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SIR THOMAS MORE.

[(From the Art-Journal]

PILGRIMAGE TO THE HOME OF SIR
THOMAS MORE.

BY MRS. 8 C. HALL.

HILE living
in the neigh-
borhood of
Chelsea, we
determined
to look up-
on the few
broken walls
that once in-
closed the
residence of
8Sir Thomas
More, a man
who, despite the bitterness inseparable from a

ing age, was of most wonderful good-
You. [.=No. 3.—=T

ness as well as intellectual power, We first
read over the memories of him preserved by
Erasmus, Hoddesdon, Roper, Aubrey, his own
namesake, and others. It is pleasant to muse
over the past; pleasant to know that much of
malice and bigotry has departed, to return no
more, that the prevalence of a spirit which could
render even Sir Thomas More unjust and, to
seeming, cruel, is passing away. Though we
do implicitly believe there would be no lack of
great hearts, and brave hearts, at the presenmt
day, if it were necessary to bring them to the
test, still there have been few men like unto
him. It is a pleasant and a profitable task, so
to sift through past ages, so to separate the
wheat from the chaff, to see, when the feelings
of party and prejudice sink to their proper in-
significance, how the morally great stands forth
in its own dignity, bright, glorious, and ever-
lasting. St. Evremond sets forth the firmness
and constancy of Petronius Arbiter in his last
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softer nobility of mind and resolation, than in’
the deaths of Seneca, Cato, or Socrates himself ;

inuh-dhmrminmlt'l'hmnhud:u-nmpu

its scariet
' music through the air, and we stood in the old

tilt-yard at Whitehall, and the pompons Wolsery,

bnlhddmnuﬂ,udwammthﬂlhnklthﬁhhhdkmg,thnﬁ]lhmgﬂdbmﬁe

truly, “that if he was so well pleased with | picturesque Sarrey, the A

gayely of humor in a dying man, he might have
found a much more noble instance of it in Sir
Thomas More, who died upon a point of religion,
and is respected as s martyr by that side for
which he saffered.” What was pious philosophy
in this extraordi man, might seem f in
any one who does not resemble him as well in
the cheerfulness of his temper as in the i
of his life and manners. i sty

Oh, that some such man as he were to sit
upon our woolsack now; what would the world
think, if when the mighty oracle commanded
the next cause to come on, the reply should be,
“ Please your good lordship, there is no other I”
Well might the smart epigrammatist write :

When More some time had chancellor been,
No monx suits did remain ;

The same shall never MorE be seen,
Till Mone be there again |

We mused over the history of his time until we
slept, and dreamed : and first in our dream we
saw a fair meadow, and it was sprinkled over
with white daisies, and a bull was feeding
therein; and as we looked upon him he grew
fatter and fatter, and roared in the wantonness
of power and strength, so that the earth trem-
bled ; and he plucked the branches off the trees,
and trampled on the ancient inclosures of the
meadow, and as he stormed, and bellowed, and
destroyed, the dnisies became human heads, and
the creature flung them about, and warmed his
hools in the hot blood that flowed from them;
and we grew sick and at heart, and
thought, is there no one to slay the destroyer ?
And when we looked again, the Eighth Harry
was alone in the meadow; and, while many
heads were lying upon tha grass, some kept
perpotually bowing before him, while others
sung his preises as wise, just, and merciful.

ragonian Catharine,
ﬁng&mbhue,thabuttuﬂyﬁmﬂdlﬂ,thu
coarse-seeming but wise-thinking Ann of Cleves,

the precise Catherine Howard, and the stoui-
hearted Catherine Parr, passed us so closely by,
that we could have touched their garmemts ;
then a bowing troop of court gallants came on
others whose names and actions you may read
of in history; and then the hero of cur thoughts,
Sir Thomas More—well dressed, for it was a
time of pageants—was talking somewhst apart
to his pale-faced friend Erasmus, while ** Somn
Roper,’ as the chancellor loved to call his son-
in-law, stood watchfully and respectfully & little
on one side. Even if we had never seem the
pictures Holbein painted of his first we
should have known him by the bright benevo-
lence of his aspect, the singular purity of his
complexion, his penetrating yet gentle eyes,
and the incomparable grandeur with which
virtue and independence dignified even an in-
different figure. His smile was so catching that
the most broken-hearted were won by it to for-
get their sorrows; and his voice, low and sweet
though it was, was so distinct, that we heard
it above all the coarse jests, loud music, and
trumpet calls of the vain and idle crowd. And
while we listened, we awoke; resolved next
day to make our pilgrimage, perfectly satisfied
at the outset, that though no fewer than four
houses in Chelsea contend for the honor of his
residence, Doctor King's arguments in favor of
the site being the same as that of Beaufort
House—upon the greater of which now
stands Beaufort-row—are the most conclusive ;
those who are curious in the matter can go and
see his manuscripts in the British Museum.
Passing Beaufort-row, we ed straight
on to the turn leading to the Chelsea Clock-
house.

Ay
L
|

|l

CLOCK HMOUSE.
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It is an old, patched-up, rickety dwelling,
containing, perbaps, but few of the original
stones, yet interesting as being the lodge-
entrance to the offices of Beaulort-House; re-
markable, also, as the dwelling of a family of
the name of Howard, who have occupied it for
more than a hundred years, the first possessor
being gardener to Sir Hans Sloane, into whose
possession, after a lapse of years, and many
changes, a portion of Sir Thomas More’s prop-
erty had passed. This Howard had skill in the
distilling of herbs and perfumes, which his de-
scendant carries on to this day. We lifted the
heavy brass knocker, and were admitted into
the “old clock-house.” The interior shows
evident marks ol extreme age, the flooring being
ridgy and seamed, bearing their marks with a
discontented creaking, like the seeret murmurs
of a [aded beauty her wrinkles! On
the counter stood a few frost-bitten geraniums,
and drawers, containing various roots and seeds,
were ranged round the walls, while above them
were placed good stout quart and pint bottles
of distilled waters. The man would have it
that the “clock-house” was the “real original”
lodge-entrance to ‘* Beaufort House;” and so
we it might have been, but not, * per-
haps,”’ built during Sir Thomas More’s lifetime.
To this insinuation he turned a deafl ear, assur-
ing us that his family, having lived there so
long, must know all about it, and that the
brother of Sir Hans Sloane’s gardener had made
the great clock in old Chelsea Church, as the
church books could . “You ean, il you
please,” he said, *‘ go under the archway at the
udanfthuhuuln,lmdmginmmuﬂmﬁln
ehapel and ing-ground, where the notice,
that ‘within are the Park-chapel Schools,’ is
put up.” And that is quite true; the Hﬂ»ﬂvmu:
now only use the chapel which was erected in
their burying-ground to perform an occasional
funeral service in, and so tlmr “let it” to the
infant school. The burying-ground is very pruu:g
in the summer time. Its space occupies only a
small portion of the chancellor’s garden; part
of its walls are very old, and the <outh one
certainly belonged to Beaufort House There
have been some who trace out a Tudox arch
and one or two Gothie windows as having been
filled up with more modern mason-work: but
that may be fancy. There seems no doubt that
the Moravian chapel stands on the site of the
old stables.

“Then,” we said, ‘‘the clock-house could
only have been at the entrance to the offices.”
The man looked for a moment a little burt at
this observation, as derogatory to the dignity of
his dwelling, but he smiled, and said, “ Perhaps
s0;"' and very good-naturedly showed us the
cemetery of this interesting people. Indeed,
their
romance. The chapel stands to the left of the
burying-ground, which is entered by a primitive
wicket-gate ; it forms a square of thick grass,
erossed by broad gravel walks, kept with the
greatest neatness. The tombstones are all flat,
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and the graves not raised above the level of the
sward. They are of two sizes only: the larger
for grown persons, the smaller for children.
The inscriptions on the grave-stones, in general,
seldom record more than the names and ages
of the interred. The men are buried in
one division, the women in another. We read
one or two of the names, and they were quaint
and strange: ‘‘ Anne Rypheria Hurloch ;"
“ Anna i La Trobe;” and one was
especially interesting, James Gillray, forty years
sexton to this simple cemetery, and father of
Gillray, the H. B. of the past century. One
thing pleased us mightily, the extreme old age
to which the dwellers in this house seemed to
have attained.

A line of ancient trees runs along the back
of the narrow gardens of Milman's-row, which
is parallel with, but further from town than
Beaufort.-row, and aflords a grateful shade in
the summer time. We resolved to walk quietly
round, and then enter the chapel. How strange
the changes of the world! The graves of a
simple, peace-loving, unambitious people were
lying around us, and yet it was the place which
Erasmus describes as “ Sir Thomas More's
estate, purchased at Chelsey,” and where “ he
built him a house, neither mean nor subject to
envy, yet magnificent and commodious enough."
How dearly he Joved this place, and how much
care he bestowed upon it, can be gathered from
the various documents still extant.* The brav-
ery with which, soon after he was elected n
burgess to parliament, he opposed a subsidy
demanded by Henry the Seventh, with so much
power that he won the parliament to his opin-

* After the death of More, this favorite home of his,
where he had so frequently gathered “a choice company
of men by their genius and learning™
passed into the rapacious hands of his bad sovereign,
and by him was presented to Sir William Pawlet, ult-
mately Lord High Treasurer and Marquis of Winchester ;
from his hands it passed into Lord Dacre's, to whom
succeeded Lord Burghley; then followed his son, the
Earl of Salisbury, as its master ; from him it passed suc-
ceasively to the Earl of Lincoln, 8ir Arthur the
Earl of Middlesex, Villiers duke of Buckingham, Bir
Bulstrode Whitelock, the second Duke of Buckingham,
the Earl of Bristol, the Duke of Beaufort, and ultimately
to Bir Hans Sloane, who obtained it in 1738, and after
keeping it for two years razed it to the ground; sn
unhappy want of reverence on tho part of the great
naturalist for the home of s0 many great men. There is
a print of it by J. Knyff, in 1699, which is copied (p. 293);
it shows some old features, but it had then been enlarged
and altered. Erasmus has well described it as it was in
More's lifetime. It had “a chapel, a library, and a gal-
lery, called the New Buildings, a good distance from hia
main house, wherein his custom was to busy bimself in
prayer and meditation, whensogver he was at leisure.”
Heywood, in hia Il Mere (Florence, 1556), describes “the
garden as wonderfully charming, both from the advant-
of its site, for from one part almost the whole of
the noble city of London was visible, and {rom the other
the beautiful Thames, with green mesdows by woody
eminences all around, and also for its own besuty, for it
was crowned with an almost perpetual verdure.” At
one side was a small green eminence to command the

prospect.
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ion, and incensed the king so greatly, that, out
of revenge, he committed the young barrister’s
father to the Tower, and fined him in the fine
of a hundred pounds! That bravery remained

with him to the last, and with it was mingled

the simplicity which so frequently and so bean-
tifully blends with the intellectuality that seems
to belong to a higher world than this. When
he “took to marrying,” he fancied the second
daughter of a Mr. Colt, a gentleman of Essex;

MORE'S HOUSE.

yet when he considered the pain it must give
the eldest to see her sister preferred before her,
he gave up his first love, and framed his fancy
to the elder. This lady died, after having
brought him foor children; but his" second
choice, Dame Alice, has always seemed to us a
punishment and a sore trial. And. yet how
beaatifully does Erasmus describe his mode of
living in this very place: ‘' He converseth with
his wife, his son, his daughter-in.law, his three
daughters and their husbands, with eleven
grandchildren. There is not a man living, so
affectionate to his children as he. He loveth
his old wife as if she were a young maid; he
persuadeth her to play on the lute, and so with
the like gentleness he ordereth his family. Such
is the excellence of his temper, that whatsoever
happeneth that could not be helped, he loveth,
as il nothing could have happened more happily.
You would say there was in that place Plato’s
academy: but I do his house an injury in com-
paring it fo Plato’s academy, where there were
only disputations of numbers and trical
figures, and sometimes of moral virtues. 1
should rather eall his house a*school or univers-
ity of Christinn religion ; for, though there is
none therein but readeth and studyeth the liberal
sciences, their special care is piety and virtue."' %

* The conduct of this great man's house was a model
to all, and as near an approach to his own Utopin as might
well bo. Ermsmus says, [ should rather eall his house
a school or university of Christian religion, for though
there is none therein but readeth and studyeth the Tiberal
sciences, their spocial care s piety and virtue; there is
no quarreling or intemperate words heard ; none seen
idle ; which household discipline that worthy gentleman
doth not govern, but with all kind and courteous benevo-
lence.” The servant-men abode on one eide of the house,
the women on another, and met at prayer-lime, or on
church festivals, when More would read and expound to

The king was used to visit his “beloved
chancellor’” here for days together to admire
his terrace overhanging the Thames, to row in
his state barge, to ask opinions upon divers
matters, and it is said that the royal answer to
Luther was composed under the chancellor's
revising eye. Still, the penetrating vision of Sir
Thomas was in no degree obscured by this
glitter, One day the king came unexpectedly
to Chelsea, and baving dined, walked with Sir
Thomas for the space of an hour, in the garden,
having his arm about his neck. We pleased
onrselves with the notion that they walked
where then we stood! Well might such con-
descension cause his son Roper—for whom he
entertained so warm an affection—to congratn-
late his father upon such condescension, and to
remind him that he had never seen his majesty
approach such familiarity with any one, save
once, when he was seen to waik arm in arm
with Cardinal Wolsey. *“ I thank our Lord,”
answered Sir Thomas, “I find his grace my
very good lord, indeed; and I do believe, he

them. He suffered no cards or dice, but gave each one
his garden-plot for relaxation, or set them to sing or play
music. He had an affection for all who truly served him,
and his daughters' nurse is as affectionately remembered
in his letters when from home ds are they themsclves
* Thomas More sendeth greeting to his most dear daugh-
ters Margaret, Elizabeth, and Cecily; and to Margaret
Gigge, a8 dear to him as if she were his own,” are his
words in one letter; and his valued and trustw

domestics appear in the family pictures of the family by
Holbein. They requited his attachment by truest fidelity
and love ; and his daughter Margaret, in her lait passion-
ate interview with her father on his way to the Tower,
was succeeded by Margaret Giggs and o maid-servant,
who embraced and kissed their condemned master, “of
whom, he said after, it was homely but very lovingly
done.” Of these and other of his servants, Erssmus re

marks, “after Sir Thomas More's death, none ever was
touched with the loast suspicion of any evil (zme.”
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doth as singularly love me as any subject within
the realm; however, son Roper, I may tell thee
I have no cause to be proud thereof, for if my
bead should win him a castle in France, it should
not fail to go ofl.”

With the exception of his own family (and
his wife formed an exception here), there are few
indeed of his contemporaries, notwithstanding
the eulogioms they are prone to heap upon him,
who understood the elevated and unworldly
character of this extraordinary man.

The Duke of Norfolk, coming one day to
dine with him, found him in Chelsea Church,
singing in the choir, with his surplice on.
“What! what!” exclaimed the duke, ** what,
what, my Lord Chancellor a patish clerk! a
parish elerk! you dishonor the king and .his
office.”” And how exquisite his reply, * Nay,
you may not think your master and mine will
be offended with me for serving God his master,
or thereby count his office dishonored.” An-
other reply to the same abject noble, is well

CHELSEA

he resigned the great seal of England (of which
his wife knew nothing), Sir Thomas presented
himself at the pew-door, and, after the fashion
of his servitor, quaintly said, *“ Madam, my lord
is gone.”” The vain woman could not compre-
heod his meaning, which, when, during their
short walk home, he fully explained, she was
greatly pained thereby, lamenting it with ex-
ceeding bitterness of spirit.

*We fancied we could trace a gothio door or
window in the wall; but our great desire
would have been to discover the water-gate
from which he took his departure the morning
be was summoned to Lambeth to take the oath
of supremacy. True to what he believed right,
be offered up his prayers and confessions in
Chelsea Church, and then, retarning to his own

took an affectionate farewell of his wife
and children, forbidding them to accompany
him 1o the water-gate, as was their custom,

graven on our memory. He expostulated with
him, like many of his other [riends, for braving
the king's displeasure. ‘' By the mass, Master
More,” he said, it is perilous striving with
princes ; therefore, I wish you somewhat to
incline to the king's pleasure, for ‘indignatio
Principis mors est.’” “ And is that all, my
lord 2" replied this man, so much above all
paltry considerations; “ then in good faith the
difference between your grace and me is but
thian;-;l;ha.t 1 may die to-day, and you to-mor-
row.

He took great delight in beautifying Chelsea
Church, although he had a private chapel of
his own; and when last there they told us the
painted window had been bhis gift. It must
have been a rare sight to see the chancellor of
England sitting with the choir; and yet there
was a fair share of pomp in the manner of his
servitor bowing at his lady's pew, when the

learing, doubtless, that his mighty heart could

service of the mass was and saying,
““My lord is gone before.’’ But the day after
CHURCH.

not sustain a prolonged interview. Who could

paint the silent parting between him and all he
loved so well—the boat waiting at the foot of
the stairs—the rowers in their rich liveries,
while their hearts, heavy with apprehension
for the fate of him they served, still trusted that
nothing could be found to harm so good a master

—the pale and earnest countenance of *‘ son Ro-

per,”’ wondering at the calmness, at such a time,
which more than all other things, bespeaks the
master mind. For a moment his hand lingered
on the gate, and in fastening the simple latch
his fingers trembled, and then he took his seat
by his son’s side; and in another moment the
boat was flying through the waters. For some
time he spoke no word, but communed with and
strengthened his great heart by holy thoughts;
then looking straight into his son Roper’s eyes,
while his own brightened with a glorious tri-
umph, he exclaimed fh the fullness of his rich-
toned voice, “] thank our Lord the field is
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won.” It was no wonder that, overwhelmed
with apprehension, his son-in-law could not
apprehend his meaning then, but afterward be-
thought him that he signified how he had con-
quered the world.

The abbot of Westminster took him that same
day into custody, on his refusal to * take the
king as head of his Church ;" and upon his re-
peating this refusal four days afterward, he was
committed to the Tower. Then, indeed, these
heretofore bowers of bliss echoed to the weak
and wavering complaints of his proud wife, who
disturbed him also in his prison by her desires, so
vain and so worldly, when compared with the ele-
vated feelings of his dear danghter Margaret.

How did the fond, foolish woman seek to
shake his purpose! “ Beeing,” she said, “ you
have a house at Chelsea, a right fair house,
your library, your gallery, your garden, your
ore and all other necessaries so handsome
shout you, where you might in company with
me, your wife, your children, and household, be
merry, 1 marvel that you who have been al-
ways taken for so wise a man, can be content
thus to be shut up among mice and rats, and,
too, when you might be abroad at your liberty,
and with the favor and good-will both of the
king and his eouncil, il you would but do as all
the bishops and best learned men of the realm
have done.”

And then not even angered by her folly, see-
ing how little was given ber to understand, he
asked her if the house in Chelsea was any
nearer Heaven than the gloomy one he then
occupied ? ending his pleasant yet wise parley-
ing with a simple question :

“Tell me,” he said, ‘“ good Mistress Alice,
how long do you think might we live and enjoy
that same house 7"’

She answered, *“ SBome twenty years.”

* Truly,” he replied, ““ if you had said some
thousand years, it might have been somewhat ;
and yet he were a very bad merchant who
would put himself in danger to lose eternity for
a thousand years, How much the rather if we
are not sure to enjoy it one day to an end "

It is for the glory of women that his danghter
M while she loved and honored him
past all telling, stren his noble nature ;
for, writing him during his fifteen months’ im-
prisonment in the Tower, she asks, in words
not to be forgotten, ** What do you think, most
dear father, doth comfort us at Chelsey, in this
your absence? Saurely, the remembrance of
your manner of life passed among us—your
holy conversation—your wholesome coun
your examples of virtue, of which there is hope
that they do not only persevere with you, but that
they are, by God’s grace, much more increased.”

After the endurance of fifteen months’ im-
prisonment, he was arraigned, tried, and found
guilty of denying the king's supremacy.

! is there no painter of English history
bold enough to im ize himself by painting
this trial? Sir Thomad More was beheaded
on Tower Hill, in the bright sunshine of the

month of July, on its fifth day, 1535, the king
remitting the disgusting quartering of the quiv-
ering flesh, because of his ““high office.” When
told of the king's “ meroy,” * Now, God for-
bid,” he said, “the king should use any more
such to any of my friends; and God bless all
my posterity from such pardons.”

One man of all the crowd who wept at his
death, reproached him with a decision he had
given in Chancery. More, nothing discom-
posed, replied, that if it were still to do, be
would give the same decision. This happened
twelve months before. And, while the last
scens was enacting on Tower-Hill, the king,
who had walked in this very with his
arm round the neck, which, by his command,
the ax had severed, was playing at Tables in
Whitehall, Queen Anne Bullen looking on; and
when told that Sir Thomas More was dead,
casting his eyes upon the pretty fool that had
glittered in his pageants, he said, * Thou art
the cause of this man's death.”” The cowarp!
to seek to turn upon a thing so weak as that,
the heavy sin which clung to his own soul!

TOMB.

Some say the body lies in Chelsea Church,

sols— | beneath the tomb we have sketched—the epi

taph having been written by himself before he
anticipated the manner of his death.# It is 100

* Wood and Weaver both affirm that the body of More
was first deposited in the Tower Chapel, but was subse-
quently obtained by his devoted and ace daugh-
ter, Margaret Roper, and re-interred in Chelsea Church,
in the tomb he had finished in 1532, the year in which
he had surrendered the chance and resolved to
ablde the issue of his conscientious opposition to the
king's wishes, ms if he felt that the tomb should then be

prepared.
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long to insert; but the lines at the conclusion
are very like the map. The epitaph and poetry
are in Latin : we give the translation :
“ For Alice and for Thomas More's remains
Prepared, this tomb Johanoa's form contains
One, married young ; with mutual ardor blest,
A boy and three fair girls our joy confest.
The other (no small praise) of these appear'd
As fond as if by her own pangs endeared.
One lived with me, one lives in such sweet strife,
Slight preference could I give to either wife.
Oh ! had it met Heaven's sanction and decree,
Omne ballowed bond might have united three ;
Yet still be ours one grave, one lot on high !
Thus death, what life denied us, shall supply.”

Others tell that his remains were interred
in the Tower,* and some record that the head

ROPER'S HOUSE.

was sought and preserved by that same daugh-
ter who caused it to be buried in the
family vault of the Ropers in St. Dunstan’s
Church, Canterbury;t and they add a pretty

* Faulkner, in his history of Chelsea, adheres to thia
opinion, and says that the tomb in that church is but
“an empty cenotaph.” His grandson, in his Life, says,
“his body was buried in the Chapel of 8t Peter, in the
Tower, in the belfry, or, as some say, as one entereth
into the vestry;” snd be does not notice the story of his
daughter's re-interment of it elsewhere.

t The Ropers lived at Canterbury, in St Dunstan's-
street. The house is destroyed, and a brewery occupies
its site ; but the picturesque old gateway, of red brick,
still remains, and is engraved above. Margaret Roper,
the noble-hearted, learned, and favorite daughter of Mores
resided here with her husband, until her death, in 1544,
nine years after the execution of her father, when she
was buried in the family vault at Bt Dunstan’s, where
the had reverently placed the head of ber father. The
story of ber plety is thus told by Cresacre More, in his
life of his grandfather, Sir Thomas : “ His head having

legend how that, when his head was upon Lon-
don Bridge, Margaret would be rowed beneath
it, and, nothing horrified at the sight, say aloud,
“That head has layde many a time in my lappe ;
would to God, would to God, it would fall into
my lappe as I pass under now,"” and the head
did so fall, and she carried it in her “ lappe”
until she placed it in her husband’s, “ son Ro-
per’s” vault, at Canterbury.

The king took possession of these fair grounds
at Chelsea, and all the chancellor’s other prop-
erty, namely, Dunkington, Trenkford, and Ben-
ley Park, in Oxfordshire, allowing the widow
he had made, twenty pounds per year for her
life, and indulging his petty tyranny still more,
by imprisoning Sir Thomas’'s daughter, Mar-
garet, “ both because she kept her father's head
for a relic, and that she meant to set her
father’s works in print.”

We were calling to mind more minute
particulars of the charities and good deeds
of this great man, when, standing at the
moment opposite a grave where some
loving hand had planted two standard
rose- we suddenly heard a chant of
children’s voices, the infant scholars sing-
ing their little hyman ; the tune, too, wasa
well-known and popular melody, and very
sweet, yet sad of sound ; it was just such
music, as for its simplicity, would have
been welcome to the mighty dead; and,
as we entered among the little songsters,
the past faded away, and we found our-

selves speculating on the hopeful present.

We close Mrs. Hall's pleasant sketches
of Sir Thomas More and his localities,
with a brief description of a scene in his
prison, which the pencil of Mr. Herbert,
of the Royal Academy, has beautifully
depicted. It must be remembered that
More was a zealous Roman Catholie.
He was committed to the Tower in 1534,
by the licentions Henry VIII., partly to
punish him for reflusing to assist that mon-

remained about a month upon London Bridge, and being
to be cast into the Thames, because room should be
made for divers others, who, in plentiful sort, suffered
martyrdom for the same supremacy, shortly after, it was
bought by his daughter Margaret, lest, as she stoutly affirm-
ed before the council, being called before them after for
the matter, it should be food for fishes ; which she buried,
where she thought fittest” Anthouny-a-Wood says, that
she preserved it in s leaden box, and placed it in her
tomb “ with great devotion ;" and in 1715, Dr. Rawlinson
told Hearne the sntiquary, that he had seen it there “in-
closed in an iron grate™ This was fully confirmed in
1835, when the chancel of the church being repaired, the
Roper vault was opened, and several persons descended
into it, and saw the akull in & leaden box, something like
& bee-hive, open in the froot, and which was placed in a
square recess, in the wall, with an iron-grating before it
A drawing was made, which was engraved in the Gen-
tieman's Magazine of May, 1837, which we have copied
in our initial letter ; Summerly, in his Handbook to Can-
terbury, says: “In the print there, however, the open-
ing in the leaden box, inclosing the head, is made oval,
whereas it should be in th form of 4 triangle” Wa
bave therefore so corrected our copy.
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arch in his lmmrrimgvzr with Anne Boleyn, “the [From Hunting Adventures in South Africa.)
pretty fool,” as Mrs, Hall calls her; but par-

ticularly because he declined to acknowledge A BUFFALO CHASE.

the king’s ecclesiastical supremacy as head of EARLY on the 4th we inspanned and comn-
the Reformed Church. There he remained un- tinued our march for Booby, a large party
til his execution the following year. * During | of savages still following the wagons. Before
his imprisonment,”’ says his son-io-law and biog- | proceeding far 1 was tempted by the beautiful
rapher, Roper, who married his favorite daugh- | appearance of the country to saddle horses, to
ter Margaret, * one day, looking from his win- | hunt in the mountains westward of my course.
dow, he saw four monks (who also had refused | I directed the wagons to proceed & few miles
the oath of supremacy) going to their execution, | under guidance of the natives, and there await
and regretting that he could not bear them [my arrival. I was accompanied by lsase, who
company, said : ‘Look, Megge, dost thou not [ was mounted on the Old Gray, and carried my
see that these blessed fathers be now going as |clumsy Dutch rifle of six to the pound. Two
cheerful to their death, as bridegrooms to their | Bechuanas followed us, leading four of my dogs.
marriage ? By which thou may’st see, myne | Having crossed a well wooded strath, we reach-
own good daughter, what a great difference |ed a little crystal river, whose margin was
there is between such as have spent all their | trampled down with the spoor of a great vari
days in a religious, hard, and penitential life, and |of heavy game, but especially of buffalo and
such as have (as thy poore father hath done) |rhinoceros. We took up the spoor of a troop

consumed all their time in pleasure and ease;’ "’ |of buffaloes, which we followed along a path
made by the heavy beasts of the forest through

a neck in the hills; and emerging from the
thicket, we beheld, on the other side of a valley,
which had opened upon us, a herd of about ten
huge bull buffaloes. These I attempted to
stalle, but was deleated by a large herd of ze-
bras, which, getting our wind, charged past and
started the buffaloes. I ordered the Bechuanas
to release the dogs; and spurring Colesberg,
which I rode for the first time since the affair
with the lioness, I gave chase. The buffaloes
crossed the valley in front of me, and made for
a succession of dense thickets in the hills to the
northward. As they crossed the wvalley by
riding hard I obtained a broadside shot at the
last bull, and fired both barrels into him. He,
however, continaed his course, but I presently
separated him, along with two other bulls, from
the troop. My rifle being a two-grooved, which
is hard to load, I was unable to do so on horse-
back, and followed with it empty, in the hope
of bringing them to bay. In passing through
a grove of thorny trees I lost sight of the wound-
ed buffalo; he had turned short and doubled
back, & common practice with them when
wounded. After following the other two at a
hard gallop for about two miles, I was riding
.- | within five yards of their huge broad sterns.

e | They exhaled a strong bovine smell, which
% | came hot in my face. 1 expected every minute
* | that they would come to bay, and give me time
to load ; but this they did not seem disposed to
do. At Jength, finding I had the speed of thern,
1l increased my pace ; and going ahead, I placed
mysell right before 1Im finest bull, thus expect-
SIR THOMAS MORE AND HIS DAUGHTER. ing to force him to stand at hlj', upon which
he instantly charged me with a low roar, very
and so he proceeded to enlarge on their merits | similar to the vuica of a lion. Colesberg neatly
and martyrdom. His grandson, Cresacre More, | avoided the charge, and the bull resumed his
referring to this scene, says, * By which most | northward course. We now entered on rocky
humble and heavenly meditation, we may easily | ground, and the forest became more dense as
guess what a spirit of charity he had gotten by | we proceeded. The buffaloes were evidently
often meditation, that every sight brought him | making for some strong retreat. I, however,
pew maller to practice most heroical reso- | managed with much difficulty to hold them in
lutions."”’ view, following as best I could through thorny
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