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Church. I go, Sire, with your permission, perhaps to perish for its security, unless 

you protect me. But whether I live or die, yours I am, and yours I shall ever 

be in the Lord. Whatever may befall me or mine, may the celeste of God rest 

with you and your children.” 

A brute is a brute all the world over, and nothing could make Henry 

behave decently to his old friend. He had promised to send him supplies, to 

_pay his debts, and frank his passage back to England. He did nothing of the 

sort, and Becket had to borrow 4300 from the Archbishop of Rouen for this 

purpose. : 

The Pope had issued letters of excommunication against the Archbishop of 

York and the Bishops of London and Salisbury, for assisting at the coronation of 

Prince Henry, and these letters Becket brought with him, not intending, how- 

ever, to use them. The Bishops knew that’ Becket had them, so they sent a 

knight with a party of soldiers to search the Archbishop on his landing, and to 

take his papers from him. Becket was forewarned of this, and becoming very 

angry, he sent on the letters by a messenger, and they were delivered to 

the three Bishops, who, thereupon found themselves suspended. Highly 

indignant, they immediately crossed over to France: to demand justice of 

the King. 

In the meanwhile, Becket went on to Canterbury; he found that his enemies 

were lying in wait for him. His supplies were cut off, his servants were beaten, 

_ and his property was plundered. On Christmas day he preached a very earnest 

sermon, though a very sad one, in the cathedral pulpit, in which he seemed to 

prophesy his forthcoming end ; in which, however, he declared that before he 

died, he should excommunicate two men, Ranulf and Robert. De Bric, who had 

for seven years done injury to the Church. - 

And now I wish you to keep very still. Watch my hands. 

% % *% ea % * % 

If you look around you, you will see that we are in the midst of an ancient 

cathedral. It is Canterbury; the darkness is just closing around us, and we can 

only see the dim outline of the pillars and arches. Yonder we see the faint 

glimmer of some tapers, and as we look we can see a body of monks engaged in 

worshipping before one of the altars of the church, in the north transept. They 

are chanting the vesper service, and with them, judging from his mitre and his 

robes, is some great dignitary of the Church. It is none other than Thomas-a-


