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Dr. Eades (or Edes), described by Sir J. Oglander as
 " ye sonne of a clothier who dwelt at ye corner house in ye Beastemarket at Newport." Oglander states that he was one of the three " Nuport " men, to whom Queen Elizabeth referred in a remark to Lady Walsingham that her three Nuport men did respectively look after her soul (Dr. Eades, her chaplain, afterwards Dean of Worcester), her body (Dr. James, her physician), and Mr. Fleming her goodes (Mr. Fleming was afterwards Sir Thomas Fleming, Lord Chief Justice of England). The Rev. Boucher James has not been able entirely to verify Oglander's statement, but such evidence as he could obtain goes to support it, and Oglander could hardly have been mistaken in regard to a man who would have been contemporary with his own (Oglander's) father.
Dr. Eades whilst at Oxford, wrote a tragedy called Julius Caesar, acted at Oxford in 1582 and much admired in its day. The epilogue in Latin is preserved in a manuscript copy in the Bodleian Library at Oxford. It is judicial in character as may be judged from this passage :
Recte Brutus qui libertatem restituit, improbe qui
Interfecto Caesare  restituendum censuit.    ....
Dr. Eades wrote a Latin poem of which a MS copy is also in the Bodleian; this is called Iter Eorealis or The Northern Journey, being a description of a journey from Oxford to Durham with his friend Dr. Tobias Matthew, afterwards Archbishop of York.
The only English poem of Dr. Eades which has been traced is that entitled Of man and wife which the Rev. E. Boucher James printed from the Bodleian MSS. (See p. 523, Vol. I. of Mr. James' Letters, etc., Henry Frowde, 1896).
Dr. Eades was selected as one of the revisers of the translation of the Bible (1611), but died shortly before that work was commenced.
F. W. black.
OF MAN AND WIFE.
No love to love of man and wife,
No hope to hope of constant heart,
No joy to joy in wedded life,
No faith to faith in either parte ;
Fleash is of fleash and bone of bone
When deeds and words and thoughts are one.
No hate to hate of man and wife,
No feare to feare of double heart,
No death to discontented life,
No griefe to griefe when friends departe ;
They teare the flesh and breake the bone
That warr in worde or thought alone.
Thy friend an open friend may be, But other selfe is not the same ; Thy wife and self same is with thee In bodie mynd in goodes and name : No thine no mine may other call, For all is one and one is all.
