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and he was very much distressed at their violence. Secretly, in his heart, I 

believe, he was glad that Becket was out of the way. The people and the Pope 

were highly indignant. 

In a very few years the Archbishop was canonized as a saint and a martyr 

under the title of St. Thomas-a-Becket. Miracles were wrought at his tomb, 

pilgrimages were made in his honour, and he became the most popular saint of 

the English Church. As an evidence of this we are told, that in one year 1,000 

marks were offered at his shrine by pilgrims, while to the altar of the Virgin in 

the same cathedral only 64 marks were offered, and to the altar of Christ 

nothing was given. 

Here it is in tabular form : 

Offerings to the Shrine of St. Thomas-a-Becket..........+. 1,000 

= » Altar of the Blessed Virgin ............... 64 

ae, » High Altar of our Lord Jesus Christ ... oO 

The Pope threatened to put England under an interdict, that is, to cut off all 

the people, without exception, from the rites of the Church. While the interdict 

lasted, all the churches would be closed, the priests would neither pray, nor 

preach, nor administer the sacraments, the sick would be unvisited, the dead 

buried without a religious service. 

Henry sent an Ambassador to the Pope and pened his innocence of the 

murder. At last the Pope yielded to his entreaties, but inflicted a very severe 

penance upon him, for the rash and unguarded words which had led to this deed 

of violence. Henry rode without stopping from Southampton to Canterbury ; 

he then dismounted, took off his shoes, and walked barefoot over the sharp 

stones from the gate of the city to the Cathedral, and there he bowed himself to 

the very ground before the tomb. He then went to the Chapter House, stripped 

himself to the waist, and the monks, eighty in number, one after another, 

scourged him with thongs of leather, giving him from three to five stripes each. 

(I daresay that you boys would have enjoyed, as you say, “ cobbing the King.”) — 

I sincerely hope the monks did not, spare him on this occasion. This , 

discipline over, he spent the whole night in prayer and humiliation before the ; 

shrine of the murdered Archbishop. All this was very fine and striking from an 

outside point of view, but it did not restore Becket to life again, and was but a 

very poor compensation for all the unkindness with which the Archbishop, how- 

ever obstinate he might have been in standing up for his Church, had been treated. 

Henry had now something else to occupy his thoughts. Although Ireland


