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    John Evelyn’s diary turns private observation into a record of how a life of curiosity and conscience meets the upheavals of history.

The Diary of John Evelyn is a work of life writing by the English writer John Evelyn, composed across the seventeenth century and centered on England while ranging into continental Europe. Known through its posthumous publication from Evelyn’s manuscripts, it belongs to the tradition of the diary and memoir, yet it often reads with the breadth of social history. Its pages place the reader close to the daily texture of an age marked by political change, intellectual energy, urban growth, and recurring vulnerability to disaster, all filtered through the disciplined attentiveness of a cultivated observer.

Rather than offering a tightly plotted narrative, the book presents a long, cumulative account of experience: travel, study, public events, private duties, conversations, books, gardens, buildings, and the shifting conditions of national life. Evelyn records what he sees and values, and in doing so creates a portrait not only of himself but of the world around him. The premise is simple and enduring: a reflective individual keeps track of his time with unusual seriousness. Readers encounter a mind trying to preserve memory, order impressions, and extract meaning from an eventful era.

The reading experience depends less on suspense than on presence. Evelyn’s voice is measured, observant, and composed, with a habit of noting particulars that can make even brief entries vivid. His style moves easily between personal remembrance and outward description, so that intimate concerns stand beside public ceremonies, urban scenes, and moments of crisis. The tone is generally sober and thoughtful, often animated by moral judgment, intellectual curiosity, and aesthetic appreciation. This combination gives the diary a distinctive texture: restrained but not cold, learned but rarely detached from lived reality.

Several themes give the diary its lasting coherence. It is deeply concerned with memory and record keeping, with the effort to preserve experience against loss and change. It also explores the relationship between private life and public history, showing how large events are absorbed into the routines and responsibilities of an individual. Alongside this runs a strong interest in civility, religion, learning, architecture, and the care of the natural world. Evelyn’s recurring attention to gardens, landscapes, and built environments reflects a broader question about how human beings should order, improve, and inhabit their surroundings.

The book still matters because it demonstrates how firsthand testimony can enlarge historical understanding without losing human scale. Modern readers, accustomed to information arriving in fragments, may find in Evelyn’s steady method a different model of attention: patient, comparative, and ethically alert. His diary shows that the ordinary and the extraordinary are not separate realms but parts of the same lived continuum. It also reminds readers that cultural life is shaped not only by rulers and battles but by readers, travelers, householders, observers, and citizens who notice what their age is becoming.

For contemporary audiences, The Diary of John Evelyn offers both historical access and a lesson in perception. It preserves the sensibility of a seventeenth-century writer while remaining legible as a meditation on continuity, disruption, and responsible observation. One need not approach it only as a document; it can also be read as a sustained exercise in attention, where taste, duty, belief, and curiosity continually meet. That is why the diary endures: it reveals a person trying to live intelligently within unsettled times, and it invites readers to consider how their own age might look when seen with equal care.
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    The Diary of John Evelyn is the extensive personal record kept by the seventeenth-century English writer, courtier, and virtuoso John Evelyn. Written across decades and published after his death, it combines memoir, travel narrative, political observation, and notes on religion, science, and manners. The work begins by placing Evelyn within a cultivated and devout gentry world shaped by education, family connections, and early curiosity. From the outset, his journal reveals a disciplined observer intent on recording buildings, ceremonies, landscapes, books, and people, while also situating private experience within the wider movements of English and European public life.

A major early movement of the diary follows Evelyn’s continental travels during the 1640s. Visiting France, Italy, and other parts of Europe, he records art, architecture, gardens, relics, libraries, fortifications, and courtly customs with unusual range. These passages show how strongly travel informs his standards of taste and improvement, and they establish his lifelong interest in ordering knowledge. The diary also notes the unsettling background of civil conflict in England, which shapes his position and choices even when he is abroad. Personal devotion and refined curiosity are joined throughout, giving the narrative both moral seriousness and cosmopolitan breadth.

As the record turns more fully toward England’s political upheavals, Evelyn appears as a loyal royalist navigating a period of civil war, republican rule, and uncertainty. He does not frame the diary as a systematic history, yet his entries accumulate into a valuable witness account of changing regimes and social temper. Alongside public events, he notes his marriage, household management, friendships, and intellectual pursuits, keeping domestic life in constant relation to national affairs. This balance is central to the work: the diary asks how a conscientious individual should live, observe, and preserve civility when institutions and allegiances are under intense strain.

The Restoration provides one of the diary’s most important phases. With the return of Charles II, Evelyn moves closer to the court and to circles concerned with administration, reform, and learned exchange. He observes ceremonies, urban life, patronage, and the habits of the political elite with a mixture of access and reserve. His interests extend beyond spectacle toward practical questions of improvement, including architecture, planting, public order, and the conduct of institutions. The diary’s value here lies not only in what it records about restored monarchy, but in how it measures ideals of virtue and usefulness against the realities of power and fashion.

Evelyn’s account of London’s great crises deepens the diary’s public importance. His entries on the plague and the Great Fire are among the most noted sections, presenting scenes of fear, disruption, and large-scale change through the eyes of an attentive resident. Even in catastrophe, he remains concerned with material detail, civic response, and the prospects for rebuilding and reform. These episodes do not stand apart from the rest of the journal; rather, they intensify themes already present: the fragility of human arrangements, the need for moral steadiness, and the possibility that disaster may expose both institutional weakness and opportunities for renewal.

Across later portions, the diary broadens into a sustained record of learned and social culture. Evelyn writes about gardens, collections, experiments, books, church life, and conversation with prominent contemporaries, while continuing to note family matters, bereavements, and the passage of time. His perspective is that of a cultivated Christian moralist attentive to both refinement and decay. Because he moves among artists, officials, clergy, and natural philosophers, the journal offers a cross-section of Restoration and post-Restoration intellectual life without becoming narrowly specialized. It remains a personal document first, but one constantly enriched by public observation and reflective judgment.

Taken as a whole, The Diary of John Evelyn endures as more than a chronological memoir. It offers a long view of a life lived through revolution, restoration, urban disaster, and cultural change, while preserving the habits of close observation that make private notes historically revealing. Its central concerns include memory, duty, improvement, piety, and the relation between inward character and public events. The diary’s lasting resonance lies in this union of witness and reflection: Evelyn records a changing world with composure and curiosity, leaving a work that continues to illuminate seventeenth-century England without depending on dramatic revelation alone.
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    John Evelyn (1620–1706) lived through one of the most turbulent periods in English history, and his diary records that changing world from the perspective of a learned gentleman, courtier, and observer. Born into a prosperous Surrey family during the reign of James I, he came of age under Charles I as tensions sharpened between crown and Parliament. His writing spans the later Stuart age, linking local English life to wider European developments. Because Evelyn traveled, read widely, and moved among scholars, clergy, officials, and nobles, his diary places private experience within the broader political, religious, and intellectual currents of seventeenth-century Britain.

The outbreak of the English Civil Wars in 1642 shaped the political background of Evelyn’s early adult life. Conflict between royal authority and parliamentary power, intensified by disputes over taxation, religion, and governance, led to armed struggle across the kingdoms. Evelyn, whose sympathies were royalist, witnessed the dislocation produced by war and the collapse of established institutions. The execution of Charles I in 1649 and the creation of the Commonwealth transformed England’s constitutional order. His diary is informed by these upheavals, recording how public instability affected travel, patronage, worship, and elite social life in both England and abroad.

During the Interregnum, when England was governed first as a republic and then under Oliver Cromwell’s Protectorate, Evelyn spent important years on the Continent. He traveled in France and Italy and also resided in the Dutch Republic, where he encountered Catholic and Protestant cultures, princely courts, urban commerce, and sophisticated artistic traditions. These experiences broadened his frame of reference beyond England’s domestic crisis. His observations belong to a wider seventeenth-century pattern in which educated travelers compared governments, churches, architecture, gardens, and manners across Europe. The diary therefore reflects not only English events but also the international world that informed Restoration tastes and ideas.

Religion was central to the age and to Evelyn’s outlook. Seventeenth-century England remained marked by disputes among Anglicans, Puritans, Catholics, and various dissenting groups over doctrine, ceremony, church governance, and royal supremacy. Changes in regime brought repeated changes in ecclesiastical policy, affecting worship and public conformity. Evelyn remained attached to episcopal Anglicanism and recorded services, sermons, and religious customs with close attention. His entries reflect the continuing importance of the Church of England as an institution tied to monarchy, learning, and social order. At the same time, his continental travels exposed him to Catholic practice, helping explain the comparative breadth and observational precision of many passages.

The Restoration of Charles II in 1660 is one of the defining contexts for Evelyn’s diary. The return of the monarchy reestablished the Stuart court, the episcopal church, and older forms of patronage, while also creating a new political culture shaped by memory of civil war. Evelyn moved within circles connected to the restored court and public service, and his record captures the ceremonial revival, diplomatic concerns, and social ambitions of the period. Yet Restoration England was not simply a return to the past: it was also an era of fiscal experimentation, expanding overseas trade, and sharper party and confessional tensions. Evelyn’s observations register both renewal and fragility.

Evelyn wrote at a time when scientific inquiry and organized intellectual exchange gained new institutional strength. He was an early member of the Royal Society, chartered in 1662, which sought to advance knowledge through experiment, observation, and correspondence. His interests in horticulture, architecture, natural philosophy, and practical improvement place him firmly within this culture of inquiry. The diary reflects the values associated with the early Scientific Revolution: curiosity about nature, attention to material processes, and confidence that disciplined investigation could benefit society. Evelyn’s engagement with books, collections, gardens, and technical projects shows how scholarship and practical reform were linked in Restoration England.

Several major crises of the 1660s and later Stuart period provide essential context for the diary’s most cited passages. The Great Plague of London in 1665 and the Great Fire of 1666 exposed the vulnerability of a rapidly growing capital and prompted new concern with urban order, public health, rebuilding, and architecture. The Anglo-Dutch wars, fears of Catholic influence, and later political struggles under Charles II and James II further shaped public life. Evelyn also wrote about environmental conditions, most famously London’s coal smoke in Fumifugium, reflecting contemporary anxieties about commerce, population, and the city. These contexts deepen the diary’s urban and civic perspective.

As a historical source, The Diary of John Evelyn reflects the values and limits of a cultivated Anglican royalist living through revolution, restoration, and the early modern expansion of knowledge. It does not present a neutral chronicle; rather, it filters events through the assumptions of rank, piety, loyalty, and civility that mattered deeply in Stuart England. That perspective is precisely what makes the work valuable. Evelyn records how institutions, disasters, ceremonies, travel, and intellectual life were experienced by an informed contemporary. The diary thus both mirrors its era and quietly critiques it, especially where political disorder, moral decline, or civic neglect threatened the ordered society he admired.
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Among Charles II's diarists, John Evelyn stands to Samuel Pepys as decorum to indecorum; Pepys's lively shamelessness outshines Evelyn's restraint as a zoological garden outdoes a museum, though museums still matter. Without Pepys, Evelyn would have seemed first of his age, for if he cannot paint the bustling world, he paints himself exactly. In him appears a whole class: the polished, sober, untitled English gentry, loyal to Church and King yet not extreme, knowing Court life without becoming courtiers, preferring country to town, moderate in politics, and fitted, while speaking only for himself, to utter that class's mind on Commonwealth, Restoration, Stuarts, and Revolution.
His Diary opens with his years abroad, though a loyalist in Italy while his King fought needed excuse; his family estates lay under Parliament's hand, and his absence preserved both him and, later, his record. As a seventeenth-century sightseer he notes exactly what such a traveler should: curious about everything, devoted to nothing, enjoying landscapes without their poetry, valuing antiquity yet often taking more pleasure in modern works. He is sensible on foreign customs, vivid on galley slaves and Venetian women's dress, and finds the Alps "melancholy and troublesome." Back in England he detests Charles I's execution and the suppression of Anglican worship, yet submits until change seems practical.
He greets the Restoration with joy, then recoils from Court scandal, and more from Charles's friendship with Catholic powers against Protestant states. The Duke of York's conversion wounds him; James's church policy deepens his anger; political tyranny moves him less. At last he welcomes the Prince of Orange as deliverer and remains William's dutiful subject, proving that for English gentry "Church and King" meant Church first. So the Diary serves less to fix dates than to show moral and political change, widening at last into sympathy across parties. Its dark note comes on October 14, 1688: "No guns from the Tower... Wonderful expectation of the Dutch fleet. Public prayers ordered... against invasion.
EDITOR'S INTRODUCTION
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Evelyn lived through the reigns of Charles I, Cromwell, Charles II, James II, and William, noting whatever seemed worth remembering. He knew Charles II and James II personally, moved closely among their ministers and the leading clergy and laymen, and drew learned visitors from abroad. He loved monarchy and was attached to Charles II and James II from their days in Paris, yet hated arbitrary rule. Firm in the Church of England, he still kept generous charity toward those who differed. In 1659 he wrote, "For the rest, we must commit to Providence... only let us possess ourselves in patience and charity. This will cover a multitude of imperfections.
He spoke moderately of Roman Catholics, though he distrusted Jesuits deeply, blaming them for James II's disasters and the Protestant persecutions in France and Savoy. He moved with remarkable prudence, keeping friends at Cromwell's court while corresponding with Sir Richard Browne in Paris and honoring the King without abandoning a fallen minister. Skilled in French, Italian, and Spanish, acquainted with learned men and craftsmen, welcomed by great men and admired women alike, he somehow found time to publish books, draft many papers, and maintain vast correspondence in his own hand, often sitting up past midnight. His wife matched him in mind, art, household care, and affection.
His family rose in Surrey through George Evelyn's gunpowder works and estates at Long Ditton, Godstone, and Wotton, whose branches later gained baronetcies. Though his father was wealthy, his first schooling came from the village master above Wotton Church; he spoke humbly of later study and disliked the law, calling it "an impolished study." In 1641 he toured France, Flanders, and Holland, served briefly as a volunteer, then abandoned joining Charles I at Brentford when ruin seemed certain and took the King's leave to travel. He dreamed of retirement, yet his active spirit resisted solitude, despite letters praising Cowley's quiet life. At Deptford under Cromwell, he stayed a Royalist, avoided the Covenant, published "An Apology for the Royal Party," and issued "The Late News, or Message from Brussels Unmasked" in the King's service.
After the Restoration he was often at Court, busy in public offices while still devoted to study, especially the Royal Society, for which he worked actively, securing Mr. Howard's library, and in 1667 helping bring the Arundelian Marbles to Oxford. From 1662 onward he served on commission after commission: reforming London's buildings, streets, encumbrances, and hackney coaches; examining the Lord Mayor over Gresham's charities; regulating the Mint; caring for the sick and wounded in the Dutch wars; repairing St. Paul's before the fire; regulating saltpetre; and later serving on Trade and Plantations, the Privy Seal, and Greenwich Hospital, where he laid the first stone.
In 1698 the Czar of Muscovy wanted Sayes Court because it stood near the King's dockyard at Deptford, and he was allowed to use it while learning shipbuilding. He left such destruction behind that Evelyn received £150 compensation, grieving most for his famous holly hedge, which Czar Peter delighted in wrecking by riding through it in a wheelbarrow. In October 1699 his elder brother George died, aged eighty-three and without male issue, and he inherited the family estate. The next May he left Sayes Court for Wotton, keeping a London house. In the great storm of 1703, more than a thousand trees fell within sight of his home.
He died in London on 27 February 1705–6, in his eighty-sixth year, and was buried at Wotton; his wife lived nearly three years longer and was buried beside him. Of his children, a son dead at five and a daughter dead at nineteen were almost prodigies; one daughter was happily settled, another died within months of marriage, and his only son to reach manhood shared his love of learning and published several works. His hardest service was tending sick and wounded seamen, traveling constantly, begging funds, seeing men left in streets when lodging failed, struggling over accounts, and proposing an infirmary at Chatham that was never built.
Walpole praises Evelyn as a man he could hardly deny a place among the arts he loved, promoted, and patronized; his few faults were slight, the worst being that he knew more than he shared. Across eighty-six years, he pursued inquiry, study, curiosity, instruction, and benevolence, examining creation, aiding human imperfection, informing his prince, helping all around him, promoting the Royal Society, supporting the learned and poor, winning the Arundelian Marbles and Library, and defending active life over solitude. Buried by Wotton Church, his tomb declares, “all is vanity which is not honest,” and “there is no solid wisdom but in real Piety.
DIARY OF JOHN EVELYN.
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I was born at Wotton in Surrey, at twenty minutes past two on Tuesday, October 31, 1620, after seven years of my parents’ marriage and three earlier children. My father, Richard, was strong, temperate, keen-eyed, wise, exact, hospitable, just, and so steady I never knew him betray passion; he held high office and a rich estate. My mother, Eleanor Standsfield, was dark-eyed, grave, devout, prudent, and dearly lamented. Wotton, my birthplace and my father’s ancient house, stands amid noble views, woods, streams, gardens, fountains, and good neighbors, an honorable seat now graced by my worthy brother and his lady.

Table of Contents
At baptism I was given my grandfather’s name; my mother’s father, a sister of Sir Thomas Evelyn, and Mr. Comber stood for me, and Parson Higham christened me in the dining-room. Then, because of my mother’s weakness or custom, I was put to nurse with Peter’s wife in a sweet, wooded place by the hills and streams, whose solitude I drank in with her milk, staying till January 1622. My first clear memory came in 1623: my youngest brother in his nurse’s arms. Near four, Frier taught us in Wotton church-porch, while all talked of Gondomar, the Spanish match[1], and Europe’s troubled wars.
In 1625 my father sent me to Lewes to my grandfather Standsfield, amid plague, strict watches on the roads, and soon after a fever that nearly killed me. In 1626 Chanterell painted my portrait. In 1627 my grandfather died; I remember his funeral, the monument raised for him, South Malling church’s consecration, and that I laid one of its first stones. From 1628 I learned Latin and writing from Citolin, a Frenchman. I remember the muster for Rhè, waking to hear Buckingham was slain by Felton, my lasting passion for drawing, school under Mr. Potts, then Southover under Edward Snatt, my grandmother’s marriage to Mr. Newton, and the joy at the Prince of Wales’s birth.
In 1631 dearth drove corn high, and I began noting matters in a blank almanac; Castlehaven’s trial and Princess Mary’s birth filled talk. In 1632 my eldest sister married Edward Darcy; I was called into Surrey, refused Eton through fear, saw London, dined at Beddington, then returned to Lewes. In 1633 my father served as sheriff with 116 liveried servants and was later vexed by Judge Richardson, yet came off honorably. My sister Darcy died in 1634, and my mother in 1635, after blessing each child, charging my father with our care, and urging funeral expense be given to the poor. In 1637 I was entered at the Middle Temple, left school in April, and went on to Oxford.
On 10 May 1637 I entered Balliol as a Fellow-commoner, and on the 29th was matriculated at St. Mary's, signed the Articles, and took the oaths. My father had thought of placing me with Mr. Bathurst at Trinity, yet sent me instead to Mr. George Bradshaw at Balliol, lest another tutor take offense, and because Fellow-commoners there escaped no exercises. Bradshaw had ability, but his ambition and feud with Dr. Lawrence left little care for pupils, so I attached myself to Mr. James Thicknesse and profited by his learned kindness. Dr. Parkhurst ruled first, then Dr. Lawrence, severe but restoring discipline.
In my time came Nathaniel Conopios from Greece, the first man I ever saw drink coffee. Once settled under Laud's strict order, I gave the library several books. On 2 July I first received the blessed Sacrament in the college chapel, Mr. Cooper preaching, and spent the following days visiting the colleges and rarities of the University. I traveled home, to Lewes, and back; on 5 November received Communion again, with Prouse, "a mad one," preaching; in December performed my exercises and declaimed. At Christmas, leaping from a table during an Exeter comedy, I smashed my right leg badly and was confined till near Easter.
In 1638 I entered dancing and vaulting, heard sermons, and gladly took charge of my own expenses. That summer I visited Lewes, Houghton, Portsmouth, saw the fortifications, crossed to the Isle of Wight, and returned by Chichester. A quartan ague held me till December. Back at Oxford in 1639, I turned to music, made a pleasure journey, was confirmed at St. Mary's, and received my brother Richard as chamber-fellow. In 1640 I saw the King ride in state to the Short Parliament, went to the Middle Temple, watched tumults grow, followed my ailing father to Bath, and on 24 December lost him; on 2 January we buried him at Wotton.
On 15 April 1641 I went to London to witness Strafford’s trial in Westminster Hall, where Lords, Commons, the King, Queen, Prince, and nobles looked on, Arundel serving as High Steward. On 27 April the young Prince of Orange arrived from Holland to court the King’s eldest daughter. That night the Duke of Richmond was borne in effigy with great pomp to Westminster Abbey. On 12 May I saw on Tower Hill Strafford’s head struck off, though no standing law reached his case and one was made for his ruin. On 24 May I returned to Wotton, and on 28 June came again to London.
Next day I sat to Vanderborcht for my portrait at Arundel House, and thought of Hollar, his skilled friend, who etched Strafford’s trial and death, many scenes of the troubles, cities, landscapes, portraits, and treasures from Arundel’s vast collection. I gave my picture to my sister Jane, resolved to leave this darkening kingdom. On 15 July, after renewing my oath and getting a pass, I went with Mr. Caryll to Gravesend for Holland, viewed the blockhouses there and at Tilbury, then on 19 July rode to Rochester and Chatham to see the Royal Sovereign, glorious and costly. Returning that evening, we embarked on 21 July and landed at Flushing next noon.
Eager to overtake the army before Genep, we went from Flushing to Middleburg and De Vere, then through sea-wasted places to Dort, where I saw the great church, the senate house of the synod, and a famed “Passion.” I hurried to Rotterdam, saw church, exchange, Erasmus’s statue and birthplace, then through Delft to the Hague, where I kissed the Queen of Bohemia’s hand on a fasting day of mourning. By Leyden, Utrecht, and Rynen I reached Nimeguen, and on 2 August the camp at Genep. I was received a volunteer, watched the lines, lodged in tent and hut, visited a friary, and viewed trenches, mines, and the wheel-bridge.
On 8 August I dined in the horse-quarters with Sir Robert Stone and his lady, Sir William Stradling, and other Cavaliers. The cheer was good, but the drinking hard for one so young, and, satisfied enough with camps and sieges, I left the leaguer on 12 August aboard the Waal with three grave divines, who spent much of the voyage disputing the lawfulness of church music. We sailed by Teil, landed freight, touched at Bommell with English in garrison, passed strong Lovestein, famed for Grotius escaping in a book trunk by his lady’s stratagem, and lay at stout frontier Gorcum.
On 13 August we reached Rotterdam during the fair, so crowded with pictures, especially landscapes and drolleries, that I marveled, bought some, and sent them into England. There I first saw an elephant, huge yet nimble, obedient, and marvelously strong in its proboscis, and also a pelican, a four-legged cock with two rumps and vents, and a hen with great spurs from her sides. On the 17th I passed through Delft, saw the rich monuments of William of Nassau and Maurice, the senate-house, and the wooden vessel worn through town by a woman with two husbands. Next day we went to Ryswick.
We returned to the Hague on 19 August, visited the Prince’s Court with its gardens, statues, fountains, artificial music, and a great hall hung with colors taken from the Spaniards, then traveled through Delft, Rotterdam, the Hague, Leyden, and Haarlem to Amsterdam. There I saw the Jews’ synagogue on Saturday, their burial field at Overkirk, and a grave where books lay with a learned rabbi; I raked out several Hebrew volumes. I visited the Spin-house, hospitals, the senate-house, heard an English sermon, lodged with a Brownist, saw schools, workhouses, the Exchange dog-market, then the Briloft’s waterworks, music, and candles spouting water.
The Kaiser's Graft stretched broad and long, like a city set in a forest, with lime trees before every house and along the fair aqueduct, neatly wharfed and street-paved with Klincard brick. This part of Amsterdam, won from the sea and raised on costly piles, teemed with merchants beyond any mart in the world, and its entrance showed magnificent buildings and churches. At St. Nicholas I climbed up, asking whether the chimes moved by engine, and found a player reading tablature and striking keys below the bells. Nearby all was clatter and confusion; in the streets the music was exact and sweet. The south church shone with black and white marble, the west stood new-built, and Holland’s churches kept their organs, lamps, and monuments.
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On St. Bartholomew’s day I visited booksellers, bought maps from Hondius and Bleaw, shells and Indian curiosities elsewhere, and returned by the straight ten-mile river to Haerlem. They showed me a cottage of a widow once married to her twenty-fifth husband, now forbidden to wed again, though none could prove she had killed the others. Haerlem pleased me greatly: a noble Gothic church, two silver bells from Damietta rung nightly, rich brass branches, fine organs used only before and after worship, and two ship models recalling the saws that cut Damietta’s chain. After the church, fish-market, and printing inquiry, I returned to Leyden.
At Leyden I climbed the steep artificial castle-mount, saw many fair churches, and Joseph Scaliger’s plain tomb. On 28 August 1641 the magnificus professor questioned me in Latin about my lodging, name, age, birth, and faculty, entered it in a book, made me swear to keep the university statutes, gave me an excise-free ticket, and took a rix-dollar. I saw Dan. Heinsius, Elzevir’s celebrated shop, the physic-garden, and the anatomy-school with skeletons from whale to spider, plus the knife cut from a drunken Dutchman’s guts, with portraits of surgeon and patient. I also saw the typography monk’s statue and spoke with a drunken Burgundian Jew full of strange doctrines.
On 1 September I went to Delft and Rotterdam, then back to the Hague for a fitted suit of horseman’s armor. I saw at Lysdun the basins and framed account of the countess said to bear as many children as days in the year, then visited the Prince’s palace, painted with huntings, a gordian knot, and the "Rape of Ganymede," with garden and lime-planted park. On the 8th I returned through Delftshaven and Sedan; on the 10th I went to Dort for Marie de Medicis’s reception, slight despite her rank. By 16 September I reached Bois-le-Duc, saw the new citadel, near shipwreck, convent, church, Hysdune, Sir Kenelm Digby, then, delayed by storms, reached Williamstadt on the 27th.
Missing an appointment, I had to return to Dort for a bill of exchange and could not get back till the first of October. At Keele I counted 141 vessels that still dared not sail; yet heartened by the master of a stout bark, we pushed on through rough weather and reached Steenbergen by four. We crossed the dangerous Plaats, where two contrary tides clash violently, and, because of the shelves, crept along the channel. Before we gained the place, the ebb failed us, and in a pelting rain we were forced to trudge at least two long miles on foot.
On the second I rode in a miserable two-wheeled cart to Bergen-op-Zoom, passing parties of the Prince's army and skiffs thick along the harbor. Next morning I refused horse convoy, landed short of Lillo, and slogged through mud and along the dyke before reaching the castle. The Governor asked my pass, demanded two rix-dollars, flung the paper under the table when I protested, and snapped, "try whether you can get to Antwerp without my permission." Once paid, I got it back, then paid the searcher, commissary, soldiers, and a man-of-war before clearing the frontier.
On the fourth we passed Spanish forts; a Don came aboard at St. Mary's port, signed my Spanish pass, and civilly let us go on to Antwerp. With Mr. Lewkner I hurried through Jesuit, Notre Dame, Jerusalem, and St. Mary's churches, saw Rubens's works, spoke with two English Jesuits, heard a Dutch sermon, then admired the school, the splendid streets, the East India house, the citadel, and Plantine's shop. That evening Signor Duerte's daughters played rare music. I left sweet Antwerp for Brussels, changing barges through clear canals and under an aqueduct, reached Brussels, saw its town, convent, court, paintings, and park with cascades, grots, and deer.
We passed from the menage into a delicious garden with a richer grotto, noble statues, artificial music, and a lattice hedge of rising water that ringed the parterre. There was an aviary, rare beasts and birds, even a four-winged duck, and yellow rabbits. Brussels stood in mourning for the newly dead Infante Cardinal. Near eleven I went to Sir Henry de Vic, who kindly gave me a coach and six to Ghent for my Lord of Arundel. Leaving that sad but gallant court, I noted dog-drawn wagons and reached vast, half-deserted Ghent, where I supped with the pleasant Abbot of Andoyne.
On 8 October 1641 I went by boat to Bruges, taking fourteen musketeers aboard because the
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