THE GOOD OLD DAYS OR
CHRISTMAS
UNDER QUEEN ELIZABETH
BY ESME STUART



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649516384

The Good Old Days or Christmas under Queen Elizabeth by Esmé Stuart by Amélie Claire
Leroy

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



AMELIE CLAIRE LEROY

THE GOOD OLD DAYS OR
CHRISTMAS
UNDER QUEEN ELIZABETH
BY ESME STUART

ﬁTrieste






THE

GooD OLD DAYsS

OR

Qlirigkmag under Queen €lizahet

BY

ESME STUART

WITH ILLUSTRATIONS IN COLORS FROM DRAWINGS
Br H STACY MARKS ARA

Lonbon:

MARCUS WARD & CO, CHANDOS STREET, STRAND
AND ROYAL ULSTER WORKS, BELFAST
1876







CONTENTS.

CHAP rAGE

L—THE PENNYFEATHERS 5 i i : . .9
IL—Mmsumuer Eve i 13
II1.—How MAURICE WENT To OXFORD . A ; i PR 5
IV.—Jacor's WooiNG i 5 i i ¥ " 54
V.—Master PENuvrEATHER'S Pros | . . . . 72
VI.—Tue Pastor DISAPPEARS 4 \ y i i 92
VIL—Too Goop A BoNFIRe . . . . . . 99
VIIL—Fatrarur Love 7 3 i 7 i = 110
IX.—CHRISTMAS-DAY 1N THE Evening . v . . . 116
X —A PennvrEaTHER TN PrISON . 3 E: < : 125
XIL—“TuE Quren 15 CoMiNg " ; i ¥ . . I31
XIL.—“ALL'S WELL THaY ENDS WELL" . . . ) 140

Jllustyations.

“Tue QUEEN I1s CoMING " (p. 136) i i . Frontispiece

YE SiENT JoE GETTETH INTO HoT WaTER . . : : 74
Y& Butcuer RocHE—Goon TUrRkEeys aND Bap News | ' . gb
YE Birps or Evi. OmMEN i i . B 1tB

“ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL" . . . . . . 140







THE GOOD OLD DAYS.

CHAP. IL.—THE PENNYFEATHERS.

A OU should have scen the great farmhouse on a

> dewy morning the day before Midsummer Eve in
U415 the year of our Lord 1570. Tt was Master
4~ Pennyfeather’s farm, and he was but a strange
' boor indeed who had not heard that worthy
yeoman's name for ten, aye twenty miles round
J Sandhill, The farm itself was called Sandy’s
¥ & Hollow, though who “Sandy” had been even
Master Pennyfeather himself could not have told,
or whether Sandy had ever been a living man af all, unless indeed
he had been a Pennyfeather. Had not that family been in pos-
session of Sandy’s farm for generations past, and as no ome had
ever handed down Sandy's name, did not this show that he had
lived before records were kept, and when tradition alone treasured
up a man’s name in its archives? What gables SBandy’s Hollow
could boast of! and the black wood-work crossed and recrossed
itself on the old walls about as often as the bars of & tartan plaid




10 The Good Old Days.

The windows were made so as to allow the light and air to come
in in moderate quantities, but not one drop of rain could pene-
trate into the interior. Master Pennyfeather could hear the patter
of the ramn-drops as they fell from the eaves or poured down
through a curious funnel-shaped mouth of wood which served him
for a water pipe, but as to rain coming in through the windows,
such a thought had never entered the yeoman's head! But why
talk of rain so near to Midsummer Eve? In the good old days
when Queen Bess ruled the land the weather knew what was
expected of it, and held up its head on Midsummer Eve and
May Day, for all the folks danced on the green and did mot come
home till morning, I have not mentioned the roses which had
chmbed up the gables, or the sunflowers and lupins, nor all the
old-fashioned plants which Master Pennyfeather cultivated in the
neat flower-garden behind the house—nor have I spoken of the
green lawn with its great yew hedge at the bottom, becaunse 1
hope that by-and-by you will hear all these particulars;—and if
not, let your imagination conjure up all thess things before you,
ag Bir Philip Bidney said of the ecarly English stage scenery:

“Now you shall see three ladies walking to gather flowers; and
then we must believe the stage to be a garden!”

Master Pennyfeather was blessed with a wife, who had
endowed him with six goodly children, four of them fine,
well-made sons and daughters, worthy of being of the race
of Pennyfeathers. His farm prospered, his wife was the soul
of neatness and order, and could rule her maid-servants wisely
and well; then, lastly, his six children were the joy of his heart.
“Pride must have a fall,” is an old proverb, and one which
the yeoman had ofttimes heard though never taken to heart
His fall had not come, and 1 am sorry to say that, in what he




The Pennyfeathers. 11

considered a harmless manner, Master Pennyfeather was exceed-
ingly proud.

Maurice was his eldest son, but blue-eyed Annys was his firat-
born. Ben, when my story opens, was a sturdy lad of fourteen,
and Eve, with her hazel eyes and white teeth, caused Dame
Pennyfeather many an anxious hour. “8he was so full of con-
ceits,” the good mother would say. The two youngest were
twins, by name Prudence and Rachel, fair, delicate creatures, of
whom their father would sasy that they were no true Penny-
feathers, and only sorry damsals Nevertheless he loved them right
well, and would not have them thwarted. :

Dame Pennyfeather came of a gentleman's family, but no one
had thought it beneath her when she married the rich yeoman,
John Pennyfeather. Conld not he boast of a pedigree as long as
any knight in the shire; and, what is more, he did boast of it, and
wus never too short-winded when this subject was brought forward.

The family were all assembled now for their dinner in the
great room, sometimes called the hall, sometimes the kitchen, and
which served both purposes excellently well Could you have
entered Sandy's Hollow on the 22d of June, 1570, you would
have seen as joyous a sight as well conld be. The table groaning
bencath the weight of good things—mnot enly fine joints, but
delicacies in the shape of fish, fowls, and pastry. Master Penny-
feather prided himself on the good cheer always to be found in
his house; “ Whether he be prince or beggar who knocks at my
door, there will be always a seat ready, and such viands as
beseerneth hoth:” the father would say, and truly mever had
either rich or poor been turned from the door. The farm
labourers and maide sut at the lower end of the table, below the
salt, two of them 'taking it in turn to serve the whole assembly.




