More’s Letter to His Children, 1521

Court
23 March 1521
Thomas More to his whole school,—
See what a compendious salutation I have found, to save both time and paper, which would
otherwise have been wasted in reciting the names of each one of you, and my labour would have
been to no purpose, since, though each of you is dear to me by some special title, of which I
could have omitted none in a set and formal salutation, no one is dearer to me by any title than
each one of you by that of scholar. Your zeal for knowledge binds me to you almost more
closely than the ties of blood. I rejoice that Mr. Drew has returned safe, for I was anxious, as you
know, about him. If I did not love you so much I should be really envious of your happiness in
having so many and such excellent tutors. But I think you have no longer any need of Mr.
Nicholas, since you have learnt whatever he had to teach you about astronomy. I hear you are so
far advanced in that science that you can not only point out the polar-star or the dog-star, or any
of the constellations, but are able also—which requires a skilful and profound astrologer—
among all those leading heavenly bodies, to distinguish the sun from the moon! Go forward,
then, in that new and admirable science by which you ascend to the stars. But while you gaze on
them assiduously, consider that this holy time of Lent warns you, and that beautiful and holy
poem of Boetius keeps singing in your ears, to raise your mind also to heaven, lest the soul look
downwards to the earth, after the manner of brutes, while the body looks upwards.
Farewell, my dearest.
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