
  CHAPTER 1 In the Beginning: A Tale of Two Countries


  
    When in the course of human events it becomes necessary for one people to dissolve the political bands which have connected them with another and to assume among the powers of the earth, the separate and equal station to which the Laws of Nature and of Nature’s God entitle them, a decent respect to the opinions of mankind requires that they should declare the causes which impel them to the separation.


    —THE DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE

  


  WE ALL LEARNED THE SAME NARRATIVE OF AMERICA’S COLONIAL FOUNDing. We heard it just as did our teachers, and their teachers before them.


  America was first settled by the Virginia Company in Jamestown, Virginia, in 1607. John Smith was the hero of that early settlement. Then, there was that cool story about the Indian princess Pocahontas. They struggled a long time, but eventually there were lots of plantations and Virginia became the Southern colonies.


  The Pilgrims on the Mayflower landed at Plymouth Rock in 1620. They had a rough start, but ultimately made a better go of it and celebrated with a big Thanksgiving dinner shared with the native Indians. Other uptight religious Puritans followed them and, lo, the whole place became New England.


  There were some Dutch down in New York, and sooner or later William Penn and the Quakers came to build the City of Brotherly Love in Pennsylvania and . . . swoosh . . . it’s 1776 and time to revolt against King George III and be America.


  That’s it. That’s the narrative of American colonial history known to one and all.


  Yet there are 150 years—six generations at least—between Plymouth Plantation and the mid-eighteenth century; that’s 150 years of our national consciousness, virtually unaccounted for in our American narrative. The population colonizing English North America went from a few hundred to 2.5 million; the Atlantic seaboard became thirteen separate colonies, each with their own capital and colonial government. Philadelphia, New York, and Boston blossomed as major British trading ports. How did this happen?


  These are decades of American experience that can offer wisdom to us today. With this lost history there are lost answers to the questions of who we are as an American people, and how we came to have the identity and the national consciousness that we do.


  In a sense, it’s rather understandable that we have forgotten this period of our national history. After all, through all those generations we were English and then British colonies. Our families and roots were in Great Britain; it was our common culture and history, commerce and language. The island three thousand miles across the North Atlantic was where our political allegiance lay and our government sprung. Even the clothing fashion of every generation was determined in London.


  When our independent colonial will prevailed and the United States of America emerged, it was only natural that we promote our own American identity—the American exceptionalism that allowed us to build a nation with an entirely new concept of government, and inevitably London became less “fashionable.” Family ties to the old country died out; new waves of settlers from Germany, Scandinavia, and the Mediterranean joined America’s welcoming arms and created a practical multiculturalism unlike the Western world had ever seen. Though Britain and its past remained our cultural wellspring and English its much-desired tongue, the essential Englishness of our early colonial beginnings and its events simply faded into the background.


  [image: image]


  [image: image]


  
    Near the town of Banbury, Sulgrave Manor was built in the mid-1500s by Laurence Washington. George’s great-grandfather, John Washington, emigrated from here to Virginia in 1656. Open to the public, the Manor flies the American flag in commemoration of our national connection.

  


  We have lost the seventeenth and early eighteenth century from our history—our founding and our maturing as a people. Fewer and fewer people over the generations have been able to make sense of that history. Who, what, when, where, and why were people motivated to make a three-month crossing on the North Atlantic aboard ships most of us wouldn’t take out on the Chesapeake, knowing they would never see home or family again, to land on and carve a life in a largely uncharted, sparsely inhabited wilderness? How and why did they build the varied societies that they did here in the New World colonies? How and why did they become America? How did they become us?


  The answers lie back in England. It took me decades of traveling the length and breadth of the island of Great Britain to appreciate just how deeply. Almost every town and city in Britain marks its connections to America, from Sulgrave Manor in Northamptonshire that was home to George Washington’s ancestors, to the Market Place in Wells where William Penn preached, to the dozens of towns and villages across East Anglia that lent their place-names to new communities in Massachusetts Bay Colony—such as Ipswich and Barnstable, Groton and Sudbury, Hingham and Essex.


  This narrative isn’t a proper history, simply a retelling of the tale. The story unfolds as a rich tapestry of intrepid people motivated to move across the ocean under sail to an unknown, expansive wilderness and an often hostile environment because of climate and a volatile and often violent indigenous people they were displacing.


  They were motivated to migrate for economic, political, family, and personal reasons, but the overarching motivation of seventeenth-century migration that stamped its character on the development of our several and united colonies was religion.


  It makes a fascinating story, because there is an element of unreality to it. In our generally “enlightened” and tolerant twenty-first century, we find it difficult to perceive that Christian differences in church belief, practice, and worship liturgy should cause two hundred years of warfare, persecution, torture, and judicial murder. Less pejoratively expressed, we find it difficult to understand how these things should be considered as important as they were. But they were, and the religious convictions of Anglicans, Congregationalists, Quakers, Catholics, Presbyterians, and Anabaptists all reverberate in our national and regional cultures to this day.


  For proper history, I have been enlightened by the narratives of Winston Churchill, Paul Johnson, Peter Ackroyd, and a cast of many. The one who knows, however, and lucidly writes the history is Brandeis historian David Hackett Fischer, whose Albion’s Seed and Liberty and Freedom have long inspired my own reflections.


  
    “History” is the cause and effect of the human race; one thing leads to another. It has always been thus. The conundrum anyone writing about history (that would be historiography) faces is determining where to start their account. American colonial history, though, inevitably begins in England. So, the question is where there to begin.
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  Over the last few decades, the populist American vision has been to ignore, denigrate, and overlook the very nature of America’s root ethos. Like Canada, New Zealand, and Australia, we were a settlement colony. We are wrapped in the silken bond Winston Churchill called simply “the English-speaking Peoples.”


  Of course, there is a uniqueness to our American identity. After all, we were the first nation in the world formed as an explicitly Protestant country. The documents of America’s founding, the Declaration of Independence and the Constitution, are the first instruments of government that were born out of a Reformation worldview. For all the other countries of “Western Civilization,” regardless of their religious or irreligious culture since the Enlightenment, their history lies in the medieval Catholicism that was indeed roughly “universal,” throughout Europe at least, until the sixteenth century.


  
    To Americans, a hundred years is a long time; to the British, a hundred miles is a long distance.

  


  What we lack here in America is any sense of history. For decades I have been describing the difference between British and Americans thus: To Americans, a hundred years is a long time; to the British, a hundred miles is a long distance.


  Here’s a brief imaginary journey. Along the coast of northern Massachusetts spilling over into New Hampshire, buildings stand in Ipswich, Newburyport, and Portsmouth that have been residences, taverns, and churches since the 1600s. Down in Virginia, every market town invites visitors to their “historic district,” which simply means that they have standing buildings predating our own Civil War—mid-nineteenth century. Travel out to Tulsa, Tucson, or Tacoma and try to find a structure built before 1900.


  That’s it. On our soil we can carve out a few hundred years, and often we don’t even think of history in terms beyond that. Because our nation began proximately in 1776, our national emotional intelligence begins our history then. Speaking in the broadest of generalizations, that is why to the nations of the world we often appear naïve and slapdash in our attitudes. They simply grow up with a longer, deeper frame of reference, and we are still regarded as the new kids on the block—with a chip on our shoulder. It is not like that, of course. We do have a history; we’ve simply chosen rather passively to ignore it.


  In one sense, we can date our history, now eight hundred years, to the sealing of Magna Carta on the meadows of Runnymede in June 1215. There beside the River Thames a few miles from Windsor, King John was forced to acquiesce to his barons and recognize rights under law that superseded the king’s prerogative. In broad terms, it established rule by law; it determined that the monarch (read chief executive officer) govern under the law, and not as its personal wellspring.


  Magna Carta was the beginning of jurisprudence and the rule of law as we understand it in the English-speaking nations (and much of the Western world), and is thus the meaningful charter of American history. The meadow at Runnymede is still a meadow today, on the busy A308 between Windsor and Staines. In a copse behind the field stands the Magna Carta memorial—a rotunda and plinth—inscribed with the legend “In Memory of Magna Carta—Foundation of Law.” Pointedly, the memorial was raised in 1957, and is maintained to this day, by the American Bar Association.


  It was a long, bloody, and hard struggle to get from Magna Carta in the thirteenth century to a contemporary understanding of representative democracy, and to our rule of law under the Constitution of the United States. In a matter of months, both King John and the barons reneged on their assurances in that treaty.


  Several decades later, the Second Baron’s War, fought over its principles, prompted England’s effectual ruler of the time, Simon de Montfort, eighth Earl of Leicester, to call for the first elected Parliament of what became the Commons. Known as the “Father of Parliament,” de Montfort died in the Battle of Evesham (1265), but Magna Carta and ultimately Parliament lived on. Every successive king for two hundred years was forced to reissue Magna Carta in one form or another—until Parliament was established enough to codify its provisions and the document itself evolved into what became known as English Common Law.


  
    The Magnitude of Magna Carta


    What has become known as Magna Carta—the Great Charter—has been recognized almost since its inception (not only by the British but all the English-speaking settler nations) as a seminal document on the slow road to constitutional, representative government.


    The charter King John was forced to seal under duress at Runnymede in 1215 did not create any judicial rights for the great majority of his subjects. The powerful landed nobility had little thought for the common tenants who worked their land and occupied their villages. The rights that the barons—the kingdom’s feudal tenants-in-chief—insisted upon codifying and protecting were their own. What Magna Carta did do, however, was acknowledge that the monarch was subject to the law and not above it—or worse still, that the king could make or change law by personal fiat.


    In what was essentially a treaty, its provisions prohibited imprisonment without charge and provided for swift adjudication—the basis of habeas corpus. It bound the king not to take any extrajudicial action against persons or property, or to tax the barons without their consent. It also provided a measure of legal protection to cities, boroughs, and ports, denying the king’s authority to arbitrarily curtail their liberties.


    Over eight hundred years, time has claimed most of the original thirteenth-century handwritten transcriptions of Magna Carta. Today only four copies remain extant. Two of them belong to the British Library; one copy is virtually illegible from damage by fire in 1731. The better copy is on public display in the Treasures Gallery at the British Library near London’s St. Pancras Station. A third copy belongs to thirteenth-century Salisbury Cathedral. It is on permanent display in Salisbury Cathedral’s Chapter House. The fourth surviving 1215 Magna Carta belongs to Lincoln Cathedral. Their copy has toured the world, lent out a number of times to highlight exhibitions on its historic threads. Now, it is displayed in a new state-of-the-art exhibition vault within the walls of Lincoln Castle.
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    There can be no more telling a symbol of America’s descent from the centuries of conflict and changing intellectual history in England that gave us common roots in the foundations of law and representative government than the Magna Carta Memorial beside the meadow of Runnymede where Magna Carta was sealed.

  


  Through the five centuries between when poor old King John was compelled to seal Magna Carta and the first permanent settlers landed on these western Atlantic shores lots of things happened. Bit by bit, English history records the movement of a people and an ethos that evolved from rule by monarchal decree and worth-by-birth to a world we recognize today. You can look it up!


  For the Atlantic colonies that became America, though, our story really begins on a battlefield in the East Midlands of England in 1485.


  
    A Helpful Transatlantic Lexicon


    It is easier to follow the story with an understanding of the specific uses of Old Country place-names.


    Great Britain, or Britain, is the island—largest of the British Isles. It is comprised of the southern kingdom of England, the northern kingdom of Scotland and the western historic principality of Wales. Each has its own identity, history, and national culture. From the time of the Norman Conquest, England had the dominant population, wealth, power, and feudal overlordship of Scotland and Wales. Centuries of warfare and ripples of dynastic conflict marked the island’s history for eight hundred years before the twentieth-century emergence of the United Kingdom, defined by the addition of the province of Northern Ireland to Great Britain.


    The unit of local government in Britain that corresponds to our states is the county. Place-names in Britain are most often identified by locality and historical county, such as Canterbury, Kent; Peterborough, Cambridgeshire; or Winchester, Hampshire.


    Population or form of local government has nothing to do with the distinction between a town and a city. Though today, city status is a designated honor, historically, a city was a place that had a cathedral. The headquarters of a church diocese and the seat of its bishop made a city. In the medieval world, this alone made them centers of wealth and political power. The smallest cathedral city in Britain is St. David’s, Pembrokeshire, Wales—population eighteen hundred.

  


  CHAPTER 2 The Backstory: Britain’s Rocky Reformation Sets the Stage


  
    There is a tide in the affairs of men, which taken at the flood, leads on to fortune. Omitted, all the voyage of their life is bound in shallows and in miseries. On such a full sea are we now afloat. And we must take the current when it serves, or lose our ventures.


    —WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE

  


  ON A BATTLEFIELD IN THE ENGLISH MIDLANDS


  The motivations and causes behind the English settlement of the Atlantic seaboard in the 1600s, and the differing ways that society evolved in the several American colonies, began long before the first colonists reached these shores. Historical currents always incubate long before they emerge into dramatic events.


  Our story really begins on the battlefield near Market Bosworth, Leicestershire, in August 1485. History knows it as the Battle of Bosworth Field. The battle effectively ended the generation-long Wars of the Roses, an interfamily conflict between the houses of Lancaster and York, branches of Plantagenets descended from King Edward III. The Yorkist King Richard III was killed in the battle against Henry Tudor, the Earl of Richmond and last feasible Lancastrian to challenge for the throne. Tudor took Richard’s crown and proclaimed himself King Henry VII.


  Historians have long considered Bosworth Field the last great medieval battle. Though there is evidence of early firearms, this was the last time battle was drawn between opposing armies of fully caparisoned, armored heavy cavalry. The war had preoccupied and decimated England’s nobility for more than a generation. It also ended three hundred years of Plantagenet dynasty and ushered in both the Tudors and the Renaissance.


  That’s the nickel version. But it wasn’t quite that simple for the new King Henry VII. All the battles and bloodshed that ended with his victory over Richard III came in an era when almost everyone took for granted the divine right of kings. In that worldview, the king was God’s anointed, God’s appointed to rule a people—in many eyes, God’s effective viceroy in the temporal kingdom. Regicide, the killing of the king, was quite simply the most horrendous sin and heinous crime that could be committed.


  Henry VII was king by right of conquest, not by right of birth. Regicide took one out of the spiritual protection of the church; Henry Tudor was fair game. A goodly percentage of the arms-bearing subjects of the new king would not have felt any moral necessity to support Henry, nor to oppose those who would overthrow him. There were plenty of the latter around. While there were many royal accomplishments in Henry VII’s reign, the great preoccupation of his years on the throne was protecting it, consolidating his power—and passing the throne on intact to his legitimate heir.


  KING HENRY VII’S DYNASTIC PASSION PLAY


  As for Richard III, his battered body was surreptitiously taken to Leicester and dumped with the brothers of Greyfriars Abbey. They buried the royal corpse in the abbey church in an unmarked grave. The story has all come to light in recent years with the highly unlikely discovery of his skeletal remains in late summer 2012, and with their ceremonial reburial in a royal tomb at Leicester Cathedral in 2015. At the time, however, the last thing Henry Tudor needed was for the tomb of the ex-king to become a place of pilgrimage and rallying symbol for his enemies.


  Passing the throne on to an heir was, in fact, the only way Henry Tudor could legitimize his own reign and that of his dynasty on the English throne. The stigma of his conquest would be erased. As these things happen, Henry had two sons, both of whom he raised from infancy to bear the responsibilities of power and learn the lessons of princes. Perhaps the greatest and most influential of these lessons was that the prime obligation of kingship was to assure the legitimate succession.
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    Lost for more than five hundred years, the remains of King Richard III were amazingly located by a team of archaeologists from the University of Leicester beneath a civic parking lot in the bustling modern city. While the circumstantial evidence might have been enough to conclude the identity of the skeletal remains, it was DNA testing that provided ultimate proof.

  


  
    The prime obligation of kingship was to assure the legitimate succession.

  


  Henry VII named his oldest son Arthur, born a year after Henry seized the crown in 1486. Arthurian romance was all the literary rage in the late fifteenth century. Henry deliberately hoped to tap into the currents of nationalism and pride reflected in the sage, heroic King Arthur of ancient legend. His second son, named Henry after him, was born in 1491 and intended for the church. In Henry VII’s grand vision, as Arthur became king, his younger brother would be elevated to Archbishop of Canterbury, giving the family effective control of both church and state.


  Henry VII’s campaign to fulfill this vision of his reign and legitimize his dynasty was well-orchestrated, at least in his own mind. Henry was an early master at spin and PR. Yes, a part of that campaign was to encourage a popular view of Richard III as a tyrant that had needed to be dethroned and of himself as an instrument of good for government and for the people. A century later, Shakespeare’s history-cum-tragedy Richard III (circa 1592) still served that Tudor cause.


  The coup de grace for Henry, though, was negotiating the marriage of young Prince Arthur to the Spanish princess, Catherine, youngest daughter of Queen Isabella of Castile and King Ferdinand of Aragon, and kin to the Holy Roman Emperor. It was to Henry’s and England’s advantage to make such a marriage pact, forming an Anglo-Spanish alliance to counter France.


  So, Prince Arthur and Catherine were married and shuttled off to Ludlow Castle in the Welsh Marches for a honeymoon in 1502—whereupon Prince Arthur soon died. This was, of course, a disaster for Henry VII’s plans. Fortunately, he did have Prince Henry waiting in the wings as a spare. Now that Henry was the heir to the throne, there was little reason for England and Spain to waste the newly negotiated alliance. So, Henry was soon betrothed to Catherine of Aragon in his brother’s stead (though he was only eleven at the time) and assumed the primary responsibility for producing a legitimate heir.


  I’M HENRY VIII, I AM


  In due course, Henry VII died, and in 1509 the second son, intended for the Church, succeeded to the throne as King Henry VIII instead, at age eighteeen. He promptly married Catherine of Aragon and was crowned in Westminster Abbey the next day.


  The years rolled by and Catherine, unremarkably for the time, had a succession of miscarriages, still births, and infant deaths. She delivered only one daughter that survived, the Princess Mary. Henry began to get uneasy as Catherine’s childbearing years grew short. And then he began to get desperate. Henry himself aged from being an athletic young buck and playboy to being a corpulent, demanding monarch. He became increasingly preoccupied with the reality that he had received no male heir by Queen Catherine.


  Through the late 1520s Henry proposed that his marriage to his brother’s widow was illegitimate on grounds of consanguinity. The Pope didn’t agree and would not annul his marriage to Catherine of Aragon. Henry appealed to the theological faculties of Europe. There were several years of dickering and frustrating negotiation, and then Henry’s change came. The old Archbishop of Canterbury, primate of England, died, and Henry succeeded in sliding into his office the pliable Thomas Cranmer.


  With Cranmer’s cooperation, Henry declared himself, not the Pope, to be the supreme head of the Church in England. In 1533, with the Act of Supremacy, Parliament agreed. The king’s marriage to Catherine was annulled; the Queen was deposed, with the title Princess Dowager, and she and her daughter, Mary, were shuttled off to a quiet retirement far from the court.


  Anne Boleyn, the sister of the king’s mistress (and one of Queen Catherine’s ladies-in-waiting) Mary Boleyn, was waiting to take her place—and promptly did. Over the next few years, Anne delivered Henry another daughter, Elizabeth, and had a couple of miscarriages, but there was no son. By now, Henry was beginning to get paranoid, and he was tired of the spirited and independent-minded Anne.


  In May 1536 Anne and five young men, including her brother, lost their heads on what are regarded as most certainly trumped-up charges of adultery. That freed Henry to marry another enticing lady of the court, Jane Seymour. In short order, Jane did finally deliver to a jubilant Henry the son for whom he was desperate: Edward. Unhappily, Jane died in childbirth. Perhaps unsurprisingly, it is said that the king loved her best of all his wives.


  In the meantime, all of Henry’s machinations with Catherine of Aragon and the Pope (who had excommunicated him) and the Catholic Church gave Henry some significant political problems in the turbulent religious climate of the sixteenth century. England’s King Henry VIII was never actually a Protestant himself, but he certainly needed Protestant allies now.


  Henry’s busy diplomatic service negotiated a marriage with the minor German Princess, Anne of Cleves, to align England with the Lutheran German states. When Anne of Cleves arrived in England for the wedding, Henry chivalrously went to meet his new bride—and took an instant dislike to her. Anne’s appearance had been depicted to Henry in a rather more favorable light than she appeared to him in person. Besides, he complained, she smelled and did not bathe. It is regarded highly doubtful that the subsequent marriage was ever consummated, and Anne was quickly shuffled out of sight to Richmond Palace to live out a comfortable, invisible nonexistence. The marriage was quietly annulled.
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    At the Tower of London on the banks of the Thames, both Queen Anne Boleyn and Queen Catherine Howard were beheaded on Tower Green. The central keep adjacent to it is the White Tower, standing since the reign of William the Conqueror and the oldest edifice in London.

  


  Besides, the foxy young Catherine Howard, daughter of one of his nobles, was waiting in the wings. Henry married her, but by now the aging king, now approaching fifty, was hardly a salubrious bedmate for a lively maiden of sixteen or seventeen. She found no attraction in the corpulent, sedentary, and demanding king. Catherine’s eye soon roved, followed by the rest of her. Henry was quite disappointed at having to send the pretty young queen and her lover, Thomas Culpeper, to the headsman.


  King Henry VIII’s metamorphosis from dashing young sportsman to grouchy, grossly overweight invalid had been spurred by a riding accident in 1536 that left Henry with a leg injury from which he never healed. The leg became ulcerated and kept the monarch literally off his feet for months that more or less stretched to years. Needless to say, his enforced sedentary lifestyle was not accompanied by a change in diet and eating habits. He married nice Protestant Catherine Parr, who nursed him through to his death in 1552, and then she married the man she really loved.


  
    King Henry’s Schizophrenic Theology


    Having been raised by his father for the Church, Henry VIII had received a thorough theological education (particularly for a layman). Henry had no sympathy for the new Lutheran heresies emanating from the Continent. In 1521 he wrote a book, Assertio Septum Sacramentorum Adversus Martinum Lutherum, which averred a strong loyalty to the papacy. As a result, Pope Leo X gave him the title of Defender of the Faith.


    When Henry denied papal primacy in England in 1532 and became himself head of the national Church, his theology (and strident antipathy to Lutheranism) did not otherwise change. While in later years, Henry’s theological musings modified his beliefs on clerical celibacy, transubstantiation, and the authority of the Church in secular affairs, he continued to regard himself a thoroughly devout Catholic throughout his life.

  


  The simplest rubric of Henry VIII’s six wives has long been remembered: divorced, beheaded, died; divorced, beheaded, survived.


  EXODUS AND EXECUTION UNDER QUEEN MARY


  King Henry’s son, as he and his own father dreamed, carried on the legitimate succession that motivated both their lives. Edward VI became king at the tender age of ten. He was to be guided to his majority by Protestant regents, most notably the able Duke of Somerset. Unhappily a sickly lad, Edward never reached his majority, dying at sixteen of tuberculosis (“consumption”) in 1558. As both Henry Tudors learned and Robert Burns penned, “the best laid plans schemes ’o mice an’ men gang oft aglee.”


  It must be one of the great ironies of history. After all the devices of Henry VIII to fulfill the prime directive received from his own father, his daughter, not a son, took the throne of England. Whether Europe was ready for a female monarch or not, they got one. Mary Tudor, daughter of the humiliated and cast-aside Catherine of Aragon, became Queen Mary. Oops.


  
    They could return to the Catholic Church; they could go into exile; they could die a painful death at the stake as heretics and apostates.

  


  Mary had been in exile with her mother for more than a decade, sharing her mother’s shame and bearing her own with the label of bastardy. As was her Spanish mother, Mary was devoutly Roman Catholic throughout this English “Reformation” to advance her father’s ends. She assumed the crown in 1553 full of righteous indignation and bitter resentment, determined that her holy duty as queen was to return England to the bosom of the Catholic Church.


  The faction in the Church of England that had remained true to the Catholic faith in the midst of Henry’s upheavals cheered Mary’s devout stand for the “true religion.” For almost everyone else, Mary’s five-year reign was a nightmare. This return to Catholicism was not optional for her subjects. In essence, they were faced with three choices. They could return to the Catholic Church; they could go into exile; they could die a painful death at the stake as heretics and apostates.


  Out in the counties, the villages, and the small towns of England, practical religion had often not changed much over the intervening decades. The parish church was served by the village priest. The church may have been the only stone building in town, and in many places, the priest the only literate man. The tumult of King Henry VIII’s political and religious problems did not touch their everyday life. That church governance business was played out by the upper echelons of the episcopacy—far removed from rural parishes where most English folk lived.


  These ordinary people were naturally Catholic, as had been their ancestors from time immemorial. Then, Henry became the national pontiff, and they were told that they were, well, kinda, sorta Protestant. Now, under Queen Mary, they were directed that they were Catholic again. They became Catholic easily enough, because what they were taught, what they believed, and how they worshipped had never changed to begin with.


  But it wasn’t so easy for everyone. The winds of Reformation had long been blowing in England. Oxford cleric John Wycliffe had stirred that wind back in the 1300s, and been persecuted for his translation of the Bible into the English language of the people, and his questioning of the authority of the Pope and the Roman curacy. His followers, called Lollards, had spread Wycliffe’s startling doctrines through the country before the ecclesiastical establishment successfully suppressed them.


  After Henry’s break from Rome, Protestant thought took hold particularly (and understandably, given the geography) in East Anglia and the counties of the East Midlands. Cambridge University was a hotbed of Protestant ideas making their way from the Continent (and the nearby Netherlands in particular). Along the eastern coast of England, there were many priests and young scholarly laymen who chose exile under Queen Mary’s ultimatum rather than face the alternatives. Where they went, again understandably enough, was Zurich, Geneva, and Frankfurt—the centers of Protestant thought and Reformed theology.


  
    The Wycliffe Bible


    An Oxford don, cleric, and theologian, John Wycliffe (1329– 1384), was dissatisfied with the Church of his day and became convinced the Bible should be available to people in the vernacular of their own English tongue. Over several years to publication in its entirety in 1382, Wycliffe and a small number of unknown translators conspiring with him rendered the complete Latin Vulgate word-for-word into English—the first translation of the Bible into the English language. It was a functional translation, but often very obscure and unreadable. The original “edition” was published and subsequently copied by hand for some sixty years before print. The Wycliffe Bible was suppressed by the Catholic Church. Wycliffe died two years later, before the persecution could catch up with him.

  


  Left in England was a remnant for whom neither forced conversion to Catholicism nor exile from Britain was a practical or moral option. For those, Mary was as good as her word. Many scores of individuals were put to death for failing to recant their Protestant faith, often by burning at the stake, commonly with inhuman physical torture a prelude to death. Perhaps the most famous of these were the trio of Anglican bishops—Nicholas Ridley, Hugh Latimer, and Archbishop of Canterbury Thomas Cranmer—whose death at the stake is commemorated by Martyrs Memorial, one of the most iconic landmarks in Oxford. These were the years recorded in the famous Foxe’s Book of Martyrs. This is the Queen known as Bloody Mary.


  The bitter queen found herself in the same situation that her father had been in—in the crosshairs of Europe’s tense religious politics. She was the untested “frail female” monarch, who needed to make a politically advantageous marriage—and did, to King Philip II of Spain, Europe’s most powerful Catholic monarch. On her part, Mary loved Philip dearly. He saw her island as a prize, and sent a surrogate to stand in for him at the wedding.


  Philip never actually lived with Mary in England at all, although he visited from time to time. A few years went by and the court and the country began to expect Mary to get pregnant and deliver an heir to the throne. So did she. At last, Queen Mary began to show signs of a baby bump, and she let it get around that she was indeed with child.


  In Biblical phrase, the time was accomplished when she should be delivered, yet no baby made an appearance. As the days stretched into weeks, Mary began to be a laughing stock of the court and beyond. Her supposed pregnancy had masked a more somber reality: Queen Mary’s bump was a tumor. She died of the cancerous growth, in humiliation, only months later, in 1558.


  THE CHILD OF REFORMATION BRINGS PROTESTANT ASCENDENCY


  In the meantime, Mary’s half sister, Elizabeth, had been living quietly away from the court and limelight. It was only by the most skillful exercise of her wits that she remained untouched by the religious passions of the day—and kept her own head. Now, that head in its turn would wear England’s crown.


  Elizabeth, daughter of Anne Bolyen, already called the Child of the Reformation, came to the throne in her own right as England’s first Protestant monarch. With the exception of the relatively small number of devout, committed Catholics, most of England breathed a collective sigh of relief. While Elizabeth was loyal to the Church of England, her church was a Protestant one, outside the sphere of the Pope and the Church of Rome. Little else was yet decided.


  
    Now in the last decades of the sixteenth century, the English Reformation really began.

  


  With the young Protestant queen and a secure Protestant ascendancy, however, those hundreds of conscience exiles to the Continent were free to come home to England. While they left under the clouds of persecution, though, they returned with missionary zeal. Those years in places such as the Zurich of Ulrich Zwengli and the Geneva of John Calvin had schooled them in Reformation theology and sharpened their conviction in the worldview-changing Protestant doctrines: sola fide, sola gratia, sola scriptura: only faith, only grace, only Scripture.


  These men had fled to the Continent as individual refugees of conscience. They returned to East Anglia, to London and the Midlands—and to Cambridge—with an identity and a sense of purpose. The Church of England had been taken out of the Church of Rome. Now, it was time to take Rome out of the Anglican Church. These were the Puritans. Now, in the last decades of the sixteenth century, the English Reformation really began.


  CHAPTER 3 Queen Elizabeth and a New World


  
    I do not so much rejoice that God hath made me to be a Queen, as to be a Queen over so thankful a people.


    —ELIZABETH I

  


  QUEEN ELIZABETH (SHE DIDN’T BECOME “I,” OF COURSE, UNTIL THERE was a Queen Elizabeth II) took the throne facing a difficult realm and a dangerous world for England. Religious upheaval and religiously inspired conflict shuddered through Europe as clear lines had been drawn on the religious map. The Germanic states and Alsace, Switzerland, Scandinavia, and the Netherlands became Protestant. The Mediterranean countries remained Roman Catholic. The most powerful of those was Spain—with dire grievances against England for its treatment of Catherine of Aragon and her daughter, and for its national apostasy against the true Church. Besides, Philip II never did manage to get his hands on England.


  Elizabeth had her own foibles and blind spots, certainly. In sum, however, she navigated the shoals of sixteenth-century geopolitics with aplomb. As well she knew, she herself was the biggest prize in the international commodity market. Elizabeth’s marriage into one of the royal European houses would ipso facto create a formidable alliance. And so, Elizabeth kept Europe, as well as her own interested nobility, waiting. For two decades she kept them waiting, flirting first with one, then another, possibility. Throughout, she shared a lifelong flirtation (at least) with childhood playmate Robert Dudley, whom she named the Earl of Leicester.


  When it came to religion, Elizabeth was equally savvy and noncommittal. She clearly supported
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  FOLLIES OF THE QUEEN OF SCOTS
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  EXPANDING THE ELIZABETHAN WORLD


  

  
    
  


  

  

  THE VANISHING COLONY OF ROANOKE ISLAND
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  ENDGAME FOR THE TUDOR DYNASTY


  

  

  

  APPENDIX A Time Line of Colonial Events


  1497—John Cabot discovers the coast of North America


  1587—Sir Walter Raleigh attempts and fails at the lost colony of Roanoke Island


  1607—The successful (barely) plantation of a first permanent English settlement on Jamestown Island


  1608—Samuel Champlain establishes the colony of New France at Quebec City


  1620—The self-exiled Pilgrims and company land the Mayflower at Plymouth


  1630—Massachusetts Bay Colony begins with a Puritan flotilla


  1642—Parliament and the king come to arms in the English Civil War


  1650—The Puritan Commonwealth changes colonial migration


  1660—Restoration of the monarchy turns the New World wheel


  1675—King Philip’s bloody War


  1682—William Penn’s first colonists arrive in Pennsylvania


  1716—Settlement begins in the Backcountry


  1733—The establishment of Georgia completes the thirteen colonies


  1744—King George’s War: only a prelude


  1754—French and Indians: the Seven Years’ War begins


  1759—Battle of Quebec decides the end of New France


  1765—The Stamp Act begins America’s march to independence
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