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Mr. Hwry Locke was fiiithfiil). H«d it been otherwise, "in
my heart," he says, "I could hare wished—yea," here he
breaks out, " yea, and cannot cease to wish—that God would
guide you to this place." > And after all, he had not long

to wait, for, whether Mr. Harry Locke died in the interral,

or was wearied, he too, into giving permission, five months
after the date of the letter last quoted, " Mrs. Anne Locke,
Harry her son, and Anne her daughter, and Katharine her
maid," .arrived in that perfect school of Christ, the Pre»-

byterian paradise, Geneva. So now, and for the next two
years, the cup of Knox's happiness was surely full Of an
afternoon, when the bells rang out for the sermon, the shops
closed, and the good folk gathered to the churches, psalm-
book in hand, we can imagine him drawing near to the

English chapel in quite patriarchal fashion, with Mrs. Knox
and Mrs. Bowes and Mrs. Locke, James his servant, Patrick

his pupil, and a due following of children and maids. He
might be alone- at work all morning in his study, for he
wrote much during these two years ; but at light, you may
be sure there was a circle of admiring womc , eager to hear

the new paragraph, and not sparing of applause. And what
work, among others, was he elaborating at this time, but the

notorious "First Blast"? So that he may have rolled out

in his big pulpit voice, how women were weak, frail,

impatient, feeble, foolish, inconstant, variable, cruel, and
lacking the spirit of counsel, and how men were above them,
even as God is above the angels, in the ears of his own wife,

and the two dearest friends he had on earth But he had
lost the sense of incongruity, and continupi to despise in

theory the sex he honoured so much in prkotice, of whom he
chose his most intimate associates, and whose courage he
was compelled to wonder at, when his own heart was faint.

We may say that such a man was not worthy of his

> Wocki, Iv. *4o.


