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as they wound up their Saturday’s washing with a capital meal at the 
Archbishop’s table. 

’ All this was so different to what the people were accustomed to see, that 

they said, everywhere, “At last we have got a real saint for an Archbishop.” 
Henry, hearing of Becket’s doings, was struck dumb with astonishment. Had 
his old friend gone off his head? What on earth was he about? Why this 
‘thusness ? : 

The King, as we have seen, was most anxious to have the clergy under 
his royal thumb ; he wished to be head and chief of every one in his dominions. 

Hitherto, the clergy had been treated rather differently to the laity, and 
amongst other privileges that they enjoyed, was one of having. law-courts of 
their own. So that if a priest was’ accused of doing anything wrong, he was: 
judged, not by the ordinary judges in secular courts of law, but by clerical 
judges, sitting in the courts of the Church. Henry said that all this was very 
unfair and improper, and that a change must be made. He accordingly called 
a council, at Westminster, to debate the matter. The Archbishop and his 
diocesans stood up manfully for the rights of their order; and Henry lost: his 
temper (not finding it again, I am afraid, for a very long time after), and he 
used very strong language against Becket, whom he accused of persuading the 
other Bishops to resist their King’s will. 

He summoned them all to meet at Clarendon, and when he found that the 
Bishops still held firmly to the rights of the Church, he tried a little bit of 
bullying. The door of the room which adjoined the one in which they were 
meeting was thrown open, and lo and behold a number of fierce-looking knights, 
in full armour, with their decks cleared, ready for action, with their swords, I 
mean, drawn, and their sleeves tucked up, and a general look of blood-thirstiness 
about them (a kind of “ fee, fi, fo, fum, I smell the blood of an Englishman” 
appearance), all ready to fall upon the unarmed Bishops at ,a moment’s 
notice. 

The Bishops, who were men of peace, and I am afraid somewhat cowardly, 
were half frightened out of their wits, and went on their knees and besought 
Becket, who stood as firm as a rock, to yield to the King. The Archbishop was 
between two fires. On the one hand, the King was using very strong language, 
and scowling dreadfully (and the scowl of a King is ten thousand times worse 
than the scowl of any one else), and was pointing to his men in armour, who 
were all ready to make mincemeat of the whole bench of Bishops, if necessary. 
On the other hand, here were his brethren with shivering, shaking limbs, and 
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