
THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER, By Mark Twain, Part 9.






The Project Gutenberg EBook of The Prince and The Pauper, Part 9.

by Mark Twain (Samuel Clemens)



This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere at no cost and with

almost no restrictions whatsoever.  You may copy it, give it away or

re-use it under the terms of the Project Gutenberg License included

with this eBook or online at www.gutenberg.net





Title: The Prince and The Pauper, Part 9.



Author: Mark Twain (Samuel Clemens)



Release Date: July 4, 2004 [EBook #7162]



Language: English





*** START OF THIS PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER, PART 9. ***









Produced by David Widger
































THE PRINCE AND THE PAUPER





by Mark Twain







Part Nine












[image: bookcover.jpg (148K)]










[image: frontispiece1.jpg (135K)]










[image: frontispiece2.jpg (123K)]










[image: titlepage.jpg (62K)]











[image: greatseal.jpg (68K)]

The Great Seal










[image: dedication.jpg (21K)]










[image: inscription.jpg (16K)]

















I will set down a tale as it was told to me by one who had it of his father, which latter had it of HIS father, this last having in like manner had it of HIS father—and so on, back and still back, three hundred years and more, the fathers transmitting it to the sons and so preserving it.  It may be history, it may be only a legend, a tradition. It may have happened, it may not have happened:  but it COULD have happened.  It may be that the wise and the learned believed it in the old days; it may be that only the unlearned and the simple loved it and credited it.




















CONTENTS





	XXXII.
	
Coronation Day.





	XXXIII.
	
Edward as King.





	Conclusion.  
	
Justice and Retribution.





	 
	
Notes.


















ILLUSTRATIONS





	
CORONATION DAY



"GATHERS UP THE LADY'S LONG TRAIN"



"TOM CANTY APPEARED"



"AND FELL ON HIS KNEES BEFORE HIM"



"THE GREAT SEAL—FETCH IT HITHER"



"SIRE, THE SEAL IS NOT THERE"



"BETHINK THEE, MY KING"



"LONG LIVE THE TRUE KING!"



"TO CRACK NUTS WITH"



EDWARD AS KING



"HE STRETCHED HIMSELF ON THE GROUND"



"ARRESTED AS A SUSPICIOUS CHARACTER"



"IT IS HIS RIGHT"



"STRIP THIS ROBBER"



"TOM ROSE AND KISSED THE KING'S HAND"



JUSTICE AND RETRIBUTION



NOTES
























 




[image: 32-363.jpg (51K)]










Chapter XXXII. Coronation Day.

Let us go backward a few hours, and place ourselves in Westminster Abbey, at four o'clock in the morning of this memorable Coronation Day.  We are not without company; for although it is still night, we find the torch-lighted galleries already filling up with people who are well content to sit still and wait seven or eight hours till the time shall come for them to see what they may not hope to see twice in their lives—the coronation of a King.  Yes, London and Westminster have been astir ever since the warning guns boomed at three o'clock, and already crowds of untitled rich folk who have bought the privilege of trying to find sitting-room in the galleries are flocking in at the entrances reserved for their sort.

The hours drag along tediously enough.  All stir has ceased for some time, for every gallery has long ago been packed.  We may sit, now, and look and think at our leisure.  We have glimpses, here and there and yonder, through the dim cathedral twilight, of portions of many galleries and balconies, wedged full with other people, the other portions of these galleries and balconies being cut off from sight by intervening pillars and architectural projections.  We have in view the whole of the great north transept—empty, and waiting for England's privileged ones.  We see also the ample area or platform, carpeted with rich stuffs, whereon the throne stands.  The throne occupies the centre of the platform, and is raised above it upon an elevation of four steps. Within the seat of the throne is enclosed a rough flat rock—the stone of Scone—which many generations of Scottish kings sat on to be crowned, and so it in time became holy enough to answer a like purpose for English monarchs.  Both the throne and its footstool are covered with cloth of gold.

Stillness reigns, the torches blink dully, the time drags heavily. But at last the lagging daylight asserts itself, the torches are extinguished, and a mellow radiance suffuses the great spaces. All features of the noble building are distinct now, but soft and dreamy, for the sun is lightly veiled with clouds.

At seven o'clock the first break in the drowsy monotony occurs; for on the stroke of this hour the first peeress enters the transept, clothed like Solomon for splendour, and is conducted to her appointed place by an official clad in satins and velvets, whilst a duplicate of him gathers up the lady's long train, follows after, and, when the lady is seated, arranges the train across her lap for her.  He then places her footstool according to her desire, after which he puts her coronet where it will be convenient to her hand when the time for the simultaneous coroneting of the nobles shall arrive.
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By this time the peeresses are flowing in in a glittering stream, and the satin-clad officials are flitting and glinting everywhere, seating them and making them comfortable.  The scene is animated enough now.  There is stir and life, and shifting colour everywhere.  After a time, quiet reigns again; for the peeresses are all come and are all in their places, a solid acre or such a matter, of human flowers, resplendent in variegated colours, and frosted like a Milky Way with diamonds.  There are all ages here: brown, wrinkled, white-haired dowagers who are able to go back, and still back, down the stream of time, and recall the crowning of Richard III. and the troublous days of that old forgotten age; and there are handsome middle-aged dames; and lovely and gracious young matrons; and gentle and beautiful young girls, with beaming eyes and fresh complexions, who may possibly put on their jewelled coronets awkwardly when the great time comes; for the matter will be new to them, and their excitement will be a sore hindrance. Still, this may not happen, for the hair of all these ladies has been arranged with a special view to the swift and successful lodging of the crown in its place when the signal comes.
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Tne quality of mercy . . .
is twice blessd;
Tt blesseth him that gives, and him that takes;
"Tis mightiest in the mightiest: it becomes
The thronéd monarch better than his crown.
Merchant of Venice.
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Huew Lativer, Bishop of Worcester, to LORD CROMWELL, on the birth
af the Prixce or WALES (afteriward EDWARD VL)

FROM THE NATIONAL MANUSCKIPTS PRESERVED BY THE BRITISH GOVERSMENT.

Ryght honovable, Salutem in Christo Jesu, and Syr here ys no lesse
Joynge and rejossynge in thes partees for the hyrth of owr prynce, hoom
we hungurde for so longe, then ther was (I trow), inter vicinos att the
byrth of 8. T. Baptyste, as thys berer, Master Erance, can telle you. Gode
gyffe us alle grace, to yelde dew thankes 1o our Lorde Gode, Gode of
Tnglonde, for verely He hathe shoyd Hym selif Gode of Inglonde, or rather
an Inglyssh Gode, yf we consydyr and pondyr welle alle Hys procedynges
with us from tyme to tyme. He hath overcumme alle our ylinesse with
Tys excedynge goodnesse, so that we ar now moor then compellyd to serve
Tym, seke Hys glory, promott Hys wurde, yf the Devylle of alle Devylles
be natt in us. We have now the stooppe of vayne trustes ande the stey of
vayne expectations; lett us alle pray for hys preservatione. Ande I for
my partt wylle wyssh that hys Grace allvays have, and evyn now from the

begynynge, Governares, Tnstructores and offyceres of ryght jugmente, ne

optimum ingenium non optimi educatione depravetur.
Butt whatt a grett fowlle am 1! So, whatt devotione shoyth many tymys
butt lytelle dyscretione! Ande thus the Gode of Inglonde be cver with
you in alle your procedynges.
The 19 of October.
Youres, H. L. B. of Wurcestere, now att Hartlebury.

Yt you wolde exeytt tliys berere to be moore hartye ayen the abuse of
ymagry or mor forwarde to promofte the veryte, yit myght doo goode.
Natt that ytt came of me, butt of your selffe, &e.

(ddrossed) To the Ryght Honorable Loorde P, Sealle Liys synguler gode Lorde.
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THOSE GOOD-YANNERED AND AGREEABLE CHILDREN,
SUSIE AND CLARA CLEMENS,
This Mook
1S AFFECTIONATELY INSCRIBED

BY THEIR FATHER.
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