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    At once a grand narrative and a moral argument, Thomas Babington Macaulay’s The History of England from the Accession of James II dramatizes how a nation, convulsed by fear of arbitrary rule and animated by hopes for ordered liberty, reshaped its monarchy, laws, churches, and public sphere amid the upheavals of the late seventeenth century, tracing the contest between crown and Parliament, conscience and coercion, tradition and innovation, and showing how everyday habits, commercial energies, and international pressures converged to force a reimagining of English identity that would resonate far beyond its island boundaries.

As narrative history conceived for a broad literate public, the work begins with the accession of James II in 1685 and unfolds across England and its near European entanglements. Macaulay, a Victorian historian and statesman, issued the first volumes in 1848, and further volumes followed in the 1850s; the project remained unfinished at his death. Writing in the idiom of his age yet focused on an earlier world, he couples archival learning with a storyteller’s cadence, guiding readers from court to county, London streets to provincial pulpits, so that the political and social setting emerges as a living theater of decision.

Opening on a kingdom newly ruled by a Catholic monarch within a predominantly Protestant polity, the narrative surveys anxieties about law, conscience, and military force while introducing the factions, families, and institutions that will shape events. The reading experience is panoramic and brisk: chapters alternate between sweeping syntheses of constitutional development and close-focus scenes of council chambers, coffeehouses, and parish life. Macaulay’s voice is confident, urbane, and often ironical; his tone prizes clarity of cause and effect and delights in character sketch. Without demanding specialist knowledge, the volumes build momentum through lucid exposition, set-piece portraits, and a steady sense of mounting stakes.

At its heart, the history examines how constitutional forms restrain power and enable freedom. Macaulay traces emergent parties, the role of Parliament, the authority and limits of the crown, the tension between national security and civil liberty, and the tangled relations of church, dissent, and state. He attends to money and credit, to printing and public opinion, and to the ways commerce alters social rank and political expectation. These themes are not abstract; they appear in legal reforms, administrative choices, and the ordinary rhythms of travel, taxation, and worship, giving readers a concrete sense of how institutions shape daily life.

Part of the pleasure lies in the author’s craft. He arranges episodes to illuminate character and consequence, moving from diplomatic dispatch to fireside gossip, from courtroom to battlefield, without losing a central thread of analysis. He draws on a wide range of printed and archival materials available to a nineteenth-century scholar and turns them into sequences that read with the immediacy of reportage and the finish of classic prose. The result is a history that feels inhabited by voices and choices, where narrative energy serves explanation and where the moral implications of policy and principle are never far from view.

Modern readers will also recognize the work’s historiographical signature, often described as a Whig interpretation that emphasizes the long ascent of liberty under law. Macaulay’s judgments can be emphatic, his sympathies plain, and later scholarship has revised or complicated many particulars; acknowledging this perspective deepens rather than diminishes the book’s value. It offers a landmark example of nineteenth-century historical writing, persuasive in its architecture, transparent in its convictions, and influential in public life. Approached with curiosity and a critical eye, it becomes both a chronicle of a transformative era and a document that reveals how Victorians imagined the past’s meaning.

For contemporary readers, its concerns are strikingly current: the balance of executive power and legislative oversight, the management of religious pluralism, the formation of parties and media ecosystems, the relation of finance to sovereignty, and the resilience of institutions under strain. Macaulay invites reflection on how principles acquire force only when embedded in habits, laws, and civic trust. The pages reward slow attention to causes and consequences while remaining accessible and vivid. By reentering this carefully constructed world, we encounter the perennial work of constitutional self-definition and see how a past crisis can clarify the ethical and political demands of the present.





Synopsis




Table of Contents




    Thomas Babington Macaulay’s The History of England from the Accession of James II, published in five volumes between 1848 and 1861, offers a sweeping narrative of English public life from 1685 into the early eighteenth century. Opening with an extended survey of the nation’s condition, Macaulay blends political history with social portraiture, linking institutions, habits, and ideas to events. He sets out to explain how England’s government, laws, religion, and economy interacted during a period of upheaval. The work proceeds chronologically yet frequently pauses for thematic analysis, drawing on parliamentary records, memoirs, and state papers to reconstruct motives, decisions, and their consequences.

He sketches the Restoration inheritance: monarchy re-established yet constrained, an Anglican establishment with dissenting minorities, a robust legal culture, and a commercial society expanding at home and overseas. London’s growth, provincial trade, and a print market already lively form the backdrop for intense political debate. European rivalries, particularly the power of Louis XIV, condition English choices. Macaulay uses vignettes of courts, universities, and coffeehouses to characterize opinion-making. This panorama frames the accession of James II, whose character, alliances, and priorities are introduced as problems of governance rather than personal drama, preparing the reader for the conflict between authority, conscience, and law.

James II’s early measures signal a drive to expand royal prerogative and relieve Roman Catholics from statutory disabilities. Macaulay follows the enlargement of the standing army, the creation of an Ecclesiastical Commission, interventions at Magdalen College, and the issuance of Declarations for Liberty of Conscience. He emphasizes how legal arguments about dispensing and suspending powers intersected with fears of arbitrary government. Resistance emerges across confessions and parties, not as a single bloc but as shifting coalitions. The crown’s efforts to build a loyal political network, exploit patronage, and manage elections expose the limits of late Stuart statecraft when legitimacy is contested.

The narrative builds toward a constitutional crisis in which religious policy, judicial maneuvering, and the politics of succession converge. The prosecution of leading churchmen, the birth of a male heir, and appeals to foreign support reshape calculations among elites and officers. Macaulay traces the invitation to William of Orange, the landing in the West Country, and the erosion of royal authority as defections and negotiations accelerate. Rather than dramatizing battles, he dwells on councils, declarations, and the competing claims of obedience and public safety. The collapse of effective rule opens the way to a settlement that must reconcile continuity with change.

With the convention of estates, the work examines how a new framework of government is articulated. The Declaration, later enacted as the Bill of Rights, limits certain prerogatives and asserts parliamentary safeguards. Arrangements for revenue, the army through annual legislation, and the judiciary are described as practical adjustments rather than abstract doctrines. The joint monarchy of William and Mary is presented amid ongoing disputes over oaths, church preferment, and local officeholding. Macaulay highlights both the concessions to Protestant dissenters and the continued exclusions facing Catholics, presenting the settlement as a negotiated balance that stabilizes authority while channeling conflict into institutional forms.

The book then broadens to the wars connected to the European coalition against France and to the Jacobite cause in the British Isles. Campaigns in Ireland, from sieges to field engagements, and fighting in Scotland, including a dramatic Highland rising, receive detailed treatment alongside parliamentary sessions and fiscal debates. At sea, a decisive encounter diminishes French naval ambitions. Macaulay uses these theaters to show how military necessity reshapes central and local government, taxation, and loyalty. He interleaves portraits of commanders, bureaucrats, and pamphleteers, underscoring the interplay of strategy abroad and stabilization at home under sustained pressure.

Returning to Westminster, the narrative follows the sharpening of party identities, the emergence of a ministerial core, and the growth of parliamentary oversight. Financial innovation becomes a central theme: the creation of funded credit, new taxes, and chartered institutions designed to mobilize capital for war. The Bank of England appears as both an instrument of policy and a symbol of public credit. The great recoinage, market speculation, and regulatory experiments reveal the risks of modernization. The lapse of pre-publication censorship enables a more contentious press, and Macaulay links coffeehouse discourse, pamphlet literature, and elections to the consolidation of opinion.

In the later 1690s the story turns to plots and prosecutions that test the stability of the regime, alongside diplomatic maneuvers over the European succession. An uncovered conspiracy to assassinate the king triggers emergency legislation and high-profile trials, while the extraordinary case of an attainder displays the strains within the legal order. North of the border, the Darien venture and its collapse sharpen Scottish grievances and illuminate the limits of imperial coordination. Against this turbulence, Macaulay tracks shifts in ministry, parliamentary inquiries, and the politics of patronage, emphasizing how the machinery of governance adapts without resolving every ideological division.

The final volume advances to debates over succession and foreign partition treaties, culminating in legislation that defines the future line to the English crown and circumscribes royal power. The narrative approaches the end of William III’s reign and the threshold of a new era, stopping short of later consolidations. Macaulay’s overarching interpretation connects constitutional change, religious accommodation, fiscal-military capacity, and a widening public sphere. Without treating outcomes as inevitable, he argues that institutional choices mattered. The work’s enduring significance lies in its synthesis of political events with social texture, shaping historical understanding of how a modern, limited monarchy took root.
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    Thomas Babington Macaulay’s multi-volume History of England opens in 1685, when James II succeeds his brother Charles II on the English throne. The setting includes the kingdoms of England, Scotland, and Ireland, governed through a composite monarchy, with Parliament, common law courts, and the Church of England as central institutions. The Restoration settlement after 1660 had restored royal authority yet left unresolved disputes about religion and prerogative raised during the Civil Wars and Interregnum. Across the Channel, Louis XIV’s France and the Dutch Republic shaped English security and commerce. This backdrop frames a contest over sovereignty, confessional policy, and the balance between crown and Parliament.

James II, a Roman Catholic in a largely Protestant polity, sought to enlarge royal power by maintaining a standing army, appointing loyal officers, and exercising the suspending and dispensing powers. His Declarations of Indulgence (1687–1688) attempted to grant liberty of conscience outside parliamentary statute, alarming many Anglicans and dissenters who feared arbitrary government. The trial and acquittal of the Seven Bishops in 1688 galvanized opposition. When a Catholic heir, James Francis Edward Stuart, was born that year, prospects for a Protestant succession dimmed. Diplomatic tensions with the Dutch and dependence on France worsened mistrust, setting conditions for an invited intervention.

In 1688 William of Orange landed in England after prominent political figures—the later so‑called “Immortal Seven”—invited him to defend Protestantism and English liberties. As James II fled, a Convention Parliament declared that he had abdicated, offered the crown jointly to William and Mary, and adopted the Declaration of Rights, later enacted as the Bill of Rights (1689). These measures limited royal prerogative, barred Catholic succession, and required regular parliaments. The Toleration Act (1689) eased penalties on many Protestant dissenters. Annual control over the army via the Mutiny Act and the Triennial Act (1694) entrenched parliamentary oversight of executive power.

The settlement unfolded amid war. From 1689 England joined the Grand Alliance against Louis XIV in the Nine Years’ War, committing troops and subsidies across Europe. In Ireland, the Williamite War (1689–1691) pitted Jacobite supporters of James II against Williamite forces; key moments included the Siege of Derry, the Battle of the Boyne (1690), and the Treaty of Limerick (1691). In Scotland, the Convention of Estates affirmed William and Mary under the Claim of Right (1689), reestablishing Presbyterian church government; the Massacre of Glencoe (1692) exposed the harshness of pacification. These struggles tested the new monarchy’s legitimacy and capacity.

Wartime demands accelerated fiscal and administrative change often described as an English financial revolution. Parliament authorized long‑term funded debt; public credit expanded through excise and customs revenues pledged to service loans. The Bank of England was founded in 1694 to manage government borrowing and stabilize payments. The 1696 recoinage addressed severe monetary dislocation. A reconstituted Board of Trade (1696) and improving revenue administration linked policy, commerce, and imperial interests. After the Licensing Act lapsed in 1695, print culture expanded, shaping party debate. Within this environment, ministers relied increasingly on parliamentary majorities, foreshadowing cabinet responsibility and a more programmatic Whig–Tory rivalry.

Social and intellectual developments provide texture to the narrative Macaulay constructs. London’s growth intensified markets and news circulation through coffeehouses, newspapers, and an organized postal system. Scientific and literary life flourished under institutions such as the Royal Society, and Isaac Newton’s Principia (1687) exemplified contemporary prestige of natural philosophy. Religious diversity persisted: the Church of England remained established, dissenting congregations multiplied under toleration, and Roman Catholics faced continuing legal disabilities. Crime, poor relief, and municipal governance confronted rapid urban change. These conditions inform debates over order, liberty, and improvement that accompany constitutional transformation and the consolidation of a commercial society.

Macaulay wrote as a prominent nineteenth‑century Whig. A Member of Parliament and former Secretary at War, he combined political experience with extensive archival research, consulting state papers and foreign diplomatic correspondence. Volumes I–II appeared in 1848, III–IV in 1855, and V posthumously in 1861. The work quickly reached a broad reading public through publishers and circulating libraries, amid a Victorian culture confident in progress after the Reform Act of 1832 and the repeal of the Corn Laws in 1846. His lucid, episodic narrative, moral portraits, and copious notes aimed to make complex constitutional change intelligible to general readers.

The History epitomizes a Whig interpretation that treats the Revolution of 1688–1689 as a principled restoration and advancement of liberty, property, and the rule of law. Macaulay praises institutional checks, Protestant toleration, and commercial energy, linking them to national greatness. He is skeptical of absolutism and severe toward Jacobitism and High‑Church Toryism, positions that later scholars have challenged for partisanship and teleology. Yet his synthesis of politics, finance, religion, and culture powerfully conveys how the late Stuart decades forged a modern constitutional state. The work thus mirrors Victorian liberal convictions while inviting ongoing debate about causation and continuity.
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    Thomas Babington Macaulay (1800–1859) was a British historian, essayist, poet, and Whig politician whose prose helped define Victorian historical narrative. Emerging in the early nineteenth century and active through the mid-Victorian era, he combined literary brilliance with public service, writing influential reviews and a multi-volume national history while serving in Parliament and in senior government posts. His work championed constitutional liberty and civic progress as he understood them, and he became one of the most widely read English-language authors of his time. Macaulay’s impact extended beyond Britain, notably through his educational and legal interventions in British-ruled India.

Macaulay was educated at Trinity College, Cambridge, where he distinguished himself for classical learning, oratory, and essay writing. Cambridge’s culture of debate and the wide reading of Greek and Roman historians shaped his taste for vivid narrative and moral argument. Early immersion in Enlightenment authors reinforced his Whig commitment to civil rights and parliamentary government. He began contributing to the Edinburgh Review in the 1820s, the leading liberal periodical of the day, where his essays on literature, politics, and history developed his characteristic style—confident, antithetical, and richly exemplified—while positioning him within a tradition of English letters stretching from Addison to Johnson and Burke.

His 1825 essay on John Milton in the Edinburgh Review brought him immediate fame, and further pieces on figures such as Machiavelli, Bacon, Hastings, and Clive consolidated his reputation. Readers prized his ability to render complex arguments into clear, rhythmic prose and to animate past events with memorable portraits. Many of these articles were later gathered in the multi-volume Critical and Historical Essays, which remained in print for generations. Alongside criticism, Macaulay tried verse narrative; Lays of Ancient Rome (1842) retold legendary episodes from early Roman history in ringing ballad stanzas, becoming a staple of Victorian schoolrooms and a touchstone of patriotic, classical sentiment.

Macaulay entered the House of Commons in the early 1830s as a supporter of parliamentary reform, speaking prominently for the principles behind the Reform Act. From the mid-1830s he served on the Supreme Council of India, where he wrote his Minute on Indian Education (1835), arguing for English as the medium of higher instruction, and led the drafting of the Indian Penal Code, completed in the late 1830s and enacted after his death. Returning to Britain, he held office as Secretary at War and later as Paymaster-General, while continuing to publish. His positions placed him at the intersection of policy, law, and letters.

After years of preparation, he published The History of England from the Accession of James II, launching the first volumes in the late 1840s and adding further volumes in the 1850s. Conceived as a panoramic account of constitutional and social development, the work combined archival research with an energetic narrative aimed at general readers. It rapidly achieved extraordinary circulation, drawing praise for clarity and storytelling and criticism for partisanship. Macaulay’s portraits of statesmen and his depiction of the Glorious Revolution became canonical for many nineteenth-century readers, even as scholars debated his judgments and the teleological thrust of his “Whig” interpretation.

Throughout his career, Macaulay framed history as the record of gradual improvement through law, commerce, and representative institutions. He advocated civil equality under a strong constitutional state and celebrated religious toleration within a Protestant settlement. The same outlook informed his imperial views, which supported British governance in India as a vehicle for what he regarded as progress, especially via English education. These positions, and his sweeping moral certainties, have drawn sustained criticism for Eurocentrism and for minimizing structural injustice. Yet his essays and orations remained models of lucid argument, their cadenced paragraphs and pointed analogies shaping public discourse well beyond his lifetime.

In later years Macaulay’s health declined, and he withdrew from active electoral politics, accepting a peerage in the late 1850s. He died in 1859 and was buried in Westminster Abbey. His History remained unfinished, but his literary and political footprint endured. The Indian Penal Code he helped draft was enacted in 1860, shaping criminal law across South Asia for generations. Lays of Ancient Rome retained cultural currency, and his collected essays continued to be widely read. Today his legacy is double-edged: a master of English prose and popular history, and a central figure in ongoing debates about empire, education, and historical method.




The History of England from the Accession of James II (Summarized Edition)

Main Table of Contents









Volume 1



Volume 2



Volume 3



Volume 4



Volume 5




VOLUME 1


Table of Contents


I propose to trace England’s story from James II[1] to times still remembered. I shall recount the missteps that estranged loyal squires and clergy from the Stuarts, follow the revolution that ended the monarch-parliament struggle and bound dynasty to popular rights, and show how, through years of war and intrigue, that settlement upheld law, property, free speech and private enterprise. Out of that harmony of order and liberty sprang prosperity without precedent: public credit that amazed earlier statesmen, maritime commerce dwarfing every rival, Scotland joined by interest and affection, colonies in America outgrowing Spain’s, and adventurers in Asia founding an empire rivaling Alexander.

I will recount disasters as faithfully as triumphs. Even our greatest blessings carried alloy: a system that curbed kings bred new abuses; wealth and trade, fostered by wise and foolish meddling alike, produced evils unknown to poor societies. In two chief dependencies wrong met just retribution: obstinate blunders severed North America, while Ireland, racked by race and creed, lingered a crippled limb. Still, the tale should kindle gratitude and hope, for the last hundred and sixty years display physical, moral, and intellectual advance. I shall depict people as well as rulers, charting arts, sects, tastes, manners, even fashions and amusements.

The coming narrative is one act of a long drama, so I first sketch earlier scenes. I glide over centuries, then pause at the contest that James II brought to crisis. Britain’s earliest glimpse promised little: when Tyrian sailors[2] arrived, the tribes surpassed Pacific islanders. Rome conquered but left scant art or speech; Latin never supplanted Gaelic and soon yielded to German. Disasters erased the thin culture; pagan Saxon chiefs ruled while continental kindred bowed to bishops. Isolated from Byzantium, the island turned legendary—Procopius[3] peopled it with serpents and ghost ferries—so between Caesars and later kings lies a mist where Hengist and Arthur hover with Hercules.

Night recedes and Britain re-emerges as England. The Saxons accept Christianity, first of many wholesome revolutions. Though Rome has admitted pagan rites and corrupt speculations, enough lofty faith and kindly ethics survive to raise minds and cleanse hearts. In a land cursed by savage rule, spiritual authority, even when grasping, is better than swords: wiser a prelate like Dunstan[4] than a butcher like Penda[5]. An exclusive reliance on muscle yields cruelty; intellectual power, even abused, is nobler. Hence we encounter kings who, pierced by remorse, cast aside crowns, scourged themselves, and prayed, a spectacle scorned by shallow later scoffers.

Scorn likewise greets pilgrimages, sanctuaries, crusades, and cloisters, yet in barbarous times each served mercy and progress. A northern peasant, roaming to Italy or Palestine for the Sepulchre[6], gained wider sight than his smoky cabin allowed. A shrine’s dreaded boundary shielded life and female honour from marauders. When princes could not combine, a common banner for Jerusalem rallied Christendom against the Crescent. Within quiet gardens monks copied Virgil, pondered Aristotle, illuminated saints, carved crucifixes, tested herbs and metals. Scattered amid hovels and keeps, these havens kept the arts of peace alive, floating like Noah’s ark above the flood.

Rome’s Bishop bound the West into one federation, and the Saxons joined it. Regular traffic crossed the Channel; ruined but mighty aqueducts, temples, and amphitheatres told humble islanders of a vanished empire beside Saint Peter’s grave. They returned to London or York awestruck. Learning followed: Augustan verse and eloquence flourished in Mercian and Northumbrian houses; Bede[7] and Alcuin[8] earned Europe’s praise. Then the ninth-century storm burst—Danish fleets vomited warriors who burned, slaughtered, and settled. Six generations bled; cities fell and rose again. At last raids waned, tongues mingled, Danes embraced the cross, yet both peoples soon bowed to a third conqueror.

The Normans, boldest adventurers of Christendom, once darkened the Channel with dreaded sails, struck Maestricht[9] and Paris, then won from a waning Carolingian a river-fed province beside their beloved sea. There they forged a strong principality, overawed Brittany and Maine, guarded it with unflinching courage, yet quickly mastered the culture they had found. They embraced Christianity, exchanged Norse for polished French, fixed that tongue in law, poetry, and romance, and tempered Germanic excess with refined splendour—lofty halls, gleaming mail, spirited horses, choice hawks, measured banquets, delicate wines. Chivalry blazed highest among these courteous, eloquent nobles, whose discipline astonished lands from Connaught to Antioch.

Their nearness soon shaped English affairs: princes trained at Rouen, Norman prelates held sees, French speech rang through Westminster like Versailles within Whitehall centuries later. Hastings crowned a Norman duke and delivered every Englishman to foreign lords. Estates were carved for captains; harsh military tenures and pitiless forest and curfew laws shielded alien pleasures. Some Saxon outlaws fled to greenwood, striking unseen; corpses of oppressors surfaced daily, entire hundreds fined for each slain Frenchman, every unknown body presumed French unless proved Saxon. Meanwhile the French kings of England dazzled Europe and Asia, stormed Ireland, overawed Scotland, and set Acre, Joppa, Ascalon trembling.

Yet their continental ties doomed them. Had the Plantagenets[10] united France, England’s tongue and commons would have withered, revenues draining to the Seine. Rescue arrived in the folly of King John: cowardice lost Normandy to a resolute Capetian, forcing Norman landlords to choose island over homeland. Sea-locked beside the people they had despised, they found shared grievances—John’s tyranny and favour for Poitevins—and together heirs of William and of Harold wrung the Great Charter[11] from him. Thereafter distinction faded; in Richard’s day a Norman swore, “May I become an Englishman!” and snapped, “Do you take me for an Englishman?” A century later the name was pride.

Out of the bleak thirteenth-century uplands sprang the sources of England’s greatness. There the people took their insular shape; the new House of Commons gathered; common law hardened into a science; Cinque Port[12] mariners made foreign keels tremble; Oxford and Cambridge raised enduring colleges; a vigorous tongue, rougher than the southern melodies yet rich and mighty, formed; a first pale light of literature lifted above the horizon. By the early fourteenth century Norman, Saxon, and Briton were almost one, and the island race, conscious of fresh power, stood very different from the realm King John had forfeited to Philip Augustus.

Edward III’s claim to the Valois inheritance fired prince and people alike; war promised not to reduce England to a French province but to annex France to England. Bows and bills broke mailed lines at Cressy[13], Poitiers, and Agincourt; a French king marched fettered through London, an English one was crowned in Paris, Saint George’s banner flashed beyond Pyrenees and Alps. While France lay ravaged, harvests filled English barns, stone spires pierced tranquil skies, and Chaucer’s verse and Wycliffe[14]’s questioning prose showed the new language fit for knight, ploughman, and thinker. Amid triumph the islanders learned to prize dominion itself.

At last the roused French pushed back; the gleam of empire faded, pride lingered, and, her armies home again, England turned her terrible weapons on herself. The realm, too small for barons grown luxurious on French spoil, split into Red and White Roses; Lancastrian bastards and Yorkist pretenders fought on long after the succession question died. Battlefields and scaffolds thinned the nobility until every surviving claim converged in the Tudors. During those convulsions a subtler revolution moved unseen: villenage withered, slavery’s brands fell away, and the old Norman-Saxon gulf vanished, moral forces erasing chains no statute ever needed to break.

Religion chiefly powered the deliverances from caste tyranny. Catholic doctrine crowned any priest, whatever race or birth, with sacred dignity that forced the proud to kneel before the lowly, so in colonies the gulf between white and black narrowed. After Hastings, Norman clerics rebuked William for ousting Saxon clergy, and Anselm rose as the first guardian within the caste. Jubilation shook the isle when the Saxon Nicholas Breakspear[15] became Pope and nobles kissed his foot. Becket[16]’s blood, spilt by Normans, drew crowds who hailed him ‘our own’. Later prelates championed Magna Carta and, at every death-bed, urged lords to free their serfs until villenage vanished.

Once serfdom faded and baronial violence waned, the kingdom stood, for three centuries, the best governed land in Europe. Under early Plantagenets haughty lords could defy a king and peasants lived like their swine; step by step baronial power shrank, peasant status rose, and between them grew a prosperous agricultural and trading middle rank. Inequity remained, yet no one lay wholly above law or beneath its shield. The people loved their institutions, foreigners envied them. Growth came by steady unfolding, never by ruin: like sapling to tree, boy to man. Anomalies abounded, but vigor blended with ancient majesty.

Such continuity bred a curse: every record became ammunition for living factions. Precedent still ruled, so jurists scoured parchments from 1217 onward before declaring a regency when George III fell sick. Antiquaries, entangled in party quarrels, wrote as advocates, not judges. From Stuart disputes onward, Whigs ransacked rolls to prove the old government almost republican; Tories brandished cases of royal might to claim near despotism. Each found what it wanted and ignored the rest, though truth lay midway. The ancient polity, like many Western monarchies sprung from Roman, Germanic, and papal sources, was hereditary, limited, and ringed by nobles, clergy, towns, and estates.

From earliest memory England’s mixed frame was admired above its kindred models. A sacred monarch, anointed and adored, summoned and dismissed the Estates, sanctioned every statute, commanded fleets and armies, coined money, fixed weights, opened marts, dispensed honours, held vast domains, and, as feudal lord paramount, could punish foes and enrich friends at whim. Yet three immemorial principles hemmed his might: he could not make laws without Parliament; he could not levy a groat without Parliament; he must govern under the law and leave his servants answerable for breaches. These ancient checks, slowly unfolding, became the groundwork of present freedom.

Medieval precision was unknown; like speech before grammar or song before prosody, authority flourished long before its frontiers were charted. Consequently a misty border invited royal raids until hard landmarks finally rose. No English king dared claim naked power to legislate, yet his unlimited right to pardon blurred into rule-making: wipe away every penalty and a penal act dies, so subtle lawyers invented the dispensing power on that frontier. Taxation without consent fared no better: Magna Carta chained John; mighty Edward I swaggered, then yielded and vowed never again to levy aid alone; his grandson’s efforts met fierce resistance, so begging loans replaced overt exaction.

Law also fenced the executive. Official favourites had paid with heads and fortunes, yet individuals were still seized by warrant, or wrung on the rack smuggled into the Tower during civil storms. Such breaches did not prove absolutism; slow roads and voiceless presses kept outrage localized, and most folk prized quiet prosperity above abstract maxims. While rule was mild they forgave irregular vigour, assuming the victim guilty. But indulgence stopped short of mass oppression: once a monarch trampled liberties too broadly, subjects rushed first to courts, then, the laws failing, to the field, invoking the ancient code and the God of battles.

Our forefathers could indulge a king because the threat of swords always hovered over him. Four centuries ago a popular captain needed only a day to call bowmen from plough and forge, and no standing army existed. Today a hundred thousand drilled troops can cow ten million unarmed citizens, a few household regiments can silence a capital, and the treasures of streets, docks and ledgers would lie defenceless. Credit would crumble from the Hoang-ho to the Missouri; a week’s civil war would scar a century. Insurrection, once common medicine, has become a remedy more fatal than almost any disease.

More than one hundred sixty years have passed, whereas in the prior century and a half nine kings ruled, six toppled, five slain. Fear of revolt kept Plantagenet power meek, so ancestors could spare checks we must now guard. Without that rough shield, every constitutional bolt must stay bright and every irregularity challenged. A nation of hardy archers could shrug at a prince’s lapse and still thrive. Even amid Yorkist and Lancastrian carnage England fared better than Belgium under Philip the Good or France under Louis “the Father of his people”. Comines called her constitution “a just and holy thing”, ruin reaching only nobles.

England differed in the bond uniting nobles and commons. An old aristocracy existed, yet was least exclusive: any gentleman might climb to peerage, a peer’s younger son dropped to simple esquire, and dukes’ daughters wed able commoners like Sir John Howard or Sir Richard Pole. Blood won esteem but not privilege; ancient pedigrees often lived outside the Lords, so yeomen aimed upward and grandees downward. Wars of York and Lancaster cut titles from fifty-three lords in 1451 to twenty-nine in 1485, then gentry refilled the ranks. Knights of the shire and peers’ heirs sat in Commons, blending ranks until democracy became aristocratic and aristocracy democratic.

The Tudors, brave and wilful, ruled for one hundred-twenty years with energy that sometimes turned violent. They levied ‘loans’, waived penalties, and even issued short-lived edicts while Parliament was away, yet their palaces lay within reach of an armed populace, and no household guards could withstand a county levy. Henry VIII easily sent Buckingham, Surrey, Anne Boleyn, and Lady Salisbury to the block; but when, without consent, he demanded a sixth of every subject’s goods, the counties flared. Kent commissioners fled; four thousand men mustered in Suffolk, crying, “We are English, not French; freemen, not slaves.” Henry cancelled commissions, pardoned all, and begged forgiveness.

Across Europe the spread of permanent armies changed the game. Peasants summoned for forty days could no longer face veterans drilled until their limbs moved like clockwork, and any realm that fielded such troops forced neighbours to follow. Royal swords grew formidable, but royal purses fell short, compelling princes to seek larger taxes. Parliaments ought to have withheld money until liberty was secured; only England did so. In France the States General withered; in Spain the mechanics of Toledo, Valladolid, and Saragossa fought bravely, yet the battalions of Charles and Philip crushed Cortes and fueros, and great councils sank into ceremony.

England’s sea wall delayed the moment of danger: wars were rare on her soil, and the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries passed without a standing army. Meanwhile political insight deepened. The fall of continental assemblies warned Westminster, and successive Parliaments, alert to the coming peril, crafted tactics for a struggle that lasted three generations. The old constitution could not stay frozen; the arrival of disciplined troops disturbed the balance. Unless force was matched by new restraints, princes equipped with resources unknown to Plantagenet or Tudor would turn absolute. Power therefore shifted decisively from crown to commons, restoring equilibrium before despotism could root.

Though political friction foretold a coming battle between Crown and Commons, deeper tremors stirred Europe. Twice medieval minds rebelled against Rome: first in southern France, where Innocent III, friars Francis and Dominic, and ferocious Crusaders crushed the Albigensian churches; next in England and Bohemia, where the Council of Constance, princes, fire and sword halted the Lollards. Had either revolt prevailed, ignorance and scarce scriptures would likely have traded one yoke for another. A century later the tide turned. Printing multiplied books, classical study quickened languages, princes envied clerical wealth, Rome’s court reeked of vice: the Reformation’s hour had struck.

For centuries after the fall of Rome, priests—alone versed in history, law, and letters—rightly guided fierce lay rulers; encroaching crosiers often wrought more good than harm. Yet knowledge seeped beyond cloister walls, and, by the sixteenth century, laymen matched their pastors in learning; the old guardianship hardened into oppressive rule. Since then Rome’s main labor has been to dwarf intellect. Wherever her sway is strongest, fertile lands stagnate; where her grasp loosens, deserts bloom. Compare Rome with Edinburgh, Spain’s descent with Holland’s rise; cross German borders, Swiss cantons, Irish counties, or the Atlantic, and civilisation mounts as Popery recedes.

England draws double profit: priestly influence once fused conquering races and ended bondage, yet liberty and intellect flowered only when laymen revolted. The contest between ancient and reformed belief raged for years, victory often in doubt. At one extreme, zealots ready to kill or burn; at the other, martyrs resolved to die unshaken. Between them stood a broad multitude who cherished childhood rituals yet loathed accompanying abuses; bewildered by quarrel, they gladly obeyed a masterful sovereign who, above the din, dictated creed and rite. Thus the Tudors steered church affairs firmly—and usually to serve their own advantage.

Henry VIII tried to raise a national Church that differed from Rome only by denying papal supremacy. Backed by his imperious temper, shrewd foreign position, abbey plunder, and a wavering middle class, he dared burn Reformers as heretics and hang Papists as traitors. Yet his policy expired with him. Regents for Edward VI and, later, Elizabeth had to choose: capitulate to Rome or enlist Protestants. United solely by detestation of the Pope, English Reformers pressed for thorough change. Hooper loathed vestments, Ridley tore down altars, Jewel mocked the surplice, Grindal doubted consecration, Parkhurst prayed for a Zurich model, Ponet even renounced the title Bishop.

Still, Protestants needed the crown’s shield as much as the crown needed Protestant swords, so each surrendered something and forged the Anglican settlement. Cranmer shaped the bargain. Scholar and courtier, he could stride as far as any Swiss in doctrine yet prized the old hierarchy as a ready tool for kings. Gentle in speech, pliant in conduct, fearless on parchment, craven at stake, he was perfect broker between spiritual and secular foes of Rome. Hence the Church forever shows the joint imprint: Articles and Homilies ring with Calvin, while collects and canticles echo melodies familiar to Fisher or Pole.

Thus she walks the median path. Retaining bishops but never calling their order indispensable, she recalls Cranmer’s avowal that apostles saw no rank above priests. Like Rome she follows a fixed liturgy, yet, by casting it in English, invites every tongue to answer the minister. She casts out transubstantiation, still bids communicants kneel; discards gold copes, keeps the white linen robe; scorns dumb ritual, yet signs the infant’s brow. She will not invoke saints, yet honours their memory; trims the sacraments to two, yet blesses with confirmation, ordination and a dying absolution. Mind and sense alike find measured nurture.

Unlike any other communion, the English Church was welded to the crown; the king stood as its head, though the exact bounds of his authority shifted like the age itself. Henry VIII and his advisers sometimes claimed nothing less than the power of the keys: he, “under Christ, sole head of the Church,” would judge doctrine, forge creeds, confer and revoke episcopal office. Cranmer openly taught that royal commission alone could create a priest, no laying on of hands required, and that every bishopric lapsed at a monarch’s death, to be renewed only by fresh letters patent.

Mary briefly surrendered this supremacy to Rome, yet Elizabeth reclaimed it, though public outrage forced her to disown her father’s sacerdotal claim. Cranmer had thundered that “God has immediately committed to Christian princes the whole cure of all their subjects”; Elizabeth’s Thirty-seventh Article as bluntly replied, “the ministering of God’s word does not belong to princes.” Still, Parliament armed her with a vast visitatorial power, bishops served as her delegates, convocations met or died by warrant, and appeals in heresy ran to the throne. Gratitude, fear, and habit made the clergy champions of absolute loyalty while Calvinists and Papists rebelled elsewhere.

Yet the crown’s ally bred a permanent adversary. Protestants exiled under Mary had studied at Zurich, Strasburg, Geneva, accustomed themselves to plain worship and synodical rule; returning, they judged Edward’s settlement timid and Elizabeth’s harsher. They refused to trade papal infallibility for an “upstart authority” born in court intrigue, mocked mitres, likening episcopal pride to royal. Repression turned their sect into a political faction: hatred of Church entwined with hatred of Crown. Their Calvinist guides applauded resistance, foreign brethren fought tyrants, and arguments for presbyteries slid naturally into arguments for parliaments. Thus Puritan dissatisfaction prepared stormy contests ahead.

Priests of the Established Church, bound by interest, creed, and passion, championed royal prerogative; Puritans, driven by the same forces, resisted it. The sectaries filled every rank, strongest in town merchants and small freeholders, and soon commanded the Commons. Domestic quarrel delayed while Protestant England braced against Catholic Europe. Elizabeth, though harrying Presbyterians at home, shielded them abroad, her life the keystone of the reformed cause. Dark Catholic plots haunted every street. Even from prison the Puritans prayed for her safety, and, when one zealot lost a hand, he waved the other crying, "God save the Queen!".

In 1601 the long-gathering opposition struck. Monarchs had always policed trade, but the Queen now scattered monopolies so widely that iron, oil, starch, leather, almost everything, soared in price. The Commons assembled angry and resolute; a courtly few scolded the Speaker, yet fierce voices thundered, echoed outside where the chief minister’s coach was ringed by citizens cursing the monopolies and vowing that "the prerogative should not be suffered to touch the old liberties of England." Sensing peril to her glorious reign, Elizabeth sided with reform, cancelled the patents, thanked Parliament with grave grace, regained the nation, and left a shining precedent. In 1603 she died.

James took the throne, and Scotland and Ireland joined England under one crown. Scotland, proud from centuries of resistance, gave a king instead of receiving one, kept her laws, courts, and parliament, yet, lacking wealth, found herself treated as a poorer province. Ireland, lately subdued by Mountjoy, bowed as a dependency conquered by the sword; writs now ran to every corner, but Dublin’s Parliament could pass nothing unapproved in London, and English governors lorded it over a Celtic people. Scots, hardy, foreseeing, versed in letters, contrasted with fiery, eloquent Irish whose genius glimmered in rugged ballads rather than science or statecraft.

Scotland, swept by fierce reform, had thrown down idols, jailed its Catholic ruler, and enthroned Calvin’s creed, loathing both Mass and English Prayer Book. Yet the prince she exported—James—resented the kirk’s bold preachers and, once on England’s throne, championed bishops and ritual they despised. Across the channel the Irish, centuries behind in learning and burning with hatred of England rather than of Rome, clung to the old faith. National and religious passion fused during their hopeless wars against Henry VIII and Elizabeth; meanwhile conquerors planted a bloated Protestant hierarchy that drew revenues yet offered no Irish Bible, no teachers, no care.

With England, Scotland, and Ireland at last peaceful beneath one sceptre, observers expected the enlarged realm to rank among the foremost powers. Its borders were secure, its old drains of Scottish raids and Irish rebellion stanched, and precedent showed even smaller England formidable. Yet the very day James I ascended, prestige ebbed. Through four Stuart reigns the mighty composite state scarcely outweighed little Scotland of earlier years. James quickly ended the long Spanish war and, deaf to taunts at home or abroad, hugged peace; hence no standing army formed, continental fields swarmed with mercenaries while Britain trusted only raw militia.

Unwilling to raise troops yet craving submission, James flaunted novel dogmas soon woven by Filmer into a creed: monarchy alone pleased Heaven; primogeniture preceded Moses; parliaments, laws, even centuries of possession could not void a born king’s despotic right; royal promises bound only the giver’s whim. When tested, the fabric frayed: did the divine rule admit queens, and why had Scripture praised younger sons or the Roman republic? Medieval popes, Protestant homilies, and English history teemed with usurpers crowned by force or statute. Nevertheless, the alien heir of Egbert and William cherished this superstition, and grateful churchmen spread it widely.

Republican feeling swelled in Parliament just as the King’s pretensions swelled grotesquely. James bragged of his mastery of "kingcraft", yet his every step defied prudence. Augustus and Napoleon hid iron rule under popular forms; James did the reverse. He faced the Commons declaring, "Your privileges exist only by my pleasure; you may as little question my right as God's." Still he flinched, sacrificed favourites, and signed measures he hated, so wrath and contempt advanced together. He doted on worthless minions, winked at their rapine, and displayed cowardice, pedantry, slobbering speech and provincial twang—royalty reduced to a trembling, clownish school-master.

While the throne lost awe, Protestant ranks fractured deeper. The gap once narrow between Puritan fathers and bishops had become a chasm between their grandsons and men like Laud. So long as Mary’s fires, Spanish swords, and Popish intrigue threatened, every reformed sect saw a common foe; Conformists and Nonconformists together forged savage statutes against Papists. Peace, Protestant supremacy, and passing memory of martyrs cooled hatred of Rome but fanned dislike of Puritans. Ancient quarrels grew irreconcilable and fresh ones sprouted. Earlier Anglicans called episcopacy useful yet human; they prayed abroad with Presbyterians, licensed Scottish ministers, and sat unblushing at Dordt.

A new generation now proclaimed the bishop’s commission divine and indispensable; a church might sooner lack the Incarnation than apostolic orders. They whispered that England’s rites erred by bareness, restored saints’ days, candles, paintings, even monastic chastity. Gossip told of celibate gentlemen and a parsonage turned nunnery where virgins chanted psalms at midnight. Meanwhile debate moved from surplices to destiny. Earlier hierarchs, with Whitgift’s Lambeth Articles, thundered uncompromising Calvinism; a single critic of Geneva barely escaped censure by professing belief in reprobation. Hooker praised Calvin’s wisdom; English envoys joined Calvinists at Dort and helped the party that jailed Grotius and slew Barneveldt.

Before the Synod of Dort, Anglican clergymen already weary of Calvinist worship turned against Calvinist logic; the brutal arrogance shown at Dort quickened their revolt. Milder Arminian teaching, kinder to common ideas of justice, swept through pulpits and palace; opinions once fatal to a gown became sure steps to promotion. Asked what Arminians held, a witty divine replied, “they hold all the best bishoprics and deaneries in England.” Meanwhile most Puritans marched the opposite way. Harried yet unbroken, they mistook vengeance for zeal, brooded over wrongs, and fixed their hearts on the stern chronicles of Israel, not the gospel of grace.

They cherished Hebrew above the tongue of Christ, christened infants after patriarchs, turned Sunday into a Jewish Sabbath, searched Mosaic statutes for daily guidance, and glorified prophets and warriors who spilt royal blood. Maypoles, toasts, chess, music, painting, even Latin nouns of pagan gods became sins; learning and art bowed to a code darker than any cloister. Gaunt figures with lank hair, nasal psalms, and scriptural slang stalked England, provoking both bishops and libertines. Thus the breach widened: court sermons praised almost Turkish prerogative, Commons pamphlets breathed republican liberty. A new war demanded armies, armies demanded taxes, taxes demanded Parliament.

James’s death came as the reckoning neared. Charles I, sharper of mind and will than his father, devoutly episcopal and ardently Arminian, loved Raphael more than Knox, yet held that no promise could bind a king against necessity. Supplies dribbled from the first Commons; he dissolved them and taxed alone. The second met chains and dissolution; forced loans, prisons, billeted soldiers, and martial law spread fury. Summoning a third assembly, he bargained hard, then, amid wrangling and delay, accepted the Petition of Right[18], swearing never again to levy money, jail subjects, or use courts-martial without parliamentary consent.

The day the clerk intoned the ancient words of assent, the Commons thronging the Lords’ bar burst into cheers that rolled through London and the realm. Yet within three weeks Charles gathered the voted supply, broke his pledge in the Petition of Right, and turned joy to fury. He dissolved Parliament in anger, jailed leading members, and left Sir John Eliot to die in confinement. Unable to finance war alone, he hurried to peace abroad and fixed on home rule. From March 1629 to April 1640 he ruled without Parliament, steadily trampling the Petition, taxing illegally and locking adversaries away.

Charles chose determined agents. Foremost stood Thomas Wentworth, soon Earl of Strafford, brilliant, fearless, and harsh, whose apostate spite shaped a plan he called “Thorough.” He aimed to match or outstrip Richelieu: estates and liberty placed at the crown’s mercy, courts cowed, murmurers crushed, all enforced by a standing army. As viceroy he already held Ireland in iron obedience. Ecclesiastical power lay with Archbishop Laud, ceremonious, Arminian, quick-tempered, spying on parlours and pulpits till even private prayers conformed; bishops boasted whole dioceses without dissenters. Servile common-law judges and the Star Chamber, High Commission, and York council terrorised every rank.

Only a regular army was missing from the French model, and Strafford pondered how to fund it without provoking explosion. Lord Keeper Finch proposed reviving ship money[19]. In peacetime and far from the coasts, writs now demanded coin, not vessels, ostensibly for the fleet but really for whatever sums the King might desire. Fury swept the counties. John Hampden[20], a respected Buckinghamshire squire, stood alone against the levy, staking fortune and freedom in the Exchequer Chamber. Arguments thundered; judges, though dependent, split almost evenly, yet the crown scraped a majority. Strafford grimly noted that their logic justified limitless taxation—and troops.

The judges' verdict intensifies popular anger, but a century of peace and rising wealth makes people hesitant to rebel. Some patriots despair, eyeing the American wilderness where steadfast Puritans have founded forest villages which are growing yet still marked by their founders’ stern spirit. Though the crown detests these colonies, emigration continues. Meanwhile, Wentworth, dreaming of “Thorough,” calculates that thrift and peace abroad will soon discharge royal debts, fund a standing army, and crush England’s refractory temper. At that perilous moment the kingdom’s liberty hangs by a thread, and his confidence swells amid the court’s applause.

Ignoring prudence, Charles and Laud resolve to thrust an English-looking liturgy—altered for the worse—upon fiercely Presbyterian Scotland. The alien rites debut; stools fly, a riot explodes, and within weeks ambition, patriotism, and zeal merge into a nationwide uprising. English crowds, hostile to altars and surplices or simply eager to shatter despotism, cheer the rebels, forcing the crown to muster a raw, half-hearted army. Fighting falters, the treasury yawns, and in spring 1640 a Parliament convenes. The Commons meet the King with respectful moderation, seek redress for eleven years of wrongs, and are contemptuously dismissed at once.

The door slams and tyranny redoubles: members are interrogated and jailed, ship-money squeezed harder, mayors threatened, peasants dragged from plough to pike, fresh levies funded by coercion, and, in May, illegal torture stains the rack one last time. Success now hinges on overawed recruits facing the advancing Scots; instead they curse their cause, while Strafford still cries for “Thorough” and narrowly escapes their wrath. Desperate, Charles summons a Great Council of Lords, who prudently refuse his unconstitutional bidding. Bankrupt, friendless, and cowed, he calls new elections. Hatred surges, and in November the Long Parliament assembles.

After twelve years of grinding misrule, even the sober friends of order clamored for redress. Parliament decreed that no more than three years might pass between sessions, empowered returning officers to summon voters without writs, and abolished Star Chamber, High Commission, and the Council of York. Prisoners scarred and hidden in remote cells walked free. Lord Keeper, Primate, and Lord Lieutenant were impeached; Finch fled abroad, Laud clanged into the Tower, Strafford fell by attainder. The King, compelled, swore not to dismiss Parliament. After ten laborious months the Houses recessed; he visited Scotland and, grudgingly, signed that episcopacy defied Scripture.

During short medieval sittings, kindred tempers for preservation or reform never hardened into camps; but the Long Parliament at first moved as one, sweeping abuse after abuse while even future Cavaliers helped the purge. Colepepper thundered against Charles, Digby championed the Triennial Bill, Falkland accused the Lord Keeper, Hyde demanded Strafford’s confinement. Only when death by retrospective statute was proposed did about sixty members demur, yet Hyde stood with the majority and Falkland spoke for blood. Beneath that seeming concord a fissure widened, and when the Houses reassembled in October 1641, two embattled hosts faced each other as Cavaliers and Roundheads.

Neither force owned unblemished virtue, yet their rivalry wove England’s fabric of freedom and order. Extremes wished either princely absolutism or endless republican tumult; most shunned both, and between them a restless mass drifted, sometimes neutral, sometimes tipping the scale with irresistible weight. In 1641 the government’s banner gathered most nobles, wealthy squires, clergy, both universities, lovers of splendour, entertainers, and every Roman Catholic, who trusted queenly influence and feared Puritan revenge. The opposition mustered small freeholders, town merchants, shopkeepers, Protestant dissenters, Calvinist churchmen, nearly all corporations, and a resolute aristocratic minority led by Northumberland, Bedford, Warwick, Stamford, and Essex.

The Royalists, with Falkland foremost, declared, “It is true that great abuses existed—Star-Chamber, High Commission, Wentworth’s sword, Laud’s popish cruelty, Finch’s shameless extortion—but they are gone. Tyrants have fallen, sufferers are repaid; Parliament must now prop what it has battered. Let no man pursue victory over despotism into anarchy; henceforth we guard every legal prerogative of the crown.” Having won triennial sittings, destroyed hated courts, beheaded the Lord Lieutenant, imprisoned the Primate, and driven the Lord Keeper abroad, they urged jealous vigilance against fresh innovation, vowing steadfastly to support the threatened throne against all further assaults from restless reformers.

Pym, Hollis, and Hampden retorted that safety was illusory. “Good laws did not bind John, nor Henry, nor this King; withdraw our vigilance and only the royal word remains, and that word has been broken.” News from Ireland confirmed their fear. The native Catholic clans of Ulster, long stifled by Wentworth, rose suddenly on the Protestant settlers; national and theological hatred turned the province to flame, rumours of massacre crowding every mail to London. Royalists cried that England must strengthen the sovereign; the Commons answered that an army under such a prince threatened England more than the rebels.

On 22 November 1641 the Commons, split into nearly equal camps, debated all night; the remonstrance recounting Charles’s faults passed by eleven votes. Victory heartened the conservatives: the Lords already favoured them, and the King, seeming penitent, called Falkland, Hyde, and Colepepper to his side and pledged, “No step touching the Commons without your knowledge.” Reaction gathered strength; some hot Puritans spoke of selling their lands and fleeing. Yet Charles despised both moderate and radical opponents. Within weeks he sent the Attorney-General to impeach Pym, Hollis, Hampden, and others for treason, then strode into Parliament with armed guards to seize them.

The raid miscarried; the five members had slipped away before Charles strode into the chamber, and disaster followed hard on his heels. Indignation swept Parliament and the nation: at the instant confidence was reviving, the King had struck at jury trial, parliamentary privilege, and every cherished liberty, proving that blood alone could satisfy his will. Panic turned to defiance; through the night London armed itself, yeomen galloped toward Westminster sporting parliamentary ribbons, and the Commons, by a two-to-one roar, passed resolutions of fierce daring. Trainbands ringed Westminster, mobs howled at Whitehall, gentlemen barred the doors, and Charles fled the stormy capital.

A weary negotiation dragged on for months. Oaths, pledges, and appeals to heaven could not mend the King’s shattered credit, and the Houses, feeling their lands and necks at hazard, demanded sweeping safeguards: no minister or peer without their consent, and, above all, the sword wrested from the Crown. The country loved the throne yet loathed the man who held it; abolition was unthinkable, replacement impossible, so title and power had to be sundered. The plan echoed what the later Revolution would achieve indirectly, but its blunt statement horrified constitutional Royalists, who now rallied, ashamed yet resolute, around Charles.

In August 1642 steel was drawn. Across nearly every shire rival banners rose: Parliament held London, the fleet, the Thames, most ports, vast stores, and steady customs and excise; the King, short of guns and powder, taxed the countryside to scant effect and leaned on the melted plate and pawned jewels of loyal grandees. Voluntary gifts, however, could not match systematic levies. His true advantage lay in men: regiments of Cavaliers—gentlemen riders with their brothers, grooms, and huntsmen—burned for honour, skilled with horse and pistol, seasoned by dangerous sport. Confronting tapsters and idle hirelings, they won the war’s early skirmishes.

The Houses picked the wrong commander. The wealthy Earl of Essex, once famed for continental service, soon revealed sluggish habits and no invention; Prince Rupert repeatedly surprised him. His chief officers—grandees like Stamford and brilliant debaters like Fiennes—proved equally useless: Stratton lost, Bristol surrendered. After a year the King held Bristol, ruled west and north, scared Parliament with plots and riots, hanged malcontents, and lured peers from Westminster to Oxford. Yet Charles missed his hour. In August 1643 he besieged Gloucester; citizens stood firm, London train-bands rushed west, the siege lifted, Royalist morale cracked, and fleeing lords returned.

Meanwhile a fiercer spirit stirred within Parliament. Independent radicals scorned bishop, synod, and throne, dreaming of a commonwealth built ‘root and branch’. Death or disgrace thinned older chiefs; Pym lay among the Plantagenets, Hampden fell before Rupert’s horse, Bedford wavered, Essex floundered. Into the gap strode Oliver Cromwell. Joining the army past forty, he grasped at once that god-fearing, property-holding volunteers, strictly drilled and fiercely inspired, could shatter cavalier flash. His horse proved it at Marston Moor. The Self-Denying Ordinance cleared idle nobles away; Fairfax became titular general, Cromwell real master. The remodelled host met the King at Naseby and swept him from the field.

With victory still uncertain the Houses beheaded the Primate, banned the liturgy, and bound multitudes by the Solemn League and Covenant[17] to root out ‘Popery and Prelacy’ and punish obstructers. When the fighting ended they pressed harder: the church reordered, ministers ejected, Royalists fined or stripped of land, crown, bishopric, and chapter estates sold at giveaway prices, old gentry ruined, new fortunes minted. Yet the authority that launched these changes slipped away. The very army Parliament had created would no longer be ruled. In the summer of 1647 the soldiers overawed Westminster; for thirteen years thereafter England, under shifting titles, obeyed the sword.

The new ruling army bore little likeness to later forces. Privates earned richer wages than most labourers, shared social ground with their officers, and could rise by merit. Drawn by faith, liberty, and ambition rather than hunger, they boasted, “We serve not for lucre; we are freeborn Englishmen guarding England’s religion.” Off duty they formed debating circles and prayer meetings, yet on parade showed iron obedience. Cromwell fused clockwork discipline with crusading fervour. From its remodelling to its disbandment the host scattered every opponent in England, Scotland, Ireland, and Flanders; Turenne marvelled at their exultant charge, and exiled Cavaliers exulted when they shattered Spain’s finest.

Austere morality distinguished them further: no oath, drink, gambling, theft or assault stained the camp, while citizen property and women’s honour stayed untouched. Yet the glimpse of a stained-glass Madonna or an unsavoury sermon could whip musketeers into frenzy, forcing officers to defend pulpits and cathedrals from their iconoclastic zeal. Such guardians soon faced a realm in revolt—uprisings in Norfolk, Suffolk, Essex, Kent, Wales; the Thames fleet raising the royal flag; a Scots army pouring into Lancashire, all tacitly cheered by Parliament. Fairfax crushed disorders near London; Cromwell razed Welsh castles, turned north, annihilated the Scots, reshaped Edinburgh’s rule, and rode back victorious.

During the war, a project once unthinkable stole into shape: the austere army longed to avenge itself on the captive Charles. Whether policy rode fanaticism or the reverse, Cromwell, who had conjured this force, now found it dragging him. He professed no part in the plot, bowed to Providence, yet secretly wrestled with the peril. Mediation still enticed him, but mutinous saints clamoured for the traitor’s head; some even threatened him with impeachment. Meanwhile Charles, master of unlucky deceit, courted every faction and contradicted each pledge—recognising Parliament publicly, revoking the act in council; forbidding foreign help openly, begging for it privately.

He publicly denied using Papists while urging his generals to enlist them; he swore at Oxford never to favour Rome yet secretly promised Irish Catholics their own church. Such crooked politics exhausted Cromwell’s patience. After many prayers, he abandoned the King to destiny. Soldiers purged the Commons, barred the Lords, and erected a new court. The fallen monarch, fearing steel in darkness, instead faced open judgment. Declared tyrant, traitor, murderer, public enemy, he refused to plead, stood regal on the scaffold, and his august head fell before the banqueting hall of Whitehall while thousands stared in stunned silence.

The sacrament of blood knit the victors, yet their triumph birthed a legend. Charles’s calm courage, patient meekness, and defense of ancient liberties turned faults to glory and made him seeming martyr of the constitution he had bruised; from that hour a tide set toward the exiled prince and the throne. For the moment, however, the regicides exulted. England was proclaimed a commonwealth; a withered House of Commons feigned sovereignty, while the army and its giant leader ruled. Alienated from Cavaliers, Presbyterians, Anglicans, Catholics, all but his camps, Cromwell crushed resistance and made England dreaded abroad.

England no longer resisted, yet Ireland and Scotland, both recently rebellious against Charles I, now saluted Charles II and detested the Independents. Cromwell’s energy swept aside their hopes. In months he crushed Ireland with a war like Israel’s against Canaan, emptying great cities, driving thousands abroad or to the Indies, planting Saxon Calvinists, and making the land unexpectedly bloom with roads, farms, and climbing rents that alarmed English landlords. Victorious, the Lord General wheeled north. The young King, bound to the Covenant, had been crowned amid dour Edinburgh saints; two battles shattered his army, he fled, and ancient Scotland bowed to English judges.

The warriors and the Westminster remnant soon turned from allies to rivals. Forgetting it owed existence to the army, the Rump provoked Cromwell; he marched in, pulled the Speaker from the chair, seized the mace, cleared the chamber, locked the door, and the people, hating both sides yet admiring his resolve, stood quiet. King, Lords, Commons lay in ruins, but the army, stuffed with stern republicans who quoted Moses leading Israel, still set boundaries. They would follow the General as elected chief, kill for him, yet never call him King or grant inheritance. Meanwhile his experience now urged a return to beloved ancient forms.

To edge toward that goal without shocking his troops, he convened a body mockingly called Barebones Parliament; it floundered and surrendered its powers, freeing him to craft a new frame. The title of King stayed buried, but almost every prerogative resurfaced in a Lord High Protector, enthroned in Westminster Hall, robed in purple, given a sword of state and a sumptuous Bible, and allowed to name his successor—surely his son. A reformed Commons followed: rotten boroughs erased, county seats multiplied, Manchester, Leeds, and Halifax enfranchised, London enlarged, the county vote opened to every substantial householder, and Scots and Irish summoned to legislate beside English colleagues.

To fashion a House of Lords, Oliver faced a task his sword could not simplify. Nobles would have followed a kingly summons, yet spurned nomination to an upstart senate; they would not barter birthright. He planted the benches with draymen, shoemakers, and colonels, angering Levellers and rousing laughter. The first Commons he convened questioned his title and he dismissed it untouched; the second owned him Protector, would have crowned him, but scorned his Lords, so he broke it too, crying, “God be judge between you and me!” Despot in deed, he split England into districts under Major-Generals, crushed risings, foiled plots, and moved within cuirasses.

Grievances remained bearable: taxes heavy yet endurable, property safe, courts exact. Laws bent only where his safety required. Anglicans might read prayers if silent on politics; papists languished, yet Jews, banned since Henry III, built a London synagogue. Abroad, even enemies praised him. England, long insignificant, suddenly lorded the seas, humbled the Dutch, scourged Barbary corsairs, shattered Spanish armies, seized Jamaica and Dunkirk. She spoke for every Protestant church; Huguenots and Alpine shepherds rested under his shield, and the Pope urged mercy lest English guns thunder against Saint Angelo. Cromwell yearned for a vast religious war that never came.

Few loved the regime, yet dread outgrew hatred; too just to madden the nation, too vigorous to be defied, it stood till fever stilled its master. Soldiers still honoured him, Europe still trembled, and London gave him a funeral grander than any king’s. Richard succeeded as smoothly as a Prince of Wales. For five quiet months the decent young man, unbloodied and amiable, pleased Cavaliers and reassured Presbyterians, the ideal figurehead for a limited monarchy. Writs now ran in the ancient form; disfranchised boroughs revived, great towns fell silent, and the legal order returned. Commons confirmed Richard Protector and admitted liberty-loving nobles without fresh patents.

Richard inherited the throne with the forms of his father’s government restored, yet no hold on the veterans beyond Cromwell’s name. Gentle, unblooded, and weary of guardroom cant, he faced officers who prized glory and republican zeal but lacked their dead commander’s steel. Fleetwood preached independence; Lambert hungered for the purple. From the first day they plotted. Richard’s harmony with the Commons stung the camp: Presbyterians over Independents, gown over sword. The generals forced him to dissolve Parliament, used him, then tossed him aside, recalled the old Speaker and members amid the nation’s scorn, and declared "no single magistrate, no Lords.

The resurrected Rump instantly renewed its quarrel with the soldiery, forgetting whose muskets had opened its doors. Sabres again barred the chamber, and a provisional junta of officers seized the reins. Dismay at endless coups at last welded Presbyterians to Cavaliers: better the Stuarts than a carousel of Deys—Lambert today, Desborough tomorrow, Harrison next week—each buying favour with fresh plunder. Yet fear of that invincible host chilled every plot; numbers had often bled vainly against drilled ranks. Relief came when tidings spread that the Scottish army, untainted by the revolutions, had risen in wrath against Westminster's guardroom dictators.

George Monk, veteran of both crown and commonwealth, spurned the usurpers, mustered seven thousand seasoned troops, and crossed the Tweed. His advance lit the country like fire: citizens refused taxes, apprentices roared for a free Parliament, the fleet sailed up the Thames and declared against military rule. The once-solid army split; regiments scrambled to make separate peace. Lambert hurried north, was deserted, and captured. Humbled, the soldiers recalled the despised Rump. Monk entered England, gentry clustering round him, yet he kept sphinx-like silence. In London, with troops brawling in the Strand and the whole realm united, he finally proclaimed for "a free Parliament.

As soon as the declaration spread, bells pealed, ale flooded the gutters, bonfires reddened the night five miles round London. Wherever he rode, thousands surged forward, shouting blessings. The Presbyterian members, expelled years before, marched back through cheering crowds that choked Westminster Hall and Palace Yard, while Independent chiefs skulked indoors. A provisional council issued writs for a general election, then the Long Parliament, after twenty stormy years—victorious, enslaved, expelled and restored—voted its own extinction. The poll produced the expected result: a Commons filled, save for rare exceptions, with men well-disposed to the royal house, the Presbyterians holding the majority.

The army brooded, hating the names of King, Stuart, presbyter and prelate alike, furious that their long dominion was ending. Monk courted and divided them with money, praise and threats, disbanded mutinous regiments, kept the Scots in London merry with overflowing cellars, while squires and magistrates mustered one hundred-and-twenty thousand militia, and twenty thousand armed citizens paraded Hyde Park; the fleet stood loyal. Lambert burst from prison and called the ranks to arms, yet his revolt flickered out and he returned in chains. The Convention assembled, summoned the King, and a dazzling fleet bore him home amid weeping crowds everywhere.

Flags streamed from Dover to London, booths lined the road, bells and music thundered, ale and wine poured for the wanderer whose coming meant peace, law and freedom. Only Blackheath looked grim: serried veterans greeted him with hard eyes, yet distrust and disunion held their hands, while city militia and loyal gentry ringed the field; the day ended safely in the ancient palace. Afterwards historians would recall how, in the wider struggle to change a medieval monarchy into one fit for modern burdens, ruin threatened when lesser captains ruled. United Cavaliers and Roundheads chose restoration first, then abolished oppressive feudal tenures.

Fifty thousand veterans were suddenly released, yet beggars and robbers never appeared; within months the mightiest army on earth melted harmlessly into workshops and wagons, its old soldiers recognised only by their exceptional industry. The terror of a standing army, however, lingered, fiercer among Cavaliers than Roundheads. Because rebels, not princes, had once held the sword, that weapon became hateful to the very party that loved monarchy, and for generations Tories thundered for militia and railed at every increase of regular troops. Even in 1786 they balked at coastal fortifications, until the French Revolution redirected their fears.

Once the throne returned, the coalition dissolved and enmities flared. Cromwell lay beyond reach, so victors dug up, hanged, quartered, and burned the bones of England’s fallen ruler, then hunted a handful of republican chiefs. When that bloodlust was sated, former allies wrangled. Moderate Roundheads praised Charles’s virtues yet defended their earlier resistance, claiming the kingdom’s safety lay in men who had fought for parliament, saved the King’s father from the soldiery, and ushered the Stuarts home. Cavaliers, who had borne exile and ruin, demanded recompense and precedence, some even clamouring to plunder their late opponents.

A religious quarrel sharpened the strife. Before war, bishops had lost their Lords’ seats, yet episcopacy and the liturgy still stood in statute. Parliament later decreed a Presbyterian hierarchy, councils rising in ranks, and replaced prayer book with a Directory; but Independents soon ruled, the ordinances languished, and only Middlesex and Lancashire fully obeyed them. Elsewhere parishes drifted alone until Cromwell, fearing drunkards would fill pulpits, created the Triers, a mixed board whose certificate alone allowed possession of a living. Approved ministers tilled glebes, preached without book, and served communion at long tables, while church governance remained a patchwork subjugated by state power.

Those who helped restore the King hoped to quiet England’s feuds by synods and a compromise liturgy. Usher’s temperate Episcopalians accepted bishops guided by councils; Baxter’s temperate Presbyterians could tolerate a standing moderator styled bishop. Prayer might be liturgical or spontaneous, the cross at baptism optional, communicants permitted to sit. Cavalier ranks scorned every concession. The devout cherished every syllable that had comforted the martyred Charles and sustained them in exile; the worldly cherished the same syllables because they plagued Roundheads. Both sides opposed revision precisely because revision threatened the gratifying war of creeds.

During Puritan ascendancy the Book of Common Prayer was outlawed even in sickrooms; a child caught reading its collects faced punishment. Ministers were expelled, mobs abused them, churches and tombs were defaced, royal pictures of Christ and Mary burned, statues mutilated. Wagers were fined, adultery made capital, ordinary dalliance criminal. Maypoles fell, theatres were gutted, actors whipped, village sports suppressed; bearbaiting drew special ire, not for the bear’s pain but for the crowd’s delight. Christmas was renamed a fast of contrition, provoking riots when constables tried to enforce gloom. Cromwell disliked such meddling yet his magistrates and troopers enforced it everywhere.

Mockery followed tyranny. Puritan garb, accent and scruples, once tolerated in small conventicles, looked ludicrous on generals and councillors. Odd sects multiplied: the drunken tailor Lodowick Muggleton damned unbelievers unless they accepted his six-foot deity and a sun four miles distant; George Fox denounced plural pronouns and heathen weekdays, founding the despised Quakers, flogged here and killed in New England. The populace blurred Puritans and Quakers into one tribe of canting spoilers, hating both. Meanwhile power corrupted the godly; prosperity lured ambitious hypocrites who mouthed holy phrases for preferment. Signs once marking saints now served as surest badges of rogues.

Oppression had once kept the English Nonconformists a staunch, clear-sighted band; but when they ruled the state every aspirant begged their favour, trading the passwords of godliness for advancement. Barebone’s Parliament even decreed no servant of the public until the House approved his piety. Sad drab suits, lank hair, nasal hymns, Sabbaths grim as stone were easy masks for men who prized no creed. Sincere saints were drowned by cheats whose talk of "sweet experiences" cloaked fraud, rapine, secret vice. The multitude, judging by these dissemblers, loathed the very dialect of Puritanism. Restoration freedom set a chorus against it, swelled by the hypocrites themselves.

Yet the two camps that had briefly united to recall the crown soon faced each other anew. Most people clung to the Royalists; memories of Strafford, Laud, and tyrannous courts had faded, while the king’s beheading, the Rump’s sour rule, and military violence still stung. The Commons, elected in Presbyterian days, drifted differently: members cursed Cromwell yet honoured Essex and Pym; a blunt Cavalier who called every sword raised against Charles treason was hauled to the bar and rebuked. They hoped to heal the Church for moderate Puritans, but court and country would not have it.

The restored King, adored as martyr’s son and romantic exile, now stood arbiter. Nature gave wit and charm, hardship showed him cottage loyalty and courtier perfidy; yet he returned a polished idler, addicted to pleasure, allergic to labour. Everyone, he said, had a price: clever men called the haggling "integrity", pretty women named it "modesty." Honour and shame barely reached him; flattery bored him because he trusted no virtue. Too tender to refuse, he poured titles and secrets on the loudest claimant. Spurning business, ambition, and doctrine, he desired only untaxed revenue for revels and to humble the dour Presbyterians who once caged him.

James, Duke of York, sided with the Crown. Though a pleasure-seeker, he was industrious, methodical, hungry for power, yet slow-witted, stubborn, and severe; free institutions and their champions repelled him even while he still called himself Anglican and stirred Protestant fears. Daily burden of rule fell to Chancellor Edward Hyde, soon Earl of Clarendon. Earlier he had shone in the Long Parliament, helping abolish the hated Council of York; when factions split, he joined the conservative camp, followed Charles I to ruin, guided Charles II in exile, and, after the Restoration, became chief minister and father-in-law to the heir.

Illustrious kinship lifted Clarendon above ancient nobles; yet the gifts that made him master of papers, debate, and maxims could not calm his sour pride. Years abroad had fixed his outlook in the quarrels of youth. Returning in 1660, he inspected nothing, ruled at once, and scowled at every usage born during his absence. Loyal to prerogative, hostile to Roundheads, aflame for bishops and the Prayer-book, he mixed zeal with revenge. While the recalling Commons still sat, change was barred, so Charles promised liberty of conscience, a revised liturgy, and shared power, then dissolved them after securing amnesty and taxes but no army.

In 1661 a wildly loyal electorate sent a Parliament of battle-scarred Cavaliers to Westminster amid dazzling coronation festivities. As each man’s fervour fed his neighbour’s, the Commons grew fiercer than Charles, fiercer than the bishops; only his steady pressure saved the indemnity from repeal. They ordered every member to communicate with the old Liturgy and consigned the Covenant to the hangman’s fire. Statutes followed: the sword belonged solely to the King; corporation officers must take Anglican Eucharist and swear that resistance was always unlawful; the triennial safeguards were weakened; bishops regained their seats; episcopal ordination became essential, ejecting two thousand non-conforming ministers without support.

Parliament pressed for harsh laws against Nonconformists; Presbyterians begged the throne, reminding Charles of his pledged gratitude. Conflicted by promises, personal leniency, and his hope of one day favouring Roman Catholics, he tried weakly to check the Commons. Their fury overpowered him, and he cheerfully signed statutes that branded attendance at dissenting worship a crime. One justice, no jury, could condemn; a third offence meant seven years’ transportation—never to friendly New England—and return before term ended risked the gallows. Ejected ministers faced a new test and a five-mile ban from corporate towns. Partisan magistrates quickly packed gaols with gifted sufferers.

The Church of England, restored with the Stuarts, repaid protection with boundless flattery. She trumpeted the prerogative and preached uncompromising “non-resistance,” swearing that even a monster king daily torturing innocents must never be opposed. When the crisis arrived, those same zealots everywhere took up arms against the crown. Meanwhile, estates shifted again: episcopal and Royalist owners reclaimed confiscated lands because revolutionary sales lacked statutory confirmation, ejecting purchasers who had honestly paid. Amnesty blocked suits for back rents, and Cavaliers who had earlier sold cheaply to appease Parliament or buy favour remained unreimbursed, their own bargains still binding.

With Puritan restraint gone, repressed appetites exploded; frivolity and vice filled playhouses, taverns, and chambers, applauded by a king who paraded his profligacy. Aging counselors like Clarendon, Southampton, and Ormond kept austere manners and earned fashionable mockery. Hobbes offered a polished creed that made royal will the measure of truth and turned religion into expedience, quickly adopted by every glittering rake. Poetry, comedy, and satire glorified lust and sneered at virtue. The Church muttered dutiful warnings, yet poured its passion into hunting conventicles. Etherege and Wycherley’s lewd lines echoed before ladies while Bunyan rotted in jail, Anglican power shining, national morals sinking.

Revolutions and counter-revolutions had taught the kingdom’s professional politicians to shed convictions like worn cloaks. They watched episcopal priests hound Puritans, Puritan synods hound Episcopalians, monarchs fall and rise, parliaments rule and vanish, fortunes shift from Cavalier to Roundhead and back. To prosper they learned to smell the change, ride it hard, then leap clear as it toppled, turning instantly into accusers of yesterday’s allies. The trade sharpened their eyes and tongues but poisoned their souls: no faith, no reverence, only the thrill of a game where a clever throw might bring estates, coronets, even crowns, and a mistake the scaffold.

While creeds and codes shifted in England, royal power slipped back into every corner of the islands. Scotland greeted the Stuarts as saviours of her independence, yet the freedom was showy at best; with England loyal, the King could risk whatever policy pleased him. He revived the venture that had ruined his father and ordered a prelatical church for Scotland. Statesmen bred as Presbyterians muttered warnings, then bent the knee; the compliant Estates decreed Episcopacy. Some pulpits borrowed the English liturgy in full, others trimmed it; doxology and Creed rang everywhere. The people loathed the foreign ritual yet mostly endured.

Yet in the western lowlands flintier spirits held the Covenant above every statute. They spurned the Indulgence, calling it a velvet glove on the hand of tyranny, and stole from town to heath, from valley to crag, to pray and preach beneath open sky. Each conventicle bristled with pikes and muskets; when the troopers rode in, the worshippers answered shot with shot, flared into rebellion, were broken, and rose again. Courts chained them, soldiers scourged them, Highland marauders plundered them, gibbets swung with their corpses; still they crouched like cornered wolves, eyes blazing, daring the mightiest power to test their despair.

Under Charles II, Scotland seethed with faction; Ireland burned hotter. Old quarrels between Cavaliers and Roundheads paled before the hatred dividing English settler and Celtic native, Protestant and Papist. Cromwell’s colonists flaunted tales of the Ulster massacres and urged the King to finish the Protector’s work, muttering, “there will be no peace till the old Irish race is extirpated.” Catholics pleaded innocence, recited their loyalty at Worcester and Dunbar, asked not to be robbed with the guilty. Wearied, the court imposed a bargain: the Cromwellians surrendered one-third of their lands, arbitrarily shared among favourites, while many claimants departed, cursing Stuart ingratitude.

Across the channel enthusiasm for the Restoration ebbed. Royalists snarled at court and one another; the suppressed faction, thought dead, roused itself again. Nonconformists, scourged by fresh penal laws, stood patient yet unbending; the persecuted Puritan, driven from pulpit and hearth, won pity where the domineering sequestrator had earned loathing. Rumour whispered that King and Duke were closet Papists. Moralist and libertine alike recoiled from Whitehall, where psalms were mocked, oaths bandied, and nights dissolved in wine and mistresses. A nation could forgive cheerful amusement, but not rulers who forfeited treasury, councils, and fleets for laughter at a gaming-table.

Disillusioned Cavaliers echoed the clamour. After pledging plate and oaks for the martyr-King, they still wandered threadbare, while “one half of what His Majesty throws to concubines would rescue us,” they cried. Rents crashed five shillings in the pound; manor houses tightened belts as palace revels blazed brighter. The Queen chosen, Catherine of Portugal, pleased few, and hopes for an heir faded. Worse followed: glorious Dunkirk, trophy of Oliver’s guns, was bartered to Louis XIV. Economy, ministers pleaded, yet Tangier, her dowry outpost, guzzled treasure and lives in feverish skirmishes with Moorish horse. Murmurs deepened into steady, menacing resentment.

The court launched war against the United Provinces; Commons voted funds, yet greed and ineptitude wasted coins. Courtiers fattened while sailors mutinied for bread, dockyards lay open, hulls leaked. Offensive schemes collapsed, defence too: De Ruyter’s fleet sailed up the Thames and burned war-vessels at Chatham. That day the King feasted with his mistresses, chasing a moth about the supper-room. Humiliation revived Oliver’s legend; men praised his valor, children had once shouted that ‘the Devil was dead’. Royalists clamoured for Commonwealth veterans. A blockade starved London; Tilbury Fort was insulted; guns thundered; mobs crying ‘England’s bought and sold’ battered ministers’ doors until a peace followed.

Calamity pressed even the best government would have bowed beneath: while the shameful war raged, the Plague carried off more than a hundred thousand in six months, and, before the death-carts were gone, a Fire sweeping from the Tower to Smithfield left little but ashes between river and Temple. Had elections been held amid such misery, the Roundheads would likely have returned; yet the old Cavalier Commons still sat. Loyal to the throne, they nevertheless guarded the nation’s purse, and with it quietly wrested control of policy, forcing the King to accept laws, dissolve cabinets, and conduct war at their bidding.

All blame fell on Clarendon. Puritans saw a second Laud; Scottish Presbyterians cursed him for their church’s fall; Irish Catholics for lost estates; Cavaliers disliked his defence of indemnity; others damned the barren Queen, the sale of Dunkirk, and, unfairly, the Dutch war. His fiery temper, palace facing Whitehall, Vandyke gallery, and ostentation deepened hatred. When the Dutch lay in the Thames, windows of his mansion shattered, trees were hacked, a gibbet rose before the door. In Commons he scolded every inquiry into wasted navy funds, rejected conciliatory plans, mocked rising young members, and failed to see that without them government could stand no longer.

Both sides detested Clarendon. The Commons raged at his faults; the Court loathed virtues that rebuked its sins. Even as a young student he had shunned fashionable vice, and age only hardened his stern piety. He glared at mimics, revellers and courtesans thronging Whitehall, and lectured Charles with sermons as sharp as they were interminable. When Southampton died no friendly voice remained. Ormond fought loyally, yet the great minister crashed. The seal was torn away, the Commons impeached him, the scaffold seemed near; he fled, Parliament proscribed him forever, and rivals snarled over the shattered fragments of his power.

His fall partially satisfied the nation’s craving for vengeance, yet fury over waste, negligence, and the late disastrous war still burned. Eyeing the Chancellor’s fate, Charles’s counsellors trembled for themselves and urged him to calm Parliament and people by an act unparalleled in Stuart annals, worthy of Cromwell’s prudence. Meanwhile foreign clouds gathered. Spain, though still holding Milan, the Sicilies, Belgium and vast American realms, was palsied and helpless. France now towered supreme: compact, fertile, obedient to one will, its great fiefs long absorbed, its States-General forgotten, its mild despotism rich, and its army of one hundred-twenty-thousand men unmatched.

France had rivals on the sea but no superior, and Louis XIV’s power sharpened the threat. Graceful and tireless, he chose able servants, stole their glory, shielded suppliant allies with quixotic generosity, yet broke treaties for ambition; licentious in life, firm in Roman faith, he wielded force for creed and fame. English hearts beat with alarm and old hatred: Crecy still echoed, Dunkirk’s sale rankled, Clarendon’s French leanings had damned him, Westminster crowds cheered a brawl against French envoys. As Louis pressed Spain and pushed toward the Rhine, Holland stood alone; that peril and anger drove Charles’s ministers to a policy that astonished the realm.

Sir William Temple urged an alliance to restrain France; once ignored, his plan was suddenly embraced. Sent to the Hague, he swiftly sealed terms with John De Witt; Sweden joined, and the Triple Alliance appeared. Louis, sullen, surrendered much conquered land rather than face England, Holland, and Sweden with Spain. Europe quieted, and for a brief season Whitehall enjoyed the respect that once followed Cromwell. In England the pact thrilled every faction: it checked a grasping neighbour and bound Protestant powers together. Commons cheered, and even malcontents grinned that it was 'the only good thing done since the King came in.'.

Charles valued neither applause nor national honour. He saw the treaty as a momentary sop and chafed at a Parliament that demanded accounts and mocked his vices. The Country Party, swelling with Puritans, Republicans, and wary Royalists, grew bolder each by-election. When Sir John Coventry jeered court debauchery, hired ruffians slit his nose; fury forced the monarch to sign an act condemning the culprits and denying himself the power to pardon them. Longing to rule unchecked, he lacked a force large enough—barely sufficient troops guarded Whitehall while twenty thousand of Oliver’s veterans haunted London—so he looked abroad for aid.

France beckoned. To secure Louis’s gold and soldiers, Charles was ready to live like a pampered vassal, making war and peace at another’s bidding. James, proud yet devout, accepted the scheme because Catholic triumph outweighed dignity. Through their brilliant sister Henrietta, proposals passed: England would dissolve the Triple Alliance, join France against Holland, and the King would publicly embrace Rome, in return for subsidies and troops that would silence Parliament. Louis feigned coolness, then agreed, confident he risked little; he never meant to crusade for absolutism in England, preferring nearer conquests, and French opinion despised English quarrels over liberty.

Louis welcomed Whitehall’s approach. Dreaming of crushing the Dutch and adding Belgium, Franche-Comté and Lorraine, he also watched the sickly Spanish heir, certain France could soon claim the global Habsburg empire. A continental league might resist, yet France alone could meet it, while English aid would decide the balance. Discovering Charles and James craving money and protection, Louis fixed an unwavering scheme: promise generosity, release subsidies slowly, keep hope alive, and, at a cost smaller than Versailles’s gilding, reduce England for nearly twenty years to the political weight of San Marino on the continent itself.

To foment English discord, he showered coin on court and opposition alike, urging the Crown to defy Parliament while hinting to Parliament at royal tyranny. His shrewdest emissary was Louisa de Querouaille, a bold, alluring intriguer; she enthralled Charles, became Duchess of Portsmouth, and ruled his heart. In May 1670 the crowns sealed a secret Dover pact: Charles would proclaim Catholicism, help France smash the Dutch and secure Spain, and England’s fleets would fly Bourbon banners; Louis would fund him and land troops if rebels rose. Henrietta soon died, suspicions flared, yet assurances resumed. James pressed for open conversion, but Louis counselled delay.

Charles, not ministers, conceived the treaty, writing secret letters and hiding its ugliest clauses from most advisers. Traditional Privy Council proved too big; practical power drifted to a small interior board soon nicknamed Cabinet. In 1671 a coincidence of initials christened its five members the Cabal: Clifford, Arlington, Buckingham, Ashley, Lauderdale. Clifford, hot and imperious, still prized honour. Arlington, worldly and adaptable, favoured French absolutism and Roman worship. Buckingham, jaded libertine, chased intrigue as another amusement and betrayed every camp. Ashley, shrewd and relentless, timed each treachery so well that fortune rose with every storm. Lauderdale, brutal and bigoted, completed the unruly chorus.

Lauderdale, boisterous in jest or rage, masked utter dishonesty beneath his loud frankness. Once a fervent Covenanter, possibly a broker in Charles I’s sale, he still cursed that king and secretly clung to Presbyterianism even while, now the Crown’s scourge, he drove bishops, swords, halters, and boot heels upon Scotland. Charles shared the Cabinet with equally unscrupulous Buckingham and Ashley, yet hid from them the clause pledging him to Rome, showing instead a bowdlerised treaty. The real compact bore the seals of Clifford and Arlington, half-veiled Catholics: Clifford fiery and soon open, Arlington colder, timid till death. Nevertheless the whole five took French gold.

To fund the plan Charles feigned zeal for the Triple Alliance and an enlarged fleet; the Commons, mostly Cavaliers already buttered with places and Louis’s coin, voted eight hundred thousand pounds. He prorogued them at once. War with Holland soon swallowed more than revenues, so Ashley and Clifford halted repayment of the goldsmith-bankers’ thirteen hundred thousand, promising interest only. The Exchange roared, firms collapsed, panic spread. Meanwhile proclamations overrode statutes; the Declaration of Indulgence set aside penalties on Catholics and, for disguise, on Protestant dissenters. Days later war erupted. French armies overran three provinces; hostile campfires glowed from Amsterdam; fleets fought stubbornly at sea.

Self-elected town councils sent delegates up to the States-General; after William II died in 1650 the Stadtholder’s chair stood empty, and Grand Pensionary John De Witt governed while the infant heir, William Henry, rich and popular, was held back. The French advance whipped the populace into rage: De Ruyter was insulted, the De Witt brothers were literally torn apart, and nineteen-year-old William, though tolerant of the massacre, took power. He declared, “If our soil drown, liberty will cross the seas; our ships can carry two hundred thousand to plant a greater Amsterdam in Asia.” The people opened the dykes, flooded the land; the enemy retreated, Louis hastened to Versailles.

Fortunes at sea wavered, on land the Dutch gained a breathing space, and the vast ambition of Louis roused both Austrian branches. Spain and Holland forgot old wounds, German battalions streamed to the Rhine, while England, having squandered the proceeds of forced loans, stood penniless. A fresh tax risked revolt, and the French treasury was overstrained, so Charles called Parliament after nearly two years. Clifford, now Lord Treasurer, and Shaftesbury, now Lord Chancellor, marshalled his cause, yet the Commons advanced by measured siege. They promised funds for the Dutch war only if the Declaration of Indulgence, detested by nineteen-twentieths of England, were revoked.

Debate turned to the ancient power of dispensing penal statutes. Courtiers cited precedent; patriots warned that boundless privilege would swallow liberty. The Commons drew a line at ecclesiastical laws and voted no money unless the prerogative were disowned. For a moment Charles braced to fight, but Louis counselled patience, and cracks split the Cabal. Shaftesbury suddenly confessed in the Lords that the Indulgence was illegal. Deserted, the King rescinded it and pledged never to repeat the experiment. Still the House pressed on, wringing from him the Test Act: every office-holder must swear, deny transubstantiation, take Anglican communion, and the Duke of York resigned the Admiralty.

With domestic policy overturned, the Commons struck at the war. They urged peace with Holland, refused supplies, and demanded Buckingham and Lauderdale quit the council while a committee weighed Arlington’s impeachment. The Cabal crumbled: Clifford, refusing the test, surrendered his white staff; Arlington slid into a household post; Shaftesbury and Buckingham joined crowds; only Lauderdale kept his Scottish brief. Charles, feigning old alliances, sent Sir William Temple to frame a separate treaty with the Dutch. Power passed to Sir Thomas Osborne, soon Earl of Danby, a master of parliamentary bribery who meant to strengthen monarchy through Cavalier, clerical, and provincial backing, not foreign swords.

Determined to secure Cavalier dominance, Danby in 1675 introduced a bill forcing anyone to swear that resistance to the crown was always criminal and that Church or State must never be altered. Weeks of debate followed, but the assault led by Buckingham and Shaftesbury maimed the measure until it died. Danby longed to humble France; he swore he would ‘cudgel’ Louis and at a banquet drank to the confusion of anti-war men. He urged Temple and an alliance, yet Charles, greedy for French gold and dreams, pulled opposite. Their concessions produced acts: Mary married William, Ossory aided the Dutch, while Danby forwarded French subsidies.

The Country Party pulled in opposite directions. They dreaded Louis’s victories yet dreaded giving their own monarch troops that might crush English liberty. First they clamoured for war; once recruiting began they refused supplies and demanded disbandment. Louis encouraged their fears, opening secret channels through Ambassador Barillon. Both he and the patriots shared one feeling: distrust of Charles. William Lord Russell freely plotted with the envoy to embarrass the king; his motives were unselfish, yet some allies accepted French money. Even the lofty Algernon Sydney let Versailles pay him for services he believed would save his country.

England, held inactive by these crosscurrents, merely struck attitudes until the nine-year struggle closed with the Treaty of Nimeguen. The Dutch emerged secure and honored, William of Orange won Europe’s applause, France kept conquests, Spain paid the price. A political crisis ripened at home. The stock of goodwill Charles once enjoyed had vanished; temper returned to that of 1640. Pride smarted: a kingdom that had lately ruled seas and humbled Spain now counted for less than a principality. Along with shame came fear for freedom; murmurs spread that the court meant tyranny, perhaps backed by foreign bayonets, and even lifelong loyalists hinted they would resist.

Hatred of Catholicism overshadowed pride and liberty, fueled by memories of Mary’s burnings, Elizabeth conspiracies, and the Gunpowder Plot with annual bonfires. Clergy and gentry feared loss of benefices, abbeys, and tithes; hatred of Puritanism faded since the Restoration, while loathing of Popery grew. Rumors of the Dover treaty hinted at a blow to Protestantism. Charles was suspected of leaning Rome-ward; his heir James openly devout, first Duchess Catholic, second wife Mary of Modena Catholic; possible sons might spread a Catholic dynasty. Penal laws had been bent to spare Papists; France, England’s chief ally, persecuted Protestants. People braced for the return of "Bloody Mary" days.

Nation like tinder awaited sparks; two flared. The French court, hating Danby, sent Ralph Montague to show Commons letters proving the Treasurer had begged French gold, branding him traitor. Yet greater tumult followed word of a vast Popish plot. Titus Oates, disgraced Anglican preacher and ex-Jesuit student, spun nightmare: Pope entrusted England to Jesuits; Catholic nobles held commissions; they would burn Thames shipping, butcher Protestants, and admit a French army. Leading ministers marked for death; Charles to be stabbed, poisoned, or shot with silver bullets. Coleman's half-burned papers seemed to confirm it; soon Justice Sir Edmondsbury Godfrey vanished, then appeared murdered.

Godfrey’s corpse sent city and kingdom into frenzy. Gaols overflowed with Papists; justices ransacked houses; trainbands watched all night; cannon ringed Whitehall; citizens hid leaded flails. The body lay in state, then moved with grim pageant. Commons demanded vault guards, added an oath against Transubstantiation, shutting Catholic Lords out; threatened Queen; jailed a Secretary; impeached Danby; tried to seize the militia. Charles dissolved the long Parliament in January 1679, hoping to smother inquiry. Campaigns raged; gold flowed; horses carried voters; freeholds split; dissenting preachers rode village to village. Most winners reached Westminster breathing the wrath that once doomed Strafford and Laud.

Courts meant to shield innocence flared with passions fiercer than any hustings. Oates’s single tale, though by law needing a second witness, had lifted him from destitution to power, inspiring mimics. Carstairs the Scottish spy began; Bedloe the swindler followed; brothels and gambling-dens spewed informers eager to damn Catholics. One swore to thirty-thousand pilgrim soldiers at Corunna, another to five hundred pounds and sainthood for regicide, a third to a banker bragging in Covent Garden. Not to fade, Oates claimed he overheard the Queen whisper, “I consent to the assassination of my husband.” Judges, juries, and mobs shouted “Guilty!” and the innocent swung.

While blood flowed, the new Parliament assembled, so violent that men who remembered Strafford’s attainder and the King’s execution stood aghast. They resumed Danby’s impeachment; his royal pardon was scorned, the trial pressed, yet the real objective was to bar the Duke of York from the throne. Charles, after sending his brother to Brussels, saw no easing of the storm: Cavaliers nursed grievances, millions drifted to the Roundhead side, even Anglican pulpits thundered against Rome. In desperation he summoned Sir William Temple, diplomat of the Triple Alliance, peace-maker with Holland, and architect of Mary’s marriage, an incorruptible yet cautious statesman untested in Commons combat.

Temple proposed a shock-absorber between Crown and Commons: a rebuilt Privy Council of thirty. Fifteen would hold the great offices of state, law, and church; fifteen would be independent lords and gentlemen of fortune; no inner cabinet, every secret shared, the King vowing to follow their advice. The design, half ministry half parliament, proved ill-shaped: too large for swift action, too court-bound for stern oversight, too mixed to guard secrets, yet not mixed enough to prevent misrule. Still the public cheered, especially when Shaftesbury became Lord President and Russell joined. Within weeks confusion returned; real power slid to a quartet—Temple, Essex, Halifax, Sunderland.

Earl of Essex, solid, grave, melancholy, sought to reconcile Country Party and throne. Halifax outshone all: fertile mind; silver-toned eloquence; talk brimmed with wit, his tracts classic. Rank and wealth enhanced his sway, yet his historian’s eye spoiled teamwork; party prejudices drew his scorn. He despised demagogues and passive-obedience zealots, mocked alike surplice-haters and their persecutors. Conservative in habit, republican in theory, he jested at hereditary monarchy and still felt religious stirrings. Accepting the nickname Trimmer, he declared, 'Everything good trims between extremes: climate between roasting and freezing, Church between Anabaptist madness and Papist lethargy, constitution between Turkish despotism and Polish anarchy.

His sceptical understanding, taste, and sense of the ludicrous kept Halifax restless among factions; he seldom strayed far from their frontier, censured every side in triumph, sheltered the fallen, and strove to spare victims whose blood stains both Whig and Tory names. Brilliant opposition brought royal wrath; after fierce dispute he entered the Council of Thirty, soon captivating Whitehall with charm. Public rage frightened him; liberty seemed secure yet order tottered, so he backed the crown, ambition mingling with principle. He mocked pomp yet coveted it, longing to impress court and philosopher alike. Beside him stood Sunderland, Secretary of State, embodiment of the age’s corruption.

Sunderland, cunning, supple, shameless, emerged from Paris diplomacy stripped of prejudice and principle. Cavalier by birth yet ready for despotism, he mouthed republican while serving as the crown’s pliant tool. Adept with individuals, blind to national moods, he misjudged great movements; in private he swayed the King, but at Council board sat mute, and in the Lords never spoke. The four ministers soon provoked jealousy, and Shaftesbury rekindled opposition. Tumult rose: Charles promised any Protestant guarantee except altering succession, Commons demanded the Exclusion Bill. Breaking his pledge, the King prorogued Parliament on 26 May 1679; that day the Habeas Corpus Act won his reluctant assent.

On the very day Charles dismissed Parliament, the licensing law lapsed and printing became free. Soon a dissolution followed, and an inflamed election rang with “Exclusion!” and with louder whispers that the Duke of York and even his Protestant daughters must be set aside for the King’s supposed legitimate son. Years earlier, wandering abroad, Charles had loved the beautiful, flighty Lucy Walters and accepted her child James Crofts as his own. Restored, the boy—now James Scott—dazzled Whitehall, married the rich Anne of Buccleuch, and, loaded with estates and honours, shone as Duke of Monmouth, Master of the Horse and more.

Handsome, affable and brave, Monmouth stormed Dutch ramparts, returned a hero, and seemed denied nothing but the crown. Childhood licence in the presence chamber, purple mourning for foreign princes, and unchecked heraldic lions nurtured his sense of birthright. Gossip spoke of a forgotten wedding contract hidden in a black box; the King had sworn no such marriage existed, yet crowds adored the tale. London blazed with bonfires at his midnight arrivals, and country highways filled with escorting horsemen. He touched scrofulous sufferers, stood godfather to cottagers’ infants, raced in boots against barefoot youths, and captured every rustic cheer.

Yet the strategy of exalting him backfired. By challenging not only James but also William and Mary, his partisans split the Protestant cause. While elections drifted against the court, counsellors glimpsed the public’s first doubts and urged delay. Charles therefore prorogued the newborn Parliament before a bill could be read, sent York northward to govern Scotland, and discarded Temple’s balanced board. Shaftesbury, Temple and Essex withdrew; Essex joined the opposition, Temple retreated to books, Shaftesbury plotted elsewhere. Halifax stayed, Sunderland clung to office. Rising in the vacant space stood Lawrence Hyde, quick-witted yet fiery, and the steady financier Sidney Godolphin.

Fiercely loyal to Crown and Church, the new First Lord—an old-school Cavalier—commanded the parsons’ devotion despite deep bouts of drink and oaths loud as a porter’s. He replaced Essex at the Treasury, though that chair, when the white staff lay in commission, held less weight than a secretaryship. Beside him sat the supple Sidney Godolphin, once a page, now a master of figures. Laborious, cool, able to serve any ruler, he was, as Charles laughed, “Sidney Godolphin is never in the way, and never out of the way.” Grave in council, he spent leisure on racing, cards, and cockfights.

Parliament was kept idle for a year, and the kingdom boiled. Pamphlets, pulpits, and coffee-houses raged over the single cry of Exclusion: no Popish king versus the inviolable right of James. Neighbours quarrelled, boys split into Yorkists and Shaftesburians, theatres thundered, London mobs burned the Pope, cavalry guarded Whitehall. New slang—Mob and Sham—sprang up, along with taunts like Whig, borrowed from Scottish Covenanter rustics, and Tory, taken from Irish bog-bandits. Louis of France fanned both fires with gold and counsel. Meanwhile fresh perjurers such as Dangerfield won fewer juries; the first frenzy was ebbing even as persecution staggered on.

In October 1680 the Houses met at last. The Commons, Whig, hurried the Exclusion Bill through, while Tory Hyde stayed firm, Godolphin urged concession, and Sunderland sided with Shaftesbury. Charles wavered, asked what price a yield would bring, but distrust wrecked bargaining, and all eyes turned to the Lords. Swords rattled as Halifax, nearly alone, carried the day; the bishops followed him, and the bill fell. Thwarted, the majority vented fury on Viscount Stafford, hung on Oates’s lies; yet crowds cried, “God bless you, my Lord! We believe you, my Lord.” Expecting worse, Charles dissolved Parliament and called the next to Oxford beyond London’s trainbands.

Elections are fierce; Whigs still control the Commons, yet Tory feeling surges. Shaftesbury, usually adroit, rejects the court’s compromise and plants himself where he must win or fall. Oxford’s opening day looks like a Polish Diet: Whig MPs ride in flanked by armed tenants who glare at the royal guards, each side fearing to spark civil war. Charles offers every concession except exclusion; the Commons accept nothing else; within days he dissolves them. He stands victorious while the nation, sickened by panic-bred murders, reflects on nursery-tale evidence and the generous laws he has lately granted Protestants.

Men recall his assent to Catholic disabilities and Habeas Corpus, note that exclusion would not profit him, and decide his refusal springs from honour. Alarmed by talk of another Naseby, purged universities, and Puritan rule, landowners and burghers rally round the throne. Charles, rich, at peace, and free from Parliament for three years, chooses strict legality sharpened into a weapon: judges serve at pleasure, sheriffs name juries, perjured informers abound. The first prey is College, the joiner who brandished a Protestant flail; an Oxford jury convicts him amid cheers. Emboldened, ministers pursue Shaftesbury, then move to void London’s charter and revive dormant penalties on Nonconformists.

Beaten yet unbowed, the Whigs still thronged the streets, their past victories and present grievances swelling into loud self-confidence. Yet all that gleamed was show: every royal act they railed at—vetoing Exclusion, dissolving Oxford, prosecuting opponents—rested on ancient right and regular law, the very weapons they had lately wielded against Papists. Unlike 1642, they held no Parliament, no fleet, no popular majority; rebellion promised ruin. Even so, fiery leaders mapped uprisings for London, Cheshire, Bristol, Newcastle, and bargained with tormented Scottish Covenanters. Inside that grand conspiracy a darker knot formed: a handful plotted to ambush and kill Charles and James at Rye House.

The twin designs soon leaked. Panic-struck confederates hurried to Whitehall, exaggerating every meeting and oath. Outrage at the murder scheme swept effortlessly over the wider plan, letting the Crown whip both together. Charles, free at last, struck hard. Shaftesbury slipped to Holland and died; Monmouth knelt, won pardon, then fled; grim Essex cut his throat in the Tower. Russell, blameless of treason, and Sidney, unproved, lost their heads—one like a saint, the other like a Stoic. Lesser agitators swung; many escaped abroad; Tory juries and obsequious judges showered convictions for treason, libel, conspiracy, while crushing damages silenced every tongue.

Legal forms still draped the purge. Charters of London and lesser boroughs were seized, then recast to crown Tories; yet the court soothed anxious churchmen by wedding Lady Anne to George of Denmark, promising Protestant heirs after an ageing Catholic king. Printing remained nominally free, but indictments worked like a censor; preachers thundered against rebellion; Filmer’s divine despotism gained vogue, and Oxford, as Russell died, consigned the books of Buchanan, Milton, and Baxter to fire. Emboldened, Charles at length crossed the line: three years passed without summoning a new Parliament, a blatant breach even though the next elections favored him.

In rapid succession the law bent again for the Duke of York. Too Catholic and too harsh for English taste, he had been hidden in Scotland while Exclusion raged, ruling after dying Lauderdale with fresh cruelties: prison boots clamped, wretches shrieked, courtiers fled, a special order forced them to stay, yet the Duke lingered, studying pain like a scientist. When Whig resistance broke he hurried home, still barred by the Test Act. Trials proved the nation would endure anything; Charles then dared to dispense with the statute, restored his brother to Council, and let him steer the navy once more.

Grumbles rose even among Tories. Halifax, now Marquess and Privy Seal, edged toward Whiggery, urging a safeguard for liberty, scorning Oxford’s servility, hating the French tie, deploring harsh reprisals. At Council he fought alone over Massachusetts: colleagues wished all power fixed in the Crown; he pleaded for assemblies, warning that English settlers would never bear despotism. “Life would not be worth having where liberty and property lie at one master’s mercy,” he cried. The Duke of York boiled, told Charles that such language proved Halifax tainted with “the worst notions of Marvell and Sidney,” and pressed to expel him.

In that age offices were separate fiefdoms: each councillor answered only for papers he sealed, not for decisions he opposed, so dissenters like Halifax stayed on. Lord Keeper Guildford, clear-headed yet abject, timidly backed him. Once he privately drafted a refutation of the Popish Plot, while publicly bawling that its truth was “as plain as the sun in heaven,” and, from the bench, hounding Catholic captives to death. Rochester, York’s fiery brother-in-law, packed patronage with drink-soaked zealots who toasted “confusion to Whiggery.” Halifax urged Parliament, amnesty, Dutch alliance, Monmouth’s recall; York demanded silence, French friendship, and Rochester as Treasurer, while Godolphin watched and Sunderland schemed.

Louis had been not negligent or inactive. Everything favoured his designs. With the Empire busy against Turks and Holland helpless alone, he indulged ambition unchecked, seizing Strasburg, Courtray, Luxemburg, and bending Genoa to degrading submission. French power now towered higher than at any time between Charlemagne and Napoleon, and it would keep climbing if England remained in vassalage. Versailles therefore strove to block a Parliament and any healing of English factions, scattering bribes, promises, threats. Charles wavered between subsidies and exposure of Dover’s secret clauses, several councillors were bought, Halifax resisted. Embassies schemed to displace him, yet his deft wit held the king.

Halifax refused to stay passive. He accused Rochester of malversation; an inquiry showed forty thousand pounds lost, and the Treasurer forfeited his white-staff hopes and was shifted to the ceremonial post of Lord President. “I have seen people kicked down stairs,” Halifax laughed, “but my Lord Rochester is the first person I ever saw kicked up stairs.” Godolphin, lately a peer, now led the Treasury. Charles, irresolute, promised all things to all men: Dutch or French alliance, no Parliament or instant writs, Halifax’s dismissal, York’s exile, Monmouth’s ruin yet secret love. While factions waited, he died early 1685, and reaction swung sharply toward resistance.

The tale now sketches England as the crown passed to James. Familiar county names mask a country transformed. For six centuries private effort and advancing science had lifted wealth despite taxes, fire, plague and war; it was higher at Charles’s death than at his return and was about to soar faster still. If 1685 England rose before us, farms, towns, dress and dwellings would look strange, save for mountains, cliffs and a few castles and minsters. Wild estimates ran from millions in London to barely two million nationwide, yet three surveys—King’s hearth lists, William’s diocesan rolls, Finlaison’s register study—converge near five and a quarter million.

Three separate calculations, drawn from different data, still converge: in James II’s time England held between five and five-and-a-half million souls, under a third of today and not thrice the hosts now pressed into London. Growth has since touched every county, yet the leap has been fiercest north of the Trent, a region then half savage. Bitter weather, stubborn soil, and incessant border wars stifled skill and toil. Middlesex and Northumberland stood apart as Massachusetts now stands from rifle-ruled squatter camps beyond the Mississippi. Under Charles II scars of slaughter remained, and packs of mosstroopers still swept cattle and torched homes.

Parishes kept fierce bloodhounds, yet robbers melted into fells whose tracks remained secret even after George III came in. Manor houses called Peels rose like little fortresses; oxen slept beneath battlements, inmates lay with muskets ready, stones and scalding cauldrons poised for a night assault. Travellers wrote wills before entering that wilderness. When the Newcastle–Carlisle judges rode circuit, the whole legal train carried food and lances, halting to dine beneath a giant oak. Juries, burning with fear and hate, sent thieves by the dozen to the gibbet, while, near Keeldar, half-naked clans danced with dirks to a wild chant.

Peace crept northward, ushering mills, roads and the wealth of coal richer than Peru’s gold. Workers streamed beyond Trent; by 1841 the province of York held two-sevenths of Englishmen, though at the Revolution it claimed but one, Lancashire had grown ninefold while East-Anglian shires scarcely doubled. When Charles II died, the crown drew about £1.4 million: excise £585,000, customs £530,000, hearth-money £200,000, the rest from domains, duchies, first-fruits, fines. Chimney searchers, farming that odious levy, seized pots and the single bed of the poor. Though loans were ancient, government still shirked eighty-thousand in Cabal interest; honest funding awaited William.

By rifling the public creditor, about £1.4 million a year, plus French subsidies, kept king and court afloat. Meanwhile France, Germany and the Netherlands thrummed with vast peacetime armies, new bastions, and arsenals Richelieu would have deemed fables; everywhere drums rattled and sentries watched. In England a man could ride for weeks without meeting a single soldier. City walls gaped, moats were dry, ramparts served as promenade. Baronial keeps lay ivy-clad or refashioned into country palaces where carp swam the old moats and trimmed walks climbed perfumed mounds. Signal beacons, long unlit, stood as quaint relics of vanished alarms.

The only lawful army was the militia. Two Restoration statutes bound every landowner of £500 a year or £6000 in goods to mount, arm, and pay one horseman; owners of £50 a year or £600 were charged with a pikeman or musketeer; smaller freeholders combined to supply their share. The paper strength was put at 130,000. The King held supreme command; lord lieutenants drilled the trainbands no more than fourteen days annually, and fines punished slackness. Travellers who had seen Vauban’s fortresses or Louis’s glittering guards scorned these rustic files, yet country Tories cherished them and dreaded any permanent standing army.

Still, soon after his restoration Charles II began gathering a small standing force to shield Whitehall from unruly zealots. Revenues swelled with trade, letting him enlarge it despite Commons’ grumbles. When Tangier was abandoned, its horse and two foot regiments sailed home and joined the colours. Thus grew the seed of later British hosts. Three glittering troops of Life Guards, each two hundred gentleman-carabineers with rich gear, watched the crown, backed by attached grenadier dragoons. The Blues lay near London, another dragoon regiment policed the Border. Foot Guards and Coldstreams crowded Westminster inns, while Admiral’s, Royal, Buffs, and Tangier line regiments garrisoned coast and forts.

Since the early seventeenth century the foot soldier had traded the long pike for the musket. By Charles II’s last year most troopers carried fire-locks, though pikemen still mingled among them and every man practiced both arms. Each musketeer wore a sword and thrust a so-called dagger—the weapon later named the bayonet—into his muzzle, fumbling to refit it before each volley. Dismounted dragoons fought like ordinary musketeers. In 1685 England’s entire regular force numbered barely seven thousand foot and seventeen hundred horse. Pay ranged from four shillings in the Life Guards to eight pence in the line, and discipline was almost nonexistent.

Such a handful could never shackle five million Englishmen; a London revolt backed by the city trainbands would have swept them aside. Scotland and Ireland kept their own small troops, barely strong enough to overawe local Puritans or Papists, and the crown might summon six crack regiments then serving the United Provinces, three English and three Scottish, maintained abroad at no cost to him. Unable to enlarge the army, the King found no opposition to enlarging the fleet. Whigs and Tories vied to strengthen the power that guarded the coast yet threatened no liberties, voting six hundred thousand pounds for thirty new ships.

On paper the navy boasted nine first rates, fourteen seconds and thirty-nine thirds, but Pepys warned the throne in 1684 that waste, graft and idleness had rotted hulls still tied to their moorings, while Bonrepaux reported to Louis that English dockyards guaranteed inaction. New vessels, built from worthless timber, leaked beside hulks hammered by Dutch broadsides thirty years before. Sailors sold pay tickets at forty percent discount; starving officers begged in vain. Many ships flew the pendant of men untrained for the sea: Rupert the fiery cavalryman, Monk who made his deck laugh by shouting, “Wheel to the left

With war and navigation growing complex, other nations schooled boys for the sea, yet England still tossed high commands to idle courtiers. Any titled stripling who could stand near a royal mistress might be handed a ship of the line, though he had never left the Thames or distinguished latitude from longitude. A token cruise, spent feasting and gambling, passed for training; mastering compass points marked him fit to steer a three-decker. John Sheffield, Earl of Mulgrave, typified the abuse: six weeks’ pleasure under sail at seventeen, captain of an eighty-four-gun beauty at twenty-three, colonel of foot on return.

Greed drew such gentlemen captains to sea: escorting bullion promised thousands, so they flattered foreigners, ignored orders, hunted dollars to Leghorn instead of corsairs, and escaped all punishment. One conscientious officer who obeyed commands lost £4,000 and heard Charles joke, “You’re a great fool for your pains.” Scorned Admiralty bred scornful crews; every forecastle vet outsailed his perfumed chief. Real navigation fell to the master, sparking constant quarrels and occasional wrecks. While silk-clad commanders dined off plate with onboard harems, men starved and died of scurvy. Yet weather-beaten tarpaulins—Mings, Narborough, Shovel—rose from cabin boys, fought bravely, and guarded the flag.

Despite waste, the fleet could have thrived on £380,000 yearly; £400,000 actually vanished, no better spent than a court masque. French outlays matched ours, Dutch surpassed them. Ordnance cost a modest £60,000: scattered gunners, an occasional engineer, no artillery regiment, no sappers, no academy. Field pieces moved so slowly that William’s later train amazed the nation. Proud pamphleteers boasted of fifteen thousand barrels of powder, a twelfth of modern stores. Army, navy, and guns together consumed about £750,000; inactive charges were trifling. Few captains drew half pay, Greenwich was unborn, Chelsea rising on voluntary gifts; noneffective spending scarcely reached £10,000.

Only a fraction of costs fell on the crown, for sheriffs, mayors, justices, head-boroughs and constables served free, superior courts lived on fees, and abroad an ambassador sat at Constantinople, partly kept by the Turkish Company; envoys elsewhere were cheap. Yet Charles starved the service and stuffed favourites. A peer seemed rich on twenty-two thousand a year, yet the Lord Treasurer pulled eight, Lords in commission sixteen hundred, the Paymaster five thousand in poundage, the Groom of the Stole five, and every rank sold titles, places and pardons. "The shortest road to boundless wealth" lay in office, so contenders fought and clung without shame.

Though taxes would later soar forty-fold, 1685 England was still poor: agriculture, rude and scant, covered little more than half the land. Seventeenth-century maps show long stretches of heath and fen where orchards now spread, and the Grand Duke Cosmo’s artists found almost no hedgerows. Near Enfield, within sight of London smoke, twenty-five miles held only three houses and thousands of deer. Royal boars died in the civil war, the last wolf soon after Charles II, yet beasts thronged the wastes. "Strafford is no stag or hare, but a fox to be trapped and knocked on the head," Oliver Saint John cried.

Foxes were massacred, not preserved; red deer filled Gloucestershire and Hampshire, Queen Anne once viewing a herd of five hundred on the road to Portsmouth. White-maned wild bulls, badgers, wailing wild cats, yellow-breasted martins, giant fen eagles, marching bustards and clouded cranes still roamed downs and marshes. After George II came to the throne, change quickened: more than four thousand enclosure Acts fenced over ten thousand square miles, and countless private hedges followed. In a little more than a century, perhaps a quarter of England was transformed from open forest, moor and fen into one vast, ordered garden.

Near Charles II’s death even the best-tilled counties used methods now deemed crude. No official survey existed, yet writers guessed barely ten million quarters of grain, less than a third of today’s thirty-odd million, and under two million of wheat, then a luxury. Crop rotation lagged; turnips were known but seldom fed to stock, so herds were slaughtered and salted each November for Martinmas beef, leaving months with only game and fish. Sheep, oxen, and native horses were small and cheap; Spanish jennets, grey Flemish mares, and recently imported barbs were prized. Newcastle and Fenwick swore a Tangier hack out-bred any English sire.

Mineral riches grew faster. Cornwall sent only 1,600 tons of tin a year, copper lay ignored, yet those lodes now yield 15,000 tons worth a fortune. Cheshire’s first rock-salt bed was new; brine pans belched sulphur and left coarse crystals blamed for scurvy, so fine salt came from France, whereas today we export hundreds of millions of pounds. Ironworks, short of coal and feared for stripping forests, cast scarcely 10,000 tons; now a million seems poor. London burned 350,000 tons of coal in 1685; the realm now digs 30 million. Rents rose, often tenfold, enriching country gentlemen who steer the nation.

The polished country gentleman of later ages moved from school to university, toured abroad, kept a London season, and carried city grace to mansions where art touched nature. His seventeenth-century forebear lived otherwise. Rents brought a quarter of modern yield, binding him to his acres; one squire in twenty saw town once in five years, fewer ever reached Paris. Raised among grooms and keepers, he could scarce sign his name and swapped college lore for weighing barley or bargaining over pigs. Cabbages crowded the door, muck lay under bedroom windows, yet hunting, oaths, and beer filled the hall till drinkers slept beneath the table.

The secluded life left his mind childlike. Rumour, not study, shaped his creed; he clung to it with mulish pride, cursing Frenchmen, Italians, Scots, Irish, Papists, Presbyterians, Independents, Baptists, Quakers, Jews, and sneering at Londoners. His women, busied with spinning, gooseberry wine, and venison pastry, ranked below today’s housekeeper. Yet beneath the coarse shell stood a proud aristocrat. He traced every neighbour’s coat-of-arms, sniffed at new supporters, and bristled if a grocer’s grandchild presumed on precedence. As justice of peace he dispensed rough patriarchal law; as train-band captain he mustered villagers beside grey Cavaliers still bearing scars from Edgehill, Naseby, or Fairfax’s petard.

Politically he stood a blunt Tory, loyal to hereditary kings yet wary of the court around them. Whitehall, he swore, teemed with thieves, buffoons, foreign mistresses, and French puppeteers squandering subsidies voted by Parliament. He brooded over the Stuarts’ ingratitude to old Cavaliers and snarled at the gold showered on Nell Gwynn’s bastards, yet the instant rebellion threatened he and his neighbours rode in mass, rescuing Charles at his worst hour and ready to aid James had that prince spared their dearest love. Higher than monarchy soared the Church of England, a banner they would guard to death despite scant theology and loose morals.

The country parsons cling to Tory banners even more fiercely than neighbouring squires, yet their purses lag far behind. Tithes yield barely a fraction of rent: King reckons 480,000 pounds, Davenant 544,000, a sum now dwarfed sevenfold. Thus seventeenth-century rectors stand poor beside knights. Before the Reformation their order blazed with power: mitred abbots sat thick in the Lords, bishops steered treasuries, legates flaunted silver crosses, sons of Scroops and Nevilles chose the tonsure, monastic acres poured gold into their coffers. Henry’s upheaval strips monasteries, banishes scarlet hats, and dims episcopal pomp until Wolsey’s palaces become royal souvenirs.

Once civil offices crowd with able laymen—Cecil, Bacon, Ascham, Walsingham—the priest’s calling loses its worldly lure. Few noble youths seek orders; by Charles II only two bishops and a sprinkling of priests trace to peerage. Most clergy now appear plebeian, one gentleman to ten servants. Many without livings lodge as domestic chaplains. Laud’s edicts limiting the practice fade; royalist hardship turns divines into household appendages. A parson earns board, a garret, and ten pounds, says grace, listens, plays bowls or shovelboard, nails apricots, curries horses, tallies farrier bills, trudges with parcels, then rises to thank for tarts he never touched.

At length the patron grants a small living, often bought by Simony, and throws in a wife from the servants’ hall. Gentry warn their daughters to avoid lovers in cassocks; people say the parson belongs to the waiting woman whose steward hopes are gone. George II remarks that chaplain is a maid’s last refuge. The incumbent soon tastes misery: scarcely one living in fifty feeds a household. He patches thatch, ploughs glebe, feeds swine, loads dungcarts, dodges bailiffs. On rare feast days he eats in the kitchen; his boys drive teams, his girls hire out, and ten dog-eared books rot among pots and pans.

Scholars and orators flourished in the English Church, yet almost all clustered where books and argument abounded. Cambridge still held Cudworth and Henry More; Oxford, South, Pococke, Jane, Aldrich; Norwich had Prideaux, Salisbury had Whitby. In London, glittering pulpits drew Sherlock at the Temple, Tillotson at Lincoln’s Inn, Wake, Collier, Burnet, Stillingfleet, Patrick, Fowler, Sharp, Tenison, Sprat, Beveridge. Of that brilliant dozen, ten rose to bishoprics, four to archbishoprics. Outside this circle, almost no significant theology came from a parsonage save that of George Bull, whose sold inheritance bought the country library that made his books possible.

Thus the clergy split in two. City priests, trained for courts, mastered ancient and modern lore, parried Hobbes or Bossuet, painted Christianity so powerfully that Charles roused himself and Buckingham stopped sneering, moved freely among nobles, debated empire with Halifax, taught Dryden to write, and leaned toward toleration, altered liturgy, and friendly talk with dissenters. Scattered through villages, their rustic brethren lived like small farmers, prized a threadbare gown above silk hoods, and clung fiercely to hereditary right, passive obedience, non-resistance. Long feuds with nearby meetinghouses sharpened their hate; they wanted Conventicle and Five-Mile laws yet harsher, and every pulpit thundered Tory fidelity.

Though slighted at manor houses, the village parson’s sway was enormous. Few laborers read a gazette, but each week they heard sermons none could answer, and after the Oxford Parliament thousands of such harangues helped crush the Exclusion cause. Yet a counterweight existed: hardy yeomen who farmed their own plots; about one hundred sixty thousand families earned sixty or seventy pounds a year, favored Puritan worship, backed Parliament in the war, cheered the Exclusionists, and still hated popery and arbitrary rule. Meanwhile, outside London no town reached thirty thousand souls, only four topped ten; Bristol, port, and Norwich, manufacturing town, were growing yet distant rivals.

Pepys, visiting Bristol eight years after the Restoration, marvels that a man can turn around and see nothing but houses, a sight otherwise found solely in London. Yet the town covers little ground: graceful churches rise from a labyrinth of tight lanes on shaky vaults where carts might stick or crash through cellars, so goods move by dog-drawn trucks. Citizens flaunt fortunes with liveried servants, tables, dazzling christenings and funerals, and furnace-cooked spreads washed down with celebrated “Bristol milk.” Colonial traffic funds the revelry, aided by crimping and kidnapping countenanced by magistrates. Hearth-money returns of 1685 record 5,300 houses, about twenty-nine thousand people.

Norwich, capital of a fertile province, holds bishop, chapter, thriving looms, and Sir Thomas Browne’s famed library and curiosities. An ancient Howard palace dominates: tennis court, bowling green, Wansum wilderness, Italian pictures, Arundel gems. Gold goblets pour drink; silver tongs stir fires. In 1671 Charles and his court dine there; every Christmas to Twelfth Night the gates open, ale pours, three coaches collect ladies to dance and banquet. The Duke’s arrival sets bells pealing, guns booming, mayor and aldermen paying homage. A 1693 census records almost twenty-nine thousand residents. York, Exeter, Worcester, Nottingham, Gloucester, Derby and Shrewsbury stay smaller, bustle with judges, markets, fairs and militia.

Since the Revolution these county capitals have all more than doubled, some sevenfold; streets rebuilt in brick and slate now glitter with lamps, yet their rank falls before newer towns whose power startles the age. Manchester, deemed busy when Cromwell let it seat one member, then brought in under two million pounds of cotton a year and stayed a market town of under six thousand, without press or coach; today it dwarfs capitals. Leeds, centre of Yorkshire wool, once hailed its first brick Red House and bridge-top cloth market; hearth-money counted fewer than seven thousand, while later times would reckon one hundred fifty thousand.

South of Leeds, beside the moor, Hallamshire forged iron when Chaucer praised its whittles; yet manorial rules kept the craft crude, its market town a wretched knot of two thousand, limbs warped by unhealthy toil, scarcely four thousand under Charles II. That place, Sheffield, now holds one-hundred-twenty thousand and sends razor-keen steel worldwide. Birmingham, denied a seat in Oliver’s Parliament, already buzzed; its hardware reached London and Ireland, its counterfeit groats made 'Birminghams' a sneer. Fewer than four thousand people lived there; buttons were novelties, guns unheard of, Baskerville awaited, and Michael Johnson’s short-lived book stall met every need.

Those four chief seats of manufacture stand among moors now black with chimneys, and the ports that carry their wares keep pace. Liverpool, now home to more than three hundred thousand, registers four to five hundred thousand tons, pays customs that triple the Stuart crown’s income, earns postage larger than the Duke of York once drew from all England, and stretches docks so vast that a rival town already rises across the water. In Charles II’s day she was a budding village trading with Ireland and the sugar isles: fifteen thousand pounds in duties, fourteen hundred tons, two hundred seamen, barely four thousand people.

Cheltenham, once corn and pasture beneath the Cotswolds, now rivals every city except London. Brighton, whose huts and fort the sea swallowed, has sprung into a front twice Bristol’s Stuart size. Derbyshire gentry still crowd Buxton’s low rafters, eating oatcake and dubious 'mutton'. At Tunbridge Wells movable cottages stud the heath; summer brings cherries, cream, flirting, coffee, deep basset, fiddles on the bowling green, and a church subscribed to Saint Charles the Martyr. Bath still boasts Roman springs, yet inside its wall of five hundred houses patients lie on straw, and gentlemen dine on brown-washed floors, rush chairs, cheap stone hearths, unpainted boards.

Under Charles II, London dwarfs every English town. Its half-million souls outnumber Bristol or Norwich by more than seventeen to one, a proportion unmatched in any great realm. Only Amsterdam challenges its renown, yet the forest of masts between Bridge and Tower, the seventy-thousand-ton fleet—more than a third of the nation’s tonnage—makes citizens boast. Customs at Thames Street yield three hundred and thirty thousand pounds a year, riches once deemed stupendous though later ages will levy ten millions. Such figures feed honest vaunting, even if posterity smiles at what those merchants hailed as inexhaustible prosperity.

Beyond the City’s compact core, country spreads unbroken. Eastward no chain of docks stretches to Blackwall; westward the palaces of the great stand unborn and Chelsea rests a quiet village of a thousand souls. North of the walls cattle graze where Marylebone, Finsbury, and the Tower Hamlets will rise; Islington lies in poetic silence. South across the river a single uneven bridge, its arches choked by crooked houses and garnished with decaying heads, hinders every sail. Inside the walls, brick replaces charred timber after the Fire: eighty-nine churches and thirteen thousand houses reborn, Wren’s domes shining while St Paul’s slowly climbs amid scaffolds.

In that age the merchant lives where he trades. Lombard and Threadneedle blaze with mansions whose carved portals open to tessellated floors, cedar halls, and frescoed battles; Sir Robert Clayton feasts guests in the Old Jewry, Sir Dudley North spends four thousand pounds adorning Basinghall Street. Within these walls families are born, wed, and buried, forging fierce devotion to London’s liberties. Yet the charter is seized, Tory magistrates installed, and wealthy Whigs shut out of power. Still, civic pomp increases: Guildhall tables groan with sumptuous fare, laureate odes salute King, Duke, and Mayor, bumpers emptied, lungs roaring the new cry of “Huzza

The civic chief rode almost like a monarch: velvet hood, gold chain and jewel flashing as he trotted at the head of a long cavalcade scarcely less splendid than the escort that precedes a coronation. None mocked the spectacle, for London’s strength made the pageant natural. The capital, intellectually and financially unrivalled, could furnish a treasury overnight and, under a commission of citizens, could summon twelve regiments of foot and two of horse—brave drapers’ apprentices led by common–council captains and aldermanic colonels. Those trainbands had shielded Hampden and Pym, lifted Gloucester’s siege, overthrown Charles I, and helped bring Charles II home.

Yet most titled households had drifted westward. Few, like Shaftesbury in Aldersgate Street or Buckingham in Dowgate, still sheltered beneath the City guns. Between the old walls and open fields lay newer quarters: Strand mansions, the colonnaded Piazza, lordly fronts of Lincoln’s Inn Fields, Bloomsbury Square shown to foreign princes, fresh Soho Square with Monmouth’s satin-hung palace. North of Holborn rose Southampton House and frescoed Montague House, soon to burn and rise grander. St James’s Square and Jermyn Street occupied reclaimed fields; west of Piccadilly only Clarendon’s vast Dunkirk House broke meadows where woodcocks flew beside a plague pit.

Fashionable streets looked far from splendid. Covent Garden’s great houses shook beneath screaming fruit-wives, brawling carters and heaps of cabbage stalks. In Lincoln’s Inn Fields mountebanks preached, bears danced, dogs worried oxen, rubbish and horses fouled the open centre while beggars swarmed at approaching liveries until later palisades imposed order. St James’s Square collected offal, cinders, dead cats; a cudgel-player and then a squatter occupied the middle until residents begged Parliament for rails and trees. Roadways were ill paved; rain turned gutters into black torrents that drenched passers-by, sparking hat-cocking scuffles and duels. Unnumbered houses hung gaudy signs—Saracens’ Heads, Golden Lambs—to guide the unread.

When night fell, London turned perilous: garret windows flew open, slops splashed, pedestrians slipped, and bones cracked while the unlit streets hid thieves and fiercer swaggerers. Muns and Tityre Tus yielded to Hectors, then Scourers, then the dreaded Mohawks, bullying passers-by and overturning sedans. An Act ordered a thousand watchmen, yet most lounged in alehouses. At last Edward Heming won a patent to hang a lantern before every tenth door from six till midnight on moonless nights. Admirers hailed him for changing darkness to noon, while opponents grumbled against the “new light”; nevertheless vast tracts still gaped black for years.

Nowhere showed that darkness better than Whitefriars, a ragged enclave shielded by medieval privilege. Debtors filled every room; cheats, forgers, highwaymen, and their shrieking women followed, sure that no bailiff dared linger. At the cry of “Rescue,” swords, cudgels, spits, and broomsticks rained on intruders; a sheriff needed musketeers to haul off one outlaw, and was lucky to retreat soaked and stripped into Fleet Street. Yet Somers read, Tillotson preached, Dryden judged plays, and the Royal Society praised Newton a short stroll away. Beyond, the Exchange drew merchants, while the Palace lured fashion until Revolution shifted power to ministers; aloof Hanoverian kings held ceremonial levées.

Under Charles II the palace blazed like a fair. Gates gaped wide, levees formed as his wig was combed, and courtiers strolled beside him through the Park. Anyone properly introduced might watch him dine, gamble, dance, or hear rousing tales of Worcester and dour Scottish preachers; a passing nod or the hearty “God bless you, my old friend!” won lifelong loyalty. Frigates, judgeships, and pardons showered on favourites, so Whitehall teemed with suitors and gossip. Galleries buzzed about Dutch mails, Sobieski’s battles, Monmouth’s summons; faces of ministers were read like omens, and whispers rushed straight to the coffee houses, London’s pulsing newsroom.

The first coffee-room rose when a Turkey merchant brought home the Mahometan drink; its convenience for cheap meetings made the fashion race through town. Gentlemen now filed daily to their chosen house to hear news under the orator’s tongue, a power the Court once tried—and failed—to crush. Ten years later each rank, creed and party had a headquarters. Near St James’s, perfumed fops in voluminous Parisian wigs chattered in lisping cant, condemned pipes, and sniffed scented snuff. Elsewhere rooms steamed like guard-houses. At Will’s, between Covent Garden and Bow Street, factions wrangled over ancients and moderns while Dryden pronounced by the fire.

Under that balcony a single pinch from his snuff-box could intoxicate a shy undergraduate. Garraway’s offered consultations; Radcliffe arrived when the Exchange filled, ringed by surgeons and apothecaries. Puritan rooms echoed with nasal debate on election; Jewish rooms glittered with Venetian and Amsterdam money-changers; Catholic rooms, good Protestants swore, hid Jesuits forging bullets and plots. Such gregarious custom shaped the townsman, severing him from the rustic who seldom entered the capital. When an awkward squire at last reached Fleet Street, bullies drenched him, pickpockets emptied his huge coat, courtesans posed as countesses, and fops roared while he fled home in humiliation.

Travel kept the gulf wide. Roads so delayed coaches that Londoners stood farther from Reading than modern trains stand from Edinburgh. Coaches lumbered, horses foundered, and the price of distance was ignorance and distrust. The age knew the germ of a remedy: the Marquess of Worcester had watched steam swell in a closed vessel and built his fire-water work, declaring it a mighty mover; yet the court called him crazed, papist, or both, and nothing followed but talk at the Royal Society. No iron rails spanned counties, few canals pierced marshes, while French engineers already joined Atlantic and Mediterranean in one gigantic ditch.

Highways bore most traffic, yet ruts gaped, slopes plunged, and at dusk the track vanished into heath. Antiquary Thoresby nearly missed Barnby Moor and Tuxford and wandered between Doncaster and York; Pepys and his wife strayed between Newbury and Reading, near Salisbury almost sleeping on the plain. In fine weather wagons used the full breadth, but in rain only a narrow ribbon rose above mire, provoking blockades as carriers refused to yield. Coaches stayed helpless until farm teams tugged them free. Floods worsened travel: Thoresby rode to his saddle-skirts near Ware, escaped the Trent, lingered four days at Stamford, and joined fourteen MPs to proceed.

Derbyshire riders led their mounts for safety, while the Welsh road to Holyhead slowed a viceroy to five hours for fourteen miles; he walked, his lady rode a litter, and peasants shouldered dismantled carriages across the Menai. In Kent and Sussex even oxen sank; produce rotted where grown, markets starved, and Prince George of Denmark needed farmhands to prop his coach for nine muddy miles, courtiers counting upsets. The law worsened matters: every parish mended its own stretch, so settled districts bore heavy trade. After riots, smashed tollgates, and bloodshed, turnpike trusts spread, funding repairs that finally laced the island with thirty-thousand miles of road.

Stage waggons crawled; passengers lay in straw among goods; freight cost seven pounds a ton to Birmingham, keeping coal local. Elsewhere trains of packhorses, led by tough guides, bore loads and travellers slung between baskets, cheap but slow and freezing. The rich set out with four or six horses: Cotton abandoned a pair at St Albans, while even six could not pull Vanbrugh’s MP from a quagmire. Improvement came when 1669’s Flying Coach covered Oxford to London in daylight, matched by Cambridge; summer runs averaged fifty miles a day, reached Chester, York, or Exeter in four, six in winter, and charged twopence-halfpenny a mile.

Flying coaches, hailed just before Charles II died as swifter than any carriage on earth, thundered along roads that modern Englishmen would deem sluggish. Writers boasted of their velocity and sneered at snail-like continental posts, yet outcries rose. Breeders feared ruin of horses and horsemanship; watermen foresaw an empty Thames; saddlers, spur-makers and wayside innkeepers predicted bankruptcy. Passengers cursed stifling heat, winter chill, squalling infants, late suppers and missing breakfasts. Petitioners urged the crown to restrict every coach to four horses, one weekly start, thirty miles a day, hoping the hale would return to the saddle. We smile; posterity may likewise smile.

Many healthy travellers still preferred the saddle. Riding post, they hired fresh horses at threepence a mile and a guide at fourpence a stage, and, on good roads, flew as fast as anything until steam. No post-chaises existed, and private coaches rarely found relays; only the King and great officers commanded them. Charles could cover Whitehall to Newmarket—fifty-five miles—in a long day; Evelyn, with Lord Treasurer Clifford, changed six-horse teams at Bishop Stortford and Chesterford, arriving after dark, a privilege of statesmen. Yet every route swarmed with highwaymen haunting Hounslow Heath, Finchley Common, Epping Forest and Gadshill; proclamations, pardons and threats strove to tame them.

Success demanded a highwayman ride hard and look the gentleman, gambling in coffee-houses and wagering at races, often of good birth. Ballads praised William Nevison, taxing northern drovers, giving alms, courteously lifting purses, yet ending on York gallows, and Claude Duval, once a French page, who stopped a lady’s coach, took one hundred of four, danced a coranto with her, charmed women, scared men, and, despite petitioning dames, fell to Judge Morton. Night deepened peril, but English inns—from lavender cottages to silk-hung hostelries pouring claret—offered fires, trout, and the tavern chair Johnson called the throne of human felicity.

Hotels bristle with comforts unknown at Hampton Court or Whitehall, yet inns lag behind roads and coaches. When travel crawled, a visitor from a distant shire needed fifteen meals and five nights’ lodging and demanded luxury; now a winter dawn sees York or Exeter flyers reach London without stopping, so roadside houses decay except where business or pleasure detains guests. Letter posts, revived under the Commonwealth and granted to the Duke of York, depart alternately on most roads and weekly to Cornwall, the Lincoln fens, or Cumberland hills, trotting day and night on horseback at five miles an hour, their monopoly stretching to hired post-horses.

City deliveries were no part of the royal system, yet William Dockwray established a London “penny post,” sending letters six or eight times daily round the Exchange and four in the outskirts. Porters tore down his placards; zealots cried Jesuit plot, declaring that “the bags, if examined, would be found full of treason.” Success soon won, the Duke of York sued for breach of monopoly and prevailed. Official revenue rose from twenty thousand pounds in 1660 to nearly fifty thousand at Charles’s death, twopence bearing one letter eighty miles; today a penny carries it to Scotland, and gross receipts exceed eighteen hundred thousand.

In 1685 no daily paper could exist: capital, skill, and freedom were lacking, and judges held that only the crown might publish political news. During the Exclusion struggle a few small sheets—“Protestant Intelligence,” “Current Intelligence,” “Domestic Intelligence,” “True News,” “London Mercury”—appeared twice weekly, single leaves. After the Whig defeat, only the Monday-and-Thursday London Gazette remained, two modest pages of proclamations, addresses, promotions, foreign skirmishes, cockfights, stray dogs, never a word on the greatest debates or trials. Coffee-houses supplied gossip in the capital; elsewhere newsletters, compiled by roving scribes, reached impatient colleges, manor tables, and pulpits. Beyond London, Oxford, Cambridge, only York possessed a press.

The government fed the nation two papers: the London Gazette, meagre facts without comment, and the Observator, comment without facts. The Observator’s editor, old Tory Roger Lestrange, wrote with coarse vigour, quick wit, and a nature both fierce and base. While Whig strength lasted his bitterness had a target, but after 1685 opposition lay in chains and mercy was still beyond him. When venerable Non-conformist William Jenkyn died of Newgate privations, 150 coaches followed the hearse, courtiers sighed, even the careless King looked grave. Lestrange alone jeered, shouting, “The blasphemous old impostor deserved it; I’ll wage war after death with every mock saint and martyr

Books reached the provinces slowly and dearly; a bulky volume crawled from Paternoster Row to Devon or Lancashire more tardily than one now crosses the Atlantic. Country rectories and manor-houses owned little beyond a Bible, perhaps Hudibras, Baker’s Chronicle, Tarlton’s Jests, and The Seven Champions lounging among muskets in the window seat. No circulating library existed, though London browsers thronged Saint Paul’s bookshops and trusted merchants sometimes lent a cherished tome. The squire’s wife and daughters commonly possessed only prayer book and recipe book, and no one expected more: in a court where bold flirtation gained crowns, the slightest learning branded a lady pedantic.

Even accomplished gentlemen read little Greek; outside a few university divines, scarcely anyone could taste Sophocles or Plato, and a Cambridge clergyman need not master the Gospels in the original. Latin still served travellers and diplomats, and poets could salute the throne in Virgilian cadences; yet the tongue of Louis XIV was the rising power. France dictated victories, manners, coats, perukes, minuets, criticism, and style; snippets of French, not Horace, proved breeding. Her Racine, Molière, La Fontaine, and Bossuet dazzled a continent, and their example thinned English periods, brightened clarity, introduced rhymed tragedy, and made Tuscan lore unfashionable.

It would have been well if English authors had matched French decorum; instead their plays, satires, songs, and novels became a national stain. From the Reformation onward, witty Cavaliers mocked ‘straight-haired, snuffling saints’ who groaned at May-day games or Christmas porridge, until those zealots seized power, shut theatres, whipped players, banished the Muses, and probed students about the hour of their rebirth. Under sombre coats smouldered hunger for excess and revenge, and, when the Restoration snapped the yoke, the jest turned lethal. Everything the Roundhead had honoured was jeered; everything he had banned was praised; obscenity replaced Scripture, curses replaced prayers.

Polite literature revived in that atmosphere and naturally reeked of vice. Veterans of a nobler era—Waller’s courtly strains, Cowley’s rebuke, Milton’s celestial epic, Butler’s satire—stood almost alone. The younger race, from Dryden to Durfey, swaggered with coarse, inhuman libertinism; yet their very grossness blunted its charm, for none understood that suggestion can be more seductive than disclosure. The reopened playhouses, sparkling with novel scenery and real actresses, quickly became schools of sin: sober spectators fled, the depraved clamoured for fiercer stimulants, actresses chanted lascivious epilogues, and every borrowed plot, Spanish, French, or English, emerged fouler than before.

Yet the stage was the only desk that paid. Book buyers were so few that Dryden’s twelve-thousand-line Fables, containing ‘Alexander’s Feast’ and tales beloved by boys and critics, earned a mere two hundred fifty pounds and waited ten years for a second edition. By contrast, Southern pocketed seven hundred pounds, Otway escaped beggary, and Shadwell gained one hundred thirty from a single night’s applause. Thus every pen rushed toward the theatre, even Dryden’s, though nature had denied him the dramatic gift. He masked the defect with surprise, declamation, melody, and pitside ribaldry, yet seldom cleared more than a hundred guineas.

The meagre pay available from books forced the age’s wits to squeeze rich patrons: every kindly lord endured a swarm of grovelling authors who sold dedications for purses of gold larger than any copyright fee; entire volumes existed only to flatter. Praise stretched to absurdity, self-respect vanished, and the poet hovered between beggar and pander. Near Charles II’s end, partisan fury added deeper stain. Hating Puritan Whigs, the court poets—foremost Dryden, whose blazing Absalom and Achitophel stiffened Tory courage—shrieked for executions. Bawdily delivered lines mocked mercy and clamoured for more nooses while compliant actresses paraded cruelty.

Dismal letters contrasted with a triumph in science. Bacon had cast the seed; after civil storms it ripened among thinkers who ignored faction to master matter. With the 1660 Restoration, the Royal Society sprang up and experimental inquiry became fashion: blood transfusion, weighed air, fixed mercury replaced rota constitutions. Cavaliers and Roundheads, prelates Ward and Wilkins, poet-prophets Cowley and an eager Dryden, historian Sprat, jurists Hale and Guildford with their first London barometers, even the mercurial Buckingham and inventive Prince Rupert, joined King Charles in laboratories. Fine gentlemen debated air-pumps, fine ladies marvelled at magnets and microscope-monsters.

The new passion for knowledge, though mocked by veterans, spread with the bold yet cautious spirit of Francis Bacon. Minds believed the world brimmed with secrets and that observation, not guesswork, held the key. In twenty-five years fields changed: new vegetables sprouted, new tools flashed, manures enriched furrows. Evelyn taught planting, Temple coaxed southern fruit from English soil. Medicine shook off Galen; plague drove inquiry into drains, air and bricks, and the fire opened space for healthier streets shaped by the Royal Society. Petty devised political arithmetic, while Boyle, Sloane, Ray and Woodward explored chemistry, botany, zoology and geology; astrology and broomstick curses became jokes.

Greater victories awaited where numbers married experiment. Wallis rebuilt statics; Halley charted air, tides, magnets and comets, braving exile on the rock of Saint Helena to sketch southern stars. Meanwhile at Greenwich the national observatory rose, and Flamsteed began the unbroken ledger of celestial sights. Yet their glory dimmed beside one dazzling mind. Isaac Newton combined flawless demonstration with unrivalled induction, gifts seldom joined in any age. The climate of inquiry guided his thoughts and his thoughts redoubled that climate. By 1685 his fame already shone, and his revolutionary book lay finished, poised for the Royal Society.

Art told a different story. Wren, granted a city of ashes, raised Saint Paul’s in an Italian grandeur no northern prince could match, yet painting and sculpture depended on strangers. The Westphalian Lely reaped knighthood and a fortune; Kneller followed, ennobled and rich. Dutch Vandeveldes painted peerless seas, Varelst his sunflowers, while Verrio and Laguerre sprawled gods across ceilings for princely sums. Cibber’s Danish stone and Gibbons’s Dutch wood adorned palaces; even coins bore French designs. Only in later Hanoverian reigns would natives rival them. Records grow sparse when the ploughman or weaver appears, yet wages, especially in farming, supply the surest gauge, and data survive.

Sir William Petty judged a day labourer thriving on fourpence with food or eightpence without; that equals four shillings weekly. In 1685 Warwickshire magistrates confirmed the figure, ordering four shillings from March to September and three-and-sixpence through winter, with penalties for excess. Elsewhere the scale rose. Devon paid five shillings; Suffolk five in winter, six in summer; Essex, even while wheat stood at famine price, allowed six in winter, seven in summer. Yet the crown could enlist thousands on four shillings eightpence a week, whereas the Commonwealth had granted seven. Reasonably, then, the ordinary husbandman earned four shillings, the fortunate five, six, or summer seven.

Manufacturing hands claimed higher pay. In 1680 a back-bench speaker sneered that Indian cloth beat ours because “an English mechanic… exacted a shilling a day,” yet looms at Norwich and Leeds now yielded barely sixpence. A street ballad cursed masters who “eat, sleep, and idle” while weavers rose early, lay late, and begged for that lost shilling. Children of six were dragged to the frames, and boastful pamphleteers reckoned their tiny surplus at twelve thousand pounds a year. Across other trades the story matched: Greenwich records start bricklayers, masons, carpenters and plumbers at half-crown or three shillings, climbing slowly toward five.

In coins the labourer of 1685 earned barely half his descendant’s wage, yet for most goods he paid more. Beer was cheaper and meat somewhat lower, though still a rarity; wheat hovered round fifty shillings the quarter, so white bread graced only yeoman tables and the mass lived on rye, barley, or oats. Sugar, salt, coal, candles, soap, shoes, stockings, cloth, blankets—everything from tropic plantations, mines, or looms—stood dearer and wore out sooner than today. Above the waged toiler pressed an even poorer tribe. Gregory King reckoned one Englishman in four on parish relief, against a modern tenth.

The heaviest levy in Charles II’s day was the poor rate, already near seven hundred thousand pounds a year, richer than excise or customs and almost half the crown’s income. It soon climbed to eight or nine hundred thousand, roughly a sixth of the present demand, though the people were fewer than one-third and money wages barely half of today’s minimum. A pauper’s dole could scarcely have matched more than half of what is now given, so the share of Englishmen living on parish relief must have been greater. No convincing proof shows pauperism then weighed less heavily or hurt society less.

Before the Revolution, vast stretches of heath, marsh, and forest lay open. Much was legally common, and even private wastes were treated as such. A cottager kept geese where orchards now bloom, snared wild-fowl on hills now striped with corn and turnips, cut turf on moors now green with clover. Enclosure and population growth stripped these freedoms, yet set against them stand longer blessings. The market reached in an hour once took a day. Streets now shine all night, firm, watched, and safe. Any bricklayer or crossing-sweeper receives surgical care kings could not buy. Plague is beaten, life expectancy stretched.

Civilisation has softened tempers as well as streets. In earlier days servants, pupils, wives felt daily blows; Whigs wanted Stafford’s bowels burned, Tories jeered Russell en route to death. Offenders in pillory dodged bricks, women at Bridewell were whipped for sport, crowds cheered sword fights that severed eyes and fingers. Prisons stank, and fever drifted to bench and jury while the multitude looked on unmoved. Today quick compassion shields factory children, Hindu widows, slaves, soldiers, convicts, even murderers; pain is inflicted sparingly and only from duty. The poorest gain most. Yet many still pine for Stuart England, longing because discontent drives both progress and nostalgia.

Like travellers in an Arabian desert, nations chase a mirage. Beneath their feet lies barren sand, yet lakes shimmer ahead and behind. Press forward and the pool vanishes; look back and it gleams where thirst had just burned. Pursue the shining age into history and it slips into fable. Fashion now crowns England’s past, when peers lacked comforts scorned by modern servants, farmers gnawed black loaves, a weekly clean shirt marked rank, and people died faster in open fields than we do in city slums. One day richer workers will grumble still and praise Queen Victoria’s reign as truly merry, unspoiled by greed or envy.

Charles’s sturdy frame, disciplined appetites, and passion for brisk walking promised long years. Each dawn he strode through St James’s Park, tossing corn to ducks, roughhousing spaniels, delighting onlookers who, grinning, loved to see the great unbend. Late in 1684 a touch of gout caged him indoors; he retreated to his laboratory, juggling jars of mercury and growing oddly irritable though realm, purse, and power all prospered. On Sunday, 1 February 1685, Whitehall glittered indecently: courtiers wagered mountains of gold, a French page sang love verses, and the King flirted with Cleveland, Portsmouth, and Mazarin, yet already murmured that he felt unwell.

Before dawn on 2 February the court gathered for a financial inquest, but the King rose confused; speech slurred, face ashen, he cried out, reeled, and collapsed. A court physician slashed a vein with a penknife; blood gushed without waking him. Laid on the bed, he briefly clung to Portsmouth until the Queen and Duchess of York approached, driving the mistress to her silver-hung chambers where she wept amid Japanese cabinets and Parisian tapestries. Whitehall gates shut; antechambers swarmed with councilors, envoys, and every celebrated doctor. Bleeding, cautery, skull salt, and prayers restored consciousness yet left him perilously weak, London trembling for the genial king.

At dawn of Thursday, 5 February, the Gazette proclaimed the King recovering; church bells pealed, bonfires were readied. By evening news of relapse spread, physicians despaired; yet the City stayed calm while the Duke of York quietly arranged for his proclamation. Charles writhed, muttering a fire burned inside him, but endured bravely; the Queen swooned and was carried away. Waiting prelates pressed him to prepare. Sancroft warned, “Sir, you soon stand before a Judge who respects no persons.” He received no reply. Bishop Ken pleaded movingly, softening every onlooker; Charles permitted prayers and absolution, admitted sorrow, yet refused Eucharist or Anglican declaration.

Power-minded, the Duke closed ports, posted Guards, and wrung his brother’s feeble signature to extend revenues, forgetting the peril of an uncounselled soul. The Duchess of York had urged spiritual help; none came. In a back room the Duchess of Portsmouth wept to Ambassador Barillon: the King was truly Catholic, hemmed by Protestants, about to die unreconciled unless James acted. Barillon spurred the Duke, who whispered at the pillow; Charles cried, “Yes, yes, with all my heart.” Asked if he wanted a priest, he begged haste. Castel Melhor searched; chaplains lacked English; at last Benedictine John Huddleston, saviour after Worcester, was smuggled upstairs.

Room cleared, James brought the disguised monk. “Sir, this man saved your life; now he saves your soul.” “He is welcome,” Charles whispered. Huddleston heard confession, absolved, anointed, asked about communion. “Surely, if not unworthy,” said the King. He laboured to swallow the host; water came; the priest raised a crucifix, told him to think on Christ, then left after forty-five minutes. Courtiers returned. Night fell. Charles blessed his sons—Grafton, Southampton, Northumberland, St Albans, Richmond—speaking warmly to Richmond; the eldest stayed unnamed. He begged James to shield Portsmouth and boy and “not let poor Nelly starve.” The Queen sent excuses; he answered he asked her pardon.

The dawn peeps into Whitehall; Charles murmurs, “Pull the curtains back; let me look at the day once more.” Seeing the clock, he notes, “It is time to wind it.” Turning to those who kept vigil, he smiles, “I have been a most unconscionable time dying; pray excuse it.” The grace fades, speech fails, and by noon on Friday, 6 February, he dies without struggle; bells toll, congregations sob. Fourteen physicians, quarreling over epilepsy, apoplexy, and fever, blister and bleed him in vain, then contradict themselves, feeding suspicion. Tales race through streets—swollen tongue, blue spots, poisoned chocolate, pears, eggs, or snuff—each darker than last.

When all is over, James withdraws for a quarter hour, then faces the Privy Council at its head. He laments his brother and proclaims, “I will match his lenity, maintain the government in Church and State. The Church of England is loyal; I will defend her. England’s laws make me as great a king as I wish. I will not give up my rights or invade yours. I have risked my life for this country and will again.” Delight breaks out. Rochester urges publication; Finch shouts, “Those promises are engraved on my memory—I can repeat them word for word,” drafts the speech, and James signs.

As fatigue overtakes him, James retires; the council orders proclamation. Guards line up, heralds in scarlet, wine flows, yet cheers are sparse; tears shine, and maids pin black crepe for Charles. The funeral, meagre for a monarch, draws Tory murmurs of stinginess, Whig sneers at chill blood, Covenanter cries that a tyrant is buried like an ass. Still, the printed speech spreads goodwill. Citizens recall the prince once branded enemy to religion and law, yet his first act is to pledge their defence. Pulpits echo: “We have now the word of a King, and of a King who was never worse than his word.

The crown’s death left every great office open, and James weighed new appointments. Sunderland at the Secretariat and Godolphin at the Treasury had backed Exclusion; Halifax, holding the Privy Seal, had defeated it yet hated Popery and French influence, so James abhorred him. Lord Keeper Guildford revered legal forms yet displeased both factions. Ormond, aging Lord Steward and Irish viceroy, had served two kings in war, exile, and Restoration, but his steady loyalty to monarchy, free from Popery or tyranny, still won small favour. While still a subject James had urged Charles to replace him, and the change now approached.

Rochester alone enjoyed royal favour; he became Lord Treasurer and chief minister, while the navy stayed in James’s own hands, routine work left to Samuel Pepys. No servant of Charles was disgraced: Sunderland retained his seals through art and secrets, Godolphin moved to Queen’s Chamberlain. Halifax forfeited the Privy Seal for the Council presidency; Rochester grinned at “kicking his rival upstairs.” To Barillon James sneered, “I know him well; I never can trust him.” Yet he told Halifax, “All the past is forgotten except your Exclusion service.” Ormond was recalled and toasted, “My hand matches my heart… To King James

Guildford kept the Great Seal, yet was slighted when a brasher coadjutor was summoned. Sir George Jeffreys, Chief Justice, already infamous, joined the council. Sharp-witted and hot-blooded, schooled at the Old Bailey among thieves and harlots, he had become the profession’s consummate bully. Insolence lined his brow, his eyes mesmerised victims, his roar “like the thunder of Judgment Day.” He savoured suffering, rolling out punishments with glee. Sentencing a streetwalker he cried, “Hangman, pay particular attention! Scourge her till the blood runs!” On drunken prophet Lodowick Muggleton he thundered, “Impudent rogue! thou shalt have an easy, easy, easy punishment

Jeffreys, seasoned by cruelty, had courted London’s favour as a professed Roundhead, gloating to Catholic priests about living disembowelment; once the city had rewarded him, he hurried to sell his brazen brow and venomous tongue at Court. Chiffinch, veteran broker of shameful bargains, opened Whitehall’s door, and James, hard and vengeful, embraced the renegade, while Charles recoiled: “That man,” the King sneered, “has no learning, no sense, no manners, and more impudence than ten carted street-walkers.” Work demanding a servant without law or shame awaited; thus, at an age when barristers seek their first great brief, Jeffreys became Chief Justice.
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