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Preface 
We have come much nearer to Campion since Simpson’s day. He wrote 
in the flood-tide of toleration when Elizabeth’s persecution seemed as 
remote as Diocletian’s. We know now that his age was a brief truce in 
an unending war. The Martyrdom of Father Pro in Mexico re-enacted 
Campion’s in faithful detail. We are nearer Campion than when I wrote 
of him. We have seen the Church drawn underground in country after 
country. In fragments and whispers we get news of other saints in the 
prison camps of Eastern and South-eastern Europe, of cruelty and 
degradation more savage than anything in Tudor England, of the same, 
pure light shining in darkness, uncomprehended. The hunted, trapped, 
murdered priest is our contemporary and Campion’s voice sounds to us 
across the centuries as though he were walking at our elbow. 

 
p. 21 
It was an argument which might be—which was—acceptable to countless decent people, then 
and later, but there was that in Campion that made him more than a decent person ; an embryo 
in the womb of his being, maturing in darkness, invisible, barely stirring ; the love of holiness, 
the need for sacrifice. He could not accept. 
 
p. 31-33 
It was the pride and slight embarrassment of the Church that, as has happened from time to time 
in her history, the See of Peter was at this moment occupied by a saint. […] 
Had he, perhaps, in those withdrawn, exalted hours before his crucifix, learned something that 
was hidden from the statesmen of his time and the succeeding generations of historians ; seen 
through and beyond the present and the immediate future ; understood that there was no easy 
way of reconciliation, but that it was only through blood and hatred and derision that the faith 
was one day to return to England ? 
 
DEPICTION OF ELIZABETH I : EXTRACTS 
p. 5 
She had little fever, she was constantly thirsty, restless and morose ; she refused to take 
medicine, refused to eat, refused to go to bed. […] She sighed and sipped and kept her silence. 
 
p. 75-76 
Elizabeth had already been warned that the Duke was not physically prepossessing, but his 
appearance, when finally he arrived, in the summer of 1578, startled the court. He was dwarfish 
in stature, with bandy legs, an enormous cleft nose and a profusion of pock marks. He was 
sexually perverted, and twenty years the queen’s junior. Contrary to all expectation, she was 
enchanted with him, played with him by the hour, fondled him, and called him “her little frog”. 
They formed a macabre pair, for Elizabeth was now in middle age, her face was shrunken, 
revealing the large, masculine bones beneath it, she was extravagantly painted and dressed, 
while over all towered a crimson wig, stuck with jewellery, which, it was reputed, covered a 
head that was totally bald. 
 
p. 119 
The vast red wig nodded acknowledgement ; the jewels and braid and gold lace glittered and 
the sunken, painted face smiled in recognition. 
  


