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nowhere is thy Ideal: work it out therefrom;
and working, believe, live, be free. Fool! the
Ideal is in thyself, the impediment too is in
thyself: thy Condition is but the stuff thou art
to shape that same Ideal out of: what matters
whether such stuff be of this sort or that, so the
Form thou give it be heroic, be poetic? O
thou that pinest in the imprisonment of the
Actual, and criest bitterly to the gods for a
kingdom wherein to rule and create, know this
of a truth: the thing thou seekest is already
with thee, ‘here or nowhere,’ couldst thou only
see !

“But it is with man’s Soul as it was with
Nature: the beginning of Creation is — Light.
Till the eye have vision, the whole members
are in bonds. Divine moment, when over the
tempest-tost Soul, as once over the wild-welter-
ing Chaos, it is spoken: Let there be light!
Ever to the greatest that has felt such moment,
is it not miraculous and God-announcing;
even as, under simpler figures, to the simplest
and least. The mad primeval Discord is
hushed; the rudely-jumbled conflicting ele-
ments bind themselves into separate Firma-
ments: deep silent rock-foundations are built
beneath; and the skyey vault with its ever-
lasting Luminaries above: instead of a dark
wasteful Chaos, we have a blooming, fertile,
Heaven-encompassed World.

“T too could now say to myself: Be no lon-
ger a Chaos, but a World, or even Worldkin.
Produce! Produce! Were it but the piti-
fullest infinitesimal fraction of a Product, pro-
duce it, in God's name! 'Tis the utmost thou
hast in thee: out with it, then. Up, up!
Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it with
thy whole might. Work while it is called To-
day; for the Night cometh, wherein no man
can work."”

THOMAS BABINGTON, LORD
MACAULAY (1800-1859)
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I intend, 'in this chapter, to give a description
of the state in which England was at the time
when the crown passed from Charles the
Second to his brother. Such a description,
composed from scanty and dispersed materials,
must necessarily be very imperfect. Yet it
may perhaps correct some false notions which

would make the subsequent narrative unin-
telligible or uninstructive.

If we would study with profit the history of
our ancestors, we must be constantly on our
guard against that delusion which the well-
known names of families, places, and offices
naturally produce, and must never forget that
the country of which we read was a very dif-
ferent country from that in which we live.
In every experimental science there is a ten-
dency toward perfection. In every human
being there is a wish to ameliorate his own
condition. These two principles have often
sufficed, even when counteracted by great pub-
lic calamities and by bad institutions, to carry
civilisation rapidly forward. No ordinary
misfortune, no ordinary misgovernment, will
do so much to make a nation wretched, as the
constant progress of physical knowledge and
the constant effort of every man to better him-
self will do to make a nation prosperous.
It has often been found that profuse expen-
diture, heavy taxation, absurd commercial
restrictions, corrupt tribunals, disastrous wars,
seditions, persecutions, conflagrations, inunda-
tions, have not been able to destroy capital so
fast as the exertions of private citizens have
been able to create it. It can easily be proved
that, in our own land, the national wealth has,
during at least six centuries, been almost un-
interruptedly increasing; that "it was greater
under the Tudors than under the Plantagenets;
that it was greater under the Stuarts than un-
der the Tudors; that, in spite of battles, sieges,
and confiscations, it was greater on the day
of the Restoration than on the day when the
Long Parliament met; that, in spite of mal-
administration, of extravagance, of public
bankruptcy, of two costly and unsuccessful
wars, of the pestilence and of the fire, it was
greater on the day of the death of Charles the
Second than on the day of his Restoration.
This progress, having continued during many
ages, became at length, about the middle ‘of
the eighteenth century, portentously rapid,
and has proceeded, during the nineteenth, with
accelerated velocity. In consequence partly
of our geographical and partly of our moral
position, we have, during several generations,
been exempt from evils ‘which have elsewhere
impeded the efforts and destroyed the fruits
of industry. While every part of the Con-
tinent, from Moscow to Lisbon, has been the
theatre of bloody and devastating wars, no
hostile standard has been seen here but as a
trophy. While revolutions have taken place
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all around us, our government has never once
been subverted by violence. During more
than a hundred years there has been in our
island no tumult of sufficient importance to be
called an insurrection; nor has the law been
once borne down either by popular fury or by
regal tyranny: public credit has been held sa-
cred: the administration of justice has been
pure: even in times which might by English-
men be justly called evil times, we have en-
joyed what almost every other nation in the
world would have considered as an ample meas-
ure of civil and religious freedom. Every man
has felt entire confidence that the state would
protect him in the possession of what had been
earned by his diligence and hoarded by his
self-denial. Under the benignant influence of
peace and liberty, science has flourished, and
has been applied to practical purposes on a
scale never before known. The consequence
is that a change to which the history of the old
world furnishes no parallel has taken place in
our country. Could the England of 1685 be,
by some magical process, set before our eyes,
we should not know one landscape in a hundred
or one building in ten thousand. The country
gentleman would not recognise his own fields.
The inhabitant of the town would not rec-
ognise his own street. Everything has been
changed but the great features of nature, and a
few massive and durable works of human art.
We might find out Snowdon and Windermere,
the Cheddar Cliffs and Beachy Head. We
might find out here and there a Norman min-
ster, or a castle which witnessed the wars of
the Roses. But, with such rare exceptions,
everything would be strange to us. Many
thousands of square miles which are now rich
corn land and meadow, intersected by green
hedgerows, and dotted with villages and pleas-
ant country seats, would appear as moors over-
grown with furze, or fens abandoned to wild
ducks. We should see straggling huts built
of wood and covered with thatch, where we
now see manufacturing towns and seaports
renowned to the farthest ends of the world.
The capital itself would shrink to dimensions
not much exceeding those of its present suburb
on the south of the Thames. Not less strange
to us would be thesgarb and manners of the

ople, the furniture and the equipages, the
interior of the shops and dwellings. Such a
change in the state of a nation seems to be at
least as well entitled to the notice of a historian
as any change of the dynasty or of the ministry.

One of the first objects of an inquirer, who

wishes to form a correct notion of the state of
a community at a given time, must be to as-
certain of how many persons that community
then consisted. Unfortunately the population
of England in 1685 cannot be ascertained with
perfect accuracy. For no great state had then
adopted the wise course of periodically num-
bering the people. All men were left to con-
jecture for themselves; and, as they generally
conjectured without examining facts, and under
the influence of strong passions and prejudices,
their guesses were often ludicrously absurd.
Even intelligent Londoners ordinarily talked of
London as containing several millions of souls.
It was confidently asserted by many that, dur-
ing the thirty-five years which had elapsed be-
tween the accession of Charles the First and
the Restoration, the population of the City
had increased by two millions. Even while
the ravages of the plague and fire were recent,
it was the fashion to say that the capital still
had a million and a half of inhabitants. Some
persons, disgusted by these exaggerations, ran
violently into the opposite extreme. Thus
Isaac Vossius, a man of undoubted parts and
learning, strenuously maintained that there
were only two millions of human beings
in England, Scotland, and Ireland taken
together.

We are not, however, left without the means
of correcting the wild blunders into which some
minds were hurried by national vanity and
others by a morbid love of paradox. There
are extant three computations which seem
to be entitled to peculiar attention. They are
entirely independent of each other: they pro-
ceed on different principles; and yet there is
little difference in the results.
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Of these three estimates, framed without
concert by different persons from different sets
of materials, the highest, which is that of King,
does not exceed the lowest, which is that of
Finlaison, by one twelfth. We may, therefore,
with confidence pronounce that, when James
the Second reigned, England contained between
five million and five million five hundred thou-
sand inhabitants. On the very highest sup-
position she then had less than one third of her
present population, and less than three times
the population which is now collected in her
gigantic capital.

* * * * * * *

We should be much mistaken if we pictured
to ourselves the squires of the seventeenth
century as men bearing a close resemblance to
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their descendants, the country members and
chairmen of quarter sessions with whom we
are familiar. The modern country gentleman
generally receives a liberal education, passes
from a distinguished school to a distinguished
college, and has ample opportunity to become
an excellent scholar. He has generally seen
something of foreign countries. A consider-
able part of his life has generally been passed
in the capital; and the refinements of the cap-
ital follow him into the country. There is per-
haps no class of dwellings so pleasing as the
rural seats of the English gentry. In the parks
and pleasure grounds, nature, dressed yet not
disguised by art, wears her most alluring form.
In the buildings, good sense and good taste
combine to producs a happy union of the com-
fortable and the graceful. The pictures, the
musical instruments, the library, would in any
other country be considered as proving the
owner to be an eminently polished and ac-
complished man. A country gentleman who
witnessed the Revolution was probably in re-
ceipt of about a fourth part of the rent which
his acres now yield to his posterity. He was,
therefore, as compared with his posterity, a
poor man, and was generally under the neces-
sity of residing, with little interruption, on his
estate. To travel on the Continent, to main-
tain an establishment in London, or even to
visit London frequently, were pleasures in
which only the great proprietors could indulge.
It may be confidently affirmed that of the
squires whose names were then in the Com-
missions of Peace and Lieutenancy not one in
twenty went to town once in five years, or had
ever in his life wandered so far as Paris. Many
lords of manors had received an education dif-
fering little from that of their menial servants.
The heir of an estate often passed his boyhood
and youth at the seat of his family with no bet-
ter tutors than grooms and gamekeepers, and
scarce attained learning enough to sign his
name to a Mittimus. If he went to school and
to college, he generally returned before he was
twenty to the seclusion of the old hall, and
there, unless his mind were very happily con-
stituted by nature, soon forgot his academical
pursuits in rural business and pleasures. His
chief serious employment was the care of his
property. He examined samples of grain,
handled pigs, and, on market days, made bar-
gains over a tankard with drovers and hop
merchants. His chief pleasures were com-
monly derived from field sports and from an
anrefined sensuality. His language and pro-

nunciation were such as we should now expect
to hear only from the most ignorant clowns.
His oaths, coarse jests, and scurrilous terms
of abuse, were uttered with the broadest accent
of his province. It was easy to discern, from
the first words which he spoke, whether he
came from Somersetshire or Yorkshire. He
troubled himself little about decorating his
abode, and, if he attempted decoration, seldom
produced anything but deformity. The litter
of a farmyard gathered under the windows of
his bedchamber, and the cabbages and goose-
berry bushes grew close to his hall door. His
table was loaded with coarse plenty; and guests
were cordially welcomed to it. But, as the
habit of drinking to excess was general in the
class to which he belonged, and as his fortune
did not enable him to intoxicate large assemblies
daily with claret or canary, strong beer was the
ordinary beverage. The quantity of beer con-
sumed in those days was indeed enormous.
For beer then was to the middle and lower
classes, not only all that beer now is, but all
that wine, tea, and ardent spirits now are.
It was only at great houses, or on great oc-
casions, that foreign drink was placed on the
board. The ladies of the house, whose busi-
ness it had commonly been to cook the repast,
retired as soon as the dishes had been devoured,
and left the gentlemen to their ale and tobacco.
The coarse jollity of the afterncon was often
prolonged till the revellers were laid under the
table.

It was very seldom that the country gentle-
man caught glimpses of the great world; and
what he saw of it tended rather to confuse than
to enlighten his understanding. His opinions
respecting religion, government, foreign coun-
tries and former times, having been derived,
not from study, from observation, or from con-
versation with enlightened companions, but
from such traditions as were current in his
own small circle, were the opinions of a child.
He adhered to them, however, with the obsti-
nacy which is generally found in ignorant men
accustomed to be fed with flattery. His ani-
mosities were numerous and bitter. He hated
Frenchmen and Italians, Scotchmen and Irish-
men, Papists and Presbyterians, Independents
and Baptists, Quakers and Jews. Towards
London and Londoners he felt an aversion
which more than once produced important
political effects. His wife and daughter were
in tastes and acquirements below a housekeeper
or a still-room maid of the present day. They
stitched and spun, brewed gooseberry wine,
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cured marigolds, and made the crust for the
venison pasty.

From this description it might be supposed
that the English esquire of the seventeenth cen-
tury did not materially differ from a rustic
miller or alehouse keeper of our time. There
are, however, some important parts of his char-
acter still to be noted, which will greatly modify
this estimate. Unlettered as he was and un-
polished, he was still in some most important
points a gentleman. He was a member of a
proud and powerful aristocracy, and was dis-
tinguished by many both of the good and of
the bad qualities which belong to aristocrats.
His family pride was beyond that of a Talbot
or a Howard. He knew the genealogies and
coats of arms of all hisneighbours, and could tell
which of them had assumed supporters without
any right, and which of them were so unfortu-
nate as to be great-grandsons of aldermen.
He was a magistrate, and, as such, administered
gratuitously to those who dwelt around him a
rude patriarchal justice, which, in spite of in-
numerable blunders and of occasional acts of
tyranny, was yet better than no justice at all.
He was an officer of the trainbands; and his
military dignity, though it might move the mirth
of gallants who had served a campaign in
Flanders, raised his character in his own eyes
and in the eyes of his neighbours. Nor indeed
was his soldiership justly a subject of derision.
In every county there were elderly gentlemen
who had seen service which was no child’s
play. One had been knighted by Charles the
First, after the battle of Edgehill. - Another
still wore a patch over the scar which he had
received at Naseby. A third had defended his
old house till Fairfax had blown in the door with
a petard. The presence of these old Cavaliers,
with their old swords and holsters, and with
their old stories about Goring and Lunsford,
gave to the musters of militia an earnest and
warlike aspect which would otherwise have
been wanting. Even those country gentlemen
who were too young to have themselves ex-
changed blows with the cuirassiers of the Par-
liament had, from childhood, been surrounded
by the traces of recent war, and fed with stories
of the martial exploits of their fathers and
uncles; Thus the character of the English
esquire of the seventeenth century was com-
pounded of two elements which we seldom
or never find united. His ignorance and un-
couthness, his low tastes and gross phrases,
would, in our time, be considered as indicating
a nature and a breeding thoroughly plebeian.

Yet he was essentially a patrician, and had, in
large measure, both the virtues and the vices
which flourish among men set from their birth
in high place, and used to respect themselves
and to be respected by others. It is not easy
for a generation accustomed to find chivalrous
sentiments only in company with liberal studies
and polished manners to image to itself a man
with the deportment, the vocabulary, and the
accent of a carter, yet punctilious on matters
of genealogy and precedence, and ready to
risk his life rather than see a stain cast on the
honour of his house. It is, however, only by
thus joining together things seldom or never
found together in our own experience that we
can form a just idea of that rustic aristocracy
which constituted the main strength of the
armies of Charles the First, and which long
supported, with strange fidelity, the interest
of his descendants.

The gross, uneducated, untravelled country
gentleman was commonly a Tory: but, though
devotedly attached to hereditary monarchy, he
had no partiality for courtiers and ministers.
He thought, not without reason, that Whitehall
was filled with the most corrupt of mankind,
and that of the great sums which the House of
Commons had voted to the Crown since the
Restoration part had been embezzled by cun-
ning politicians, and part squandered on buf-
foons and foreign courtesans. His stout Eng-
lish heart swelled with indignation at the
thought that the government of his country
should be subject to French dictation. Being
himself generally an old Cavalier, or the son of
an old Cavalier, he reflected with bitter resent-
ment on the ingratitude with which the Stuarts
had requited their best friends. Those who
heard him grumble at the neglect with which
he was treated, and at the profusion with which
wealth was lavished on the bastards of Nell
Gwynn and Madam Carwell, would have sup-
posed him ripe for rebellion. But all this ill
humour lasted only till the throne was really
in danger. It was precisely when those whom
the sovereign had loaded with wealth and
honours shrank from his side that the country
gentlemen, so surly and mutinous in the season
of his prosperity, rallied round him in a body.
Thus, after murmuring twenty years at the
misgovernment of Charles the Second, they
came to his rescue in his extremity, when his
own Secretaries of State and the Lords of his
own Treasury had deserted him, and enabled
him to gain a complete victory over the opposi-
tion; mnor can there be any doubt that they
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would have shown equal loyalty to his brother
James, if James would, even at the last mo-
ment, have refrained from outraging their
strongest feeling. For there was one institu-
tion, and one only, which they prized even more
than hereditary monarchy; and that institu-
tion was the Church of England. Their love
of the Church was not, indeed, the effect of
study or meditation. Few among them could
have given any reason, drawn from Scripture
or ecclesiastical history, for adhering to her
doctrines, her ritual, and her polity; nor were
they, as a class, by any means strict observers
of that code of morality which is common
to all Christian sects. But the experience of
many ages proves that men may be ready to
fight to the death, and to persecute without
pity, for a religion whose creed they do not un-
derstand, and whose precepts they habitually
disobey.

The rural clergy were even more vehement
in Toryism than the rural gentry, and were a
class scarcely less important. It is to be ob-
served, however, that the individual clergyman,
as compared with the individual gentleman,
then ranked much lower than in our days. . . .

The place of the clergyman in society had
been completely changed by the Reformation.
Before that event, ecclesiastics had formed the
majority of the House of Lords, had, in wealth
and splendour, equalled, and sometimes out-
shone, the greatest of the temporal barons, and
had generally held the highest civil offices.
Many of the Treasurers, and almost all the
Chancellors of the Plantagenets, were bishops.
The Lord Keeper of the Privy Seal and the
Master of the Rolls were ordinarily churchmen.
Churchmen transacted the most important
diplomatic business. Indeed, all that large
portion of the administration which rude and
warlike nobles were incompetent to conduct
was considered as especially belonging to
divines. Men, therefore, who were averse to
the life of camps, and who were, at the same
time, desirous to rise in the state, commonly
received the tonsure. Among them were sons
of all the most illustrious families, and near
kinsmen of the throne, Scroops and Nevilles,
Bourchiers, Staffords, and Poles. To the re-
ligious houses belonged the rents of immense
domains, and all that large portion of the tithe
which is now in' the hands of laymen. Down
to the middle of the reign of Henry the Eighth,
therefore, no line of life was so attractive to
ambitious and covetous natures as the priest-
hood. Then came a violent revolution. The

abolition of the monasteries deprived the
Church at once of the greater part of her
wealth, and of her predominance in the Upper
House of Parliament. There was no longer
an Abbot of Glastonbury or an Abbot of Read-
ing seated among the peers, and possessed of
revenues equal to those of a powerful Earl.
The princely splendour of William of Wykeham
and of William of Waynflete had disappeared.
The scarlet hat of the Cardinal, the silver cross
of the Legate, were no more. The clergy had
also lost the ascendency which is the natural
reward of superior mental cultivation. Once
the circumstance that a man could read had
raised a presumption that he was in orders.
But, in an age which produced such laymen
as William Cecil and Nicholas Bacon, Roger
Ascham and Thomas Smith, Walter Mildmay
and Francis Walsingham, there was no reason
for calling away prelates from their dioceses to
negotiate treaties, to superintend the finances,
or to administer justice. The spiritual char-
acter not only ceased to be a qualification for
high civil office, but began to be regarded as a
disqualification. Those worldly motives, there-
fore, which had formerly induced so many able,
aspiring, and high-born youths to assume the
ecclesiastical habit, ceased to operate. Not one
parish in two hundred then afforded what a
man of family considered as a maintenance.
There were still indeed prizes in the Church:
but they were few: and even the highest were
mean, when compared with the glory which
had once surrounded the princes of the hie-
rarchy. Thestate kept by Parker and Grindal
seemed beggarly to those who remembered
the imperial pomp of Wolsey, his palaces,
which had become the favourite abodes of
royalty, Whitehall and Hampton Court, the
three sumptuous tables daily spread in his
refectory, the forty-four gorgeous copes in his
chapel, his running footmen in rich liveries,
and his bodyguards with gilded poleaxes.
Thus the sacerdotal office lost its attraction
for the higher classes. During the century
which followed the accession of Elizabeth,
scarce a single person of noble descent took
orders. At the clos¢ of the reign of Charles
the Second, two sons of peers were Bishops;
four or five sons of peers were priests, and held
valuable preferment; but these rare exceptions
did not take away the reproach which lay on
the body. The clergy were regarded as, on the
whole, a plebeian class. And, indeed, for one
who made the figure of a gentleman, ten were
mere menial servants, A large proportion of
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those divines who had no benefices, or whose
benefices were too small to afford a comfortable
revenue, lived in the houses of laymen. It had
long been evident that this practice tended
to degrade the priestly character. Laud had
exerted himself to effect a change; and Charles
the First had repeatedly issued positive orders
that none but men of high rank should presume
to keep domestic chaplains. But these injunc-
tions had become obsolete. Indeed, during
the domination of the Puritans, many of the
ejected ministers of the Church of England
could obtain bread and shelter only by attach-
ing themselves to the households of Royalist
gentlemen; and the habits which had been
formed in those times of trouble continued long
after the reéstablishment of monarchy and
episcopacy. In the mansions of men of liberal
sentiments and cultivated understandings, the
chaplain was doubtless treated with urbanity
and kindness, His conversation, his literary
assistance, his spiritual advice, were considered
as an ample return for his food, his lodging,
and his stipend. But this was not the general
feeling of the country gentlemen. The coarse
and ignorant squire, who thought that it be-
longed to his dignity to have grace said every
day at his table by an ecclesiastic in full canon-
icals, found means to reconcile dignity with
economy. A young Levite —such was the
phrase then in use — might be had for his
board, a small garret, and ten pounds a year,
and might not only perform his own professional
functions, might not only be the most patient
of butts and of listeners, might not only be
always ready in fine weather for bowls, and in
rainy weather for shovel-board, but might also
save the expense of a gardener or of a groom.
Sometimes the reverend man nailed up the
apricots; and sometimes he curried the coach-
horses. He cast up the farrier's bills. He
walked ten miles with a message or a parcel.
He was permitted to dine with the family;
but he was expected to content himself with the
plainest fare. He might fill himself with the
corned beef and the carrots: but, as soon as the
tarts and cheese-cakes made their appearance,
he quitted his seat, and stood aloof till he was
summoned to return thanks for the repast,
from a great part of which he had been ex-
cluded,

Perhaps, after some years of service, he was
Eresented to a living sufficient to support him;

ut he often found it necessary te purchase his
preferment by a species of Simony, which fur-
nished an inexhaustible subject of pleasantry

to three or four generations of scoffers. With
his cure he was expected to take a wife. The
wife had ordinarily been in the patron’s ser-
vice; and it was well if she was not suspected
of standing too high in the patron’s favour.
Indeed, the nature of the matrimonial con-
nections which the clergymen of that age
were in the habit of forming is the most certain
indication of the place which the order held
in the social system. An Oxonian, writing a few
months after the death of Charles the Second,
complained bitterly, not only that the country
attorney and the country apothecary looked
down with disdain on the country clergyman,
but that one of the lessons most earnestly
inculcated on every girl of honourable family
was to give no encouragement to a lover in
orders, and that, if any young lady forgot this
precept, she was almost as much disgraced as
by an illicit amour. ~Clarendon, who assuredly
bore no ill will to the priesthood, mentions it as
a sign of the confusion of ranks which the great
rebellion had produced, that some  damsels
of noble families had bestowed themselves on
divines. A waiting-woman was generally con-
sidered as the most suitable helpmate for a
parson. Queen Elizabeth, as head of the
Church, had given what seemed to be a formal
sanction to this prejudice, by issuing special
orders that no clergyman should presume to
espouse a servant girl, without the consent of
the master or mistress. During several genera-
tions accordingly the relation between divines
and handmaidens was a theme for endless jest;
nor would it be easy to find, in the comedy of
the seventeenth century, a single instance of a
clergyman who wins a spouse above the rank
of a cook. Even so late as the time of George
the Second, the keenest of all observers of life
and manners, himself a priest, remarked that,
in a great household, the chaplain was the
resource of a lady’s maid whose character had
been blown upon, and who was therefore forced
to give up hopes of catching the steward.

In general the divine who quitted his chap-
lainship for a benefice and a wife found that he
had only exchanged one class of vexations for
another. Hardly one living in fifty enabled the
incumbent to bring up a family comfortably.
As children multiplied and grew, the household
of the priest became more and more beggarly.
Holes appeared more and more plainly in
the thatch of his parsonage and in his single
cassock. Often it was only by toiling on
his glebe, by feeding swine, and by load-
ing dung-carts, that he could obtain daily
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bread; nor did his utmost exertions always
prevent the bailiffs from taking his concordance
and his inkstand in execution. It was a white
day on which he was admitted into the kitchen
of a great house, and regaled by the servants
with cold meat and ale. His children were
brought up like the children of the neigh-
bouring peasantry. His boys followed the
plough; and his girls went out to service.
Study he found impossible; for the advowson
of his living would hardly have sold for a
sum sufficient to purchase a good theological
library; and he might be considered as un-
usually lucky if he had ten or twelve dog-
eared volumes among the pots and pans on his
shelves. Even a keen and strong intellect
might be expected to rust in so unfavourable
a situation.

Assuredly there was at that time no lack in
the English Church of ministers distinguished
by abilities and learning. But it is to be ob-
served that these ministers were not scattered
among the rural population. They were
brought together at a few places where the
meansof acquiring knowledge were abundant,
and where the opportunities of vigorous
intellectual exercise were frequent. At such
places were to be found divines qualified by
parts, by eloquence, by wide knowledge of
literature, of science, and of life, to defend their
Church victoriously against heretics and scep-
tics, to command the attention of frivolous and
worldly congregations, to guide the delibera-
tions of senates, and to make religion respect-
able, even in the most dissolute of courts.
Some laboured to fathom the abysses of meta-
physical theology; some were deeply versed
in biblical criticism; and some threw light on
the darkest parts of ecclesiastical history.
Some proved themselves consummate masters
of logic. Some cultivated rhetoric with such
assiduity and success that their discourses are
still justly valued as models of style. These
eminent men were to be found, with scarcely
a single exception, at the Universities, at the
great Cathedrals, or in the capital. Barrow
had lately died at Cambridge, and Pearson
had gone thence to the episcopal bench. Cud-
worth and Henry More were still living there.
South and Pococke, Jane and Aldrich, were at
Oxford, Prideaux was in the close of Norwich,
and Whitby in the close of Salisbury. But it
was chiefly by the London clergy, who were
always spoken of as a class apart, that the
fame of their profession for learning and elo-
quence was upheld. The principal pulpits of

the metropolis were occupied about this time
by a crowd of distinguished men, from among
whom was selected a large proportion of the
rulers of the Church. Sherlock preached at
the Temple, Tillotson at Lincoln’s Inn, Wake
and Jeremy Collier at Gray’s Inn, Burnet at the
Rolls, Stillingfleet at Saint Paul's Cathedral,
Patrick at Saint Paul's in Covent Garden,
Fowler at Saint Giles's, Cripplegate, Sharp at
Saint Giles’s in the Fields, Tenison at Saint
Martin’s, Sprat at Saint Margaret's, Beveridge
at Saint Peter’s in Cornhill. Of these twelve
men, all of high note in ecclesiastical history,
ten became Bishops, and four Archbishops.
Meanwhile almost the only important theologi-
cal works which came forth from a rural par-
sonage were those of George Bull, afterward
Bishop of Saint David’s; and Bull never would
have produced those works, had he not in-
herited an estate, by the sale of which he was
enabled to collect a library, such as probably no
other country clergyman in England possessed.

Thus the Anglican priesthood was divided
into two sections, which, in acquirements, in
manners, and in social position, differed widely
from each other. One section, trained for
cities and courts, comprised men familiar with
all ancient and modern learning; men able to
encounter Hobbes or Bossuet at all the weapons
of controversy; men who could, in their ser-
mons, set forth the majesty and beauty of
Christianity with such justness of thought,
and such energy of language, that the indolent
Charles roused himself to listen, and the fas-
tidious Buckingham forgot to sneer; men
whose address, politeness, and knowledge of
the world qualified them to manage the con-
sciences of the wealthy and noble; men
with whom Halifax loved to discuss the inter-
ests of empires, and from whom Dryden was
not ashamed to own that he had learned to
write. The other section was destined to ruder
and humbler service. It was dispersed over
the country, and consisted chiefly of persons
not at all wealthier, and not much more re-
fined, than small farmers or upper servants.
Yet it was in these rustic priests, who derived
but a scanty subsistence from their tithe sheaves
and tithe pigs, and who had not the smallest
chance of ever attaining high professional hon-
ours, that the professional spirit was strongest.

* % # T C I

Great as has been the change in the rural
life of England since the Revolution, the change
which has come to pass in the cities is still
more amazing. At present above a sixth part

THE HISTORY

of the nation is crowded into provincial towns

of more than thirty thousand inhabitants.

In the reign of Charles the Second no provincial

town in the kingdom contained thirty thousand

inhabitants; and only four provincial towns

contained so many as ten thousand inhabitants,
T SN TR T T -

The position of London, relatively to the
other towns of the empire, was, in the time of
Charles the Second, far higher than at present.
For at present the population of London is
little more than six times the population of
Manchester or of Liverpool. In the days of
Charles the Second the population of London
was more than seventeen times the population
of Bristol or of Norwich. It may be doubted
whether any other instance can be mentioned
of a great kingdom in which the first city was
more than seventeen times as large as the
second. There is reason to believe that, in
1685, London had been, during about half a
century, the most populous capital in Europe.
The inhabitants, who are now at least nineteen
hundred thousand, were then probably little
more than half a million. London had in the
world only one commercial rival, now long
ago outstripped, the mighty and opulent Am-
sterdam. English writers boasted of the
forest of masts and yardarms which covered
the river from the Bridge to the Tower, and of
the stupendous sums which were collected at
the Custom House in Thames Street. There is,
indeed, no doubt that the trade of the metropolis
then bore a far greater proportion than at pres-
ent to the whole trade of the country; yet to
our generation the honest vaunting of our
ancestors must appear almost ludicrous. The
shipping which they thought incredibly great
appears not to have exceeded seventy thou-
sand tons. This was, indeed, then more than
a third of the' whole tonnage of the kingdom,
but is now less than a fourth of the tonnage
of Newcastle, and is nearly equalled by the
tonnage of the steam vessels of the Thames.
The customs of London amounted, in 1685,
to about three hundred and thirty thousand
pounds a year. In our time the net duty
paid annually, at the same place, exceeds ten
millions.

Whoever examines the maps of London
which were published toward the close of the
reign of Charles the Second will see that only
the nucleus of the present capital then existed.
The town did not, as now, fade by imper-
ceptible degrees into the country. No long
avenues of vilias, embowered in lilacs and
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laburnums, extended from the great centre
of wealth and civilisation almost to the boun-
daries of Middlesex and far into the heart of
Kent and Surrey. In the east, no part of the
immense line of warehouses and artificial lakes
which now stretches from the Tower to Black-
wall had even been projected. On the west,
scarcely one of those stately piles of building
which are inhabited by the noble and wealthy
was in existence; and Chelsea, which is now
peopled by more than forty thousand human
beings, was a quiet country village with about
a thousand inhabitants. On the north, cattle
fed, and sportsmen wandered wvith dogs and
guns, over the site of the borough of Maryle-
bone, and over far the greater part of the space
now covered by the boroughs of Finsbury
and of the Tower Hamlets. Islington was
almost a solitude; and poets loved to contrast
its silence and repose with the din and turmoil
of the monster London. On the south the
capital is now connected with its suburb by
several bridges, not inferior in magnificence and
solidity to the noblest works of the Casars.
In 1685, a single line of irregular arches, over-
hung by piles of mean and crazy houses, and
garnished, after a fashion worthy of the naked
barbarians of Dahomy, with scores of moulder-
ing heads, impeded the navigation of the river.

Of the metropolis, the City, properly so
called, was the most important division. At
the time of the Restoration it had been built,
for the most part, of wood and plaster; the
few bricks that were used were ill baked; the
booths where goods were exposed to sale pro-
jected far into the streets, and were overhung
by the upper stories. A few specimens of this
architecture may still be seen in those dis-
tricts which were not reached by the great fire.
That fire had, in a few days, covered a space of
less than a square mile with the ruins of eighty-
nine churches and of thirteen thousand houses.
But the City had risen again with a celerity
which had excited the admiration of neighbouring
countries. Unfortunately, the old lines of the
streets had been to a great extent preserved;
and those lines, originally traced in an age
when even princesses performed their journeys
on horseback, were often too narrow to allow
wheeled carriages to pass each other with ease,
and were therefore ill adapted for the residence
of wealthy persons in an age when a coach
and six was a fashionable luxury. The style of
building was, however, far superior to that of
the City which had perished. The ordinary
material was brick, of much better quality
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than had formerly been used. On the sites
of the ancient parish churches had arisen a
multitude of new domes, towers, and spires
which bore the mark of the fertile genius of
Wren. In every place save one the traces of
the great devastation had been completely
effaced. But the crowds of workmen, the
scaffolds, and the masses of hewn stone were
still to be seen where the noblest of Protestant
temples was slowly rising on the ruins of the
old Cathedral of Saint Paul.
PRl S U T S N A

He who then rambled to what is now the
gayest and most crowded part of Regent Street
found himself in a solitude, and was sometimes
so fortunate as to have a shot at a woodcock.
On the north the Oxford road ran between
hedges. Three or four hundred yards to the
south were the garden walls of a few great
houses which were considered as quite out of
town. On the west was a meadow renowned
for a spring from which, long afterwards, Con-
duit Street was named. On the east was a field
not to be passed without a shudder by any
Londoner of that age. There, as in a place
far from the haunts of men, had been dug,
twenty years before, when the great plague was
raging, a pit into which the dead carts had
nightly shot corpses by scores. 1t was popularly
believed that the earth was deeply tainted with
infection, and could not be disturbed without
imminent risk to human life. No foundations
were laid there till two generations had passed
without any return of the pestilence, and till
the ghastly spot had long been surrounded by
buildings.

We should greatly err if we were to suppose
that any of the streets and squares then bore
the same aspect as at present. The great
majority of the houses, indeed, have, since
that time, been wholly, or in great part, rebuilt.
If the most fashionable parts of the capital
could be placed before us such as they then
were, we should be disgusted by their squalid
appearance, and poisoned by their noisome
atmosphere.

In Covent Garden a filthy and noisy market
was held close to the dwellings of the great.
Fruit women screamed, carters fought, cab-
bage stalks and rotten apples accumulated in

“heaps at the thresholds of the Countess of
Berkshire and of the Bishop of Durham.

The centre of Lincoln’s Inn Fields was an
open space where the rabble congregated every
evening, within a few yards of Cardigan House
and Winchester House, to hear mountebanks

harangue, to see bears dance, and to set dogs
at oxen. Rubbish was shot in every part of
the area. Horses were exercised there. The
beggars were as noisy and-importunate as in
the worst governed cities of the Continent.
A Lincoln’s Inn mumper was a proverb. The
whole fraternity knew the arms and liveries of
every charitably disposed grandee in the neigh-
bourhood, and, as soon as his lordship’s coach
and six appeared, came hopping and crawling
in crowds to persecute him. These disorders
lasted, in spite of many accidents, and of some
legal proceedings, till, in the reign of George
the Second, Sir Joseph Jekyll, Master of the
Rolls, was knocked down and nearly killed in
the middle of the square. Then at length
palisades were set up, and a pleasant garden
laid out.

Saint James’s Square was a receptacle for all
the offal and cinders, for all the dead cats and
dead dogs of Westminster. At one time a
cudgel player kept the ring there. Atanother
time an impudent squatter settled himself
there, and built a shed for rubbish under the
windows of the gilded saloons in which the
first magnates of the realm, Norfolk, Ormond,
Kent, and Pembroke, gave banquets and balls.
It was not till these nuisances had lasted through
a whole generation, and till much had been
written about them, that the inhabitants
applied to Parliament for permission to put up
rails, and to plant trees.

When such was the state of the region in-
habited by the most luxurious portion of soci-
ety, we may easily believe that the great body
of the population suffered what would now be
considered as insupportable grievances. The
pavement was detestable: all foreigners cried
shame upon it. The drainage was so bad that
in rainy weather the gutters soon became
torrents. Several facetious poets have com-
memorated the fury with which these black
rivulets roared down Snow Hill and Ludgate
Hill, bearing to Fleet Ditch a vast tribute of
animal and vegetable filth from the stalls of
butchers and green-grocers. This flood was
profusely thrown to right and left by coaches
and carts. To keep as far from the carriage
road as possible was therefore the wish of every

«destrian, The mild and timid gave the
wall. The bold and athletic took it. If two
roisterers met, they cocked their hats in each
other’s faces, and pushed each other about till
the weaker was shoved towards the kennel.
If he was a mere bully he sneaked off, mutter-
ing that he should find a time. If he was
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pugnacious, the encounter probably ended in
a duel behind Montague House.

The houses were not numbered. There
would indeed have been little advantage in
numbering them; for of the coachmen, chair-
men, porters, and errand boys of London, a
very small proportion could read. It was
necessary to use marks which the most ignorant
could understand. The shops were therefore
distinguished by painted or sculptured signs,
which gave a gay and grotesque aspect to
the streets. The walk from Charing Cross to
Whitechapel lay through an endless succession
of Saracens’ Heads, Royal Oaks, Blue Bears,
and Golden Lambs, which disappeared when
they were no longer required for the direction
of the common people.

When the evening closed in, the difficulty
and danger of walking about London became
serious indeed. The garret windows were
opened, and pails were emptied, with little
regard to those who were passing below.
Falls, bruises, and broken bones were of con-
stant occurrence. For, till the last year of the
reign of Charles the Second, most of the streets
were left in profound darkness. Thieves and
robbers plied their trade with impunity: yet
they were hardly so terrible to peaceable citizens
as another class of ruffians. It wasa favourite
amusement of dissolute young gentlemen to
swagger by night about the town, breaking
windows, upsetting sedans, beating quiet men,
and offering rude caresses to pretty women.
Several dynasties of these tyrants had, since the
Restoration, domineered over the streets. The
Muns and Tityre Tus had given place to the
Hectors, and the Hectors had been recently suc-
ceeded by the Scourers. At a later period arose
the Nicker, the Hawcubite, and the yet more
dreaded name of Mohawk. The machinery
for keeping the peace was utterly contemptible.
There was an Act of Common Council which
provided that more than a thousand watch-
men should be constantly on the alert in the
city, from sunset to sunrise, and that every
inhabitant should take his turn of duty. But
this Act was negligently executed.” Few of
those who were summoned left their homes;
and those few generally found it more agree-
able to tipple in alehouses than to pace the
streets,

It ought to be noticed that, in the last year of
the reign of Charles the Second, began a great
change in the police of London, a change which
has perhaps added as much to the happiness
of the body of the people as revolutions of much
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greater fame. An ingenious projector, named
Edward Heming, obtained letters patent con-
veying to him, for a term of years, the exclusive
right of lighting up London. He undertook,
for a moderate consideration, to place a light
before every tenth door, on moonless nights,
from Michaelmas to Lady Day, and from six
to twelve of the clock. Those who now see
the capital all the year round, from dusk to
dawn, blazing with a splendour beside which
the illuminations for La Hogue and Blenheim
would have looked pale, may perhaps smile to
think of Heming’s lanterns, which glimmered
feebly before one house in ten during a small
part of one night in three. But such was not
the feeling of his contemporaries. His scheme
was enthusiastically applauded, and furiously
attacked. The friends of improvement extolled
him as the greatest of all the benefactors of his
city. What, they asked, were the boasted in-
ventions of Archimedes, when compared with
the achievement of the man who had turned
the nocturnal shades into noonday? In spite
of these eloquent eulogies the cause of darkness
was not left undefended. There were fools
in that age who opposed the introduction of
what was called the new light as strenuously
as fools in our age have opposed the introduction
of vaccination and railroads, as strenuously as
the fools of an age anterior to the dawn of
history doubtless opposed the introduction of
the plough and of alphabetical writing. Many
years after the date of Heming's patent there
were extensive districts in which no lamp was
seen.

We may easily imagine what, in such times,
must have been the state of the quarters of
London which were peopled by the outcasts
of society. Among those quarters one had
attained a scandalous preéminence. On the
confines of the City and the Temple had been
founded, in the thirteenth century, a House of
Carmelite Friars, distinguished by their white
hoods. The precinct of this house had, before
the Reformation, been a sanctuary for crimi-
nals, and still retained the privilege of protecting
debtors from arrest. Insolvents consequently
were to be found in every dwelling, from cellar
to garret. Of these a large proportion were
knaves and libertines, and were followed to
their asylum by women more abandoned than
themselves. The civil power was unable to
keep order in a district swarming with such
inhabitants; and thus Whitefriars became the
favourite resortof all who wished to be eman- °
cipated from the restraints of the law. Though
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the immunities legally belonging to the place
extended only to cases of debt, cheats, false
witnesses, forgers, and highwaymen found
refuge there. For amidst a rabble so desper-
ate no peace officer’s life was in safety. At the
ery of “Rescue,” bullies with swords and cud-
gels, and termagant hags with spits and broom-
sticks, poured forth by hundreds; and the
intruder was fortunate if he escaped back into
Fleet Street, hustled, stripped, and pumped
upon. Even the warrant of the Chief-justice
of England could not be executed without the
help of a company of musketeers. Such relics
of the barbarism of the darkest ages were to be
found within a short walk of the chambers
where Somers was studying history and law,
of the chapel where Tillotson was preaching,
of the coffee-house where Dryden was passing
judgment on poems and plays, and of the hall
where the Royal Society was examining the
astronomical system of Isaac Newton.
it e Tl Rt RS T

The coffee-house must not be dismissed with
a cursory mention. It might, indeed, at that
time have been not improperly called a most
important political institution. No Parliament
had sat for years. The municipal council of
the city had ceased to speak the sense of the
citizens. Public meetings, harangues, resolu-
tions, and the rest of the modern machinery
of agitation had not yet come into fashion.
Nothing resembling the modern newspaper
existed. In such circumstances the coffee-
houses were the chief organs through which
the public opinion of the metropolis vented
itself,

The first of these establishments had been
set up, in the time of the Commonwealth, by a
Turkey merchant, who had acquired among the
Mahometans a taste for their favourite beverage.
The convenience of being able to make ap-
pointments in any part of the town, and of
being able to pass evenings socially at a very
small charge, was so great that the fashion
spread fast. Every man of the upper or middle
class went daily to his coffee-house to learn the
news and to discuss it. Every coffee-house
had one or more orators to whose eloquence the
crowd listened with admiration, and who soon
became, what the journalists of our time have
been called, a fourth Estate of the realm. The
court had long seen with uneasiness the growth
of this new power in the state. An attempt
had been made, during Danby’s administration,
to close the coffee-houses. But men of all
parties missed their usual places of resort so

much that there was a universal outcry. The
government did not venture, in opposition to
a feeling so sirong and general, to enforce a
regulation of which the legality might well be
questioned. Since that time ten years had
elapsed, and during those years the number
and influence of the coffee-houses had been
constantly increasing. Foreigners remarked
that the coffee-house was that which especially
distinguished London from all other cities;
that the coffee-house was the Londoner's
home, and that those who wished to find a
gentleman commonly asked, not whether he
lived in Fleet Street or Chancery Lane, but
whether he frequented the Grecian or the Rain-
bow. Nobody was excluded from these places
who laid down his penny at the bar. Yet
every rank and profession, and every shade
of religious and political opinion, had its own
headquarters. There were houses near Saint
James’s Park where fops congregated, their
heads and shoulders covered with black or
flaxen wigs, not less ample than those which
are now worn by the Chancellor and by the
Speaker of the House of Commons. The wig
came from Paris; and so did the rest of the fine
gentleman's ornaments, his embroidered coat,
his fringed gloves, and the tassels which upheld
his pantaloons. The conversation was in that
dialect which, long after it had ceased to be
spoken in fashionable circles, continued, in the
mouth of Lord Foppington, to excite the mirth
of theatres. The atmosphere was like that of a
perfumer’s shop. Tobacco in any other form
than that of richly scented snuff was held in
abomination. If any clown, ignorant of the
usages of the house, called for a pipe, the sneers
of the whole assembly and the short answers
of the waiters soon convinced him that he had
better go somewhere else. Nor, indeed, would
he have had far to go. For, in general, the
coffee-rooms reeked with tobacco like a guard-
room; and strangers sometimes expressed their
surprise that so many people should leave their
own firesides to sit in the midst of eternal fog
and stench. Nowhere was the smoking more
constant thanat Will's. That celebrated house,
situated between Covent Garden and Bow
Street, was sacred to polite letters. There the
talk was about poetical justice and the unities
of place and time. There was a faction for
Perrault and the moderns, a faction for Boileau
and the ancients. One group debated whether
Paradise Lost ought not to have been in rhyme.
To another an envious poetaster demonstrated
that Venice Preserved vught to have been hooted

THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND

from the stage. Under no roof was a greater
variety of figures to be seen. There were
Earls in stars and garters, clergymen in cas-
socks and bands, pert Templars, sheepish
lads from the Universities, translators and
index-makers in ragged coats of frieze. The
great press was to get near the chair where John
Dryden sat. In winter that chair was always
in the warmest nook by the fire; in summer it
stood in the balcony. To bow to the Laureate,
and to hear his opinion of Racine’s last tragedy
or of Bossu's treatise on epic poetry, was
thought a privilege. A pinch from his snuff-
box was an honour sufficient to turn the head of
a young enthusiast. There were coffee-houses
where the first medical men might be con-
sulted. Dr. John Radcliffe, who, in the year
1685, rose to the largest practice in London,
came daily, at the hour when the Exchange was
full, from his house in Bow Street, then a
fashionable part of the capital, to Garraway’s,
and was to be found, surrounded by surgeons and
apothecaries, at a particular table. There were
Puritan coffee-houses where no oath was heard,
and where lank-haired men discussed election
and reprobation through their noses; Jew
coffee-houses where dark-eyed money changers
from Venice and from Amsterdam greeted each
other; and popish coffee-houses where, as good
Protestants believed, Jesuits planned, over
their cups, another great fire, and cast silver
bullets to shoot the King.

These gregarious habits had no small share
in forming the character of the Londoner of
that age. He was, indeed, a different being
from the rustic Englishman. There was not
then the intercourse which now exists between
the two classes. Only very great men were in
the habit of dividing the year between town and
country. Few esquirescametothecapital thrice
in their lives. Nor wasit yet the practice of all
citizens in easy circumstancesto breathe the fresh
airof the fields and woods during some weeks of
every summer. A cockney in a rural village was
stared at as much as if he had intruded into a
Kraal of Hottentots. On the other hand, when
the Lord of a Lincolnshire or Shropshire
manor appeared in Fleet Street, he was as
easily distinguished from the resident popula-
tionas a Turk ora Lascar. His dress, his gait,
his accent, the manner in which he gazed at the
shops, stumbled into the gutters, ran against
the porters, and stood under the waterspouts,
marked him out as an excellent subject for the
operations of swindlers and banterers. Bullies
jostled him into the kennel. Hackney coach-

men splashed him from head to foot. Thieves
explored with perfect security the huge pockets
of his horseman’s coat, while he stood entranced
by the splendour of the Lord Mayor’s show.
Money droppers, sore from the cart’s tail,
introduced themselves to him, and appeared
to him the most honest friendly gentlemen
that he had ever seen. Painted women, the
refuse of Lewkner Lane and Whetstone Park,
passed themselves on him for countesses and
maids of honour. If he asked his way to Saint
James’s, his informants sent him to Mile End.
If he went into a shop, he was instantly dis-
cerned to be a fit purchaser of everything that
nobody else would buy, of second-hand em-
broidery, copper rings, and watches that would
not go. If he rambled into any fashionable
coffee-house, he became a mark for the insolent
derision of fops and the grave waggery of
Templars. Enraged and mortified, he soon
returned to hig mansion, and there, in the
homage of his tenants and the conversation of
his boon companions, found consolation for the
vexations and humiliations which he had under-
gone. There he was once more a great man,
and saw nothing above himself except when at
the assizes he took his seat on the bench near
the judge, or when at the muster of the militia
he saluted the Lord Lieutenant.

The chief cause which made the fusion of the
different elements of society so imperfect was the
extreme difficulty which our ancestors found in
passing from place to place. Of all inventions,
the alphabet and the printing-press alone ex-
cepted, those inventions which abridge distance
have done most for the civilisation of our
species. Every improvement of the means of
locomotion benefits mankind morally and in-
tellectually as well as materially, and not only
facilitates the interchange of the various pro-
ductions of nature and art, but tends to remove
national and provincial antipathies, and to bind
together all the branches of the great human
family, In the seventeenth century the in-
habitants of London were, for almost every
practical purpose, farther from Reading than
they now are from Edinburgh, and farther from
Edinburgh than they now are from Vienna.

The subjects of Charles the Second were not,
it is true, quite unacquainted with that principle
which has, in our own time, produced an un-
precedented revolution in human affairs, which
has enabled navies to advance in face of wind
and tide, and brigades of troops, attended by
all their baggage and artillery, to traverse
kingdoms at a pace equal to that of the fleetest




