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Becket was very unwilling, but the King insisted ; and Becket was first of all 
ordained priest, for he was a layman, and then was consecrated Archbishop 
with great pomp, all the nobility of England attending the ceremony to please 
the King. The Bishop of Hereford (who I daresay was jealous), jeeringly 
remarked, that the King had at last worked a miracle; for he had changed a 
soldier into a priest, a layman into an Archbishop. 

Henry had doubtless thought that with Becket for Archbishop, he would 
be able to do pretty well what he liked with the clergy. _An Archbishop who 
would be given up to merriment, and jollification, who would spend his time at : 
court banquets, in hunting, hawking, and all kinds of frivolity, could. not have 
very serious and uncomfortable views as to the dignity of his profession, and 
the King would just be able to twist him, and with him all the other Bishops 
and clergy, round his fingers. 

However, here Henry had made a sad mistake ; beneath the outward love 
of pomp and show, he had not seen the downright earnestness of Becket. 
Directly the Chancellor was consecrated, he became a changed man. He lived 
now for his God, and his Church, as before he had lived for his King, All his 
gay retinue of followers were sent to the right-about. No longer were his 
tables loaded with rich meats and costly wines; he became a total abstainer and 
a vegetarian. Ifthe C.E.T.S. and the I.0.G.T. had been in existence, he would 
have joined them ; he would have become a Danielite, a Rechabite, a son of the 
Phoenix, and a member of the United Kingdom Alliance, if such good things had 
been in his day. As they were not, he did all he could; he delighted in getting 
down, when off duty, into a little dark cell. He scourged himself with the cat- 
o’-nine-tails ; he gave up his daily bath, and wore sackcloth next to his skin, 
which he never changed, (the sackcloth I mean). 

You must remember that in those days it was thought that uncleanliness 
was next to godliness, and that to be slovenly in one’s dress and unwashed as 
to one’s skin was a splendid mortification of the flesh, which helped a man on his 
way to heaven. Even we little girls and boys are wiser than that now, and we 
believe that God likes us to take care of our health, and that a man is all 
the better Christian if he pays himself proper respect, by using a cold bath 
every morning, with plenty of soap to follow. Everyone, of course, cannot have 
smart or good clothes, but everyone can keep decently clean. 

Becket had thirteen poor people brought every day to his house, and he 
did for them what I fear he did not often do for himself, and went down upon 

his knees, and washed their feet, sending them home happy, and rejoicing,


