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FOREWORD

Since the first publication of this book a considerable amount of new material relevant to the subject has appeared which it has been possible to use in the preparation for a re-issue.

Of contemporary sources, the collection generally known as the Calendar of State Papers – Spanish, has been extended at both ends. A Supplement to Volumes I and II has been published, edited by Dr Mattingly, in which there are a few, but lively, notices of Mary Tudor as a little girl. The Calendar previously ended with Volume XI and the year 1553, though among the Transcripts at the Public Record Office were those in which Dr Royall Tyler had continued the collection and translation of the sources to the end of 1554. In 1949, Volume XII of the Calendar was published, with Dr Tyler as Editor, and this covered the first six months of 1554. It has thus been possible to refer the reader to this printed collection instead of to the Transcripts, or to incomplete copies printed by Tytler in England under the Reigns of Edward VI and Mary.

Of modern works consulted, and listed in the revised bibliography, I should like to mention four which I have found particularly helpful for my purpose. Two are biographies: Garrett Mattingly’s Catherine of Aragon, and Wilhelm Schenk’s Reginald Pole, Cardinal of England. The Reformation in England, Volume I, ‘The King’s Proceedings’ by Philip Hughes includes not only a richly documented account of ‘the King’s Matter’ and the changes in religion consequent upon it down to 1540, but also a survey of society and the Church in England before the Reformation. Rival Ambassadors at the Court of Queen Mary by E. H. Harbison bears even more directly upon my subject, consisting as it does of a study of Mary’s short reign from the point of view of politics and diplomacy. This is based upon much unpublished material, the author having used not only MSS. of the de Noailles brothers preserved in France, but also Dr Royall Tyler’s untranslated transcripts, also in France, which continue the series in the Public Record Office down to the year 1558.
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INTRODUCTION

On November 2nd, 1501, a Spanish princess, come to be married to the King’s elder son, rode into London. Henry VII had already inspected her; a careful man, he was not one to take delivery of goods without inspection. But this was the first sight that London had of Katherine, daughter of Ferdinand and Isabella the Catholic, and the streets were full. She rode a mule, its saddle and harness the finest that Spain could send; she herself was dressed richly and in the Spanish fashion; ‘upon her head a little hat, fashioned like a cardinal’s hat . . . with a lace of gold at this hat to stay it; her hair hanging down her shoulders, which is a fair auburn, and . . . a coif between her head and her hat of carnation colour.’ After her came her Spanish ladies, each paired off with an Englishwoman of the Court, who rode alongside ‘to keep her company in manner of a leader of her horse’; but, as Spanish side-saddles had crutch and stirrup on the off-side, these sisterly couples must have ridden back to back.1

After the marriage there was a pageant, and after that dancing at Court. Prince Arthur, the bridegroom, his brother Henry, Duke of York, their sister Margaret, Lady Cecil, the Spanish bride and one of her ladies danced together: Duke Henry, a ruddy, sturdy boy of ten, vehement in all he did, perceiving himself to be encumbered with his clothes, suddenly cast off his gown and danced in his jacket, so that even a homesick princess may have smiled at his light heels and lighter heart.

When the shows and jollifications were over the Court left London, going by barge up the river as far as Mortlake, and thence on horseback to Richmond through the dusk, arriving ‘very late in the silence of the evening’, with the flames of 300 torches tossing and flickering along both sides of the cavalcade.2

So Katherine was married, though later she declared that the marriage was never consummated, to the delicate youth whose storied name was never to be added to those of the English kings. Prince Arthur died next spring, and that brief marriage became, for Katherine as for England, but a prelude to another which was to last for nearly a quarter of a century.

Six years after Katherine’s arrival she became the bride of the boy who had danced so merrily at her wedding, Henry, the King’s second son, and now his heir. To him it was hoped she should bear a son who would perpetuate the Tudor line. For Katherine, as for England, more turned upon the birth of that son than any could have guessed, and the fact that after twenty-four years of married life she and Henry had only one surviving child, and that child a daughter, was to have an incalculable effect upon the future of the nation.

But before we turn to the history of Mary, daughter of Henry and Katherine, of England and Spain, the only crowned Tudor who had a parent not English, and who, by her father’s doing, became all her mother’s child and the Spanish Tudor – before we turn to the history of Mary, it is well that we should look round upon the England into which she was born.

Since the Court, the household of the King, still retained, like other great households, much of the peripatetic humour of the Middle Ages, the Princess, born at Greenwich, must soon have learnt to know many other houses, from such great castle-palaces as Windsor or Richmond, to the royal manor-houses in Essex and Hertfordshire, and distant hunting-boxes such as Woodstock; in London, there were, besides the remains of the great palace of Westminster, little St James, and Baynard’s Castle on the river. Two other great houses were growing into splendour during Mary’s childhood; Whitehall and Hampton Court, both the work of Wolsey, Cardinal of York, Legate of the Pope, minister of the King; both at his fall judged by that King to be fit for royal palaces.

Of Richmond Palace, the pride of Henry VII, built by him and called after his own Yorkshire Richmond, we have a contemporary description. The plan was four-square, with angle-towers, and towers half-way along each wall. That was after the old style, but the material was brick, and the new age showed itself in gallantry above the towers, for each of these bore a weather-vane ‘with the King’s arms painted and gilded with rich gold and azure . . . that as well the pleasant sight of them, as the hearing on a windy day was right marvellous to know and understand’.3 Inside the walls were the quaintness, the colour, the fantastic decoration of a fairy-tale. A fountain in the midst of the marble and freestone paving of the second court had ‘in the upper part . . . lions and dragons, and other goodly beasts, and in the midst, certain branches of red roses, out of which flowers and roses is evermore running a course of the cleanest and most purest water in the cistern beneath’. The Great Hall with its glazed windows, coloured tiles, and timber roof craftily carved with ‘proper knots’, led on to the King’s chambers, whitewashed – a new fashion then – and chequered with azure, ‘having between each check a red rose of gold and a portcullis’. Beyond, in long ranges, lay the pleasant dancing chambers, ‘the galleries for games, and beyond again, the gardens, tennis-courts, bowling alleys and archery butts’.4

What Henry VII did at Richmond, Cardinal Wolsey, and later Henry VIII, outdid at Hampton Court. Here the profusion, the magnificence, the gusto of the age broke all bounds in a riot of painted and gilded classical medallions let into the brickwork of the walls in painted and gilded terra-cotta escutcheons of arms, initials, mottoes, emblems; above upon numberless crocketed pinnacles sat a sculptured menagerie of beasts, ‘the King’s beasts’, that is to say the heraldic badges of every family from which he traced his descent. These beasts, whether of wood or of stone, were painted in colour, and, as at Richmond, held rods upon which gilded vanes turned.

The splendour of the exterior was more than matched within. In the roof of Henry VIII’s Great Hall Italian and English fancy met and mingled. The beauty and wealth of its carving remains, but not the colour which emphasized and enhanced its riches; for the panels were painted blue, the carved pendants and the spandrels were painted and gilded; the great louvre in the centre was blue as the sky and spangled with golden stars, and all was lighted from windows so cunningly placed as to prevent those shadows which lurk in the vaulting of a roof.5 This roof, though the crowning, was not the only splendour of the Hall. There was colour and ornament in the painted glass of the windows, in the painted and carved cornice, and colour in the green and white tiles of the dais.

The Great Hall was part of the ancient domestic plan. But in these houses one form of room was new and peculiar to the period. ‘Galleries’, the Venetian ambassador informed the Lords of the Signory, . . . ‘are long porticoes or halls without chambers, with windows on each side, looking on gardens or rivers, the ceilings being marvellously wrought in stone with gold, and the wainscot of carved wood representing a thousand beautiful figures.’ Such an apartment, lending itself so easily to display, became immensely popular, so that it is to be found among the magnificent additions made by Henry VIII at Hampton Court, where the gallery of the Queen’s Lodging, later pulled down by Wren, had along its eastern wall eleven windows, three of them bays, all filled with heraldic glass, and above these a cornice and frieze of fretwork painted and gilded, with a ceiling that bore ‘1256 balls of burnished gold, with the leaves gilt’.6

This prodigality of ornament, colour and gilding must have been sumptuous, but may well have been overwhelming, and one is inclined to agree with the criticism which Wallop reported after a conversation with Francis I on the subject of Henry VIII’s new buildings. ‘He’, said the ambassador, ‘heard that your Majesty did much use gilding in your said houses, and especially in the roofs, and that he in his buildings used little or none, but made roofs of timber finely wrought with divers colours of wood natural, as ebony, brasil and certain others that I cannot well name to your Majesty, which he reckoneth to be more rich than gilding and more durable.’7

The gardens which lay about the palace of the sixteenth century were as ‘high fantastical’ as the buildings themselves. At the beginning of the century fashions in gardening were changing. The older style of garden, still to be found at such great but remote houses as Thornbury, the West Country home of the princely and unfortunate house of Stafford, was, for all its rose trellises and fountains, a rather haphazard place where fruit-trees and flowers grew together in the grass, and flowers upon the built-up grass bank which surrounded the garden. So, at Thornbury, the ‘privy garden’ was an ‘orchard full of young grafts well loaden with fruit, many roses and other pleasures’, though the new curiosity of workmanship showed itself in ‘goodly alleys with roosting places covered thoroughly with white thorn and hasill . . .’8 which were perhaps an early form of Bacon’s ‘covert alley upon carpenters’ work by which you may go in shade’ through the ‘green’ to the garden proper.

The King’s palace gardens were of the new fashion. At Richmond Henry VII made one with ‘royal knots alleyed and herbed, many marvellous beasts as lions, dragons’, and the like, ‘carved in the ground, right well sanded and compressed with lead’.9 This was that style which Bacon was to condemn with all the acrimonious scorn which we bring to our denunciations of the Victorian fashion of carpet-bedding. Sir Francis will have none of ‘the making of knots or figures, with divers-coloured earths . . . they be but toys; you may see as good sights many times in tarts’. And we cannot but share his sentiments, when we read of the methods of this strange type of the gardener’s craft, how various substances were pounded to powder – chalk, plaster or lime for white, lime and coal mixed for ‘a perfect blueness’, broken bricks for red, and so on;10 an arid style indeed. It is a garden of this newer fashion that can be seen beyond the Ionic columns of that large, straggling, composite portrait of Henry VIII and his family which is at Hampton Court. There you get a glimpse of the wooden pillars, painted with the Tudor white and green, and supporting heraldic beasts. There were ‘puncheons’ too, supporting the uprights of rails, all white and green, and in the picture can be seen the neat-cropped edges of the intricately shaped beds of this royal ‘knot garden’.

In those days even the quiet little sunk garden at Hampton Court was crowded with the heralds’ fantasy; ‘38 of the King’s and Queen’s beasts in freestone, bearing shields with the King’s arms and the Queen’s’, that is to say 4 dragons, 5 greyhounds, 5 harts, 4 ‘innycornes’, stood ‘about the ponds in the pond yard’, all of them carved by Harry Corant of Kingston, and painted ‘in oil and colours’.11

Another fashionable device of garden design was ‘the Mount’; such an artificial hill as Leland saw in the garden at Wressel Castle, ‘writhen about with degrees like turnings of cockle shells, to come to the top without pain’. The King made one at Hampton Court, and adorned it not only by more of his ubiquitous ‘Beasts’ but also by plantings of pear trees, of rosemary and quick-set hedges.12

For the two first Tudors took an interest in the more legitimate arts of gardening: Henry VII stocked Richmond with ‘many vines, seeds and strange fruits’. His son, always with one eye upon the fashions in France, sent John Leland to bring back a hundred pear and apple trees from Rouen.13 And for all their strangeness of ornament palace gardens were full of our simplest and most familiar cottagers’ flowers. The King bought ‘gilliver slips, mints and other sweet flowers’, sweet Williams at 3d. the bushel, and Alis Brewer and Margaret Rogers were, apparently, sent out to rifle the woods for ‘34 bushels of strawberry root, primrose and violets’.14 Besides these there would be cowslips, bachelors’ buttons, snapdragon, columbine, larkspurs, pansies, poppies, carnations, pinks which were called ‘sops in wine’, tall hollyhocks and roses.

When we turn to consider the furnishings of these palaces we find, as might be expected, gorgeous colours, sumptuous materials and intricate workmanship. Chairs of estate covered with red cloth of gold or with blue cloth of gold, and fringed with blue silk and gold of Venice; counterpanes of satin, silk or embroidery, of ‘red russett silk with Venetian gold’; pillowcases stitched with black silk, and fleur-de-lis of gold; such are a few of the entries in the huge inventory of Wolsey’s goods appropriated by the King. Articles still more strange and bizarre appear in this and other inventories. One of the Cardinal’s beds, listed as a ‘trussing bed’, that is one designed for packing up and transport, is ‘of alabaster with my lord’s arms in flowers and gilt upon the sides’.15 The King possessed a bed of which the posts and head were ‘curiously wrought, painted and gilt’, and surmounted by four ‘bullyeons of timber work, gilt’ from each of which rose a vane of iron painted with the King’s arms.

The great Cardinal’s sets of hangings were judged worthy of comment by ambassadors in their letters home. The Venetian ambassador reported that all the tapestries in Hampton Court were changed each week. Gresham in Flanders was buying for his master on a grand scale; at one purchase he acquired hangings for eighteen rooms, and these would probably run into well over 100 pieces. For Wolsey’s own closet nothing was good enough but cloth of gold. Not only the opulence but also the secular, not to say pagan, subjects of some of the Cardinal’s tapestries gave a handle to his political enemies. Skelton in his quick, tumbling verses rebuked this prince of the Church for what must have been the still existing ‘Triumph’ tapestries.

Hanging about the walls

Cloths of gold and palls

Arras of rich array

Fresh as flowers in May

With Dame Diana naked

How lusty Venus quaked

And how Cupid shaked

His dart, and bent his bow.

With triumphs of Cesar

And of Pompeius war

How they ride in goodly chairs

Conveyed by elephants

With laureate garlands

And by unicorns

With their seemly horns . . .16

Skelton was shocked; or said that he was; but it is only fair to remark that the Cardinal had bought the tapestries second-hand from the executors of the Bishop of Durham.17

Of all the Cardinal’s magnificent possessions his collection of plate was perhaps the most notorious. In every great house on festival occasions the plate – silver, silver-gilt or gold, would be brought out from locked chests and set upon the ‘cupboard’ in the hall. Most noblemen when entertaining had to dip into that display for use, but not so the Cardinal. Foreign visitors, boasted Cavendish, were amazed to see the ranks of gold cups, gold mazers, gold salts set with pearls or enriched with enamel, remain upon the cupboard, untouched throughout the meal, and duplicated upon the tables. That glorious collection passed into the King’s hands, and was from time to time supplemented by other confiscations; many of the political and matrimonial vicissitudes of the reign left their traces, in initials, badges or emblems of the late owners still visible upon the King’s plate, and these marks are noted with meticulous care in the records of the Jewel House.

Yet still, for all their splendour, even such great houses went short of three types of furnishings which nowadays and for long have been taken for granted; that is to say carpets, tables and chairs. Rushes, sweetened as much as might be by flowers and sweet smelling ‘strawing herbs’, or occasionally rush matting, were universally the ordinary floor covering. Carpets were kept for special purposes; to lay over furniture, or beside beds, or in windows.18 Though tables of small size are fairly common in inventories, it is clear that the table at which even the King sat down to dine was a board set upon trestles, removed after the meal, and tucked away out of sight behind the hangings of the room.19 As for chairs, though a very up-to-date and travelled man, Master Thomas Cromwell, might have standing in his Hall three ‘little gilt chairs for women’, it was still usual, even for royal ladies, to sit as Skelton’s company of noble embroideresses sat, on ‘tappets and carpets’ and on cushions. When, in 1554, the Duchess of Alva visited Mary herself, just after the Queen’s marriage, there appears to have been only one chair, the chair of estate, in the room, for until two velvet brocade stools were fetched the only alternative seat was a cushion on the floor.fn1

If we try to reconstruct the life that went on in the King’s palaces, or in the houses of those great nobles who kept a state which was the same in kind though less in degree than the King’s, we must imagine three conditions as common to all; perpetual crowding, chronic disorder, and elaborate ceremony. ‘Shortage of man-power’, that thwarting phrase, was one entirely unknown in the sixteenth-century household. Service then was both honourable – a Percy’s younger sons would serve before their father as Carver and Sewer – and advisable, for a man found a master useful, not so much, as in the Middle Ages, to defend him against violence, as to save him from the pinch of changing economic conditions. On the other hand England was still near enough to the medieval tradition for a large meiny to be a source of pride to any rich man. Stow, writing at the end of the century, gives, with manifest admiration, the numbers of some great households: Wolsey’s comes easily first with ‘near about 400, omitting his servants’ servants, which were many’, but West, Bishop of Ely had 100 servants, and Edward, Earl of Derby 220;20 in 1512 Henry Percy, Earl of Northumberland, had a household of 166; in 1542 Sir Thomas Lovell, by no means a personage of the first rank, had one of 97.21 It was indeed the aim of the household reformers of the time, and these, owing to the dwindling value of money, were many, to regulate and reduce the swarming population of the house. At Court servants’ servants were to be discouraged; old and decrepit officials pensioned off, ‘boys and vile persons’ who had no business there at all should be excluded, ‘vagabonds and mighty beggars’ punished and driven out.

It was not the burden of the wages, for these were neither large nor regularly paid, which was the chief expense of great households, but all that the officer or servant or hanger-on received in kind. Each man in the King’s service had the right to lodging, to food in hall at dinner-time and to what was known as ‘Bouche’ or ‘Bouge of Court’, that is to say a livery, or allowance, of food, fire and light in his own rooms. This charge was normal and must be borne, but much of the lord’s substance might leak away through sheer careless waste, and to check this the Counting House, or its equivalent office, must audit regular accounts, not only at Michaelmas, but monthly and weekly; even daily, before any might have their breakfast, account must be taken of all the stores consumed during the previous day. Wolsey and Cromwell were particular to regulate the exact amount of the Bouche of Court for the King’s Household; the number of ‘messes’ eaten in Hall with four men to a mess, must be recorded; in the fifteenth century the steward had been expected to notch a tally for this purpose.

Loss by dishonesty was harder to prevent. Unscrupulous officers found a ready means of profit in a manipulation of those perquisites which were their right. The Yeoman of the Pantry got all the bread chippings, and as crusts had a bad reputation for engendering ‘melancholy humours’ these would in any case be considerable in amount; but it was tempting also to ‘chop off great pieces of the bottoms of the loaves’ and then sell these back to the household for feeding the master’s dogs. The Yeoman of the Ewery, having the right to all unused candle-ends, was liable to persuade his friend, the Chandler, to make candles ‘to be longer at the great ends very near 3 fingers’ breadth than the bottom the wick doth reach’.22

Lesser servants, hanging about at the ‘dresser’, that is the kitchen hatch, were known on occasion to make off with dishes intended for their betters. So there must be a ‘Surveyor of the Dresser’ to prevent this. Other more important thefts, of silver, of pewter, of napery, must be guarded against by the regular locking up after every mealtime of every household office.

But it was not only against loss, by carelessness or by deliberate dishonesty that many of the regulations of the late fifteenth-and early sixteenth-century household ordinances are directed. Only Angels, according to Coventry Patmore, may be familiar; in a rude society, climbing arduously to politeness, elaborate ceremonies flourish; nothing but ceremony, rigid and complicated, will be strong enough to prevent mere nastiness of behaviour. And this age was indeed rude, though some men’s eyes were already fixed upon the politer societies abroad; upon France, still more upon Italy. Mess and disorder therefore come in for their share of rebuke from the household reformers. Nobles, say the King’s Household Ordinances, ‘do much delight to dine in corners and secret places’; especially, it appears, they desired to slip away to the Office of the Cellar; but this privilege, it was laid down, must be reserved for important strangers alone.23 Or they would eat in their own apartment, and then allow their servants to put the dirty dishes outside the door. This was forbidden for various reasons; such a practice wasted food, and made the palace untidy, and it was likely that dogs would get those broken meats which, in the properly regulated meals in Hall, would be put in the alms-dish for the poor.24

Such disorders were however peccadilloes compared with the misdemeanours of lesser servants. It was necessary to forbid scullions in the royal kitchen to go about ‘naked or in garments of such vileness as they now do’. Those serving meals in the King’s bedchamber must be warned against wiping greasy fingers upon the King’s tapestry hangings, or putting dishes down ‘upon the King’s bed for fear of hurting of the King’s rich counterpoints that lie thereon’.25

It was at meal-times that ritual and ceremony were most elaborately displayed. All the Hall officers had their part in the laying, serving, and clearing away of the meal. The Sewer must see to the fire and to the hanging of the cloth of estate above his master’s chair; he must set four cushions upon the bench at the high table. If it was winter, and, as was becoming more frequent, the lord’s meal was to be eaten in some private room, the Usher must set up between this bench and the fire such movable screens as those which the four sackbut-men gave to the Queen as a New Year gift in 1556 – ‘seven fannes to keep off the heate of the fyer, of straw’; and one ‘of white silk’.26

The Yeoman of the Ewery was responsible for bringing out the table-cloths and the long towels which Carver and Sewer or Panter wore over one shoulder, and with which the Sewer must cover his hand before he might take up bread, or even knives, spoons, and the great covered salt for the high table. If the lord’s bread was to be wrapped up ‘stately’ the Panter did this, according to instructions which are elaborate as any for the folding of table-napkins in a Victorian cookery-book. Elaborate too was the whole ritual of Assay, by which salt, water for washing, food and wine were all tried for poison if the lord were the blood royal. To assay the salt, for instance, the Carver must uncover the salt-cellar, ‘and with a cornet of bread touch it in foure parts and with your hand make a floryshe over it, and give it to the Panter to eat, for assay’. The same must be done for every dish; sauces, ‘baked meat closed’, custards, tarts, and ‘Gelly’, and always with a flourish of the hand.27 And so the meal would go on with its fantastic cookery – half a capon stitched with needle and thread to half a pig; with its refinements of carving – you may touch beef or mutton with your left hand when you cut it, but must not touch venison;28 with, if it were a great feast, its astonishing ‘subtleties’ – erections of wax, sugar and flowers representing perhaps ‘St Eustace kneeling . . . under a great tree full of Roses, and a White Hart before him with a crucifix between his horns and a man by him leading his horse’.29

So far we have not concerned ourselves with that household department which had become pre-eminent above all others – the Chamber. In the Royal Household this, with the growth of refinement, with the increasing insistence on the pleasures of privacy, had come to be divided into the Outer, or Presence Chamber, and the Privy Chamber. Here the officers, besides duplicating the Hall officers so as to provide Carver, Sewer, Panter, and the rest for the King’s table, had been again duplicated by the addition of Gentlemen and Grooms of the Privy Chamber, to the Gentlemen, Yeomen and Groom Ushers of the ‘Outward Chamber’.

These officers of the Privy Chamber were the close personal attendants of the King; they were chosen by him, either as the Marquess of Exeter was chosen, because ‘he is the King’s near kinsman and hath been brought up of a child with his Grace in his Chamber’30 – but this was in the early years of the reign when as yet men of the blood royal did not go in danger of their lives – or because of their ‘pregnant parts and quick inventive brain’, so that we find such men as Sir Francis Bryan, brilliant and disreputable, prominent among them.

Their duties were all about the King’s person; it was they who dressed him in the morning, undressed him at night, accompanied him in hunting, masking or playing if he wished, or remained on duty in the Privy Chamber in his absence. Their day began early; at seven o’clock they were awakened by the Pages, for those on duty slept in the Privy Chamber, and this must be made ready for the time when the King would enter it. It was the business of the Grooms of the Privy Chamber to take away the Gentlemen’s pallets, to make up the fire, to ‘dress and straw the Chamber, purging and making clean the same’ against the King’s coming. When awakened, the Gentlemen were dressed by the Pages of the Privy Chamber, nor must their own servants approach any nearer than the door, but there should hand over their masters’ clothes to the Pages. If any of the Gentlemen slept on through all this activity, they must, when at last awakened, ‘depart out of the King’s Chamber in their night gowns’ (i.e. dressing-gowns) so that ‘by their long lying in bed the dressing of the King’s Chamber be in no wise letted’.31

It is from the Courtesy Books that we learn the routine of the Gentleman’s duty in the Bed Chamber. If it was winter he warmed the King’s linen at the fire (and it must not be a smoking fire), set ready chair and cushion before it with a second cushion for the feet, and a ‘foot sheet’ over all. He prepared clean water, comb, and a kerchief to lay over the shoulders when he combed the King’s hair. The King’s clothes, clean and well brushed, were handed to the Gentleman by the Grooms of the Privy Chamber, and by him to the King. The Household Ordinances warn the Grooms that none shall presume ‘to lay hands upon [the King’s] royal person, or intermeddle with preparing or dressing the same . . . except it be to warm clothes or to hand these to the Gentleman; both Grooms and Ushers must keep convenient distance from the King’s person, not too homely or bold advancing of themselves’.32

Other exhortations are to be found in these ‘Ordinances’, which use a high moral tone when speaking of the behaviour which should be found among all those who served in the King’s Privy Chamber. These should be ‘loving together’; they must not tattle about ‘such things as shall be done or said’ there; when the King goes out they remain on duty, and must ‘leave hearkening and enquiring where the King is or goeth . . . not grudgeing mumbling or talking of the King’s pastime, late or early going to bed, or anything done by his Grace’. While they idled away the hours in the King’s absence they are not to use ‘immoderate and continual play, or dice, cards or tables’. If they must play high, there was ‘the Groom Porter’s house’ where, for some reason, ‘immoderate play’ was not forbidden.33

When bed-time drew near again there was the function of making the King’s bed. A Groom or Page of the Chamber, bearing a torch, went to fetch a Gentleman Usher and four Yeomen of the Chamber, lighting them to the Wardrobe of Beds, and back again with their load of bedding, to the King’s Chamber. Then, spreading out ‘the stuff of the King his bed upon a fair sheet’, they got to work, the Groom standing at the foot of the bed with his torch, the Gentleman Usher a little apart to give directions, two Yeomen on each side to make the bed. First one of the Yeomen must prod the straw palliasse with a dagger; then, when the feather-bed was laid above it, another must ‘tumble over it for the search thereof’. After that, bed-making proceeded much as it does today, with bolster, ‘fustians’, sheets, and ‘two little small pillows’, until it came to the final touches, when the Yeomen each made a cross, and kissed the place where their hands touched the bed. Then, when the curtains were drawn and the King’s sword set up at the bed-head, the work was done, and each man might go off to draw his ‘livery’ from the buttery and pantry, a loaf of bread, ‘a pot with ale, a pot with wine’.34

This, the last livery of the day, was known as ‘the livery for All Night’, and was served, at the warning cry of the Usher – ‘Have in for All Night! Have in Sirs!’ – to all who had the right to Bouche of Court.

In the King’s Bed Chamber a Gentleman prepared ‘the Cupboard’, laying it with cloth, basin, ewer, candle and towel, as well as the ‘livery for All Night’. He tended the fire, set clean water ready, turned down the bed, and warmed ‘the night kerchief’. When he had helped the King to undress, laying the discarded clothes over his own shoulder, had combed the King’s hair, put on his kerchief and cap, and seen him to bed, he must draw the curtains, set in place the light that should burn all night, and having driven out all cats and dogs, bow, and withdraw in a seemly silence.35

So with the Huntsmen up in America, the Palace might fall asleep, with only the ‘Wayte’ to prowl about it, who ‘nightly from Michaelmas to Shere-Thursday pipeth the watch within this Court 4 times, and in summer 3 times; and he to make bon gayte . . . as well for fire as for other pickers or perils’.36

Beyond the world of the Court lay all the lonely miles of the half-tamed country. To a Frenchman the English countryside appeared to be set so thick with trees that ‘in travelling you seemed to be in one continued wood’.37 Ill-kept, almost unkept roads straggled through these encroaching woods, through heath and marsh, to emerge among the age-old open fields and commons about the villages, and to run for a little between the hedges or park-pales of newly enclosed lands. The village, except for church and manor-house, was a collection of thatched small cottages, mostly of wattle and daub – ‘the English build their houses of sticks and dirt’, said the Spaniards scornfully.38

To these villages, buried deep in woodland or waste, news came slowly and by snatches. A tramping sailor, an abbey bailiff riding on his rounds, a pedlar, would bring word of the King’s doings, of the Spaniards, or of the French. Soon such wandering Protestant preachers as that elusive person who passed under the alias of ‘Trudgeover’ would be bringing other matters of high explosive nature, the Gospels Englished, or ballads and broadsheets against the Pope, monks and bishops; stuff to set the thoughtful, the rest-less, the perverse to debating upon the alehouse bench beside the village green.

Less dangerous diversions there were in plenty among those country customs that went far back beyond the memory of man, to the times when, perhaps, a circle of tall stones stood in the place of the parish church. On May Day or Whitsunday the women and children would go out by night ‘some to the woods and groves, some to the hills and mountains . . . where they spend all the night in pleasant pastimes, and in the morning they return, bringing with them birch boughs and branches of trees’ and as well, drawn along by ‘twenty or forty yoke of oxen, every ox having a sweet nosegay of flowers tied on the top of his horns’ the maypole, covered with flowers and green leaves, ‘bound round about with strings from the top to the bottom, and sometimes painted with variable colours’.39 When it was set up, decked with flags and streamers, and saluted with dancing and music, the pleasant summer had begun. Besides this early summer festival there were rejoicings after sheep-shearing and at harvest home, when ‘a garland of flowers crowned the captain of the reapers’ and the last load came home decked likewise with flowers, and with a load of singing men and women on top.

Every Sunday too – a pause in the hard, unremitting labour of field and house – the village turned out after Mass was over to enjoy itself. Long after the Latin had been replaced by the English liturgy this custom continued, and, as George Baxter complained, ‘the rest of the day even till dark night almost, except eating time, was spent in dancing under the maypole, and a great tree not far from my father’s door . . . One of my father’s own tenants was the piper’, and great and unwelcome to Baxter, that man of the new Puritan England, was ‘the disturbance of the tabor and pipe, and noise in the street’.40

Other intermittent diversions came with the neighbouring weekly market, or, for those villages round about, with one of those great seasonal fairs, to which the officers of large households came from far and near, to buy wine, wax, beef, mutton, wheat, salt, and at which was sold also much strong ale to fuddle country heads: ‘Huffe cap’ men called it, ‘mad dog’ or ‘dragon’s milk’. Along the roads, when the fair closed, might be seen droves of cattle, horses laden with salt fish, and a great hue and cry as local pinders on the way took part in ‘helping to keep . . . hogs from the corn as they drove thorowe the fields’.41

So, between long hours of labour, and nights spent on straw with a good round log for a pillow; under the shadow of death and, worse still, of sickness unrelieved by anything but the crudest medical science; in great discomfort and many fears; in the midst of beauty untouched by any ugliness save that of dirt, disease or death, the common people passed their lives.

But in England it was not only the common people who lived in the country. Already the English gentleman, to the surprise of the foreigner, and especially of the town-bred Italian, was a country gentleman, and, if he did spend part of the year at Court, longed for such country sights as that of ‘the young rabbits that in a sunny morning sit washing their faces’, or for the flowers which we may be sure he loved with as much tenderness, though inarticulately, as did the poets of his age.

It was in stone-built, moated houses, dark and cramped by the necessities of defence, that the gentlemen of the fifteenth century had lived. At the beginning of the new century, though houses were no longer built with an eye to war, yet the general plan did not change. The buildings surrounded a court, or, if the house were a great one, a series of courts. Forming, almost universally, one side of the chief of these, stood the Hall, entered from the courtyard by a door which led into a passage between the Hall itself and the kitchen offices, in the manner still preserved in use by Oxford and Cambridge Colleges.

All this was traditional. Only in the details of decoration, in terracotta medallions and classical ornaments applied to Gothic tower or gateway, did houses of the period show that English builders were beginning to look to alien models. Here alone the signs are to be seen of the new age when building in England would not be a thing native and natural as the whitethorn in the pastures, but an art to be learned from books.

But whether it were a house entirely of the old, or showing traces of the new age, round about it were to be found all the buildings of a farm of today and many more beside. For, as well as barns, stables, shippens and dairy there must be a brew-house, a malting house, a slaughter-house, wood-yard, and saw-pit; shops for blacksmith, carpenter and painter; and, standing stalwart in the midst, the old traditional dovecote. Tools, food, drink and clothes were made at home. Now and then a travelling cobbler or tailor would arrive on his rounds, stay for a while working in the house, and then depart. But all the time the manor-house must provide its own grain, and bake its own bread; fatten, slaughter and salt down for winter eating its own cattle; brew its own beer, make its own medicines and country wines, its jams, its carts, ink, furniture and candles.

In Mary Tudor’s childhood there were many villages which had, instead of a manor-house, a monastery as its Great House, and monks and nuns, in those days as ordinary as eggs and bacon, and seemingly as little likely to disappear out of England, for neighbours and landlords.

After a thousand years, the first enthusiasm and devotion of monasticism had, except among a few of the Orders, been largely transmuted into qualities not widely removed from those of respectable but humdrum secular life. For good living, the proverb ran, take hunters’ breakfast, lawyers’ dinner, and the drinking of monks. In spite of the highly coloured reports produced by such tendentious Visitors as Legh and Layton, it is probable that most monks passed comfortable, peaceful, and harmless lives, enjoying the simple and robust pleasures of other English countrymen, and that monastic life, in its sheltered ease and corporate selfishness may have closely resembled that of Oxford and Cambridge Senior Common Rooms before the strenuous and conscientious reformers of the nineteenth century had done their work.

With dwindling enthusiasm went dwindling numbers, and in many abbeys only a handful of monks inhabited the great buildings of an earlier day. Nor were all rich, for the Visitation which preceded their dissolution found many whose revenues were pitifully small and finances sorely confused and embarrassed. But, as Robert Aske said, having in his mind, doubtless, great and noble churches of which now not one stone remains upon another – ‘the abbeys was one of the beauties of this realm to all men passing through the same’. Nor was the beauty only that contrived by generations of master-masons and their men, of pillar, arch and vault, carved capital and traceried window. Almost all monastic houses could boast of some costly example of goldsmith’s craft, in gilt or jewelled chalice, or cross, or reliquary. In the greater abbeys, and particularly in those which were centres of pilgrimage, there were to be seen treasures of almost unimaginable splendour which the Prior would point out to distinguished visitors, touching each jewel with the tip of a white wand as he told its name, its value, its donor. Edward the Confessor’s shrine seemed to a travelled Italian as rich or richer than that ancient and famous shrine of St Martin at Tours. If the Confessor’s was splendid, the shrine at Canterbury ‘surpassed all belief’, being covered, huge though it was, with plates of pure gold, and these again ‘scarcely visible for the variety of precious stones with which it is studded, such as sapphires, diamonds, rubies, balas rubies and emeralds . . . but everything is left far behind by a ruby, not larger than a man’s thumb which is set to the right of the altar. The church is rather dark, particularly where the shrine is placed, and when we went to see it the sun was nearly gone down, and the weather was cloudy, yet I saw that ruby as well as if I had it in my hand.’42 The ruby, ‘the Regal of France’ was its name, had been the gift of Louis VII to the shrine of St Thomas à Becket, that ‘turbulent priest’ for whose death Henry II had done public penance. Soon the shrine would be desecrated and torn down, and the jewel would shine in the thumb-ring of another King Henry, who had avenged, and more than avenged, his predecessor’s defeat.

To the simple countryman London, if he came there, must have seemed a marvel. A city rising beside the long curve of the great river, with green banks beyond, and on the clear stream flocks of tame swans sailing unconcerned among the painted barges of the great, and the smaller wherries which plied for hire – London was a beautiful city to approach from the Kent shore. London Bridge, that strange monster, was built above twenty arches of squared stone, was lined with shops on each side, and had its own particular officers and warders whose duty it was to oversee the structure.

Once across the bridge the countryman was close to the Tower, still the key to London, still on occasions a palace, and always a prison, looking down over the river at its feet and the ships, gay ships painted and carved at bows and poop, that would set all their coloured sails and pennants to the sound of drums and trumpets. To the left and ahead lay the tangled narrow streets of the city, houses of the great merchants and nobles with their gardens, monasteries enclosed within walls, booths with the blue-capped apprentices at the open counter, all cheek by jowl after a history of a thousand years. Here would be a fine stone house that had once belonged to the Black Prince, now an alehouse, there a new palace was rising for the accommodation of the Emperor Charles on his approaching visit; soon there would be new houses of noblemen built on the site of this or that house of monks, friars or nuns; and stones from their churches would be going cheap – 6d. or 7d. a load, carriage paid to the door.43

Except for the beauty of its position, foreigners, especially Italians, did not greatly admire London, since they considered that the English cared little in their building for anything but their own convenience, so that the outside was all anyhow, whatever might be the comfort inside. It was not often that men built as Thomas Wood, goldsmith, had built in 1491 that range of houses upon Cheapside which was called Goldsmiths’ Row, and which was still for Stow a century later ‘the most beautiful frame of fair houses and shops in England’, ten houses and fourteen shops ‘all in one frame, uniformly builded four storeys high’ with the arms of the Goldsmiths’ Company and the likeness of woodmen riding on monstrous beasts, all cast in lead, and painted and gilt.44 For the most part the humbler houses, stone-built often in the lower storey and timbered above, were content for adornment with a coat of whitewash.

And if the Italian visitors decried the outward appearance of the Londoner’s house, that great Dutchman, the scholar Erasmus, left a harrowing description of the accumulated dirt and stench inside. Windows, by now for the most part glazed, were not made to open, and even if all that he said were not generally true, enough is corroborated from other sources to explain the prevalence of epidemics. Outside the streets were filthy underfoot with refuse; as an easy, though only partial remedy, flocks of birds were allowed to breed undisturbed in order that they might reduce the piles of offal thrown out by householders; the kites were so tame and bold that they would sometimes snatch the children’s butties out of their hands.45

But if the town were foul, it was gay. Even the scourer of the palace sinks received, as part of his yearly pay, a scarlet coat.46 Even a funeral, if the dead man had been rich, was a show of colour, light and sound, with its priests, heralds, and escutcheons of arms, its standards, banners, and bannerets, its dozens of burning torches, its poor men in procession carrying white staves, its singing clerks and choristers. And besides being a show, a funeral was a feast. Master Henry Machyn – an undertaker himself – records meticulously every considerable funeral in London, and, as though with a sigh of satisfaction, concludes each account alike – ‘and there was a great dinner, and a great dole’.47

Feasts of the Church meant more processions, more candles and crosses, more singing in the streets. Sermons at Paul’s Cross in Easter week brought the Lord Mayor and aldermen in scarlet or violet liveries. If your business took you by the Cathedral on either of the two feasts of St Paul, you could loiter and watch the forester who brought in to the Canons the old bequest of a buck, listening while he ‘blowed the death of the Buck, and then the horners that were about the city presently answered him in like manner’. Meanwhile within the great church, the Dean and Chapter, in vestments embroidered with a pattern of running deer, and, if it were the summer festival, wearing garlands of roses, received the dead beast, sent it to the kitchen to be cooked, and, after, went about in procession with the antlered head borne on high before the cross.48

In addition to all these amusements, there was the stir, bustle, and display that was in London when the King came to one of his palaces. Then the Earl of Oxford would ride in ‘to his house by London Stone with 80 gentlemen in livery of Reading Tawney and chains of gold before him; 100 yeomen in the same livery without chains after, all having the blue boar embroidered on the shoulder’; or yeomen of the upstart Cromwell would swagger by, the skirts of their coat, ‘made of very good cloth . . . large enough for their friends to sit on them’49 or ladies of the Court might rattle past in a carriage ‘fringed with red silk, and lined with red buckram, painted with red colours, collars and draughts of red leather’, and hammer-cloths with the royal arms and badges.50 Or, outdoing all in splendour during his day, there was Wolsey, the Cardinal, magnificent in scarlet or fine crimson taffeta, with his red gloves and hat, his shoes of silver and gilt set with pearls and precious stones.51

From the splendour of these chance displays can be guessed something of what could be done when men of that age of magnificence and pageantry set out to stage a show. Royal marriages, or coronations were opportunities never missed; these failing, there was always the Christmas feast, for the revelries of which young nobles about Court anxiously devised their costumes, conferring weeks beforehand by letter, and in the letter enclosing, perhaps, a pattern of a blue velvet ‘which hath a kind of powdered ermines on it’; mightily earnest about the whole frivolity.52 On one of the twelve days of Christmas down would come the King’s Lord of Misrule from Greenwich to the city, and many young knights with him, a riot of yellow and green, to the accompaniment of ‘guns and squibs, trumpets, bagpipes and flutes’ to broach a hogshead of wine, and, after morris dancing, to dine with the Lord Mayor.53

A crowded, noisy, bustling town it was, yet childishly small to us, the only thing in it like to our London, those glimpses of the river, seen down every narrow southward-running street from St Paul’s to Charing Cross. But in London of the sixteenth century, besides those constant glimpses of the river and the ships, you could not go far without seeing the tree-tops in the gardens. Nor indeed was any part of London far from country sights and sounds. A great deal – a shocking great deal – of building was noted by that observant man, Master John Stow, during his lifetime; but in the earlier part of the century fields and farms were close to the doors of Londoners. Stow could remember how, when he was a boy, he would be sent to a farm of the St Clare sisters just outside Aldgate, to bring back milk ‘hot from the kine’. He remembered too the country-like pastimes in the streets of a holiday evening; when the ’prentices used to fight with ‘wasters and bucklers’ outside their master’s door, ‘and the maidens, one of them playing on a timbrel, in sight of their Masters and Dames, to dance for garlands hung thwart the streets’.54 On Midsummer Eve, and St Peter and Paul’s Eve ‘every man’s door being shadowed with green birch, long fennel, St John’s wort, orpine, white lilies’, and trimmed with garlands, ‘had also lamps of glass with oil burning in them all night’.55 Londoners were in fact in those days only countrymen living in town, and, like the villagers, had their own maypole, set up yearly, until the ‘evil May Day’ of 1517, at the top of Cornhill, and laid by again under a penthouse roof along the wall of a row of houses near the church of St Andrew, named for its sake ‘St Andrew Undershaft’. Along the banks of the town ditch, that ran close to where now the trains rumble into Holborn Viaduct Station, anglers sat on summer evenings, and caught good fish there too; ‘as many men yet living’ Stow declared ‘who have taken and tasted them, can well witness’.

Yet it was in this century that London took one more step towards becoming a great town, and to judge from Master Stow’s regretful tone, that step was a long one. For Stow could recall the loss of such pleasant places as the ‘large highway with fair elm trees on both sides’ that he saw built over even as far as Limehouse; or the common field at Aldgate so taken up ‘by building of filthy cottages’ that there was no ‘fair, pleasant and wholesome way for people to walk on foot, which is no small blemish to so famous a city to have so unsavory and unseemly an entry thereunto’. Another of Stow’s laments finds a curious echo today, for he thought the streets of London abominably crowded, noisy, and dangerous by reason of the coaches, which ‘are now made so common, as there is no distinction of time nor difference of people observed; for the world runs on wheels with many, whose parents were glad to go on foot’. Already London was being fed by the counties round about, so that an Essex farmer’s wife ‘twice or thrice a week conveyeth to London milk, butter, cheese, apples, pears, frumenty, hens, chickens, eggs, bacon, and a thousand other country drugs, which a good housewife can frame and find to get a penny’;56 and, early in the mornings, the long carts of the bakers of Stratford le Bowe would jolt in, with their cargo of fresh loaves.

The extravagance of Englishmen, and their hearty appetites, especially for meat, were already proverbial. In times of prosperity ‘you may commonly see artizans such as hatters and joiners, play at tennis for a crown . . . and continually feasting in a tavern on rabbits and hares’.57 When a citizen of London spent an evening out, supping with friends at Henley on Thames, the vast meal, enlivened by ‘12 wessells . . . and maidens singing with them wessells’, concluded with dishes of spices and fruit ‘as marmalade, ginger bread, jelly, comfits, sugar plate’.58 That same worthy citizen, Henry Machyn, the undertaker, recorded another feast in his diary – surely on the night itself and not on the morning after – how, he ‘Monser the Machyn de Henry’ had, with other cronies, devoured ½ bushel of oysters in Mr Gitton’s cellar, eating them from the tops of hogsheads, by candlelight, with a relish of onions, and draughts of red ale and claret ale.59

To wash down these meals, that mingled so strangely sweet things and savoury and masked all tastes under the flavour of spices, the ordinary drink, for King as for ploughman, was beer. Wine indeed came, along with such strange fruits as oranges and lemons, in the holds of merchantmen from Spain, France, Italy and Cyprus. But foreigners found the English sparing in their offers of wine, even if wine were served. Beer was always in plenty. Good country housewives brewed it every month, ‘yellow as the gold noble, as our pot-knights call it’, and this home-brewed would serve at ‘hock carts, may poles, wassails, wakes’, or at village bride-ales, where the goodman of the house needed to provide only ‘bread, drink, salt, house-room and fire’, since each of the guests who came tramping in from farms and lonely cottages would bring with him a dish of his wife’s making, to furnish the feast.

As for its people, England, with its woods and rivers, its abundance of flocks and herds, was, to one exasperated foreigner, ‘a Paradise inhabited by devils’.60 Convinced, as Englishmen always are, ‘that there are no other men but themselves, and no other world but England’,61 the untravelled, unlettered English gentleman of the early sixteenth century was an aggressive, unmannerly fellow, haughty and quarrelsome with foreigners, even though an Italian ambassador might find the great nobles perfectly polite. As for the poor commons – ‘the people of England is more given to idle gluttony than any people in the world’, says Reginald Pole in Starkey’s Dialogue. Laziness was a congenital sin. The French, when they were planning the attack on Calais, reckoned on the known English aversion to winter campaigns. An Italian noticed that there was hardly a peasant who did not manage somehow to raise a mount, ‘and miserable must that man be who follows his cart on foot’.62

In appearance Englishmen were all, both nobles and commons, to the view of the stranger, big, ruddy, and handsome. The women, for the most part ‘the greatest beauties of the world, and as fair as alabaster’,63 shocked aliens by the length of black stocking which they casually displayed on horseback and afoot, and even more by their free ways. It was English fashion for a woman to greet by a kiss any man she knew passably well. Ladies of rank, instead of travelling sedately in carriages, preferred to ride, with their women and footmen going before and behind. These same ladies thought nothing of dining in taverns with a friend, even if that friend was a foreigner; and it annoyed an Italian to see that should the husband come into the same tavern and find his wife in such compromising company, ‘Not only does he not take it amiss, but will shake hands, . . . returning thanks for the invitation to his wife.’ So staggering an indifference to propriety was hard to account for, but then the English ‘have no idea of the point of honour. When they do fight it is from some caprice, and after exchanging two or three stabs with a knife, even when they wound each other, they will make peace instantly, and go away and drink together.’64

This casual, almost slovenly good humour, this easiness of temper, did not however extend very far. When hard times came with the growing economic changes of the century, with enclosures, rising rents, and rising prices, with the King’s wanton debasement of the coinage, English character showed at its worst. Undisciplined, greedy, and selfish, the nobles preyed upon the poor; poor men repaid the treatment with bitter hatred. The great religious upheaval of the new century shattered the old conventions of behaviour, and when they were gone the hardness of men’s hearts was apparent. ‘Faith, not works’, was a convenient cry for the selfish or miserly. ‘These decaying times of Charity’ Stow calls his age – an age in which King and nobles had conspired to snatch the goods and revenue, not only of abbeys, but of hospitals, alms-houses, schools. Very truly there was one law for the rich and another for the poor. ‘Thousands in England,’ cried Bernard Gilpin, ‘Thousands do beg from door to door who once kept honest houses. They come to London . . . seeking for justice, but they find not justice. They cannot get speech of the great men to whom they are suitors, because they cannot find money to bribe their servants. Barabbas was a notable thief, says St Matthew, a gentleman thief, such as rob nowadays in velvet coats. There were two other thieves when Christ suffered; but they were little thieves, like those that steal from necessity nowadays. The rustical thieves were hanged, and Barabbas was delivered.’65

If such was the Englishman’s character in his social relations, politically he was, by the common consent of Europe, a man fickle and rebellious, always in and out of treason. Most gentle families had been involved at one time or another in unsuccessful treason. When an Italian idly inquired of an English acquaintance whether any of his kin had suffered death as a traitor, and received the answer – No – another Englishman, plucking the foreigner by the sleeve, whispered ‘Don’t be surprised. He is not a gentleman.’66 The Tudor Princes had, in fact, a sinister history of kingship to look back upon. The deposition of Richard II was distant from Henry VIII’s accession only 110 years. Men like Stow, who had heard their fathers remember to have seen Richard III as a young and comely prince, were removed only by one lifetime from those unquiet years when the saintly Lancastrian had been deposed, then murdered; the innocent Yorkist heir proclaimed King, and murdered; the usurping Richard crowned King only to fall in battle before his successful rival.

There was in Englishmen of that day a store of vehement but unused energy. England was a country in the trough of the wave, between crest and crest; the nation, remembering the days when the Crown of France had seemed hardly more than a mark for the arrows of the English archers, was ill-content with the second rank in which it found itself. A high-spirited people wounded in its pride and goaded by economic distress becomes an ugly tempered beast to ride. The England of Mary’s reign was such a country, at odds with itself, its ruler, and its neighbours. It was necessary that English self-confidence should be restored, that the abounding vigour and daring of the nation should find an outlet, and the commercial genius of the people should be set to work; only then would the jarring interests be harmonized, the ill-temper of the people humoured, and in the new and unhoped for renaissance of Elizabeth’s reign, out of the strong, sweetness come forth.

fn1 See here.
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