once
more, and stalked about defiant. Six hundred veterans marched to
Breda, and offered their services to Justinus of Nassau. The proposal
was accepted. Other bands, established their quarters in different
places, chose their Elettos and lesser officers, and enacted the scenes
which have been so often depicted in these pages. The splendid
army of Spinola melted like April snow. By the last week of October
there hardly seemed a Catholic army in the field. The commanderin-chief had scattered such companies as could still be relied upon
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in the villages of the friendly arch- episcopate of Cologne, and had
obtained, not by murders and blackmail— according to the recent
practice of the Admiral of Arragon, at whose grim name the whole
country-side still shuddered—but from the friendship of the leading
inhabitants and by honest loans, a sufficient sum to put bread into
the mouths of the troops still remaining faithful to him.
The opportunity had at last arrived for the stadholder to strike a
blow before the season closed. Bankruptcy and mutiny had reduced
his enemy to impotence in the very season of his greatest probable
success. On the 24th October Maurice came before Lochem, which
he recaptured in five days. Next in the order of Spinola's victories
was Groll, which the stadholder at once besieged. He had almost
fifteen thousand infantry and three thousand horse. A career of
brief triumph before winter should close in upon those damping
fields, seemed now assured. But the rain, which during nearly the
whole campaign had been his potent ally, had of late been playing
him false. The swollen Yssel, during a brief period of dry weather,
had sunk so low in certain shallows as not to be navigable for his
transports, and after his trains of artillery and munitions had been
dragged wearily overland as far as Groll, the deluge had returned in
such force, that physical necessity as well as considerations of humanity compelled him to defer his entrenching operations until the
weather should moderate. As there seemed no further danger to be
apprehended from the broken, mutinous, and dispersed forces of
the enemy, the siege operations were conducted in a leisurely manner. What was the astonishment, therefore, among the soldiers,
when a rumour flew about the camp in the early days of November
that the indomitable Spinola was again advancing upon them! It
was perfectly true. With extraordinary perseverance he had gathered up six or seven thousand infantry and twelve companies of
horse—all the remnants of the splendid armies with which he had
taken the field at midsummer—and was now marching to the relief
of Groll, besieged as it was by a force at least doubly as numerous
as his own. It was represented to the stadholder, however, that an
impassable morass lay between him and the enemy, and that there
would therefore be time enough to complete his entrenchments
before Spinola could put his foolhardy attempt into execution. But
the Catholic general, marching faster than rumour itself, had
15

crossed the impracticable swamp almost before a spadeful of earth
had been turned in the republican camp. His advance was in sight
even while the incredulous were sneering at the absurdity of his
supposed project. Informed by scouts of the weakest point in the
stadholder's extended lines, Spinola was directing himself thither
with beautiful precision. Maurice hastily contracted both his wings,
and concentrated himself in the village of Lebel. At last the moment
had come for a decisive struggle. There could be little doubt of the
result. All the advantage was with the republican army. The Catholics had arrived in front of the enemy fatigued by forced marches
through quagmires, in horrible weather, over roads deemed impassable. The States' troops were fresh, posted on ground of their
own choosing, and partially entrenched. To the astonishment, even
to the horror of the most eager portion of the army, the stadholder
deliberately, and despite the groans of his soldiers, refused the
combat, and gave immediate orders for raising the siege and abandoning the field.
On the 12th of November he broke up his camp and withdrew to
a village called Zelem. On the same day the marquis, having relieved the city, without paying the expected price, retired in another
direction, and established what was left of his army in the province
of Munster. The campaign was closed. And thus the great war
which had run its stormy course for nearly forty years, dribbled out
of existence, sinking away that rainy November in the dismal fens
of Zutphen. The long struggle for independence had come, almost
unperceived, to an end.
Peace had not arrived, but the work of the armies was over for
many a long year. Freedom and independence were secured. A
deed or two, never to be forgotten by Netherland hearts, was yet to
be done on the ocean, before the long and intricate negotiations for
peace should begin, and the weary people permit themselves to
rejoice; but the prize was already won.
Meantime, the conduct of Prince Maurice in these last days of the
campaign was the subject of biting censure by friend and foe. The
military fame of Spinola throughout Europe grew apace; and the
fame of his great rival seemed to shrink in the same proportion.
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Henry of France was especially indignant at what he considered
the shortcomings of the republic and of its chief. Already, before the
close of the summer, the agent Aerssens had written from Paris that
his Majesty was very much displeased with Spinola's prosperity,
ascribing it to the want of good councils on the part of the States'
Government that so fine an army should lie idle so long, without
making an attempt to relieve the beleaguered places, so that Spinola
felt assured of taking anything as soon as he made his appearance.
"Your Mightinesses cannot believe," continued the agent, "what a
trophy is made by the Spanish ministers out of these little exploits,
and they have so much address at this court, that if such things
continue they may produce still greater results."
In December he wrote that the king was so malcontent concerning the siege of Groll as to make it impossible to answer him with
arguments, that he openly expressed regret at not having employed
the money lent to the States upon strengthening his own frontiers,
so distrustful was he of their capacity for managing affairs, and that
he mentioned with disgust statements received from his ambassador at Brussels and from the Duc de Rohan, to the effect that Spinola had between five and six thousand men only at the relief of Groll,
against twelve thousand in the stadholder's army.
The motives of the deeds and the omissions of the prince at this
supreme moment must be pondered with great caution. The StatesGeneral had doubtless been inclined for vigorous movements, and
Olden-Barneveld, with some of his colleagues, had visited the camp
late in September to urge the relief of Rheinberg. Maurice was in
daily correspondence with the Government, and regularly demanded their advice, by which, on many former occasions, he had bound
himself, even when it was in conflict with his own better judgment.
But throughout this campaign, the responsibility was entirely,
almost ostentatiously, thrown by the States-General upon their
commander-in- chief, and, as already indicated, their preparations
in the spring and early summer had been entirely inadequate.
Should he lose the army with which he had so quietly but completely checked Spinola in all his really important moves during the
summer and autumn, he might despair of putting another very
soon into the field. That his force in that November week before
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Groll was numerically far superior to the enemy is certain, but he
had lost confidence in his cavalry since their bad behaviour at Mulheim the previous year, and a very large proportion of his infantry
was on the sick-list at the moment of Spinola's approach. "Lest the
continual bad weather should entirely consume the army," he said,
"we are resolved, within a day or two after we have removed the
sick who are here in great numbers, to break up, unless the enemy
should give us occasion to make some attempt upon him."
Maurice was the servant of a small republic, contending singlehanded against an empire still considered the most formidable
power in the world. His cue was not necessarily to fight on all occasions; for delay often fights better than an army against a foreign
invader. When a battle and a victory were absolutely necessary we
have seen the magnificent calmness which at Nieuport secured
triumph under the shadow of death. Had he accepted Spinola's
challenge in November, he would probably have defeated him and
have taken Groll. He might not, however, have annihilated his adversary, who, even when worsted, would perhaps have effected his
escape. The city was of small value to the republic. The principal
advantage of a victory would have been increased military renown
for himself. Viewed in this light, there is something almost sublime
in the phlegmatic and perfectly republican composure with which
he disdained laurels, easily enough, as it would stem, to have been
acquired, and denied his soldiers the bloodshed and the suffering
for which they were clamouring.
And yet, after thoroughly weighing and measuring all these circumstances, it is natural to regret that he did not on that occasion
rise upon Spinola and smite him to the earth. The Lord had delivered him into his hands. The chances of his own defeat were small,
its probable consequences, should it occur, insignificant. It is hardly
conceivable that he could have been so completely overthrown as to
allow the Catholic commander to do in November what he had
tried all summer in vain to accomplish, cross the Yssel and the
Waal, with the dregs of his army, and invade Holland and Zeeland
in midwinter, over the prostrate bodies of Maurice and all his forces. On the other hand, that the stadholder would have sent the enemy reeling back to his bogs, with hardly the semblance of an army
at his heels, was almost certain: The effect of such a blow upon im18

pending negotiations, and especially upon the impressible imagination of Henry and the pedantic shrewdness of James, would have
been very valuable. It was not surprising that the successful soldier
who sat on the French throne, and who had been ever ready to wager life and crown on the results of a stricken field, should be loud
in his expressions of disapprobation and disgust. Yet no man knew
better than the sagacious Gascon that fighting to win a crown, and
to save a republic, were two essentially different things.
In the early summer of this year Admiral Haultain, whom we
lately saw occupied with tossing Sarmiento's Spanish legion into the
sea off the harbour of Dover, had been despatched to the Spanish
coast on a still more important errand. The outward bound Portuguese merchantmen and the home returning fleets from America,
which had been absent nearly two years, might be fallen in with at
any moment, in the latitude of 36-38 deg. The admiral, having received orders, therefore, to cruise carefully in those regions, sailed
for the shores of Portugal with a squadron of twenty-four warships. His expedition was not very successful. He picked up a prize
or two here and there, and his presence on the coast prevented the
merchant-fleet from sailing out of Lisbon for the East Indies, the
merchandise already on board being disembarked and the voyage
postponed to a more favourable opportunity.
He saw nothing, however, of the long-expected ships from the
golden West Indies—as Mexico, Peru, and Brazil were then indiscriminately called— and after parting company with six of his own
ships, which were dispersed and damaged in a gale, and himself
suffering from a dearth of provisions, he was forced to return without much gain or glory.
In the month of September he was once more despatched on the
same service. He had nineteen war-galleots of the first class, and
two yachts, well equipped and manned. Vice-admiral of the fleet
was Regnier Klaaszoon (or Nicholson), of Amsterdam, a name
which should always be held fresh in remembrance, not only by
mariners and Netherlanders, but by all men whose pulses can beat
in sympathy with practical heroism.
The admiral coasted deliberately along the shores of Spain and
Portugal. It seemed impossible that the golden fleets, which, as it
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was ascertained, had not yet arrived, could now escape the vigilance of the Dutch cruisers. An occasional merchant-ship or small
war-galley was met from time to time and chased into the harbours.
A landing was here and there effected and a few villages burned.
But these were not the prizes nor the trophies sought. On the 19th
September a storm off the Portuguese coast scattered the fleet; six of
the best and largest ships being permanently lost sight of and separated from the rest. With the other thirteen Haultain now cruised off
Cape St. Vincent directly across the ordinary path of the homewardbound treasure ships.
On the 6th October many sails were descried in the distance, and
the longing eyes of the Hollanders were at last gratified with what
was supposed to be the great West India commercial squadrons.
The delusion was brief. Instead of innocent and richly Freighted
merchantmen, the new comers soon proved to be the war-ships of
Admiral Dan Luis de Fazardo, eighteen great galleons and eight
galleys strong, besides lesser vessels —the most formidable fleet
that for years had floated in those waters. There had been time for
Admiral Haultain to hold but a very brief consultation with his
chief officers. As it was manifest that the Hollanders were enormously over-matched, it was decided to manoeuvre as well as possible for the weather-gage, and then to fight or to effect an escape, as
might seem most expedient after fairly testing the strength of the
enemy. It was blowing a fresh gale, and the Netherland fleet had as
much as they could stagger with under close-reefed topsails. The
war- galleys, fit only for fair weather, were soon forced to take refuge under the lee of the land, but the eighteen galleons, the most
powerful vessels then known to naval architecture, were bearing
directly down, full before the wind, upon the Dutch fleet.
It must be admitted that Admiral Haultain hardly displayed as
much energy now as he had done in the Straits of Dover against the
unarmed transports the year before. His ships were soon scattered,
right and left, and the manoeuvres for the weather-gage resolved
themselves into a general scramble for escape. Vice-Admiral
Klaaszoon alone held firm, and met the onset of the first comers of
the Spanish fleet. A fierce combat, yard- arm to yard-arm, ensued.
Klaaszoon's mainmast went by the board, but Haultain, with five
ships, all that could be rallied, coming to the rescue, the assailants
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