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PREFACE.




The story of Perkin Warbeck was first suggested to me as a subject
for historical detail. On studying it, I became aware of the
romance which his story contains, while, at the same time, I felt
that it would be impossible for any narration, that should be
confined to the incorporation of facts related by our old Chronicle
to do it justice.

It is not singular that I should entertain a belief that Perkin
was, in reality, the lost Duke of York. For, in spite of Hume, and
the later historians who have followed in his path, no person who
has at all studied the subject but arrives at the same conclusion.
Records exist in the Tower, some well known, others with which
those who have access to those interesting papers are alone
acquainted, which put the question almost beyond a doubt.

This is not the place for a discussion of the question. The
principal thing that I should wish to be impressed on my reader's
mind is, that whether my hero was or was not an impostor, he was
believed to be the true man by his contemporaries. The partial
pages of Bacon, of Hall, and Holinshed and others of that date, are
replete with proofs of this fact. There are some curious letters,
written by Sir John Ramsay, Laird of Balmayne, calling himself Lord
Bothwell, addressed to Henry the Seventh himself, which, though
written by a spy and hireling of that monarch, tend to confirm my
belief, and even demonstrate that in his eagerness to get rid of a
formidable competitor, Henry did not hesitate to urge midnight
assassination. These letters are printed in the Appendix to
Pinkerton's History of Scotland. The verses which form the motto to
these volumes, are part of a rythmical Chronicle, written by two
subjects of Burgundy, who lived in those days; it is entitled
"Recollection des Merveilles, advenues en nostre temps, commencée
par très élégant orateur, Messire Georges Chastellan, et continuée
par Maistre Jean Molinet."

In addition to the unwilling suffrage of his enemies, we may adduce
the acts of his friends and allies. Human nature in its leading
features is the same in all ages. James the Fourth of Scotland was
a man of great talent and discernment: he was proud; attached, as a
Scot, to the prejudices of birth; of punctilious honour. No one can
believe that he would have bestowed his near kinswoman, nor have
induced the Earl of Huntley to give his daughter in marriage, to
one who did not bear evident signs of being of royal blood.

The various adventures of this unfortunate Prince in many
countries, and his alliance with a beautiful and high-born woman,
who proved a faithful, loving wife to him, take away the sting from
the ignominy which might attach itself to his fate; and make him,
we venture to believe, in spite of the contumely later historians
have chosen, in the most arbitrary way, to heap upon him, a fitting
object of interest--a hero to ennoble the pages of a humble
tale.
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CHAPTER I.




He seemed breathless, heartless, faint and wan. And all his armour
sprinkled was with blood.

And soiled with dirty gore, that no man can



Discern the hue thereof. He never stood.



But bent his hasty course towards the idle
flood.



--Spenser.



After a long series of civil dissension--after many battles, whose
issue involved the fate of thousands--after the destruction of
nearly all the English nobility in the contest between the two
Roses, the decisive battle of Bosworth Field was fought on the 22d
of August, 1415, whose result was to entwine, as it was called, the
white and red symbols of rivalship, and to restore peace to this
unhappy country. 

The day had been sunny and warm: as the evening closed in a west
wind rose, bringing along troops of fleecy clouds, golden at
sunset, and then dun and grey, veiling with pervious network the
many stars. Three horsemen at this hour passed through the open
country between Hinckley and Welford in Leicestershire. It was
broad day when they descended from the elevation on which the
former stands, and the villagers crowded to gaze upon the
fugitives, and to guess, from the ensigns they bore, to which party
they belonged, while the warders from the near castle hastened out
to stop them, thus to curry favour with the conqueror; a design
wholly baffled. The good steeds of the knights, for such their
golden spurs attested them to be, bore them fast and far along the
Roman road, which still exists in those parts to shame our modern
builders. It was dusk when, turning from the direct route to avoid
entering Welford, they reached a ford of the Avon. Hitherto silence
had prevailed with the party--for until now their anxiety to fly
had solely occupied their thoughts. Their appearance spoke of war,
nay, of slaughter. Their cloaks were stained and torn; their armour
was disjointed, and parts of it were wanting; yet these losses were
so arbitrary, that it was plain that the pieces had been hacked
from their fastenings. The helm of the foremost was deprived of its
crest; another wore the bonnet of a common soldier, which ill
accorded with the rest of his accoutrements; while the third,
bareheaded, his hair falling on his shoulders, lank and matted from
heat and exercise, gave more visible tokens of the haste of flight.
As the night grew darker, one of them, and then another, seemed
willing to relax somewhat in their endeavours: one alone continued,
with unmitigated energy, to keep his horse at the same pace they
had all maintained during the broad light of day.

When they reached the ford, the silence was broken by the hindmost
horseman; he spoke in a petulant voice, saying:--"Another half mile
at this pace, and poor Floeur-de-Luce founders; if you will not
slacken your speed, here we part, my friends. God save you till we
meet again!"

"Evil betide the hour that separates us, brother!" said the second
fugitive, reining in; "Our cause, our peril, our fate shall be the
same. You, my good lord, will consult your own safety."

The third cavalier had already entered the stream: he made a dead
halt while his friends spoke, and then replied:--"Let us name some
rendezvous where, if we escape, we may again meet. I go on an
errand of life and death; my success is doubtful, my danger
certain. If I succeed in evading it, where shall I rejoin
you?"

"Though the event of this day has been fatal to the king," answered
the other, "our fortunes are not decided. I propose taking refuge
in some sanctuary, till we perceive how far the Earl of Richmond is
inclined to mercy."

"I knew the Earl when a mere youth, Sir Humphrey Stafford," said
the foremost rider, "and heard more of him when I visited
Brittanny, at the time of King Louis's death, two years ago. When
mercy knocks at his heart, suspicion and avarice give her a rough
reception. We must fly beyond sea, unless we can make further
stand. More of this when we meet again. Where shall that be?"

"I have many friends near Colchester," replied the elder Stafford,
"and St. Mary boasts an asylum there which a crowned head would not
dare violate. Thence, if all else fail, we can pass with ease to
the Low Countries."

"In sanctuary at Colchester--I will not fail you. God bless and
preserve you the while!"

The noble, as he said these words, put spurs to his horse, and
without looking back crossed the stream, and turning on the skirts
of a copse was soon out of sight of his companions. He rode all
night, cheering his steed with hand and voice; looking angrily at
the early dawning east, which soon cast from her cloudless brow the
dimness of night. Yet the morning air was grateful to his heated
cheeks. It was a perfect summer's morn. The wheat, golden from
ripeness, swayed gracefully to the light breeze; the slender oats
shook their small bells in the air with ceaseless motion; the birds
twittering, alighted from the full-leaved trees, scattering
dew-drops from the branches. With the earliest dawn the Cavalier
entered a forest, traversing its depths with the hesitation of one
unacquainted with the country, and looked frequently at the sky, to
be directed by the position of the glowing east. A path more worn
than the one he had hitherto followed now presented itself, leading
into the heart of the wood. He hesitated for a few seconds, and
then, with a word of cheer to his horse, pursued his way into the
embowering thicket. After a short space the path narrowed, the
meeting branches of the trees impeded him, and the sudden angle it
made from the course he wished to follow served to perplex him
still further; but as he vented his impatience by hearty Catholic
exclamations, a little tinkling bell spoke of a chapel near, and of
the early rising of the priest to perform the matin service at its
altar. The horse of the fugitive, a noble war-steed, had long
flagged; and hunger gnawed at the rider's own heart, for he had not
tasted food since the morning of the previous day. These sounds,
therefore, heard in so fearless a seclusion, bore with them
pleasant tidings of refreshment and repose. He crossed himself in
thankfulness; then throwing himself from his horse (and such change
was soothing to his stiffened limbs), he led him through the
opening glade to where a humble chapel and a near adjoining hut
stood in the bosom of the thicket, emblems of peace and
security.

The Cavalier tied his horse to a tree, and entered the chapel. A
venerable priest was reading the matin service; one old woman
composed his congregation, and she was diligently employed telling
her beads. The bright rays of the newly risen sun streamed through
the eastern window, casting the chequered shadow of its lattice
work on the opposite wall. The chapel was small and rustic; but it
was kept exquisitely clean: the sacred appurtenances of the altar
also were richer than was usual, and each shrine was decked with
clusters of flowers, chiefly composed of white roses. No high
praise, indeed, was due to the rude picture of the Virgin of the
Annunciation, or of the announcing Angel, a representation of whom
formed the altar-piece; but in barbaric England, in those days,
piety stood in place of taste, and that which represented. Our Lady
received honour, however, unworthy it might be of the inspiress of
Raphael or Correggio. The cavalier took his disornamented casque
from his head, placed it on the ground, and knelt reverentially on
the bare earth. He had lately escaped from battle and slaughter,
and he surely thought that he had especial motive for
thanks-giving; so that if his lips uttered a mere soldier's "Ave,"
still it had the merit of fervour and sincerity.

Had he been less occupied by his own feelings, he might have
remarked the many glances the priest cast on him, who dishonoured
his learning and piety by frequent mistakes of language, as his
thoughts wandered from his breviary, to observe with deep attention
his unexpected visitor. At length the service ended: the old dame
rose from her knees, and satisfied her curiosity which she had
excited by many a look askance, by a full and long gaze on the
cavalier. His hewn armour, torn cloak, and, unseemly for the sacred
spot, the dread stains on his garments and hands were all minutely
scanned. Nor did his personal appearance escape remark. His stature
was tall, his person well knit, shewing him to be a man of about
thirty years of age. His features were finely moulded, his grey
eyes full of fire, his step had the dignity of rank, and his look
expressed chivalrous courage and frankness. The good woman had not
been long engaged in surveying the stranger, when her pastor
beckoned her to retire, and himself advanced, replying to the
soldier's salute with a benedicite, and then hastily enquiring if
he came from the field.

"Even so, Father," said the Cavalier; "I come from the field of the
bloody harvest. Has any intelligence of it travelled hither so
speedily? If so, I must have wandered from the right road, and am
not so far on my journey as I hoped."

"I have only heard that a battle was expected," said the priest,
"and your appearance tells me that it is over. The fortunes, nay,
perhaps the life, of a dear friend are involved in its issue, and I
fear that it is adverse--for you fly from pursuit, and methinks,
though stained with dust and blood, that emblem on your breast is
the White Rose."

The warrior looked on the old man, whose dignity and language were
at variance with his lowly destination; he looked partly in wonder,
and partly to assure himself of his questioner's sincerity. "You
are weary, Sir Knight," added the Monk, whose experienced eyes had
glanced to the golden spurs of his visitant; "come to my hermitage,
there to partake of such refreshment as I can bestow. When your
repast is ended, I will, by confidence on my part, merit
yours."

This invitation was that of worldy courtesy, rather than the rustic
welcome of a recluse monk. The Cavalier thanked him cordially,
adding, that he must first provide food and water for his horse,
and that afterwards he would gratefully accept his host's
invitation. The old man entered with the spirit of a soldier into
his guest's anxiety for his steed, and assisted in purveying to its
wants, ingratiating himself meanwhile with its master, by
discovering and praising scientifically its points of beauty. The
poor animal shewed tokens of over fatigue, yet still he did not
refuse his food, and the Cavalier marked with joy that his eye grew
brighter and his knees firmer after feeding.

They then entered the cottage, and the soldier's eye was attracted
from more sacred emblems by a sword which was suspended over a
picture of the Virgin:--"You belong to our Chivalry!" he exclaimed,
while his countenance lighted up with joyful recognition.

"Now I belong to the holy order whose badge I wear," the Monk
replied, pointing to his Benedictine dress. "In former days I
followed a brave leader to the field, and, in his service, incurred
such guilt, as I now try to expiate by fasting and prayer."

The Monk's features were convulsed by agitation as he spoke, then
crossing his arms on his breast, he was absorbed in thought for a
few moments, after which he raised his head and resumed the calm
and even serene look that characterized him. "Sir Knight," said he,
motioning to the table now spread for the repast, "I have but poor
fare to offer, but a soldier will not disdain its meagreness. My
wine I may praise, as being the produce of a generous vintage; I
have kept it sealed, to open it on occasions like the present, and
rejoice that your strength will be recruited by it."

Bread, fruits, cheese, and a flagon of the wine, which merited the
giver's eulogium, composed the fugitive's breakfast, whose fatigue
required cordial and repose. As he was occupied by his repast, his
host eyed him with evident agitation, eager yet fearful to question
him on the subject of the battle. At length he again asked, "You
come from the field on which the forces of the King and of the Earl
of Richmond met?"

"I do."

"You fought for the White Rose, and you fly?"

"I fought for the White Rose till it was struck to the ground. The
king has fallen with his chief nobility around him. Few Yorkists
remain to mourn the success of the Lancastrians."

Deep grief clouded the old man's countenance, but accustomed to
subdue his feelings, as one on whom, being stricken by an
overwhelming misery, all subsequent disasters fall blunted, he
continued with greater calmness: "Pardon me, noble gentleman, if I
appear to ask an indiscreet question. You are of lordly bearing,
and probably filled a place near the royal person. Did you hear, on
the night before last, aught of the arrival of a stranger youth at
the King's tent?"

The knight eyed the old man with a quick glance, asking, in his
turn, "Are you, then, the foster-father of King Richard's
son?"

"Did you see my boy?" cried the priest, "Did his father acknowledge
him?--Where is he now?--did he enter the ranks to sight and fall
for his parent?"

"On the night of which you speak," said the stranger, evading the
immediate question, "the King placed his son's hand in mine, as I
vowed to protect and guard him if ill befell our party, as it has
befallen."

"Surely some presentiment of evil haunted the King's mind."

"I do believe it; for his manner was solemn and affecting. He bade
the youth remember that he was a Plantagenet, and spoke proudly of
the lineage from which he sprung. The young esquire listened
intently, looking at his father with such an ingenuous and
thoughtful expression, that he won my heart to love him."

"Now bless thee, Sir Knight, whoever thou art, for this praise of
my poor Edmund! I pray you, hasten to tell me what more
passed."

The Cavalier continued his account; but his manner was serious, as
if the conclusion of his tale would afflict his auditor. He related
how, on quitting the royal tent, he had led Edmund Plantagenet to
his own, there to converse with him awhile, the better to learn
whether his bearing and speech shewed promise of future merit. King
Richard had enjoined his son to return to his seclusion early on
the following morning; but as soon as he entered his conductor's;
tent, he knelt to him and asked a boon, while tears gathered in his
eyes, and his voice was broken by the fervour of his desire. The
noble was moved by his entreaties, and promised to grant his
request, if it did not militate against his honour and allegiance.
"It is for honour that I speak," said Plantagenet; "I am older in
years than in seeming, for already I number twenty summers; and
spite of my boyish look I am familiar with martial exercises, and
the glorious promise of war. Let me draw my sword for my father
to-morrow--let me, at your side, prove myself a worthy descendant
of the conquerors of France! Who will sight for King Richard with
greater courage, fidelity, and devotion, than his acknowledged and
duteous son?" The Cavalier yielded to his noble yearnings. Clothed
in armour he entered the ranks, and hovered a protecting angel near
his parent during the bloody contest. And now, as his venerable
guardian watched with trembling eagerness the countenance of his
guest while he told his tale, and the stranger, with bitter regret,
was about to relate that he had seen Plantagenet felled to the
ground by a battle-axe, quick steps, and then a knocking, was heard
at the cottage door. The stranger started on his feet, and put his
hand upon his sword; but a bright smile illuminated the Monk's
face, as the very youth of whom they spoke, Edmund Plantagenet,
rushed into the apartment. His soiled garments and heated brow
spoke of travel and fatigue, while his countenance wore an
expression of wildness and even of horror. He started when he saw
the stranger, but quickly recognized him as his new friend. "Thank
God!" he cried, "that you, my dear Lord, have not fallen into the
hands of the sacrilegious usurper! It is my father's spirit that
has saved you for his son's sake, that I may not be utterly
abandoned and an orphan."

With milder accost he bent his knee to his holy guardian, and then
turned to answer the Cavalier's questions of how he had escaped
death from the blow he had received, and what new events had
occurred since he had quitted the field early on the preceding
day?--while the Monk chid him for his disobedience to his father's
commands, in having mingled with the fray. The eyes of Plantagenet
flashed fire at this reproach.--"Could I know that my father's
crown and life," he exclaimed impetuously, "depended on the combat,
and not bring to his aid my weak arm? God of Heaven! had there been
five hundred true as I, we might all have fallen round him: but
never, never, should I have seen the sight which last night I
saw--nor heard the sounds I last night heard!"

The youth covered his face with his hands, and the boiling tears
trickled between his fingers. "Tell me," cried the noble, "what has
happened?--and swiftly tell me, for I loiter here too long."

Almost suffocated by emotion, Plantagenet related, that when he
recovered from the trance into which the fearful blow he had
received had thrown him, the Earl's camp-followers were busy among
the slain; and that he had seen the body of King Richard--of his
father--thrown half naked across a mule, thus to be borne to be
exposed to the public gaze and mockery in Leicester, where, but the
day before, he had ridden with the royal crown on his head, the
acknowledged sovereign of England. And that crown, base
ill-bartered bauble, having been found in the tent by Lord Stanley,
he had brought and placed on Richmond's head, while the soldiers,
with one acclaim, hailed him Henry the Seventh, King of
England.

The last words more than the others, for the death of his royal
master was already known to him, moved the knight:--"Is this the
end of our hopes?" he cried; "Am I then too late? Farewell, my
friends! Plantagenet, I shall never forget my oath to the King; I
shall become, I fear, an outcast and a soldier of fortune, even if
I escape worse fate; but claim when you will, and it shall be
your's, whatever protection I can afford you."

"Yield then, Lord Lovel," said the youth, "to my first request. You
are in peril, let me share it: permit me to accompany you. If you
refuse, my plan is already formed; I repair to the Earl of Lincoln,
whom King Richard named his successor, and offer myself as a
soldier in his attempt to discrown the usurping Henry, and to raise
again the White Rose to its rightful supremacy."

"To the Earl of Lincoln--the successor of Richard--to him you would
repair? It is well--come with me now, and I will present you to
that nobleman. If your foster-father consents, bid adieu to this
seclusion for a time, and accompany me to London, to new
contests--to the combat of right against might--to success and
honour, or to defeat and death!"

The sun had risen high when, having taking leave of the venerable
Monk, who would not oppose his pupil's gallant spirit of
enterprize, Lord Lovel and young. Plantagenet threaded the forest
paths, which, by a safer and a shorter route than the highway, took
them on their road to London. For a time they led their horses with
difficulty through the entangled thicket, when at last reaching the
open road, they mounted, and Lord Lovel, who was desirous of
estimating the abilities and disposition of his companion, entered
into conversation with him, They first conversed on the sad changes
which were the work of the eventful day of battle; afterwards the
Cavalier and led Edmund to speak of himself, his early life, his
acquirements, and his hopes.

When Plantagenet was but ten years old his mother died, and her
last request to the father of her boy, founded on a deep knowledge
of the world, was, that her son might be educated far from the
court, nor be drawn from the occupations and happier scenes of
private life, to become a hanger-on of princes and nobles. There
was a man, a gentleman and a knight, who had been a partizan of the
White Rose, and who had fought and bled for it in various battles
between the Duke of York and Henry VI. In one of these, the misery
of the times, and horible consequences of civil dissension, caused
him unwittingly to lift his armed hand against his twin brother,
nor did he discover the mistake till, with his dying voice, that
brother called on him to assist him against his slayer. A life of
seclusion, penance, and prayer, alone blunted his sense of remorse,
and quitting the world, he retired to a monastery, where after due
noviciate he took vows, and then shrinking from commerce with his
kind, followed by visions that spoke for ever to him of his
unnatural crime, he retreated to the forest of Leicester-shire, to
dwell alone with his grief and his repentance.

His retreat was known to many of his friends, and chance had
brought the Duke of Gloucester at one time to visit him; when the
ancient warrier rejoiced with enthusiasm at the exaltation of the
party to which he was attached. The death of the mother of Edmund
had the effect of softening the Duke's heart, of making for a short
interval worldly cares and objects distasteful to him, and of
filling him with a desire of seclusion and peace. If he was unable
to enjoy these himself, he resolved that at least his child should
not be drawn by him into the thorny path of rivalship and ambition.
His mother's last injunction strengthened this feeling; and the
Duke, visiting again the hermit of the wood, induced him to take
charge of Edmund, and bringing him up in ignorance of his real
parentage, to bestow such education on him as would enable him to
fill with reputation an honourable, if not a distinguished station
in society. This order of things was not changed by Richard's
exaltation to the crown. On the contrary, the dangers he incurred
from his usurpation, made him yet more anxious to secure a peaceful
existence for his offspring. When, however, his legitimate son,
whom he had created Prince of Wales, died, paternal affection awoke
strong in his heart, and he could not resist his desire of seeing
Edmund: a memorable visit for the priest-bred nursling of the
forest! It gave him a link with society with which before he had
felt no connexion: his imagination and curiosity were highly
excited. His revered friend, yielding to his eager demands, was
easily enticed to recur to the passed scenes of an eventful life.
The commencement of the wars of the two Roses, and their dreadful
results, furnished inexhaustible topics of discourse. Plantagenet
listened with breathless interest, although it was not till the eve
of the battle of Bosworth, that he knew how indissolubly his own
fortunes were linked with those of the house of York.

The events of the few last days had given him a new existence. For
the first time, feeling was the parent of action; and a foregoing
event drove him on to the one subsequent. He was excited to
meditate on a thousand schemes, while the unknown future inspired
him with an awe that thrilled his young heart with mingled pain and
pleasure. He uttered his sentiments with the ingenuousness of one
who had never been accustomed to converse with any but a friend;
and as he spoke, his dark and thoughtful eyes beamed with a
tempered fire, that shewed him capable of deep enthusiasm, though
utter want of knowledge of the world must make him rather a
follower than a leader.

They rode on meanwhile, the noble Cavalier and gentle Squire
indulging in short repose. The intense fatigue Edmund at first
endured, seemed to be subdued by the necessity of its continuance,
nor did it prevent him from conversing with Lord Lovel. He was
anxious thoroughly to understand the immediate grounds of the Earl
of Richmond's invasion, and to ascertain the relative position of
the remaining chiefs of the White Rose: "Where," he asked, "are
Edward the Fourth's children?"

"The elder of these," Lord Lovel replied, "the Lady Elizabeth, is,
by direction of her uncle, at Sheriff Hutton, in Yorkshire."

"And where the princes? Edward, who was proclaimed king, and his
younger brother?"

"They were long imprisoned in the Tower. Young Edward died there
more than a year ago."

"And the Duke of York?"

"He is supposed to have died also: they were both sickly
boys."

Lord Lovel said these words in a grave voice, and suspicion would
have been instilled into any but the unsuspecting Edmund, of some
covert meaning. After a short pause, he continued:--"The question
of the succession stands thus. Your father, the Duke of Gloucester
threw the stigma of illegitimacy on King Edward's children, and
thus took from them their right of inheriting the crown. The
attainder of the Duke of Clarence was considered reason sufficient
why his children should be excluded from the throne, and their
uncle in consequence became, by right of birth, King of England:
his son he created Prince of Wales. We submitted; for a child like
Edward the Fifth could scarcely be supported against an experienced
warrior, a man of talent, a sage and just king, but at the expense
of much blood. The wounds inflicted by the opposing houses of York
and Lancaster were yet, as the late successful rebellion proves,
unhealed; and had the Yorkists contended among themselves, they
would yet sooner have lost the supremacy they so hardly acquired:
Richard therefore received our oaths of allegiance. When his son
died, the question of who was the heir to the crown became
agitated; and the king at first declared the Earl of Warwick, the
son of the Duke of Clarence, to be his successor. It was a
dangerous step--and the impurdent friends of the young Earl made it
more so--to name him to succeed, who, if he were permitted at any
time to wear the crown, might claim precedence of him who possessed
it. Poor Warwick paid the penalty of youth and presumption: he is
now a prisoner at Sheriff Hutton; and John de la Poole, Earl of
Lincoln, son of Richard's sister, and by the removal of the
children of his elder brothers, his heir by law, was nominated to
succeed his uncle. I am now proceeding to him. I am ignorant of the
conduct he will pursue; whether he will make head against this
Lancastrian King, or--Lincoln is a noble cavalier; a man whom
bright honour clothes; he is brave, generous, and good. I shall
guide myself by his counsels and resolves; and you, it appears,
will follow my example."

After a pause, Lord Lovel continued: "After the death or
disappearance of his princely nephews, the king, wishing to confirm
his title, was ready to take the stigma thrown on their birth from
his brother's daughters, and to marry his niece, the Lady
Elizabeth. Her mother at first resisted, but the prospect of seeing
her children restored to their rights, and herself to her lost
dignity, overcame her objections, and the princess yielded a
willing consent. Meanwhile the Yorkists, who joined the Earl of
Richmond, extorted from him a vow that he would make King Edward's
daughter his queen; and even the Lancastrians, thinking thus to
secure a king of their own, are eager for this union: yet the Earl
hates us all so cordially that he was hardly brought to consent.
Should he, now that he has declared himself king, evade his
promise, the children of Elizabeth Woodville will suffer the stain
of illegitimacy; but if the marriage has place, and this unhappy
race is restored to their honours and rights, our self-named
sovereign may find that his own hands have dug the pit into which
he will fall."

A long silence succeeded to these explanations. The last expression
used by Lovel inspired Edmund with wonder and curiosity; but the
noble pressing his horse to a swifter pace, did not hear his
observations, or hearing them, replied only by saying, "Three
hours' good riding will bring us to London. Courage, Plantagenet!
slacken not your speed, my good boy; soft ease will follow this
hard labour."

The young moon in its first quarter was near its setting when they
arrived at London. They approached from Edgware: without entering
the town, they skirted its northern extremity, till Lord Lovel,
checking his horse, remarked to his companion, that he judged it
fitting to delay approaching the residence of the Earl of Lincoln,
until the setting of the moon and subsequent darkness secured them
from observation.








CHAPTER II.





Yes, my good Lord.



It doth contain a king; King Richard lies



Within the limits of you lime and stone.



--SHAKESPEARE.



The Earl of Lincoln, declared by Richard the Third, heir to the
crown, did not join the royal forces, nor appear at the battle of
Bosworth. This distinguished prince was a man of singular abilities
and strength of mind, which chivalrous generosity adorned with a
lustre superior even to that which he derived from his high rank.
Lord Lovel was possessed of knightly courage, untarnished honour,
and gentlemanly accomplishment. To these military and graceful
qualities Lincoln added the wisdom of a statesman, and the moral
energy resulting from inflexible principle. He felt himself
responsible to mankind and to all posteriy for his actions. He was
brave--that was a virtue of the times; but he was just, in a
comprehensive sense of the word, and that exalted him above them.
His manly features did not so much wear the stamp of beauty,
though, like all the offspring of the House of York, he was
handsome, as of the best quality of man, a perception of right, and
resolution to achieve that right.



Lord Lincoln disapproved decidedly of the usurpation of his uncle,
Richard the Third, over the children of Edward the Fourth. He
allowed that the evidence was strong in favour of that king's
former marriage, and their consequent illegitimacy; but he said,
that Elizabeth Woodville had so long been held Queen of England,
and her children heirs to the crown, that it was impossible to
eradicate the belief of the English people, that their allegiance
was due to him who had been proclaimed even by his uncle, Edward
the Fifth. Even if they were put aside, that attainder passed
against the Duke of Clarence was an insufficient reason to deprive
his son of his lawful inheritance. He saw England wasted, and her
nobility extirpated by civil contest; and he perceived the seeds of
future strife in the assumption of the crown by the Duke of
Gloucester. When the son of Richard the Third died, and the Earl of
Warwick was named his successor, the superior right of the nephew
before the reigning uncle became so eminent a subject of
discussion, that the king was obliged to recall his declaration,
and to confine the young Prince in a castle in Yorkshire. The Earl
of Lincoln, then seven and twenty years of age, was next named. He
remonstrated with his uncle privately; but fear of dividing the
House of York against itself, and a disdain to make common cause
with the dowager Queen's relations, made him outwardly submit; but
his plan was formed, and secretly all his efforts tended towards
the restoring the children of Edward to their paternal rights.



The boys were sickly. Edward the Fifth, irritated by the extinction
of the hopes which the intrigues of his mother had kept alive in
his breast, wasted by imprisonment in the Tower, and brooking with
untamed pride the change from a regal to a private station, pined
and died. Richard, Duke of York, was between ten and eleven; a
sprightly ingenuous boy, whose lively spirit wore out his frame,
and this, added to confinement and attention to his dying brother,
brought him also near the grave. It was on the death of Edward that
the Earl of Lincoln visited the Tower, and saw young Richard. The
accounts given by the attendants of his more than a child's
devotion to his brother, his replies full of sportive fancy, his
beauty, though his cheek was faded and his person grown thin, moved
the generous noble to deep compassion. He ventured, under the
strong influence of this feeling, to remonstrate warmly with his
royal uncle, reproaching him with needless cruelty, and telling him
how in fact, though not in appearance, he was the murderer of his
nephews, and would be so held by all mankind. Richard's ambition
was satisfied by the success of his measures to obtain the crown;
but his fears were awake. The Duke of Buckingham was in arms
against him--the Queen and her surviving relatives were perpetually
employed in exciting discontents in the kingdom. Richard feared,
that if they obtained the person of his nephew, he would be turned
into an engine for his overthrow; while to obtain possession of
him, was the constant aim of their endeavours. He earnestly desired
to reconcile himself to the Queen, and to draw her from the
sanctuary in which she had immured herself--she refused all his
offers, unless her son was first placed in her hands.



His head, ripe with state plots, now conceived a scheme. He
consented that Lincoln should take the Duke of York under his
charge, if he would first engage to keep his removal from the
Tower, and even his existence, a secret from his enemies. Lincoln
made the required promise; the young Prince was conveyed to a
country seat belonging to the Earl, and Richard, in furtherance of
his plan, caused a rumour to go abroad that he also was dead. No
one knew with whom this report originated. When, to assure
themselves, various nobles visited the Tower, the boy was no longer
there. The Queen gave credit to the tale. At this moment, Richard
set on foot a negociation of marriage with the eldest daughter of
Edward the Fourth, the Lady Elizabeth. The partizans of the Earl of
Richmond sought to ensure the success of his enterprize by the same
means: and while little Richard grew in health and happiness in his
country retreat, his own nearest and most attached relatives were
giving away his inheritance--his uncle unwittingly laid the
foundation stone of the reputation of cruelty and murder ever after
affixed to him; and his mother, endeavouring to exalt her daughter,
and to restore herself to her lost station in the kingdom, sealed
the fatal decree that first deprived her son of his rights, and
afterwards of his life.



On the evening that Lord Lovel and Edmund Plantagenet entered
London, the Earl of Lincoln remained waiting intelligence from the
field, in a palace he inhabited not far from Tottenham Court, a
secluded habitation, surrounded by a garden and a high wall. This
was an irksome situation for a warrior; but though his uncle loved,
he distrusted him: his projected marriage with the Lady Elizabeth,
would probably cause him again to be father of an heir to the
crown, and knowing that Lincoln possessed, in the young Duke of
York, a dangerous rival, he refused to allow him to take up arms
against Richmond. Lord Lincoln was alone, pacing his large and
vaulted hall in deep and anxious meditation. He, who with
conscience for his rule, takes, or endeavours to take, the reins of
fate into his own hands, must experience frequent misgivings; and
often feel, that he wheels near the edge of a giddy precipice, down
which the tameless steeds he strives to govern, may, in an instant,
hurl him and all dependent upon his guidance. The simple feeling of
compassion, arising from the seeing childhood lose its buoyancy in
undue confinement, had first led the princely noble to take charge
of his young cousin. Afterwards, when he beheld the boy grow in
health and years, developing the while extraordinary quickness of
intellect, and a sweet ingenuous disposition, he began to reflect
on the station he held, his rights and his injuries; and then the
design was originated on which he was now called to act.



If Richard gained the day, all would stand as before. Should he be
defeated--and that second sense, that feeling of coming events,
which is one of the commonest, though the least acknowledged of the
secret laws of our nature, whispered the yet unrevealed truth to
him--who then would assume England's diadem, and how could he
secure it for its rightful owner, the only surviving son of Edward
the Fourth? All these reflexions coursed themselves through his
brain, while, with the zeal of a partizan, and the fervour of one
wedded to the justice of his cause, he revolved every probable
change of time and fortune.



At this moment a courier was announced: he brought tidings from the
field. As is usual on the eve of a great event, they were dubious
and contradictory. The armies faced each other, and the battle was
impending. The doubts entertained on both sides, as to the part
that Lord Stanley would take, gave still a greater uncertainty to
the anticipations of each.



Soon after the arrival of this man, the loud ringing at the outer
gate was renewed; and the trampling of horses, as they entered the
court, announced a more numerous company. There was something in
the movements of his domestics, that intimated to the Earl that his
visitor was of superior rank. Could it be the king, who had fled;
conquered, and fugitive? Could such terms be applied to the
high-hearted Richard? The doors of the hall were thrown open, and
the question answered by the entrance of his visitant: it was a
woman; and her name, "Lady Brampton!" in a tone of wonder, burst
from the noble's lips.



"Even I, my good Lord," said the lady; "allow me your private ear;
I bring intelligence from Leicestershire. All is lost," she
continued, when the closing of the door assured her of privacy;
"all is lost, and all is gained--Richard is slain. My emissaries
brought swift intelligence of this event to me at Northampton, and
I have hastened with it bither, that without loss of time you may
act."



There was a quickness and a decision in the lady's manner, that
checked rather than encouraged her auditor. She continued: "Vesper
hour has long passed--it matters not--London yet is ours. Command
instantly that Richard the Fourth be proclaimed king of England."



Lord Lincoln started at these words. The death of his uncle and
benefactor could not be received by him like the loss of a move at
chess; a piece lost, that required the bringing up of other pieces
to support a weak place. "The king is slain," were words that rung
in his ears; drowning every other that the lady uttered with
rapidity and agitation. "We will speak of that anon," he replied;
and going to the high window of his hall, he threw it open, as if
the air oppressed him. The wind sighed in melancholy murmurs among
the branches of the elms and limes in the garden: the stars were
bright, and the setting moon was leaving the earth to their dim
illumination. "Yesternight," thought Lincoln, "he was among us, a
part of our conversation, our acts, our lives; now his glazed eyes
behold not these stars. The past is his: with the present and the
future he has no participation."



Lady Brampton's impatience did not permit the Earl long to indulge
in that commune with nature, which we eagerly seek when grief and
death throws us back on the weakness of our human state, and we
feel that we ourselves, our best laid projects and loftiest hopes,
are but the play things of destiny. "Wherefore," cried the lady,
"does De la Poole linger? Does he hesitate to do his cousin
justice? Does he desire to follow in the steps of his usurping
predecessor? Wherefore this delay?"



"To strike the surer," replied Lincoln. "May not I ask, wherefore
this impatience?"



Even as he spoke, steps were heard near the apartment; and while
the eyes of both were turned with inquietude on the expected
intruder, Lord Lovel entered: there was no triumph, no eager
anticipation on his brow--he was languid from ill success and
fatigue. Lincoln met him with the pleasure of one who sees his
friend escaped from certain death. He was overjoyed to be assured
of his existence; he was glad to have his assistance on the present
emergency. "We know," he said, "all the evil tidings you bring us;
we are now deliberating on the conduct we are to pursue: your
presence will facilitate our measures. Tell me what other friends
survive to aid us. The Duke of Norfolk, the Staffords, Sir Robert
Brakenbury, where are they?"



Lovel had seen the Duke fall, the Staffords had accompanied his
flight; uncertainty still hung over the fate of many others. This
detail of the death of many of their common friends, subdued the
impetuosity of the lady, till an account of how Richard himself had
fought and been slain, recalled her to their former topic of
discussion; and, again, she said, "It is strange that you do not
perceive the dangers of delay. Why is not the king proclaimed?"



"Do you not know," asked Lord Lovel, "that the king is proclaimed?"



Lady Brampton clasped her hands, exclaiming--"Then Richard the
Fourth will wear his father's crown!"



"Henry the Seventh," said Lovel, "possesses and wears the English
crown. Lord Stanley placed the diadem on the head of the Earl of
Richmond, and his soldiers, with one acclaim, acknowledged him as
their sovereign."



"This is mere trifling," said the lady; "the base-born offspring of
Lancaster may dare aspire so high, but one act of our's dethrones
him. The Yorkists are numerous, and will defend their king: London
is yet ours."



"Yes," replied Lincoln, "it is in our power to deluge the streets
of London with blood; to bring massacre among its citizens, and
worse disaster on its wives and maidens. I would not buy an eternal
crown for myself--I will not strive to place that of England on my
kinsman's head--at this cost. We have had over-much of war: I have
seen too many of the noble, young, and gallant, fall by the sword.
Brute force has had its day; now let us try what policy can do."



The council these friends held together was long and anxious. The
lady still insisted on sudden and resolute measures. Lord Lovel, a
soldier in all his nature, looked forward to the calling together
the Yorkists from every part of the kingdom. The Earl, with a
statesman's experience, saw more of obstacle to their purpose in
the elevation of Henry the Seventh than either of his companions
would allow; the extreme youth of the Duke of York, the oblivion
into which he had sunk, and the stain on his birth, which was yet
unremoved, would disincline the people to hazard life and fortune
in his cause. Henry had taken oath to marry his sister, the Lady
Elizabeth, and when thus the progeny of Edward the Fourth were
freed from the slur under which they now laboured, the whole
country would be alive to the claims of his only son. It was
necessary now to place him in safety, and far away from the
suspicious eyes of his usurping enemy. That morning Lord Lincoln
had brought him up from his rural retreat to the metropolis, and
sheltered him for a few hours under safe but strange guardianship.
He was left at the house of a Flemish money-lender well known at
court. It was agreed that Lord Lovel should take him thence, and
make him the companion of his journey to Colchester, where they
should remain watching the turn of events, and secretly preparing
the insurrection which would place him on the throne. Lady Brampton
was obliged to proceed immediately northwards to join her husband;
the north was entirely Yorkist, and her influence would materially
assist the cause. The Earl remained in London; he would sound the
inclinations of the nobility, and even coming in contact with the
new king, watch over danger and power at its fountain-head. One
more question was discussed. Whether the Queen, Elizabeth
Woodville, should be made acquainted with the existence of her son.
All three, from various reasons decided in the negative. A personal
enmity existed between the widow of Edward the Fourth and Lady
Brampton: her party was detested by the two nobles. It would be
more popular with the nation, they thought, if her kinsmen, whose
upstart pretentions were the object of the derision and scorn of
the old aristocracy, had no part in bestowing the crown on the heir
of the House of York. Time wore away during these deliberations; it
was past midnight before the friends separated. Lord Lovel
presented his young friend, Edmund Plantagenet, to the Earl, and
recommended him to his protection. Refreshment was also necessary
after Lovel's fatiguing journey; but he was so intent on
accomplishing his purpose, that he wasted but a few minutes in this
manner, and then being provided with a fresh horse from Lincoln's
stables, he left the palace, to proceed first to the present abode
of Richard of York, and afterwards, accompanied by him, on his road
to Essex.



Lord Lovel threaded his way through the dark narrow streets of
London towards Lothbury. The habitation of the money-lender was
well known to him, but it was not easily entered at past midnight.
A promised bribe to the apprentice who hailed him from the lofty
garret-window, and his signet-ring sent in to his master, at length
procured admission into the bed-chamber of Mynheer Jahn Warbeck.
The old man sat up in his bed, his red cotton night-cap on his
head, his spectacles, with which he had examined the ring, on his
nose; his chamber was narrow and dilapidated, his bed of ill
condition. "Who would suppose," thought Lovel, "that this man holds
half England in pawn?"



When Warbeck heard that the errand of Lovel was to take from him
his princely charge, he rose hastily, wrapping a robe round him,
and opened a small wainscoat door leading into a little low room,
whence he drew the half-sleeping and wondering boy. There was a
rush taper in the room, and daylight began to peep through the
crevices of the shutters, giving melancholy distinctness to the
dirty and dismantled chamber. One ray fell directly on the red
night-cap and spectacles of old Jahn, whose parchment face was
filled with wrinkles, yet they were lines of care, not of evil, and
there was even benevolence in his close mouth; for the good humour
and vivacity of the boy had won on him. Besides he had himself a
son, for whom he destined all his wealth, of the same age as the
little fellow whose plump roseate hand he held in his own brown
shrivelled palm. The boy came in, rubbing his large blue eyes, the
disordered ringlets of his fair hair shading a face replete with
vivacity and intelligence. Mynheer Jahn was somewhat loth to part
with the little prince, but the latter clapped his hands in extacy
when he heard that Lord Lovel had come to take him away.



"I pray you tell me, Sir Knight," said old Warbeck, "whether
intelligence hath arrived of the victory of our gracious sovereign,
and the defeat of the Welch rebels."



Richard became grave at these words; he fixed his eyes enquiringly
on the noble: "Dear Lord Lovel," he cried, "for I remember you
well, my very good Lord, when you came to the Tower and found me
and Robert Clifford playing at bowls--tell me, how you have fought,
and whether you have won."



"Mine are evil tidings;" said Lovel, "all is lost. We were
vanquished, and your royal uncle slain."



Warbeck's countenance changed at these words; he lamented the king;
he lamented the defeat of the party which he had aided by various
advances of money, and his regrets at once expressed sorrow for the
death of some, and dread from the confiscation of the property of
others. Meanwhile, Richard of York was full of some thought that
swelled his little breast; taking Lovel's hand, he asked again, "My
uncle, Richard the Third, is dead?"



"Even so," was the reply; "he died nobly on the field of battle."



The child drew himself up, and his eyes flashed as he said
proudly,--"Then I am king of England."



"Who taught your Grace that lesson?" asked Lovel.



"My liege--my brother Edward. Often and often in the long winter
nights, and when he was sick in bed, he told me how, after he had
been proclaimed king, he had been dethroned; but that when our
uncle died he should be king again; and that if it pleased God to
remove him, I should stand in his place; and I should restore my
mother's honour, and this he made me swear."



"Bless the boy!" cried Warbeck, "he speaks most sagely; may the
saints incline my lord, the Earl of Lincoln, to do his royal cousin
justice!"



"Your grace," said Lovel, "shall hear more of this as we proceed on
our journey. Mynheer Jahn, the Earl bade me apply to you; you are
to repair to him before noon; meanwhile, fill this long empty purse
with gold coins. He will be my guarantee."



"Lend me the money," cried the little Duke, "I will repay you. We
will repay you, when we have our crown."



This was an inducement not to be resisted. Warbeck counted out the
gold; the boy with light steps tripped down the creaking old
staircase, and when Lovel had mounted, taking his hand, he sprung
in the saddle before him. The fresh morning air was grateful to
both, after the close chambers of the Fleming. The noble put his
horse to a quick trot, and leaving London by a different road from
that by which he had entered, took his way through Romford and
Chelmsford to Colchester.



The news of the Earl of Richmond's victory and assumption of the
crown reached London that night. The citizens heard it on their
awakening. The market-people from the west related it to those who
came in from the east; but it had not hitherto travelled in that
direction. Lovel knew that the storm was behind him, but he outrode
it; on the evening of the second day he was safe in sanctuary at
Colchester. His young charge was lodged at a farmhouse belonging to
a tenant of Sir Humphrey Stafford. They all awaited impatiently for
the time when the Earl of Lincoln would put a period to their
confinement, by informing them that the hour was arrived when they
might again take arms against the upstart Lancastrian King.








CHAPTER III.





Small joy have I in being England's Queen!



--SHAKSPEARE.



Henry the Seventh was a man of strong sense and sound
understanding. He was prudent, resolute, and valiant; on the other
hand, he was totally devoid of generosity, and was actuated all his
life by base and had passions. At first the ruling feeling of his
heart was hatred of the House of York--nor did he wholly give
himself up to the avarice that blotted his latter years, till the
extinction of that unhappy family satisfied his revenge, so that
for want of fuel the flame died away. Most of his relatives and
friends had perished in the field or on the scaffold by the hands
of the Yorkists--his own existence had been in jeopardy during
their exaltation; and the continuance of his reign, and even of his
life, depended on their utter overthrow. Henry had a mind
commensurate to the execution of his plans: he had a talent for
seizing, as if instinctively, on all the bearings of a question
before him; and a ready perception of the means by which he might
obviate difficulties and multiply facilities, was the most
prominent part of his character. He never aimed at too much, and
felt instantaneously when he had arrived at the enough. More of
cruelty would have roused England against him; less would have
given greater hopes to the partizans of his secreted rival. He had
that exact portion of callousness of heart which enabled him to
extricate himself in the admirable manner he did from all his
embarrassments.



It is impossible to say what his exact views were, when he landed
in England, and made head against Richard the Third. His right of
succession, even through the House of Lancaster, was ill-founded,
and probably he would scarcely have dared to decorate his brows
with the royal circlet but for the happy boldness of Stanley, and
the enthusiasm felt by his soldiers in the hour of victory, which
had bestowed it on him. Once a king, as it was impossible, without
risk of life, to sink to a private station, he did not hesitate,
but bent every energy of his mind to the contriving the means to
seat himself firmly on his newly-acquired throne.



The illegitimacy of Edward the Fourth's children had removed them
from the succesion. But though no doubt was entertained as to the
fact of Edward having married Lady Eleanor Butler, yet Henry had
the taint of illegitimacy on his own race; and, moreover, Elizabeth
Woodville having so long filled the station of Queen of England,
the public voice went in her favour, and the majority of the
English people looked upon the tale which deprived her children of
their rights, as a contrivance of their usurping uncle. What then
was to become of them? Edward the Fifth was dead: of this fact
there was no doubt. It had been rumoured that the Duke of York had
not long survived his brother. To ascertain the truth of this
report, Henry dispatched one of his most staunch adherents to the
Tower. The boy was not there; but a mystery hung over his fate
which did not quite assure the new king of his death. Henry feared
that he was in the hands of the Yorkists, and this dread gave fresh
vigour to his distrust and abhorrence of the partizans of the White
Rose. He formed a scheme to defeat their projects; he caused it to
be disseminated that both the princes had been found
dead--murdered--in the Tower.



The competitors for the crown, whose claims ranked next, were the
daughters of Edward the Fourth. Henry immediately saw the necessity
of agreeing to the treaty entered into by the Countess of Richmond,
for his marriage with the eldest of these princesses. He hated to
owe his title to the crown to any part of the House of York; he
resolved, if possible, to delay and break the marriage; but his own
friends were urgent with him to comply, and prudence dictated the
measure; he therefore promised to adopt it--thus effectually to
silence the murmurs of the party of the White Rose.



But if the young Duke of York re-appeared meanwhile, it would be
necessary not to repeal the Act of Parliament that cast a stigma on
his birth. If the children of Elizabeth Woodville and Edward the
Fourth, were debarred from the crown, the Earl of Warwick was the
next heir. He was confined by Richard the Third at Sheriff Hutton,
in Yorkshire. He was the especial object of Henry's fear, and now
he commanded him to be brought from his northern prison to the
Tower of London, to be kept a close prisoner in that melancholy and
ill-fated place. There was one other rival, the Earl of Lincoln,
named by Richard to succeed him; but his pretensions came so far
behind the others, and he enjoyed so high a reputation for sagacity
and virtue, that Henry believed it best to let him alone for the
present, only surrounding him with spies; and resolved, on the
first note of danger, to destroy him.



Fortune smiled on the new sovereign. The disappearance of the two
children from the Tower, caused the Yorkists to settle their
affections on the young Elizabeth. She was at Sheriff-Hutton,
waiting impatiently for her union with her uncle; now she received
commands to proceed to London, as the affianced bride of that
uncle's conqueror. Already the common talk ran on the entwining of
the two Roses; and all the adherents of her family, who could gain
access, recommended their cause to her, and entreated her, in the
first days of power, not to forget her father's friends, but to
incline the heart of her husband to an impartial love for the long
rival houses of Lancaster and York.



Two parties arrived on the same day at Sheriff-Hutton, on the
different missions of conducting the Lady Elizabeth and the Earl of
Warwick to London. On the morning of their departure, they met in
the garden of their abode to take leave of each other. Elizabeth
was nineteen years old, Warwick was the exact age of her brother,
Edward the Fifth; he was now sixteen.



"We are about to travel the same road with far different
expectations," said Warwick. "I go to be a prisoner; you, fair
Cousin, to ascend a throne."



There was a despondency in the youth's manner that deeply affected
this Princess. "Dear Edward," she replied, clasping his hand, "we
have been fellow-prisoners long, and sympathy has lightened the
burthen of our chains. Can I forget our walks in this beauteous
park, and the love and confidence we have felt for each other? My
dearest boy, when I am Queen, Esther will claim a boon from
Ahasuerus, and Warwick shall be the chief noble in my train."



She looked at him with a brilliant smile; her heart glowed with
sisterly affection. She might well entertain high anticipations of
future power; she was in the pride of youth and beauty; the light
spirit of expected triumph lighted up her lovely face. She was
about to become the bride of a conqueror, yet one whose laurels
would droop without her propping; she was to be Queen of her native
land, the pearly clasp to unite the silken bond with which peace
now bound long discordant England. She was unable to communicate
this spirit of hope to her desponding friend; he gazed on her
beauty with admiration and deep grief, asking, with tearful eyes,
"Shall we ever meet again?"



"Yes! in London, in the Court of Henry, we shall again be
companions--friends."



"I go to the Tower, not to the Court," replied Warwick, "and when
those gloomy gates close on me, I shall pray that my head may soon
repose on the cold stone that pillows my cousin Edward. I shall
sleep uneasily till then."



"Fie, Cousin!" said Elizabeth; "such thoughts ill beseem the
nearest kinsman of the future Queen of England. You will remain but
a short time in the Tower; but if you nurse thoughts like these,
you will pine there as you did before I shared your prison here,
and the roses with which my care has painted your cheeks, will
again fade."



"Wan and colourless will my cheek be ere your bright eyes look on
it again. Is it not sufficient grief that I part from you, beloved
friend!"



A gush at once of sorrow, of affection, of long suppressed love,
overpowered the youth. "I shall think of you," he added, "in my
prison-house; and while I know that you regret my fate, I cannot be
wholly a wretch. Do you not love me? And will you not, as a proof,
give me one of these golden hairs, to soothe poor Warwick's misery?
One only," he said, taking from her braided locks the small gift he
demanded, "I will not diminish the rich beauty of your tresses, yet
they will not look lovelier, pressed by the jewelled diadem of
England, than under the green chaplet I crowned you with a few
months past, my Queen of May!"



And thus, the eyes of each glistening with tears, they parted. For
a moment Warwick looked as if he wished to press his cousin to his
heart; and she, who loved him as a sister, would have yielded to
his embrace: but before his arms enfolded her, he started back,
bent one knee, pressed her hand to his lips, his eyes, his brow,
and bending his head for an instant towards the ground, sprang up,
and rushed down the avenue towards the gate at which his guard
awaited him. Elizabeth stood motionless, watching him till out of
sight. The sun sparkled brightly on a tuft of wild flowers at her
feet. The glittering light caught her eye. "It is noon," she
thought; "the morning dew is dry; it is Warwick's tears that gem
these leaves." She gathered the flowers, and, first kissing them,
placed them in her bosom; with slow steps, and a sorrowing heart,
she re-entered the Castle.



The progress of the Lady Elizabeth from Sheriff Hutton to London
was attended by every circumstance that could sustain her hopes.
She was received with acclamation and enthusiasm in every town
through which she passed. She indeed looked forward with girlish
vanity to the prospect of sharing the throne with Henry. She had
long been taught the royal lesson, that with princes, the
inclinations are not to bear any part in a disposal of the hand.
Her imagination fed on the good she would do for others, when
raised to the regal dignity; the hope of liberating Warwick, and of
fulfilling her mother's wishes in conferring benefits on various
partizans of the White Rose, filled her bosom with the purest joy;
youth, beauty, and the expectation of happiness caused the measure
of her content to overflow.



With a fluttering heart she entered London: small preparation had
been made to receive her, and she was immediately conducted to her
mother's abode at the Tower Royal, in the Parish of Walbrook. The
first check her hopes received arose from the clouded brow of the
Queen, as she embraced her daughter, and welcomed her arrival. Many
fears in truth occupied the thoughts of the illustrious widow. She
could not forget her sons; and the mystery that hung over the fate
of the younger, pressed heavily upon her. It was now the eighteenth
of October, and the preparations for the coronation of Henry were
in great forwardness; Parliament had recognized his title without
any allusion to the union with the heiress of the House of York.
She had endeavoured to fathom his purposes, and to understand his
character. She knew that he entertained a settled hatred for the
White Rose, and that his chief pride lay in establishing himself on
the throne, independent of the claim he might acquire by his
marriage with the Lady Elizabeth. The common people murmured, the
Yorkists were discontented,--the neighbour stage before they should
break out into open rebellion. Thus dark clouds interposed before
the sun of peace, which had been said to have risen on the event of
the battle of Bosworth Field.



Henry the Seventh was crowned on the thirtieth of October. The
queen looked on this ceremony as the downfall of her hopes. Roused
by this fear, she entered into a sea of intrigue, in which, after
all, she had no certain aim, except that of re-animating the zeal
of the Yorkists, and of exciting such discontent in the public
mind, on the postponement of her daughter's marriage, as to force
Henry to consent to an immediate union. The gentle Elizabeth had
meanwhile submitted patiently to her destiny. She dismissed
regality from her thoughts, and devoted herself to her mother;
recreating herself in the society of her sisters, and now and then
contemplating the faded leaves she had brought from Sheriff Hutton,
and lamenting the fate of Warwick. She had learned to fear and
almost to hate Henry; and, but for the sake of her suffering party,
to re-joice that he had apparently relinquished his intention of
marrying her.



The dissatisfaction manifested by the English people, forced Henry
to comply with the universal wish entertained of seeing the
daughter of Edward the Fourth on the throne: yet it was not until
the beginning of January that the Princess received intimation to
prepare for her nuptials. This prospect, which had before elated,
now visited her coldly; for, without the hope of influencing her
husband, the state of a Queen appeared mere bondage. In her heart
she wished to reject her uncourteous bridegroom; and once she had
ventured to express this desire to her mother, who, filled with
affright, laid aside her intrigues, devoting herself to cultivate a
more rational disposition in her daughter. Henry paid the doomed
girl one visit, and saw little in her except a bashful child; while
his keener observation was directed towards the dowager queen. She,
with smooth brow and winning smiles, did the honours of reception
to her future son-in-law--to her bitter foe. The cold courtesy of
Henry chilled her; and a strong desire lurked under her glossy
mien, to reproach the usurper with his weak title, to set up her
daughter's claim in opposition to his, and to defy him to the
field. As soon as Henry departed, her suppressed emotions found
vent in tears. Elizabeth was astonished: she knelt before her,
caressed her, and asked if all were not well now, since the
plighted troth had passed between her and the King.



"Has it passed?" murmured the Queen, "and is your hapless fate
decided? Why did I not join you at Sheriff Hutton? Why did I not
place your hand in that of your noble cousin? Ah, Warwick! could I
even now inspire you with my energy, you would be free, in arms;
and England to a man would rise in the cause of Edward the Sixth,
and my sweet Elizabeth!"



The colour in the Princess's cheeks varied, during the utterance of
this speech: first they flushed deep red, but the pale hue of
resolution succeeded quickly to the agitation of doubt. "Mother,"
she said, "I was your child; plastic clay in your hands: had you
said these words two hours ago, Warwick might have been
liberated--I perhaps happy. But you have given me away; this ring
is the symbol of my servitude; I belong to Henry. Say no word, I
beseech you, that can interfere with my duty to him. Permit me to
retire."



On the eighteenth of January her nuptials were celebrated.



The forbidding manners of Henry threw a chill over the marriage
festival. He considered that he had been driven to this step by his
enemies; and that the chief among these, influenced by her mother,
was Elizabeth herself. The poor girl never raised her eyes from the
moment she had encountered at the altar the stern and unkind glance
of the king. Her steps were unassured, her voice faltering: the
name of wife was to her synonimous with that of slave, while her
sense of duty prevented every outward demonstration of the despair
that occupied her heart.



Her mother's indignation was deeper, although not less veiled. She
could silence, but not quell the rage that arose in her breast from
her disappointment; and there were many present who shared her
sentiments. As far as he had been able, Henry had visited the
Yorkists with the heaviest penalties. An act of attainder had been
passed against the Duke of Norfolk, Lord Lovel, the Staffords, and
all indeed of note who had appeared against him. Those with whom he
could not proceed to extremities, he wholly discountenanced. The
Red Rose flourished bright and free--one single white blossom,
doomed to untimely blight, being entwined with the gaudier flowers.








CHAPTER IV.





My noble Queen, let former grudges pass.



And henceforth I am thy true servitor.



--SHAKSPEARE.



Meanwhile the Yorkists were impatient for action. The existence of
Prince Richard was a secret to all save Lincoln and Lovel--even the
Staffords were kept in ignorance: their purpose, therefore, was
merely to put down the Lancastrians, and to raise their own party,
with Warwick or Lincoln at their head; they cared not which, so
that they got a king who would, in his turn, uproot the Red Rose.
Lincoln would consent to no decisive step; but from the day of his
cousin's marriage, all his emissaries and friends were on foot to
cause insurrectionary movements in the kingdom, rousing in the old
Yorkists their ancient party spirit, and inspiring the young with
hopes of future aggrandizement and victory.



As the spring advanced, Henry sent the young Queen, with her mother
and sisters, and the Countess of Richmond, to hold her court at
Winchester, while he resolved on a progress through the northern
counties of England, the most affected towards the House of York,
to endeavour, by the royal presence, to awaken affection towards
the reigning sovereign. He passed the festival of Easter at
Lincoln, and there he heard that Lord Lovel, and the two Staffords,
had escaped from sanctuary. The sound of insurrection is fearful to
a newly anointed king; but as no explanation was given to their
movements, and no name of import mingled in the tale, he felt less
perturbation at this intelligence. As he proceeded on his journey,
the affair took a more serious aspect. The Staffords advanced to
beseige Worcester; and Lovel, with an increasing army of three or
four thousand men, was in the neighbourhood of York.



Sir Edward Brampton joined the forces of Lord Lovel, and he and
Lady Brampton again met. The history of this lady was singular. Ten
years before the time of which we write, being then eighteen, she
married, and attended the Court of Edward the Fourth. She had
talent and vivacity: her dark laughing eyes, the animation of her
countenance, her gay and naïve manners, attracted her sovereign;
and she was soon distinguished as one whose advancement, if so it
might be called, to the highest influence over him, depended on her
own choice between honour and such preferment. She did not
hesitate: but her rejection won Edward as much as her beauty. A
kind of friendship, kept up under the chivalrous phraseology of the
day, was established between them, that gave, perhaps, more umbrage
to the Queen than a less avowed connexion would have done. All was
open; and if the good humour of her young rival never permitted her
to assume haughtiness, there was something even more revolting in
her girlish assumptions of power and consequence. The Queen hated
and affected to despise Lady Brampton; Lady Brampton felt that she
injured the wife of Edward the Fourth. At first she had earnestly
sought to gain her favour, but when rebuffed, she resorted to the
weapons of youth, beauty, and wit, and set at defiance the darkened
brow of Elizabeth. Ten years had passed since then.



Edward the Fourth died, and under Richard the Third Lady Brampton
returned to her natural place in society; nay, the vivacity of
speech with which she defended the rights of his nephews, made him
absolutely discountenance her. In her days of pride she had refused
every mark of favour from Edward, thus to place their avowed
friendship far above the petty intrigues of the courtiers. It might
have been thought that the Queen and her rival would now, on the
grounds of affection for Edward's children, have leagued together:
but, on the contrary, the mother expressed contempt and indignation
at the presumption of Lady Brampton in assuming a personal interest
in her children, and that lady too well remembered how often her
manner and speech must have offended the Queen to make any vain
attempt at reconciliation. The Earl of Lincoln and Lady Brampton
had always been friends; her liveliness amused him, her integrity
and real goodness of heart won his esteem. Her passionate love for
the princes in the Tower, had caused him when he withdrew thence
the young Richard, whose ill-health demanded constant feminine
attentions, to confide him to her charge: thus she alone became
possessed of the secret of his existence, and now with Lord Lovel
she debated how best his interests could be furthered.



Lord Lincoln feared by rash measures to endanger the safety of his
nephew. He desired to place him on the throne, but he preferred
bringing him up in freedom and obscurity to any ill-judged attempt
that might throw him into his enemy's hands, and make him prisoner
for life. His plans were all laid upon this principle: he commanded
Lord Lovel, who submitted wholly to him, not to breathe the name of
the son of Edward till he had gained a decided advantage over the
reigning sovereign. If victorious, he might set up the royal
standard and proclaim Richard the Fourth, while the Earl, still in
London, would call together all the Yorkists, and, in the absence
of the king, seize, in his nephew's name, upon the capital of the
kingdom. If Lord Lovel's attempt proved unsuccessful, it was
decided that the prince should escape immediately to the Continent,
there to remain till some new insurrection was organized; for,
though cautious, he was resolute, and he had determined never to
relinquish his purpose, but to excite rebellion and discontent
against Henry till the rightful heir possessed his own.



These plans were in contradiction to Lady Brampton's views, but she
was obliged to submit. Her quick woman's wit discovered her another
danger. The absolute silence observed concerning the young Prince,
then only eleven years of age, might in the end cast a doubt over
the justice of his pretensions, and she told Lord Lovel, that, if
after a failure Richard quitted England, he must first be seen and
acknowledged by his mother. She resolved, therefore, on immediately
going to Winchester to prepare Elizabeth for the reception of her
son; and Lord Lovel, who agreed in the wisdom of this proposal,
promised at all hazards that ere leaving the kingdom the Duke of
York should cross the country to that town, whence by Southampton
he might escape to France. While therefore Lord Lovel increased his
army and marched in high hopes towards York, Lady Brampton
proceeded southward, meditating the safest and best manner of
introducing herself to the Queen.



There was a man, Richard Simon or Symond, who afterwards figured in
the chronicles, that had long been secretly concerned in the course
of events. He was the son of a tenant of Sir John Gray, and had
been the playmate of the Lady Elizabeth Gray's elder children. His
love of books, his sedentary habits, and quick wit on matters of
learning, led those interested in his fate to consider him fitted
for the church, and therefore he took priest's orders. But his
mind, though not attuned to action in its noblest sense, was not
one that could remain at rest. He loved power; he was sagacious,
astute, and intriguing: when the Lady Gray became Queen, he being
still too young for high promotion, preferred an unnoticed but
influential situation near her person to more lucrative employ,
which would remove him from the pleasures and dignity of the Court.
When Edward died he devoted himself to the service of his royal
patroness, and hardly escaped being imprisoned for life by Richard,
when the latter was most exasperated against the Queen Dowager's
relations. From that time Richard Simon found full occupation for
his plotting head, in endeavouring to bring about the overthrow of
the usurping Gloucester, and to raise the hopes of Henry the
Seventh, who requited ill his active zeal: and now again he busied
himself in exalting the Queen's party. He looked the man he was--a
prier into secrets--one who conducted the drama of life by
back-stairs and tell-tale valets: his small grey eyes were quick to
discern the meaning of each smile or frown; his young brow was
already wrinkled through care and thought; craft lurked in the
corners of his lips; and his whispering voice betokened habitual
caution. He continued to hover near the Queen; now dispatched to
sound some Yorkist, now closeted to discuss some expression of the
King's, in which to find a secret meaning. Repose was the thing he
hated; and for ever with some plan on foot, some web to weave or
unravel, he was seen with brows a little elevated by self-conceit,
with a courtly bend of the body and insinuating address, now
assuring a Lancastrian of the perfect satisfaction of the Queen,
now whispering to a Yorkist a tale of slights and injuries
practised by King Henry against his consort and her friends. All
the communication that had taken place between Elizabeth Woodville
and the Earl of Lincoln had been carried on through this man,
though each knew not that he communicated to the other what either
said. But Lincoln respected his undeviating fidelity towards his
patroness, and valued his talents. It was to this man that Lady
Brampton addressed herself on her arrival at Winchester, to procure
for her a private audience with the Queen. Her dark hints
respecting the insurrection of Lovel and the Staffords excited his
curiosity, yet he experienced more difficulty than he expected in
bringing the royal dowager to consent to receive her rival. When
our days of prosperity are fled we cling fondly to all that reminds
us of their brightness, and turn with augmented distaste from every
thing that marred their splendour. Elizabeth loved to remember
herself as the chosen bride of Edward, and any circumstance that
spoke of his inconstancy, or detracted from the entireness of her
influence over him, then inspired her with indignation, now with
abhorrence. It required all Simon's dexterity to allay her anger,
and excite her curiosity, sufficiently to induce her to admit her
rival to her presence.



It was at the hour of vespers that the priest introduced Lady
Brampton into the Queen's cabinet. Elizabeth was assured that she
had secrets of importance to communicate, and she designed by
affability to win her to a full disclosure of them. Yet her heart
and manner grew cold as she entered the closet where the lady and
her guide already were, and bending her head slightly, she said,
"The Lady Brampton desired an audience with me--I grant it."



With all her vivacity and consciousness of the importance of her
disclosures, the lady felt herself awed and chilled; and the memory
of Edward came across her, who had before shielded her from such
unkindness, and filled her eyes with tears. A long pause ensued;
the Queen looked as in expectation, and Richard Simon, who had
retired to an embrasure of a window, was about to come forward,
when Lady Brampton, conquering her emotion, said, "Your Grace is
the happy mother of the Queen of England, and the hope of an heir,
which you now entertain, may make my intelligence distasteful."



"Say on," replied Elizabeth haughtily; "I listen to your words."



The lady felt much inclined not to say another word, but assuming
almost equal coldness of manner, she continued, "Would your Grace
prefer that your fair daughter should still bear the sceptre, or
that Richard the Fourth should wrest it from the husband's grasp?"



Now indeed the Queen started, and cried impetuously, "I charge you,
trifle with me no longer! Explain your words; who would supplant my
child?"



"Her brother," Lady Brampton replied; and seeing the Queen lost in
a mixture of amazement and terror, she added, "The Duke of York
still lives: he is now, I trust, at the head of forces sufficient
to enforce his rights. In a few days England will acknowledge him
as sovereign."



In reply to these words, spoken with rapidity, as if they were
pregnant with supreme delight to their auditress, the Queen with an
angry look, said, "I shall league with no plotters to establish an
impostor."



"Beware," said Lady Brampton indignantly; "let your Majesty bethink
yourself, before you consign your son to misery and an early grave.
Will his mother be his chief enemy?"



"Who vouches for him?"



"Himself! He is the very Edward who once was yours: his young
features are but the miniature mirror of his royal father; his
princely grace, his wit, his courage, are all derived from him."



"I must see the boy," said the Queen, "to end at once this silly
masque. How do you pretend that he escaped from the Tower?"



The independence and sensibility of Lady Brampton's disposition
would not permit her to answer a question asked thus ironically.
Had she looked at the Queen, she might have seen, by her change of
countenance, that it was nearly all put on by the jealous instinct
that would not permit her to acknowledge herself under so great an
obligation to her rival. Lady Brampton turned to Simon, saying, "I
am ready to depart, Sir Priest; I see her Grace sorrows that the
same cold bed does not entomb Richard of York and Edward the Fifth.
Poor prince! My Lord of Lincoln counselled well, and I was to blame
in not acting on his advice."



"Stay," cried Elizabeth, "speak again. Is the Earl of Lincoln a
party to this tale?"



"Your Majesty insults me," said the lady; "I came here to please a
mother's ear by assurances of her child's safety, and to conduct
the tempest-tost fortunes of this ill-starred boy into the safe
harbour of maternal love. I came with a full heart and an ardent
desire to serve you; no other motive could have led me hither. You
receive me with disdain; you dismiss me with contumely. I fear that
so much you hate me, that, for my sake, your heart is steeled
against your princely son. But as you already know so much as to
make it necessary that you should know all, I will hasten to
London, and intreat the noble de la Poole to communicate with you,
and to avert a mother's enmity from her child. I take my leave."



She was about to depart; but Simon, who knew that a feud between
the prince's partizans must ruin his cause, entreated her to
remain; and then addressing the Queen, tried to sooth her, for she
was pacing the rushes of her chamber in excessive agitation.
"Peace, good friend," said she, "I will speak to Lincoln; I will
ask him why I, who was deemed by his honoured uncle fit partaker of
his councils, am kept by him in ignorance of the alleged existence
of this poor boy? Even now he might be sitting on the throne, had I
been consulted: instead of this, to what has this distrust brought
him? He is a crownless king, a fugitive prince, branded as an
impostor; a seal is put on his fate, which nothing probably will
ever remove. I, even I, have called my son, if such he be, a
counterfeit!"



Maternal tenderness touched to the quick the royal lady's heart,
and she wept. Lady Brampton was all impulse and goodness of
disposition: she felt that Elizabeth had wronged her, but in a
moment she forgave the offence: she advanced, and kneeling at her
feet, touched her hand gently, as she said, "Let not your Grace
judge too harshly of our proceedings. We poor faulty human beings,
hurried hither and thither by passion, are for ever jostling
against and hurting each other, where more perfect natures would
coalesce, and thus succeed where we fail. Forgive, forget the past:
it cannot now be changed. Forgive the Earl, who, long bound by an
oath to his uncle Gloucester, could only save your son's life by
feigning his death. Forgive the humblest of your servants, even
myself, who acted under his commands, and who now, in disobedience
to them, attempts to bring the royal exile to his mother's arms.
Would that my humility could appease your displeasure, and that you
would acknowledge me your faithful follower. My life should be at
the disposal of you and the princely York."



Lady Brampton, full of vivacity, energy, and even of imperiousness,
had so much grace in her manner and sweetness in her voice, when
she laid these keen weapons aside to assume those of gentleness and
love, that she was irresistible. The Queen, at once softened,
stretched out her hand, which the lady pressed respectfully to her
lips; then, as friends bent on one design, they conversed
unreservedly together. Lady Brampton entered into long details
concerning the past history of the Duke of York, and the schemes
then on foot for his advancement. This was not their sole
interview; they met again and again, and mutual affection
confirming the link which the fate of Richard caused to exist
between them, the Queen named the Lady Brampton one of her ladies,
and henceforth they lived together under the same roof.








CHAPTER V.





Poor orphan! in the wide world scattered.



As budding branch rent from the native tree.



--Spenser.













England, farewell! thou, who hast been my
cradle.



Shalt never be my dungeon or my grave!



--SHELLEY.



The historical account of Lord Lovel's insurrection is contained in
a few words. While the two Staffords besieged Worcester, this
nobleman advanced against Henry in York. The Duke of Bedford was
sent against him, who published a general pardon for all the rebels
who should submit. The soldiers of Lord Lovel had no powerful
watch-word to ensure their union; the existence of Edward the
Fourth's son was a profound secret; they were therefore easily
induced to abandon an almost nameless cause; and in three weeks
Lord Lovel found himself with only one hundred adherents, or rather
personal friends, who at his earnest entreaty disbanded, while he,
chiefly bent on saving the life of his princely charge, felt
greater security in being left singly with him.



He had promised to traverse England, and to conduct him to
Winchester; but the hot pursuit on foot forced him to delay this
journey. Meanwhile a present refuge was to be sought. He had a
staunch friend in a zealous Yorkist, Sir Thomas Broughton, who
resided in Lancashire, to whose residence he directed his steps.
Still, even during this short journey, great precaution was
necessary. Lord Lovel and his charge travelled disguised, avoiding
high roads and great towns. On the second evening, when the red
aspect of the setting sun threatened an inclement night, they took
shelter in a lone cot on one of the wild moors of that county.



A long habit of personal attendance had instilled into Lovel's mind
a parental affection for the little prince. They had journeyed far
that day, and Richard was overpowered by fatigue; his friend
strewed for him a bed of leaves--he stretched himself on it, and
quickly fell into a sound sleep, while the noble kept up the fire
he had lighted, and paced the hut, revolving in his mind a thousand
schemes. It was a chill February evening; and, as night came on, a
thick sleet beat against the windows, while the wind, sweeping over
the wide heath, howled round the miserable shepherd's cot. Some
time passed thus, and fear in Lovel's mind gave place to the sense
of security, inspired by the desolation of the spot and the
inclemency of the elements. He needed rest, and as soon as he had
thrown himself on the ground, drowsiness overpowered him--the wind
sang a wild lullaby to both the sleepers.



Though still lost to the outer world, a change passed over Lovel's
countenance--again his features relaxed into sleep, and again
expressed disquietude. The tramp of horses' feet was around the
hut--voices mingled alien sounds with the raging blast;--at last a
loud knocking at the door caused the noble at once to start on his
feet wide awake. Richard still slept on. Lord Lovel cautiously
withdrew into the shadow behind the door, listening intently to
divine the motives of these unwelcome intruders. He felt assured
that they were emissaries of Henry, who had traced him hither; he
endeavoured to form in his mind some plan of conduct to save the
duke, whom he was about to awaken and put on his guard, when a
woman's voice struck upon his ear. The knocking at the door was
changed into a violent beating, the rude hinges gave way, and it
swung back. The fugitive's heart beat quick; it was a moment full
of fate; such a one, as when passed, we seem to have concentrated a
life into its small space. The man that entered calmed his fears;
low in stature, broadly built, a cloak lined with furs added to his
bulk, and a Flemish hat completed his peaceable appearance; though
he was too much muffled to shew his face. Glancing at Lovel a look
which was, doubtless, intended to convey reproach, he muttered some
words in a foreign guttural language, and went back to his
companions. Two women now entered, both enveloped in furs. One
stept lightly on, and drew the bench which had lately pillowed the
head of Lovel, closer to the fire, while the other, bending under
the burthen in her arms, approached slower, and sitting down on the
seat prepared for her, threw back her cloak, and discovered that
she bore in her arms a sleeping child, about six years of age. The
first, meanwhile, disencumbered herself of her rich furs, and then
leaning over the child, kissed its little hands, and regarded its
sleeping form with mingled anxiety and tenderness, speaking to the
other in a foreign dialect, evidently about the risk the poor babe
had ran from exposure to the weather. Lovel remained a mute
spectator; he resolved not to come forward, till he should see who
their male attendants were. After a brief interval the first
intruder again entered; he threw off his cloak, and looking round
with keen eyes, the fugitive discovered the well-known features of
a friend-His heart now relieved, his countenance lighted up, and he
stept forward, saying: "Mynheer Jahn Warbeck, God be with you! you
travel on a stormy night."



"And you, Lord Lovel," replied the moneylender, angrily, "are
sufficiently discourteous to wanderers at such a season. Why even
vipers are harmless during a storm."



"But fair weather returns, and they again find their sting. I might
bare my own breast, but--" he pointed to the bed of leaves, on
which, in spite of the tumult, young Richard still slept.



Warbeck started: but before he could reply one of his companions
turned to speak to him, and a conversation ensued, begun in Dutch,
and continued in French, concerning the circumstances which had
divided them from their attendants, and their fatiguing wanderings
during the storm. A small saddle-bag was produced by Warbeck,
containing a few provisions. A bed for the sleeping child was
formed, and the travellers sat round the fire, enjoying their
simple fare. From time to time the fair blue eyes of the younger
lady, who was evidently the mistress, and the other an attendant,
turned to look on the chivalric form and manly beauty of Lovel; a
few smiling observations escaped her in her native language, which
Warbeck answered drily and succinctly. The bench on which the lady
sat was soon sacrificed for firing--the cloaks of the party were
dried, and the women, wrapt in them, sought repose on the bare
ground, which was the sole flooring of the hut, the younger drawing
to her bosom the sleeping child. Lovel and Warbeck kept silence,
till the deep breathing of their companions shewed that they slept:
then, in reply to the Fleming's questions, Lovel related the
history of the last months, and at the conclusion frankly asked his
advice and assistance in accomplishing his design of conveying the
Duke of York to Winchester. Warbeck looked thoughtful on this
demand, and after a pause said "I cannot say wherefore this
unfortunate prince excites so strong an interest in me; for in
truth my heart yearns towards him as if he were akin to me. Is it
because he bore for a time my poor boy's name?"



Warbeck paused; his hard features were strongly marked by grief--"I
and my sister," he continued, "crossed the country to visit my
Peterkin, who was ill--who is lost to me now for ever."



A pause again ensued: the young soldier respected too much the
father's grief to interrupt it. At length the Fleming said, "Lord
Lovel I will--I trust I can--save Duke Richard's life. My sister is
kind-hearted; and the silence you have observed concerning the very
existence of King Edward's son, makes the task more easy. Madeline
is about to return to her own country; she was to have taken my
Peterkin with her. Let the Prince again assume that name: it shall
be my care to escort him in this character to Winchester; and at
Portsmouth they may embark, while you follow your own plans, and
take refuge with the friends you mention in these parts."



As Warbeck spoke, Lovel motioned to him to observe his sister, who,
unable to sleep, was observing them with attention. "Madeline does
not understand our English," said her brother; "but it were well
that she joined our counsels, which may continue in French. I have
your leave, my Lord, to disclose your secret to her? Fear her not:
she would die rather than injure one hair of that poor child's
head."



On Warbeck's invitation, the lady rose; and he, taking her hand,
led her to the low couch of the Duke of York. Sleep and gentle
dreams spread an irradiation of beauty over him: his glowing cheek,
his eyes hardly closed, the masses of rich auburn hair that
clustered on a brow of infantine smoothness and candour, the little
hand and arm, which, thrown above his head, gave an air of
helplessness to his attitude, combined to form a picture of
childish grace and sweetness, which no woman, and that woman a
mother, could look on without emotions of tenderness. "What an
angelic child," said the fair sister of Warbeck, as she stooped to
kiss his rosy cheek; "what a noble looking boy. Who is he?"



"One proscribed," said the Cavalier, "one whom he who reigns over
England would consign to a dungeon. Were he to fall into the hands
of his enemies, they might not, indeed dare not cut him off
violently; but they would consume and crush him, by denying him all
that contributes to health and life."



"Can this sweet boy have enemies" cried the lady: "Ah! if he have,
has he not friends also to guard him from them?"



"With our lives!" he replied emphatically; "but that is a small
sacrifice and a useless one; for to preserve him we must preserve
ourselves. My life,--such acts deserve no record,--I have, and will
again and again expose for him; but the will to save him is not
enough without the power; and that power you possess, lady, to a
far, far greater extent than I."



"The will I have most certainly," said the fair one, regarding the
boy with anxious tenderness. "Command me, Sire Chevalier; my power,
small as I must believe it to be, and my will, shall unite to
preserve this sweet child."



Warbeck disclosed briefly to his sister the secret of young
Richard's birth, and detailed his plan for his safe journey to
Winchester; nay, and after that, for his crossing the sea, and
continuing to personate, in Flanders, the nephew of Madeline, if so
his royal mother deemed fitting, till the moment should arrive,
when the schemes of his partizans being crowned with success, he
could be restored to his country and his birthright. The fair
Fleming joyfully assented to this proposition, and entered
cordially into the details. Lovel was profuse of thanks: so
suddenly and so easily to be relieved from his worst fears,
appeared like the special interposition of some guardian saint. His
heart overflowed with gratitude; and his glistening eyes gave token
of greater thanks than even his emphatic words. Madeline felt all
the excitement of being actively employed in a deed of benevolence:
her calm features were animated with an angelic expression. The
discussion of details, demanding the coolest prudence and most
vigilant observation long occupied them; and the lady brought a
woman's tact and keen penetration to arrange the crude designs of
her brother. All was rendered smooth; every obstacle foreseen and
obviated; every pass of danger reconnoitred and provided for. When,
at last, their plans were perfected, the lady again returned to her
hard couch to seek repose: for some time the Cavalier and the
Fleming kept watch, till they also, in such comfortless posture as
they might, stretched on the bare ground, yielded to drowsiness;
and grey morning found all the dwellers in the sheep cot sunk in
profound sleep. Fear, charity, hope, and love, might colour their
dreams; but quiet slumber possessed them all, driving care and
thought from the heart and brain, to steep both in oblivion of all
ill.



When Madeline awoke in the morning, the first sight that met her
eyes was the lovely boy she had promised to protect, playing with
her dark-eyed girl, who displayed all the extacy of childish glee
with her new playmate. Madeline was a blonde Fleming, with light
blue eyes and flaxen ringlets--she was about five-and-twenty years
of age; an expression of angelic goodness animated her features,
bestowing on them an appearance of loveliness, which of themselves
they did not possess. It could hardly be guessed, that Richard's
playmate was the daughter of the fair-haired Fleming: but the
husband of Warbeck's sister was a Spaniard, and the child resembled
her father in every thing except the soft mouth and sweet smile,
which was all her mother's: her large full dark eyes, gave to her
infantine face a look of sensibility, far beyond her years. The
little girl ran to her mother when she awoke; and Madeline caressed
both her and the Prince with the greatest tenderness. They stood at
the door of the cottage; the early sun shone brightly on the hoar
frost that covered the moor; the keen air was bracing, though cold;
the morning was cheerful, such as inspires hope and animation, a
lively wit to understand, and a roused courage to meet
difficulties.



Madeline turned from the glittering scene to look on her young
charge--his eyes were fixed on her face. "How beautiful and good
you look," said the boy.



"I am glad that you think me good," replied the lady smiling; "you
will have less fear in trusting yourself with me: your noble friend
has confided your Grace to my care, if, indeed, you will condescend
to live with me, and be as a son to me. I have just lost a little
nephew whom I fondly loved; will you supply his place, and take his
name?"



"Fair cousin," said the Prince, caressing his kind friend as he
spoke; "I will wait on you, and serve you as no nephew ever served.
What name did your lost kinsman bear? Quickly tell me, that I may
know my own, and hereafter call myself by it."



"Perkin Warbeck," said Madeline.



"Now you mock me," cried Richard, "that has long been my name; but
I knew not that it gave me a claim to so pretty a relation."



"This courtly language," replied the lady, "betrays your Grace's
princeliness. What will our Flemish boors say, when I present the
nursling of royalty as mine? You will shame our homely breeding,
Duke Richard."



"I beseech you, fair Mistress," said Lovel, who now joined them,
"to forget, even in private, such high-sounding titles. It is
dangerous to play at majesty, unaided by ten thousand armed
assertors of our right. Remember this noble child only as your
loving nephew, Perkin Warbeck: he, who well knows the misery of
regal claims unallied to regal authority, will shelter himself
gladly and gratefully under the shadow of your lowly bower."



And now, as the wintry sun rose higher, the travellers prepared for
their departure. Warbeck first left them to find and to dismiss his
domestics, who would have been aware of the deception practised in
the person of Richard. He returned in a few hours for his sister.
The Duke and Lord Lovel then separated. The intervening time had
been employed by the noble in schooling the boy as to his future
behaviour, in recounting to him his plans and hopes, and in
instructing him how to conduct himself with his mother, if indeed
he saw her; for Lovel was ignorant how Lady Brampton had succeeded
at Winchester, and how far it would be possible to bring about an
interview between the Queen and her son. At length Warbeck
returned; the travellers mounted; and Lord Lovel, watching from the
cottage door, beheld with melancholy regret the Prince depart: the
long habit of intercourse, the uncertain future, his high
pretensions and his present state, had filled the Cavalier with
moody thoughts, unlike his usual sanguine anticipations and
energetic resolves. "This is womanly," at last he thought, as the
reflection that he was alone, and had perhaps seen his beloved
charge for the last time, filled his eyes with unwonted tears. "To
horse! To my friends!--There to plan, scheme, devise--and then
again to the field!"



Days and weeks past, replete with doubt and anxiety to the Queen
and her enthusiastic friend at Winchester. Each day, many, many
times, Lady Brampton visited the Cathedral to observe whether the
silver heart was suspended near the altar, which she had agreed
with Lord Lovel, should be the sign of the Duke's arrival. The part
Elizabeth Woodville had to play meanwhile was difficult and
painful--she lived in constant intercourse with the Countess of
Richmond; the wishes and thoughts of all around were occupied by
the hope of an heir to the crown, which the young Queen would soon
bestow on England. The birth of a son, it was prognosticated, would
win her husband's affection, and all idea of future disturbance, of
further risings and disloyalty, through the existence of this joint
offspring of the two Roses would be for ever at an end. While these
hopes and expectations formed, it was supposed, the most flattering
and agreeable subject of congratulation for the dowager Queen, she
remained sleepless and watchful, under the anticipation of seeing
her fugitive son, the outcast and discrowned claimant of all that
was to become the birthright of the unborn child.



At length the unwearied cares of Lady Brampton were rewarded; a
small silver heart, bearing the initials of Richard, Duke of York,
was suspended near the shrine; and as she turned to look who placed
it there, the soft voice of Madeline uttered the word of
recognition agreed upon; joy filled Lady Brampton's heart, as the
brief answers to her hurried questions assured her of Richard's
safety. The same evening she visited, in disguise, the abode of
Warbeck, and embraced, in a transport of delight, the princely boy
in whose fate she interested herself with all the fervour of her
warm heart. She now learnt the design Lord Lovel had of placing
Richard in safety under Madeline's care in Flanders, until his
friends had prepared for him a triumphant return to England. She
concerted with her new friends the best mode of introducing Richard
into his mother's presence; and it was agreed that early on the
following morning, Madeline and the Duke should seek one of the
small chapels of the Cathedral of Winchester, and that Elizabeth
should there meet her son. With an overflowing heart, Lady Brampton
returned to communicate this intelligence to the royal widow, and
to pass with her the intervening hours in oft-renewed conjectures,
and anticipations concerning the Duke of York.



To modern and protestant England, a cathedral or a church may
appear a strange place for private assignations and concealed
meetings. It was otherwise in the days of our ancestors, when
through similarity of religion, our manners bore a greater
resemblance than they now do to those of foreign countries. The
churches stood always open, ready to receive the penitent, who
sought the stillness of the holy asylum the more entirely to
concentrate his thoughts in prayer. As rank did not exempt its
possessors from sin nor sorrow, neither did it from acts of
penitence, nor from those visitations of anguish, when the sacred
temple was sought, as bringing the votarist into more immediate
communication with the Deity. The Queen Dowager excited therefore
no suspicion, when, with her rosary formed of the blessed wood of
Lebanon encased in gold in her hand, with Lady Brampton for her
sole attendant, she sought at five in the morning the dark aisle of
the Cathedral of Winchester, there to perform her religious duties.
Two figures already knelt near the altar of the chapel designated
as the place of meeting; Elizabeth's breath came thick; her knees
bent under her; she leaned against a buttress, while a fair-haired
boy turned at the sound. He first looked timidly on her, and then
encouraged by the smile that visited her quivering lips, he sprung
forward, and kneeling at her feet, buried his face in her dress,
sobbing, while bending over him, her own tears fell on his glossy
hair. Lady Brampton and Madeline retired up the aisle, leaving the
mother and child alone.



"Look up, my Richard," cried the unfortunate widow; "look up, son
of King Edward, my noble, my out-cast boy! Thou art much grown,
much altered since last I saw thee. Thou art more like thy blessed
father than thy infancy promised." She parted his curls on his
brow, and looked on him with the very soul of maternal tenderness.
"Ah! were I a cottager," she continued, "though bereft of my
husband, I should collect my young ones round me, and forget
sorrow. I should toil for them, and they would learn to toil for
me. How sweet the food my industry procured for them, how hallowed
that which their maturer strength would bestow on me! I am the
mother of princes. Vain boast! I am childless!"



The Queen, lost in thought, scarcely heard the gentle voice of her
son who replied by expressions of endearment, nor felt his
caresses; but collecting her ideas, she called to mind how brief
the interview must be, and how she was losing many precious moments
in vain exclamations and regrets. Recovering that calm majesty
which usually characterized her, she said: "Richard, arise! our
minutes are counted, and each must be freighted with the warning
and wisdom of years. Thou art young, my son! but Lady Brampton
tells me that thy understanding is even premature; thy experience
indeed must be small, but I will try to adapt my admonitions to
that experience. Should you fail to understand me, do not on that
account despise my lessons, but treasure them up till thy increased
years reveal their meaning to thee. We may never meet again; for
once separated, ten thousand swords, and twice ten thousand dangers
divide us perhaps for ever. I feel even now that it is given to me
to bless thee for the last time, and I would fain to the last be
the cause of good to thee. I have lived, ah! how long; and
suffered, methinks, beyond human suffering; let the words I now
utter, live in thy soul for ever; my soul is in them! Will not my
son respect the sacred yearnings of his mother's heart?"



Touched, penetrated by this exordium, the tearful boy promised
attention and obedience. Elizabeth sat on a low tomb, Richard knelt
before her; one kiss she imprinted on his young brow, while
endeavouring to still the beating of her heart, and to command the
trembling of her voice. She was silent for a few moments. Richard
looked up to her with mingled love and awe; wisdom seemed to beam
from her eyes, and the agitation that quivered on her lips gave
solemnity to the tone with which she addressed her young auditor.



She spoke of his early prospects, his long imprisonment, and late
fortunes. She descanted on the character of Henry Tudor, describing
him as wise and crafty, and to be feared. She dwelt on the
character of the Earl of Lincoln and other chiefs of the house of
York, and mentioned how uneasily they bore the downfal of their
party. No pains, no artifice, no risk, she said, would be spared by
any one of them, to elevate an offspring of the White Rose, and to
annihilate the pretensions and power of Lancaster. "Still a boy,
unmeet for such contest, noble blood will be shed for you, my son,"
she continued; "and while you are secluded by those who love you
from danger, many lives will be spent for your sake. We shall
hazard all for you; and all may prove too little for success. We
may fail, and you be thrown upon your own guidance, your unformed
judgment, and childish indiscretion. Alas! what will then be your
fate? Your kinsmen and partizans slain--your mother broken-hearted,
it may be, dead!--spies will on every side environ you, nets will
be spread to ensnare you, daggers sharpened for your destruction.
You must oppose prudence to craft, nor, until your young hand can
wield a man's weapon, dare attempt aught against Henry's power.
Never forget that you are a King's son, yet suffer not unquiet
ambition to haunt you. Sleep in peace, my love, while others wake
for you. The time may come when victory will be granted to our
arms. Then we shall meet again, not as now, like skulking guilt,
but in the open sight of day I shall present my son to his loyal
subjects. Now we part, my Richard--again you are lost to me, save
in the recollection of this last farewell."



Her own words fell like a mournful augury on her ear. With a look
of agonized affection she opened her arms, and then enclosed in
their circle the stripling form of her son. She pressed him
passionately to her heart, covering him with her kisses, while the
poor boy besought her not to weep; yet, infected by her sorrow,
tears streamed from his eyes, and his little heart swelled with
insupportable emotion. It was at once a sight of pity and of fear
to behold his mother's grief.



Lady Brampton and Madeline now drew near, and this effusion of
sorrow past away. The Queen collected herself, and rising, taking
Richard's hand in hers, with dignity and grace she led him up to
the fair Fleming, saying "A widowed mother commits to your
protection her beloved child. If heaven favour our right, we may
soon claim him, to fill the exalted station to which he is heir. If
disaster and death follow our attempts, be kind to my orphan son,
protect him from the treachery of his enemies; preserve, I beseech
you, his young life!"



Madeline replied in a tone that shewed how deeply she sympathized
in the Queen's sorrows, while she fervently promised never to
desert her charge. "Now depart," said Elizabeth, "leave me,
Richard, while I have yet courage to say adieu!"



Elizabeth stood watching, while the forms of the prince and his
protectress disappeared down the dark aisle. They reached the door;
it swung back on its hinges, and the sound, made as it closed
again, reverberated through the arched cathedral. The unfortunate
mother did not speak; leaning on her friend's arm she quitted the
church by another entrance. They returned to the palace in silence;
and when again they conversed, it was concerning their hopes of the
future, the schemes to be devised; nor did the aching heart of
Elizabeth relieve itself in tears and complaints, till the
intelligence, received some weeks afterwards of the safe arrival of
the travellers in France, took the most bitter sting from her
fears, and allowed her again to breathe freely.
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