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The

HOUSEHOLD

OF

SIR THO® MORE.

Chelfea, June 18th.

.. . O~ afking Mr. Gunnel to what Ufe

I thould put this fayr Libellus, he did fuggeft
my making it a Kinde of family Regifter,
wherein to note the more important of our
domeftick Paflages, whether of Joy or Griefe—
my Father’s Journies and Abfences—the Vifits
of learned Men, theire notable Sayings, etc.
“You are ready at the Pen, Miftrels Mar-
«garet,” he was pleafed to fay, “and I
““ woulde humblie advife your journalling, in
“ the fame fearlefs Manner in the which you
“ framed that Letter which foe well pleafed
8 “the

June
18th.




The Houfehold

““the Bifhop of Exeter, that he fent you a
 Portugal Piece. 'Twill be well to write it
“in Englifh, which ’tis expedient for you not
“ altogether to negleckt, even for the more
“ honourable Latin.”

Methinks I am clofe upon Womanhood.
..... “ Humblie advife,” quotha! to me,
that have fo oft humblie fued for his Pardon,
and fometimes in vayn !

'Tis well to make trial of Gonellus his
“ humble” Advice: albeit, our daylie Conrfe
is fo methodicall, that ’twill afford fcant Sub-
je& for the Pen—PVitam continet una Dies.

. +. As I traced the laft Word, methoughte

I heard the well-known Tones of Erafmus his
pleafant Voyce; and, looking forthe of my
Lattice, did indeede beholde the deare little
Man coming up from the River Side with
'my Father, who, becaufe of the Heat, had
given his Cloak to a tall Stripling behind him
to bear. I flew up Stairs, to advertife Mo-
ther, who was half in and half out of her
grogram Gown, and who ftayed me to clafp
her
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her Owches; fo that, by the Time I had fol-
lowed her down Stairs, we founde 'em al-
readie in the Hall.

So foon as I had kiffed their Hands, and
obtayned their Bleflings, the tall Lad ftept
forthe, and who fhould he be but William
Roper, returned from my Father’s Errand over-
feas! He hath grown hugelie, and looks
mannifth; but his Manners are worfened in-
fteade of bettered by forayn Travell; for,
infteade of his old Franknefle, he hung upon
Hand till Father bade him come forward;
and then, as he went his Rounds, kiffing one
after another, ftopt fhort when he came to me,
twice made as though he would have faluted
me, and then held back, making me looke fo
ftupid, that I could have boxed his Ears for his
Payns : 'fpeciallie as Father burft out a-laugh-
ing, and cried, “The third Time's lucky!”

After Supper, we tooke deare Erafmus en-
tirely over the Houfe, in a Kind of family
Proceflion, e’'en from the Buttery and Scald-
ing-houfe to cur own deare Academia, with

its cool green Curtain flapping in the Evening
Breeze
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Breeze, and blowing afide, as though on Pur-
pofe to give a glimpfe of the cleare-thining
Thames! Erafmus noted and admired the
ftone Jar, placed by Mercy Giggson the Table,
full of blue and yellow Irifes, fcarlet Tiger-
Lilies, Dog-Rofes, Honeyfuckles, Moonwort,
and Herb-Trinity ; and alfoe our various Detks,
each in its own little Retirement,—mine
own, in fpeciall, fo pleafantly fituate! He
protefted, with everie Semblance of Since-
rity, be had never feene fo pretty an Aca-
demy. I fhould think not, indeede! Befs,
Daify, and 1, are of Opinion, that there is not
likelie to be fuch another in the World. He
glanced, too, at the Books on our Defks:
Beffif's being Livy; Daify’s, Sallufi; and mine,
St. Augufiine, with Father's Marks where I
was to read, and where defit. He tolde Erq/-
mus, laying his hand fondlie on my Head,
“ Here is one who knows what is implied in
“the Word Truft.” Dear Father, well I
may ! He added, ““ There was no Law againft
“laughing in his Adcademia, for that his Girls
“ knew how to be merry and wie.”

From
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From the Houfe to the new Building, the
Chapel and Gallery, and thence to vifitt all
the dumb Kinde, from the great horned Owls
to Cecy’s pet Dormice. Erafmus was amufed
at fome of theire Names, but doubted whe-
ther Duns Scotus and .the PVenerable Bede
would have thoughte themfelves complimented
in being made Name-fathers to a couple of
Owls; though he admitted that Argus and
Juno were goode Cognomens for Peacocks.
Will Roper hath broughte Mother a pretty
little forayn Animal, called a Marmot, but fhe
fayd fhe had noe Time for fuch-like Play-b
things, and bade him give it to his little Wife.
Methinks I, being neare fixteen, and he clofe
upon twenty, we are too old for thofe childith
Names now : nor am I much flattered at a
Prefent not intended for me ; however, I fhall
be kind to the little Creature, and, perhaps,
grow fond of it, as 'tis both harmlefle and
diverting.

To return, howbeit, to Erafmus. Cecy, who
had hold of his Gown, and had alreadie,
through his familiar Kindneffe and her own

childifh
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childith Heedleflnefs, fomewhat tranfgreft
Bounds, began now in her Mirthe to fabri-
cate a Dialogue fhe pretended to have over-
hearde, between Argus and Jumo as they
ftoode pearcht on a ftone Parapet. Erafmus
was entertayned with her Garrulitie for a
While, but at length gentlie checkt her, with
¢ Love the Truth, little Mayd, love the Truth ;
“or, if thou lieft, let it be with a Circum-
¢ ftance,”’ a Qualification which made Mother
ftare and Father laugh. Sayth Erafmus,
“There is no Harm in a Fabella, Apologus,
““or Parabola, fo long as its Charaéter be dif-
“ tinétlie recognifed for fuch, but contrariwife,
“ much Goode ; and the fame hath been fanc-
“ tioned, not only by the wifer Heads of Grecce
“and Rome, but by our deare Lord Himfelf.
“ Therefore, Cecilie, whom I love exceedinglie,
““be not abafht, Child, at my Reproof, for
“thy Dialogue between the two Peacocks
“was innocent no lefs than ingenious, till
“thou wouldft have infifted that they, in
“ footh, fayd Something like what thou didft
“invent. Therein thou didft'Violence to the

“Truth,

.
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| “Truth, which St. Paul hath typified by a

“ Girdle, to be worn next the Heart, and that
“not only confineth within due Limits, but
“ addeth Strength. So now be Friends : wert
¢t thou more than eleven, and I no Prieft, thou
“{houldt be my little Wife, and darn my
“ Hofe, and make me {weet Marchpane, fuch
“as thou and I love. But, oh! this pretty
““ Chelfea! 'What Daifies! what Buttercups!
““ what joviall Swarms of Gnats! The Country
“¢ all about is as nice and flat as Rotterdam.”

Anon we fit down to reft and talk in the’
Pavilion.

Sayth Erafmus to my Father, “I marvel
“you have never entered into the King's
« Service in fome publick Capacitie, wherein
“your Learning and Knowledge, bothe of
“Men and Things, would not onlie ferve
“your own Intereft, but that of your Friends
“and the Publick.”

Father {miled and made Anfwer, “I am
“better and happier as I am. As for my
“ Friends, I alreadie do for them alle I can,
#foe as they can hardlie confider me in their

“Debt
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“Debt; and, for myfelf, the yielding to
““theire Solicitations that I would putt my-
« felf forward for the Benefit of the World in
« generall, would be like printing a Book at
““ Requett of Friends, that the Publick may be
“charmed with what, in Fa&, it values at a
“Doit. The Cardinall offered me a Penfion,
““as retaining Fee to the King, a little while
““back, but I tolde him I did not care to be a
‘“ mathematical Point, to have Pofition with-
““ out Magnitude.”

Erafmus laught and fayd, “I woulde not
“have you the Slave of anie King; howbeit,
““ you mighte affift him and be ufeful to him.”
“The Change of the Word,” fayth Father,
““does not alter the Matter; I fhoulde Je a
“Slave, as completely as if I had a Collar
“rounde my Neck.”

“But would not increafed Ufefulnefle,”
fays Erafmus, “make you happier?”

“ Happier?” fays Father, fomewhat heat-
ing; “how can that be compaffed in a Way
“{o abhorrent to my Genius? At prefent, I
“live as I will, to which very few Courtiers

“can
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““ can pretend. Half-a-dozen blue-coated Serv-
“ing-men anfwer my Turn in the Houfe,
““ Garden, Field, and on the River; I have a
“ few ftrong Horfes for Work, none for Show ;
“plenty of plain Food for a healthy Family,
““and enough, with a hearty Welcome, for a
“Score of Guefts that are not dainty. The
“ Lengthe of my Wife’s Train infringeth not
“the Statute; and, for myfelf, I foe hate
“ Bravery, that my Motto is, ¢ Of thofe whom
“you fee in Scarlet, not one is happy.’ I
“have a regular Profeffion, which fupports
“my Houfe, and enables me to promote Peace
““and Juftice ; I have Leifure to chat with my
“Wife, and fport with my Children; I have
“Hours for Devotion, and Hours for Philofo-
““phie and the liberall Arts, which are abfo-
“lutelie medicinall to me, as Antidotes to
“the fharpe but contradted Habitts of Mind
‘““engendered by the Law. If there be anie-
“ thing in a Court Life which can compenfate
“for the Loffe of anie of thefe Bleflings, deare
“ Defiderius, pray tell me what it is, for I
“ confefle I know not.”

“You
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“You are a comicall Genius,” fays Erafmus
« As for you,” retorted Father, “you are at
“your olde Trick of arguing on the wrong
“Side, as you did the firfte Time we mett.
“ Nay, don’t we know you can declaime back-
“ward and forwarde on the fame Argument,

| “as you did on the Venetian War?”

Ergfmus {miled quietlie, and fayd, “ What
“coulde I do? The Pope changed his holy
“Mind.” Whereat Father fmiled too.

“ What Nonfenfe you learned Men fome-
“ times talk !”” purfues Father. I — wanted
“at Court, quotha! Fancy a dozen ftarving
“ Men with one roafted Pig betweene them ;
“ —do you think they would be really glad to
“fee a Thirteenth come up, with an Eye to
““a fmall Piece of the Crackling? Noj; be-
“ lieve me, there is none that Courtiers are
“more fincerelie refpeétfull to than the
“Man who avows he hath no Intention of
‘“attempting to go Shares; and e’en him
“they care mighty little about, for they love
“none with true Tendernefle fave them-

“ felves.”
€« we
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“We fhall fee you at Court yet,” fays
Erafmus.

Sayth Father, “Then I will tell you in
“ what Guife :—with a Fool’s Cap and Bells.
“Pith! I won't aggravate you, Churchman
“as you are, by, alluding to the Bleflings I
““ have which you have not; and I trow there
“ is as much Danger in taking you for ferious
““when you are onlie playful and jronicall as
“ if you were Plato himfelf.”

Sayth Erafmus, after fome Minutes’ Silence,
«I know full well that you holde Plato, in
“ manie Inftances, to be fporting when I ac-
“cept him in very Deed and Truth. Specu-
““ lating he often was; as a brighte, pure
“ Flame muft needs be ftruggling up, and, if
“ it findeth no upward Vent, come forthe of
“the Oven's Mouth. He was like a Man
“ thut into a Vault, running hither and thither,
“ with his poor, flickering Taper, agonizing to
«¢ get forthe, and holding himfelf in readinefle
“to make a Spring forward the Moment a
“ Door thould open.  But it never did. ¢ Not
¢ manie Wife are called’ He had clomb

“a

I1
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«“a Hill in the Darke, and ftoode calling
“to his Companions below, ¢ Come on, come
“<on! this Way lies the Eaft; I am avifed
¢ ¢ we fhall fee the Sun rife anon." But "they
“ never did. What a Chriftian he woulde have
“made! Ah! he is one now. He and
¢ Socrates—the Veil long removed from their
«“ Eyes—are fitting at Jesus’ Feet. Sanéfe
“ Socrates, ora pro nobis!”

Beffie and 1 exchanged Glances at this fo
ftrange Eiaculation; but the Subjeckt was of
fuch Intereft, that we liftened with deep At-
tention to what followed.

Sayth Father, “ Whether Socrates were what
“ Plato painted him in his Dialogues, is with
“ me a great Matter of Doubte ; but it is not
“of Moment. When fo many Contempo-
“ raries coulde diftinguish the fancifulle from
“the fictitious, Plato’s Obje& coulde never
“ have beene to deceive. There is fomething
“higher in Art than grofs Imitation. He
“who attempteth it is always the leafte fuc-
“ cefsfull ; and his Failure hath the Odium of
“a difcovered Lie ; whercas, to give an avow-

“edlie
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« edlie fabulous Narrative a Confiftence within
“ itfelfe which permitts the Reader to be, for
 the Time, voluntarilie deceived, is as artfulle
“as it is allowable. Were I to conftrut a
“Tale, I woulde, as you fayd to Cecy, lie
“ with a Circumftance, but fhoulde confider it
““ noe Compliment to have my Unicorns and
¢ Hippogriffs taken for live Animals. Amicus
¢ Plato, amicus Socrates, magis tamen amica
 Veritas. Now, Plato had a. much higher
“ Aim than to give a very Pattern of Socrates
“ his fnub Nofe. He wanted a Peg to hang
“ his Thoughts upon ”

“A Peg? A Statue by Phidias,” inter-
rupts Erafmus.

“ A Statue by Phidias, to clothe in the
“moft beautiful Drapery,” fayth Father ;
“no Matter that the Drapery was his own,
“he wanted to fhow it to the beft Advan-
“ tage, and to the Honour rather than Preju-
“dice of the Statue. And, having clothed
“ the fame, he got a Spark of Prometheus his
« Fire, and made the aforefayd Statue walk
“and talk, to the Glory of Gods and Men,

“and




14

The Houfehold

“and fate himfelf quietlie down in a Corner.
« By the Way, Defiderius, why fhouldft thou
“ pot fubmitt thy Subtletie to the Rules of a
“Celloquy? Set Eckius and Martin. Luther
“by the Ears! Ha! Man, what Sport !
“ Heavens! if I were to compound a Tale or
“a Dialogue, what Crotchets and Quips of
“ mine own woulde I not putt into my Pup-
“ pets’ Mouths! and then have out my Laugh
“behind my Vizard, as when we ufed to a&
« Burlefques before Cardinall Morton. "What
“ rare Sporte we had, one Chriftmas, with a
“ Mummery we called the ¢ Triall of Feaft-
“‘ing!" Dinner and Supper were broughte up
“ before my Lord Chief Juflice, charged with
““ Murder. Theire Accomplices were Plum-
“ pudding, Mince-pye, Surfeit, Drunkennefs,
“and suchlike. Being condemned to hang
“by the Neck, I, who was Supper, ftuft out
“with I cannot tell you how manie Pillows,
““began to call luftilie for a Conteflor; and,
“on his ftepping forthe, commen& a Lift of
“all the Fitts, Convulfions, Spafims, Payns in
““ the Head, and fo forthe, I had infliGed on

“ this
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“ this one and t’other. ¢Alas! good Father,’
«fays I, ‘King John layd his Death at my
“ < Door ;—indeede, there’s fcarce a royall or
“ < noble Houfe that hath not a Charge agaynft
““me; and I'm forelie afrayd’ (giving a Poke
“ at a fat Prieft that fate at my Lord Cardinall's
« Elbow) ‘I shall have the Death of that holy
< Man to anfwer for.””’

Erafmus laughed, and fayd, “Did I ever
“tell you of the Retort of Willibald Pirk-
“ heimer ? A Monk, hearing him praife me
“fomewhat lavifhly to another, could not
““ avoid expreffing by his Looks great Difguft
“and Diffatisfation ; and, on being afkt
“whence they arofe, confeft he could not,
“with Patience, heare the Commendation
“of a Man foe notorioufly fond of eating
“ Fowls. <Does he fteal them?’ fays Pirk-
“ heimer. ©Surely no,’ fays the Monk. ¢ Why,
“ “then,” quoth Willibald, ‘I know of a Fox
“‘who is ten times the greater Rogue; for,
“ “look you, he helps himfelf to many a tat
< Hen from my Rooft without ever offering
“‘to pay me. But tell me now, dear Father,

‘(‘is
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“ ¢ s it then a Sin to eat Fowls?' ¢ Moft affu-
« < redlie it is,” fays the Monk, ¢ if you indulge
“ ¢in them to Gluttony.” ‘Ah! if, if " quoth
¢ Pirkheimer. ©If ftands ftiff, as the Lacede-
“ < monians told Philip of Macedon; and ’tis
““ not by eating Bread alone, my dear Father,
“‘you have acquired that huge Paunch of
“‘yours. I fancy, if all the fat Fowls that
“ ¢ have gone into it could raife theire Voices
“¢and cackle at once, they woulde make
“¢Noife enow to drown the Drums and
“ ¢ Trumpets of an Army.” Well may Luther
“fay,” continued Erafmus, laughing, * that
“theire fafting is eafier to them than our
‘¢ eating to us; feeing that every Man Jack of
“ them hath to his Evening Meal two Quarts
“ of Beer, a Quart of Wine, and as manie as
“he can eat of Spice Cakes, the better to
“relith his Drink. While I . . . ’tis true my
“ Stomach is Lutheran, but my Heart is Ca-
“ tholic; that’s as Heaven made me, and I'll
“be judged by you alle, whether I am not as
“ thin as a Weafel.”

"Twas now growing dufk, and Cecy's tame
Hares
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Hares were juft beginning to be on the alert,
tkipping acrofs our Path, as we returned to-
wards the Houfe, jumping over one another,
and rayfing 'emfelves on theire hind Legs to
folicitt our Notice. Erafmus was amufed at
theire Gambols, and at our making them beg
for Vine-tendrils ; and Father told him there
was hardlie a Member of the Houfeholde who
had not a dumb Pet of fome Sort. “I en-
“ courage the Tafte in them,” he fayd, ““ not
“onlie becaufe it fofters Humanitie and
¢ affords harmlefle Recreation, but becaufe it
‘ promotes Habitts of Forethoughte and Re-
« gularitie. No Child or Servant of mine
““ hath Liberty to adopt a Pet which he is too
“lazy or nice to attend to himfelf. A little

| “ Management may enable even a young

“ Gentlewoman to do this, without foyling
“her Hands; and to negleckt giving them
« proper Food at proper Times entayls a Dif-
« grace of which everie one of ‘em would be
«athamed. But, hark! there is the Vefper-
“ bell.”
As we pafled under a Pear-tree, Erafmus
c told
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told us, with much Drollerie, of a Piece ¢
boyith Mifchief of his,—the Theft of fom
Pears off a particular Tree, the Fruit of whic]
the Superior of his Convent had meant t
referve to himfelf. One Morning, Erafmu.
had climbed the Tree, and was feafting to hi
great Content, when he was aware of the
Superior apptoaching to catch him in the
Fa&; foe, quickly flid down to the Ground,
and made off in the oppofite Direétion, limp-
ing as he went. The Malice of this A& con-
fifted in its being the Counterfeit of the Gait
of a poor lame Lay Brother, who was, in fa&,
fmartlie punitht for Ergfmus his Mifdeede.
Our Friend mentioned this with a Kinde of
Remorfe, and obferved to my Father,— Men
“Jaugh at the Sins of young People and little
 Children, as if they were little Sins; albeit,
“ the Robbery of an Apple or Cherry-orchard
“is as much a breaking of the Eighth Com-
“mandment as the ftealing of a Leg of
“ Mutton from a Butcher’s Stall, and ofttimes
“ with far les Excufe. Our Church tells us,
““ indeede, of Venial Sins, fuch as the Theft of

“an
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“an Apple or a Pin; but, I think,” (looking
hard at Cecilie and Jack,) “even the youngeft
““among us could tell how much Sin and
“ Sorrow was brought into the World by
« ftealing an Apple.”

At Bedtime, Befs and I did agree in wifh-
ing that alle learned Men were as apt to unite
Pleafure with Profit in theire Talk as Erafmus.
There be {fome that can write after the Fafhion
of Paul, and others preach like unto Apollos;
but this, methinketh, is fcattering Seed by the
Wayfide, like the Great Sower.

"Tis fingular, the Love that Jack and Cecy
have for one another; it refembleth that of
Twins. Jack is not forward at his Booke ; on
the other Hand, he hath a Refolution of Cha-
raQer which Cecy altogether wants. Laft
Night, when Erafmus fpake of Children’s
Sins, I obferved her fqueeze Jack's Hand with
alle her Mighte. Iknow what the was think-
ing of. Having bothe beene forbidden to
approach a favourite Part of the River Bank
which had given way from too much Ufe,

one

Tuesday.
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one or the other of ’em tranfgrefled, as was
proven by the fmalle Footprints in the Mud,
as well as by a Nofegay of Flowers, that grow
not, fave by the River; to wit, Purple Loofe-
ftrife, Cream-and-codlins, Scorpion-grafs, Water
Plantain, and the like. Neither of ’em woulde
confefle, and Jack was, therefore, fentenced to
be whipt. As he walked off with Mr. Drew,
I obferved Cecy turn foe pale, that I whif-
pered Father 1 was certayn fhe was guilty.
He made Anfwer, “ Never mind, we cannot
“beat a Girl, and "twill anfwer the fame Pur-
“pofe ; in flogging him, we flog both.” Jack
bore the firfte Stripe or two, I fuppofe, well
enow, but at lengthe we hearde him'cry out,
on which Cecy coulde not forbeare to doe the
fame, and then ftopt bothe her Ears. I ex-
pe&ted everie Moment to heare her fay, « Fa-
“ther, "twas I ;" but no, {he had not Courage
for that; onlie, when Jack came forthe all
fmirched with Tears, {he put her Arm about
his Neck, and they walked off together into
the Nuttery. Since that Hour, the hath beene
more devoted to him than ever, if poffible ;

and
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and he, Boy-like, finds Satistaltion in making
her his little Slave. But the Beauty lay in
my Father’s Improvement of the Circum-
ftance. Taking Cecy on his Knee that Even-
ing, (for {he was not oftenfiblie in Difgrace,)
he beganne to talk of Atonement and Me-
diation for Sin, and who it was that bare our
Sins for us on the Tree. ’Tis thus he turns
the daylie Accidents of our quiet Lives into
Leflons of deepe Import, not Pedanticallie
delivered, ex cathedrd, but welling forthe from
a full and freth Mind.

This Morn I had rifen before Dawn, being
minded to meditate on fundrie Matters before
Befs was up and doing, fhe being given to
much Talk during her drefling, and made my
Way to the Payilion, where, methought, I
'fhould be quiet enow; but, beholde ! Father
and Erafmus were there before me, in fluent
and earnefte Difcourfe. I would have with-
drawne, but Father, without intetrupting his
Sentence, puts his Arm rounde me, and draw-
eth me to him ; foe there I fit, my Head on’s
Sheulder, and mine Eyes on Erafmus his Face.

From
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From much they fpake, and othermuch I
guefled, they had beene converfing on the
prefent State of the Church, and how greatlie
it needed Renovation. ‘
Erafmus fayd, the Vices of the Clergy and
Ignorance of the Vulgar had now come to a
Poynt, at the which a Remedie muft be
founde, or the whole Fabric would falle to
Pieces.

—Sayd, the Revival of Learning feemed
appoynted by Heaven for fome greate Purpofe,
‘twas difficulte to fay how greate.

—Spake of the new Art of Printing, and
its poffible Confequents.

—Of the a@ive and fertile Minds at pre-
fent turning up new Ground, and ferreting
out old Abufes.

—Of the Abufe of Monachifm, and of the
evil Lives of Conventualls. In fpecial, of the
Fanaticifm and Hypocrifie of the Dominicans.

—Confidered the Evills of the Times fuch,
as that Societie muft fhortlie, by a vigorous
Effort, thake 'em off.

—Wondered at the Patience of the Laitie

for
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for foe many Generations, but thoughte 'em
now waking from theire Sleepe. The People
had of late begunne to know theire phyfickall
Power, and to chafe at the Weighte of theire
Yoke.

—Thoughte the Doérine of Indulgences
altogether bad and falfe.

Father fayd, that the graduallie increaft
Severitie of Church Discipline concerning
minor Offences had become fuch as to render
Indulgences the needfulle Remedie. for Bur-
thens too heavie to be borne.—Condemned
a Draconic Code, that vifitted even Sins of
Difcipline with the extream Penaltie. Quoted
how ill fuch exceflive Severitie anfwered in
our owne Land, with regard to the Civill
Law; twenty Thieves oft hanging together
on the fame Gibbet, yet Robberie noe Whit
abated.

Othermuch to fame Purport, the which,
if alle fet downe, woulde too foon fill my
Libellus. At length, unwillinglie brake off,
when the Bell rang us to Matins.

At Breakfafte, William and Rupert were

earnefte
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earnefte with my Father to let 'em row him
to Wefiminfier, which he was difinclined to,
as he was for more Speede, and had promifed
Erafmus an earlie Cafte to Lambeth; how-
beit, he confented that they fhould pull us
up to Putney in the Evening, and William
fhould have the Stroke-oar. Erafmus fayd,
he muft thank the Archbifhop for his Prefent
of a Horfe; “tho’ I'm full faine,” he ob-
ferved, “to believe it a Changeling. He is
“idle and gluttonifh, as thin as a Wafp, and
“as ugly as Sin. Such a Horfe, and fuch a
“Rider!”

In the Evening #ill and Rupert had made
‘emfelves fpruce enow, with Nofegays and
Ribbons, and we tooke Water bravelie ;—
John Harris in the Stern, playing the Re-
corder. We had the fix-oared Barge; and
when Rupert Allington was tired of pulling,
Mr. Clement tooke his Qar; and when he
wearied, John Harris gave over playing the
Pipe; but William and Mr. Gunnel never
flagged.

Ergfmus was full of his Vifitt to the Arch-

bifhop,




of Sir Thos. More.

25

bifhop, who, as ufuall, I think, had given him
fome Money.

“We fate down two Hundred to Table,”
fayth he; “ there was Fifh, Flefh, and Fowl;
“but Wareham onlie played with his Knife,
“and drank noe Wine. He was very cheer-
“fulle and acceffible; he knows not what
“ Pride is ; and yet, of how much mighte he
“be proude! What Genius! what Erudi-
“tion! what Kindnefle and Modefty! From
“ Wareham, who ever departed in Sorrow?"

Landing at Fulham, we had a brage Ramble
thro’ the Meadows. Erafmus, noting the
poor Children a gathering the Dandelion and
Milk-thiftle for the Herb-market, was avifed
to fpeak of forayn Herbes and theire Ufes,
bothe for Food and Medicine.

“ For me,” fays Father, “ there is manie a
“Plant I entertayn in my Garden and Pad-
“ dock which the Faftidious woulde caft forthe.
“] like to teache my Children the Ufes of
““ common Things—to know, for Inftance, the
“Ufes of the Flowers and Weeds that grow
“in our Fields and Hedges. Manie a poor

“Knave's
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« Knave ’s Pottage would be improved, if he
“ were fkilled in the Properties of the Bur-
“dock and Purple Orchis, Lady’s-fmock,
¢ Brook-lime, and Old Man’s Pepper. The
““ Roots of Wild Succory and Water Arrow-
“ head mighte agreeablie change his Lenten
“ Diet; and Glaffwort afford him a Pickle for
“ his Mouthfulle of Salt-meat. Then, there
“are Crefles and Wqod-forrel to his Break-
“faft, and Salep for his hot evening Mefs.
“ For his Medicine, there is Herb-twopence,
« that will cure a hundred Ills; Camomile, to
«lull a raging Tooth ; and the Juice of But-
« tercup to clear his Head by fneezing. Ver-
“vain cureth Ague; and Crowfoot affords
“ the leafte painfulle of Blifters. St. 4nthony'’s
« Turnip is an Emetic; Goofe-grafs fweetens
« the Blood ; Woodruffe is good for the Liver;
¢« and Bindweed hath nigh as much Virtue as
“the forayn Scammony. Pimpernel pro-
 moteth Laughter; and Poppy, Sleep; Thyme
« giveth pleafant Dreams; and an Athen
“ Branch drives evil Spirits from the Pillow.
“ As for Rofemarie, I lett it run alle over my

“ Garden
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““ Garden Walls, not onlie becaufe my Bees
¢ love it, but becaufe 'tis the Herb facred to
‘ Remembrance, and, therefore, to Friend-
< thip, whence a Sprig of it hath a dumb
“ Language that maketh it the chofen Em-
“blem at our Funeral Wakes, and in our
¢ Buriall Grounds. Howbeit, I am a School-
“boy prating in Prefence of his Mafter, for
““ here is Jokn Clement at my Elbow, who is

¢ the beft Botanift and Herbalift of us all.”
—Returning Home, the Youths being
warmed with rowing, and in high Spiritts,
did entertayn themfelves and us with manie
Jefts and Playings upon Words, fome of 'em
forced enow, yet provocative of Laughing.
Afterwards, Mr. Gunnel propofed Enigmas
and curious Queftions. Among others, he
woulde know which of the famous Women
of Greece or Rome we Maidens would re-
femble. Befs was for Cornelia, Daify for
Clelia, but 1 for Damo, Daughter of Pytha-
goras, which William Roper deemed ftupid
enow, and thoughte I mighte have found as
good a Daughter, that had not died a Maid.
Sayth
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Sayth Erafmus, with his fweet, inexpreffible
Smile, “ Now I will tell you, Lads and Laffes,
« what Manner of Man J woulde be, if I were
“not Erafmus. I woulde ftep back fome few
“Years of my Life, and be half-way 'twixt
“ thirty and forty ; I woulde be pious and pro-
“ founde enow for the Church, albeit noe
« Churchman ; I woulde have a blythe, flir-
“ring, Englith Wife, and half-a-dozen merrie
“Girls and Boys; an Englith Homeftead,
“ neither Hall nor Farm, but betweene both ;
“neare enow to the Citie for Convenience,
““ but away from its Noife. I woulde have a
“ Profeflion, that gave me fome Hours daylie
“of regular Bufinefle, that fhould let Men
“ know my Parts, and court me into Publick
“ Station, from which my Tafte made me
“ rather withdrawe. I woulde have fuch a
“ private Independence, as fhould enable me
“ to give and lend, rather than beg and bor-
“row. I woulde encourage Mirthe without
“ Buffoonerie, Eafe without Negligence ; my
“ Habitt and Table fhoulde be fimple; and
“ for my Looks, I woulde be neither tall nor

< {hort,




of Sir Thos. More.

29

¢ fhort, fat nor lean, rubicund nor fallow ; but

“of a fayr Skin with blue Eyes, brownith
“ Beard, and a Countenance engaging and
 attractive, foe that alle of my Companie
¢ coulde not choofe but love me.”

“ Why, then, you woulde be Father him-
“{elfe!” cries Cecy, clafping his Arm in bothe
her Hands with a Kind of Rapture; and,
indeede, the Portraiture was foe like, we
coulde not but fmile at the Refemblance.

Arrived at the Landing, Father protefted
he was wearie with his Ramble; and, his
Foot flipping, he wrenched his Ankle, and
fate for an Inftante on a Barrow, the which
one of the Men had left with his Garden-
tools, and before he coulde rife or cry out,
William, laughing, rolled him up to the
Houfe - door ; which, confidering Father's
Weight, was much for a Stripling to doe.
Father fayd the fame, and, laying his Hand
on Will's Shoulder with Kindnefle, cried,
“Blefs thee, my Boy, but I woulde not
““have thee overftrayned, like Biton and
¢ Clitobus.”

This
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Junezo,

This Morn, hinting to Befs that fhe was
lacing herfelfe too ftraitlie, the brifklie re-
plyed, “One woulde think ’twere as great
“ Meritt to have a thick Waifte as to be one
“ of the earlie Chriftians!”

Thefe humourous Retorts are ever at her
Tongue's End; and albeit, as Jacky one Day
angrilie remarked, when fhe had beene teazing
him, “ Befs, thy Witt is Stupidnefle;” yet,
for one who talks foe much at Random, no
one can be more keene when fhe choofeth.
Father fayd of her, half fondly, half apologe-
ticallie, to Erafmus, “ Her Witt hath a fine
“ Subtletie that eludes you almofte before
“you have Time to recognize it for what it
“really is.”” To which Erafmus readilie af-
fented, adding, that it had the rare Meritt of
playing les on Perfons than Things, and
never on bodilie Defes.

Hum!—I wonder if they ever fayd as
much in Favour of me. I know, indeede,
Erafmus calls me a forward Girl. Alas! that
may be taken in two Senfes.

Grievous Work, overnighte, with the churn-

ing.
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ing. Nought would perfuade Gillian but that
the Creame was bewitched by Gammer Gur-
ney, who was diffatisfyde laft Friday with
her Dole, and hobbled away mumping and
curfing. At alle Events, the Butter woulde
not come; but Mother was refolute not to
have foe much good Creame wafted, foe fent
for Befs and me, Daify, and Mercy Giggs, and
infifted on our churning in turn till the Butter
came, if we fate up alle Night for’t. 'Twas
a hard Saying, and mighte have hampered
her like as Jephtha his rath Vow. Howbeit,
foe foone as fhe had left us, we turned it into
a Frolick, and fang Chevy Chafe from End to
End, to beguile Time: ne’erthelefle, the Butter
woulde not come; foe then we grew fober,
and, at the Inftance of fweete Mercy, chaunted
the 119th Pfalme; and, by the Time we had
.| attained to * Lucerna Pedilus,” I hearde the
Buttermilk feparating and fplathing in righte
earnefte. 'Twas neare Midnighte, however,
and Daify had fallen afleep on the Drefler.
Gillian will ne’er be convinced but that our
Latin brake the Spell.

Erafmus
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21st.

Erafmus went to Rickmond this Morning
with Polus, (for foe he Latinizes Reginald
Pole, after his ufual Fafhion,) and fome other
of his Friends. On his Return, he made us
laugh at the following. They had clomb
the Hill, and were admiring the Profpe&,
when Pole, cafting his Eyes aloft, and begin-
ning to make fundrie Gefticulations, ex-
claimed, “ What is it I beholde? May
“Heaven avert the Omen!” with fuchlike
Exclamations, which raifed the Curiofitie of
alle. “Don’t you beholde,” cries he, “that
“ enormous Dragon flying through the Sky?
“ his Horns of Fire ? his curly Tail ?”

“No,” fays Erafmus, “ nothing like it.
““ The Sky is as cleare as unwritten Paper.”

Howbeit, he continued to affirme and to
ftare, untill at lengthe, one after another,
by dint of ftrayning theire Eyes and theire
Imaginations, did admitt, firft, that they faw
Something ; next, that it mighte be a Dragon;
and laft, that it was. Of courfe, on theire
Paflfage homeward, they could talk of little
elfe—fome made ferious Refle@ions; others,

philofophicall
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philofophicall Speculations; and Pole wag-
githly triumphed in having beene the Firfte
to difcerne the Spe&acle.

“And you trulie believe there was a
“Signe in the Heavens?” we enquired of
Erafmus.

“What know I?” returned he, fmiling;
“ you know, Confiantine faw a Crofs. Why
“ fhoulde Polus not fee a Dragon? We miuft
“judge by the Event. Perhaps its Miffion
“may be to fly away with him.. He fwore
“ to the curly Tail.”

How difficulte it is to difcerne the fuper-
natural from the incredible! We laughe at
Gillian’s Faith in our Latin; Erafmus laughs
at Polus his Dragon. Have we a righte to
believe noughte but what we can fee or prove ?
Nay, that will never doe. Father fays a Capa-
citie for reafoning increafeth a Capacitie for
believing. He believes there is fuch a Thing
as Witchcraft, though not that poore olde
Gammer Gurney is a Witch ; he believes that
Saints can work Miracles, though not in alle
the Marvels reported of the Canterbury Shrine.

D Had
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Had I beene Juftice of the Peace, like the
King's Grandmother, I woulde have beene
very jealous of Accufations of Witchcraft;
and have taken infinite Payns to fift out the
Caufes of Malice,Jealoufie, etc., which mighte
have wroughte with the poore olde Women's
Enemies. Holie Writ fayth, ““Thou fhalt not
« fuffer a Witch to live;”” but, queflionleffe,
manie have fuffered Hurte that were noe
Witches ; and for my Part, I have alwaies
helde ducking to be a very uncertayn as well
as very cruel Tefte.

I cannot helpe fmiling, whenever I think
of my Rencounter with William this Morn-
ing. Mr. Gunnel had fet me Homer's tire-
fome Lift of Ships; and, becaufe of the ex-
ceflive Heate within D(;ors, I took my Booke
into the Nuttery, to be beyonde the Wrath
of far-darting Pheelbus Apollo, where I clomb
into my favourite Filbert Seat. Anon comes
William through the Trees without feeing
me, and feats him at the Foot of my Filbert;
then, out with his Tablets, and, in a Pofture
I thould have called ftuddied, had he known

anie
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anie one within Sighte, falls a poetizing, I
queftion not. Having noe Mind to be inter-
rupted, I lett him be, thinking he woulde
foone exhauft the Vein; but a Caterpillar
dropping from the Leaves on to my Page, I
was fayn, for Mirthe-fake, to fhake it down
on his Tablets. As ill Luck would have it,
however, the little Reptile onlie fell arno;lg
his Curls; which foe took me at Vantage,
that I coulde not helpe haftilie crying, “1I
“beg your Pardon.” ’Twas worth a World
-to fee his Start! “Why!” cries he, looking
up, “are there indeede Hamadryades?" and
woulde have gallanted a little, but I bade him
hold down his Head, while that with a Twig
I fwitched off the Caterpillar. Neither coulde
forbeare laughing; and then he fued me to
ftep downe, but I was minded to abide where
I was. Howbeit, after a Minute’s Paufe, he
fayd, in a grave, kind Tone, ¢ Come, little
Wife ;” and taking mine Arm fteadilie in his
Hand, I loft my Balance, and was faine to
come down whether or noe. We walked for
fome Time jurta Fluvium; and he talked

not
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not badlie of his Travels, infomuch as I founde
there was really more in him than one woulde
think.

—Was there ever Aniething fee perverfe,
unluckie, and downrighte difagreeable? We
burried our Afternoone Tafks, to goe on the:
Water with my Father ; and, meaning to give
Mr. Gunnel my Latin Traduion, which is in
a Booke like unto this, I never knew he had
my Journalle infteade, untill that he burft out
a laughing. “ Soe this is the famous Libellus!”
quoth he. . . .. I never waited for another
Word, but fnatcht it out of his Hand; which
he, for foe firi@ a Man, bore well enow. I
do not believe he could have read a dozen
Lines, and they were towards the Beginning ;
but I thould hugelie like to know which dozen
Lines they were.

Hum! I have a Mind never to write an-
other Word. That will be punithing myfelfe,
though, infteade of Gunnel. And he bade me
not take it to Heart like the late Bithop of
Durham, to whom a like Accident befel,
which foe annoyed him that he died of Cha-

grin.
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grin. I will never again, howbeit, write Anie-
thing favouring ever foe little of Levitie or
Abfurditie. The Saints keepe me to it! And,
to know it from my Exercife Book, I will
henceforthe bind a blue Ribbon round it.
Furthermore, I will knit the fayd Ribbon in
foe clofe a Knot, that it fhall be worth no
one elfe’s Payns to pick it out. Laftlie, and
for entire Securitie, I will carry the Same in
my Pouch, which will hold bigger Matters
than this.

This Daye, at Dinner, Mr. Clement tooke
the Piftoller’s Place at the Reading-detk ; and,
infteade of continuing the Subjet in Hand,
read a Paraphrafe of the 103rde Pfalm; the
Faithfullnefle and elegant Turne of which
Ergfmus highlie commended, though he took
Exceptions to the Phrafe, “ Renewing thy
“Youth like that of the Pheenix,” whofe
fabulous Story he believed to have beene un-
knowne to the Pfalmift, and, therefore, how-
ever poeticall, unfitt to be introduced. A
deepe Bluth on fweet Mercy's Face ledd to

the

22nd.
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the Dete&ion of the Paraphraft, and drew on
her fome deferved Commendations. Erafmus,
turning to my Father, exclaymed with Anima-
tion, “I woulde call this Houfe the Academy
“of Plato, were it not Injuftice to compare it
“to a Place where the ufuall Difputations
“ concerning Figures and Numbers were onlie
“occafionallie interfperft with Difquifitions
“ concerning the moral Virtues.” Then, in a
graver Mood, he added, “One mighte envie
“you, but that your precious Privileges are
“bound up with foe paynfulle Anxieties.
“How manie Pledges have you given to
“ Fortune !’

“If my Children are to die out of the
“ Courfe of Nature, before theire Parents,”
Father firmly replyed, “I woulde rather they
“ died well-infiructed than ignorant.”

“You remind me,” rejoyns Erafmus, “ of
“ Phocion, whofe Wife, when he was aboute
“to drink the fatal Cup, exclaimed, ¢ Ah, my
“ Hufband! you die innocent!" ¢ And woulde
“‘you, my Wife,” he returned, ‘have me
“¢die guilty?’ "

Awhile
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Awhile after, Gonellus afkt leave to fee
Erafmus his Signet-ring, which he handed
down to him. In paffing it back, William,
who was occupyde- in carving a Crane,
handed it foe negligentlie that it felle to
the Ground. I never faw fuch a Face as
Erafimus made, when ’twas picked out from
the Rufhes! And yet, ours are renewed
almoft daylie, which manie think over nice.
He took it gingerlie in his faire, woman-
like Hands, and wathed and wiped it before
he put it on; which efcaped not my Step-
mother’s difpleafed Notice. Indeede, thefe
Dutchmen are fcrupulouflie cleane, though
Mother calls 'em {winifh, becaufe they will eat
raw Sallets; though, for that Matter, Father
loves Crefles and Ramps. She alfoe mif-
likes Erafmus for eating Cheefe and Butter
together with his Manchet; or what he
calls Boetram; and for being, generallie,
daintie at his Sizes, which fhe fayth is
an ill Example to foe manie young People,
and becometh not one with foe little
Money in's Purfe: howbeit, I "think 'tis

not
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not Nicetie, but a weak Stomach, which
makes him loathe our Salt-meat Commons
from Michaelmaffé to Eafier, and efchew
Fith of the coarfer Sort. He cannot break-
fafte on colde Milk, like Father, but liketh
Furmity, a little fpiced. At Dinner, he
pecks at, rather than eats, Ruffs and Reeves,
Lapwings, or anie fmalle Birds it may
chance; but “affe@s Sweets and Subtilties,
and loves a Cup of Wine or Ale, ftirred
with Rofemary. Father never toucheth the
Wine-cup but to grace a Gueft, and loves
Water from the Spring. We growing Girls
eat more than either; and Father fays he
loves to fee us flice away at the Cob-loaf;
it does him goode. What a kind Father
he is! I wifh my Step-mother were as kind !
I hate alle fneaping and fnubbing, flowting,
fleering, pinching, nipping, and fuch-like;
it onlie creates Refentment infteade of Peni-
tence, and lowers the Minde of either Partie.
Gillian throws a Rolling-pin at the Turn-
fpit's Head, and we call it low-life; but
we looke for fuch Unmannerlineffe in the

Kitchen.
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Kitchen. A Whip is onlie fit for Ti-
iphone.

As we rofe from Table, I noted Argus
pearcht on the Window-fill, eagerlie watch-
ing for his Dinner, which he looketh for
as punctuallie as if he could tell the Diall;
and to pleafe the good, patient Bird, till
the Scullion broughte him his Mefs of
Garden - ftuff, I fetched him fome Pulfe,
which he took from mine Hand, taking
good Heede not to hurt me with his fharp
Beak. While I was feeding him, Erafmus
came up, and atked me concerning Mercy
Giggs; and I tolde him how that the was
a friendlefle Orphan, to whom deare Father
afforded Prote&@ion and the run of the Houfe;
and tolde him of her Gratitude, her Meek-
nefl, her Patience, her Docilitie, her Apti-
tude for alle goode Works and Alms-deeds;
and how, in her little Chamber, fhe im-
proved eache {pare Moment in the Way of
Studdy and Prayer. He repeated, “Friend-
“lefle? fhe cannot be called Friendlefle,

“ who hath More for her Prote@or, and his
¢ Children
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« Children for Companions;” and then
woulde heare more of her Parents’ fad
Story. Alfoe, would hear fomewhat of Ru-
pert Allington, and how Father gained his
Lawfuit. Alf(;e of Daify, whofe Name he
tooke to be the true abbreviation for Mar-
garet; but I tolde him how that my Step-
fitter, and Mercy, and I, being all three of
a Name, and I being alwaies called Meg,
we had in Sport given one the Significative
of her chara&eriftic Virtue, and the other
that of the French Marguerite, which may
indeede be rendered either Pearl or Daify.
And Chaucer, fpeaking of our Englith Daify,
faith

“ Si douce ¢ft la Marguerite.”

Since the little Wifdom I have Capacitie
to acquire, foe oft gives me the Headache to
Diftra&tion, I marvel not at Jupiter's Payn in
his Head, when the Goddefs of Wifdom
fprang therefrom full growne.

This Morn, to quiet the Payn brought on

by
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by too bufie Application, Mr. Gunnel would
have me clofe my Book, and ramble forth with
Cecy into the Fields. We firolled towards
Walham Greene; and fhe was feeking for
Shepherd’s Purfes and Shepherd’s Needles,
when fhe came running back to me, looking
rather pale. I aftkt what had fcared her, and
fhe made anfwer that Gammer Gurney was
coming along the Hedge. I bade her fet
afide her Feares; and anon we came up with
Gammer, who was pulling at the purple Blof-
foms of the Deadly Nightfhade. I fayd,
“ Gammer, to what Purpofe gather that Weed?
““ knowett not 'tis Evill?”

She fayth, mumbling, “ What Gop hath
¢ created, that call not thou Evill.”

“Well, but,” quo’ I, “’tis Poifon.”

“ Aye, and Medicine too,” returns Gammer.
1 wonder what we poor Souls might come
“to, if we tooke Nowt for our Ails and
« Aches but what we could buy o' the
“ Potticary. We've got noe Dr. Clement, we
“ poor Folks, to be our Leech o' the Houfe-
“hold.”

“ But
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“But haft no Feare,” quo’ I, “of an
“ Over-dofe ?"'

“There’s manie a Dofor,” fayth fhe,
with an unpleafant Leer, “that hath given
“ that at firft. In Time he gets his Hand in;
“and I've had a Plenty o' Pradtice—Thanks
“to Self and Sifter.”

“I knew not,” quoth I, “ that thou hadft a
“ Sifter.”

“ How fhould ye, Miftrefs,” returns the,
thortlie, “when ye never comes nigh us?
“We've grubbed on together this many a
“Year.”

“'Tis foe far,” I returned, half athamed.

““ Why, foe it be,” anfwers Gammer; “far
“ from Neighbours, far from Church, and far
“from Prieft: howbeit, my old Legs carries
“me to your Houfe o’ Fridays; but I know
“not whether I fhall e’er come agayn—the
“ Rye Bread was foe hard laft Time: it may
“{erve for young Teeth, and for them as has
“ got none; but mine, you fee, are onlie on
“ the goe;"" and the opened her Mouth with a
ghattlie Smile. “’Tis not,” the added, “that

“I'm
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“I'm ungratefulle; but thou fees, Miftrefs,
“I really can’t eat Crufts.”

After a Moment, I afked, “Where lies
“ your Dwelling ?”*

“ Out by yonder,” quoth fhe, pointing to a
thapelefs Mafs like a huge Bird’s Neft in the
Corner of the Field. ¢“There bides poor
« Joan and I. Wilt come and looke within,
“ Miftrefs, and fee how a Chriftian can
“die?”

I mutelie complyed, in fpite of Cecy’s pul-
ling at my Skirts. Arrived at the wretched
Abode, which had a Hole for its Chimney,
and another for Door at once and Window, 1
found, fitting in a Corner, propped on a Heap
of Rufhes, dried Leaves, and olde Rags, an
aged fick Woman, who feemed to have but a
little While to live. A Mug of Water ftoode
within her Reach; I faw none other Suften-
ance; but, in her Vifage, oh, fuch Peace!
. . . . Whifpers Gammer with an awfulle
Look, “ She fees '’em now!”

“ Sees who?”’ quoth I.

“Why, Angels in two long Rows, afore

“the
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« the Throne of Gop, a bending of them
« felves, this Way, with theire Faces to th
¢ Earth, and Arms ftretched out afore em.”

“ Hath fhe feene a Prieft?”’ quoth I.

“Loxrp love ye,” returns Gammer, “ whai
“coulde a Prieft doe for her? She’s ir
« Heaven alreadie. I doubte if fhe can
“heare me.” And then, in a loud, diftiné
Voyce, quite free from her ufuall Mumping,
the beganne to recite in Engli/h, « Blefled
“is every one that feareth the Lorp, and
“walketh in his Ways,” etc.; which the
dying Woman hearde, although alreadie
fpeechlefle ; and reaching out her feeble Arm
unto her Sifter's Neck, the dragged it down
till theire Faces touched; and then, looking
up, pointed at Somewhat the aimed to make
her fee . . . and we alle looked up, but
faw Noughte. Howbeit, the pointed up
three feverall Times, and lay, as it were,
transfigured before us, a gazing at fome
tranfporting Sighte, and ever and anon
turning on her Sifter Looks of Love; and,
the While we floode thus agaze, her Spiritt

pafled
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paffled away without even a Thrill or a
Shudder. Cecy and I beganne to weepe;
and, after a While, fos did Gammer; then,
putting us forthe, the fayd, “ Goe, Children,
“goe; 'tis noe goode crying; and yet I'm
« thankfulle to ye for your Teares.”

I fayd, “Is there Aught we can doe for
“ Thee?"

She made Anfwer, “ Perhaps you can give
“ me Tuppence, Miftrefs, to lay on her poor
“ Eyelids, and keep 'em down. Blefs ’ee,
“blefs 'ee! You're like the good Samaritan
“ —he pulled out Two-pence. And maybe,
“if I come to 'ee To-morrow, you'll give
“me a Lapfulle of Rofemarie, to lay on
“her poor Corpfe. .. .. I know you've
““Plenty. Gop be with ’ee, Children; and
“be fure ye mind how a Chriftian can
«“ die.”

Soe we left, and came Home fober enow.
Cecy fayth, “To die is not foe fearfulle,
« Meg, as I thoughte ; but fhoulde you fancy
« dying without a Priet? I fhoulde not;
«and yet Gammer fayd fhe wanted not one.

“ Howbeit,
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““ Howbeit, for certayn, Gammer Gurney is
“noe Witch, or the woulde not foe prayfe
“ Gop.” .

To conclude, Fatker, on hearing Alle, hath
given Gammer more than enow for her pre-
fent Needes; and Cecy and I are the Al-
moners of his Mercy.

Yeflernighte, being St. Jokn's Eve, we
went into Town to fee the muftering of the
Watch. Mr. Raflall had fecured us a Win-
dow oppofite the King’s Head, in Chepe,
where theire Majeftys went in State to fee
the Show. The Streets were a Marvell to
fee, being like unto a Continuation of fayr
Bowres or Arbours, garlanded acroffe and
over the Doors with greene Birch, long
Fennel, Orpin, St.Jokn's Wort, white Lilies,
and fuch like; with innumerable Candles
interfperft, the which, being lit up as foone
as 'twas Dutk, made the Whole look like
enchanted Land; while, at the fame Time,
the leaping over Bon-fires commenced, and
produced Shouts of Laughter. The Youths

woulde
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woulde have had Father goe downe and joyn
‘em ; Rupert, {peciallie, begged him hard, but
he put him off with, “ Sirrah, you Goofe-
“ cap, doft think ’twoulde befitt the Judge
“ of the Sheriffs' Caurt ?”

At length, to the Sound of Trumpets,
came marching up Cheapfide two Thoufand
of the Watch, in white Fuftian, with the
City Badge; and feven hundred Creflet
Bearers, eache with his Fellow to fupplie
him with Oyl, and making, with theire
flaring Lights, the Night as cleare as Daye.
After ’em, the Morris-dancers and City
Waites; the Lord Mayor on horfeback, very
fine, with his Giants and Pageants; and the
Sheriff and his Watch, and his Giants and
Pageants. The Streets very uproarious on our
Way back to the Barge, but the homeward
Paffage delicious ; the nighte Ayre cool; and
the Stars fhining brightlie. Father and Eraf-
mus had fome aftronomick Talk; howbeit, |
methoughte Erafmus lefs familiar with the
heavenlie Bodies than Father is. Afterwards
they fpake of the Kihg, but not over-freelie,

E by
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by reafon of the Bargemen overhearing.
Thence, to the ever-vext Queftion of Martin
Luther, of whome Erafmus fpake in Terms
of earnefte, yet qualifyde Prayfe.

«“If Luther be innocent,” quoth he, “I
“woulde not run him down by a wicked
“ Fattion ; if he be in Error, I woulde rather
“have ' him reclaymed than deftroyed; for
“this is moft agreeable to the dofirines of
“our deare Lord and Mafter, who woulde
““not bruife the broken Reede, nor quenche
“ the fmoking Flax.” And much more to
fame Purpofe.

We younger Folks felle to choofing our
favourite Mottoes and Devices, in which the
Elders at length joyned us. Mother's was
loyal — “ Cleave to the Crown, though it
‘““hang on a Buth.” Ergfimus's pithie—* Fef-
“ tina lente.” William fayd he was indebted
for his to St. Paul—“1 feeke not yours, but
“you.” For me, I quoted one I had feene
in an olde Countrie Church, *“ Mieux étre

“que paroltre,” which pleafed Father and
Erafmus much.

Poor




of Sir Thos. More.

51

Poor Erafmus caughte Colde on the Water
laft Nighte, and keeps Houfe to-daye, taking
warm Pofletts. 'Tis my Week of Houfekeep-
ing under Mother’s Guidance, and I never
had more Pleafure in it; delighting to fuit his
Tafte in fweete Things, which, methinks,
all Men like. I have enow of Time left
for Studdy, when alle’s done.

He hathe beene the beft Part of the
Morning in our Academia, looking over
Books and Manufcripts, taking Notes of
fome, difcourfing with Mr. Gunnel on others;
and, in fome Sorte, interrupting our Morn-
ing’s Work; but how pleafantlie! Befides,
as Father fayth, “Varietie is not always
« Interruption. That which occafionallie lets
“and hinders our accuftomed Studdies, may
“prove to the ingenious noe lefs profitable
“ than theire Studdies themfelves.”

They beganne with difcuffing the Pro-
nunciation of Latin and Greek, on which
Ergfmus differeth much from us, though
he holds to our Pronunciation of the Theta.
Thence, to the abfurde Partie of the Cice-

ronians
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ronians now in Italie, who will admit noe
Author fave Tully to be read nor quoted,
nor any Word not in his Writings to be
ufed. Thence to the Latinitie of the Fathers,
of whofe Style he fpake flightlie enow, but
rated Jerome above Auguftine. At length,
to his Greek and Latin Tefiament, of late
iffuied from the Prefle, and the incredible
Labour it hath coft him to make it as
perfe@ as poflible: on this Subjeét he foe
warmed, that Befs and I liftened with faf-
pended Breath. ¢ May it pleafe Gobp,” fayth
he, knitting ferventlie his Hands, “to make
“it a Blefling to all Chriftendom! I looke
“for noe other Reward. Scholars and Be-
“lievers yet unborn may have Reafon to
“ thank, and yet may forget, Erafmus.” He
then went on to explain to Gunnmel what
he had much felt in want of, and hoped fome
Scholar might yet undertake; to wit, a fort
of Index Bibliorum, fhowing in how manie
Paflages of Holy Writ occurreth anie given
Word, etc.; and he e'en propofed it to
Gunnel, faying, 'twas onlie the - Work of

Patience
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Patience and Induftry, and mighte be layd
afide, and refumed as Océaﬁon offered, and
completed at Leifure, to the great Thank-
fulnefle of Scholars. But Gunnel onlie fmiled
and fhooke his Head. Howbeit, Erafmus
fet forthe his Scheme foe playnlie, that I,
having a Pen in Hand, did privilie note
downe alle the Heads of the fame, think-
ing, if none elfe woulde undertake it, why
fhould not I? fince Leifure and Induftrie
were alone required, and fince ’twoulde
be foe acceptable to manie, 'fpeciallie to
Erafmus.

Hearde Mother fay to Barbara, ““Be fure
“ the Sirloin is well bafted for the King’s
“Phyfician;” which avifed me that Dr.
Linacre was expe@ed. In Truth, he re-
turned with Father in the Barge; and they
tooke a Turn on the River Bank before
fitting downe to Table. I noted them from
my Lattice; and anon, Father, beckoning
me, cries, “ Child, bring out my favourite
“ Treatyfe on Fifthynge, printed by Wynkyn

“de

June 29.
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“de Worde; 1 muft give the Doftor my
“loved Paffage.”

Joyning 'em with the Booke, I found
Father telling him of the Roach, Dace,
Chub, Barbel, etc., we oft catch oppofite
the Church; and haflilie turning over the
Leaves, he beginneth with Un&ion to read
the Paflage enfuing, which I love to the
full as much as he :— ,

He obferveth, if the Angler’s Sport fhoulde
fail him, “he at the beft hathe his holfom
““ Walk and mery at his Eafe, a fwete Ayre of
“ the fwete Savour of the Meade of Flowers,
“ that maketh him hungry; he heareth the
“ melodious Harmonie of Fowles; he feeth
“the young Swans, Herons, Ducks, Cotes,
““and manie other Fowles, with theire
“ Broods, which me. feemeth better than
“alle the Noife of Hounds, Faukenors, and
“Fowlers can make. And if the Angler
 take Fyfihe, then there is noe Man merrier
“than he is in his Spryte.” And, “Ye
“fhall not ufe this forefaid crafty Difporte
“for no covetylnefle in the encreafing and

“ {paring
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“ fparing of your Money onlie, but prynci-
“ pallie for your Solace, and to caufe the
“ Health of your Bodie, and fpeciallie of
“your Soule; for when ye purpofe to goe
“on your Difportes of Fyffhynge, ye will
““not defire greatlie manie Perfons with you,
“ which woulde lett you of your Game.
“ And thenne ye may ferve Gop devoutlie,
“in faying affectuouflie your cuftomable
“ Prayer; and thus doing, ye fhall efchew
“ and voyd manie Vices.” :

« Angling is itfelfe a Vice,” cries Erafmus,
from the Threfholde; “for my Part, I will
“fith none, fave and except for pickled
“ Oyfters.”

“In the Regions below,” anfwers Father;
and then laughinglie tells Linacre of his firfte
Dialogue with Erafmus, who had beene feaft-
ing in my Lord Mayor's Cellar :—* ¢ Whence
“<come you?' ‘From below.” ¢ What were
« < they about there?’ ¢Eating live Opyfters,
“ < and drinking out of leather Jacks.’ ¢ Either
““you are Erafmus, etc. °Either you are
¢ More or Nothing.’ "

“ ¢ Neither
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¢ Neither more nor lefs, you fhould have

| ““rejoyned,” fayth the Door.

“ How I wifh I had!” fays Father; “don't

| “ torment me with a Jeft I mighte have made
| “ and did not make ; 'fpeciallie to put downe
| “ Erafmus.”

“ Concedo nulli,” fayth Erafmus.
““Why are you fo lazy ?” atks Linacre; 1

““am fure you can fpeak Engly/h if you will.”

““ Soe far from it,” fayth Erafmus, that I
“ made my Incapacitie an Excufe for declining
“an Englifh ReCory. Albeit, you know how
“ Wareham requited me; faying, in his kind,
“ generous Way, I ferved the Church more
“by my Pen than I coulde by preaching Ser-
““mons in a countrie Village.”

Sayth Linacre, “ The Archbifhop hath made
“ another Remark, as much to the Purpofe :
“to wit, that he has received from you the

| «“ Immortalitie which Emperors and Kings
|  cannot beftow.”

“They cannot even bid a fmoking Sirloin

1« retain its Heat an Hour after it hath left the

“Fire,” fayth Father. “Tilly-vally! as my
“ good
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“ good Alice fays,—let us remember the uni-
“ verfal Doom, ¢ Fruges confumere nati, and
“ philofophize over our Ale and Bracket.”

“ Not Camlridge Ale, neither,” fayth Eraf-
mus.

“ Will you never forget that unlucky Beve-
“rage?” fayth Father. *“Why, Man, think
““how manie poor Scholars there be, that con-
“ tent themfelves, as I have hearde one of St.
« John's declare, with a penny Piece of Beef
“amongft four, ftewed into Pottage with a
“Jittle Salt and Oatmeal; and that after faft-
“ ing from four o'clock in the Morning! Say
“ Grace for us this Daye, Erafmus, with goode
“ Heart.”

At Table, Difcourfe flowed foe thicke and
fafte that I mighte aim in vayn to chronicle
it—and why fhoulde I? dwelling as I doe at
the Fountayn Head? Onlie that I finde Plea-
fare, alreadie, in glancing over the foregoing
Pages whenfoever they concern Father and
Erafmus, and wifh they were more faithfullie
recalled and better writ. One Thing fticks
by me,—a funny Reply of Father's to a Man

who
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who owed him Money, and who put him off
with “ Memento Morieris.”” “ I bid you,”. re-
torted Father, “ Memento Mori Aris; and I
“ with you woulde take as goode Care to pro-
“vide for the one as I do for the other.”
Linacre laughed much at this, and fayd,—
“That was real Wit; a Spark ftruck at the
““ Moment ; and with noe Ill-nature in it, for
“I am fure your Debtor coulde not help
“ laughing.” :
“ Not he,” quoth Erafmus. “More's Drol-
“lerie is like that of a young Gentlewoman
* of his Name, which fhines without burning,”
....and, oddlie enow, he looked acroffe at
me. I am fure he meant Befs.

Father broughte home a firange Gueft to-
daye,—a converted Jew, with grizzlie Beard,
furred Gown, and Eyes that thone like Lamps
lit in dark Cavernes. He had beene to Ben-
marine and Tremegen, to the Holie Citie and
to Damafcus, to Urmia and Affiria, and I
think alle over the knowne World; and tolde
us manie ftrange Tales, one hardlie knew how

to
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to believe; as, for Example, of a Sea-coaft | .

Tribe, called the Balouches, who live on Fifh,
and build theire Dwellings of the Bones.
Alfoe, of a Race of his Countriemen beyond
Euphrates who believe in Chrift, but know
Nothing of the Pope; and of whom were the
Magians that followed the Star. This agreeth
not with our Legend. He averred that,
though foe far apart from theire Brethren,
theire Speech was the fame, and even theire
Songs; and he fang or chaunted one which
he fayd was common among the Jews alle
over the World, and had beene foe ever fince
theire Citie was ruinated and the People cap-
tivated, and yet it was never fett down in
Prick-fong.  Erafmus, who knows little or
nought of Helrew, liftened to the Words with
Curiofitie, and made him repeate them twice
or thrice: and though I know not the Cha-
rader, it feemed to me they founded thus : —

Adir Hu yivne bethcha beccaro,
El, b'ne; El, U'ne; El, U'ne;
Bethcha beccaro.
Though
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"Though Chriftianith, he woulde not eat
Pig’s Face; and fayd Swine's Fleth was for-
bidden by the Hebrew Law for its Unwhole-
fomenefle in hot Countries and hot Weather,
rather than by Way of arbitrarie Prohibition.
Daify took a great Diflike to this Man, and
woulde not fit next him.

In the Hay-field alle the Evening. Swathed
Father in a Hay-rope, and made him pay the
Fine, which he pretended to refift. Cecy was
juft about to caft one round Erafmus, when
her Heart failed, and the ran away, colouring
to the Eyes. He fayd, he never faw fuch
pretty Shame. Father reclining on the Hay,
with his Head on my Lap, and his Eyes (hut,
Befs atkt if he were afleep. He made
Anfwer, “ Yes, and dreaming.” I atkt, “ Of
“what?” “Of a far-off future Daye, Meg;
“when thou and I fhall looke back on this
“ Hour, and this Hay-field, and my Head on
“ thy Lap.”

“Nay, but what a ftupid Dream, Mr.
“ More,” fays Mother. “Why, what woulde
“you dreame of, Mrs. Alwce?’ “ Forfooth, if

(‘I
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I dreamed at alle, when I was wide awake,
it fhoulde be of being Lord Chancellor at
““ the leafte.” ““Well, Wife, I forgive thee
“ for not faying at the mofi.e Lord Chancellor,
“quotha! And you woulde be Dame Alice,
“I trow, and ride in a Whirlecote, and keep
“a Spani/k Jennet, and a Couple of Grey-
« hounds, and wear a Train before and behind,
“and carry a Jerfalcon on your Fift.” “On
“my Writ.” No, that’s not fuch a pretty
“Word as t'other! Go to, go!”

Straying from the others, to a remote
Corner of the Meadow, or ever I was. aware,
I came clofe upon Gammer Gurney, holding
Somewhat with much Care. “Give ye
“good Den, Miftrefs Meg,” quoth fhe. «“I
““ cannot abear to. rob the Birds of theire
| “Nefts; but I knows you and yours be
“kind to dumb Creatures, foe here's a
“ Neft o’ young Owzels for ye—and I can’t
“eall 'em dumb nowther, for they’ll fing
“ bravelie fome o’ thefe Days.” “ How haft
“ fared of late, Gammer ?”’ quoth I. “Why,
““ well enow for fuch as I,” the made Anfwer;

“ fince
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“fince I loft the Ufe o’ my right Hand, I
“can nowther fpin, nor nurfe fick Folk;
“but I pulls Rufhes, and that brings me
“a few Pence, and I be a good Herbalift;
“onlie, becaufe I fays one or two Engli/h
 Prayers, and hates the Priefts, fome Folks
“thinks me a Witch.” “But why doft
“hate the Priefts?”” quoth I. “ Never you
“mind,” fhe gave Anfwer, “I've Reafons
“manie; and for my Engli/h Prayers, they
“were taught me by a Gentleman I nurfed,
“ that’s now a Saint in Heaven, along with
« poor Joan."

And foe the hobbled off, and I felt kindlie
towards her, I fcarce knew why—perhaps
becaufe fhe fpake foe lovingly of her dead
Sifter, and becaufe of that Sifter's Name.
My Mother's Name was Joan.

Erafmus is gone. His laft Saying to Father
was, “They will have you at Court yet;”
and Father's Anfwer, “ When Plato’s Year
“ comes round.”

To me he gave a Copy—how precious!—

of
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of his Teftament. “You are an elegant
“ Latinift, Margaret,” he was pleafed to fay,
“but, if you woulde drink deeplie of the
“ Well-fprings of Wifdom, applie to Greek.
“The Latins have onlie fhallow Rivulets;
“the Greeks, copious Rivers, running over
“ Sands of Gold. Read Plato; he wrote on
¢ Marble, with a Diamond ; but above alle,
“read the New Teftament. 'Tis the Key
“ to the Kingdom of Heaven.”

To Mr. Gunnel, he faid fmiling, “ Have
“a Care of thyfelf, dear Gonellus, and take
“a little Wine for thy Stomach’s Sake. The
““Wages of moft Scholars, now-a-days, are
“weak Eyes, Ill-health, an empty Purfe,
“and fhorte Commons. I neede only bid
“ thee beware of the two firft.”

To Befs, «“ Farewell, Beffij; thank you for
“mending my bad Latin. When I write
“to you, I will be fure to figne myfelfe
“ ¢ Roterodamius.’ Farewell, fweete Cecil;
“let me always continue your ¢defired
“¢ Amiable.” And you, Jacky—love your
““ Book a little more.”

« Jack's
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"« Jack's deare Mother, not content with
“ her Girls,” fayth Father, « was alwaies wifh-
“ing for a Boy, and at laft fhe had one,
“that means to remain a Boy alle his
“ Life.”

“The Dutch Schoolmafters thoughte me
“dulle and heavie,” fayth Erafmus, “foe
“ there is fome Hope of Jacky yet.” And
foe ftepped into the Barge, which we watched
to Chelfea Reach. How dulle the Houfe has
beene ever fince! Rupert and William have
had me into the Pavilion to hear the
Plot of a Miracle-play they have alreadie
begunne to talke over for Chrifimaffé, but it
feemed to me downrighte Rubbifth. Father
fleepes in Town to-nighte, foe we fhall be
ftupid enow. Beffy hath undertaken to
work Father a Slipper for his tender Foot;
and is happie, tracing for the Pattern our
three Moor-cocks and Colts; but I am idle
and tirefome.

If I had Paper, I woulde beginne my
Opus; but I dare not afk Gunnel for anie
more juft yet; nor have anie Money to buy

fome.
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some. I with I had a Couple of Angels.
I think I fhall write to Father for them
to-morrow ; he alwaies likes to heare from
us if he is twenty-four Hours abfent, pro-
viding we conclude not with “I have Nothing
““ more to fay.” '

I have writ my Letter to Father. 1 al-
mofte with, now, that I had not fent it.

Rupert and Will ftill full of theire Mo-
ralitie, which reallie has fome Fun in it.
To ridicule the Extravagance of thofe who,
as the Saying is, carry theire Farms and
Fields on theire Backs, William propofes to
come in, all verdant, with a Model of a
Farm on his Back, and a Windmill on his
Head!

How fweete, how gracious an Anfwer
from Father! John Harris has broughte
me with it the two Angels; lefs prized than
this Epiftle.

Sixteenth Birthdaye. Father away, which
F made

65
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made it fadde. Mother gave me a Payr of
blue Hofen with Silk Clocks; Mr. Gunnel,
an ivorie-handled Stylus; Befs, a Bodkin for
my Hair; Daify, a Book-mark; Mercy, a
Saffron Cake; Jack, a Batket; and Cecil, a
Nofegay. W:illiam's Prefent was fayreft of
alle; but I am hurte with him and myfelfe ;
for he offered it foe queerlie and tagged it
with fuch. . . . I refufed it, and there’s an
End. 'Twas unmannerlie and unkinde of
me, and I've cried aboute it fince.

Father alwaies gives us a Birthdaye Treat;
foe, contrived that Mother fhoulde take us
to fee my Lord Cardinall of York goe to
Wefiminfler in State. We had a merrie
‘Water-partie; got goode Places and faw
the Show; Croffe-bearers, Pillar-bearers,
Uthers, and alle. Himfelfe in crimfon en-
grayned Sattin, and Tippet of Sables, with
an Orange in his Hand helde to 's Nofe,
as though the common Ayr were too vile
to breathe. What a pompous Prieft it is!
The Archbithop mighte well fay, “That
“ Man is drunk with too much Profperitie.”

Betweene
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Betweene Dinner and Supper, we had
a fine Skirmith in the Straits of Thermopyle.
Mr. Gunnel headed the Perfians, and Will
was Leonidas, with a fwathing Buckler, and
a Helmet a Yard high; but Mr. Gunnel
gave him fuch a Rap on the Creft, that it
went over the Wall; foe then William
thought there was Nothing left for him
but to die. Howbeit, as he had beene layd
low fooner than he had reckoned on, he
prolonged his laft Agonies a goode deal, and
gave one of the Perfians a tremendous Kick,
juft as they were aboute to rifle his Pouch.
They therefore thoughte there muft be
Somewhat in it they fhoulde like to fee;
foe, helde him down in fpite of his hitting
righte and lefte, and pulled therefrom, among
fundrie lefler Matters, a carnation Knot of
mine. Poor Varlet, I with he woulde not
be foe ftupid.

After Supper, Mother propofed a Concert;
and we were alle finging a Rounde, when,
looking up, I faw Father ftanding in the
Door-way, with fuch a happy Smile on his

Face!
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Face! He was clofe behind Rupert and
Daify, who were finging from the fame
Book, and advertifed them of his Coming
by gentlie knocking theire Heads together;
but I had the firfte Kifs, even before Mother,
becaufe of my Birthdaye.

It turns out that Father's Latenefs Yefter-
even was caufed by Pres of Bufinefle; a
forayn Miffion having beene propofed to
him, which he refifted as long as he could,
but was at length reluantlie induced to
accept. - Lengthe of his Stay uncertayn,
which cafts a Gloom on alle; but there is
foe much to doe as to leave little Time to
think, and Father is bufieft of alle; yet hath
founde Leifure to concert with Mother for us
a Journey into the Country, which will occupy
fome of the Weeks of his Abfence. I am full
of carefulle Thoughts and Forebodings, being
naturallie of too anxious a Difpofition. Oh, let
me cafte alle my Cares on Another! ¢ Fecifii
“nos ad te, Domine ; et inguietum ¢fi cor nof-
““ trum, donec requiefcat in te.”

May
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'Tis foe manie Months agone fince I
made an Entry in my Libellus, as that my
Motto, ““ Nulla Dies fine Linea,” hath fome-
what of Sarcafm in it. How manie Things
doe I beginne and leave unfinifht! and yet,
lefs from Caprice than Lack of Strength ; like
him of whom the Scripture was writ,—* This
“ Man beganne to build, and was not able to
“ finith.”” My Opus, for Inftance ; the which my
Father's prolonged Abfence in the Autumn,
and my Winter Vifitt to Aunt Nan and Aunt
Fan, gave me fuch Leifure to carrie forward.
But alack! Leifure was lefs to feeke than
Learninge ; and when I came back to mine
olde Tafkes, Leifure was awanting too; and
then, by reafon of my fleeping in a feparate
Chamber, I was enabled to fteale Hours from
the earlie Morn and Hours from the Night,
and, like unto Solomon’s virtuous Woman, my
Candle went not out. But 'twas not to Pur-
pofe that I worked, like the virtuous Woman,
for

1523,

May
27th.
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for I was following a Jack-o’-Lantern; hav-
ing forfooke the firaight Path laid downe by
Erafmus for a foolifh Path of mine owne;
and foe I toyled, and blundered, and puz-
zled, and was mazed; and then came on
that Payn in my Head. Father fayd, “ What
“makes Meg foe pale?” and I fayd not:
and, at the laft, I tolde Mother there was
fomewhat throbbing and twifting in the Back
of mine Head, like unto a little Worm that
woulde not die; and fhe made Anfwer, “Ah,
“a Maggot!” and foe by her Scoff I was
fhamed. Then I gave over mine Opus, but
the Payn did not yet goe; foe then I was
longing for the deare Pleafure, and fondlie
turning over the Leaves, and wondering
woulde Father be furprifed and pleafed with
it fome Daye, when Father himfelf came in
or ever I was aware. He fayth, “ What haft
“thou, Meg?” 1 faltered, and woulde fett it
afide. He fayth, ““ Nay, let me fee;” and foe
takes it from me; and after the firfte Glance
throws himfelf into a Seat, his Back to me,
and firfte runs it haftilie through, then beginnes

with
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with Methode and fuch Silence and Gravitie
as that I trembled at his Side, and felt what
it muft be to ftand a Prifoner at the Bar, and
he the Judge. Sometimes I thought he muft
be pleafed, at others not: at lengthe, alle
my fond Hopes were ended by his crying,
“This will never doe. Poor Wretch, hath
“this then beene thy Toyl? How couldft
“find Time for foe much Labour? for here
“hath beene Trouble enow and to {fpare.
“Thou muft have ftolen it, fweet Meg, from
“the Night, and prevented the Morning
“Watch. Moft dear’t! thy Father's owne
“loved Child;” and foe, carefling me till
I gave over my Shame and Difappointment.
“I neede not to tell thee, Meg,” Father
fayth, “of the unprofitable Labour of Sify-
“phus, nor of drawing Water in a Sieve.
“There are fome Things, moft deare one,
“that a Woman, if fhe trieth, may doe as
“well as a Man; and fome fhe cannot, and
“fome fhe had better not. Now, I tell thee
“firmlie, fince the firfte Payn is the leafte
“ fharpe, that, defpite the Spiritt and Genius
“ herein
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““herein thewn, I am avifed 'tis Work thou
“canft not and Work thou hadft better not
“doe. But judge for thyfelfe ; if thou wilt
“ perfift, thou fhalt have Leifure and Quiet,
“and a Chamber in my new Building, and
“alle the Help my Gallery of Books may
“afford. But thy Father fays, Forbear.”

Soe, what coulde I fay, but “ My Father
“thall never fpeak to me in vayn.”

Then he gathered the Papers up, and fayd,
“Then I fhall take Temptation out of your
“Way;” and prefling 'em to his Heart as
he did foe, fayth, “They are as deare to|
“me as they can be to you;” and foe left
me, looking out as though I noted (but I
noted not) the cleare-thining Thames. 'Twas
Twilighte, and I floode there I know not how
long, alone and lonely; with Tears coming,
I knew not why, into mine Eyes. There was
a Weight in the Ayr, as of coming Thunder;
the Screaming, ever and anon, of Juno and
Argus inclined me to Mellancholie, as it
alwaies does: and at length I beganne to note
the Moon rifing, and the deepening Clear-

nefle
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nefle of the Water, and the lazy Motion of
the Barges, and the Flafhes of Light whene'er
the Rowers dipt theire Oars. And then I
beganne to attend to the Cries and different
Sounds from acroffe the Water, and the Toll-
ing of a diftant Bell; and I felle back on
mine olde heart-fighinge, “Fecifti nos ad te,
“ Domine; et inquietum eft cor noftrum, donec
“ requiefcat in te.”

Or ever the Week was gone, my Father
had contrived for me another Journey to
New Hall, to abide with the lay Nuns, as
he calleth them,—Aunt Nan and Aunt Fan,
whom my Step-mother loveth not, but whom
I love, and whom Father loveth. Indeede, 'tis
fayd in Effex that at firft he inclined to Aunt
Nan rather than to my Mother; but that, per-
ceiving my Mother affeted his Companie,
and Aunt Nan affe@ed it not, he diverted
his hefitating AffeCtions unto her, and took
her to wife. Howbeit, Aunt Nazn loveth him
dearlie, as a Sifter ought: indeede, the loveth
alle, except, methinketh, herfelf, to whom,
alone, fhe is rigid and fevere. How holie

are
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are my Aunts’ Lives! Cloiftered Nuns could
not be more pure, and could fcarce be as ufe-
fulle. Though wife, they can be gay; though
noe longer young, they love the Young. And
theire Reward is, the Young love them ; and
I am fulle fure in this World they feeke noe
better.

Returned to Chelfea, I fpake much in Prayfe
of mine Aunts, and of fingle Life. On a cer-
tayn Evening, we Maids were fett at our
Needles and Samplers on the Pavilion Steps;
and, as Follie will out, 'gan talk of what we
woulde fayn have to our Lots, thoulde a good
Fairie flarte up and grant eache a With. Daify
was for a Countefs's Degree, with Hawks and
Hounds. Befs was for founding a College;
Mercy a Hofpital; and fhe fpake foe experi-
mentallie of its Conditions, that I was fayn
to goe Partners with her in the fame. Cecy
commenced, “ Suppofing I were married; if
“once that I were married”—on which
Father, who had come up unperceived, burft
out laughing and fayth, “Well, Dame Cecily,
““and what State would you keep?” How-

beit,
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beit, as he and I afterwards paced together,
Jjuxta Fluvium, he did fay, “ Mercy hath well
¢« propounded the Conditions of an Hofpital
“or Alms-houfe for aged and fick Folk, and
“’tis a Fantafie of mine to fett even fuch an
“ one afoot, and give you the Condu& of the
“ fame.”

From this carelefs Speech, dropped as
‘twere by the Way, hath fprung mine
Houfe of Refuge! and oh, what Pleafure
have I derived from it! How good is my
Father! how the Poor blefs him! and how
kind is he, through them, to me! Laying
his Hand kindlie on my Shoulder, this
Morning, he fayd, “ Meg, how fares it with
“thee now? Have I cured the Payn in
“thy Head?” Then, putting the Houfe-
key into my Hand, he laughingly added,
“’Tis now yours, my Joy, by Livery and
« Seifin.”

I with William would give me back my
Teftament. ’Tis one Thing to fteal a Knot
or a Pofie, and another to borrow the moft

valuable

1523,

Aug. 6.




76

The Houfehold

1523,

Aug. 7.

valuable Book in the Houfe, and keep it
Week after Week. He foughte it with a
Kind of Myfterie, foe as that I forbeare to
atk it of him in Companie, left I fhould
doe him an ill Turn; and yet I have none
other Occafion.

Alle Parties are ftriving which fhall have
Erafmus, and alle in vayn. E’en thus it
was with him when he was here laft,—the
Queen would have had him for her Preceptor,
the King and Cardinall preft on him a royall
Apartment and Salarie, Ozford and Cam-
bridge contended for him; but his Saying
was, “Alle thefe I value les than my
“ Libertie, my Studdies, and my literarie
“Toyls.” How much greater is he than
thofe who woulde confer on him Greatnefle!
Noe Man of Letters hath equall Reputation,
or is foe much courted.

Yefter-even, after overlooking the Men
playing at Loggats, Father and I firayed
away along Thermopyle into the Home-
field; and as we fauntered together under

the
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the Elms, he fayth with a Sigh, “Jack is
“ Jack, and no More . . . . he will never
“be anything. An’ 'twere not for my be-
“loved Wenches, I fhould be an unhappy
“ Father. But what though!—My Meg is
“better unto me than ten Sons; and it
“maketh no Difference at Harvefi-time
““ whether our Corn were put into the
“ Ground by a Man or a Woman.”

While I was turning in my Mind what
Excufe I might make for Jokn, Father taketh
me at unawares by a fudden Change of Sub-
je&; faying, “Come; tell me, Meg, why
“ canft not affe® Will Roper ?”

I was a good while filent; at lengthe made
Anfwer, “He is foe unlike alle I efteeme
“and admire . . . . foe unlike alle I have
“been taught to efteeme and admire by
“you.”

“Have at you,” he returned laughing;
“I wift not I had been fharpening Wea-
“ pons agaynft myfelf. True, he is neither
“ Achilles nor Heétor, nor even Paris; but
“yet well enough, mefeems, as Times go—

 fmarter
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“{fmarter and comelier than either Heron or
“ Dancey.”

I, faltering, made Anfwer, “ Good Looks
“affet me but little—'tis in his better
“Part I feel the Want. He cannot. . . .
 difcourfe, for Inftance, to one’s Mind and
“Soul, like unto you, dear Father, or
 Erafmus.”

“I fhould marvel if he could,” returned
Father, gravelie; ¢ thou art mad, my
“ Daughter, to look, in a Youth of Wills
“Years, for the Mind of a Man of fifty.
“What were Erafmus”and I, doft thou fup-
«pofe, at Will's Age? Alas, Meg, I thould
“not like you to know what I was! Men
“called me the Boy-fage, and I know not
“what, but in my Heart and Head was a
“World of Sin and Folly. Thou mightft
“as well expe& Will to have my Hair,
“Eyes, and Teeth, alle getting the worfe
“for Wear, as to have the Fruits of my
“life-long Experience,—in fome Cafes full
 dearly bought. Take him for what he is,
“match him by the young Minds of his

“ owne
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“owne flanding: confider how long and
“ clofelie we have known him. His Parts
“are, furelie, not amifs: he hath more
“ Book-lore than Dancey, more mother Wit
“ than Allington.”

““ But why need I to concern myfelf about
“him?” I exclaymed. Wil is very well in
“his Way: why fhould we crofs each
“other’s Paths? I am young, I have much
“to learn, I love my Studdies,—why in-
“terrupt them with other and lefs wife
“ Thoughts ?”

“Becaufe nothing can be wife that is
“not practical,” returned Father; “and I
“ teach my Children Philofophie to fitt them
“for living in the World, not above it.
“One may fpend a Life in dreaming over
“ Plato, and yet goe out of it without leav-
“ing the World a Whit the better for
“our having made Part of it. 'Tis to little
“Purpofe we ftuddy, if it onlie makes us
“exa Perfeftions in others which they
“may in vayn feek for in ourfelves. It is
“not even neceflary or goode for us to live

“ entirelie
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“entirelie with congeniall Spiritts. The
“ vigourous tempers the inert, the paffionate
“is evened by the cool-tempered, the pro-
“faic balances the vifionarie. Woulde thy
“ Mother fuit me better, doft thou fuppofe,
“if {he coulde difcufs Polemicks like Luther
“or Melanéthon? E’en thine own fweet
“ Mother, Meg, was lefs affeted to Studdy
“than thou art,—fhe learnt to love it
“for my Sake, but I made her what fhe
“was.”

And, with a fuddain Burfte of fond
Recolle@tion, he hid his Eyes on my
Shoulder, and, for a Moment or foe, cried
bitterlie. As for me, I thed, oh! fuch falt

Teares! . ..

Entering o’ the fuddain into Mercy’s Cham-
ber, I founde her all be-wept and waped,
poring over an old Kirtle of Mother's fhe
had bidden her re-line with Bugkram. Coulde
not make out whether fhe were fick of her
Tafk, had had Words with Mother, or had
fome fecret Inquietation of her owne; but,

as
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as fhe is a Girl of few Words, I found I
had beft leave her alone after a Carefs and
kind Saying or two. We alle have our
Troubles.

... Trulie may I fay foe. Here have
they ta’en a Fever of fome low Sorte in my
Houfe of Refuge, and Mother, fearing it
may be the Sickneffe, will not have me goe
neare it, left I thoulde bring it Home. Mercy,
howbeit, hath befought her foe earneftlie to
‘| let her goe and nurfe the Sick, that Mother
hath granted her Prayer, on Condition fhe

returneth not till the Fever bates . ... thus |

fetting her Life at lower Value tban our
owne. Deare Mercy! 1 woulde fayn be
her Mate.

We are alle mightie glad that Rupert
Allington hath at lengthe zealouflie em-
braced the Studdy of the Law. ‘'Twas
much to be feared at the Firfte there was
noe Application in him; and though we alle
pitied him when Father firft broughte him

G Home,
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Home, a pillaged, pertionlefle Client, with
none other to efpoufe his Rightes, yet 'twas
a Pitie foone allied with Contemapt when
we founde how emptie he was, caring for
nought but Archerie and Skittles and the
Popinjaye, out o' the Houfe, and Dicing and
Tables within, which Father woulde on noe
Excufe permitt. Soe he had to conform,
ruefullie enow, and hung piteouflie on Hand
for awhile. I mind me of Befs’s faying,
about Chrifimaffé, “ Heaven fend us open
“ Weather while Allington is here; I don’t
“ believe he is one that will bear fhutting
“up.” Howbeit, he feemed to incline to-
wards Daify, who is handfome enow, and
cannot be hindered of Two Hundred Pounds,
and foe he kept within Bounds; and when
Father got hlm his Caufe, he was mightilie
thankfulle, and woulde have left us out of
Hand, but Father perfuaded him to let his
Eftate recover itfelf, and turn the mean
Time to Profitt; and, in fhort, foe wrought
on him, that he hath now become a Student
in righte Earnefte.

Soe
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Soe we are going to lofe not only Mr.
Clement, but Mr. Gunnel! How forrie we
alle are! It feemeth he hath long been
debating for and agaynft the Church, and
at length finds his Mind foe ftronglie fet to-
wards it, as he can keep out of it noe longer.
Well! we fhall lofe a good Mafter, and the
Church will gayn a good Servant. Drew
will fupplie his Place, that is, according to
his befte; but our worthy Welthman careth
foe little for young People, and is foe abftract
from the World about him, that we fhall
oft feel our Lofs. Father hath promifed Go-
nellus his Intereft with the Cardinall.

I fell into Difgrace for holding Speech
with Mercy over the Pales, but fhe is con-
fident there is noe Danger; the Sick are
doing well, and none of the Whole have
fallen fick. She fayth Gemmer Gurney is
as tender of her as if the were her Daughter,
and will let her doe noe vile or paynful
Office, foe as fhe hath little to doe but read
and pray for the poor Souls, and feed 'em
with favourie Mefles; and they are alle fo

' harmonious
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harmonious and full of Cheer, as to be like
Birds in a Neft. Mercy deferves theire Blefl-
ings more than I. Were I a free Agent, the
{houlde not be alone now, and I hope ne’er
to be withheld therefrom agayn.

Bufied with my Flowers the chief o’ the
Forenoon, I was fayn to reft in the Pavilion,
when, entering therein, whom fhoulde I
flumble upon but William, layd at length on
the Floor, with his Arms under his Head,
and his Booke on the Ground. I was with-
drawing brifklie enow, when he called out,
“Don’t goe away, fince you are here,” in a
Tone foe rough, foe unlike his ufuall Key,
as that I paufed in a Maze, and then faw
that his Eyes were red. He fprung to his
Feet, and fayd, “Meg, come and talk to
“me;"” and, taking my Hand in his, ftep-
ped quicklie forthe without another Word
fayd, till we reached the Elm-tree Walk. I
marvelled to fee him foe moven, and ex-
pe@ed to hear Somewhat that fhoulde dif-
pleafe me, fcarce knowing what; however,

I
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I might have gueft at it from then till now,
without ever nearing the Truth. His firft
Words were, “ 1 with Erafmus had ne're
““croft the Threfholde; he has made me

”"

“very unhappie;” then, feeing me flare,
“Be not his Counsel juft now, deare Meg
“but bind up, if thou canft, the Wounds he
‘“has made ....There be fome Wounds,
“ thou knoweft, though but of a cut Finger,
“or the like, that we cannot well bind up
“ for ourfelves.”

I made Anfwer, “I am a young and un-
“{killed Leech.”

He replyed, “But you have a quick Wit,
“and Patience, and Kindnefle, and for a
“ Woman, are not fcant of Learning.”

“ Nay,” I fayd, “but Mr. Gunnel—"

“ Gunnel would be the laft to help me,”
interrupts Will, “nor can I fpeak to your
« Father. He is alwaies too bufie now . . ..
‘“ befides,—"’

“ Father Francis?” 1 put in.

“ Father Francis?" repeats Will, with a
Shake o’ the Head, and a ruefulle Smile;

“doft
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““doft thou think, Meg, he coulde anfwer me
“if I put to him Pilate’s Queftion, ¢ What is
“<Truth?’”

“ We know alreadie,” quoth I.

Sayth #ill, “ What doe we know ?”

I paufed, then made Anfwer reverentlie,
“'That Jefus is the Way, the Truth, and the
“ Life.” ,

“Yes,” he exclaymed, clapping his Hands
together in a ftrange Sort of Paffion; * that
“we doe know, bleffed be Gop; and other
“Foundation can or ought noe Man to lay
“than that is layd, which is Jesus Curisr.
“But, Meg, is this the Principle of our
 Church ?”

“Yea, verilie,” I feadfaftlie replied.

“Then, how has it beene overlayd,” he
hurriedlie went on, “with Men'’s Inventions!
“ 8t. Paul fpeaks of a Sacrifice once offered :
“we holde the Hoft to be a continuall Sacri- |
“fice. Holy Writ telleth us, where a Tree
“falls it muft lie: we are taughte that our
“Prayers may free Souls from Purgatorie.
“The Word fayth, ‘By Faith ye are saved:’

“ the
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“ the Church fayth we may be faved by our
“Works. It is written, ‘The Idols he fhall
“<utterly abolith:’ we worthip Figures of
“ Gold and Silver. . . .”

“Hold, hold!” I fayd; “I dare not liften
“to this.. .. You are wrong, you know you
“are wrong."”

“How and where?” he fayth; “ onlie tell
“me. Ilong to be put righte.”

“Qur Images are but Symbols of our
 Saints,” I made Anfwer; ¢ ’tis onlie the
“ Ignorant and Unlearned that worfhip the
“mere Wood and Stone.”

“But why worfhip Saints at alle?” per-
fifted Will; “where's your Warrant for it ?"

I fayd, “Heaven has warranted it by fun-
“drie and fpeciall Miracles at divers Times
““and Places. I may fay to you, Will, as
““ Socrates to Agathon, ‘ You may eafilie argue
“ <agaynft me, but you cannot argue agaynft
“<the Truth.'"”

“Oh, put me not off with Plato,” he im-
patientlie replyed, “refer me but to Holie
“ Writ.”

“ How
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“How can I,” quoth I, “when you have
“ta’en away my Teftament ere I had half
“gone through it? 'Tis this Book, I fear
““me, poor Will, hath unfettled thee. Our
¢ Church, indeede, fayth the Unlearned wreft
“ it to theire Deftru®ion.”

“And yet the Apoftle fayth,” rejoyned
Wrill, « that it contayns alle Things neceflarie
“to our Salvation.”

“ Doubtlefle it doth, if we knew but
“ where to finde them,” I replied.

“And how finde, unlefle we feeke?” he
purfued; “and how know which Road to
“ take, when we finde the Scripture and the
“ Church at Iffue?”

“Get fome wifer Head to advife us,” I
rejoyned. :

“But an’ if the Obftacle remains the
“f{ame ?”

“I cannot fuppofe that,” I fomewhat im-
patientlie returned; “ Gop’s Word and Gon’s
“ Church muft agree; ’tis only we that make
“ them at Iffue.”

“Ah, Meg, that is juft fuch an Anfwer as

“ Father
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‘ Father Francis mighte give—it folves noe
 Difficultie. If| to alle human Reafon, they
“pull oppofite Ways, by which fhall we
“abide? I know; I am certain. *7Tu, Do-
“ “mine Jefu, es Juflicia mea!””

He looked foe rapt, with clafpt Hands and
uprayfed Eyes, as that I coulde not but look
on him, and hear him with Solemnitie. At
lengthe I sayd, * If you knowe and are certayn,
“you have noe longer anie Doubts for me to
““ lay, and with your Will, we will bolde this
“ Difcourfe noe longer; for however moving
““ and however confiderable its Subje Matter
“ may be, it approaches forbidden Ground too
“ nearlie for me to feel it fafe, and I queftion
“ whether it favoureth not of Herefie. How-
“ever, Will, I moft heartilie pity you, and
“ will pray for you.”

“ Do, Meg, do,” he replyed, “and fay
““ nought to any one of this Matter.”

“ Indeede I fhall not, for I think ’twoulde
“ bring you, if not me, into Trouble; but,
“fince thou haft foughte my Counfel, #ill,
“ receive it now and take it. . . .”

He
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He fayth, “ What is it ?”

“To read lefs, pray more, faft, and ufe
“ fuch Difcipline as our Church recommends,
“and I queftion not this Temptation will
“depart. Make a fayr Triall.”

And foe, away from him, though he woulde
fain have sayd more. And I have kept mine
owne Worde of praying for him full earneftlie,
for it pitieth me to fee him in fuch Cafe.

Poor Will, I never fee him look grave now,
nor heare him fighe, without thinking I know
the Caufe of his fecret Difcontentation. He
hath, I believe, followed my Counfel to the
Letter; for though the Men’s Quarter of the
Houfe is foe far aparte from ours, it hath
come rounde to me through Barbara, who
had it from her Brother, that Mr. Roper hath
of late lien on the Ground, and ufed a
knotted Cord. As ’tis one of the A&s of
Mercy to relieve others, when we can, from
Satanic Doubts and Inquietations, I have
been at fome Payns to make an Abftra&te of
fuch Paflages from the Fathers, and fuch

’ Narratives
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Narratives of noted and undeniable Mi-| 1523.
racles as cannot, I think, but carry Conviftion
with them, and I hope they may minifter to
his Soul’s Comfort.
Tuefday.
Supped with my Lord Sands. Mother | 4th.

played Mumchance with my Lady; but
Father, who faith he woulde rather feaft a
hundred poor Men than eat at one rich
Man’s Table, came not in till late, on Plea
of Bufinefle. My Lord told him the King
had vifitted him not long agone, and was
foe well content with his Manor as to with
it were his owne, for the fingular fine Ayre
and pleafant growth of Wood. In fine,
wound up the Evening with Mufick. My
Lady hath a Pair of fine-toned Clavichords,
and a Mandoline that ftands five Feet high;
the largeft in England, except that of the Lady
Mary Dudley. The Sound, indeede, is power-
full, but methinketh the Inftrument un-
gaynlie for a Woman. Lord Sands fang us
a new Ballad, “The King's Hunt ’s up,”

which
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which Father affeted hugelie. I lacked
Spiritt to fue my Lord for the Words, he
being foe free-fpoken as alwaies to dafh
me; howbeit, I mind they ran fomewhat
thus: . . .

“ The Hunt is up, the Hunt is up,
And it is well nigh Daye,
Harry our King has gone hunting
To bring his Deere to baye.
The Eafi is bright with Morning Lighte,
And Darknefs it is fled,
And the merrie Horn wakes up the Morn
To leave his idle Bed.
Behold the Skies with golden Dyes,
Are . .. "

—The Reft hath efcaped me, albeit I
know there was fome Burden of Hey-tantara,
where my Lord did ftamp and fnap his
Fingers. He is a merry Heart.

1524,
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Sayth Lord Rutland to my Father, in his| Oct.

acute, fneering Way, “ Ah, ah, Sir Thomas,
¢ Honores mutant Mores.”

“Not fo, in Faith, my Lord,” returns
Father ; “but have a Care left we tranflate
“the Proverb, and fay Honours change
“ Manners.”

It ferved him right, and the Jeft is worth
preferving, becaufe 'twas not premeditate,
as my Lord’s very likely was, but retorted
at once, and in Self-defence. I don't believe
Honours have changed the Mores. As Father
told Mother, there’s the fame Face under
the Hood. 'Tis comique, too, the Fulfil-
ment of Erafmus his Prophecy. Plato’s
Year has not come rounde, but they have
got Father to Court, and the King feems
minded never to let him goe. For us, we
have the fame untamed Spiritts and uncon-
ftrayned Courfe of Life as ever, neither lett
nor hindered in our daylie Studdies, though

we
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we drefs fomewhat braver, and fee more
Companie. Mother's Head was a little
turned, at firft, by the Change and Enlarge-
ment of the Houfeholde . . . the Acqui-
fition of Clerk of the Kitchen, Surveyor of
the Drefler, Yeoman of the Paftrie, etc.;
but, as Father laughinglie tolde her, the
Increafe of her Cares foone fteddied her
Witts, for the founde fhe had twenty Un-
thrifts to look after infteade of half-a-dozen.
And the fame with himfelf. His Refpon-
fibilities are foe increaft, that he grutches
at everiec Hour the Court fteals from
his Family, and vows, now and then, he
will leave off joking, that the King may
the fooner wearie of him. But this is onlie
in Jeft, for he feels it is a Power given
to him over lighter Minds, which he may
exert to ufefull and high Purpofe. Onlie
it keepeth him from needing Damocles his
Sword; he trufts not in the Favour of
Princes, nor in the Voyce of the People,
and keeps his Soul as a weaned Child.
'Tis much for us now to get an Hour's

Leifure
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Leifure with him, and makes us feel what
our olde Privilleges were when we knew
‘em not. Still, I'm pleafed without being
over elated, at his having rifen to his proper
Level. ,

The King tooke uws by Surprife this Morn-
ing: Mother had fcarce time to flip on her
Scarlett Gown and Coif, ere he was in the
Houfe. His Grace was mightie pleafant to
all, and, at going, faluted all rounde, which
Beffyy took humourouilie, Daify immoveablie,
Mercy humblie, I diftaftefullie, and Mother
delightedlie. She calls him a fine Man;
he is indeede big enoughe, and like to be-
come too big; with long Slits of Eyes
that gaze freelie on all, as who fhoulde fay,
“Who dare let or hinder us?” His Brow
betokens Senfe and Franknefle, his Eye-
brows are fupercilious, and his Cheeks puffy.
A rolling, ftraddling Gait, and abrupt Speech.

"Tother Evening, as Father and I were,
unwontedly, firolling together down the
Lane, there accofts us a fhabby, poor Fellow,
with fomething unfettled in his Eye. . . .

“ Mafter,

1524.
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“ Mafter, Sir Knight, and may it pleafe
“ your Judgethip, my Name is Pattefon."”

“Very likely,” fays Father, “and my
“ Name is More; but what is that to the
“ Purpofe ?”

“And that is more to the Purpofe, you
‘““ mighte have fayd,” returned the other.

“Why, {oe I mighte,” fays Father; “but
“ how fhoulde I have proved it?"”

“You who are a Lawyer fhoulde know
““ beft about that,” rejoyned the poor Knave ;
“’tis too hard for poor Pattefon.”

“Well, but who are you?” fays Father,
‘“ and what do you want of me ?”

“Don’t you mind me?” fays Pattefon,
“I played Hold-your-tongue, laft Chriftmafe
“Revel was five Years, and they called me
“a {mart Chap then; but laft Martinmaffé
“I fell from the Church Steeple, and fhook
“my Brain-pan, I think, for its Contents
“have feemed addled ever fince; foe what
“I want now is to be made a Fool.”

“Then you are not one already?” fays
Father.

“If
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“If I were,” fays Pattefon, I fhoulde not
““ have come to you.”

“Why, Like cleaves to Like, you know,
“ they fay,” fays Father.

“ Aye,” fays ’'tother, ‘“but I've Reafon
“and Feeling enow, too, to know you are
““no Fool, though I thoughte you might want
““one. Great People like 'em at their Tables,
“I've hearde fay, though I am fure I can’t
“guefle why, for it makes me fad to fee
“Fools laughed at; ne'erthelefle, as I get
“laughed at alreadie, methinketh I may as
“well get paid for the Job, if I can, being
““unable now to doe a Stroke of Work in
“hot Weather. And I'm the onlie Son of
“my Mother, and fhe is a Widow. But,
« perbaps, I'm not bad enough.”

“I know not that, poor Knave,” fays
Father, touched with quick Pity; “ and, for
‘“thofe that laugh at Fools, my Opinion,
“ Pattefon, is, that they are the greater Fools
“who laugh. To tell you the Truth, I had
“had noe Mind to take a Fool into mine
¢ Eftablifhment, having alwaies had a Fancy

H “to
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“to be prime Fooler in it mylfelfe; how-
“ever, you incline me to change my Pur-
«pofe, for, as I faid anon, Like cleaves to
“ Like, foe I'll tell you what we will doe—
“divide the Bufinefle and goe Halves: I
“ continuing the Fooling, and thou receiving
“the Salary; that is, if I find, on Inquiry,
“thou art given to noe Vice, including that
“of Scurrillitie.”

“May it like your Goodnefs,” fays poor
Pattefon, “ I've been the Subje& oft of
¢ Scurrillitie, and affe& it too little to offend
“that Way myfelf. I ever keep a civil
“Tongue in my Head, ’fpecially among
“young Ladies.”

“ That minds me,” fays Father, “of a
“ Butler, who fayd he always was fober, ef-
“ pecially when he had only Water to drink.
“ Can you read and write ?”

“ Well, and what if I cannot?” returns
Pattefon; “there ne’er was but one, I ever
““heard of, that knew Letters, never having
“learnt; and well he mighte, for he made
« them that made them.” ‘

 Meg,
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“ Meg, there is Senfe in this poor Fellow,”
fays Father; “we will have him Home, and
“be kind to him."”

And, fure enow, we have done foe, and been
foe ever fince. )

A Glance at the anteceding Pages of this
Libellus me-theweth poor Will Roper at the
Seafon his Love-fitt for me was at its Height.
He troubleth me with it noe longer, nor
with his religious Difquietations. = Hard
Studdy of the Law hath filled his Head with
other Matters, and made him infinitely more
rationall, and, by Confequents, more agree-
able. 'Twas one of thofe Preferences young
People fometimes manifeft, themfelves know
neither why nor wherefore, and are fhamed
afterwards to be reminded of. I'm fure I
fhall ne’er remind him. There was nothing
in me to fix a rational or paffionate Regard.
I have neither Befs's Witt nor white Teeth,
nor Daify’s dark Eyes, nor Mercy’s Dimple. A
plain-favoured Girl, with changefulle Spiritts,
—that’s alle. .

Pattefon’s

Tues.
25th.
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1524. Pattefon’s lateft Jeft was taking Precedence
26th. | of Father yefterday with the Saying, “ Give

“ Place, Brother; you are but Jefter to King
“ Harry, and I'm Jefter to Sir Thomas More ;
“T'll leave you to decide which is the greater
“ Man of the two.”

“Why, Goffip,” cries Father, “his Grace
““ woulde make two of me.”

“Not a Bit of it,” returns Pattefon ; “ he's
“big enow for two fuch as you are, I grant
“ye, but the King can’t make two of you.
“No! Lords and Commons may make a
“ King, but a King can’t make a Sir Thomas
“ More.” :

“Yes, he can,” rejoyns Father, “he can
‘“make me Lord Chancellor, and then he
“ will make me more than I am .alreadie ;
“ ergo, he will make Sir Thomas more.”

“But what I mean is,” perfifts the Fool,
 that the King can’t make fuch another
““as you are, any more than all the King's
«“ Horfes and all the King’s Men can put
“ Humpty-dumpty together again, which is
“an ancient Riddle, and full of Marrow.

“And
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“And foe he'll find, if ever he lifts thy
“Head off from thy Shoulders, which Gop
“ forbid !’

Father delighteth in fparring with Pattefon
far more than in jefting with the King,
whom he alwaies looks on as a Lion that
may, any Minute, fall on him and rend him:
whereas, with t’other, he ungirds his Mind.
Their Banter commonlie exceeds not Plea-
fanttie, but Pattefon is ne’er without an An-
fwer; and although, maybe, each amufes
himfelf now and then with thinking, “I'll
“put him up with fuch a Queftion,” yet,
once begun, the Skein runs off the Reel
without a Knot, and fhews the excellent
Nature of both, foe free are they alike from
Malice and Over-licenfe. Sometimes theire
Cuts are neater than common Lifteners ap-
prehend. I've feene Rupert and Will, in
fencing, make theire Swords flath in the
Sun at every Parry and Thruft; agayn, owing
to fome Change in mine ®wne Pofition, or
the Decline of the Sun, the Scintillations
have efcaped me, though I've known theire

Rays
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Rays muft have been emitted in fome Quarter
alle the fame.

Pattefon, with one of Argus’s caft Feathers
in his Hand, is at this Moment beneath my
Lattice, aftride on a ftone Baluftrade; while
Beffij, whom he much affe@s, is fitting on
the Steps, feeding her Peacocks. Sayeth
Pattefon, “ Canft tell me, Miftrefs, why Pea-
““cocks have foe manie Eyes in theire Tails,
“and yet can onlie fee with two in theire
“Heads?"”

“ Becaufe thofe two make them foe vain
“ alreadie, Fool,” fays Befs, « that were they
“ alWays beholding theire owne Glory, they
¢ woulde be intolerable.”

“ And befides that,” fays Pattefon, “the
“lefs we fee, or heare either, of what pafies
“behind our Backs, the better for us, fince
“ Knaves will make Mouths at us then, for
“as glorious as we may be. Canft tell me,
« Miftrefs, why the Peacock was the laft Bird
« that went into the Ark?”

“ Firft tell me, Fool,” returns Befs, *how
 thou knoweft that it was foe?”

“ Nay,
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“ Nay, a Fool may atk a Queftion woulde
“puzzle a Wifeard to. anfwer,” rejoyns Pat-
tefon; “I mighte atk you, for Example,
“ where they got theire freth Kitchen-ftuff
“in the Ark; or whether the Birds ate
“other than Grains, or the wild Beafts
“ other than Flefth. It needs muft have been
“a Granary.”

“ We ne’er thew ourfelves fuch Fools,”
fays Befs, “ as in feeking to know more than
“is written. They had enoughe, if none to
“{pare, and we fcarce can tell how little is
“ enoughe for bare Suftenance in a State of
“ petfe& Ination. If the Creatures were
“ kept low, they were alle the lefs fierce.”

“ Well anfwered, Miftrefs,” fays Pattefon.
“But tell me, why do you wear two
“Croffes?” :

“ Nay, Fool,” returns Befs, I wear but
“one.”

“ Oh, but I fay you wear two,” fays Patte-
fon ; “one at your Girdle, and one that no-
“body fees. We alle wear the unfeene one,
“you know. Some have theirs of Gold, alle

 carven
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“ carven and fhaped, foe as you hardlie tell it
“for a Crofs. . . . like my Lord Cardinall,
“for Inftance. . . . but it is one, for alle
“that. And others, of Iron, that eateth
“into their Hearts. . . . methinketh Mafter
“ Roper’s muft be one of ‘em. For me, I'm
“ content with one of Wood, like that our
““deare Lorp bore : what was good enow for
“Him is good enow for me; and I've noe
“Temptation to fhew it, as it ifn’t fine, nor
“yet to chafe at it for being rougher than my
“ Neighbour’s, nor yet to make myfelf a
“ fecond, becaufe it is not hard enow. Doe
““ you take me, Miftrefs?”

“1 take you for what you are,” fays Befs,
“a poor Fool.”

““ Nay, Niece,” fays Pattefon, “ my Brother,
“ your Father, hath made me rich.”

“I mean,” fays Befs, “you have more
“ Wifdom than Witt, and a real Fool has
“ neither, therefore you are onlic a make-
“ believe Fool.” )

“ Well, there are many make - believe
 Sages,” fays Pattefon ; * for mine owne

¢ Part,




of Sir Thos. More.

105

¢ Part, I never aim to be thoughte a Hiccius
¢ Doccius.”

““ A hic eft doltus, Fool, you mean,” inter-
rupts Befs.

“Perhaps I do,” rejoins Pattefon, “fince
“other Folks foe oft know better what we
“mean than we know ourfelves. Alle I
““ woulde fay is, I ne’er fet up for a Conjuror.
““ One can fee as far into a Millftone as other
 People, without being that. For Example,
“when a Man is overta’en with Qualms of
“ confcience for having married his Brother’s
“Widow, when fhe is noe longer foe young
¢ and fair as fhe was a Score of Years ago, we
“know what that’s a Sign of. And when
“ an Ipfwich Butcher's Son takes on him the
< state of my Lord Pope, we know what that'’s
“a Sign of. Nay, if a young Gentlewoman
“ become dainty at her Sizes, and fluttith in
“ her Apparel, we . . . as I live, here comes
<« Mafter Heron, with a Fifh in’s Mouth.”

Poor Befs involuntarilie turned her Head
quicklie towards the Watergate; on which,
Pattefon, laughing as he lay on his Back,

points
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points upward with his Peacock’s Feather,
and cries,  Overhead, Miftrefs! fee, there
“he goes. Sure, you lookt not to fee Giles
« Heron making towards us between the Pofts
«and Flower-pots, eating a dried Ling?”
laughing as wildlie as though he were verilic
a Natural.

Befs, without a Word, fhooke the Crumbs
from her Lap, and was turning into the
Houfe, when he withholds her a Minute in a
perfely altered Fathion, faying, « There be
« fome Works, Miftrefs, our Confeflors tell us
“be Works of Supererogation . . . is not
“that the Word? I learne a long one now
“and then . . . Such as be fetting Food
“ before a full Man, or finging to a deaf one,
“ or buying for one’s Pigs a filver Trough, or,
« for the Matter of that, cafting Pearls before
“a Dunghill Cock, or fithing for a Heron,
“ which is well able to fith for itfelf, and is
an ill-natured Bird after alle, that pecks the
«“Hand of his Miftrefs, and, for alle her
“Kindnefs to him, will not think of Beffy
“ more.”

How
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How apt alle are to abufe unlimited Li- | yga4.
cenfe! Yet 'was good Counfel.
' 1523, July 2.
. Soe my Fate is fettled! Who | 1s2s.
knoweth at Sunrife what will chance before | July 2.

Sunfett ? No; the Greeks and Romans
mighte fpeake of Chance and of Fate, but
we muft not. Ruth’s Hap was to light on
the Field of Boaz: but what fhe thought
cafual, the Lorp had contrived.

Firfte, he gives me the Marmot. Then,
the Marmot dies. Then, I, having kept the
Creature foe long, and being naturallie ten-
der, muft cry a little over it. Then Will
muft come in, and find me drying mine Eyes.
Then he muft, moft unreafonablie, fuppofe
that I could not have loved the poor Animal
for its owne Sake foe much as for his; and,
thereupon, falle a love-making in fuch down-
righte Earnefte, that I, being alreadie fome-
what upfet, and knowing ’twoulde pleafe
Father . . . and hating to be perverfe, . . .
and thinking much better of Will fince he

hath




108

1525.

The Houfehold

hath ftuddied foe hard, and given foe largelie
to the Poor, and left oft’ broaching his hetero-
clite Opinions . . . I fay, I fuppofed it muft
be foe, fome Time or another, foe ’twas noe
Ufe hanging back for ever and ever; foe now
there’s an End,—and I pray Gop give us a
quiet Life.

Noe one woulde fuppofe me reckoning on
a quiet Life if they knew how I've cried alle
this Forenoon, ever fince I got quit of Will,
by Father’s carrying him off to Wefiminfler.
He'll tell Father, I know, as they goe along
in the Barge, or elfe coming back, which will
be foone now, though I've ta’en no Heed of
the Hour. I with 'twere cold Weather, and
that I had a fore Throat or ftiff Neck, or
fomewhat that might reafonablie fend me
a-bed, and keep me there till to-morrow
morning. But I'm quite well, and ’tis the
Dog-days, and Cook is thumping the Rolling-
pin on the Drefler, and Dinner is being ferved,
—and here comes Father.

1528,
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1528,
Sept. 1528.
Father hath had fome Words with the| Sept.

Cardinall. *Twas touching the Draught of
fome forayn Treaty which the Cardinall
offered for his Criticifm, or rather, for his
Commendation, which Father could not
give. This nettled his Grace, who ex-
claimed, — “ By the Mafs, thou art the
 verieft Fool of alle the Council!” Father,
fmiling, rejoined, “Gop be thanked, that
“the King, our Mafter, hath but one Fool
“ therein.”

The Cardinall may rage, but he can't
rob him of the royal Favour. The King
was here yefterday, and walked for an
Hour or foe about the Garden with his
Arm round Father's Neck. Will coulde not
help felicitating Father upon it afterwards;
to which Father made Anfwer, “I thank
¢“Gop I find his Grace my very good Lord
“ indeede, and I believe he doth as fingularlie
“favour me as any Subje® within this

“ Realm.
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“Realm. Howbeit, Son Roper, I may tell
“thee betweene ourfelves, I feel no Caufe
“to be proud thereof; for if my Head would
“win him a Caftle in France, it fhoulde not
“ fail to fly off.”

—Father is graver than he ufed to be.
No Wonder. He hath much on his Minde ;
the Calls on his Time and Thoughts are
beyond Belief: but Gop is very good to
him. His Favour at Home and Abroad is
immenfe: he hath good Health, foe have
we alle; and his Family are eftablifhed to
his Mind, and fettled alle about him, fill
under the fame foftering Roof. Confidering
that I am the moft ordinarie of his Daughters,

“tis fingular I fhoulde have fecured the beft

Hufband. Daify lives peaceablie with Rupert
Allington, and is as indifferent, me feemeth,
to him as to alle the World befide. He,
on his Part, loves her and theire Children
with Devotion, and woulde pafs half his
Time in the Nurferie. Dancey always had
a hot Temper, and now and then plagues
Befs; but fhe lets noe one know it but

me.
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me. Sometimes the comes into my Cham-
ber, and cries a little; but the next kind
Word brightens her up, and I verilie believe
her Pleafures far exceed her Payns. Giles
Heron loft her through his own Fault, and
mighte have regayned her good Opinion
after alle, had he taken half the Pains for
her Sake he now takes for her younger
Sifter. I cannot think how Cecy can favour
him; yet I fufpe@ he will win her, fconer
or later. As to mine owne deare Will, ’tis
.4 the kindeft, pureft Nature, the fineft Soul,
the . . . and yet how I was fenfelefle enow
once to undervalue him !

Yes, I am a happy Wife; a happy
Daughter; a happy Mother. When my
little Bill ftroaked dear Father's Face juft
now, and murmured “ Pretty!” he burft out
a-laughing, and cried,—

“You are like the young Cyrus, who
“ exclaimed,—“Oh! Mother, how pretty is
“‘my Grandfather!” And yet, according
“to Xenophon, the old Gentleman was
“foe rouged and made up, as that none

' : “ but
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“but a Childe woulde have admired
“him!”

““That’s not the Cafe,” I obferved, “with
“ Bill's Grandfather.”

“He’s a More all over,” fays Father,
fondly. “ Make a Pun, Meg, if thou canfi,
“about Amor, .Amore, or Amores. 'Twill
“onlie be the thoufund and firft on our
“Name. Here, little Knave, fee thefe
“ Cherries: tell me who thou art, and thou
“{halt have one. ‘More! More!” I knew
“it, fweet Villain. Take them all.”

I oft fitt for an Hour or more, watching
Hans Holbein at his Bruth. He hath a rare
Gift of limning ; and has, befides, the Advan-
tage of deare Erafmus his Recommenda-
tion, for whom he hath alreddie painted our
Likenefles, but I think he has made wus
very ugly. His Portraiture of my Grand-
father is marvellous; ne'ertheleffe, I look in
vayn for the Spirituallitie which our ZLuc-
chefe Friend, Antonio Bonvifi, tells us is to
be founde in the Produ@ions of the Italian
Schools.

Holbein
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Holbein loves to paint with the Lighte
coming in upon his Work from above. He
fays a Lighte from above puts Obje&s in
theire proper Lighte, and fhews theire juft
Proportions ; a Lighte from beneath reverfes
alle the naturall Shadows. Surelie, this hath
fome Truth if we fpirituallize it.

Rupert's Coufin, Rofamond Allington, is our
Gueft. She is as beautiful as . . . not as
an Angel, for fhe lacks the Look of Good-
nefs, but very beautiful indeede. She cometh
hither from Hever Cafile, her Account of
the Affairs whereof I like not. Miftrefs
Anne is not there at prefent; indeede, (he
is now always hanging about Court, and
followeth fomewhat too literallie the fcrip-
tural Injuntion to Solomon’s Spoufe— to
forget her Father's Houfe. The King likes
well enow to be compared with Solomon,
but Miftrefs 4nne is not his Spoufe yet, nor
ever will be, I hope. Flattery and Frenchi-
fied Habitts have fpoilt her, I trow.

Rofamond fays there is not a good Chamber

1 in
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in the Caftle ; even the Ball-room, which is
on the upper Floor of alle, being narrow
and low. On a rainy Day, long ago, fhe
and Miftrefs 4nne were playing at Shuttle-
cock therein, when Rofamond’s Foot tripped
at fome Unevenneffe in the Floor, and Mif-
trefs Anne, with a Laugh, cried out, “Mind
“you goe not down into the Dungeon’—
then pulled up a Trap-door in the Ball-room
Floor, by an iron. Ring, and made Rofamond
look down into an unknown Depth, alle in
the Blackneflfe of Darknefs. 'Tis an awfulle
Thing to have onlie a Step from a Ball-
room to a Dungeon! I'm glad we live in a
modern Houfe ; we have noe fuch fearfome
Sights here.

How many, many Tears have I fhed!
Poor, imprudent #73ll!

To think of his Efcape from the Car-
dinall’'s Fangs, and yet that he will pro-
bablie repeat the Offence! This Morning
Father and he had a long, and, I fear me,
fruitles Debate in the Garden; on re-

turning
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turning from which, Father took me afide
and fayd,—

“Meg, 1 have borne a long Time with
“thine Hufband; I have reafoned and ar-

¢ gued with him, and ftill give him my poor,

‘¢ fatherly Counfel; but I perceive none of

“alle this can call him Home agayn. And
¢ therefore, Meg, I will noe longer difpute
“with him.” ... “Oh, Father!” ... “Nor
“yet will I give him over; but I will fet
““ another Way to work, and get me to Gop,
““and pray for him.”

And have not I done fo alreadie ?

I feare me they parted unfriendlie; I
hearde Father fay, “Thus much I have a
“Right tc bind thee to, that thou indoc-
“ trinate not her in thine owne Herefies.
“Thou fhalt not imperill the Salvation of
“my Child "

Since this there has been an irrefiftible
Gloom on our Spiritts, a Cloud betweene my
Hufband's Soul and mine, without a Word
fpoken. I pray, but my Prayers feem dead.

«... Laft

1528,
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. ... Laft Night, after feeking unto this
Saint and that, methoughte, “ Why not applie
“unto the Fountain Head? Maybe thefe
“ holie Spiritts may have Limitations fett to
“the Power of theire Interceflions—at anie
“ Rate, the Ears of Mary-mother are open
“to alle.”

Soe I beganne, “ Eia mater, jfons amo-
“ris.”’

Then methoughte, “But I am onlie atk-
“ing her to intercede—I'll mount a Step
“higher ftill.” . ...

Then I turned to the greate Interceffor
of alle. But methoughte, “ Still he inter-
““cedes with another, although the fame.
“And his owne Saying was, ‘In that Day
“<ye fhall atk me nothing. Whatfoever ye
“<fhall atk in my Name, He will give it
“‘you.’” Soe I did.

I fancy I fell afleep with the Tears on
my Cheek. Will had not come up Stairs.
Then came a heavie, heavie Sleep, not fuch
as giveth Reft; and a dark, wild Dream.
Methoughte I was tired of waiting for #:ll,

and
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and became alarmed. The Night feemed
a Month long; and at laft I grew foe weary
of it, that I arofe, put on fome Clothing,
and went in fearch of him whom my Soul
loveth. Soon I founde him, fitting in a
Mufe; and faid, “ #ill, deare Will?” but
he hearde me not; and, going up to touch

him, I was amazed to be broughte fhort up |

or ever I reached him, by Something invi-
fible betwixt us, hard, and cleare, and colde,
. ...in fhort, a Wall of Ice! Soe it feemed
in my ftrange Dream. I pufhed at it, but
coulde not move it ; called to him, but coulde
not make him hear: and all the While my
Breath, I fuppofe, raifed a Vapour on the
glafly Subftance, that grew thicker and
thicker, foe as flowlie to hide him from me.
I coulde difcerne his Head and Shoulders,
but not fee down to his Heart. Then I
fhut mine Eyes in Defpair, and when I

opened 'em, he was hidden altogether.
Then I prayed. I put my hot Brow
agaynft the Ice, and I kept a weeping hot
Tears, and the warm Breath of Prayer kept
iffuing
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iffuing from my Lips; and flill I was perfift-
ing, when, or ever I knew how, the Ice
beganne to melt! I felt it giving Way!
and, looking up, coulde in joyfulle Surprize
juft difcerne the Lineaments of a Figure
clofe at t'other Side; the Face turned away,
but yet in the Guife of liftening. And,
Images being apt to feem magnified and dif-
torted through Vapours, methought ’twas
altogether bigger than Will, yet himfelf,
nothingthelefle ; and, the Barrier between
us having funk away to Breaft-height, I.layd
mine Hand on’s Shoulder, and he turned
his Head, fmiling, though in Silence; and
....oh, Heaven! 'twas not W#ill, but——.
‘What coulde I doe, even in my Dreame,
but fall at his Feet? What coulde I doe,
waking, but the fame? 'Twas Grey of Morn;
I was feverith and unrefrefhed, but I wanted
noe more lying a-bed. Will had arifen and
gone forthe, and I, as quicklie as I coulde
make myfelf readie, fped after him.
I know not what I expefted, nor what I
meant to fay. The Moment I opened the
Door
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Door of his Clofett, I ftopt fhort. There he
ftoode, in the Centre of the Chamber, his
Hand refting flat on an open Book, his Head
raifed fomewhat up, his Eyes fixed on Some-
thing or fome One, as though in fpeaking
Communion with 'em ; his whole Vifage
lightened up and glorifyde with an unfpeak-
able Calm and Grandeur that feemed to
transfigure him before me; and, when he
hearde my Step, he turned about, and ’fteade
of hifting me away, helde out his Arms.
. . . We parted without neede to utter a
Word.
June, 1530.
Events have followed too quick and thick
for me to note 'em. Firfte, Father's Embaf-
fade to Camlbray, which I fhoulde have grieved
at more on our owne Accounts, had it not

broken off alle further Collifion with Will. | .

Thoroughlie homefick, while abroad, poor
Father was ; then, on his Return, he noe
fooner fett his Foot a-land, than the King
fummoned him to Woodflock. 'Twas a
Couple o’ Nights after he left us, that Will

and
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and I were roufed by Pattefon’s fhouting be-
neath our Windoy, “ Fire, Fire, quoth Jere-
“miah!” and the Houfe was a-fire, fure enow.
Greate Part of the Men's Quarter, together
with alle the Out-houfes and Barns, con-
fumed without Remedie; and alle through
the Careleflnefle of John Holt. Howbeit,
noe Lives were loft, nor any one much hurt.
And we thankfullie obeyed deare Father's
Beheft, fo foone as we received the fame,—
that we woulde get us to Church, and there,
upon our Knees, return humble and hearty
Thanks to ArLmicHTY Gop for our late
Deliverance from a fearfulle Death. Alfoe,
at Father's defire, we made up to the poor
People on our Premifes theire various Lofles,
which he bade us doe, even if it left him
without fo much as a Spoon.

But then came an equallie unlookt-for, and
more appalling Event—the Fall of my Lord
Cardinall ; whereby my Father was fhortlie
raifed to the higheft Pinnacle of profeffional
Greatnefle, being made Lord Chancellor—to
the Content, in fome Sort, of Wolfey himfelf,

who
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who fayd he was the onlie Man fit to be
his Succeflor.

The unheard-of Splendour of his Inftalla-
tion dazzled the Vulgar; while the Wifdom
that marked the admirable Difcharge of his
daylie Duties won the Refpeé of alle thinking
Men, but furprized none who alreadie knew
Father. On the Day fucceeding his being
fworn in, Pattefon marched hither and thi-
ther, bearing a huge Placard, infcribed,
 Partnerfhip Diffolved ;” and apparelled
himfelf in an old Suit, on which he had
beftowed a Coating of black Paint, with
Weepers of white Paper; affigning for't that
““ his Brother was dead.” “ For now,” quoth
he, “ that they've made him Lord Chancellor,
“ we fhall ne’er fee Sir Thomas more.”

Now, although the poor Cardinall was
commonlie helde to fhew much Judgment
in his Decifions, owing to the naturall Sound-
nefs of his Underftanding, yet, being noe
Lawyer, Abufes had multiplied during his
Chancellorfhip, more efpeciallie in the Way
of enormous Fees and Gratuities.  Father,

not
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not content with fhunning bafe Lucre in his
proper Perfon, will not let anie one under
him, to his Knowledge, touch a Bribe ; where-
at Dancey, after his funny Fafhion, complains,
faying,—

«“ The Fingers of my Lord Cardinalls
« verieft Door-keepers were tipt with Gold,
“but I, fince I married your Daughter, have
« got noe Pickings ; which in your Cafe may
“be commendable, but in mine is nothing
“ profitable.”

Father, laughing, makes Anfwer,—* Your
¢ Cafe is hard, Son Dancey, but I can onlie
« fay, for your Comfort, that, foe far as Honefty
““and Juftice are concerned, if mine owne
« Father, whom I reverence dearly, ftoode
¢ before me on the one Hand, and the Devil,
“whom I hate extremely, on the other, yet,

+““ the Caufe of the latter being juft, I fhoulde

« give the Devil his Due.”

Giles Heron hath found this to his Coft.
Prefuming on his near Connexion with my
Father, he refufed an equitable Accommoda-
tion of a Suit, which, thereon, coming into

€ourt,
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Court, Father’s Decifion was given flat agaynft
him.

His Decifion agaynft Mother was equallie
impartiall, and had Something comique in it.
Thus it befelle.—A Beggar-woman’s little
Dog, which had beene ftolen from her, was
offered my Mother for Sale, and fhe bought
it for a Jewel of no greate Value. After a
‘Week or foe, the Owner finds where her Dog
is, and cometh to make Complaynt of the
Theft to Father, then fitting in his Hall.
Sayth Father, “ Let's have a faire Hearing in
“open Court ; thou, Miftrefs, ftand there
““ where you be, to. have impartial Juftice;
“and thou, Dame Alice, come up hither,
«becaufe thou art of the higher Degree.
“ Now then, call each of you the Puppy, and
 fee which he will follow.” Soe Sweetheart,
in fpite of Mother, fprings off to the old
Beggar-woman, who, unable to keep from
laughing, and yet moved at Mother's Lofle,
fayth,—

“Tell ’ee what, Miftres . . . . thee fhalt
“ have "un for a Groat.”

“ Nay,”
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“ Nay,” fayth Mother, “1 won't mind
“giving thee a Piece of Gold;” foe the
Bargain was fatisfaGorily concluded.

Father's Defpatch of Bufinefle is fuch, that,
one Morning before the End of Term, he
was tolde there was noe other Caufe nor
Petition to be fett before him; the which,
being a Cafe unparalleled, he defired mighte
be formally recorded.

He ne’er commences Bufinefle in his owne
Court without firft ftepping into the Court of
King's Bench, and there kneeling downe to
receive my Grandfather’s Blefling. Wil fayth
"tis worth a World to fee the Un&ion with
which the deare old Man beftows it on him.

In Rogation-week, following the Rood as
ufuall round the Parith, Heron counfelled him
to go a Horfeback for the greater Seemlineffe ;
but he made Anfwer that ’twoulde be un-
feemlie indeede for the Servant to ride, after
his Mafter going a-foot.

His Grace of Norfolk, coming yefterday to
dine with him, finds him in the Church-
choir, finging, with a Surplice on.

“What!”
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“What!"" cries the Duke, as they walk
Home together, “my Lord Chancellor play-
“ing the Parifh-clerk? Sure, you difhonour
“ the King and his Office.”

“ Nay,” fays Father, fmiling, “ your Grace
“ muft not deem that the King, your Mafter
““ and mine, will be offended at my honouring
“ his Mafter.”

Sure, 'tis pleafant to heare Father taking
the upper Hand of thefe great Folks: and
to have 'em coming and going, and waiting
his Pleafure, becaufe he is the Man whom
the King delighteth to honour.

True, indeede, with #blfey 'twas once the
fame; but Father neede not feare the fame
Ruin; becaufe he hath Him for his Friend,
whom Holfey fayd woulde not have forfaken
him, had he ferved Him as he ferved his
earthly Mafter. ’'Twas a mifproud Prieft;
and there’s the Truth on’t. And Father is
not mifproud; and I don’t believe we are —
though proud of him we cannot fail to be.

And I know not why we may not be
pleafed with Profperitie, as well as patient

under

1530,




126

1530.

The Houfehold

under Adverfitie; as long as we fay, “ Thou,
“Lorp, haft made our Hill foe ftrong.”
"Tis more difficult to bear with Comeli-

‘nefle, doubtlefle; and envious Folks there

will be; and we know alle Things have an
End, and everie Sweet hath its Sour, and
everie Fountain its Fall; but . . . ’tis very
pleafant for all that.

Tuefday
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Tuefday 31/ 1532.
‘Who coulde have thoughte that thofe
ripe Grapes whereof dear Gaffer ate foe
plentifullie, fhould have ended his Dayes?
This Event hath filled the Houfe with
Mourning. He bad us all about his Bed
to receive his Blefling; and ’'twas piteous
to see Father fall upon his Face, as Jofeph
on the Face of Jacol, and weep upon him
and kis him. Like Jacol, my Grandfire
lived to fee his duteous Son attayn to the
Height of earthlie Glorie, his Heart un-
fpoyled and untouched.

July, 1532.

The Days of Mourning for my Grandfire
are at an End; yet Father flill goeth heavilie.
This Forenoon, looking forthe of my Lattice,
I faw him walking along the River Side, his
Arm caft about Will's Neck; and ’twas
a dearer Sight to my Soul than to fee the
King walking there with his Arm around
Father's
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Father's Neck. They feemed in fuch earneft
Converfe, that I was avifed to atk Will,
afterwards, what they had been faying. He
told me that, after much friendly Chat
together on this and that, Father fell into
a Mufe, and prefently, fetching a deep Sigh,
fays,—

“Woulde to God, Son, Roper, on Con-
“dition three Things were well eftablithed
“in Chriftendom, I were put into a Sack,
“and caft prefently into the Thames.” Will
fayth,—

“What three foe great Things can they
“be, Father, as to move you to fuch a
“ With?”

“In Faith, Will,” anfwers he, “ they be
 thefe.—Firft, that whereas the moft Part
“ Chriftian Princes be at War, they were
““at univerfall Peace. Next, that whereas
“the Church of CHrisT is at prefent fore
“afflited with divers Errors and Herefies,
“it were well fettled in a godly Uniformitie.
“ Laft, that this Matter of the King's Mar-
“riage were to the glory of Gop, and the

“ Quietnefs
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“ Quietnefs of alle Parties, brought to a
“ good Conclufion.”

Indeede, this laft Matter preys on my
Father's Soul. He hath even knelt to the
King, to refrain from exa&ing Compliance
with his Grace’s Will concerning it ; movinglie
reminding him, even with Tears, of his
Grace’s own Words to him on delivering
the Great Seal, “Firft look unto Gop, and,
‘“after Gop, unto me.” But the King is
heady in this Matter; ftubborn as a Mule
or wild Afs’s Colt, whofe Mouths muft be
held with™ Bit and Bridle, if they be to be
governed at alle ; and the King hath taken the
Bit between his Teeth, and there is none dare
ride him. Alle for Love of a brown Girl, with
a Wen on her Throat, and an extra Finger!

How fhort a Time agone it feemeth that,
in my Profperity, I fayd, “ We fhall never
“be moved; Thou, Lorp, of Thy Good-
“nefs, hat made our Hill foe frong!”
“....Thou didft turn away thy Face, and
“I was troubled !”

K- Thus
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1532. Thus fayth Plato of Him whom he
28th.

foughte, but hardly found: “Truth is his
“ Body, and Light his Shadow.” A mar-
vellous Saying for a Heathen.

Hear alfo what St. John fayth : “ Gop is
“Light; and in him is no Darknefs at all.”
“ And the Light was the Life of Men : and
“the Light fhineth in Darknefs, and the
“ Darknefs comprehended it not.”

Hear alfo what St. duguftine fayth : « They
“are the moft uncharitable towards Error,
“ who have never experienced how hard a
« Matter it is to come at the Truth.”

Hard, indeede! Here’s Father agayntt Will,
and agaynft Erafmus, of whom he once could
not fpeak well enough; and now he fays,
that if he upholds fuch and fuch Opinions,
his dear Erafmus may be the Devil's Erafmus,
for what he cares. And here’s Father at
Iffue with half the learned Heads in Chrif-
tendom concerning the King's Marriage.
And yet, for alle that, I think Father is in
the Right.

He taketh Matters foe to Heart that e’en

his
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his Appetite fails. Yefterday he put afide
his old favourite Difh of Brewis, faying, “I
“know not how ’tis, good Alice; I've loft
“my Stomach, I think, for my old Relifhes,”
...and this, e’en with a Tear in his Eye.
But 'twas not the Brewis, I know, that made
it ftart.

He hath refigned the Great Seal! And
none of us knew of his having done foe, nor
e'en of his meditating it, till after Morning
Prayers to-day, when, infteade of one of his
Gentlemen ftepping up to my Mother in her
Pew with the Words, “ Madam, my Lord
“is gone,” he cometh up to her himfelf, with
a Smile on’s Face, and fayth, low bowing
as he fpoke, “ Madam, my Lord is gone.”
She takes it for one of the manie Jefts
whereof fhe miffes the Point; and ’tis not
till we are out of Church, in the open Ayr,
that fhe fully comprehends my Lord Chan-
cellor is indeede gone, and fhe hath onlie her
Sir Thomas More.

A Burft of Tears was no more than was

to
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to be lookt for from poor Mother; and, in
Sooth, we alle felt aggrieved and mortifyde
enough ; but "twas a fhort Sorrow ; for Father
declared that he had caft Pelion and Offa
off his Back into the bottomlefs Pit; gnd
fell into fuch funny Antics that we were
foone as merry as ever we were in our Lives.
Pattefon, fo foon as be hears it, comes leaping
and 1kipping acrofs the Garden, crying, “A
“ fatted Calf! let a fatted Calf be killed,
« Mafters and Miftrefles, for this my Brother
“ which was dead, is alive again!” and falls
a kifing his Hand. But poor Pattefon’s
Note will foon change; for Father's dimi-
' nithed State will neceffitate the Difimiffal
:of all extra Hands; and there is manie a

Servant under his Roof whom he can worfe
' fpare than the poor Fool.

In the Evening he gathers us alle about
him in the Pavilion, where he throws him-
| felf into his old accuftomed Seat, cafts his
| Arm about Mother, and cries, “ How glad
“ muft Cincinnatus have been to {py out his
. Cottage again, with Racilia ftanding at
“the

1
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“the Gate!” Then called for Curds and
Cream : fayd how fweet the foft Summer
Ayr was, coming over the River, and bade
Cecil fing “ The King's Hunt's up.” After
this, one Ballad after another was called for,
till alle had fung their Lay, ill or well, he
liting the While with clofed Eyes, and a
compofed Smile about his Mouth; the two
Furrows betweene his Brows relaxing gra-
duallie, till at length they could no more be
feene. At laft he fays,

“Who was that old Prophet that coulde
““ not, or woulde not, prophefy for a King of
 Judah till a Minftrel came and played unto
“him? Sure, he muft have loved, as I do,
“the very lovely Song of one that playeth
“ well upon an Inftrument, yclept the human
“ Heart; and have felt, as I do now, the
“ Spirit given him to fpeak of Matters fo-
“reign to his Mind. 'Tis of res angufia
“domi, dear Brats, I muft fpeak; foe the
“fooner begun, the fooner over. Here am
“1I, with a dear Wife and eight loved Chil-
“dren . .. for my Daughters’ Hufbands and

“« n‘y
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“my Son’s Wife are my Children as much
“as any; and Mercy Giggs is a Daughter
“too . .. nine Children, then, and eleven
¢ Grandchildren, and a Swarm of Servants
“to boot, all of whom have as yet eaten
“what it pleafed them, and drunken what
“it fuited them at my Board, without its
“being any one’s Bufinefle to fay them
“nay. 'Twas the deareft Privilege of my
« Lord Chancellor; but now he’s dead and
“ gone, how fhall we contraét the Charges
“of Sir Thomas More?"

We looked from one to another, and were
filent.

“I'll tell ye, dear ones,” he went on;
«] have been brought up at Ozford, at an
“Inn of Chancery, at Lincoln’s Inn, and at
« the King's Court—from the loweft Degree,
“that is, to the higheft, and yet have I in
“yearly Revenues at this Prefent, little
““above one Hundred Pounds a-year; but
“ then, as Chilo fayth, ‘honeft Lofs is pre-
« ¢ferable to difhoneft Gain: by the firft, a
¢¢<Man fuffers once; by the fecond, for

“«<ever;
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“‘ever;’ and 1 may take up my Parable
“ with Samuel, and fay, ‘Whofe Ox have
“<I taken? whofe Afs have I taken? whom
“<“have I defrauded ? whom have I oppreffed ?
«<of whefe Hand have I received any Bribe
“‘to blinde mine Eyes therewith?' No,
“my worft Enemies cannot lay to my Charge
“any of thefe Things; and my Truft in you
‘“is, that, rather than regret I fhould not
“have made a Purfe by any fuch bafe Me-
“ thods, you will all cheerfully contribute your
“Proportions to the common Fund, and
“fhare and f{hare alike with me in this my
“ diminifhed State.”

We all gat about him, and by our Words
and Kiffes gave Warrant that we would.

“Well, then,” quoth he, “my Mind is,
“that fince we are all of a Will to walk
“ down-hill together, we will do foe at a
‘ breathing Pace, and not drop down like a
“ Plummet. Let all Things be done decentlie,
“and in order: we won’'t defcend to Ozford
« Fare firft, nor yet to the Fare of New Inn.
“ We'll begin with Lincoln's Inn Diet, where-

« on
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“on many good and wife Men thrive well ;
“if we find this draw too heavily on the
“ Common Purfe, we will, next Year, come
“down to Ozford Fare, with which many
‘ great and learned Do&ors have been con-
“verfant; and, if our Purfe firetch not to
“cover e’en this, why, in Heaven's Name !
“we'll go begging together, with Staff and
“ Wallet, and fing a Salve Regina at every
“good Man’s Door, whereby we fhall fill
““keep Company, and be merry together!”

Now that the firft Surprife and Grief, and
the firft Fervour of Fidelity and Self-devotion
have paffed off, we have fubfided into how |-
deep and holy a Quiet!

We read of the Defertion of the World,
as a Matter of Courfe; but, when our own
Turn comes, it does feem ftrange, to find
ourfelves let fall down the Stream without a
fingle Hand outfiretched to help us; for-
gotten, in a Moment, as though we had
never beene, by thofe who lately ate and
laughed at our Table. And this, without

any
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any Fault or Offence of ours, but merely
from our having loft the Light of the King's
Countenance! I fay, it does feem firange;
but how fortunate, how blefled are thofe to
whom fuch a Courfe of Events only feems
ftrange, unaccompanied by Self-reproach and
Bitternefs! I coulde not help feeling this, in
reading an affetionate Letter deare Father
writ this Forenoon to Erafmus, wherein he
fayd, “I have now obtained what, from a
“child, I have continually wifhed! that,
“being entirely quit of Bufinefle and all
“ publick Affairs, I might live for a Time
““only to Gop and myfelf.”

Having no Hankering after the old Round
he foe long hath run, he now, in Fa&, looks
younger every Day; and yet, not with the
fame Kind of Youth he had before his Back
was bowed under the Chancellorthip. 'Tis a
more compofed, chaftifed Sort of Rejuve-
nefcence : rather the foft Warmth of Au-
tumn, which fometimes feems like May, than
May itfelf: the enkindling, within this mortal
Tabernacle, of a heavenly Light that never

grows
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grows dim, becaufe it is immortal ; and burns
the fame yefterday, to-day, and for ever: a
Youthfulnefs of Soul and Mind charaéterifed
by Growth ; Something with which this
World and its fleeting Fancies has nothing
to do; Something that the King can neither
impart nor take away.

.. .. We have had a tearfull Morning
. . . poor Pattefon has gone. My Father
hath obtained good Quarters for him with
my Lord Mayor, with a Stipulation that he
fhall retain his Office with the Lord Mayor
for the Time being, as long as he can fill
it at alle. This fuits Pattefon, who fays he
will fooner fhift Mafters year by year, than
grow too fond of any Man again, as he hath
of Father ; but there has been fad blubbering
and blowing of Nofes.

This Afternoon, coming upon Mercy
feated in the Alcove, like unto the Image
of fome Saint in a Niche, her Hands folded
on her Lap, and her Eyes fteadfaftlie agaze
on the fetting Sun, I coulde not but mark

how
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how Years were filentlie at work upon her,
as doubtlefle upon us alle; the tender, fear-
fulle Girl having thus graduallie changed
into the fober, high-minded Woman. She
is foe feldom feene in Repofe, fce conftantly
aftir and afoot in this or that kind Office,
moftly about the Children, that I had never
thought upon it before; but now I was
alle at once avifed to marvel that fthe who
had fo long feemed fitter for Heaven than
Earth, fhoulde never literallie have vowed
herfelf the Spoufe of Chrift; more in efpeciall
as all ExpeQation of being the Spoufe of
anie elfe muft long fince have djed within
her.

I fayd, “ Mercy, thou lookfl like a Nun:
“how is't thou haft ne'er become one in
“ Earneft?""

She ftarted; then fayd, “Could I be
“more ufefull? more harmlefs? lefs expofed
“to Temptation? or half foe happy as I am
“now? In footh, Meg, the Time has beene
““ when methought, how fweet the living
“Death of the Cloifter! How good that

“ muft
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“muft needs be which had the Suffrages
“of Chryfofiom the golden-mouthed, and
“ holy Ambrofe, and our own Anfelm! How
 peacefull, to take Wing like the Dove,
“and fly away from a naughty World, and
“be at Reft! How brave to live alone,
“like St. Antony, in the Defert! onlie I
“would have had fome Books with me in
“my Cave, and 'tis uncertayn whether St.
“ Antony bad Knowledge of Letters, beyond
“ the heaven-taught Leflon, ‘Gob is Love,’
“. . . for methought foe much Refletion
“and no A&ion would be too much for a
“Woman's Mind to bear—I might goe
“mad. And I remembered me how the
“Dove that gladly flew away from the
“ Ark, gladly flew back, and abode in the
“Ark till fuch Time as a new Home was

| “ready for her. And methought, cannot

“] live apart from Sin here, and now; and
“as to Sorrow, where can we live apart
“from that? Sure, we may live on the
*“ Skirts of the World in a Spiritt as truly
“unworldlie as though we were altogether

“out
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\“out of it: and here I may come and go,
““and range in the frefh Ayr, and love other
“ Folks' Children, and read my Pfalter, and
“pore over the Sayings of the wife Men
“of old, and look on the Faces I love, and
“fit at the Feet of Sir Thomas More. Soe
“ there, Meg, are my poor Reafons for not
“ caring to be a Nun. Our deare Lord is in
“ himfelf all that our higheft, holieft Affec-
“ tions can feek or comprehend ; for he made
“thefe our Hearts; he gave us thefe our
« Affe@tions; and through them the Spirit
“{peaks. Alpiring to their Source, they
“rife up like the white Smoke and bright
“ Flame; while, on Earth, if left unmaftered,
“ they burn, fuffocate, and deftroy. Yet
« they have their natural and innocent Out-
“lets even here; and a Woman may warm
“herfelf by them without Scorching, and
““ yet be neither a Wife nor a Nun.”

Ever fince Father's Speech to us in the
Pavilion, we have beene of one Heart and |
one Soul; neither have any of us fayd that

aught
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aught of the Things we poffefled were our
own, but we have had all Things in Cominon.
And we have eaten our Meat with Gladnefs
and Singlenefs of Heart.

This Afternoon, exprefling to Father my
gratefull Senfe of our prefent Happinefs . . .
“Yes, Meg,” returns he, “I, too, am deeply
“ thankful for this breathing Space.”

“Do you look on it as no more, then?”
I fayd.

“As no more, Meg: we fhall have a
“ Thunder-clap by-and-by. Look out on
“the Thames. See how unwontedlie cleare
“it is, and how low the Swallows fly . . . .
“How diftin&lie we fee the green Sedges
“on Batterfea Bank, and their refleted
“Images in the Water. We can almoft
“ difcern the Features of thofe poor Knaves
“digging in the Cabbage Gardens, and
“hear 'em talk, fo ftill is the Ayr. Have
“ you ne’er before noted thefe Signs?”

“ A Storm is Brewing,” I fayd.

“ Aye, we fhall have a Lightning-flath
“anon. Soe flill, Meg, is alfo our moral

“ Atmofphere
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« Atmofphere juft now. Gobp is giving us
“a breathing Space, as he did to the Egyp-
“ tians before the Plague of Hail, that
“ they might gather their live Stock within
“Doors. Let us take for Example them
“that believed and obeyed him, and im-
“ prove this holy Paufe.”

Juft at this Moment, a few heavie Drops
fell agaynft the Window Pane, and were
feene by both. Our Eyes met; and I felt
| a filent Pang.

“ Five Days before the Paffover,” refamed
Father, ““all feemed as fill and quiet as we
“are now; but Jesus knew his Hour was
“at hand. E’en while he yet fpake fami-
“liarly among the People, there came a
“Sound from Heaven, and they that flood
“by faid it thundered; but ke knew it for
“ the Voice of his dear Father. Let us, in
“ like Manner, when the Clap cometh, recog-
“nife in it the Voice of Gop, and not be
“ afraid with any Amazement.”

Gammer
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Gammer Gurney is dead, and I muft fay I
am glad of it. The Change, to her, muft
be blefled, and there feemed fome Danger
left, after having efcaped being ducked for a
Witch, the fhoulde have been burnt for a
Heretic.  Father looked on her as an ob-
ftinate old Woman ; #ill counted her little
fhort of a Saint and Prophetefs, and kept her
well fupplied with alle fhe could neede. Lat-
terly the was ftone deaf; fo ’tis a happy
Releafe.

The fettled Purpofe of Father's Soul, juft
now, is to make up a Marriage betweene
Mercy and Dr. Clement. 'Tis high Advance-
ment for her, and there feems to have been
fome old Liking between 'em we never
knew of.

Though fome Months have paffed fince
my Father uttered his warning Voice, and
all continues to go quiet, I cannot for-
beare, now and then, to call his Monition
to Mind, and look about for the Cloud
that is to bring the Thunder-clap; but

the
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the Expeation fobers rather than faddens
me.

This Morning, leaning over the River
Wall, I was ftartled by the colde, damp Hand
of fome one from behind being layd on
mine. At the fame Time a familiar Voice
exclaimed, “ Canft tell us, Miftrefs, why
“Fools have hot Heads and Hands icy
“ colde ?”

I made Anfwer, “ Canft tell me, Pattefon,
“ why Fools fhould ftray out of Bounds?"

“Why, that’s what Fools do every Day,”
he readilie replied ; ““but this is 4l Fools'
“ Day, mine own f{pecial Holiday; and I
“told my Lord Mayor overnight, that if
“he lookt for a Fool this Morning, he muft
“look in the Glafs. In footh, Miftrefs Meg,
“I fhould by Rights wear the Gold Chain,
“and he the Motley; for a proper Fool he
“is, and I fhall be glad when bis Year's
“ Service to me is out. The worft o' thefe
“Lord Mayors is, that we can’t part with
“’em till their Time's up. Why now, this
“ prefent one hath not so much Underftanding

L “as
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““as would foot an old Stocking; 'twas but
“ Yefterday when, in Quality of my Tafter,
“he civilly enough makes over to me a
¢ half-eaten Plate of Gumet, which I wave
“ afide, thus, faying, I eat no Fith of which
“I cannot affirm, ¢ rari funt Bomi,’ few are
“the Bones. . . .. and I proteft to you he
“knew it not for Fool's Latin. Thus I'm
“ driven, from mere Difcouragement, to leave
“ prating for liftening, which thou knoweft,
“ Miftrefs, is no Fool's Office. And among
“the fundrie Matters I hear at my Lord’s
“Table . . . . for he minds not what he fays
““before his Servants, thereby giving new
“ Proof "tis he thoulde wear the Motley . . . .
“I note his faying that the King's private
“ Marriage will affuredlie be made publick
“ this coming Eafter, and my Lady Anne
“ will be crowned . . . . More, by Token, he
“knows the Merchant that will fupply the
““ Genoa Velvet and Cloth of Gold, and the
“ Mafquers that are to enact the Pageant.
“For the Love o’ Safety, then, Miftres Meg,
“bid thy good Father e’en take a Fool's

“ Advice,
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“ Advice, and eat humble Pie betimes; for
“doubt not this proud Madam to be as
“ vindi@ive as Herodias, and one that, unlefs
“he appeafe her full early, will have his
“Head fet before her in a Charger. I've
“ faid my Say.”

Three Bifhops have been here this Fore-
noon, to bid Father to the Coronation, and
offer him twenty Pounds to provide his
Drefs; but Father hath, with much Cour-
tefie, declined to be prefent. After much
friendly prefling, they parted, feeminglie on
good Terms; but I have Mifgivings of the
Iffue.

A ridiculous Charge hath beene got up
'gainft dear Father ; no lefs than of Bribery and
Corruption. One Parnell complaineth of a
Decree given agaynft him in favour of one
Vaughan, whofe Wife, he deponeth, gave
Father a gilt Flaggon. To the noe fmall
Surprife of the Council, Father admitted
that fhe had done foe: “But, my Lords,”

proceeded
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proceeded he, when they had uttered a few
Sentences of Reprehenfion fomewhat too
exultantlie, “will ye lift the Conclufion of
“the Tale? I bade my Butler fill the
“Cup with Wine, and having drunk her
« Health, I made her pledge me, and then
“reftored her Gift, and would not take it
“agayn.”

As innocent a Matter, touching the offer-
ing him a Pair of Gloves containing Forty
Pounds, and his taking the firft and return-
ing the laft, faying he preferred his Gloves
without Lining, hath been made publick
with like Triumph to his own good Fame;
but, alack! thefe Feathers thow which Way
fets the Wind.

April 13th.

A heavier Charge than either of the
above hath been got up, concerning the
wicked Woman of Kent, with whom they
accufe him of having tampered, that, in
her pretended Revelations and Rhapfodies,
the might utter Words againft the King's
Divorce.
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Divorce. His Name hath, indeede, been put
in the Bill of Attainder; but, out of Favour,
he hath been granted a private Hearing,
his Judges being the new Archbifhop, the
new Chancellor, his Grace of Norfolk, and
Mafter Cromuwell.

He tells us that they ftuck not to the
Matter in Hand, but began cunningly enow
to found him on the King's Matters; and
finding they could not fhake him, did pro-
ceed to Threats, which, he told ’em, might
well enow fcare Children, but not him;
and as to his having provoked his Grace
the King to fett forth in his Book aught
to dithonour and fetter a good Chriftian, his
Grace himfelf well knew the Book was
never thewn him fave for verbal Criticifm,
when the Subje&-matter was completed by
the Makers of the fame, and that he had
warned his Grace not to exprefs foe much
Submiffion to the Pope. Whereupon they
with great Difpleafure difmiffed him, and
he took Boat for Chelfea with mine Hufband,
in fuch gay Spiritts, that #ill, not having

beene
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beene privy to what had paffed, concluded
his Name to have beene ftruck out of the
Bill of Attainder, and congratulated him
thereupon foe foone as they came a-land,
faying, “I guefs, Father, all is well, feeing
“you thus merry.”

“It is, indeed, fon Roper,” returns Father,
fteadilie ; repeating thereupon, once or twice,
this Phrafe, “ All is well.”

Will, fomehow miftrafting him, puts the
Matter to him agayn.

“You are then, Father, put out of the|
“Bill ?”

“Out of the Bill, good Fellow?” repeats
Father, ftopping fhort in his Walk, and re-
garding him with a Smile that Will fayth
was like to break his Heart. ... “ Wouldft
“thou knmow, dear Son, why I am fo
“joyful? In good Faith, I have given the
“Devil a foul Fall; for I have with
“thofe Lords gone fo far, as that without
«great Shame I can ne’er go back. The
“firft Step, Will, is the worft, and that’s
“ taken.”

And
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And fo to the Houfe, with never another
Word, Will being {mote at the Heart.

But, this' Forenoon, deare Will comes
running into me, with Joy all bright, and
tells me he hath juft heard from Cromwell
that Fathers Name is in footh ftruck out.
Thereupon, we go together to him with
the News. He taketh it thankfully, yet
compofedly, faying, as he lays his Hand
on my Shoulder, “In faith, Meg, quod
« differtur mon aufertur.” Seeing me fome-
what ftricken and overborne, he fayth, “Come,
“let's leave good Will awhile to the Com-
«“pany of his own felet and profitable
« Thoughts, and take a Turn together by the
“ Water Side.”

Then, clofing his Book, which I marked
was Plato’s Pheedon, he fteps forthe with
me into the Garden, leaning on my Shoulder,
and pretty heavilie too. After a Tum or
two in Silence, he lightens his Preffure, and
in a Bland, peaceifying Tone, commences
Horace his tenth Ode, Book fecond, and
goes through the firft fourteen or fifteen
‘ Lines
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Lines in a Kind of lulling Monotone ; then
takes another Turn or two, ever looking at
the Thames; and in a ftronger Voice begins
his favourite

“ Juftum, ac tenacem Propofiti Virum =
Non Civium Ardor,” etc.,

on to
« Impavidum ferient Ruine ;"

—and lets go his Hold on me to extend
his Hand in fine, free A&ion. Then, draw-
ing me to him agayn, prefentlie murmurs,
“I reckon that the Sufferings of this prefent
“Time are not worthy to be compared with
“the Glory which fhall be revealed in us
“...Oh no, not worthy to be compared.
I have lived, I have laboured, I have loved.
I have lived in them I loved, laboured for
“them I loved, loved them for whom I
“laboured. My Labour bas not been in
“vayn. To love and to labour is the Sum
“of living; and yet how manie think they

“live
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“live who neither labour nor love! Agayn,
“how manie labour and love, and yet are
“not loved; but I have beene loved, and
“my Labour has not been in vayn. Now,
“ the Daye is far fpent, and the Night is at
“hand, and the Time draweth nigh when
““ Man refteth from his Labours, even from
“his Labours of Love; but ftill he fhall
“love, and he fhall live, where the Spiritt
“fayth he fhall reft from his Labours, and
““ where his Works do follow him; for he
“ entereth into Reft through and to Him who
“is Life, and Light, and Love.”

Then looking ftedfaftlie at the Thames—
“How quietlie,” fayth he, “it flows on!
“ This River, Meg, hath its Origin from feven
“petty Springs fomewhither amongfl the
“ Glouceflerfhire Hills, where they bubble
“forthe unnoted, fave by the Herd and
“Hind. Belike, they murmur over the
“ Pebbles prettily enough ; but a great River,
““mark you, never murmurs. It murmured
““and babbled too, ’tis like, whilft only a
“ Brook, and brawled away as it widened

“and
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“and deepened, and chafed agaynft Obfta-
“cles, and here and there got a Fall, and
¢ fplathed and made much Ado, but ever
“ kept running on towards its End, ftill deep-
“ ening and widening; and now, towards the
« Clofe of its Courfe, look you how fwift
“and quiet it is, running moftly between
¢« Flats, and with the dear blue Heaven re-
“ fleed in its Face.” .. ..

Seger

April 12,
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April 12, 15§34.
"Twas o' Wednefdaye was a Week, we were | April

quietlie taking our Dinner, when, after a
loud and violent Knocking at the outer Door,
in cometh a Puarfuivant, and fummoneth
Father to appear next Daye before the Com-
miffioners, to take the newly-coined Oath
of Supremacy. Mother utters a hafty Cry,
Befs turns white as Death ; but I, urged by
I know not what fuddain Impulfe to con
the new Comer’s Vifage narrowly, did with
Eagernefs exclaim, “Here's fome Jeft of

“ Father's; 'tis only Dick Halliwell'”
‘Whereupon Father burft out a laughing,
hugged Mother, called Befs a fily Pufs, and
gave Halliwell a Groat fors Payns. Now,
while fome were laughing, and others taking
Father prettie fharplie to Tatk for foe rough
a Crank, I fell a muzing, what could be the
Drift of this; and coulde only furmize it
mighte be to harden us beforehand, as 'twere,
to what was fure to come at laft. And the
Preapprehenfion

12,
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Preapprehenfion of this fo belaboured my
alreadie o’erburthened Spiritts, as that I was
fayn to betake myfelf to the Nurferie, and
lofe all Thought and Refletion in my little
Befs's prettie Ways. And, this not anfwering,
was for@ to have Recourfe to Prayer; then,
leaving my Clofett, was able to return to
the Nurferie, and forget myfelfe awhile in
the Mirth of the Infants.

Hearing Voyces beneathe the Lattice, I
lookt forthe, and behelde his Grace of Nor-
Jolk (of late a ftrange Gueft) walking beneath
the Window in earnefte Converfe with Father;
and, as they turned about, I hearde him fay,
“By the Mafs, Mafter More, 'tis perilous
“ ftriving with Princes. I could with fyou,
““as a Friend, to incline to the King's Plea-
“ fure ; for Indignatio Principis Mors eft.”

“Is that all?” fays Father; “why then
“ there will be onlie this Difference between
“your Grace and me—that I fhall die to-
“daye, and you to-morrow ;"’—which was
the Sum of what I caught.

Next Morning, we were breaking our

Faft
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Faft with Peacefulnefle of Heart, on the
Principle that Sufficient for the Daye is the
Evill thereof, and there had beene a wordy
‘War between our two Fations of the Neri
and Bianchi, Befs having defalked from the
Mancheteers on the Ground that black Bread
fweetened the Breath and fettled the Teeth,
to the no fmall Triumph of the Cob-loaf
Party: while Daify, perfevering at her
Crufts, fayd, “No, I can cleave to the Rye
“Bread as fteddilie as anie among you;
““but 'tis vayn of Father to maintain that it
“is as toothfome as a Manchet, or that I
“eat it to whiten my Teeth, for thereby

“ he robs Self-deniall of its Grace.” ]
Father, firange to fay, feemed taken at
‘Vantage, and was paufing for a Retort, when
Holfon coming in, and whifpering Somewhat
in his Ear, he rofe fuddainlie and went
forthe of the Hall with him, putting his
Head back agayn to fay, “Reft ye alle
“awhile where ye be,” which we did,
uneafilie enow. Anon he returns, bruthing
his Cap, and fays calmlie, “Now let’s
“ forthe

1534




The Houfehold

« forthe to Church ;" and clips Mother's Arm
beneathe his owne, and leads the Way. We
follow as foon as we can; and I, lifting to
him more than to the Prieft, did think I never
hearde him make Refponfe more compofedlie,
nor fing more luftilie, by the which I founde
myfelf in ftouter Heart. After Prayers he
is fhriven, after which he faunters back with
us to the Houfe; then brifklie turning on
his Heel, cries to my Hufband, “ Now,
“ Will, let's toward, Lad,” and claps the
Wicket after him, leaving us at t'other Side,
without fo much as cafting back a parting
Look. Though he evermore had been avifed
to let us companie him to the Boat, and
there kifs him once and agayn or ever he
went, ] know not that I fhould have thoughte
much of this, had not Daify, looking after
him keenly, exclaymed fomewhat fhortlie as
the turned in Doors, “I with I had not
“ uttered that Quip about the Cob-loaf.”

Oh, how heavilie fped the Day! The
Houfe, too big now for its Mafter's dimi-
nithed Retinue, had yet never hitherto

feemed
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feemed lonefome ; but now a Somewhat of
dreary and dreadfull, inexpreffible in Words,
invifible to the Eye, but apprehended by
the inner Senfe, filled the blank Space alle
about., For the firft Time every one feemed
idle; not only difinclined for Bufinefle, but
as though there were Something unfeemlie
in addreffing one's Self to it. There was
nothing to cry about, nothing to talk over,
and yet we alle flood agaze at each other
in Groups, like the Cattle under the Trees
when a Storm is at hand. Mercy was the
firft to flart off. I held her back, and fayd,
““ What is to do?” She whifpered, “Pray.”
I let her Arm drop; but Befs at that Inftant
comes up with Cheeks as colourlefs as
Parchment. She fayth, “’'Tis made out
“now. A Purfuivant de Faélo fetched him
“ forthe this Morning!” We gave one deep,
univerfal Sigh; Mercy broke away, and I
after her, to feek the fame Remedy, but
alack, in vayn. . .

How large a Debt we owe you, wife
and

1534
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and holie Men of old! How ye counfel
us to Patience, incite us to Self-maftery,
cheer us on to high Emprize, temper in us
the Heat of Youth, fchool our Inexperience,
calm the o’erwrought Mind, allay the An-
guith of Difappointment, cheat Sufpenfe,
and mafter Defpair. . . How much better
and happier ye would make us, if we would
but lift your Teaching!

Befs hath fallen Sick; no marvell. Everie
one goeth heavilie. Alle Joy is darkened ;
the Mirthe of the Houfe is gone.

Will tells me, that as they pufhed off
from the Stairs, Father took him about the
Neck and whifpered, “I thank our Lorb,
“the Field is won!” Sure, Regulus ne’er
went forthe with higher Self-devotion.

Having declared his Inabilitie to take the
Oath as it floode, they bade him, Will tells
me, take a Turn in the Garden while they
adminiftered it to fundrie others, thus afford-
ing him Leifure for Re-confideration. But
they might as well have bidden the Neap-
tide turn before its Hour. When called in

agayn,
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agayn, he was as firm as ever, fo was given
in Ward to the Ablot of Weftminfler till
the King's Grace was informed of the
Matter. And now the Fool's wife Saying
of vindi&ive Herodias came true, for ’twas
the King’s Mind to have Mercy on his old
Servant, and tender him'a qualifyed Oath;
but Queen Anne, by her importunate Cla-
mours, did overrule his proper Will, and
at Four Days' End, the full Oath being
agayn tendered and rejeCted, Father was
committed to the Tower. Oh, wicked
Woman, how could you! .. .. Sure, you

1534.
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May 22nd.
May22.| In Anfwer to our inceffant Applications

throughout this lat Month paft, Mother hath
at length obtayned Accefs to dear Father.
She returned, her Eyes nigh fwollen . to
clofing with weeping. . . . We crowded
round about, burning for her Report, but|
"twas fome Time ere fhe coulde fetch Breath
or Heart to give it us. At length Daify,
kifing her Hand once and agayn, draws
forthe a disjoynted Tale, fomewhat after
this Fathion : .

« Come, give over weeping, deareft Mother ;
“’twill do neither him, you, nor us anie
“Goode. . . . What was your firft Speech
“of him?”

“Oh, my firft Speech, Sweetheart, was,
“¢What, my Goodnefs, Mr. More! I mar-
“<vell how that you, who were always
“¢counted a wife Man, thould now foe play
“ < the Fool as to lie here in this clofe, filthy
“ ¢ Prifon, fhut up with Mice and Rats, when

“¢you
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“‘you mighte be abroade and at your
¢ ¢ Liberty, with the Favour of King and
“¢Council, and return to your righte fayr
“ ¢ Houfe, your Books and Gallery, and your
“<Wife, Children, and Houfehold, if foe
“‘be you onlie woulde but do what the
“<Bifhops and beft learned of the Realm
¢ ¢ have, without Scruple, done alreadie.’

“ And what fayd he, Mother, to that?” ...

“ Why, then, Sweetheart, he chucks me
“under the Chin, and fayeth, ¢I prithee,
“<good Miftrefs Alice, to tell me one Thing.’
“....Soe then I fay, * What Thing?’ Soe
“ then he fayeth, ¢ Is not this Houfe, Sweet-
“““heart, as nigh Heaven as mine own?’
“Soe then I jerk my Head away and fay,
¢ ¢ Tilley-valley ! Tilley-valley!"”

Sayth Befs, “ Sure, Mother, that was cold
“ Comfort. . . .. And what next?"”

“Why, then I faid, ¢ Bone Deus, Man!
“ ¢ Bone Deus ! will this Gear never be left ¥’
« Soe then he fayth, ¢ Well, then, Mrs. Alice,
“<if it be foe, ’tis mighty well; but, for my
¢¢ ¢ Part, I fee no greate Reafon why I fhoulde

“ ¢ much
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¢ much joy in my gay Houfe, or in Aniething
“ “belonging thereunto, when, if I thoulde be

‘[ ““but feven Years buried underground, and

““then arife and come thither agayn, I
“¢ “fhoulde not fail to find Some therein that
“¢woulde bid me get out of Doors, and tell
““me ’twas none o’ mine. What Caufe have
“ <], then, to care foe greatlie for a Houfe that
« < woulde foe foone forget its Mafter?’ " . . .

“ And then, Mother? and then?”

“ Soe then, Sweetheart, he fayth, ‘Come
“<tell me, Mrs. Alice, how long do you
“ ¢ think we might reckon on living to enjoy
“¢jt?” Soel fay, ‘ Some twenty Years, for-
“<footh.” ¢In faith,’ fays he, “had you faid
< fome thoufand Years, it had beene Some-
“<what; and yet he were a very bad Mer-
“ ¢ chant that woulde put himfelfe in Danger
““to lofe Eternity for a thoufand Years . . ..
“ “how much the rather if we are not fure to
“<enjoy it one Day to an End!” Soe then
““ he puts me off with Queftions, How is #7ill?
““and Daify ? and Rupert? and this one? and
“t’other one? and the Peacocks? and Rab-

“bits ?
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“bits? and have we elefted a new King of
“ the Cob-loaf yet? and has Tom found his
“Hoop? and is the Hafp of the Buttery-
“hatch mended yet? and how goes the
“Court? and what was the Text o’ Sunday ?
“and have I pratifed the Viol ? and how are
“we off for Money? and why can’t he fee
“ Meg? Then he afks for this Book and
“ t'other Book, but I've forgot their Names;
“and he fayth he's kept mighty fhort of
““ Meat, though ’tis little he eats, but his
“Man Jokn a Wood is gay an’ hungry, and
“’tis worth a World to fee him at a falt
“ Herring. Then he gives me Counfell of
“ this and that, and puts his Arm about me
““ and fays, ¢ Come, let us pray;’ but while he
“kept praying for one and t'other, I kept
“a-counting of his gray Hairs; he’d none a
‘“ Month agone. And we’re fcarce off our
“ Knees, when I'm fetched away; and I fay,
“ ¢When will you change your Note, and a&
“‘like a wife Man?’ and he fayth, ¢ When?
“<“when?’ looking very profound; ‘why, ...
“ “when Gorfe is out of Bloflom, and Kiffing

€€ ¢ out
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July

25th.

Ang.

16th.

“<out of Fafhion.’ Soe puts me forthe by
“the Shoulders with a Laugh, calling after
“me, ‘ Remember me over and over agayn
“¢to them alle, and let me fee Meg."”

....Ifeel asif a String were tied tight
about my Heart. Methinketh 'twill burft if
we goe on long foe.

He hath writ us a few Lines with a Coal,
ending with “ Surfum Corda, dear Children!
“up with your Hearts.”” The Bearer was
dear Bonvifi.

The Lorp begins to cut us fhort. We
are now on very meagre Commons, dear
Mother being obliged to pay fifteen Shillings
a-week for the Board, poor as it is, of Father
and his Servant. She hath parted with her|
Velvet Gown, embroidered overthwart, to my
Lady Sands’ Woman. Her Mantle, edged
with Coney, went long ago.

But we lofe not Heart; I think mine is
becoming annealed in the Furnace, and will
not now break. I have writ fomewhat after

this
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this Fafhion to him..... “What do you
“ think, moft dear Fatker, doth comfort us at
““ Chelfea, during this your Abfence? Surelie,
““ the Remembrance of your Manner of Life
“among us, your holy Converfation, your
“ wholefome Counfells, your Examples of
“ Virtue, of which there is Hope that they do
““not onlie perfevere with you, but that, by
“ Gop’s Grace, they are much increaft.”

I weary to fee him..... Yes, we fhall
meet in Heaven, but how long firft, oh Lorp!
how long ?

Now that I've come back, let me feek to
think, to remember. . .. Sure, my Head will
clear by-and-by? Strange, that Feeling thoulde
have the Mafterdom of Thought and Memory
in Matters it is moft concerned to retayn.

«+..I minded to put the Hair-cloth and
Cord under my Farthingale, and one or two
of the fmaller Books in my Pouch, as alfoe
fome Sweets and Suckets fuch as he was
ufed to love. Will and Bonvifi were a-wait-
ing for me; and deare Befs, putting forthe

her
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her Head from her Chamber Door, cries
piteoufly, “ Tell him, dear Meg, tell him . . .
“’twas never foe fad to me to be fick ...
“and that I hope...I pray...the Time
“may come ...” then falls back fwooning
into Dancey’s Arms, whom I leave crying
heartilie over her, and haften below to receive
the confufed Medley of Meflages fent by
every other Member of the Houfe. For mine
owne Part, I was in fuch a tremulous Suc-
cuffion as to be fcarce fitt to ftand or goe;
but Time and the Tide will noe Man bide,
and, once having taken Boat, the cool
River Ayr allayed my fevered Spiritts; onlie
I coulde not for a while get ridd of the Im-
preffion of poor Dancey crying over Befs in
her Deliquium.

I think none o’ the three opened our Lips
before we reached Lambeth, fave, in the
Reach, Will cried to the Steerfman, * Look
“you run us not aground,” in a fharper Voyce
than I e’er heard from him. After paffing
the Archbifhop’s Palace, whereon I gazed full
ruefullie, good Bonviff beganne to mention

fome
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fome Rhymes he had founde writ with a
Diamond on one of the Window-panes at
Crofty Houfe, and would know were they
Father's? and was't the Chamber Father had
ufed to fleep in? I tolde him it was, but
knew Nought of the Diftich, though ’'twas
like enow to be his. And thence he went
on to this and that : how that Father's cheer-
fulle, funny Humour never forfook him, nor
his brave Heart never quelled ; inftancing his
fearlefle Paflage through the Traitor’s Gate,
afking his Neighbours whether Ais Gait were
that of a Traditor; and, on being fued by
the Porter for his upper Garment, giving him
his Cap, which he fayd was uppermoft; and
other fuch Quips and Paffages, which I
fcarce noted nor fmiled at, foe forry was I
of Cheer.
T At length we ftayed rowing: Will lifted
me out, kiffed me, heartened me up; and,
indeede, I was in better Heart then, having
been quietlie in Prayer a good While. After
fome few Forms, we were led through fun-
drie Turns and Paffages; and, or ever I was
aware,
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aware, I founde myfelf quit of my Compa-
nions, and in Father's Arms.

We both cried a little at firft; I wonder
I wept noe more, but Strength was given
me in that Hour. As foone as I coulde, I
lookt him in the Face, and he lookt at me,
and I was beginning to note his hollow
Cheeks, when he fayd, “ Why, Meg, you are
« getting freckled ;" foe that made us bothe
laugh. He fayd, “You fhoulde get fome
 Freckle-water of the Lady that fent me
“here ; depend on it, the hath both Wathes
“and TinGures in Plenty; and, after all,
“ Meg, fhe’ll come to the fame End at laft,
“and be as the Lady all Bone and Skin,
“ whofe ghaftlie Legend ufed to fcare thee
“foe when thou wert a Child. Don't tell
“ that Story to thy Children ; 'twill hamper
“’em with unfavoury Images of Death. Tell
“them of heavenlie Hofts a-waiting to carry
“ off good Men’s Souls in fire-bright Chariots,
“ with Horfes of the Sun, to a Land where
“ they fhall never more be furbated and weary,
“ but walk on cool, fpringy Turf, and among

“ Myrtle
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“ Myrtle Trees, and eat Fruits that fhall heal
“while they delight them, and drink the
“ coldeft of cold Water, freth from the River
“of Life, and have Space to firetch them-
“ felves, and bathe, and leap, and run, and,
““ whichever Way they look, meet Chriff's
“Eyes fmiling on them. Sure, Meg, who
“would live, that coulde die? One mighte
“as well be an Angel fhut up in a Nutfhell
“as bide here. Fancy how gladfome the
“{weet Spiritt woulde be to have the Shell
“cracked! no matter by whom—the King,
“or King's Miftrefs. . . Let her dainty Foot
“but fet him free, he'd fay, ‘For this Re-
“ ¢ leafe, much Thanks.’ . ... And how goes
“ the Court, Meg?”

“ In Faith, Father, never better. . . . There
“is Nothing elfe there, I heare, but Dancing
“ and Difporting.” :

“ Never better, Child, fayft thou? Alas,
““ Meg, it pitieth me to confider what Mifery,
“ poor Soul, the will thortlie come to. Thefe
““ Dances of hers will prove fuch Dances that
“fhe will fpurn our Heads off like Footballs ;

“but
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“but 'twill not be long ere her Head will
“dance the like Dance. Mark you, Meg, a
¢ Man that reftraineth not his Paffions, hath
““ always Something cruel in his Nature, and
¢ if there be a Woman toward, fhe is fure to
“¢ fuffer heavieft for it, firft or laft. . . . Seek
“ Scripture Precedent for’t . . . . you'll find
“it as I fay. Stony as Death, cruel as the
“Grave. Thofe Pharifees that were, to a
“ Man, convited of Sin, yet haled a finning
“ Woman before the Lorp, and would fain
“have feen the Dogs lick up her Blood.
“ When they lick up mine, deare Meg, let
“not your Heart be troubled, even though
“ they fhoulde hale thee to London Bridge, to
““ fee my Head fluck on a Pole. Think, moft
“dear'ft, I fhall then have more Reafon to
“weep for thee than thou for me. But
“ there’s noe weeping in Heaven; and bear
“in Mind, Meg, diftin&lie, that if they fend
“me thither, "twill be for obeying the Law
“of Gop rather than of Men. And after
“alle, we live not in the bloody, barbarous
“ old Times of Crucifyings, and Flayings, and

' “ immerfing
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“immerfing in Cauldrons of boiling Oil.
“One Stroke, and the Affair's done. A
“clumfy Chirurgeon would be longer ex-
“tralting a Tooth. 'We have oft agreed that
“ the little Birds ftruck down by the Kite and
“ Hawk fuffer lefs than if they were referved
“ to a naturall Death. There is one fenfible
 Difference, indeed, between wus: in our
¢ Cafes, Preparation is a-wanting.”

Hereon, I minded me to flip off the Hair-
cloth and Rope, and give the fame to him,
along with the Books and Suckets, all which
he hid away privatelie, making merry at the
laft.

“'Twoulde tell well before the Council,”
quoth he, “that on fearching the Prifon-
“ cell of Sir Thomas More, there was founde,
“flagitiouflie and myfteriouflie laid up...
“ a Piece of Barley-fugar!”

Then we talked over fundrie Home-matters;
and anon, having now both of us attayned
unto an equable and chaftened Serenitie of
Mind, which needed not any falfe Shows of
Mirth to hide the naturall Complexion of,

he
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he fayth, “I believe, Meg, they that have
“put me here, ween they have done me a
“ high Difpleafure; but I affure thee, on my
¢ Faith, mine owne good Daughter, that if
it had not beene for my Wife, and for you,
“my dear, good Children, I would faine have
“beene clofed up long ere this in as firait a
“ Room, and ftraiter too.”

Thereon he fhewed me how illegal was his
Imprifonment, there being noe Statute to |
authorize the Impofition of the Oath; and
he delivered himfelf, with fome Difpleafure,
agaynft the King's ill Counfellors.

« And furelie, Meg,” quoth he, “’tis pitie
“that anie Chriftian Prince fhoulde, by a
« flexible Council readie to follow his Affec-
“ tions, and by a weak Clergy lacking Grace
““ to ftand conftantly to the Truth as they have
“learned it, be with Flattery fo conftantly
“abufed. The Lotus Fruit fabled by the
¢ Ancients, which made them that ate it lofe
“all Relifh for the daylie Bread of their own
‘ Homes, was Flattex"y, Meg, as I take it and
“ Nothing elfe. And what lefs was the Song

€ Of
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“of the Syrens, agaynft which Ulyffées made
“his Sailors ftop their Ears, and which he,
“ with all his Wifdom, coulde not liften to
“ without ftruggling to be unbound from the
“Maft? Even Praife, Meg, which, mode-
“rately given, may animate and cheer for-
“ward the nobleft Minds, yet, too lavifhly
“ beftowed, will decreafe and palfy their
“ Strength, e’en as an Overdofe of the moft
“ generous and fprightlie Medicine may prove
“ mortiferous. But Flattery is noe Medicine,
““but a rank Poifon, which hath flayn Kings,
“yea, and mighty Kings; and they who love

“it, the Lorp knoweth afar off; knoweth ‘

«¢ diftantlie, has no Care to know intimatelie,
“ for they are none of His.”

Thus we went on, from one Theme to
another, till methinketh a heavenlie Light
feemed to fhine alle about us, like as when
the Angel entered the Prifon of Peter. I
hung upon everie Word and Thought that
iffued from his Lips, and drank them in as
thirfty Land fucks up the tender Rain.....
Had the Angel of Death at that Hour come

i
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in to fetch both of us away, I woulde not
have fayd him nay. . At length, as Time
wore on, and I knew I fhoulde foone be
fetcht forthe, I coulde not but with I had the
Clew to fome fecret Paflage or Subterraneal,
of the which there were doubtlefs Plenty in
the thick Walls, whereby we might fteal off
together.  Father made Anfwer, “ Wifhes
“ never filled a Sack. I make it my Bufinefle,
“ Meg, to wifh as little as I can, except that
“] were better and wifer. You fancy thefe
« four Walls lonefome ; how oft, doft thou
“ fuppofe, I here receive Plato and Socrates,
““and this and that holy Saint and Martyr?
“ My Gaolers can noe more keep them out
“ than they can exclude the Sunbeams. Thou
“knoweft, Jesus flood among his Difciples
“ when the Doors were fhut. I am not more
“lonelie than St. Anthony in his Cave, and I
“have a divine Light e’en here, whereby to
“con the Leflon, Gop is Love.” The Fu-
« tilitie of our Enemies’ Efforts to make us
“ miferable was never more ftronglie proven
“to me than when I was a mere Boy in

“ Cardinall
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 Cardinall Morton’s Service. Having un-
“ wittinglie angered one of his Chaplains, a
“ choleric and e’en malignant-fpirited Man,
“ he did, of his owne Authoritie, {hut me up
“for fome Hours in a certayn damp Vault,
““ which, to a Lad afeard of Ghofts and devilith
 Apparitions, woulde have beene fearfome
“enow. Howbeit, I there cafi myfelf on the
“ Ground with my Back fett agaynft the
“ Wall, and mine Arm behind my Head, this
¢ Fafhion . ... and did then and there, by
“ Reafon of a young Heart, quiet Confcience,
““and quick Phanfy, conjure up fuch a livelie
¢ PiGture of the Queen o’ the Fairies’ Court,
“and alle the Sayings and Doings therein,
“ that never was I more forry than when my
“ Gaoler let me goe free, and bade me rife up
“and be doing. In Place, therefore, my
““ Daughter, of thinking of me in thy Night
““ Watches as beating my Wings agaynft my
¢ Cage Bars, truft that Gop comes to look in
““ upon me without Knocking or Bell-ringing.
 Often in Spiritt I am with you alle: in the
“ Chapel, in the Hall, in the Garden; now

N “in
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“ in the Hay-field, with my Head on thy Lap;
“now on the River, with Will and Rupert at
“the Oar. You fee me not about your Path,
““ you won't fee my difembodied Spiritt befide
“you hereafter, but it may be clofe upon
“you once and agayn for alle that: maybe,
“ at Times, when you have prayed with moft
“ Paffion, or fuffered with moft Patience, or
¢ performed my Hefts with moft Exattnefs, or.
“remembered my Care of you with moft
«“ Affeion. And now, good Speed, good
“ Meg, I hear the Key turn in the Door. . . .
« This Kifs for thy Mother, this for Befs, this
“ for Cecil, . . . . this and this for my whole
“School. Keep dry Eyes and a hopefull
“Heart; and refle& that Nought but un-
“ pardoned Sin fhoulde make us weep for

“ ever.”

September.

Seeing the Woodman fell a noble Tree,
which, as it went to the Ground, did uptear
feverall fmall Plants by the Roots, methoughte
fuch woulde be the Fall of dear Father, herein

more
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more fad than that of the Abbot of Sion and
the Charterhoufe Monks, inafmuch as, being
celibate, they involve noe others in theire
Ruin. Brave, holie Martyrs! how cheerfullie
they went to theire Death. I'm glad to have
feene how pious Men may turn €’en an igno-
minious Sentence into a kind of Euthanafy.
Dear Father bade me note how they bore
themfelves as Bridegrooms going to theire
Marriage, and converted what mighte have
beene a Shock to my furcharged Spiritts, into
a Leflon of deepe and high Comfort.

One Thing hath grieved me forelie. He
miftooke Somewhat I fayd at parting for an
Implication of my With that he fhoulde
yield up his Confcience. Oh no, deareft
Father, that be far from me! It feems to
have cut him to the Heart, for he hath writ
that “ none of the terrible Things that may
““befall him touch him foe nearlie as that
“his dearlie beloved Child, whofe Opinion
“he foe much values, fhoulde defire him
“to overrule his Confcience.” That be far
‘[ fron me, Father! 1 have writ to explayn
the

1534.
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though it be, hath troubled my Heart.
. November.
Nov. Parliament will meet to-morrow. 'Tis ex-

pe&ted Father and the good Bifhop of Ro-
chqﬂer will be attainted for Mifprifion of
Treafon by the flavilh Members thereof. And
though not given hithertoe unto much Heede
of Omens and Bodements while our Hearts
were light and our Courage high, yet now
the coming Evill feemeth foretfhadowed unto
alle by I know not how many melancholick
Prefages, fent, for aught we know, in Mercy.
Now that the Days are dark and fhort, and
the Nights ftormy, we fhun to linger much
after Dufk in lone Chambers and Paffages;
and what was fayd of the Enemies of Ifrael
may be nigh fayd of us, “that a falling Leaf
“thall chafe them.” I'm fure “a Going in
“the Tops of the Mulberry Trees,” on a
blufterous Evening, is enow to draw us alle,
Men, Mothers, and Maids, together in an
Heap. . . . We goe aboute the Houfesin

Twos
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Twos and Threes, and care not much to leave
the Firefide. Laft Sunday we had clofed
about the Hearth, and little Bill was a read-
ing by the Fire-light how Herodias’ Daughter
danced off the Head of St.John the Baptifi,
when down comes an emptie Swallow’s Neft
tumbling adown the Chimnie, bringing with
it enow of Soot, Smoke, and Rubbith to half
fmother us alle; but the Duft was Nothing
to the Difmay thereby occafioned, and I noted
one or two of our braveft turn as pale as
Death. Then, the Rats have fkirmithed and
gallopped behind the Wainfcoat more like a
Troop of Horfe than a Herd of fuch fmall
Deer, to the infinite Annoyance of Motkher,
who coulde not be more firmly perfuaded
they were about to leave a falling Houfe,
if, like the fcared Priefts in the Temple of
Jerusalem, the had heard a Voyce utter, “ Let
“us depart hence.” The round upper Half
of the Cob-loaf rolled off the Table this
Morning; and Rupert, as he picked it up,
gave a Kind of Shudder, and muttered fome-
what about a Head rolling from the Scaffold.

‘Worfe
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Worfe than this was o’ Tuefday Night. . L.
"Twas Bed-time, and yet none were liking
to goe, when, o’ fuddain, we heard a Screech
that made every Body’s Heart thrill, followed
by one or two hollow Groans. Wil fnatches
up the Lamp and runs forth, I clofe follow-
ing, and alle the others at our Heels; and
after looking into fundrie deferted Cup-boards
and Corners, we defcend the broad Stone
Steps of the Cellars, half way down which
Will, ftumbling over Something he fees not,
takes a flying Leap to clear himfelf down to
the Bottom, luckily without extinguifhing the
Lamp. We find Gillian on the Steps in a
Swoon: on bringing her to, fhe exclayms
about a Ghoft without a Head, wrapped in a
Winding-fheet, that confronted her, and then
fank to the Ground as the entered the Vaults.
‘We caft a fearfulle Look about, and defcry
a tall white Sack of Flour, recently over-
turned by the Rats, which clears up the
Myftery, and procures Gillian a little Jeering ;
but we alle return to the Hall with fluttered
Spiritts. Another Time I, going up to the

Nurferie
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Nurferie in the Dark, on hearing Baby cry,
am paffed on the Stairs by I know not what,
breathing heavilie. I reache forthe my Arm,
but pafs cleare through the fpirituall Nature,
whatever it is, yet diftinétlie feel my Cheek
and Neck fanned by its Breath. I turn very
faint, and get Nurfe to goe with me when I
return, bearing a Light, yet think it as well
to fay nought to diftrefs the reft.

But worft of alle was laft Night .. ..
After I had beene in Bed awhile, I minded
me that deare /#ill had not returned me
Father's Letter. I awoke him, and afked
if he had broughte it up Stairs; he fleepily
replied he had not; foe I hafltily arofe,
threw on a Cloke, took a Light, and entered
the Gallery; when, half way along it, between
me and the pale Moonthine, I was fcared to
behold a flender Figure alle in White, with
naked Feet, and Arms extended. I ftoode
agaze, fpeechlefle, and, to my Terror, made
out the Features of Befs . . .. her Eyes
open, but vacant; then faw John Dancey
foftly ftealing after her, and figning to me

with
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with his Finger on his Lips. She pafled
without noting me, on to Father's Door ;
there knelt as if in Prayer, making a low
fort of Wail, while Dancey, with Tears run-
ning down his Cheeks, whifpered, “'Tis the
¢ third Time of her thus fleep-walking . . . .
“ the Token of how troubled a Mind!"”

We difturbed her not, dreading that a
fuddain Waking might bring on Madnefs; foe
after making Moan awhile, she kiffes the
fenfelefs Door, rifes up, moves towards her
own Chamber, followed by Dancey and me,
wrings her Hands a little, then lies down, and
graduallie falls into what feems a dreamleffe
Sleep, we watching her in Silence till fhe’s
quiet, and then {queezing each other’s Hands
ere we part.

Will was wide awake when I got
back ; he fayd, “ Why, Meg, how long you
““have beene ! coulde you not lighte on the
“Letter?” . ... When I tolde him what had
hindered me by the Way, he turned his Face
to the Wall and wept.

Midnight.
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Midnight.
The wild Wind is abroad, and, methinketh,
Nothing elfe. Sure, how it rages through our
empty Courts! In fuch a Season, Men,
Beafts, and Fowls cower beneath the Shelter
of their rocking Walls, yet almoft fear to truft
them. Lorp, I know that thou canft give
the Tempeft double Force, but do not, I
befeech Thee! Oh! have Mercy on the
frail Dwelling and the Ship at Sea.
Dear little Bill hath ta'en a feverith Attack,
I watch befide him whilft his Nurfe fleeps.
Earlie in the Night his Mind wandered, and
he told me of a pretty pye-bald Poney, noe
bigger than a Bee, that had golden Houfings
and Barley-fugar Eyes ; then dozed, but ever
and anon kept ftarting up, crying, “ Mammy
““ dear!” and foftlie murmured, “ Oh!"” when
he faw I was by. At length I gave him my
Forefinger to hold, which kept him ware of
my Prefence without fpeaking ; but prefentlie
he ftares hard towards the Foot of the Bed,
and fays fearfullie, ““ Mother, why hangs yon
“ Hatchet
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“ Hatchet in the Ayr, with its tharp Edge
“turned towards us?” I rife, move the
Lamp, and fay, “ Do you fee it now?” He
fayth, “No, not now,” and clofes his Eyes.
After a good Space, during the which I hoped
he flept, he fays in quite an altered Tone,
moft like unto foft, fweet Mufic, “ There’s a
“ pretty little Cherub there now, alle Head
“and noe Body, with two little Wings aneath
“his Chin ; but for alle he’s foe Pretty, he is
“juft like dear Gaffer, and feems to know me,
“....and he’ll have a Body agayn too, I
“believe, by and by. . ... Mother, Mother,
“ tell Hobbinol there’s fuch a gentle Lamb in
“Heaven!" and foe, flept.

He’s gone, my pretty . ...! flipt through
my Fingers like a Bird! upfled to his own
native Skies ; and yet, whenas I think on him,
I cannot choofe but weepe. . . . Such a guile-
lefle little Lamb! ... My Billy-bird! his
Mother’s owne Heart !'—They are alle won-
drous kind to me. . .,

How
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How firange that a little Child fhoulde be
permitted to fuffer foe much Payn, when of
fuch is the Kingdom of Heaven! But 'tis
onlie tranfient, whereas a Mother makes it
permanent, by thinking it over and over
agayn. One Leflon is taughte us betimes,
that a naturall Death 'is not, neceffarilie, the
moft eafie. We muft alle die. . ... As poor
Pattefon was ufed to fay, “ The greateft King
 that ever was made, muft bed at laft with
“ Shovel and Spade;” . . . and I'd fooner have
my Billy's Baby Death-bed than King Harry's,
or Nan Boleyn's either, however manie Years
they may yet carry Matters with a high Hand.
Oh, you Minifters of Evill, whoever ye be,
vifible or invifible, you fhall not build a Wall
between my Gop and me. ... I've Some-
thing within me grows fironger and ftronger,
as Times grow more and more Evill; fome
woulde call it Refolution, but methinketh ’tis
Faith.

Meantime, Father’'s Foes . ... alack that
anie can thew ‘emfelves fuch !....are aiming,
by fayr Seemings of friendlie Conference, to

draw
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draw from him Admiffions they can come at
after noe other Fafhion. The new Solicitor
Generall hath gone to the Tower to deprive him
of the few Books I have taken him from Time
to Time. . . . Ah, Mafter Rich, you muft de-
prive him of his Brains afore you can rob him
of their Contents! . . . And, while having 'em
packt up, he falls into eafie Dialogue with
him, as thus, . . . “ Why now, fure, Mr. More,
“ were there an A& of Parliament made that
“all the Realm fhoulde take me for King, you
“ woulde take me for fuch with the Reft.”

 Aye, that woulde I, Sir,” returns Father.

 Forfooth, then,” purfues Rich, “we’ll
“ fuppofe another A& that fhould make me
“the Pope. Woulde you not take me for
“ Pope 2"

“Or fuppofe another Cafe, Mr. Rich,” re-
turns Father,  that another A& ithoulde
“ pafs, that Gop fhoulde not be Gob, would
“ you fay well and good ?”

“ No, truly,” returns the other hatftilie,
“for no Parliament coulde make fuch A&
“ lawful.”

“True,
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“True, as you fay,” repeats Father, “ they
“coulde not,” ....foe eluded the Net of
the Fowler; but how miferable and unhand-
fome a Device to lay wait for him thus!

. ... I flole forthe, ere 'twas Lighte, this
damp chill Morning, to pray befide the little
Grave, but found dear Daify there before me.
How Chriftians love one another!

Will's Lofs is a heavie as mine, yet he
bears with me tenderlie. Yefternighte, he
fayth to me half reproachfullie, “ Am not I
“ better unto thee than ten Sons?”

March, 13335.

Spring comes, that brings Rejuvenefcence

to the Land, and Joy to the Heart, but it

brings none to us, for where Hope dieth, Joy

dieth. But Patience, Soul; Gop's yet in
the Aumry !

) May ;.
Father arraigned. ?

i
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By Reafon of Will's minding to be prefent
at the Triall, which, for the Concourfe of
Spe&ators, demanded his earlie Attendance,
he committed the Care of me, with Befs, to
Dancey, who got us Places to fee Father on
his Way from the Tower to Weftminfler Hall.
‘We coulde not come at him for the Crowd,
but clambered on a Bench to gaze our very
Hearts away after him as he went by, fallow,
thin, grey-haired, yet in Mien not a Whit
caft down. Wrapt in a coarfe woollen Gown,
and leaning on a Staff; which unwonted
Support when Befs markt, the hid her Eyes
on my Shoulder and wept fore, but foon lookt
up agayn, though her Eyes were foe blinded,
I think fhe coulde not fee him. His Face
was calm, but grave, as he came up, but juft
as he pafled, he caughte the Eye of fome one
in the Crowd, and fmiled in his old, frank
Way; then glanced up towards the Windows
with the bright Look he hath foe oft caft to
me at my Cafement, but faw us not. I
coulde
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coulde not help crying, * Father!" but he
heard me not; perchance ’twas foe beft. . . .
I woulde not have had his Face cloud at the
Sighte of poor Beffi/’s Tears.

... Will tells me the IndiGtment was the
longeft ever hearde, on four Counts. Firft,
his Opinion of the King’s Marriage. Second,
his writing fundrie Letters to the Bj/hop of
Rochefter, counfelling him to hold out. Third,
refufing to acknowledge his Grace’s Supre-
macy. Fourth, his pofitive Deniall of it, and
thereby willing to deprive the King of his
Dignity and Title.

When the reading of this was over, the
Lord Chancellor fayth, “ Ye fee how griev-
“ ouflie you have offended the King his Grace,
“but and yet he is foe mercifulle, as that if
“ ye will lay afide your Obftinacie, and change
“ your Opinion, we hope ye may yet obtayn
“ Pardon.”

Father makes Anfwer...and at Sounde
of his deare Voyce alle Men hold their
Breaths. . . . “ Moft noble Lords, I have great
“ Caufe to thank your Honours for this your

“ Courtefie

1535.
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« Courtefie . . . but I pray ALmicaTY Gop
« I may continue in the Mind I'm in, through
« his Grace, until Death.”

They coulde not make goode their Accu-
fation agaynft him. 'Twas onlie on the laft
Count he could be made out a Traitor, and
Proof of’t had they none; how coulde they
have? He fhoulde have beene acquitted out
of hand, 'fteade of which, his bitter Enemy,
my Lord Chancellor, called on him for his
Defence. Will fayth there was a generall
Murmur or Sigh ran through the Court.
Father, however, anfwered the Bidding by
beginning to exprefs his Hope that the Effe®
of long Imprifonment mighte not have beene
fuch upon his Mind and Body, as to impair
his Power of rightlie meeting alle the Charges
agaynft him . . . when, turning faint with long
ftanding, he ftaggered and loofed Hold of his
Staff, whereon he was accorded a Seat. "T'was
but a Moment's Weaknefs of the Body, and
he then proceeded frankly to avow his having
always oppofed the King's Marriage to his
Grace himfelf, which he was foe far from

thinking




of Sir Thos. More.

193

thinking High Treafon, that he fhoulde rather
have deemed it Treachery to have withholden
| his Opinion from his Sovereign King when
folicited by#him for his Counfell. His Letters
to the good Bifkop he proved to have been
harmlefle. Touching his declining to give
his Opinion, when afkt, concerning the Supre-
macy, he alleged there coulde be noe Tranf-

greffion in holding his Peace thereon, Gob |

onlie being cognizant of our Thoughts.

“ Nay,” interpofeth the Attorney Generall,
“your Silence was the Token of a Malicious
“ Mind.”

“] had always underftoode,” anfwers Fa-
ther, “ that Silence ftoode for Confent. Qui
““ tacet, confentire videtur;" which made Sundrie
fmile. On the laft Charge, he protefted he
had never fpoken Word agaynﬁ the Law unto
anie Man.

The Jury are about to acquit him, when o’
fuddain, the Solicitor Generall offers himfelf
as Witnefs for the Crown, is fworn, and gives
Evidence of his Dialogue with Father in the
"| Tower, falfelie adding, like a Liar as he is,
o that
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that on his faying, “ No Parliament coulde
“ make a Law that Gop fhoulde not be Gop,”
Father had rejoyned, “ No more coulde they
“make the King fupreme HBad of the
¢ Church.”

I marvell the Ground opened not at his
Feet. Father brifklie made Anfwer, « If I
“were a Man, my Lords, who regarded not
““an Oath, ye know well I netded not ftand
“now at this Bar. And if the Oath which
““ you, Mr. Rich, have juft taken be true, then
“I pray I may never fee Gop in the Face.
“In good Truth, Mr. Rick, T am more forry
“ for your Perjurie than my Perill. You and
“J once dwelt long together in one Parith;
“ your Manner of Life and Converfation from
“ your Youth up were familiar to me; and it
“ paineth me to tell ye were ever held very
“light of your Tongue, a great Dicer and
¢ Gamefter, and not of anie commendable
“ Fame either there or in the Temple, the Inn
“to which ye have belonged. Is it credible,
« therefore, to your Lordfhips, that the Secrets
“ of my Confcience touching the Oath, which

“I
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“I never woulde reveal, after the Statute
“ once made, either to the King’s Grace him-
“felf, nor to anie of you, my honourable
“Lords, I fhould have thus lightly blurted
“out in private Parley with Mr. Rick 2"

In fhort, the Villain made not goode his
Poynt : ne'erthelefle, the Iffue of this black
Day was aforehand fixed ; my Lord Audley
was primed with a virulent and venomous
Speech ; the Jury retired, and prefentlie re-
turned with a Verdi® of Guilty; for they
knew what the King's Grace woulde have 'em
doe in that Cafe.

Up ftarts my Lord Audley,—commences
pronouncing Judgment, when— '

“My Lord,” fays Father, “in my Time,
“the Cuftom in thefe Cafes was ever to afk
“ the Prifoner, before Sentence, whether he
“coulde give anie Reafon why Judgment
“ fhoulde not proceed agaynft him.”

My Lord, in fome Confufion, puts the
Quettion.

And then came the frightful Sentence.

Yes, yes, my Soul, I know; there were

Saints
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Saints of old fawn afunder. Men of whom
the World was not worthy.

. Then he fpake unto 'em his Mmd
and bade his Judges and Accufers farewell ;
hoping that like as St. Paul was prefent and
confenting unto St. Stephen’s Death, and yet
both were now holy Saints in Heaven, foe he
and they might fpeedilie meet there, joint
Heirs of e’erlafting Salvation.

-Meantime poor Befs and Cecilie, fpent with
Grief and long waiting, were for@ tc be
carried Home by Heron, or ever Father re-
turned to his Prifon. Was't lefs Feeling, or
more Strength of Body, enabled me to bide
at the “Tower Wharf with Dancey? Gop
knoweth. They brought him back by Water ;
my poor Sifters muft have paffed him. . . .
The firft Thing I faw was the Axe, turned
with .its Edge' towards him—my firft Note of
his Sentence. I for& my Way through the
Crowd . ... fcme one laid a cold Hand on
mine Arm ; 'twas poor Pattefon, foe changed
I fcarce knew him, with a Rofary of Goofe-
berries he kept running through his Fingers.

He
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He fayth, “Bide your Time, Miftres Meg;
“ when he comes paft, I'll make a Paffage for
“ye; . . .. Oh, Brother, Brother! what
¢« ailed thee to refufe the Oath? I've taken
“it!” In another Moment, “ Now, Mif-
“trefs, now!” and flinging his Arms right
and left, made a Breach through which I
darted, fearlefle of Bills and Halberds, and
did caft mine Arms about Father’s Neck.
He cries, “ My Meg!” and hugs me to him
as though our very Souls fhoulde grow to-
get‘her. He fayth, “Blefs thee, blefs thee!
“ Enough, enough, my Child; what mean
“ye, to weep and break mine Heart? Re-
““ member, though I die innocent,. 'tis not
“ without the Will of Gop, who coulde have
‘“turned mine Enemie's Hearts, if ’twere
““ beft ; therefore poffefs your Soul in Patience.
“Kifs them all for me, thus and thus. . . .”
foe gave me back into Dancey’s Arms, the
Guards about him alle weeping; but I coulde
not thus lofe Sight of him for ever; foe,
after a Minute's Paufe, did make a fecond
Ruth, brake away from JDancey, clave to

Father
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Father agayn, and agayn they had Pitie on
me, and made Paufe while I hung upon his
Neck. This Time there were large Drops
ftanding on his dear Brow, and the big Tears
were fwelling into his Eyes. He whifpered,
“ Meg, for Chriffs Sake don’t unman me'
“ thou'lt not deny my laft Requeft?” I fayd,
“Oh! no!” and at once loofened mine Arms.
“ God’s Blefling be with you!” he fayth with
a laft Kifs. I coulde not help crying, <My
 Father, my Father!” <The Chariot of
“ Ifrael, and the Horfemen thereof!”’ he ve-
hementlie whifpers, pointing upwards with
foe paffionate a Regard, that I look up, almoft
expelling a beatific Vifion ; and when I turn
about agayn, he’s gone, and I have noe more
Senfe nor Life till I find myfelf agayn in

mine owne Chamber, my Sifters chafing my
Hands.

July sth.
Alle’s over now. . .. they've done theire

worft, and yet I live. There were ‘Women
coulde fland aneath the Crof, The Mac-

calbees’'
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cabees’ Mother—. . . . yes, my Soul, yes; I
know — Nought but unpardoned Sin. . . .
The Chariot of [frael.

Dr. Clement hath beene with us. Sayth
he went ui) as blythe as a Bridegroom to be
clothed upon with Immortality.

Rupert ftoode it alle out. Perfe@ Love
cafteth out Feare. Soe did his.

. . . My moft precious Treafure is this deare
Billet, writ with a Coal; the laft Thing he
fett his Hand to, wherein he fayth, “Inever
“liked your Manner towards me-better than
“ when you kiffed me laft.”

They have let us bury his poor mangled
Trunk ; but, as fure as there's a Sun in Hea-
ven, I'll have his Head !—before another Sun
hath rifen, too. If wife Men won’t fpeed me,
I'll e’en content me with a Fool.

I doe think Men, for the moft Part, be
Cowards in theire Hearts . . . moral Cowards.
Here and there we find one like Father, and

like
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20th,

like Socrates, and like . . . this and that one,
I mind not theire Names juft now; but in
the Main, methinketh they lack the moral
Courage of Women. Maybe, I'm unjuft to
’em juft now, being croft.

. .. I'lay down, but my Heart was waking.
Soon after the firft Cock crew, I hearde a
Pebble caft agaynft my Lattice; knew the
Signall, rofe, drefled, ftole foftlie down, and
let myfelf out. I knew the Touch of the
poor Fool's Fingers; his Teeth were chatter-
ing, 'twixt Cold and Fear, yet he laught
aneath his Breath as he caught my Arm and
dragged me after him, whifpering, “ Fool
‘“and fayr Lady will cheat 'em yet.” At the
Stairs lay a Wherry with a Couple of Boat-
men, and one of "em ftepping up to me cries,
“ Alas for ruth, Miftrefs Meg, what is’t ye do?
“Art mad to go on this Errand?” I fayd,
I fhall be mad if I goe not, and fucceed too
—put me in, and pufh off.”

‘We went down the River quietlic enow—
at length reach London Bridge Stairs. Pat-

tefon
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tefon, ftarting up, fays, “Bide ye all as ye
“are,” and fprings aland and runneth up to
the Bridge. Anon returns, and fayth, “ Now,
“ Miftrefs, alle’s readie . . . readier than ye
“wift . . . come up quickly, for the Coaft’s
“clear.”” Holfon (for 'twas he) helps me
forth, faying, “ Gop fpeed ye, Miftrefs. . .
“An’ I dared, I woulde goe with ye.”
... Thought I, there be others in that
Cafe.

Nor lookt I up till aneath the Bridge-gate,
when, cafting upward a fearfome Look, I be-
held the dark Outline of the ghattly, yet
precious Relic; and, falling into a Tremour,
did wring my Hands and exclaym,  Alas,
“alas! that Head hath lain full manie a Time
“in my Lap! woulde Gop, woulde Gop it
lay there now!"” When, o’ fuddain, I faw
the Pole tremble and fway towards me ; and
ftretching forth my Apron, I did, in an Ex-
tafy of Gladnefs, Pity, and Horror, catch its
Burthen as it fell. Pattefon, fhuddering, yet
grinning, cries under his Breath, “ Managed
“I not well, Miftres? Let’s fpeed away with

{4 our
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¢ our Theft, for Fools and their Treafures are
“ foon parted; but I think not they’ll follow
“hard after us, neither, for there are Well-
“ withers to us on the Bridge. I'll put ye
“ into the Boat, and then fay, Gop fpeed ye,
¢ Lady, with your Burthen.”

Rizpah, Daughter of Aiah, did watch her
Dead from the Beginning of Harveft until
the latter Rain, and fuffered neither the Birds
of the Ayr to light on them by Day, nor the
wild Beafts of the Field by Night. And it
was told the King, but he intermeddled not
with her. '

Argia ftole Polynices Body by Night, and
buried it, for the which fthe with her Life
did willingly pay Forfeit. 4ntigone, for aiding
in the pious Theft, was adjudged to be buried
alive. Artemjfia did make herfelf ber loved
one’s Shrine, by drinking his Afhes. Such is
the Love of Women ; many Waters cannot
quench it, neither can the Floods drown it.
I've heard Bonvifi tell of a poor Italian Girl,
whofe Brothers did flay her Lover; and in

Spite
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Spite of 'em fhe got his Heart, and buried it
in a Pot of Bafil, which the watered Day and
Night with her Tears, juft as I do my Coffer.
Will has promifed it fhall be buried with me;
layd upon my Heart; and fince then, I've
beene eafier.

He thinks he fhall write Father's Life, when
he gets more compofed, and we are fettled in
a new Home. We are to be cleared out o’
this in alle Hafte ; the King grutches at our
lingering over Father's Footfteps, and gazing
on the dear familiar Scenes aflociate with his
Image ; and yet, when the News of the
bloody Deed was taken to him, as he fate
playing at Tables with Queen 4nne, he ftarted
up and fcowled at her, faying, “ Thou art the
< Caufe of this Man's Death !” Father might
well fay, during our laft precious Meeting in
the Tower, “'Tis 1, Meg, not the King, that
“love Women. They belie him; he onlie
“loves himfelf.” Adding, with his own
fweet Smile, “ Your Gaffer ufed to fay that
“ Women were a Bag of Snakes, and that the
“ Man who put his Hand therein woulde be

““ lucky
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“lucky if he founde one Eel among them
“alle; but 'twas onlie in Sport, Meg, and he
““owned that I had enough Eels to my Share
“ to make a goodly Pie, and called my Houfe
 the Eel-pie Houfe to the Day of his Death.
“"Twas our Lord Jefus raifed up Women, and
“ fhewed Kindnefle unto ’em ; and they've
“ kept theire Level, in the Main, ever fince.”

I with #ill may fett down everie Thing of
Father's faying he can remember; how pre-
cious will his Book then be to us! But I fear
me, thefe Matters adhere not to a Man’s
Memory . . . he'll be telling of his Doings as
Speaker and Chancellor, and his faying this
and that in Parliament. Thofe are the
Matters men like to write and to read ; he
won't write it after my Fathion.

I had a Mifgiving of #ill's Wrath, that
Night, 'fpeciallie if I failed ; but he called me
bis brave Judith. Indeed I was a Woman
bearing a Head, but one that had oft lain on
my Shoulder.

My Thoughts beginne to have Connexion
now ; but till laft Night, I flept not. 'Twas

fcarce
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fcarce Sunfett. Mercy had been praying
befide me, and I lay outfide my Bed, inclining
rather to Stupor than Sleep. O’ fuddain, I
have an Impreflion that fome one is leaning
over me, though I hear 'em not, nor feel
theire Breath. I ftart up, cry «“ Mercy ! " but
fhe’s not there, nor any one elfe. I turn on my
Side and become heavie to Sleep ; but orere I
drop quite off, agayn I am fenfible or appre-
henfive of fome living Confcioufnefs between
my clofed Eyelids and the fetting Sunlight;
agayn ftart up and ftare about, but there's
Nothing. Then I feel ... like El, maybe,
when the Child Samuel called to him twice ;
and Tears well into mine Eyes, and I clofe
'em again, and fay in mine Heart, “If he’s
“ at Hand, oh, let me fee him next Time. ...
“the third Time’s lucky.” But, 'fteade of
this, I fall into quiet, balmy, dreamleffe Sleep.
Since then I've had an'abiding, affuring Senfe
of Help, of a Hand upholding me, and

fmoothing and glibbing the Way before me.
‘We mutt yield to the Powers that be. At
this Prefent, we are weak, but they are
ftrong ;

208
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firong ; they are honourable, and we are
defpifed. They have made us a Spectacle
unto the World, and, I think, Europe will
ring with it ; but at this prefent Hour, they
will have us forth of our Home, though we
have as yet no certayn Dwelling-Place, and
must flee as fcared Pigeons from their Dove-
cot. No Matter; our Men are willing to
labour, and our Women to endure: being '
reviled, we blefs ; being perfecuted, we fuffer
it. Onlie I marvell how anie honeft Man,
coming after us, will be able to eat a Mouth-
ful of Bread with a Relifh within thefe Walls.
And, methinketh, a dithoneft Man will have
fundrie Frights from the Lares and Lemures.
There'll be Dearth o' black Beans in the
Market.

Flow on, bright fhining Thames. A good,
brave Man hath walked aforetime on your
Margent, himfelf as bright, and ufefull, and
delightfome as be you, fweet River. And
like you, he never murmured; like you, he
upbore the weary, and gave Drink to the
Thirfty, and refle®ed Heaven in bis Face.

ru
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I'll not fwell your full Current with any more
fruitles Tears. There’s a River, whofe
Streams make glad the City of our Gobp:
he now refts befide it. Good Chriftian Folks,
as they hereafter pafs this Spot, upborne on
thy gentle Tide, will, maybe, point this Way,
and fay, “There dwelt Sir Thomas More ;"
but whether they doe or not, Vox Populi
is a very inconfiderable Matter. Who would
live on theire Breath? They hailed St. Paul
as Mercury, and then ftoned him, and caft
him out of the City, fuppofing him to be
dead. Theire Favourite of to-day may, for
what they care, goe hang himfelf to-morrow
in his Surcingle. Thus it muft be while the
‘World lafts ; and the very Racks and Scrues
wherewith they aim to overcome the nobler
Spiritt, onlie teft and reveal its Power of
Exaltation above the heavieft Gloom of Cir-
cumftance.

Interfeciflis, interfeciftis Hominem omnium
Anglorum optimum.

THOSE
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HOSE of our Readers who have lately found any

Pleasure in contemplating the Household of Sir Thomas
More, and in reviving their Recollections of his Intimacy
with Erasmus, may be grateful to us for the following scat-
tered Notices of those celebrated Men.

Erasmus was born at Rotterdam, in 1467. At nine Years
old, he was sent to School at Deventer,where he gave Proofs
of uncommon Memory, though he represents himselt as
accounted a dull Scholar. He was left an Orphan at the
age of thirteen ; and his Guardians plundered him of his
Patrimony, and drove him into a Convent. Young as he
was, he refused to part with his Liberty for three Years;
and it was not till his third Removal from one Convent to
another that his Constancy gave way, and he reluctantly
entered on his Year of Probation.

‘The monastic Life suited his Health as little as his Taste,
and in his twenty-third Year he, with the Permission of
his Superiors, accepted an Invitation to reside with the
Archbishop of Cambray. Thence he went to Paris, where
he gave private Lectures. Among his Pupils were some
young Englishmen, who induced him to visit England in
1497, where he met with a Reception that endeared the
Country to him, and made him thenceforth fond of visit-
ing it. In 1498 he applied himselt closely to the Greek

P Language,
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Language, and said that as soon as he could get any
Money (which was a Necessary we find him continually
in want of), he would first buy Greet Books and then
Clothes. He seems to have been fearful, at first, of burn-
ing his Fingers by meddling with Theology, as if he had had
a kind of Instinct that his Inquiries would lead him away
from received Opinions. In 1513 we find his Friend,
Dean Colet, roundly charging him with being too querulous
and greedy (probably in Answer to some indirect Appli-
cation for Assistance), but promising to give him a small
Matter, if he would ask -for it without false Madesty.
Erasmus replied, that, in the Opinion of Semeca, Favours
were dearly purchased which were extorted by begging.
¢ Socrates,” says he, “ talking once with some Friends, said,
¢ I'would have bought me a Coat to-day, had I had the
¢¢Money.” ¢ They, observes Semeca, ¢ who then gave him
¢ fwhat he wanted, showed their Liberality too late.’
¢ Another, seeing a Friend who was poor and sick, and
““too modest to make his Wants known, put some Money
¢ under his Pillow while he was asleep. When I used to
“read this in my Youth,” pursues Erasmus, 1 was ex-
““tremely struck with the Modesty of the one and the
“ Generosity of the other. But since you talk of begging
¢ without Shame, pray who can be more shameless than
““ myself, who'live in England on the Footing of a public
“ Beggar? I have received so much from the Archbishop,
‘¢ that it would be scandalous to take any more of him,
“were he even to offer it. I asked N. with sufficient
¢ Assurance, and he retused me even more roundly. Even
“our good Friend, Linacre, thinks me too bold; and,
*¢ though he knew my poor State of Health, and that I was
** leaving London with hardly six Angels in my Pocket,
““yet he urged me most pressingly to spare the Archbishop

‘and
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““and Lord Montjoy, and advised me to retrench and learn
“to bear Poverty with Patience. A most friendly Coun-
“sel, forsooth! While I had Health and Strength I used
¢ to dissemble my Poverty, but now I cannot, unless I
““ would risk my Life.”

In his fortieth Year he visited Italy ; then revisited Eng-
land, where his Acquaintance commenced with Sir Thomas
More, for whose Amusement and his own he wrote his
€ Morie Encomium, or Praise of Folly.”> At the! Request of
the Chancellor of Cambridge, he went to that University
and read Lectures in Greek and Divinity. He returned to
the Low Countries in 1514, and was created nominally
Counsellor to the Archduke Charles, with a Stipend. The
Prior of Erasmus’s Convent at Stein now endeavoured to
recall him; but he strongly resisted, defending his Mode
ot Life, which was indeed that of a Scholar rather than of
a Monk. I have lived,” says he, ““among sober People,
¢  attached to my Studies, which have preserved me from
‘“ many Vices. I have conversed with Persons who had a
“ true Love of Christianity, and from whose Conversation
I have derived great Benefit. I will not boast of my
¢ Writings ; but many have told me that they have beén
¢ made by them not only more learned, but more virtuous.
“T never loved Money, nor was ambitious of Glory or
¢ Reputation. Every time I have thought of returning to
“ you, I have been dissuaded by the Consideration that
“some of you would envy and others hate me. I have
“recalled the insipid and frivolous Conversations I used to
“ hear, without the least Savour of Christianity in them ;
“ your altogether secular Repasts, and your whole Life
¢ taken up in the Observance of Ceremonies. I have con-
¢ sidered the Infirmities of my own Body—long a Prey
¢ to harassing and dangerous Disease—and have felt that

“either
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¢ either I could not give you Satisfaction, or that I must
¢ destroy myself in doing so. But perhaps you will say
¢that it would be a sufficient Happiness to die in a Fra-
“ternity. Alas! you are mistaken, and almost all
““the World along with you, We make Christianity to
“ consist in a Dress, in eating, and in little Observances.
¢ We look upon a Man as lost who quits his white Gar-
‘““ment for a black one, who wears a Hat instead of a
““Hood, and who often changes his Habitation. May I
“ not venture to affirm that the greatest Mischief that has
“been done to the Christian Religion arises from these
¢¢ Religious Orders, though perhaps a pious Zeal at first intro-
““duced them? Would it not be better, according to the
¢ Doctrines of our Seviour, to look upon Christendom as
‘“one House, one Family, one Monastery, and all Chris-
“tians as one Brotherhood? Would it not be better to
¢ account the Sacrament of Baptism the most sacred of all
“Vows and Engagements, and never to trouble ourselves

“ where we live, so we live well 2™
Such a Letter must have been highly unpalatable to his
Superior ; but Erasmus was beyond the reach of his Anger.
About this time he visited Basle, and became acquainted
with Frobenius the Printer ; and here, in 1516, he published
his celebrated Greek and Latin New Testament, which was
bought and read with avidity. Though he shrank from
joining the Reformers, it was a common Saying among
the Monks that * Erasmus laid the Egg and Lather hatched
¢it.” Certainly, no Man did more to discredit the
Frauds and Superstitions of his Church. “I am sur-
¢ prised,” he says to Wareham, in 1516, “at the perverse
¢ Judgment of the Multitude. We kiss the old Shoes and
¢ dirty Handkerchiefs of the Saints, and neglect their
¢ Books, which are the more valuable and holy Relics.”
Yet
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Yet to Holsey, two Years later, he endeavours to clear
himself of any Connection with the Reformers. ¢ These
¢ Wretches,” says he, “ascribe to Erasmus everything that
“is bad ; and confound the Cause of Literature with that
“ of Lutker, though they in reality have no Connection.
¢ As to Luther, he is altogether unknown to me; and if he
““hath written anything amiss, surely 1 ought not to bear
‘“the Blame of it. His Life and Conversation are univer-
““ sally commended ; and it is no small Presumption in his
¢ Favour, that Calumny itselt can fasten no Reproach on
¢“his Morals. If I had really had Leisure to peruse his
¢ Writings, I am not so conceited of my own Abilities
*“as to pass a Judgment on the Opinions of so considerable
‘“a Divine; though even Children, in this knowing Age,
‘“ undertake boldly to pronounce this is erroneous and that
“ heretical 1™
“There are none,” says he, “that bark at me more
“furiously than those who have never even seen the
“ Outside of my Book. When you meet with one of
¢ these Brawlers, let him rave on at my New Testament
““till he has made himself hoarse. Then ask him gently
¢ whether he has read it, If he has the Impudence to say
¢ yes, urge him to produce one Passage that deserves to be
“blamed. You will find that he cannot. Consider, now,
¢ whether this be the Behaviour of a Christian, to blacken
¢“a Man’s Reputation, which he cannot restore to him
““ again if he would. Of all the vile Ways of defaming
“ him, none is more villainous than to accuse him of
¢ Heresy; and yet to this they have recourse on the
¢¢ slightest Provocation ! ™
A Dominican Friar at Strasbourg, who had spitefully
attacked Erasmus’s Testament, was compelled to own
that he had not read one Word of it. *“These Men,”
exclaims
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exclaims Erasmus, ¢ first hate, next condemn, and lastly,
““ seek for Passages to justify their Censures. And then,
¢ if any one opposes them, and calls them what they are,
““they say he is a Disturber of the public Peace; which
“is just as if you gave a Man a Blow in the Face,
“and then bid him be quiet, and not make a Noise about
“ Nothing.”

Speaking of converting the Turks, in case they were
conquered, * What will they think,” says Erasmus, * when
¢ they find our quibbling Professors so little of a Mind,
¢ that they dispute together till they turn pale with Fury,
¢ call Names, spit in one another’s Faces, and even come
“to Blows? What must they think when they find it so
¢ very difficult a Thing to know what Expressions may be
¢ used when you speak of Fesus Christ ? as if you had to do
“ with a morose ard malicious Being whom you call forth
“ to your own Destruction, if you use a wrong Word in
¢“the Form of Evocation, instead of a most merciful
“ Saviour, who requires nothing of you but Purity of
¢ Heart and Manners.”

“Let no Man,” he soon afterwards says, “be ashamed
“to reply to certain Points, ¢ Gobp knoweth how it can
“be! as for me, I am content that it is so; I know that
¢ the Body and Blood of our Saviour are Things pure, to
“be received by the Pure, and in a pure Manner. He
“ hath appointed this for a sacred Sign and Pledge of his
“ Love for us, and of the Concord which ought to exist
¢“among Christians, I will therefore examine myself, to
“see if there be:Anything in me contrary to the Mind of
€ Sesus Christ, and whether I be in Love and Charity with
“my Neighbour. But, to be curious how the ten Cate-
“ gories are in this Sacrament; how the Bread can be
¢ transubstantiated by Consecration; and how a human

“ Body
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“ Body can be in different Places at the same Time,—all
“ this, in my Opinion, serves very little to Advancement
“in Piety.”™

Elsewhere he says of the Eucharist, “ I know not what
“ Good an invisible Substance can do there, nor how it
“ could profit any one if it were discernible, If there be a
“ spiritual Grace present to the Symbol, that seems to be
“sufficient. However, I cannot depart from the general
¢ Consent of the Church.”

In other Words, he had no Mind to be a Martyr,
but only to suggest Doubts which led braver Men to be
such. “This worthy Man,” says his Biographer Fortin,
“spent a laborious Life in an uniform Pursuit of two
“ Points : in opposing barbarous Ignorance and blind Su-
“ perstition, and in promoting usetul Literature and true
“ Piety. These Objects he attempted in a mild, gentle
“ Manner, never attacking the Persons of Men, but only
“the Faults of the Age. He knew his own Temper and
“Talents, and was conscious he was not fitted for the
“rough Work of a Reformer.”

His Income arose almost entirely from Pemwns and
Gratuities from Princes and wealthy Prelates, all of the
Romish Church, who would undoubtedly have withdrawn
their Patronage had he made common Cause with the
Lutherans. His Cause was rather that of free and critical
Inquiry, in Opposition to Ignorance and Prejudice; and
when he found it leading him farther than he had fore.
seen, he stopped short, and began to defend the Church he
had done so much to shake. "Luther expressed Pity rather
than Contempt for this Weakness; but the Heat of Con-
troversy gradualiy placed these two eminent Men in more
open Antagonism, and drew from each of them acrimpnious
Expressions which did their Cause no good.

In
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In 1522 appeared the  Colloguies,” of Erasmus, which, in
the easy and popular Form of Dialogue, attacked the
Superstitions of the Day with a Mixture of Sense and
Wit that made them very generally acceptable. Their Ten-
dency was soon detected by the Church; and the Faculty
of Theology at Paris pronounced a Censure on them as
on a Work “in which the Fasts of the Church are
¢ slighted, the Suffrages ot the Holy Virgin and the
¢ Saints derided, Celibacy rated below Matrimony, Chris-
““ tians discouraged from Monkery, and grammatical pre-
“ferred to theological Erudition. Wherefore it is
““ decreed that this wicked Book be forbidden to all,
“more especially to young Folks.” He was next en-
gaged in his Controversy with Lutker, which did not
redound much to his Credit. In consequence of the public
Change of Religion at Basle, he removed to Friburg, where
he published an Epistle against the Reformers, in which
he asserted that there were certain Cases in which they
might lawfully receive capital Punishment as Blasphemers
and seditious Persons. He afterwards returned to Bask,
which he left no more; and after prosecuting his learned
Labours for a Time, under the Pressure of severe bodily
Afllictions, he expired in his sixty-ninth Year, surrounded
by Protestant Friends, and dying such as a Protestant
might, in Everything but in Name. He was the most
eminent, though not the sole Reviver of Learning in his
Day, and is justly regarded as one of the great Benefactors
of his Age. His Memory is equally cherished at the
Place of his Birth and of his Death; and the Bronze
Statue erected to his Memory in the great Square of
Rotterdam, representing him in the Act of scrutinizing a
Manuscript with delighted avidity, is admirably charac-

teristic of the Man.
When




When we say that some of our happiest and earliest
Years were spent on the Site of Sir Thomas More’s Country
House in the “ Village of Palaces,” some of our Readers
will hardly belicve we can mean Chelsea. But, in those
Days, the Gin-Palace and Tea-Garden were not; Cremorne
was a quiet, aristocratic Seclusion, where old Queen
Charlotte

¢ Would sometimes Counsel take, and sometimes Tea.”

—A few old, quiet Streets and Rows, with Names and
Sites dear to the Antiquary, ran down to the Thames, then a
Stranger to Steamboats; a Row of noble Elms along its
Strand lent their deep Shade to some quaint old Houses
with heavy Architraves, picturesque Flights of Steps and
elaborate Gates; while Queen Elizabeth’s Walk, the
Bishop’s Walk, and the Bishop’s Palace, gave a Kind ot
Dignity to the more modern Designations of the Neigh-
bourhood.

When the Thames was the great Highway, and every
Nobleman had his six or eight-oared Barge, the Banks of
the River as high as Chelsea were studded with Country
Houses. At the Foot of Battersea Bridge, which in those
Days did not disfigure the beautiful Reach, Sir Thomas
More, then a private Gentleman and eminent Lawyer in
full Practice, built the capital Family House which was
afterwards successively occupied by the Marquis of #in-
chester, Lord Dacre, Lord Burleigh, Sir Robert Ceil, the Earl
ot Lincoln, Sir Arthur Gorges, Lord Middlesex, the First Duke

of
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of Buckingham, Sir Bulstrode Whitlock, the Second Duke of
Buckingham, the Earl ot Bristol, and the Duke of Beaufort,
It stood about a hundred Yards from the River; its
Front exhibited a projecting Porch. in the Centre, and
tour bay Windows alternating with eight large Casements;
while its Back preseuted a confused Assemblage of jutting
Casements, Pent- Houses, and Gables in picturesque In-
tricacy of -Detail, affording ‘ Coigns ot Vantage,” we
doubt not, to many a Tuft of Golden Moss and Stone4
Crop. This Dwelling, which for Convenience and Beauty
of Situation and interior Comfort, was so highly prized by
its many and distinguished Occupants, appears at length
to have been pulled down when it became ricketty and un-
tenantable from sheer old Age—in Ossian’s words, * gloomy,
““ windy, and full of Ghosts.” In the Freshness of its
recent Erection and Occupancy by a buoyant, untamed,
gay-spirited Family, Erasmus thus writes of it:—

““ More has built himself a House at Chelsea. There
““ he converses with his Wife, his Son, his Daughter-in-
“ law, his three Daughters and their Husbands, with eleven
¢ Grand-children. There is not a Man living so affec-
““ tionate as he; he loveth his old Wife as if she were a
‘“young Maid.”” ‘1 would call his House,” he con-
tinues, * the Academy of Plato, were it not an Injustice to
¢ compare it with an Academy where Disputations con-
 cerning Numbers and Figures were only occasionally
““ interspersed with Disquisitions on the moral Virtues.
‘1 should rather call his House a School of Christianity ;
““ for though there is no one in it who does not study
‘¢ the liberal Sciences, their special Care is Piety and Virtue.
“No Quarrelling nor intemperate Words are heard ;
‘¢ Idleness is never seen.”

We must give one more Life-sketch of this engag-

’ ing
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ing Household ; more attractive than that painted by
Holbein:—
¢ He suffered none of his Servants to give themselves to
¢ Cards or Dice; but some of them he allotted to look
‘¢ after the Garden, assigning to every one his sundry Plot ;
¢ some, again, he set to sing, some to play on the Organ.
¢ The Men abode on one side of the House; the Women
‘““on the other. He used, before Bed.time, to call them
““ together, and say certain Prayers with them. He suf-
¢ fered none to be absent from Mass on Sundays or holy
¢¢ Days; and upon great Feasts he ordered them to watch the
‘¢ Eves till Matin-time. He used to have some one to read
¢¢ dailyat his Table, which being ended, he would ask of some
“‘ of them how they had understood such and such a Pas.-
“sage; and so then grant a friendly Communication, recre-
““ ating all men that were present with some Jest or other.”
More was born in Milk Street, 1480, His Father, Sir Join
More, one of the Judges of the Court of King's Bench, on
removing him from a free Grammar School in Threadneedle
Street, placed him in the Household of Cardinal Morton,
Archbishop ot Canterbury and Lord Chancellor. Here his
early Promise of Excellence soon fixed on him the Atten.
tion of his Patron, who, on Occasion of one of his many
ready and felicitous Replies, observed to one of the By-
standers, ‘ This Child will unquestionably prove an extra-
““ordinary Man.” The Cardinal would often amuse
himself by putting his Wit to Proof, especially during
the Christmas Merriments; when, the Actors performing
their several Parts, young More would suddenly step in
among them, and, never studying before upon the Matter,
make up an extempore Part for himself, so full of Drollery
and Fun, that he made more Sport for the Company than
all the Players besides.
At
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At the Cardinal’s Instance, young More was early sent
" to Oxford, where, from sixteen to eighteen, he studied hard
with scarcely any Intermission ; his Father limiting him to
an Allowance, the Scantiness of which he was himself in
After-times one of the most forward to praise. His Incli-
nation was for the Church, but his Destination was the
Law; and, at the End of his two Years at Christ-church he
was removed, first to New Inn and then to Lincoln’s Inn,
His private Discipline was now of the strictest Kind, In-
terpreting the Text, “He that hateth his Life,” &c.,
somewhat too closely, he acted up to his Interpretation of
it with an Honesty and Courage which it is impossible not
to admire, living hard, lying hard, and never allowing
himselt more than four or five Hours’ Sleep out of the
twenty-four, with the Ground for his Bed and a Log for
his Pillow. Dean Colet, the Founder of St. Paul’s School,
which he dedicated * to the Child Fesus,’* was the Confessor
of More, who diligently attended his Sermons on the
LorD’s Prayer, the Apostle’s Creed, and the Ten Com-
mandments. The following Letter of the young Student
to his venerable Pastor is delightful, both for its affec-
tionate, pious turn of Thought, and unaffected Ease of
Expression :—
¢ As I was walking lately before Westminster Hall, busying
“ myself about other Men’s Causes, I lighted on your
¢ Servant, at whose first Salutation I was marvellously
¢ pleased, both because he is always acceptable to me in
¢ himself, and because I thought he could not have come
¢ to London without you. But when I learnt of him that
¢ you were not come, nor likely to come for a long while,
¢ my great Pleasure was turned into as great Disappoint-
“ment. For what can be more grievous to me than
¢ to be deprived of your most sweet Conversation ? whose
““ wholesome
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.

“ wholesome Counsel I was wont to enjoy, with whose
¢ delightsome Familiarity I was recreated, by whose
¢ weighty Sermons I have often been stirred up to Devo-
¢ tion, by whose Example I have been much amended,
“and in whose very Countenance I was wont to rest
¢ contented! Wherefore, as I have found myself greatly
¢ strengthened, so long as I enjoyed those Helps, so now
“do I find myself much weakened and depressed, being
¢ deprived of them so long. For what, I pray you, is
¢ there here in this City to incline any Man to live well,
¢¢ and that doth not rather, by a thousand Devices, draw him
¢ back, and tempt him to all Sorts of Wickedness? What
¢ findeth he here but feigned Love, and the Honey-poison
““ of venomous Flattery? In one place, cruel Hatred, in
“ another, nothing but Litigations and Suits, Whither-
“ soever we cast our Eyes, what see we but Victualling-
“houses, Fishmongers, Butchers, Cooks, Pudding-
¢ makers, and Poulterers, who administer to our Appetites,
“and do good Service to the World and the Prince
¢ thereof? Why, even the Houses themselves bereave us,
¢ in great measure, of the Sight of Heaven; so as that the
¢ Height of our Buildings, and not the Circle of our
¢ Horizon, limits our Prospect. For which Cause, I
¢ forgive you, the rather that you delight to remain where
“ you are, in the Country. For there you find a Company
“of plain Souls, void of all Craft, wherewith our Citizens
¢ do so abound ; wherever you look you behold a pleasant
¢ Prospect, the Temperature of the Air refresheth you,
¢ the clear bebolding of the Heavens delighteth you, and
“you find nothing there but bounteous Gifts of Nature
¢ and saintly Tokens of Innocence. Yet Iwould not have
““ you so carried away with these Contentments that you
“should be stayed from hastening hither. For if the

¢ Discommodities
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¢« Discommodities of the City displease you, as they very
¢ well may, yet the Country about your Parish of Stepney,
« whereof you ought to have some Care, may afford you
¢ the like Delights to those which now you enjoy. Re-
¢ turn, therefore, my dear Coler, either for Stepney’s Sake,
¢ which mourneth for your Absence as Children for their
¢« Mothers, or else for Londons sake, in respect it is your
< pative Place, whereof you can have no less Regard than
¢ of your own Parents; and last, though least, return for
“my Sake, who have wholly dedicated myself to your
¢ Directions.” :

The Lectures of * the Boy-sage,” as he was called, were
even honoured by the Attendance of his Oxford Master, the
learned Grocyz 5 and his Reputation acquired him the Office
ot Law-reader at Furnival's Inn. 'With every Prospect of a
rapid Rise in his Profession, there was nothing imprudent
in his early Marriage with Yoan Colt, the eldest Daughter of
Mr. Colt, of New Hall,in Essex. He established her near
his own Family in Bucklersbury ; and his being thus early
“clogged, as his Grandson says, with Wife and Children,
only proved a healthful Stimulus to increased Exertion.
Before the age of twenty-three, he was Member of the
House of Commons, and incurred Henry the Seventh’s
Resentment by opposing his Demand for an enormous
Dowry for his Daughter, the Princess Margarer. The
King revenged himself on the Son by throwing the Father
into Prison, and keeping him there till he paid a heavy
Fine for a pretended Offence. More found it necessary
to retire from Practice, to keep out of the incensed
Monarch’s Sight ; and this Pause in his active Career was
to him a Season of Enjoyment and Self-improvement. In
the sixth Year of his married Life his Wite died, leaving
him one Son and three Daughters, Margaret, Elizabet,

and
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and Cecily. Within two or three Years he married Mrs.
Alice Middleton, a Widow, who had one Daughter, named
Margaret ; and he farther increased his Family Circle by
the addition of Margaret Giggs, a gentle, sweet-tempered,
Orphan Girl, whom he said he loved as if she were one of
his own Daughters ; and who herself said in after Times,
that ‘“ she had been fain sometimes to commit a trifling
¢ Fault for the Nonce, for the Sake of hearing Sir Thomas
¢ More chide her, with such Sweetness, Gentleness, and
¢ Moderation.” Here, then, we have the Family Party,
first at Crosby House,and then at Chelsea, where More com-
menced building his House soon after his Return to
Practice. Six Years of Retirement had done him no
Harm ; he rose rapidly in his Profession, found himself in
the receipt of a large Income, in spite of a Disinterested-
ness which prevented his accepting a Retaining Fee in any
Cause the Justice of which he was not fully convinced of ;
and, amid all his busy Moments, he found Time to con-
tinue the literary Works, and maintain the Correspondence
with eminent Foreigners, which he had probably com-
menced during his Seclusion. His chief Correspondent
was Erasmus, who, in those Days, when Penny-posts were
not, retained a number of young Men to carry his
Letters and receive their Answers, which were often in
the Shape of Money. At length these two celebrated
Men met by chance, each without knowing the other.
More was calling on the Lord Mayor; Erasmus happened
to have been shown the Mansion House Cellars, where he had
been regaled with Ale and Oysters. On being introduced,
merely as a Foreigner, to More, the following Colloquy
ensued. ““ Whence come you?™ ““From the Regions
“below.” “ What were they about there?”” ¢ Drink-
“ing out of leather Jacks, and eating live Opysters.”

More
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More, after a moment’s thought, exclaimed, ¢ Either you
“ must be Erasmus or the Devil.” “ Either you, returned
Erasmus, “must be More or nothing.”

More frankly made him free of his House, which Erasmus
called “ neither magnificent nor provocative of Envy, but
““handsome and commodious enough.” The gay, ap-
proachable Manners of the young People, and their inno-
cent Salutations when they met and parted, amused and
pleased him. Here he accorded some of his Notice to
their Tutor, Mr. Gunnel, who atterwards rose in the
Church. To this excellent Man Sir Thomas More writes
thus:—*‘ I have received, my dear Gunnel, your Letters,
““such as they are wont to be, full of Elegance and Affec-
“tion. Your Love for my Children I gather fram your
¢ Letters ; their Diligence from their own. I rejoice that
¢ Bessy has shown as much Modesty of Deportment in
¢ her Mother’s Absence as she could have done in her
¢ Presence. Tell her that this delights me above all
“ Things; for, much as I esteem Learning, which, when
¢ joined with Virtue, is worth all the Treasures of Kings
¢ what doth the Fame of great Scholarship, apart from
““ well regulated Conduct, bring us, except distinguished
¢ Infamy? Especially in Women, whom Men are ready
“ enough to assail for their Knowledge, because it is un-
¢ common, and casts a Reproach on their own Sluggish-
¢ ness. Among other notable Benefits which solid Learn-
¢ ing bestows, I reckon this among the first, that we acquire
“it not for the mere sake of Praise or the Esteem of
¢¢ learned Men, but for its own true Value and Use. Thus
““ have 1 spoken, my Gunnel, somewhat the more in respect
“ of not coveting Vain-glory, because of those Words in
“your Letter wherein you deem that the high Quality of
¢ Margaret’s Wit is not to be depressed, which, indeed, is

“ mine
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““ mineown Opinion; but I think that they the most truly
““ depress and affront their Wit who accustom themselves
“ to practise it on vain and base Objects, rather than raise
““their Minds by the Study and Approval of what is good
“in itself. It mattereth not in Harvest Time whether the
“ Corn were sown by a Man or a Woman, and I see not
““why Learning in like Manner may not equally agree
““with both Sexes ; for by it Reason is cultivated, and as a
“Field, sown with wholesome Precepts, which bring forth
“good Fruit. Even if the Soil of 2 Woman"s Brain be of
¢ its own Nature bad, and apter to bear Fern than Corn,
“by which saying Men oft territy Women from Learning,
“I am of opinion that 2 Woman’s Mind is, for that very
¢ Reason, all the more in need of manure and good Hus-
¢ bandry, that the Defect of Nature may be redressed.”

In the same Vein writes this enlightened, affectionate
Father to ‘‘ his most dear Daughters, Margaret, Elinabeth,
““ and Cecily, and to Margaret Giggs, as dear to him as it she
““ were his own.” To his beloved Margaret at a very early
Age he thus expresses himself :—*I cannot tell you, most
¢ dear Margaret, how grateful to me are your most delight-
¢ ful Letters, While I was reading them there happened
“to be with me that noble Youth, Reginald Pole; not so
“ ennobled, indeed, by Birth, as he is by Learning and all
¢ kinds of Virtue. To him your Letter seemed a Miracle,
“ even before he was made aware how you were beset by
“ shortness ot Time and other Molestations; and hardly
¢ could he believe that you had had no Help from your
¢ Master, till I told him seriously that you had not only no
 Master in the House, but that also there was no Man
“1in it that had not more need of your Help in writing than
““you of his,”

Praise like this would stimulate a Mind like Margaret’s

Q rather
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rather than inflate it with empty Vanity; he knew
with whom he had to do. I pray thee, Meg,” he else-
where says, *“ to let me know what your Studies just now
“are; for I declare to you that rather than suffer my
“ Children to lose Ground, I would myself continue your
““ Education to the loss of my worldly Estate, and the
““ neglect of all other Cares and Businesses.” I will pass
““over, my sweetest Daughter, the delight your Letter
“ gave me, to acquaint you with the Impression it made on
“a perfect Stranger. It happened, this Evening, that I was
“sitting with the Bishop of Exeter, a learned Man, and by
“general Consent allowed to be a sincere Man. Happen-
“ing to take out of my Pocket a Paper which was to the
“ Purpose we were talking of, I by chance pulled out there-
“ with your Letter. The Handwriting pleasing him, he
“drew it from me, and looked at it, when, perceiving the
“ Salutation to be a Woman’s, he began eagerly to peruse
“it, Novelty inviting him thereunto. But when he bad
“finished it, and found it was your Writing, which he
“could not credit till T had seriously affirmed it—why
“should I not report what he said upon it? Such a Letter!
“so0 good a Style! such pure Latin! so eloquent! so full of
“sweet Affection |—he was marvellously taken with it.
“ When I perceived this, I brought forth an Oratioa of
“yours, and also some of your little Verses, which so
“pleased him, that every Look and Gesture of the Man,
“quite free from Exaggeration and Flattery, bewrayed
¢ that his Thoughts were more than Words could utter,
“though his Words, too, were to your great Praise; and
“forthwith he took from his Pocket a Portugal Piece,
“ which I shall take care to inclose you herewith, I could
““not possibly shun the taking it, as he must needs send it
“to you in token of his dear Affection, though by all

“ means
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““ means I endeavoured to prevail on him to take it again,
“ for I was ateard lest he should think I had contrived the
“ Accident on purpose, and therefore I would not show
“him any of your Sisters’ Letters, lest he should send them
“Presents too ; but I thought within myself, it is doubtless
¢« a Pleasure to gratify the good Man in this. Write care..
¢ tully to him, therefore, and express your good Thanks.”

The Oration was, we believe, in answer to Quintilian, and
she also translated Eusebius out of Greek, The good Bishop
would hardly have sent a Portugal Piece to a Girl who was
not of very tender Age, and yet More addresces her as a
Woman, and a Woman of sense. In nothing, perhaps,
are the Discrimination and Genius of Parents more dis-
cernible than in their knowing whom, and what, and how
much they should encourage or repress. To show his
Daughter’s Letters, and tell her of the Encomiums they re-
ceived, was the Act either of a brave or a foolish Father,
Nobody could call More foolish. There was such asingular
Happiness in his Treatment of those around him that not
one of even the inferior Members of his numerous House-
hold turned out ill, and even his homely Wife's rugged
Temper was charmed from its Asperity, though he would
laughingly tell her she was Penny wise and Pound foolish
savihg a Candle’s End, and spoiling a Velvet Gown.
“ Tilley-valley,” she would reply to him, * here sit you
“ making Goslings in the Ashes. My Mother would often
“say to me, Better rule than be ruled.”

“ T'ruly then, good Alice,” wis his Retort, « you better
“her Teaching, for I never found you willing to be ruled
“yet. Areyou not a jolly Master-woman ?*

It was one of his Sayings, that Sonls in a separate State
would think as meanly of the Bags of Gold they had
hoarded in their Litetime, as a Man advanced in Years

would
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would think of a Bag of Cherry-stones which he had
hoarded when a Child. |

When he saw any of the young Men of his Household
dressing themselves fine in some uneasy Fashion, or strok -
ing up their Hair to make themselves high Foreheads, he
would coolly tell them that it Gop gave them not Hell he
would do them great Injustice, for they were taking far
more Pains to win it and to please the Devil than many
even virtuous Men did to win Heaven and please Gob.

Another of his Sayings was, that Gop could not punish
Man worse than if he should suffer everything to happen
that every Man wished for. “Not only,” said he, “doth
¢ Pleasure withdraw wicked Men from Prayer, but Afflic-
“tion doth the same sometimes. Yet there is this difference,
“that Affliction doth sometimes wrest a short Prayer from
“ the wickedest Man alive; but Pleasure withdraweth
¢ even one that is indifferent good from all prayer.™

The public conduct of More as Chancellor is too well
known here to need repetition. The death of his Father
brought him a very small addition to his Estate, and Sir
Fohn More’s House and Lands at Gubbins, in Hertfordshire, were
settled on his last Wite for her life, and she survived the
Chancellor. Sir Thomas has left it, under his own Hand, that
the Amount of all his Revenues and Pensions, except what
had been granted by Letters Patent of the King’s Liber-
ality, viz., the Manors of Duckington, Frinchford, and Barley
Park, did not exceed fifty Pounds a Year: a rare Saying for
one who had gone through so many public Offices! A Sub-
scription of a thousand Pounds was made by the Bishops
and Clergy, and offered to’him in testimony of their Thank-
fulness to him tor his polemical Writings ; but he would in
no wise accept it, nor permit it to be settled on his Wife or
Children, saying he would sooner see it cast into the Thames,

Having
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Having resigned the Great Seal he never busied himself
in public Matters any more, but devoted the Interval that
elapsed before his refusing the Oath of Supremacy, to Study,
Prayer, and the preparation of his Mind for its approach-
ing Conflict. He diminished his Establishment, finding
other services for his Men, and disposing of his Children
in Homes of their own. As he lay wakefully on his
Pillow, his Wite was often aware that he was passing the
long Hours of the Night in Prayers and Tears, instead of
in Sleeping. The Strength which he needed, however, he
obtained for the Seeking, for when the time of Action
came, we never find him betraying the slightest Token of
vacillation, On being summoned to Lambeth, to take the
Oath, he requested to see the Form, which, when he had
attentively read, he said that he would neither find fault
with its Authors, nor would blame any Man that took it,
but that, for his own part, he felt that he would not do so
without Danger to his Soul. He was committed to the
custody of the Abbot of #estminster for a few Days, during
which time the King took it into private Deliberation
how he should deal with his old Servant, and was inclined
to let him off on his swearing not to divulge to any one
whether he had taken the Oath of Supremacy or no ; but
the Enmity of the Queen caused this merciful Design to be
abandoned, and, on the Oath being again tendered, and
again declined, he was committed to the Tower. As he
went thither, Sir Rickard Wing field, who bhad him in charge,
observing that he wore a Gold Chain about his Neck,
recommended him to take it off, and send it Home by some
private Hand to his Family ; but he calmly replied, ¢ Nay,
““sir, that will T not, for if I were taken in the Field by
““mine Enemies, I would they should fare somewhat the
¢ better for me.”

According
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According to his Great-grandson, to whose Testimony
we may or may not accord implicit Faith, More was tempted
even by his beloved Margaret to yield his Conscience to the
Dictates of Expediency, but to this he hearkened, no, not
tor a2 Moment ; saying, that * for the last seven Years he had
¢ been diligently reading over all the Fathers, who, with one
¢ Consent, supported the Pope’s Supremacy, and he saw
“not how one Member of the Church, as England was,
“could lawtully withdraw itself from the whole Body.™
Here we find the wise More arguing on false Premises, and
adjudging the Church of Rome to be the Church of Cirist,
instead of one Member of it, as much so as the Church of
England. But a conscientious Roman Catholic could hold
no other Doctrine; and, while differing from him in
Judgment, we cannot withhold our Admiration from the
marvellous Constancy with which he supported a Point of
Conscience. Henry the Eighth did more harm to the
Cause of the Reformation by beheading More than by
writing against Lutker, for he furnished the Church of Rome
with her purest Martyr.

The only Moment when his steadfast Composure was
almost overcome, was when Margaret Roper rushed into his
Arms on his Return to the Tower after his Condemnation : —

“ Oh, what a Spectacle was this | exclaims his Grand-
son, “to see a Woman of Nature shamefast, by Educa-
“ tion modest, to express such excessive Grief as that Love
¢« should make her shake off all Fear and Shame; which
« dolefulle Sight, piercing the Hearts of all Beholders, how
“« do you suppose it must have moved her Father’s? Surely,
« his Affection and forcible Love would have daunted his
« Courage, if that a divine Spirit of Constancy had not
¢ enabled him to behold this most generous Woman, this
¢ most worthy Daughter, endowed with all good Gifts of

¢ Nature
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“ Nature, all Sparks of Piety, which are wont to be most
“acceptable to a loving Parent, pressing unto him at such
“a Time and Place, where no man could have had access,
“ hanging about his Neck before he was aware of her,
“holding so fast by him as she could scarce be plucked off,
“not uttering any other Words than ‘Oh! my Father!®
¢ What a Sword was this to his Heart ! and at last, being
“drawn away by force, to run upon him again without
“any regard either of the Weapons wherewith he was
“ compassed, or of the Modesty becoming her own Sex!
¢“ What Comtfort did he want! what Courage did he then
¢“stand in Need of! and yet he resisted all this most
¢ courageously, remitting nothing of his steadie Gravitie,
¢ speaking only what we have recited before, and desiring
“ her to pray for him.”

It seems that, when the unhappy Daughter was borne
off, Margaret Giggs, incited by her Example, rushed forward
also into More’s Arms, and received a last Embrace. After
this tragic Scene, there is a little Bathos in the like
approach of Dorothy Collie, a poor, humble Servant Maid,
who loved her Master well in her simple way, and must
needs kiss his Hand, and of whose demonstrative Attach-
ment he afterwards said, with a benignant Smile, that it was
very homely but very lovingly done. Perhaps this little
Incident, artless and unlooked for as it was, had the good
effect of withdrawing his Soul for a few Moments from
the anguish ot parting from his Child.

More’s Wife was turned out of her House at Chelsea
immediately after his Execution, and all her Goods were
taken from her, “the King allotting her of his Mercy,”
says her Descendant, ““a Pension of twenty Pounds by the
“Year; a poor Allowance to maintain a Chancellor’s
« Lady.”

The
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The manner of Margaret’s possessing herself of her
Father's Head has been variously told, and it is not the
only Incident connected with his sad End which his
Friends, not superior to the Superstition of the Time,
dressed up with Additions approaching to the super-
natural.* The Partizans of a great and good Man betray

a

* A Writer in the “Gentleman’s Magazine™ tor May,
1837, says:—

“In the Chancel of the Church (St. Dunstan’s, Can-
““terbury) is a Vault belonging to that Family (the
¢ Ropers), which, in newly paving the Chancel in 1833,
““was accidentally opened; and, wishing to ascertain
““ whether Sir Thomas More’s Skull were really there, I went
¢ down into the Vault, and found it still remaining in
““the place where it was seen many Years ago,—in a
¢ Niche in the Wali, in a leaden Box something of the
¢¢ Shape of a Bee-hive, open in the front, and with an iron
“ Grating before it.* In this Vault were five Coffins,
“some of them belonging to the Hemshaw Family: one,
‘ much decayed, with no Inscription to be traced on it.

“ Opposite these' Tombs is a beautiful Monument,
“ erected by a Grandson of Sir 1homas More, sacred, as he
¢ calls it, ¢ Pietati et Parentibus,” It has lately been cleansed
¢ trom the Dust and Cobwebs of Ages, and now stands
¢¢ torth in all its former chaste and simple Beauty.”

The Writer proceeds to wish that, in these Days of
Restotation, the eastern Window ot the Chancel might be
ornamented with a Copy of Holbein’s Likeness ot Sir Thomas
More, and the Side-lights be filled with the Coats of Arms
of the different Branches of the Family.

* This Communication is enriched with a Woodcut representing the
Skull in a kind of Helmet, portrayed with painful fidelity.

The
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a want of Faith in his imperishable Qualities, when they
seek to hasten and enhance his Fame by tabulous Marvels.
And yet I must wind up with a Ghost Story, most un-
expectedly borne testimony to since writing the last para-
graph. Near Ewhurst, in Surrey, is a very old, secluded,
beautiful Country Seat, built in the Elizabethan Style, of

red

The tollowing is part of the Epitaph referred to:—

¢ Sacrum Pietati et Parentibus
¢ Tlfoma: Rooper, . . Thoma Mori ., . . ex filia Margareta Nepos.”
 Quid caro, quid sanguis, quid pulvis et umbra superbis ?
Ruid letare miser, vermibus esca satis ?
Rui mundum immundum captas captaberis ipse,
Et qui cuncta cupis te brevis urna capit.
Pauca potest wivo mundus solatia ferre,
Nullague post mortem.commoda, damna potest.
RQuce damnant fugias, animam sic instrue vivens
Viwat in ceelis sponsa beata Deo.
Mortuus heec moneo moriturum : perge, memorque
Esto mee mortis, sed magis esse tue.”

My Friend, Mrs. George Frederick Young, who was born in
the Ropers’ House at Canterbury, tells me that it was of sin-
gular Antiquity, full of queer Nooks, Corners, and Passages,
with a sort of Dungeon below, that went by the Name of
Dick’s Hole, the access to which was so dangerous, that it at
length was forbidden to descend the Staircase. The Coach-
house and Harness-room were curiously antique; the
Chapel had been converted into a Laundry, but retained
its Gothic Windows. At length it became needtul to re-
build the House, only the old Gateway of which remains.
While the Workmen were busy, an old Gentleman in
Canterbury sent to beg Mrs. Young's Father to dig in a parti-

cular
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red Brick, and called Banyards, It is at present in the
occupation of a venerable Clergyman and Magistrate.
This Mansion, in the Time of Henry the Eighth, was the !
Residence ot Sir Edward Bray, who was Constable of the
Tower in the Year 1539, and whose Son married Elizabeth,
the Daughter of Margaret and William Roper. Here, then,
Margaret may probably have visited her Daughter ; and, as
she seems to have kept jealous ward over the Coffer eon-
taining her Father’s Head till the day ot her Death, when
it was buried in the Ropers’ Vault, in St. Dunstan’s Church,
Canterbury, the knowledge of her possession of so Ghastly
a Relic may easily have given rise to a Report among the
poor People of the Neighbourhood, that a restless Ghost
haunted the long Gallery of Bamyards. The Facts con-
nected with the Legend have died away ; the belief in the
Ghost remains. While writing the above, I asked a
Country-girl from Ewéhurst, who happened to come into the
room, if she knew Banyards. She said, “Oh, yes, her

¢ Father

cular part of the Gaiden, for that he had dreamed there
was a Money-chest there. This Request was not attended
to, and he sent a more urgent Message, saying his Dream
had been repeated. A third time he dreamed, and renewed
his Request, which at length was granted ; and, curiously
enough, a Chest was found, with a few Coins in it, chiefly
of antiquarian value, which, accordingly, were given to an
archzologist of the place. Here my Information ceases.

I will here add, once for all, that I have always been
perfectly aware my pseudo-ancient Orthography has not
been invariably such—had it been, it would have wearied
the Reader past endurance! I have preferred giving only
enough of it to have “no incongruity nor unnatural
“strangeness.”
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“ Father used to work there; it was a beautiful old
“place.” ‘“Had she ever heard of its being haunted ?»
“Yes; there were strange Noises frequently to be heard in
¢ the long Gallery, as of Men playing at Bowls; and—she
¢« did not know whether it were quite right to talk of such
“ Things—but a Man still living, she believed, and still
“ working on the Grounds, had once kept Watch in the
“ House, all alone, and on looking through the Keyhole of
“the Gallery Door, had seen a Figure, white as Wool,
“ pacing up and down, which melted away the Moment he
“ opened the Door.” Furthermore, she did not believe
much in Ghosts, and thought the House had of late Years
been quite Quiet. There is a Distinction between authen-
ticating a Ghost and a Ghost Story. Of all the Spirits
that in English History have walked, there are few with
whom one would more gladly have an hour’s Colloquy
than with that of Sir Thomas More, :

6 If from the Cerements of the silent Dead
Our long departed Friends could rise anew,
Why feel a horror, or conceive a dread,
To see again those Friends whom once we knew ?

Ok if the flinty Prison of the Grave
Can loose its Decors and let the Spirit free,
Why not return the Wise, the Fust, the Brave,
And set once more the Pride of Ages free ?*

FINIS.
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This day, in crown 8vo., cloth, price 4s.,

THE ULSTER AWAKENING:

Its Origin, Progress, and Fruit.

With Notes of a Tour of Personal Obser-

vation and Inquiry. By the Rev.Jou~ Weir, D.D. With Introduction
by the Hon. and Rev. B. W. Nokr, M.A.

“We are glad that so remarkable a
movement should find so fitting a chroni-
cler, and we commend the book to those
of our readers who desire to see what the
Ulster Revivalists have to record of their
movement, and what an able advocate has
to say in its defence. Our perusal of the
book has brought to our minds the con-
viction that the author has honestly en-
deavoured to carry out his profession in
all truthfulness of judgment and honesty
of purpose.”—Clerical Journal,

“ By far the most ample and correct,
written with a sound and dlscrlmlmtlng
Jjudgment, and a heart in entire sympathy
with his theme."—Evangelical Christendom.

“We commend this volume to the se-
rious perusal of all professing Christians.
It is creditable to the industry and Chris-
tian feeling of the compiler, and deserves
to be very extensively circulated. It is
the most compendions and complete work
on the subject that hu yet been pub-
lished."— Wesleyan Times

9,
Fifth Thousand, price 2s.,
THE BACKWO00DS PREACHER.

An Autobiography of Peter Cartwright.

Edited by W. P. STRICKLAND.

Reprinted from the last American Edition.

¢ For the rugged earnestness of the man

* Full of tha rlcheat Americanisms and

it is impossible not to have a high ad

tion. His life is full of strange lncident,

and, setting aside its oddities, must com-

mand, and more than command, interest.”
theneum.

it gives the details
of a religious phue of society almost
unknown in England."—Dickens's House-
hold Words.

10.

THE CELT, ROMAN, AND SAXON.
A History of the Early Inhabitants of Britain, down to the Conversion of

the Anglo-Saxons to Christianity.

brought to light by recent research.
M.A,, F.S.A.  With numerous Engravings.

Il]ustrated by the Ancient Remains
By Thomas WsicHT, Esq.,
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[In preparation.
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CHEAP AND POPULAR TALES BY F. E. SMEDLEY.

Price 2s. 6d. boards; 8s. 6d. cloth,
FRANK FAIRLEGH;

Or, SCENES FROM THE LIFE OF A PRIVATE PUPIL.

¢ Thero 1s no reason to complain of | of our readers wish to read a very en-
any want of vivacity in this story. The | tertaining and laughter-provoking story,
author has made himself well qualified | we cannot do better than suggest a perusal
for the task, and excites mirth by the | of ¢ Frank Fairlegh.' "—Somerset Gazette.
recital of some curious adventures. If any

_ Price 3s. boards ; 4s. cloth,
LEWIS ARUNDEL;

Or, THE RAILROAD OF LIFE.

% The task of the reviewer becomes a ¢« Sparkling like a firefly, ¢ Frank Fair-
pleasant one when such works as the one | legh’ bustles through the scenes of his
before us is forced upon his perusal. We | story, if not the most profound, certainly
must once more commend the taste and | one of the gayest and prettiest writers of
talent of the author of ¢ Lewis Arundel.’” | the day."—2Bath Journal.

— Weekly Times.

Price 2s. 6d. boards ; 3s. 6d. cloth,
HARRY COVERDALE'S COURTSHIP,

AND ALL THAT CAME OF IT.

¢« Mr., Smedley's new tale pleasantly ¢ The author is already favourably
narrates the early trials which can follow | known in the literary world by his ¢ Frank
a marriage of love, even between the best | Fairlegh;' and this tale sustains the re-
of fellows and the sweetest of women.”— | putation which he has already acquired.”
Atheneum. —Woolmer's Exeter Gazette.

Price 1s. 6d. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth,

THE FORTUNES OF THE COLVILLE FAMILY.
Oz, A CLOUD AND ITS SILVER LINING.

This day, in fcap., price 2s. boards ; 2s. 6d. cloth,

SEVEN TALES BY SEVEN AUTHORS,
Edited by F. E. SMEDLEY, Esq., Author of “ Frank Fairlegh,” &e.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 26, PATERNOSTER ROW.
8



ILLUSTRATEB WORKS BY MR. BARTLETT.

NEW EDITIONS AT REDUCED PRICES.

All in super-royal 8vo., price 10s. 6d. each, cloth gilt; or 21s. each
in morocco.

AnAnAAn

WALKS ABOUT JERUSALEM AND ITS ENVIRONS.

Illustrated by Twenty-four Engravings on Steel, Two Maps, and many
superior Woodcuts.

¢ We have at length, in this attractive
volume, the desideratum of a complete
ploturesque guide to the topography of
Jerusalem."—Patriot.

% The volume is well got up in point of
embellishments, and contains much valu-

able matter, with illustrations beautifally
executed."—Ch. of England Mag.

¢ Qur impression is, that Jerusalem was
never before 80 successfully delineated."—

Evangelical Magargine.

FOOTSTEPS OF OUR LORD AND HIS APOSTLES
IN SYRIA, GREECE, AND ITALY.

A Succession of Visits to the Scenes of New Testament Narrative.

With

Twenty-three Steel Engravings, and several Woodcuts.

¢¢ This is one of the happiest of the many
happy Christmas ventures that the pub-
lishers have put forth. It is got aup in
excellent taste, and written in a pleasing
and attractive style.”—Church and State

azette.
“ It beauty of design and exeocution,

combined with elegance of narrative and
trustworthy description, can be any re-
commendation to a book, it is sufficient to
say that this excellent volume possesses
every one of these features,and establishes
its own character without the need of any
further praise."—Beill's Messenger.

THE PILGRIM FATHERS;

Or, THE FOUNDERS OF NEW ENGLAND IN THE REIGN OF JAMES
THE FIRST.

With Twenty-eight Illustrations on Steel, and numerous Woodeuts.

¢ This is a good thing well done ; a book
that ought to be a household treasure in
the family of the more than fifty millions
of Epglishmen and Americans, who are, if
right-minded men, most deeply interested
in the history it details. The story of the
plantation of British America is, with the
sole exception of the S8acred Records, the
most important narrative in the annals of
the world. No discovery of new lands like

that of Columbus—no discovery In science,
or in arts, approaches it in the magnitude
of its glorious results."—Standard.

“ We can commend Mr. Bartlett's book
as hand ly issued, fully got to-
gether, and full of interesting reading.
The illustrations are sufficiently varied—
alternating between the Fens of Lincoln-
shire, the flats of Holland, and the scenery
of Plymouth Sound,"—Athenzum.
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IurustRATED WoOBKS BY MR. BARTLETT (continued).

PICTURES FROM SICILY.
Tllustrated with Twenty-three Engravings on Steel, and several Woodcuts.

¢ As a work of reference it is of the
highest utility ; as an ornamental book it
is unsurpassed; and as a guide to the
traveller it has no equnl in the English
language."—

¢ This is a very hmdsome and pleasing

pictorial hand-book of the beauties of
Sicily. The illustrations do honour alike
to the artist, engraver, and pablishers—
and the style is, generally speaking, gra-
phic and faithful . . . . with an interest
beyond its pictorial claims."—Adtheneum.

FORTY DAYS IN THE DESERT,

ON THE TRACK OF THE ISRAELITES;

Or, A JOURNEY FROM CAIRO BY WADY FEIRAN TO MOUNT SINAI
AND PETRA.

Tlustrated with Twenty-seven Engravings on Steel, a Map, and numerous
Wood

¢ Mr, Bartlett has made a book, pleasant
ln letter-press, as well as a.m-actlve in its
1 T eubjects” partimarly veai
gravngs of subjects particularly wel
chosen.”"—4, hmum
“ A vel d fously

cuts.

style; an elegant table-book, or most
acceptable present.”"—Atlas.

¢ Entertainingly written, and crowded
with steel engravings of a superior cha-
racter, which oombine to make it a very

and cleverly illustrated ln the vignetu

THE NILE BOAT;

Or, GLIMPSES OF THE LAND OF EGYPT.

Tllustrated by Thirty-five Steel Engravings, Maps, and numerous Woodcuts.
¢ There is an actuality about the de- | descriptive maps render the vieW® wit-

scriptions, and a beauty about the illus-
trations, that render this glimpse of Egypt
peculiarly charming. The sketches and

nessed in the ¢Nile Boat' beautiful
realities."—The Sun.

GLEANINGS ON THE OVERLAND ROUTE,

Illustrated by Twenty-eight Steel Plates and Maps, and Twenty-three
‘Woodcuts.

¢ The reader will find abundance of in-

active observation conveys to us his im-

teresting and amusing information in the
volume. As a work of art, it possesses
very considerable merit.” — Chambers's

Journal.
¢ An individual of able research and

i in language terse, concise, and
never tedious ; we listen with pleasare to
his tale. Well executed pictorial illus-
trations considerably enhance the merits
of this pleasing work."—7ait's Magasine.

—

JERUSALEM

REVISITED.

With Twenty-two Steel Engravings and Woodcuts.

¢ A beantiful monument for a lover of
Art."— Athenaum.

¢ An lntemtlng book to look through,
and a useful book to read."—Leader.

¢¢ Mr. Bartlett was a remarkably clever

and faithfal sketcher, and had an unusual

})ower of expressing space and size in the
its of & small vignette."—Guardian.
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WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF “MARY POWELL.”

This day, price 7s. 6d., post 8vo., cloth,

THE DAY OF SMALL THINGS,
By the Author of ““ Mary Powell.”

¢ Close the curtains, draw the sofa by
the fire, fit the ottoman to your feet, and
adjust the light. If the reader be thus
prepared he is ready to commence reading
* The Day of 8mall Things.! What is
this neat and unpretending volume by the
authoress of ¢ Mary Powell?* It isa string
of pearls. Yes. Yet the simile will not
be perfect unless the thread on which they
are strung be golden. Then we will accept
the resemblance. . . . The authoress of
¢ Mary Powell,’ and, we add, ¢ The Day of
Small Things,’ feels her own power, and

knows how deeply trifles, when judicionsly
introduced, will tell. . . . It is a cornu-
copia filled with rich moral fruits of every
kind ; and, though small are the hints
thrown out here and there, or the advice
casually given, still in the aggregate their
voice becomes powerful, and we find that
we have been reading a powerful lesson
while we were lcanning the jottings of a
diary. . . . The work is worthy of its
author, and will be a general favourite.”

—Atlas.

New and Cheaper Edition, post 8vo., price 7s. 6d., cloth gilt,
POPLAR HQUSE ACADEMY.

¢ A tale as touching and alluring as it
is simple—a tale sure to interest, whether
by its sweet scenes of pathos, its con-
tinuous interest, its exquisite traits of
nature, or its unaffected, unobtrusive tone
of true plety."—Literary Gazsette.

¢ In everything that the author of ‘Mary
Powell’® writes, there is a pleasant vein of
qutiet, refined cheerfulness, which, like the
tone of a sweet voice, makes one listen
with pleasure,"—dtheneum.

Second Edition, price 7s. 6d., post 8vo., cloth, with Frontispiece,

. THE GO0D OLD TIMES.
A Tale of Auvergne.

¢ It is written in a clear, pointed style,
embellished with original fancies, and
eloquent with an earnest meaning. The
various scenes and characters are ob-
viously stadies from life—the life of rest-
lessness, of fear, of devotion, among the
friends of martyrs, described by the
chroniclers of that epoch, stained with
the blood of fanatical wars and persecu-
tions. Colette, as delicately and distinctly
limned in the successive chapters, might

have formed a figure in the fifteenth-
century group, drawn by a home-inspired
artist. Then, the struggle round the walls
of Le Puy is a picture of olden fare, of
arquebus and halberd battles, of priestly
soldiers, sworn to shed no blood, but
casuistically, with a ponderous club, im-
mortalizing the miserable routiers. Again,
the crétin is & portrait painfully accurate.
Indeed, the entire story is vivified by its
evident rea}ity."—dtheneum.

Third Edition, price 7s. 6d., post 8vo., cloth, with Coloured Frontispiece by
WARREN,

THE PROVOCATIONS OF MADAME PALISSY.

¢ On the basis of the true history of
Palissy, the writer has formed the present
work ; has given a very spirited sketch of
his hbonrs; has exhibited the extrava-
gances, amounting to crime, of a man of

genius driving on in pursuit of his darling
objeet and has depicted, as the title pro-
mises, wlth a good deal of power, the
plagues of a wife who has such a husband,” .
—Christian Observer.

.
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Works BY THE AUTHOR OF “ MaRY PowELL” (confinued).

In post 8vo., price 7s. 6d., cloth gilt, with Frontispiece,
THE YEAR NINE

A Tale of the Tyrol.

A highly interesting volume, in which | lute for a cymbal, clanging with her white
the noble stand made by an army of pea- | fingers upon the sounding brass. The
sants for independence is told with great | subject is well chosen, and the theme
power and pathos."—Morning Herald. inspiriting. ¢ Hofer' is the hero of her

¢ Sweet ¢ Mary Powell’ exchanges her | lute.”—Art-Journal.

New Edition, price 7s. 6d., cloth gilt, with Coloured Frontispiece after
‘WARREN,

CLAUDE THE COLPORTEUR.

“ The hero of the narrative is, In plain “The volume is one of no ordinary
English, a Bible hawker among Roman | merit; for it throws intense interest around
Catholics chiefly ; and his difficulties, ill- | common occurrences and common cha-
treatment, conversations, beneficial | racters, and presents not only a vivid series
influence, form the staple of the book— | of pictures, but a well-sustained tale."—
2}: character is well drawn."—English | Church and State Qazette.

urchman.

Post 8vo., cloth, price 7s. 6d., with Frontispiece,
SOME ACCOUNT OF MRS. CLARINDA SINGLEHART.

“ It may be said of all her works, that | merit, and it will commend itself for
of their kind they are very good; and | family reading, on account of the genial
this cannot fail to give pleasure to every | tone of the morality which runs through-
reader capable of appreciating literary | out."—Atlas.

Third Edition, post 8vo., price 7s. 6d., antique,

YE MAIDEN & MARRIED LIFE OF MARY POWELL,
Afterwards MistrEss MILTON.

¢ This is & charming little book; and | graphy,—it is likely to be a most accept-
whether we regard its subject, cleverness, | able present to young or old, be their
or delicacy of sentiment and expression, | peculiar taste for religion, morals, poetry,
~—to say nothing of its type and ortho- | history, or romance.”"—Christian Gbserver.

Second Edition, price 7s. 6d., cloth, antique,
CHERRY AND VIOLET.
A Thle of the Great Plague.
¢« Without wishing to detract from the | of London during the time of that awful

merit of Defoe, we are bound to say, that | visitation that we ever came across.”—
this is one of the best written descriptions | JoAn Buli.
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ILLUSTRATER WORKS FOR THE YOUNG.

Cheap Edition, 2s. boards ; fine paper, 4s. cloth gilt,

A BOY'S ADVENTURES IN THE WILDS OF
AUSTRALIA.

By WiLLiaM Howrrr. With Desigus by Harver.

¢ All the boys in England, whether | peril and pleasure which seem indigenous
¢old boys’ or young ones, will rejoice in | to Australia.”"—Church and State Gazette.
this fascinating book, full of anecdote and ¢ In vivid portraiture of things as they
wild adventure."—Ahen@um. are, it far excels every publication that

¢ A capital book, full of humour, adven- | has yet reached us from Australia.”"—
ture, excitement, and those incidents of | British Banner.

Feap.-8vo., 7s. 6d., cloth lettered,

NAOMI; or, THE LAST DAYS OF JERUSALEM.

By Mrs. J. B. WeBB. New Edition, with Designs by GiLBERT, and View
and Plan of Jerusalem,

¢“Jt 18 in truth an admirable little | it deserves it; and we cordially wish it
volume, and well worthy of a yet more | further success.” '— Metropolitan.
extensive patronage than it has already ¢¢ The plot is easy, natural, and well sus-
received."—Maidstone Journal. tained. The narrative gracefully written.
¢ One of the most interesting works we . Seldom have we read a tale better
have read for some time. We are not sur- adapted for its purpose.”—Monthly Review.
prised at the pop ity it has

Tenth Edition, corrected and enlarged, 18mo., 2s. 6d. cloth; or 3s. scarlet,
gilt

>

SELECT POETRY FORBR CHILDREN.

With brief Explanatory Notes, arranged for the use of Schools and Families.
By JosePH PAYNE.

¢¢ A very nice little volume, contain- ¢« Pleces that are at once sprightly and
ing a cha.rming collection of poetry.”— | instructive, pathetic and devout."—Con-
Spectat gregational Magazine

“Itis really a treat to see anything so ¢ A very pleasing ‘and suitable collec-
simply good as thelittle volume before us.” | tion,"— Westminster Review.
— Metropolitan Magazine.

New and Cheaper Edition, with Illustrations by GILBERT, fcap., 3s. 6d. cloth,
WINTER EVENINGS;

Or, TaLes oF TRAVELLERS. By Maria Hack.
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ILLustRATED WORKS FOR THE YOUNG (continued).

. Feap., 5s. cloth, gilt edges,

CANADIAN CRUSOES.

A Tale of the Rice Lake Plains. By Mrs. Traitr. New and Cheaper
Edition, edited by AeNES STRICKLAND, Illustrated by HarvEY.

“ A very delightful book for young “The book is exceedingly well calcu-
readers. The interest is deep and well | lated for children, to whom its interesting
sustalned. Mr. Harvey has contributed | contents, its handsome appearance, and
some excellent woodouts, and the book is beautifu] illmtratlons, will render it an
slbgg:ther a pretty and interesting one.” P P —Tait's Magazine.

New and Improved Edition, with Frontispiece, 18mo., 1s. 6d. cloth gilt,

‘NURSERY RHYMES.

An I1LusTRATED EDITION, in large type, with 16 Cats by GiLBERT, 16mo.,
23. 6d. cloth, gilt edges.

¢ These verses for children have never | bility of the ideas and words, and the
been surpassed for the happy union of fancy | fluency and conciseness of the rhymes."”
and precept, the simplicity and intelligi- | —Spectator.

New and Improved Edition, with Frontispiece, Two Vols.,, 18mo., 1s. 6d.
each, cloth gilt,

ORIGINAL POEMS FOB INFANT MINDS,

32mo. cloth, gilt edges, 1s.,
BASKET OF FLOWERS;

Or, PIETY AND TRUTH TRIUMPHANT.
A Tale for the Young.

16mo. gilt edges, 2s. 6d.,

THE BOY AND THE BIRDS.
By EMiLY TavrLor. With Sixteen fine Woodcuts, from LoNDSEER’S Designs.

¢ A delightful book for children. The | very pleasant way they have of hlklng,
birds tell of their habits to a little inquir- | sure to engage the young reader's atten-
ing boy, who goes peeping into their | tion. The designs are protty, and nicely
nests and watching their doings, and a | cut on wood."—Spectator.
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TrLusTBATED WORKS POR THE YOUNG (conlinwed).

In foolscap 8vo. eloth, 8s. 8d.,
COLA MONTI;
Or, THE STORY OF A GENIUS.

A Tale for Boys. By the Author of “John Halifax Gentleman,” &ec.
'With Four Illustrations by FRANKLIN.

“ Noone bility
can read this book wlf.hout : thonghtful
brow and a glist g eye."”

[Edinburgh Journal.

¢ An exceedingly well-told tale, which
will interest boys of all ... As a
holiday companion, few ks would be
more popular.”—English Churchmas.

“A llvely narrative of school-boy ad-
ventures.”
¢“ A very charming and admirably-

written volume. . . .. It is adapted to
mke boys better.”

¢« A simple and pleasing story of school
boy life. *—John Bull.

TIu feap. 8vo., 7s. 6d., elegantly bound and gilt,
DOCTOR’'S LITTLE DAUGHTER.

THE BTORY OF A CHILD'S LIFE AMIDST THE WOODS AND HILLS.
By ELiza METEYARD. With numerous Illustrations by HarvEY.

¢ This is a very delightful book, espe-
cially calculated for the amusement and
instruction of our young friends; and is

evidently the production of a right-thlnk-
'—Church of

ing and accomplished mind.".
England Review.

¢* An elegant, interesting, and unobjec-
tionable present for young ladies. The
moral of the book turns on benevolence,”

— Christian Times.

¢ This 8tory of a Child's Life is so full
of beauty aud meekness, that we can
hardly express our sense of its worth in

the words of common praise."—~Noncon-

o Thls will be a choice present for the

oung."—British Quarterly Review.

¢ The whole story is told with a most
touching grace, and a golden glow of
poetry pervades it. The fine designs of
Harvey, which illustrate the book, add
greatly to its attractiveness, and we can-
not entertain a doubt of its becoming one
of the most popular volumes in the ¢ Chil-
dren's Library.' "—Eliza Cook's Journal.

Second Edition, in square 16mo., handsomely bound in cloth, price 2s. 6d.
- with gilt edges,

HOW TO WIN LOVE;
Oz, RHODA'S LESSON.

A Story Book for the Young. By the Author of “Life for a Life,” &c
With Illustrations on Steel.

¢ A very captivating story.”—2Morning
0st.
« Just what a story for children ought

to be."—Douglas Jerroid's Newspaper.

¢ Truthfulness, descriptive talent, and
pure tl;norality in every line."—Literary

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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TrrusTeaTED WORKS FOR THE YOUNG (continued).

16mo. cloth, price 2e.,
.OPEN AND SEE;
Or, FIRST READING LESSONS.

By the Author of “Aids to Development,” &c. &c., With Twenty-four
Engravings on Wood.

Feap. 8vo., price 8s. 6d. cloth gilt,

RECOLLECTIONS OF MRS. ANDERSON’S SCHOOL.
A Book for Girls, By JANE WINNARD Hoorr. Illustrated by FRANKLIN.

¢ A pretty unpretentious volume, neatly | rarely been our fortune to meet.”—Morn-
embellished, and gay in its livery of green | ing Advertiser.
and gold. Oautside and in 'tis preclsely “ An amusing serles of descriptions
the beau ideal of a present or a prize-book | likely to interest the young folks for
for & young lady. More fresh and more { whom they are intended."—Ezpress.
delightful reading than this book it has

18mo. cloth, price 2s.,

ROBINSON CRUSOE.
‘With Illustrations.

A New and Revised Edition, with Eighty-eight cuts, 18mo. cloth lettered,
price 2s.,

‘RURAL SCENES;
On, A PEEP INTO THE COUNTRY.

In 18mo. cloth, price 2s.,

SANDFORD AND MERTON.
With Cuts.

New Edition, cloth, 1s.; gilt edges, 1s. 6d.,
WATTS'S (Dr.) DIVINE AND MORAL SONGS FORB
CHILDREN.

With Anecdotes and Reflections, by the Rev. INaraM CoBBIN, M.A. With
Frontispiece and Fifty-seven Woodcuts.
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WORKS AT REDUCED PRICES.

THE ART-JOURNAL.

The COMPLETE SERIES from 1849—54, containing the

“VERNON

GALLERY,”

May now be had, IN SETS OF SIX VOLUMES, handsomely bound in
scarlet, gilt edges,
At the REDUCED PRICE of £7 7s.

Fourth Edition, with numerous Illu.strations,- post 8vo., 520 pages, cloth,-

8s. 6d.;

gilt, bs.,

NINEVEH AND PERSEPQLIS.

By W. S.

¢ Fresh from the perusal of its immense
array of facts, couched in pure phrase,
and arranged in the most lucid order, we
might be accused of enthusiasm, if we say
it is the ablest summary of history and
modern investigation with which we are
acquainted ; but, as most of our readers
who open its pages will admit, our praise
is far from being exaggerated."— Weekly
Chronicle.

¢ We can safely recommend it to the
perusal of our readers, as the most useful

W. Vavux.

work which has yet appe.red upon the
subject it embraces.”— Weekly News.

“One of the best historical, archaologi-
cal, and geognphlcal compilations that
has & ppeared.”—.Spectator.

* The volume is profusely embellished
with engravings of the antiquities of which
it treats. We would recommend its perusal
to all who desire to know whatever our
countrymen have done and are doing in
the East.”"—@Globe.

Post 8vo,, cloth, with Maps and Woodcuts, price 5s.,

SOUTHERN AFRICA.

A Geography and Natural History of the Countgy, Colonies, and Inbabi-
tants, &c. By the Rev. Fravcis FLEMing, M.A., F.R.G.S.

¢« Mr. Fleming's volume i8 not & bare
compilation, but the work of a student as
well as of an observer."—4

use, not only to mlsalonaries, but to officers
in her Majesty's service, colonial officlals,
emigrants, merchants, or travellers."—

theneeum,
+ A volume which will be found of great | Literary Gazette.

Second Edition, with cats, post 8vo., cloth, 2s. 6d.,
KAFFRARIA AND ITS INHABITANTS.
By the same Author.

Post 8vo., cloth, 8s. 6d., .
THE LITTLE WORLD OF LONDON;

Or, Pictares in Little of London Life.

By C. M. SumrtH, author of * The

Working Man’s Way in the World.”
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Works AT REpucep Prices (confinued).

Feap., cloth, 2s. 6d. ; large paper, Bs.,
LETTERS AND POENMS

SELECTED FROM THE WRITINGS OF BERNARD BARTON.
With Memoir and Portrait. Edited by his Daughter.

Feap., cloth, 2s, 6d., with Portrait,

PROVERBIAL

PHILOSOPHY.

By Marmin F. Tuppeg, Esq., D.C.L, F.R.S.
Translated into French.

Cheaper Edition, in One Volume, price 12s. bound in cloth ; in morocco, 21s.,
PILGRIMAGES T0O ENGLISH SHRINES.
By Mrs. S. C. Havr.
With Notes and Illustrations by F. W. Farrnort, F.S.A.
CONTENTS.

Birth-place of John Bunyan.
Burial-place of John Hampden.
Residence of Hannah More.
Tomb of 8ir Thomas Gresham.
Tomb of Thomas Gray.
Birth-place of Chatterton.
Birth-place of Richard Wilson.
House of Andrew Marvel.
Tomb of John 8tow.

Heart of 8ir Nicholas Crispe.
Printing Office of Caxton.
Shaftesbury House.

Dwelling of James Barry.
Residence of Dr. Isaac Watts.
Prison of Lady Mary Grey.
8tudio of Thomas Gainsborough.
Tomb of John Kyrle.

¢ Descriptions of such Shrines come
home with deep interest to all hearts—all
English hearts—particularly when they
are done with the earnestness which dls-
tinguishes Mrs. Hall's writings. That
lady’s earnest an husi are of
the right sort—felt for freedom of thought
and action, for taste, and for genius wing-
ing its flight in a noble direction. They
are displayed, oftentimes most naturally,
throughout the attractive pages of this
volume. "—Observer.

¢ Mrs. Hall's talents are too well known
to require our commendations of her ¢ Pil-
grimages,’ which are every way worthy

Tomb of Willlam Hogarth,
Grave of Izaak Walton.

Grave of William Penn.
Monument of Wren.

Grave of Lady Rachel Russel.
Edgeworthstown.

Garden of 8ir Thomas More.
Esher—Residence of Jane Porter.
Grave of 8ir Richard Lovelace.
Grave of Grace Aguilar.
Dwelling of Edmund Burke.
Remains of Clarendon House.
Flaxman's Monument.

Village of Eyam.

Monument of Edward Bird, R.A.
Grave of Mrs. Hofland.

Chertsey and its Nelighbourhood.

S Tt
almost every e: and thi very high
praise Indeed.e.—gmmdard.

¢ The illustrations are very effective ;
and the whole work, externally and in-
ternally, is worthy of the patronage of
all who love to be instructed as well as
amused.”"—Church and State Gazette.

¢ The book is a pleasant one; a collec-
tion of a great deal of curious information
about & number of curious places and
persons, cleverly and readily put together,
and bined into an elegant vol M—
Guardian.

43 ] At 4nt,
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WORKS BY MARTIN F. TUPPER, ESQ., D.C.L.,F.R.S.,

Author of * Proverbial Philosophy.”

Cheap Edition, in One Vol., price 2s. 6d. boards; 3s. 6d. cloth,
THE CROCK OF GOLD,
AND OTHER TALES.
With Illustrations by JoBN LeEcH.

¢We have rarely had occasion to speak
more highly of any work than of this.
‘The purpose of the writer is admirable,
the manner of his working ont the story.
is natural and truthful, and the senti-
ments conveyed are all that can be de-
sired."—Bell's Weekly Messenger.

¢ This charming tale has won its way to
the well-merited distinction of a ¢ Popular
Edition,’ embellished with a characteristic
frontispiece from the telling pencil of John
Leech. We can read it again and again
with fresh pleasure.”—Literary Gazette.

Third Edition, with Vignette, fcap., cloth, 7s, 6d.,

BALLADS FOR THE TIMES,
AND OTHER POEMS.

Second Edition, feap., cloth, 3s. 6d.,
LYRICS.

Post 8vo., cloth gilt, price 8s.,

THE OLD FOREST RANGER;
Or, WILD SPORTS OF INDIA, ON THE NEILGHERRY HILLS, IN THE
JUNGLE, AND ON THE PLAINS.
By Major WaLTER CAMPBELL, of Skipness. New Edition, with
Illustrations on Steel.

¢ Not the least welocome of our Christ-
mas visitors is this New Edition of Major
CamPBELL'S Wild Sports in India. The
spirit of the sportsman pervades the book ;
such perils by land and water, such hair-
breadth escapes, such conflicts with foes
worth thestruggle and the hazard. Enough
that we announce, as among the literary
intelligence of the time, the appearance
of this edition of a work already famous,
produced in the attractive form of a Christ-
mas book, with numerous engravings of
sporting scenes, handsomely printed, and
arrayed in a superb binding of green and
gold, fitting it for a Christmas gift; and
we can hapdly conceive & more welcome
one to a young man just about to enter
on the hardy exercises of the country, or
plati a paign among the

tigers and bears of India."—Critic.
¢ Truly, the popularity which it has

gained is well deserved. The great variety
of field-sports which it describes, with all
the exciting accompaniment of terrible
dangers and hair-breadth escapes, and the
lively humorous tone in which they are
narrated, are enough to stir the blood of
the most phlegmatic reader; and we can
easily believe with what rapturous delight
sportsmen of all kinds, but especially old
Indians whose memories are refreshed by
the tale, are likely to follow the ¢Old
Forest Ranger’ on his venturesome expe.
ditions."—Jokn Bull.

“Full of wild adventures and most
amusing incidents, of which thousands
who ¢ have no stomach for the fight’ like
to hear."—Art-Journal.

¢ In & word, ¢ The Old Forest Ra:ger'
may now be reckoned among our modern
standard works."—ddvertiser.
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WORKS BY THE REV. 3. CUMMING, D.D., F.R.S.E.

In Three Vols., price 18s., cloth,
APOCALYPTIC SKETCHES;

OrR, LECTURES ON THE

BOOK OF RBREVELATION.

New Edition, thoroughly revised, corrected, and arranged.
I. THINGS THAT WERE.
II. THINGS THAT ARE.
III. THINGS THAT WILL. BE.
This Work has undergone & most ela.bomte :evision and correction by the Author,

New matter of great value has been introd

now obso-

lete have been expunged, and fresh and lnterestlng evidence of the fulfilment of the

prophecies of the book have been added.

.These volumes form a LiBrarY EpiTion

of a work of unprecedented popularity, replete with interest, and strikingly illus-
trative of & much neglected portion of the Word of God.

In feap., price 3s. 6d., cloth,
RUTH:

A CHAPTER IN PROVIDENCE.

¢ The genius of the preacher has fallen
on a theme peculiarly agreeable, abound-
ing in nature, truth, simplieity, and pathos.
‘We predict for the publication a very
extensive and enduring popularity.” —
British Standard.

«If the story loses somewhat of its
simplicity under the glowing pen of the
eloquent doctor, it gains, on the other
hand, by the pure evangelieal tone which

runs like a golden thread through all the
history."—Atlas.

¢ Indeed, the book is a woman's book,
and we shall be much mistaken if it do
not prove more attractive—as it will be
certainly more useful—to sensible women
than half the sentimental trash which they
are insulted by having offered to them.
—Freeman.

"Second and Cheaper Edition, in feap., price 5s., cloth,

CONSOLATIONS;
Os, LEAVES FROM THE TREE OF LIFE.

“ There are few of the varieties of human
trouble, or the forms and appliances of
Christian solace, that are not described by
the aathor."—Literary Gazette.

¢ The present volume is worthy to take
rank with the best and most successful of
the Rev. Author's previous works. Its
consolations are leaves gathered from the
tree of life, fresh in their lovely verdure,
fmpregnated with the sweet odours of the
Gospel. The author's contributions to
religlous literature are marked not less

by their eminently evangelical and practi-

cal characters, their purity and loftiness

of thought, than by their beautiful sim-

‘]gic%of language and style.,"—Morning
er

¢ This volume is eminently practical,
and is marked by all the author’s charac-
teristic excellences. We have not read a
book from Dr. Camming for a long time
which we can more conscientiously com-
mend."— Weekly Christian News.
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Works BY THE REv. JonNn Cummine, D.D., F.R.S.E, (continued).

Crown 8vo., price 6s., cloth,

LECTURES' TO YOUNG MEN,

Delivered on various occasions.

CONTENTS.
I. Luther and the Reformation. VII God in Science.

II. The Age we Live in. VIII. The Bible.
II1. Satan, an Angel of Light. IX. Genesis and Geology.
IV. The History and Influence of Litera- X. Wellington.

ture. XI. The Advent.

V. God in History. XII. Labour, Rest, and Recreation.

VI. Music in its relaﬂon to Religion, XIII. The Church in the Army.

Cheap Edition, Tenth Thousand, in One Volume, containing 688 pages,
price 65., cloth lettered,

THE CELEBRATED PROTESTANT DISCUSSION,

Between the Rev. Joun Cumming, D.D., and ‘DaNIEL FreEncH, Esq.,
Barrister-at-Law, held at Hammersmith, in 1839. '

¢ No clergyman's library can be com- ¢ This cheap reprint of a masterly dis-

plete without it.”"—Bell's Messenger. cussion contains the most comprehensive
¢¢ A compendium of arg t."—Gen- | view of all points at issue between Pro-
tleman's Magazine. testants and Romanists with which we are

“The subject (pro and con) is all but [ acquainted.”—Biblical Review.
exhausted,"—Church and State Gazette.

In 4to., cloth, gilt edges, 21s.,,

DAILY FAMILY DEVOTION;
Or, GUIDE TO FAMILY WORSHIP.

With Twenty-four Engravings,

PREFACE.

The Services are meant to embody the wants, and praises, and intercessions of Chris.
tians of every section of the Church of Chriat. Any family of any branch of the
Protestant Church may use them. They are meant for man in the world, and
designed to render family worship full, without tediousness. They are suited, the
‘writer trusts, by the lity and of the prayers, for every class and
type in this busy world. With earnest hearts to feel and use them, and the teaching
of God's Holy Spirit, these forms may become lnsunot wlth life, and unload many a
full soul that cannot strike out words for itself. The A tions are ily few.

This work is designed to introduce or facilitate the practice of Family Worship.
By constructing the daily prayer on the passage of Scripture selected for reading,
greater variety, interest, and tical use are iated with the exercise. What
God declares is thus solemnly sccepbed in prayer; what He promises is embraced by
adoring hope; and for special blessings disclosed or promised in his holy word,
thanksgiving and pralse are ascribed to Him from whom cometh down every good and
perfect gift, to whom belong the glory and the honour.
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Works BY THE REv. JomN Cumming, D.D., F.R.S.E. (continued).

SCRIPTURE READINGS;

Og, POPUI.'.AR AND PRACTICAL EXPOSITIONS OF THE NEW
TESTAMENT.

Vol. XI.—~THE HEBREWS.

Into the Comments and Expositions will be introduced illustrative extracts
from a variety of valuable sources, giving clear illustrations of disputed pas-
sages; so that when the series on the New Testament is finished, every
family may find in the library a storehouse of useful, interesting, Protestant,
and evangelical instruction.

ALREADY COMPLETE:

Vols. I. to IV.—THE FOUR GOSPELS, price 20s.
Vol. V..THE ACTS OF THE APOSTLES, price 7s.
Vol. VL—EPISTLE TO THE ROMANS, price 4s. 6d.

Vol. VIL—THE CORINTHIANS, price Ba.
Vol. VIIL.—THE GALATIANS, &c., price 6s.
Vol. IX.—THE COLOSSIANS, &c., price 4s. 6d.
Vol. X.—THE PASTORAL EPISTLES.

¢ One of the most valuable of Dr. Cam-
ming’s numerous publications, and likely
to become the most popular, and the most
lasting in its popularity, for it has en-
during qualities which belong to all ages
and generations. The text is simply and
olearly opened—critical explanations are
given only when they are required—so as
not to encumber, but to elucidate; and
the practical applications are such as to
suit all classes of persons.”—Church of
England Quarterly Review.

* The comments are made with great
lucidity. The result is the throwing of
an additional flood of light on the already
dazzling truths of Holy Writ. The uses

of such a work are self-obvious; and
when we add that the plan is carried out
with all the lucidity, faithfulness, piety,
honest reasoning, and felicity of thought
and expression which mark its prede-
cessors, we have only said enough to mark
our sense of its value."—Church and State
Gazette.

¢ For the purpose for which ¢the Read-
ings' are intended, they are in every
sense admirably adapted. They H
simplicity with faithfulness, and oritical
interpretation with most attractive ex-
planation; so that a child may understaud
them."—Bell's Messenger.

READINGS ON THE PROPHETS.
In monthly numbers, price 4d.,

SABBATH MORNING READINGS ON THE BOOK
OF DANIEL.

By the Rev. Joun Cumning, D.D., F.R.S.E.

¢ The Author has not publishéd any exposition of the last prophecy of Daniel, but
having studied and lectured on it in the light of existing complications and events, he
is satisfied that it will prove interesting and instructive,”

LATELY PUBLISHED :

THE BOOKS OF SAMUEL,
price bs.

THE BOOKS OF KINGS,
. price 4s. 6d.
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Works BY THE Rev. Jorn Cumming, D.D., F.R.S.E. (continued).

Third and Cheaper Edition, rév'ised, feap. 8vo. cloth, price bs.,

THE DAILY LIFE;
O, PRECEPTS AND PRESCRIPTIONS FOR CHRISTIAN LIVING.

¢ Popalar, clear, captivating, and ani- “ It is written in the same terse and
mated."—British Banner, vigorous style and earnestness of tone as

¢ Dr, Cumming is famous for the num- | those of its predecessors, and the strong
ber and variety of his illustrations, chiefly | common sense with which its teaching is
drawn from natural and familiar objeots. | enforced, will attract while it improves
The volume before us strikes us as being | the student,”—Church and State Gazette.
remarkably felicitous.”—Clerical Journal.

Sixth Edition, in feap. 8vo., price 3s. cloth, gilt edges,

OUR FATHER.

A Manual of Family Prayers for General and Special Occasions, with
Short Prayers for Spare Minutes, and Passages for Reflection.

CHEAP EDITIONS.

CHURCH BEFORE THE FLOOD.
Feap. 8vo., price 8s. 6d.

PROPHETIC STUDIES;
Or, Lectures on the Book of Dauniel. Feap., price 3s. 6d.

TENT AND ALTAR.
Feap., price 8s. 6d.

APOCALYPTIC SKETCHES.
Original Edition, with Index, &c. Three Vols., price 8s. 6d. each.

FORESHADOWS ;

Or, Lectures on our Lord’s Miracles and Parables. Two Vols, price
8s. 6d. each.
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WORKS RECENTLY PUBLISHED.

In One Vol., crown 8vo., cloth, price 6s.,

CONANT'S HISTORY OF THE ENGLISH BIBLE,
Edited, and with Introductory Prefate, by the Rev. C. H. SPurGEON.

¢ This is a valuable addition to our ¢ The only popular work of the kind
biblica} literature. There are, it is true, | that has been offered to us—the only one,
many works of a similar kind, but we | at least, with any pretensions to accuracy
know of no one which presents, in such | and completeness—it is one that will
a popular and compendious form, so much | prove a treasure to young and inquiring
interesting and important matter.”— Wes- | persons, and one that will repay them for
leyan Times, careful study."—Freeman.

Nineteenth Edition, 800 pp., 8vo. cl., stfongly bound, 21s.; orin calf, 26s.,

TABLES OF SIMPLE INTEREST
FOR EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR,

At 5, 43, 4, 8}, 3, and 2} per cent. per annum, from £1 to £100, &c. By
JaMES LAURIE.

“In the great requisites of simplicity | the most correct and industrious autho-
of arrangement and comprehensiveness, | rities on commercial calculations, and the
we have none better adapted for general | practical value of his various tables have
use.”— M Culloch’s Commercial Dictionary. | long been recognised."—Times.

¢ Mr. Laarie was well known as one of

Third Edition, 8vo. cloth, 7s.,
TABLES OF SIMPLE INTEREST
FOR EVERY DAY IN THE YEAR,

At 5, 6,7, 8,9, and 93 per cent. per annum, from 1 day to 100 days. By
JaMES LAURIE.

New Edition, fcap. cloth, 8s.; gilt edges, 3s. 6d.,

MANUAL OF HERALDRY,

Being a concise Description of the several Terms used, and containing a
Dictionary of every Designation in the Science. Illustrated by 400
Engravings on Wood.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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Works RECENTLY PUBLISHED (continued).

Price 4s. post 8vo. cloth, gilt edges,
SCRIPTURE SITES AND SCENES,
FROM ACTUAL SURVEY, IN EGYPT, ARABIA, AND PALESTINE.

Dlustrated by Seventeen Steel Engravings, Three Maps, and Thirty-Seven
‘Woodcuts. By W. H. BARTLETT,

New Editions.
RIPPON'S (Dr.) SELECTION OF HYMNS

. FROM THE BEST AUTHORS,

Including a great number of Originals, intended as an Appendix to Dr. Watts’s
Psalms and Hymns.

Nonpareil 32mo. s. d. rimer . 8.d. La . s.d.

e S 1% | monand Frimer 24mo. 210 | sneep 210 3%
—, gilt edges 2 ol-——,glltedges . « 3 0] Roan, gilt edges . 6 0
0] « o o o 85 O|Morocco . . . . 6 0O|Morocco . . . . 9 0

BIBLE CHANTS, ADAPTED FOR PUBLIC WORSHIP.

New Edition, feap. 8vo. cloth gilt, 1s,,

THE CHANT-BOOK:

A SELECTION OF THE PSALMS AND OTHER PORTIONS OF HOLY
SCRIPTURE, ARRANGED AND MARKED FOR CHANTING.

By W. SHELMERDINE, Professor of Music. With a Preface by the Rev. J.
A. BAYNES.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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Wonrks RECENTLY PUBLISHED (confinued).

In feap. 8vo., price bs., cloth gilt,
THE PRINCE OF THE HOUSE OF DAVID;
Oz, THREE YEARS IN THE HOLY CITY.
Edited by the Rev. Professor J. H. INoraHAM, Rector of St. John’s Church,

Mobile.

¢ Our perusal of it has been only to im-
press us with the ability of the author in
the use of the materials, and in the struc-
ture of a pleasing and most affecting tale.”
~—Cleric:

al Journal.

¢« This is the best production of its class
that has come to our hands for a long
time, and it is but candid and just to say
that it adds very much to the stores of
knowledge already existing about the
East."—British Standard.

¢ We hardly know what to say about
this book ; it is written in beautiful style,

Illustrated with Engravings.

and it conveys much valuable informa-
tion as to the customs and manners of the
inhabitants of the Holy Land."— Wesleyan
Times.

“ The whole is written in a semi-poeti-
cal style, which will prove attractive to
religious readers."—Leader.

“The volume contains much informa-
tion as to Jewish manners and customs.”
—Baptist Magazine.

“ Professor Ingraham has worked out
his plan with diligence and reverence,”—

ary Gazette.

—_—

Fourth Edition, price 2s. 8d., cloth, red edges,
THE NEW TESTAMENT,

TRANSLATED FROM GRIESBACH'S TEXT.
By Samuer Suarpe, Author of “The History of Egypt.”

“ The speeches are marked by inverted commas, and the quotations are
in Ttalics. Those passages which seem to be poetry are in a smaller type,
except when, by the Italics, they are already marked as quotations.”

¢ We have found not a few places in
which we prefer the renderings here given
to those of the old version."—The Patriot.

“ We confess to a great liking for this
book, and have ad i it for d th

sufficient to secure for it a sale."—Baptist

lagacsine.
‘ We greatly admire the book, for
v!hic]'l we ticipate a most extensive

i

service since it came into our possession,”
—Wesleyan Times.

¢ Weare not surprised that Mr. Sharpe’s
New Testament has reached a fourth edi-
tion. Apart from the text and version, its
arrangement in paragraphs, the marking
of poetical p ges and quotations, and
its very convenient size and shape, are

cir The paragraphing and the
quoting, as well as the Italic, greatly
gl;lunce the value of the book."—British

*¢ The reading of this volume will prove
very suggestive, by frequently turning
the mind from the conventional channel
of the authorized version,"—Critic.

New Edition, 1s. 6d., cloth,

THE PICTORIAL

SPELLING-BOOK;

Or, FACTS AND OBJECTS FOR CHILDREN,

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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Works RrcENTLY PUBLISHED (confinued).

Imperial 16mo., price Bs., cloth, or 6s., gilt edges,

CLOSET DEVOTIONAL EXERCISES FOR THE YOUNG,
FROM TEN YEAES OLD.

By the Rev. Arexanper Frercmer, D.D.

¢ This volume in all points surpasses
every publication of its class that has
hitherto appeared. Itsstructure is simple,
and yet peculiar. Every page is com-
plete in itself, exhibiting, first, a portion
of scripture, and then a hymn, in double
columns, the rest of the page being occu-
pied with a prayer in single column."—
British Standard

¢ That there are many fine sentiments
in the book we willingly admit, and also
that it might be used with profit by some
young persons."—Clerical Journal.

¢ This well-arranged and well-printed
volume will, we feel assured, receive a
most cordial welcome; but this it is en-
tintled to on its own merits."— Wesleyan

mes.

[R—" T

In post 8vo., cloth gilt, price 7s. 6d.,

THE VERNEYS;
Or, CHAOS DISPELLED.
A Tale of Genius and Religion. By Miss C. M. Surrn.

¢ This is a singular tale, and, upon the
whole, a well-written one. That it is
safe reading for the young, not only free
from offensive passages, but healthy in
its general tone, and religlons ln its ten-
dencies, is sufficiently attested.”"—Patriot.

“If we at once discard the pretensions
of the preface, and look at the tale simply
as a work of imagination, we feel we shall

have a better opportunity of doing justice
to the unquestionable ability of the writer.
The commencement of the story is good.”
—The Leader.

¢ Is evidently its author's first book ;
we hope it will not be the last, though i'.
is by no means faultless. There is good
writing in it, and a great deal of origin-
ality."—John Bull.

In post 8vo., price 10s., cloth gilt,

THE FOSTER BROTHERS:
Being the History of the School and College Life of Two Young Men.

¢ As fresh as the morning, . ... It
abounds in fun, and In relish of the ac-
tivities, competitions, and sports of boy-
ish and adolescent life.”—Daily News.

¢¢ Full of life, and fun, and vigour. . . ...
These sketches of school and college life
are among the happliest of their kind.
Partioularly well written is the account of
life at Cambridge.”"—Ezaminer.

¢ This is a very interesting story in one

volume. . . . It i8 very well told through-
out. The scenes in the University are par-
ticularly well drawn."— Morning Herald.

« If the fagging system still prevails in
some of our public establishments, let the
superiors read this volume, and they will
be apt to abolish it for ever. The work
is written with considerable power when
dealing with this part of the subject.”—
Morning Post,

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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Works ReCENTLY PUBLISHED (continued).

In post 8vo., price 7s. 6d., cloth gilt,
FATHER AND DAUGHTER.

A Portraiture from the Life.

¢ Another of those beautiful storles of
home-life in Sweden for which Miss
Bremer is 80 justly famed."—Patriot.

“ A work by Miss Bremer can never fail
to delight a great number of readers. It
is like a walk through the ficlds on a
frosty day — so free and buoyaut is the
air—so fresh and sparkling the aspect of
nature and human nature in these northern
regions."—John Bull,

By FREDRIKA BREMER.

¢ ¢Father and Daughter' might have
made a name for a less distinguished
writer. . . . . Of course the book will be
read by everybody. Many will applaud.”

- er.
‘ The book introduces us to people and
things which are new to the novel-reading
public, and which possess in themselves
no ordinary degree of interest."—Atlas.

In feap., with Frontispiece, price bs,, cloth,

THE MILL IN
A Tale of German Rural Life.

THE VALLEY.

By the Author of “ An English Girl’s

Account of a Moravian Settlement in the Black Forest.”

¢ A pretty tale, from the pen of a young
but ready writer. . ... A religious stor
—simple, sketchy, and quietly romantic.”
—Athencum.
¢ This pretty volume s grave, thought-
ful, and frequently pathetic ;—a poem in

prose, abounding In striking incident,
rapid transitions, and pleasing surprise,
It is likely to be admired by young per-
sons, and extensively read."—Chyistian
Wiiness.

In 18mo., price 8s., cloth gilt,
FALSE APPEARANCES.
By Mrs. Mackay, Author of ““ The Family at Heatherdale,” &.

“ What a suggestive text! ,... There
is an under-current of sound sense and
sober reasoning, which will cnsure a
favourable reception,"—Atheneum.

“One of those pleasing domestic tales
which Mrs. Hofland, Mrs. S8herwood, and

Mrs. Trimmer have made so popular,”—
Leader.

‘¢ A pretty litle tale, gracefully written,
and inculeating & whol moral."—
Critic.

In post 8vo., 4s., cloth,

A MANUAL OF THE
ANALOGY & PHYSIOLOGY OF THE HUMAN MIND.

By the Rev. J. CarLiLE, D.D. A New Edition, revised.

ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW.
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MOST ELEGANT PRESENT.

THE

BOOK OF THE THAMES,

From its Bise to its Full,

BY

MR. AND MRS. S. C. HALL.

WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS.

THE AUTHORS TO THE PUBLIC.

‘We have the honour to submit to the

ublic a ¢ Book of the Thames, from its

ise to its Fall,” hopeful that our readers
may share with us the enjoyment we have
8o long and so often derived from the
¢¢ King of Island Rivers.”

We have traced the bouatiful river
from the bubbling well out of which it
issues, in the meadow by Trewsbury Mead
—Iits lonely birthplace—through its whole
course, gathering tributaries, and v;mulng
with them through tranquil villages,
populous towns, and crowded cities; ever
fertilizing, ever beautifying, ever enrich-
ing, until it reaches the most populous city
of the modern or the ancient world, form-
ing thence the great highway by which
a hundred nations traverse the globe.
Aided by several accomplished artists, we
have largely illustrated this volume, not

only by engravings of its picturesque

scenery, but by introducing the various
obje:’u of interest that are found upon its
nks,

IN THREE

Cloth ......

Superbly gilt. . .
Morocco. . . . .

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

It is a book to endear to us our native
England, and, produced with all the ele-
gance of the printer's and the binder's art,
will richly adorn the drawing-room table."”
—Daily News.

* It is by far the pleasantest book, cer-
tainly the most complete in design and
execution, that has been published about
the Thames for many years, and we can
easily understand that in writing it the
ggthors performed ¢a labour of love,'"—
¢ This is one of the best in appearance
of the ornamental works of the season
« « « « the binding and the_typography are
excellent, and the style lively, superficial,
and showy."—John Bull.

¢ A faithful as well as an agreeable
guide to whatever of Interest ocours along
the entire course of the river. In short,
it is a pleasant, well-written, and very
handsome book on the pleasantest river an
author could have to write about."—
Literary Gazette.

e e e 18s,
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ARTHUR HALL, VIRTUE, & CO., 25, PATERNOSTER ROW,

MENZIES, EDINBURGH.]
24

[M‘GLASHAN, DUBLIN,






Digitized by GOOS[G



Digitized by GOOS[G



Digitized by GOOS[G



Digitized by GOOS[G



Digitized by GOOS[G



