<Conway Letters, ed. Nicolson, rev. Hutton, 
<Oxford, Clarendon, 1992>
<109.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 1>
<Madame,> 
AFTER a serious walk of two hours long in the College Orchard, the duskishness of the Evening reminding me to return to my chamber, I found your Ladyship's letter, as it proved, lying on my table.  Your Ladyship may easily imagine with what joy I welcomed so long a desired guest.  But when I had read it, I must confess the contents did very much abate my former joys, it being a witness to me of the ill consequences of your late sickness, of which I hoped some considerable good, and of the continuance of an excessive sorrow from which no good at all can be expected, but the weakening of your body and the enlarging of the pains of your head.  Wherefore, Madame, let me earnestly entreat you to indulge as little as possible may be a grief that is so unprofitable, nay mischievous, and consider that that passion which moves in you now is altogether unseasonable, the object of your affection being in a better state than if he had continued still with you, and with better company than can be found here upon Earth, he being by virtue of his baptismal consecration a member of those societies of whom the Lord Jesus is the common patron and protector, and if these little ones fail not of the care of his holy Angels here we may be sure that these heavenly Ministers will see nothing wanting to them in the other state.  And as to that point of his departing being so great a loss to you, consider the goodness of God to you in other things, and that the best of us are bound to profess that we are less than the least of his mercies, and therefore ought to frame our spirits to all possible humility and thankfulness.  And whereas you complain that you lie open to the assaults of greater crosses, let me advise you to beg the assistance of him that is able to support us by serious devotion, and to make your self a gainer, as by the blessing of God you may, even by these losses that seem so intolerable.  I have many things to write to this purpose, but I intend God willing the next week to come to London (unless Dr*Finch give me notice of their coming to Cambridge before that time) and then I shall have the opportunity of some discourse, in the meantime committing us all to the gracious keeping of the Almighty, in haste I subscribe my self  
<Madame,> 
<Your Ladyship's most affectionately devoted servant>
<H%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  Decembr% 4, (1660)>
<110.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 2>
<Madame:> I HAVE now dispatched my affairs here or at least huddled them up so far as I finde my self in a capacity of keeping promise with your Ladyship if neither the unpassableness of the ways, nor the distemper of my body hinder me.  For I have put my self into a very great distemper of heat by making overmuch haste in my studies.  But since I have ceased I finde my self cool a little, and do not much doubt but that I shall be able to give your Ladyship a visit at the time appointed, though I have my Preface to finish yet, and my third book to read over, with some other petty affairs which I conceive within my power to dispatch before this day fortnight.  In the meantime it would be no small satisfaction to me if my Lord would give him self the trouble of writing me word how your Ladyship has done since your last fit, whether it was not shorter and more tolerable than heretofore.  For some good significations of that kind, will make my burden lighter in the Coach, and the journey more pleasant to <Madame> <Your Ladyship's faithful and affectionate servant> <HENRY*MORE.> <C.C.C.  Decembr% 27, (1660)> <111.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> <letter 3><Madam,> I TOOK leave of your Ladyship so confoundedly, so abruptly and by the halves, that I never congratulated my self the skill of using pen and ink so much as in the present easing of my mind by craving pardon for my rudeness.  I profess I think if I had been a horseback as I was in the coach tied to the common laws of my fellow travellers, I should have found out some occasion after I had been half way of my first day's journey to return and take leave of your Ladyship once more as the Persian nobleman did of young Cyrus when he lived at his grandfather Astyages his palace.  Indisposedness of body, distractedness of mind by reason of the uncertain aspect of public affairs concerning which I think I am oversolicitous and the disturbance of thoughts from the consideration of my two years' exile from your Ladyship's excellent society has swallowed nine parts of ten of my self from my self, and then imagine how maimed and imperfect those adieus and that converse must be that has but the tenth part of so inconsiderable a wight as my self for their Author and principle.  In this confusion of mind, I quite forgot to speak to your Ladyship concerning the **** I mentioned to you at Ragley of which if you please to ascertain me, I shall take it as a favour.  I intended also to ask Dr*Finch if they meant to be admitted by a proxy.  I think it were handsomer by far to be admitted in person if they come at all, and if they come not at all, I will not say how unhandsome that is also.  I was most besottedly melancholy after my departure and as much jumbled in my mind as in my body by the jogging of the coach, and now I am come to some rest, it is but a troublesome leisure of sadly computing with my self the sum of my losses by your Ladyship's departure into Ireland.  For for the present I see small hope of my being in a capacity of waiting upon you thither.  But I shall confer further with the Master and the Society and the next week I will write an account thereof to my Lord.  Madame, my many inadvertencies and inobservancies in point of Courtship (if my suspicious ignorance make them not more than they really are) might very well lessen the acceptableness of my conversation, were not your goodness invincible.  But the whole tenor of your Ladyship's converse with me has been so unexceptionably obliging that I can find out no fense to bear off those strokes that my own vulnerable spirit must needs receive by your long intended sojourn from England, unless it be that two years is not so long but that they will in time run out, and that the satisfaction of our meeting then will be redoubled by this more than ordinary absence, and that in the meantime we may converse by letters (which sparing the trouble of writing, is not so very much inferior to oral discourse) of which you shall not fail upon the least occasion of hearing from <Dear Madame,> <Your Ladyship's most entirely faithful and affectionate servant,> <H%*MORE.> <C.C.C.  March 31, (1661)> I pray you Madame let me beg the favour of presenting my humble service to my Lord, and my kind respects to Dr*Finch and Dr*Baines.  <112.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> <letter 4><Madame,> DID not I consider how many ways your Ladyship may be hindered from writing, as by your businesses in reference to Ireland, or the approaching coronation, or visits coming now more thick upon you or to be returned by you, or by importunity of your old disease, which I should be glad to hear to be more favourable than hitherto, or lastly that I fancied that you have not had opportunity to look out those papers I mentioned in my last (whereof rather than it should be any trouble to you, I can willingly miss the satisfaction).  I should suspect that the disappointment of my last week's expectation of your Ladyship's letters may proceed from a displeasure you have felt towards me for not waiting upon you into Ireland.  But I profess Madame my staying behind is no fault of mine but my calamity to be deprived of so much honour and happiness.  But were it a fault, if you felt but half that pain and trouble of mind that I have and do feel upon fits, when I consider the loss of so excellent society for so long a time, and the hazard of displeasing you, your goodness would judge this punishment more than enough, for a crime I know not how to avoid without committing a greater.  And therefore let me beg of your Ladyship as timely a pardon as you can find me under your own hand and seal, that I may enjoy my self a little after a ten days cold, and longer which hath much quenched and made sad my spirits, after the pain and prickings of my spleen and notorious symptoms of the scurvy.  For all these seized my body at once and my mind was in the worst temper of all.  For I profess my Spirit was so tossed and exagitated between a melting pity and a fretting indignation (you may easily imagine the objects) and my head so filled with the scene of Mariana's and sundry other as roguish and disharmonious representations (which I can no more express to the sense of another, than if I should tell my dreams which no man can be so affected with as he that dream it) that I could not be more worn out and wearied if I had fallen indeed into a dream of Hags and Hobgoblins or been really rid by them.  So much may an over great affection discompose a man about the concerns of another ~~ even when he can do no good.  The consideration of this vanity or rather calamity in pretended friendships did so passionately transport me beyond all patience that it made me out of conceit in a manner with all human conversation, the laws whereof are so mad and preposterous, that a man may with more applause and acceptance destroy a friend body and soul than omit an ordinary punctilio of mere modish civility, or give the least check to him in his career though he be running to the brinks of death.  Sundry such reflections as these have much afflicted my spirit but I emerge by degrees out of this distemper I hope both of body and mind, and nothing will so much hasten and perfect the cure as an healing letter from your Ladyship's hand whereby you shall in this sad exigency infinitely oblige 
<Dear Madam> 
<Your Ladyship's most humble and most> 
<affectionately devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.> 
<April 14, (1661)> 
I pray you Madam present my humble service and most faithful affection to my Lord.  I shall write to Dr*Finch tomorrow if I do not today.  
<113.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 5>
<Madame,> 
IN what sadness and solicitude of spirit your letter found me you may imagine in part from my last, which I suppose you received not till after you had writ.  But really at that very hour I received your Ladyship's letter I was more sunk in sadness than ever since I left London last, so that it came like cordial water to a fainting man.  But I did not neither expect nor dream of so noble a present as to the box of Books you have sent me.  For which I am so much obliged to your Ladyship as it is a testimony of your favour that I know not how nor must not hope to come out of your debt.  I am very sorry that my condition makes me incapable of waiting upon you into Ireland.  I think Mr*Rust may have waited upon your Ladyship by this, and told you his mind concerning our College statutes, who upon the reading of it, though he was extremely desirous of my going thither upon his own score, yet did ingenuously confess it would in no wise become me so to do, by taking of a dispensation.  And really Madame, I have so important affairs and designs in my own judgment without reference to the College, and am so bound in duty to give my present assistance to the affairs of the College, that if you understood all things so plainly as I do you would easily give me leave to stay behind upon that score alone.  Sometimes I think two years a little while and sometimes a long while, and am much disturbed and confused in my mind by reason of the conflict of my passions and my reason.  But our frequent letters which are succedaneous to personal converse will I hope while away this two years tolerably.  I wrote to Dr*Finch last week but left off, being interrupted by company coming in, but that short touch I ventured at may do as much it may be as if I had proceeded, and I know not whether I should have proceeded.  My friendship is so real to those I do love, that I cannot abstain from intimating my dislike of those things that I judge mischievous to them.  When as so far as I see the friendship ordinary in the world is so rotten and ridiculously delicate and civil, that they will rather let their friend die in a sounding fit, than wring him by the nose or give him a box on the eare, to recover him out of it.  I shall now enquire about their being admitted by a proxy.  For it has been a very busy time with us here in our College since I received your letter, and we have dispatched as great an affaire as is compatible to our little body politic, and I think with safety, I am sure very justly, the report whereof I believe is come to your ears already.  I shall very hardly abstain from seeing your Ladyship before you leave London, unless some indispensable occasion hinders me from it, and therefore should be glad to know the certain time of your departing hence, when you shall be pleased to write to <Dear Madame,> 
<Your Ladyship's entirely devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  April 22, (1661)> 
I pray you Madame present my very humble service to my Lord and the Doctors.  <116.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 6>
<C.C.C.  August 2, 1661.> 
<Madame,> 
I RECEIVED not Mr*Rust's letter till about half an hour after I received your Ladyship's, so that it signified nothing at all, but might gratified me very much if it had come as much sooner before your Ladyship's as the date is.  For I was very much perplexed not knowing where you was nor in what condition of health.  But am now heartily glad that you are safely arrived at Dublin, though sorry it is at so great distance from Christ*College, as also that you had so tedious a voyage, and that the season is so sickly with you in that Kingdom.  But it is with us very much, there is at least ten sick here in the College with us, but not of the pox, nor spotted fever, but they are troubled much with fainting fits, though not all.  One died a fortnight ago, but he was always a sickly lad.  It is a sickly time all over the nation, so far as I hear.  I pray God preserve us all.  I hope your Ladyship will be the freer from the disease at Dublin, because it is so late since you had it.  I am sorry that things in Ireland are in so ill a picture.  I pray God unite the hearts of all Christians in that which is indispensably Good and Christian, and that they may learn dissensions and wars no more.  People here are much what in the same humour you left them.  I suppose the journal comes to you weekly, which will be as much news as I am ordinarily furnished with or rather more, and therefore I shall be a very needless and impertinent Intelligence.  Our College business is not quite ended, but two of the Justices declared their opinion that it did not belong to the jurisdiction of their courts.  I do not fear the success thereof, but the trouble and charge to the College is great.  I am heartily sorry that there is that dissettlement and insecurity in Ireland as I understand there is, which must needs make the being there less desirable, but if indispensable occasions had not kept me in England I should not have failed of waiting on you thither.  I wonder I hear nothing of Sir*John and the Doctor.  Their business is perfected here completely, of which I left an account in a letter to Dr*Bains at their Solicitors when I left London, which is now a month ago.  Madame, be cheerful and trust in almighty God under the shadow of whose wings there is the only security whether in England or in Ireland.  I write now in an huddle, it being late at night, but I was resolved I would dispatch a letter to you so soon as I could, that it might come to your hands before you leave Dublin, and that I may have a direction from you how to superscribe my next.  For being distance of place is likely to deprive me so long of the great happiness of your Ladiship's personal converse, I shall be loath to lose any opportunity of enjoying it by letters than which nothing can come more welcome to 
<Madame,> 
<Your Ladyship's humbly and affectionately devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
I pray you Madame present my humble service to my Lord, I shall write to him the next opportunity and procure a copy if it be possible, of the second volume of Des*Cartes letters, if <I> may know how to send it.  I pray God keep you both in his protection.  Mr*Rust, I suppose, is gone from Dublin.  
<118.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 7>
<Madame,> 
THERE is about a fortnight's time run out since I received your Ladyship's last, and therefore have not the patience to abstain any longer from writing.  That which has hindered me all this time and will hinder me still is the expectation of getting the 2d volume of Des*Cartes from London, or the certain knowledge, that it is not to be got.  Which certainly I shall very shortly be thoroughly informed in, and then I will write to my Lord.  It has been a sickly time here at Cambridge, but I have held up hitherto, God be thanked, though with much ado.  Within this fortnight I shall go to Grantham, God willing, but intend to make no stay there, a fortnight or three weeks I suppose will be the utmost.  The Italians have not yet come to Cambridge.  I left a very extraordinary kind letter at Sir*Heneage*Finch's  for Dr*Baines to be given him when he returned to London, and wrote also as civilly as I could to Sir*John to invite them to Cambridge, but I have received no letter from either of them since the last time I saw them.  I understand nothing of the Italian Genius.  There is a Letter concerning Origen his Opinions, I know not whether yourLadyship has yet seen it or no.  I fancy you might take some pleasure in perusing it.  I cannot imagine who should be the Author of it, it is a pretty odd Book, but has some things very considerable in it.  If you have not yet seen it, and desire to read it, I will send you one, if you please to give directions by whom I shall send it.  I have no design of study for the present considerable, but I have lately perused all my own Philosophical writings which the more seriously I have considered by so much the more assured I am of the truth of those main conclusions they hold out to the world.  And those that will be ignorant, if they find so great felicity in it, let them be so.  I have not yet heard your opinion of Bentivolio and Urania.  I cannot but congratulate your Ladyship that pleasure you presage in the enjoying the privacy of your closet, but let me take the boldness to desire you not to indulge more to that pleasure than is consistent with the due management of whatsoever remainder of your health God has pleased to afford you, but be as cheerful in company as you can.  Health is better than superfluous knowledge and the most concerning truths lie in a little room.  I am glad you are all in health, and hope you are by this time safely arrived at Lisnegarvy.  We conceive here in England, that there is no fear of disturbance in Ireland, but that all will be quiet, which happiness I wish to all three kingdoms.  Madame, you need never fear the losing a place in my memory, for though it be but a narrow room in me, yet I have all care possible, that I may furnish it with the best things, though I can but with a few, and I speak it without compliment, it is the greatest share of my happiness to remember and recount with my self that excellent privilege of having so noble and real a friend, who has so many ways obliged me eternally to profess my self, 
<Dear Madame,> 
<Your Ladyship's humbly devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  Septembr% 14, (1661)> 
My very humble service to my Lord and all the noble company with you.  I think I must be fain to write shortly to the Bishop of Down, from an inkling I had of some things out of Dr*Rust's letter to a friend at Cambridge.  
<119.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 8><Madame,> 
I AM now returned from Lincolnshire, from whence I intended to write to your Ladiship but that my business was much and my stay shorter than I intended.  There I had the happiness to meet with Sir*John*Finch and his fellow traveller.  They had been at Sir*Gervase*Clifton's to treat with your sister about a business wherein you are both concerned.  I suppose you may hear from them before this can come to your hands.  They have promised to give me a visit here at Cambridge which I hope they intend really to do, I not being able to press any civility upon them at Grantham.  A little before my journey I wrote to my Lord, and enclosed a letter to Bishop*Taylor but very unmannerly forgot to say any thing of it in my Lord's letter which omission I thought of just after my sealing of the letter.  My Lord I know is of that candour that he will take no offence at such slips, or at least that your Ladyship will beg my pardon.  The subject of that letter was only to signify to his Lordship that I had got a 2d volume of Des*Cartes his letters put into Mr*Noel's hands to be conveyed to him, and that to the Bishop was only to give him notice that I had sent also a copy of my book to Allister to be conveyed to him.  Some ten days, as I remember, before I wrote to my Lord, I wrote to your Ladyship, if you have received it, wherein I mentioned a late pamphlet, entitled A*Letter*of*Resolution concerning Origen and his Opinions.  If you had not seen it here in England, I was thinking to send you a copy of it.  It is a book that has wit and learning in it, but our Vice*Chancellor looks upon it as a dangerous book, and therefore did in some sort censure it in the Consistory, and one of the unsound opinions of Origen was the Preexistence of the soul, which was conceived to be repugnant with the incarnation of Christ.  This is all that I have heard allege against it.  A flaw in the opinion that the short sighted Rabbins could not spy out who were in more special manner earnest for the preexistence of the soul of the Messias above all other souls, and yet their expectation was that he should come in the flesh, and for my own part I confess I do not see how a preexistent soul is not as capable of incarnation as a newly created one, or they all preexisting, how the Messia's soul may not enter a body as well as the rest, for if there could seem any incongruity in nature, yet that birth being miraculous it will give a stop to all occasion of doubting.  There is little other news here.  Only the season is still very sickly, but not so much in the new fever as in ordinary agues, of which I suspect I had a touch last night, my teeth so violently chattering in my head, but I hope it may be only a transient distemper, from a cold I got in my journey, which also made my head hot and aching, and my pulse more quick and higher than ordinary.  It would be a great satisfaction to hear of your Ladyship's health in Lisnegravy, that you are at least not worse, but I should be exceeding glad to hear you are better than in England.  Methinks, it is a long while now since I had the honour and happiness to receive a letter from you.  If I can understand by your next that my letters arrive to your hand safely, I shall be the more encouraged to write freely to you.  The event of our College affairs will now very shortly be seen.  Those that would guess at the success, I observe, they never weigh the merit of the cause but the power of friends of each side.  7Mulciber 7in 7Trojam, 7pro 7Troja 7stabat 7Apollo.  Which is a sign there are very ill ways in the world, but I hope it will not be our fate, our cause being so good and having so good friends' interest, the Church and the University being concerned therein.  But be things as they will, in this point I profess I finde so much strangeness and uncouthness in the world and the affairs thereof that I fancy my self, and every well meaning man, every day more and more, as pilgrims and strangers upon earth, where we know not what to make of the guise nor understand the language of the people, and therefore my eyes are towards those Regions that are invisible.  The consideration of the joys of which Kingdome is sufficient to make us of a composed and contented mind, and to find our selves not much concerned in what happens in this life in these affairs that no way respect our interest in that better.  I have many things to say but the time of the night forces me abruptly to take leave and subscribe my self, 
<Dear Madam> 
<Your Ladyship's most affectionately devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  Oct% 26, (1661)> 
I pray you Madam present my very humble service to my Lord.   
<120.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 9><Cambridge, 1661, Novembr% 16.> 
<Dear Madame,> 
THIS is to inform your Ladyship that I wrote to you Octobr% 26, immediately after my return from Grantham.  In that letter I certified you of my writing to my  Lord and to Bishop*Taylor, and that I had sent the second volume of Des*Cartes to Mr*Noel to be conveyed to my Lord, and that Allister had sent a copy of my last book to the Bishop.  That I had also met with Sir*John*Finch and Dr*Baines at Grantham, that they promised me to call at Cambridge at their return out of the country, but I profess I begin to suspect I shall not see them, it is so long since.  Sometimes these things vex me a little, but I shall learn patience in time.  About a week ago, I received yours bearing date Oct% 1.  It had lain in the carrier's hand here a good while they not knowing of my return out of the country.  It was a very great satisfaction to me when I saw your Ladyship's hand.  For I profess Madame you cannot be so desirous of my letters as I am of yours, but I vehemently desire that they would bring me better news of your health if it may please God.  In the meantime I must earnestly entreat you that you would make it your business to indulge to sadness as little as possible may be.  Your mother was well struck in years, and therefore her departure hence is more tolerable to her friends and in a manner might be desirable to her self.  If you did moderately entertain your self with some philosophical speculations, I conceive it might drive away more ungrateful thoughts out of your mind and contribute some thing to your health.  Mr*Noel has the Letter*of*Resolution concerning Origen to convey to your Ladyship.  I am persuaded it will please you better than any Romance.  The time is sickly here at Cambridge still and the smallpox is in the town and in some Colleges.  The fellows in our College have been sick almost all of them in their turns of chills and fever, and I was next door to it for a good while together, but studied all that time more fiercely than ordinary.  I think the heating my spirits with study kept off the disease.  I have been better I thank God these three or four days than I have been this quarter of a year and more.  If it shall please God to send us a pretty sharp winter I think it would conduce much to our healths, but nothing more to mine than to hear that your Ladyship grows better at ease both in body and mind, the good news whereof will be the most acceptable of any that can arrive to the cognoscence of <Dear Madame,> <Your Ladyship's most affectiontely devoted servant,> <HEN%*MORE.> I pray you Madame present my most humble service to my Lord.  I know not yet what will be the utmost upshot of our College business but it will certainly be dismissed the Kings*Bench as not belonging to their jurisdiction.  <121.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> <letter 10><Madame,> THIS is the third letter that I have wrote since my return from Grantham.  But that I heard awhile ago of the strange crossness of the winds, that seven packet boats came into Dublin on one day, and therefore there might be a great retarding of the conveyance of letters, I should be exceeding solicitous of your Ladyship's health, and the more because I understand by your last dated Octob% 1, that the death of your mother and other considerations of that nature does so dispose you to Melancholy.  Madame, I cannot suggest any thing better by way of advice, than you mention your self in your letter.  Next to the reason why you should not be melancholy is the method of removing it or declining it.  For which nothing is more effectual than good cheerful company.  Of which I dare say you have good choice, and resolve this with your self perpetually that this life is but either a pleasing or unquiet dream, and therefore not to be transported nor cast down with any thing, but to place one's content solely in the exercise of sound reason and a good conscience, and that Death it self is but the Day Spring of eternal Life.  That which makes a man happy lies in a very little room and all the World cannot take it from one.  My last I wrote to your Ladyship was to inform you that I had according to your desire, sent you the Letter*of*Resolution concerning Origen's opinions, I mean got one put into Alderman*Noel's hands to be conveyed to you.  I am persuaded you will finde a pleasant divertisement in reading of the Book.  I should be glad to hear your sense of it when you have perused it, I shall before long have a better Epist%*to*V%*C% more large and more correct.  For that which you must needs have a copy of at Ragley was but carelessly flubbered over.  I have enquired as diligently as I could who should be the Author of that Letter*of*Resolution, but I could never yet find it out.  I should be glad to hear of the receipt both of the second volume of Des*Cartes I sent to my Lord, and also of that other book to your self.  That God would preserve you both in health and safety is the earnest prayer of 
<Dear Madame> 
<Your Ladyship's affectionately devoted servant> 
<H%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  Dec% 14, 1661.> 
I am God be praised in pretty good health, though it be but a sickly time still at Cambridge, the smallpox is in some colleges, though not in ours.  I have a very great desire to hear of your Ladyship's health.  
<122.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 11>
<Jan% 4, 1662.> 
<Madame,> 
I HAVE received yours of November 27.  But there are four letters written partly to my Lord and partly to your self you have not received.  Sir*John and Dr*Bains gave us the happiness of their good society here at last, with much ado we detained them 4 or five days.  They stayed in Holland beyond what I could imagine; But not for nothing; for Sir*John has raised his <revenue>  there 250 pounds more than it was before.  They go not into Italy before next summer.  I was urging Sir*John as forcibly as I could not to go at all.  But what they will do God alone knows, scarce the great Duke.  For a certain Mr*Nowell had a Letter*of*Resolution concerning Origen to send to your Ladyship, and I hope it may have arrived to your hands by this.  I believe the Professors will employ them selves better than in refuting that Book.  They have need of more weighty kinds of Divinity.  The smallpox is pretty rife here again in Cambridge and they say the plague is considerably at London, but I am not certain of the truth of the report.  I have, God be thanked, been pretty well a good while, and fancy I have wasted much of the morbific matter by treating my self with a full career of studying.  Madame, trouble not your self with the death of your friends.  For those especially that are good live never so much as when they are dead:  and I am afraid a great mortality is coming upon these Nations.  The weather here is as if it were April or May for warmth.  Primroses and violets have been blown a good while in far places; the birds sing as in Spring in the orchard.  I believe we shall have an ill after-reckoning for all this mirth.  I am very sorry your fits are more frequent than usual, but am glad you are so well as to write.  The long delay of this letter made my Melancholy create very sad scenes of things to vex my mind with.  I could willingly be with your Ladyship but my affairs here hold me prisoner.  I shall be glad to hear you safely returned to Dublin, you will be one step nearer toward your return to England.  I have not heard of any Earthquake here that happened at Hereford; there was a very violent whirlwind in those parts, that carried stones up into the air, tore up trees by the roots, and took a burn up from the very ground and turned it quite over, and several other things there are in that narration which it is too long to write.  There have been very many fiery Meteors seen, several rivers dried and wells which show that there have been some considerable changes in the Entrails of the Earth.  I wish those things be not the forerunners of some greater Mortality than has been yet.  I hear but of one Earthquake which is said to have been in Leicestershire, so violent that people could not stand if they did not hold by some thing.  There is also rumours of several Apparitions, some such odd ones that they are incredible.  There is so much lying as well as incredulity in the world that it takes off the pleasure of such narrations.  I cannot believe any Prodigy that serves a design, though some true ones sometimes may do so.  I pray God keep us all in his fear, for I believe many men's spirits are so occrustrated with Atheism that they are sensible of nothing.  That God would be the protector of them that trust him is the prayer of, 
<Dear Madam,> 
<Your Ladyship's most affectionate servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
I suppose my Lord has received the 2d volume of Des*Cartes by this.  I pray you Madam present my very humble service to his Lordship.  In what state our College affair is, I wrote to him in my last and there is nothing done since.  
<123.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 12>
<Cambridge, March 15, (1662)> 
<Madame> 
I KNOW not whether your Ladyship have received mine of the 8 of February.  Which makes me long till I hear from you, that I may be certified of your health.  I had wrote a week or two ago, but that I was resolved first to receive certain information that Alderman*Noel had the Des*Cartes to convey it to my Lord, and am now fully satisfied that he had, and hope it may come by this to his Lordship's hands.  For it was not sent by the packet boat, but by shipping.  I believe my Lord will take <a> great deal of pleasure in reading it, there is that graceful variety therein.  I have been exceeding busy this great while, and now I will tell your Ladyship what it is about.  I had granted Morden the leave of printing my Antidote with the Appendix, my <7Enthusiasmus*Triumphatus>, all my letters to Des*Cartes with that to W%*C% my Treatise*of*the*Immortality*of*the*Soule, and my <7Conjectura*Cabbalistica>, in such a Folio as my Mystery*of*Godliness, and therefore I took the opportunity to perfect the Treatises to greater exactness in several things than before, especially my <7Cabala*Philosophica>, where I have added ten chapters for a further defence thereof.  One main thing that I pleased my self in among the rest was that I had the opportunity, whenever I thought there might be the least occasion of offence (which my eyes discovered to be but very seldom) to alter things so as would be most passable and inoffensive.  The <Impression?>  is now almost finished, and I have almost made an end of my General*Preface I intend to prefix to the whole volume.  This edition has cost me a third part of the pains of writing the books, but I have completed all things so exquisitely to my mind that I would not for all the world but that I had had this opportunity of revising them, so fond am I of the fruits of my own mind, which yet I think I should not be, did I not hope that they will be very serviceable to the World in their chiefest concerns.  The 18 of February there was the greatest Wind that ever I knew since I was born.  The apparition in Wales which you once inquired of, and I mistook you in, I got a friend to make diligent enquiry, and find it most certainly true.  I shall be impatient till I hear how you do, and when you intend for England, in the interim committing you to God's safe protection I take leave to subscribe my self  
<Dear Madame,> 
<Your Ladyship's most humble and affectionately devoted servant> 
<H%*MORE.> 
I beg you Madame present my very humble and affectionate service to my Lord.  <124.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 13><Apr% 5, 1662.> 
<Madame> 
I HAVE received yours of March 12 this Easter.  It eased me of a great deal of solicitude I was in, having not heard from your Ladyship of so long a time, and though I be sorry that you have been more than ordinary indisposed yet I am refreshed again to see that indisposition so well over as that I enjoy a letter from you.  But I know not how to bear the disappointment of those hopes I conceived of seeing you and my Lord in England this summer.  But your coming to Dublin will make your absence some thing more tolerable.  But in reason I cannot believe that Ireland is so good for your Ladyship's health as England is, though you will not acknowledge you experience it.  I pray to God I am tolerably in health but my keeping lent so religiously, that I think I ate not flesh passing thrice all the time, now I come to flesh again, makes my body seem some thing more than ordinarily hot and feverish.  But I profess I am very indifferent whether I be dead or alive, that seeming not a Metaphor to me but a truth which the holy men of God have spoken, that this life is a Pilgrimage, and I have a strong presage that I shall finde my self amongst my more domestic friends when I am out of it, who will heartily congratulate my return home.  I sent you word in my last what I have been so busy about all this while.  I ended all this last week before Easter, and have sent away my General*Preface to the whole.  I have confirmed the resonableness of my Philsophic*Cabbala even to my own amazement, but what it will appear to others, I know not nor am solicitous.  The world knows enough already unless their manners were better.  And it is just with God that the foulness of men's minds are a bar to them from the truth, and that such truths as they receive that are too good for them, will in the end be their mischief.  And therefore there is nothing more false than to endeavour to be rather holy than wise.  My letter to W%*C% with all that goes along with it will be 60 sheets bigger than my Mystery*of*Godlinesse, so that your Ladyship must be pleased to give me directions how to send it, if you desire to have it.  Mr*Noel I perceive will be in Ireland.  Sir*John told me he would read over the Letter*of*Resolution and send me word how he liked it, but I have not heard from him since he departed hence, nor of Dr*Baines sickness till from your Ladyship.  I know not whether he will write before he goes for Italy.  I am sorry for the Bishop's loss.  This world is a mere Mockery, and it is a safe thing to esteem it so.  The report of the Apparition you mention is certainly true, or at least this is certain, that there were 14 men that offered them selves to be deposed of it, as eye witnesses, and five were sworn before a justice, who thought them enough and therefore forebore to swear the rest.  I sent you word in mine of March 15 that Mr*Nowell had sent the 2 volume of Des*Cartes by shipping.  I suppose my Lord may have received it by this, to whom I present my very humble and affectionate service, and also remain, <Your Ladyship's most affectionately devoted servant,> <H%*MORE.> <127.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> <letter 14><C.C.C.  July 5, (1662)> <Madame,> THIS is only to informe your Ladyship that when I was at London I did according to your direction, give Sir*Edward*Dearing the trouble of getting a copy of my book conveyed to you, as also another to my Lord, though I suspect he will find little time to peruse any of it.  I had the happiness of enjoying Sir*John*Finch his company several times at London, to whom I gave also a copy of my book.  He tells me he will read it over very considerately at Florence, and does not seem so confident of contrary conceptions as he did heretofore.  Dr*Baines has solicited his invention to try all tricks possible to evade the force of my reasonings but I have not found him successful yet.  I asked Sir*John's opinion of the Letter*of*Resolution, because I perceived your Ladyship had a mind to know it.  He told me the Author had writ vigorously but not so fully but that several other things might be added that would make to the same purpose.  That was the sum of his Answer.  I gave Mr*Solicitor also one of my Books.  Sir*John told me he was resolved to read it over, and it may not be unlikely, if he find it worth the while, for he has a fit Genius for such things, as I discovered by that little converse I had with him.  And Tully was an excellent Philosopher, as well as a famous Advocate and Orator.  I had the other day two or three hours discourse with Crellius his son, and find that the want of Philosophy is most certainly the ground of the Socinians' gross mistakes in those grand points of our Religion.  But the man was a pretty ready man, and of a fair and honest Temper, so far as I can discern.  But they are <bounded?> in that too corporeal interpretation of T%*B% that can fancy nothing but matter, and are but Aristotelians in Philosophy or nothing at all.  I mean are for his system of the World, and understand not the laws of Matter, nor the system of Des*Cartes whose Philosophy is the best Engine I can find against such erroneous fabrics in Religion.  There is nothing more occurs to my mind for the present, but that I am 
<Dear Madam,> 
<Your Ladyship's most humbly devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
I have been some thing ill handled with the scurvy of late, and that coldness which some years ago was on the top of my head, the like has fallen into my right arm, where I have still such a coldness and pain, as I have lost part of the use thereof, but I hope I shall recover.  I earnestly desire to hear how it is with your Ladyship.  
<128.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 15>
<Madame,> I RECEIVED yours of July 9, about a fortnight ago, but did not write immediately, because I wrote to your Ladyship some three or four days before.  And after that I was so indisposed by reason of the dangerous sickness of one of the fellows of our College that I could not do any thing, and was my self indeed in a feverish distemper most part of the time of his sickness.  It has pleased God to take him out of this world to the great prejudice of our College, to speak <7moro 7humano>.  For he was a person of excellent political parts, and singular dispatch in the affairs that belong to our little common wealth, and yet of so large and comprehensive a spirit that his dexterity in those points did not at all lessen his abilities or attainments in the best and choicest pieces of Philosophy.  He was the Master's right hand, and lately chosen Proctor of the University:  and his mind, I dare say, full of the sense of his duty in the discharge of the place, for which all men knew him admirably well fitted to every punctilio, and not undesirous of that province, especially it gratifying that kindly ambition of his aged father, who could not but much please him self in his design of being a present spectator, the next Commencement, of his son's excellent performances, instead whereof, the last Friday, he was a spectator, or rather the chief Actor in his Funeral.  For the truth is he buried him nobly and generously, so as his son him self would have appointed if he had had the power of speech when his Father came, and the knowledge of persons.  For he lay about forty hours in a delirium, and had known no body a good while before his Father came to town.  Thus unexpectedly to him self and to us all was this generous young spring torn of <him?> stock, but yet in the midst of his delirium, he seemed to have some <sense of> his approaching condition, expostulating somewhat with those that stood by his <bedside>  what they did there.  For he said they were not of his world.  So sudden <advance?> had he to this petty office of Proctorship, and was advanced to better employments or enjoyments in the other state.  But my observation of the circumstances of his departure has confirmed my contempt of every thing in this.  For a College is an Epitome of greater affairs of state, and Fortune in the world.  But enough of this sad theme. I had wrote to your Ladyship from London, but that I did not think we should have stayed so long there as we did.  Madame, I am extremely obliged to your Ladyship for your kind solicitude concerning my health, of which I certified you in my last.  My arm, though not so ill as then, yet mends so slowly, that I know not what to think of it.  The temper of my body is some thing changed by that error of diet I mentioned heretofore.  Besides a fancy took a friend of mine to send me a box of prunellos which appearing to me to be no such excellent banqueting stuff, I thought might be the better physic, but I suspect they helped on that deflexion of this cold humour into my arm, by over cooling and thickening my spirits, I have taken no Physic yet, hoping by diet and exercise to wear it away.  I should think it a very great happiness if I could enjoy your Ladyship's excellent company to pass away the time.  I told you in my last, I had sent two copies of my book to Sir*Edward*Dearing, (the one for my Lord and the other for your self) to be conveyed to you.  If he be arrived to you, I pray you Madam let me beg the favour of presenting my humble service to him and his Lady.  Who will be excellent good company for you.  Sir*John told me at London that he had lately writ to you.  Madame I was not at all offended at my Lord's letter, it being but a cast of his accustomed waggery which I am as well acquainted with as the beggar with his dys though it be but an homely proverb.  I believe he laughed heartily when he wrote the letter, which was the reason he buttoned not his doublet till afterwards.  I was in some thing as <antic> humour when I answered his letter, and had much ado so to continue, and had strong temptations to have writ as merry an answer.  But I profess I have found or do affect, a cheerfullness of mind, that does as far surpass outward mirth and laughter as the sun shine does the blusters of the wind, and I have so many badges of gravity upon me bestowed partly by nature and partly by the favour of my superiors that I must remember what part I act, and tread the stage decorously.  I wonder exceedingly that you hear nothing yet of Des*Cartes letters.  What I wrote concerning them is very true as I was told again at London by Mr*Thompson, when I was there.  I suppose you will not fail to hear of them as soon as you hear of Alderman*Nowell.  I should be very glad to hear some good news of your Ladyship's health, that you are at least no worse than you use to be.  In expectation whereof I abruptly take leave and rest 
<Your Ladyship's affectionately devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  Aug% 5, (1662)> <130.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 16>
<C.C.C.  Aug% 29, (1662).> 
<Madame,> 
I RECEIVED your last letter about a fortnight ago, and must beg pardon of your Ladyship for not writing till now.  But I have been so infinitely busy with one thing or another that I could very hardly get time for the discharging this duty.  I was exceedingly much recreated with the postcript of your letter it bringing the good news of your being better this summer than before.  I hope your Ladyship has received my last letter by this, dated the 5th of this month, as also thatSir*Edward has arrived by this at Dublin, to whom I beg the presentment of my humble service, as also to his virtuous Lady, who will be good company for yourLadyship, though I doubt not but you were excellently well provided before, but the more the merrier.  My arm, God be thanked, is some thing better, though not much.  I intend within these ten days or a fortnight to go into Lincolnshire.  I hope travelling and taking the fresh air and surceasing some time from my studies, may recruit my spirits so much and chauff the mass of my blood that this coolness and obstructedness of my arm may be dissipated, but I do not intend to stay long in the country, I think not past three weeks.  Sir*John promised me frequent letters from Italy too, and that philosophical ones, but I do not expect it, he is the best company that can be present, but the least when he is absent.  If there were none wiser than my self, I would not have him to go into Italy, but stay and write his letters here.  I am not certain that Dr*Baines palsy was so sensibly increased upon him.  I believe it is sometimes more, sometimes less, but methought he looked rather better than he used to do.  The Socinians are free enough in all conscience; and a little too bold in some respects, but their Genius is too strait and short for some things.  But what I told you is most certain, that their great mistake in Divinity, is from their incapacity of conceiving any thing but Body or Matter.  I wish the two Deans good success in their Amours.  It is a debt that all owe to Nature, upon a bond or obligation almost as strong as that of Death.  But if men were not permitted to leave this life, before they got one to leave in their stead, Virginity would be a compulsory immortality upon Earth, and some men would be hugely divided between the love of them selves and of women.  It were a good problem to put to Dean*Rust what he would do in that case, but I suppose he would say he would marry when he was weary of his life.  Our College business is to have an hearing this Michaelmas term.  There is another good ingenious book of preexistence come out lately.  There is nothing more occurs for the present but that I am 
<Dear Madame,> 
<Your Ladyship's humbly devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
I pray you Madame present my very humble and affectionate service to my Lord.  I hope Des*Cartes has found his way to Dublin by this.  I think I wrote to my Lord once since I came from London last.  
<134.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 17>
<C.C.C.  Jan% 31, (1662-53)> 
<Madame,> 
MY last bearing date Jan% 8, I hope you may have received by this.  Wherein is an answer to your former, as also one included to Dean*Marsh.  To whom Mr*Jinks has also wrote more than once since that time concerning Mr*Thr% who is as I hear finely mended, and more free from that Tyrannical seizure of Melancholy that had so much overmastered him.  But what his resolution is concerning Ireland Mr*Jinks I suppose has wrote to Dean*Marsh.  Mr*Cradock were a desirable person, if his being chosen to Grais*Inne hinder not his acceptance of the motion.  I believe the two Deans will make a safe choice for your Ladyship, and know more of the University than my self that am upon the spot.  But if they should be at a loss, I am thinking of one, if he be not already married of whom I presume exceeding well, upon information of others, and have seen his person in the country and hope by this he may be comformable enough.  But if Mr*Craddock will accept of it, upon Mr*Thurstons declining of it, it will be hard to find a better, or so good.  But your Ladyship may very well trust the Judgement of the two Deans in this affair.  Then is no falling off in any Societies in the University that I know of.  As for Dr*Widd, his restorement to the College, I do not remember that it caused the least unpleasant motion in my mind.  For I was on Dr*Cudworth's side, as being persuaded in my conscience it was most just, and being a member of the Society, I was bound to assert that cause that I thought most right, but took no more pleasure in this opposition though it was just, than to put my head into a smoky kiln-hole, but the thing being over it was my ease from the present trouble, and I had the same satisfaction of conscience as if I had taken that part, that contrary to my expectation proved victorious.  But Dr*Cudworth, hailing me along with him to London on his business, has added some thing to my experience and observation of the world, which I have gained whether I would or no.  Saving that this affair I thank God, nor the success of it, did make any alteration at all in me.  If it had I should have thought I have spent my time in the University to very little purpose.  I hope God will enable me to bear greater things than those if need be.  I wonder infinitely at the humour of Sir*Martin*Noel.  The ancient Knights of Faery-Lond were more faithful to fair Ladies.  And I thought, Madam, your Ladyship's Interest might at least secured his safe delivery of the book into some hands or other.  But let that pass.  I will send Des*Cartes with my Book to the Bishop by Roiston, if his Lordship think that safe conveyance, or if your Ladyship please to intimate in your next any way your self or my Lord of Down thinks safest, I shall commit them to Fortune.  I shall send you then also the book of <Praexistence>.  Dean*Rust makes his bargain easily that will have so many hundred pages for one, and that aforehand, without playing the merchant-venturer.  How he is improved in prudence and politics since he travels out of England!  I am in tolerable health, I thank God, for the present though I had a shrewd cold and cough this winter.  I hope your Ladyship is better than ordianry, because you do not complain, the more certain appearance of which good news would be exceeding welcome to 
<Dear Madame> 
<Your Ladyship's most humbly and affectionately devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
I pray you Madame present my humblest service to my Lord and to the Bishop of Down.  
<138.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 18>
<C.C.C.  March 31, (1663)> 
<Madame,> 
I HAD sooner answered your Ladyship's last, but that I was resolved first to send to London and get a <7Lux*Orientalis> and my Letters of Des*Cartes delivered to Mr*Waits according to your direction.  Which has been done accordingly.  I am sorry that the distance of place and the impossibility of my going into Ireland deprives me of that great pleasure and satisfaction I fancy I should reap in your Ladyship's discourses which you cannot so well communicate at this distance.  But I cannot by any means be absent from the college.  I do not understand the humour of that Gentleman that I sent the first copy of Des*Cartes letters to.  I am sorry that it has occasioned this delay, in sending this or mine to my Lord.  Which I had done sooner if I had known how this game would go, as that that first was desperate.  Those two simple country people which your Ladyship mentioned in your letter may be so for ought I know, but seeing their pretence of having conference with those two ghosts, ends in a solicitation of affairs in those Families where you conceive them unacquainted, it may be rationally conceived that they whose interest it is, of those Families may plot with them and inform them of things.  But this you can best judge who are upon the spot.  But I have sent you here a narration enclosed beyond all exception.  A gentleman that lives near the place and slow enough from believing any such things, and one that professes him self not to believe the story of the Devill of Masson (though I count him none the wiser for it) did affirm to a friend of mine, that this is certainly true, and that hundreds and hundreds of men could witness it.  My Lord*Robarts carried Mr*Montpesson him self to the King who heard all the story, my Lord being by, who after by Dr*Carr a fellow of our College, sent me particular notice of it, with the assurance of the truth thereof.  Some Hobbians have been at Tedmouth and were convinced.  O that Dr*Banes that whitleather wit had but had the hap to have been at Tedworth in those transactions.  What tough tugging would there have been between the evidence of sense and the prejudicate fancies that his Taurine blood had hatched against the existence of Demons.  But this Aerial Drummer would have beat a retreat to all his forward conclusions of that kind.  The enclosed is from a very sober hand, an eye witness of part of those feats.  I wish it had been better transcribed, but I think the hand is more legible than mine, it is part of a letter from that party to me.  You will know some thing of the man when you have read the book I sent you.  I shall suspend the imparting to you of my intentions for the press, whether I have any or none, or what they are, till I hear what they report in Ireland.  For in England some say I am turned Papist, others that I am writing a book to prove the Pope is Antichrist.  When one says no another yea, its ordinarily a good cast.  I cannot boast of my health, but it is tolerable, God be thanked.  I am heartily sorry your Ladyship has been so ill of late.  The news of your better health will be exceeding acceptable to 
<Dear Madame,> 
<Your Ladyship's most humble and affectionate servant> 
<HEN%*MORE.> 
<140.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 19>
<Madame,> 
I WROTE to your Ladyship the sixth of October, wherein I took the boldness to enclose a letter to the Bishop.  It is now so long since that I am some thing solicitous whether those letters came to your hands or not, but most of all anxious concerning your Ladyship's health.  I could then give you no account of my book, which was but then a-transcribing, it is now transcribed, and sent to be licensed, but that transaction is not yet finished, and yet I could not abstain from writing to you it being so long since I heard from you.  I remember your motion of carrying my Cabbala through the ensuing chapters, and truly your first instigation being so successful, I had great reason to listen to this second, if I could have found any possibility of undertaking it, my thoughts being charged with designs, of more general use.  And I profess I am not my own in any thing, but am securely tied up to the dictates of that power that most justly has got the rule in me.  But if I rightly remember, I am afraid I rejected so serious a desire of yours over bluntly and abruptly, which rudeness your Ladyship will pardon.  For I must confess my body is so heated and my spirits exhausted, that I forgot to use those more ample and decent ambagos that the usual mode of the world requires and practises.  The Bishop in his letter gave an intimation how desirable it was to have my defence of my moral Cabbala enlarged, but he has so excellent a stroke with his pen in such subjects, that I shamelessly intimated my desire that he would polish that part and adorn it with the richness of his style.  Which was a fond intimation of mine considering the multifarious weighty affairs he may otherwise be engaged in.  For my own part, I profess, Madame, for the present I cannot be upon any other design than the endeavour of utterly demolishing my own will and desire, and earnestly breathing after a perfect resignation of my self to God and his will in all things that shall befall me, that sickness and health, evil report and good report, honour or disgrace, life or death may be alike to me, and that I may complain of nothing to my self but my being not fully subjected to the will of God in all these.  I know nothing of consequence by way of news, unless it be that the invisible drummer is again returned to Monpesson's house, and begins to play tricks far different from the former, but that there will in due time come out a full and exact Narrative of all those pranks.  Dr*Cread of Oxford should have set them out, but the papers are in the hands of a friend of mine, who had made some considerable progress in that affair had not a violent fever seized on him, and brought him to the very brink of his hope of enlargement out of this earthly prison into the more open world of spirits.  What is become of Sir*John and Dr*Bains and when do they return?  If your Ladyship know any thing and can inform me it will be very acceptable, 
<Dear Madam> 
<To your Ladyship's most humble and affectionate servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
I pray you Madame present my humble affectionate service to my Lord.  
<141.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 20>
<Madame,> 
THIS is only to wish you a merry and happy New Year, and to tell you that I shall have a very sad and unhappy one unless I can be assured under your Ladyship's own hand that you are not worse in health than heretofore.  For I having wrote two letters since your Ladyship's last, which was wrote Sept% 8.  (wherein you complained of your being so ill of a most violent and tedious fit) and hearing nothing from you since, it has cast me into much solicitude concerning your health, and it would be a great refreshment to me to hear that you are not worse in that respect than heretofore.  In my first I sent an enclosed to the Bishop.  Your Ladyship would much gratify me if you could inform me how the Bishop received what I answered to his intimations of interpreting the Prophecies merely into a moral sense.  I know his Lordship meant well to me in so intimating.  But I could not conceal from him what I am fully persuaded to be true.  The having my Idea of Antichristianism transcribed into a more legible hand, and for greater safety copied cast that affair much back, it was a-transcribing when I wrote to you my first letter, and was sent to be licensed when I wrote my second, it has now been licensed, at least this fortnight, but nothing printed of it yet by reason the printer was disappointed of the new letter the Founder had promissed.  Which now at length is brought home.  And I suppose they will begin to print it very shortly.  I had lately a box of East*Indy knacks sent to me by one that has travelled  much in those parts, amongst other things I have a bird of Paradise of the most eminent kind.  I am the more pleased with the present because I am confirmed by ocular demonstration in what I conjectured to be true before, that they have feet, and applaud my own cautiousness in that in this last edition of my Antidote*against *Atheisme, I have so fairly winded my self out of the error of Cardan, Aldrovandus, and others, as you may see, <book 2, ch. 11.  Sect. 11, 12>.  I hope your Ladyship is not offended that I did so readily reject your desire of continuing my Cabbala.  For my mind was then full fraught with the designs as I thought, of a more dispensable nature, and if we live to see one another, I shall tell you so much by word of mouth, as will be equivalent to a written Interpretation.  The truth is the indignities of some have put me quite off from all design of writing any more, it having put me into a capacity of more seriously considering my own health.  For I have been in such a perpetual career of studying and writing, ever since your Ladyship left England, that I have consumed the strength of my body, and wasted and wounded my health very sore.  I have had a lameness in my right foot this half year.  Whether it be gout or what it is I know not.  But I hope to bring my body into better tune by studying nothing but a perfect emendation of my own mind, whose moral sentiments are an ineffable pleasure and comfort, and far above all the exercises of reason is that peace of God which passeth all understanding.  I think, I am sure it is that which surpasses all the valuable things of this world.  R%*W% with his confederates has of late assaulted the College and brought in the Visitor, to out Mr*Standish as pretending him the supernumerary (Dean*Rust knows the party and the cause) but he being fortified by the King's letters their whole Project was disappointed for that bout.  But the peevishness of some men is indefatigable and I suspect there is some very  <peremptory?> plot against Dr*Cudworth him self, if not against all his friends.  I am loath to speak out what I think is at the bottom of it.  But there are some have a very aching tooth against such as they would brand with the nickname of latitudemen.  What they mean by the word I know not, but I am confident they apply it to such persons, as it were the interest both of the King and of the Church if they were multiplied into hundreds of thousands.  I am railed at and blustered against for an Heretic, and doubt not but there are that eagerly desire I were so, though they feign so great zeal against Heresy.  But for my own part, I thank God, I find the clearness of my own ways and the integrity of my spirit above the pedantry and calumnies of any man whatsoever.  And have so unshaken a belief in Divine Providence that I think it is in the power of no man to hurt me though it were in his power to kill me.  But this barbarous ungratefulness for all those pains that I have so faithfuly and conscientiously undergone for the public good has wholly released me from that burden, and I have now full leisure to repair if it be possible the losses of my health and strength of body, and to give my mind such private exercises as may more assuredly work her out of the reach of my most embittered enemies, and if there be any truth in her presages, restore her to such a state of Happiness, as she will be excused from the pains of recording as being unexpressible by either tongue or pen.  Madame you will pardon the boldness of my disburdening into the bosom of so noble and faithful a friend.  Which if you could take any pleasure in the paper permits no further than the subscribing my self 
<Dear Madam,> 
<Your Ladyship's most affectionately devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  December 31, (1663)> 
<142.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 21>
<C.C.C.  Febr% 6, (1663-4)> 
<Madame,> 
I HAVE received yours of Jan% 9, but that before I have not received, the miscarriage whereof put me into much solicitude concerning your Ladyship's health, and into some suspicious reflections upon my self, as if I had too unduly rejected that design you was pleased to signifie to me, of my continuing my Cabbala through more chapters.  Wherefore this letter was exceeding welcome to me, it easing my mind of these more anxious thoughts.  For I hope your old malady has got no great ground on you, in doing but what it uses to do, assaulting you more violently when it has forborn longer than ordinary.  Your Resolution of making so suitable use of this great affliction is very virtuous and pious, and I doubt not but that he that has made so serious an impress upon your spirit, will assist and carry you on in your faithful endeavours.  But I am ashamed that you should think of making me a pattern unlesse such an one as is to be shunned in things that are faulty.  But it is your civility and affection that has framed so high and undeserved opinion of me.  We Christians want no other pattern to imitate than the Lord*Jesus*Christ, who is that pattern indeed of perfect Resignation, and of the profoundest humility, of real and sincere piety to God without Hypocrisy or ostentation, and of a charity so stupendous that he did cordially love those men that reproached him, tortured him, and murdered him, being content to undergo all this by their hands whom he endeavoured to redeem from ignorance, sin, and eternal death, nay to suffer it for this so faithful and friendly endeavour.  Which great example was not proposed to the world to amuse them and amaze them, but indispensably to engage them to endeavour after the attaining to the like frame of spirit.  Without which all our external honour to Christ is but a mockery of him and deluding of our selves.  For unless we have his spirit we are none of his.  But for the method of attaining to this due accomplishment of mind, which you are pleased to desire me to describe to you, I conceive I have done as far as words will carry it in my Mystery*of*Godliness, <book 9, ch. 10, 11, 12>.  Nor do these things require long descriptions, but short advertisements such as I have given there.  But the stress of the whole affair lies upon the uninterrupted resolution of the <individuall?> and a perpetual watchfulness over the motions of a man's mind, that none of them be brought into external act, which are contrary to that Idea of holiness which we are never to let out of our thoughts, and so to make all the rencounters of our converse a perpetual exercise and improvement of that divine life that is awakened in us, and where our trials are likely to be the greatest ever and anon to be meditating aforehand a resolved due behavior in them, and to impress upon our spirits by earnest devotion and serious meditation such a character and conformity to the will of God, and the true Idea of Holiness, as the importunity of the trial will not easily be able to break, or dash out.  That also is of excellent use, to reflect upon all affairs of the day, before we commit our selves to sleep, and in things that we have done well, to give God thanks, but in what we have at any time found our selves surprised to ask pardon of God, and to seal upon our souls a firm <recognizance?> and resolution not to be overtaken again upon the like circumstances.  All which things are to be done with a cheerful carefulness, we being assured of our peace with God through the blood of his son Jesus, and with as little show of sadness to men as is possible, and also with as much caution as may be of being led into any unmeasureableness in any thing, by any impulse of Melancholy.  Those are the main advisements that occur to my mind, though few, which committed to so faithful a breast will multiply them selves in their observation.  For the life of God once implanted in the soul, if it be faithfuly cherished carries its own light with it, and upon occasional experiences branches it self into unnumberable truths which are better and more easily felt than communicated.  I am sorry to hear Sir*John and Dr*Baines have had their health so ill since their departure from England, but am glad it may occasion their return.  My book of Antichristianisme is in the press, but they have printed not past 12 sheets though they have had it the month.  I hope my Lord holds his resolution for England this summer.  We hear here that Mr*Rust comes along with you, which news his friends are glad of.  I hope the Bishop, though his detainments may be great, has not bid adieu forever to England.  I wrote to your Ladyship (I think the first of January last) wherein I mentioned some thing of some rude assaults intended against our College, but God be thanked they have been hitherto frustrated, and were it not true that sometimes very odd things are done in the world, it were hopeful, there would be no further attempt.  If I could hear some good news of your Ladyship's better health, it would be exceeding welcome to <Dear Madam> 
<Your Ladyship's most humble and affectionate servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
Since my writing of this, I heard a rumour in the town as if Dean*Rust were dead, which God forbid it should be true.  I hope I shall hear the contrary from your Ladyship.  
<143.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 22>
<May 24, (1664)> 
<Madam,> 
MY last to your Ladyship was April 16.  I am now for the present at London, but intend for Cambridge within this fortnight or three weeks.  I came up partly for divertisement, though I am weary already of the city and would go back to Cambridge, did not some small occasions detain me.  They have been more nimble in printing my book than I expected, having for some weeks together printed off 12 sheets a week, so that my Mystery*of*Iniquitie, both parts of it are printed.  They are now upon my <7Apologia> wherein I answer to those great Objections our fierce friends of Cambridge thought they had against my Mystery*of*Godlinesse.  I was with Mrs*Foxcroft yesterday from whom is the unsealed enclosed and unlooked into by me.  I hear by her that you will be in England by August, but I was on Saturday with Sir*Heneage*Finch, who told me he thought you would not be here till toward winter.  But I hope Mrs*Foxcroft's intelligence is the truer.  The Bishop of Down's Dissuasion*from*Popery is very well spoken of by them that read it, though I have <not> as yet given my self the pleasure of perusing it, I have been so untowardly entangled in my <own?> affairs, by reason of the unnecessary trouble has been given me by some mistaken or malevolent persons.  I will reserve the copies I intend my Lord and your self till you return to England, which hoping to be so near I easily imagine your Ladyship so taken up with preparations toward your journey that it will be better kindness not to interrupt you by over long a letter and therefore I abruptly take leave (with my prayers for your happy and prosperous journey) to subcribe my self, 
<Dear Madam> 
<Your Ladyship's humbly devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
<147.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 23>
<C.C.C.  Sept% 12, (1664).> 
<Madame,> 
I HAVE received yours from Ragley, as also that from Dublin before, to which I forbore to give my answer, partly because your Ladyship was upon your journey, but mainly because I could not make any promise of visiting you at Ragley at the time you desired:  And am glad my forbearing to write to the contrary, gave such hope as was any thing serviceable for the making your long journey less tedious to you.  I am exceeding glad to hear of your safe arrival at Ragley again, and am nothing so sensible of any injury from my Adversaries as that I was necessarily so long detained at London the last time I was there that I have run out within a week or ten days all the time that I have statutably allowed me to be absent from the College, and so by consequence am deprived of that exceeding great happiness of waiting upon your Ladyship at this time to kiss your hand, and bid you welcome again into England.  Besides that for the present I am attacked by a Quartan, it has offered to seize me these three or four times, and the last assault has been more suspicious.  I shall see what it will do this next day.  If it should take fast seizure on me, indeed, as some think it will, I shall be laid up for all this winter.  But I hope it will not, though a man's well day is no fit time to judge of such events.  The truth is I am not much afraid of an ague, but could rather desire 4 or 5 good lusty fits to expurgate, by fermentation, those terrestrial and scorbutical particles, that abound in my body, by reason of my long and anxious study and sedentary life.  Some fear after symptoms of any Ague but I must confess I do not, but having so spare and perspicable a body as I have I have a great confidence that such a disease would prove a welcome cure to me either by discharging my body of this terrene <flatulency?> and heavy melancholy, or else by discharging my soul of the burden of my body, though it be no very great one.  But though I cannot come in person to wait upon your Ladyship, yet I have sent my Substitute, a copy of my late book, which while your Ladyship reads, you converse with the best part of me, my mind and understanding, but a man's body has neither sense nor reason in it, and seeing that it is the instrument of the soul, is not more than a dead picture, not so much as one of Hoskins drawing.  I dare say it is not worth half so much.  But if there be any thing in my book that may invite your Ladyship's curiosity to read, let me entreat you to do it moderately, that you may not prejudice your health by over-much or over-long attentiveness to any thing.  I got my books, for greater speed, to be bound at London, so soon as I heard of your return, which was last Thursday.  I know not whether they will be so handsome as our Cambridge binding, but I hope the present will be never the less accepted from <Dear Madam,> 
<Your Ladyship's most affectionately devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
I am sorry your Ladyship had so excessive a fit on water.  I hope your return to Ragley will contribute much to the recovery of that share of health you lost in Ireland.  Let me beg of your Ladyship to present my Lady your Mother with the enclosed.  I have sent her also a book.  
<150.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 24>
<Madame,> 
THIS is only to inform your Ladyship that I have received your last.  And that I am very glad to hear that it will not be long till you come to London.  My Lord wrote me word that he was in this last week to return to Ragley and shortly to bring you down to London.  Where God willing I will not fail to wait upon you.  The good news of your safe arrivals again into England, was so sovereign a cordial to invigorate my blood and spirits, that I persuade my self that it contributed very much to the chasing away my quartain and hindering it from seizing upon me, so as most feared it would.  I am I thank God pretty well now, and do verily believe that my Quartan is quite gone, and should be exceeding glad to hear that your Ladyship has recovered any health or strength since your return into English Air.  I did not intend to write much at this bout, but only to try whether my letter will find the way to Ragley by the post.  Which if it do in my next you may hear more from 
<Dear Madame,> 
<Your Ladyship's humbly devoted servant> 
<H%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  Sept% 24 (1664)> 
<151.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 25><Madame,> 
THIS is only to inform your Ladyship that I have received your last letter, and how sorry I am that it brings no better tidings touching your health.  I was in good hope that your return into English Air would contribute some thing towards a better enjoyment of your health than in Ireland, but am my self surprised that you are again so suddenly seized with more than ordinary sickliness.  But I hope in time your Ladyship may at least recover to that measure of health you had before you went into Ireland.  A Doctor here, though not of Physic but of Law, was telling me what good efficacy Coffee has for the taking away of the headache.  I know not whether your Ladyship has as yet ever made the experiment.  It is a drier and in that regard may not be improper it may be.  But this malady has non-plussed so many Physicians and medicines, that it makes a man have a little heart to propose any thing.  But it is some relief to my mind, that your Ladyship gives me the hopes of seeing you notwithstanding within so competent a time, which also is a pledge of some hopes of the amendment of your health.  I am I praise God, pretty secure of my Quartan, having had no fit since I wrote last to your Ladyship, though I have forborne to venture out into the public, but yet have taken my seasonable walks into the fields when the weather has been inviting.  But when I come to London it will be wholly and solely to wait upon your self and my Lord, otherwise I can divertize my self well enough and better for fresh air here than at London, and do half persuade my self that I have set my Quartan packing by enjoying my studies in a more than ordinary career since I was assaulted with it.  For I have renewed my acquaintance with such Mathematical Theorems as I was in some measure conversant in before I fell a-Theologizing, which was so long, that I have almost forgot all that little I knew in Geometry <but?>  which I have recovered with some advantage, and my health, I hope, into the bargain.  But all human things are very uncertain and therefore not to be reckoned upon, no not while a man has them.  That God would restore you to health, and that you may have a safe and prosperous journey to London are the hearty desires of 
<Dear Madam> 
<Your Ladyship's most affectionately devoted servant,> 
<HENRY*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  Octobr 17, (1664)> 
Madame let me beg the favour of presenting my very humble service to my Lady your Mother and to my Lord.  
<153.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 26>
<Madame,> 
THIS is only, according to promise, to inform your Ladyship how we are here.  We have got safe, God be thanked hither, and though I was sore sick, as I may say so by the way the first two days, yet this last brought me well with my Lord, who God be thanked, was very well all the way we came.  We wanted nothing but your Ladyship's excellent good company on our journey, which want also destroys the pleasantness of the noble furniture of the house and delightfulness of the Garden.  But I hope it will not be long wanting, though my self shall not in likelihood enjoy it.  I finding two letters so earnestly hastening me away to Cambridge.  My Lord is gone out this night, and I fear will not return soon enough to write, but he said urgently he would next Tuesday.  In the meantime according to his commands I have sent the enclosed, which was to have come to you before.  The letter speaks the business.  But there is yet another which he gave me in charge, which was to desire you to send word to Tho%*Round that the reason the Irish beasts have not yet come over is, because they could get no seamen in the North part of Ireland to transport them for fear of being pressed, which made them go on towards Dublin to find those that would there.  As for my affairs they stand thus, if they are worth taking notice of.  That book that was said to be sent to be licensed so many weeks, or rather some four weeke ago, is not as yet offered to the press, or to the licenser (which is just as I foretold you) nor likely to be in haste so far as I understand by T%*S% letter. There will be a <9feat> <9embaras> in this business.  That is a word I learnt by going into France with your Ladyship, but I need leave the certifying of spelling of it to you, if I have missed, but our affairs will stick as two coaches in a strait way, that are a mutual hindrance to one another.  That is the thing I would have said, though I would not have it done.  That other book so long threatened against me, I found here ready to welcome me to London, with the judgment not only of him that sent it me, but of the whole University as I am informed, <viz.>  That it is the most villainous libel for insolency and the ordures of language, for wrathfulness and maliciousness of spirit, for the perpetual cavillings of its pretended reasonings that ever saw the light with the name of an Author and the leave of an Imprimatur.  This is the character relation that goes of it (as I am informed) generally at the University.  And I thank God I am not a jot moved with the abuse of the writer.  Their infamy will return upon their own heads.  But I am not fallen upon by one hand alone, I am spared by neither sex.  For I am also informed that the Marchionesse of Newcaslte has in a large book confuted Mr*Hobbs, Des*Cartes, and my self, and (which will make your Ladyship at least smile at the conceit of it) Van*Helmont also to boot.  This is all for the present, saving that I am as ever 
<Dear Madam,> 
<Your Ladyship's humble devoted servant,> 
<HEN%*MORE.> 
I pray you Madame, present my very humble service to my Lady your Mother with my very hearty acknowledgements for her great civilities at Ragley.  Madame, I had like to forgot one principal thing I thought of which is to desire your Ladyship to forbear reading any thing that has any considerable difficulty in it, though your head will permit it, but husband your strength as much as possibly you can, that you may the better recruit your strength.  
<155.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 27>
<Madame,> 
ABOUT three weeks ago I wrote to your self and to my Lord.  Which letters I suppose came to both your hands.  I heard of my Lord's going down and your sudden design of going to the Bath, which made me in hopes that your Ladyship was considerably better than you were when I was with you.  But I hear of the frequency of your fits since my Lord's return for which I am very sorry.  I must recur to my old advice that you would study very little.  I am glad Mrs*Foxcroft is with you.  I hope she will divert you with some confabulations or other.  I could heartily wish my self with your Ladyship again, if it were not for those cross statutes of the College.  But some friends have been so busy lately with their might and spite, that they had like to have given me a long play day.  They articled very peevishly against Dr*Cudworth, but their chief design so far as I see was against me.  This is no more than strategem of the old Serpent, to put Christians into beasts' skins and then to worry them.  The first they did in that infamous pamphlet, the second they attempted in this mischievously meant assault.  But the Archbishop, as I am informed, has suppressed this design, and understands prety well the imperviousness and bigotism of some of my Adversaries.  So that I keep the saddle yet, though not in a journey to Ragley.  I have laid aside all thoughts of answering that foul Pamphlet, and the rather because I understand it will please the Archbishop of Canterbury the better.  If it were not for the personal lies in it, I should not weigh it a straw, for all their enquiries were answered before they were writ if any reads the Apologia with his Observations.  I must ask your Ladyship's pardon for an omission in my last, that I forgot to tell you that Dr*Ridsley made that powder him self, and how sorry he was that it had so ill effect with your Ladyship.  He had tried it often he said, and never knew it have any such effect.  The party I had in my eye for Ireland is or is suspected so far entangled in marriage-ventures that I am afraid I shall be quite disappointed of all hope of dealing with him.  I am dressing up my Ethics as your Ladyship phrases it.  I hope I shall have transcribed all within this 3 weeks or thereabouts.  For writing is very tedious to me.  I long to hear some good news from your Ladyship of some amendment of your health, than which nothing can come more acceptable to 
<Dear Madame,> 
<Your Ladyship's most affectionately devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  April 24, (1665?)>  
<156.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 28><Madame,> 
I WAS infinitely recreated with the sight of your Ladyship's letter so soon as I saw the superscription, it giving me the hopes of some considerable degree of recovery out of your late tedious distemper, but when I had perused the contents, my joys were much abated.  I pray God send you good of your Opium for I never fancied such kind of medicines.  But we must believe Artists in their own art.  The weather begins now to be very hot which necessarily should contribute to the easing of your pains, and your body as much as any medicine.  I earnestly desire to hear better news concerning your Ladyship's health.  But the more calamities a man is surrounded with it screws up a man's mind so much the higher, to lay hold on such things as neither the disposition of Nature nor the malice of the Devil or man can disturb us in.  Wherefore Madame I beseech you do not grieve nor lament any troubles you conceive are intended for me from the rage or spite of my adversaries.  For to tell you the truth I am very little or nothing my self troubled at them.  They will either upbraid to me the want of virtue, if I be unprovided and beget it in me, or exercise that I have, to the glory of God and my unspeakable comfort.  I hope I am provided for greater evils than it will be in their power to bring upon me in haste.  I believe they have a great mind to sue me out of my fellowship if they can, and out of the University.  This week, I think this very day does R%*W% bring his accusation against Dr*Cudworth and the College I think where I suppose he will not spare me if he can in any way injure me.  But I thank God I am not at all disquieted with any fear whatsoever, being well assured not only of my own integrity and innocency, but that I shall suffer for well doing, and that which I would not have undone again <7coelum 7ruat>.  I know whose servant I am, it is he that is faithful and true, and I am resolved, with his assistance to be so to him.  I am still of your Ladyship's opinion touching that pamphlet, and shall not meddle with it unless I finde they would build upon it as a ground to do me mischief, as if it had proved me still guilty of those doctrines that the Objections would fix upon me.  If the intended answer to my Mystery*of*Iniquity proves as sober as the person is represented that makes it, I shall have it may be, an engagement there to a Reply.  But till I see it I can determine nothing beforehand.  My Lady of Newcastle has sent two more Folios of hers to furnish my study, the one of poems, the other which is far the bigger, of letters wherein I am concerned, above 30 of those letters being intended for a confutation of sundry passages in my writings.  She is by far a more civil Antagonist than Dr*Beaumont, I wish your Ladyship were rid of your headache and pains, though it were no exchange for those of answering this great Philosopher:  She is afraid some man should quit his breeches and put on a petticoat to answer her in that disguise, which your Ladyship need not.  She expresses this jealousy in her book, but I believe she may be secure from any one giving her the trouble of a reply.  I think I did not signify in my last, that my Lord*Maydstone, the Earl of Winshilsea's son is of our University.  He and my Lord*Hunstainton was at my chamber not long since together with my Lord*Robars his son.  I have had several civil commendations from my Lord*Hunsinton's mother, who is Contesse of  <Dover?> upon the account of my writings, who is really an understanding person, as I am very well informed.  She is sister of Sir*Robert*Murray of the Kings*Bedchamber.  Thus am I applauded on the one hand, while others fling brick bats at me or at least do <7lapides 7loqui>, but there does nothing really wound me but your Ladyship's pains and headache, which it should please God to give you some considerable easement from it would more rejoice me than any mischief my adversaries can do me can amate or trouble me, though I think some of them would murder me if they could.  But it is not yet that time of day, though I cannot be assured, but they may desire things were in that condition.  But I hope God will fortify me against all.  Greater is he that is in us than he that is in the world.  Your Ladyship cannot be more desirous of my company than I am of being with you which shall be with the first opportunity; in the meantime that God would give you strength and patience and perfect submission and timely relief from it, this is the earnest prayer of 
<Dear Madam,> 
<Your Ladyship's most affectionately devoted servant,> 
<H%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  May 15, (1665).> 
I never read  <Pansophia?>, so that I can give no judgement of it.  I will write again to your Ladyship so soon as I see any issue of our affairs here.  I pray you Madam present my very humble and affectionate service to my Lord.  I shall now shortly send back Andronicus*Rhodius to Mr*Garret.  I believe Mr*Garret took notice of my directions left with him of sending the book I left there to Mr*Wilson.  But it is very uncivil to trouble your Ladyship with the return of any such things.  
<157.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 29>
<Madame,> 
IN mine as I remember of May 15 I promised to give your Ladyship an account of that great affair of the College which seemed to threaten so much danger to Dr*Cudworth and my self, and though that business be not over yet because the last hearing thereof is deferred till a fortnight hence I could not but take this opportunity of informing your Ladyship how things are likely to succeed.  Dr*Widdrington has charged Dr*Cudworth with the utmost he can, with many things and most of them so petty that I hope his ill-will will be more manifested thereby than his power of doing any great mischeif.  What concerns me in this charge is only discontinuance.  To which the answer was given in (all is transacted in writing), that besides my sickness, it did not appear that I had discontinued more than is allowable by Articles.  To which R%*Widdrington declined to make any reply.  For I was pretty well armed against him, in that examining the Manciple's book I found that my discontinuances the last year had not been so much but that adding that part of my late discontinuance at Ragley which reached to New Years day, hereto, would fall within the allowance of the Articles.  And then from New Years day till my return to the College, it was not passing two or three days at most above the Statutes allowance.  But I know now how it came to pass, that it was bruited in the town that Dr*Widdrington had laid a charge against me that I had discontinued one whole day above the allowance of the Statutes, as I was told by some friends at my chamber.  I do not conceive any danger this bout, but we shall see more certainly about a fortnight hence what will become of all.  My great solicitude is about your Ladyship's health.  It would be an instant relief to my mind to hear that you had any ease from either the season of the year or any medicine.  That God would strengthen you and support you in all your pains and agonies, and sanctify your sickness unto you to the greatest advantages is the earnest prayer of 
<Dear Madam> 
<Your Ladyship's most humble and affectionate servant,> 
<HEN%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  (Jun) 5.  (1665)> 
I pray you Madame present my most humble service to my Lord, to my Lady your mother and the rest of the friends with you.  
<161.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 30>
<C.C.C.  (June 29, (1665)> 
<Madame,> 
I RECEIVED a letter from Mrs*Foxcroft at Ragley, wherein I understand how ill your Ladyship is handled with your sickness and pains.  Which is a very great affliction to my self to hear of.  I pray God support your Spirit, and enable you to go through so great a trial, with due patience and submission to Divine Providence.  It is the abundance of your kindness to me that you are so solicitous concerning my affairs here, and the opposition of my Adversaries.  Of which I have wrote two letters, the one May 15, the other June 5.  Neither of which Mrs*Foxcroft takes notice of in her letter.  Indeed the second she could not have <hers> bearing but the date of June 6, though I received it but the last week.  So that I am in some hopes it may not have miscarried.  In that letter I signified to your Ladyship that the main charge was intended against Dr*Cudworth, Dr*Widdrington loading him with whatever his malice could invent or catch at.  But it is the judgement of all men that I hear say any thing, that the things are so frivolous and so common to all, that it cannot amount to any danger to him.  I am collaterally concerned in this charge but only as to the point of Discontinuance.  But I have this advantage, that my late Discontinuance at Ragley did so divide it self into the last year and this current, that I have not transgressed the statute above 2 or 3 days.  Some in the town to make sport with it reported at the coffee house, that R%*Widdrington had laid a charge against me that I had discontinued a whole day above the allowance of the statute.  The Master gave in answer touching me that besides that I had been ill of late, that it did not appear that I had discontinued otherwise than was allowable by statute:  which R%*Widdrington when he replied to other things, declined to make any reply to, as finding, I suppose, him self at a loss to do any great hurt in that point.  And this is the only point that concerns me in the whole Charge.  For other things the moderation of their Superiors and my own Integrity, I conceive, keeps them of.  But Ra%*Widdrington had petitioned the Archbishop against the College as a seminary of Heretics.  I perceive by Mrs*Foxcroft's letter a desire in your Ladyship of my returning to Ragley, which I should willingly do but that I am necessarily detained here till my year expires, by reason that my allowance of time is more than spent already.  Only, if the plague should spread thither into the University, as they say it increaseth much in London, then it will be free for every one to go whither he pleases.  But my presuming to return there may happily look like a piece of rudeness rather than civility, though I should not make any stay here so soon as the plague once appears to be in the town.  And therefore I will not take that boldness upon me unless I have in the interim an express warrant and information that no one will be afraid of it or dislike it.  Wherefore if your Ladyship be not in case to write if any one else signify so much to me it shall suffice.  Our College business is not yet over.  There is one day more of hearing and then we shall have a fuller prospect of what will be the issue of it.  But that day is not yet appointed.  When there is further news of this affair you shall hear further from 
<Dear Madam,> 
<Your Ladyship's most affectionately devoted servant,> 
<HEN%*MORE.>  
<162.  Henry*More to Lady*Conway.> 
<letter 31>
<Madame,> 
I HAVE but just so much time to tell your Ladyship that I received Mrs*Foxcroft's letter, and that it is likely, if the sickness come to Cambridge at the first appearance thereof I shall set out towards Ragley.  Concerning the College affair I know not what will be the end of it.  A long rabble of accusations was framed by Dr*Widdrington against Dr*Cudworth, which the judges or Referees look upon as matter of small weight.  But he has interserted one accusation at random, on purpose to seek a pretence to have the Master's accounts reaudited by the Vice-chancellous, whenas they are legally ratified by the College.  This is to pick quarrels and to finde a pretence of casting the charges of the late suit upon the Master.  They push hard at the Latitude men as they call them, some in their pulpits call them sons of Belial, others make the Devil a latitudinarian, which things are as pleasing to me as the raillery of a jack-pudding at one end of a dancing rope.  For I understand not the looseness of their language nor whom they mean, nor what they would have.  I believe to all sober men such things cannot but be unsavoury.  But the world is the world, which could make no good man afraid to leave it, and to come into the order of a better scheme.  But so long as I am in it and forever I am 
<Dear Madame,> 
<Yours most affectionately> 
<H%*MORE.> 
<C.C.C.  Jul% 10, (1665)> 

