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    At once the ledger of a nation learning to govern itself anew and the confession of an individual taking stock of appetite, ambition, fear, and delight, The Diary of Samuel Pepys shows how public events and private impulses press upon one another until they become the texture of a single life, where accounts are balanced, favors exchanged, streets walked and ships provisioned, theaters reopened and rumors weighed, and the daily act of noting it all turns into a disciplined experiment in attention, a means of understanding a world changing as rapidly as the writer himself and as unpredictably as the city he inhabits.

Samuel Pepys’s work is a contemporaneous diary set in Restoration London, composed during the 1660s as the monarchy returned and institutions recalibrated after civil conflict. Written in shorthand and kept private during the author’s lifetime, it was first made public in the nineteenth century after the manuscript was deciphered, and complete editions have since allowed readers to encounter the text at scale. This publication history frames the diary as both intimate testimony and major historical source, a document that originated as a personal record yet now stands among the most vivid chronicles of an era.

The premise is disarmingly simple: Pepys records his days, moving from household concerns and professional obligations to the sound of the street and the gossip of the court. The reading experience is cumulative and immersive rather than plot-driven, with entries that unfold in dated sequences, brisk in pace and acute in detail. The voice is frank, curious, and practical; the style is concrete, rhythmic, and attentive to small distinctions; the tone ranges from amused to anxious. What results is a mosaic of work and leisure whose momentum derives from observation, memory, and the calibration of judgment over time.

A central fascination of the diary lies in its negotiation between public service and private life. Pepys is a rising administrator whose days are structured by meetings, correspondence, and exacting financial accounts, yet his evenings may be claimed by supper, song, or theater. Ambition and conscience contend alongside the demands of office, the pull of sociability, and the pleasures and perils of consumption. The dynamics of marriage and household management form another axis of the narrative, revealing how affection, authority, money, and reputation intertwine, and how ethical self-scrutiny emerges from habits of recording, balancing, and review.

The city itself is a protagonist, bustling with commerce and conversation, and periodically shaken by crisis. Wars at sea, a devastating plague, and a catastrophic fire enter the diary not as isolated set pieces but as lived conditions that alter routines, test institutions, and expose vulnerabilities. Pepys’s interests encompass playhouses, music, and the expanding horizons of inquiry that characterize the age, and his attention to practical detail shows how culture and science, spectacle and administration, are entangled in the making of a modern metropolis. The book’s power comes from these juxtapositions, kept immediate and grounded.

Form and method matter here: shorthand enabled candor, and the daily practice of writing shapes the self it observes. Pepys turns accounting, list-making, and narrative into instruments of reflection, testing perceptions against records and adjusting conduct in response. The diary’s time signature—short intervals, continuous revision—creates a portrait of character formed in increments rather than grand revelations. Readers encounter a language of work and a theatre of everyday life, where memory is disciplined by detail and judgment grows through repetition. The effect is to dignify ordinary experience without disguising its contradictions, contingencies, or costs.

For contemporary readers, the diary remains indispensable as both literature and evidence. It clarifies how institutions operate from within, how cities endure shocks, and how individuals navigate competing loyalties under pressure. Its insights into accountability, information flow, public health, resilience, and the ethics of service feel recognizably current, while its candor anticipates modern habits of self-documentation. Above all, Pepys shows that sustained attention—applied to budgets, books, rumors, and relationships—can transform confusion into understanding. The book endures because it proves that history is lived in small decisions, and that careful noticing is itself a form of wisdom.
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    The Diary of Samuel Pepys — Complete compiles the day-to-day record kept by Samuel Pepys, a rising civil servant in the English Navy Office, from 1660 to 1669. Written in shorthand and later published from the original manuscripts, the diary traces public and private life in Restoration London. Pepys observes events from the vantage of an industrious administrator and keen spectator, noting his work, household, entertainments, and the shifting fortunes of the kingdom. The entries proceed chronologically, combining routine detail with responses to major happenings, and build a portrait of a society reinvigorated after the Interregnum yet beset by recurring pressures of war, disease, and debt.

The opening months follow the political reversal that restores Charles II. Pepys, connected to his patron Edward Montagu, records naval movements and ceremonies surrounding the change of regime, including his role at sea as the fleet conveys the king home. Soon he settles into office at the Navy and establishes his household in London. Early entries introduce his marriage, kinship obligations, and careful tracking of personal finances, while also showing his ambitions and anxieties. He catalogs the etiquette of court and city, balancing curiosity about pageantry with practical attention to the structures of authority that shape his work and prospects.

As Clerk of the Acts, Pepys renders a rare inside view of naval administration. He describes the flow of paperwork, contracts, and victualling, his inspections of dockyards, and the interplay among the Navy Board’s principals. Colleagues, patrons, and rivals pass through his pages, revealing how policy translated into daily decisions. The diary captures the mechanics of procurement and the temptations surrounding it, alongside Pepys’s efforts to make procedures efficient and accounts intelligible. He measures his progress by income, reputation, and access, while recording the compromises and calculations necessary to function in a bureaucracy dependent on favor, expertise, and hard cash.

Alongside office routine, the diary charts a cultural reawakening. Pepys frequents newly reopened playhouses, comments on actors and staging, and delights in music, books, and conversation. Coffeehouses, exchanges, and dinner tables provide arenas for talk about news and experiment. He notes visits to learned gatherings and the rising prestige of natural philosophy, registering curiosity about devices, anatomy, and navigation. The social world broadens as he navigates friendships and obligations, hires and dismisses servants, and travels by river and road. Through these scenes, Pepys situates himself in a metropolis recalibrating its tastes and institutions after years of constraint.

Public crisis intrudes with the outbreak of plague in 1665. Pepys logs official measures, the ebb of business, and the human toll as bills of mortality climb. Streets empty, households disperse, and commerce falters, while the Navy grapples with continuity of supply and command. The diary records practical precautions, the relocation of some operations, and the dread of contagion coexisting with duty and habit. Pepys’s entries do not sensationalize so much as accumulate detail, showing how administration, family life, and civic rhythms persist or break under strain, and how information, rumor, and observation shape understanding in a season of fear.

The following year brings the Great Fire of London. Pepys offers a close, sequential account as flames spread from the City, describing scenes on the river, the destruction of landmarks, and the efforts of officials and ordinary people to contain the disaster. He secures records and valuables, assists colleagues, and reports to superiors, noting discussions about demolitions to create firebreaks. The diary tracks the fire’s aftermath as rebuilding debates begin and commerce seeks new footing. Pepys’s perspective remains administrative and domestic at once, interlacing public urgency with the logistical challenges of safeguarding offices, lodgings, and livelihoods amid citywide loss.

War with the Dutch frames much of the period, and Pepys records its pressures from shore. He notes preparations, reports of battles, and the difficulties of paying and provisioning fleets. Shortages, arrears, and competing priorities test the Navy Office, while political expectations rise. The diary follows the cycle of victory, setback, and inquiry, culminating in crises that expose weaknesses in finance and oversight, including the shock of enemy incursions into English waters. Pepys documents transcripts, committees, and audits, offering a granular picture of how a maritime state wages war administratively and how strategic events reverberate through contracts, dockyards, and street opinion.

In the war’s aftermath, Pepys chronicles parliamentary scrutiny, office rivalries, and shifts among ministers, while attending to his own career resilience. Domestic narratives deepen: he manages servants, family estates, and household purchases, records illnesses, and wrestles with conscience and conduct. His curiosity persists in reading, music, and visits, even as concerns about his failing eyesight intensify. Travel to ports and the countryside punctuates the London routine. The late entries present a mature observer taking stock of reputation and responsibility, balancing self-critique with pride in competence, and measuring the costs of service in a milieu where politics, economy, and character constantly intersect.

The diary concludes in 1669 as Pepys suspends writing for the sake of his eyes. Taken as a whole, it offers an unmatched portrait of Restoration governance and society, notable for its immediacy, candor, and breadth. Later published from the shorthand notebooks preserved for centuries, the work endures as a foundation for understanding daily life, urban catastrophe, naval administration, and cultural revival in seventeenth-century England. Its abiding significance lies in how it joins minute observation to large events, showing a city and a career in motion, and inviting readers to consider how private habit and public action shape a historical age.
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    The Diary of Samuel Pepys covers 1660 to 1669, the first decade of England’s Restoration, with London as its principal stage. Pepys worked at the Navy Office near Seething Lane as Clerk of the Acts, giving him daily access to the machinery of maritime government. The restored monarchy under Charles II reestablished court, Parliament, and patronage networks that shaped careers and contracts. The City of London’s guilds, coffeehouses, and exchanges supplied information and credit to officials and merchants. Institutions revived or newly prominent—the Royal Society, patent theatres, and the reorganized navy—frame the world Pepys observed, linking household routines to policy, commerce, and urban life.

Political structures were rebuilt after the Interregnum. Charles II accepted the Declaration of Breda in 1660, returned from exile, and was crowned amid a settlement negotiated by the Convention and then the long-lived Cavalier Parliament. Anglicanism was restored through the Clarendon Code—Corporation Act (1661), Act of Uniformity (1662), Conventicle Act (1664), and Five Mile Act (1665)—and the Licensing of the Press Act (1662) regulated print. The Duke of York served as Lord High Admiral, while the Navy Board managed dockyards, stores, contracts, and accounts. Pepys, as a principal officer, navigated patronage and committee work where policy, religion, and finance intersected with the routines of administration.

Maritime rivalry with the Dutch Republic defined international affairs. The Second Anglo-Dutch War (1665–1667) brought major fleet actions—such as Lowestoft and the Four Days’ Battle—and culminated in the Dutch raid on the Medway, a humiliation that exposed England’s fiscal and logistical weaknesses. The Treaty of Breda (1667) ended the war and confirmed territorial exchanges, including English control of New Netherland as New York. Within the Navy Board, chronic arrears of pay, shortages of timber and cordage, and disputes over contracts tested capacity. Pepys’s office linked policy to practice: surveying dockyards, auditing victualling, and translating orders into the daily work of ships and seamen.

London faced successive crises that reshaped the city Pepys recorded. The Great Plague of 1665 led to quarantine measures, the flight of many households, and the publication of Bills of Mortality; the royal court relocated to Oxford, and the official Oxford Gazette—later the London Gazette—began to circulate news. In September 1666 the Great Fire destroyed thousands of houses, St Paul’s Cathedral, and key commercial districts. Parliament and the City established Fire Courts and passed rebuilding acts mandating wider streets and brick construction. Surveyors including Christopher Wren contributed plans that guided reconstruction, altering traffic, markets, and parish life for decades.

Commercial expansion and imperial competition set the wider economic frame. The Navigation Acts structured maritime trade through English shipping, intensifying rivalry with the Dutch. Chartered companies—the East India Company and the Company of Royal Adventurers Trading into Africa (chartered 1660, later reorganized as the Royal African Company)—extended English interests in Asia and West Africa, while Jamaica’s sugar economy and Virginia’s tobacco linked the Atlantic. Charles II’s marriage to Catherine of Braganza (1662) brought Tangier and Bombay as dowry, creating logistical responsibilities for garrisons and fleets; Dunkirk was sold to France the same year. Coffeehouses, exchanges, and goldsmith-bankers facilitated credit and news, supporting navy supply chains and shaping urban business culture.

Restoration culture flourished in spaces Pepys frequented. Theatres reopened under royal patents to the King’s Company and Duke’s Company, and for the first time in England professional actresses appeared on public stages. Musical patronage revived at court and in the city, while booksellers, pamphleteers, and newsletters fed a growing market for print; the London Gazette became the official news sheet. Coffeehouses served as hubs for conversation and business. Pepys, an educated official and amateur musician, engaged this culture while recording daily life in Shelton’s shorthand. His diary’s attention to plays, music, gossip, and shopkeeping situates state affairs amid the ordinary rhythms of urban society.

Scientific and bureaucratic institutions gained new prominence during these years. The Royal Society, founded in 1660 and chartered in 1662, promoted experiment and correspondence across natural philosophy; figures such as Robert Boyle, Robert Hooke, and Christopher Wren pursued inquiries into air, mechanics, surveying, and architecture. Pepys was elected a Fellow in 1665 and attended meetings that mirrored his administrative interest in method and record-keeping. Within the navy, dockyards at Deptford, Woolwich, Chatham, and Portsmouth were strategic workplaces where craftsmen, clerks, and officers turned policy into materiel. The diary’s notices of experiments, instruments, and office procedure illuminate a culture of practical knowledge.

Religious settlement did not erase conflict. Nonconformists faced fines and exclusion under the Conventicle and Five Mile Acts, while Catholics encountered suspicion despite court connections. Urban tensions surfaced in disturbances such as the 1668 Bawdy House Riots. Against this backdrop, Parliament scrutinized revenue and naval performance, and ministers rose and fell as policies faltered, notably after wartime setbacks. Pepys’s record, written for private use, is notable for its administrative detail and candid observation. It reflects the Restoration’s blend of revived monarchy, commercial ambition, and institutional strain, and it quietly critiques the era’s capacities and limits by juxtaposing official aims with practical realities.
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    Samuel Pepys (1633–1703) was an English diarist, naval administrator, and key observer of Restoration England. His Diary, kept between 1660 and 1669, offers a vivid, first-hand account of daily life, high politics, and crises such as the Great Plague and Great Fire of London. Professionally, he helped shape the administration of the Royal Navy during an era of expanding maritime conflict. As a civil servant, collector, and participant in the scientific and cultural life of his time, Pepys bridges the worlds of bureaucracy and letters. His writings and papers, preserved with unusual care, have become foundational sources for historians and general readers alike.

Pepys was educated at St Paul’s School in London and at Magdalene College, Cambridge, where he completed a degree in the early 1650s and later received a master’s. He benefited from patronage networks that connected him to leading figures in naval and court circles, positioning him for public service after the Restoration. Classical schooling, humanist rhetoric, and a rising urban print culture shaped his prose. He was deeply engaged with music and theater, cultivating tastes characteristic of the Restoration while also recording them with a diarist’s precision. Friendships with scholars and fellow diarists, notably John Evelyn, further encouraged his disciplined habits of observation.

Upon the return of the monarchy in 1660, Pepys became Clerk of the Acts to the Navy Board, a post that placed him at the center of procurement, shipbuilding, and logistical reform. His administrative competence grew through wars with the Dutch, when supply bottlenecks, finance, and corruption were constant pressures. By the 1670s he had risen to senior responsibility, later serving as Secretary to the Admiralty. He also sat in Parliament during this period, bringing practical expertise to maritime policy. His contemporaries often judged him an exacting, results‑minded official whose reports and memoranda helped professionalize naval administration.

Pepys’s Diary spans January 1660 to May 1669 and was written in Thomas Shelton’s shorthand, with occasional code‑switching into other languages. It ranges from eyewitness accounts of the plague and the Great Fire to meticulous notes on work, finances, entertainments, and London’s streets, shops, and sermons. The journal is candid about personal failings and social ambition, qualities that have made it unusually revealing as a historical source. He stopped writing in 1669, citing fear for his deteriorating eyesight. The manuscript remained private until the nineteenth century, when selections appeared; a full scholarly edition followed in the twentieth century.

Beyond the diary, Pepys played a visible role in the scientific community as President of the Royal Society in the mid‑1680s, authorizing the Society’s imprimatur for Isaac Newton’s Principia. He was an avid collector whose carefully cataloged books, manuscripts, maps, prints, and ballads formed the Pepys Library, preserved at Magdalene College. His collecting interests reflected both professional concerns—navigation, travel, and maritime history—and a keen curiosity about performance, fashion, and urban ephemera. This dual focus, practical and cultural, gave his surviving papers a breadth rare among seventeenth‑century archives and deepened his value as a witness to Restoration life.

Pepys’s fortunes followed the shifts of late Stuart politics. He was briefly imprisoned during the Popish Plot hysteria but was released without charge, and he returned to high office in the 1680s. After the Glorious Revolution he left government service. He continued to write and advise on naval matters, issuing Memoires Relating to the State of the Royal Navy of England in 1690, a reflective defense and analysis of policy and administration. In retirement he cultivated his library, music, and learned correspondences, maintaining connections across scientific and governmental communities until his death in the early eighteenth century.

Pepys’s legacy rests on two intertwined achievements: the professionalization of England’s naval administration and the creation of an unmatched diaristic record of Restoration society. Historians mine his papers for granular evidence of bureaucracy, war finance, and urban life; literary scholars value his lucid, observant prose and the diarist’s balance of self‑scrutiny and reportage. The Diary remains widely read, while the Pepys Library safeguards a curated snapshot of early modern knowledge and taste. Together they illuminate how statecraft, science, commerce, and culture interacted in seventeenth‑century London, ensuring Pepys’s continued relevance to readers seeking the texture of lived history.
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PREFACE

Table of Contents
Although Pepys’s Diary reached the public in 1825, barely half appeared. Lord Braybrooke printed that fragment and later added more, yet still insisted, “there appeared indeed no necessity to amplify or in any way to alter the text…”. Eighteen years ago the Rev. Mynors Bright promised the whole and transcribed it, but warned, “It would have been tedious… if I had copied… the account of his daily work at the office,” and ultimately withheld roughly one-fifth. Now the plan is absolute publication, save a few passages too unprintable; blank spaces will mark every cut. Braybrooke noted Pepys’s cipher resembled Rich’s; Bright proved it Shelton’s.
Braybrooke’s many notes, labelled “B.” when unchanged, mingle with fresh annotations; even so, some figures remain elusive, and help is invited. Insights come from earlier commentators, Thomas Rugge’s “MERCURIUS POLITICUS REDIVIVUS… 1659… 28 March, 1672”, bought by the British Museum for £8 8s., and J. E. Doyle’s “Official Baronage of England”, whose careful dates cure the tangle caused by January–March year shifts. Two-year references like Jan. 5, 1661-62 are called the only safe method. Regret lingers that Doyle’s larger plan failed for lack of support. Thanks flow to devoted friends—Fennell, Laughton, Marshall— the Pepysian Library at Magdalene, and its helpful librarian.













PREVIOUS EDITIONS OF THE DIARY.
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Five successive editions of the Memoirs, Diary, and Correspondence of Samuel Pepys appear: the 1825 two-volume folio; the 1828 five-volume octavo second edition; the enlarged 1848-49 five-volume small octavo third; the 1854 four-volume revised fourth; and the 1875-79 six-volume octavo set deciphered by Mynors Bright. Lord Braybrooke’s copyright passed to Henry G. Bohn for his Historical Library. The first three versions, now public domain, have been repeatedly reprinted, whereas Bright’s edition is out of print. Thus the record of Pepys’s private writings, steadily expanded and corrected over half a century, remains accessible chiefly through those early issues.
Pepys’s line reaches back in England. The 1273 Hundred Rolls list “Richard Pepis” and “John Pepes”; deeds of 1329 and 1340 name William Pepis of Cottenham; a 1434 manor roll styles Thomas Pepys “bayliffe of the Abbot of Crowland”. The earliest proven forebear is “William Pepis the elder, of Cottenham,” whose will dated 20 March 1519 begins the pedigree. In 1852 Bolney vicar found the vellum “Liber Talboti Pepys,” with the family; it echoes, “William Pepys… born in Dunbar… the Abbat made him his Bayliffe… he had three sons,” and Roger told Samuel, “we did certainly come out of Scotland with the Abbot of Crowland.
John Pepys, third son of “Thomas the red,” settled in London as a tailor. Finding only £45 owed him against like debts, he retired in August 1661 to the £80 Brampton estate bequeathed by his brother Robert and died there in 1680. His will opens, “I, John Pepys of Ellington, gent., desire my lands be delivered to my eldest son Samuel,” then allots gifts to parish poor, grandchildren Samuel and John Jackson, daughter Paulina, and son John. Samuel, born 23 February 1633, spent youth between city and country, studied at Huntingdon and St Paul’s, entered Magdalene College, and was “solemnly admonished… for being scandalously over-served with drink” on 21 October 1653.
In 1653 he left Cambridge with a B.A. and a love of books he later willed to his college. Still penniless, on 1 December 1655 he married fifteen-year-old Elizabeth St. Michel. Her father Alexander, son of the High Sheriff of Bauge, had turned Huguenot, lost a £20,000 inheritance, followed Queen Henrietta Maria to England only to be dismissed for avoiding mass, married an Irish widow, raised £1,500, sailed for France, was robbed by Dunkirkers, settled at Bideford, fought Spaniards at Arras, and chased fortune. Balty sighed, “My father at grew full of whimsies and propositions of perpetual motion… spending all he had got and getting no other employment.
While Alexander wandered, “deluding papists” coaxed Madame St. Michel to place Elizabeth with the Ursulines; after twelve days he raced back, rescued her, and carried the family to England, exulting that she wed “a true Protestant.” She kissed him: “Though popery once deluded me, my husband is too wise, too religious, to let my thoughts bend that way again.” Alexander stayed inventive yet poor, patenting cures for smoky chimneys, foul water and bad bricks, even boasting of Solomon’s mines. Pepys noted, “4s. a week… about £20 a year maintains them.” The couple mis-dated their wedding, celebrating 10 October 1666 though the register says December.
Operated for the stone on 26 March 1658, he kept the day holy; at death seven stones lay in the left kidney. In 1659 he sailed aboard the Naseby with Sir Edward Montagu and soon called him “one of the most secret men in the world.” March 1660 found him secretary on the fleet that carried Charles II home, the King renaming the Naseby “Charles” and several companions. Elevated to Clerk of the Acts, he defeated Monk’s nominee Turner and bought off old holder Barlow with a £100 annuity, admitting, “I could be as sorry as is possible… yet I bless God for £100 a year more.
"I hope enough to justifie soe much freedome with a Prince that is so easie to excuse things well intended as this is," writes William Penn, signing, "Great Prince, Thy faithfull subject, WM. PENN," London, 22 June 1680. The manuscript comes to Pepys, who adds an index and the note, "Clerk of the Acts, his duty, necessity and usefulness." Inside, instructions declare: "CLERKE OF THE ACTS. The clarke of the Navye’s duty depends principally upon rateing... framing answers... and he ought to be able accomptant." The warning ends, "else he is a blockhead, and not fitt for that imployment." His patent is £33 6s 8d; salary, £350.
Though ignorant of ships and sums, Pepys masters both, settling in Seething Lane by July 1660. Sworn deputy clerk of the Privy Seal at three pounds a day, made M.A. by proxy, he becomes justice for dockyard counties. Honors mount: Younger Brother of Trinity House, burgess of Portsmouth, Tangier commissioner, treasurer in Povey’s place, assistant of the Fishery, and Surveyor-General of Victualling when Coventry hails him as "the fittest man in England" and York concurs. During plague he works at Greenwich, writing, "You, sir, took your turn of the sword; I take mine of the pestilence," and saves the Navy Office from the Great Fire.
Peace brings inquiries; committees drag him before them until, on 5 March 1668, he speaks three hours at the bar and overturns every charge, earning applause. His eyes, weak since 1664, fail; on 31 May 1669 he closes the Diary: "And thus ends all that I doubt I shall ever be able to do with my own eyes..." Granted leave, he tours France and Holland with Elizabeth, gathering naval notes, returns content, then loses her to fever on 10 November; she is buried at St Olave’s. Seeking office, he fails at Aldborough, wins Castle Rising in 1673, survives a petition and a false crucifix rumour.
During the Commons debate on the Castle Rising election, members repeated a rumour that an altar with a crucifix stood in Samuel Pepys’s house. Rising, Pepys declared, “I flatly deny ever having an altar, crucifix, or any saint’s image in my house, top to bottom.” Pressed to name their informant, they cited the Earl of Shaftesbury; Sir John Banks was also called. Shaftesbury admitted he had never seen an altar and recalled only “some memory” of something like a crucifix. Banks testified, “I have often visited him and never saw such things, nor believe him popishly inclined.” Pepys’s diary, however, mentions a varnished crucifix print.
Shaftesbury replied in writing, “Had I seen an altar I must needs have remembered it, which I am sure I do not.” Coventry joked, “Many are Catholics unawares if a crucifix makes one.” In 1673, after the Test Act drove the Duke of York from office, the Admiralty was put into commission and Pepys rose from Clerk of the Acts to Secretary for the Navy. Elevated, he installed Thomas Hayter and his brother in posts and ruled yards. Promising the Commons “ninety ships ready by the thirtieth of May,” he provoked Sir Robert Howard to sneer, “He speaks rather like an Admiral than a Secretary.
In March 1679 Harwich elected Pepys with Sir Anthony Deane, but the Popish Plot[1] fury soon turned on them. After Sir Edmund Berry Godfrey’s death, Pepys’s clerk Samuel Atkins was tried as an accessory; when that failed, Shaftesbury’s party produced Colonel John Scott, a notorious land-fraud whom Pepys had earlier exposed for the Duke of York. Bent on revenge, Scott swore Pepys betrayed naval secrets to France and aimed to overthrow Protestantism. On 22 May 1679 Pepys and Deane were committed to the Tower, Hayter taking his office. Arraigned at King’s Bench on 2 June, they secured release on £30,000 bail.
Pepys spent heavily to refute Scott’s slanders, sending his brother-in-law Balthasar St. Michel to France with the King’s blessing. “His Majesty… gave him leave to go into France, he being the only person I could in so great a cause pitch on for detecting the practice of my enemies there.” Scott soon refused to stand by his story, and on 12 February 1679-80 the prisoners were released. That summer the dying John James confessed he had invented the charge of Pepys’s popery at William Harbord’s urging. On 1 July 1680 Pepys told Mrs. Skinner, “I have at last obtained my full discharge from one villain’s practice.
Harbord still shadowed him. When Captain Russell proposed peace, Pepys replied, “I know of no service Mr. Harbord can do me; if he could, he should be the last man in England I would receive any from.” Papers seized in Scott’s rooms proved the hostility. Scott had bilked Holland of £7,000, was hanged in effigy in 1672, fled in 1682 for murdering a driver, and hid in Norway until William III pardoned him in 1696. In October 1680 at Newmarket Pepys recorded Charles II’s tale of the Worcester flight. In 1681 he eyed King’s Provostship, promising the college profits, and Dr. Milles endorsed his attendance at St. Olave’s.
Early 1682 he sailed with the Duke of York, choosing his yacht over the frigate “Gloucester”; when that vessel struck the Lemon and Oar sand on 5 May, many drowned, but Pepys, writing Hewer from Edinburgh, was safe, attended two councils and toured Scottish towns. In 1683-84 he followed Lord Dartmouth, blew up Tangier, and reached England on 29 March. On 10 June 1684 Charles II made him Secretary of the Admiralty at £500, and the Royal Society elected him president. Under James II he walked beneath the coronation canopy, mastered Trinity House, won Harwich, yet the 1687 dissolution and the 1689 cry “No Tower men!” kept him from Parliament.
Details of Samuel Pepys’s actions during the Revolution are scant. James II sat to Kneller for a portrait meant for the Admiralty secretary, and Pepys performed that duty for the last time on 20 February 1689. On 9 March the Admiralty commissioners ordered him to surrender his books to Phineas Bowies, who replaced him. Loyal friends stood by him, yet enemies pressed. Evelyn noted on 10 June 1690, “Mr. Pepys read me his remonstrance, showing the malice and injustice with which he and Sir Anthony Deane were accused, and the danger the fleet faced under incompetent hands,” praising Pepys’s “great ability.”.
On 25 June 1690 he was committed to the Gatehouse, charged with sending naval secrets to France; no evidence appeared, and ill-health won him release in late July, though fear lingered until 1692. Sir Peter Palavicini, James Houblon, Blackburne, and Martin bailed him, and on 15 October he announced, “Being once again a free man… come tomorrow for a piece of mutton.” Pushed from office, he compiled the 1690 Memoirs of the Navy, then, as political calm returned, resumed influence. He corresponded widely, steered Christ’s Hospital as treasurer, saved its mathematical foundation, and in 1701 dispatched Kneller to Oxford with Dr. Wallis’s portrait.
After months of pain Pepys died at Clapham about three-quarters past three on Wednesday, 26 May 1703, Dr. Hickes attending. Jackson told Evelyn on 28 May, “I beg you accept mourning… on opening the body we found in his left kidney seven stones, four ounces and a half, yet his stamina fought nearly forty hours against death.” He sought Evelyn’s patronage and said Hewer, executor, concurred. Evelyn praised “a very worthy, industrious, curious person.” The funeral on 5 June at St Olave’s drew forty mourners and many rings; Jackson took the estate, the Crown still owed £28,007, and Pepys’s library and Diary were destined for Magdalene College after Jackson’s life.
‘After my nephew John Jackson dies,’ declares Pepys, ‘my library shall rest for ever at Cambridge, rather in a room of Magdalene or Trinity, called “Bibliotheca Pepysiana”; keep every book unmixed, the master may borrow ten at once, each withdrawal logged; covenants shall bind the college and a yearly visit from the other enforce them.’ The books reached Magdalene in 1724, stray manuscripts passed through Dr. Rawlinson to the Bodleian. Pepys sat for Savill, Hales, Lely and Kneller; their portraits hang in London, the Pepysian Library, Magdalene and the Royal Society. St Olave’s raised a memorial, unveiled 18 March 1884 by Russell Lowell after Lord Northbrook was detained.
"It was proper," his Excellency announced, "to read a note just received from Lord Northbrook." The sealed sheet, dated that morning at the Admiralty, ran: "My dear Mr. Lowell, I am much annoyed that urgent business keeps me from the ceremony. Pray say that nothing less would have detained me. I wished to testify to the merits of Pepys as an Admiralty official, leaving his literary merits to you. He guided naval administration from the Restoration to the Revolution and, from 1673, as secretary. I enclose a contemporary account. Yours very truly, NORTHBROOK." The assembly listened intently.
The account," continued his Excellency, "declares: 'Pepys was, without exception, the greatest and most useful Minister ever to fill those offices in England; the Admiralty’s acts and registers prove it beyond contradiction. Present rules and establishments are of his introducing, and most officers since the Restoration were of his bringing-up. A studious promoter of order and discipline, he demanded sobriety, diligence, capacity, loyalty, and submission to command from all he advanced; where these lacked no influence could move him. Discharging duty with religious application and perfect integrity, he feared none, courted none, and neglected his own fortune.
Mr. Lowell now spoke. Though all present knew Pepys’s faithful service, he explained, the gathering honoured a different side. “As a private man he may stand for the Philistine—our nearest word to the French bourgeois,” he said, “with the class’s merits and defects; yet those very defects helped him write one of the most delightful books in any language.” He praised the diary’s uniqueness, comparing it only to L’Estoile. Its power lay in unstudied sincerity: “Montaigne knows we peep; Rousseau is secretive; Pepys alone is frank.” Hickes called him “this great man,” yet that greatness shares room with garrulous candour.
Lowell delighted the audience with examples of that guileless vanity. Pepys records Charles II receiving a Bible at Dover and calling it “the most precious Book in the world.” He rejoices when a letter arrives addressed “Samuel Pepys, Esq.”; confesses he was sorry only that a footboy witnessed him kick the cook-maid; admits a comfortable glow when the pensioner Barlow died. “There is more involuntary humour in these pages than anywhere else,” Lowell laughed. The diary, lighter than Saint-Simon yet unequalled for amusement, lets us see London two centuries ago through Pepys’s eager eyes, and for that vision we gather.
When formalities ended, attention turned to the name itself. Some say Peps, others Peeps, others Peppis. Mr. Walter C. Pepys, after tracing seventeen spellings—Pepis, Pepy, Pypys, Pipes, Peppis, Peppes, Pepes, Peppys, Peaps, Pippis, Peapys, Peps, Pypes, Peypes, Peeps, Peepes, Peyps—notes that descendants of Paulina still say “Peeps,” while other branches prefer “Peppis.” Early forms and the French “Pepy” suggest a seventeenth-century sound like “Pips” or “Papes,” before the great shift that turned “ai” in sea and tea into “ee.” Whatever the vowel, dry facts fade beside the living pages of the Diary. A fuller appreciation must await another day.
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In England the year still runs from March 25, yet many, Pepys included, honour January 1 as New Year’s Day. Blessed be God, he ends the old year sound, the stone wound stirring only with a cold. He dwells in Axe Yard with his wife and servant Jane alone. Her hope of a child died on the year's last day. The State lies uneasy: the Rump[2], restored after Lambert’s tumult, makes the officers submit; Lawson rides the river, Monk holds Scotland, Lambert remains aloof. The Council sends its sword-bearer to Monk for a free Parliament, while twenty-two barred members and the people clamor to fill the House.
Though judged prosperous, he is poor; his wealth is only household goods and a post dependent on Mr. Downing. On Sunday, January 1, lodged in the garret, he dons his long-skirted suit and walks to Mr. Gunning’s chapel at Exeter House. The preacher reads, “In the fullness of time God sent his Son, made of a woman,” saying “made under the law” points to today’s circumcision. Pepys dines upstairs on leftover turkey; his wife burns her hand cooking it. After balancing accounts they visit his father, note posts at Fleet-street Conduit, sup with Mrs The Turner and Madam Morrice, see them home, and return to bed.
On Monday, January 2, old East arrives at dawn with a dozen bottles of sack; Pepys gives him a shilling. Mr. Shepley is in the wine-cellar drawing sack for gifts and says, by my Lord’s order, the dozen is Pepys’s own. Pepys hurries to the Temple to find Mr. Calthropp about the £60 owed my Lord but misses him, then steps to Mr. Crew’s and borrows £10 from Mr. Andrewes for personal needs. At the office there is nothing to do, so he paces Westminster Hall and hears talk that Lambert is marching toward London and that my Lord Fairfax is stirring.
Lord Fairfax, long retired, still copied each 30 January his bleak stanza: “O let that day from time be blotted quite, and belief of it in next age be waived; in deepest silence that act concealed might, that so the credit of our nation might be saved; but if the power divine hath ordered this, His will’s the law, and ours must acquiesce.” The verse echoes Statius’s cry, “Excidat illa dies aevo… crimina gentis.” That morning Parliament hurried through the Council-of-State act and soldier indemnity while talk of a free Parliament filled the Hall and forced attendance.
Pepys arrived late to Mr Crew’s table, so he and Moore took ale in the new market, bread and cheese for dinner, then hunted Calthrop in vain. Back at Crew’s he escorted Mrs Jem home; she taught him cribbage. With Ashwell he sang at Will’s till nine, supped on Lady Montagu’s brawn, and slept while his wife shivered. Next day a hard frost glazed the streets. He checked Turner’s visit, sought Calthrop again, paid soldiers in the office, dined on beef, cabbage and brawn with Mrs Jem, Sheply and others, played cards, secured Calthrop’s promise to press Lady Calthrop for money, and learned Parliament’s indemnity included Lambert.
On the 4th he paid Vanly, ate Cheshire cheese at Will’s, treated Montagu’s troopers to a morning draught, and nursed a swollen nose amid heavy snow. Talk split: some said Lambert would bow, others that Fifth-Monarchists held firm; night letters proved his army had shrunk to fifty horse and he now served Parliament while Fairfax laid down arms. Pepys played cards, then home. On the 5th he counted Excise cash, told Sandwich writs would fill vacant seats and Monck was called to Whitehall; frost postponed Mrs Jem’s sack-posset, Fage prescribed warmth, and after visiting his parents he fetched his wife and breakfasted with brother John.
After turkey-pie and goose, I paid soldiers till one, then dined with cousin Pepys; his venison pasty was beef. I left my wife at cousin Stradwick’s, fiddled at Mr. Vines’s, returned to Stradwick’s, and, after a cake made Pall queen and Stradwick king, walked home through frost. Next morning probate money filled the office when Mrs. Turner and friends arrived; steaks and rabbit fed card-play. Downing called me to Westminster to await the French ambassador; I weighed French and Spanish zeal with his gentleman, hurried back, heard music at Dr. Whores’s, shared sack-posset at Mrs. Jem’s, tasted Lord’s turkey-pie with Quarles, and slipped to bed.
Sunday Mr. Gunning said Christ worked as a carpenter till thirty. Frost kept the house cold, so my wife and I dined at my father’s, caught another sermon, and learnt Mr. Palmer would be buried next day. Debts nagged me; I revised brother John’s speech, then talked at Harper’s with Simons, Muddiman, and Price. Muddiman bragged he sold news for money; Simons told how Scobell was censured for writing, “This day his Excellence the Lord General Cromwell dissolved this House.” I joined the coffee club, heard Monk marched for London, learnt Sir Harry Vane was expelled, fed Jenings brawn, and went to bed uneasy.
Greatorex showed me his wire sphere; I borrowed ten pounds from Mr. Crew, balanced the cash, dined with Quarter-Master, Jenings, and Rider, drank at the Star, and heard in a crowded coffee-house that Scott was made Intelligencer. Next day Barker paid three hundred pounds; I played shuttlecock, had ale with my father, found Crowly meek, bought silver snuffers, and visited small-poxed Mrs. Jem. On the twelfth I breakfasted with Sheply, arranged business with Captain Holland, sealed letters to Hinchinbroke, revelled at the Half Moon with Billingsly, Newman, and a Welsh harp—Billingsly paid—forgot to post the letters, and fell asleep plotting profit from a Joyce feast.
13th. At the Swan I hear from Mr Fage how Haselrig and Morly shouted the City had ‘forfeited its charter,’ yet the Chamberlain checked them and calls Monk’s letter too crafty; the City resolves to pay nothing until the secluded sit or a free Parliament is chosen. Workless office. At Will’s I accept Mr Pinkney’s feast. I escort my wife to Mr Wade’s dinner, visit Catan; she angrily follows when I go out, so I walk her round Whitehall and home. Later I find Mrs Jem cheerful with swine-pox, play cards, then join Vines and Hudson for music before bed.
14th. Work slack, I roam Westminster Hall, chat with Sir Anthony Ashley Cooper about lodgings; Captain Holland intercepts me, his wife already at my door, so I hurry home, set a meal, and host them all afternoon. After leaving my wife at market I visit the coffee-house, where lively voices batter Harrington’s claim that property rules government; letters dispatched, I sleep. 15th. A neighbour’s dog robs me of rest; I swallow physic and stay indoors. Brother John brings his Greek speech, which we polish before reading of the blessing of bells; pleasant talk with my wife, supper, journal, and a snowy, sluggish night.
Mr Crew directs me to carry Edward to Twickenham and press the secluded’s return; I take a coach, hear Downing hint at taking me to Holland, dine with clerks at the Green Dragon, then write as the bell-man cries, “Past one o’clock, and a cold, frosty, windy morning.” Next day I take Edward, wife, learn at Kensington that Lord Chesterfield has slain a man; Fuller away, we dine, I give the boy forty shillings, drop wife at Brentford, visit Mrs Jem, hear the Coffee Club ballot Rome steady and Parliament expel Sydenham, post letters, and drink with Jack Price on Protector before sleep.
Pepys hears a friend cry, "Who should a man trust, if he may not trust to a brother and an uncle," and, "how much those men have to answer before God Almighty, for their playing the knave with him as they did." The man says £100,000 was offered for his return and swears the Protector will yet show valour. Pepys slips home to bed. On the 18th he visits Will’s, then dines at Wilkinson’s; they repair to my Lord’s and drink until Mistress Ann fetches the study key. He reads a cipher, consults Mr. Crew on Anthony Cooper, and hears guesses on Monk’s next move.
On the 19th Downing summons Pepys, claims "a kindness" in making him Clerk of the Council, and receives a cool thanks. After ale with Pierce, Pepys wins Sir Anthony Cooper’s leave to keep my Lord’s rooms, reads the Dutch ambassador’s objections, and carries invitations to Downing’s dinner while learning many clerks are sacked. On the 20th he reports to Downing, misses Lord Widdrington, eats at the Swan feast, nearly shoots a scholar over the privy, visits the Coffee Club, sees funeral scarves in Westminster Hall, and, closing his books, hears three aldermen ride to greet Monk.
21st: Pepys closes his books, faces Downing’s scold for missed guests. He dines with Crew, collects £25 from Vernon, drinks at the Mitre where citizens whisper of Monk, gives Mrs. Jem £5, and at Whitehall calms clerk Cook. He notes Lenthall restored to the chair and a declaration promised, while London sings, "Monk under a hood, not well understood, The City pull in their horns; The Speaker is out, and sick of the gout, And the Parliament sit upon thorns." 22nd: after two sermons he eats with family, reads a Christ’s College letter about his brother, walks Mrs. Turner home, and straps on new buckles.
Early on the 23rd he carried twenty pounds to Mr. Downing, treated Surgeon Pierce to a draught at the Axe, balanced books at the office, and found his wife prettifying the maid at home. After paying Wilkinson he bought beef, settled with Waters the vintner, and visited Mrs. Jem, where Lady Wright sat and drunken Scott lay unseen. He tallied Mrs. Ann’s bills, played cards, then threaded Westminster Hall, paid bookseller Mrs. Michell, and crossing Whitehall garden tumbled into a ditch in the Stone Gallery gloom. At the Cock-Pit Simons, Luellin and he devoured pot-venison and ale till midnight, singing while Parliament drafted a declaration.
On the 24th he shared a morning draught at Will’s with Ethell and Stevens, counted excise money till noon, then fetched his wife, whose new pattens hobbled their dash to Mr. Pierce’s feast. Mrs. Carrick shone beside Mr. Lucy, the bridegroom; after dinner guests tore ribbons, swore, and sang, though Lucy’s voice pleased. Southerne and Lieutenant Lambert arrived carrying Parliament’s proclamation for law, gospel, and tithes, which few trusted. He visited his father, drank ale in cousin Tom Pepys’s shop while waiting for Mr. Crumlum, received guidance for his brother’s exhibition, and with his father warned sister Pall over stolen scissors and the maid’s book.
That night at Whitehall he drank with Hunt and Luellin, mailed a letter to his lord, heard Parliament summon the Committee of Safety, and arranged Thursday’s dinner. On the 25th Downing gave him a cipher to perfect and an order for five hundred pounds; after errands he shared ling with his father at Uncle White’s, saw Huson’s image on a Cheapside gibbet, bought a Hebrew Grammar, sampled Evans the butler’s sack and lute, and set fires ready for the feast. The 26th brought further warrants, a feast, Will Joyce’s nuisance, corrections for Downing, a fire, news of Monk, and worry over Cousin Beck’s delayed repayment.
At dawn I met comrade Tom Newton, treated him at the Crown, and listened while he boasted he could win any place in Parliament, even be a Clerk to the Council. I stayed until offices closed, heard from bookseller Mrs. Michell that Mr. George Montagu sought me, and went to his house. He pressed me to dinner. Home, then cards with Mrs. Jem. My wife said Hawly was angry at my absence and feared Downing’s fault-finding; I hurried to Hawly, bore messages about Squib, returned, and wrote testimonials for Downing till midnight, finishing another at dawn while my wife read beside me.
Morning: I delivered three testimonials to Downing, returned, penned a fourth while Frost counted money, and learned from Hawly that Downing would sail for Holland that day. Business finished, I fetched Squib with Hawly to the lodging, waited while baggage went to the Charing Cross barge, then received from Downing a farewell and promise of service. I failed to present my best fur cap, arriving too late. Abandoning the chase, I lunched with Luellin at Heaven, paid Walton £500, balanced notes with Andrews, slipped my Lord’s letter to Lady Wright, heard gossip at Will’s, wrote to my Lord, sent the packet, and went home satisfied.
Sunday I heard Mr. Gunning preach on Galatians II, proving that Paul never bowed to Peter but shared equal charge, one to Jews, the other to Gentiles. After service I dined with Mr. Moore at Mr. Crew’s, Spurrier joining us. At home I closed my books and, to my surprise, found myself worth more than £40, though I fear some item is missing. Supper at my father’s brought news: brother Tom said W. Joyce dragged Pierce and his wife to a tavern and still made Tom pay; father reported Uncle Fenner and Aunt approved our recent entertainment. I skipped Mrs. Turner and walked home content.
Rising, I sang “Great, good, and just” for the King’s martyrdom ten years past. Scull the waterman brought Hawly’s note from the Hope about money. At the office I received excise cash from Ruddyer, drank at Will’s till three, drew my £12 10s salary, and rowed to London. After waiting with friends at Signor Torriano’s former house I paid Captain Dick Matthews £12 17s 6d. Returning, I played my flageolet. My wife absent, I played cards with Mrs. Jem, her maid shaking with ague. On the way home I stopped at Harp and Ball, worked late, heard all believe Monk backs Parliament, and hammered nails for cloaks.
After lute practice I sent soap to Mrs. Ann and bought Nick a draught. At my desk I paid Frost and treated the clerk who recovered £7. Hawly came from ship with orders for suit against Squib. We clerks waited at Star Chamber, but the committee on Colonel Jones never sat. I spoke with Austin at Will’s, bought a pamphlet on Monk’s letter, then visited Mrs. Jem; her maid shook while she laughed at cards. Letters sent, I drank with Pulford, who said Fleetwood ashamed and will repay. Home, wife reading Polixandre; Downing’s note harmless, though Hawly urges the Council clerkship, which I deem unsafe.
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February 1 Pepys gets letters at the office, dines on pease-porridge, then reaches the Hall. With Mr Swan he hears Downing’s counsellor predict Squib will win; at Lincoln’s Inn the attorney sets the trial day. He takes Sir Harry Wright’s hand for £60 due from Mr Calthrop, visits Mrs Jem where Madam Scott promises the neck-piece, then leads Gammer East and soldier James to my Lord’s lodgings. James says the regiment locked Colonel Fitch outside and vowed, “we will not march without our pay; refuse and we’ll fetch it in the City.” Parliament hunts money. Pepys sends bedding to Mrs Ann, idles at cards in Will’s, ends with Mr Hunt.
February 2 Pepys drinks with Doling at Harper’s, finds the office jammed with officers chasing pay. After dinner he, Doling, and Luellin take wine, visit Mr Calthrop’s chamber, send the servant to the grocer Calthrop, and collect £60 for my Lord. Waterman White says watermen were duped into backing Parliament and now deny it. At Bridge Tavern they toast; returning, gunfire draws them ashore to the Strand, where foot face horse shouting “a free Parliament and money!” Another troop joins and they cheer. Pepys stashes the cash with Mrs Johnson, dons his suit, hears porter James predict a march on the City, and ends at a horse auction.
February 3, hearing troops pacified by pay, Pepys plays a flageolet in St James’s Park and at Whitehall sees thirty apprentices under guard. He pays soldiers, smuggles Mrs Turner and Joyce into the House, drinks Rhenish with Roger, orders a posy for the wedding, and waits while the mutton arrives. Monk’s forces march past. That night Theophila wins a race; Pepys plays cards with Mrs Ann and goes home. February 4 he practises lute, confers with Swan, Stone, and counsellor Stephens on Downing’s suit, eats bread at Gray’s Inn as Marriot the eater mentioned, borrows ballad, secures a maid for Mrs Jem through Sir Harry Wright, and hires a link-boy[3] home.
At Scott’s Mrs. Ann fumes; he greets only Mrs. Jem, then home to write letters, play lute, sup, sleep. Parliament has raised the Commons to four hundred. His wife kills the Zeeland turkeys Mr. Sheply sent, maid Jane refusing. Sunday Hawly admits losing £24; Pepys pities him. A stranger preaches on "What manner of love is this, that we should be called the sons of God." Missing his wife at the gate he finds her with father and dines. In afternoon worship she pockets a black hood while a sermon crawls through Tobit. Notes for brother John finished, he wonders at a drum’s stray strokes.
He pays Mr. Andrews £60, reaches Westminster, and from the Hall steps watches General Monk salute the judges. At noon he and father finish the Denmark turkey and a glass. He quarrels, then makes peace with Mrs. Ann, loses half-a-crown at Will’s, and next morning leaves business to Spicer, drinks with cousin Tom, applauds brother John at Paul’s School. Monk’s troops in the Palace batter Billing and the Quakers. Spicer hands him £600; a coach with Captain Stone to Squib achieves nothing. Home, he deciphers his lord’s letter, examines ribbons his wife found, asks Mr. Crew about bringing the lord up, then answers in cipher.
Crew says Lord St. John backs a free Parliament and stands high with Monk. Moore shows a print of buttocks voiding on an admiral, labelled "The thanks of the house," while boys cry "Kiss my Parliament." On the 8th Pepys plays flageolet, checks pigeons, drinks with Fossan, Carter and Captain Lidcott; Stone’s errand with Squib fails. He meets Butler, Hoole and cousin Roger, pays wine, delivers a letter to Sir N. Wheeler, receives a black dog for his wife, calms father after Uncle Robert’s letter about John, answers it, is shoved for the wall in Fleet Street, reaches home with head and boil, and sleeps.
9th. I penned country letters before rising, Hilton’s troopers already saddling. In Westminster Hall Swan and I discussed Downing; at Phelps’s neighbour Rogers sneered, "I wouldn’t touch Swan’s case for a thousand pounds!" News said Monk had entered London to seize councillors who refused taxes till the House be full. I advised my Lord, saw Sir Robert Pye refused freedom, sipped sack at Aunt Wright’s, dined with Pierce, hired counsel, heard Lord Dorset win the £330 Spittal rent, ate poached eggs while Swan wrote, learnt Monk was tearing down city gates, then home applied alum to the cancer and salved the boil beneath my chin.
10th. Swan took me to the Court of Wards, where commissioners sat and Lord Fountaine rebuked Scobell. In the Exchequer I swore Downing was sent to Holland, paid the lawyer, and after dinner awaited our cause. Squib produced his patent, counsel wavered, the jury went against us; damages set at ten pounds until the bench protested, whereon the foreman cried, "Twelve pence!" Vexed, I visited surgeon Fage, who treated my ulcer and said Monk had torn down City gates and Parliament had banished the Common-council. I shared a cup with Moore at the Sugar Loaf, spoke briefly with Hunt at home, and went to bed.
This morning I lingered in bed, read my Spanish book at the office, then crossed to Westminster Hall. A letter from Monk, urging that the House be swiftly filled, turned sullen faces to delight. I watched the Speaker read it; Sir Arthur Haselrigge burst out fury, and Billing grabbed him, jeering, “Thou man, will thy beast carry thee no longer? thou must fall!” Parliament adjourned till three. Hungry, Chetwind and I roamed shops, finally sharing a roast pullet inside Temple Bar. After his legal errands—I sang in his study—we rode to Guildhall, found the hall packed and taverns brimming with expectation.
I slipped back and met Monk leaving the chamber; the hall erupted, voices crying, “God bless your Excellence!” Lock fetched Chetwind and summed the letter: officers would not oppress the City; many tyrannic members still sat; Lambert and Vane lurked in town; new oaths threatened. Monk therefore demanded writs by Friday and would camp in the City, leaving only guards at Westminster. He spurned emissaries Scott and Robinson; the Mayor offered lodging; citizens plied soldiers with ale and coins. At the Star Tavern I reported to my Lord, then walked through bonfires, bells, rumps and butchers, showed my wife the flames, and went to bed.
Sunday Pierce fetched me; at White Hall we heard Haselrigge had run to Monk and Lady Monk had left. I lunched with cousin Thomas after a sunny walk, heard crowds cheer Monk at St Paul’s, strolled Moorfields, saw Barebone’s windows smashed. Monday, aching mouth aside, I swapped songs at Playford’s, visited kin, and heard Fage swear Monk would live and die with the City while citizens drenched his soldiers in ale. On Tuesday my wife claimed Moore as valentine; remonstrances flooded Westminster, I lost sixpence at cards, Parliament turned the dreaded oath into a promise, barred rebels’ sons and banished Sir Harry Vane.
15 February. Captains Holland and Cuttance rouse me; we drink at Harper’s, hurry to the office, then to Will’s where I hand Mr. Hill a note for Nan Pepys and satirical leaflets against the Rump. Crew’s dining room is crammed, so Walgrave and I retreat to the buttery for buttered salmon. I collect Lord Worcester’s money, browse Fuller’s Church History in Paul’s, and meet Hill again at Father’s to plan the Worcester errand. I smuggle Lady Wright a letter, visit Mrs. Jem, who saw forty secluded gentlemen slipping into Crew’s, then write home, hear cousin Kate has fallen from her horse, and watch Parliament’s silence.
16 Feb. After practice I give Shaw and Hawly ale, send a letter for my Lord, then sit with Osborne at Sun; two trenchers arrive, yet we roar. Captain Moyse vows to ‘win an estate for my name,’ and I take a quart of sack on a lamb-versus-veal wager, spending threepence. 17 Feb. Tom the foot-boy collects ten shillings; Hills tweaks instruments; my sums show forty pounds clear. Hawly dines with me. After Gunning’s fast I and Monsieur L’Impertinent test the echo, drink ale, scour Westminster and Whitehall—Monk carts goods, members hoard firewood, loyalties unclear—then toast ‘the King’ and Frances at Harper’s and home.
18 Feb. I practise "Fly boy, fly boy," clear books from the turret, drink with Captain Holland, eavesdrop on Mitre music, trade tales with Wotton, write my Lord at Whitehall, and watch mutineers hang. 19 Feb. At dawn I shelve books, sip purle with L’Impertinent, shelter in Gunning’s sermon on widowhood, dine with Moore who says the secluded want free elections and Haselrigge skulks, escort my wife to Mossum’s, then settle brother John’s journey. 20 Feb. After lute I square accounts, equip John with books, read a tract for monarchy, learn Speaker Lenthall blocks writs, endure a Coffee Club, finish ale at Will’s, and home.
At dawn soldiers marched toward Westminster; rumor said the secluded members were readmitted. I reached Westminster Hall and saw twenty from Whitehall where Monk urged them to choose “a Commonwealth, not Charles Stuart.” They filed into the House; Mr. Prin brandished a sword and drew cheers. At noon Mr. Crew fed me, exclaiming, “Monk commands all forces, Lawson the sea; writs and a free Parliament are next—send for your Lord!” Later, over coffee, Lock’s canon “Domine salvum fac Regem” sounded while Taylor reported votes to rebuild city gates and free prisoners. London blazed with bonfires; home I wrote my Lord and sang with Hunt, Spong.
Rain hindered my borrowing, so I inspected my Lord’s rooms and met Mr. Pierce at Will’s; he will ride with me to Cambridge. In Westminster Hall the long-banished Major-General Brown, beard grown long, reclaimed his seat while Parliament voted to rebuild the City gates and cancel his treason. After a plain dinner at Father’s I secured £5 from Mr. Andrews. On my twenty-seventh birthday Fuller recounted his travels, Garthwayt supplied a horse, and Mr. Crew declared, “Your Lord has 73 voices for the Council; Pierpoint 101, I next.” I wagered ale that Mr. Prin remains outside, sent the news, and packed for the journey.
At daylight I mounted Garthwayt’s horse, joined Mr. Pierce, and pushed north on roads. Near Ware we met Mr. Blayton, ate mutton at Puckeridge, and stopped for cards at the Chequer, six miles short of Cambridge. Pierce turned toward Hinchingbrooke at dawn, and by eight I rode alone into the town. I met father and brother at the Falcon, watched John admitted to Christ’s by Mr. Widdrington, then visited Magdalene, welcomed by Hill, Zanchy, Burton, and Hollins. After the ordinary I drank at the Three Tuns, toasting “the King,” supped at Hill’s, found their Saturday talk easy, and slept beside John while his baggage lagged.
My brother attended chapel. Father and I walked behind King’s, met Mr Fairbrother, and followed him to St Botolph’s, where Mr Nicholas of Queen’s preached on “For thy commandments are broad.” Dinner at Mr Widdrington’s with two Fellow-Commoners and Mr Pepper. Pierce arrived saying he had “lost his journey”, my lord having already ridden to London. I fetched my brother’s entrance certificate at Magdalene, then sat in the Rose with Pechell and Sanchy, drinking the King’s health until dark. Father, Pierce and Blayton joined for another quart before supper at cousin Angier’s. Fairbrother pressed miserable verses on Mr Prynne. I posted Widdrington, teased the lodging-maid, and lay down.
Up at four, I left father asleep, slipped John 10s, and rode with Blayton to Saffron Walden. From the White Hart our host walked us through the park to Audley End, its vast ceilings and chimneys worth the sight. In the cellar we drank strong liquor “to the King,” I sounded my flageolet, then paid him two shillings. He next showed an old almshouse for forty poor; I dropped sixpence and drained a silver-tipped bowl with the Virgin and Child. After meat at the inn I kissed the landlord’s pretty daughter and, in rain, reached Epping for cards, supper with a bold maid, then bed.
Over red herrings a lad botched my boot-heel. We rode a forest path into London, found shops shut and the red regiment at the Exchange giving thanks for Parliament; I hailed Nich Osborne. At Paul’s Dr Reynolds preached, General Monk present for his Grocers’ Hall feast. Home, changed, called on Mr Crew, then Sir Harry Wright, where my lord had me dine with John Wright and wife. Will Howe and I bought a hat; Pierce treated us at the Greyhound, praising “my Lord.” A stop with Mrs Jem, then home: Sheply drunk, Spong and I played, and I kept quiet about the study lock.
At Will’s Mr Moore told me the Council had chosen my lord General at Sea and thought to join Monk with him. After office work I dined, then my wife and I rowed to London; merchant Herring promised £50 by Saturday. We visited mother, then Mrs Turner, whom I bade farewell as she leaves for Norfolk with Mr Pepys. Cousin Norton offered a cup of metheglin—my first taste. I supped at mother’s; she showed father an uncle’s letter inviting him to Brampton. Home to bed. That same day my lord sat in the House for the first time since reaching town, having already attended Council.
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March 1. I visit my Lord’s rooms, pocket a few pamphlets, then idle at the office until Sheply escorts me to Mr. Crew’s, where Thomas arrives with Sir H. Yelverton to thank Monk for restoring Parliament. Dinner waits while poor John the coachman lies ready for afternoon burial, his skull crushed by a horse. Sheply and I call on Laxton, sail to Westminster, linger at the Sun over wine; he reports my uncle speaks warmly of me. Home early; Parliament resolves to sit no longer than the fifteenth. March 2. At Mr. Crew’s, trumpeters of General Monk salute my Lord; Secretary Thurlow and crowds press in.
From there I pen Downing’s house letter at the office, feast at the Leg on carp and other fish with Eglin, Chetwind, and Thomas, drink at the Swan, visit Mrs. Jem where Howe and Sheply sit, then reach Westminster Hall and see Sir George Booth free. The city militia stands ready; men whisper Monk may falter. Lambert sends word to the Council, Haselrig stays away. Debate rages: who shall be the single person—“Charles, George, or Richard?” Mr. Prin cries, “In King Charles’s!” March 3. Parliament names my Lord and Monk joint Generals at Sea; he tells me to attend him at noon.
At the Swan I drink with Pierce, Lambert, Creed, Howe; after sheep’s-head Tom reports Mother and Aunt Fenner ill. In my Lord’s coach he fears Monk “would sit the saddle” and tells me to press his sea commission. Money spent, wine flows, talk of Protector returns. 4 March: I hear Gunning on charity, dine with Mother, wrangle over religion. 5 March: theorbo strung, harbor feast; Parliament orders the Covenant rehung and hope for King grows. Shrove Tuesday in Whitehall garden my Lord offers, “Serve as secretary; King will come.” I consent, promise a purser’s berth to a sailor, while Uncle Tom begs a Poor-Knight place.
Mr. Day bursts in, reminds me it’s Shrove Tuesday, pulls me to the Bell. There Eglin, Veezy, Vincent, another, Tanner and I eat veal, capons, sausages, fritters, drown in wine, then play viols laughing. Home, I greet long-absent Kate Sterpin, then track Mrs. Jem and friend from a chamber to a room crammed with tag, rag, bobtail dancing; ashamed, I slip out. I drink with Sheply at the Lion, hurry home, post for J. Goods—my Lord will move to the Swiftsure. Westminster swarms with Lords; Overton defies Hull, Lawson pursues; all now toast the King, Monk feasts. My Lord’s kindness lets us rest glad.
Washington meets me on the road to Mr. Crew’s; he says G. Montagu will be 'Custos Rotulorum[4]' for Westminster and may name me Clerk of the Peace. My Lord fears it already promised. He carries me through Park, laments the year’s turns, yet offers counsel and help. At the office I pursue Le Squire’s place. We eat fish at Angel; later I draw £50 on Frank’s bill and drink with Uncle Wight. Father arrives, saying dying uncle means to make me heir and leave portions for the rest. I rest. Sir Arthur enters House, Rumpers throng; my Lord thinks Lambert hides from creditors in the Tower.
8th: At Whitehall I ask Blackburne to name Batters gunner in "Wexford." Westminster Hall grows uneasy as officers draft a protest against Charles, yet the General quashes it by noon. Jasper leads me to Lord, who orders me seize Admiralty money first. After taking wife to Paternoster Row for cloth I win the warrant on Treasurer Hutchinson. At the tavern Captain Holland explains profit from servants’ pay and urges the secretaryship; Sterry from Denmark reports the Swedish king dead and accuses Wade of £500 gain, which Wade denies. 9th: I coach with Lord and Mr. Dudley to Westminster and leave him in the Painted Chamber.
After a walk I tell my Lord I’m eager to sail with him; he agrees. At the office I write Downing, “Let Mr. Moore fill my seat, my bond shall answer for him.” Over dinner I show Hawly the letter and promise him £20 a year, which he applauds; Moore thanks me too. By coach I chase £500 for my Lord, secure his acquittance, and learn Blackburne must sideline Creed and guide me. Two hours at Harper’s leaves the hostess tipsy, me flushed, vowing, “No strong drink this week.” Writs issue under the Keepers, whispers of a treaty with the King; Monk scolds his troops.
On the 10th I meet Father and say, “I sail with my Lord; my wife shall stay with Mr. Bowyer.” He agrees. I fetch £500, leave £200 for Sheply, breakfast at the Sun with friends, then tell my wife; after tears she accepts Bowyer’s roof. I pay Mrs. Jem’s maid, hear Creed wants twin secretaries, and have my Lord deny him. The next day brings packing, washing, shopping, and a ride to Huntsmore to confirm her lodging, honey-nutmeg easing my cold. On the 13th, through rain, my Lord names me secretary and Creed deputy treasurer; errands, wine and Parliament talk end the day.
On the 14th petitions swarm my Lord, who passes them all to me. I gain half a piece backing a preacher, walk to James’s with Pierce, ask Monk’s secretary to move soldiers, glimpse the General. After dining at Whitehall I send cabbage to my wife, hire a Westminster lad as clerk, collect fleet records and seal from Creed, face rain and pack a sea chest. At dawn on the 15th baggage off, I bid friends farewell, clear debts, promise wife everything but books if I drown, share salmon and turkey, hear Parliament sit long and rumours of a foiled officers’ stir, then crawl to bed.
On the 16th I paid Vanly’s man the quarter rent, then took neat’s-tongue with Mr. Sheply and tailor Pim at the Rhenish Tavern. My wife and I dined at my father’s with Joyce Norton and Mr. Armiger; she bade farewell before tomorrow’s journey to Huntsmore, Bowyer pledging to ride with her. I ordered paper in Chancery Lane, worked awhile, and visited the Admiralty. Parliament strode through Westminster Hall, Speaker without mace, crowd murmuring of the King. At dusk a fellow erased ‘Exit tyrannus, Regum ultimus’ on the Exchange, lit a bonfire, and voices cried, “God bless King Charles the Second!”. I lay down heavy-hearted.
17th: I kissed my wife goodbye, gave her money and papers, fetched documents from Lord Sandwich, then watched her coach leave the Chequer with Bowyer. I dined, locked the house, and signed a will granting her all but my books for John. That night Sandwich sealed Williamson captain of the Harp, the man tipping me; I lodged with Crisps. 18th: barber Jervas shaved me and I tried to hire him, delivered the commission, ate with Shepley, heard Mossum pray “for the life of the King and his son,” joked over toasted cakes in Drury Lane, redeemed my lute from Blagrave, advised Crisps, and slept.
19th: business with my Lord oppressed me; at the Admiralty Blackburne feared the King’s return. While Shepley and I dined at Wilkinson’s, Monk’s lifeguard proclaimed Cavaliers and disbanded officers must quit town; Creed joked it meant “all God’s people” should leave. I drank with sea officers, took £25 from Wilday, crossed flooded streets, won Captain Stokes’s promise for Laud Crisp, played cards, and slept. 20th: I ordered the house for tomorrow’s voyage, packed my Lord’s letters, dined at Whitehall
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