THE ORPHAN OF EVESHAM.

*“ Pax vobiscum, reverend brother.”—(p. 64.)
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THE ORPHAN OF EVESHAM,

OR THE

JEWS AND THE MENDICANT ORDERS:

A TALE OF

THE TIMES OF EDWARD L






@he Orphan of Ghesham, or The Jetvs
and the Mendicant Orders.

—_——

CHAPTER I

THERE are_ few lovelier spots in England than the
ancient town of Evesham, It is built on a sloping
‘eminence, rising from the banks of the Avon, which
flows round three sides of it, leaving only the northern
quarter open to an approach by land. In the thirteenth
century, when the country was frequently disturbed by
the struggles between the King and the more powerful
barons, this peculiarity of situation was a- great ad-
vantage ; enabling, as it did, the citizens, in event of an
attack, to concentrate all their forces on the only point
where an enemy could assail them.

The country immediately adjacent has always been
celebrated for the beauty of its scenery, no less than
the fertility of its soil. But the town and its environs
never presented a more brilliant spectacle than on the
morning of Tuesday, the 4th of August, 1265, the day
of the great battle of Evesham. Simon de Montfort,
Earl of Leicester, had marched his forces thither from
Kempsey on the previous day, intending to await the
arrival of his son, who with 30,000 men was presumed
to be on his way from Pevensey in Sussex, and ex-
pected every hour to make his appearance. Prince
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2 THE ORPHAN OF EVESHAM, OR

Edward, who had recently escaped from his captivity,
was known to be somewhere in the neighbourhood of
Worcester, at the head of a considerable force, though
the exact numbers had mot been ascertained. De
Montfort was aware that delay was likely to prove
more advantageous to his enemies than to himself,
and therefore awaited with a good deal of anxiety
the approach of his son. Almost before the dawn had
dappled the skies, he was on horseback, attended by
the chief nobles of his league,—Le Despenser, Beau-
champ, St. John, Basset, and others. The spot where
he had taken up his station was the market-place of
the town, immediately adjoining the great Benedicting
Abbey of St. Mary the Virgin, one of the most splendid
religious houses of the day, from the great campanile
of which a magnificent view might be descried.

It was indeed a lovely landscape that met the eyes
of the soldiers, who, together with Nicolas, the Earl’y
barber - surgeon, had ascended ta the summit of the
tower. In the distance to the west was seen the soft
outline of the Malverns ; nearer, and more to the south,
the richly-wooded heights of the Cotswolds and Bredon,
with here and there the battlements of a baronial castle,
or the spire of a village church peeping out through the
foliage; to the north again appeared the line of the
“Lench hills, extending to Alcester; and in the broad
expanse between them there lay a long succession of
rich fields, yellow with the corn even now being gathered
in, and orchards—plum, and pear, and apple—loaded
with their ripening fruit. ,

The foreground was not less striking or picturesque.
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Not only the market-place, and the long narrow streets
extending upwards from the waterside, but a large part of
the tract of land enclosed within the bend of the river,
was thronged by De Montfort’s soldiers, or with peasants
flocking in to join his standard. Here was a company
of knights in the glittering chain-mail of the period,
their surcoats and baldrics, and the housings of their
chargers, exhibiting the richest colours which the looms
of Flanders could furnish, as they leaned on their long
lances, or bent from their saddle-bows in anxious
converse.- Here was a troop of archers, equipped with
steel headpiece and corslet, a sheaf of arrows slung in
the belt over each man’s shoulder, a short sword girded
to his side, and his long bow of tough English yew held
unbent in his hand. Scattered everywhere about were
pikemen, slingers, crossbow-men, intermingled with the
heavy infantry soldiers of the day,—the latter wearing

hauberks, steel caps, and ring-armour for leg and arm,

and carrying oval shields and long heavy spears.
Different views have been taken by historians as to
the justice of De Montfort's quarrel, and the purity of
the motives by which he was actuated. But it is certain
that few men in the annals of England have wielded,
for the time, 2 power so absolute, or enjoyed a popu-
larity so unbounded. This had been evidenced by the
shouts of welcome with which he had been greeted on
his arrival at Evesham on the previous day, which were
now repeated with still greater enthusiasm by the groups
of countrymen who continued to pour in from the sur-
rounding villages. The Earl seemed unwilling to ac-
knowledge these as personal to himself choosing rail er
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to understand them as being raised in honour of King
Henry, who, clad in armour, and mounted on a black
charger, was present, in nominal command of the forces.
But De Montfort’s efforts could not prevent the throng
from recognising in him, at a crisis like the present, the
true leader and king of men. He was a man of tall,
almost gigantic stature, with features somewhat stern in
their expression, a jaw which seemed locked in iron,
and an eye whose eagle glance pierced the bosoms of
those on whom it was fixed. He preserved the most
sedate calmness in the midst of the wild excitement by
which he was surrounded ; but his eye was seldom with-
drawn from the quarter where the banners of his sons
array might be expected to appear.

The sun had scarcely risen above the horizon when
‘there came a shout from the battlements of the tower,
and news was brought. down that clouds of dust were
to be seen in the distance to the north-east, through
which the glitter of arms was occasionally visible. Al-
most at the same moment a horseman came galloping
up from the same quarter, mounting the hill with diffi-
culty, and making for the spot where the Earl was
stationed. As he came nearer, 2 woman with an infant
in her arms broke from the crowd, and ran to meet
him, crying out that he was dying. He was indeed
a ghastly spectacle to behold; he was covered with
"dust and blood, and scarce able to keep the saddle;-
his steed also appeared to be so exhausted, that it
"could hardly stagger onwards to the foot of the
tower.

“Stand aside, Dame Marjory,” said the man, as he
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slid, rather than alighted from his seat, “I am not hurt,
only sore wearied.”

“ Ha, good fellow, what tidings?” asked the Earl, as
the man tottered rather than walked a few paces for-
ward. “Bring you notice of the approach of my son?
How far off is he? What force has he with him ?”

“His men are dispersed or slain, Lord Earl” was
the answer; “he himself hath scarcely escaped with
his life, and some half-dozen of his followers, into his
castle of Kenilworth.”

“How, what!” exclaimed Lord Despenser. * Dis-
persed, say you, escaped? What enemy hath he en-
countered?”

¢ Prince Edward, who, with Mortimer, and Glou-
cester, and Norfolk, is on his march hither even now.”

-4 Thou art dreaniing, fellow,” exclaimed Lord de Ros,
who had just issued from the door of the tower; “they
can see the standards of the host that is approaching,
with sufficient clearness now to distinguish their banners,
as well as the devices on the shields, and they are those
of De Montfort.”

The Earl bent his massive forehead into the frown
which ‘it was said no man could face. “Thou darest
not trifle with us, I think,” he exclaimed; ¢ does any-
one know this man:”

“I know him well,” said one of the noblemen stand-
ing by, “he is Stephen of Westwell, as stout a forester
as e’er 2 man in Wychwood. He was a follower of the
Mortimer once, and now serves in my troop; nor have
I a better man in it.”

“ What took him northwards?” asked the Earl
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“1 despatched him thither by the King’s orders,”
said the former speaker, bending his head as he spoke
towards Henry, who sat silent on his charger; “I sent
him to Sherbourne, to bring hither Ezra the Jew, who
dwells a score of miles or so from this spot. Let his
tidings be what they may, they may be relied on. Tell
thy tale, Stephen,” he added, “and as briefly as thou
mayest.” .

“J have already told neatly all,” said Stephen. “The
Prince attacked my noble young Lord de Montfort
three days ago, as he lay encamped outside Kenilworth
Castle, and slew, or put to flight, or took prisoner, well-
nigh his whole following. The news reached me at
Sherbourne, it might be two hours after midnight. I
straightway mounted, and rode to Ezra's house, bid-
ding him take horse and accompany me hither without
a moment's delay. He complied promptly enough;
but before he was well mounted, we saw by the moon-
light the Prince’s vanguard approaching, and rode off
at the utmost speed of our horses. They followed us
as far as Stratford, where they took the Jew prisoner.
I myself did not come off without a wound from an
arrow, which razed my shoulder—St. Martin! had it
struck me a few inches lower, I had not been here to
tell the tale!”

“ My son's host dispersed,—his standards captured !”
exclaimed Leicester. * Doubtless, then, the Prince
hath caused them to be borne before him, the better to
detain us here, until he is close at hand. There is but
one hope for us now, and that lies in immediate retreat.
St. John, Basset, Le Despenser, friends all—get your
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men together in marching order. We must not linger
for a moment.”

But the leaders he had named had scarcely left his
side, when a second cry was raised from the Abbey
tower. Not to the north only now, but from under
the cover of the hills situated to the west, and in the
rear, the flash of armour and the waving of banners,
bearing the device of the earl of Gloucester, could be
descried ; while a third force had become visible in the
eastern quarter, advancing from the direction of the
Littletons.

A single glance was enough to reveal to De Mont-
fort's experienced eye that he had been entangled in
a snare, from which escape was hopeless. “ The boy
has learned the art of war from me,” he exclaimed;
“ Now may the Lord have mercy on our souls, for our
bodies are all Prince Edward’s 1" .

But though convinced of the hopelessness of victory,
the great Earl proceeded to array his men with unabated
courage, and the military skill for which in that day he
had no rival. Marching his whole force to the eminence
known as Green Hill, he drew the men up in a deep
and solid circle, which could only be attacked at a great
disadvantage to the assailants. As soon as his disposi-
tions were completed, he retired with his principal fol-
lowers to the Abbey, and there confessed, and received
the Sacrament, as was always his practice on the eve
of battle, this time evincing deepet fervency, as knowing
it to be the last. By his orders, during his absence, all
possible arrangements were made for the protéction of
the women and children, most of whom withdrew into

i
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the town, and found sanctuary in the Abbey or the
Churches. There were some few of these, and among
them Marjory Forester, who could not be persuaded
to quit the field. It was in vain that Stephen re-
monstrated with his wife.

“Let me remain, Steve,” she said; “I do not think
Englishmen will strike defenceless women or children.” .

“ Thou knowest nought about it,” interrupted Stephen
impatiently. * When a man’s blood is heated by battle,
he is as one beside himself.”

¢ Still, I would rather remain,” she persisted. ¢ What-
ever I may behold or suffer, it cannot be so terrible
as the being shut up within stone walls, fancying every
moment that thou wert being struck down or slain !”

“ Nay ; but the child,” urged Stephen.

% Fear not, I will take heed to him,” replied Marjory.
“Tf the battle goes against us, I will await thee here,
and we will try to escape together.”

Stephen would have renewed his arguments, but the
enemy was now close at hand, and he was obliged to
hurry away to rejoin his company.

It is not proposed to give any narrative of the great
battle which ensued. It is enough to say, that De
Montfort upheld nobly his military renown that day.
Attacked on all sides by- overwhelming numbers, he
repeatedly drove back their charges; and it was only
when the fatal drain of battle had reduced his soldiers
to 'a mere handful, that his resistance was overcome.
No quarter was given, and the carnage was terrible.
Nearly two hundred barons and knights were killed
on the field, or died of their wounds, The Earl saw his
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gallant son Henry slain before his eyes, and his com.
panions in arms, Le Despenser, Beauchamp, Basset, De
Ros, St John, fall at his side. At last he himself,
having for some time, it is said, successfully encountered
no less than eight antagonists, received a mortal stab
in the back from a dagger, and fell in the thickest of
the fight.

The conflict was still raging, when a storm, which for
some time previously had been threatening, burst forth
with a violence which seemed to rival the fury of men
below. The air grew so dark that the monks of St.
Mary’s, who proceeded with their services without heed
to the strife around them, could not read the Psalms
which they were chanting. In accordance with the
custom of the day during a thunderstorm, the Abbey
bells were rung ; and their clang mingled with the roll
of the thunder, as though heaven and earth alike were
protesting against the ruthless deeds they witnessed.
It was impossible, even for men whose passions had
been kindled by the excitement of a bloody and pro-
tracted battle, to continue the slaughter in the face
of such a tempest. Quarter was at last granted, not-
withstanding that Prince Edward’s order had been that
none of the rebels were to be spared. The scanty rem-
nant of De Montfort's forces, which had still continued
the fight, for the most part threw down their arms, and
were conducted as prisoners into the town; though
some protracted their resistance to the last. At an
early hour in the forenoon the main struggle was over.

The sun was still high in the heavens, when a small
party of horsemen, which had amved from the direction
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of Stratford, approached the scene of the sanguinary
conflict. It consisted of & dozen or so of men-at-arms,
wearing the Prince’s badge, and having in the centre of
the group a man advanced in years, of whom they were
evidently in charge. His peculiar dress, consisting of
a tunic of dark-coloured cloth, a high square yellow
cap, and a cloak, on the front of which two strips of
white cloth were sewn, shewed him to be a Jew. He
was treated with & curious mixture of deference and
dislike by the leader of the party, a datk complexioned,
strongly-built man of perhaps thirty, with a harsh and
somewhat sinister cast of features. When they were
within two hundred yards of the actual stene of action,
he commanded a halt to be made.

“I should be glad to learn your pleasure, good Ezra,”
he said, “before we proceed further. Our orders were
to conduct you to the presence of the King with as
little delay as possible. If the storm had not delayed
us, we should have armrived two hours earlier, but I know
not that that, under the circumstances, would have been
any advantage, It is plain that Prince Edward has
gained a great victory, whereat we all rejoice. But
we cannot tell yet whether the King has fled in com-
pany with the traitor De Montfort, or i3 now in the
Princé’s camp. Will you remain here while inquiry
is made, or go on ?” '

“We will go on at once, so please you Messire de
Gauden,” said the Jew. *If the King should not be
in the town, I will crave an audience of the Prince.”

The officer gave the word, and the party moved on,
traversing the fatal field, which was now rendered fear.
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fully distinct by the broad light of the afternoon sun.
The Jew’s feelings were those of a man unused to blood-
shed and suffering. His cheek turned pale, and his
eye dilated with horror, at the numerous spectacles of
woe and agony which he encountered during his brief
ride. One group in particular awakened his pity so
forcibly, that he almost insensibly drew his rein to
gaze upon it. It consisted of several persons, for the
most part not wearing armour, or carrying weapons,—
two or three of them women. They had been cut
down, it appeared, or transfixed with arrows, while at-
tempting to escape. Conspicuous among them were
two corpses—one that of a stout, soldierly man, whose
gkull, steel cap and all, had been cleft by the blow of
a heavy sword ; the other that of a young and comely
woman, with an infant at her breast. The same weapon
apparently had slain both. As the Jew gazed sadly at
this melancholy sight, a low wail struck his ear; and,
looking more closely, he perceived that, although both
the parents were stone dead, the child still survived.

The leader of the party grew impatient.

“T pray you, worthy Jew,” he said, “let us move on.
The afternoon is far advanced, and the men need food
and refreshment, of which they have not partaken since
the morning.”

““A moment, I pray you,” returned Ezra, alighting
from his saddle as he spake, and taking the infant from
the arms which were already cold and stiff, “I can-
not suffer this helpless babe to perish thus. Is there
any one here,” he added, raising his voice, © who will
take charge of the child for the night, and bring it to
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the house of Amos the Jeweller in the morning. I will
requite him handsomely.”

A woman who had been loitering about, either in
search of some friend who might need her help, or
possibly engaged in plundering the dead, stepped fors
ward. :

“I will take charge of it, Ezra,” she said. .“I know
thee well, though thou knowest not me. I promise
thee the infant shall be well cared for, and dellvered
to thy friend to-morrow.”

The Jew gave the baby into her charge, and re-mount-
ing his horse, accompanied his impatient escort into
the town.

Meanwhile the old King and his son, in company
with the Earls of Mortimer and Gloucester, were taking
a brief interval of repose aftér the toil and dangers of
the day. The Abbacy was at this time vacant, Henry
de Worcester, the last Abbot, having deceased some
two years previously, and no successor as yet having
been appointed. But the Prior, who governed the
house during the vacancy, hastened to render the royal
party all possible respect and attention. He placed
at their disposal the same chambers which had been
occupied on the previous evening by De Montfort and
his companions, and -caused his guests to be served in
a style befitting at once theirroyal rank, and the princely
revenues of the Abbey. Possibly, he might have had
an eye-to his own advancement to the abbatial chair:
possibly he was anxious to obliterate any unpleasant
recollections which might be entertained of the de-
ference recently shewn to the rebel Earl, Howevey that
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might be, his attentions were accepted in good part.
The party was in truth inclined to be good-humoured.
Henry was an affectionate father, and the Prince a duti-
ful son, and all present were elated at the signal triumph
of the day. Edward uttered an impatient exclamation
when, after an hour or two of cheerful talk, the door
opened, and a chamberlain announced that Ezra the
Jew, of Sherbourne, had arrived, under the escort of
some of the Prince's soldiers, and was now awaiting the
royal pleasure.

“ Under the escort of some of my soldiers |” repeated
the Prince in angry surprise. “ How fell that, Sir? they

~ should have known better |”

“Some of the Earl of Norfolk’s company, I am ad-
vised, overtook the Jew early this morning, and learned
from him that my lord the King had sent a messenger
urgently commanding his presence;” answered the
chamberlain.  “ Whereupon the Earl gave orders to
Messire Ralph de Gauden, who holds a command under
him, to conduct the man hither in all safety.”

“He did well,” observed the king. * Apprise Ezra
that I will see him shortly.” “Son Edward,” he re-
sumed, when the chamberlain had quitted the apart-
ment, “it is long since we spake together concerning
these Jews; but I remember that I could then scarce
understand thy mind respecting them. Wouldest thou
exterminate, or banish them from the land, as some
propose ? Nay, doubtless they are an accursed race,
abhorred of God and man. Yet if Heaven permits
them to live, may not man do the like ?” o

“ I seek neither to slay nor to banish them,” returned



14 THE ORPHAN OF EVESHAM, OR

the Prince. “ Let them live among us, so they do no
wrang to Christian men,”

 Of what wrong speakest thou?” rejoined the King.
“ Qf the outrages on Christian children, the poisonings,
and crucifixions ?”

“ My thought was not of things like these,” answered
Edward; “I know not what may be the truth in those
matters, never having had opportunity to inquire into
them ; and if any were guilty, they have been heavily
punished. I spake of their manifold uswies and ex-
tortions, whereby they drive honest men to their ruin.”

* Wouldst thou then forbid usury, my lord Prince?”
interposed Gloucester. ¢ How wouldst thou have them
live ?”

“ By hanest labour, like other men,” said Edward;
¢ Can they not till the ground, or work at the trade of
the handicraftsman, like their Christian neighbours?
These are useful and profitable to the land, like the
animals which the farmer employs to assist his labours.
But these Jews are as the devouring locust, which con-
sumes the harvest which others bave raised. Usury is
farbidden by the law of God, and should be forbidden
by the law of man alsa.”

 Are you advised of that, my lord ¥ observed Mor-
timer; “I am no clerk, yet methinks I have heard that
the Holy Scripture permitteth these Jews to lend money
on usury. How sayest thou, reverend Father, is it
not so ?” )

“The Prince hath well spoken,” said the Prior;
‘ What saith the haly Prophet Ezekiel of him that ¢ hath
given forth upon usury, and hath taken increase ?' Saith
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he not of such an one, ‘ He shall surely die; his blood
shall be upon him?’*

“ By my faith,” said the Earl of Gloucester, “ that is
somewhat of a hard sentence, and would doom to death
not a few among Christians, as well as Jews.”

“True, my lord,” said King Henry; *“and methinks
the worthy Prior could tell us of another passage in Holy
Writ, where these Jews are permitted to lend on usury
to thase not of their own nation. Hal Sir Prior.”

“There is indeed such a passage in the Boak of
Deuteronomy,” said the Prior, reluctantly, “ wherein it
is said,  Thou shalt not lend upon usury to thy brother.
Unto a stranger thou mayest lend wpon usyry.” But the
wisest expositors of Scripture, understand that the
strangers here spoken of are none other than the idol-
atrous nations of Canaan, unto whom the Israelites
were commanded to shew neither kindness nor for-
bearance, by reason of their manifold sins. Such pas-
sage, therefore, can have no application ta Christian
men.n ]
« I perceive,” said the King. “ The Jews are not for-
bidden to lend to Christian men, but only to exact
usury for their loans. It is well, and we will so rule us.
But after all, my lord,” he continued, *I fear me the
Jews are not the only ones who despoil and cheat men
of their goods,”

“ It is most true, my liege,” hastily assented the Prior ;
¥ there ba these wandering friars, whe in this last gene-
ration have made their appearance in the land, and
whose numbers seem ever on the increase. My lord
the Prince was pleased but now to liken the Jews to
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a swarm of locusts. Under his good favour, I would
affirm that these begging friars, black, white, and gray,
more resemble the insects whereof he speaks. They
devoyr the earnings of the peasants, yea, ofttimes their
very house and substance; they eat up the virtue and
good name of their wives and daughters ; they destroy
alike the doctrine and discipline of the Church.”

“True, holy Father,” said Gloucester; *nor are the
clergy the only ones they impoverish. We of the laity
are like to be reduced to beggary even more speedily.
If a man hath done amiss, he is not to make amends by
prayer and penance, but by a new window to the Con-
vent chapel, or a round sum to pay the Convent’s debts.
And if he wishes to atone for the sins of his past life,
nothing less will suffice than the gift of his whole pro-
perty, to build and endow a new monastery.”

- “Ye have not yet mentioned all the locusts,” remarked
Mortimer, “of which it must be admitted there is a
goodly swarm. What say ye of these foreign prelates,
who are possessed of benefices in this land, which they
never serve, nay, which they never so much as behold ?
If any man were to reckon up the gold which every
year goes into Italian coffers, for duties scantily per-
formed by deputy, and still more scantily paid, these
would be found, to my thought, the worst locusts of all.”

“‘These are grave evils,” said Edward, in a tone which
shewed that the raillery of the two noblemen was un-
welcome to him ; “ evils which we may hope at a more
propitious time to see amended.”

 Aye, at a more propitious time,” assented the King ;
“but to return to the Jews, of whom we spoke first.
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I regard them not as locusts, whatever the others may
be. I, for my part, would rather liken them to honey
bees, which are indeed busy in filling their combs, and
doubtless find pleasure in the task. But the owner of
the bees, as ye know, my lords,—and here is the gist
of the comparison,—the owner of the bees is wont to
relieve the hive of its honey at certain periods., That is
the wiser mode of dealing with the Jews also.”

“ The hives have been swept parlous clean of late,”
remarked Gloucester; ¢ there can be but small store
left in them now.”

“ Thou mistakest, Gloucester,” returned Henry;
“knowest thou not that since the unhappy day of
Lewes fight—"

“ No longer unhappy, my liege,” interposed Mortimer,
“This day hath made it seem only as the dark cloud,
which throws out the rainbow in all its brightness.”

“Thou sayest well,” said the King; “but since that
day great indulgence hath been shewn these Jews.
Complaints against them have passed unheeded, even
breaches of the law have been in some instances over-
looked ; their grievances have been inquired into and
righted ; protection and favour have everywhere been
extended to them. All this time, then, they have been
storing up wealth, amassing, I doubt not, in fifteen
months, more than we Christians would amass in as
many years.”

“ Aye, truly,” assented Mortimer, * theirs is a harvest,
which is as the hundredfold of Holy Writ. Mow the
field of a Jew down to the very soil one day, and there
will be a crop a yard high the next.”

c
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“ That being so,” said the King, *they will surely be
prepared to furnish forth a goodly subsidy, to enable us
to take the field with a fitting array. It was for this pur-
pose that I sent for this Ezra, who is a man of mark
among his countrymen, and more liberal-minded than
most of them. De Montfort would have had the spend-
ing of the money, I suppose, had the Jew arrived yester-
day. We shall now have the spending of it ourselves.”

“It is but reason,” said Gloucester; *yet, my liege,
it will surely scarce be needed. Think how many
estates have become forfeit to you, only this day, by
the death of these attainted traitors. Surely they will
be enough to satisfy thine utmost requirements.”

“Thou art young, Gilbert,” rejoined the King with
his placid smile, “ young, that is, when compared with
me, and thou knowest not, I trow, what the require-
ments of kings may be. Hadst thou worn a crown as
long as I have done, thou wouldst know that their
wants are not so easily satisfied. Hast thou considered
the debts with which we are burdened? Two hundred
thousand marks would not pay them,—no, by our Lady,
nor three hundred thousand either. These 'would of
themselves swallow up the broad lands of many a
baron, were he ever so wealthy. Besides, remember,
though these estates be indeed forfeit, we are scarce
yet in a position to claim the forfeiture. Many a
castle must be besieged, many a sturdy rebel smitten
down, it may be many a bloody field fought, ere we
can enter into possession. No, we must have an im-
mediate subsidy from our friend Ezra and his kins-
folk, whatever may be our position six months hence.
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It were better I saw him at once, for the hour is
waxing late.”

“So be it, my father,” said Prince Edward, rising,
“and it were better methinks that you saw him alone.
Mortimer, Gloucester, will you forth with me? Bigod
hath by this time, I doubt not, ascertained the names
of those who have been slain, as well as of those who
are yet our prisoners. It were fitting that all needful
arrangements were made for the punishment of traitors,
and the ransom of honourable foes. Come, let us
forth; the storm appears long since to have wholly
passed away.”

CHAPTER IL

OnN the banks of the Avon, Shakspeare’s Avon, some
two or three miles from the town of Warwick, and
nearly double that distance from Stratford, lies the
pleasant village of Sherbourne. At the date to which
this story belongs, the rich woods of elm and oak, in
which the Bard of Avon was wont to roam, spread far
and wide over the country, so that the villages were
as oases scattered here and there in the heart of the
greenwood. An English hamlet in such a locality was
indeed a picturesque  sight,—the embowering woods,
the black-and-white cottages dotted here and there
along the river bank, the stone-built farmhouses and
granges, with their rudely-carved gables, the rustic way-
side inn, the green where the maypole was erected in
spring and the butts in summer, the massive and vener-
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able church, which no ruthless hands of Puritan or
Churchwarden had as yet profaned, the quaint and
modest parsonage immediately adjoining — formed a
picture which, for homely beauty, could hardly be sur-
passed.

So, probably, thought Father Algar, the parish priest
of Sherbourne, as he trudged homewards on the morn-
ing of the sth of August, from Stratford; or rather, so
he probably would have thought, if his mind had been
less preoccupied. He had gone out in the hope of
ascertaining the truth of rumours which had been flying
about respecting a great battle, said to have been fought
at Evesham on the previous day, the issue of which was
not fully known. The good Father, like most of the
secular clergy, was warmly interested in the success of
the great Earl of Leicester, and entertained a confident
assurance that he would carry the day, as he had done
at Lewes in the previous year. It may, perhaps, sur-
prise us to hear that this was the general feeling of loyal
subjects like the clergy. But it should be remembered
that though it has been usual in more modern times to
account De Montfort as in some sense a rebel, he was
not so regarded then. His troops always marched with
the royal standard displayed, and the King was present
in his camp, to all appearance of his own free will.
Then, the cause in which he had taken up arms—the
rights of the English people against foreign intruders
of whatsoever kind—was universally popular. Though
men in those times discreetly held their tongues, for
fear of the consequences of expressing their true senti-
Juents, there can be no doubt in the mind of any one
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who carefully studies that reign, that few public cha-
racters have been more profoundly or generally loved.
His popular designation of ¢ Sir Simon the Righteous,”
alone might shew this. The miracles attributed to him
by the blind idolatry of the common people, and the
ballads sung by the cottage fireside and on the village
ale-bench, are further proofs of it. The secular clergy,
if they did not go such lengths as these, were neverthe-
less warmly enlisted on his side. There was no class
of men, indeed, who suffered more at the hands of the
foreign intruders, the main objects of De Montfort’s
enmity, than Father Algar and his brethren. The
more valuable benefices to which the working clergy
felt themselves entitled to succeed, were every year
more unscrupulously seized upon by the Pope, to be
given to Italians; who, from their ignorance of the
English language, would have been incapable of dis-
charging the duties of the offices in question, even if
they had had any thought of so doing. They resided
abroad, never even seeing the parishes of which they
were rectors, and doling out the scantiest possible pay-
ments to those who did their work. It is said that at
this time the annual income which foreign ecclesiastics,
with Boniface of Savoy, the Archbishop, at their head,
drew from this country for duties, which none of them
performed, was three times as great as the entire re-
venue of the crown. The good Earl would have
amended this scandal if he could,—nay, there was
good ground for hoping that if his influence with
King Henry could be maintained, he would succeed
in the attempt. It was the weakness of the King
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alone,- and of his father before him, that had per-
mitted these encroachments on the liberties of Eng-
land. The sturdy monarchs who had swayed the sceptre
in previous generations, the Williams and the Henrys,
would have dealt shortly and summarily with these
abuses; and the present King had but to rouse him-
self to a due sense of the dignity of his crown, and
he would put a stop to them at once and for ever.
But if the Earl of Leicester should have sustained an
overthrow, as some people chose to fancy he had,
there would be an end to all hopes of improvement.
Possibly Father Algar might have had in view a cer-
tain goodly piece of preferment, in a parish in the fair
county of Sussex, which had just fallen vacant. If this
should escape the clutch of his Holiness the Pope, and
his foreign minions, Father Algar's influence with the
Bishop of Chichester, a fast friend of De Montfort’s,
might be sufficient to obtain it for him. But if there
was an end of De Montfort's power, there was an end
of the Bishop’s too.

The Father saw no reason for ant1c1patmg such un-
welcome results. Nothing more was known at Stratford
than that a great battle had been fought. Fugitives
from the field during the action had brought in all
manner of reports, for the most part quite inconsistent
with one another, as is generally the case on such oc-
casions. ‘The sound of horses’ feet behind him caused
him to stop therefore, and look eagerly that way. Two
or three men-at-arms were approaching, with an officer
at their head. It was almost certain that they were the
bearers of important tidings, and the Priest resolved
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to await their coming up. As they drew nearer, he
was not particularly gratified at recognising in the leader
a man who had been from time to time a resident in
Sherbourne, being indeed a native of it, though for a
long time past he had not been seen there.

Ralph de Gauden, or Ralph the Rover, as he. was
not unfrequently styled, was the son of a franklin of
ancient family, and no inconsiderable means, which for
many generations back had owned the lands of Gauden.
Rumour said, that in his early youth he had shewn so
lawless and turbulent a temper, and agreed so ill with
his elder brother Wilfred, that his father had turned
him out of doors. According to another version of the
story, he had voluntarily quitted home. In any case,
he had taken to a seafaring life. The naval affairs of
England, at this period of its history, are but imperfectly
understood. The latge fortunes amassed by traders
shew that the commerce must have been considerable ;
but there were serious drawbacks to its successful pro-
secution. Merchant vessels were preyed upon by pirates
of all nations, who were the genuine descendants of the
Vikings of former centuries. These men would fortify
themselves on some island or isolated promontory, and
issuing from their strongholds, plunder the ships they
encountered, and put the crews to death. Early in
Henry's reign, a relative of the Earl of Pembroke had
in this mannner established himself in Lundy Island,
where he did so much mischief to the ships passing
in and out of the Bristol Channel, that a royal squadron
was despatched against him. In the troubled times
ensuing on the quarrels of the King and the barons,
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many ships were fitted out as privateers on both sides.
But the war thus commenced, soon degenerated into
mere piracy, the crews of the privateers seizing and
pillaging, without exception, whatever ships came in
their way.

About six months previously to the battle of Eve-
sham, Ralph de Gauden returned to his native village,
from which he had been absent some twelve years.
The waste of life occasioned by the barons’ wars, and
the fell diseases which ravaged the country, had so re-
duced the number of the villagers, that there were
comparatively few who remembered him. He was re-
cognised however, and received as a guest by his brother
Wilfred, now the owner of Gauden Grange. The latter
was a very different character from Ralph ; being a quiet,
inoffensive, and somewhat weak man, whose health of
late years had been gradually failing. Ralph took up
his abode with his brother, and seemed at first inclined
to remain his guest. But he soon grew weary of the
monotony of his life, and the tame companionship of
Wilfred ; who, on his side, was scandalized at the tone
of Ralph’s conversation and habits. Before long it was
announced that the c/-devant sailor had taken service
with Bigod, Earl of Norfolk, and soon afterwards, that
he was in the camp of Prince Edward.

Father Algar was among those who could remember
Ralph in his early youth, and he was in no wise pleased
to number him again among his parishioners. He had
been careful, however, to avoid a quarrel with him
during his residence in Sherbourne, both for Wilfred's
sake and his own. Ralph, on his side, had made little
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secret of his dislike to Father Algar, whose rebukes
in early days he had by no means forgotten. He had
recognised the Priest even before Father Algar had
perceived him, and would have ridden by, without
bestowing any sign of recognition upon him, if the
Father had not accosted him civilly.

“ Pax vobiscum, my son! From whence come you?”

“ From Evesham field, reverend Father,” answered
Ralph pointedly,—* from Evesham field, where treason
has met with its due meed.”

“ Ah, indeed,” faltered Father Algar; ‘“do you themr
mean that the Earl of Leicester—” :

“Is carrion, cast out to the crows and the kites,”
said Ralph, completing the unfinished sentence. “ Yet
the spearman who gave him his death-blow did him
a service, or he would have had to undergo the doom of
the traitor and the rebel.”

“ The Prince hath won the day, then?” said Algar,
endeavouring to assume as indifferent a tone as he
could. . .

“ Aye, the Prince hath won the day. He hath gaine
such a victory as will quell treason, I trow, for many
a year to come. And now there will be a reckoning
with those who survive. They who have plotted against
the King and his royal son, will be arraigned, and axe
and cord will be called into play. Knight and noble,
boor and yeoman,—all will have to answer for it. Nay,
it is even whispered, that not a few Bishops and Priests
will have to render in their account with the rest.”

¢ T understand not your meaning, Ralph de Gauden,”
said Algar, coldly. ¢ Ifyou level your shafts at me—"
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1 should not so presume,” said the other mockingly.
“ It is the office of our reverend Fathers to take others
to task for their sins, but in no wise to be taken to task
themselves. They do say, however, that the godly friars
of Coventry,—which city is not so far off after all,—are
making a goodly stir about the doings of the parish
Clergy hereabouts ; which they are bold enough to af-
firm are a scandal to the Church. There is Father
Lambert now, he hath taken a buxom dame and a
comely into his household some three years since.
Some men affirm that they are married, and some that
they are not. I know nought about it for my part, save
that the house is blessed with two stout boys already,
who will doubtless be bred up as Priests, and it may
be one of them will succeed his father in the charge
of the parish. Such things cannot affect you how-
ever, Father.”

“ I pray you ride on, Messire de Gauden,” exclaimed
Algar, whose face had flushed red with anger, ‘I have
hearkened to your insolence long enough.”

“Insolence! you mistake, holy Father. But I will
pass on, if you so desire it. If you would learn more of
Evesham field, you can make inquiry of our neighbour
Ezra, who is scarce a quarter of a mile behind.”

- “Ezra!” exclaimed the Priest in his surprise; “1
thought he had been sent for to Court.”

" “He was,” said De Gauden; “I conducted him to
Evesham yesterday evening myself, But the King soon
settled matters with him. Good truth, where one party
is anxious to borrow money, and the other hath money
that he durst not refuse to lend, a brief interview suf-
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ficeth. But thou wert best to make no more complaint
of Ezra, worthy Father; he is high in favour with the
King.” He clapped spurs to his steed, and was gone
before Algar could answer.

Father Algar resumed his way homewards in a very
uncomfortable frame of mind. The intelligence of the
ruin and death of the good Earl was sad enough, nor
could he doubt that De Gauden had spoken the truth.
The victory of Prince Edward meant the revival of the
wrongs under which the Church and State in England
had suffered so heavily in former years. But even this
prospect was not so unwelcome to him as the inti-
mation made in Ralph’s parting words, respecting the
Franciscan friars at Coventry—an order whom he, in
common with most seculars, regarded with mingled fear
and dislike. Coventry was not more than fifteen miles
distant, near enough, no doubt, to allow of very con-
siderable interference with his parish, if they were minded
to trouble themselves about him.

The position of the secular clergy at this time was
not a satisfactory one; their influence with the people
had been on the decline for a generation or two past,
and there seemed little hope of their recovering their an-
cient prestige. There were several causes for this. The
rivalry of the regulars had been most injurious : favoured
by the Pope and his partizans, they had contrived from
time to time, in several instances, to possess themselves
of the advowsons of valuable livings, particularly those
situated in the neighbourhood of their own convents.
"The revenues thence derived went to swell the wealth
of the fraternity, and from the great numbers belong-
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ing to it; they were enabled to perform the duties of
the parish more efficiently, and dispense their gifts
with greater liberality among the poor, than was pos-
sible in the instance of a single secular Priest. In this
respect, then, they contrasted favourably with their rivals
in the estimation of the people. Again, though the morals
of the two orders might have been, in reality, nearly on
a par, it was much easier to detect any offences against
propriety in the instance of the secular than of the
regular Priest. Shut up in his monastery, the public
eye could not follow him, or know with any certainty
what took place there. There were plenty of rumours,
no doubt, imputing laxity of life to the brethren; but
it was easy to give a general denial to these, as merely
ill-natured stories circulated by their enemies. But the
incontinence, or what was called such, of the secular
clergyman, could not be denied or disguised. The woman
who was regarded as his wife by his partizans, and his
mistress by his enemies, lived in his house, and was
as well known to the villagers as himself. Notoriously,
in many instances, secular priests were succeeded in
their benefices by their own sons: and though no doubt
the great mass of the people were not inclined to be
severe on this particular feature of their parson’s cha-
racter, it tended nevertheless to lower him in their
eyes, and what was worse, in his own. The Canons
continually made throughout the reigns of the Plan-
tagenets, against the concubinage of the clergy, tended
in the same direction, and still more the notorious fact
that many parish Priests had to pay a fine to their
Bishop, to omit the enforcement of the law in their
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instance. There is no surer way of rendering men’s
lives corrupt, than by degrading them in their own
eyes. “Individuals there would doubtless be,” says
an intelligent writer, “who formed a bright exception
to the guilty mass; but when the Church at length
woke up, and felt that some re-organization of her
system was imperatively needed, if she hoped to keep
her hold on the affections of mankind, no scandal was
so generally confessed as that presented by the lives
of the parochial clergy.”

Father Algar had winced somewhat under the sar-
casms of his parishioner, but it was not on his own
account. He was himself somewhat of an ascetic; at
all events, there never had been so much as a hint of
any laxity of living on his part: but he was known
to be the son of the previous incumbent, and had
indeed been brought up and prepared for the priest-
hood by his own father. Ralph de Gauden had more
than once levelled his shafts at this vulnerable point;
and the good Priest was at a loss to know what answer
he could give. He walked doggedly, and somewhat
sullenly on, until the tramp of horses’ feet once more
induced him to turn round. This time it was no armed
cavalier on his war-horse; the new comers were men
of peaceful pursuits, dressed in plain dark tunics, and
riding horses, serviceable enough, no doubt, in their
way, but a marked contrast to the war-steeds of De
Gauden and his followers. Even if Ralph had not .
apprised him of their approach, the Priest would have
recognised the party at a glance. Ezra Ben-Hamuel
had been resident for some years past in the village
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of Sherbourne, together with his son now recently mar-
ried. When he first made his appearance there, the
principal landowners, who, whatever may have been
their other merits, were not in advance of their day in
respect of toleration, loudly complained of his presence.
The house tenanted by him belonged to a Benedictine
Monastery, and the Fathers had been tempted by the
large rent offered by Ezra, to let it to him. The com-
plainants insisted that the Jews could legally reside
only in certain specified towns, and appealed to the
law to support them; but the Benedictines, after long
litigation, made a private application to the Chancellor,
who, in consideration of a certain douceur to the royal
treasury, not omitting another to himself, granted Ezra
special licence to reside wheresoever he might please.
This was Ezra’s first introduction to the notice of the
Court ; but the acquaintance, once made, was found by
Henry too useful to be dropped. Ezra was one of
the wealthiest merchants of his day, and as the King
had remarked at Evesham, one of the most liberal—
that is to say, he was shrewd enough to perceive that
it was no use attempting to exact terms which he could
not enforce, and would simply cause him to forfeit the
King’s goodwill. He demanded no doubt a rate of
usury, which may seem to us in the present day ex-
tortionate; but when we take into consideration the
risk there was of there never being any repayment at
all of the loan, or possibly a repayment of a kind
which the lender would regard as worse than none,
it may reasonably be doubted whether too much
was really asked. At all events, King Henry did not
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think so. He pronounced Ezra to be the very prince |
of money-lenders, and accorded him so much favour, |
that the people of Sherbourne had the wisdom to per-
ceive that they had better leave their unwelcome fellow-
parishioner alone. It is fair also to add, that as the
years went on, the quiet and orderly demeanour, not
of the Jew only, but of his son and the rest of his
household, and the alms they bestowed on such as were
willing to accept them, abated in a great measure the
general prejudice.

Father Algar, always kindly disposed, saluted the old
man with civility, nor was he perhaps disinclined to
hold some converse with him on the subject of the
battle of Evesham, only the bare result of which he had
learnt from De Gauden.

*“You are from Evesham field, as I learn, good Ezra.
Is the fighting entirely over ?”

“Yea, the fight is over,” answered Ezra. ‘It hath
lasted too long already. A sadder sight mine eyes
have never beheld. Nobles and knights lie slaughtered
by the hundred, and of the common people an endless
multitude. The very waters of the Avon run red with
blood. Yet that is not the worst, to my thought; no,
nor yet the wounded men whose hurts have not yet
been tended, and whose sufferings might melt a heart
of stone. The worst of all is to see the widows cling-
ing to their husbands’ corpses, and the little children
left with none to succour them.” .

His eye strayed almost unconsciously, as he spoke,
-to a bundle, which one of his attendants carried on his
saddle before him, and which, as a closer scrutiny
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shewed, consisted of an infant, carefully wrapped up,
and apparently not many weeks old.

“ An infant, ha !” exclaimed Father Algar ; ‘“hast thou
brought it with thee from Evesham? Is it one of the
orphans of whom thou wert speaking ?”

“Even so,” answered Ezra; “I picked it from its
mother’s arms, who was lying cold on the corpse of
her husband. It is my purpose to convey it to my
house, and give it into the charge of Min'am, my newly-
wedded daughter-in-law, to rear and nurture.”

“Ts it of thine own people, Jew 2" 1nqu1red the Priest,
with a sudden change of voice.

¢ Surely not,” was the answer; “ there are none of our
nation in these parts. I knew not at the time who its
parents were. But I have since learnt from some of
the townspeople at Evesham that its father was one
Stephen Forester, an archer from the forest of Wych-
wood, in the service of one of the Earl of Leicester’s
nobles.”

“Then the child is of Christian parentage,” rejoined
the Priest. “ Hath it received baptism ?”

“T know not,” returned the Jew, ¢ nor did it occur to
me to inquire, even if any know aught on the subject;
I thought only of its utter helplessness.”

“And thou didst well,” said the Priest, in a milder
tone. “Think not I blame thine act, but it behoveth
me to care for this child’s spiritual welfare, as thou
hast cared for its bodily wants. I cannot suffer it to
be reared in unbelief.”

“I do not desire it,” rejoined Ezra, sullenly. ¢ Take
the child, if thou wilt, into thine own keeping.”
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“I require not that,” said Algar. “I will not take
the infant from thee. It may continue under thy care
and thy Miriam’s, but I will first baptize it, and then
see that it is instructed in the Christian Faith as it -
grows up. So may this orphan bring a blessing on
thine household.”

Ezra assented, more probably because he knew the
hopelessness of offering resistance, than from any other
reason. He took leave of the Priest, and the two re-
paired severally to their own homes.

Seventeen years passed away without producing any
great change in the little village of Sherbourne. Father
Algar did not walk so upright, and preached somewhat
shorter sermons than had been his wont, and his hair
had turned from dark brown to iron gray. Ezra was
fast growing in years and in riches also, if the ordinary
gossip of the neighbourhood was to be trusted. He
had recently sustained a heavy loss in the death of his
daughter-in-law, who for many years previously had
been a widow. His household, apart from his do-
mestics, now consisted of the little orphan of Evesham,
to whom Father Algar had given the baptismal name
of Bertrand, and his granddaughter Salone, some two
years younger than Bertrand, whose rare beauty was
the wonder and envy of the village girls. Bertrand
had grown up a tall hardy youth, of the genuine Saxon
type—his blue eyes, auburn hair, and rounded features,
presenting a very marked contrast to the raven locks,
deep hazel orbs, and rich olive complexion of the
Hebrew maiden. Father Algar had been as good as
his word ; he had taught him, as soon as he was able

D
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to learn, reading and writing and the rudiments of
grammar ; and would have proceeded to further instruct
him in Latin, to fit him for entering the priesthood, if
. it had not been that young Bertrand shewed no readi-
ness to embrace that calling, but on the contrary, a
decided and ever-increasing aversion to it. He would
attend respectfully and punctually enough at the ap-
pointed hours of study, and remain the prescribed time,
paying what seemed to be a decent attention to the
Father's instruction; but it was dull, spiritless work.
The moment he found himself outside the Priest’s door
he became an altered being. He was off like an arrow
to aid one of the Earl’s foresters in striking down a
deer, or to shoot a match at the butts erected by royal
order on the village-green, or to take a lesson in the
use of sword or quarter-staff from Dickon Hewlett, an
old soldier, who had served in Ralph de Gauden’s
company, and had now returned to his native village.
But however much Bertrand might affect the society
of this worthy, and delight to listen to his tales of King
Edward’s feats at Evesham and in the Holy Land, and
at the celebrated fight of Chalons—he did not bestow
the same liking on his late commander, who was now
the owner of Gauden Farm.
" Years had not done much to improve Ralph’s good
name among his fellows. He had continued for several
years after Evesham fight to lead the same life as be-
fore, returning to his native village when weary of his
roving life; and leaving it again when still more weary
of its dulness. But about three years before the re-
commencement of the story, his brother died unwedded,
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and Ralph hurried home on receipt of the news, to take
possession of his inheritance. But he found the monks
of Coventry in possession. The reader will remember
Ralph’s hint respecting their interference with the work
of the secular clergy in Sherbourne, and the neighbour-
ing villages. This intention they had carried out, by
occasionally sending some of the brethren to preach and
minister to all who were willing to accept their services.
Among others they had contrived to establish a hold
over Wilfred de Gauden, whose failing health and weak
character laid him open to their influence. Father
Martin, one of the brethren, constituted himself his
confessor, and contrived to exclude Father Algar from
the house during his last illness. When his will was
opened, it was found that it was. dated only the day
previously, and devised the whole of his property ta
the Convent of the Grey Friars at Coventry. v
Furious at the wrong done him, Ralph sought out
his former patron, Bigod, Earl of Norfolk, and entreated
his aid, which the Earl was willing enough, under the
circumstances, to render. The subject of mortmain
was at this time deeply stirring the minds of men.
The practice of bequeathing lands, or money, to pay
for masses offered in behalf of their souls, had been
growing in England for many generations past. At
a period many years antecedent to the present, it was
affirmed, that one-third of the soil had already, in this
manner, been devised to the clergy. But the mendi-
cant Friars abused the influence of their office to a far
greater extent than either seculars or regulars had done.
Edward had long been meditating some decisive legis-
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lation on the subject, and Ralph’s case, along with half-
a-dozen others, attracted unusual attention. A royal
order cancelled Wilfred’s will, and permitted the natural
heir to succeed. Not long afterwards the celebrated
statute was passed, by which all estates devised under
such circumstances to the clergy, thereby became con-
fiscate to the King,.

Ralph now came home, and took up his abode perma-
nently in the village ; but after the lapse of a year or two,
Father Algar began to doubt whether after all the men-
dicant monks would have proved more unwelcome
neighbours. Ralph was in fact a perfect thorn in the
good man’s side. He never, by any chance, presented
himself at Confession, nor at Mass; but then, just at
the time when his neglect of these ordinances made
the Priest’s interference a matter of duty, he suddenly
left the village: nor did he réturn, until the memory
of his misconduct had more or less vanished from
men’s minds. Among other modes of annoying the
Parson had been his continual complaints of Bertrand,
whom he was for ever charging with trespass and breach
of the forest laws, and it was in vain that the Priest
endeavoured to prevent these désagréments by urging Ber-
trand to give up his pursuit of woodcraft altogether.

But the lad had another mode of employing his time,
when he was neither engaged in vénerie nor archery, nor
sword exercise, which was more unwelcome to his pre-
ceptor than any other ; and here, too, the remonstrances
of the latter were even more unavailing than in the
former instance. It was Bertrand’s great delight of
a summer's evening to thread the sylvan walks, or
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wander by the banks of the Avon, in company with
his foster-sister Salone, a sweet and gentle girl, the
charms of whose mind, in Bertrand's eyes at all events,
equalled those of her person. As years went on, and
his pupil grew from a child into a boy, and from a boy
into a stripling youth, Father Algar began to be sensible
that he had not displayed his customary wisdom in al-
lowing him to continue an inmate of the old Jew's
house, in daily intercourse with such a companion.
But it would have been extremely difficult to have
found another home for Bertrand. Old Ezra himself
always assured him that nothing would induce him to
permit any love-making between the two. He trusted
also, somewhat too much, to his own repeated admoni-
tions on the subject. He now began to fear not only
that these had had but little effect, but further, that
nothing that he could urge would avail anything towards
preventing a mischief already done.

In the world outside Sherbourne the eighteen years
had wrought many changes. The long reign of the
weak-minded Henry had come to an end; and the
sceptre which had fallen from his feeble hold had been
grasped by the powerful hand of his son, who had now
been some ten or twelve years on the throne. The new
reign had proved a welcome surprise to those who were
anticipating the continuance of foreign spoliation, as
the consequence of De Montfort’s defeat at Evesham.
If the great Earl could have arisen from his grave, he
would probably have been numbered among the most
loyal of Edward’s subjects. The first ten or twelve
years of his reign are among the most peaceful and
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glorious of English history. Valuable laws were made,
of which mortmain was one, many of which still remain
unaltered. Many more have been the groundwork of
subsequent legislation, which has exercised the most
beneficial influence on the common weal. Security of
property, protection to the weak from the tyranny of
the strong, prompt and even-handed justice, placed
within the reach of all classes of the community, are
" the characteristics of this bright spot in our history.
The unquiet state of Wales alone disturbed the general
tranquillity. It was not until the tenth year of his reign,
however, that these reached a height which obliged
King Edward to take up arms to punish the offenders.

¢ .

CHAPTER IIL

THE first of May, in the year 1282, was as bright and
joyous as the pictures of it given by ancient writers
would lead us to expect. The climate of England,
when they wrote, must certainly have been different
from what it now is, or else our forefathers took a far
more cheerful view of the weather, than that in which
we are apt to indulge. May-day is depicted by them
as belonging to the pride and the height of the summer.
The trees are represented as being in full leaf, the oaks
only excepted, which nevertheless exhibit a tinge of
green. The hawthorns and lilacs and laburnums are
in the height of their splendour, every garden is bril-
liant with flowers. The warmer apparel, worn during
the winter months, has been discarded weeks before,
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The whole day from early morning till late evening is
passed in the open air. Damp and cold appear to
be things entirely of the past. Everything is redolent
of warmth, light, and health. .

The May-day of our story was just such an one as is
here described, and the villagers of Sherbourne, espe-
cially the younger part of them, rose from their beds
while the early dew was fresh on the grass, and the sun
still low in the eastern sky, eager to partake of its en-
joyments. The village-green had been already decked
for the festivities of the day. In the centre, the May-
pole had been erected, with its crown of flowers and
gay ribbons. The small hostelry which stood at one
corner, shaded by embowering elms, had been orna-
mented with garlands and green boughs, till the real
frontage could hardly be discerned under them. The
village maidens, tricked out in their best apparel, had
repaired at the first blush of dawn to the abode of
their temporary queen, to render her their homage,
and conduct her to her sylvan throne. The dance and
the revel followed, and was kept-up, almost without
intermission, varied by such rustic amusements as the
villagers were acquainted with—a bowling match on
the level sward between two clubs, a trial with the
long-bow, or a wrestling bout, where the prize was
a ram or a bull, or a butt of good ale given by the
lord of the manor, or the abbot of an adjoining convent.
Sometimes, though not so often, there was an encounter
with the quarter-staff, the weapons being made of sturdy
oak, eight feet and more in length, by which heavy and
sometimes fatal blows were inflicted.



40 THE ORPHAN OF EVESHAM, OR

It was late in the afternoon of the day, and a con-
siderable number of the villagers, somewhat wearied
with the exertions of the morning, were gathered under
the trees in front of the inn. The benches were fully
occupied, and many were scattered about in knots on
the green, watching the girls and their swains, as they
kept up their dance to the sound of pipe and tabor
round the May-pole.

“Why, Bertrand, lad !” said a forester, addressing the
youth in question, “how now? Thou sitting here idle,
while the lasses are footing it merrily yonder, and some
of them, as I can perceive, lacking a partner! Fie, what
laziness is this? See where pretty Rose Whiting is
dancing all by herself, and looking this way to reproach
thee for thy neglect. Up, man, and give her thy hand.”

“ Bertrand wont dance with any lass,” said one of the
bystanders. ¢ He is sore put out, because they would
not have the old Jew’s granddaughter this morning for
queen.”

Bertrand darted a quick glance of anger at the speaker,
but deigned no reply. .

“The saints preserve us, neighbour,” said the wood-
man, in a gibing tone, “Bertrand never proposed that
to be sure! What would the Parson have said,—hey,
Bertrand ?”

“I cannot tell, Hubert !” remarked Bertrand, shortly.
% And it may be that I should not greatly heed.”

“Well said, my lad!” said a man in the garb of
a soldier, whose scarred cheek and weather-beaten fea-
tures told the tale of more than one campaign. *Well
said! A likely lad of thine inches may do better, I trow,
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than attend on the orders of an old shaveling, with one
foot in the grave. Come with me, lad! I am on my
way to join my troop at Worcester. Thou canst ride
I'll be swore.” ’

¢ Aye, Gilbert!” remarked Dickon Hewlett, “as well as
e'er a man in thy company; and he can draw a good
bow too. There is never a lad in the village can match
him.”

“1 can well believe it,” said Gilbert, “he hath soldier
written on his face. Come with me, Bertrand, if that
be thy name. King Edward is about to punish the
rebellious Welshmen, and he hath a keen eye for a
proper lad like thee; a campaign or two will make
a man of thee in earnest, and thy Jewess, I will ad-
venture on my head, will turn Christian for thy sake.”

Bertrand rose without reply. “Ye are very ready to
settle my affairs for me,” he said, as he walked away,
“but I do not need your meddling.”

“Hot and quick,” remarked Gilbert. “What is he to
the parson ?”

“ His godson,” answered Hubert. ‘Father Algar is
one of his godfathers, and old Ezra the Jew another,
I suppose! Ezra picked him up on Evesham field,
I have heard, and hath fed, lodged, and clothed him ever
since; while Father Algar hath taught him book-learn-
ing, meaning, they say, to make a parson of him like
himself. But I doubt me the Father will make no
parson of Bertrand. He is more like to turn Jew for
love of pretty Mistress Salone, than parson for love of
Father Algar, I trow.”

“Thou sayest well,” observed Dickon with a broad
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grin; “if the good Father intended Bertrand for a shave-
ling, he would have done well to keep such cattle as
the comely young Jewess out of his way. She is a
strange sort of playfellow for a holy clerk !”

“How, a playfellow?” exclaimed a voice. ‘Mean
you that your parson hath permitted his pupil to be
reared in the same house, and live in daily intercourse
with unbelievers?”

All present started, and looked somewhat confounded.
A barefooted mendicant Friar, whose dress consisted
of a long gray robe, with a cape of the same material,
a hood which might be turned up or down at pleasure,
and a girdle of rope with a cross depending from it, had
come unperceived upon the scene. Father Martin was not
altogether a stranger in Sherbourne, though his visits of
late years had been few. He had been the confessor, as
the reader has heard, of Wilfred de Gauden, and when his
schemes for gaining possession of his penitent’s property
had failed, he had felt the disappointment so keenly,
that he had little inclination to visit the scene of his
failure again. On the present occasion he was on his
way to Stratford, having been sent thither by his su-
perior. He was merely stopping half-an-hour for rest

"and refreshment, when he overheard Dickon’s speech.
Ever on the look-out to pick holes in the coats of the
secular Priests, he caught at the words, and proceeded
to make inquiry. _

None of the villagers answered his question for some
time ; but perceiving that he still looked for a reply,
Hubert at last spoke, with a demure expression on
his face.
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¢ It is not for us of the laity to judge our most reverend
ti:a.chers, holy Father.”

¢ And there is no better or likelier lad in Sherbourne
than Bertrand,” remarked a man who had not hitherto
spoken, and whose attire and manner, somewhat supe-
rior to those of his neighbours, shewed him to be a
franklin or farmer,—“no better lad, or one more atten-
tive to the duties he oweth to Holy Church.”

“Yet, methinks, I heard some one say that he was
unwilling to embrace the holy calling proposed for him,”
said Father Martin.

“Aye, it was I who said so,” said Hubert. *But
thou knowest, holy Father, that there be but few worthy
«+f such great honour. Bertrand, to my thought, de-
serves to be commended, for the lowly estimate he has
formed of himself. And as for the Jewess,—the saints
Ppreserve us, it were sacrilege to believe that the Priest's
own favourite pupil could think of her otherwise than
as a companion and a playfellow, as Dickon said, albeit
the phrase liked you not.”

“Thou dealest too lightly with this matter. This
seemeth to me to be a great scandal, and one that
should in no wise be overlooked. It is strange that
I heard nought of this before; but I judge this Ber-
trand could have been little more than a child when
I was wont to wisit here.” This last sentence was
spoken in an under tone, audible to himself only. “It
is a great scandal, I say,” he repeated, in a louder voice,
“and one which it is the duty of a faithful servant of
the Church to denounce. Know you not that we are
sent out—we of the holy order of St. Francis —to



44 THE ORPHAN OF EVESHAM, OR

expose these evils, and that everywhere the people
hearken to us, and follow our teaching? Nor can
there be better occasion than the present, when ye
are all met together for the indulgence of idle vanity
and carnal gratification. For thus, what hath little
profit in itself, yea rather, what is full of pernicious
mischief, may be turned to your spiritual profit. See,”
he continued, pointing to the rustic seat, of rude car-
pentry, and adorned with wreaths of flowers and green
boughs, which stood at no great distance raised upon
steps of turf, being the throne where the Queen of May
had received the homage of her subjects,—*see yonder
chair, set up for the indulgence of the merest vanity
and folly ; follow me thither, and it shall be turned to
holy uses. I will make it the pulpit, whence the word
of the Living Truth shall be preached to you, to the
opening of your eyes on many points, to which they
have hitherto been blinded.”

He glanced round him as he spoke, and perceived to
his satisfaction that he had attracted a considerable audi-
ence, most of whom were attentive, and many seemed
somewhat impressed. Much encouraged, he moved
towards the chair, and was followed by a good many
of the bystanders.

“ A plague on him!” muttered Oswald, as the frank-
lin was called ; “we shall have rare work now. He will
stir up the people to discontent, if not to open violence,
against our parson, who is a good and worthy man
enough. Can we do nought to prevent it, Hubert ?”

¢ Methinks there is little fear of the folk listening to
his discourse to-day,” rejoined Hubert. “ There is the
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wrestling bout between Hob Miller and Hodge of Pul-
‘brook, who hath come over for that special purpose,
thou knowest; and there is the match at quarter-staff
after that. It wants scarce a quarter-of-an-hour, by
the dial yonder, to the time appointed for the wrestling.
They will scarce hearken to the Friar, when Hob and
Hodge strip for it.” '

“You are mistaken,” said Oswald. “These Friars
get the ear of the people, so that they will attend to
nought else. I heard one of them preaching not long
since at Harbury Cross—just such another one as this,
only he was a black Friar instead of a gray one—and
the people listened to him for two hours and mare,
and were scarce satisfied even then. Good truth I
could scarce tear myself away, for the matter of that,
notwithstanding that the rain came on enough to soak
us to the skin.”

“Mass! that will not do certainly,” responded Hu-
bert. “We will come a step nearer.” They approached
accordingly, and found that the Friar was engaged in
a panegyric on the order of ‘St. Francis, as compared
with all other ranks of the Clergy, and especially as
contrasted with the lazy drones, the parish Priests.
The Franciscans were even, he said, as the Apostles
of the first days of the Church had been, not living in
luxurious houses, not wearing costly garments, not eat-
ing and drinking of the fat of the land, not possessing
abundance of gold and silver, but having no house of
their own, content with the coarsest dress, the simplest
fare, and living wholly on the alms of the charitable
and pious. These good deeds had greatly won for
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them the favour of Heaven, by which in sooth they were
directly inspired, so that the Blessed Virgin herself had
taken them under her special protection; and not them
only, but all those who attended to their teaching, and
especially who bestowed alms and gifts upon them.
The blessed St. Francis ‘indeed, their Founder, had
been one so pious and so holy, that the great Founder
of the Church, Christ Himself, lived again in him. And
to prove to men that such was the case, the body of
that transcendent saint had been marked by the angels
with the prints of the same wounds with which the
Body of the Saviour Himself was impressed. There-
fore they might be assured that that which was preached
by his followers was pure and unmixed truth, and they
would do well, for their souls’ sake, to hearken to it.

He paused, and again looked round him to note the
effect of his words upon his audience. Hubert took

- advantage of the occasion, “ Thou speakest excellently,
holy Father,” he said; “nor is this altogether new to
us. It was even thus that Friar John discoursed unto
us not many weeks since, and deeply did his words
stir our hearts.”

‘ Ah, is that so?” said Father Martin, unwarily; “I
knew not that my brother had been among ye. He
is a good man and a zealous. Ye did well to treasure
up his words.”

¢ He doth indeed remind us of thee,” rejoined Hu-
bert, “though his dress was not the same as thine.
Yet what signifies the dress?”

“ His dress different, ha ?” exclaimed Brother Martin,
hastily.
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“ Aye, he wore a black cloak and hood, and had no
girdle round his waist. Nor do I think his feet were
bare, as thine are; and it was not of St.Francis, but
of some other holy man that he spake. But in all
other things—"

“In all other things,” exclaimed the angry Friar, “in
all other things do we differ, far more widely, from
these men than in any matter of outward attire. Be-
ware, my brethren. Ye have been listening to the
words of falsehood—to the followers of the impostor
Dominic. They are even as the serpents that creep
into houses, and sting men unawares ; ravening wolves
are they, that devour every soul that doth not flee from
them, bats and vultures—"

¢ Nay, good Father,” said Hubert, * but he spake also
of poverty and self-denial, even as thou didst, and of the
special favour wherewith the Blessed Virgin regarded—"

“They!” reiterated the Franciscan, now red with
anger, “they possess the favour of the Blessed Virgin,
whose holiness they blaspheme, whose birth without sin
they deny! I tell thee that the Holy Mother regards
these men not with approval, but with pity and anger.”

¢ But, reverend Father,” persisted Hubert, ¢ he spake
also of miracles—miracles that proved the truth of his
teaching, just as—"

“Like enow,” again broke in the angry Friar, “such
is ever the tale of these impostors. They teach false-
hood in place of truth, and affirm lying wonders in
proof of it. Give no ear to these sons of Belial, I
charge you.” '

“Good Father,” observed Oswald, “it would seem
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that, between ye, we of the laity are in somewhat diffi-
cult case. First of all, Friar John warneth us not to
hearken to the preaching of our own pastor, with whom
we simple folk had been well content for I know not
how many years past. He told us that Father Algar
was a blind leader of the blind, and we were all in
danger of falling into the pit of destruction. But if we
did but hearken unto him, he said, he would lead us
all straight to heaven; and now thou tellest us that
he is a yet blinder guide than our own parson, and I
suppose the pit into which we should fall by hearken-
ing to him, is deeper and blacker than the other would
be. Sooth to say, I can discern parlous little difference
between ye, except that the one wears a gray cloak,
and the other a black. And it may be that there will
come yet another next week, who will be clad in white,
in place of black or gray, and who will tell us that-thou
art the blindest guide of all, and thy pit the worst and
the miriest of any. How say ye, my friends? Methinks
there is but little profit in hearkening to teachers like
these ?”

“Well spoken, Richard Oswald,” exclaimed Hubert;
““we have had enow of this, and it is time now for the
wrestling match to begin ; let us go down and see it.”

The Friar would fain have detained them, but he had
lost their ear, and the attraction was too potent. In
a few minutes his audience had melted away like a
snowball on an April morning. With an angry excla-
mation he took up his staff, and moved off in the direc-
tion of the Coventry Road—not however before he had
registered a vow, that he would bring these Sherbourne
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boors to a better sense of their duty, and more parti-
cularly that the unfaithfulness of Father Algar in the -
matter of his pupil should not pass unheeded.
Meanwhile, Bertrand had wended his way homewards
in a very discontented frame of mind. The jests with
which he was now frequently assailed respecting his
foster-sister, grew daily more distasteful 1o him, as the
damsel herself became more attractive in his eyes. It
was not true that he had made any suggestion that she
should be made queen of the revels, as Dickon had
declared ; but it was true that her absence from the
festive scene deprived it of all interest in his eyes.
Salone was indeed a noble girl; her exquisite and re-
fined beauty was but the least of her charms. Her
temper was gentle and affectionate, and her sisterly
love for Bertrand had never been disturbed by any
misgivings, as to the possibility of its bringing trouble
either upon herself or him. She had been far better
educated than was usual with maidens of her station,
and was possessed of a keen intellect and a warm
imagination. The past history of her people, with all
its glories, contrasting so forcibly with their present
humiliation, the deep wrongs they sustained at the hands
of their fellow-men, and the unflinching resolution with
which those wrongs were endured, tended to deepen
and strengthen her character. She was devotedly fond
of her grandfather, who on his part doted on her, as
the one object which had now any interest for him in life.
Perhaps it was this very affection on his part, coupled
with the regard which he also entertained towards Ber-
trand, that had induced him to allow a companionship,
E
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which his knowledge of the world must have told him
was likely to be embarrassing. But they had been
playmates during the period when no distinction of
creed could be understood by either, and the years had
slipped away without anything occurring to warn him that
it was time to break off the intimacy. Perhaps, too, he
trusted, with something of a bitter feeling, to the im-
possibility of any Christian youth conceiving an attach-
ment for a Jewess ; and on the other hand, to the proud
feeling of a daughter of that despised race, which would
permit no tender feeling to spring up in her mind for
one who held her race and creed in abhorrence. Had
he known the truth, that their intercourse had caused
the first childish love gradually to grow into a more
enduring and passionate affection—nay, more, to in-
duce Salone insensibly to regard the creed of her lover,
if not with favour, at least without dislike, and as a
thing which it might not be impossible for herself to
adopt,—he would, doubtless, have been greatly shocked
and distressed. Salone’s feelings, however, on this sub-
ject were but imperfectly comprehended by herself at
this time; nor did anything ever pass openly between
her and Bertrand on the subject.

The latter had, for a long time past, cherished the
idea of her adoption of his faith, and a union with him
consequent upon it; and though this, in the eyes of
all sober men, might be but a wild fancy, what will not
youthful passion believe? But even he could not help
acknowledging that his dream could not, for years at
least, be realised ; and this rendered the recent gibes of
his companions extremely unwelcome. He would not
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remain in Sherbourne to be the sport of every idle
jester. The proposal, therefore, just made him by the
King’s soldier, Gilbert, found favour in his eyes; it
seemed to offer a release from his difficulties. He re-
flected that his father—as gallant an archer, they toid
him, as had ever drawn bowstring-~had served under
Mortimer before he joined De Montfort; and the former
Earl, he was assured, would welcome him for his father’s
sake. He would be able to make his own way in the
world, and be rid of the Priest's importunity to follow
a calling for which he had no inclination. It would
be better for Salone also. She would be delivered
from the persecution she was beginning to undergo on
his account. When he returned, in a few years’ time, °
he might find her willing to accept both his creed and
himself ; at present she was of age to do neither.

In this frame of mind he entered the Jew's house,
and was pleased to find Salone by herself. Ezra, it ap-
peared, had received a summons from the magistrates
at Warwick, in consequence of some complaint made
against him. This suited Bertrand. If he should ac-
cept Gilbert’s offer, he could not go without first com-
municating his intention to Ezra and his granddaughter
—indeed, without coming to some understanding with
the latter. .

The Jewish maiden was seated on a pile of cushions,
engaged in embroidery-work. The room in which she
was sitting, though not large, was well, indeed richly
furnished for those times; for the Jews indemnified
themselves for their inability to hold landed estates
by profuse expenditure on the interiors of their dwell-
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ings. Salone’s dress, too, was both costly and well
fancied: she wore a turban of dark red silk, a kirtle
of the same material, secured by golden clasps down
the bosom; her rich black hair, matching well with
the colour of her eyes and the olive of her com-
plexion, fell in graceful profusion over her neck; she
wore also a necklace of alternate diamonds and pearls.
Altogether, her appearance might well have dazzled
eyes more inclined to be critical than those of Ber-
trand. It should, however, be mentioned, that though
the lovely Jewess indulged herself within the shelter
of her.father’s house ‘with these costly decorations, she
never ventured to display them in public, where they
would probably have attracted the scoffs, if not the
violence, of those who beheld them.

There was a look of sadness in her dark eyes, which
Bertrand was quick to perceive.

“ Hath aught happened amiss, Salone ?” he inquired.

“] fear there has,” answered the Jewess. ‘“An hour
ago there arrived some men from Warwick, who were
the bearers of a summons from the mayor requiring
my father to appear before him. Ralph de Gauden
hath made a complaint that an unlawful amount of
usury hath been demanded on a sum that my father
lent him, I know not how long ago. He hath sought
in vain for repayment; but now, at last, when he hath
insisted on having his money back, with a threat of
the law if his demand was not complied with, this com-
plaint hath been made.”

“ Nay, but all men know Ezra to be a merciful man,
as well as a just,” said Bertrand. “The mayor will
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dismiss the complaint, and thy grandfather will get
his own.”

“ Aye, so he would, were justice done,” said Salone.
“But thou knowest what wrong is done to our people,
and how easily are the minds of the judges prejudiced
against them ; no tale, so idle or monstrous, but if it
be told against a Jew, the people will believe it. This
Ralph knoweth that the King would fain forbid money-
lending altogether, and is ever inclined to deal harshly
with those who practise it: my grandfather, too, knows
this, and it was Ralph’s importunity alone that wrung
this loan from him. Further than that, it is pretended
that the gold pieces paid over to Ralph were light of
weight, and that he had tampered with them. The
charge is as false as the accuser himself is; but it is
a most dangerous one. Great numbers of our people
have been arrested and put to death on account of it,
for the most part without any reason at all. If justice
be done him, my grandfather is safe, not only from death
or imprisonment, but even from censure : but who shall
assure the poor Jew that justice shall be done ?”

Bertrand took one or two turns up and down the
apartment. “1I grieve for thee, Salone,” he said, “yea,
and for thy grandfather also, who hath ever been as ‘
a parent to me. It is grievous wrong, doubtless, but :
I know not how it is to be prevented. While you con-
tinue in unbelief, it is impossible that Christian men
can look on you as brethren—"

“ Aye, indeed, Bertrand,” interposed Salone reproach-
fully. “Yet thou hast told me many a time that thou
lovest me as a sister!”



54 THE ORPHAN OF EVESHAM, OR

“Yea, and I spoke truly,” said Bertrand ; “ or rather
I should have said no sister could be so dear. But
. then I know thee for what thou art; and I owe thee
and thine a debt of gratitude, which I were base indeed
to forget. And besides,” he added more doubtfully,
“that is not all; thy race look upon our Creed, I
know, with a scorn and aversion, which at least equals
what Christians feel for thine. Yet thou hast told me,
more than once, that thou dost not so view our Faith,
—that thou canst at least understand its holiness and
beauty.” :

“ I understand its holiness and beauty as taught by
Father Algar, or, at least, as thou hast reported his
teaching to me,” answered Salone; “But it seems to
me that thy creed is one thing as preached by him, and
another as practised by thy countrymen. Thou didst
talk to me of God having made all men of one blood,
and of there being no difference in His sight between
one man and another; how that thy Paul himself de-
clared that thy faith saw no difference between Jew or
Greek, bond or free, male or female. To a creed like
that my heart would warm. But, Bertrand, is that the
faith of thy people, is it at least their practice ?”

Bertrand again paced the room. ¢ Father Algar would
say,” he answered at length, ‘that the holy Apostle
meant that Christ would accept all who came to Him,
whatsoever their race or condition; but that the Jews
would not come to Him, and therefore forfeited the
blessing. But wherefore shouldst thou not so come,
Salone? If the creed be lovely in thine eyes, where-
fore not embrace it ?”
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“ And join with those who have trampled on my race
and people, and number myself among those who de-
spise and persecute them!"” exclaimed the maiden.
“Bertrand, thou shouldst know me better than that!
The law, which we both acknowledge as true and holy,
commands us to honour our father and mother,—shall
I obey that law by casting dishonour on my grandsire's
grey hairs? It bids us to care first and love most those
of our own nation,—shall I be fulfilling it, thinkest thou,
by forsaking them for the company of their deadliest
enemies P”

“ Nay, Salone,” said Bertrand ; “but let me pray you
to talk with Father Algar on this matter; he will be
patient and gentle with you, and will make plain to you
what is your duty. Do not deny me this request, which,
it may be, is the last I shall make of you.”

“The last !” repeated Salone ; * how mean you ?”

“] mean that I cannot continue longer an inmate
of your house; I mean you no reproach,” he added
quickly, as he saw the change in her face; “I shall
ever owe you and yours the deepest gratitude, But
1 cannot silence men’s tongues—"

“ 1 understand,” said Salone, colouring deeply. “‘But
my grandfather—" .

“I cannot serve him, believe me,” said Bertrand;
“my presence rather does him injury. He has the
King’s protection ; that must be his safeguard.”

“] fear that is a reed that grows every day more
rotten,” said the damsel. * The King hearkens more
and more to those counsellors- who hate our race, and
assail us with the most monstrous calumnies. Even his
will to defend us may undergo change, and if not his



56 THE ORPHAN OF EVESHAM, OR

will, certainly his power. But if thou leavest Sherbourne,
whither goest thou ?”

“To the Welsh wars,” said Bertrand ; “I have some
hope of finding favour with the Earl of Mortimer, and
if I should gain advancement, I may be able to render
help to Ezra. But my movements must be prompt.
Gilbert Bain, who is of Mortimer’s following, leaves
Sherbourne to-morrow. He offered to take me with
him, but. I gave no token of my intention to accept
his offer, wishing to keep my departure a secret. I shall
seek him now, and urge him to depart at early dawn.
This, then, must be our farewell. Thou wilt grant my
last request, Salone,—that thou refuse not to hearken
to Father Algar. Wilt thou do so?”

“Yes,” said Salone softly, her eyes filled with tears.
Bertrand kissed them away, and they parted.

CHAPTER 1IV.

ABour six weeks had passed since Bertrand’s sud-
den departure, and the latter event had almost ceased
to be a subject of wonderment in the village. It was
Sunday momning. There was the same peculiar and
solemn hush—still pervading our villages on the day of
rest—the observance of which depends rather on the
character of the people, than the doctrines prevalent in
the Church of the age. You met scarcely any peasants
abroad in the roads or fields, and such as you did en-
counter, wore their best clothes, and walked leisurely,
as men who bhad no business on their minds. The
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farmers’ horses looked over gates and hedges at you
as you passed, or stretched and rolled themselves luxuri-
ously in the sun. The deep repose was broken only by
the sound of the church bell, summoning the congre.
gation to Mass. Father Algar left his parsonage at the
usual hour, and trod the pathway leading from his
garden-gate to the church,—the same pathway he had
used for more than thirty years, with little difference,
except that his step was somewhat feebler. But his
mood was considerably changed when he issued from
the chancel-door, at the conclusion of the service.

His congregation had been exceptionally small, —
smaller than he had ever known it; excepting at those
times when one of the fearful maladies, to which those
ages were liable, had swept over the country. There
was no sickness now, but, nevertheless, the Priest was
at no loss to account for the scantiness of the at-
tendance. Even had this been otherwise, the spectacle
he beheld, as he passed out of the churchyard -gate,
would fully have explained everything.

A good deal had passed since the May-day festival.
Father Martin, as the reader will remember, had taken
himself off in great dudgeon. He had failed altogether
to induce the people to listen to him: he was an ob-
stinate man, and opposition only rendered him more
determined. If the inhabitants had lent him the half-
sleepy attention he so often met with, he might have
felt little inclination to visit Sherbourne again; if he
had discovered a good many holes in Father Algar's
coat, so to speak, he might have considered him as
scarcely worth attacking. As it was, he resolved to re-
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deem his credit by some vigorous measures, which he
felt assured would not fail of success.

Among the attractions, bymeans of whichthe mendicant
Friars contrived to gain the ear of the common people,
none were more successful than the mysteries, or miracle
plays, which they were in the habit of performing. A
great deal has been ‘written of the profanity of these
exhibitions, as well as of their gross absurdity. Doubt-
less, if one of them should be reproduced, exactly as
it was acted in the thirteenth century, it would appear
to us ludicrous in the extreme, but for its seemingly
blasphemous irreverence. But it should be bome in
mind that the lower orders of that day were not only
ignorant to a degree which it is hard for us now to con-
ceive, but also that there was the utmost difficulty in
conveying instruction to them. Even if they could be
taught to read, there were no books within their reach.
The Bible, now to be purchased for less than the price
of a man’s daily meal, was then a costly article, even
for a rich man’s purse. Art was at so low an ebb,
that it was hopeless to attempt instruction through pic-
tures or statuary. The persons qualified to convey infor-
mation by oral teaching were comparatively few, and
for the most part otherwise employed. The miracle
plays unquestionably did afford some knowledge of the
fundamental truths of Christianity, and had the advan-
tage of attracting the attention of the people, as no
sermon would have done. It was perilous work, no
doubt, and the evils arising from it were neither few nor
small. To deal with the most sacred mysteries and
the holiest characters of Scripture as materials out of
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which to compose a play, which would please an audi-
ence and yet preserve the deep sanctity and reverence
due to such things, is what not one mind in a genera-
tion is capable of performing. We may see in such
traditional expressions as a ‘“ Merry Andrew,” a “Man
John,” a “Simple Simon,” and the like, the manner in
which the Apostles came, at one time or another, to
be handled ; and, it is needless to add, how injurious
to the minds of the spectators such treatment of them
must have been.. Only let it be remembered, that they
were not (originally at least) undertaken in any objec-
tionable spirit, but were an honest attempt to meet an
acknowledged difficulty.

The Franciscans, as has been already intimated, were
famous for their successful performance of these plays ;
and it is said that no convent in England was so cele-
brated for this branch of sacred art as that of the Grey
Friars at Coventry. Father Martin resolved to employ,
if possible, the dramatic talents of his brethren in carry-
ing out his designs; and had no sooner returned to
Coventry, than he sought an interview with the Prior,
and made known his wishes. The brethren were then
engaged on preparing a play for Whitsunday next en-
suing, representing the descent of the Holy Ghost on
the Apostles, and the miracle of tongues which ensued.
The convent was a large one, but nearly the whole of
the brethren, and a considerable number of supernumer-
aries, were employed in it. Father Martin himself en-
acted the part of St. Thomas, and had, like the rest,
to repeat a string of unintelligible jargon, which was
interpreted by one of the bystanders as being perfectly
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intelligible to him. Each of the twelve had a species
of lamp attached to the peaked caps they wore—the
lamps being simultaneously kindled by some of the
bystanders at the proper moment. The Prior himself
took the part of St. Peter, delivering the address with
which, and the prostration of the multitude at his feet,
the whole concluded.

The good Fathers were very proud of their perform-
ance, which they flattered themselves would surpass all
former exhibitions, renowned though these had been.
The mystery was to be acted at Coventry, of course, on
the Sunday; on the Monday, by special request, it was
to be repeated before the Earl of Leicester at Kenil-
worth Castle; and at Warwick on the Tuesday. Brother
Martin besought the Prior, as a personal favour, that
a fourth performance might take place at the village
of Sherbourne, before the Fathers returned home on
the Wednesday. The village, he said, was in a state
of great spiritual darkness, and he was anxious to ob-
tain a hold over the people, which the exhibition of
this play would greatly facilitate. Many would also
come from Stratford, who would not travel as far as
Warwick. The Prior had consented, and the play was
accordingly performed in the great barn at Gauden
Grange, lent by Ralph for the occasion.

The reader may wonder at this circumstance, consider-
ing the quarrel that had taken place between the Con-
vent and Ralph respecting Wilfred’s bequest. But De
Gauden bore a bitter dislike to Father Algar, and was
shrewd enough to see that nothing would be so dis-
tasteful to him, or so injurious to his influence, as the suc-
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cess of the miracle play. He had accordingly swallowed
his resentment, and offered the barn. The mystery pro-
duced all the effect hoped for. The splendid dresses,
the sudden kindling of the light, the antics of the men
seeming to be ‘““filled with new wine,” the Babel of
unintelligible sounds, followed by the conversion of
the multitude, were received with rapturous admira-
tion. When Brother Martin visited the village a day
or two subsequently, and hinted that if he continued
to receive as cordial a welcome as they now seemed
inclined to give him, the mystery of the Nativity, which
they had now in preparation for the ensuing Christmas,
might be acted in Gauden’s barn, the intimation was
received with an eagerness which told him that his
work was already half-done. Several of the villagers
came at once to him for confession and absolution;
and the ice once broken, there were plenty to follow
their example. Old Luke Wendell, whose unmeasured
potations had brought him under Father Algar's cen-
sures, and who had undergone a penance of entire
abstinence from strong drink for six months; Roger
Bramwell, who had been lectured last Lammas for his
close-fistedness, and required to distribute a dole of
warm clothing at Christmas to the poor; Rose Hulse
and Bridget Elford, whose gossiping tongues had been
still more severely punished, by a command to abstain
from all speech altogether, until they had repeated a
prescribed number of Pater Nosters and Aves; Lucy
Stockton, who had been threatened with a public re-
primand in the face of the congregation, if she per-
sisted in walking in the woods with young Frampton,



62 THE ORPHAN OF EVESHAM, OR

a youth of notoriously loose character—all these straight-
way betook themselves to this new confessor, and all
met with a ready sympathy in their complaints of their
pastor. Whatever penances had been imposed were
remitted ; a simple promise of amendment was proposed
in lieu of these, and this having been given readily
enough, all the penitents received absolution. It needs
not to add, that they were ready enough to proclaim
their victory over their parish Priest, and reports of
Father Martin’s strictures on the latter were circulated
through the village, most of which however, it must in
justice be added, had their origin in Dame Hulse’s in-
ventive powers. The effect was soon felt in the slacken-
ing of discipline, not in the instance only of the persons
already named, but throughout Father Algar'’s flock. If
he reproved, those whom he censured murmured that
he was too severe; if he forbade any doubtful indul-
gence, he was reminded that others were more lenient ;
if he allowed anything which might be cavilled at, his
concessions were commented upon as culpable laxity.
In short, Father Algar underwent all the trials to which
a parish Priest is liable in the present day, in a village
where Dissent is rampant. The nineteenth-century
Parson may lament that his work is marred, or be
angry that his character is maligned, by the Baptist
or Independent minister, who preaches at the rustic
Bethel on the green, and perhaps may look back with a
sigh to past centuries, when, as he fancies, all was unity.
But he may comfort himself with the certainty, that
he cannot undergo greater annoyance than his proto-
type had to endure, six hundred years ago, at the hands
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of the Franciscan or Dominican Friar who had in-
vaded his fold. Nor ought he to overlook the im-
portant fact, that whereas the nonconformist minister
of the present day comes before the people in his own
name only, the adversary of the thirteenth century could
claim the authority of the acknowledged Head of the
Church, the holy Father himself, in his justification,
Brother Martin resolved to follow up promptly the
advantage he had gained. Accordingly, on the very
next Sunday after the performance of the miracle play,
he repaired to Sherbourne, accompanied by two of the
lay brethren, who carried the moveable pulpit from
whence he was wont to preach, as well as all the re-
quisites for the Celebration of Mass afterwards in the
long disused chapel of Gauden Grange. He took care
to arrive a little time after the commencement of the
service in the parish church, and to keep the know-
ledge of his intended visit a secret from Father Algar;
so that the latter only became aware of his presence in
the village, when he issued forth from the church at the
close of the service, and found Brother Martin pouring
forth his most fervid periods to a numerous throng, who
ought to have been in attendance on their own pastor’s
ministry. Father Algar was a mild man, but this was
enough to stir the bile of the meekest of human kind.
Uttering an exclamation of grief and anger, he almost
leaped over the paling of the churchyard, and strode up
to the spot where the intruder’s pulpit had been set up.
Many eyes had been on him, and there had been
much speculation as to how he would comport him-
self under circumstances so new and trying. The Fran-
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ciscan stopped in the middle of his discourse, as he
perceived his antagonist’s approach, and prepared to
do battle with him. Father Algar’s congregation had
followed their Priest, and such of the villagers as had
not been present at either service came hurrymg up,
anticipating, doubtless, an exciting scene.

The Parson glanced indignantly round him, but for
a minute or two he did not speak. Perhaps, notwith-
standing his resentment he was unwilling to commence
a war of angry words with a brother Priest, when al]
were, ostensibly at least, met together for God’s worship.
But the Friar was troubled with no such scruples.

“ Pax wvobiscum, reverend brother,” he began; “we
have come here, as thou seest, to do what lies in our
power towards the feeding of these sheep of the Church’s
fold, who so sorely need it.”

“I see thee,” said Father Algar; “but I know not
by what right thou presumest thus to take out of my
hands the flock over whom I have been set in the
Lord. Knowest thou how many years I have laboured
among this people, and how the Lord hath blessed my
labours ?”

“Nay, I know it not, my brother,” said Martin;
“and judge that thou art mistaken in so thinking. It
seemeth to me that they need to be awakened to the
knowledge of the light, rather than to possess it in such
abundance as men should do who have long had the
benefit of sound teaching. But what further wouldst
thou ask p”

“1 would know by what authority thou comest into
this parish, (in which I have been placed by the Lord



THE JEWS AND THE MENDICANT ORDERS. 6§

Bishop of this diocese,) and strivest to supersede me in
mine office ?”

“ By the authority of the holy Father,” said Martin,
“who is the superior of thy Diocesan, as he is also of
thee and me. Thou canst not but have heard that the
short-comings of thyself and thy brethren have provoked
the gravest scandal, sorely distressing the heart of him
who is the Priest of all priests, and the Bishop of all
bishops, having no superior but God, Whose Vicegerent
he is. Surely thou knowest that these doings have so
deeply troubled him, that he hath sent us out—us of
the Order of the holy St. Francis—to correct your errors
and supply your defects, so far as it may be in the power
of men to do so.”

“I know nought of the kind,” cried the Priest, his
indignation now mastering his self-command. “If I
bave done aught amiss, let it at least be proved, ere
these terms are applied to me in the presence of mine
own people.”

“With what dost thou charge him, holy Father?”
asked the franklin Oswald, who had formed one of the
Parson’s scanty congregation. ‘“He may have done
many things amiss; but, if so, none in this village,
so far as my knowledge extends, are acquainted with
them.”

Oswald was a man of considerable weight and im-
portance in the village, partly from his position, partly
because he spoke but seldom, and to the purpose when
he did speak. A murmur of approval followed his
words. Father Martin noticed the effect they pro-
duced, and felt constrained to answer them.

F
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“Well, let us inquire somewhat about this Parson of
yours,” he rejoined. ‘“Is that his house yonder?” he
asked, pointing to the neat and modest parsonage, the
gables of which might be seen through the foliage of
the churchyard elms.

“Yea,” said Oswald, “and a tight and comfortable
parsonage too.”

““ And yonder nag—that is his horse, I suppose?”

“Yea, and there be worse hereabouts, and elsewhere
too.”

“I warrant me he hath no lack of good provender, or
befitting apparel ?” continued the Friar.

“ Surely,” rejoined Oswald ; * for what dost thou take
us, that we should grudge our Parson things like these ?”

“My friend,” rejoined the Franciscan, “how shall
any man teach that to others, which he doth not prac-
tise himself. Thinkest thou that they who have abun-
dance of this world’s goods, are likely to persuade
others to care nought for them? As well, I trow,
might ye go to a usurer to learn honesty, or a swash-
Buckler to acquire meekness. It is the Holy Scripture
that saith, ¢ Take no thought for the things of the mor-
~ow,” yet it would seem that your parson hath taken
good thought of things for many a morrow to come.”

“Thou takest no thought for the morrow then—thou
and thine?” remarked Oswald.

“We do mnot,” replied the Friar confidently. ¢ They
who follow the holy rule of St. Francis obey the com-
mands of the Gospel, and care nothing for the things
of this life. They are abundant in labours, but not for
the meat that perisheth. They store up treasure, but
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it is not the treasure of this world. That, then, is one
thing with which I charge these parish Priests. They
live on the fat of the land, and command others to be
content with the lean thereof. They lay heavy burdens
on men, but touch them not themselves with their little
fingers. They oblige others to fast and watch, but
themselves sleep and take their ease. They command
others to bestow their goods in alms, but they them-
selves spend their own substance on their lusts and
fancies. Above all, they punish unchastity in others,
but they themselves observe not their vows of chastity.
They—"

“Soft you there,” broke in Oswald, ‘methinks you
have said enough, if not too much already, master Friar;
and I for one have no mind to hear more. Neighbours
and fellow-parishioners,” he continued, raising his voice,
“shall we stand by and hear our Parson thus abused in
his own parish, and speak never a word in his behalf?
Forty years have I lived in Sherbourne, and never heard
the like said before. For thirty of that forty hath good
Father Algar had the charge of us, and who ever knew
him do any of the things which this stranger—for
with all his stage plays and his brave words, he is but
a stranger—imputeth to him?” '

“You are right, Dick Oswald,” exclaimed Hob Miller.
“I have known Father Algar since I was little better
than a stripling youth, and I make mine avow that he
is a good man and a holy, and deserveth not these
bitter words. If he hath laid aught upon us, it has
been for our souls’ good; nor doth he refuse to bear
our burden. In the year of the great sickness, when
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we were all like to die, and many men stood aloof
from the houses of those who were taken sick, was he
among those that held back for fear of catching the
infection himself? Not so, he was foremost in attend-
ance upon them; and it was marvel, as we all thought,
how he came through it alive.”

“And as for spending his money on himself only,
a’ gives away pretty nigh all a’ has,” added a woman.

“And as for the sin of uncleanness, Master,” wound
up Hubert, “ you are altogether out in your reckon-
ing there. Ne'er a man has charged him with aught
of that kind, from the day he entered Sherbourne
till now. We have had enough of this, neighbours,
methinks.”

# Enough and to spare,” said Dickon Hewlett.

“And won’t hear any more,” shouted Miller; and
a very general cry echoed his words.

“You hear, Father,” said Oswald, “your room will be
more welcome than your company. Should you again
visit Sherbourne, you will do wisely to speak civilly
of the Parson, or to hold your tongue altogether about
him.”

The Franciscan’s wrath was greatly roused by this
change in the popular feeling.

. “Ha!” he exclaimed, “ do you presume to treat me
thus? Beware, lest I report this to the Prior of my
convent, who, I doubt not, will at once make it known
to the Archbishop—"

“ Report it to whom thou wilt,” rejoined the sturdy
Oswald, “only, if thou art discreet, thou wilt take thy-
self off before worse comes of it. Thy bare scalp and thy
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grey hood may be of great moment in men’s eyes, but
I trow the one will not protect thy back against the
blows which some of the profane here may lay upon
thee, or the other guard thy head from being broken
by some of the heavy stones which lie about here.
Will ye take up this preaching-trap of yours,” he added,
turning to the two lay brethren, “will ye carry it off,
I say, or must we help you to do it?” He laid his
hand as he spoke on the desk of the moveable pulpit,
and the lay brethren, probably mistaking his purpose,
rushed upon him, shouting “Sacrilege !” with all the
power of their lungs, and endeavouring to drag him
from the spot. Hob Miller and others ran up to his
rescue, and a scuffle ensued, greatly to the disadvantage
of the strangers. Covered with mud, their cassocks
torn, and severely bruised, the Friars were obliged to
betake themselves to flight, leaving the pulpit behind
them. They were soon a quarter of a mile from the
spot where the fracas had taken place, and were still
hurrying on, when they were stopped by a friendly
voice, which exclaimed, “ What, Father Martin, where-
fore this haste, and how come ye in such a plight ?”

Martin stopped, and looked hurriedly at his ques-
tioner, in whom he recognised Ralph de Gauden.

“ Messire de Gauden, I entreat your help and pro-
tection,” he exclaimed; “I have been shamefully en-
treated by these boors, my ministrations contemned,
mine office abused, my person mis-handled. But I
know well that it is the false Priest Algar who has
secretly stirred up his congregation to do me this de-
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spite. But he shall dearly rue it. Let me but reach
Coventry—" .

“Thither will I ride with you, holy Father,” said
Gauden, “as soon as you are somewhat rested and re-
freshed. Pray you step into my poor house here, where
at least you will be safe from insult.”

Father Martin readily consented, and followed De
Gauden, continuing to pour forth voluble outcries against
the ingratitude of the people and the misdeeds of Father
Algar—especially in the matter of his godson and the
Jewess, which he was resolved to report without delay
to his superior: this charge having just recurred to
his recollection, and appearing to him the most suit-
able weapon wherewith to assail his enemy.

Ralph listened to his complaints with much satis-
faction. He himself bore a bitter grudge against the
two principal persons included in the Friar's indict-
ment,—Father Algar, that is to say, and the old Jew,
Ezra. He had returned on the previous evening from
Warwick, where the suit between Ezra and himself had
just been determined by one of the newly-appointed
circuit judges, who heard cases now three times in
every year. De Gauden had known well enough that
the rate of interest charged him had not been higher
than the law permitted. He knew also that the other
accusation he had preferred against his creditor, that of
tampering with the coinage, had not a particle of trust-
worthy evidence to support it. But he had relied on
the general prejudice existing against the Jews on both
these subjects, as well as on the venality of the judges,
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who might (he thought) be easily enough induced, by
bribery, to decide any case in favour of a Christian
against a Jew.

It is quite possible that he might, in other shires,
have succeeded in this design. The corruption of the
judges in previous reigns had been notorious. Indeed,
only a few years subsequently to this time, nearly all
the chief legal functionaries were indicted for bribery,
and with scarcely a single exception convicted and
severely punished.. But it chanced that Adam de
Brome, before whom the cause was tried, was one of
the few who formed an honourable exception to the
general rule. He had insisted on all the facts being
brought forward and fully sifted. Therefore, notwith-
standing the plausible suggestions of Ralph’s counsel,
and the clamours of the common people, who had
been stirred up to a riotous demand for vengeance on
the Jew extortioner, judgment had been given against
De Gauden; and the sum he was ordered to pay was
so heavy, as to threaten him with ruin.

It now occurred to him, as he listened to Father
Martin, that possibly the Franciscan might help him
in escaping from the dilemma in which he found him-
self involved. If a Jew could be proved guilty of
having by bribery induced a Christian to turn rene-
gade, his ruin would be speedy and complete. And
this, so far as he could ascertain, wassthe charge the
Friar now brought against Ezra. He resolved, how-
ever, to make sure that such was the case.

¢ Ezra the Jew!” he exclaimed, at the close of one of
the Friar's most indignant periods, “ hath he had aught
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to do with this outrage then? That were a scandal in-
deed, and one for which no penalty could well be too
heavy.”

“It is rather Father Algar, than he, whom I accuse,”
returned Father Martin, “though doubtless the Jew
hath a large share of the blame. Grievous indeed is
the scandal, yet who can wonder after all, that one
who can stir up godless men to persecute the holy
Brotherhood of St. Francis, should be guilty also of
conniving at the apostasy of his own godson and pupil
for the sake of gain !”

“His own godson and pupil!” repeated Ralph
“what that malapert, Bertrand, dost thou mean? Hath
he turned Jew then?.'I knew that he had disappeared
from the village some weeks ago, but I knew not the
reason.”

“The reason is well known,” said Martin, who had
been informed of Bertrand’s disappearance, together with
its presumed explanation, by the veracious Dame Hulse.
“Tt is well known that he hath conceived an unlawful
affection for the granddaughter of this Jew I have
never seen her, but—"

“But I have,” said Ralph “and do not greatly
wonder at the springald’s fancy. She is a damsel of
rare grace and beauty, and thou knowest, holy Father,
that however much it may diminish her inward excel-
lencies, the fact of her being a Jewess does not impair
her bodily charms.”

“It may be,” said the Friar austerely. I bless
Heaven I know nought of such matters. But it is
certain, not only that the youth hath entertained this
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affection, but that the old grandfather lends himself
to it. Yea, he hath offered the youth the damsel’s hand
in marriage, if he will renounce the Christian creed,
and partake in his own belief.” .

“ Methinks, holy Father,” rejoined Ralph, who was
staggered at this assertion, “Bertrand would scarce
venture on such a step as that. There be heavy
penalties—”

“Aye, if it were done in this country,” said the
.Franciscan. “But it is their purpose to betake them-
selves to some foreign land,—Morocco probably, or
Granada,—where they may live among those who blas-
pheme Christ like themselves.”

“Ha! and he hath gone abroad to make preparations,
and secure a home for them, ere they also depart. Is
that thy meaning ?” asked De Gauden.

“ Even s0,” answered the Franciscan. “I chanced
to be over here some few weeks ago, when I first heard
of this matter, and threatened to make inquiry respect-
ing it. That very same evening my young master dis-
appeared, and no man knows whither he is gone. Who
can doubt that it is even as I have said ?”

“No one,” said De Gauden. ‘But if complaint of
this should be made to the King or the Archbishop,
certes it would prove the ruin of the Jew.”

“Yea, and of Father Algar also,” said the Friar,

“Surely,” assented Ralph; “they are both alike to
blame, and ought both to be punished. Let us make
common cause then, my Father, and bring this matter
before the King and his council. I have interest with
the Earl of Norfolk and the Lord de Warenne; to
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them will I submit this matter, praying them that they
lay it before the King. Thou on thy part can doubt-
less aid the matter.”

“I can,” said Martin; “His Grace, the Primate, was
once a brother of our Order, and he has never forgotten
the fact. I will straightway ask for letters to him from
our Prior, and make in person my complamt against
this insolent and unfaithful Priest.”

“Hasten to do so,” said his worthy ally, “and we
shall prosper. We strike at our foes with a two-edged
weapon thou seest, and if one edge should be found
blunt, the other may yet be trenchant enough for our
purpose.”

—_——

CHAPTER V.

It was some four months after the discomfiture of
Friar Martin, as related in the last chapter, when our
story is resumed. The scene is now transferred from
England to North Wales. A long train of horse-soldiers
—the greater part of them armed with helmet and
breast-plate, and carrying either long spears or bows
and arrows—were winding their way along the banks
of the river Clwyd, about two miles from the point of
its influx into the Irish Sea. The soldiers were divided
into two bands, one of which rode in advance, and the
other followed in the rear, of a company of about eighty
or a hundred horsemen, whose escort they formed. At
the head of the central party rode a man of middle
age, stern of feature and grave in deportment, to
whom great deference was paid by the others. He was
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nevertheless very simply dressed, wearing the long grey
codt and hooded cloak, together with the rope girdle,
of a Franciscan friar. This person was John Peckham,
Archbishop of Canterbury, who was on his way to join
the King, then engaged in actively prosecuting his cam-
paign against the Welsh Prince Llewellyn. He had
held the Primacy for about four years at the present time,
having been nominated to it by Pope Nicholas III.,
without the concurrence of either King Edward or the
Chapter of Canterbury. Considering the character of
Edward, and the unprecedented assumption. of power
which such a proceeding displayed, it is surprising that
the appointment was allowed to stand good. But there
were special circumstances which induced both the
Sovereign and the Chapter to accept the Papal nomi-
nation. It was not on the whole, however, a wise
election. Peckham, as the reader has already heard,
had been a Minorite Friar, and his enemies declared,
not without some reason, that he never ceased to be
one. His sympathies were always on the side of the
Pope, the great patron of friars, in any contest which
might arise between him and the English people: his
sympathies were on the side of the monastic clergy,
in any contest which might arise between them and the
seculars: above all, his sympathies were with his own
order, the Franciscans, in any contest which might arise
between them and any rival fraternity. His prejudices
often warped his judgment, and he was apt to be harsh
and severe towards those who opposed or resisted him.
But it is fair to add, that he was sincere in his opinions,
and strict in his own daily life.
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On his right hand, wearing nearly the same dress,
but mounted on a steed of less pretension, rode Brother
Martin of Coventry. He had lost no time in putting
into execution the projects devised "by himéself and
Ralph de Gauden; but he had found that personages
of high rank were not so easy of access as their suitors
expect or desire. The King was already in Wales,
engaged in a bloody and doubtful campaign, when
the conspiracy between the two worthies was hatched.
The - journey to the Menai Straits was a long and
hazardous one. Moreover, Ralph surmised that Ed-
ward would have little leisure, and less inclination, to
concern himself with an affair so trifling as that of
the misconduct of a country parson or a Jew trader.
A great nobleman, who had access to Edward’s pre-
sence, might take an opportunity of bringing it to his
notice. But De Gauden’s patron was not at this time
in the camp, and nothing therefore had been said to him
on the subject. It was different, now that the Archbishop
had joined Edward. Peckham had readily granted
Martin an audience, and the complaints he urged greatly
moved him. The Archbishop had been much scan-
dalized by the low tone of learning and morals among
the secular clergy; one of whom he had caused to
be publicly whipped at Salisbury. “ The ignorance of
Priests,” he says in one of his Constitutions—meaning
by the Priests the parochial clergy—*plunges the people
into error, and the stupidness of clerks doth rather mis-
lead, than teach them.” He charges them also with
the gravest immorality. ¢ Incontinency is a lament-
able disgrace to the clergy,” he writes, “and a common
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scandal. We lay all clergymen and laymen who prac-
tise such filthiness, under sentence of the greater ex-
communication, reserving the power of absolving them
. to the persons of the Bishops only, except at the point
of death.” .

Such being the feeling of the Archbishop on this
subject, a complaint against a secular Priest of slack-
ness in his duty, was sure to receive, at least, all the
attention it merited from him, and particularly when
preferred by a Franciscan. The other point, too, laid
before him was equally certain to engross his attention.
An increasing dread and jealousy of the Jews seems
to have been the sentiment which at this time most
agitated the religious world. It was declared that the
Jews, protected now by the impartiality of the law,
which repressed popular demonstrations against them,
were rapidly growing so wealthy, as to set public opinion
at nought. They were building sumptuous synagogues
in conspicuous places, putting the Christian churches
in their neighbourhood to shame by comparison. They
were even reported to be alluring Christian men to
apostatize from their Faith by the offer of tempting
bribes. It is not impossible that there was some truth
in these charges; at all events, they were generally
credited. Not long afterwards, Honorius IV, addressed
a Bull to the Primate, complaining of the negligence
of the clergy in overlooking these Jewish aggressions.
“The Jews,” he writes, “lure men to their synagogues
on the Sabbath-day. They buy Christian servants, both
male and female, and at their common eatings and
drinkings malicious attempts are made to lead them
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astray.” He also intimates that in many cases the
attempts to pervert the Faith of the Christians was
successful.

Under these circumstances, it is no wonder that
Brother Martin gained Peckham’s ear without much
difficulty ; and he was ‘invited to accompany the Arch-
bishop into Flintshire, whither he was about to proceed
in the course of a few weeks, mainly for the purpose
of trying his influence with Prince Llewellyn, and bring-
ing about a reconciliation with Edward.

Travelling in those days was a tedious and expensive
affair, especially for persons of exalted rank. No doubt,
at the great convents which lay between London and
the estuary of the Dee, the Archbishop might always

-reckon on hospitable entertainment and free quarters;
but the rate of progress,—made entirely on horseback,
and by roads in some states of the weather almost im-
passable,—was necessarily slow, and required halts some-
times of two or three days, in those places where it was
found difficult to procure the supplies for a large cortege.

 Therefore it was necessary for a great man to take
nearly the whole of his establishment with him, to-
gether with a sufficient military force for their protec-
tion. On the present occasion, the cavalcade comprised
the Primate’s house-steward, half-a-dozen cooks and
kitcheners, as many body-servants, his farrier, mediciner,
and chaplains. There were sumpter-horses, and grooms
in charge of them, some laden with meat and wine,
some with dinner and toilet services, some with the
wardrobe of the principal personages of the party. It
was fully six weeks from the time of their quitting Lam-
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beth, and late in the afternoon of an October day, before
ithey reached St. Asaph. There, however, they found
shelter for the night ; notwithstanding that the Cathedral
and the Bishop’s Palace lay in ruins, having been re-
cently destroyed in an attack on the city by Edward’s
forces. :

. On the following morning they set forth for Rhuddlan,
about three miles distant, winding their way through the
Vale of the Clwyd, now richly diversified with corn-fields
and meadows and orchards, and smiling villages scat-
tered among them; but in those days one mass of
wild and tangled forest, overhung with rugged and
precipitous mountains. In the middle distance imme-
diately before them rose the strong and picturesque
Castle of Rhuddlan, built partly of limestone, and
partly of red sandstone. It was octagonal in shape,
and was defended by six round towers of enormous
strength, the walls being seventeen feet in thickness.
The steep acclivity towards the river was further strength-
ened against attack on that side by massive walls and
square towers. The entire buildings were surrounded
by a moat of unusual depth and width, faced on both
sides with stone.

A messenger had been despatched by the Archbishop
to announce his approach ; and, as the cavalcade ar-
rived within halfa-mile of the castle, a troop of horse-
men were seen advancing to meet them. It consisted
of the Earl of Mortimer, the King's confessor, and
several knights attached to the King’s household, de-
spatched by Edward to bear his greetings to the Arch-
bishop, and assure him of his welcome. After the
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customary interchange of civilities, the two cavalcades .

joined company, and were admitted into the castle,
where, as the Primate was informed, the King was
waliting to receive him.

Edward I., sometimes called the greatest of the Plan-
tagenets, but in truth the only one of our English kings,
from the time of Alfred downwards, who can really
claim the title of Great, was at this time in his forty-
fifth year, in the lusty vigour of his strength. He was
one of the tallest, as well as the handsomest men of
his day, and was renowned for feats of strength and
* military skill. His features were handsome, and their
expression frank and noble. No English sovereign has
probably ever been so misunderstood—not in his own
day only, when there might be some excuse for inability
to comprehend a wise and farsighted policy, but in
times long subsequent—nay, even in our own, when
we are profiting by the tardy fulfilment of the designs
which his rare foresight conceived five centuries before,
He has been represented as ambitious, unscrupulous,
and bloodthirsty. But whatever ambition he had was
for the aggrandisement, not of himself personally, but of
Great Britain, which he had the wisdom to discern could
never be strong or peaceful, until it was cemented into
one people. Far from unscrupulous, no sovereign ever
respected the rights and privileges of his subjects, when
it was in his power to infringe them with impunity, as
did Edward. For bloodthirstiness, it may safely be af-
firmed that his most kingly and special attribute was
mercy. While the annals of the sovereigns before and
after him are deeply stained with the blood of men

.
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sent to the scaffold for political offences, that of Edward

is almost entirely free from this reproach. He put to

death the treacherous David of Wales, no doubt, and

no man ever better deserved his fate. He sent to the

scaffold Williama Wallace, whom the mistaken patriotism

of Scotchmen of a later day has invested with a halo

of ideal virtues and exploits; but he sent him to the :
scaffold mainly as a robber and a homicide. He has i 3
been charged with the massacre of the Welsh bards,

but no accusation can be.more unfounded. It is not

pretended that he was altogether free from the crimes

common in his age and station, but it may certainly be

affirmed, that his life was a rare and bright contrast to

those alike who preceded and who came after him.

He received the Archbishop in the great hall of the
castle with frank and royal courtesy, presenting him to
his queen, Eleanor of Castile, a lady every way worthy
of her husband, who bore her a deep and even ro-
mantic affection. Several days passed, during which
debates were held as to the expediency of entering
into further negotiations with Llewellyn; who was still
maintaining the war in his mountain strongholds, though
his cause, in the judgment of all experienced soldiers,
had become hopeless. Edward was merciful alike to
friend and foe, and desirous of avoiding needless blood-
shed. At a council held on the third day after Peck-
ham’s arrival, it was resolved that the Primate should
seek an interview with the Welsh prince, and persuade
him, if possible, to surrender himself to the clemency
of the English, king. When this important business
had been despatched, Edward inquired of the Arch-

G
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bishop whether there were not certain minor matters
which he desired to bring before the council, before
it broke up.

“There are, my Liege,” replied Peckham. “I have
placed the papers relating to them in the hands of the
Chancellor, who, I doubt not, has them in readiness.”

He turned, as he spoke, to an ecclesiastic who occu-
pied a seat immediately on the left hand of the King,
sitting between him and the Earl of Mortimer. This
was the celebrated Robert Burnell, Bishop of Bath and
Wells, and for nearly twenty years Chancellor of Eng-
land. He was one of the greatest statesmen this country
has produced, and to his political foresight much of the
wise legislation of Edward’s reign is due. He replied
to the Archbishop’s remark by producing a bundle of
parchments.

“1 have them here,” he said, *and will take them in
order. Here is, in the first place, the complaint of
Brother Martin, of the convent of Grey Friars in Co-
ventry, and of Ralph de Gauden, gentleman—"

“Ralph de Gauden,” repeated the King, “and the
convent of Grey Friars at Coventry. Those names
seem somewhat familiar in my ears. Have I not heard
them before ?”

“You have, my Liege,” replied the Chancellor. “They
were plaintiffs and defendants in a suit some time since,
which gave the council some trouble. The brother of
this Ralph had devised all his lands, when he was almost
in articulo mortis, to the convent at Coventry, this Bro-
ther Martin having been his confessor.”

“I remember,” said the King; ‘“and the council an-
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nulled the bequest. It was one of the cases which
. influenced us in passing the statute of mortmain. Well,
it would seem they have composed their differences
now.” ‘

“They have, my Liege,” said Peckham. * The griev-
ous scandal that hath arisen might well unite all worthy
men, whatsoever might be their differences.”

“ Humph !” said the King. “I pray you proceed, my
Lord.”

“They charge one, Ezra of Sherbourne,” proceeded
the Chancellor, “a Jew of eminence among his coun-
trymen—"

“Ezra of Sherbourne,” again interrupted the King.
“He also is known to me, unless I greatly mistake. Is
he not the person to whom my father granted a protec
tion and licence of residence at this same Sherbourne ?”

“He is the same,” said Burnell. ‘We, too, have
had dealings with him, and have accounted him a wor-
thy man. Vet this complaint affirms that he hath
induced a2 youth to apostatize from the Church, of-
fering to give him his granddaughter, the heiress of
all his wealth, in marriage, if he would abjure the
Christian Faith. Further it is alleged, that proceedings
against the youth having been threatened, he hath dis-
appeared, and (it is believed) hath gone abroad to some
infidel land, whither the Jew and his granddaughter
mean shortly to follow him.”

“Is that the whole?” inquired the King, as Burnell
paused.

“No, my Liege. The complaint further states, that
the youth’s apostasy is in great measure due to the
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laches of one Algar, parish Priest of Sherbourne. The
lad, it seems, was this Priest’s godson and pupil. Yet
he was permitted to lodge in the Jew's house, notwith-
standing the remonstrances of the neighbouring clergy ;
and when these were urged publicly by Brother Martin,
he incited his parishioners to a violent attack on the
Friar, who hardly escaped with his life from their
hands. These facts are attested by a number of what
seem to be respectable witnesses, residents in Sher-
bourne.”

“Have you inquired what character Father Algar
bears in the estimation of his supenors and neigh-
bours ?” asked Edward.

“T have,” said the Chancellor. “I have questioned
my brother of Coventry, the Archdeacon, and other men
of worship who dwell in that neighbourhood. They all
speak of him as a pious and learned clerk, who for a long
term of years has laboured zealously and without blame
among his people—”"

“1 pray you a word, my Lord King,” interposed the
Archbishop. ¢ Attribute not too much weight to the
testimony of the Bishop of Coventry, the Archdeacon,
and the like. Doubtless they are honourable men, but
prejudiced in favour of their own friends. The charges
have been sworn to by men of credit, and vague praises
of any man’s character are no answersto positive al-
legations of fact.”

¢ True, my Lord Archbishop,” rejoined Edward. “More-
gver, this is a heavy charge, and one in which, I doubt
not, the council would feel bound to make an example
of the offender if proved guilty, There have been not
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a few cases of the same kind reported of late, and
though I will not suffer the Commons to take the law
into their own hands, even where the honour of our
blessed Faith is immediately concerned, I dare not over-
look such offences myself.”

“ It seems to me that this youth—Bertrand Forester,
that appears to be his name,” said the Bishop of Bath,
again referring to his papers—“It seems to me that
this Bertrand should be found, and closely examined,
before we can be in a position to judge rightly of this
matter.”

“ Every inquiry has been made,” said Peckham; “but
nothing can be learned.”

“ How called you him?” inquired the Earl of Mor-
timer, who had sat hitherto leaning back in his seat,
little interested in what was passing ; * Bertrand Forester,
said you? What may be his age and appearance, if you
chance to know it?”

“T have his description here,” said the Chancellor.
¢ Bertrand Forester, a tall, well-grown youth, of nearly
eighteen years, fair complexion, blue eyes, and long nut-
brown hair,” )

“ And you say he left his home in May last?” pur-
sued the Earl.

“Even so, my Lord,” returned Burnell. ‘ Know you
aught of him ?”

« Methinks I do,” returned the Earl, “ or of one mar-
vellously like him; and so do you also, my Lord
King. You will remember the day when the Welsh
attacked our men on the Anglesey shore, and they
were driven to the boats ?”
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¢ Aye, Mortimer,” said Edward, with a grim smile;
“many a year will pass ere I forget that unlucky
skirmish, which in sooth happed not three months
since.” :

“ And you remember also, perhaps, a youth who de-
fended one of the boats so determinedly, that the ad-
vance of the enemy was checked, and the remainder of
the army got safe across?”

“I am not like to forget so brave a deed,” said the
King. “If I mistake not, he was publicly thanked, and
admitted among the number of thy squires.”

“ Your memory is correct, my Liege,” said Mortimer.
*Well, that youth bears the name of Bertrand Forester,
and his appearance corresponds with the description
given by my Lord of Bath and Wells. A brave lad he
is, and will make a stout soldier. Moreover, I have it
in memory that it was somewhere towards the end of
May that he took service with me, having been intro-
duced to it by Gilbert Bain, one of the squires of my
body.”

“It were worth inquiring, at all events, whether it
be the same,” said Burnell.

¢ Under your favour, my Lord,” said the Archbishop,
‘it were no sufficient answer to the charges made by
the complainants, if this runaway youth should prove to
be a soldier in my Lord Mortimer’s following. Bravery
in war were but a poor excuse for abnegation of the
Christian Faith.” .

“ Donbtless, your Grace,” said the Chancellor; * but
one of the main difficulties of dealing with the matter
would be removed. We shall be at least able to
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examine this youth, if he be the same who hath dis-
appeared from Sherbourne; and ascertain how far the
charge of being a renegade from the Faith is true.”

“It is well said,” said the King. *Let this Bertrand
Forester be straightway sent for.”

One of the serving-men in attendance was accord-
ingly despatched on the errand, and returned, after half-
an-hour’s delay, accompanied by Bertrand.

The latter had greatly improved in appearance during
the five months or so since his flight from Sherboumne,
This had been made secretly by night, he being un-
willing to have the place of his retreat known, lest he
should be beset by entreaties from Father Algar to re-
turn. He had found Gilbert as willing to depart as
himself, and the two had set off an hour or two before
midnight, and had well-nigh reached the banks of the
Severn, on their way to Worcester, before the fact of
Bertrand’s departure had been fully known ; and as he
and his companion had encountered no one during their
night's journey, all clue to his movements was lost. He
had no suspicion of the reason for which he had been
summoned into the royal presence, presuming it to be
some matter of military duty. The King contemplated
hih with an approving glance. A stout soldier him-
self, perfect in all manly exercises, he ever loved to
look upon one who possessed, or promised to possess,
the like claims to warlike honour; and the youth’s
open brow and eagle look were even greater passports
to his favour. He addressed him in a tone that shewed
his inward feeling.

“Thy name, good youth,” he said, “if we be rightly
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informed, is Bertrand Forester. What is thy parentage,
and what has been thy place of abode ?”

“My father, so please you, my Lord King,” an-
swered Bertrand, “was a man-at-arms, a horse-archer
in the service of the Earl of Mortimer. He was after-
wards slain on Evesham field.” '

¢ Fighting among my followers ?” asked Edward.

“No, my Liege,” answered the youth, a deep flush
suffusing his face. “Some two or three years pre-
viously he had taken service with the Earl of Leicester.”

“And so did many a brave soldier,” said Edward
kindly; “we retain no unfriendly memory of those
who fell on that day. Proceed with thy tale.”

“T was taken from my mother’s arms, who had been
slain along with my father, by one Ezra a Jew—"

“Who conveyed thee to Sherbourne in Warwickshire,
where thou hast since dwelt,” added the King.

‘“Even so, my Liege,” said Bertrand in surprise.

“It is the same then,” said the King. “Thy con-
jecture, Mortimer, is correct. Knowest thou, youth,
that a heavy charge has been brought against thee,
and not thee only, but this Ezra of whom thou hast
spoken, and the parish Priest by whom thou wert
brought up? His name has escaped me.” .

¢It is here, my Liege,” said Burnell, ¢ Algar, Father
Algar. Thou knowest him, youth ?”

““Surely, my Lord,” answered Bertrand. “I know
him for a good and holy man, to whom my gratitude
is deeply due for his care and nurture of me. It has
grieved me since that I left him so abruptly.”

_%Left him,” repeated the Archbishop, with a stern
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frown. “It is to be feared thou hast left him indeed,
if he be the holy man thou dost declare him—yea,
left not him only, but the Faith of which he is the
appointed teacher. Knowest thou the penalty, young
man, of apostasy from the Church ?”
I understand you not, my Lord,” exclaimed Bertrand |
in evident astonishment.
“He hath not heard the charge preferred against |
him,” said Burnell. ‘Hearken, youth ; this document
is a complaint made by Brother Martin, a Franciscan
Friar, and Ralph de Gauden of Gauden—thou knowest
the parties?”
“Ralph Gauden right well,” said Bertrand, “and I
know him for mine enemy, and the enemy of my best
and nearest friends. For Father Martin, I have seen
him a few times on the occasions of his visits to Sher-
bourne, but have scarce exchanged a word with him.”
¢That matters nothing,” said Peckham. ¢ Proceed,
my Lord.”
“They declare,” proceeded the Chancellor, that
thou hast been brought up in the house of Ezra the
Jew, and that thou wert placed there by this Father
Algar, in spite of the remonstrances of Christian men,
of the danger that would thereby ensue to thy faith.”
¢ T never heard that such representations were made,”
replied Bertrand. “I was received a helpless orphan
into the household of Ezra from sheer kindness and
charity ; but the Father stipulated that the whole of
my nurture and education should be conducted by him-
self, nor have they ever made any attempt to disturb
my faith.”



90 THE ORPHAN OF EVESHAM, OR

¢ How, young man?" exclaimed the Primate, *“ meanest
thou that there has been no talk of marriage between
thee and the granddaughter of this infidel—nay, that
ye are in some sort contracted to one another?”

Bertrand flushed crimson. “I may not wholly
deny it,” he said. I have sought her in marriage,
and have good hope that she will one day become
my wife.”

“The charge is true then,” pursued Peckham, ¢ thus
far, at least. Does thy Priest, this Father Algar, does
he know of thine intention ?”

“He does,” said Bertrand.

¢ And has not forbidden it?”

“ Not entirely,” answered Bertrand.

“Thou knowest,” continued the Archbishop, *that
by the law no marriage can take place between those
who are not of the same faith. It were idle to believe
that this Ezra and his household will be brought to
a knowledge of the truth. He is one of those, I think,
whom the Friars of the Order of St. Dominic have
again and again endeavoured to bring into the fold of
Christ, exerting all their learning and eloquence and
entreaties, without melting, even in the slightest degree,
the stony hardness of his heart. Isit not so, my Lord
King?” '

“T believe your Grace speaks truly,” said Edward.
“When I was requested by the Dominicans to require
that the principal Jews should attend on their preach-
ing, and so at least learn the truth, I remember the
name of Ezra was especially included in the list of per-
sons whom it was thought important to bring over to
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the Faith. I heard, too, that he was among those who
remained determinedly obstinate.”

“Thou hearest, Bertrand,” said the Chancellor, kindly;
“hast thou any answer that thou wouldest make?”

“I thank your Lordship,” said Bertrand. “I have
ever known that Salone and myself must be of one
faith, ere the Church would sanction our wedlock ; but
I trust that our faith may become one, not by my per-
version to unbelief—which may the holy Virgin and the
Saints forbid—but by her eyes being opened to the
truth. She hath long been a willing listener to the
doctrines of our holy Faith, and half-disposed to em-
brace them. I have good hope that, aided by the pious
prayers and instructions of good Father Algar, when
I return to Sherbourne I may find her a candidate for
Baptism.”

“Ha!” exclaimed the King, “this puts the matter
in a different light. If what this youth affirms be in-
deed the fact, the whole charge falls to the ground.
Ezra would be scarce likely to tempt this youth into
wedlock with his granddaughter, if his influence were
like to induce her abandonment of her unbelief. Father
Algar, too, would be but acting in a manner befitting
a pious and zealous servant of the Church. Think you
not so, my Lord Archbishop ?”

¢“To my mind, my Lord King,” answered Peckham,
sourly, “the youth would do better to seek a Christian
maiden for his wife, if he must needs have one, than
entangle himself with one who is at present, at least, an
unbeliever, and may continue one for aught we know

* to the contrary. Methinks, too, the youth’s word should
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not be thus certainly received, without some evidence
at least of his trustworthiness.”

I can supply such evidence,” said Mortimer, who had
been speaking apart with his chaplain, Father Nicholas.
“ My chaplain here informs me that, among all the sol-
diers under my immediate command, there is none of
whom he accounts more highly than Bertrand Forester,
none more regular at confession, none more devout in
his observance of his religious duties; nor hath he ob-
served in him any disposition to cavil at, much less
deny, the doctrines of holy Church.”

“We rejoice to hear it,” said Edward. “ My Lord,” he
pursued, addressing Burnell, ¢ we dismiss this complaint
as founded entirely on error. Admonish those who
brought it, that they inquire more carefully for the
future into the truths of the statements they lay before
us. Youth, we owe thee some amends, nor did thy
gallantry in the defence of the broken bridge escape
our notice. We will see that a command is given thee,
nor shall our further favour be wanting shouldst thou
continue to deserve it.”

—_—

CHAPTER VL

IT was a cold winter's day in the month of February,
12g0. The road between Stratford and Warwick lay
deep in snow, which no one in those times thought of
attempting to remove. The deep drifts, therefore, in hol-
low places rendered it wholly impassable to horses or
carriages, and dangerous even to foot-passengers, who °
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would suddenly be plunged up to their waists if they
deviated ever so little from the proper track, and not
unfrequently were unable to extricate themselves. It
was difficult, indeed, to keep the right path. By a law
made early in this reign, neither bushes, nor hedges, nor
dykes were permitted to be made for two hundred feet
on either side of the road. This, of course, was to
protect travellers from robbers, who might find such
shelter a convenient place from whence to rush sud-
denly on their victims. The regulation was a wise one
during the other seasons of the year, but in winter it
only enhanced the dangers of the wayfarer. The law
did not, indeed, apply to great forest trees, standing
apart from one another, which afforded no cover to foot-
pads. But these grew few and far between, and were
but of little service in marking out the track.

So, at least, thought a stout and stalwart youth of
five-and-twenty, whose dress and bearing alike bespoke
the soldier, though he carried no offensive arms except
the sword, which almost all men wore. He had made
tolerable progress at first, the road for some little dis-
tance from Stratford having been trodden by passers
to and fro sufficiently to guide him in the right direc-
tion. But, before he reached Fulbrook, the trace of
footsteps had altogether disappeared. He was obliged
to proceed cautiously, feeling his way along the flat
plain of snow by the help of a long pole, with which
he had provided himself. By this means he contrived
to advance safely, though very slowly; and it was with
great satisfaction that, after two hours at least spent in
this cautious mode of advance, he saw, about a quarter
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of a mile before him, the gables and chimneys of a large
farm-house, which the traveller recognised as that of
Richard Oswald. His farm was situated just on the
borders of Sherbourne, and therefore gave the traveller
the welcome assurance that he had nearly reached the
end of his journey. He moved forward with a more
elastic step, and soon reached the outward gate of the
enclosure, from which a rude stone cawseway led di-
rectly to the front entrance of the mansion.

Dickon Oswald was seated at dinner in his spacious
kitchen, with his family and household assembled round
the rude, but well-plenished board which stood in the
middle of the room, the appetite of the party in no
way impaired by the severity of the weather. There
were possibly still some remains of the yeoman’s Christ-
mas stores; at all events, there was an abundance of
good cheer. ' Large joints of beef and mutton were to
be seen, half a pig, salt herrings and roasted cod, the
latter brought from the northernmost parts of Scotland.
There was also plenty of bread, and large jacks filled
with beer were scattered up and down the board. At
other seasons of the year there was probably no de-
ficiency of vegetables, though, with the exception of
peas and beans, not of the kind now in ordinary use.
But at present none were to be seen but a few salted
greens.

The meal was not more than half-advanced, when the
approach of the traveller was perceived by the host,
who rose instantly, and advanced to meet him.

“By the Mass!” he exclaimed, ““I scarce thought to
have seen any man abroad in the public roads on a day
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like this. The way to Stratford was scarce passable yes-
terday, and last night’s fall must have added a foot more
to the'depth of the snow in the hollows. St. Mary, but
ye must be a stout fellow, or the business on which ye
have come an urgent one indeed. But come in, and
warm and dry yourself before the fire, and then partake
of such cheer as we have to offer you.”

“I thank you, my host,” said the new-comer. “My
business is indeed of moment, or I had waited for
better weather. But methinks you fail to recognise an
old friend and neighbour, Master Dickon.”

“I know the trick of thy face,” said Oswald, looking
earnestly at the other; “I thought so when I first
caught sight of thee. Vet I cannot recall thy name.
But I am getting in years, and it may be mine eyes
are waxing somewhat dim.”

“ Tt is seven years and more since they beheld me,”
said the other; ¢ therefore they may be well excused.
But I think you will remember the name of Bertrand
Forester.” ‘

“ Remember it, my lad, aye, right well,” said Oswald,
again cordially grasping his guest’s hand. “ We have
heard of thy renown in the Welsh wars, and how thou
hadst been advanced to the King’s service, and wert
high in his favour. Aye, and we heard, too, of the foul
attempt of Friar Martin and his accomplice Master
Ralph to ruin thee, lad, and we rejoiced heartily at
their discomfiture. Good Father Algar, he was as pleased
as any. He would have welcomed thee gladly, Bertrand,
and fair Mistress Salone’s eyes would have looked
brighter than ever, poor lass.”
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“Poor lass !” repeated Bertrand ; “ Father Algar would
have welcomed me. I trust nought ill hath befallen
either?”

“Ha! thou hast not heard >—why it is many months
since—1I scarce know how many—"

“I have been absent from England for more than
three years,” said Bertrand, “in attendance on the King
in Gascony and elsewhere. Before that time, the troop
to which I belonged was detained in Wales, so that
I have never béen able to re-visit Sherbourne.”

¢ And hast thou never heard aught from Father Algar
or thy Jewish friends during all that time?” inquired
the franklin in some surprise.

“Letters have found me from time to time,” said
Bertrand ; “and I have also written in reply. But I
doubt not the greater part have been lost by one mis-
chance or another ; and for more than a year past no
news at all has reached me.”

“ Truly, is that so?” said Oswald compassionately.
“] fear then thou wilt have but a sad tale to hearken
to. When Ralph de Gauden failed in his attempt to
ruin Ezra, he was compelled to leave the country. The
Jew had obtained judgment for his debt, and seized
on Gauden'’s house and lands as a security for its pay-
ment. There he lived till about three years ago, when
all the Jews throughout the kingdom were seized and
thrown into prison, for playing tricks with the coin-
age, it was said. Then Ralph de Gauden suddenly re-
appeared.”

“ He is always re-appearing,” grumbled the Dame.

¢ Aye, truly, he is like a bad penny,” said Oswald,
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“ never failing to turn up again, when one most wants
to be rid of him.”

¢ But Salone, what became of her?” asked Bertrand
impatiently.

“The damsel went with her grandfather to prison.
There had been a deal of talk about her in the village
for years before that. Father Algar was constantly
visiting her and her grandfather, but nothing ever came
of it. Stories there were without end, but no better
authority for them, that I could ever learn, than the
chatter of Dame Hulse, whose tongue would be none
the worse for a taste of the brank, I trow.”

“ What happed next?” asked Bertrand.

“Ezra compounded for his freedom, and they both
returned to Sherbourne, but Ralph would not deliver
up possession for a long time. He and Brother Martin
devised between them a scheme, whereby the old man’s
money was to be made over to his granddaughter as
a convert to our faith, and she was then to become
De Gauden’s wife. The damsel could not endure the
mention of it; but she was sorely persecuted, and but
for good Father Algar, might have been compelled to
submit. Through his help, Master Ralph was again
worsted, and then we saw no more of him till last sum-
mer, when we had the great misfortune to lose our good
and faithful Priest.”

4 Is the Father then dead ?” inquired Bertrand.

“ Even so, lad. He died on the Feast of the blessed
St. Thomas of Canterbury, at peace, as he had lived,
with all the world.”

“1 am deeply grieved to hear of his death,” said

H
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Bertrand. ‘“These be heavy tidings indeed. And Ezra
and Salone, how have they fared ?”

“ But ill, I grieve to say,” answered the good franklin.
“ After the Father's death, it was discovered that the
Grey Friars at Coventry had been making efforts, for
many years past, to get the living of Sherbourne into
their possession; and through their favour with the
Pope and the Archbishop, both of whom they tell me
were once Franciscan Friars—"

‘“ Aye, that is so,” observed Bertrand ; “I have heard
of that at King Edward’s court. Men say that the
Franciscans declare the Pope to be the sun, and the
Archbishop the moon of their order.”

‘“ Aye, indeed ! said Oswald. “ Good sooth, then it
is no wonder that they seek to make hay, as the proverb
says, while the sun shines. Anyway they have gathered
this sheaf into their barn. Our parish hath been
handed over to the care of the Friars, and Brother
Martin hath been for a month or two past our parish
Priest. His appearance was the signal for De Gauden
once more to shew himself, and then began the old
game again with the Jew and his granddaughter.”

“But it did not succeed—tell me that,” exclaimed
Bertrand.

“ Well, not wholly,” said Oswald. *She refused as
stoutly as ever to hearken to him, though they spread
reports of your death, Messire Bertrand, in foreign
parts. She would have nought to say to him, and
would not answer Father Martin’s inquiries as to any
possible change in her faith, though he threatened her
sorely. So matters went on for many weeks, until ene
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day there came a rumour, which hath since been con-
firmed, that the King and the Parliament purposed to
take measures against the Jews, sterner than any hitherto
adopted. But why say I this to thee, who doubtless
know more than I do on the subject?”

“That is not so,” said Bertrand; “I landed but
a few days ago at Pevensey, and have come straight
hither. T know .nought of the doings in London. Pro-
ceed, I pray you.”

Oswald complied : “ About a month before we first
heard the reports,” he said, “old Ezra and Salone dis-
appeared ; nor hath any one been able to discover the
place where they are hiding.” ‘

“ Efforts, then, have been made to find them,” said
Bertrand.

“ Aye,” returned the farmer, “by Ralph and his wor-
thy accomplice Father Martin. . But they could discover
no clue. It was thought by some that they had gone
abroad, but that is now held to be impossible. All the
Jews have been required, so at least we learn, to -
deliver in a statement of their property, of whatso.
ever kind; and until this has been done, none will be
permitted to quit the realm. Now it is certainly
known that no such return has yet been given in by
Ezrat” :

¢ How know you that ?” inquired Bertrand.

¢“De Gauden learnt so much from the official at
Warwick, to whom the returns of the county had to
be made.”

¢ Aye, good-man,” said Dame Oswald, who had sat
silently by, but lending an. attentive ear; “but it is
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also rumoured, that Messire Ralph learned somewhat
more, than he saw fit to tell to others. He hath been
once or twice absent from home of late, telling no man
whither he was going; and Will Withern, his groom,
assured me that he returned one day last week, after
one of these absences, in company with several men
whom Will had never encountered before; and that he
-saw next morning some saddle-bags, which did not
belong to his master, and which he was well-assured
he had once beheld in the house of Ezra the Jew.”

“ Ha, wife, are you well assured of it? That were
something,” said Dickon. “And yet I know not—
Master Gauden is dark and subtle, and no man would
succeed in coaxing his secret from him.”

“Is Ralph Gauden now at his house?” inquired
Forester. .

‘ Aye, surely,” said Oswald, “ Anyway he was so yes-
terday, and this is scarce weather for men to stir from
the ingle nook, unless necessity drives them. But what
. now, Bertrand —you are not thinking of departing,
surely. Nay, tarry here awhile, until this bitter cold
be somewhat abated. At least, stay until you have
recovered from the fatigue of your journey.”

“Thanks, good Dickon,” said Bertrand; “but I am
already restored, and need but another cup of your good
ale. I must see De Gauden without loss of time, for
every hour may be of value.” He rose as he spoke,
and began putting on the heavy boots which had been
put down to dry before the fire.

‘“Well, if nought else will content you, my shepherd
Grimbald here shall shew you the nearest way across
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the fields to Gauden’s house. Good truth, I know not
but what you may be right. Ralph de Gauden is one
who seldom loses time in the fulfilment of his purposes,
and is troubled with no scruples which might impede
them. If they are to be frustrated, it can only be by
a promptitude and vigour that may match with his own.
Fare ye well, my brave lad. May the Saints protect
and aid you.”

Bertrand accordingly took his leave, and followed his
guide along the intricate and dangerous road which led
to De Gauden’s house. He was greatly moved by what
he had heard—the more so, because he had his own
reasons for being assured of the truthfulness of the
greater part of it, at all events. Father Algar, as soon
as he had ascertained that Bertrand was with the royal
forces in Wales, had written more than once respecting
Salone. He told him that he had frequent interviews with
her, and that she never repelled, or appeared offended at
his admonitions and arguments. He assured him that
he would do all that lay in his power to bring her to an
open acknowledgment of the truth, and was not without
hope of success; though he could not perceive that he
made any certain progress in the attempt.

This had gone on for three or four years, after which
time the Father ceased to dwell on the subject of
Salone’s conversion altogether, merely mentioning, when
he spoke of her, that she was in good health. Bertrand
could not help fearing that the Priest had found his
efforts unavailing, and had at last given them up. Surely
this must be so, or Salone would have communicated
her change of faith to him herself. In any case, her
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position now must be trying in the extreme. The only
possible course that he could think of was, for him to
discover the place of their concealment, and then ac-
company them to some foreign land. There he could
make a last appeal to her: if he should fail, he would
be indeed compelled to give her up for ever; still, even
then, he would have the satisfaction of leaving her in
security and freedom. '

But how was he to learn whither they had been con-
veyed? Ralph de Gauden, it was more than likely,
was acquainted with this, and might be compelled to
reveal it. Bertrand resolved to try, at all events.

Wraptin these thoughts, he approached the gate of De
Gauden’s house, which lay close to the high road. The
dusk of evening was now coming on; and through the
windows might be seen the blaze of a huge wood-fire,
burning in what was doubtless the hall, or dining-place
of the family. Bertrand did not wait for ceremony.
He struck heavily with the pommel of his dagger on
the massive oak door, which stood half-open, and re-
ceiving no answer to his summons, advanced to the en-
trance of the room in which he had observed the fire,
and in which he now heard the voices of persons con-
versing. The door of this chamber was also partially
open ; and as Bertrand was about to enter, the spectacle
he beheld within the room induced him to stop.

Ralph de Gauden was seated in a massive oak chair,
with a stoup of wine and a metal cup before him, to
which he had evidently been rendering a good deal
of attention. On his right hand was Father Martin,
before whom also a goblet had been placed ; but it was
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empty, and did not appear to have been filled. They
were engaged in conversation, or rather in angry dis-
pute, with some person further in the room, whom
Bertrand could not see, but the feeble and broken tones
seemed to be those of old age. Little aceustomed
as he was to play the eaves-dropper, Bertrand paused.
He felt tolerably sure that De Gauden would refuse the
information he desired, if simply asked for it; and he
was unwilling to resort to force if it could possibly
be avoided. It was possible he might hear what he
wanted, without asking De Gauden at all.

“ You persist in your obstinacy then, Ezra,” said De
Gauden. “ You either will not believe, or will not trust
me, though I assure you that I have your good and that
of your granddaughter at heart.”

“1 will not trust you,” returned Ezra; “I will never
reveal the place of Salone’s retreat to you. You may
spare yourself further entreaties.” '

“If you will not trust De Gauden,” said the Fran-
ciscan, “you may surely trust me. Salone needs a
friend, and you will nowhere find a better one than me.
I can mean her nothing but good.”

“ Aye, I know the good you would do her,” retorted
the Jew bitterly. * You would mew her up in the house
which King Henry built for those who are, or who are
declared to be, apostates from their faith—shut her up
where I should never see, or hear of her again ; as you
did Reuben of Leicester's wife, whom you declared
to have received Baptism, though her husband knew
nought of it. There you would keep her, and never
more permit her to see the faces of her own kindred,
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for fear they should lead her back to her ancient
faith.” ,

“Thou speakest folly, Jew,” said Martin. ¢ Having
won a soul to Christ, should we suffer it to run the
peril of lapsing again into unbelief ?”

“Of course not,” said Ezra, in the same tone as
before; “and for the same reason, when you see signs
of any Jew returning to the belief of his fathers, you
straightway put him to death, as you did Simon of
Towecester, so that he may be certain to die a Chris-
tian !”

¢TIt avails not talking thus, Ezra,” said De Gauden ;
“If thou choosest to tell us where thy granddaughter
lies hidden, well and good. It shall be to her advantage
and thine. If thou refusest, I shall deliver thee up as
a prisoner to the law, having taken thee in the very
act of attempting to fly the land, in evasion of the
King’s command.”

¢ It was not my purpose to fly the land,” said Ezra;
“ 1 only sought to escape from thy malice, until such
time as we should be permitted to leave England.”

¢ Thou mayest say that,” said De Gauden ; “but who
will believe thee? Nay, come, be reasonable, Ezra;
if thou continuest obstinate, thou and thine will be
stripped of all that ye possess, and it is like that thou
mayest suffer bonds and imprisonment, and worse than
these, into the bargain. Now if thou wilt give me thy
granddaughter to wife, and she will profess Christianity,
to which I am well assured that she has no objection,
all will go well with thee and her. She will get a good
husband, all thy wealth will go to her and me, instead
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of into King Edward’s coffers. We shall be able to make
fitting provision for thy maintenance and comfort.”

“ A good husband,” repeated Ezra, scornfully ; “ were
she indeed to become an apostate to her faith, it might
be a fitting punishment for her to -undergo such a fate
as wedlock with thee. As for me, I would rather suffer
all that cruelty and injustice can inflict, than be de-
pendent on thy bounty.”

“Say you so, Ezra?” said De Gauden; ‘‘then me-
thinks it will be best for thee to go back to thy dungeon
once more, till you have leammed wisdom, or until we
have discovered by other means the spot where thy
granddaughter is concealed. Come, it is idle to resist;
there is no one at hand to help thee, and my servants
are not far off.”

“You are mistaken, Ralph,” said Bertrand, striding
into the room, “help is nearer than you are aware of.
Ezra, thou wert best to accompany me to Oswald’s
house for this night; who, I doubt not, will give thee
shelter for my sake. To-morrow we will seek Salone
in company.”

- De Gauden had stood transfixed with surprise at this
unexpected intrusion. He now started forward, and
laid his hand on his sword.

“ Who, in the fiend’s name, art thou ?” he exclaimed ;
‘“and what doest thou here ?”

My name is Bertrand Forester, Master Ralph,” said
Bertrand, “an old acquaintance both of thine and
Ezra’s; and I come here, not in the name of the fiend,
but in that of right and justice, to prevent foul mis-
doing.”
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* ¢« Bertrand Forester!” repeated De Gauden; “he is
abroad in Gascony.”

“ He was, I grant you, but he returned from Gascony
some two days since. You know me, Ezra, and will
trust me,” he continued, addressing himself to Ezra.

“ Willingly, Bertrand,” replied the old man; “I had
scarce hoped to see thy face, or hear the sound of
thy voice again; but I know that thou art true and
faithful, as thou hast ever been. Cut these bonds, and
I will gladly leave with thee this detested house.”

¢ Stop, young man,” exclaimed Brother Martin, 1
shall remit this matter to the Prior of my convent,
who is the fitting person to deal with it, seeing that
the Jew here is accused of having kept a Christian in
his house for years past, whom he persuaded to con-
ceal her faith. Beware how thou interferest with the
Church in such a matter.”

“T shall appeal from the Prior to my Lord Bishop
of Bath and Wells, who is the Chancellor,” said Ber-
trand. “To him the matter would have to be ulti-
mately remitted. And before him, I will undertake
for it, Ezra will appear to answer the charge, which
I know to be false and calumnious.”

As he spoke he stepped forward, and with his dagger
began to cut the bonds with which the old man was
secured. But Ralph had now recovered from his sur-
prise: he drew his sword, and at the same moment
shouted to the attendants who were waiting in an ad-
joining chamber. Bertrand, who was an able swords-
man, drew also, and they had hardly exchanged half-
a-dozen passes, before De Gauden’s weapon was wrested
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from his grasp, and he was for the moment at his an-
tagonist’s mercy. He endeavoured to follow up his
advantages by completing Ezra's release, and escaping
with him from the house. . But before he could ac-
complish this, De Gauden’s followers were upon him,—
three or four stout, well-armed fellows. Forester put
his back against the wall, and defended himself reso-
lutely ; he struck one man down, and wounded an-
other. But Ralph now joined them, and the pressure
of numbers was too much for him. He received a
sword-thrust through the arm, which obliged him to drop
the weapon, and another at the same moment in the
breast. He fell to the ground, and became insensible.
It was broad day when he again recovered conscious-
ness. He was lying on a pallet-bed in a room wholly
unknown to him; it was very scantily furnished, as
indeed the sleeping rooms of those days for the most
part were. There was a heavy oaken chest against
the wall, one or two rude stools, and a small table by
the bedside; water also stood in a ewer on a slab
in the corner. But there was nothing which gave him
any clue as to the house in which he was harboured.
He turned his eyes to the window, which consisted of
a series of narrow slits in the wall, divided from one
another by massive stone mullions; but there was too
little of the landscape outside visible to give him the
information he desired. He could only see the tops
of one or two trees, and the blue sky beyond. The
sight of these, however, caused him considerable per-
plexity. It was the middle of February, he well re-
membered, when his encounter with De Gauden took
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place; the trees were bare, and the snow lay deep
on the ground. But the elms he beheld opposite to
him were in full leaf, nay, he could almost fancy, change-
ing to their autumnal colour. It seemed, too, as if there
was a long blank in his memory, confusedly broken by
half-recollections of figures moving about the room, and
whispered conversations, of which he did not under-
stand the import. Gradually the particulars of what
had occurred at De Gauden’s house returned on his
memory. He recollected the wounds in his side and
arm: pulling aside the sheet with which only he was
covered—for, according to the invariable practice of
that day, he was lying entirely naked—he looked to
see how the hurts were progressing. They were entirely
healed, and had evidently been healed for some con-
siderable time, for nothing but two scars were visible.
While he was still lost in perplexity, the door opened,
and a stout, middle-aged woman, in whom he imme-
diately recognised Dame Oswald, entered the room
with a cautious step ; but a glance at Bertrand shewed
her that the long-expected change had now taken place.
She uttered an exclamation of satisfaction.

“Now blessed be the name of the holy St. Michael,”
she said, “who hath vouchsafed this mercy. We of
this household offered up a special prayer to him in
thy behalf at early Mass to-day, and see how quickly
the good Saint hath answered. I make my vow that
a candle of the best wax shall burn before his shrine
for six months to come. How dost thou feel, my son?
for I have tended thee so long and so anxiously, that
thou seemest even as a son to me.”
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“ I thank thee, good Dame,” said Bertrand. I scarce
know what, or how much, I owe thee, but I surmise
that it is my life ?”

* Thou owest it rather to Grimbald,” answered Dame
Oswald. “ He it was that brought thee off, or rather
gave such information as enabled us to bring thee off.”

“ Grimbald, the herd ?” repeated Forester. *“Ha, he
accompanied me, if I mistake not, to De Gauden’s house,
I remember that. Pray you, Dame, tell me all that
chanced, for it lies at present very confusedly in my
memory.”

“It is soon told,” said the Dame. * Grimbald, when
he had conducted thee to Ralph de Gauden'’s gate,
did not turn back as he was bidden, but followed thee
at a distance, curious to know what would happen.
The door of the house, and that of the chamber be-
yond were both open, so that he could overhear, and
in part see what passed. Presently he came hurrying
back open-mouthed, with the news that thou hadst been
set upon by De Gauden and his ruffians, and sore
wounded, if not to death. My good man, who is one
of the constables for the hundred, straightway went
down to the house to make inquiry as to what had
passed. He found that thou hadst been consigned to
a heap of straw in an outhouse, with no one to attend
thy hurts; and there would speedily have been an end
of thee, poor lad, hadst thou remained in their hands.
But Messire Ralph was alarmed, when he found him-
self in danger of being called to account for his deed,
and willingly enough consented to hand thee over to
our care, And here thou hast lain all through the
bright spring and summer months, as nigh unto death
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as one can be, who nevertheless ¢omes safe through
it at the last ; and now, thanks to the blessed Saint, thou
art like to be as hale and strong as ever again.”

“ And Salone and Ezra,” exclaimed Bertrand anxiously,
‘¢ What has befallen them all these months ?”

“That no man knows,” returned Dame Oswald.
“No man, that is to say, unless it be Messire de
Gauden. Grimbald said nought to us respecting the
Jew ; who, we have since learned, had been seized by
De Gauden somewhere on the sea-coast, and carried
by him to his house, where he had kept him a prisoner
for some days. No sooner hadst thou been removed,
than he and his servants disappeared, taking Ezra with
them. My husband made inquiry as to whither he had
gone, as soon as he learned the facts; but he could
glean nothing on the subject, except that it was supposed
that the party had travelled towards London. Rumour

- says that De Gauden hath since been employed in con-
veying the Jews, who are now fast leaving England, to
one foreign country or another, and, as he exacts almost
any sum he pleases for their passage, he has already
made money enough to make him a rich man again,
But whether Ezra and Salone are among those whom he
thus transported, no one knows.”

“ I will know though,” said Bertrand, making an effort
to rise from his bed. “I have friends in London, who
have power enough to compel him to render a strict
account of his doings. If he has them still in durance
he shall release them, and pay the penalty of his mis-
doing ; if he has done them any deeper wrong, he shall
heavily abye it.”

. “Lie still, my poor, lad,” said his hostess; * the leech
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says thou wilt not be fit to travel for this month to
come. It is now the end of September only, and
the Jews were not ordered to quit the land until the
tenth of October. And now the good King hath further
extended the time to All Saints Day. Before that, if
thou art patient, thou wilt have recovered thy strength
again. Meanwhile, Oswald will journey up to London,
and leam, if possible, what has become of thy friend.”

“ 1 thank thee a hundred times,” said Forester. “I
will give him letters to Father Nicholas, who is Chaplain
in the Earl of Mortimer's household, which will much
help him in his inquiries. Blessed be the memory of
the holy Father Algar, who taught me to write like any
clerk. Soldier though I am, I have had need many
a time already to be thankful that he did so.”

PR G—

CHAPTER VIIL

It was the last week, and nearly the last day in
October. There was great stir and excitement in the
city of London, and especially in those parts of it that
bordered on the river. The order for the compulsory
departure of all Jews from England, which had been
issued in the July previous, was now on the point of
being rigorously enforced. Great numbers of the pro-
scribed race had already quitted the English shores;
but many still lingered to the last. Perbaps some had
been unable to dispose of such property as they could
not take with them, unless at a ruinous loss; perhaps
some hoped that even at the last moment the order
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might be revoked; perhaps some were incapacitated
by the mere helplessness of despair from taking the
necessary steps for departure; but the time had now
come at last when they could no longer delay. It
had been most positively decreed, that all who should
be found to have remained behind after the festival
of All Saints, should straightway suffer the penalty of
death.

It will be proper in this place to give a brief sketch
of the condition of the Jews under the Norman and
early Plantagenet Kings, and the causes which led to
the present sten, and apparently tyrannical, decree.
Few passages in history are more perplexed and com-
plicated. That the Jews should have suffered less
under the rule of Kings so lawless and merciless as
Rufus and John, than under that of the good-natured
Henry and the upright Edward, is in itself a most
singular fact—only to be accounted for by a most care-
ful consideration of the occurrences of the day, and
the peculiar position, at the time, of this alien race.

During the reigns of the pure Norman Kings, they
were not only tolerated, but protected from injury. The
sovereigns indeed borrowed money of them, after a
fashion, which was very nearly the same thing as open
pillage ; but they suffered none else to oppress them.
Being the only bankers of the day, a careful and thrifty
generation, in the midst of men utterly ignorant.or
reckless in their pecuniary transactions, they acquired
enormous wealth, notwithstanding the exactions of their
protectors, repeated again and again without shame or
scruple.
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The spectacle of their wealth soon rendered them
unpopular. That Jews should live in luxury on gains
wrung from Christians, was an idea odious enough in
itself to the people generally, and at all times. The
feeling was heightened by the crusading spirit, which
at that time largely leavened society. The loans which
furnished the Crusaders with the means of wresting the
Holy Sepulchre from the infidels, were mainly derived
from Jewish lenders. When, then, these adventurers
returned home, after having expended all their money
in the pursuit of barren honour, and found that the
only consequence of their self-devotion 'had been to
involve them in debt to infidels, as obstinate as those
they had gone to Palestine to encounter, it was no
wonder they grew discontented. In the succeeding
reigns, when the struggles between the Barons and the
Kings convulsed the whole land, the Jews adhered, as
a matter of necessity, to the side of the sovereigns,
their patrons and protectors "against the mob violence
which continually. threatened them. But this policy
only heightened the aversion with which they were
regarded. The wars of John against Salisbury and
Arundel, of Henry III. against De Montfort, were car-
ried on, in a great measure, by the help of the Jews.
Thus the public prejudice grew in every generation,
until it culminated in the reign of Edward I.

Its progress was evidenced by tumultuary outbursts,
incited by hideous and monstrous charges made against
them. They were accused of kidnapping Christian boys,
in order to offer them up on a cross, in hate and
mockery of the Saviour’s Passion. This was first al-

I
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leged in the reign of Stephen, A.D. 1145; and re-
peated in that of Henry II., A.D. 1160 and 1181. On
these occasions, the presumed offenders were punished
by heavy fines, a most suspicious result of the inquiry.
Early in the reign of Richard I., the people were per-
suaded that the Jews had formed a design of bewitch-
ing or murdering the sovereign, and a massacre ensued,
" which had to be suppressed by force. In A.D. 1235 and
1243, the stories of their having crucified boys were
revived, with greater evidences of popular fury than
before. Finally, in 1255, so fierce an outcry was pro-
voked by a repetition of the same charge, that at the
inquest held on the supposed victim, all the Jews of
the realm were declared guilty of the crime. Ninety-
one of the leading men were sent to trial as accom-
plices in it ; of whom eighteen were hanged, and twenty
more thrown into prison, to await the like fate.

It is difficult to imagine that any intelligent person
of those days could have believed these allegations to
be anything but idle fancies or calumnies. It has, in-
deed, been suggested that the confessions wrung from
some of these wretched sufferers, by torture and the
fear of immediate death, might have contained some
truth in them—that men goaded to madness by the
extremity of wrong, and having these crimes continually
thrust before their notice, might have become so dis-
eased in mind, as actually to perpetrate them. This,
however, is only an ingenious conjecture. The stories
told by these unhappy wretches bear, on the face of
them, the impress of palpable fiction ; and may vie, in
respect of hideous extravagance, with the calumnies
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circulated by the heathen respecting the early Chris-
tians, or the admissions of guilt made by those con-
demned for witchcraft in the sixteenth and seventeenth
centuries.

But the results produced by these monstrous slanders
shew plainly enough the growth of the national hatred
towards the Hebrew race. In the reign of Edward I.
a new charge was made against them, that of tamper-
ing with the coinage. It is possible that they were
guilty of this, to some extent at all events; but even
here the circumstances attending the accusation are
extremely suspicious. It was not a few only, or even
a considerable number, against whom the crime was
alleged, but the entire Jewish population. Further,
notwithstanding that nearly three hundred were con-
demned and executed for it, this was so far from satis-
fying the commons, that they broke forth into armed
violence against the objects of their hate, and were
only put down by Edward’s prompt interference.

There was yet another cause of the universal abhor-
rence in which they were held, and that was their ob-
stinate refusal to embrace Christianity. Previously to
the reign of Henry III., few attempts, if any, were
made at proselytism. Compulsory baptism, and the al-
ternative of conformity to the Church or instant death,
though frequently employed in other pdrts of Europe,
are unknown to English history. - The Church seems to
have treated them, not only in accordance with the
Scriptural saying, “as heathen men and publicans,” but
as heathens, for whom the message of salvation had
not been designed. With the arrival of the Mendicant
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Orders in England there came a change in this respect.
The Friars zealously preached the Gospel to them, and
obtained royal orders, compelling the principal men
among the Jews to pay careful heed to their teaching.
Henry even founded a “Domus Conversorum” in
Chancery-lane, where those who had renounced their
errors might be protected and maintained. But when,
after long and earnest efforts, no perceptible progress
was made in their work, the preachers began to exclaim
against the inveterate obstinacy which zeal and patience
were unable to subdue: and even the most pious and
charitable men grew weary, and swelled the cry against
them.

The concurrence of all these causes brought matters
to a crisis in Edward’s reign. The nobles, the Church,
and the common people, all had their reasons for hold-
ing the Jews in the bitterest detestation. The King
alone could protect them; and even the power of
Edward, firmly as it was established, might ere long
become insufficient for the purpose. He might well
have thought, that the most merciful policy he could
employ towards them, would be to order their de-
parture from the kingdom ; seeing that if they remained
in it many years, he might be unable to save them from
total destruction. Added to this, probably, were the
strong religious convictions of Edward himself. He
was a great King, but it would be idle to expect him
to be wholly uninfluenced by the current opinions of
his day. Few men can be so even in a private station ;
fewer still, who are set in high places, to administer
the affairs of others. Not improbably, too, he felt that
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to oppose himself singly to his united people, in behalf
of a guilty and accursed race, would misbecome a
Christian king. Doubtless he erred in so thinking, and
the injury to himself and his subjects which followed
from his error, was heavy and lasting. But this is the
most probable explanation of his decree; and if this
theory be not adopted, I .am aware of none which we
can reasonably take in its place.

Whatever may have been Edward’s motives in is-
suing the edict, it caused those against whom it was
directed the deepest suffering. England had not been
a safe or genial home to the Jews, but it was the only
home they had ever known: nor need men be told
that oftentimes sorrow and trial endear the scenes in
which they have been endured, as neither prosperity or
joy can endear them. To be compelied, on a sudden
and for ever, to quit the cherished abode of infancy
and youth, the associations of a chequered life, and the
graves of the beloved dead—to break off, with one rude
wrench, all connection with the past, and go forth into
a strange and unfriendly world to begin life anew, when
the wearied spirit desires nothing but repose—this is
one of the heaviest woes that can befal humanity. And
when this is further heightened by harsh words and
wrongful deeds, when every look and action of those
around drives the iron deeper into the soul, the suffer-
ing becomes insupportable. Bertrand, as he traversed
the rude wharfs contiguous to the Tower, and beheld
group after group of unwilling exiles hurried on board
the ships awaiting them, amid the brutal jests and un-
| restrained outrages of the assembled crowds, was moved
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by the spectacle to an extent that surprised himself.
Possibly, the fact that Salone was a daughter of this
trampled race might have had something to do with
this: but certainly the doubt occurred to him, as it
must have occurred to many an honest mind in those
days, whether such usage of God’s creatures could be
acceptable to Him. Here was a father, striving to pro-
tect his daughters against the coarse insults of a throng
of apprentices, who had made holiday for the occasion ;
here a mother, who had lost one of her children, sepa-
rated from her either in wanton mischief, or by some
zealous Churchman, who designed it to bring up in
his own faith; there a merchant, seeking to recover
some packet of jewels or gold-work, which had been
violently torn from his grasp; there, again, a feeble
old man, whose infirmities made him unable to walk,
entreating to be put to death, rather than forcibly car-
ried to a strange land. Friends, and relatives, and
lovers, who were to be conveyed in different ships,
perhaps to lands widely apart, were being violently torn
asunder. Bertrand would have interfered twenty times
to help these unhappy sufferers, if it had not been that
the urgency of his own business allowed of no delay.

He had been detained nearly a month at Sherbourne,
and it was not till past the middle of October that he
was able to travel by slow stages to London ; and when
at last he did reach the Earl of Mortimer's city resi-
dence, he was obliged to remain for two or three days
inactive, to recruit his strength. Father Nicholas visited
him on the second day after his arrival. The good
Priest, with whom Bertrand was an especial favourite,
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had not been able to send any intelligence of im-
+ portance to Sherbourne by Richard Oswald. Ralph
de Gauden was, indeed, as well known on the wharfs
near the Tower, as the Tower itself. His vessel,
named the ‘ Flower of Castile” in honour of Edward’s
beautiful and gentle Queen, had made repeated voy-
ages during the summer to Italy, and Spain, and Hol-
land, carrying on each occasion considerable numbers
of Jews, from whom Ralph was reported to have
exacted such enormous sums for passage-money, as to
have more than refilled his empty coffers. He was
absent at the time of Oswald’s arrival, but returned
during his stay in London. Attempts were then made
to discover whether Ezra and his granddaughter were
among those already conveyed abroad, or whether he
still had them somewhere in confinement at home. But
all efforts were vain to penetrate the mystery. Ralph
himself peremptorily refused to answer any questions, and
his movements were so skilfully managed, that it was
next to impossible to learn anything about him, which
he wished to withhold. It had now, however, been as-
certained, that he was about to sail for Tunis, and as
this was the last occasion on which he could take any
Jews as passengers, it was certain that he would convey
them on ship-board now, if he had not already done so..

“It was my purpose, my son,” said Father Nicholas,
“to have gone down to the Thames with a guard of
men, just before his ship left the shore, and have
made careful examination of her. But thou hast now
happily arrived thyself, and canst take in hand thine
own business.”
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“] thank thee, Father,” returned Bertrand; “on
what day dost thou say she is to depart ?”

“On the eve of All Saints, so we were informed,”
said the Priest ; “ the day after to-morrow, that is.”

“I shall of course follow your advice,” rejoined Ber-
trand ; “but I think it will be safer if I visit the river-
side to-morrow, and make sure that the truth has been
reported about her. If Ralph connects me in any way
with the inquiries which have been set on foot respecting
Salone—and the chances are that he does—he will not
improbably name a day for his departure later than
the one on which he really means to sail. But I shall
not make my search till the last minute. If he has
Ezra and Salone still in his custody, he will not take
them on board until the day on which he departs.”

On the following day, accordingly, Bertrand repaired,
as the reader has heard, to the waterside. He dis-
covered easily enough the “ Flower of Castile,” a stout,
serviceable vessel of considerable size. Her cargo was

- being stowed away, and a good many of her intended

passengers were already on board. He noticed also
Ralph himself, who was busily engaged in giving the
necessary orders. Whether he was himself observed
by De Gauden he could not be sure, but he fancied
that for a moment the eye of the latter had rested
on him.

Satisfied that the vessel would sail on the following
day, and could not sail earlier, Bertrand returned home.
The next day, taking six stout fellows on whom he
could depend, he proceeded to the wharf. The Earl
of Mortimer’s badge and colours, not to speak of their
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stalwart forms and the keen edges of their partizans,
caused ready way to be made for them through the
crowd. Bertrand marched them straight to the spot
where the “ Flower of Castile” was lying. She had now
apparently got all her cargo on board, and was on the
point of weighing anchor. De Gauden, in fact, ap-
peared to be giving an order for the removal of the
plank which connected her with the wharf, when Ber-
trand, followed by his men, shouldered the bystanders
aside, and crossing the plank, confranted Ralph on the
deck of his vessel.

The latter looked in real or feigned amazement at
the intruders, and then demanded who they were, and
what was their purpose in entering his vessel.

“You need not inquire my name, Ralph de Gauden,”
replied Bertrand; “we are old acquaintances, if not
friends. I have come here to demand of you the per.
sons of Ezra of Sherbourme and his granddaughter,

i whom you have long unlawfully detained in confine-
’ ment, and whom you are now believed to have on board
this vessel.”

“ And by what warrant do you thus presume to in-
trude yourself into this ship, of which I am the owner,
and which has paid all the necessary dues to the royal
officers ?”

¢ By the authority of our good swords,” said Bertrand,
“which you will find sufficient for the purpose. We
seek to do no violence, but merely to ascertain whether
the two I have named are on board.”

Ralph stepped sullenly on one side. ¢ You are the
stronger party,” he said; “and have taken me by sur.
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prise. Moreover, I cannot delay my voyage. Make
what search you will then, but be speedy.”

The examination did not take long, There was but
one lower deck, and in that was gathered a number of
Jews, with their goods and packages of all descriptions,’
leaving no nook or cranny in which anything could be
concealed. Bertrand carefully examined every face;
neither Ezra’s nor his granddaughter’s were among them.
He turned back, passed Ralph, who greeted him with
a mocking snile, and, followed by his men, stepped on
shore. .

The plank was now cast off, the anchor raised, and
the ship swung slowly off into the tide. Bertrand
watched her sadly as she moved down the river; but
she had scarcely gone a hundred yards from the wharf,
when he saw a boat putting off from the opposite shore
with two passengers on board. Bertrand eyed them
suspiciously ; they were muffled from head to foot in
dark cloaks, and seemed to move stiffly and awkwardly,
as though their limbs were confined by bonds. Pre-
sently, the boat touched the vessel's side, and the two
passengers were handed up. The wind blew the folds
of their garments aside, and Bertrand could discern
that they were the persons of whom he was in search.
He rushed instantly down to the water's side, and en-
deavoured to obtain a boat in which immediate pursuit
might .be made, but he could find nothing suited to
his purpose. The heavy row-boats that were lying
about, even if they could have been manned and cast
loose on the instant, would have been left hopelessly
behind in the chase. '
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““ Follow and overtake that ship yonder,” replied an
old oarsman to Bertrand’s repeated requests; there’s
not a boat on the river could do that. She has caught
the wind, and is running along at a pace which will take
her out of sight in a very little time, and she is one of
the fastest sailers on the river too. It would be of no
use trying to catch her.”

“There’s my lord’s own galley lying off the Tower,”
said Piers Marley, one of the men-at-arms, “and her
crew are on board her. She would soon overtake
yonder craft, and, I doubt not, Sir Osborn will give
permission. My lord himself, as thou knowest, has
gone northwards with the King, and Sir Osborn in-
tends to sail for Scotland in her himself, but not till
next week.” '

“Well and happily thought of,” said Bertrand; “I
thank thee from mine heart: I will lose no time in
making the request. Meanwhile, do thou and the
others hasten to the Tower stairs, and inform Geoffrey
Woolstan, who commands her, of what has happened.
Say, I entreat of him of his grace, that he will get all
in readiness for sailing instantly, should I obtain the
required licence.” .

Piers departed on his errand with his comrades, who
were all as well inclined to the adventure as himself,
while Bertrand hurried back to the Earl of Mortimer’s
palace, and sought an interview with Sir Osborn Lang-
ford, the Earl’'s Master of the Horse. He listened at-
tentively to the request of the young man, who was
a favourite with him, as with most of the officers of
Mortimer’s household.
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“Ralph de Gauden,” he repeated; “that name has

been more than once of late brought before the King's
notice, as of 2 man suspected, at least, of more than one
deed of hardship and violence. It will go ill with him,
should this charge against him be proved true. The
King’s compassion is already largely awakened in behalf
of these miserable outcasts, and he has declared his in-
tention of punishing severely any further wrong done
them. Hasten then, good youth, on board the ¢St.
George,” which I believe is, as thou sayest, ready for
sailing at once. Report to me how thou hast pros-
pered on thy return.”
" Bertrand thanked the worthy knight, and hastened
to the river side. There he found that the Captain of
the vessel had complied with his wishes; everything
had been in readiness for weighing the anchor for half-
an-hour past, and in a few minutes more the “St. George”
was on her way.

The shores of the Thames presented a very different
appearance from that which they now exhibit to the eye
of the outward-bound voyager, as he glides by the end-
less array of ships and barges, wharfs and warehouses,
stately mansions and humble dwelling-places, which line
the Thames for many a mile, when London Bridge has
been left behind. Soon the Kentish woods were reached,
rising in slopes one behind the other far inland, and now
rich in the fast-deepening tints of autumn. The noise
and turmoil of the city soon died into silence. Only every
now and then they overtook a bark laden, generally
with wool for the foreign trade, or perhaps carrying
despatches to the ports of Guienne, or encountered
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one returning with its load of foreign merchandise.
A careful watch was kept, and a reward offered to the
first who should descry in the distance the * Flower
of Castile,” easily known by the arms of Castile em-
blazoned on her sterncastle. There was a fair breeze,
and the vessel made its way gallantly down the river.

“Be of good comfort, Bertrand,” said the Captain, as
he noticed the anxious looks which the young man from
time to time cast down the stream. “She is going right
nobly, and be sure is overhauling this villain's vessel
every minute. She cannot be so much in advance, but
that we shall catch her before the mouth of the Medway
is in sight.”

“They had a long start of us,” said Bertrand, doubt-
fully. “Notwithstanding all my haste, and thine too,
good Geoffrey, they must have been gone three hours
full ere we were clear of the city.”

“ Three hours is not enough to make the difference,”
said Woolstan, “in a voyage so long as that to the
Nore. And, even should they have passed that, re-
member, they know nought of our pursuit, and will
be sure to hug the English shore as far as the Devon-
shire coast. Fear not, we are sure to catch them.”

Bertrand felt somewhat comforted by his confident
assurances, but nevertheless continued anxiously to pace
the deck, pausing often to strain his eyes in the east-
ward direction, until the fast-deepening shades of even-
ing made it useless to do so. They were off Gravesend,
when the light of the moon, nearly at the full, rendered
objects on the silent highway again discernible. The
night passed slowly on. The moonlight tipped with
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yellow radiance the leafy eminences of the Kentish
"uplands, and revealed here and there white patches of
the ancient road which ran from Gravesend to Ro-
chester ; and occasionally a peaceful village, with its
.Gothic church in the centre, and its graceful spire,
built as a landmark in that wooded country, was dis-
cerned, nestling, as it were, in the shelter of the em-
bowering forests.- The cry of bird and beast, and
_occasionally the shout of the human voice, came on
the ear. But the river itself presented nothing but
a smooth expanse, unbroken by mast or sail.

The dawn broke at last. They had passed the en-
trance of the Medway, and were proceeding to stand
off somewhat to the north, to avoid the banks of mud
and sand collected near the mouth of the river, when
a cry from one of the seamen drew the attention of all
to a different point of the horizon from that in which
their eyes had been fixed.

““Yonder lies the ¢ Flower of Castile,” said the sailor,
pointing to a vessel at some distance, close to the
Kentish shore. “I know her quite well by sight, and
can almost make out the painting on her stern.”

“You are right,” said Woolstan: “that is the ship
we are in pursuit of. But what could take her into
those dangerous shoals, and at low water too, I cannot
think. De Gauden must have run aground in the dark.”

It matters little what may have caused the mishap,”
said Bertrand, “so long as we have him safe. Can you
approach nearer, Woolstan, or must we board the vessel
in our boats ?”

“The tide is fast rising,” said Woolstan, “and by the
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time we could reach him, there will be sufficient depth
of water to enable us without risk to lay ourselves aboard
of him. Be easy now, Bertrand ; it is impossible that

he can escape us.”
——a

*
CHAPTER VIIL

MEeaNwHILE the “Flower of Castile” had pursued
her way down the river more rapidly than Geoffrey
Woolstan had supposed. The sailor on the Tower
wharf had been right in declaring her to be the swiftest
vessel under canvas of any belonging to the port of
London, and Ralph’s long experience enabled him to
handle her skilfully. It was doubtful whether the * St.
George” really had the advantage of her. At all
events, when the sun set, the “ Flower of Castile” was
ten or twelve miles at least in advance of her rival
At nightfall, the unhappy exiles on board of her laid
themselves down to obtain what rest they might; and
Ralph took advantage of the comparative quiet, to
make his final proposal to his two captives.

Of these, Ezra had been in his power for nearly a
twelvemonth past. In the course of the previous
winter, the old man, who had long foreseen that Ed-
ward would take the decisive step of banishing all the
Jews from his dominions, received private information
confirming his fears. He thereupon took his grand-
daughter to London, and having left her in the charge
of some friends, endeavoured to secure some means
of leaving England before the blow should fall. He
chose Bristol as the most suitable place for this pur-
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pose ; but unfortunately, in the month of January, while
he was in that city engaged in bargaining for his pas-
sage, he accidentally encountered Ralph de Gauden, who
was on the point of sailing for London. Ralph laid
violent hands upon him, and conveyed him on board
his vessel, on a pretended charge of treason. On his ar-
rival in London, he conveyed him for greater security to
his own house at Sherbourne, where he made the proposal
which the reader has heard. After the encounter with
Bertrand, De Gauden thought it safest to return to the
neighbourhood of London, taking the Jew with him.
Ralph occupied an old house a few miles from the city,
in a spot as wild and lonely as the Marches of Wales.
Here Ezra remained his prisoner, resisting all his cap-
tor’s attempts to induce him to consent to his designs,
or reveal to him the place where his granddaughter was
concealed. It is probable that he would have remained
behind in -England, and undergone the sentence of
death as the penalty of so doing, but for Salone herself.
She knew that her grandfather was De Gauden’s prisoner,
and the peril in which he was placed. =~ When, there-
fore, the fatal First of November drew near, and there
appeared no hope of his escape, she took the step of
surrendering herself to De Gauden, on condition of his
conveying her grandfather and herself to Tunis.

Greatly elated at the success of his manceuvres, De
Gauden now arranged his final plans. Once on board
the “ Flower of Castile,” both his prisoners were en-
tirely in his power. If Ezra chose to give him his
money, together with his granddaughter in marriage,
and Salone consented to the arrangement, Ralph would
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prefer that mode of settling the matter. If they con-
tinued obstinate, he had the means of compelling them,
and would use them without hesitation. He caused
them to be conveyed to the small cabin near the stern,
appropriated to himself; and here, late in the night, he
bad a final interview with them.

The result exasperated him to the utmost. It is dif-
ficult to say whether the indignation which Ezra ex-
pressed at his lawless violence and infamous knavery,
or the scorn and horror with which Salone shrank from
his alliance, incensed him most. After some hours
passed in unavailing remonstrances, and equally un-
availing threats,- Ralph ordered some of his men to
keep watch over the prisoners that they did not escape,
and then went on deck himself to regain his composure.

It was long before he could do this, and when at last -

the heat of passion passed away, it was succeeded by,
a dogged determination to have his revenge for the
affront he had received. The night passed on, and
it began to draw near morning, while he was still ponder-
ing over the best mode of accomplishing his purpose.
The ship was now nearing the mouth of the Medway,
and De Gauden could see, by the dim light, the long
range of sahd-flats, over which there was now only a
few feet of water. The tide was fast ebbing, and in
the course of another hour the greater part of the sand

would be dry. Suddenly an idea seemed to suggest -

itself to him. There were at this time only two men

on deck beside himself, the look-out man and the

steersman. Taking the rudder himself, he despatched

both the men below on different errands. He now
K

e o
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altered the course of the ship, making directly for the
shoals, and presently a sudden shock gave warning
that she had run upon a sandbank. Crew and pas-
sengers rushed on deck in alarm and astonishment. But
Ralph quieted their fears, assuring them that, although
he had mistaken his course in the doubtful light, no
injury had been done. The vessel was, indeed, fast
upon a bank, and could not be got off again until
the flow of the tide; but the detention of a few hours
was the worst they need anticipate. All parties were
much relieved at this assurance—more particularly at
the Captain’s unusual complaisance. The greater part
remained on deck, contemplating the scene before them,
which now began to be illuminated by the rays of the
rising surm.

The surrounding landscape was varied and lovely. To
the right were seen the rich pastures of the Kentish
coast, interspersed with forests, mainly of elm and oak ;
on the left was the broad river, the Essex shores fading
dim and hazy into the distance. In front lay Sheppey,
with its broken outline of lofty cliffs on the north, and
its low marsh-lands on the southern side. A few miles
to the south-east might be discerned the massive but
crumbling walls of the ancient palace of the Saxon kings,
known at this period as Cyningburgh, but afterwards
named Queenborough by Edward III1., in memory of
his consort, Philippa. Close under the bows of the
vessel there was now a stretch of sand, firm and hard,
and extending for a considerable distance towards the
shore, though it was everywhere cut off from it by deep
channels of sea-water,
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De Gauden now suggested to his passengers that
they should relieve the monotony of their position
by walking on the cool sands, and endeavouring to
catch some of the crabs and lobsters which the receding
tide had left exposed. The proposal was readily enough
adopted, and before long, all on board excepting the
crew, had quitted the ship. Salone and her grandfather
were among the first to descend. It was their first
opportunity of privacy since their re-union ; and it needs
not to add, that they had much to say to one another.
They retired to a long strip of sand at some distance,
and were soon engaged in anxious coenverse. The
hours passed away unheeded, until they were roused
at last by a shout from the Captain, who summoned
them to re-enter the vessel, which was now nearly
afloat agaim.

“Stand aside,” shouted De Gauden to the throng
of passengers gathered on the patch of sand immediately
under the vessel's counter. “You would not take pre-
cedence of the lady ! Let her be lifted on board first.”

A rope was accordingly lowered, and Salone having -
been secured to it, was hoisted up and received by
the Captain.

“You had better go below,” said De Gauden, ad-
dressing her as soon as she was safely on board ; “ there
will be great confusion on deck presently. Convey the
lady to my cabin,” he added, to one or two of the men
who stood by. _

Salone accordingly followed her conductors; and
Ralph, turning away, began to busy himself with pre-
parations for getting the ship off into deeper water,
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—neither he nor his crew paying any heed to the crowd
of Jews, who were calling out to the sailors to be quick
in drawing them up, as the tide was fast rising. Ten
minutes passed in this way, during which the flood
came in so fast as to cover the spot on which the Jews
were standing, some of them being over their shoes
in water. Suddenly it seemed to occur to them that
treachery was designed. Instead of simply entreating
the sailors not to keep them longer waiting, they began
earnestly to implore that their lives might be spared.

Still, no attention was paid them: the tide began
to rise higher, and now covered their knees. Sa-
lone heard their cries, and endeavoured to rush on
deck, but was restrained by two of De Gauden’s men,
who had stationed themselves at the cabin-door. She
joined her screams to those of the unhappy sufferers,
but both were alike disregarded. The crew of the
“Flower of Castile,” brutalized by many a scene of
rapine and massacre, felt no more compassion for the
sufferings of their victims, than the angler does for
the worm that is writhing on his hook.

At length the vessel was found to be completely
afloat. The sails were spread, and the helm put about;
but before she swung out into deeper water, De Gauden
stepped to the bulwarks, and calmly contemplated the
cluster of unhappy wretches who, nearly up to their
waists in water, were pleading in the anguish of their
hearts for deliverance from the death now on the very
point of swallowing them up.

" “Wherefore do ye call upon me for help?” he in-
quired with a sneer. “I am not of your people.
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Wherefore do ye not call upon Moses, who delivered
your fathers from the Red Sea? Surely he will open
a passage for you to the shore in answer to your ,
prayers.”

Even as he spoke the vessel glided out into the
stream, and re-commenced its course down the river.
Ralph and his companions were so absorbed in watch-
ing the struggles of their victims, as one after another
they were sucked down by the rising waves, that they
failed to notice the approach of a large galley, bearing
the standard of the Mortimer at the mast-head, which
for the last ten minutes had been making directly for
them. The shock of the two ships striking against one
another was the first warning they had of the presence
of their pursuers; and it was then too late. to attempt
flight or resistance, if indeed either had been possitle.
Bertrand was the first to leap on deck, followed by
Geoffry Woolstan, Piers Marley, and a dozen others.
The crew of the “Flower of Castile,” caught in the very
act of flagitious murder, remained each man in his
place, attempting peither defence nor entreaty.

The shrieks of the miserable Jews had by this time
subsided into a few faint and inarticulate cries; but
Salone still continued to pour forth hér entreaties for
mercy to her countrymen, distracted as she was by
anguish and horror. Bertrand recognised her voice,
and thrusting aside the men who were keeping guard
at the cabin-door, rushed in to her rescue.

“It is I, Salone,” he exclaimed, “it is I, your Ber-
trand. Lay aside your fears, you are safe now.”

¢ Bertrand, Bertrand |” she exclaimed, in an agony of
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mingled terror and delight. “If it is indeed you, save
my grandfather, whom the wretch De Gauden has left
to perish.”

“ Your grandfather, left to perish!” repeated Bertrand.
“ Where is he then? what mean you ?”

“He 1is there, he is there!” said Salone, frantically
pointing with her hand through the cabin window to
the now distant shore of Sheppey. “ De Gauden induced
my countrymen on board this ship, to land on yonder
sandbank, and then treacherously sailed away, leaving
them to drown.”

“ The wretch!” exclaimed Bertrand, springing on deck,
as the meaning of her words flashed upon him. “But
there may yet be time to save some of them.” A boat
was instantly lowered, and Bertrand and half-a-dozen of
the sailors of the “St. George,” to whom he had hurriedly
communicated the dreadful tale, sprang on board, and
rowed for the shore. As they approached it, they could
perceive here and there a head still above water, where
a strong man had still contrived to keep his footing,
or a stout swimmer was battling with the waves, though
nearly exhausted. Some half-dozen, all men in the
lusty vigour of life, were drawn into the boat and
saved. But the aged, the women and the children,
had all sunk helplessly beneath the tide. The corpses
of most were recovered when the tide again sank, and
were decently interred; but some were swept out to
sea, and were never seen again. Among these last was
that of Ezra Ben Hamuel.

Bertrand returned to the vessel with the few he had
been enabled to rescue. He first compelled De Gauden
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to restore to these the property which belonged to
them, and then put them on board the first outward-
bound ship that he encountered, and bade them fare-
well.  His next step was to put Ralph de Gauden
and his crew in irons, distributing them between the
two ships, which returned to London together. Here
he gave them into the custody of the city officers on
charge of murder, and saw them safely lodged in prison.
This accomplished, he sought an interview with Salone,
She had been so overwhelmed with horror at the scene
she had witnessed, and her distress was so great when
she had been informed of Ezra's fate, that Bertrand had
deemed it wiser to leave her entirely to herself during the
homeward voyage. But when a day or two had passed,
and it was reported that she had now somewhat re-
gained her calmness, he was admitted to her presence.
She was sitting sadly on a low chair by the hearth,
apparently buried in thought, when the young man
entered. But she rose to welcome him, and a deep
blush overspread her face as her eyes encountered his.
Bertrand drew her towards him, and pressed her to his
bosom. Both felt that the crisis of their fate had now
come. Bertrand knew that great as his influence with
the King might be, it would not avail for the protection
of Salone, if she still continued determined in her re-
jection of Christianity. She would be compelled to
leave England, at once and for ever, and be hopelessly
lost to him. And yet could he hope that what Father
Algar's arguments and entreaties during so many years
had failed to effect, would be accomplished now in the
one single interview, which alone. would be possible?
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But he must make the attempt, and at once, or even
this opportunity would be lost. As he hesitated a mo-
ment, doubting in what words it would be best to begin
his appeal, he noticed that she had an ornament hang-
ing round her neck which she certainly had not worn
. on board the ship, or, to his knowledge, ever before.
It was a small gold crucifix. He uttered a cry of de-
light, and bending forward, reverently kissed it.

“ Oh, Salone,” he exclaimed, “ dost thou indeed wear
this holy sign, in token that our faith is one ?”

“Yes, my beloved,” she answered in a low tone. “It
has been one these five years past. The good Father
Algar's words fell not unheeded on my ear. The creed
of the Church seemed ever beautiful in mine eyes; but
for a long time I could not accept it, because none who
professed to hold it, appeared to me to practise it. But
the good Father's example taught me that this was not
so; and that which was the rule of his daily life, I
learned to see might become mine also,”

“It now only remains then,” said Bertrand, “that
thou shouldst be admitted by Baptism into the Church’s
fold.”

“ Neither is that necessary,” returned Salone. “ When
I said I had been one in faith with thee for these five
years past, I meant that I had been one not only in
heart, but in fact. I told the good Father that my eyes
were fully open to the truth, and that I was prepared to
make public profession of my change of faith, if he thought
such my duty. But I told him also that it would break
my grandsire’s heart, that he would feel himself bound
to separate himself from me, and never behold my face
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again. I spoke of the love and tenderness with which
he had reargd me, and the cheerless and solitary old
age which must then be his portion. Father Algar
resitated long, and at last told me that he would grant
me a dispensation from attending the services of the
Church in public. He said that my conversion had
been mainly caused by thy presence, Bertrand, in our
house ; and that thou knowest,” she added with a blush,
¢ is true enough.” :

Bertrand silently pressed his lips to her forehead, and
she went on.

“The Father, therefore, said that he could not think
that Ezra’s good deed in rescuing and rearing the poor
orphan child ought to recoil upon him, as it were, with
penalties so heavy. I need not tell thee how I thanked
and blessed him.”

“ And he baptized thee in secret, and continued so
to minister to thee ?” suggested Bertrand.

“Yes, and no one knew it, until the day when my
grandfather was carried to prison. I would not suffer
him to tell even thee, Bertrand, earnestly as I longed
that thou shouldst know it, for fear the letter should
meet other eyes than thine. I lived ever on the hope
of thy speedy return.”

“That hope has sustained me also,” said Bertrand.
¢ But now this matter must n>t be longer delayed. Hast-
thou any proof of thine admission to the Church?”

“1 have Father Algar’s attestation,” said Salone; ‘“he
gave it me on the day before our flight to London, not
knowing, as he said—and said, alas, only too truly—that
we might ever meet again, I have carried it ever since
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enclosed in a small bag, and have worn it, together with
the crucifix—that also was the Father's gift—next my
heart.”

“ Giye it to me,” said Bertrand ; “and we will now go
to Father Nicholas together.”

The rest of our tale may be told briefly enough.
Father Nicholas, satisfied of the truth of Salone’s state-
ments, consented to celebrate a marriage between her
and Bertrand, which took place in the presence of Sir
Osborn Langford, Geoffry Woolstan, and several of
Bertrand’s brother squires, a few days afterwards. Then
Bertrand was sent northwards to learn the King's plea-
sure respecting De Gauden, who was now lodged in
one of the Royal prisons. The offence having been
committed against aliens, and aliens, moreover, who
had been formally banished from the King’s dominions—
the authorities scarcely knew how to deal with it, and
agreed that it had better be referred to the King for
his special judgment thereon. Bertrand accordingly
set out, following the route of Edward, who with his
consort was travelling slowly towards Scotland. He
had not expected to overtake him south of the Tyne;
but when he reached Lincoln, he learned that Edward
had been detained there by the saddest sorrow of his
life—the death of his beloved Eleanor. Bértrand found
the King plunged in the deepest affliction, having sus-
pended for the time his journey to Scotland,—all im-
portant as he had accounted it—and preparing to follow
the body to its final resting-place in Westminster Abbey,
as soon as the necessary preparations had been made.
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But the King, even in the depth of his distress, did not
neglect the duties of his station. He sent for Bertrand,
as soon as he was apprised of his arrival, and listened
to the details of his story. He then resolved that
Bertrand should accompany him back to London, and
that, immediately after' the conclusion of the funeral
ceremonies, Ralph de Gauden should be brought to
trial to answer for his deed.

In a few days, accordingly, the melancholy cortége
set out, travelling slowly from town to town on its
way southward, and resting generally at some great
monastery or cathedral church, where Mass for the
dead was duly celebrated. At each of these places,
thirteen in number, the sorrowing husband afterwards
erected a cross of stone on the spot where the beloved
corpse had rested. Three of these, the most exquisite
memorials of all Church architecture, still remain—at
Geddington, Northampton, and Waltham,

Arrived in London, Edward first saw due honour
rendered to Eleanor’s remains, and then applied him-
self to the affairs of the realm. One of his first orders
was for the trial of Ralph de Gauden; and‘the crime
with which he was charged having been proved against
him by the evidence of several witnesses, he was con-
demned to death, and hanged at Smithfield. It having
been proved that his debt to Ezra had never been
discharged, De Gauden’s house was declared to have
been the property of Ezra, and was allowed, together
with all his other possessions, to pass to Salone. Here
she retired, while Bertrand, following his sovereign to
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the Scottish wars, grew in renown and favour, and
was finally knighted by the King’s hand after the fall
of Stirling,  After the reduction of Scotland he returned
to Warwickshire, and settled on his estate, where for
many generations afterwards his descendants held a dis-
tinguished place in the records of the county.
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MARK’'S WEDDING.

¢ The bridal party stood silent with astonishment.”—(p. 238.)




MARK’S WEDDING,

OR

LOLLARDY:

A
TALE OF THE TIMES OF HENRY V,






Bark’'s Wedding, or Tollardy.

—_——

CHAPTER L

A LARGE concourse had assembled near the village
of Bromlegh in Kent, one fine autumn evening, in
the year of grace 1413. The common land, in the
days of which we write, extended from the top of
Lewisham Hill, as far at least as the village of Farmn-
borough; and the traveller, as he journeyed on his
way to Canterbury, was gratified alike by the bright
yellow hues, and the sweet scent of the countless
patches of broom, with which the heaths were dotted,
and whence the name of the village is derived. But
Bromlegh Hill could boast of other beauties, also. On
the northern side there was a lovely prospect of wood-
land scenery, extending from the heights of Shooter’s
Hill on the banks of the Thames on the one hand, to
those of Chisethurst on the other; the villages of Mot-
tingham and Eltham occupying the middle ground.
Here and there the turrets of some castellated man-
sion, the combination of fortress and dwelling-house,
characteristic of that day, rose out of their screen
of embowering trees ; among which those of the royal
palace, at present occupied by the newly -crowned
Henry V., were most conspicuous.

The occasion which had brought the good folk of
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Bromlegh and its neighbourhood together, was an
archery match between the bowmen of the above-
named village and those of Eltham ; which, as the
reader has heard, lay at a few miles distance. Com-
plaints are continually made in the proclamations of
the later Plantagenet Kings, of the neglect of archery,
in favour of games at once of inferior interest, and of
no national importance. But these must be taken
cum grano. 'Their real meaning probably was, that the
practice of the bow did not occupy the exclusive at-
tention of the English peasantry; as, according to the
ideas of the warlike sovereigns of those times, it ought
to have done. At all events, no one who beheld the
scene now under description, would have conceived
the notion that the pastime had lost its prestige with
the Kentish yeomen. All the shops had been closed
for the day; the village street was well-nigh deserted ;
and the common was thronged by gaily-dressed mez
and women, gathering in many a joyous group under
the ancient elms, which stretched in one continuous
line along the summit of the hill. To be sure, there
were other attractions beside those of the match itself.
The fame of the contest had spread far, and brought
together a host of persons, who then, as in our own
times, made it their occupation to attend fairs and
merry-makings, and rid the villagers of such cash as
their slender purses might contain. Here a group of
tymbesteres—dancing girls, that is to say,— whirled
round in their uncouth and fantastic dance, to the
clash of their tambourines; there the morris- dancers
performed their more regular measures, accompanied
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by pipe and tabor. .Here were jugglers with their
" time-honoured tricks and oft-repeated jests, welcome
as ever to the youthful portion of the audience; here,
again, fortune -tellers proffered their wholesale assur-
ances of success in love or war, or any enterprise in
which their customers might be engaged. At some parts’
of the ground the quintain had been set up, or spaces
enclosed by ropes, where games of various kinds might
be played—kayles, a kind of ninepins at which a
truncheon was thrown ; cloishes, where a ball was sub-
stituted for the truncheon, being nearly the same as
the skittles of our time; loggats, where bones were
used instead of stick or ball—the latter, apparently,
being the favourite amusement of the “idle apprentice ”
of the day. Less innocent diversions also were to be
met with. In one corner a bear was chained to a post,
to be baited by dogs, when a sufficient sum had been
raised to remunerate the owner; in another, an unhappy
cock had been fastened to a stake, as a mark for the
missiles of all such as chose to pay for the entertain-
ment; in a third, a crowd was gathered round some
travelling gleeman, who rehearsed his tale of love or
battle to a sympathising audience.

But, notwithstanding these manifold attractions, the
main interest of the day was concentred on the butts;
which had been fixed on the long stretch of ground
lying to the north-east of the village—nearly at the
same spot on which the pious Warner, two centuries
and a half afterwards, erected his noble hospital for
clergy widows. So dense was the crowd here assem-
bled, that it was only by continual remonstrances, en:

L
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forced by sturdy blows from the butt-ends of halberts,
that the space necessary for the free movements of the
competitors could be kept clear; and the interest of the
people appeared to increase as the contest proceeded.
Earlier in the day the trial had gone somewhat against
Bromlegh—the men of Eltham, several of whom be-
longed to King Hal's own body-guard, having outshot
their opponents by a dozen hits at the least. But
this was only at the target practice, and the strength
of the Bromlegh men had always lain in their butt-
shooting. When this commenced, later in the after-
noon, it was speedily discovered that the Eltham archers
would gain no easy victory, even if they gained a vic-
tory at all. As the struggle proceeded, the score of
the Bromlegh men continued to improve, every addi-
tional end giving them a better prospect of overtaking
the lead of their antagonists.

Upon the edge of the practice-ground, on the side
nearest to Farnborough, rose the wall enclosing the
domains of the bishops of Rochester; who had made
Bromlegh their place of residence ever since the days
of the early Saxon kings. The ancient palace, built
by Gilbert de Glanville in the latter part of the twelfth
century, replacing a still older structure, stood about
a bowshot from the entrance of the park surrounding it,
and might be distinctly seen from the archery-ground.
The solid old walls seemed to be as firm as when they
were erected, more than two hundred years before; and
they were destined still to last undisturbed for more than
twice that period. On the north side of the palace, not
far from the entrance-gate, was the famous well of
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St. Blaise, the patron saint of the town. The medicinal
virtues of this spring were so highly celebrated in those
days, that few travellers were wont to pass the spot with-
out tasting its waters, and offering a prayer in the small
chapel immediately adjoining. Just outside the entrance-
gate, the houses which composed the straggling village
began, extending down to the London road, and on
either side of the latter for some little distance. Some
few of these were built of stone; but the great majority
were of the description usually known as “black and
white,” being composed of massive timber frames, in-
tersected by diagonal beams, with the interstices filled
with lath and plastering, sometimes worked into quaint
patterns, gaily coloured and gilded.

At the other end of the archery-ground stood the hos-
telry of the “Crown,” a long, low-windowed, many-gabled
building, constructed of timber and plaster, like those
just described, and having a huge wooden staircase
in front, by which its upper rooms were approached.
Under the stately elms, which extended along one
face of the building, rustic seats and tables were ar-
ranged ; while from one of the largest branches was
suspended the landlord’s sign, coloured anew for the
occasion by some local artist. On one of these benches,
placed at some distance from the rest of the company,
three men were seated, all of them in the flower of
their years, and dressed nearly alike, though the ex-
pression of their faces was very different. One of
them, a tall and well-grown youth, of one-and-twenty or
thereabouts, was watching with eager anxiety the pro-
gress of the match, Another, some three or four years
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older, was a man of more powerful build, but the ex-.
pression of his features was stern and saturnine, and
he seemed to contemplate what was passing with a mix-
ture of scorn and anger. The third, who was nearly
of .the same age as the one last named, and had an
intelligent and handsome face, looked on calmly and
sedately, apparently not entirely sharing the sentiments
of either of his companions. '

The first-mentioned of the three was too deeply ab-
sorbed in the issue of the struggle, to pay much heed
to the different moods of his companions. Ever and
anon he broke out into some sudden exclamation,

“Ha, a clout, a clout!” he cried on one of these oc-
casions ; “a clout, and in the very centre too, I make
mine avow. Well done, Stephen Brand! Saw you that,
‘Mark? Saw you that, Master Graves? That is the
third stout Stephen hath got since we have been
sitting here. Our village shall win after all, and the
King’s men go back to Eltham with the cocks’ combs
cut, which they carried so proudly this moming. Why,
how now, neighbours; care ye not for the honour of
our parish, that ye will not give worthy Stephen so
much as a cheer?” .

Mark started as he heard Hugh’s words, and looked
hastily round. “Nay, Hugh,” he said, “I wish our
-village all success; but Jasper's thoughts and mine, at
the moment, were engrossed by a different matter.”

“Aye, indeed, and what see ye in the.road out
" yonder, that should move ye, more than a stout stand-
up battle, in which your own neighbours are engaged ?”

“] see a sight which gives me but little pleasure,
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Hugh Weaver,” said Graves; “a sight, which verily is
a shame and a reproach to a Christian land. Aye,
there they go! Itis even as good Master Lydell saith,
the blind leading the blind, and deep is the ditch into
which both have fallen.”

Hugh rose from his seat, partly in surprise at his
companion’s words, and partly because he perceived
that the curiosity of the bystanders generally was be-
ginning to be attracted by some object which had just
come into sight. A single glance explained everything.
A cavalcade, consisting of some twenty or thirty riders,
had surmounted the brow of the hill, and was advancing
at a leisurely pace towards the hostelry. All present
recognised their destination and purpose, and the more
pious among the spectators crossed themselves,. and
muttered an “ ora pro nobis” under their breath.

On they came, at what has been described as a lei-
surely pace—a snail's pace we should account it in
these locomotive days; but the roads were deep in °
mire, and the horses of some of the party of the sor-
riest, and heavily weighted into the bargain; and as all
made a point of keeping together throughout the pil-
grimage, their rate of progress was necessarily that of
the slowest of the company. On they came, the very
counterpart of old Geoffry’s description. One or two
knights led the way—men of middle age, who had pro-
bably been ardered to repair to the shrine of St. Thomas
of Canterbury, to expiate some domestic’scandal, or,
perhaps, blood shed in a private quarrel. They were
plainly, almost meanly dressed, in gipons of fustian,
devoid of any ornament, and wore neither jewel nor
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_feather in thelr caps. Their steeds also were capari-
soned like those of men of much lower rank. They
were followed by their squires and yeomen, but the for-
mer, not being like their lords under penance, were
resplendent in all the foppery of the day. Their doub-
lets were of rich velvet, powdered with gold, having
sleeves of an extravagant length, drooping almost to
the ground. Their hose were of the gayest colours,
elaborately embroidered; and their’ hats looped with
precious stones, and surmounted by plumes of various
colours. As for the yeomen, they wore the usual jer-
kin of Lincoln green, and the short sword girded to
the belt—their weather-beaten faces exhibiting scars,
which might be tokens of Shrewsbury or Homildon
Hill. Immediately after these, who by general con-
"sent were regarded as leaders, came a motley throng
of persons of all ages and callings. There were traders
from London or the country towns, in their coats and
hose of sober hue, their Flemish beavers, and stout
leathern boots; ruminating perhaps, as they journeyed
onwards, on certain sharp, but profitable, practices in
the way of business, which had pressed uneasily on
their consciences—damaged goods, it might be, passed
off as new; short measures, doubtful weights, and the
like. Of this burden they were about to relieve them-
- selves at the shrine of good St. Thomas, whilst the solid
profits, they comfortably reflected, would still remain
with them. There were clerks, and nuns, and mendi-
cant friars; some of the latter with their consignment
of pardons for sale, which they might find an oppor-
tunity of profitably vending in the various towns through
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which they passed, or in the city of Canterbury itself.
There were franklins— country gentlemen as we should
now style them—accompanied, in some instances, by
their wives and daughters. The latter, for the most
part, rode on side-saddles, after the fashion introduced
not many years previously ; but some stout dames and
apple-cheeked damsels still adhered to the ancient Eng-
lish practice. There were scriveners, and leeches,
and soldiers, serving-men, farm-labourers, and country
wenches. Every rank and trade had its representa-
tive; whom custom or compulsion, the hope of quieting
a troublesome conscience, or obtaining a larger amount
of credit in the eyes of their neighbours, had sent forth
on one common errand.

The news of their approach had hardly begun to cir-
culate, when the host came bustling forth, scenting his
prey, like a vulture, from a distance. Humbly he doffed
his cap, and volubly he assured the noble knights and
their fellow-pilgrims that the most excellent lodging for
man and beast was afforded by the “ Crown,” sufficient
to accommodate the whole of the holy pilgrims, if they
would but honour him with their company. Not a week
had passed throughout thatsummer, he said, in which there
had not halted two or three such companies as the pre-
sent at his hostelry, on their way to the shrine of the ever-
blessed St. Thomas ; to whom he himself contemplated
the dedication of a candlestick of silver, if, through the
good saint’s intercession, the later part of the summer
should be as profitable as the earlier part had proved.

The knights cut short the host’s volubility by alight-
ing from their steeds, and desiring him to shew the way
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to the best chamber with which he could provide theni.
The yeomen led the horses to the inn stables; while the
remainder of the party, after disposing of their steeds in
like fashion, dispersed in all directions. Some, and
among these the squires were especially conspicuous,
mingled with the throng, still watching with heightened
interest the close of the archery-bout, which seemed to
grow more doubtful with every shaft which was dis-
charged. Delighted with the opportunity of displaying
to advantage their gay dresses and fashionable manners,
they flashed hither and thither, like butterflies in the
light of the evening sun, followed by the admiring eyes
of many a rustic beauty. Others among the pilgrims,
more piously disposed, repaired to the holy spring, of-
fering a thanksgiving to St. Blaise for the prosperity of
their journey thus far, and a prayer for his continued
protection,

Neither Hugh nor Mark had made any reply to
Jasper’s observation. The first-named, after contem-
platmg for a minute or two the approach of the p11-
grims, moved nearer to the scene of action, which was~
a matter of far greater interest in his eyes at the present
moment, than all the pilgrimages which had ever been
undertaken. Mark looked doubtfully, and somewhat
sadly, at the throng of new-comers, but remained silent.
Finding no inclination on the part of his companions to
discuss the subject, Jasper also held his peace, and
a quarter-of-an-hour or so perhaps passed, during which
not a word was spoken. The silence was broken at
last by the return of Hugh, radiant with delight. He
saluted Mark with a joyous thump on the back.
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“Qur champions have won, lads,” he exclaimed;
“what think ye of that? Old Stephen’s last arrow
was a clout, the fourth he hath made to-day, and it
hath turned the score in our favour. I promise you,
the Eltham men will have faces as long as their own
arrows, when they go home and tell their wives and
sweethearts of the drubbing we have given them. Why,
they say that the brave young King Hal himself gave
charge to his men, when they set out this moming,
that they were to be sure to bring home the bugle
which our good Bishop gives as the prize of the day,
or he would hold them cheap, and scarce worthy of
the crests they wear. Why, what ails ye?” he resumed,
after a moment’s pause; “what ails you in especial,
Jasper Graves? Is it yonder company of holy pilgrims
that causes you to look so sour? Why, man, it is
a good work that they do. Father Simon says it is
wholesome for body and soul alike. Nay, there is
full absolution, and an indulgence for I know not how
many days—"

“No one can forgive sins save God alone,” broke in
Jasper Graves; “and as for indulgences, what man can
give another indulgence to sin?”

“Nay, but think of Father Simon,” exclaimed Hugh,
a good deal astounded at these bold words; “hath he
not besn our teacher and guide ever since we ran bare-
legged on the heath yonder—yea, and for the matter of
that, our fathers’ teacher too. Surely he is a good
man and a wise. You, at least, think so, Mark ?”

“I scarce know what to think,” answered Mark,
sadly. “Doubtless, we have been brought up to love
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and reverence Father Simon, who is a good man, and
a kindly. But I know not. God is greater than man;
and Jasper seems to me to say truly, that no man can
give another licence to sin.”

“Lackaday! who would have thought to hear you
speak thus,” exclaimed Hugh. “This comes now of
hearkening to Master Lydell’s teaching, whereof my
father is wont to say, that it savours too much of fire
and faggot for his taste.”

% Master Lydell's teaching, which is that of pious
John Wycliffe also,” exclaimed Jasper, “may indeed
bring a man to the fire and faggots, which ungodly
persecutors set up for the trial of the faithful. To
such an end did it bring the blessed martyrs, William
Sautre and John Badby. To such an end, it may be,
it will bring Jasper Graves, and many a worthier servant
of Christ. Yet, Hugh Weaver, if it bring men to the
fires of this world, it helpeth them to escape the fires
of that which is to come; wherein they who now per-
secute the saints will themselves one day be tormented.”

He raised his voice defiantly as he uttered these last
words, and his vehemence attracted the attention-of
several of the bystanders,—among them one or two of
the Friars, who had formed part of the company of pil-
grims. Hugh Weaver hastened to offer a remonstrance.

“Softly, I pray you, Jasper,” he exclaimed, lowering
his voice as he spoke. “I am not learned in these
questions, though, for the matter of that, I doubt I have
as good means of understanding them as you have.
But there be those present, who may chance to repeat
these words to your hurt—yea, and to Mark’s and mine
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dlso. If a man is not to hearken to his own Priest,
I pray you to whom is he to hearken—"

% And it he is not to obey his lawful sovereign,” inter-
posed another voice, *“whom is he to obey?”

Hugh started and looked round, and was somewhat
relieved to find that the speaker was his father’s gossip,
old Nicholas Allden, a shrewd and somewhat crabbed
old man, who was known to regard the new opinions, as
they were called, with more than common dislike. -

“He is to hearken to those who teach the doctrines
of Christ out of the Holy Scriptures,” answered Jasper,
¢and not the inventions of men—"

“ And he is to obey our liege sovereign, Harry V.,”
added Mark, ¢ to whom all true men render obedience.”

“Say you?” exclaimed Hugh; “by my halidome,
and I am glad to hear those words; for, I promise you,
neither my father nor mother regard these new-fangled
crotchets with any favour, and it would scarce help your
suit with Lettice, were you to profess them.”

“I, too, rejoice to hear these words from Mark
Fletcher,” said old Allden; “but, I trow, Jasper here
will scarce affirm the same.”

“1 uphold and respect all godly princes,” said Jasper,
stoutly, “but none other. Natheless we care not for
the things of this world, and do not seek to meddle
with them.”

“Yet, methinks you are somewhat given to meddle
with them, nevertheless,” said Allden. “It is scarce
three years since Sir John Oldcastle, whom you all
acknowledge as your leader,—it is scarce three years,
I say, since he proposed in Parliament 1o deprive the
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Bishops, Abbots, and Priors of their lands and temporal
possessions, and therewith to pay fifteen earls, fifteen
hundred knights, six thousand esquires, and endow
a hundred almshouses. If that be not meddling with
the things of this world, by St Blaise I know not
what is.”

Mark was silent, but Jasper rejoined, “ It was only
because these lands and revenues were so shamelessly
misused, that godly Sir John so sought to employ
them.” ,

“ Aye, doubtless,” cried Allden; “and it is because
King Hal so shamelessly abuses his royal authority,
I suppose, that you -desire to relieve him of that, and
so stir up rebellion against him.” '

“ Nicholas Allden, we stir no rebellion,” said Mark,
“and it ill becomes you so to malign your neighbours.
Sir John Oldcastle, of whom you have spoken, is a brave
and loyal nobleman. I have heard that it was in no
small sort through his aid that the crown sat safe on
the head of Henry IV.,, our present King’s father. Any-
way, he is a tried and trusted friend of the King’s; for
whom he hath shed his blood in France, and on the
Welsh marches, I know not how many years past. Yea,
and the King loves him well.”

“Think you so,” said Nicholas. ¢ Nay, then, we are
better informed. It is but a short while since that the
King sent for him, urging him to lay aside the rebellious
spirit he manifests towards those set in authority over
him in the Church. Yea, he reasoned with him with
all possible mildness and forbearance. But the knight
answered in terms so violent and rebellious, that the
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good King refused to parley further with him. Call

. you that loyalty and obedience, my friends?”

“The obedience of a subject is only due in things
temporal,” retorted Graves.

“ Doubtless, nor doth he claim it further,” said Allden.
¢ But Sir John refuses it to those to whom it is due, to
wit, the Bishops and Pastors of the Church.”

“ Tell me not of them,” exclaimed Jasper, in a harsher
tone than he had yet employed. ¢ When men abuse
the power entrusted to them, it ceases to be lawful.
Look you there, gossip Allden,” he continued, anxious
perhaps to effect a diversion, as he felt himself to be
somewhat involved in difficulty in the line of argument
he had taken up, “look you yonder at that band of
pilgrims, who are even now on their way to the shrine
of him whom they profanely term St. Blaise—"

‘“Aye, to attend Vespers,” interposed Allden, “as
I myself propose presently to do, when the bell shall
give its warning. Well, what of that? Methinks such
an action well befits those engaged in a pious pil-
grimage.”’

¢ A pious pilgrimage,” repeated the Lollard scornfully.
¢ Chief among these pious pilgrims is Sir James of Ar-
mynne. He is the most notorious man for his de-
baucheries within the city walls; scarce one night in
the week is there that his servants do not carry him
to bed. And there by his side is the young Lord
Fitzhugh, whose hand is red with the blood of one
of his rakehelly companions, slain in some shameless
quarrel.  For these sins against God and man do the
Priests command them to weep and pray, as would
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‘Peter and Paul, yea, and our Master Himself, have
done? Not so. They bid them mount their horses
and ride at their leisure to Canterbury town, and
there bow down and offer gifts at the shrine of
a dead man, who in his life was no wit holier than
themselves. And when they shall have offered these
prayers and gifts, they are straightway assoilzied of their
sins! See you yonder greybeard in the brown cloth
doublet—that is Master Bilney, the most notorious
usurer in London. Many a man hath he brought to
his ruin. Many are the widows' tears and the orphans’
cries, wherewith he is loaded. What matters that? The
present of a golden candlestick or a jewelled pyx to
him whom you call St. Thomas-——costing, it may be, the
hundredth part of the sum he hath wrung from his
victims during the last twelvemonth only—shall wipe
out his account with Heaven, and send him back to
his desk free to open a new score. Call you that
a holy pilgrimage? For my part, I esteem it rather
a mockery of Heaven.”

“ Heard ever man the like,” exclaimed Allden. *What!
shall holy penances be condemned and thrown aside,
because some few would thus misuse them? What holy
thing is there that may not be abused? yet, shall its
lawful use be therefore forbidden? And who art thou,
that takest upon thyself to decide upon high things like
these? St. Mary, but I can tell you a tale which may
teach you the folly and danger of such presumption,
Hearken.—

“It is more than forty years since,—ten years and
more, as I judge, before you were born, and when I was



OR LOLLARDY. 159

little more than twenty years of age. I had got irto
trouble, as young springalds are apt to do, and my con-
fessor, worthy Sir Richard Markham, had sent me on
this very pilgrimage, against which you are now railing.
I remember there was a stout knight, Sir Thomas of
Aldoun, no relative of mine, though he bears nearly
the same name, who was one of the party.”

 Aye, he belonged to this county, did he not?” in-
terposed Hugh.

“He did,” returned Allden; “he was our leader.
Well, we had nearly reached the city of Canterbury,
when we were overtaken by a party of horsemen, at
the head of whom rode a grave and learned Prelate,
in whom several of our party recognised Simon, Lord
Bishop of London. He was on his way to Canterbury,
as well as ourselves.”

“Like enow,” said Graves, scornfully. ‘ What marvel
that a living prelate should be ready to render idle and
superstitious homage to a dead one $”

“You mistake, friend Jasper,” said Allden. “We
had no sooner beheld the Bishdp, than we lighted from
our horses, and went down on our knees entreating his
blessing. But what said he? ‘What!’ he cried, ‘be
ye on your way to Canterbury to obtain remission of
your sins ; yea, and a plenary indulgence at the shrine
of the holy St. Thomas? Be ye all assured that your
errand will do ye no good ; nor will any absolution or
indulgence either profit ye, unless ye repent and forsake
your sins.” What think you of that, Master Graves?”

¢ think he said well,” cried the Lollard. ¢ Oh, that
we had many such Bishops and Priests as he |”
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“ Tarry awhile,” resumed the old man. “We were
greatly amazed, and so were the crowd round us, to
hear such words from one who should rather have com-
mended and encouraged us, and some few muttered
under their breath that it was shame to be so entreated.
But Sir Thomas, he spake boldly out, ¢ What, my Lord
Bishop,’ he cried, ‘do you this dishonour to the holy
St. Thomas of Canterbury? Peril of my soul, but you
shall die a shameful death for such words!" and the
people who heard him shouted, ¢ Amen.’”

“I will be sworn they did,” said the Lollard, bitterly.
“When did the multitude ever fail to echo such a cry?
But, I doubt not, the good Bishop would say, even as
blessed Paul said of the Jews who reviled him, that
it was a small thing that he was judged by them.”

“Tarry yet awhile,” persisted Allden. “I saw no
more of my Lord Bishop for eleven years afterwards,
when, one fine day in June, I was sent on an errand
to the city. I crossed the Thames at Greenwich, and
was on my way across Tower Hill, when there rushed
forth a rabble from the gates of the Tower, armed with
swords and poleaxes. They dragged along with them
an old man wearing the vestments of a Bishop, whom
I at once recognised, though I had seen him but once
before. The mob dragged him to a block of wood, and
held him down, while one of them hacked off his head
with a rusty axe. I bethought me then of Sir Thomas
Aldoun’s words: ‘If any man ever died a shameful
death, it was my Lord Simon of Sudbury.”
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CHAPTER IL !

Jasper Graves had listened with ill-suppressed im-
patience to Allden’s story, and at its conclusion he
would have ‘broken out into some vehement reply, if
Hugh Weaver had not at this moment interposed. “ My
masters,” he said, “an ye will talk of such matters,
let it be after supper, at all events. Hard words are but
a poor substitute for beef and ale. And if we have much
more of this discourse, we shall run a risk of missing
the last named altogether.”

* Hath the Vesper bell sounded, lad?” asked Allden,
apparently somewhat surprised ; “I heard it not.”

“ It hath ceased this ten minutes,” answered Hugh;
“it will be too late for you to attend Vespers now.
My father, I doubt not, hath been expecting us, and
with somewhat scant patience, this quarter-of-an-hour
already. He doth not love the pasty to grow cold,
or the ale turn flat, as methinks you yourself should
know, Master Nicholas.”

“I know it,” answered Nicholas, taking his staff, and
moving off. “I mislike cold viands and stale drink
for the matter of that, as much as my gossip.” Mark
Fletcher followed him,

Hugh looked doubtfully at Jasper Graves. “I fear
it will be vain to ask you to accompany us,” he said ;
“but you shall be welcome if you wilL”

“1 thank you,” said Graves, curtly; “but I have
other work in hand. Mark,” he added; following
the young man, and speaking in a voice which was
inaudible to the others, “I have had no opportunity

M
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of delivering you my message, which relates to matters
nearly concerning the good and worthy Sir John. Can
you not tarry awhile, and hearken to it ?”

“I cannot remain now,” saild Mark, in the same
guarded tone. “ My kinsman expects us, and will be
sore displeased if we loiter.”

“Your kinsman,” repeated Graves, sourly; “your
kinswoman, you mean—Lettice Weaver, for whose sake
“you are prepared to overlook the needs and perils of
your friend and benefactor. Well, go on your way,
Mark Fletcher; you are but like the rest of the world,
I trow, and would fain serve both God and mammon—
only, if the two disagree, mammon carries the day.”

“You are unjust,” answered Mark. “I would do all
that lies in my power for the good knight. If I have
not heard your message, it has been your fault not mine,
and I am ready to hear it, as soon as I leave Weaver's
cottage, which will be within two hours at furthest”

“Two hours,”'repeated Jasper, in a somewhat milder
tone. “Well, that may suffice. Where shall I meet
you when the two hours are expired ?”

“Under the wall of the churchyard, at the south-
eastern corner,” said Mark; “there we shall be free
from interruption.” He hurried after the others as he
spoke, overtaking them just as they reached Miles’s
cottage. '

In a few minutes they were all assembled round the
well-polished oak table. The party consisted of seven—
Miles himself, his wife, his daughter Lettice, his near kins-
woman, Amabel Harradine, and the three new-comers,
All the men were dressed nearly alike, in jerkins and hose,
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and plain flat caps, all of the commonest cloth. This
was not a matter of choice, so much as of necessity,—
the artizans of that day, and for a long time afterwards
being debarred from wearing any cloth that cost more
than two shillings a yard. The laws regarding dress
in those days, do indeed sound strangely in our ears.
It was not journeymen and.labourers alone who were
subject to these restrictions, but their betters also. Men
possessed of less than forty shillings a-year, were for-
bidden to ornament their doublets with fur, or to have
them made of fustian or scarlet cloth; nor were they
suffered to pad them out with stuffing. Their wives and
daughters also were restrained from indulging them-
selves with the finery in general vogue, even though
they should possess the means of gratifying their fancies.
Probably, however, anyone who studies the costume of
the great ladies of that day, will think that their sisters
of lower rank lost but little by this prohibition. Cer-
tainly Dame Weaver in her comfortable gown of home-
spun, with its hood appended, and Lettice in her kirtle
of green cloth and simple head-dress, contrasted favour-
ably with the peaked or horned caps, and the robes
overloaded with embroidery, which distinguished the
high-born dames of King Henry’s court.

The supper which Dame Weaver had provided in honour
of the occasion, was, of course, better than the ordinary
fare of the family, but it was a very humble imitation
of the luxurious banquets in which the upper and middle
classes were wont to indulge. It consisted of a larded
capon, which was placed before the host, and a mutton
pasty opposite to it. No vegetables appeared on the.
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table ; but in their places were simple sauces or pot-
tages as they were called, consisting chiefly of figs or
currants, mixed with cloves and ginger. The carver
divided the food by the help of a stout knife, which
he usually carried attached to his girdle, It was dis-
tributed to the company on wooden platters, and di-
vided into small bits, partly by the help of the knifé—
which was not furnished to the guest, as in modem
times, but with which every person provided himself
as a matter of course—and partly by the fingers, the
use of forks being wholly unknown till some two or
three hundred years afterwards. A leathern jack of
ale stood at the host’s right hand, which was passed
round several times during the meal, each partaking
of it in turn,

No attempt was made, either by Allden or Mark, to
renew the recent conversation. In truth, it would scarce
have been acceptable to old Miles Weaver, who was
a hearty and jovial character, by no means inclined to
encourage ideas like those of Graves ; and as for Mark,
he found the society of Lettice sufficiently engrossing
to exclude all other subjects. She was a good spe-
cimen of the comely English lass of the middle ages,
ruddy of cheek and rosy of lip, her bright blue eye, chest-
nut hair, and ivory teeth setting off her naturally fair
complexion, embrowned by exercise and country air.
There was very little coquetry in her demeanour towards
her lover, for whom she displayed a very evident ad-
miration, laughing heartily at his attempts at wit when-
ever he essayed them. Mark himself was a handsome
young fellow, and now that the uneasy expression had
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vanished which had overclouded his features on the
archery-ground, he seemed a youth who might well at-
tract the regard of any maiden. The tone of the whole
party was unusually jovia. Old Miles himself was
especially pleased at the victory won over the royal
archers, all the more welcome because so little antici-
pated. Dame Weaver and Mistress Harradine were
pleased because the goodman was pleased. The lovers
were in high spirits, old Miles having intimated that
he saw no reason why the wedding should not take
place on the Feast of St. Matthew next ensuing, if Fa-
ther Simon, or Sir Simon Welford, as he was ordinarily
called, raised no objection. Hugh shared his father's
satisfaction at the result of the archery-bout, and was
also rejoiced to have exchanged Jasper Graves's weari-
some talk, for subjects more congenial to his taste. As
for old Allden, he had picked up a piece of information
from one of the royal household, who had been present
at the match, and with whom he had an old acquaint-
ance, which he designed to bring out when the food
had been well disposed of, knowing that it would greatly
excite and interest his audience.

Accordingly, he todk advantage of a lull in the con-
versation, an hour or so after the commencement of the
meal, and addressed his host in a tone which attracted
the attention of all.

“Those were brave days, my gossip,” he said, * when
you and I were young, and good King Edward was win-
ning his victories in France. You remember them,
do you not ?”

“Yea I remember them parlous well,” said the old
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man, rising readily to the bait; “I remember when the
gallant young Prince came home after Poitiers; I was
a lad of fifteen, and walked up to Southwark to see
the show. The Prince and the King had landed at
Sandwich, and rode up by easy stages to London;
where a train of a thousand citizens in their best attire
came out to meet him, with the Lord Mayor at their
head. They had thrown arches across the streets, and
there were banners, and goodly tapestry, and shining
armour hung up in every window. Presently, the
Prince came up, dressed as plainly as any of his men-
at-arms, and riding on a small pony, and there was the
King of France on his cream-coloured charger, all
scarlet and gold and jewels, from spur to helmet. You
should have heard how the people shouted,” continued
the old man, his eye kindling at this stirring.reminiscence
of his youth. ¢ Methinks I have never heard a lusty
English cheer since then.”

“You may chance to hear the like once more ere
long,” remarked Allden.

1 scarce think so,” said Miles.

“ Nay, there may be fighting in France yet again,”
said Allden oracularly.

“ By my halidom,” observed Hugh, ¢ there is fighting
enow already in France, if the half of what we hear be
true. Report says that the Frenchmen do little else
but cut one another's throats. But I see not wherefore
we should cheer on that account.”

“Nay, but there may be fighting between the French
and ourselves,” said Allden. “In plain parlance, our
brave young King is minded to claim the inheritance
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of his fathers; and if they refuse it him, he will cross
the seas with as gallant a following, as ever the Black
Prince led in the days of which you were speaking.”

“ What say you,” interposed Amabel, “more French
wars? Now our Lady forbid! Methinks English blood
and English treasure enow were wasted in France in the
days of our fathers, without reviving them in our own.”

“ Aye, say you so?” said Miles, more good-humour-

edly than might have been expected. “Well you lost
2 good husband in those wars; and .it were hard to
blame you for misliking them.”
- % As good a husband as ever put a ring on 2 woman’s
finger,” said Amabel. “ Truly, it was a black day when
Sir John Chandos’s troop lay onme night at Higham
Ferrars, on his way to the sea-coast, and took away
I know not how many of the village lads, and my
Simon among them, to fight the French, all along of
his knowing how to handle his bow so deftly. We
had scarce been wedded six months, and he told me
he would come back with a capful of nobles, but alack,
he never came back at all.”

¢ Aye, the men of Higham Ferrars were skilful enough
with the bow,” said Miles. “If the Eltham lads had
had some half-dozen of them in their company to-day,
they would scarce have left the bugle behind them,
as they have done. Well, I find no fault with you for
upholding your native village, as you are wont to do.
Have I not cause to praise it myself, seeing it was there
that I fell in with Dame Weaver, who hath made a pass-
able wife, as the times go. What, Mark lad, how now?
Are you going thus early? It wanteth a quarter-of-an-
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hour of curfew yet, and on a day like this it were hard
indeed if one might not indulge a little.”

“T crave your pardon, my kinsman,” said Mark, “it
would pleasure me much to stay; but I have a matter
in hand which may not be postponed.”

. As if anxious to avoid further explanation, he took
his cap from off the peg on which he had hung it, and
vanished through the doorway. -

- ¢ Matter in hand,” muttered the old man, as he be-
held him depart. ¢ What matter should a man have
in hand at this hour of the night? I trust the lad hath
not gone to join the roysterers who are holding a drink-
ing-bout at the ‘Mitre,’” he added somewhat angrily.
¢ An I thought he had—"

“No, neighbour, it is not that,” said Allden. “ The
springald is mazed with these new teachers, and more
especially with Jasper Graves, who came among us (as
you know) some three months ago.”

% Yea, I know him—know him right well,” rejoined
Miles testily. “He is the pestilent Lollard, against whom
Father Simon warned our household last spring. St.
Mary, he shall be no son-in-law of mine, who hath aught
to do with him. Lettice, my girl, look to this. I had
as lief that you should wed the Evil One himself, as
one of these new-fangled rebels against Church and
Crown, whom they call Lollards. Yet I will not be-
lieve it either,” he added more calmly. * Mark’s father
was mine old comrade, and had nought to do with
either traitors or heretics. Know you aught of this?*
he continued, turning to Lettice, who had thrown her
apron over her head, and was sobbing bitterly.
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“Know you aught of it, I say?” he repeated more
sharply, as he noticed her distress.

‘ Alas, father,” said Lettice, “it is all Master Graves's
doing. Mark was as true to his Church and King as
you are yourself—"

“ Was as true,” thundered the old man. ¢ What!
you mean he is true no longer. Then, by heavens,
all shall be at an end between you and him, let who
will say to the contrary.”

¢ Oh, father, be not hasty,” said Lettice. “Mark loves
and honours you. Be sure he will pay heed to your
words, if you will but have patience with him.”

¢ Patience, girl, with a heretic and a rebel! Methinks
you should know your father better than to ask him that.”

The others now interposed with more judicious coun-
sels, urging Miles to suspend his wrath until he had
more certain assurance on the subject. With some
difficulty the old man was induced to resume his seat
at the board, from which he had started up in the
plenitude of his indignation ; and Allden returning to
the topic he had started, old Miles’ equanimity was
presently somewhat restored. Yet he did not betake
himself to his rest that night, without having repeated
to Lettice his solemn assurance, that unless the lad
should altogether cast off the pestilent opinions, which,
as it seemed, he had adopted—betrothal, or no betrothal,
—he should be no husband of hers.

Meanwhile, Mark had been holding an interview of
no very agreeable character with his new-made friend,
Jasper Graves, in the retired corner of Bromlegh Heath,r
whither they had gone for greater secresy.
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“I ‘could not speak to you on the archery-ground,”
began the latter; “but I have tidings for you from
Master Lydell. He knows you to be a faithful friend
to the good Sir John Oldcastle; to whom indeed I
myself, if I mistake not, have heard you express both
gratitude and affection.”

. “I doubt not you have heard me so speak,” returned
Mark; “I am deeply bound to Sir John, and he shall
ever command my loyal service.”

“It is well,” said the other. * Master Lydell bids me

inform you that the good knight is in great peril, and
unless he be delivered therefrom with all speed, his
freedom, nay, his life, can hardly be preserved.”
- “How,” exclaimed Mark. “I know that the Arch-
bishop beareth him no goodwill, and hath been con-
certing measures against him. But it was further said,
that stout Sir John had withstood him without hurt.
Summonses had indeed been issued, but he was so
greatly beloved, that no man could be found to serve
them on him.”

“ And you heard the truth,” said Graves; “more than
one of his somptnours have been sent from Lambeth,
but when they came near Cowling, and learned the
opinion of the folk thereabout, they straightway returned
home, too wise to approach the Castle-gate, Also the
notices have been affixed to the Cathedral-doors, but
the people presently tore them down again.”

“It was even that we heard,” said Mark. ‘Hath
aught occurred to diminish the affection wherewith the
Commons regard him ?”

“ Not to our knowledge,” answered Jasper; * but the



OR LOLLARDY. 171

Archbishop hath so far prevailed with the King, that
he is minded to despatch some of his own soldiers to
compel Sir John’s attendance at Lambeth.”

“Are you sure of that?” inquired Mark. “I can
scarce believe that our good King would so comport
himself towards his old friend and brother-in-arms.”

“ Ah, you know not King Henry,” said the Lollard.
“T tell you he hath given himself up, body and soul,
into the keeping of these Priests, even as his father
did.” :

“Yet he loveth not the axe and stake,” said Mark.
“Would he not have saved good John Badby from
burning, if he could ?” )

“If he could,” retorted the other, scornfully, *What
prevented him from saving Master Badby, had he been
so minded? I was present myself on the day when
that godly man sealed his testimony with his blood.
After he had been bound to the stake, and the wood
had been heaped round him, they brought him the pyx
in great state,—twelve blazing torches being carried
before it, after their idolatrous fashion,—and asked him
what he esteemed it to be. Brave-hearted John an-
swered, that it was hallowed bread, and nought else,
Thereupon, the wood was set on fire, and presently
the scorching heat caused him such agony, that he
¢ould not help ctying aloud. The Prince, who chanced
to be present, was so moved at his cries, that he bade
them remove the faggots, and offered to set John at
liberty, and even to séttle a pension upon him, if he
would recant the opinion he had just before expressed.
Prince Henry could have done this, had he been so
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minded, without demanding any such recantation. But
when stout John refused to save his life on such terms,
the Prince’s mood changed, and he ordered the faggots
to be replaced, and the butchery to proceed. I fear it
will be so now. Doubtless, he will be unwilling that his
early friend should undergo a doom so cruel ; butif the
Priests demand his blood, and Sir John prove as reso-
lute as Badby, he will permit them to have their way.
He hath made himself the slave of these ungodly men,
and they will hold him fast, so that he cannot escape.”

“I will not argue that,” said Mark; “but if I can
render the good knight any help, yea, even at my own
risk, I will not fail to do so. But I see not how I could
aid him.”

“ Master Lydell is of opinion that a messenger should
straightway be despatched to Cowling Castle, to warn
Sir John of the new peril which now threatens him, in
order that he may take such steps as shall seem good
to him to meet or evade it. It may be that he will
think it wisest to obey the summons, when he knows
-all; it may be that he will think flight for the pre-
sent the more judicious course; it may be, again,
that he will be minded to resist the unholy decree.”

¢ Resist,” exclaimed Mark, “resist the King’s com-
mand? that were downright treason !”

“Nay, it is scarce likely he would do that,” said the
Lollard hastily, perceiving that he had gone too far;
“and even if such should be his resolve, he would take
counsel with those who would guide him wisely. But,
anyway, it is well that he should be warned of the peril
in which he stands.”
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* And wherefore do not you yourself convey the mes-
sage ?” inquired Mark, somewhat doubtfully.

“1 am well minded to do so,” was the answer; “but
there be difficulties in the way, or I had not sought your
aid. Iam unknown to any of the household of Cowling,
indeed to Sir John himself. I should scarce gain ad-
mission to the knight's presence; and, even should
I succeed in that, my story might not be credited.
It might be thought that I had been sent with a false
tale, to induce Sir John to give way, when he might
otherwise safely stand out.”

“ Aye, that is likely enough,” said Fletcher. *Such
devices are not uncommon in these days.”

“But you, Mark Fletcher,” continued Graves, “are
well known both to the Lord Cobham and his chief
servants. You will obtain a ready admission and a
trustful audience. For me, I am willing to share the
dangers and difficulties of the journey, and am fur-
nished with money to defray its cost.”

Mark considered awhile, “I am well disposed to
undertake anything in the worthy knight’s behalf, nor
doth the danger or the difficulty deter me. But Cow-
ling, you know, lieth some thirty miles or more from
hence, and in a quarter where I have no friends or
relatives. What should take me such a distance from
home? It would surely excite suspicion.”

“ That hath been cared for,” said Jasper. It is
proposed that you and I journey so far as Maidstone
in the disguise of pilgrims. Nay, start not. You know
how I account of pilgrimages ; but our purpose is a very

different one from that of these benighted souls, who
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think after such a fashion to please Heaven, or atone
for sin. This fond vanity is so common in this age of
ours, that it will readily be believed that you have been
induced to fall in with it, without many questions being
asked on the subject.” .

“That is true,” said Mark, who thought, though with
a somewhat uneasy conscience, that Lettice and old
Miles would probably put their own interpretation
upon the act, and possibly Father Simon also, and that
such interpretation could not fail to be favourable to
his own hopes. “But it is to save a good and pious
man from cruel persecution,” he thought, “and that
must needs be a good work. He, too, whom they
seek to persecute is my patron and benefactor, and
it cannot but be my duty to aid him.” “Have you the
means of carrying out this purpose?” he added aloud.
“You have the money for the journey, you say; but
horses must be procured, and other necessaries, and
permission asked to join their company. It may be
inquiries will be made, and if they be not fully -an-
swered, suspicion may arise.”

“Care not for that” said Jasper. ‘“All this hath
been arranged, and proper dresses provided, which will
conceal us from prying eyes. You have but to give
notice to your kinsfolk that you are setting out on this
pilgrimage, and leave the rest to me.” )

Mark Fletcher's connection with Sir John Oldcastle,
it should here be explained, dated from an occurrence
some three or four years previously, which had produced
a marked change in his character. He had been an
unusually clever, but gay and careless youth, notorious,
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for his love of good fare and smart clothing—so much
so, indeed, that old Miles, who was far from being par-
ticular himself, had forbidden his visits, misliking the
attachment which appeared to be growing up between
him and Lettice, It had chanced one day that, being
engaged in a game at cloish at his favourite hostelry
of the ‘ Crown,” he had found himself opposed to some
men-at-arms, who were on their way to the sea-coast,
being part of a force which Henry had sent to assist
the party of the Armagnacs. A quarrel arose, ending
in a challenge to fight. Mark’s opponent had the worst
of it—indeed, he was severely hurt. In revenge he ac-
cused Mark to his subaltern officer of being a supporter
of King Richard’s faction, and of having spoken trea-
sonable words against King Henry. The accusation
was as deadly as it was malicious. There was at that
time a very wide-spread belief that King Richard IL
was still alive in Scotland. His name continued to be
a watchword of treasonable discontent among the coms
mons ; and this fact occasioned the government so much
alarm, that they had given orders to their subordinates
to deal promptly and severely with all persons against
whom such disaffection could be proved. Mark, in
spite of his protestations of loyalty to King Henry,
and his offers to bring evidence of it, would speedily
have dangled from one of the boughs of the great elm
in front of the hostelry, if 2 middle-aged knight, whose
equipments and retinue shewed him to be a person of
rank, had not at that moment appeared on the scene.
This was Sir John Oldcastle, the commander-in-chief of,
the expedition. He had just arrived at Bromlegh with
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the main body, his vanguard having preceded him a few
hours previously. Mark broke from his executioners,
and, seizing the knight's stirrup, entreated his protec-
tion, “Noble Sir John,” he said, for Oldcastle’s person
was well known to all in Bromlegh, “men say that you
love justice, and stand up for the rights of the commons.
" I am foully slandered, and shall be yet more foully
murdered by these men, unless you lend me your aid.”

Oldcastle drew his rein, and bade the youth take
courage. “No Englishman,” he said, “can be put to
death except by course of law. I will inquire into your
case. What charge bring ye against this man, Hawley ?”
he continued, addressing the officer, who with his men
had followed the fugitive, and was now close by, looking
somewhat embarrassed and uneasy.

It hath been sworn before me that he hath spoken
treason against our Lord the King,” said the officer,
“affirming that he is no lawful sovereign, but himself
a traitor and an assassin,”

% By my halidom, a heavy charge,” said the knight;
“and for which, if it be true, hanging is the rightful
penalty.”

“It is not true, noble sir,” cried Fletcher; “I am
well known for a peaceful and loyal subject. I besought
these men that they would suffer me to summon my
neighbours, men of worship and credit, who would
have answered for me. But they would not hearken
to me.”

‘¢ Methinks that should not have been refused, Haw-
ley,” said Oldcastle, frowning.

The officer muttered something under his breath
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of being straitened for time, and of having received
orders to deal summarily with such cases. }

“ Doubtless,” returned the knight ; “yet not without
proof. And if the witnesses live at too great a distance
to be fetched, were there not others who overheard
what passed? This took place, if I rightly understand,
in the yard of the hostelry. Where be mine host and
his tapsters, or, it may be, some of his customers who
were at hand. Go you, Master Lydell,” he added,
addressing a grave-looking man who was riding a sober
palfreysat his side, “make inquiry if any witnessed the
quarrel, and if so, bring them hither.”

In the course of a few minutes Master Lydell re-
turned with two or three persons, who had heard all
that passed, but had stood in too much awe of the
swashbucklers to attempt interference. The presence
of the commander-in-chief, the crestfallen aspect of
the subaltern, and above all, the knight's well-known
character for justice and mercy, inspired them with
courage. With one consent they testified that Mark
Fletcher had been guilty of no more grievous offence
than that of requiting with somewhat heavy interest
a blow which he had received from one of the soldiers,
¢ He had spoken no word of treason,” they said, “against
their good lord the King, and was as well known for
a loyal lad, and a peaceful subject, as €’er a man in
Kent”

¢ By my faith,” said the knight, “and I believe ye,
for he looks a likely youth and an honest. But ye
knaves, what mean ye by uttering foul slander, and plot-
ting the lives of worthy men? It were justice to hang

N
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you up on yonder bough, from which ye would have sus-
pended this good youth. See that ye attempt not aught
of this kind in future, or a halter will be your speedy
portion. Hawley, you, too, have to learn that haste
and masterful violence misbeseem an officer. Get your
men together, and straightway leave the village. Lydell,
I leave it to you to see that this youth in no way
suffers for what hath happed.”

He rode on without waiting to receive the thanks
and blessings, which not Mark only, but others of the
bystanders poured forth. The knight's espousal of
Mark’s cause against his own soldiers, was the more
generous, because, at that crisis, any man who befriended
a presumed partisan of the late monarch, was exposed
to suspicion and possible danger, however great might
be his station, or approved his court favour. Mark was
proportionately grateful ; and when Master Lydell visited
him at his cottage—as he several times did, in accord-
ance with Oldcastle’s instructions, to make sure that
no harm had befallen him in consequence of the charge
made against him—he received him with thankful re-
verence, Lydell, struck by his superiority to his fel-
low-villagers, was interested in him, and, after a time,
began to speak to him on the subjects which lay
nearest to his own heart. The young man listened
attentively, and the effect was soon seen in the amended
tone of his life and conversation. But along with his
improvement in these respects, there were other changes,
which Father Simon did not so much approve. He
came to confession as seldom as could possibly be per-
mitted ; he avoided the priest’s company, except when
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he could not do so without the most flagrant disrespect ;
and he was frequently seen in the society of persons
notdrious for holding what were accounted heretical
opinions. Among these was Jasper Graves, who had
resided only a month or two at Bromlegh, but had
already attracted the notice of the authorities by his
acrimonious and incessant attacks on the clergy. Father
Simon, who had consented to the betrothal of the lovers
on the strength of the young man’s reformation, was
half inclined to refuse his sanction to the actual mar-.
riage, but had as yet abstained from speaking to old
Miles on the subject. So matters stood at the outset
of the story.

—_—

CHAPTER IIL

THE ancient city of Rochester, at the commence-
ment of the fifteenth century, was a place of very con~
siderable importance; as was evidenced by its having
been the scene of several encounters between the
King and the Barons, in the generations immediately
preceding. The Castle, now an imposing ruin, but in
those days a stately embattled structure, overhung the
waters of the Medway, a broad and peaceful stream,
which flowed through a country whose fertile pas-
tures and corn-fields had earned it the name of * the
fertile Kent:” it had been held for King John against
the disaffected nobles, and only captured after a resolute
defence. It was again besieged by Simon de Montfort
in the ensuing reign, but this time without success.
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Wat Tyler, in the reign of Richard II., was more for-
tunate in his attack upon it, and succeeded in rescuing
many of his companions who were imprisoned within
its walls. . Almost immediately adjoining it, and to the
east, the Cathedral,—built by Gundulph in 1080, On
the ruins of a yet earlier structure,—reared on high its
massive Norman towers, and large western window;
which had recently been inserted, with the Perpendi-
cular mullions and tracery of the period, among the
more ancient stone-work.

The town stood on nearly the same spot as now,
being most picturesquely placed. on the banks of the
Medway, or rather its estuary; which here, taking a
sudden bend, encompasses it on three sides. The river
in Henry the Fifth’s reign, was crossed by a stone bridge
of eleven arches, a gift to the town from the noble
family of Cobham, whose estates lay nearly contiguous.
‘There was one main street, intersected by several others
of smaller size—all surrounded by walls which were
accounted to be of great strength. The population was
chiefly seafaring—fishermen, and sailors in the employ
of merchants, concerned in the wool-trade carried on
with continental Europe ; the harbour affording a place
of safety for ships from the attacks of the French and
Dutch, so destructive to our merchantmen in the reigns
of the Plantagenet Kings. These, together with the
soldiers of the Castle garrison, the monks belonging
to the noble priory founded by Bishop Gundulph, and
a certain proportion of small tradesmen and handicrafts-
men, made up the bulk of the inhabitants. The Bishops

_of Rochester, though their chief place of residence was
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Bromlegh, had nevertheless a palace here, situated near
the south-east corner of the Cathedral, at which they
continued occasionally to reside, until the time of the
Reformation.

In the forenoon of a September day, shortly after
Mark’s interview with Lydell, 2 good deal of excitement
. was caused in the town, by the presence of some per-
sons of the highest rank, who had landed at one of
the Kentish seaports on the previous evening, and had
been the guests of the Bishop for the night. They
were now setting forth on their way to visit the King
at Eltham, some twenty miles distant, and the caval-
cade presented an imposing appearance. The great
nobles of that day affected much splendour, both in
their own person and in those of their retainers; and
as on the present occasion the personages journeying
towards London had been sent on an errand from the
King himself to the Duke of Burgundy (at that time
the supreme ruler of France) almost royal magnificence
was displayed. The envoys were three in number,
Beauchamp, Earl of Warwick, the Bishop of St. David’s,
and the Lord De la Zouch. Each of these was attended
by twenty knights, together with sixty archers and men-
at-arms. The procession made a gallant show, as it
passed along the principal street, and over the long
Gothic bridge beyond. Armour glittered, plumes waved,
surcoats of scarlet, and green, and purple, made up an
imposing wup d'@idl, The two noblemen were con-
spicuous for the sumptuousness of their apparel; their
gilded armour, and the rich housings of their steeds, ren.
dering them prominent even in that gay and sparkling
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throng. But the dress of the Churchman, Henry Chi-
cheley, Bishop of St. David's,—a favourite counsellor of
the young King, and a man of increasing eminence in
the estimation of his countrymen,—was at least as gor-
geous as that of his lay brethren. Nor was he less
warmly greeted by the crowd than his two colleagues
in office—if anything, the shouts raised in his honour
were more general and enthusiastic. It was commonly
believed, though upon what grounds it would perhaps
be difficult to say, that Chicheley’s policy tended to
the renewal of the French wars, which had formed so
brilliant an episode in the reign of King Edward IIL
The nation had never forgotten the triumphs of Crecy
and Poitiers; and the failure of King Richard IIL to
satisfy its aspirations in this respect, had been probably
one main cause of his downfall. The good citizens of
Rochester accordingly bestowed a hearty welcome upon
the Bishop, and even on his favourite Chaplain, John
Forrester, who rode on his right hand,—a civility which
they requited with much affability, bowing courteously
as they advanced, and every now and then stopping to
bestow their benediction on those who knelt to ask it.
The spectacle, though gorgeous, was short-lived. Be-
fore the spectators had half satisfied themselves with
the show, it had passed away—the ringing of the hoofs,
and the clash of arms falling more faintly every moment
on the ear. A dull blank followed. The townspeople
still lingered about the streets, too much engrossed by
their recent excitement to resume their sober occupa-
tions. Presently, a new source of interest presented
itself, though hardly one which afforded such general
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satisfaction. Just at the end of the bridge, on its eastern
side, there stood a wayside chantry, recently built by
the Lord of Cobham for the use of travellers. In front
of this was placed one of the huge stone blocks, designed
for the accommodation of more timid equestrians. A
man of a grave and somewhat stern appearance, attired
in a long black gown, stained with the mark of recent
travel, mounted on this eminence, and proceeded to ad-
dress the multitude. He was unknown, apparently, to
any of the spectators; but no one could doubt his oc-
cupation or purpose. It was at once conjectured that
he was one of the preachers, whom Sir John Oldcastle,
Lord of Cobham (as he was at this time styled in right
of the heiress of that ancient family, whom he had mar-
ried), maintained at his own cost, sending them forth
into the three dioceses— Canterbury, Rochester, and
Hereford, with which he was more directly connected—
to preach against the false doctrines and vices of the
clergy.

Whatever may have been the original meaning of the
word “Lollardy”—whether derived from Walter Lol-
lard, who was burnt for heresy at Cologne, in 13223,
or (as is more probable) from the German JAden, “to
sing,” the word being equivalent, in fact, to the modem
¢ Psalm-singer,”—it was certainly used in England at
this period to denote those persons who, following in
the main the doctrine of John Wicliffe, were sorely dis-
satisfied, not only with the erroneous teaching of the
clergy on many points, and the dissolute lives they led,

» Tt is probable that he was called * Walter #4¢ Lollard,” deriving his name
from the sect, not the sect theirs from him.
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but also with the secular government in many particu-
lars, and more especially the determined maintenance
of Church authority by Henry IV. and his son. There
was much in Lollardism that must needs command our
sympathies. The corruption of doctrine, and the abuse
of the office committed to them, by the clergy of that
day, are unhappily beyond dispute. Many of the least
defensible of the Romish dogmas, as for example in-
dulgences, and the absolute power of the Pope in every
detail of Church authority, attained a height then to
which they had never risen before. For their opposition
to these, the Lollards deserve our warm approval. There
were minor points also, such as the perilous honour be-
stowed upon the saints, with the homage rendered to
relics, and the regard in which pilgrimages were held,
to which they took most reasonable exception. Thus
the offerings made at the shrine of Thomas A Becket
in one year amounted to many hundred pounds, while
at that of our Lord not so much as a groat was offered.
Again, the success of the English at the battle of Agin-
court was ascribed to the intercession of John of Bever-
ley, an ancient Archbishop of York, and holy oil was
said to have flowed from his tomb, in token of the grace
bestowed by him, This is gravely stated by Chicheley
himself, and in a formal document. Facts like these
sufficiently prove how well:founded were the complaints
of the Lollards as regarded these abuses. If the ery
for reform, which they raised, had been confined to mat-
ters like these, the verdict of posterity in their instance
would have been one of very general respect and ad-
miration. But there were impatient and unreasonable




OR LOLLARDY, 185

spirits among them—as in truth there are in every great
religious movement—who pushed their objections to an
extravagant length, and insisted upon changes, which
would have been more unwise and disastrous than the
abuses they were to remedy. When they declared that
no ordination was needed to authorise men to preach
and perform ministerial functions, they sought to intro-
duce not reformation, but anarchy, into the Church.
When they maintained that the earth and all its riches
belonged to those only whom they called “the Saints,”
and that the whole of the revenues of the clergy were
misapplied, and ought to be diverted to other uses, they
preached, not reason, but fanaticism. In their denun-
ciation of all war, again, and their demand that the state
should suppress all trades, such as that of the armourer,
which depended upon war for their support, they asked
what it was absurd to expect that any government would
grant—what no government, in fact, could grant, even
were it willing to do so. Above all, their attempts to
compel those in authority to accede to their demands
by the employment of treasonable intrigue or open force,
was a worse offence in them than it would have been
in other men. A very mixed judgment will be formed
respecting them by the thoughtful student of history.
To use the popular phrase of the present day, there
were Lollards and Lollards; some of them wise and
pious men, the very salt of their age, to whose remon-
strances the Heads of the Church would have done well
‘to listen; some, narrow-minded and violent fanatics,
whom the Heads of the Church would have done wisely
to silence, though not by axe and faggot; some, again,
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a compound of the two characters above described, of
whom it is hard to say, whether their history most
awakens our pity, our approval, or our condemnation.

The preacher who now presented himself to the as-
sembled multitude in the streets of Rochester, would
probably be reckoned by most sober-judging men as
belonging to the third of the classes above named.
He was in truth no other than our old acquaintance,
Jasper Graves, who had arrived that morning in Ro-
chester in company with Mark; and who had been
so greatly stirred up by the military display he had
just witnessed, by the evident pleasure with which the
people regarded it, and above all, by the state affected
by the Bishop of St. David’s, as to be unable to restrain
his indignation.

“Good people all,” he began; “ye have seen the
pomp wherein these carnal-minded men do ride down
our streets, robed in purple and fine linen, and com-
passed about by men in steel armour, and girded with
sharp swords. Ye have seen it, and your throats have
borne witness that ye also approve it. Doubtless it
is pleasing to the fleshly eye to behold the like, yet
I would have you remember what the Scripture saith
of such men, and of their calling—how the Lord Him-
self declareth that ‘all they that take the sword shall
perish by the sword’ Yea, and holy Paul addeth, that
fmen should not war after the flesh, for the weapons
of our warfare are not fleshly.” To the like effect
writeth John in the thirteenth chapter of the Revelation,
¢ He that slayeth with sword, it behoveth him to be
slain with sword.’
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“Wherefore we who desire not death, but life, will flee
from such things, and will not ourselves handle the
carnal weapons which God condemns, and will have
nought to do with men of war and blood ; yea, rather
we will pray our rulers that they henceforth forbid these
ungodly strifes, and require those who live by them,
to fulfil, in place thereof, some peaceable and worthy
calling.

“ But ye saw among these riders, not men of war only,
but one who professed to be a man of peace,—what
do I say, a very preacher and apostle of peace; yet
he rideth with these sons of perdition, hand-and-glove
with them, as their trusty friend and companion ! Surely
such an one hath need to learn of what spirit he is.
How shall he who thus breaketh the law of God teach
it unto others? Saw you again how he was robed in
scarlet, and gold, and jewels,—how the very saddle-
cloth of his palfrey shone like a royal robe! What
think you, my masters, of such successors as these to
Peter the fisherman, and Paul the tent-maker? Come
they into any peril, as did these? Nay, but they imperil
the lives of other men with their pride and masterful
violence! Do they endure toil and hardship? Nay,
for living at their ease, while others work, there be none
to be compared with them! Are they meek and lowly
of heart? Nay, rather for arrogance and hardness of
heart have they become a very proverb! Do they
teach sound doctrine, such as the Apostles laid down
their lives to uphold? Well-a-day! they have over-
laid the simplicity of the Faith with their own inventions,
so that a man can scarce discern a grain of truth, amid
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the great heap of falsehood, wherewith they have inter-
mingled it! Do they—"

“Hold your peace, foul railer,” exclaimed a man
in a dark purple livery, who had just crossed the bridge,
on his way, as it seemed, to the Bishop's palace, but
who had halted to listen to the Lollard’s discourse ;
“hold your peace, I say, or I will cut ye over the head,
and so put a stop to your preaching. Do you insult
my Lord the Bishop in his own cathedral city ?”

‘“ He may be your lord, but he is not mine,” returned
Jasper Graves, undauntedly ; “and, for this city being
his, I know not who gave it him. I hold it to be
the Lord’s city, and not that of any man ; even as the
blessed Psalmist said: ¢Except the Lord build the
house, their labour is but lost that build it ; except the
Lord keep the city, the watchman waketh but in vain.’
Il methinks were it for the good folk of Rochester,
were they under no better protection than that of a man
no whit better or wiser than themselves. Yea, rather—

¢ Out on it, neighbours, will ye suffer him thus openly
to revile the good Bishop?” cried another man, who by
his dress was a lay brother, probably from the neigh-
bouring monastery. “Down with him, we have heard
enow.”

“Aye, down with him,” cried another, “or we may
have to give account of ourselves for permitting this.”

“Down with him, down with him,” shouted several
of the mob, always ready to take part against anyone
who is the object of popular dislike. One or two stout
fellows climbed up the block, and seizing the preacher
by either shoulder, endeavoured to drag him down;
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but Jasper, used perhaps to such displays of violence,
was no way disposed to yield to his assailants.

“ Help, my masters,” he cried; “help, I pray you,
for the sake of the Word, and for the good Lord
Cobham, in whose name I stand here to-day. Will
ye see me torn down by these wolves of Rome, and
do nought to aid me? It is your cause I plead, it is
for your sakes that my life is imperilled.”

His appeal was. promptly responded to. The name
of Lord Cobham, as has been already intimated, com-
manded much respect in Rochester, and independently
of that, the opinions of the Lollards had by this time
spread so widely among the commonalty, that a writer
of that day declares “that a full half of them had be-
come Lollards.” The counter cries of “Down with the
Priests,” “ No Romish bondage,” * Strike for good Sir
John,” were raised on all sides. The Lollard’s assail-
ants were plucked down from the block, dragging how-
ever the preacher with them. A riot now was imminent,
Stones began to fly; stout cudgels were seen waving
in the air, and swords were freely drawn on either side.
The parties appeared to be nearly evenly balanced in
respect of numbers, each continually receiving fresh ac-
cessions, until the entire street exhibited a spectacle
of tom doublets, angry faces, and clashing weapons.
Serious loss of life would probably have ensued, if the
Mayor of Rochester, to whose ears the tidings of the
affray had been conveyed, had not promptly despatched
a strong detachment of the city guard to restore order.
. They marched down the street with levelled halberts
and drawn swords, The mob gave way before them,
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as an English mob always does in the presence of law-
ful authority ; and all resistance having been overcome,
the officer in command of the party proceeded to make
inquiry as to the origin of the disturbance. It might
have gone hard with Jasper Graves now ; for whatever
the citizens generally might have thought on the subject,
the town functionaries would certainly have accounted
him to be the main cause of the uproar. But, luckily
for himself, he was nowhere to be found. He had been
hurled to the ground as the reader has heard, and a
struggle for the possession of his person had ensued,
fierce as that of the Greeks and Trojans round the body
of Putroclus. But two men, one a stout country-built
fellow of five-and-twenty or so, the other an older man,
wearing the cap and jerkin of a citizen, had come to
his rescue, and succeeded in wresting him, though with
sore damage to his apparel, from the hands of his im-
mediate assailants. Finding him unable to regain his
feet, so sore bruised indeed as to be almost insensible,
they conveyed him down an adjoining archway into
a narrow lane, which ran behind the houses. Here the
citizen opened a garden-door, and admitted them into
a small summer-house.

“ He had better rest here awhile,” said the stranger.
 Manfully, if not wisely, did he speak. And it would
grieve me to see such an one brought to hurt. Is he
your friend and comrade? Ye are both, as I think,
strangers in this city.”

“ We are both comrades and strangers here,” returned
Mark. “In Master Graves's name I thank you for the
help you have rendered. We arrived this morning in
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Rochester, having accompanied, so far as Maidstone,
a band of pilgrims, who are on their way to Canterbury.”

1 marvel to hear you say so,” said the other, whose -
name it presently appeared was Oldham. ¢ For my
part, I do not utterly condemn pHgrimages, for many who
go on them do so with a pious purpose, which I doubt
not Heaven approveth, though they whose shrines they
visit can indeed do little to aid them. But I should
have thought that you yourself, and still more your friend
here, would have felt but small disposition—"

“Tarry, I pray you, good sir,” interrupted Fletcher;
“ neither I, nor Master Graves here, have come on any
such superstitious errand. We but joined the pilgrims
for the convenience of travelling; the purpose of our
journey is far other. But see, Master Graves is coming
to himself again. How now, Jasper? how fare you?”

The Lollard opened his eyes, and looked doubtfully
round him. ‘

“Where are we?” he asked, in some contusion,
¢J remember a crowd, and a riot, and a hand-to-hand
encounter—"

“From which this worthy man and myself rescued
you with some difficulty,” observed Mark. “I have
just been rendering him our thanks for his aid. I think
he will be a person to whom we may safely confide the
object for which we have come, and ask the necessary
information.”

“You may indeed do so,” said” Oldham. ¢ Your
companion here proclaimed himself a friend of Sir John
Oldcastle, Lord of Cobham, if so, be sure he is my
friend also.” -
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“It is on his account that we have come,” said
Fletcher. “We are charged with a message of serious
import to him from his friends in London ; and our ob-
ject is to gain admission to his presence, that we may
deliver it.”

The expression of Oldham’s face changed somewhat,
and he looked suspicibusly at the speaker.

“From which of Sir John Oldcastle’s friends come
ye?” he inquired. ¢ The most part of them are well
known to me—nay, all, I may say, who are men of
any mark.”

“It was from Master John Lydell,? said Graves,
taking the reply out of Mark’s mouth, “a godly man
and a true, whom I have known these many years
past.”

“ Bring you no token from him ?” continued the other
in the same dry tone as before.

“I do,” said Graves, thrusting his hand into the
gipsire or pouch which he carried at his girdle. He
drew forth a metal button, dulled and blackened, ap-
parently by the action of some fire through which
it had passed. *“If you be a friend of John Lydell’s,
you will know this.”

“Yea, I know it right well,” said Oldham, taking
the button, and gazing sadly on it; “John Lydell
picked this from the ashes of the pile on which John
Badby was burnt—a brave man and a good, whose
memory all true men revere, for he died for conscience’
sake. This sufficeth. I will conduct you to Cowling
Castle, indeed to the presence of Sir John himself,
He is a man whom I am proud to be-permitted to
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call friend, though it may be that I do not in all things
hold with him.”

“It needeth not that any present me to Sir John,”
said Mark. “I myself am well known to the good
knight, and to the principal personages of his house-
hold. I did but wish to know the way to the Castle,.
which, as it chances, I have never visited; but if you
will accompany us thither, we shall be still further be-
holden to you.”

“I will gladly do so,” said the citizen, “as soon as it
is safe to leave the town ; but that will scarcely be before
.dusk. I doubt not there be persons on the look-out
for Master Graves here, as I think I heard you call
him ; and it would be at the peril of his liberty, if not
of his life, if any of the mayor’s guard should chance
to see him. ‘We can scarce do better than remain till
evening in this summer-house here, where I will presently
fetch you refreshments.”

They seated themselves accordingly, and the con-
versation returned to the scene which had occurred in
the street a short time previously.

“It was scarce wise of me to speak as I did,” said
Graves, “seeing I was engaged in a purpose which re-
quired secrecy for its success. But who could behold
that Caiaphas, Henry Chicheley, tricked out in his
pomp and splendour, and the people bowing down
before him—who could behold this, I say, yet not’
take up his parable against him ?”

“Henry Chicheley, the Bishop of St. David's,” said
Oldham. “Aye, I saw him, and I love not pomp and
splendour in those, whose greatest boast should be

o
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that they are ministers of the Gospel. Yet I know not
that he in particular—”"

“You think him no worse than the rest,” broke in
Graves, impetuously ; ““aye, but he is. Others may be
traitors to the Church, but he is a traitor to his own
order also.”

“ How mean you to his own order?” inquired Mark.
¢TI understand you not.”

“1 mean that he is not by birth one of the great ones
of this land,” said Graves. “The present Archbishop
and the one before him—bitter and cruel they were,
God knoweth—but they were the sons of powerful
barons, bred up from their cradles to hold the people
cheap. Not so this Henry Chicheley—"

“Is he a man of mean birth?” asked Mark. “ Good
truth, I have scarce heard aught about him, until I be-
held him to-day.”

“He is of birth no higher than thine own,” said
Jasper. “His father was but a poor tailor in the vil-
lage of Higham Ferrars in Northamptonshire ; and he
would have passed his life as his father hath done, in
stitching hose and fashioning doublets, if it had not
been that some great man, I know not whom, sent
him at his own cost to be educated for the Romish
Priesthood—"

‘““Aye, I have heard the tale,” mterpased Oldham,
“ It was Wykeham, Bishop of Winchester, a good man
in his generation, and a pious. I would there were
more like him.”

“Good men and pious are indeed sorely needed,”
responded Jasper, somewhat thrown out by Oldham’s
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remark ; “but it is to be feared that, however well
meant his bounty, he did but little service to Henry
Chicﬁeley. The same hath been advanced from one
post to another, until he now hath attained the rank
of Bishop of St. David’s; and ever as he advances in
the world, he shews a more marked disregard for those
who were once his equals and companions.”

“You surprise me,” said Oldham. “I know not
much of the Bishop; but with his brothers, who carry
on the trade of grocers in the city of London, I have
been long connected in business. Worthy and good
men are they, at least, and do not forget the poor. Nor
have I reason to think that their brother holds aloof
from them, as unwilling to remember his humble origin,
Nay, though, as I have already said, I love not pomp
in any, and especially in those who should be patterns
of humility, methought the Bishop’s demeanour to-day
was kindly and courteous towards the people, and it
was for that reason that they so applauded.”

“ Priestcraft and worldly policy: nought else, my
brother,” exclaimed Graves. “Be not so deceived.
I tell you, the time will come, aye, and before long,
when Henry Chicheley, high as is his present place,
will climb yet higher. The staff of power is about to
fall from the grasp of Thomas Arundel; it will be
Henry Chicheley’s hand which will pick it up, and
then it will be seen by all men of what spirit he is.
I tell you that, heavy as hath been Arundel’s yoke,
that of Chicheley will be heavier stiil ; if Arundel hath
chastised the faithful with rods, Chicheley will chastise
them with scorpions,”
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¢ Let us not speak further of him,” said Mark, who was
a good deal impressed by Oldham's kindly demeanour,
and saw that Jasper’s remarks were not acceptable to
him ; *let us not speak further of the Bishop, who is of
no present importance to us, at all events, but rather
inquire of Master Oldham, how good Sir John Oldcastle
bears himself under his present trials.”

“Right well and manfully,” said Oldham. ¢“He
knoweth that he hath deadly enemies, who would fain
work him the most fatal mischief—yea, and it is to
be feared that they will succeed but too well. Yet
he abateth nothing of his dauntless zeal for the truth,
He is willing to acknowledge the authority both of the
King and of the Church in all things lawful; but in
that which concerneth his own soul and God alone, he
will suffer none to meddle.”

“He doth well,” said Jasper. “Who be these priests
that they should stand between God and man, even as
the curtain darkeneth the light, that would enter by the
open casement? He doth well to refuse to appear
before this priestly Herod, and render an account to
him, which is due to no man. Our errand is to warn
him that the King, who hath already been moved to
employ all manner of ‘argument and entreaty, if we are
rightly informed—"

“You have heard the truth on that head,” said
Oldham. “The King spoke long and kindly to his
early friend and comrade, and deeply was Sir John
moved by his words; but he said that he could not
render to Ceesar that which was due only to God.”

“It was well answered,” said Mark ; “but as Master
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Jasper was about to say, we are charged to inform the
Knight that the King hath now Deen persuaded to send
some of his own guard to compel Sir John's attendance
before the Archbishop. It is feared that, not being
apprised of this, he may make resistance, and so be
brought into peril, of which he wots not.”

“I understand,” said Oldham, “and it is meet that
you see him as speedily as may be. And now methinks
it is time for you to partake of the food, for which you
must needs be hungering.”

The commotion in the adjoining street had by this
time subsided, and in another hour quiet was com-
pletely restored. The newly-made friends remained
‘in their place of concealment, until the twilight had
deepened sufficiently to shroud them from general ob-
servation, Hurrying down the back streets and over
the bridge, a few minutes before the closing of the
gate, they passed unquestioned out of the town. At
first they took the road to Frindsbury, but soon turned
aside into sequestered lanes, well known to Oldham,
in which they scarcely met a single person throughout
their walk, About nine o'clock they halted before
the embattled gateway of Cowling Castle; where the
sight of Oldham’s face through the wicket procured
them instant admission, notwithstanding the lateness
of the hour. :

“You are welcome, Master Oldham,” said the porter,
“my lord hath been sore uneasy respecting you. Some
of the serving men, who returned a few hours since
from Rochester, reported that there had been a riot
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in the streets, in which you had taken part. He feared
that you had been roughly handled, and was minded
to send forth and inquire after you.”

“I am unhurt I thank you and him,” said Oldham.
“Let us, I pray you, be straightway shewn to the Knight’s
presence. My companions here have tidings of grave
moment for his ear,”

——

CHAPTER IV,

CowLING CASTLE was built in the early part of the
reign of Edward IIL, a period of our history when'
the cessation of the baronial wars, which had so long
desolated the peace of English homes, began to be
marked by the erection of castellated buildings, no
longer designed wholly for defence, but for the com-
fort also and convenience of men’s daily lives. Some
of the grandest baronial structures, which still remain,
either entire or in ruins, belong to this era of our
history. Alnwick and Naworth, Kenilworth and War-
wick, and not many years subsequently the palatial
splendours of Windsor, still bear witness to the im-
portant change in English habits, which then took place.
Not that the idea of making the houses strongholds,
which it might be necessary to defend against the
assaults of enemies,—which might possibly be required
to sustain a protracted siege,—was by any means laid
aside. The moat and the drawbridge, the lofty flank-
ing towers with their machicolated battlements, the
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massive crenellated outer walls, were still retained;
nor did they disappear for nearly two centuries after-
wards. But, on the interior sides of the quadrangles,
there were lofty and spacious windows, equalling in
magnificence the erections of subsequent ages; inferior
to them indeed in no respect, except that of the dull
and bounded view which they commanded.

Cowling Castle, the ruins of which still exist, was
a fair specimen of the architecture of the day, though
of course neither so strong, nor so imposing, as the
great palatial structures above mentioned. It was of
sufficient size to be the principal residence of the
neighbourhood, and commanded for many miles round
the awe, at once, and the attachment which the great
feudatories of those days inspired. But Sir John Old-
castle, as has been already intimated, owed at least
as much to the influence of his personal character,
as to the baronial power, to which, in right of his
wife, he had succeeded. He exercised hospitality on
the grand scale of those days; but it was rather to
persons of his own special shade of opinion, than in-
discriminately to any who might desire his help, or
claim his acquaintance. All those who were in danger
of oppression from the clergy, by reason of their op-
position to the tenets of Rome, found a ready shelter
at Cowling. Young men, who were anxious to be in-
structed in the new opinions, as they were deemed,
or to qualify themselves for the office of preacher of
the Gospel, were ever welcome to take up their abode
with him, and derive knowledge and wisdom alike,
from the instruction of the many learned and pious
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men whom his bounty maintained. Thither also came
from abroad the first Apostles of the Reformation (if
they may be so called) the companions and disciples
of John Huss, and Jerome of Prague, who were already
kindling the flame among the Teutonic nations, which
burst forth in a devouring fire a century afterwards.
All these were gladly welcomed; protected, if threat-
ened with danger; aided and supported, so far as the
means of the Knight extended. It is no wonder that
Arundel regarded with equal alarm and dislike so for-
midable an enemy to his office and person, as Sir
John Oldcastle.

When Oldham’s message reached him, he was still
seated in his place at the head of his board, though
the supper had for some considerable time been con-
cluded, and the viands removed.

“I am right glad to hear it,” was his exclamation,
when the tidings of Oldham’s arrival was conveyed to
him. “Bedwin, give notice to the men that their
errand is nought. The good man hath come out of
the riot uninjured. But how say you,” he continued,—
“he hath strangers with him, who desire to converse
with me on matters of moment? Nay, I can hardly
think there is aught that I would keep secret from
these my worthy and trusty counsellors. Bid them
hither, Bedwin. But first let food and wine be served
to them in the oaken chamber—that is if, as I suppose
is the case, they have returned fasting. We will hear
what tidings there may be, when they have partaken
of refreshment.”

In about a quarter of an hour accordingly, Oldham,
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Jasper, and Fletcher, were introduced. Mark was much
impressed by the grand appearance of the hall as he
entered. It was indeed a noble apartment, resembling
the halls of some of the newly-built colleges of the
day,—sixty or seventy feet in length, and fully thirty
in height, with a row of arched windows occupying
one entire side, some fourteen feet from the floor.
Beneath these the walls were panelled with dark oak,
the cornices being quaintly carved, and here and there
ornamented by coats-of-arms coloured in relief. About
half-way up the hall, on one side, was the huge
chimney with its brazen dogs, the mantelpiece above
it being elaborately chiselled to represent some scene
from Scripture history. A long oaken table extended
from the entrance-screen to the foot of the dais, which
rose one step about ten or twelve feet from the upper
end. This table was daily crowded by the household
of the knight, and by the guests of inferior quality—
retainers of his more distinguished visitors ; house-bailiffs
and tenants; artisans, who might be employed for any
purpose about the castle; messengers who had arrived
on various errands, or suitors who came to solicit the
knight’s protection or assistance. All these made up
a goodly muster, for whose entertainment some half-
a-dozen oxen, and as many sheep, were daily slaugh-
tered. The dais itself was occupied by a table of
similar construction, though somewhat handsomer in
appearance, This, too, was seldom without its full com-
plement of guests. In the centre was the massive chair
which had been occupied by the lords of Cowling for
many a generation past,—a huge structure of oak, rudely
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carved, and blackened by age. The burly figure of
the Knight, as he occupied this seat, had the appear-
ance of a goodly picture in its appropriate frame.
Stately and dignified, he dispensed his courtesies to
all, reserving his more private conversation for. the
two or three persons of higher quality who filled the
seats nearest to him. Among these were Sir Roger
Acton, Sir Richard Story, and Sir Thomas Lattimer,
as well as one or two foreign ecclesiastics, and citizens
of distinction. When Oldham entered, Sir John rose
from his chair, and advancing a step or two to meet
him, requested him to assumé a vacant seat not far
from his own. *“Welcome,” he said, “ Master Oldham,
ever welcome to my poor house, but doubly so to-day.
From the rumours which have reached me, I feared
that you had been hurt severely, if not to death.
And these your companions, who be they? Are their
tidings of so private a nature, that they may not be
discussed in the presence of my noble and trusty guests
here ?”

“Their names are Jasper Graves, and Mark Fletcher,”
said Oldham ; “the latter, as I think, already known to
you.”

“ Ha, Mark,” exclaimed Oldcastle, “1 greet you well,
I recognised you not by this light. I am well assured
that whatever tidings you bring may be relied on, and
have a friendly purpose. You need not fear to utter

. them in this presence. I pray you let me hear
them.”

Mark obeyed, and though somewhat abashed and
awkward in company to which he was so little used,
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he yet contrived to deliver himself of his errand clearly
and accurately,

The Knight heard him to the end without interruption,
and then replied, ¢ I thank you, good fellow, and your
comrade also, for the service ye have rendered me; the
more so as ye have encountered difficulty and danger
in performing it. Iam thankful also to worthy John
Lydell, who is thus zealous for my safety. It behoves
us to consider how we shall comport ourselves under
these altered circumstances. How say ye, my friends?
If the Archbishop’s somptnour journey hither accom.
panied by some of the King’s soldiers, what answer
shall I make to the summons? What say you, Sir
Roger Acton?

“Were Iin your place, Sir John,” answered Acton,
“J would greet the King’s men with all courtesy, and
entertain them with such hospitality as lay in my power.
For the Archbishop’s messenger, an he dared to pre-
sent his citation to me in my own castle, I would make
him eat it, seal and all, as many a stout baron has done
in the olden times.”

“ And,” added one of the younger gentlemen, “if there
should be any fear that it would prove a morsel difficult
of digestion, I would hand him over to the serving-men ;
who might straightway place him under the castle pump,
to relieve his stomach thereof.”

These suggestions met with approval from some of
the more hot-headed among the guests, but they failed
to provoke even a smile on the faces of the more dis-
tinguished personages. Among these Oldham was con-

_spicuous, Sir John himself seemed discomposed.
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“I have no thought of offering an affront to any who
may bear a message to my house,” he said gravely.
“ My only doubt is, whether or not I am bound to obey
the summons. What say you on that head, Master
Oldham? You have oftentimes given me counsel, and
it has ever been wise and faithful.”

“If the King summons you for whatsoever purpose,”
answered Oldham, “methinks it is your duty, as his
liege subject, to obey. There are indeed certain things
wherein not even sovereign princes are to be heeded;
as, for instance, if they required any to renounce the
Faith, or do that which Scripture hath forbidden to be
done.”

“ That which this Archbishop commandeth do#k deny
the Faith, and #s unlawful,” observed Story.

“It may be,’ replied Oldham ; “and if such demand
be made upon him, Sir John, to my thought, would do
well to refuse compliance, whatever might be the penalty
of refusal. But it is no way unlawful for him to appear
in the Archbishop’s presence, and it is the King’s com-
mand that he should do so. Therefore, though he might,
and did, rightfully refuse to attend Archbishop Arundel
at Leeds Castle, a few days ago, at the Archbishop’s
own summons, he cannot lawfully refuse to do so at
the summons of the King.”

There was a murmur of assent from many of the elder
guests. Sir John himself was of the same opinion.

“Ye say well,” he observed, “and I am even so
minded myself. When King Harry besought me, by
our ancient friendship, that I submitted myself to the
Archbishop in this matter, I told him plainly that I



OR LOLLARDY. 204

would yield unto the Emperor the things that be the
Emperor’s, as John Wicliffe hath it in his translation,
but unto God only would I render the things which
be God’s. He hath a right to require the attendance
of his liege subjects wheresoever he may please, and
he shall be obeyed. How I may comport myself before
the Archbishop, is a different matter. Know ye how
soon we may look for these visitors?” he continued,
again turning to Fletcher and Graves.

“ Master Lydell told me,” said Jasper, “that he had
learnt privately, but from a sure source, that the citation
was already prepared, and that within two or three days,
at furthest, they would set forth on their errand.”

“Then we must expect them to-morrow or the day
following, I presume,” said Oldcastle. “I will see that
all needful preparations are made for journeying up to
London in the company of these men, should the King
require it of me. You, Mark, and your friend had better
remain at Cowling, until I am able to send you up to
London by water. After what hath happened to-day
in Rochester, it may be perilous for you to be seen
abroad in this neighbourhood ; but the way to the banks
of the Thames is safe and unfrequented.

On the following day, accordingly, orders were sent
to the persons in charge of the galley, in which the
Knight was at times accustomed to make the voyage
to London, requiring them to get it ready for a passage
thither. This mode of travelling was, in truth, as ex-
peditious, and in general more safe, in those troublous
times, than that by road. Mark and Jasper therefore
remained at the Castle as Sir John’s guests, while Mas-
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ter Oldham returned to Rochester. The latter, however,
paid frequent visits to Cowling, and had long and in-
teresting conversations with young Fletcher. The two
had in truth taken a great liking to one another. Old-
ham saw in Mark a youth intelligent and thoughtful
beyond his years, and withal honestly desirous of learn-
ing the truth on the various topics which at this time
were stirring the depths of so many bosoms. The gay
and careless temper of mind, which some few years -
before had distinguished him, had long since given
way to a spirit of anxious inquiry after the truth, and
a determination to adhere to it, when found. But cir-
cumstances, of which the reader has heard, had brought
him within the influence of the more extreme teachers
of the Lollard party, and he had in consequence adopted,
to some extent at all events, some of the wild and ex-
travagant tenets which so grievously marred their utility.
These he now saw reason first to question, and then to
modify; retaining at the same time what was sound
and wholesome in the Lollard creed. He perceived
that whatever might be the vices of persons in power,
it was not his business to correct them; and though
others might hold erroneous doctrines, this did not pre-
vent him from maintaining his own faith in purity and
simplicity ; and unless he should be called upon openly
to deny what was true, or profess what was false, it was
his duty in life to remain quiet.

On the third day after their arrival at the Castle, the
party expected from London made its appearance. It
consisted of the Archbishop’s somptnour and attendants,
together with a subaltern officer belonging to the guard
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of Sir Robert Morley, the Lieutenant of the Tower, and
despatched by the King's own special command. Sir
John expressed his readiness to place himself in the
hands of the Lieutenant, in accordance with the royal
order; and further declared his intention of journeying
up to London for that purpose. Satisfied with this
answer, the officer remained Sir John’s guest at the
Castle. During the time of his visit, however, there was
some quarrelling between Morley’s followers and those
of Oldcastle. In particular, an affray took place between
Mark and one Giles Fabyan, a stout soldier, but some-
what sullen-tempered. It was with difficulty that the
bystanders parted them without bloodshed ; and Fabyan,
who had only been restrained by force from drawing
upon Fletcher, took his departure in great dudgeon,
muttering vengeance against the heretic, as he called
Mark, should he again cross his path.

Early on the next day Sir John set off for London
in company with Morley’s men ; while Mark and Jasper
sailed up the Thames, arriving the same afternoon off
Greenwich, where Mark was landed to make his way
homeward to Bromlegh. He had parted in the morn-
ing from Sir John Oldcastle with much emotion, as-
suring him once more of his gratitude and loyalty, as
well as his readiness to encounter toil or danger in his
behalf, should his services again be needed.

It was late in the afternoon when he stepped ashore,
but there still remained several hours of daylight. Mark
reckoned that it would scarcely take him more than

" two hours to reach his home, even by the circuitous forest
paths, which it was his intention to follow. He was
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unwilling to encounter any of his neighbours, until he
should have learnt whether the true history of his ab-
sence was known, and if it was not, what construction
had been put upon it. He resolved to seek an inter-
view with Lettice, from whom alone he could learn
everything, without risking his life or liberty. But he
was aware that he might have some difficulty in obtain-
ing this. Dame Weaver in general kept her daughter
pretty closely within doors; and if old Miles had taken
serious umbrage at his proceedings, a stricter watch
than usual would be kept over her. He resolved to
hang about in the coppice immediately opposite Weaver's
house, and take the chance of the damsel coming forth
on some domestic errand.

Fortune, however, favoured him. As he threaded
the path winding through the forest, which overspread
the whole of Lewisham Hill, he saw, somewhat in ad-
vance, a slight figure habited in a green kirtle, the
fashion of which was familiar to him. It was Lettice,
returning from a visit to Father Simon. She was walking
slowly, and apparently in much distress. At the sound
of Mark’s footsteps behind her, she turned round, and
uttered an exclamation of surprise and joy.

“QOh, Mark !” she exclaimed ; “ then it is not true.”

““What is not true,, Lettice?” asked the young man,
after the lover's greetings had been exchanged.

It was rumoured,” said Lettice, * that both you and
Jasper Graves had been arrested by order of the Lord
Bishop, or (as some said) of the Primate himself, for
publicly decrying holy pilgrimages, and uttering slan-
ders against the clergy. It was said that you had been
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secretly conveyed away, and lodged in one of the
London prisons. Your aunt and myself were sore dis-
tressed, as you may well believe; but both my father
and Hugh said, it would be no wonder if the report
was true, and unless you learned to control your speech,
-you would soon find yourself in some such place. But
it cannot be so, or you would not have been so soon
released.”

“No, Lettice, it is not true,” said Fletcher; “ nor do
I know that I have said aught likely to bring me into
such peril. As for the London prisons, my joumey
hath lain in quite the opposite direction.”

“The opposite direction ?” repeated Lettice; “then it
is possible Hawking’s story may be true after all,—im-

possible as we all thought it. He persisted in saying,
" that you had requested him to deliver a message to
my father, telling him it was your purpose to join the
company of holy pilgrims on their way to Canterbury ;
and that he even saw you, and Master Graves also,
depart in their company. But we all thought it one
of the idle jests, in which Hawkins is wont to indulge.”

“He spake truly, nevertheless,” said Mark; “I did
journey with the pilgrims, and am but now returned.”

“Oh, Mark, then you have repented of your rash
words, and have journeyed to the shrine of the holy
St. Thomas, and have obtained absolution! And now
you will be one with us in all things, as you were wont
to be, before these new teachers filled your head with
strange fancies, Oh, Mark, I am so glad ! And Mistress
Amabel will rejoice as much as I do. My father, and
mother too—"

P
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¢ Prithee stop, Lettice,” exclaimed Mark, who, though
sorely unwilling to interrupt her raptures, felt bound
to undeceive her. “I have not been to the shrine
of him whom you call St. Thomas, nor should I have
much faith in the absolution which is bestowed there.”

“You have not been to Canterbury?” repeated Let-
tice; * where then has your journey lain 2"

¢ ‘That I may not tell,” said Fletcher. ‘ But be sure
I have done nothing which renders me unworthy of
your affection, or of your father's esteem.”

“But they say,” said Lettice, dropping her lovers
hand, which had hitherto been clasped within her own;
“ they say that if you continue to reject the teaching of
Holy Church, and to despise lordship, —those were
Father Simon’s own words, Mark—it will be my duty
to break off all between us. My father, too, protests
roundly, that he would as lief his daughter should
marry a Turk, or a downright heathen, as a Lollard.”

“And you are willing to obey them!” exclaimed
Mark bitterly ; “and that is all that your love is worth !
We have been betrothed to one another, Lettice, these
three years past; and our parents and. neighbours
made us over to one another, so to speak, for I know
not how many years before that—almost from the very
days when we were children. During all those years
I have never given you an unkind word, or cherished
a disloyal thought. Yet you are willing to believe all
-manner of evil of me, and cast me off because I would
fain worship God according to my conscience 1”

¢ Oh, Mark,” said Lettice, down whose cheeks the
tears were streaming, ‘“the Blessed Saints know that
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I would not willingly believe anything but good of you ;
and if we should be parted, it will only be because they.
have commanded it, whom I cannot disobey.”

“Heaven bless you for that, Lettice,” exclaimed
Mark; “if you will but remain true to me, all will
go well Look you, I cannot profess what I do not
believe. But I have thought much of these things of
late, and have taken counsel with one who is wiser than
myself in such matters—" ‘

“ With Jasper Graves, perhaps,” exclaimed Lettice ;
“he is but an ill counsellor, I trow.”

“ No, not with him,” returned Mark. “Since I have
been morein his company, I have heard and seen much
that I may not approve; and we have parted in dis-
pleasure, nor are we like to meet again,”

“ That is so far well,” said the damsel, in a less con-
strained tone; “but will you attend the Services of
Holy Church, and follow the teaching of good Father
Simon ?”

“Surely, I will attend the Church Services,” said
Mark. “It is God's House, none can doubt that, and
prayer is offered to Him there, in which every Christian
man may truly join. One may partake, too, of the
Blessed. Sacrament, without believing the wafer to be
God Himself.” This last sentence he spoke rather to
himself than to Lettice. * Yes, Lettice,” he added in
a louder tone, “I mean to attend church, and the
ministry of Father Simon, who assuredly is a good man
and a friendly.”

“Now Heaven be praised for this blessed change,”
exclaimed Lettice. “Methinks my father will be his
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own man again when he hears it; which, good wot,
he hath not been these many days past. As for Mistress
Amabel, she will be well-nigh distraught for joy. She
loves you, Mark, as though you had been her own son.”

“I am beholden to her,” said Mark; “but we must
now bid each other good-bye, Lettice. I wish to return
to- mine own home, and take to my work again, before
meeting any of the neighbours, who might ask me
questions, which it would not be welcome for me to
answer. I mean to keep quiet for a few days, trusting
that the tongues, which by your account have been
wagging somewhat freely respecting me, will cease of
their own accord.”

They parted, Mark following a path which led through
the wood to his own cottage, and Lettice moving home-
wards with a joyful step—a curious contrast 1o her lan-
guid pace half-an-hour or so previously.

Meanwhile Sir John Oldcastle and his followers had
arrived at his lodging in London, and in accordance
with the pledge he had given, surrendered himself to
the Lieutenant of the Tower, Sir Robert Morley. Itis .
proper at this point of the story to state briefly the
main facts in his previous history. He was born in
the reign of Edward IIL., and consequently, in that of
Henry V, must have been a man of at least middle age.
But, as we find him taking a leading part in public
affairs during the troubled times of Richard II, it is
probable that he was advanced in life at the present
period. He is reported to have been one of the royster-
ing associates of Henry, when Prince of Wales—the
original, in fact, of that ckef d’eewvre of Shakespeare’s i
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comic creations, Sir John Falstaff. But as the entire
story of Henry’s early follies rests on no sufficient au-
thority, it would be hard indeed to charge Sir John
Oldcastle with the vices of the Prince’s stage com-
panions, He was, however, undoubtedly a fast friend
and supporter of Henry Bolingbroke, and shewed him-
self a stout and able soldier both in Wales and France.
At what time he espoused the opinions of John Wycliffe,
is not ‘with any certainty known. Probably, the change
in his views was one of slow growth; but in 1410, he
took the decided step of proposing in Parliament the
confiscation of the temporalities belonging to the Bishops
and Convents. He is further accredited with having
endeavoured to intimidate the Archbishop and his col-
leagues, by fixing notices to the doors of the London
churches, threatening to raise an insurrection with
100,000 men, if any persecution of the Lollards should
be attempted. He maintained also, at his own expense,
a number of unlicensed preachers, as the reader has
already heard, whom he sent out to dissenfinate his own
opinions.

It is no wonder that Arundel felt the necessity of
putting some check upon proceedings so dangerous to
the cause he had at heart. But for a long time Old.
castle’s wealth and rank, and especially his personal
friendship with Henry V., rendered the Archbishop-un-
willing to attack him, When at last he felt compelled to
do so, it was in the first instance indirectly. He caused
twelve inquisitors of heresy to be appointed to inquire
into the new opinions afloat in the Church. They
reported not only that erroneous tenets were openly
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and widely professed, but named some persons who were
the main promoters of the movement, and who, for the
safety of the Church, ought to be restrained. Chief
among these was the Lord Cobham.

When this was reported to the King, who had then
just succeeded to the throne, he requested that before
any steps were taken against Oldcastle, he might him-
self try what his personal influence with the accused
might effect. This was acceded to, and an interview
followed, in which Henry urged Sir John, as a dutiful
son of the Church, to accept the doctrines which
Bishops, and Doctors, and learned men had deduced
from Scripture, and the traditions of past generations
had sanctioned. Oldcastle replied in language dutiful
and submissive, so far as the King was concerned ; but
which is said to have been so harsh and violent towards
the Bishops, and especially towards the Pope, as to
alarm Henry, who thenceforth refused to hold any in-
tercourse with him.

Cobham now retired to his country seat, and trusting
to his popularity with his neighbours, set the Archbishop
at defiance. The latter sent several citations requiring
him to appear before him, and affixed them to the doors
of Rochester Cathedral. But the somptnours were
afraid to serve the first, and the populace tore down
the second as soon as they were put up. At length the
King was prevailed on to order his arrest by a military
force, and the Lieutenant’s men were sent, as related
above, :

Finding that his opponents were determined to pro-
secute the matter against him to the uttermost, Sir John,
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on his arrival in London, drew up an answer to the
Archbishop’s charges, which he carried to the King,
praying him to give the document his careful considera-
tion. But Henry refused to receive it, handing it over
to the judges who had been appointed to try the case.
Oldcastle then claimed permission to purge himself
from heresy according to ancient law—by the oaths of
a hundred knights and squires, who would appear and
swear to his orthodoxy before the King. This being
refused, he next proposed to defend himself by wager
of battle, offering to fight to the death with any man
‘living, Christian or heathen, in proof of his innocence.
This was a somewhat strange proposal from a Lollard,
who professed to hold fighting in detestation. But his
third demand, when the second had been rejected, was
stranger still, being nothing else than an appeal from
the Archbishop to the Pope. This proceeding seems
to have disgusted his judges, 28 much as it has per-
plexed posterity. The prevalent opinion $eems to be,
that his object was simply to gain time, in order to
prosecute the rebellious designs he is believed even
then to have been contemplating. But of this there
is no evidence, and it is more probable that his motive
was to escape being tried by the Archbishop personally,
It is plain he believed that Arundel entertained a pri-
vate animosity against him, independently of his official
condemnation of Lollard opinions; and he may have
thought that no judge whom the Pope could appoint,
would be so prejudiced against him as the Archbishop.
It must not be forgotten that Wycliffe did the same.

But whatever may have been his reason for making
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this demand, it was indignantly rejected, and Oldcastle
had to appear before Arundel and his assessors in St.
Paul’s Cathedral, on the 23rd of September. The par-
ticulars of his trial are too well known to need repe-
tition in these pages, nor would they be repeated to any
good purpose. The main point was the mysterious
presence of Christ in the consecrated elements, Arundel
insisting on the gross and carnal doctrine of the Church
in those days, with the inflexible dogmatism which is
born of presumptuous ignorance; and Oldcastle exposing
without much difficulty the weak points of his adver-
sary's case, but less happy when he proceeded to
dogmatise himself. His theology was unquestionably
sounder than that of his opponents, but his language
was needlessly irreverent and offensive, little likely to
conciliate men already grievously offended. He was
condemned, and on his refusal to retract, excommuni-
cated, and handed over to the secular power for execu-
tion as a heretic.

The sentence usual under such circumstances would
doubtless at once have been carried out, had not the
King, still influenced by some lingering regard for his
early friend, urged that a delay of forty days should be
allowed, during which there would still remain a hope
that the offender might submit himself to the authority
of the Church. The royal intercession was of course
successful. Sir John was informed that nearly six weeks
would be allowed him for retractation; but after that,
if he still continued obstinate, the sentence of the law
would, without fail, be carried out.
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CHAPTER V.

THE late October sun was pleasantly lighting up the
green slopes of Martin's Hill, and the long stretch of
forest, gay with autumnal tints, extending in those days
to the heights of Penge, which the Crystal Palace now
crowns with its dome and lofty towers. Mark Fletcher,
who was carrying home a sheaf of arrows to a cus-
tomer in Beckenham, could not help pausing for a few
minutes to contemplate the beauty of the scene. He
leaned against the wall of Bromlegh churchyard, wrapped
in thought. Several weeks had now elapsed since his
return from Cowling, during which time he had carried
out his resolution, adopted, as the reader has heard,
during his absence from Bromlegh. He had shunned
observation as much as possible, working at his trade,
at which he was unusually skilful, and avoiding not only
the company of suspected persons, but all places of
public resort. He had been chary of visiting even
Weaver's cottage, until the old man, hearing of his
amended demeanour, had sent him a2 message, inviting
his company. He had now paid two or three visits
there, and had almost regained his old footing. He
had hopes that before many weeks had passed old
Miles might be induced to allow the day of the wedding
to be fixed. So far all was well; but the proceedings
taken against Sir John Oldcastle, and the terrible doom
impending over him, had caused Mark sore grief and
trouble. He could not help feeling himself half a traitor
in thus standing by, and allowing his beloved patron and
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benefactor to be subjected to a cruel death, without,
as it were, raising so much as a finger in his behalf.
He had said to himself a hundred times, that he could
do nought for the good knight’s deliverance, even though
he were willing to yield up his own life for him. There
was also a very general belief abroad, that when it came
to the actual execution of the sentence, the King would
never suffer the ancient companion of his battles to
undergo so shameful and terrible a doom. But these
thoughts only half satisfied Mark’s scruples. He seemed
to himself to be like 2 man who, standing on the sea-
shore, sees another on the point of drowning, but whom
he cannot rescue even at the risk of his own life, and
who looks anxiously round for some skilful swimmer,
to render the help which he cannot himself bestow.
After half-an-hour of melancholy reverie, he roused him-
self to pursue his journey; but just as he leaped over the
first gate at the entrance of the wood, a man wrapped in
a cloak, in which he had also muffled his face, came out
from under the cover of the trees, and invited him
to stop.

“Mark Fletcher,” he said, %I pray you a word.
You have been absent from the places where I was
wont to meet you for this many a day past; and
there be those that scruple not to say that the fear
of what man can do unto you, has induced you to
look back after setting your hand to the plough.”

“They must e’en say what pleases them,” said Mark,
who was not greatly gratified at the re-appearance of
Jasper Graves, whom he had learned to distrust; *I-live
not in their report. If you have nought more welcome
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to-say, I pray you to let me pass on, I have business
in hand.”

“ Aye, the business of this world,” said Graves scom-
fully, “ which I fear me you have learnt to prefer to
that of your true Mastet.”

“1 am not accountable to you anyway,” answered
Fletcher indignantly, “nor do I desire to hear more
concerning you.”

He endeavoured to push past him as he spoke, but
Graves put himself directly in his way.

“You desire to hear nought more of me, nor of the
friend and patron, for whom you have often expressed
so much gratitude and affection? ‘Do I so understand
you, Mark Fletcher?”

Mark stopped, and laid his bundle on the ground.
““No,” he said,  Jasper Graves, if you bring me tidings
of Sir John, I will hear you with all willingness.”

“It i3 on his account that I am here, and because
he needeth your help sorely. I remember when you
parted from him last, it was with the assurance that
should he need your loyal service you would willingly
render it, at whatever peril to yourself.”

1 did so,” said Mark, “and stand prepared to make
good my words. How does the knight bear himself?”

“Bravely, even like himself,” said Jasper. ¢“He is
not as one of the waves of the sea driven hither and
thither by every blast of man’s displeasure,—rather as
the landlocked pool, which the winds may ruffle, but
not lash to fury.”

“Doubtless he feels the arm of Heaven extended
over him,” said Mark, “I cannot even now believe
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that harm will befal him. There are so many that
love him, yea even among those whom the world dreads
and honours, that they will surely secure his safety,—
the King, to wit. He hath already interposed in his
behalf. Doubtless he will interpose again.”

“Trust not to that,” said the Lollatd. ¢Saith not
the Scriptures, ¢ Trust not in princes.” It is true that
the King would not of his own mind give him over
to stake and gibbet. But alas, every day maketh it
plainer that these priests have gained the dominion
over his heart and conscience. Small hope for the good
Knight from him.”

¢ Alas for him then,” said Mark. ¢ There is no one
now high in place, like the great Duke of Lancaster in
King Richard’s time, who dares oppose these proud
men. So then, there is indeed no hope ?”

“Not so,” said Graves. “ There is hope, and bold
and true hearts may make it certainty. Vain indeed
would it be to attempt to procure remission of the
sentence, but we may yet deliver the man himself from
the hands of his enemies.”

“How? mean you by force?” exclaimed Mark in
surprise: “would you raise the commons, and pluck
him by the strong hand from the grasp of Sir Robert
Morley? Nay, consider the matter, Jasper Graves,
There are indeed hundreds, doubtless thousands, who
love the worthy Lord Cobham well enough to adven-
ture their lives in his behalf. But the Tower with its
high and massive walls, its strong and warlike garrison,
its brave and experienced lieutenant,—what hope could
there be of capturing such a stronghold, either by sur-
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prise or assault? The very moment that such an at-
tempt was made, execution would, I doubt not, be
done, and the Knight's head exhibited on the topmost
pinnacle. We should but hasten,”—

“Tarry, I pray you, Master Fletcher,” said Graves,
“you are altogether wide of the mark. We have no
thought of attacking the Tower. But it may be that
Sir John has friends among the warders, or, there may
be those who, for whatever reason, do not desire that
the Archbishop’s sentence should be carried out, or—
in short, there is a prospect that if the Lord Cob-
ham’s friends are secret, skilful and courageous, they
may accomplish his deliverance.”

“Pray Heaven the attempt may prosper,” said Mark,
%1 would give five years of my life to, hear that he
had safely escaped from the hands of the enemies who
seek his blood.”

“I knew such to be your feeling,” said the Lollard,
“and therefore have I sought you to-day. We shall
require the help of five men—four, that is, beside my-
self. They must be all strong, brave, and trusty, and
I know you to be all three. Our plan is this. It is
dark now by seven o'clock, and at the middle of next
week, there will be no moon. About nine o'clock we
shall lie off the Tower in a boat, hiding as well as
we may in the angle of the Water-gate. Sir John's
chamber is in one of the central towers, but means
will be found to release him from this, and enable
him to climb the battlemented walls overhanging the
river; from whence he may be lowered by a rope to
the boat. The chief danger arises from the sentinels
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along the battlements. One of these must be seized,
gagged and bound, or he will most certainly give the
alarm. Now this must be done from the inside. Who-
ever it may be that releases Sir John from his chamber,
will have nothing to do with any further proceedings.
It is impossible indeed that he should—"

% Ha, methinks I conceive you,” said Mark ; “ He may
be of too high quality to take part in such a matter.”

“On that point it is better to be silent,” said the
other: “I told you that five men would be required,
three to manage the boat, and two to secure the warder
and lower the Knight from the battlements.”

“And you want me to be one of the last, I appre-
hend ?” said Mark.

“Even so,” said Jasper, ‘“stout Geoffrey Glover will
be the other—you know him ?”

“ Right well,” said Mark, “ none better fitted for such
an enterprise. But how, supposing me willing to under-
take this, am I to gain admittance and escape notice?”

“That has been provided for,” said Jasper. “You
and Geoffrey will be provided each with one of the
dresses worn by the warders, and will enter in the
dusk of the evening, just before the closing of the gate.
A man will be loitering about in the entrance court
wrapped in a cloak. Him you will follow. He will
convey you into a chamber opening on the battlements
immediately adjoining the place where the warder, whom
you will have to secure, is stationed. You will find
the gag and some stout cord in the chamber, and your
plan will be to drag the warder in thither, bind him
fast to some strong staples in the wall, and there leave
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.him. ‘When Sir John shall have safely reached the
boat, you must climb down yourselves, or make a leap
for it into the river, as you may choose. This is what
hath to be done. - Will you undertake it? I seek not
to disguise that it is full of peril ; yet remember it w1ll
be incurred in behalf of one whom you love and honour.
I am authorized also to say that the reward ”—

“] think not of that,” said Mark. “ But for the sake
of the man who saved me from death, to his own loss
of court favour, and out of sheer good will and love of
justice—I will encounter the danger.”

“You have well said,” said Graves. “It were better
that we now part, and be not seen together until the
day arrives. Hold yourself in readiness to be sum-
moned early in the course of next week. Till then,
I need not say, be stout of heart, and secret.”

They parted, and Mark resuming his journey, pur-
sued the forest paths to Beckenham, buried in deep,
and not very pleasant, thoughts, It was not fear of
approaching danger that oppressed him. He was braver
than most men, and willing to incur even a greater
hazard than the one he was about to run for the sake
of his benefactor. But he could not but be sensible
that, even if he escaped uninjured and undiscovered,
it was still not unlikely that suspicion might attach to
him, as having been concerned in the enterprise; and
that such suspicion would be quite sufficient to defer,
or possibly break off altogether, his union with Lettice,
which, he had hoped, was now near at hand. There
was no help for it, however. He could only, as Jasper
had said, “ Be stout of heart, and secret.”
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Some ten days subsequently to this conversation, the .
startling news was received of the escape of Lord Cob-
ham from the Tower. By what means it had been ac-
complished was a mystery, and the inquiries made by
the Lieutenant threw no light upon it. It appeared
that Sir John had been visited by the warder as usual
on the evening before his escape, and that he had left
him with the door securely locked and barred on the
outside. In the morning it was found locked, just as
it had been on the previous night, but the prisoner was
gone. ' )

Nothing else was talked of in the village during the
whole of that day. Old Miles Weaver, accompanied
by Hugh, looked in at Mark’s cottage, when work for
the day was over, to inquire whether he had learned
aught respecting it. They found the young man en-
gaged in his usual employment, fastening the steel
heads on some cloth yard shafts, but with a face some-
what haggard and weary. Old Miles rallied him on
his looks.

“ Why Mark, lad,” he said, “I thought to have found
you as merry as a cricket. Here is your friend, by
whom you swear,—if so staid a youth as you are ever
sweareth at all,—here hath he escaped, not only from
prison, but from what is more unpleasant still, from
axe and faggot, and you look -as though you had just
heard of execution being done upon him, What ails
you, lad, and how have you hurt your hand?” he con-
tinued. “That is an ugly gash, and done, as I should
think, by some sharp weapon. Have you been fighting
with any man, or what has happed ?”
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¢ It is nought,” said Mark, hastily, “a mere accident.
And so Sir John has escaped! I am right glad to hear
of it. When did the news arrive? I have seen no one
to-day.”

“The news was brought by some half-dozen men-at-
arms, whom the Lieutenant of the Tower had sent this
morning along the road to Dover. It was thought that

. Sir John would make an attempt to cross the sea. They
stopped to bait their horses, and told mine host of the
¢Crown’ the whole tale.”

“If you have heard nought about it, you will be anxious
to hear the particulars, methinks,” said Hugh who was

l full of the excitement of the affair himself, and anxious
for the opportunity of venting a little” of it. *Shall
I tell you the tale?”

T shall be much beholden to you,” said Mark,

“Well, then,” said Hugh, “it happed thus. John
Ditchley—that’s the name of the warder who attended
on Sir John—he swears that last night, when he visited
the prisoners, he left the Knight safe in his chamber,
and that he locked and barred the outer door. Sir John
could not have escaped by the windows; for they are
only two narrow slits, through which an infant could
not have crept, not to say a large and lusty man like
Sir John. The bolts did not appear to have been
tampered with, and besides, the door was fast locked.
But though the prison remained the same, the prisoner
was gone. Search was made everywhere through the
fortress, and presently one of the warders, Giles Fabyan
by nanie, was found in one of the small chambers open-

Q
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ing to the outer wall, fast bound and gagged. Being
released, he affirmed that, shortly before midnight, he
heard steps approaching, and saw another warder coming
towards him, as he supposed, with some message. Find-
ing that he did not speak, he commanded him to stand.
The man made no reply, but clutched his halbert with
. both hands. Fabyan endeavoured to wrest it from him,
but at the same moment was seized from behind, and
gagged before he could call out. He was then dragged
into the chamber where he was found, and secured to
a staple in the wall.”

“Did he know the men who seized him?” asked
Mark.

“ He says he is sure he had seen one of them before,
the one who clutched his halbert, but he cannot recollect
where. He is assured also that he wounded him with
his dagger, for there was blood on the edge of it when
he was released, but that is all he can say.”

“That does not seem to me to explain how the good
Knight escaped,” observed Mark, ““and still less whither
he is gone.”

“No, and they do not know anything certain upon
either head,” said Hugh. “A boat was seen rowing
down the river in the éarly grey of the morning, with
four rowers, and two men seated in the stern. The
Lieutenant’s barge was sent in pursuit as soon as the
news was received, but no trace of the boat could be
found.”

“Is any one in the Tower suspected?” inquired
Mark.
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“] cannot learn that there is,” said Hugh. ¢The
only thing that seems certain is, that Sir John has made
his escape.”

““ Well, there might be worse news than that,” said
old Weaver. “For my part, I am a faithful subject
and a loyal Churchman, and I do not love these Lol-
lards. But I love still less to see an Englishman tied
to a stake, like a cock that the lads are going to throw
at, and then burnt alive. That is worse, 1 trow, than
heresy itself. It is a good job, to my thought, that Sir
John hath escaped, I trust he may go beyond the seas,
and we hear no more of him.”

All the rest of the party acquiescing, the subject
dropped. Mark accompanied his visitors home to sup-
per, where he recovered his spirits so completely, that
the old man, who attributed the change in him wholly
to Lettice’s influence, made him the subject of more
than one broad jest, which Mark took in good part,
and the evening passed pleasantly away. Mark had
now almost entirely regained his former favour with
the Weavers; but old Miles nevertheless would not
consent for a long time to the day of the marriage
being fixed. Father Simon, when consulted on the
subject, shook his head. The Lollards were still giving
the heads of the Church a great deal of trouble, and he
was not sure that Mark had entirely broken with them,
News arrived two or three weeks later, that Sir John
Oldcastle had escaped into Wales, and was living there
among the fastnesses, which at that time were almost
inaccessible to the officers of the law. All sorts of
rumours reached London and its neighbourhood re-
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specting his proceedings, each more alarming than the
last. He was reported to be levying an armed force—
some said twenty thousand, some five-and-twenty thou-
sand men, With this he was to march upon London,
seize the person of the King, and hold him in captivity.
He was then to put to the sword those who had in-
stigated the measures against the Lollards, confiscate the
property of the Church, and make himself Protector
of the realm. Father Simon was of opinion that the
greater part of these rumours were untrue; but, never-
theless, where there was so much smoke, there was
probably some fire. The country, he thought, would
never be at peace till the Lollards were effectually
put down; and this could only be accomplished by
inflicting some signal chastisement on the arch-heretic,
Oldcastle.

“My daughter,” he said to Lettice one day, when she
had urged his intercession with her father on behalf of
Mark, “you know what the Scripture saith about fleeing
the company of evil doers, and none to my thought do
worse evil, than they who stir up others to discontent and
rebellion. If you were to become the wife of a rebel—"

“Father!” exclaimed Lettice, earnestly, “Mark is no
rebel. He would die sooner than lift his sword against
his anointed sovereign. I have heard him say so, many
a time ; and you know he ever speaks the truth, and he’
is so clever, as I have often heard you say—"

‘ Aye, he is clever,” said the Priest, “it may be some-
what too clever; and for the other matter, there are
rebels against the Church, as well as against King, and
" who shall assure me that he is not such a rebel ?”
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“ He would never raise his hand against you, Father,
nor against the good Bishop here,” said Lettice ; “and
if he hath spoken rash words against the Primate, or
his Holiness the Pope, I am assured that he regrets
them, and will not so offend again.”

“I would gladly think so,” said Father Simon. “ But
methinks we ought to have some more certain warrant
for that, before we can trust you to him.”

% What assurance do you ask?” inquired Lettice;
“Mark attends the services of Holy Church, as you
know, and stands aloof from Jasper Graves, and his
associates—"

“ Aye, indeed, doth he?” said the Priest; *“and how
long, I pray you, hath he done so ?”

“FEver since the day of the archery-match,” said
Lettice; “since the day of his return to Bromlegh,
that is.”

“And that is scarce two months since,” said Father
Simon; ‘“a short space methinks, from which to draw
so grave a conclusion. No, Lettice, I cannot give the
assent you ask. Yet I would not be hard with you.
If by the Feast of the Blessed Nativity nought hath
been heard to Mark’s disparagement, I will agree that
the day shall be fixed. The wedding may come off on
the 8th of January if you will: that was the marriage-
day of your father and mother, some thirty years ago.
1 remember it well. They were among the earliest
couples, between whom I celebrated the holy Sacrament
of wedlock. It would pleasure me much to do the
like for you, Lettice, and pray that your marriage may
be blessed, as that of your parents hath been.”
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“You are ever kind, Father,” said Lettice, her cheeks
crimson, and her eyes filled with tears. “ We will sub-
mit ourselves to you in this, as in all things else.”

The remaining weeks of auturhn, and those of early
winter passed by, without bringing anything of import-
ance to the chief personages of our tale. The rumours
relative to Sir John Oldcastle, in his Welsh retreat, con-
tinued to be received ; but many of them were so wild
and improbable, that wise men placed no belief in them.
Other rumours there were, however, of equal interest,
but which were more widely credited. The Primate
was a man already far advanced in years, and his health
was visibly failing. In all likelihood, before many
months had passed, a new Archbishop would have to
be selected. Such an appointment was in those days
a matter of importance in the eyes of all men, very
different from what is felt now. The names of probable
candidates for the office were widely canvassed among
all classes of the community, with the most anxious
eagerness. The success of the Lollards, in their at-
tempted reformation of the Church, would, it might
almost certainly be predicted, mainly depend on the
temper and ability of the new Archbishop. If he should
be a man inclined to peace, or at all events averse to
severe measures, or if his ability should not be equal
to carrying out any determined scheme of repression,
Lollardy would almost inevitably triumph. And there
were few men then in England capable of filling such
a post as that of the Primacy, with the wisdom and
vigour which alone could command success. In ex-
pectation, as it were, of the appearance of this new
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champion, all parties seemed for awhile to suspend
hostilities.

Christmas arrived, and nothing having occurred to
throw any doubt on the genuineness of Mark’s Church-
manship, Father Simon made good his promise, and the
wedding-day was fixed, as he had originally proposed,
for the 8th of January next ensuing. Old Weaver, who
from the first had been well-inclined to Mark, and had
only yielded to the representations of his parish priest,
was so elated at the near prospect of the marriage, that
he seemed to grow young again from sheer enjoyment.
He caused a feast to be prepared for the occasion,
befitting the nuptials of an alderman, at the least, and
invited so goodly a company of guests, that it was
commonly said in the village, that he must need ask
Sir Simon for the use of the parish church, since no
other building could be found large enough to accommo-
date them all. The other members of the family were
not behindhand in their friendly offices. Dame Weaver,
assisted by a troop of volunteers, toiled over the tooth-
some dishes wherewith the wedding-table was to be
gamished, the cost of which was like to make a con-
siderable hole in Miles's savings. There was bruce to
be prepared as sauce for the boar’s-head larded, which
a distant kinsman, a flesher in London, had presented—
there was charlet that was served with the capons, and
browet with the mallards,—there were flampdynts, and
raffyolies, and cockagrys, and crustades,—all of them
now unknown to English cookery; together with some
dishes which would hardly be relished in the present
day, such as roasted squirrels and fried hedgehogs.
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The good dame had determined to convince her neigh-
bours that she had not forgotten how the table of a man
of worship should be served, though nine-and-twenty
. years had elapsed since she left Sir Richard of Altring-
ham’s service, to become Miles’s wife. Nor did Mistress
Amabel labour with less zeal at her loom, to provide
the young couple with the luxury of sheets and pillows,
—a rare one among the peasantry of that day. Gifts
of all kinds, articles of household furniture, drinking-
cups, and kitchen utensils were made by neighbours
in such abundance, that the cottage in which Mark
" had hitherto led a rather comfortless bachelor life, pro-
mised to become one of the most amply furnished in
the whole village.

Mark had a pleasant time of it in the week which inter-
vened between Christmas and Epiphany, every day pay-
ing long visits to his betrothed, now so soon to become
his wife. It was accounted somewhat strange that on
the evening of the last-named Feast he did not appear
at the Church service, or at old Miles's house after-
wards; nor was he to be found anywhere during the
whole of the enshing day. Hugh made his absence
at such a time the theme of some broad banter, de-
claring that Mark had, at the last moment, repented
of his bargain, and had betaken himself beyond the
seas, for fear he should be compelled to keep to it.
Lettice, though in secret somewhat inclined to be af-
fronted, discreetly held her peace, assured that whatever
might be the cause of her lover's absence, he would
not fail to be in his place at her side on the morrow.
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CHAPTER VL

THE morning of the 8th of January was bright, clear,
and frosty—a genuine winter's day of the olden time—
the times when summer was warm and winter cold, as
in these modern times they seem altogether to have
ceased to be. All Bromlegh appeared to be taking a
holiday. Early in the forenoon gay groups were seen
mounting Martin’s Hill on the one side, and threading
the lanes from Widmore on the other, or tripping mer-
rily among the patches of broom that dotted the long
common on the road to Farnborough. The men had
put on their Sunday jerkins and hose; the women
had donned their gayest kirtles and head-gear. All
wore bridal favours on conspicuous parts of their dress,
Before the hour for the ceremony had arrived, the
churchyard almost resembled a fair, from their number
and the gaiety.

The Church of Bromlegh, in the fifteenth century, was
an ancient and venerable pile. A considerable part
of it had been rebuilt in the previous century, and pre-
sented all the features of that noblest age of English
Church architecture. But the east end consisted mainly
of the Norman work, which in a much earlier age had
replaced the wooden structure of Saxon times. It was
dedicated to the Cappadocian Bishop Blasius, being
one of the four churches that had him for their patron
Saint; and an annual fair was held in his honour on
the 3rd day of February. With so great esteem does this
Saint appear to have been regarded in early times, that
servile labour on his day was forbidden by the Council
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of Oxford in 1222. It is melancholy to have to record,
that this noble building, with the exception of the tower,
was entirely destroyed by the barbarians of the first half
of the nineteenth century ; who in 1829 erected the pre-
sent architectural abomination on the ancient foundations.

It looked its very best on the bright January momn-
ing. The ancient porch had been wreathed with ever-
greens, the holly berries being formed into numberless
quaint wedding devices, and many an eye was cast in
the direction whence the bridal procession was expected
shortly to appear. Even the strange and startling news
which had arrived that morning from London, which
at any other time would have filled men’s thoughts to
the exclusion of all other topics, could hardly drive
the business of the day from their minds. They did,
however, talk somewhat respecting it as they stood
under the churchyard elms, with their eyes fixed on
the Widmore road.

“T can scarce believe it, neighbour,” said an elderly
man, in the dress of a farm-labourer (who had doubtless
obtained a holiday for the day from the bailiff of the
estate) to his gossip, a man of nearly the same age and
employment. “What! seize our gracious King in his
own palace! Heard ever man the like ?”

“Nay, neighbour,” said the man addressed, lowering
his voice so as not to be overheard, “I can recollect
when a king was not only seized in his palace, but
deprived of his kingdom, and if men said true, of his
life to boot.”

¢ Aye, thou meanest King Richard,” said the first
speaker, in the same guarded tone. “ But, I trow, he was
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a different sort of king from our present Sovereign..
King Richard, I have been told, never led an army
into the field ; and Harry, his cousin, held him in such
slight esteem, that he scarce troubled himself to put on
his armour when he went to seize him. But Harry of
Monmouth is altogether a different sort of person from
that. When he puts on sword and armour, there are
but few, I am told, that can stand before him! Me-
thinks they who went to seize him, would have done
well to think twice of the errand on which they had
set out.” .

“It may be,” said the other, in a louder tone, “yet
nevertheless they did propose such an errand to them-
selves. It was their purpose to have seized him in his
palace at Eltham, and thrown him into prison. All
those whom they account their enemies, the Dukes of
Bedford and Gloucester, the Earl of Warwick, the Lord
Archbishop, and others, they would have put to the
sword, and have made Sir John Oldcastle himself Pro-
tector of the realm. But the King had early intelli-
gence, from Wales, of what was brewing in London,
and straightway set himself to defeat their wickedness.
He summoned his guards, and rode straight up to
London.”

“ Aye, that is certainly true,” said another man who
was standing by listening, “for I myself chanced to be
crossing the heath when a strong force of men-at-arms, _
with the royal standard displayed, passed me on their
way to London Bridge. I thought, too, that I could
discern the King's figure in the midst.”

“Well,” resumed the former speaker, ‘“as soon as
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he reached London, he sent for my Lord Mayor, and
bade him, I suppose, take order with the rebels, who were
gathering in large numbers on the outskirts of the city—"

“ Aye, in St. Giles’s Fields,” said another. “Rumour
saith they have been holding their meetings there for
many weeks past. Is it not so, Master Stidolph ?”

“They may, for anything I know,” said the old man.
“ Anyway they were holding one last night. But the
soldiers came upon them before the appointed hour of
meeting, and there were by consequence but few pre-
sent. Nevertheless there were some seized, and many
more made their escape.”

“1 trust they will shew no further mercy to these
Lollards,” said one of the bystanders, by name Green-
wood. “Methinks the more mercy that is shewn them,
the more rampant and insolent they become. If it
had not been for the King’s special intercession, where-
by a delay of six weeks was allowed him for repentance,
the arch-heretic Oldcastle would ere this have met his
doom. Worthily did the Knight requite his mercy by
breaking prison, and never ceasing from that day to
this to plot the life of the good King, who had taken
pity on him.”

“That was a strange business,” said old Stidolph,
shaking his head. “No one ever knew how he es-
caped from the Tower, and many believe it was by the
. help of the devil himself that he got free. They say
one of the warders declared that he could produce
without fail the man who seized and gagged him, if
time and help were given him. But he was never en-
couraged, or even permitted to do so.” :
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“Tt is all the King’s goodness of heart,” said Green-
wood. “Sir John was his old companion in arms, and. °
he hoped he would return to a better frame of mind.
" But methinks he will by this have learned that mercy
is thrown away on such an one as he.”

“ Nay, that he has done,” said another. * There is
a reward of five hundred marks offered for Sir John’s
capture, dead or alive. I have spoken with a man who
arrived from London an hour since: the pursuivants
are searching everywhere, high and low, for the rebels.
They say Sir Roger Acton is caught already.”

“It will go hard with him,” said Greenwood, “and
with Tom Talbot and Parson Drayton too, if they are
made prisoners. The King’s Chaplains will not have to
blame the King again for excess of lenity towards them.”

“The conversation was here interrupted by the appear-
ance in the distance of the marriage party, the bride
leaning on the arm of her father, and Mark and his
friends following, dressed in their best apparel, and re-
ceiving the hearty good wishes of the crowd through
which they had to make their way. But the bystanders
remarked, as the simple processior passed by, that the
bridegroom looked worn and anxious; and it was
whispered among some few, who regarded the Lollards
with especial dislike, that he was anxious lest Father
Simon should publicly question him as to his belief on
certain points of the Christian Faith; and unless he
should receive satisfactory answers, even now refuse to
proceed with the ceremony. Perhaps some such idea may
have occurred to Mark himself. He looked nervously
round him as he entered the churchyard, hastily thrusting
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his left hand into the breast of his doublet. But a glance
seemed to re-assure him. In the western doorway of
the church stood the venerable figure of Father Simon,
in his priestly vestments, with a smile on his face, which
shewed plainly enough that he entertained no feeling but
one of good-will to all present.

Mark stepped firmly forward, and taking Lettice’s
hand in his own, stood with her under the Norman
doorway of the tower, swearing to take her for better
for worse, according to the rite of the English Church
in all ages; and hearing Lettice on her part promise to
be “bonair and buxum in bedde and at borde,” as the
quaint language of the woman’s vow phrased it in those
days. But as the Priest was on the point of demanding
the ring from the bridegroom, in further prosecution of
the rite, he was suddenly interrupted by a loud cry
raised in the further skirts of the crowd. The spectators
gave way to the right and left, and a dozen soldiers be-
longing to the guard of the Lieutenant of the Tower,
who had dismounted from their horses, were seen ad-
vancing along the path through the churchyard. The
bridal party stood silent with astonishment. Lettice
cast a hasty glance at Mark, and turned deadly pale
when she saw the expression of his face. The party,
which was headed by a pursuivant, moved on until they
had arrived within a few steps of the church door, when
they halted, and the pursuivant, bowing his head, saluted
Father Simon with the respect still universally shewn to
the secular clergy of that day.

¢ Benedicite, my sons,” said the Priest;-“on what
errand are ye come?”
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“That of arresting a traitor to our gracious lord the
King,” answered the Pursuivant. As he spoke, he laid
his hand on Mark’s shoulder.

¢ Stay, good Master Pursuivant,” said Father Simon;
“surely here is a mistake. This youth is Mark Fletcher,
a peaceable inhabitant of this village, in which we har-
bour no traitors against our liege lord, and gracious
King.”

“1 grieve to hear that he is one of your flock, holy
Father; and I fear that that will scarce assoilzie him
of treason.  Stand forth, Giles Fabyan, and say whether
this be the man whom you accuse.”

One of the soldiers, a middle-aged man, whose face
was marked with several scars, advanced from the ranks.
That is the man, I will swear,” he said, “ whom I now
behold for the fourth time. I am prepared to take any
oath to the fact.”

% Proceed,” said the Pursuivant. “ What be the three
occasions on which you have seen him before.”

“The first time was in the castle belonging to the
traitorous heretic, Sir John Oldcastle,” said Fabyan.
“ He took offence at certain words which I spake against
the Lollards, and we went to fight it out in the court-
yard; but they forced us apart before the quarrel was
settled. I got this scar”—he pointed to a wound on his
cheek as he spoke—*“in the encounter. I am scarce
like to forget him, I trow.” :

“That was the first time,” said the Pursuivant. “ Now
let us hear the second.”

“The second was when I was keeping guard on the
battlements of the Tower, on the night of the 26th of
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October last. The guard was changed at midnight, and
it was scarce ten minutes afterwards, when I heard foot-
steps, and saw a man, in the dress of one of the warders,
advancing towards me. I challenged him, when he sud-
denly seized my halbert, and endeavoured to wrest it
from me. While we were struggling I was seized by
another man from behind, and overpowered. But before
they could master me, I struck the first man, I feel
assured, a blow with my dagger, on the back of his left
hand. The night was very dark, but the stars gave me
light enough to distinguish his features; they were
those of the man, with whom I had well-nigh fought at
Cowling. But I pray you let him put forth his left
hand, and shew whether there be the scar of the wound,
" or no.” :

¢ Stretch forth your hand, my son,” said Father Simon,
“and confute this calumny.”

Mark obeyed, though slowly and reluctantly. There
was the mark of a dagger cut, not long healed, on the
hand plainly enough to be discerned. Lettice turned
paler still as she saw the scar, and leaned on Hugh’s
arm for support.

“ Now for the third time,” said the Pursuivant.

“The third time was in the Ficket Field, at the back
of St. Giles’, last night,” said the soldier. “You know
that a little after midnight the gates of the city were
closed, by the orders of the King, to prevent the rebels
in the city from joining those outside the walls. We
were then marched down to St Giles’, to seize the
others.”

“Aye,” said.the Pursuivant. “But as ill-luck would
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have it, they had got news of our coming, and had gone
home again—all but a few, that is.”

“True,” said Fabyan, “but this man was one of the
few. While the main body was being surrounded by
our force, I and about two dozen others were sent to
arrest a smaller knot of the conspirators, who were
stationed under the wall of St. Giles's churchyard, about
a hundred paces off. They did not see us until we
were close upon them, being, as I guess, engaged in
watching what was passing in Ficket Field. The
moment they perceived us, they took to their heels in
all directions, and we could only catch one or two.
But I saw the face of yonder man by the light of the
cressets, as plainly as I see it now.”

“Speak, my son,” said the Priest, addressing Mark, who
stood silent. “ What answer make you to this charge ?”

“He speaks the truth,” said Mark. “I quarrelled
with him at Cowling, even as he said. He spoke words
that I could not brook. He saw me on the walls of the
Tower. I went thither to help in the rescue of my bene-
factor and friend ; whom, then at least, I did not believe
to be a traitor. He saw me also at the back of St. Giles's
churchyard last night, but I went thither for no disloyal
purpose. I received a message, entreating all who loved
Sir John to repair to Ficket Field, there to concert mea-
sures for petitioning the King for his pardon. If treason
was designed against my lord the King, whom God
preserve, I knew it not.” .

“You mouth it parlous well,” said the Pursuivant,
“and are, as I judge, a cunning rogue; yet methinks
your story will hardly pass current.”

R
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“Nay,” said the Priest, “that must be for the judge
to determine. Doubtless he must answer it, but—"

“ Doubtless, holy Father,” said the Pursuivant, inter-
rupting; “and there is no need to parley further. Norcan
we spare the time, having other rebels, at Halstead and
at Sevenoaks, to arrest. Tie his hands, and secure him
behind one of the men. He can sit behind Gilbert
there.”

“Tarry,” said Father Simon. “If ye be bound for
Sevenoaks, ye will scarce return before nightfall.”

“We do not propose returning at all to-night,” said
the Pursuivant. “We can scarce hope to light upon
all those of whom we are sent in quest, before to-
morrow at sunset; and it may be that it will take us
still longer.” '

“In that case, a prisoner will but encumber you,” said
the Priest. “If you will leave him in my charge, I will
hold myself accountable for him. VYou will halt at
Bromlegh on.your return homeward, I presume, and
he will then be ready to accompany you.”

The Pursuivant looked irresolute. ¢ Father,” he said,
“I do mnot distrust your word, but how can I be sure
that he will not escape your hands; and were he to do
so, my Lord the Lieutenant would be sorely displeased.
Qur gracious young King is roused to greater wrath
at the thanklessness of these rebels, than I have ever
beheld him. Especially is his anger kindled against Sir
John Oldcastle, who hath twice grievously abused his
forbearance ; who, if report say true, hath even sought
his benefactor’s life. Besides, I should miss a round
reward, which has been offered for this man’s apprehen-
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sion. I would fain pleasure you, but it can only be at
mine own personal risk, and probable loss.”

“I will be bound for him,” said old Miles Weaver,
“and will forfeit an hundred marks if he be not de-
livered to thee in safe custody on thy return. See here,”
he continued, producing the gipsire or purse usually
carried by the artisans of the day. ¢ This was the sum
that I was about to bestow on my son-in-law that was to
have been; I will pledge it now in his behalf. Examine
its contents if you will. Look, I hand it over to the good
Father here, who will deliver it to you, if Mark be not
ready to attend you on your return,”

“It needs not,” said the Pursuivant. *The good
Father's word should surely suffice. But we must tarry
no longer; it is hard upon noon, and we have eight
miles to ride ere we again draw rein.” He turned off
as he spoke, and the party, re-mounting their horses,
were soon lost to sight.

“ Mark Fletcher,” said the Priest somewhat severely—
for though he had been anxious to gain time, so as to
consider how best to help him, he was both vexed and
angry at the young man’s folly,—*Mark Fletcher, you
will do well to accompany me to mine house. I con-
clude you will give me your promise to make no attempt
at escape. Unless you do—"

¢ Father,” said Mark reproachfully, “have I fallen
thus low in your account, that you think me capable of
so requiting your kindness. Place me where you will,
I will not stir from the spot until this man returns to
claim me.”

“It is well,” said the Priest. * Miles, you will do
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wisely to take your daughter home. I will visit her
shortly, and give her what comfort I may. Return
to your homes, good friends. Our merrymaking hath
had a grievous interruption: I trust this matter may
not have a still more grievous end.”

He walked off slowly as he spoke, closely followed by
Mark, whose downcast looks and drooping figure pre-
sented a sad contrast to his demeanour scarcely more
than an hour before. Old Miles, in accordance with
the Priest’s advice, took Lettice’s hand, and bidding
Hugh and the others follow him, hurried along the
least-frequented path he could find towards his own
dwelling. The crowd slowly dispersed, some lamenting
the interruption to their promised day of enjoyment—
some venting their wrath on the traitors who had so
nearly succeeded in their murderous designs against
the brave young King; some pitying Miles Weaver
and his lovely daughter; but all agreeing in the immi-
nent peril into which the rash lad, Mark Fletcher, had
brought his neck by his unadvised proceedings.

Several days elapsed before the Pursuivant’s return,
and when he did pass through Bromlegh on his home-
ward route, he had no time to delay even for half-an-
hour in the village. He had unexpectedly succeeded
in arresting a prisoner of great importance, and it was
not impossible that a rescue might be attempted, unless
he were conveyed with all possible speed to London.
He only halted a moment to send a message to Sir
Simon, telling him that his prisoner must be committed
to the custody of the headborough of the village, until
he could despatch some messengers to convey him to
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prison. Mark was accordingly handed over to Martin
Stockdale, a worthy man, who was a blacksmith by
trade, and, though an old friend of both Miles Weaver
and Mark himself, by no means disposed to incur any
personal danger by the possible escape of the prisoner.
He took the precaution not only of shutting him up in
a strong room, the doors and windows of which were
secured by iron bars, but of riveting an iron ring round
his leg, and fastening it by a chain to a staple in the
wall. Nor would he suffer any one to have access to the
prisoner, unless while he was present himself. Not-
withstanding these precautions, Martin was considerably
embarrassed by the responsibility imposed upon him,
and every day trusted to receive a ‘visit from the sol-
diers, who would relieve him of his unwelcome charge ;
but his hope was not fulfilled. The remaining weeks
of January passed away, and February succeeded, and
February gave way to March, and still the expected
messengers did not arrive. News of great importance
was circulated during the interval. * Sir Roger Acton,
an intimate associate of Oldcastle, was tried, convicted,
and executed for his share in the outbreak. Many
others, also of rank and position, underwent the same
fate. Large sums were paid for the arrest of traitors,
and still larger ones promised for the capture of the
head of the conspiracy ; who had fled, it was supposed,
from St. Giles’s Fields, as soon as the approach of the
royal troops was perceived, and was believed to have
returned to his former place of retreat.

In the month of February also arrived the intelligence
of Archbishop Arundel’s death. He had been attacked
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by inflammation of the throat (probably quinsy), and
had died of suffocation. The Lollards attributed the
ulceration of his tongue, consequent upon the disease,
to the vengeance of Heaven upon him, for the sentences
which that member had pronounced against the Lol-
lards—with what reason, every reader will best judge for
himself. There was great anxiety felt as to who would
be his successor. Several names were in men’s mouths
as those of probable occupants of the vacant throne;
but the King himself had probably fixed upon Arundel’s
successor, even before the vacancy occurred. He issued
his congé d’élire ta the Chapter at Canterbury, requiring
them to elect Chicheley, Bishop of St. David’s. The
Chapter of Canterbury for once willingly complied.
Chicheley himself does not appear to have desired
the honour; if what is told by his biographers is true,
his reluctance to undertake the office was with great
difficulty overcome. This, however, is a very difficult
matter to determine, especially in the history of those
days, when such reluctance was regarded as being no
more than the befitting modesty to be looked for in
all who succeeded to so high an office.

By the great mass of the nation the appointment was
hailed with satisfaction; and this is remarkable, con-
sidering that Chicheley was known to be a man of
resolute character, and quite as determined as his pre-
decessor to put down the professors of the new school,
which was daily becoming more formidable to the power
of the hierarchy. But such certainly seems to have
been the fact. Possibly they felt that in times so cri-
tical, it would be better to have a man of nerve and
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ability at the helm, even though his opinions did not
entirely accord with their own, than a waverer or a
trimmer.

The very day after the announcement of Chicheley’s
election, arrived the long-expected order for the trans-
mission of Mark Fletcher to the dungeons of the Tower.
He was given into the custody of Giles Fabyan, who
chanced to be the leader of the party sent for the pur-
pose ; and the latter received Mark—so he at least fan-
cied—with a malicious satisfaction, anticipating Mark’s
speedy elevation to the gallows, on which so many ac-
cused of the same offence had already suffered. Old
Miles and Hugh took a sad leave of their relative,
little hoping, if the truth were told, ever to behold
him in life again, unless perchance it might be on the
day of his execution.

“There is no help for it, neighbour, I fear,” said old
Nicholas Allden that evening. “The lad has been led
astray by these crazy preachers, and has recovered his
senses too late. Until he met with Jasper Graves, he
was as little given to heresy, or rebellion either—’

“He meant no rebellion,” said IL.ettice, earnestly.
¢ You heard him say as much himself.”

“Why aye, lass, so I did,” said Nicholas, “and I
doubt not he will tell the judge the same. But if they
only were to be convicted who admitted their own
naught, the gibbets would have few customers, I trow.
Say what he will, I fear me there be ugly facts against
him, and it profits nothing denying them. By his own
confession he aided and abetted in the escape of the
arch-traitor Cobham. That, I fear me, by itself is hang-
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ing matter ; and when you add to that, that he went up
to meet the traitor; who was, even then, on his way
with arms in his hand to seize the person of our gra-
cious sovereign, if not to slay him outright,—there
needs no more to convict any man that ever lived.
I cannot see how he can escape the sentence, though,
Heaven knows, I would pay down a round sum to de-
liver him, if I could.”

“It may be you are right,” said Lettice. * But even
if Mark should be condemned, it is in the power of the

- King to pardon him.”

“You are right, lass,” said Allden. ¢ Therein lies your
best chance, The King doth not love axe and cord
much better than he loves fire and faggot. If ye could
prevail on some great man to speak in Mark’s behalf,
who would also go bail for the lad's future good be-
haviour, methinks his life might yet be saved.”

“QOh, then let us go!” exclaimed Lettice, starting
up—* let us go this minute, and make entreaty. There
are surely those in King Henry’s court who might be in-
duced to take pity on the unfortunate! You will go
with me anyway, Mistress Amabel,” she added, as
she noticed the blank expression that overspread the
faces of her male relatives. “You will not suffer
Mark’s life to be forfeit, for lack of a few urgent

* words.” :

“Hold your peace, and be reasonable, Lettice,” said
Miles. “We would none of us spare our entreaties
were there any shade of hope that they would avail,
But I, for my part, know nought of great men, or great
ladies either. To be sure, there is our Bishop—"
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“He would not plead for a Lollard,” said Nicholas.
% Count not on his intercession.”

“And there is the Earl of Warwick,” said Mistress
Harradine. “You have forgotten him, Miles. Mark’s
father was one of his body-servants not so many years
agone.”

“The Earl of Warwick,” repeated Allden. “ Richard
Beauchamp; I fear me that will avail little better.
The Earl is said to be a fast friend of this new Primate,
who is like to take harsher measures with these Lollards,
than even the old Archbishop did.”

“Good neighbour,” said Amabel,” it skills not reckon-
ing the chances against us after this fashion. If we
entreat my Lord of Warwick to lend us his aid, my
nephew may be saved. If we ask him not, he will
of a certainty be done to death.. Let us go up and
fall on our knees before Richard Beauchamp, and en-
treat him with what arguments we may. What say
you, Miles Weaver?”

“I will go with you,” said the old man; “we will
all go, for the matter of that; but it is you who must
speak in behalf of the others. As I said before, I know
nought of courts and princes, and could not shape my
tongue to their courtly phrases.”

“It is well,” said Amabel. “We will dll go up to-
morrow, and entreat the Earl. I chanced to hear this
morning that he is even now in London.”
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CHAPTER VIL

ON the day after Mark’s removal to London, a group
of nobles and ecclesiastics of the highest rank were
seated in one of the chambers in the Bishop of London’s
palace. This stood in those days at the north-western
comer of St. Paul’s churchyard, and was built, like all
great houses of that epoch, as much for defence as for
residence. The windows looking out on the streets
were little better than loopholes cut in the massive
and solid stone walls, The gateway was flanked by
two strong towers, and the oaken door, thickly studded
with large nails, might have resisted any force that
could be brought against it in a street so narrow, ex-
cept perhaps that of fire, The chamber itself was
large and splendid, according to the taste of that day;
though in the present generation it would probably be
accounted dark, ill-proportioned, and scantily furnished.
It was wainscoted with oak, black with age, the panels
being filled with tapestry, representing the visit of the,
Queen of Sheba to Solomon. The ceiling was divided
into compartments by oaken beams intersecting one
another, each compartment being occupied by some
heraldic emblazonment. The row of arched windows,
each of which was divided by a stone mullion, with
tracery in the upper part, was filled with glass; but
the latter consisted of very small fragments, so that
half the space at least intended for light was occupied
by the lead-work. But glass was at this time so rare
in dwelling-houses, that these windows were accounted
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a great advance in civilization. One side of the room,
spacious as it was, was almost occupied by the chimney-
‘piece, which had been carved by some artist of the day
with considerable skill, to represent the enthronement
of Mellitus, the first Bishop of London. Against the
walls there stood a huge cabinet, and one or two chests
or coffers, while the middle of the room was occupied
by a table of solid oak, round which were ranged
a number of chairs of the same material, elaborately
carved, having cushions of Utrecht velvet, fringed with
cloth of gold. The floor had been freshly strewn with
rushes and early spring-flowers, diffusing a pleasant
fragrance through the apartment.

Seven or eight personages were seated round the
table, all richly dressed, for that was an age when great
importance was attached to externals. But their attire
denoted that they belonged to different professions,
indeed to different ranks of society. The central seat
was of course filled by the Bishop of London. He
wore his rich episcopal robe, which in those days was
rarely laid aside except in strict domestic privacy.
There were two other bishops present—those of St.
Davids and Winchester—similarly attired, and sitting
on either side of the host. The latter, Henry Beaufort,
held at present the office of Chancellor, and is the
same who is better known in subsequent history as
Cardinal Beaufort; the other, Henry Chicheley, had
been recently nominated Archbishop of Canterbury.
Next to the last-named were the Earl of Salisbury
and Sir John Cheyne, both of them veteran warriors,
who had won renown in the Welsh borders, as well
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as in France. The seat next to Beaufort was filled
by the Earl of Warwick, also a tried and trusted coun-
sellor of the King, and that again next to him by
Sir Robert Morley, Lieutenant of the Tower. The
three remaining personages occupied chairs somewhat
lower than the rest. One of them was John Forrest
or Forrester, the new archbishop’s confidential chap-
lain; the dress of the other two shewed them to be
citizens, One of these was a man somewhere about
fifty years of age, bearing a marked resemblance to
the Archbishop. He was in fact his elder brother,
Sir Robert Chicheley, alderman and twice Lord Mayor;
he was a grocer by trade, and had amassed a large
fortune ; which, to his honour be it spoken, he after-
wards bequeathed to charitable and pious purposes.

His near connection with the Primate probably
caused him to be chosen one of the representatives
of the city at the council. The other, a man of about
the same age or somewhat older, was a still more re-
markable personage. He wore his fur livery gown,
with his collar of office over it; for he too had already
held twice, or as some say three times, the highest
dignity of the city. This was Whittington, the well-
known hero of the nursery tale; whose true history
strangely enough has been accounted fiction, while so
many fictions of those times have been accounted his-
tory. His features, transmitted to us in more than
one portrait, expressed the benevolence at once and
the sagacity which distinguished his character, ren-
dering him one of the noblest ornaments of the great
city, not only in the times in which he lived, but
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throughout its entire history. The respect paid him,
even by the personages of the highest rank, in whose
company he now found himself, were, in themselves,
the strongest testimony to his worth.

They bad evidently been discussing some question
not only of great interest to all present, but involving
great difficulty also. It was easy to see that, although
Chicheley assumed a position no higher than the rest,
he was the person to whom they chiefly looked for
guidance in its determination.

“You think then, my Lord,” said the Bishop of London,
after a pause in the conversation, “that the King is so
set on prosecuting this claim, that it would be difficult
to divert him from it, even though the opinions of his
counsellors should be unfavourable to it.”

“Scarcely that,” said Chicheley, “for he is anxious
to ascertain as nearly as he may, what are the senti-
ments of all ranks of the people respecting it. For
himself, doubtless he believes, in the first place, that
his claim to the throne of France is just. He is the
great grandson of Edward III., whose right ought not
to have been disputed; and though it is true that the
young Earl of Mortimer is King Edward’s nearest male
heir, yet all the rights possessed by King Richard IL.—
this therefore along with the rest—were formally ceded

- by him to the House of Lancaster, and the same has
been ratified by Mortimer’s tacit assent.

Chicheley paused as he spoke, and looked keenly
into the faces of the other counsellors, more particu-
larly those of the Earls of Salisbury and Warwick.
But these two experienced courtiers remained silent,
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too wary to shew any sign of dissent, even if they
felt any ; and Chicheley proceeded.

“Satisfied therefore of his right to the inheritance of
the French crown, the King further thinks that it is
his plain duty to assert and maintain it by force of
arms, if need be., France has long been the scene
of lawless bloodshed and rapine, which disgrace hu-
manity. A powerful hand is needed to repress dise
orders, which are converting that unhappy land into
a desert. And nowhere can such a hand be found,
excepting his own. Such is the King’s mind on the
subject. But he would fain learn the opinions of all
classes of his countrymen, and be assured that, if he
undertake the enterprise, they would go heart and soul
with him in it. How say you then of the spiritualty,
my Lords of Winchester and London ?”

“I say it is 2 good work,” said Beaufort, “and one
which will doubtless have the blessing of Heaven. Let my
Lord the King go forth with a good heart, for the prayers
and blessings of the Church will go along with him.”

“And ye, my Lords and valiant Sirs,” pursued
Chicheley, addressing himself to the Earls of Salisbury
and Warwick, and the two Knights, “who are worthy
representatives of the nobility and knighthood of Eng-
land, what counsel give ye in this matter ?”

“ By my faith,” said Salisbury bluntly, “we soldiers
are scarce likely to object to the war which the good
King proposes. It is hard enough to keep our followers
in meat and clothing, in these inactive times. The
ransom of a few French prisoners would replenish our
coffers nobly.”
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“Yea,” added Sir John Cheyne, “and would find

* better employment for them, than they now find for

themselves. Good truth, they are sore discontent for

lack of employ, insomuch that if we have no Frenchmen

to fight, we should soon be in sore danger of coming to
loggerheads with one another.”

“Good, my Lords,” said Chicheley. “These words,
methinks, will be welcome in the King’s ears. And yet
once more, what say ye, Master Whittington, and my
brother Robert? Should this war be undertaken, the
King will look largely for your aid, in supplying the
needful subsidies for his campaign. Could he count
on the support of the good citizens, think you, should
he need it?”

“Be sure, my good Lord, it will not be wanting,” said
Whittington, “ Heavily hath the city suffered from the
lawless state of France, where peaceable men, engaged
in their honest business, may not traverse the land
without violence and plunder. Greatly to our advan-
tage will it be, if France can be brought to the same
orderly tranquillity which this realm happily enjoys.
Much, too, has our commerce with more distant lands
been injured by French vessels, which destroy and
plunder our ships upon the high seas. To these out-
rages, a strong arm, such as that of our gracious Lord,
can alone put a period. Trust me, we of the city will
not be wanting in lending it the power to strike.”

“Bravely and loyally spoken,” said Chicheley.
“Gladly will I convey your sentiments to our gracious
Master, assured that they will be right welcome to him.
And now, my Lord,” he continued, addressing the
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Bishop of London, the hour approaches when the King
has commanded my attendance at his palace at Ken-
yngton. I will therefore crave permission to take my
leave. You too, my Lord of Warwick, if I mistake not,
are bound for the King’s private chamber.”

“Even so, my Lord,” said the Earl, “And I will
gladly ride thither in your company.”

The Council accordingly broke up, Chicheley and
Warwick repairing to the court-yard, where their trains
were already in attendance,

They passed out into St. Paul's churchyard, down
Paul’s Chain, and along Thames-street, to the ancient
bridge, the only one by which the Thames could in
those days be crossed. It was a solid and massive
structure, the huge piers occupying fully as much space
as the riverway between them, and surmounted on
either side by rows of houses, which left but a narrow
passage between them for horsemen or pedestrians. The
river crossed, they entered on the fields bordering on
the village of Bermondsey, with its ancient monastery,
(recently erected into an abbey by King Richard IL)
and thence to Newington, the most famous archery-
ground in the neighbourhood of London at that time.
The roads, notwithstanding that they led to what was
occasionally, at least, a royal residence, were little better
than tracks across the common, and were fetlock deep
in mud. At this point they were obliged to proceed
in somewhat different order, Warwick riding a little
in advance, and Chicheley and his Chaplain following.
The last two were sufficiently out of earshot of the rest
of the party, to venture on confidential talk,
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“You are determined then to encourage this French
war,” said Forrest; “yet I think in your heart you can
hardly approve it.”

“Where there are two evils, John, one or other of
which is inevitable,” said Chicheley with a sedate smile,
‘““the wise man chooses the lesser of the two. Much
more will he so do, when there are many evils on the
one hand, and but one on the other.”

“You think this French war an evil then?” rejoined
the other.

“Why aye, to you I do not hesitate to avow as
much,” said the Archbishop designate. “The war
will impoverish the King’s exchequer, exhaust the best
blood of England, bring sorrow to many a homestead,
and cannotin the end advantage the realm of England.”

¢If that be one side of the account,” remarked the
Chaplam, “methinks there should be hea.vy items on
the other, to overbalance it.”

“True, but there are,” returned Chicheley. ¢ There
is civil war on the other side, and religious strife ; it may
be the downfall of the Church itself.

“Civil war,” repeated Forrest, “that might be, were
the young Earl of Mortimer other than he is. But as
things stand—"

“It depends little on him,” interposed Chicheley;
“if the King were less brave, wise, and popular, there
would be plenty.of claimants, who could make out
a colourable case in their favour. And, notwithstanding
that Henry is at present the idol of all hearts, unless the
unquiet .spirits of these times find an outlet in foreign
war, they will inevitably find one at home.”

© 8
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“It may be,” said Forrest;-“I, at least, can scarce
gainsay it. But the downfall of the Church, my Lord—
surely there cannot be danger of that.”

“That is your opinion?” asked the Archbishop.
“] would I thought so. To my mind the attack may be
defeated now, and staved off for a generation or so to
come; but the time is not far distant, when a heavy and
determined blow will be aimed at the Church, which
Heaven send she may have power to ward off. But
though it may be averted for the present, it-can only
be by the determined exercise of authority on the one
hand, and by. turning the energies of the nation, at
. present perilously enlisted on the side of these Lollards,
to a wholly different subject of interest. Ha, what now,”
he added, drawing his rein, as he saw, somewhat.in
advance of him, a party of some three or four persons,
who had been waiting at a corner of the road, come
forward and fall on their knees in the middle of the
pathway. “Inquire who these be, John, and what
they want.”

“They are suppliants to my Eord of Warwick, it
would seem,” said the Chaplain. ¢But if we ride up,
we can hear what passes.”

Meanwhile the Earl also had paused, and inquired
of the new comers with what purpose they sought
him.

“We come to entreat your favour in behalf of our
relative, Mark Fletcher, who is now in great peril of his
life, unless you are pleased to aid him,” said Mistress
Amabel, who, as the reader has heard, had been con-
stituted spokeswoman. “He is the son of your former
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body - servant, John Fletcher, whom in old days you
were wont to regard with favour.”

“John Fletcher,” repeated the Earl. “Yea, I remem-
ber him well, a stout knave and a trusty, What has
befallen his son?”

Dame Amabel replied as briefly as she cbuld, relating
how in earlier days Mark had been rescued from death
by Sir John Oldcastle, and had esteemed himself bound
to him ever afterwards. How, actuated by gratitude
alone, he had aided in the liberation of the knight
from the Tower. How, again, on the 7th of January
last, he had received a message, as he supposed, from
Sir John, requesting his attendance in St. Giles’s Fields,
but not for any treasonable purpose; how, in conse-
quence, he had been confounded with traitors, who
had taken up arms, and risen in rebellion.”

“Say you he helped the traitor Oldcastle to break
prison ?” inquired the Earl

“He did,” faltered Amabel, “but he meant no
treason.”

“ And he was present at the meeting in Ficket Field,
in company with the rebel Lollards ?” pursued Warwick,
frowning. “ Methinks you are overbold to thrust your-
self into my presence with a tale like this. Who has
ever known Warwick espouse the cause of heretics and
traitors ?”

“Cease, Amabel,” said Miles, interfering. “I told
you your cake was dough. I pray you pardon Mistress
Harradine,” he continued, turning to the Earl. “She
is so bent on pleading her nephew’s cause, that she
would not be gainsayed.”
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Amabel rose slowly from her kneeling posture, and
moved out of the Earl's way, who rode on without
further remark. But Chicheley, who had listened at-
tentively to what passed, did not at first seem inclined
to follow.

¢ Amabel,” “Harradine,” he repeated; ¢those, me
thinks, are names familiar to mine ear. There is
something in her face, too, that I seem to recall” He
called up one of his attendants, and bade him follow
the party, who were now wearily and sadly making
their way homewards, and bid them accompany him
to his episcopal palace, where he would give them au-
dience on his return from Kenyngton.

That evening, accordingly, they were admitted to his
presence, much wondering at the summons, and, per-
haps, somewhat afraid that it might bode no good to
their own safety Chicheley’s manner, however, was
kind and re-assuring.

“Good dame,” he said, “I heard the supplication
you addressed to the Earl of Warwick, and I would not
that any should suffer for offences of which they are
not most clearly guilty. I have therefore sent for you
to leamn from your own lips the whole of this matter,
But first, what is your name, and place of birth?”

“I am called Amabel Harradine, my gracious Lord,”
she answered; “and I was born at Higham Ferrars
in Northamptonshire, where my father was the village
blacksmith.”

¢ Aye, indeed,” said the Archbishop, with something of
a sigh; “was that your birthplace? And who may have
been your nearest neighbours, when you resided there ?”
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“On the one side old John Fletcher,” answered
Amabel, at once surprised and delighted at the strange
interest with which the Primate seemed to regard her,
“Old John Fletcher, whose name was famous for the
arrows he made for many a mile round. He married
my sister, so please you.”

“He was your neighbour on the one side,” pursued
her questioner; “and who on the other ?”
 “On the other lived one Thomas Chicheley, most
‘reverend Father,” said Mistress Harradine. “He was
at that time the village tailor. He left the village,
when I was a girl, but he hath since prospered in the
world, I have heard, and hath bought land, and—"

“Enough,” said the Archbishop somewhat sadly.
“You speak of things which happed long ago; nor
‘have I leisure to hear more. Now tell me the par-
ticulars of your nephew’s case. He 'is, I suppose, the
son of the John Fletcher of whom you were speaking ?"

“Even so, your Grace,” returned Amabel. Nothing
loth, she then proceeded to relate the history of Mark’s
arrest, repeatedly assuring her hearer that the Xing had
no more loyal subject than the unlucky lad in question,
who had been induced by gratitude to his friend Sir
John Oldcastle to commit acts, with which otherwise
he would have had nought to do, nay, would himself
have condemned and resisted. .

Chicheley heard her to the end with unusual mild-
ness; and then dismissed her, with an assurance that
her nephew’s case should receive all possible consider- .
ation, though there could be but little hope that offences
of so grave a character would be overlooked, '



262 MARK’S WEDDING,

The party accordingly withdrew, somewhat abashed,
somewhat encouraged, but more than all, astonished by
the demeanour of the Primate.

“ Methinks your Grace seems strangely interested by
this woman’s pleading,” remarked Forrest, when the
door had closed behind the suppliants.

“It may be that I wa$, John,” said the Archbishop
thoughtfully. “You heard her name the place where
she was born ?”

“T did so,” answered the Chaplain. “It was Higham
Ferrars, in the county of Northants; and now, I be-
think me, that village was your Grace’s birthplace also.
It may be that you account of her as your fellow-
villager.”

“More than that, John; as my earliest playfellow.
Hearken! She and I were playing in the meadows on
the banks of the Nene, the last time I saw her. I was
scarce eight years of age, she not seven; the sister
of whom she spoke was a baby in her cradle. I re-
member it all, as though it had happed but yesterday.
We were engaged in some childish sport, when we
were accosted by a man of grave and reverend aspect,
who was taking his afternoon walk across the fields
from Northampton Castle. He stopped, and watched
our game for a time with a kindly smile; then he
called us to him, patted Amabel on the head, and
asked some questions of me. Can you guess who he
was, Forrest?”

“No, my Lord, unless it was your Grace’s first patron,
the saintly Wykeham, Bishop of Winchester.”

“Right,” said the Archbishop. “It was that good

Te
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and holy man. He was pleased, it seemed, with my
replies, and the next day sent his servant to make
further inquiries. By his favour I was placed in the
College at Winchester, which his piety was even then
engaged in founding. Thus did he plant my foot on
the lowest round of the ladder, by which I have
mounted thus high, yea, higher than the good Wyke-
ham himself—all unworthy as I am to be named with
him. But on Amabel, my playfellow, he bestowed no
more than his simple blessing at parting. Such are
the chances of life. For this world, as for the next,
oftentimes one is taken and another left.”

He leaned his head on his hand, and relapsed into
silence, which was presently broken by Forrest. “I can
well understand,” he said, “your Grace's interest in this
youth. It is pity, but I should fear his case was beyond
hope, even on Mistress Harradine’s shewing.”

“Y scarce know that,” said Chicheley. “To abet
the escape of a condemned heretic and traitor from
the Tower, and to band with a company of armed
rebels whose object was to seize the King’s person,
are doubtless acts of treason, for which there could be
no penalty but death, and the sentence of the court
must needs go against him. But the King is ever
merciful, and were he assured that the youth was
really misled as.to the purpose of the traitors in
Ficket Field, he might be prevailed on to grant a
pardon.”

“It may be,” returned Forrest. ‘ But methinks the
youth was not misled in the other matter,—the helping
an attainted traitor to break out of the King’s prison.”
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“True, John,” said the Archbishop, smiling myste-
riously ; “but it may be that the youth had accomplices
in that matter, of whom we wot little,”

I do not understand your Grace,” said Forrest,

“There is no need that you should,” said the Arch-
bishop, who was sensible that he had spoken somewhat
unadvisedly. ‘And, in truth,” he muttered to himself,
“the King would hardly. like that plea to be brought
forward. I fear you are right, John,” he added, after
a few minutes more thought. “I would give much to_
save the nephew of my old playmate from death, the
more so as I am convinced of his innocence of treason
or rebellion. But I know not how it may be done.”

¢ The best hope would consist in putting off his trial
awhile,” said Forrest. That may be contrived with-
out difficulty. There are prisoners enow to occupy the
judges for many a day to come. And it may be that
when a large proportion of the offenders have under-
gone their punishment, it will be thought that atone- -
ment has been made, and mercy will be shewn to the
rest.” :

“You are right, John,” said the Archbishop, ¢ Such
lenity will certainly be accorded. It was but this very
day that the King, who is ever averse to spilling blood
in peace, little as he thinks of it in war, spake to me
of granting an amnesty to all who would sue for pardon.
Both Warwick and I told him that the time had not yet
come when such a step could be taken with any safety,
and that an example must be made of men who had
openly defied the authority both of Church and Crown.
But the time for granting it will come, doubtless, and



OR LOLLARDY. 265

that before the close of this present month. It may
be that this youth need not be brought to trial at all,
Go you down to the worthy Lieutenant of the Tower,
mine approved friend, in whose custody this Fletcher
is, and request that he remit him to me for more es-
pecial examination. See that he is lodged safely in
the prison at Lambeth, for he must not be permitted
to escape. We shall doubtless be able to find some
reason for deferring his trial.”

Meanwhile, Mark lay in his dungeon in the Tower,
fully persuaded that he had taken his last leave of
Lettice, indeed of this life altogether. He was quite
sensible that, however innocent he might be of any
treason against his liege Lord the King, it would be
almost impossible for him to prove such innocence
before his judges. He blamed himself, indeed, for his
folly in hearkening to Graves's representations respect-
ing the meeting in Ficket Fields. Enough had tran-
spired sincé the flight of Sir John Oldcastle from the
Tower, to shew that however sincere his loyalty to
King Henry might have been previously to his im-
prisonment, he was now all but an avowed rebel.
Under these circumstances, Mark felt that he ought
to have refused to hearken to Jasper's insidious asser-
tions. Yet what did it matter after all, he thought.
There was the other business, which could not be ex-
plained away, and that was quite enough to hang him
by itself,

On the second day in the forenoon, when the jailer
entered his prison, informing him that he had been
summaned before the Archbishop, he expected nothing
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less than a short examination, and a still shorter shrift.
He was a good deal surprised when he found himself
committed to a chamber at Lambeth, strongly secured
indeed, but otherwise greatly more commodious than
his dungeon at the Tower had been. His surprise
grew greater as day after day passed on, and the in-
tended examination by the Archbishop was still de-
layed. He was frequently visited by the Archbishop’s
chaplain, who treated him with a kindness, as unex-
pected as it was welcome. Mark ventured to ask of
him one day, how it was that the Archbishop had not
fulfilled his intention of examining into his case. The
Chaplain informed him that the Archbishop had .not yet
been confirmed in his office by the bestowal of the royal
assent, and until this was done, the Primate elect would
perform no official act. The assent, however, had been
given that day, and therefore he might now very shortly
expect to be cited.

Two or three days afterwards accordingly, on the
28th day of March, Mark was conducted by his jailers
into the Primate’s presence, but only to be informed
that the King of his great mercy had been pleased to
promise a pardon to all who should humbly and dut-
fully sue for it, with promises of loyal obedience for
the future. Therefore, Mark was told, if he chose to
avail himself of this, no further proceedings would be
necessary.

It needs not to add, that the poor lad was only too
thankful to escape by such submission from the ter-
rible fate that had so long been staring him in the
face. He immediately made the required submission,
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and received his pardon; returning to Bromlegh, to
the great delight of Mistress Amabel; who, however,
had but small notion of what it was that had really
procured Mark’s unlooked-for liberation. They were
all in truth much too happy to trouble themselves with
further inquiries. Mark’s wedding took place a week
or two afterwards, and was celebrated with even greater
rejoicings than those which had ushered in the original
bridal day. The young couple settled down in the
cottage which Mark had got ready for the event, and
in the happiness of his married life, Mark soon forgot
the previous weeks of suffering.

CHAPTER VIIL

THE years in truth passed peacefully and quietly
enough with Mark and his bride. He heard no more
of Jasper Graves, who, it was currently believed, had
accompanied Sir John Oldcastle in his flight into Wales,
and continued in personal attendance upon him. The
severe measures taken against the Lollards previous to
the amnesty, had the effect also of preventing for a long
time to come any meetings of persons of that per-
suasion in the neighbourhood of Bromlegh, so that
temptation was removed from Mark to involve himself
again in their proceedings, even had he been so in-
clined. Sir Roger Acton, a knight of good estate, to-
gether with a preacher named Beverley, and several
others, were hanged for treason, and 2 law was enacted

hadr®S
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that all judges and magistrates should be authorised
to arrest persons suspected of holding heretical opi-
nions, and if convicted, such persons should forfeit
their lands and property of whatsoever kind, the same
penalty, in fact, as enforced against cases of felony. As
for Oldcastle, a bill of attainder was brought into Par-
liament and passed: a reward of a thousand marks
was offered to any one who could secure him dead or
alive, and a further perpetual exemption from taxes
was promised to any town in which he should be
arrested,

It was fully expected that these measures would be
successful, and that Cobham would speedily be seized
and brought to judgment; but such did not prove to
be the case. The country forming the border-land
between Wales and England, was at that time in a
state so unsettled, that nothing but an armed force of
considerable strength could venture within it without
peril to life and liberty. This Sir John had made the
place of his retreat; and here he found many to give
him shelter, and warn him of the approach of danger,
should any threaten him, There can be no doubt
that, whatever may have been his fidelity to Henry
in the time previous to his imprisonment, he now alto-
gether cast off his allegiance. From his place of con-
cealment, emissaries were continually despatched to en-
deavour to stir up such elements of discontent as ex-
isted in various parts of the country. Nor does there
appear to be any reason for doubting that he opened
negotiations with the Scots, the avowed enemies of
England, offering to help them in their projected in-
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vasion. For some months after his second escape from
St. Giles’s Fields, rumours were continually in circulation
as to the plots he was supposed to be hatching,

But in the following year, the public interest was
engrossed by matters of another description. In the
spring of 1415 Henry put in his claim to the crown
of France, and on its rejection by the French nation,
prepared to cross the Channel at the head of an Eng-
lish army to enforce it. The sympathies of all classes
were heartily with him. The clergy promised him their
prayers and blessings; the Commons voted him the
most liberal supplies; the knights and nobles flocked
to his standard. In the middle of August he em-
barked at Southampton with fiteen hundred vessels,
and arrived in safety on the French coast.

News travelled tardily in those days. It was not
until the middle of September that any tidings arrived,
and then no more important intelligence than the sur-
render of Harfleur was announced. But a few weeks
afterwards the report of the great victory of Agincourt,
the most astonishing triumph, perhaps, to be found
in the annals of any nation, rang like the note of a
trumpet through the land. A week or two afterwards
the hero of this memorable day returned to England,
and was received with an enthusiasm by his subjects,
which exceeded all precedent. They are related to
have rushed into the sea when his boat approached,
and seizing him in their arms, to have borne him
through the surf to the shore. -

Mark and Lettice joined a party from Bromlegh which
repaired to Blackheath t6 witness his triumphant arrival.
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The scene was splendid and gorgeous in the extreme.
The whole country seemed to have been converted into
a fair. At every turn of the road triumphal arches had
been erected, flanked by towers hung with flags and ta-
pestry, from which youths and maidens dropped wreaths
of laurel and chaplets of flowers on the head of the con-
queror as he passed by. Twenty thousand citizens,
with the banners and ensigns of their guilds, received
him at Blackheath, and accompanied him to London,
where a solemn Te Deum was sung at St. Paul's. Still
larger supplies than had been granted for the previous
expedition were now voted, and some even settled upon
Henry for life,

After a brief sojourn in England, the King again
departed for France, and again the interest of the
nation was concentred in the foreign news, which con-
tinued from time to time to be received. The whole
people remained, as it were, on the tiptoe of expecta-
tion, hoping to hear of a second victory, as complete
and splendid as that of Agincourt had been. . Not in
the castles of the nobles only, but in the dwellings of
the trader, in the cottage of tht mechanic and the
labourer, hardly any other topic was discussed. For
the time, the opinions of the Lollards, and the mea-
sures taken against them, scarcely occupied the atten-
tion of the people at all

But Chicheley, who had been appointed head of the
Council during the King’s absence, and thereby invested
with authority scarcely less than that of the Regent
Bedford himself, was careful to pursue the policy which
‘he had proposed to himself when he assumed the Pri-
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macy, and put down heretical teaching without mercy.
Persons convicted of treason against the King were
frequently pardoned by the royal clemency, but no
such indulgence was shewn by the Archbishop. In
August, 1415, one John Claydon, by trade a furrier,
was cited before him in St. Paul's Church, charged with
propagating heresy, by causing books to be written, at
his own cost, full of heretical teaching. -Extracts from
the book were read aloud, and are still preserved. They
are fair specimens of the opinions ordinarily held by
the Lollards, containing some things with which we in
the present day would very heartily sympathise, such as
the unprofitableness of indulgences, and the unlawful-
ness of bowing the knee to images; other things, which
are fair matters of opinion ; and others, again, the folly
and danger of which must be obvious to all. Claydon
did not deny the charges made against him. He was
condemned as Sautre had been, as a relapsed heretic,
and underwent the same fate in Smithfield shortly after-
wards. Along with him was burnt one Turmin, a baker,
for the same offence.

These executions would seem to have had their effect.
During the following year, we hear of no persons being
charged with heretical or treasonable opinions. But
this was not to last. In 1417 a diversion was attempted
by the Scotch in favour of the French King. The Duke
of Albany and the Earl of Douglas advanced with an
armed force into England, hoping thereby to compel
Henry to withdraw from Normandy. A general levée
was held to raise an army sufficient to repel the inva-
sion. Among others of the youths of Bromlegh who
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joined the standard of the Dukes of Bedford and Exeter,
were Hugh Weaver, and old Alilden’s son, Robert.
They had left Bromlegh about a week or ten days,
and Lettice was still congratulating herself that her
husband had not been included among those ordered
to march northwards, when they received a visitor,
whose presence was as unwelcome as it was unex-
pected. .

Mark had just laid aside his tools for the day, and
was about to accompany his wife for a short stroll
through the Bromlegh woods, now wearing the rich
livery of late autumn, when a figure muffied in a cloak,
which the wearer had carefully folded round his face
also, reminding Mark in no pleasant manner of a
former interview, advanced from the cover of the trees,
and besought Mark to follow him, informing him that
he had news for his private ear of the deepest im-
portance.

Mark did not at first make any answer. The figure
was carefully disguised, but the voice was familiar. He
was half-disposed to comply with the summons, but
Lettice laid her hand implotingly on his shoulder. “Oh,
Mark,” she said, “ do not go {”

¢ Hinder him not,” cried the fanatic—for it was indeed
Jasper Graves. It is in the Name of the Lord that
I come,—in the Name of the Lord,” he added, seeing
that Mark still hesitated, “and of your own early friend
and patron, the godly Sir John Oldcastle.”

“QOh, Mark|” again exclaimed Lettice, “do not
hearken to him. Bid him leave us. Let us quit the
spot ourselves, if he will not go. You have suffered
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enough, methinks, for that traitor against our Lord the
King, without incurring further peril.”

“Woman, forbear,” exclaimed Graves, “and let your
husband judge for himself. It were better that you left
us, but be careful that you say nought of my presence
here, or it may indeed endanger your husband’s safety.”
Lettice looked imploringly at Mark, who had hitherto
stood silent, in evident perplexity. He now spoke.

¢ Lettice,” he said, “it will be better that you should
leave us. I cannot refuse to receive a message from
one to whom I owe my life, and who may once more
be in danger of his. But fear not, I will do nothing
rash. Leave us, and I will rejoin you shortly.”

Lettice obeyed. She withdrew reluctantly into the
cottage, and Mark, in compliance with his visitor's
request, proceeded some way into the forest, until an
open glade was reached, where his companion paused.

“I thank you that you have so far complied with my
entreaty,” he said. “Sir John knows well that you love
him. And never did man more need the love of his
friends than he doth now.”

“Where is he, and what has he been doing this many
a day?” inquired Mark. “I trust not all that men’s
tongues have spoken concerning him—"”

“ Trust not men’s tongues at all,” interposed Graves ;
“and especially trust not what they say against God’s
saints, for it is nought but calumny and falsehood.”

I would fain believe so,” said Mark, “I cannot
credit what hath been currently reported, that Sir John
hath banded not only with rebels against our liege lord

T
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the King, but with the enemies of England herself, with
the false Scotch, and the rebel French—"

“Sir John is the servant of the Lord,” interrupted the
Lollard, ¢ and careth not for any distinction between man
and man, such as those you speak of If they are on
the Lord’s side, he is at one with them; if they are
against the Lord, he is against them. I trust that you,
Mark Fletcher, are still a.mong the fa.lthful, for all that
men have said respecting you.”

“I know not what men may have said respecting me,”
retorted Mark, “nor whom you call faithful. But, me-
thinks they who break their oath of allegiance to their
rightful sovereign, and band with the enemies of their
country, but ill deserve the name.”

“Sovereign, country,” repeated Jasper, scomfully,
“what words are these? There is but one Sovereign
to whom fealty is due; there is but one country of
which Christian men are citizens. Will you take His
service upon you, Mark? will you acknowledge that
citizenship ?” i

“I do not understand your meaning,” said Mark.
“Tell me plainly what doth Sir John Oldcastle ask of
me, I will not refuse even now to aid him in his ex-
tremity, provided I can do so lawfully. But I cannot
forget that you, Jasper Graves, once before deceived
me in Sir John’s name, and I give you plainly to un-
derstand that I will have nought to do with treason.”

“Treason! treason again,” exclaimed the Lollard.
“What I seek of you is treason perhaps to an earthly
King, but it is none to the King of Heaven, Whose
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reign on earth Sir John,—his eyes being now fully open—
seeketh to establish. Come with me to St. Albans, and
bear your part in that blessed work. Few we are in
number, but what reck of that? Is not the Lord on our
side, and in His cause shall not one man chase a thou-
sand ? Come with me. We will snatch the staff of power
from the hands of these men of blood and rapine, who
do but profane it—we will strip these proud and carnal-
minded Priests of the wealth they so misuse, and of
the titles and offices whereby they work on men’s fears.
We will allow no sway to prevail in England but that
of the saints, and chief among them shall be John Old-
castle, the chosen captain of the Lord.”

“T understand you now well enough,” answered Mark,
“and answer plainly I will have nought to do with it.
If Sir John hath so far forgotten what he once so
plainly professed, and has turned open traitor, I may
indeed grieve for him, but will not abet him. Nor will
I believe that it can be right to break God's laws,
though they may be broken in God’s name. It were
best for you to depart, Jasper. I will not betray you,
though many might deem it my duty to do so. Begone,
and if you are wise, withdraw your hand from the evil
work you have taken on you.”

¢ Farewell, false and feeble heart,” exclaimed Graves,
in a tone of the bitterest contempt. He was turning
to depart, when Hugh, accompanied by Allden, and
followed by Lettlce, appeared on the scene.

“Ha, there is the traitor,” cried Hugh. “He has
not escaped as I had feared. Throw down your arms,
Jasper, and yield yourself prisoner, or you die on the spot.”
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“ Never,” exclaimed the Lollard, drawing his sword,
and standing on his defence. ¢ Yield you rather, before
the anger of the Lord overtake you. I speak in the
name of Sir John Oldcastle.”

“Deceive not yourself,” said Allden, “your cause is
hopelessly lost. We had marched but a few miles
northwards, when tidings arrived from the royal Dukes,
telling us that the Scots had fled back to their own
land when they heard of their approach; and we were
ordered to march eastward to seize Sir John Oldcastle,
who was said to be at St. Albans with a numerous fol-
lowing.”

“ Aye,” said Jasper, “with a following against which
they will find it hopeless to strive !”

“ Not so,” continued Allden; *“when we approached
St. Albans, we found the whole rebel force slain, scat-
tered, or prisoners. The arch traitor himself had fled
again into Wales; but the tidings have this morning
arrived that he hath been seized by the Lord Powis,
and will be brought up to London, where he will
speedily receive the just reward of his treasons.”

“I will not believe it,” exclaimed Jasper; “and even
were I assured that it were true, I would not surrender
myself your prisoner. I know what tender mercies
I may expect at the hands of the butcher Bedford, and
the apostate Chicheley, and will rather die sword in
hand than undergo them.”

“Then die in your treason,” exclaimed Hugh, ad-
vancing on him. The Lollard resisted fiercely, his
great strength enabled him to cope.for awhile with
both his antagonists; nor was it until he had inflicted



OR LOLLARDY. 277

several severe wounds on his opponents, that he was
“at length struck down and slain.

“That is well,” said Allden, as he contemplated the
stern features of the Lollard, defiant even in death.
“ A bitter enemy he was to Church and King alike, nor
would aught but death itself have restrained him. Mark,
you did wisely to refuse his offers. Small mercy will
"be shewn to Sir John this time.”

Allden’s words were soon verified. Having taken shel-
ter once more in the marches of Wales, Oldcastle was
at once pursued by Sir Edward Charlton, a retainer of
Lord Powis, with an armed force, and overtaken. Turn-
ing to bay he made a desperate resistance, and probably
would not have surrendered, if a woman had not broken
both his legs by a blow with a stool.

Being unable to ride, he was conveyed up to London
in a horselitter, and was carried before the Regent
Bedford, by whom he was asked in the usual form,
why the sentence already pronounced upon him should
not be carried out. He answered in the words of
St. Paul to the Corinthians, “It is a very small thing
that I should be judged of you, or of man’s judgment.”
He then proceeded to set forth his own views, in behalf
of which he had taken up arms,— adding, somewhat
inconsistently, that it was the duty of rulers to forgive,
and not to punish, The Duke of Bedford interposed
at length, desiring him to answer directly to the question
asked him ; and Oldcastle then replied that he did not
acknowledge the authority of the court before which
he was arraigned, since his true liege lord, Richard IIL,
was still alive in Scotland. This seems to have put
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a stop to further consideration of his case, and he was
ordered for immediate execution, — St. Giles's Fields
being chosen as the fittest place for the carrying out
of the sentence. It is also stated by some that as
soon as his sentence was pronounced, he assured those
present that it would be in vain that they put him to
death, for that he would certainly rise again on the
third day. But it may be doubted whether this is not
a calumny, or at all events a misapprehension of his
words. '

It has been denied by more than one writer that
Cobham was condemned for treason. Southey has
even gone so far as to say that his indictment for
treason is a forgery; but the records oi Parliament
directly contradict him. “Sir John Oldcastle of Cowl-
ing,” they state, “on Tuesday, December 13th, having
been outlawed in the King’s Bench, and excommuni-
cated before the Archbishop of Canterbury for heresy,
was brought before the Lords, and having heard his
said convictions, answered not thereto in his excuse.
Upon which record and process it was adjudged, that
he should be taken as a fraitor to the King in the
realm; that he should be carmried to the Tower of
London, and from thence drawn through London.unto
the new gallows in St. Giles’s without Temple-bar, and
there be hanged, and bumned hanging.” Nor did any
one ever doubt his treason, until the times of Bale
and Fox,

Mark heard with a saddened heart of the approach-
ing fate of his former patron and friend. A great many
of the Bromlegh folk, in whose eyes Sir John Oldcastle
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had been an object of interest for many years past,
went up, on the cold December day which ushered
in his execution, to behold the scene. They told on
their return the melancholy history of that day,—how
Sir John was led forth from the Tower, with his arms
bound behind his back, but shewing a very cheerful
countenance. He was placed upon a hurdle, as was
ordinarily the case with traitors, and drawn through
the city to St.Giles's Fields, which lay outside the
city walls, and where a new gallows had been set up.
When this spot was reached, he was taken from the
hurdle, and is said straightway to have “fallen upon his
knees” in prayer; though this statement seems incon-
sistent with the fact alleged by the same historians,
that his legs had been broken a short while before.
He is also said to have “stood up” and exhorted the
people to make the Scriptures their rule of life, and
beware of the false tw.chers, whose lives were contrary
to the doctrine and example of Christ. We are further
told, that the ecclesiastics present pronounced a curse
upon him, and commanded the people not to pray for
him, because he died in rebellion against Holy Church.
But these statements are either not made at all by the
historians of the times, or only by writers whose par-
tisanship too evidently colours their narrative.

It is, however, certain that he underwent the dreadful
fate allotted to him,—he was hung by the middle in
chains from the gallows, and a fire was kindled under
him, by which his body was burnt to ashes. All seem
to be agreed also that he endured the agonjes he under-
went with resignation and courage.
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“ Husband,” said Lettice, as they sat together on the
bench in front of their cottage, on the evening after
Hugh's return from London with the report of the
Knight's last hours—* husband, methinks you lament
too much over Sir John’s death. If he once saved
your life, he twice brought it into imminent peril, nor
was it any fault of his that he did not so endanger it
a third time.”

“It is not the recollection of the kindness he did me
that makes me sad,” returned he.

“Nay, then what is it, Mark?” asked Hugh. “You
cannot deny that he was a rebel to his King, a traitor
to his country, and a despiser of his Church. His sen-
tence was just, if ever man’s sentence was.”

“It may be, Hugh," said Mark; “I do not uphold
what he did. But it grieves me, nevertheless, to see
men tortured and killed for what is, after all, their
honest belief. I am persuaded that never by such
means will they be convinced of their errors ; nay, that
they will be only the more confirmed in them. I my-
self once held with poor Sir John, and if I ceased to
follow him, it was not from any fear of the gallows or
the stake. It was because I met with one, in the first
instance, who, approving the Knight’s opinions in many
things, pointed out to me the mistake and danger of other
parts of his belief; and afterwards, because I saw plainly
for myself, how greatly his zeal was leading him astray.”

“Would you then have heresy allowed 'to spread it-
self unchecked?” asked Lettice, surprised.

“Surely not,” said Mark ; “but it should be com-
bated by wise argument and holy example, not by stern
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threats and excommunications; it should be overcome
by patience and forbearance, not by sword and fire.
Sir John himself was a faithful subject to his King,
and was not at least an avowed rebel to the Church,
until he was driven. by merciless severity either to yield
himself up as the very bondsman of the Archbishop, or
openly reject his authority. The choice which he made,
be sure, other Englishmen will make also. You may
_ browbeat Frenchmen, or wear them out by imprisoning,
and torturing, and burning them. You may wear Zkem
out, or Germans or Italians either, for anything I know.
But Englishmen are not to be crushed after that fashion,
I trow. You will only rouse them to more determined
resistance. These Lollards, to my thought, will never
be put down by force ; yea, rather, if this goes on, they
who so use it, will be themselves put down.”

Mark was only a humble craftsman, but a man, as the
reader has seen, of intelligence beyond his age and call-
ing. We need not to be told how fully his prediction
has been accomplished, coinciding, as it did, so strangely
with that of the Archbishop himself, though formed on
different grounds. Chicheley’s policy did indeed prevail
for the present. The excitement of the French wars,
and the stern measures he pursued without scruple or
faltering, kept the evil in abeyance during his Primacy.
In the next generation the wars of the Roses so entirely
occupied men’s thoughts, that the religious questions
of the day attracted little attention. But in the genera-
tion after that, the smouldering fire burst forth with
a fury all the greater for having been so long kept
under. That which might have been a mild and bene-
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ficent reform, became a sweeping revolution ; and though
the Church came out of her fiery trial with her faith,
in the main, unimpaired, she nevertheless lost much
which she has never regained—much, it is to be feared,
which she will never regain hereafter, o
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CHAPTER L

IN the latter part of the fifteenth century the road
between the towns of Abingdon and Oxford was sin-
gularly picturesque. Bagley Wood, wilder in those days,
more extensive, and abounding in large game, which
has now disappeared, covered the whole of the high
land between Radley and Hinksey: and when the turn
in the road was reached where the broad valley of the
Thames opened on the view, and “Oxford with its
crown of towers” rose amid its environing woods and
waters, it never failed to enchant the eye of the spec-
tator., It was, in truth, no way inferior to the land-
scape of the present day. If some of the finer archi-
tectural gems of the scene, as it now exists, were wanting
—if the stately splendours of Christ Church, the dome
of the Radcliffe, and, above all, the glorious tower of
Wolsey, had not then sprung into being—yet there were
striking objects which have now disappeared. There
was Oseney Abbey, for instance, with its massy walls
and triple-storied tower, and in the distance behind it
the splendid Convent ot Godstowe. Nor was the pros-
pect deformed by the hideous suburbs, which have been
the growth mainly of the last half century, The ancient
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city walls, with their flanking towers and Gothic gate-
ways, surrounded it on every side—a fitting frame for so
goodly a picture ; the quaint old houses, with their peaked
gables .and mullioned windows, grouping harmoniously
with the more pretentious buildings at their side.

It was the afternoon of a spring day in the year 1483,
when a party, consisting of four horsemen, drew rein at
the spot above described. Two were youths, of perhaps
twenty years of age, wearing the riding-suits of men of
rank ; the other two serving-men—all well mounted and
armed. The condition of the horses and accoutre-
ments shewed that the travellers had ridden a con-
siderable distance that morning.

“ Here, then, we take leave of you, John Truby,”
said one of ‘the youths; * you will return to Newbury
with what speed you may, and inform my father, Sir
Marmaduke, that we have accomplished our journey
in safety. Lance will accompany us into Oxford, and
tarry till he can carry back the Principal’s answer. Fare
well, worthy John; bear my humble duty to my father,
and my sister, when you see her.”

“Hold me also remembered to the ¢ White Rose of
Lynden,’ good John,” added the other youth; “say we
hope to behold her again ere the barley yellows.”

The man addressed as John Truby, a stout soldierly
fellow, whose face bore traces of more than one wound,
souvenirs, it might be, of the battle-fields of Towton or
Tewkesbury, made no reply to this speech ; but saluting
his young master reverentially, and the other gentleman
more slightly, he wheeled his horse short round, and
rode off
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“Why, how now, Cuthbert?” said the youth who had
first spoken. “Said either of us aught to anger old
John, that he cuts so short his adieux ?”

“Nought that I know of, Antony,” returned Cuthbert
with a laugh; “unless my mention of your sister as the
¢White Rose’ displeased him. He is so zealous a2 York-
ist, that he has never forgiven our family for having
taken what he accounts the wrong side, some twenty
years since. I much fear he deems a Lancastrian
traitor like me all unworthy of—"

‘“Peace, Bredon,” interposed Antony, in a tone of
displeasure, “that is but an ill jest. You are, I trust,
no Lancastrian. Were you indeed one—"

“ Nay,” said Cuthbert, breaking in in his turn, though
in a good-humoured tone. “You take this matter too
gravely, Antony. True, your father and mine fought
on opposite sides some twenty years ago—for all I
know, they may have crossed swords in actual battle.
But half England was arrayed then against the other
half, and neighbours were everywhere engaged in cutting
each other’s throats. But all that has passed away, aye,
before you and I had well learned our Paternosters and
Aves. I am assured you do not wish to revive it.”

“I desire nothing less,” said Hemynge; “but your
party—" :

“ Qur party came by the worst of it,” resumed Bredon,
My grandfather was killed by Warwick’s side at Barnet,
and my father had to surrender to King Richard—he
was Duke of Gloucester then—at Tewkesbury, or he
would have been knocked on the head too. All honour
to his memory! He was fain to take Edward of York
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for his King, seeing that there remained no one to con-
test the crown with him.”

“He did wisely,” said Antony; “and you will do well
methinks to follow his example, and forego the name of
a Lancastrian.” .

“] do not understand you,” rejoined Cuthbert. “Since
the day of Tewkesbury field, there has been peace in
England.”

“Yea, but peace may be broken,” said Hemynge;
¢“and much I fear me, it wilL. There be ill rumours
abroad. It is openly declared that the bastard, Henry
Tudor—"

It was now Bredon’s turn to exhibit emotion.

“Hold, Hemynge,” he cried; “I permit not this.
I have no wish to see civil war rekindled in this realm,
unless men should be driven to it by intolerable wrong.
But I will not suffer the honoured head of the princely
House of Lancaster to be so unworthily described—"

“I was wrong,” said Hemynge, recovering himself ;
¢ pray you—"

“I tell you,” continued Cuthbert, in the heat of his
anger paying no heed to Antony’'s remark, “I tell you
the Earl of Richmond is no bastard. More. Were he
indeed to appear in arms, and claim his right—"

“Do not complete your sentence,” broke in Antony.
“Too much has been said already, and the fault has, in
the main, been mine. We will hope that peace may
not be broken,—in any case, that we may never be ar-
rayed in battle against one another.”

“Itis a bargain,” said Bredon, frankly extending his
hand, which the other warmly grasped. But it is time,
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methinks,” he added, “that we made our way home-
ward, or the city gates may be closed, and we be called
upon to give an account of our delay.”

They began the descent accordingly, having paused
for one moment, almost involuntarily, to take another
look at the scene beneath them. From the height at
which they were standing, Oxford was spread out like
a map before them, the crosses and steeples of the
various convents and churches crowding together in
picturesque confusion. Quite on the further side, be-
yond the Bocardo Gate, they could distinguish, on the
one hand, the outline of Balliol College, associated in
all Oxford men's minds with the great theologian,
whose doctrines were every year gaining a greater hold
on men’s thoughts. On the other lay the remains of
the Beaumont Palace, more recently a Carmelite con-
vent, with the wide playing-fields immediately adjoining,
where the students were wont to divert themselves with
archery and football. It was now almost deserted—
a circumstance which caused the young men some sur-
prise, as the afternoon was the usual time for these
recreations, and there still remained a good half-hour,
at the least, before the closing of the gates.

They had no time, however, to speculate on the
subject, being anxious to reach the shelter of their
Hall in time for supper. They began the descent,
therefore, making their way with difficulty along the
road through the Hinksey meadows, which, like the
meadows themselves, was almost one continuous swamp,
The river’s bank, in fact, could only be reached by

U
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passing along a long causeway of forty arches. At
the end of this the Thames was crossed by an ancient
bridge, occupying the same site as the present Folly
Bridge. Here stood the tower traditionally known as
that of Friar Bacon, forming part of a Franciscan con-
vent, built on the edge of the Oxfordshire shore. Cross-
ing the bridge, they proceeded along the narrow road
crowded with hostels and almshouses, to the South Gate
of the city, which stood a little below the walls of
St. Frideswide’s convent. Having passed through with-
out challenge, they alighted from their horses, and gave
them into Lance’s charge; after which they proceeded
up St Aldate’s on foot, intending to turn down the
narrow alley now known as Bearlane; which would
bring them, in a few minutes, to Peckwater Hall, to
which they both belonged.

But at this point their progress was interrupted.
Sounds were audible, whick told plainly enough to their
experienced ears that a disturbance of some kind was
in progress,—probably a fracas between the students
and citizens. The bell of St. Martin’s Church was heard
ringing loudly, and was presently answered by the
deeper notes of St.Mary’s. From the narrow lanes
intervening between the High-street and St Frides-
wide’s shouts and screams came in quick succession,
intermingled with the clash of weapons.

A riot had indeed broken out, which threatened to
become serious. In one of the taverns in School-street,—
" the ordinary resort, not only of the more dissipated among
the students, but of certain roysterers belonging to the



THE MONKS AND THE BIBLE., 29r

town also,—a quarrel had taken place about half-an-
hour previously, which had gradually increased in vio-
lence, until it reached its present dimensions.

Half-a-dozen students, belonging principally to Queen
- Philippa’s College, had been discoursing freely over their
sack on the topics of the day, and had forgotten the
presence in the tavern of any but their own party. The
conversation had turned chiefly on the marriage, which
King Richard, then recently a widower, was currently
believed to be contemplating with his niece, Elizabeth
of York. The subject, it will readily be believed, was
not handled with any great amount of delicacy or re-
spect. On a sudden the gownsmen were startled by
the appearance of Ralph Lambert, a ruffling young
mercer of the High-street, ‘who, followed by several
others, strode up to the table round which the young
men were seated, struck his fist upon it, and swore he
would not suffer the Royalty of England to be so de-
famed in his presence.

His words seemed to be addressed to Norman Wol-
ford, a tall, dark, and powerfully-built youth, notorious
for his reckless daring. He sprang instantly up, and
retorted the citizen's challenge with at least equal
acrimony.

« If our conversation likes you not, flatcap,” he said,
““you can leave the room; and you will do well to do
80, or you may come by a broken head.”

“Leave the room! not we, in faith,” cried another
of the citizens, a butcher by trade, as the pole-axe
in his hand denoted; “rather is it for you to leave it.
¢ Broken head’ said you? There may be worse damage in
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store for you than broken heads, if you depart not
speedily.”

¢ Begone, knave,” shouted Simon Langham, a por-
tionist of Merton, who was Wolford’s bosom friend,
“or I will fell you like one of your own oxen.”

He seized his cudgel and aimed a blow at the
butcher, which the latter parried with some difficulty.
The fray now became general, and at first much to
the detriment of the gownsmen, who were cooped in
one corner of the room, and closely pressed by supenor
numbers.

“Make for the door, Langham,” shouted Wolford.
“They are too many for us here, but we shall find
plenty to help us outside.”

He made a rush, seconded by Langham and the others,
dashed aside or overturned his immediate assailants,
and succeeded in forcing his way into the street. Once
outside, the case of the students was greatly bettered.
Several gownsmen, who had issued a few minutes before
from the gateway of Magdalen College, caught sight of
the fray, and rushed up to the rescue. Tidings of
what was passing soon circulated through the adjoining
colleges and hostels, and presently such large numbers
had joined Wolford and his friends, that-the town were
forced to beat a retreat. Then the bell of St. Martin’s,
Carfax, was rung, drawing forth a swarm of apprentices
and shopmen, before whom the University men in their
turn began to give way. They were gradually forced
backwards into the narrow passages, which led from
the upper parts of the High-street to St. Frideswide’s,
continuing to retreat before the press of numbers, until
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they finally issued, as the reader has heard, into the
broad thoroughfare of St. Aldate’s.

“There is a row with the townsmen, Antony,” said
Cuthbert, as his ear caught the sound of the encounter;
‘““and the flatcaps seem to be mustering in great force,
How say you, shall we make for Peckwater Hall, or
take a turn at what is goipg on?”

“Jt were best we betook ourselves to our lodging,”
answered Hemynge, “We have our swords with us,
and were the Proctors to see us using them, we might
‘be heavily fined, or, it may be, worse dealt with.”

“They could not fine us,” said Cuthbert, “we are
xetummg from a distant journey, on which occasmns
it is lawful to carry cold steel.”

“True,” said Antony, “yet not into a fray, unless we
should be ourselves attacked; which, of course, would
- be a different matter.”

“I suppose you are right,” said Cuthbert reluctantly ;
“yet it seems sore pity not to use our rapiers when
we chance to have them; and these rascal townsmen
are craving to be let blood. But your advice is good,
We will turn down yonder lane, and so straight home.”

He had hardly spoken, when the rush already de-
scribed took place. The crowd of students poured into
St. Aldate’s, driven by twice the number of citizens, and
making vain efforts to retaliate on their opponents the
blows so liberally bestowed on them.

“Ha, Antony,” again shouted Bredon, “we must take
some order with these rascals, or our friends, if not
ourselves, will be roughly handled. See where Colet
of Magdalen is set upon by two huge fellows with
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clubs; and by St.Cuthbert, yonder Iad—he is scarce
fourteen, I judge—will be murdered outright by that
lurdane with the pole-axe! Let us draw, and strike in!
Do you help Colet, while I handle the fellow from the
slaughter-house !” ’
Antony complied readily enough now. He unsheathed
his rapier, and attacked one of Colet’s assailants, no
other than Ralph Lambert, the prime mover of the
fray,—while Cuthbert engaged the townsman with the
pole-axe. The citizens now found that they had more
formidable opponents to deal with, the young men
being notably skilful in the use of their weapons.
Antony’s antagonist received a cut on the head, which
Jaid him prostrate in the dust, while the butcher was
run through the shoulder, and dropping his pole-axe,
betook himself to flight, before worse came of it. The
discomfiture of the foremost champions of the town-
party caused an immediate change in the aspect of
affairs. The mob first abated somewhat of their for-
wardness, and then began to retreat. The tide of fight
rolled down Bear-lane, until the corner of Oriel College
was reached. Here Antony would have withdrawn
from the melée, and endeavoured to persuade Colet
and his friend to accompany him to his rooms, until
the streets were again quiet. But the blood of the
students, and more particularly of Bredon, had been
heated by the encounter; they could not forbear fol-
lowing up their advantage, They pressed closely on
their adversaries, driving them along under the walls
of Oriel, and the venerable tower of Merton—venerable
even then—until the citizens were compelled to fly,
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with what speed they might, through an open postern
in the city wall, into the broken ground, overgrown
with underwood and beset by marshes, which ran down
to the junction of the Isis and the Cherwell.

The students now paused. It would not be safe to
pursue the fugitives into their place of retreat, espe-
cially as the evening was fast closing in. They
sheathed their weapons, and were on the point of
taking leave of one another with mutual thanks and
congratulations, when they were startled by a fresh out-
burst of uproar, and a. mob of citizens came surging
round the corner of Oriel-street. It was ascertained
afterwards, that when Master Lambert, the man wounded
‘by Antony, had been carried home bleeding and in-
sensible, the indignation of the neighbours was roused
to such an extent, that the whole street poured out,
armed with sword and battle-axe, to avenge the out-
rage. Their numbers were too great to allow of re-
sistance being offered; and it was doubtful whether, in
their present frame of mind, they would spare the lives
of any among their opponents, should they offer to
surrender.

Antony and Cuthbert cast a hurried look round them,
to ascertain whether it would be possible for them to
slip out through the same postern by which their recent
antagonists had escaped. But to do this, they must
have gained the comer of the lane leading to the river,
and between it and them the great mass of the enemy
intervened.

“Come with me,” cried Colet. “The East Gate is
still open, and we can get shelter within the walls
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of Magdalen, where the mob will not venture to
follow us.”

There was no time for deliberation. Even while
Colet was speaking there came a fresh rush of towns-
men down the narrow alley, now known as Logic-lane,
threatening them in a fresh quarter. Without further
parley they took to their heels, hurrying past the an-
cient Hall of Robert de Albano, into the High-street,
and being fortunate enough to find the East Gate still
standing open, they streamed tumultuously out into the
open ground under the city walls.

“Follow me,” cried Colet. *These fellows are close
at our heels; it will not do to enter by the college
gate.” He hurried along the roadway which ran be-
tween the walls of Magdalen on the one side, and the
Jews’ cemetery on the other, until he reached the edge
of the Cherwell. Scrambling along the shallow bank,
which lay under the windows of the college kitchen, he
presently reached a point where the wall was low enough
to be scaled, and climbed up, followed by his com-
panions, In a few minutes more the party were safely
sheltered in his rooms, which were situated in what is
now called the kitchen staircase. They were small, but
had the advantage of being appropriated to only one
occupant.

“I have to thank you, Sir,” said the young lad, of
whom mention has been made a few pages back,
addressing Bredon,—“I have to thank you, Master
Bredon, so I hear you are called, for your rescue of
me from the clutch of Mark Wollaton, the butcher of
the Turl, who, report says, thirsts for the blood of us
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students: ,good wot, he was well-nigh having mine!
But, thanks to your good sword, he will not wield that
pole-axe of his for many a day yet to come '

“ Aye, Wolsey,” said Colgt, “1 saw your strait; and
would have helped you, but that my own at the moment
was as bad as yours. That reminds me that I have-
not yet rendered my own acknowledgments to my de-
liverer. But how is this? He is not here, is he?”

“No,” answered Cuthbert, glancing round the room,
“but I know not what can have become of him. Saw
you aught of him, Wolford?” he continued, turning to
the late ringleader of the riot.

“I can tell you nothing about him,” answered Wol-
ford shortly.

“ Ah, but I can,” said Wolsey. “ Hemynge, of Peck-
water Hall, was with us until the townsmen made the
rush down Logiclane. He would have accompanied
us hither, but that he stumbled over a stone, or was
struck down by one of the mob—"

¢ And has fallen into their hands!” exclaimed Bredon,
starting up ; ‘“this must not be. We must forth to his
rescue.” :

He caught up his hat, and was hurrying to the door,
followed by Colet and others, when Wolsey interposed.

“Tarry, I pray you,” he said; “I saw all that passed.
I was about to tell you that Master Hemynge, though
somewhat hurt apparently by his fall, and unable to
follow us, was not made prisoner by the town. I saw
him pass through a doorway into one of the adjoining
houses, where he is doubtless now in safety.”

“If that be so,” said Colet, “it would be foily for us
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to venture forth in the present condition of the streets.
Doubtless we were in no way to blame for the riot.
But the Proctors have been unusually severe of late;
and if it could be proved hat we had seriously hurt
any of the townsmen, we might be fined as much as
a shilling for it.”

“Aye, or even two shillings, if the wound was a
dangerous one,” said Langham; * Gilbert Onslow had
to pay that for breaking a waggoner's head the week
before last, "though it was proved that the lurdane would
not move out of the way when he was ordered.”

“ Well, anyway, all of us had better remain here for
the next hour or two, until the town is again quiet.
Then Wolford and Langham can slip through the
meadows, climb the wall into Holywell, and so gain the
back doors of the Queen’s and Merton Colleges.”

Those who are acquainted with the Oxford of the
present day only, and the petty broils between town and
gown, which the annual recurrence of the Fifth of No-
vember, or, possibly, a contested election may provoke,
can form a very imperfect idea of the Academie out-
breaks of the Middle Ages. These, indeed, were not
limited to contests between gownsmen and citizens.
We read of encounters of students of Law with students
of Medicine ; of Welshmen with Irishmen and Scotch-
men; of Northerners and Southerners, fully as bitter as
those of their American descendantsin the present gene-
ration. Frequent reference is made to these in the
statutes drawn up for the regulation of colleges by their
founders. Waynflete, somewhat past the middle of
the fifteenth century, deprecates the heart-burnings of
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these rival factions, in language, the earnestness of which
proves the intensity of the evil so engendered.

It should be borne in mind, too, that Oxford con-
tained at that time a great many more scholars, in pro-
portion to the number of the citizens, than is now the
case. Rejecting the exaggerated statements which have
been made on this subject, we .shall still find, that there
were at one time as many as eighty Halls or Hostels,
for the reception of students, as well as numerous
schools attached to the larger convents. Previously
to the foundation of the grammar-schools all over the
country by Edward VI., Oxford was the almost uni-
versal place of education for the sons of the farmers
and tradesmen. It is probable that it contained almost
as many junior members then, as it does now ; whereas
the total of the citizens bore no proportion to that which
it now presents. But for the accession of strength,
which the latter could count on in an emergency, from
the neighbouring villages, they would have been quite
unable to cope with their antagonists.

During such lawless periods as those of the Wars of
the Barons, and the Roses, these frays reached a height
unknown in quieter times, They were fought, we are
told, with swords, daggers, and battle-axes: for though
the gownsmen were strictly prohibited from carrying
arms within the city bounds, they were allowed to keep
them in their rooms, of which they generally formed the
chief decoration. When the gown party was in any
danger, the young men were permitted, required indeed,
to bring them out. The bloodshed was often very
serious. We read of six priests and students killed,
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and twelve wounded, on one occasion, and of fourteen
Halls gutted and burned; at another time so many
lives were lost, that the town was laid under an inter-
dict by the Bishop of Linco}n; and on two others, the
students suffered so severely, that they migrated in
a body to Northampton and Stamford.

Towards the close of the fifteenth century, the un-
settled state of parties naturally caused riotous out-
breaks in Oxford, as elsewhere. The recent disturb-
ance closely resembled a great many others occurring
near about the same time; and when the authorities
proceeded to hold an inquiry respecting its origin, they
judged it wiser to meddle as little as possible with a
topic so dangerous. Wolford therefore escaped, not
only unpunished, but even uncensured. Respecting the
young man in question, it will be proper here to add
a few words.

He was the son of a Lancastrian gentleman, nearly
related to the Hemynges of Lynden; but there had
been a family quarrel, and friendly intercourse had
ceased for many years between the houses. Reginald
Wolford had been killed, by his leader’s side, at Towton.
The forfeiture of his estates.followed, and when young
Norman grew up, he learned that his only hope of re-
gaining the position to which he hkad been born lay in
the restoration of the House of Lancaster. Sir Mar-
maduke Hemynge, when applied to, had sternly refused
to assist or countenance the son of a man, whom he
regarded as a double-dyed traitor and rebel. Woltord
deeply resented the rebuff, and it greatly quickened
.his zeal in behalf of the exiled family, to remember
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that, should the Hemynges in their turn be attainted
as traitors, he would be the next heir of the forfeited
estates, Bold, crafty, and unscrupulous, he plunged
deeply into the intrigues in progress for the transfer-
ence of the Crown of England to the young Earl of
Richmond; and at the date at which this tale opens,
was recognised by Pembroke and Morton as one of
their most zealous agents among the young men of
the University. He was in general as cautious as he
was daring, and the imprudence which had led to the
disturbance in the present instance, formed a rare ex-
ception to his ordinary demeanour.

———

CHAPTER IL

MEeANWHILE, Antony Hemynge had in truth escaped
from his pursuers, though not quite so easily as his
friends had supposed. He had been severely hurt by
. his fall, and would have been unable to offer any re-
sistance to his enemies, or escape their fury, if a door
in the wall close by had not at that moment been
opened, and a man invited him to enter. Clinging to
the arm of his newly-found friend, Hemynge contrived to
raise himself, and limp through the archway ; after which
the door was instantly slammed to, and barred in the
faces of the townsmen. The latter were not disposed
to acquiesce in the escape of the enemy, but began to
hammer with the pommels of their swords on the
oaken panels, demanding with loud cries that Antony
-should be delivered up to them. They continued these
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demonstrations for fully a quarter-of-an-hour, but with--
out any result. The wall was thick, and built of stone,

the archway narrow, and the door solid oak, studded

with nails; without sledge-hammers it would be difficult

to force it. The rioters presently grew weary of the

attempt, and followed their comrades.

Meanwhile, Antony’s deliverer invited him to enter
his house. “I fear you are a good deal hurt, Sir,” he
said; “our house is but a poor one, but it is quite at
your service.” As he spoke he assisted the student
to cross a paved court, surrounded by several solidly-
built but very ancient houses; and opening a low-
browed door, asked him into a small apartment. A
young woman, who was engaged apparently in cook-
ing the evening meal, rose in some surprise at” the
sight of the stranger.

“Jt is only a gentleman, who has been hurt in a fray,
and needs your help,” said the man, responding to her
look. “You had better examine his wound. Sit down
Here, Sir, and let us strip off your hose; my sister Ruth
has some skill in surgery.”

Ruth complied, and laying bare the wound, pro-
nounced it to be nothing worse than a contusion,
which a few days’ rest would set right She had just
risen from her task, when the clang of blows and the
shouts of the mob were heard outside, louder than
before. ‘

“They will break in the door,” exclaimed Ruth, “and
perhaps slay you in their fury. You had better come
in hither.” She touched a spring,.apparently in the
wood-work, and one of the panels starting forwards, dis-
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elosed a chamber of about the same dimensions as that
to which Antony had already been introduced. Her
brother looked for a moment somewhat doubtfully at
her ; but his feeling soon changed.

“You are right, Ruth,” he said. “The gentleman,
I am assured, will not betray us; and in any case it
is our duty to succour him. Go in, Sir; I will remain
here, and should they break in, they will think you
have made your escape into the town.”

"Antony obeyed his host’s directions in silence. He
seated himself in one of the solid beechwood chairs
with which the inner room was garnished, and looked
curiously round him. The appearance of the apart-
ment in which he now found himself, as well as of
the brother and sister, puzzled him. They were plainly
dressed, the material of their clothes shewing beyond
question that they belonged to a humble grade of
society. But there was an intelligence and refinement
in their movements and ensemdle, which seemed not
to consist with this. Ruth, in particular, wore her
mean attire with the grace of a countess, and her lovely
face had a thoughtful expression, which enhanced its
beauty. The furniture of the room, too, was different
from what might have been expected. The whole
space between the two narrow windows, which looked
out into a small court surrounded by high walls, was
occupied by an oaken bookcase, not resembling the
bookcases of the present day, but more like a large
open cabinet. In its various compartments were ar-
ranged a number of manuscript books, of different
sizes. These were rare articles even in the houses of
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the wealthy, and far beyond the means of any one oc
cupying so humble a lodging, as that in which Antony
now found himself. He took up one of the thinner
volumes which lay within his reach. It was the Gospel
according to St.John, rendered into the vernacular by
John Wycliffe, Rector of Lutterworth in the county of
Leicester. A look of surprise, mingled with some em-
barrassment, came over his face; and the girl, who
had been carefully watching its expression, exclaimed
hastily, “You will not betray my brother. He does
wrong to none! But you will not,” she added a mo-
ment afterwards, “I feel assured of that!”

“You may indeed feel so assured,” returned Hemynge,
kindly; ¢“I betray no man’s secret, least of all one which
I had discovered under circumstances like these. Your
brother is one of those, then, who are employed in
disseminating copies of the Scriptures in our English
‘tongue throughout the land, notwithstanding that the
rulers of the Church have straitly forbidden it, and
under sharp penalties?”

“He is,” she answered, “and I help him in the
work.” '

“Indeed, and how?” inquired her visitor, with ins
creased interest.

“By assisting in transcribing the copies which you
see here, and which he carries about the country for
sale. There are many besides me, in this city, who
so employ a large portion of their time. This room,
small as it is, contains sometimes eight or ten copyists.
Thanks to the secret of its construction, we can work
in safety, in spite of the utmost vigilance of our enemies.”
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#And is this your handwriting?” asked Hemynge,
taking up an unfinished manuscript which lay on a
desk. “1I protest, Father Vyner, whose skill in pen-
manship has ever been my admiration, could produce
nothing so clear and legible as this! It is an ac-
complishment which few, I think, —*” he paused in
some embarrassment, hardly knowing how to finish his
sentence.

“ Which few in my station in life possess, you would
say,” added Ruth, calmly. ¢ Aye, but we were not born
to our present position. My father was a rich citizen of
London, who had himself received a clerkly education.
He caused my brother also to be carefully taught,
sparing no cost.”

“ And what befel your father?” inquired Antony,
who was growing interested in his companion’s dis-
closures.

¢ Martyrdom for the faith,” answered the girl, firmly;
“the same death that one day awaits me. He was
accused, before the Bishop of London, of questioning
the power of the Pope to grant indulgence for sin,
He was condemned, and refusing to retract, was burnt
at Smithfield. All his goods were forfeited to the
Crown. I was then a babe in arms. My brother
brought me up, and taught me himself. You see he
did not labour in vain.”

“There is indeed a goodly supply,” remarked An-
tony, glancing at the wellfilled shelves, “enough, as
I opine, to supply your trade for many a month to
come.”

“You are mistaken, Sir,” said Ruth ; “ John returned
only yesterday, and he will set forth the day after to-

X
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morrow with all these copies you behold here, which
have been transcribed during his absence. Ere long
I shall expect to welcome him back with an empty
wallet, and he will carry forth a fresh supply.”

 But the cost,” remonstrated Antony. * There cannot
be many, except among well-to-do persons, who are
able to purchase such expensive wares. Nay, to the
great mass of the people they would be wholly useless,
even if their means allowed of their buying them, see-
ing that they are—nearly all of them—unable to read.”

“You mistake again,” returned the maiden, “our
customers are almost entirely the poor,—farm-labourers,
and cottagers, and journeymen, and small tradesmen.
‘They will hoar¢d up their money, denying themselves
all but bare fopd and clothing, to buy a single book—
one of the Gospels, perhaps, or an Epistle of St. Paul
If they cannot get together enough to purchase one of
these, they will buy a few chapters, I have known
a load of hay bartered for half-a-dozen pages of the
Holy Book ; or some treasure parted with that has been
long in their possession, such as a broadsword or a silver
flagon, and they who make the bargain are well con-
tented with it.”

“And as for the inability to read,” resumed Ruth,
“they will take such pains, that you would scarce credit
it, to learn somewhat of the accomplishment, that they
may not only study the Scriptures themselves, but read
them aloud to their kinsfolk and acquaintance. Some-
times one of a family will give up all his spare hours
for the purpose. Oftentimes neighbours meet together
under cover of night, and the best scholar present will
‘be the reader, while the others sit round and listen !”
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“It is strange,” said Hemynge, “ yet it tallies with
some things I have heard already. But a stranger thing
than all to my mind, Mistress Ruth, is that you should
have escaped notice in this city, where there are so
many—and they armed with power to do you hurt—
who would account your occupation to be as pernicious
as that of Satan himself!”

“We have not been resident very long in Oxford,”
said Ruth, “and the secret of this room has been care-
fully kept. But I fear we have not escaped notice,
as you assume. In my brother’s absence I keep within
doors as much as possible, and my friends rarely come
hither, except at times when the streets are deserted.
But I have been visited nevertheless several times by
the monks, and especially by Father Oswell.”

“Ha, Oswell!” interposed Antony, “a Benedictine
is he not?” ‘

“Yes, a Benedictine. I have never been employed
on anything but household work on the occasions of his
visits, and the outer room contains nothing which could
give any hint of our employment. Yet he is full of
suspicion, and ever questions me more and more sharply
as to my attendance at confession and Mass.”

“ Father Oswell,” muttered Antony to himself. The
name was well known to him, as that of a monk gene-
rally believed to be deeply involved in the political
intrigues notoriously carried on all over England at
that time; credited also with a licentiousness of morals,
more prevalent, it would appear, among the clergy of
that age, than at any other period of history.

“ Father Oswell,” he repeated aloud, “he is indeed
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a visitor of ill omen to you and yours. He is un-
scrupulous, crafty, and merciless. His character, too,
as regards your sex——I shame to speak it—"

‘“There is no need,” said Ruth, bursting into tears;
% alas, I know it too well already. He is a wicked and
shameless man! I have vowed that, let what would
be the consequence, I would never be alone with him
again.” :

She left the room in great agitation. A few moments
afterwards Antony followed her into the outer chamber,
where he found John Hettley alone, engaged in balanc-
ing his accounts. His sister, he said, had retired to
her own apartment.

“Tt is well,” said Hemynge, “ for I have a few words,
Master Hettley, to say to you, which it were not well
that your sister should hear. I know somewhat of this
Father Oswell, of whom she has been speaking to me,
and I know she does well to shun him, Many a2 maiden
has he brought to ruin, to the shame of Holy Church
and the scandal of all Christian men. But he is crafty
and plausible, and moreover has influence with those
who are able and willing to shield him. He cannot be
conciliated by honourable means, and it would be un.
wise to defy him. Her best hope of safety lies in flight.”

“ That is my own mind,” said Hettley; * but how or
whither is she to fly? A jealous watch, I know only
too well, is kept over our movements, and were Ruth
to leave Oxford, she would in all likelihood be followed
and arrested on some pretext, which is easily enough
found, and then she would fall wholly into Father
Oswell’s power.”
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“I can secure you against that,” said Antony. “ My
sister would reéceive her at Lynden, where none would
venture to molest her. It chances fortunately that my
servant, Ambrose Lance, is on the point of returning
thither, and could take her with him. He is a staid
elderly man, a stout soldier to boot. She would be
safe under his escort.” '

“ She would indeed, Master Hemynge, and I thank
you heartily for the offer. I have been a stranger to
you until to-day; but in the course of my rounds I
have heard much of you and of your father, and I know
you both as high-minded and noble gentlemen. It re-
joiced me to render you what poor service I could
to-day. Report also represents you as unwilling to .
persecute poor men for the honest convictions they
may hold.”

“Report does us no more than justice there,” said
Antony. “I should tell you also that our family con-
fessor, Father Vyner, is a mild Christian man, who
will bring none into trouble, who do not grievously
offend.” ,

“That will not my sister,” remarked Hettley, “I will
answer for it.”

“The matter, then, is settled,” said Antony, moving
to the door. “I will send Ambrose to you after dusk
to-morrow, to arrange the time of your sister’s departure.”

They parted, and Hemynge returned to his lodging,
through the streets, which had now regained their usual
tranquillity. The hurt he had received was severe enough
to confine him to his room for several days, and he had
no opportunity of seeing Ruth again before she quitted
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Oxford for Lynden. But he had other alleviations of
his solitude. Colet and Wolsey visited him on the day
following that of the riot, to render their thanks for his
intervention on their behalf, and inquire after his hurt.
Antony conceived a liking for the first-named of the
youths. Colet’s grave manners and thoughtful turn of
mind were the qualities most likely to attract Hemynge’s
regard, and the latter was also able to appreciate the
young man’s rare ability. Antony was also much struck
with Wolsey, whose brilliant talents, young as he was,
were already the talk of the University. Both the
Magdalen men, on their side, were equally pleased with
Antony, the young bachelor probably seeing in him
a man of rank and influence, likely to rise higher in the
world, and so be able to abet him in the ambitious -
designs he was already cherishing. Before the end of
the term the three had become fast friends.

Wolford too, after careful thought, had judged it wise
to seize the opportunity of making Hemynge’s acquaint-
ance, or rather of renewing the intimacy which had once
subsisted between their families. He had many reasons
for desiring this; but in spite of his undoubted rela-
tionship, and his persevering efforts, he could not
succeed in making himself acceptable to the young
heir of Lynden. Antony knew somewhat of the repu-
tation which Wolford bore in the University, and that
was none of the most creditable. He knew, too, that
Wolford was an intimate friend of the Benedictine
Oswell, for whom Antony now entertained a more
than ordinary disgust. Though perfectly courteous,
therefore, in his reception of the young Queen’s man,
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he persistently avoided closer intimacy—a circumstance
which the other was quick to perceive, and resented
with all the passionate pride of his character. But
Norman Wolford was not a man to abandon his pur-
poses, because difficultiés interposed themselves in the
way of their accomplishment. If he could not win
Hemynge over to his side, he would carry out his
designs without his help, and the man who had re-
pelled him should then assuredly pay the penalty of
his offence.

The reader has already learned that Wolford was
deeply interested in the scheme, now fast maturing,
for the attempt of Henry of Richmond on the throne
of England. He and Father Oswell were, in fact, the
two principal agents of the conspiracy in the city of
Oxford, having been commissioned by Morton, Bishop
of Ely, to secure as many adherents as possible among
young men of rank and family. The worthy pair had
been labouring secretly for several months, and with
extraordinary success. Among other youths who had.
lately been won over to the cause, was Cuthbert Bredon,
whose hereditary aversion to the House of York was
easily rekindled, by the recital of Richard’s treacherous
and murderous deeds.

As the spring passed into summer Henry’s party
strengthened rapidly. But Oswell and Wolford were
nevertheless obliged to proceed with the utmost cau-
tion. Richard was still King of England, and had
moreover many devoted partisans. Any open demon-
stration in favour of Henry Tudor, would have been
followed by the instant arrest, and probably the in-



312 THE WHITE ROSE OF LYNDEN, OR

stant execution, of those who made it. It was nearly
the end of June, when news was privately received by
Oswell that the young Earl's plans were now ripe for
execution. He had raised an army of three thousand
men, and his fleet was lying off the coast of Normandy,
ready to convey them to England. Almost immediately
afterwards, a Royal Proclamation was issued by Richard,
calling on the people to flock to his standard and
repel the invasion of his rights, ‘which was about to
be attempted. Orders were issued at the same time
to arrest all suspected persons, and detain them, until
they could clear themselves of the imputation of dis-
loyalty.

**We must tarry no longer in Oxford,” said OswelL
# The Mayor is no Yorkist, or we should not have
been left thus long unmolested. But he is one who
will run .no risk of getting into trouble himself, and
he would be sure to do so, were he to take no step
against us now.”

“You are right,” said Wolford, who in company
with the Benedictine, Langham, and one or two others,
had heard the proclamation. “His attention hath been
already directed to us more than once, and he has
paid no heed to the applicant. He will act differently
now; we had better to horse and away, with what
speed we can. For my part I have long been pre-
pared for this, and so, I doubt not, have most of us.
Will you accompany me, Bredon? I have a horse at
your service, if you need it.”

“I thank you,” answered Bredon, *but I shall not
need your horse. My own, and that of my servant,
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are in good order for the road. But I agree with you
as to the expediency of a speedy departure. When
do you propose to set out ?”

My proposal is that we meet under Cumnor Hirst
in two hours from the present time. We had better
proceed thither by different routes, or we may attract
attention.”

“That will suit well enough,” returned Bredon. “I
will but order my servant to get things in readiness,
and take leave of Hemynge, of whom I have seen too
little of late. Then I will straightway join you.”

“Take leave of Hemynge,” repeated Oswell doubt-
fully; “are you well advised to do that? Rather, I
think, does your late avoidance of him argue wisdom.
He is a bitter Yorkist, and will probably deem it his
duty, in the present crisis, to arrest any one whom he
accounts Richard’s enemy. You smile, Master Bre-
don, at the word ‘arrest,’ I see. Doubtless you are
his match in a single combat, and it may be more
than that. But as matters now stand—"

“It was not that at which I smiled,” said Cuthbert.
¢ Rather that you should so mistake Antony Hemynge,
as to believe that he is capable of betraying to his
hurt, and it may be to his death, an old playmate, who
came in friendly fashion to visit him {”

¢ Believe me you are in error,” rejoined Oswell ; * he
is one who accounts loyalty the first of all duties, to
which the ties of friendship, nay, to which the ties
even of blood should be sacrificed. I and others
have heard him say as much.”

Cuthbert was about to repeat his asseveration, when
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suddenly the recollection of Antony’s angry remon-
strance on the day of their return to Oxford recurred
to his memory, and he was silent.

Oswell noted Bredon’s hesitation, and pressed his
advantage. He had his own reasons for wishing to
keep Hemynge and Bredon apart. “ What was his
speech that day in Colet’s room?” he asked, turning
to Wolford. “No one who was a traitor to Richard
should be his companion at board, or in his rides or
walks, or—in sooth, I forget what. But you heard his
words, and may remember them.”

“I remember them right well,” said Wolford, “and
so, I doubt not, does Simon. He was speaking of
Bredon himself here, whose name some one had men-
tioned as a former partisan of the House of Lancaster.
His speech was, that no one should be a companion
of his journey, or a guest at his board, or a suitor for
his sister’s hand —" :

“Hal"” interposed Bredon. “ Hemynge said that,
and of me?”

“ Yes, he certainly said it,” observed Langham ; * for
I remember it was the first time that I became aware
Master Hemynge had a sister. But he probably spoke
in haste, and meant nothing.”

“No, of course not,” rejoined Cuthbert, recovering
himself. “ But if he be so angrily disposed, it were
better we did not meet for the present. Well, I will
ride forth then without delay, and meet you at Cumnor
Hirst, as you propose.”

The reader will scarcely need to be reminded of the
events which came with startling rapidity in the months
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of July and August. On the 23rd of the former month
Henry landed at Milford Haven, and marched through
North Wales, towards the centre of England. The
Oxford party had joined his standard in Pembrokeshire ;
but for a long time the issue of the enterprise appeared
so doubtful, that some of them half-repented the step
they had taken in embarking in it. When the two
armies came in sight of one another, that of Richard
was greatly the more numerous; and his well-known
courage and military talents rendered him, irrespectively
of numbers, a formidable antagonist. But there was
treachery in his camp. The most influential of his
supporters were secretly adverse to him. Desertion and
lukewarmness on the one side, devotion and enthusiasm
on the other, had determined the issue of the day, before
a sword had been drawn, or a banner unfurled.

Antony Hemynge, who, with his father, Sir Marma-
duke, in obedience to Richard's summons had joined
him at Leicester, fought stoutly to the last. In Sir
William Stanley’s decisive charge, father and son were
both struck down; and both after the battle were re-
ported as slain. This fact remained for a considerable
time unknown to Bredon. He had been despatched
northwards, immediately after the action, to Sheriff-Hut-
ton in Yorkshire, in the train of Sir Robert Willoughby ;
who was commissioned by Henry to release the Princess
Elizabeth from confinement, and conduct her to London.,
Cuthbert had been anxious to interpose his good offices
in behalf of his early friend, whose bitter speech he
would long since have forgiven, even if. he had felt
quite assured that it had been spoken. But the hurry
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of his departure did not permit of this. He had barely

time to entreat Norman—of whose enmity towards An-
" tony he entertained no suspicion—to make all possible
search for the Hemynges, and protect them from injury,
if he could.

It was not until nearly a fortnight had elapsed, that
a messenger arrived from Bosworth, with the sad tidings,
that not only were both Sir Marmaduke and his son
dead ; but the latter, it had been ascertained, had fallen
by Cuthbert's own hand. Sir Marmaduke, it appeared,
had revived from the death-like swoon into which he
had fallen, and had lingered a few days before he ex-
pired of his wounds. He had recognised Cuthbert’s
crest and bearings, and had seen Antony fall by his
sword. In the bitterness of his heart, at what he
accounted the treachery of his former favourite, he
had denounced Cuthbert as an ingrate and a rene-
gade, and despatched a message to his daughter Alice,
charging her, as she valued his dying words, to break
off forthwith, not only the engagement between herself
and Cuthbert, but all intercourse and acquaintance with
her brothers slayer. Father Oswell added that he
deeply regretted that this step on the part of the old
knight djd not become known to him, until after the
departure of the messenger for Lynden. He had at-
tended Sir Marmaduke in his last moments, and the
latter had sent him his forgiveness ; but the Lady Alice
unhappily had received the message, and was said to
be deeply affected by it.

These tidings overwhelmed Bredon with sorrow. He
remembered only too well an encounter with a knight,
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whom he had dashed from his horse with a stroke of
his sword. In the dust and confusion of the conflict
he might have failed to recognise Antony, and so un-
wittingly have slain his friend. Indeed, the recognition
of his person by Sir Marmaduke placed the matter be-
yond a doubt. There was, of course, an end to all
thought of an union between himself and Alice. Even .
if her father had not solemnly forbidden it, he could
not have asked her to accept a hand stained with her
brother’s blood. But the thought was so full of pain,
that he could not endure the notion of returning to his
home, from which she, who would have been the light
of his life, was for ever banished. He solicited and ob-
tained permission to accompany an envoy to the court
of Rome ; whom Morton was about to despatch for the
purpose of announcing to Innocent the accession of
Henry VII to the crown of England, and entreat his
aid in confirming the new King’s title. They left Eng-
land without delay—all the more speedily, because the
terrible sweating - sickness was beginning its ravages
there. When the business at the Papal Court was
concluded, Cuthbert felt no disposition to return to
England, so full of bitter memories for him. He wan-
dered away into other lands; and for some years little
or nothing was heard of him.

———

CHAPTER IIL

WE must now introduce the reader to a stately old
mansion in the south-eastern corner of England, where
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the Hemynges of Lynden had dwelt, according to local
tradition, for many generations before William the Bas-
tard landed with his invading Normans in the bay of
Pevensey. The house had undergone repeated altera-
tions, to suit the requirements of its occupants, as they
slowly rose, under the later Plantagenet kings, from the
condition of Saxon franklins to take their place among
the wealthiest and noblest of the county families. But
it never attained to the dimensions, or wore the appear-
ance, of a feudal castle. It was rather an embattled
and moated manor-house ; its massive walls, low-browed
mullioned windows, and wide-arched entrance-gate,
presenting the picturesque appearance which modern
architecture, with all its pretensions, so rarely attains.
The moat was crossed by a drawbridge, resting on a
narrow rib of stone, and scarcely twenty years had
passed since it was regularly raised at sunset, and every
point of access guarded by a sentinel. The Yorkist and
Lancastrian bands—which during the Wars of the Roses
were almost continually on the march, demanding free
quarters if the owner was presumed to be of the same
faction with themselves, and plundering and slaying
without mercy if he belonged to the adverse party—
rendered it necessary to keep both alike at arm’s length,
so far as was possible. But England had been at peace
since the field of Tewkesbury, and the jealous precau-
tions had been gradually relaxed. The drawbridge had
not been lifted for many a year past, and no other pre-
cautions were taken for the security of the inmates, than
those of locking the entrance-gates, -and barring the
wicket-door at the hour of nightfall,
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Within the last few weeks, however, something of the
former vigilance had been revived. The old lord and
the young had set forth together, one bright morning
in early August, for Leicester, taking with them nearly
all the able-bodied men who were bound to render
military service, and leaving only just enough to secure
the mansion from pillage, in the event of a band of Lan-
castrian insurgents demanding admittance in the Earl
of Richmond’s name. The Lady Alice, left in charge
of her Confessor, had been warned not to venture be-
yond the pleasance—a sort of garden, that is to say,
walled round, and within the circuit of the moat, which
was usually planted with shrubs, and ornamented with
statues. This was, of course, of small extent, but it
was laid down with turf and flower-beds, forming a
pleasanter place of retirement, at all events, in the
warm August days, than the spacious but low-pitched
chambers of the house could furnish.

Alice Hemynge, “the White Rose of Lynden” as she
had been named by no less a person than her godmother,
Queen Elizabeth, was seated under the shade of a vener-
able cedar, round whose stem a stone bench had been
fixed. She was engaged in conversation with her at-
tendant, Ruth Hettley, who had now been an inmate
of the house for nearly two months, and had grown
greatly attached to her new mistress; who, in her turn,
had conceived a warm liking for her young and grace-
ful dependent. By slow degrees the conversation had
ceased to be that of mistress and servant, assuming
a tone more resembling that of equals. On the present
occasion, Alice had it in mind to enter on a topic
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which had lately been engaging her thoughts, and was
desirous, moreover, of escaping, as far as she could,
from the anxieties respecting her father and brother,
which it was impossible wholly to banish. They had
not been settled in the pleasance, therefore, more than
a few minutes, when she began abruptly,—

“Rath,” she said, “you know, I believe, that Father
Vyner returned a day or two ago. I have had no op-
portunity of speaking to him till this morning; but
I have now had a long conversation with him. You
will probably guess what the subject of it was.”

“J think I can,” answered Ruth. “It was the law-
fulness of reading God’s word in the English tongue.”

“Not quite that,” said Alice; “but it comes, I sup-
pose, to the same thing. I grieve to tell you that the
Father will not allow me to read your book.”

“] am grieved also, madam. The father is a good
man, and a faithful priest, and I honour and revere
him. But he is but a man after all, and we should
obey God rather than man.’

“Aye, so you said, and even so spake I to Father
Vyner. I told him nearly all you said, though I em-
ployed not your mame. I pointed out that the Lord
Himself had bade men “search the Scriptures,” how
holy Paul had declared that the Holy Scriptures were
“able to make wise to salvation,” and other like texts.
I need not repeat them.”

¢ Surely not, madam. But what said Father Vyner?”

“He made answer that these passages were as well
known to him as his breviary, and they did indeed
prove the precious value of the written word. But, he




THE MONKS AND THE BIBLE. 321

added, that the handling of such texts by the unlearned
was as perilous to them, as the meddling with powerful
drugs would be to those ‘ignorant of medicine. The
drugs might have healing virtue in themselves, yet do
deadly hurt to those who took them without medical
advice. It was thus, he said, that all heresies had
arisen; and the Church, learning wisdom from bitter
experience, had forbidden the study of the Scriptures,
unless with the accompaniment of their correct inter-
pretation.”

“And what,” asked Ruth, after a moment’s pause,
““what would the Father say to the case of the Bereans,
of whom inspired Luke himself says that they were
‘more noble’ than their brethren of Thessalonica, who
had received the Gospel as well as themselves,—more
noble, for that they ¢ searched the Scriptures daily whether
those things were so.’ Luke says nought of any other
interpretation, than that which their own understand-
ings, enlightened by the Holy Spirit, put on what they
rea'd." »

“ But the Bereans,” Father Vyner answered me, “had
not been forbidden by their spiritual masters to study
the Scriptures, and besides—"

“No, truly,” broke in her attendant eagerly. “Luke
and Paul and their fellow-labourers were not afraid to
have their teaching brought to the test of Holy Writ,
well assured that the two would be found to be in
perfect accordance. Ah, lady, is it not because the
priests know in their hearts that the Word of God
would condemn alike their doctrines and their lives—”

 Hush, Ruth,” interposed her mistress, “I cannot

¢
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hear this. It is not for us to sit in judgment on our
teachers. Are they not the successors of those of whom
the Lord Himself said, ‘he that receiveth you receiveth
Me !7”

“Nay, are not they rather the true successors of
the Apostles,” cried Ruth, “who are like them in
soundness of doctrine and holiness of life? not they
only on whom human hands have been laid—even
as the faithful of every age are the true children of
Ahraham. Saith not the Scripture, ‘He had made
us all Kings and Priests,’ that—"” . '

¢“QO hush, hush!” again cried Alice. “This is the
very sin of Korah, against which the good Father warned
me! This is to say, ¢ Ye take too much on yourselves,
seeing all the congregation are holy! Who that so
presumes, can expect any other fate than that of those
¢ sinners against their own souls?’”

“The case does niot apply, dear lady,” rejoined Ruth.
“The Priesthood had been especially assigned, by di-
vine order, to the family of Aaron; and therefore, for
any others to claim it, was doubtless rebellion against
the Most High. But there is no such limitation in
the Christian Church. There all are equally of kin
to the great High Priest, and they ‘who do His will,
are His brethren and sisters and mothers” And will
all these priests,” she resumed more vehemently, *if
judged by this test, be found to be indeed His? What
of the monks of St. Cross, our neighbours? I speak
not of Father Vyner, or Father Joliffe, or it may be
one or two more. But the others—do they not live
in sloth and luxury—nay worse, in drunkenness and
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lewdness, that might match the very heathen? Think
not I speak only from hearsay. I myself have had
experience of the foul wickedness of some of the monks,
as it shames a maiden to think of.”

Alice was silent. Those were not days when even
ladies of the highest rank could be brought up in the
total ignorance of the coarser vices of men, which has
become possible in this more privileged age. Much
had reached her ears that accorded only too well with
Ruth Hettley’s words. But she presently roused her-
self to answer.

¢ Even if it be so, still the wickedness of man would
not destroy the holiness of the office. But to recur to
what was said respecting the Bereans,—Father Vyner
told me that the Church did not, after all, forbid the
study of Scripture, even in the vernacular, so much as
of John Wycliffe’s version of it, which I shewed him.
He said that the Church, which was ‘the pillar and
ground of the truth,’ had the guardianship of the written
Word, and was bound to be very jealous lest its purity.
should be defiled with error. And he further affirmed
that Wycliffe's translation is full of grievous mistakes.
Therefore, he says, it would be wise to abstain from
its perusal, even if the Bishops of the Church had
not forbidden it. Surely this seems sound advice.
If you would make you a posy of pure white snow-
drops in the early spring, Ruth, would you permit
men whose hands were soiled and grimed with the
mire of the highway, to bring the flowers to you; and
should you do so, could it be but they would suffer
defilement ?” "
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“Nay, honey mistress,” rejoined Ruth; “but would yox
forego the flowers altogether, rather than incur the chance
that the hand which conveyed them to you was not
wholly free from soil ?”

“But that need not be so,” retumed Alice; “the

- Father said there existed other versions of parts, or
the whole, of God’s Word in the English tongue, which
were not forbidden. Men were even encouraged to
study these, always with the help and guidance of their
spiritual teachers. Archbishop Arundel himself had
commended Queen Philippa for thus reading Holy
Scripture.”

“ And wherefore, then,” resumed Ruth, after a mo-
ment’s pause, “wherefore—if that be the true ground
of their objection to the reading of John Wycliffe’s
version—do they not provide men with a version to
which none would except? I, too, have heard of these
‘other English versions,” for John hath met with them
now and then, in the course of his wanderings. But they
have never been issued by the authority of the Church’s
rulers, nor hath any pains been taken to diffuse them
everywhere among the people, as a blessing so precious
should be diffused. In truth so few and imperfect are
they, that one might as well hope to light up the sky
at night with a few scattered rushlights, as to illumine
England’s spiritual darkness by their means.”

“That is true,” said Alice half-unconsciously to her-
selfl

#“QOnly too true,” rejoined Ruth. ‘ And what have
the Fathers of the Church, as you sometimes call them,
done for their children all these hundreds of years?
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What, but neglect to provide them with the Bread of
Life,—at best suffering them to feed on it, if they
could find it for themselves ; but oftener snatching from
‘their lips, as it were, the precious food, which more
charitable men had of their own free bounty prepared
for them.”

“And consider,” resumed Ruth, after a moment’s
silence, “if they did indeed approve and desire the read-
ing of the Holy Book, how easy it would be for them
to bring it about—hard though it be for us to do so.
My brother has many and zealous helpers in his work ;
yet so slow and costly is the labour of producing copies
by penmanship, that notwithstanding all the difficulties
in his way, T have often heard him lament his inability
to supply the demands made on him. But these ma-
chines, which they have brought of late years from
Germany, multiply books with a rapidity. that seems
marvellous. There are several of these in England,
mostly belonging to Bishops and mitred Abbots. There
was one in Oxford, which the Archbishop himself had
placed there. It is continually employed, I am in-
formed, on the works of heathen poets and philosophers,
or on idle romances, some of them (my brother told

_me) unfit for the reading of Christian men. But never

has the Archbishop’s machine been used for the diffu-
sion of God’s Holy Word.”

“Say no more, Ruth,” exclaimed her mistress. “ You
may be, and I fear are right in some things. At all
events, I cannot answer you at present. But it grieves
me to hear you. I must give this matter grave and
serious thought, and will again talk with Father Vyner
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respecting it. I will keep the book you lent me for
a.few days more. Now leave me, for I would be
alone.” : : )
Ruth Hettley obeyed, well pleased at the result of
the conversation. As the reader has been told, she
had now been two or three months at Lynden, and
had become deeply attached to her sweet and gentle
mistress. Independently of her zeal in behalf of the
reforming party, she felt interested for the family which
had given her kind and generous protection, and would
fain requite them by bringing them to the knowledge
of the truth. There seemed now good hope that she
would succeed—at all events, so far as her mistress was
concerned. Another consideration caused her to regard
with satisfaction Mistress Alice’s probable conversion ;
this was, the influence it would have in Lynden village,
There were some among the parishioners who were
already earnest students of Scripture, so far as lay in
their power to be so,—that is to say, they were at all
times willing, and even eager, to attend at the gather-
ings, which took place in some barn, or cottage, or
in the height of summer in some glade of the wood;
where she read and explained the holy volume to her
listeners. There were those who were ready to make
sacrifice of their time, or their sleep, or ‘their meals,
and to defy the danger which might possibly await
those who frequented the meetings. But there were
more who stood aloof, not from any dislike to the
thing itself, but because they doubted whether their
young lady, who was beloved and reverenced by all,
would approve of it. Ruth had hitherto been unable,
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with any confidence, to claim Alice’s sympathy with

her work. But now she felt that the time was at all

events not far, off, when she might do this with a clear
conscience ; nay, when she might hope for the lady’s

own presence at the readings. It was with a joyful

step that she passed through the great gate of the

house, and along the road leading to Dame Heyford's

cottage, where she knew her rustic audience would be

waiting for her.

She was startled from the reverie into which she had
fallen by the ringing of hoofs and clattering of arms
behind her. Turning hastily round, she saw a party
of soldiers, with two officers riding at their head, in
company with a monk, whose dress declared him to
be a Benedictine. They were evidently on their way
to Lynden, where their arrival boded no good to the
inmates, Little acquainted as she was with such mat-
ters, she could not fail to recognise the Red Rose
which all the party bore in their caps. They were
plainly emissaries from the Earl of Richmond; and
the fact of his being able at this juncture to send out
such a party, was strong evidence that he had been
victorious in the struggle, which ere this must have
taken place. But if so, what had been the fate of
the owners of Lynden? Were they slain, or taken
prisoners, or had they fled from the field, and were
somewhere in hiding? The Lady Alice, too,~—what
would become of her? Ruth looked towards the gate,
through which she had so recently passed, considering
whether it would be possible to reach it and give the
alarm before the horsemen came up; but a single
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glance was sufficient to satisfy her that this would be
hopeless. She was further off, if anything, from the
drawbridge than they were; and besides, the leader
had already noticed her movements, and shouted to
her to stand. She turned again at the voice, which
struck familiarly on her ear, and, looking more closely
at the speaker, recognised in the leaders of the party,
the Benedictine monk, Oswell, and two of his com-
panions, almost as notorious in Oxford for debauchery
as himself.

Suddenly it occurred to her that her capture might be
the purpose, or one of the purposes, of the monk’s visit
to Lynden; and she resolved on the instant that she
would never allow herself to fall into his hands, even if
the alternative should be instant death. The road, at
the point where she was standing, ran by the side of
a brook, which supplied the moat with water, and
carried off its overflow. It was five or six feet wide,
and the bank on the further side steep and rocky.
Beyond it lay a stretch of woodland country, extend-
ing for several miles, and the trees grew so thick, that
in many places it was difficult to force a way through
them. Without pausing for a moment, Ruth plunged
into the brook, which rose above her knees, scrambled
lightly up the opposite bank, and hurried towards the
cover of the wood.

“Follow and seize her!” shouted Oswell to the men-
at-arms. Half-a-dozen of them obeyed. Springing from
their saddles, they crossed the stream after her, and
reached the further bank just as Ruth disappeared
among the foliage of the trees.
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¢ After her, after her!” again shouted Oswell; “she
cannot escape you. I will handsomely reward the man
who arrests her.”

“Is it worth while to take so much trouble?” said
Langham. “She is, I suppose, only one of the house-
hold servants, and does not probably even guess the
purpose of our coming—"

“Ha, saw you not that it was Ruth Hettley, then ?”
exclaimed the Benedictine. “I knew her in a moment ;
and, unless I mistake, she also recognised me. This,
then, is the explanation of her sudden disappearance
from Oxford. I have ever marvelled how she could have
accomplished her flight. It is now plain enough that
it was by the help of that meddling fool, Hemynge.
But they shall both fare the worse for it.”

“Ruth Hettley! was it indeed that coy damsel?”
returned Wolford, with a laugh. “Aye, Oswell, you
were check-mated there, I well remember. But Antony
Hemynge is too grave and sober a youth to give you
much cause for jealousy. And besides, he cannot have
been at Lynden since the day when the fair one quitted
Oxford.”

“Jealousy !” repeated Oswell, “that has little to do
with this matter? It was to cross and baffle me that
he helped her to fly. She had told him a rare tale,
I doubt not—"

“I will be sworn she did,” assented Wolford ; “and
what is more,” he muttered in a lower tone, “I will
be sworn she had a rare tale to tell. Well,” he con-
tinued in a louder tone, “she did not foresee our visit
to Lynden, or she would not have been so ready to
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accept Hemynge's help. She will soon be in your
hands again now, and then, I trow, we shall have her
at our mercy—aye, and the fair mistress Alice too,
for the matter of that.”

“Hardly the Lady Alice,” objected Oswell “Sir Mar-
maduke is dead, and Antony has been taken in arms
as a rebel, and like to die into the bargain; though
I did hear a rumour that he was recovering—"

¢ Aye, thanks to that steel head-piece, which must be
of adamant,” growled Wolford. ¢ Nought else could
have kept his brains from being dashed out like the
pulp of a melon, by my horse’s feet. Yes, he is re-
covering, for all the first report that he could not sur-
vive the day.”

“That was a lucky blunder,” said Oswell drily; “and
so was Sir Marmaduke’s mistake between you and
Bredon, was it not? I hear Bredon is sore troubled
in mind. Would it not be well to despatch a mes-
senger to Paris—the party can hardly have got further
yet—and explain the blunder?”

“Tt will be time enough to explain it when our plans
have taken effect,” returned Wolford. ¢ Till matters
are satisfactorily arranged, Bredon is better out of the
way. He has favour with the King, and would use it
to shield Antony Hemynge, if he knew him to be still
living.”

“Like enough,” answered Oswell. ‘“Well, you may
succeed in depriving Hemynge of his estate as an at-
tainted traitor, also in proving yourself the next heir.
You have my full permission, especially after what
I have now learned. 1 daresay the commissioners
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will not look too critically into your claims. But there
is the sister here,—she has not been guilty of treason,
and is Antony's next heir; and the family has many
and powerful friends.”

“That may be overcome some way or other, if you
will aid me with Morton,” returned Wolford. “ A mar-
riage might be arranged between myself and Mistress
Alice for instance. I hear she is fair to look on,
and—" .

“ Aye, I have long seen that was the mark at which
your arrow was pointed,” said the Benedictine, “ Well,
I will aid you, Norman ; but, observe, only on condition
that you aid my schemes in requital. And one of my
most stedfast purposes is that this insolent girl and
stubborn heretic, shall suffer the penalty of her defiance
of my authority, and the scorn she has dared to evince
towards myself.”

“J will aid you to the utmost,” said Wolford. *“ How
do you propose to deal with her, when she is brought
to us?”

“I mean to have her taken before my old friend,
Abbot Reinold, of St.Cross. It was mainly to confer
with him, as you know, that I came down hither. He
has power to deal summarily with her, as an obstinate
heretic and rebel against the Church, and he will not
be slack to do so. But here we are at the gate, and
fortunately no alarm has been given. It were best to
enter without summons, and take possession. I shall
ride straight to St. Cross, which is only some five or six
miles distant. When you have arranged matters here,
bring Ruth Hettley with you to the Abbey. There
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we can hold further counsel, respecting both your affairs
and mine.”

He took his departuse accordingly, followed by his
own immediate attendants, while Wolford gave his orders
to the soldiers. Alighting from their saddles, and leaving
only two of the party in charge of the horses, they
crossed the drawbridge and entered the house. It was
drawing near the usual dinner-hour, and all the house-
hold were assembled in the hall, with the exception of
the Lady Alice, her attendant, and a man who had been
left to keep watch; but whom the new-comers found
buried in a very comfortable nap, over a flagon of
ale, with which he had been solacing himself in his
solitude.

The men sprang from their seats at the first sight of
Wolford’s steel casque and drawn sword, and drew to-
gether in one corner of the apartment. But the num-
bers which pressed in soon shewed that resistance
would be hopeless, and the steward intimated to the
leader that they surrendered. Wolford ordered the
gates to be closed, and placed sentinels at them and
the other points of defence. He then required that all
the able-bodied men of the household should forthwith
quit the mansion ; and warned those that remained that
imprisonment or death would be the immediate conse-
quence of any infringement of his orders. This done,
he sent a message to the Lady Alice, courteously re-
questing permission to wait upon her.
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CHAPTER 1V,

THE Abbey of St.Cross, situated, as the reader has
heard, some few miles from Lynden, had been founded
rather more than two centuries previously to the date
of this story, and been singularly fortunate (or un-
fortunate, as the reader may regard it) in obtaining
large gifts of land and money during successive gene-
rations. The monastic buildings had never been much
increased in size, and the number of the monks was
small, when compared with other foundations possessed
of the like revenues. But the Abbot, though he had no
seat in Parliament, was a personage of great weight and
influence in his own immediate neighbourhood. With
its large revenues and easy duties, the Abbacy was a
position much sought after by the younger sons of great
families, for whom it was found difficult to make any
adequate provision. The Abbots were consequently, as
a general rule, easy-going men of the world, who prac-
tised no austerity of life themselves, and were not dis-
posed to exact it of others. This, again, had the effect
of attracting to the monastery men who, like the Su
periors themselves, had embraced the religious life
simply as a comfortable provision. The recluse, who
desired to devote himself to severe study; the penitent,
who was anxious to expiate the sins of his past life by
prayer and mortification of the flesh; the weak-hearted
and sorely tried, who craved for shelter from the temp-
tations of the world, which they found too strong for
them,—these sought admission into -other communities,
where they might find congenial spirits, stern discipline,
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wise and loving counsel ; but none of them knocked at
the gate of the Abbey of St. Cross. The reader will not
require to be told, that such a society as that of Holy
Cross became more and more lax in its discipline with
each succeeding generation—more and more corrupt, as
regarded the lives of its members. Perhaps no com-
munities ever existed under a system in which de-
generacy of morals was so likely to occur as the mo-
nasteries of the Middle Ages. '

Yet it would be unjust to pass an unqualified censure
upon them. There still exists a prejudice in the minds
of most Englishmen on this subject, which is in many
respects unreasonable At the time of their foundation,
the influence of the religious houses was one of almost
" unmixed good. Whatever advantages civilization brings
with it, were developed and secured by these esta-
blishments. Learning would have languished, perhaps
perished altogether, if it had not been kept alive by
them. Waste lands would not have been cultivated ;
bridges and factories would not have been built ; paint-
ing, sculpture, and architecture would have been al-
most unknown for many ages, if the monks had not
bestowed their attention on them. Scanty as were the
means of education in those days, there would have
been absolutely none, if the monasteries had not ex-
isted; few as were the copies of Holy Scripture then
to be met with, they would have been fewer still, but
for the labours of the monkish copyist. The widow
and the orphan, if they secured a shelter anywhere, it
was in a convent; the oppressed and the helpless, if
they fm:nd any to advocate their cause with the lawless
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and powerful, found them among-the monks and friars ;
the pure of heart, if they sought protection against li-
centious pursuit, could find it nowhere but inside the
consecrated walls, In times when all but universal
anarchy prevailed, when the land was distracted by the
private quarrels of turbulent barons, or the throes of
civil strife, the monasteries were the only places where
peaceable men could find a refuge. The lands of the
baron and the franklin alike were lable to be de-
vastated, the houses burned, and the inmates put td
the sword. But the convent and its swrrounding lands
remained uninjured, a very Goshen in a land of dark-
ness and suffering. This was the state of things for
many generations. Two causes at length brought about
" their corruption and overthrow. These were, first, the
enormous multiplication of their numbers and endow-
ments ; which would, in process of time, have thrown the
whole of the land into their possession, and secondly
their exemption from episcopal control ; the rule of the
Pope being substituted for that of the Bishop.

Both these eircumstances, but especially the last-
named, was doubtless at first regarded as a decided
advantage. It set the convents free from the super-
intendence of a superior who was close at hand, and
able to apprehend the merits of any case that might
arise—substituting for it that of a potentate, living at
a great distance, who could with difficulty be certified as
to what had occurred, and who was naturally inclined
on all occasions to side with the monks, his avowed
and notorious partisans. In any dispute between them
and the secular clergy, the latter were slow in appeal-
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ing to Rome, unless their cause was an exceptionally
good one; and even then, they in general found little
profit result from the attempt. ‘A timely present, made
to the Papal exchequer, would outweigh the strongest
arguments or the gravest complaints that could be
urged. In this manner, they came in time to be left
In a great measure to themselves. Men shrugged their
shoulders when they heard scandalous anecdotes of the
nuns, or caught the sounds of noisy revelry as they
passed under the walls of the monastery; vowed that
it was a disgrace to a Christian land, and that the
Bishops ought to amend it. The Bishops echoed
the complaint, and protested against the invasion of
their office, whereby they were rendered powerless to
repress the evil. But habit gradually abated the keen-
ness of the indignation. There was nothing, in fact,
left to check the increasing laxity of morals, but the
consciences of the monks themselves ; and consciences,
under such circumstances, are apt to grow callous.
Callous enough, at all events, those of the brethren
of Holy Cross had become towards the end of the
fifteenth century. Abbot Reinold, a scion of the noble
house of Orpingham, was a good-natured and open-
handed man, possessed of sufficient ability and , prin-
ciple to have passed through life with credit, had he
been placed in any position where honest work of any
kind was required of him. But his father, an influential,
but rather poor, nobleman, had been fortunate enough,
in return for some service rendered in the field, to ob-
tain the next nomination to the office of Abbot of
St. Cross; and this chancing to fall vacant at the time




THE MONKS AND THE BIBLE. 337

when his son Reinold had just attained the age at
which it was possible for him to hold it, he straightway
received the appointment, and was regarded as being
provided for for life. It is hardly possible to imagine
a position of greater temptation than that in which
Reinold found himself thus suddenly placed,—suddenly,
for the vacancy had not been expected to occur for
many years to come, Reinold had led the ordinary
life of the young nobility of his day, which was not
remarkable for the strictness of its morality. He was
required on a sudden to renounce the world, to take
upon himself the strictest and most self-denying rule
of life—to pass his whole time, in fact, in holy offices,
prayers, and meditations. To impose this upon a man
in the very prime of life, with no previous training, and
no natural inclinations towards it, was in itself suffi-
ciently profane, But when to this it is added, that the
condition of the society, over which the young man
was in this way called upon to preside, was corrupt to
the core, that of all the brethren within the walls,
scarcely one made so much as a show of keeping his
vows—it was no wonder that the new Abbot soon be-
came as careless and indifferent as any of his brethren,
He had been thrown, when a boy, a good deal into
the company of Oswell; and the latter had taken care
that the acquaintance should not be broken off when
they grew to be men,—being sensible that it might be
a valuable one to him in his after career.

When the conspiracy was first set on foot for raising
the Earl of Richmond to the throne, Abbot Reinold’s
purse and influence had been secured by Oswell for

Z
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the party, the prospect of advancement to a higher
post being held out as the bait. In truth, the notion
of Reinold’s promotion suited well with Oswell’s pro-
gramme, the situation of Abbot of St. Cross being one
which he greatly coveted for himself. When Pembroke
and Morton proposed to send him to the neighbourhood
of Lynden—where there were many Yorkist families re-
residing, whose acceptance of Henry’s rule was thought
doubtful—Oswell willingly agreed to the proposal, as it
would enable him to make acquaintance with, and secure
the good-will of, the monks of Holy Cross. The unex-
pected appearance of Ruth Hettley now furnished an ad-
ditional motive for remaining in the vicinity, The monk |
had been bitterly incensed at the indignant language
with which the girl had at once repelled his advances,
and ignored his office; and all the more so, because
he knew in his heart that he deserved her scorn. Her
strange disappearance from Oxford had roused at once
his surprise and anger; and had it not been for the
political crisis then impending, he would probably have
left no stone unturned to discover the place of her retreat.

An opportunity of wreaking his vengeance had now
presented itself. He had but to arraign Ruth before
the Abbot of St. Cross, and his wishes would at once
be fulfilled. The Abbot, it has already been remarked,
was a personage of much importance in his own county.
He had authority from the Bishop to seize and punish
heretics by his own sentence, and would no doubt, as
Father Oswell anticipated, carry out his designs without
much scruple, or even inquiry. To-morrow, he reflected,
at furthest, she would be wholly in his power.
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- It was about noon when he arrived before the gate
of the Abbey, and directed one of his attendants to
summon the porter. But the gate was fast barred,
and for some time no attention was paid to the attempts
to gain admittance. At length the well-fed and some-
what stately janitor made his appearance, with the in-
formation that the brethren were in the chapel, engaged
in the performance of Sext, and no one could enter the
Abbey until that was over.

Oswell’s lip curled somewhat as he received this
notice. But he made no remark; and presently, after
a delay of some twenty minutes, the gates were thrown
open, and the party invited within. As they complied,
the brethren were seen leaving the chapel decorously
habited, and walking two and two in procession. The
Abbot himself came last, pacing slowly along with his
eyes fixed on the ground, so lost in thought apparently,
as to be unaware of what was passing.

The monk was assisted to alight, and then ushered
into the Abbot’s apartment. The latter advanced cere-
moniously to receive him; but as his eye lighted on
the face of his visitor, its expression changed, and he
broke into a laugh.

“ Ha, by all the saints, is it you? Why, what brings
you hither at a season like this? T had surely deemed
that you were at Westminster, high in honour, and deep
in the councils of the new king,—in the way to be made
a Bishop, or a mitred Abbot at the least.”

“All in good time, my Lord Abbot,” said Father
Oswell. “I am at the present but a humble monk, re-
member. Such advancement as you hint at were too
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long a stride up the ladder to be altogether a safe one.
The step would more befit you than me.”

“Say you so?” returned the other; “and what has
brought you here to our poor house, where natheless
you are right welcome? Have you any letter for me
from the Earl of Pembroke, or the Bishop ?”

““No letter, but a charge to consult with you as to
King Henry's affairs in this neighbourhood. They rely
much on your knowledge and influence, as you may
well surmise. It is reported that many hereabouts are
but ill friends to Henry Tudor, and ready to abet any
schemes that may be devised for his overthrow. At
Lynden, for instance—"

“Lynden,” repeated the Abbot, ¢ there is no one
left there to plot anything. The Hemynges took with
them all the able-bodied men they could muster, except
just enough to defend the house. The only inmates of
the manor now are the Lady Alice, and old Father
Vyner, neither of them very likely persons to concoct
treason 1" '

“It may be,” returned Father Oswell; “yet Lynden,
nevertheless, may be a rallying-point for mischief. And
for this lady, I have reason to believe she is at least
tainted with heresy, which is near akin to treason.”

“The Lady Alice!” cried Reinold, in surprise, * the
White Rose of Lynden! She is a quiet and gentle lady,
of whom no ill hath ever been spoken.”

It may be,” persisted the monk, doggedly, “ yet she
may be a favourer of heretics, for all that.”

“Nay, but her confessor, Father Vyner,” remonstrated
the Abbot,
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¢ Father Vyner,” repeated the other; “if I have heard
aright respecting him, he is a weak, soft-hearted man,
who would suffey almost any amount of mischief to be
done, rather than take the proper measures for its re-
pression. It is the Bishop’s wish that he be re-called
from Lynden, and another set in his place, who will do
the work of the Church without fear or favour.”

“He can be recalled, of course,” said the Abbot,
though not without some hesitation. * But I know not
that I should greatly desire his presence here, good man
as he is, He was somewhat too much given, when he
was residing with us, to complain of things which no
way concerned him.”

“A bad habit for any man to fall into,” observed
Oswell, “ and one especially unsuitable for a monk.”

“1 remember,” continued Reinold, * that I was right
glad to despatch him to Lynden. If the brethren did
not rise as early as he thought befitting—they being
sick, or otherwise indisposed —it was no matter of
his, surely.”

“Surely not,” assented the monk ; “and if any of them
had sat up somewhat late overnight, having doubtless
been engaged in some good work, and too much ex-
hausted to leave their beds, or had been paying visits
of love and charity to their neighbours—some bereaved
widow or orphan sister—and had not returned overnight,
he should rather have commended their benevolence,
than blamed their seeming slackness of devotion.”

¢ Most true,” assented the Abbot ; * yet he would not
view it so. I am soiry to add, he is not the only one
to uphold these notions. There is Father Joliffe, who
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was made Sub-prior two years ago—he is even mdre
troublesome. than Father Vyner. He complains of the
luxury of our meals, and talks of wine-bibbing and the
like. He forgets that this monastery is built in a situa-
tion so damp, that a reasonable allowance of wine is
indispensable, or the ague would destroy a man’s whole
usefulness.” '

“It is monstrous,” cried Father Oswell. “ And how
would these men—Father Joliffe and Father Vyner—
how do they propose that the brethren should employ
such time as is not given up to religious exercises ?”

“Father Joliffe wants, as Father Vyner before him
wanted, the Scriptorium reopened,” said the Abbot;
“they complain that for many years past no addition
has been made to the library. But methinks it were
time enow to add new books, when the old ones had
been read ; which is scarce the case at present.”

“I will be sworn it is not,” assented the monk, “Is
the convent library a large one ?”

“By my halidom, I can hardly answer you,” replied
Reinold. “There are some books, I know, stored
away in the crypt beneath the chapel; or, by the way,
I heard that the Sub-prior had caused them to be re-
moved to his cell, alleging that they were perishing
through damp. That was the last time he spoke to me
respecting the Scriptorium. But the Scriptorium, or
what he is pleased to call such, has been found a con-
venient apartment wherein to receive any guests, whom
it might be desirable to see in private. It stands some-
what apart from the rest of the buildings, and has a
high wall round it, and a private passage leading down
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to the river, in order that the brethren might not be
disturbed when engaged in study.”

“] see,” said the Benedictine; “and other persons
might desire privacy, besides those engaged in copying
manuscripts.”

“ True,” assented the other, ‘ therefore it is obviously
inexpedient to revert to the former use of the Scripto-
rium ; and as Father Vyner—"

“ It is not necessary for him to return here,” inter-
posed the monk. “Surely you may place lim elsewhere,
Or even should he return to St. Cross, you know how to
rule your own ‘people. Remind those troublesome per-
sons of their vow of obedience, and if that suffice not,
impose a three months’ silence on them, by way of
penance. I warrant when they have the use of their
tongues allowed them again, you will hear no grumbling.”

“And whom is it proposed to place at Lynden in
Father Vyner’s room ?”

“ Even myself, for want of a better,” said Oswell,
“ Aye, you look surprised. But I have my own ends to
serve, in agreeing to go thither.”

“1 do not doubt it,” said Reinold; “ you are scarce
likely to mew yourself up in a dull country-house, like
Lynden, unless that had been the case. But how will
you and Antony Hemynge accord? Old Sir Marmaduke
is dead; but his son is not one who will brook inter-
ference with his affairs, or his housebold either.”

“Antony Hemynge is a prisoner, taken in arms
against his sovereign,” remarked Father Oswell. “It
may be that he will never again interfere in his affairs
or household himself.”
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“Aye, truly. I had forgotten at the moment his
march to Bosworth. Well, mine old ally, I doubt not
you have some deep design in view, which it concerns
not me to induire into. And you have done me more
than one good service in times past, for which I owe
you gratitude. I will recal Father Vyner, and set you
in his place. Are you known to the Lady Alice?”

“No,” said the monk, “she has never seen me. I did
not enter Lynden Manor this morning, in order that
she might not suppose I was connected with this seizure
of her brother’s house. It were better that I went there
as one of your monks.”

“Be it so,” returned the Abbot. *“Is there aught
further in which I can pleasure you ?”

“Yes,” said Oswell. *There is another matter, re-
specting which I would speak with you. I hinted to
you that the fair mistress of Lynden was thought to
incline to the heresy of these Lollards.” One ground
for this was, my discoverery this morning that she has in
her service, and (as I learn) has bestowed much favour
upon, a certain Ruth Hettley, the sister of one of those
peddling hawkers, who travel about the country, palming
off John Wycliffe’s wares on any whom they can induce
to buy them.”

“John Wycliffe’s wares!” repeated Abbot Reinold;
“you mean his translations of the Holy Scriptures into
the vernacular tongue ?”

“Aye, surely,” assented the monk; “you know his
occupation is one forbidden under the severest penalties,
and full of deadly mischief.”

“You are in the right,” said his friend. “These
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fellows do but stir up discontent among the people,
teaching them to distrust their spiritual guides. It
was but yesterday that I delivered me of an admonition
to one of our tenants, who had been slack in paying the
convent dues, which he pretends to say are not charge-
able on the lands. When I quoted to him one of the
sayings of St. Paul, respecting the sinfulness of withhold-
ing from the clergy their just portion of men’s profits, he
affirmed that he had studied all the writings of St. Paul,
and there was no such passage to be found in them.”

“The insolent knave !" exclaimed the monk. *Surely
it is high time that this kind of thing should be put
down. Well, as I said, the Lady Alice hath this ob-
stinate heretic in her service, and is, as I judge, in
league with her.”

“ Wherefore think you that?” inquired Reinold.

“For this reason. Both this girl and her brother
came under my notice at Oxford, and both set my
warnings and threats at defiance. I was on the point
of carrying them before the Vice-chancellor, when they
suddenly disappeared. I had no time to make search
after them ; but to-day I discovered the girl at Lynden,
where she had doubtless been sent by Antony Hemynge,
who, as I ascertained, had visited her.”

“If we can catch her, we will deal summarily with
her,” said the Abbot. “You say you have already sent
out your men in pursuit.”

“On the instant,” answered Oswell; “and Norman °
Wolford—you remember him—will ride over this even-
ing with the girl in custody.”

“Then will we postpone the further consideration of
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the matter until his arrival. That will be the more de-
sirable, as the dinner is on the point of being served,
having in truth been delayed somewhat on your ac-
count. Aye, and there sounds the bell. Let me usher
you to the refectory. The Sub-prior chances to be
absent, so you can occupy his place.”

Father Oswell complied, noway unwilling. He had been
well aware that the rules of abstemiousness and mor.
tification of the flesh, enjoined by the founder, were not
too strictly observed. But even he was hardly pre.
pared for the sumptuous repast, under which the board
might literally be said to groan. Venison from the
neighbouring forest, fish of various kinds from the ad-
joining river, partridges and hares from the Abbot’s
own woods, were ranged side by side with huge joints
of butcher's-meat. These dishes were succeeded by
blancmanges and jellies, delicate comfits and confec-
tionaries, the work evidently of domestic artists of no
mean proficiency, together with rich fruits, some of them
of kinds only recently introduced into the country. - The
wines, of foreign vintage, were so rare in their quality,
that they might have served the table of King Henry
himself. It is true that these wines were offered only
to the Abbot, his guests, and one or two other persons
of worship who happened to be present. But if the
vintage at the inferior tables was not so recherché as at
that of the superior, it made up by its abundance for
its lack of quality. Any one who watched the expression
of the coarse and flushed faces, and paid heed to the
jests and innuendos freely circulated among the ban-
qQueters, would have become aware that even the out-
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ward show of discipline had ceased to be maintained,
and that every man indulged to the utmost his natural
tastes and inclinations, so far as it was possible to
do so consistently with the barest observance of de-
cency,—if even that proviso was not frequently dis-
pensed with.

Perhaps Abbot Reinold himself was aware that the
bounds above named were in danger of being out-
stepped, for he gave the signal for the concluding
grace somewhat earlier than was his ordinary practice,
and retired with Oswell to his own apartments, where
an hour or two afterwards the pair were joined by
Wolford and Langham.

“How have you sped?” inquired the monk, half-an-
hour afterwards, as they paced up and down a walk in
the Abbot’s private garden. “Have you Ruth Hettley
a prisoner?”

I am sorry to say we have not,” answered Wolford.
“We have been utterly baffled and confounded. We
have searched pretty nearly all the houses in the village,
if not every one. We found one of the peasants, Simon
Osgood by name, who was a zealous supporter of Holy
Church, and as anxious to burn all who are not, as you
yourself could be, Father. He led us with right good will
to every cottage where the inmates were suspected of Lol-
lardy, and every cave and hiding-place in the neighbour-
hood where a runaway might be sheltered. But not
the slightest trace of the girl could be discovered. It
seemed as thotugh she had sunk into the earth.”

“We will dig her out in time,” rejoined Oswell;
¢“trust me for that. Well, Norman, and have you had,
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your interview with the Lady Alice? Ske, I conclude,
had not sunk into the earth |”

“ By my halidom, no,” returned Wolford. ¢ Methinks
she is more likely to rise to heaven.”

“Ha, what? Is the lady then so lovely?”

“The loveliest I ever saw,” returned Wolford. ¢ She
can be no traitor, Father. Antony may be dispos-
sessed of his lands for treason, but her rights must not
be forfeited.” :

“ Except in favour of yourself. Is it not so?

“You have said it,” returned Wolford. “I am re-
solved that she shall be my bride. Father Oswell, you
will aid me? Remember, I have ever been your ally.”

“] have no objection,” returned the monk, “pro-
vided you, in your turn, will assist my designs, as you
have promised. You mean, I suppose, to take up your
abode at Lynden for the present?”

“Even so,” said Wolford. ¢I shall be thus brought
into Mistress Alice’s society, and shall have many op-
portunities of serving and obliging her. We may make
her brother’s life, perchance, depend upon her accept-
ance of me.”

«Jt is well for your scheme that you have got Cuth-
bert Bredon out of the way,” remarked the monk.

“Aye, truly that was a piece of rare good fortune,”
returned Wolford. “We must take good care to keep
him abroad, now he is there. As for this girl Ruth
Hettley, be sure I will use all possible diligence to
discover her, and send you the earliest tidings.”

“There will be no need,” said Oswell. “I myself
purpose to reside for the present at Lynden, as well as
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yourself. The Abbot intends removing Father Vyner
from the post of confessor to the family, and placing me
there in his room.”

“You do not say so!” exclaimed Norman; “that is
fortunate indeed. As the Lady Alice’s confessor, you
will be able to serve my cause indeed.”

“And I will do so, Norman, I once more promise
you, if I find you zealous also for the cause I have
in view,”

———

CHAPTER V.

THE hall of Lynden Manor was more modern than
any other portion of the house, having been built by Sir
Marmaduke shortly after the first coronation of King
Edward IV. The accession of lands and Court favour
which had rewarded the loyalty of the devoted Yorkist,
had rendered the ancient Saxon refectory too mean an
apartment in the good knight's eyes for the state which
he now felt it incumbent on him to maintain. He had,
therefore, erected the present structure on the site of its
predecessor, It was lofty and spacious, the roof and
windows exhibiting the depressed arch and Perpendicular
mullions of the period, and the walls were panelled with
oak, which had not yet acquired the dark colour of age.
The table, which ran from the foot of the dais the whole
way to the door leading to the entrance-passage and
buttery beyond, was on most days full, and even
crowded with guests. The greater part of these were
house-servants and farm-labourers. But there was gene-
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rally a considerable number of persons who had pre-
sented themselves uninvited to partake of the owner’s
hospitality ; as every man was free to do in those days
without stint or challenge.

One spring day in the year 1489, nearly four years
after the struggle on Bosworth field, several of the per-
sons already mentioned were assembled at the high
table of the hall above described. They were five in
number. In the principal chair sat Antony Hemynge,
grown more manly in appearance since we last saw him,
and with the addition of a dark beard, and the scar of
Wolford’s sword-cut on his forehead. On his right was
placed the Lady Alice, a more expanded and a some-
what paler rose than of old, but as lovely, or, if any-
thing, lovelier than ever. Next to her was the Oxford
student, John Colet, now a graduate of Magdalen Col-
lege, and a man of rising reputation in the University.
He had just arrived on a visit, not the first he had made
to Lynden ; for the friendship, begun on the day of the
riot, had been cemented by mutual liking, and had be-
come a close one. On Antony’s left sat an ecclesiastic,
a man of low stature, with small, sharp features; this
was Father Hulett, the family confessor, who had taken
Father Oswell’s place, when he left Lynden some two
years previously, The fifth chair, on the confessors
left, was occupied by Simon Langham. His sudden
appearance in Father Hulett’s company had surprised
Hemynge as much as that of Colet had done, and, it
must be confessed, not so agreeably. But no house-
holder in those days ever disputed the right of a visitor
to the hospitality of his table.
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Much had passed since Bosworth fight, of grave im-
portance to nearly all present. Wolford and the monk
had taken up their residence at Lynden, in accordance
with the programme arranged by them in the last chapter.
They had remained there, Wolford for four months, and
Father Oswell for eighteen—until, in fact, he had been
made Abbot of St. Cross, in place of Reinold translated

to a mitred abbacy in one of the western counties. But’

though both priest and layman had played their parts
with unimpeachable skill, they had failed in attaining
their object. Wolford’s courteous attention to the Lady
Alice's convenience, and the exertions which (he as-
sured her) he was continually making to deliver her
brother from the perilous position, in which his treason
to King Henry had placed him, were received with
gracious thanks, but elicited no confidence in retumn ;
and the confessor’s hints, gradually growing into warnings
of the danger, which nothing, probably, but Wolford’s
influence with Pembroke and Morton could avert, failed
to produce the alarm he had anticipated. Neither were
aware of the early friendship which had subsisted be-
tween Sir Marmaduke and Sir John Grey, Queen Eliza-
beth’s first husband, and the interest which the Dowager
Queen had always taken in her godchild Alice.

If the latter had trusted her new advisers, she would
of course have confided this circumstance to them.
But instinctively she shrank from their professions of
good will ; and carried on her own plans for her bro-
ther’s deliverance irrespectively of them. She sent a
secret messenger to the Queen, informing her of the
perilous position in which Antony stood, earnestly im-
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ploring her help. She received but a cold reply; but
Elizabeth, nevertheless, did her best for her protégée.
She knew that she was no favourite with Henry, and
that any personal request of hers, more particularly in
behalf of a notorious Yorkist partisan, was more likely
to injure than to serve him. But she had not passed so
many years in the atmosphere of a Court without learn-
ing how to secure her ends, without betraying her com-
plicity in the work. She induced her daughter Elizabeth
to intercede with Pembroke in Antony’s behalf. The
Earl, who was fully aware that peace would never be
secured except through the elevation of Elizabeth to
a share in Henry’s throne, willingly agreed to gratify
her, All-powerful as he now was with the King, he
had no difficulty in obtaining Hemynge’s pardon, con-
ditionally on his taking the oath of allegiance, and to
this the young man now had no objection.

The news of his liberation at once amazed and con-
founded the plotters. It was obviously useless for Wol-
ford to remain at Lynden; Antony, he knew, bore him
no good will. Moreover, it was not impossible that he
might learn from one of the men-at-arms something
of the deception which had been practised on Bredon.
Making a virtue of necessity, therefore, Wolford paid
a farewell visit to Alice, expressed the satisfaction which
her brother’s release afforded him, and pointed out that
as Lynden Manor would now have its lawful owner
again, there was no need for his own presence. With
all good wishes, therefore, he bade her farewell, trusting
he would not be wholly forgotten. He then withdrew
with his followers to London, where he was well re-
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ceived. His father’s attainder and forfeiture were re-
versed by an order in council, and he entered on pos-
session of his family estates. Not many months after-
wards he took part in the battle of Stoke, and was
knighted for his gallantry and good service on the field.
Father Oswell remained for more than a twelvemonth
after Wolford’s departure. But his residence was unwel-
come both to Antony and himself. He now exerted
all his influence to obtain the promised advancement
for Reinold. He succeeded at last, and secured also
the 'promotion for himself, which he had so greatly
coveted. He was made Abbot of St.Cross, and took
his departure from Lynden with great satisfaction. But
he took care, for his own sake as well as for Wolford’s,
who had by no means abandoned his designs on Alice,
to retain his influence over the family. He filled the
vacancy caused by his resignation, by the appointment
of one Father Hulett, a chantry-priest, who for a year or
two past had been one of his most obsequious tools.
The institution of chantries—colleges, that is to say,
of priests, whose special office it was to sing Masses
for the souls of their founders—dates no doubt from
a much earlier age; but they were not common in
England until the latter part of the fourteenth cen-
tury, just about the time when the zeal for building
and endowing monasteries began to decline. During
the whole of the fifteenth and the early part of the six-
teenth centuries, it was continually and rapidly on the
increase. Chantry chapels were erected in the cathe-
drals, many of which still exist, as for example those of
Beaufort, Waynflete, and Fox at Winchester. Similar
: Aa

~
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buildings were added to parish churches: and often,
where the worldly means which a penitent left behind
him did not suffice for structures so costly, he would
yet bequeath a sum which would secure in perpetuity
the services of a mass-priest; who was entitled to have
access to the testator’s parish church, whenever he re-
quired it. The great increase of these foundations had
the effect of producing a swarm of clerics, which over-
spread the land. To St Paul's Cathedral only, Dug-
dale tells us, there were attached no less than fifty-four
chantry-priests. If no check had been put on the prac-
tice, in the course of another century these officials
would have outnumbered the rest of the clergy in the
proportion of ten to one.

There is something in these foundations which revolts
against our higher Christian instincts. If men had com-
bined into bodies for the purpose of endeavouring to
deliver the souls of the departed from the chain of the
sins still binding them, or had singly undertaken the
same work, without thought of worldly gain or provision
for themselves, however mistaken their doctrine might
have been, there would have [been a nobility of self-
devotion in the work, which must have commanded our
respect. To be sure, even then—supposing them to be
ever so well persuaded that their prayers could reverse
the decision of the Great Judge after the Books had
been finally closed, and to be ever so earnest in desiring
to accomplish such a reversal—even then the words of
the Judge Himself, “let the dead bury their dead, but
go thou and preach the kingdom of God,” might have
taught them that such could not be their duty in life.

i
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Still, though an error, it would have been a noble one.
But for men to take in hand such a task simply as the
means of obtaining their daily living ; to be paid (to
speak plainly) by the job in such a matter, like criers
making a proclamation ; to repeat the same words over
and over again, for persons of whom probably they
knew nothing, and in whose behalf they could feel no
special interest ; to be ready to recite the prayers as
often as they were paid for doing so, and never when
they were not—this must be regarded by every right-
minded man as a degradation alike of priest and prayer.

The evil becomes still worse, when we regard it from
the other point of view—that, namely, of the persons
in whose behalf the chantries were established. The
doctrine of the propitiatory sacrifice of the Mass was,
doubtless, full of peril to the soul. To teach a man
that if the Priest said Mass for his benefit, the offering
of Christ on the cross, thus made anew for him, would
" purge away the sin he had committed, was as danger-
ous a snare, one would have thought, as any which
Satan could devise. Still, the offender might supple-
ment his faith in the rite at once with penitence and a
resolution thenceforth to shun the misdoing which had
required the sacrifice. But to encourage him to believe,
that, after the period of his probation was over, when
repentance and atonement had become impossible, he
might nevertheless be assoilzied from his sin, by simply
bequeathing the money he could no longer use for his
own lusts, in paying the services of others to pray for
him, was surely the most deadly delusion that was ever
suggested to man’s fancy. This was, in truth, to illus-



356 . THE WHITE ROSE OF LYNDEN, OR

trate the words of the Psalmist, with a force and signifi-
cance of which their author could never have dreamed—
to believe indeed that men’s “ houses could continue for
ever, and their dwelling-places from one generation to
another.” It is hard to say whether the sense of the pro-
fane or of the grotesque impresses us the most, when we
peruse Henry the Seventh's careful provisions to secure,
not only an ample amount of care for his soul after his
death, but to secure it on the cheapest possible terms.
This was one of the corruptions which could not be
amended, and which the Reformers did well in entirely
suppressing.

It was little wonder if men set to perform duties
like those of the chantry-priests, soon lost all sense of
the holiness of their office, and caused others to lose
it also. No man, in fact, respected them. The people
spoke of them contemptuously as “Mass Johns” or
“poor Sir Johns,” and scarcely accounted them as
their own superiors in position. The parochial clergy,
on their part, regarded them with dislike as well as
scorn. They were obliged, as the reader has been told,
to give them free entrance to their churches for the
performance of their duties, but they did so unwillingly.
Doubtless there were cases where the chantry-priests
helped the Vicar in his work, or taught grammar and
the like: but these instances were -exceptional. In
general they were idle, ignorant, and so dissolute in
their lives, as to create grievous scandal even in
those evil times, Father Hulett was no exception to
this rule. Though never detected in any flagrant im-
morality, he bore a most indifferent character in the
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neighbourhood, and Antony could with difficulty be
induced to tolerate his presence at Lynden. He was
silent, and seemingly unobservant, but in reality he
noted everything, detailing 'it faithfully to bis patrons,
the Abbot and Wolford.

The conversation at the high table, on the day above
named, was constrained and awkward. Father Hulett's
presence always embarrassed Antony; who felt an in-
stinctive distrust of him, though he could assign no
definite reason for it. Further, the arrival of Langham,—
of whom he knew little, but that little by no means
to his credit—was still more unwelcome. Colet wasa re-
served man, Alice had her own pre-occupying thoughts,
and the Confessor seldom spoke at meals, and when
he did speak, it was only to address a few words to
Langham.

Towards the end of the repast, however, Antony felt
that good breeding required him to make an effort to
dispel the general embarrassment. Turning to Colet,
he began to question him respecting the present con-
dition of things at Oxford.

“] hear there be great changes, John,” he said, “even
in the two or three years which have elapsed since: my
departure. How does this new study—the study of
the Greek language I mean—how does it psogress ?”

“Slowly,” answered Colet, “yet, as I reckon, all the
more surely; it finds small favour with the Heads of
the University, who are stout Trojans, as the phrase
is. But among the younger men it has many zealous
adherents, and the little leaven will, in process of time,
leaven the whole lump. Our great need is teachers.
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There be many such in Germany and Holland, whom
during the last thirty years the tyranny of the Turks
has driven from their native land. But they are few,
as yet, in England. Could we induce some of these
to take up their abode with us, the number of students
of the Greek tongue would be greatly increased.”

“ Aye,” said Antony, “or even some of the Germans
and Hollanders themselves, who have been these men’s
pupils, might serve your turn. Good truth, they say it
is a noble language. I would I myself had had the
chance of studying the writings of Homer and Aristotle
in their own vernacular, rather than through the medium
of a translation.”

“It is a privilege which I look forward to enjoying
before long,” responded Colet, ‘“and there be other
writers also—"”

“ Aye, there are the writers of the Holy Scripture,”
interrupted Father Hulett, with his soft smile—‘“holy
Matthew, and Luke and Paul; they wrote in the Greek.
Doubtless Master Colet refers to them.”

He looked at Colet, as though he expected some
reply; but the young Ozxford student was silent, and
Hemynge hastened to change the conversation.

“Who was your visitor, my sister?” he inquired,
turning to Alice—*“the man I saw speaking with you,
as we passed the drawbridge? He was a stranger in
these parts, so at least I fancied.”

Alice started and coloured. *“No,” she answered
hastily, “he does not belong to our neighbourhood.
He was only a person who brought me a message,
a message from—a friend.”
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Her embarrassment was evident to every one, and
rendered more so by the efforts she made to hide it
Father Hulett, however, did not seem to notice it.

“I saw the man you mean, I think,” he said. “Master
Langham and I passed him in the village. He wore
a brown jerkin and hose, and was a farm-labourer,
I judge. Methought he had walked over from one of
the villages round about. Was it not so, my daughter ?”
he continued, addressing Alice.

“Yes, that was the man!” she answered. “ He had
walked over from—from one of the villages, as you say,
with a message. That was all. I never saw the man
before. It is a matter of no moment.”

There was another pause, and Antony finding that
his attempts to relieve the constraint of the party had
no other effect than that of increasing it, rose from the
table, and the confessor having recited grace, the party
broke up. Langham, having bid a formal adieu to his
host, with the customary thanks for hospitality rendered,
took himself off in company with Father Hulett, while
the other three adjourned to the pleasance. Here they
seated themselves in one of the summer-houses, and
being noéw quite out of the sight and hearing of the
persons whose presence had embarrassed them, began
to converse more freely.

“I have scarce bestowed my greetings upon you,
John,” said Antony. “Your company is at all times
welcome to me, but the more so when it is unlooked-
for. I deemed you could scarce have been spared from
your avocations at Oxford.”

“True, Antony,” returned Colet; “on a mere visit
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of pleasure I could not have permitted myself to leave
home.”

“You have something to tell us then,” said Antony.
“] judged as much, though I said nought before yonder
priest, and this friend of his, whom I scarce expected to
see at my table. What has happed then?”

" “Tidings have been received at last of Cuthbert
Bredon,” answered Colet.

“Ha, of Bredon?” repeated Antony, glancing in-
stinctively at Alice, whose deepened colour shewed how
the name affected her. **Where has he been journey-
ing, and what is the explanation of his strange ab-
sence? And how did you come to hear aught about
him?” )

“I heard of him through Wolsey,” was the answer.
‘“ He has now the charge of the sons of a great noble-
man, at whose house he sometimes visits. While there
a few months ago, he fell in with a knight who had just
returned from the Spanish court, and who spoke much
of the valorous deeds of one of his countrymen, Sir
Cuthbert Bredon, in the battles with the Moors.”

“In Spain,” exclaimed Hemynge. ‘What should
take him there? Are you sure it is the same?”

“It cannot be any other,” said Colet. “ Wolsey was
struck by the name, as being that of an old college
friend, and questioned Sir Robert Knollis on the subject.
The latter knew all the particulars of Bredon's wander-
ings. He had left England on the false information of
your death, Antony, at Bosworth; which he had been
further persuaded to believe had been dealt you by his
own hand.”
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“His |” cried Hemynge ; “it was Wolford’s troop, not
Bredon’s, that rode us down,”

‘“Aye, and Wolford’s sword, not Bredon's, that in-
flicted yonder wound,” added Colet; “but Cuthbert was
induced to think otherwise, and that a gulf, which could
never be bridged over, had thus been opened between
- himself and his promised bride. Therefore he left Eng-
land, and served somewhile with the Knights of St. John
in the East, and afterwards transferred his sword to the
service of King Ferdinand.”

“And by whom was this falsehood. palmed off upon
him ?” asked Hemynge ; “but it is needless to inquire.
It could be no others than these traitorous villains,
Wolford and Abbot Oswell. Nor can any one doubt
their motive. But a day will yet come when this shall
be avenged !” .

% And is Sir Cuthbert Bredon still in Spain ?” inquired
Alice, a deep blush again overspreading her face as
she pronounced the name.

“I should scarcely think he is,” replied Colet,
¢ Wolsey was sufficiently acquainted with the true facts
of the case to be able to assure Sir Robert Knollis
that Bredon had been imposed upon by a false tale,
and that you were not only living, but had none but
friendly feelings towards him—nor, in sooth, had Mis-
tress Alice either. Sir Robert returned to Spain soon
after his interview with Wolsey, and has doubtless long
since apprised Bredon of the truth. His return to
England may therefore any day be looked for.”

“This is welcome news, and I wish you joy, my
sister,” said Antony, affectionately clasping Alice’s hand,
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“It is indeed,” rejoined Alice; “nor can we thank
Master Colet enough for his kindness in journeying
hither to bring it.”

“I thank you,” said Colet. “But, I fear me, I am
also the bearer of news, which will not be so joyful. As
I passed through London on my way hither, I learned
that charges against yourself, or some of your family,
(I could not ascertain which,) of leaning to heretical
doctrines and practices, had been laid before the Arch-
bishop. Pidcock himself told me so.”

‘“ Heretical doctrines and practices!” reiterated An-
tony. “This must be Abbot Oswell's malice. What
will the knave invent next? Know you aught of this,
Alice ?” he added, noticing the expression of her face.

¢TI fear I know what it means,” she answered. ¢ Fa-
ther Hulett must have discovered, and reported to the
Abbot, that I have in my possession, and ofttimes study,
a copy of the Holy Scripture in the English tongue,
which Ruth Hettley left behind her. He has tried to
enter on the subject more than once, but I have ever
parried his inquiries as well as I was able.”

¢ John Wycliffe’s translation, I suppose,” said Antony.
“Have you it still ?”

“I have,” replied Alice firmly, “and I would surren-
der it only with my life. At first I hesitated to look
into it, knowing that the clergy forbad it. But when
heavy sorrow and trial came upon me—my father's
death, your danger, Antony, Cuthbert’s alienation, and
above all, that dreadful message from Leicester—and
there were none to whom I could turn for comfort,
I was driven, I may say, to seek for support in its pages.
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I did not seek in vain. Well I am assured that none
can study it in a reverent and dutiful spirit, without
deriving the rarest and most precious blessings from it.”

Antony regarded her with an expression in which
doubt and uneasiness were mingled with something
of approval. “What think you of this reading of
Scripture in the vernacular?” he asked, turning to
Colet. -

“It is a question more easily asked than answered,”
returned the student. “For the study of the Holy
Scripture itself, your sister seems to me to have said
no more than is just and right. How can it be aught
but good to hearken to the words of God,—so their
sense be rightly apprehended.”

“But their sense may not be rightly apprehended
through John Wycliffe’s version. Is that your meaning?”
asked Hemynge.

“I would scarcely say so much as that,” returned
Colet. “Wycliffe’s translation was not made from the
original languages, but from the Vulgate. So far as
I know, his rendering from that is faithful enough,
except,’ it may be, in a few doubtful passages. But
the wise Jerome himself admits that he made frequent
mistakes in the progress of his work. It cannot but
be, therefore, that there is a double risk of error in the
instance of John Wycliffe’s work.”

. “The Church, then, objects—not to the reading of
Scripture simply, but to the reading of Wycliffe’s version,
because of its errors ?” asked Hemynge.

“In the main, I believe that is so,” replied the
Oxonian ; “but it is hard to say. Certain it is that
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since the diffusion of this same translation, the numbers
of these Lollards have marvellously increased. Many,
therefore, in authority prohibit the use of Scripture in
the English, simply because it turns those who study
it over to Lollardy.”

“If the reading of God’s Word makes men Lollards,”
interposed Alice, “Lollardy can scarce be the heresy
they represent it. Can a good tree bring forth evil
fruit ?”

¢ Pardon, fair lady,” rejoined Colet, “but they would
say that if Lollardy be heresy, as they hold it to be, this
indiscriminate reading of Scripture which propagates
it cannot be right, because evil fruit cannot spring from
a good tree. In sooth, there is in this matter a great
difficulty, caused by men’s errors and shortcomings ; and
it is easier to do ill, than undo it when done. For my
part, I hope to be able to do somewhat hereafter to-
wards remedying it, by turning aside the minds of our
Oxford students from Scotus and Aquinas to blessed
John and Paul Good trust have I that, through the
recent introduction of Greek letters into our University,
. much may be accomplished. So shall a truer and a
wider knowledge of Holy Writ be diffused abroad.”

“But the poor and unlearned cannot study John and
Paul in their own language,” observed Alice. “Is the
Holy Book then, which is the common heritage of man-
kind, to be withheld from all save those whose wealth,
‘and ability, and leisure, enable them to obtain it after
the fashion you speak of ?”

“The Bishops would say,” returned Colet, “that if
a man hearken reverently to the teaching of his Priest,
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who has himself been sufficiently instructed in the Scrip-
ture, he would derive through him all the knowledge
that was needful to salvation—that he may, in fact, see
with his Priest’s eyes, and hear with his ears.”

“And wherefore not with his ewn?” urged Alice.
“To what end have eyes and ears been given to all
men, if they are thus to see and hear through the
organs of others? Would men be content to behold -
the common objects, and hear the common events of
life after this fashion, only through the eyesight and
hearsay of other men? Would they endure such a thral-
dom? Yet, if they cannot bear this in matters which
concern this life only, would you compel them to do so
in the more solemn interests of the life to come ?” .

Colet hesitated a moment, and then answered, “I
would not, Mistress Alice. - In very truth the Lord is
no respecter of persons, nor is it the great and the gifted
only who are entitled to drink of that Fountain which
was opened for all. The possibility of the misuse, by
some, of the Sacred Books, cannot annul the general
right. Rather should the clergy correct such misuse by
argument and admonition. I would our rulers would put
forth some version, which without misgiving might be
placed in the hands of all. I account it unwise that
they have not done so already—more than this, I cannot
question but that, ere many years have passed, they will
find it impossible to delay the step longer.”

“ And meanwhile what shall we do?” asked Alice.

“What can I say, except ‘hope and pray?’” returned
Colet.

“And forego my Bible!” cried Alice indignantly.
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¢ Starve my own soul, and see the souls of those round
me starving also, and make no effort to help them—nay,
perhaps you would have me betray them to torture and
to death—”

“Sister,” interposed Antony, “you are unjust to John.
He no more approves than I do the persecution of men
for conscience’ sake. But there be difficult problems,
which wise men would rather leave unsolved; and no
problem is more difficult than that of conflicting duties.
Determine, the question as you will for yourself, I am
content. For my part, I would rather take John's advice
to ‘hope and pray.’ It is no light matter to bid men set
at nought their appointed teachers. But enow of this.
John, if we are to rifle to the West Hill, as we proposed,
this afternoon, we must set forth at once.”

They rose, and quitted the pleasance accordingly.
Alice, left to herself, relapsed into deep thought. She
had hoped for some sure word of counsel from her
brother, or, at all events, from Master Colet, a man of
approved piety and learning. Yet what had even he
told her? Put it in what form of words she might,
did it not amount after all to this—that she was to
obey man rather than God? Was not this what poor
Ruth Hettley was wont to say, though she would not
listen to her at the time?

Ruth Hettley! How strange that she should have
forgotten! But the interest of Colet’s conversation, and
still more (as she honestly acknowledged to herself) of
his tidings respecting Cuthbert Bredon, had driven the
matter for a while out of her thoughts. She had in
her pocket a letter, which she was almost assured
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came from Ruth. It had beenbrought to her by
the messenger whose appearance had attracted her
brother’s notice, and afterwards that of Father Hulett,
though the latter, happily, had taken no account of
the matter. She had thrust the note hastily into her
pocket at the time, and dismissed the man without
further parley. She regretted this now, as she had long
been most anxious to know what had become of her late
attendant. If she was correct in her surmise, this letter
would tell her. She drew it forth and broke the seal.

Ruth Hettley’s disappearance, it should be mentioned,
was not quite so great a mystery to Alice, as it was to
Wolford and Father Oswell. She was aware that there
were many in Lynden who would willingly run the risk
of the stocks, or the prison, or it might be, the gallows
itself, rather than betray Ruth. She did not indeed know
who had sheltered the girl, or contrived her escape, and
thought it wiser not to inquire. But it must needs
have been one of some dozen persons on whom she
had her eye, if indeed more than one had not been
concerned in her flight. Nor did Alice wonder at her
long silence'; communications, either by letter or verbal
message, were beset by difficulties in those troubled
times; and Father Oswell’s residence at Lynden, so
long as it lasted, was enough to render any attempt
of the kind dangerous in the extreme. And though
the Father had now taken his departure for some con-
siderable time, Ruth, might not have learned the fact,
or, again, have been informed of the character of his
successor. Even now it would not be safe for Ruth
to shew herself openly at Lynden.
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_These thoughts passed through Alice's mind as she
opened the letter. A glance at its contents told her
she had not been mistaken. ~ Ruth and her brother
were, when she wrote, lodging at Welmouth, a town
on the sea-coast some twelve miles distant. It was
Ruth’s purpose to come over to Lynden that same
evening, arriving about dusk, and meet her old asso-
ciates at Dame Heyford's bam. They had been ap-
prised of her coming, and would be in readiness to
welcome her. Alice was entreated to repair to the old
dame’s cottage before the hour of meeting, that they
might have at least one more interview, and talk over
what had passed since they parted. Ruth added, that
she knew many might think her overbold in asking this
of one whose station was so much higher than her own;
but she had learned from her friends at Lynden that
Alice was now of one heart and one faith with herself,
and she knew she would regard that bond as super-
seding all earthly distinctions.

“She is right,” said Alice aloud, as she read these
words. ‘““Ruth has been more than a sister to me.
T will not fail her.”

She waited till the last ray of the sun faded in the
heavens, and then, opening a private door in the garden
wall, took herself through the wood to Dame Heyford’s

cottage.
————————
CHAPTER VL

FatHER Hulett and his companion, Simon Langham,
had no sooner quitted the hall of Lynden Manor, than
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they mounted their horses, which had been for some
time in readiness, and rode off at a sharp trot for the
Abbey of Holy Cross.

““We are an hour later than was intended,” remarked
Langham, as they neared the end of their journey.
“Norman Wolford will have lost all patience. How
came the dinner to be so long delayed ?”

“It had something to do with the sudden arrival of
this young Oxford student, I believe,” answered the
priest. “But methinks none of us have much cause
to complain of the delay. But for that, we could not
have heard Osgood’s report respecting Mistress Alice
and this Lollard girl.”

“Aye! The Abbot will be but too well pleased to
hear that Ruth Hettley—I know her name right well, I
trow, having been interrogated, and received instructions,
respecting her capture I know not how often—the Abbot
will be overjoyed to hear that she has been caught at
last. You managed that well, about the messenger. If
I had not been behind the scenes, I could have swomn
that you thought he was no more than an ordinary yokel.”

‘It would not have done to allow her to think I had
any suspicion of him,” returned Hulett. * They are dif-
ficult fish to land, these Lollard pedlars. I.ong prac-
tice has made them as wary as foxes. But here is the
Abbey gate at last, and, by St. Nicolas, there is Wol-
ford standing under the archway awaiting us.”

They were soon in the Abbot's apartment, the doors
of which, and of the lobby outside, were closely secured,
so that not a word of their convetsation could be over-
heard. Then Wolford broke forth,—

Bb
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“Well, Simon, what tidings? what tidings, Father
Hulett? Is Bredon at Lynden? Do they know of his
return home ?” "

“He is not at Lynden, certainly,” answered Lang-
ham; “and from their conversation and demeanour
to-day, I scarce think it possible they can have re-
ceived any tidings respecting him.”

“I agree with you so far, that I think they had re-
ceived none when we parted from them,” added Hulett ;
“but-I doubt whether they are still in ignorance of it.
~ To my thought, Master Colet’s arrival seemed some-
what strange—like that of a man who came for some
special purpose, and that purpose might well have
been—"

“To apprise Antony Hemynge and his sister of
Bredon’s return,” interposed Wolford. ‘ Doubtless you
are right. This Colet was in London only a few days
ago, and closeted with the Archbishop. The news of
Bredon'’s arrival was well known in his Grace’s house-
hold. Be sure, Colet has journeyed hither post-haste
to bring it.” .

“You are mistaken,” interposed Abbot Oswell. “He
nas probably enough journeyed to Lynden to bring
tidings derived from his interview with the Archbishop ;
but, I doubt, it concerned not Cuthbert Bredon. Your
charges, Father Hulett, against the Hemynges, of fa-
vouring the heresies of the Lollards, have been laid by
Abbot Reinold before his patron ; and I hold it likely
that this John Colet, being known to be an intimate
of Master Antony’s, the Archbishop spoke with him
on the subject.”
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“Ha, the charges have been brought to the notice
of Morton?” exclaimed Hulett, with more eagerness
than he usually exhibited. “And how, I pray you, did
the Archbishop receive them?” ‘ )

“So coldly, that the Abbot judged it wisest to drop
them forthwith, and recur to them no more,” answered
Father Oswell.

“Coldly! you cannot mean it!” cried Wolford.
¢ Why should he receive them coldly ?”

¢ Norman Wolford,” said the Abbot, “I have warned
you, though you would not heed me, that a change
has gradually been taking place in Church matters;
which you, as a layman, may not have noted, but
which has not escaped me. In the days of Archbishop
Chicheley, when I was a child, these Lollards- were
dealt with after short and sharp fashion. Either they
recanted their errors, or they paid the penalty of them
at the stake. Even under Archbishop Bourchier, when
I was a youth, there were small scruples made about
burning half-a-score of them, if they continued contu-
macious. We, of the spiritualty, had but to prefer our
complaints, and the law straightway avenged us. It
is different now. A man convicted of heresy is not
tied to a stake, and a fire kindled round him, but he
simply walks thither with a faggot on his shoulder, a

mark is branded on his cheek, and he is suffered to go

free again.”

“Nor is that all,” resumed the Abbot, after a mo-
ment’s silence. “Not only are the charges advanced
by the clergy against heretics treated lightly by the
laity ; but the laity have begun to bring their charges
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against the clergy. Attempts are made to bring them
to trial for alleged irregularities and offences; and
penalties for the same are clamorously demanded. I
tell you I like not the aspect of things. Unless some-
thing occurs to change the current of popular opinion,
many years will not pass ere the attempt, made a cen-
tury ago, to seize on our lands and revenues, and turn
ourselves adrift, will be raised more loudly, and this
time not in vain. The storm passed once without break-
ing ; it will not pass again.”

“If so, Lord Abbot,” said Langham, bluntly, “ were
I in your place, I should take measures to save what
I could out of the fire, while there was yet time.”

“You speak wisely, Simon Langham,” said Father
Oswell ; “even so I myself am minded. But what mea-
sures can I take? I cannot amass money by gifts for low-
ering rents, or by selling timber, or pawning the Convent
plate and jewels, as some of my predecessors did. The
Sub-prior, Father Joliffe, keeps too keen an eye upon
me, for me to venture aught of the kind, unless in the
last extremity.”

“The Sub-prior,” repeated Wolford, “your subordi-
nate officer! I scarce thought you were the man to
brook mutiny in your camp.”

“ Nor am I, Norman,” answered the Abbot, ¢ if
either stem or politic measures would avail anything.
But he has powerful friends, especially Nicolas Pidcock,
the Archbishop’s chaplain ; who is also Colet’s friend.
And I myself am out of favour of late.”

“You say mo more than the truth, I fear,” remarked
Wolferd. “I have myself sure information that this
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Sub-prior, Father Joliffe, is labouring with others to
bring you to trial on certain charges, which he has em-
bodied in a memorial to the Archbishop. But I think
you misunderstood Langham’s words. If I am right,
he referred to obtaining preferment elsewhere, not to
making what harvest you could out of your present
revenues. Was it not so, Simon?”

“It was,” said Langham. “We are all friends here,
and all, so to speak, sail in one boat. I referred to
the offers which have been made to three at least of
us, and which would hold good so far as the fourth
is concerned—by the Duchess of Burgundy. She, you
know, will never acquiesce in the possession of the
English Crown by Henry Tudor.”

“ Speaklower, Simon,” said Father Oswell, “though

we are shut in thus together, for this is hanging work

to talk of.”

“Jt is impossible we can be heard by anyone,” re-
turned Langham. ¢ Well, she has resolved to make
a fresh attempt to deprive Henry of his crown. She
may succeed: it will not be, at all events, the first
time such a scheme has prospered.”

“ You refer to the attempt of Edward of March, when
he landed in Burgundian ships at Ravenspur,” said
Father Oswell; “aye, I grant you; but Henry VI. and
Henry VII. bear but little likeness to one another; nor
will the Duchess readily find a general like Edward IV.
to lead her enterprise.” He paused, and then went on,
“I scarce think it possible such an attempt could
succeed. Still, even though she should fail, she has
the means of rewarding those who have served her
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faithfully : and were my position indeed a desperate
one in England, I might accept her offers. But we
have not come to that—not yet, at all events. I only
wish to make it clear to you, Norman, that attempts
to compel the Lady Alice to become your bride by
threatening her with the penalties of heresy should she
refuse, would utterly fail of their purpose. If it is
true that Cuthbert Bredon has returned to England,
and discovered the stratagem by which he was in-
duced to leave it—I fear your purpose is hopelessly
balked.”

‘Tt shall not be,” exclaimed Wolford fiercely ; “I will
challenge Bredon to mortal combat.”

“You can do that, to be sure,” said the Abbot, *and
doubtless he would not refuse your challenge. He
is reported a very Paladin—knighted on some Moorish
field of battle by Ferdinand’s own sword.”

“T fear him not,” said Wolford.

“ Certes, we do not question that,” observed Father
Hulett; “but bethink you, Sir Norman, even should
you succeed in overcoming and killing your foe, it
would obtain you small favour with the lady, who
would only see in you the slayer of her promised
husband.”

“1It would gratify my revenge, at all events,” returned
Wolford; “anything, sooner than that she should be-
come his wife.”

“ Nay, but listen,” said Hulett, “I can devise some-
thing at any rate less desperate than that. My Lord
Abbot,” he continued, turning to Father Oswell, “you have
been for a long time past in search of one Ruth Hettley
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and her brother—the last-named a travelling hawker of
John Wycliffe’s poisonous wares—have you not ?”

“ You know that I have,” answered Oswell, ¢ for these
four years past; but for some months I have abandoned
the quest as hopeless ; wherefore do you ask ?”

‘“Because I have been fortunate enough to-day to
light upon her track,” returned Hulett.

“On her track—on Ruth Hettley’s?” asked Father
Oswell, with an eagerness which contrasted strongly
with the tone of his previous remarks. ‘“Are you
sure ?”

¢ Quite sure,” was the answer; “I am persuaded, for
I have kept the most careful watch, that none of John
Wrycliffe’s books were to be found in the village until
within the last few weeks. I except the copy which
I feel convinced Mistress Alice has in her possession,
though I have never been able to obtain a sight of it.
But quite latterly I have noticed that one or two of
the villagers have appeared embarrassed when I ques-
tioned them on the subject, as it is my wont to do.
I have also from time to time observed a man, who
wore a dress which was evidently a disguise, lurking
about the lanes: Simon Osgood told me he was one
of the itinerant hawkers who carry about the pro-.
hibited books. I caused the man to be followed, and
have discovered that he is one John Hettley, an old of-
fender, who has been repeatedly convicted and punished,
and that Ruth Hettley is his sister, and further, that
she is now with him in Welmouth, near here.”

“And you know where in Welmouth she is to be
found ?”
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“Yes, but there will be no need to repair thither
in order to apprehend her. Nor would such a step serve
our turn as well as what I am about to propose. I saw
the man to-day in converse with the Lady Alice—

“ With the Lady Alice, ha?” exclaimed Wolford.

“ With the Lady Alice,” repeated Father Hulett; “and
he delivered a note to her, which she instantly hid away.
I straightway set Osgood to make inquiries, and have
discovered that the girl is coming over this evening
to Lynden, to hold one of her meetings in Dame
Heyford’s cottage; at which she will read aloud from
one of the volumes she carries about, to a large muster
of the parishioners; further, Mistress Alice herself, in
all likelihood, will be present. If you will give me
your warrant, and also lend me a dozen of your fol-
lowers, we shall be able to seize the whole party, having
caught them in the very act.”

“ Excellent,” exclaimed Wolford; “it will be impos-
sible for the authorities to overlook such an act on
Mistress Alice’s part. The law is too plain to be
evaded. She will be at my mercy.”

“And Ruth will be at mine,” muttered the Abbot, “at
my mercy at last. Yes,” he added, still speaking in an
undertone to himself, “for this I will run any risk of
displeasing those in power, or giving them a handle
against me. Besides, the law will plainly justify me.
Brother Hulett,” he said aloud, “you shall have the
warrant you desire; and for men—you will find enough,
I doubt not, among Wolford's and Langham’s followers
for your purpose. If not, there are many among the
lay brethren, who will be willing to aid in such a
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matter. Take horses, and all you may need, and set
forth at once. You will scarcely have more than suf-
ficient time for your purpose.”

Instant preparation was accordingly made, and in an-
other half-hour the party set forth. Wolford and Lang-
ham both accompanied Father Hulett : the first-named,
resolved to prevent the escape of Alice; the second,
moved by mere curiosity to witness the event. The
Abbot saw them depart with a fierce satisfaction,
which he had not felt for many a day past. It was
strange that this seemingly insignificant and harm-
less girl should have awakened such a storm of pas-
sion in a man of Father Oswell's temperament. But
her beauty, her innocence, her resolute courage, above
all, the shrinking horror towards himself, of which
she made no secret, roused to the utmost every evil
impulse of his nature. One way or another, he would
subdue her to his will: one way or another, she
should be his victim,

A character like that of the Abbot of St. Cross will
shock many, and it is certainly not a pleasant one either
to contemplate or describe. But too many like him
existed in the age to which this tale belongs, to permit
of their being ignored in any book which professes to
give a faithful portraiture of it. Of their flagrant im-
morality no one can doubt who studies the writings
of contemporary historians—not those only, be it ob-
served, who were favourable to the Reformation, but
of those also who strongly disapproved it. It is as
needless, as it would be revolting, to cite cases. Any
student, unhappily, may easily enough find them for
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himself. ~As regards their persecuting spirit again, it
would be a mistake—though a mistake often made—
to represent such men as mere worldly hypocrites,
secretly indifferent to the cause, of which they avowed
themselves the zealous supporters. For the furtherance
of true spiritual religion they could indeed have cared
nothing. But they were genuine and determined par-
tisans nevertheless, and would scheme and toil and
even suffer, to secure the ascendancy of the Church,
whose soldiers they were. They cared little what hatred
they might provoke, and wHat misery they might inflict,
so they achieved their purpose. If Father Oswell had
had no other motive for persecuting Ruth Hettley, than
her persistence in_ practices forbidden by the Church, he
would still have put forth the full force of his autho-
rity against her, without scruple or pity.

Meanwhile Alice, little suspecting what was passing
at a short distance from her, had reached Dame Hey-
ford’s cottage, finding the old woman, to her surprise,
quite alone. But the dame instantly responded to her
inquiring look, by assuring her that the person whom
she was seeking was close at hand. She accordingly
left the room, and in a few minutes returned in company
with Ruth Hettley.

It was a joyful meeting. Not only had Alice become
much attached to the attendant, whose refinement and
acquirements raised her so far above her station—not
-only did she honour her unflinching courage, but she
felt that she owed Ruth more than she could ever
repay, and was anxious to express her gratitude for it.
After some preliminary talk, Alice begun to inquire by




THE MONKS AND THE BIBLE. 379

what means Ruth had contrived to effect her escape,
when she was so hotly pursued nearly four years before.

Ruth smiled. “The same good friend who now
shelters me,” she said, “was my deliverer on that
occasion.” '

“Dame Heyford!” exclaimed Alice, in astonishment.
“ Why, we were told that her cottage had been so closely
searched, that not a mouse could have escaped dis-
covery, had it been concealed there!” _

“Aye, truly,” said Ruth, “they did not spare their
pains; and had I been hidden in the cottage, I should
speedily have fallen into their hands. But they never

" thought of examining the rick-yard, or suspected that
there was a hollow place between two of the stacks,
which touched one another. There I lay, snug enough,
during the daytime for three weeks at the least, until
they grew tired of their job. As I crouched in my
place of shelter, I could hear the oaths and curses of
those who were hunting for me, only a few feet off,
and many times gave myself up for lost. But the
Lord delivered me from their hands, and I got safe
away.” .

““And where have you been living since?” inquired
Alice.

I returned to my brother at Oxford,” answered Ruth,
¢as I had learned that my enemies had taken their final
departure thence. We led much the same life as before,
for two or three years; and have many times been de-
livered from perils, quite as deadly as those of which
I have just now been speaking. Not once, but many
times, have we been present at meetings, where armed



380 THE WHRITE ROSE OF LYNDEN, OR

‘men broke in upon us, and carried all they could lay
hands on before the justices. But through God’s pro-
tection we ever escaped them.”

“ And to what penalty were they subjected, who were
thus seized ?” asked her visitor.

¢ That depended mainly on the temper of the persons
before whom they were dragged. Some of these were
merciful men, who only placed the accused in the stocks,
or admonished them to offend no more. Sometimes the
magistrates would condemn them to the pillory, and the
brand of infamy, as they accounted it. Sometimes
nought but the torments of the stake would satisfy their
rancour.”

“The stake,” cried Alice, “for no other fault than
that of reading the Word of God—oh Ruth, it can-
not be !”

“Alas, lady, you know little of the ways of these
men; I marvel you have never heard of their doings,
even in your peaceful home, I have known the father
of a family, a man who had ever borne a good repute
among his neighbours—I have known him burnt alive
at his own cottage door, because he would not swear
to close his ears to the reading of the Scriptures! Yea,
and his wife and his little children were forced to stand
by, and behold his sufferings. Worse even than that,
I have heard of a wife being compelled to carry the
wood which was to burn her husband.” '

“It is too dreadful for belief,” cried Alice; “and yet
the people persist ?”

““They do : these cruelties, far from accomplishing the
purpose of those who practise them, only make fresh
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converts to the Faith. Trust me, they will have to
exterminate the whole nation, before they can succeed
in extinguishing the flame that has now been lighted.”

“ And your brother, Ruth,—it is strange that I should
have forgotten to question you respecting him.”

“He is well,” answered Ruth. “Like myself, he has
-passed through many a sharp trial, through which the
Lord has sustained him. He is at Welmouth, attending
a meeting there to-day, and will join me here to-morrow;
when we journey hence into another county.”

“But our friends are assembled by this time,” she
added, after a short silence. “You will come with me,
will you not?”

“T will,” said Alice.

She followed her companion across the rick-yard into
a small barn, which at that time of the year contained
nothing but a cart, some hurdles, and farming imple-
ments ; all of which had been removed from the upper
end, so as to leave a square space of a dozen feet or
so unoccupied. The dusk had been gathering so fast
during Alice’s interview with Ruth, that it was with
difficulty they could distinguish, at their first entrance,
who, or how many, were present. But the gleam of
her white dress, as she passed through the doorway,
was no sooner perceived, than all rose reverently to
greet her, and she found herseif in company with some
twenty of her poorer neighbours, together with several
who belonged to a somewhat higher station. There
was old Bridget Hall, an aged granddame, and her
young niece Margaret; Giles Messop and his wife;
Widow Osborn, and her two sturdy sons; Nanny Gill,
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a cripple from her birth; Reuben Smith, and half
a-dozen more middle-aged men, nearly all farm-labour-
ers, and most of them in her brother'’s employ ; together
with Pierce Eversfield the well-to-do miller, and one
or two of the smaller farmers. The faces of all these
were recognised, one after another, as her eyes became
accustomed to the half-gloom of the building—illumined
as it was only by the reflection of the faint light out-
side, and the gleam of a single candle, which threw
its ray on the pages of the volume which Ruth held
in her hand.

She took her place as the reader, in a chair set for
her against the wall, and opening the book, addressed
herself at once to her work. “I have here,” she said,
holding up the volume, “the four holy Gospels; which
of them do you choose to have read to you, and at
what chapter shall I begin?”

There was a momentary hesitation, and then Dame
Mossop, whose deep black dress and pallid cheek were
evidences of her recent bereavement, asked for the
raising of Jairus’s daughter. Ruth complied, and in
a clear, sweet voice read the history of the miracle,
adding to it, the raising of the Widow’s son at Nain, and
afterwards that of Lazarus. This ended, Nancy Gill re- .
minded Ruth of the cure of the sufferer at the Pool
of Bethesda, which she had heard years before, and
entreated that she might hear it again. Then, one

- after another, they suggested each some favourite pas-
sage, of which they had an indistinct perhaps, but most
reverent recollection, and Ruth was quick to under-
stand their references, and to comply with their re-
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quests. After this, Master Eversfield suggested that,
as so many of them had now chosen portions of Scrip-
ture to be read, it was but reason that Mistress Ruth
should choose one for herself.

Ruth assented, and selecting the fourteenth and two
following chapters of St. John’s Gospel, closed the read-
ing with them.

Alice sat in her corner, deeply affected by what she
saw and heard. They to whom the Bible has been
familiar from their infancy, who can take the holy book
from the shelf, and read it as often and as long as they
please, can form no idea of how it sounded in the ears
of these untaught and simple-minded people, who only
at rare intervals, and under conditions of the greatest
difficulty and danger, could hear any of its holy lessons.
The whole scene was indeed most deeply impressive.
The dim light, and the rude surroundings; the sense
of companionship, at once in a holy cause and a deadly
danger, and of trust in Divine power to preserve them
from it; the glorious and solemn words, which had
never sounded so glorious and solemn to her before ;
the marvels of love and power they set forth; the
simple reverence and delight of the unlettered audi-
ence—all these brought forcibly before her the history
of the Church’s earliest and holiest days, when Chris-
tian men and women would meet secretly in the vaults
of the Catacombs to worship the God they had so lately
found, knowing, that should they be discovered, the
stake or the fangs of the wild beast would be their
portion. '

She was too deeply lost in thought to notice a slight
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sound in the yard outside, like that of the muffled tread
of a large body of men. But the more experienced
ears of several present at once heard and understood
the meaning of the noise. They started up, and looked
round for some avenue of escape. The next moment
the doors on either side were forced in, and Wolford
and Langham, each followed by a file of armed men,
burst into the building.

¢ Let all keep their places,” thundered Norman ; “cut
down, without mercy, any who attempt to fly.”

He was obeyed in silence; resistance and escape
were alike impossible.

“Seize yonder girl,” was his next command, as he
pointed to Ruth. “She is the main mover of this
heretical treason: see the book still in her hand!
Take it from her, Geoffrey; and do you and Leonard
tie her securely, and convey her straight to St. Cross.
This time, at least, she shall not give us the slip. Ha,
Master Eversfield, and you, too, Miles Stidolph, and
James Soltram, how come men of your station into
company like this? By my faith, ye must look for
a turn at the pillory, or a round sum by way of fine,
at the least, for this! and you,—by St. George, it can-
not be!” he exclaimed, with well-acted surprise, as his
eye lighted on Alice Hemynge,—“It cannot be, and
yet it is,—Mistress Alice herself. By what strange mis-
chance, Madam—"

“By no mischance, Sir,” interposed Alice calmly.
“I came here to hear the Word of God read aloud to
the people. If that be an offence, I am guilty of it ?”

“1 am deeply grieved, Mistress Alice, to find you in
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such a position. Had I suspected aught of the kind,
I had not undertaken this duty. Even now, were it in
my power, I would gladly let you go free. But so
many have seen you here, that it would be hopeless to
attempt concealment—"

“I desire none, Sir,” again interrupted Alice; “I am
your prisoner, carry me whither you will”

—_——

CHAPTER VIL

IT was early in the forenoon of the day after the ap-
prehension of Alice and Ruth. John Colet, looking
anxious and troubled, was pacing up and down the
broad walk in front of Lynden Manor, in company with
a tall and powerful man, whose dress and carriage alike
bore token of the soldier. The dark locks which clus-
tered round his temples had in many places been worn
short by the continual pressure of the helmet, and ‘the
fresh tint of the cheek and forehead had grown swarthy
under warmer suns than those of England. It was no
other than our former acquaintance Cuthbert Bredon;
whom the tidings conveyed by Sir Robert Knollis to
the Court of Castile had brought without an hour’s
delay to England. He had arrived at Lynden late in
the evening of the previous day, and chancing to fall
in with Antony and Colet on their return from their
excursion, had ridden to the Manor in their company.
Their conversation on the road was sufficient to explain
fully the treachery which had been practised; and ere
they reached the house, Bredon had registered a vow,

cc
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that his first act, after the renewal of his troth with
Alice, on the ensuing day—for now it was past her hour
for retiring for the night—should be to summon Wolford
to meet him in the lists, and answer with his life for the
treachery he had practised.

“We cannot touch the worse villain of the two,” he
said. “These Churchmen still contrive to work their
evil schemes with impunity; though, unless I greatly
err, their day of reckoning is not far off. But Norman
Wolford shall not escape me. To do him justice, I
scarce think he would wish to do so. He has the
repute of a valiant soldier, and will doubtless answer
my challenge hardily enoug

“] believe you do him no more than justice there,”
said Antony, “little as I love him. Well, the oppor-
tunity you desire is nearer at hand than, perhaps, you
may suppose. I have learned since dinner to-day, that
he is no further off than the Abbey of St. Cross, whither
he journeyed yesterday in company with Simon Lang-
ham. Father Hulett has now ridden over to confer with
him. What mischief they may be contriving I cannot
guess; but I will be sworn there is mischief of some
kind. brewing.”

“We will pardon him the mischief, in consideration
of the speediness of the account he will render me,”
returned Bredon. ¢ Antony, you will bear a message
to him early to-morrow morning, will you not?”

“ Aye, and with right good will, answered Hemynge.
“The encounter, which I conclude will be with lance,
sword, and dagger, may take place in the tilting-ground
yonder; and Langham, with a dozen of his men-at-
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arms, may attend to ensure him fair play, should he
distrust us. You will not object to Langham’s pre-
sence, Cuthbert?”

“Not L” said Bredon; “nor to Abbot Oswell’s either,
or that of all his monks, if he likes to bring them. Itis
a pity that Churchmen have ceased in these days to
wear armour and mount war-horse, or he, too, might
meet me under shield, and expiate his treason.”

At daybreak on the following morning, accordingly,
Antony Hemynge took horse as soon as the morning
meal had been despatched; and his two friends were
now impatiently expecting his return, which had been
delayed for an hour at least beyond the time when
he had been expected.

At last the sound of the horse’s hoofs were heard,
and Antony rode up. His brow was grave, and he
alighted from his saddle in silence. Giving his horse
to a groom, he led the way into the house, and enter-
ing a private chamber, closed the door behind him.

“What now, Antony!” exclaimed Bredon, as soon
as they were seated. “Methinks you must be the
bearer of no good tidings. Had Wolford left the
Abbey before you arrived ?”

“No,” answered Hemynge. ‘“He was there, and
I had speech with him, and with Langham too.”

“Does Langham refuse to back his friend’s quarrel »”

“No,” returned Antony ; “we did not come to that.
But Norman refuses your challenge.”

“ Refuses my challenge ?” repeated Bredon in great
surprise. “Is he a poltroon after all?”

1t is not that, or I mistake,” said Hemynge. *“What
think you, John? You know him as well as I do.”



388 THE WHITE ROSE OF LYNDEN, OR

“I am of your mind,” said Colet. I remember him
for two or three years at Oxford, and have since heard
much respecting him. He was overbearing and unscru-
pulous, but no one ever charged him with cowardice.
On the contrary, he was daring beyond any man I .
remember. He fought more than one duel, with
antagonists who were generally dreaded. At Bos-
worth, too, and at Stoke, he gained high repute for
his bravery.”

“You are right, it is not cowardice,” rejoined He-
mynge; ‘“it is craft, rather. This villain Abbot has,
I grieve to find, arrested my sister, the Lollard girl
Ruth, and others, at a Bible reading late yester evening.
Strange we heard not of it. He has them in his keep-
ing, which he will take care to make secure enough.
He, and Wolford too, will have free access to her.
Doubtless they hope to work upon Alice’s fears, or any
way on her regard for this girl, Ruth Hettley—”

“Work on her fears,” repeated Bredon. ‘With what
object? To exact a bribe, do you mean?”

“Aye, the bribe of her hand in marriage,” replied
Antony. “I have long been persuaded that Wolford
has set himself on accomplishing that, notwithstanding
Alice’s persistent coldness. That probably was his
motive, or one of his motives, in the falsehood he
passed off on you. Have you never suspected this ?”

“No, by Heaven!” exclaimed Cuthbert. “I never
dreamed his presumption could have soared so high!
I knew he reckoned you his nearest of kin, and fancied
his object had been simply to ensure your condemnation
and death, that he might himself enter on possession.
But that he should aspire to your sister’s hand—he, the
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coarse ruffian! By St. Cuthbert, my patron Saint, he
shall dearly rue it! I will ride straightway to St. Cross,
and force him to an encounter.”

“It will not avail,” said Antony. “They have the
law, at least the letter of it, on their side, remember.
Besides, they have secured the convent gates, and placed
a strong guard at them. We could not gain admittance,
unless by actual force, Indeed, I doubt whether they
would not be able to make their defence good against
any numbers we could bring.” '

“ Must we then remain patient, and endure this out-
rage ?” asked Cuthbert. “ Are we to leave your sister in
the clutch of these ruffians, to work their pleasure? It is
not to be thought of 1” :

“Certes, that cannot be suffered,” said Colet.  But
I agree with Antony, that open force will scarce succeed
here. Hearken to me. I told you yesterday, that,
when I passed through London a few days ago, I had
had an interview with Nicolas Pidcock, the Archbishop’s
Chaplain, who informed me of the charge of heresy
which had secretly been brought against you. But he
told me somewhat more, respecting which I thought it
discreet to keep silence at the time; though now the
case is altered. I learned from him that a bull had
been received from Rome, requiring the Archbishop to
make inquiry into the state of certain of the monas-
‘teries, in which the scandalous lives of the inmates had
awakened general indignation.”

. “T rejoice to hear it,” said Antony; “never was in-
quisition more needed.”
. “Further,” pursued Colet, “the Chaplain informed
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me that a complaint had been laid before him, signed by
Father Joliffe, the Sub-prior, and Father Vyner, one of
the monks, of the misrule of Abbot Oswell, and the
enormities perpetrated under his authority ;—praying
also that inquiry might be made into the charges, and
the evils complained of amended.”

“ Aye, I have known how deeply these abuses touched
the good Father Vyner,” said Antony. “I wonder he
has borne with them so long.”

“Well,” pursued Colet, “the Chaplain told me that
he had not yet brought this petition to his Grace’s notice,
the latter being too much burdened by business to pay
heed to it at present. But, if it seems good to you,
I will forthwith ride to Lambeth, and report to my
friend what hath now taken place. I will urge him at
once to present Father Joliffe’s petition, and move
Morton to issue a Commission of Inquiry, which will
take all authority out of Abbot Oswell’s hands, until
the matters complained of have been duly examined
into. The Commissioners will, I doubt not, deal le-
niently with this Lollard girl; for the Archbishop grows
daily more averse to severe measures against such as
she is. As for your sister, your assurance and mine
that she will attend no more such meetings as that of
last night, will suffice for her immediate release, What
say you?”

“It is excellent, John,” said Antony. “Lose not
a moment, I pray you, in carrying it out.”

“I will ride with you, Master Colet,” said Bredon.
“1, too, have friends at court, who may be serviceable in
this matter. Moreover, I have heard somewhat of this
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Abbot's dealings with the Court of Burgundy, which he
may find it somewhat difficult to answer.”

“Have with you then,” said Colet; “we shall reach
London with sharp riding in time to have an audience
with the Archbishop this afternoon, if he be minded to
receive us.”

“I will go order the horses,” said Hemynge. “John,
you shall have brown Lancelot. It is the best steed
in my stable, and will carry you to London before the
twilight falls, if you handle him rightly.”

Meanwhile there was rejoicing at St. Cross over the suc-
cess of Wolford’s and Langham’s enterprise. The Lady
Alice, on her arrival at the abbey, had been lodged with
the consideration due to her rank in a handsome apart-
ment, with attendants of her own sex to wait upon her.
She was informed, however, that she would be most
strictly guarded, and no one permitted to visit her,—until
she had been arraigned before the Lord Abbot for the
offence against the law, as laid down by Archbishop
Arundel, of which she had been guilty. Ruth, with less
ceremony, was conveyed to one of the prisons beneath
the Abbot’s house, in which refractory vassals, or small
tenants who refused to pay the dues to the monastery,
were wont to be incarcerated, until the imprisonment
brought them to a more towardly frame of mind. Some-
times, though very rarely, some of the brethren who
persistently rebelled against the Abbot’s authority, had
paid a visit to the same undesirable lodging; but this
of late years had been quite discontinued. '

The cell—for it was too small to merit the name of

. a dungeon—was lighted by a narrow slit, opening on
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a walled area of about ten feet deep, so that no gleam
of the sky was visible through it, even during the bright-
est hours of the day, It was furnished with a rude stool
and a heap of straw. These, with the brown pitcher and
metal dish common to all such melancholy chambers,
constituted its entire garniture. Ruth had been hastily
thrust into this place of confinement, and the door closed
upon her immediately after her arrival,—the attention of
the jailer having been engaged chiefly in making pro-
vision for the reception of the Lady Alice. Ruth passed
the night on her bed of straw, calm and composed. It
was not the. first, by many times, that she had been ex-
posed to the like peril, and the lesson of entire trust in
her Divine Protector had been fully learned. She an-
ticipated with patient fortitude the trial of the ensuing
day—the stern questions, the angry rebukes, the per-
emptory. demand of entire submission to the Church’s
will, or the threat of instant and sharp punishment. She
knew into whose hands she had fallen—that, unpitying
as judges were apt to be in those days towards offenders
like herself, there was no judge in all England likely
to be so pitiless, in her instance at least, as Abbot
Oswell.

She remained all the following morning in expectation
of the summons before his tribunal. But the hours
passed on, the light grew as strong as it ever shewed
itself in that dreary vault; then began slowly to fade,
until utter darkness succeeded, and still her solitude re-
mained unbroken. Enough bread and water had been
left in the cell at her entrance to last her through the
day. She ate what remained of the bread, drained the
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last drop of water from the pitcher, and then lay down
again on her couch of straw.

She was awakened by a light glimmering in the gloomy
chamber, and the sound of a footstep on the stone floor.
She started up in alarm. A tall man, wrapped in a dark
cloak, was standing by her side—the lantern which he
carried scarcely enabling her to distinguish the outline
of his figure. But she divined in a moment who her
visitor must be ; and the next minute the sound of his
well-remembered voice assured her she had not been
mistaken.

“So, unhappy girl, I behold you again.”

She made no rejoinder, and after a pause the Abbot
went on.

“You know the penalty you have brought on yourself.
I warned you at Oxford that it would inevitably be your
portion, if you persisted in your obstinate rebellion
against the commands of our holy Church. You know
what the penalty is, do you not? Answer me, girl; why
do you not speak P” '

“I know I am at your mercy,” answered Ruth firmly;
“and you may do what you will, so Heaven interferes
not to prevent you.”

“Heaven does not interfere to save heretics and
rebels from their doom,” said the Abbot. “ And one who
has been so long an offender, in spite of so many
warnings and entreaties, can least of all look for such
deliverance. If you are brought before my tribunal,
there can be but one sentence for such guilt as yours—
the stake and the fire.”

“I am prepared to endure it,” she answered.
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“Have you considered what you are saying?” re-
turned Father Oswell, quickly. “Do you realise what
it is to die, in the very flower of your youth and health,
—die, by a death of the most agonizing and protracted
suffering,—with the finger of scorn pointed at you, and
the Church’s final sentence of condemnation ringing in
your ears? Have you thought of this?”

“I am willing to die, when it is God’s pleasure,” she
replied, with unmoved calmness. *“He will give me
strength, as He did to His martyrs of old, to endure all
that man could do unto them. For the scorn you speak
of, and the Church’s sentence, I appeal against them to
Him, Who alone can really acquit or condemn !”

“ Are you indeed so determined, Ruth?” rejoined the
Abbot, in a milder tone; “I would fain save, fain shelter
you. You'know how differently I would have dealt with
you at Oxford, had you but hearkened to me. And
50 now—"

“I do indeed remember how you would have dealt
with me,” broke in Ruth, with a shudder; “I am not
likely to forget it1”

“Nay, but why reject my friendship—my more than
friendship ; ah, Ruth, my affection, my love—"

“Love,” she again exclaimed, “do you presume to
renew your hateful proffers! you, a monk, styled by men
a Ruler of the Church, a light and pattern of holy living !
Do you dare insult a maiden by speaking to her of love ?
The very word on your lips is pollution !”

“ Why so regard it?” urged her visitor. “How many
hundreds of women are there who view this matter
differently, and of whom the world thinks no scorn.
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They are wives in all but name, loved, cherished, re-
spected. They who are of your persuasion have ever in-
sisted that none should be debarred from possessing the
love of women. Why so bitter with me, because I
maintain the same? Listen to me; I will bear you,
if you will let me, to a foreign land, where you may live
in safety, honour, and luxury. I will bestow on you my
whole affection—"

“ Cease, cease |” cried Ruth; “it makes my blood run
cold to hear you. Let the Church alter its rule, and
exact no vow of abstinence from marriage of its clergy;
and I, for one, should say it did well. But as things
now stand, for one like you to swear chastity in the face
of Heaven, and yet in secret indulge your worst lusts,
is abomination, which it shames me to think of! Nay,
hear more. Even were you bound by no vow, I should
still abhor you. I would die the most painful death,
rather than endure the pressure of your hand !”

“Enough said, girl,” returned the Abbot, sternly;
“I sue no more. I have never in truth rightly known
whether I loved or hated you the more; your words
have turned the scale! Henceforth we meet only as
judge and criminal.”

He turned to the door, and the next moment the
harsh clashing of the bolt was heard, as the key turned
in the lock. Ruth again lay down on her straw pallet,
and soon lost the recollection of her sorrows in sleep.
Abbot Oswell remounted the secret stair which led
from his own chamber to the dungeons of the monastery,
and summoning a servant, inquired whether Sir Norman
Wolford was still in his apartment, and if so, requesting



396 THE WHITE ROSE OF LYNDEN, OR

his presence. In a few minutes the knight obeyed the

summons, his heavy step and moody forehead shewing

that his frame of mind was near akin to that of his
entertainer.

“ How have you sped with the Lady Alice,” asked
Father Oswell, ¢ will she hearken to reason?”

“She will hearken to nought from me,” said Wolford

shortly ; “I shall waste no more fair words on her. As
well entreat the sun to shine on a cloudy day. T told
her I had influence, which could procure her release
from prison without further inquiry, and she told me
she did not wish to shun inquiry, and would rather it
" were made. I warned her that her conviction might
endanger her brother as well as herself; and she an-
swered that he was well able to defend his own cause,
without the aid of any. I hinted that the fate of Ruth
Hettley might depend on the evidence I gave, or any
way on my view of her case—"

“You did not give her to understand, I trust,” inter-
posed the Abbot coldly, *that the girl’s hfe might pos-
sibly be spared ?”

“ Nay, you authorised me to do so,” returned Wolford.

“You mistake. I said I had not yet resolved how
to deal with the case of this Lollard girl, and should
I incline to mercy, you were welcome to have the credit
of it. But a more careful consideration of the matter

has satisfied me, that none but the sharpest measures
will avail in this instance. I find that she has long beenr
known, not in this neighbourhood only, but in many
others also, as the open promoter of heresy and re-
bellion. She has, I learn, been cited repeatedly before
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other magistrates, and admonished, and has received
slight punishment with threats of severer measures, and
all without avail. Such determined obstinacy demands
the sternest handllng, and I shall not shrink from my
duty.”

“You mean it is your intention to sentence her to be
burnt for heresy?” suggested Wolford. :

¢Ido,” was the answer. * My mind is fully made up.”

“ And the Lady Alice?” inquired Sir Norman,

“I have determined nought about her,” answered the
Abbot. “Sooth to say, I care not much how that is
settled. Hark you, Wolford. I have learned much
within the last four-and-twenty hours, which I' only
vaguely guessed at before; but which is of the last im-
portance to me. I have discovered that those two med-
dling fools, Fathers Joliffe and Vyner, have actually laid
a formal complaint of irregularities among the brother-
hood before Morton, and prayed him to make inquiry
into it. Had I learned this a few days sooner, I might
have been able, by some means or other, to prevent the
delivery of the petition at Lambeth, But I made my
discovery too late for that.”

“Surely, my Lord Abbot,” observed Wolford ‘“that
need trouble you little. Such representations have been
made again and again of late years, and nought has
come of it.” .

“True, but it will be different now, or I am much in
error,” said the Abbot. *The archbishop, Morton, is
much changed of late, and he is surrounded by those who
wish us no good. Hitherto it has been the policy of our
rulers to suppress anything that might prove, if known,
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injurious to the Church: now there is a disposition
rather to proclaim and magnify it. It is not my purpose
to endure the indignity to which I might be subjected
ere long.”

“Is your purpose then to quit England?” asked
Wolford.

“Tt is,” said the Abbot. “We were speaking only two
days ago of the Duchess of Burgundy’s offers, which
I then deemed it would be unwise to accept. My judg-
ment is different now. I surmise that you, and it may be
Langham and Father Hulett, will not be indisposed to
accompany me in my flight. Else be sure I had not
mentioned this to you.”

“1 should not like to leave England at this moment,”
answered Wolford, “ while the Lady Alice—"

“While the Lady Alice is yet in your power, ha!
Why, Norman Wolford, where has your keen wit flown
to, this time, that you see not that in this same flight lies
your only hope of winning her for your bride! Why need
she be left behind? If you carry her with you—"

“Ha! by St Nicolas you are right, and I was a dull-
brained fool not to apprehend it before. Yes, if I carry
her off with me to Burgundy, she must needs become
my wife. FHer brother, her proud relatives at Court,
even Cuthbert Bredon himself, must acquiesce in it
then, But the means of flight—have you them at your
command ?

¢ I have taken care for many a day past to have that
in readiness. You know Stephen Luttrell, the Portugal
Captain, as they name him ?”

“Surely,” answered Wolford, * that craft of his is well
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known along the whole of this Eastern coast. He has
taken messages ere this for you, to and from the towns of
Flanders, if I mistake not.”

““He has done so,” returned the other, “and has been
richly paid for doing it. To him I despatched a message
late yesterday evening, desiring that he would have his
vessel in readiness, in two days from that time, to sail
for the Flemish Coast—"

“In two days,” repeated Wolford. “Is it your inten-
tion to undertake this flight to-morrow ?”

“Ifit is to be effected at all, it must be without loss
of time,” returned the Abbot. “But for this girl, Ruth
Hettley, I tell you frankly I should have departed to-
night.”

“You will witness her execution ere you leave Eng-
land, then?”

“Such is my purpose,” said the Abbot. “I have
already got together what money and jewels it is in my
power to secure at so short a notice. They have been
despatched this afternoon by a trustworthy hand to Wel-
mouth, and are already, I doubt not, on board Luttrell’s
vessel. She is a roomy ship, as you doubtless know,
and will convey you and any friends you wish to take
with you, as well as me and my party. Are you minded
to make the venture ?”

¢ Aye, that am 1,” cried Wolford. “I would cross
the Stygian river itself, and face the fiends on its further
shore, to win the prize I aim at. My thanks to you,
Martin Oswell. My hopes were just at the lowest when
I entered this room, half-an-hour since. I know not
what desperate venture I should have essayed, had
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things remained as they then were. But now all is
again well—better than it has ever been. If I fail
now, it must be by my own fault. I will go at once
to Langham ; who, I will answer for it, will join heart
and soul in this enterprise. At what hour is it your
purpose to set out?”

“Towards dusk to-morrow evening,” replied the Abbot:
“The trial will take place in the morning, and there is
nothing to prevent the immediate carrying out of the
sentence. But we could not sail before twilight comes
on, and therefore had better not enter Welmouth till
then. You will be able to steal unobserved out of
the monastery an hour or two before. Everybody
will be drawn to the great quadrangle, to see the
stake set up, and have no eyes or ears for anything
else?”

“And where are we to wait for you?” inquired
Wolford. .

“In the cover of the wood, a bow-shot from the
Abbey-gate ; I will join you when the dusk begins to
gather, and we will ride straight for the sea-coast.”

“It is well,” answered Norman; ‘“all shall be in
readiness.”

———ies

CHAPTER VIIL

It was late in the afternoon of the following day,
when a troop of horsemen, perhaps thirty in number,
all well mounted and armed, were riding along the
road which led from Lynden to the Abbey of Holy
Cross. At its head was seen a grave personage of
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middle age, whose dress and deportment shewed him
to be an ecclesiastical officer of some kind, though
there was something of the layman also in his appear-
ance. This was Gilbert Woodville, one of the Primate’s
somptnours. He rode a stout nag, which ambled easily
under him; and he was followed by three or four ser-
vants in the Archbishop’s liveries. On his right rode
Cuthbert Bredon, reining back his charger to keep
pace, as well as he was able, with his neighbour’s
palfrey,—both horse and rider seeming to chafe some-
what at the slowness of the journey. On the other
side of Woodville, Antony and Colet were engaged in
a conversation, which interested them so much ap-
parently, as to render them insensible to the tardy
pace at which they were proceeding.

“It was unfortunate,” Colet was saying; “but it
could not be avoided. We reached Lambeth just as
the Archbishop was on the point of sitting down to
supper; and he had with him guests of too much dis-
tinction to allow of any message being taken to him
while they continued at the palace.”

“ But you saw him last night?”

“Yes; Nicolas Pidcock, who is ever my good friend,
obtained an audience for us as soon as the Duke of
Bedford had departed; and the Archbishop heard us
without interruption. He had learned somewhat, it
appeared, already, of the scandals current respecting
the Abbey of St. Cross, and had it in mind to issue a
commission of inquiry into that, as well as into one or
two other like cases. Father Joliffe’s petition and our
own statement determined him to do so at once. He

pd
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gave the needful orders before we left him; but it was
too late for the necessary documents to be begun that
night,—indeed, it was only by the utmost exertion of
Pidcock’s authority, that we got them duly signed this
morning. Then we set off without a moment’s delay,
and are, I trust, still in time to prevent mischief.”

“T trust so indeed,” assented Antony. ‘¢ But, know-
ing the bitter malice and unscrupulous craft of Abbot
Oswell, I am on thorns as long as he holds my sister
in his power. I am concerned also for this unhappy
maiden, as well as for my tenants and neighbours, some
of whom he has carried off, and of whom he may exact
extortionate fines, or revenge himself on them, if they
refuse to pay.”

“But you have received information, have you not,
that, up to this morning, he has taken no step respecting
the prisoners?”

“Yes; Ruth Hettley's brother, who was hanging about
the monastery yesterday to gain what tidings he could,
came to Lynden this morning with the intelligence, that,
so far, nothing at all had been done. Probably the
Abbot designed to try the effect of imprisonment on his
captives. But Ruth Hettley, her brother had ascertained,
was to undergo her trial this morning, and none of the
others were to be dealt with at all for the present. The
girl's trial is probably now in progress. It could hardly
have been commenced before Sext, and would, I sup-
pose, occupy some time.”

¢ At all events,” continued Antony, “we may hope to
reach St. Cross before any sentence, that may have been
pronounced, can be executed. But whom have we here?”
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he added, as a man issued forth from the covert of the
thicket by which the road was bordered, and approached
the horsemen,—*“ who may this man be? Ha, it is John
Hettley! I bade him return, and still keep watch on
what was passing. Well, Hettley, what news do you
bring? Is the damsel's trial concluded ?”

“I have not been able to obtain admission within
the monastery to-day,” answered the man; “the en-
trance is more closely guarded than ever. There is
also a company of a dozen horsemen, armed to the

teeth, stationed outside the walls, at the distance of

an arrow’s flight from them, I should think. I crept
as near as I could venture, to ascertain what was their
purpose.”

“Ha!” said Cuthbert, who had been listening atten-
tively, ‘“they have gained some inkling of our inten-
tion, and are resolved to deprive us by force of the
Archbishop’s instrument, without which our commission
could not be executed. But we will baffle them.”

“Under your favour, Sir, I do not think that can be’
their object,” said Hettley. * Their muster is not strong
enough for such an attempt. Moreover they seem, not-
withstanding their arms, to be preparing for flight rather

than attack. They have a prisoner, too,—a lady as I

think,—carefully muffled up, and guarded—"

“Alady!” exclaimed Cuthbert, “and carefully guarded!

It must be the Lady Alice! There is some deeper
treachery at work here than we had guessed. Good
fellow, can you guide us by a path through the woods,
so that we may come upon them before they have any
knowledge of our approach?”
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#] think I can,” answered Hettley. ¢ There is a
thick growth of ilexes and laurels, about a hundred
yards from the spot where they are stationed, which
would completely conceal your whole party. Only be
sure to observe the strictest silence, and be careful that
your horses tread only on the turf; and I can bring you
within a stone’s throw of them, before they will have
the slightest suspicion of your neighbourhood.”

“Do s0,” said Antony, “and you shall be rewarded—
nay, I forgot, you will need no reward. Cuthbert, it
will be the best course, I think, for me and my men
_to remain on one side of the glade of which he speaks,
and with which, if I do not mistake, I am well ac-
quainted, while you ride on to the opposite end. So
we shall have them on two sides, and be able to inter-
cept them, in whichever direction they may attempt
to fly.” ‘

“It is well thought of,” returned Cuthbert. * Hark
you, my men!” he continued, addressing his followers ;
“ There is a knot of these traitors, whom we shall suc-
ceed in seizing if we are cool and wary. Let every
man ride cautiously, and in strict silence, until the
signal is given, which will be a blast on this horn;
_ then all break cover together, and ride down any one
who refuses to surrender himself a prisoner. Now lead
the way, Hettley. Stay, let him have yonder led horse.
You can ride, I suppose, can you not?”

“On a pinch—well enough,” answered Hettley; and
the whole troop was soon in motion again.

Meanwhile, Wolford and Langham were awaiting
the arrival of their accomplice with a feeling of im-
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patience, which increased with every quarter-of-an-hour
of delay.

“1 marvel what can induce the Abbot to linger thus!”
exclaimed Langham, as he paced restlessly to and fro
on a smooth stretch of turf, near which his horse and
several others stood picketed. “He must know there
is risk in tarrying here, risk which grows greater every
hour. What can the punishment of this heretic girl
signify, when compared with our safety P”

“Qur friend loves his safety right well,” rejoined Wol-
ford, who had remained seated on his horse, “no man
loves it better. But he loves his revenge even more.”

“He has had ample time for any revenge he could
desire,” said Langham. “The preparations for burn-
ing a Lollard do not usually take so long, I trow.
There are stout stakes enow, and faggots to boot, in
the Convent wood-yard. All might have been over two
hours ago.”

“Aye, but the Abbot explained why that was not
done. We might perhaps have left the Abbey three
hours since, for the matter of that, had we so chosen,
but we could not have ventured to embark at Wel-
mouth till the dusk had fallen. We might be ques-
tioned, and perhaps stopped. But I own I wonder
at the delay now. The twilight has been gathering
for the last half-hour and more.” .

“Were you present at the trial ?” asked Langham.

“I was,” was the answer. “I had to give my evi
dence, you know. The Abbot would abate no jot of
formality, notwithstanding that he had determined the
issue long before.”
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“ Did the girl bear up bravely?”

“Bravely, said you? The bravest man in England
could not have borne himself more gallantly! By our
Lady, I could not but marvel at her constancy; and
methought the Abbot himself must needs be moved to
pity by it. Yet he shewed no more emotion than the
carved figure of St. Benedict in the niche above him'!
He pronounced the sentence on the stout-hearted girl,
as calmly, as though he had but been giving notice
of one of the Church’s fasts or festivals !”

“ His heart might match the stone image of which
you speak for hardness,” observed Langham. ¢ But
hark, what is that?” he added with a start, as, all of
a moment, a deep hollow sound was heard reverberat-
ing through the forest glades.

“The great bell tolling for the execution of the
heretic,” said Wolford. ¢1It is strange I had forgotten
that was to be the signal. All will now soon be over.
And ha, what is that too?” he added a moment later,
as the note of a bugle rang out from the depths of
the forest, and armed men were seen issuing from the
cover of the greenwood.

“To horse, Simon!” he once more shouted. “Itis
Hemynge and Bredon. I know their crests. Surround
and protect the Lady Alice there, or, by all the fiends,
she will fall into their hands !”

He spurred forward as he spoke, but too late to ac-
complish his object. Bredon, followed by half-a-score
of his men, had already reached the spot where Alice
had been stationed. The soldiers placed in charge of
her, startled at the suddenness of the attack, gave way
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before the advance of the enemy. In another instant
Cuthbert, leaping from his horse, had released her from
her bonds. Almost at the same moment he was joined
by Hemynge and his followers; and Wolford found
himself confronted by a force greatly outnumbering
his own. '

¢ We must ride for it, Norman,” said Langham, prick-
ing up; “it would be useless to hope for aid from the
Abbot. Few of his men are under arms to-day ; and
even were they all to join our party, these fellows
would be too many for us. But they do not know the
byways of the wood, and we may escape their pursuit.”

“Fly if thou wilt,” said Wolford. “I will not. Re-
venge is still left me. Ho, Cuthbert Bredon,” he shouted,
riding straight to the spot where the knight was now
standing, with Alice leaning on his shoulder. ¢ Dare
you repeat your challenge of yesterday, or are you one
of those who make loud boasting at the feast or in
the bower, but shrink from making it good in the hour
of battle ?”

% Unknightly villain,” retorted Bredon sternly, *you
are unworthy the lance of an honourable man. Yet you
shall not escape me. Be this decided on the instant.
Rein back your horse, and take ground for our en-
counter ; and Antony do thou give the signal of onset.”

He leaped on his charger as he spoke, and moving
off some thirty paces, again turned and laid his spear
in rest. Wolford had already done the same. The
next moment Hemynge's signal was heard, and both,
putting their steeds in motion, rushed at full speed
against each other..
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The charge of the knights in the fifteenth century,
when both man and horse wore the heavy plated armour
of the period, must, in sooth, have been a fearful sight
to witness. So fierce was the crash of the encounter
between Bredon and Wolford, that it seemed to the
bystanders that neither champion could escape from
it without deadly hurt. Wolford's lance was shivered
to fragments against his adversary’s shield. Practised
warrior as he was, Cuthbert was hurled backwards on
his horse’s croup, only escaping a heavy fall by clutch-
ing the mane of his charger, as it reared almost up-
right under the shock. But his own weapon had been
levelled with more dextrous management, or with greater
good fortune. It passed over the top of Wolford’s
shield, and striking the latter exactly at the spot where
gorget and corslet met, broke through the fastenings,
and penetrated the throat. Norman fell heavily to
the ground, and his frightened charger, breaking loose
from his rider’s hold on the rein, galloped wildly into
the forest. Cuthbert sprang from his saddle, and was
about to require the fallen man’s immediate surrender,
when a glance assured him that the demand was
needless.

One of Wolford's squires pressed to his master’s side.
He raised the visor, and would have removed the
helmet, but the dying man resisted the attempt.

“ Bredon,” he said in a faint voice, “ the day is yours,
and I am rightly served. I would fain do somewhat—”

“ Hasten to the Abbey,” said Hemynge, “and bring
hither Father Joliffe or Father Vyner. They are both
comfortable men at an hour like this,”
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¢ Forbear,” said Wolford, it would be useless. Ere
they could reach the Convent gate, I shall be gone.
One thing I can do. This poor Lollard maiden—
I would fain have remonstrated with—with Oswell
against his vindictive cruelty, but—but I sacrificed
her to my own advantage. Hasten—hasten to the
Abbey. You may yet snatch her from his clutch,
Ha—there—there !” he gasped, as a dense column of
smoke rose from the centre of the monastery, * the pile
" is only—just kindled. You—will—save—her—yet.”

He fell back on the sward a corpse. Springing up
and commanding their men to follow them, Bredon and
Hemynge rushed with one impulse to the great gate
of the monastery, where they found John Hettley in
an agony of grief and alarm, imploring in vain per-
mission to enter. The guards gave way without re-
sistance before the rush of the men-at-arms, and the
next moment the assailants had forced their way through
the crowd into the great quadrangle.

It was a striking and terrible sight which met their
eyes. The whole area, large as it was, was crowded
by the monks, and peasants from the adjoining villages,
looking on with pale faces and shortened breath. In
the centre was raised a rude platform of stones and
earth some four feet high, with a guard of the Abbot’s
soldiers round it, to prevent the throng from pressing
too closely. The platform was heaped with faggots and
tar-barrels, which were now sending forth a lurid light,
struggling with the volumes of pitchy smoke and the
gloom of the gathering twilight. In the midst appeared
the figure of Ruth, habited in coarse sackcloth, and
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secured by iron chains to the stake. Her long dark
tresses streamed loosely over her shoulders, and her
white features, firmly set as those of a marble statue,
were distinctly visible to all. The flames were whirling
and eddying round her, but they did not seem as yet
to have done her hurt. She stood as one too deeply
absorbed in the contemplation of some distant object,
to be sensible of what was passing round her.

“Tear down and trample out this accursed pile,”
shouted Antony, springing on to the platform, and dash-
ing aside the armed men who would have stayed him.
¢ She is still alive, the flames have not touched her yet.”

He was seconded by Bredon and his followers with
right good will. In a few minutes the burning masses
were scattered in all directions; and Ruth, unfastened
with difficulty from the stake to which she had been
bound, was conveyed to a neighbouring chamber. One
of the brethren, famous for his skill in leechcraft, was
summoned to her aid; but the moment his experienced
eye rested on the prostrate figure before him, he pro-
nounced that any efforts to restore her would be
useless.

¢ The burns she has sustained,” he said, “would not
in themselves be mortal; the flames had not been
long enough in contact with her body for that. But
these injuries, aggravated as they are by the nervous
exhaustion of so many hours of suffering, are enough
to destroy a far stronger woman, She cannot live
an hour at the most. It is possible, nay likely, that
she may recover her senses, but it will only be to
pass away.”
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The leech’s predictions were fulfilled. After half-an-
hour of anxious watching, Ruth Hettley opened her
eyes, and gazed in evident wonder round her. Her
glance fell on the agonised features of her brother, who
was kneeling at her side, and then passed on to the
tearful face of Alice, and the sympathising looks of
Antony and Colet.

“Where am I?” she murmured feebly. “Is it heaven,
and have my friends gone thither before me ?”

My sister, my sister !” moaned poor Hettley. “God'
give me strength to bear this!” '

“Tt 75 you, John. How came you here, and who has
delivered me from the fearful flames ?” '

“ My brother,” answered Alice, “ my brother and his
friends. Oh, that we had arrived but one quarter-of-an=
hour sooner!”

“Ah, I understand. The flames have done their
work, though they have not consumed me; and I am
dying, am I not?”

“Alas! I fear so,” said Alice, bending forward and
kissing her forehead.

¢ And why fear it, my sweet mistress? Is it not thus
that I have always expected and been willing to die?
Lady, you will be true to the cause you have taken up,
will you not? You will not forsake it, though men
threaten and forbid ?”

“ Never, while I live,” she answered through her
tears.

¢ John,” she continued, turning her head with difficulty
towards him, “I need not ask the same of you; we
have worked together too long for that. You will have
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to work alone now. But you =i/ work, even to the end,
and your labour will not be in vain in the Lord. Yes,”
—she spoke now in a stronger voice, and a flush came
over her face, like that of sunset on a snowy peak,—
¢I have assurance of it. The darkness is well-nigh
past; the day-break is at hand! Before another gene-
ration has gone by, there will be a free Bible in Eng-
land—the unchallenged birthright and heritage of the
people, even to the end of time !”

She sank lower on her bed, exhausted with the effort.
Once more she relapsed into unconsciousness, from
which she only awoke to press her brother’s hand, and
then pass peacefully away.

Little more requires to be told. When order was
sufficiently restored t6 allow the Archbishop’s somptnour
to enter the Abbey and deliver the citation, Abbot Oswell
was nowhere to be found. It was ascertained an hour or
two afterwards, that he had fled by a back way, as soon
as the entrance of Bredon and Hemynge became known.
Riding at the utmost speed of his horse, he reached
Welmouth unchallenged, and embarked in Luttrell’s
vessel in company with Simon Langham, whom he had
found awaiting him. He was next heard of at the
Court of the Duchess of Burgundy, where he attained
considerable distinction, being largely mixed up in the
Duchess’s schemes for the restoration of the House of
York. Simon Langham also entered her service, and
was killed six or seven years afterwards in the attempt
made by Perkin Warbeck to land on the Kentish coast.

Notwithstanding the flight of the Abbot, the Com-
mission appointed by Morton held its inquiry into the
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charges which had been advanced, of the profligacy and
corruption of the monks of St. Cross, eliciting revelations
which shocked and scandalised all Christian men, even
in those days of licence. Abbot Oswell was formally
deposed, and several of the brethren condemned to
penances of more or less severity. But the day of the
monasteries had not yet come, and the Abbey escaped
for the time the sentence of dissolution. Father Joliffe
was promoted to the vacant office, and laboured zeal-
ously to restore the godly discipline of former days ; suc-
ceeding so far, that when, some fifty years afterwards,
the whole of the religious houses were put upon their
trial, St. Cross was honourably reported of, and its in-
mates pensioned or provided for. But in other respects,
it suffered the fate of 'its neighbours. The revenues
were bestowed by Henry on one of his favourites ; the
greater part of the buildings were levelled with the
ground ; and the rest converted into a dwelling-house,
where the reeve of the new owner of the lands resided.

As regards the mode in which this and other simi-
lar establishments were dealt with, a few words should
here be said.

There can be no doubt that, by the middle of the
sixteenth century, they had not only become a great
and ever-increasing scandal, but their wealth and num-
bers were becoming a serious impediment to the growth
of national prosperity. It was imperative on the govern-
ment to check in some manner the growing evil In
many instances, doubtless, no more than the strictest
justice was done; and in many others, if the penalties
exacted were severe, there was, at least, much to justify
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them. But, nevertheless, the measures resorted to
were most calamitous. A great opportunity of securing
the most precious benefits to the nation was lost; and
endowments, which pious men had set apart for holy
and beneficent uses, became the prey of needy courtiers
and parasites. If the monastic houses themselves had
been turned into schools, and hospitals, and almshouses,
—if the revenues attaching to them had been employed
in maintaining these and other like institutions, the con-
dition of England in the two succeeding centuries—nay,
even in the present day, would have been very different
from what it is. The ignorance, the pauperism, the
spiritual destitution, the alienation of large bodies from
the Church, which characterised those ages, would pro-
bably have been avoided; and the present generation
would not have had to make up, so far as it is possible
for it to do so, for three centuries of sloth and indiffer-
ence. Nothing could justify the alienation of revenues
given for religious uses, except the fact that no religious
uses remained to be served; and that, all men know,
was as far as possible from being the case.

As for Bredon and Alice, and the other characters of
our tale, the reader will scarcely require to be told, that
the first-named were married a few months after Cuth-
bert's retumn to England, as soon as Alice had some-
what recovered from the shock of Ruth Hettley’s death.
Warm and affectionate intercourse was maintained with
Lynden Manor. Alice often ‘met John Colet at her
brother’s house; and it delighted her to hear from him
the gradual, but steady, progress of the principles she
bad so nearly at heart; of which he grew in time to be
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one of the most distinguished advocates. He did not
survive to behold the fulfilment of Ruth’s prophecy, in
the public setting up of the Bible in the English tongue
in the Cathedral Church of St. Paul, for all men to read
without let or hindrance ; but he saw afar off the coming
of that day, and he was glad.

None of the shortcomings and mistakes of the Church’s
rulers in the fifteenth century proved so disastrous as the
attempt to suppress, by the exertion of official influence
as well as by open force, the use of the Bible in the
English language. If the injury done to the nation by
the violent suppression of the monasteries has been
great and lasting, far more so have been the conse-
quences of the other more fatal error. Had the Bishops
exerted themselves to produce a faithful translation of the
Scriptures, and diffuse it everywhere among the people,
requiring the clergy themselves to make it their study,
and urge its study on their flocks,—it may be doubted
whether the great division in the English Church of the
next century would ever have taken place. Such joint
handling of the Divine Word could hardly have failed
to lead to the amendment of many abuses, the correction
of many errors, the healing of many springs of bitter-
ness, the taste of which is even now in our mouths.
Had the laity been instructed that, though all might
read, it was not safe for private individuals to put what
interpretation they pleased on texts, without regard to
primitive tradition or the consent of the Church in all
ages—they would, in all likelihood, have acknowledged
the reasonableness of such a warning, and been willing
to look to their teachers for the correct explanation.
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But to forbid absolutely and altogether the perusal of the
Word of God,—nay, to punish with the gibbet and the
stake those who simply sought to study its divine les-
sons,—was tyranny, which roused the indignation of
every manly bosom, and enlisted at last the whole
nation against them. The rod of their power was
broken, the faith of the people in their teachers was
rudely shaken; alas, it may be doubted whether it
will ever fully be restored !
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CHAPTER L

NoNE of the twelve months of our English climate
is accounted so dull and sombre as November. Its
leaden skies and leafless trees are felt to indicate the
old age and approaching dissolution of the year. Yet
there occur in it, now and then, days as balmy as those
of summer, but exempted from its scorching heats; and
so to a thoughtful mind teaching a truth—perhaps seldom
recognised—that if old age indeed be happy, it is the
happiest period of human life.

Such a day was the one on which this story com-
mences. The sky was almost entirely cloudless: the
patches of gorse and broom, and the evergreen oaks,
which were the ornaments of Gerard’s Cross Heath,
shone brightly in the genial sunlight. It was a day
which would be chosen, in all likelihood, as a suitable
one for one of the football matches between two neigh-
bouring villages, which was always looked forward to
by both parties with interest—or perhaps, late as
it was in the year, for a wrestling bout, or the re-
turn archery contest of the season. Any stranger
who, surmounting the summit of Eveleigh Hill, beheld
nearly the whole population of Gerard’s Cross gathered

PR———
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on the village common, would have guessed that some
such cause had brought them together. But a nearer
view would have induced him to alter his opinion. The
faces of the rustics shewed no tokens of the mirth and
_joyous excitement usual on such occasions. In some
" few instances, the expression legible on them was that
of stern and gloomy satisfaction. Others there were,
who seemed bitterly indignant or profoundly distressed,—
only restrained from giving vent to an expression of
their feelings by the conviction of the utter useless-
ness, and perhaps the danger, of such a demonstration.
But the crowd in general seemed to be awed and ter-
rified, as though some dreadful tragedy were about to
" be acted before their eyes; which they were unable to
prevent if they were so minded, and about which it was
wisest to say as little as possible.

No one in those days could misunderstand what
was about to take place. In the centre of a broad
expanse of turf a massive oaken post had been driven
firmly into the ground, having two or three iron chains
attached to it. A pile of faggots close at hand, to-
gether with a heap of straw and a tar-barrel or two,
revealed only too surely the purpose for which they
were intended. The ground was kept by halfa-dozen
soldiers, under the command of Lawrence Oldfield—
a stern and harsh-looking elderly man, whose dress
shewed him to be a personage of some distinction.

John, or as he was more commonly called, Sir John
Harlow, was about to suffer at the stake by command
of her Majesty’s Privy Council. He had been for some
ten years the Rector of Gerard’s Cross, having been
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appointed by Archbishop Cranmer to take the place
of one Father Oldaker, dispossessed for his refusal to
accept the reformed creed of the Church, Father
Oldaker had been popular in the parish, and his de-
parture had been generally regretted. For whatever
may have been the prevailing opinion of the higher
ranks of society, it is certain that the great majority
of the peasantry were at that time attached to what
was called the older Faith. Harlow was a zealous
and worthy man, and did his duty honestly by the
people. But the parishioners generally did not for-
get their old pastor, and there was a certain party in
Gerard’s Cross which would never accept the new
comer’s ministry. Compelled to keep silence through-
out the reign of Edward V1., they murmured in secret;
and in the third year after Mary's accession, a petition
for the restoration of Father Oldaker to his former
charge was made to the Privy Council. It was favour-
ably entertained ; and Harlow was required to submit
himself to the authority of the Church, or make way
for one of its more faithful servants. If he had either
submitted or retired in silence, he would probably have
escaped further molestation ; for the persecution of the
Protestants had now lasted so long, and had plainly
so little effect, that even the pitiless Bonner was grow-
ing weary of it. Father Oldaker, too, shewed no dis-
position to press hardly on his rival. The presenta-
tion of the petition had been long delayed, mainly in
consequence of the cold support he had lent to it;
and it was only when he perceived that if Harlow were
not dispossessed in his favour, he would be so in favour
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of somebody else, that he lent it any countenance. He
even paid a visit to the Parsonage, and kindly urged
Sir John Harlow to submit quietly to the powers that
be, as he himself had done when the other party was
in the ascendant,—assuring him that he would do all in
his power to make his deposition as little painful to
him as possible.

But Parson Harlow was not the man to yield up
his post after this meek fashion. He expressed his
thankfulness indeed to his adviser, but gave no pro-
mise of compliance with his advice. On the follow-
ing Sunday, when the malcontents, believing that the
matter had been fully settled, attended at the parish
church, expecting to hear Mass sung within its walls,
as in the olden time, they were a good deal surprised
to find the church still in Harlow’s possession. The
Parson, aided by certain sturdy Protestants of his con-
gregation, had seized bodily on Father Oldaker about
a quarter-of-an-hour before the commencement of ser-
vice, and had imprisoned him in the vestry; while
Harlow himself, mounting the pulpit, delivered him-~
self of such a homily on the idolatry of the Mass, as
warmed the hearts of his own partisans indeed, but
roused to the utmost the indignation of the rest of the
congregation. It was impossible to overlook so gross
and deliberate an affront to the royal authority. The
matter had no sooner been reported to the Privy
Council, than the delinquent was conveyed to Lon-
don, and arraighed before Heath and Bonner; when,
continuing contumacious, he was sentenced, like so
many of his brethren, to be burnt on his own parish
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green. Notice of the sentence was forwarded to the
Sheriff of the county, Sir Guy Wyndford, a veteran of
"Flodden Field, and 2 man held in high honour both
at court and in his own country. By the good Knight
it was received with feelings of great regret; for though
attached to the Romish party, he had no love for fire
and faggot as a means of upholding it. Further, while
dissenting from Harlow’s views in many things, and
condemning his conduct as turbulent and seditious,
he respected his general character. But whatever might
be his private feelings, he was too loyal a subject to
hesitate about carrying out the royal commands. Sorely
unwilling therefore, he named the 17th of November,
at noon, as the time for the execution. It was now
near the hour appointed, and all eyes were fixed on the
road leading to the south-east, in which direction lay
Wyndford Castle, the High Sheriff’s residence.

“ What think ye of these doings, Gossip Aylmer?” in-
quired a man whose dress, of better materials and make
than those of the crowd generally, argued him to be
a person of some local consequence, a small farmer
probably. “What think ye of these doings? if one
may judge from your looks, you scarce approve them.”

“I do not, Master Hardy,” said the person addressed,
an elderly man, with a long white beard and a benevo-
lent countenance, which was now clouded with sadness.
¢ These burnings like me not. Such things have ruined
many a good cause, but never hurt a bad one.”

“ How, neighbour Aylmer, would you have men de-
spise Church and Sovereign alike, and yet no order be
taken with them?” asked another man, who had just
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come up in company with the first speaker. * You, Sir
Herbert’s reeve too! Fie, Master Aylmer. Would you
allow your master’s tenants so to outface him, and
nevertheless go unpunished? By my halidom, I trow
not! Yet how much more ought our Sovereign Lady and
his Holiness to be avenged on those who defy them !”

¢ Say you, you like it not, Martin Aylmer?” exclaimed
almost in the same breath another man, whose sober
and precise attire shewed him to belong to the party
now beginning to be known as Puritans. “I marvel
to hear a godly man like you say so! Blessed are
these days, I uphold, when pious servants of the
Lord, like good Sir John Harlow, yield up their
lives in His behalf! They are the very seed-corn of
the Church, and goodly and abundant is the harvest
that shall spring from them.”

¢“1t is well,” said the man who had spoken first.
“Both of you, it seems, find ground for rejoicing in this
work ; though, by the Mass— which is quite the right
oath for men to swear by now-a-days—the grounds you
take agree not so well as your conclusions. Here is
neighbour Pycroft,—he affirms that men are ever to obey
lawful authority, and to be burned straightway if they
refuse.  But he forgets, methinks, that lawful authority
changes hands so fast in these days, and the new hands
are so sure to knock down what the old ones had set
up, that a man of leisurely understanding is in danger of
being sent to the faggots before he has fully found out
what 7 lawful authority. And for what neighbour Dut-
ton maintains,—if it be true that these burnings ever
raise up a cloud of new proselytes to the same faith as
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that wherein these martyrs died,—by our Lady, it 'will be
a cloudy matter, in more senses than one! In bluff’
King Hal’s time men were wont to be burned, some-
times because they stood up for the Pope, and some-
times because they stood up against the King. In
King Edward’s days there was no lack of fire and tar-
barrel ; and goodly was the number that had experience
of them, because they stood not up for either Pope or
King, but affirmed that all men had an equal right to |
preach and govern. Now, in Queen Mary’s time—whom
may Heaven preserve—there have been more burnings
than ever, sometimes for King Hal’s reasons, and some-
times for King Edward’s; nor does the practice seem to
be in any wise on the decline. Doubtless all is as it
should be. Yet if all these are by their deaths to raise
up children like unto themselves,—why Mother Church
is like to have a numerous family, but of somewhat ill-
assorted children.”

“You are a bold man, neighbour, to speak as you do,”
said Aylmer, “though it be among friends. Vet I can-
not relish your jests, let your wit be ever so keen. It
was not by stern dealings with error, like unto these, that
our blessed Master and His Apostles went about con-
verting men to the truth. Rather He rebuked those
who would have employed fire from Heaven, as a means
of punishing men for their offences; and I cannot see
that it mends matters much, that the fires used at these
executions are kindled on earth. It will be a happy
day for men of all parties, and happiest of all for those
who are of the party of the Lord Himself, when these
bloody and cruel punishments are stayed.”
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“You are a good man, Master Martin,” said Hardy ;
“and I stand corrected. After all, to burn a man is to
put him to but an ill use. And it may be,” he added,
lowering his voice, “ you will have your wish sooner than
you may expect. I heard but yesterday that the Queen
was sore sick, and the leeches had but little hope of her
restoration. Her malady grows apace, and the end may
come any day.”

¢ Best say nought on that subject,” said Pycroft, drop-
" ping his voice almost to a whisper. “I have known
a man hapged ere now for prophesying the King's death.
Were Laurence Oldfield yonder to overhear you, I doubt
he would be for tying you up back to back with Parson
Harlow."”

‘“ Aye, as the godly Ridley and Latimer were, some
three years since at Oxford,” said Dutton; “it were
a goodly end—"

“Too goodly for me,” interposed Hardy. “I avow
myself wholly unworthy of it. But see yonder, where
the Sheriff comes at last, attended by his men, with
Parson Harlow in his last shirt, and the Priest on his
right hand. But surely that is not Father Oldaker, or
my eyes deceive me.” .

“No,” said Aylmer. ¢ The Father prayed to be
spared such attendance; and Father Eustace, Sir Guy’s
brother, has taken his place to-day. Father Eustace is
a kind man too, yet of a more stubborn texture than
our present parson.”

While this conversation was proceeding, the melan-
choly cortége had been moving slowly along the road,
and had now reached the village heath, At the head of
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the procession rode the Sheriff, Sir Guy Wyndford, a fine-
looking man, more than sixty years of age. He was
dressed after the fashion of the time, in a tight-fitting
doublet of russet taffeta, a huge ruff encircling his neck,
standing out as stiff as starch could render it. He wore
trunk hose of the same material as the doublet, puffed
out by horsehair, slashed and ornamented with quaint
patterns and devices. A flat cap of velvet, with a droop-
ing feather, together with the sword invariably worn by
gentlemen, completed his equipment. He was followed
by half-a-dozen so]diers, wearing the same armour and
accoutrements as the men already in charge of the stake.
These consisted of a steel cap and a breast-plate, thick-
ened so as to be proof against bullets. Each carried
a hackbut, with its clumsy wheel-lock, and its stock
shaped after the likeness of a dragon,—whence the name
of “dragoon,” given originally to those who carried the
weapon. Bandoliers, supplying the means of loading
the hackbuts, were girded round their waists.

In the centre of the throng rode Harlow, in the shirt of
sackcloth, which was to be, as it were, his winding-sheet.
As the day, notwithstanding its brightness, had a touch
of chill in it, and Harlow was a man advanced in years,
some one had compassionately lent him a cloak; and his
guards had not deprived him of his three-cornered hat,
so that his appearance was not so forlorn as was ordin-
arily the case under such circumstances. His demeanour
was calm and even cheerful, and he returned gravely,
but kindly, the compassionate greetings of such of his
parishioners as were not afraid to declare their good-will
towards him.
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- In the course of a few minutes the party had reached
the spot where the stake had been set up; and Harlow,
dismounting, surrendered himself into the custody of
Oldfield and his satellites; who proceeded with short
ceremony to divest him of his borrowed cloak and hat,
and secure him to the upright post by the chains at-
tached to it. While this was going on, Sir Guy had
dismounted, accompanied by his Confessor, and ad-
yancing to Harlow's side, addressed him in a low
voice, audible to themselves only.

“ Master Harlow,” he said, *this grieves me much :
cannot it even now be avoided? You are not called
upon to do aught of which your conscience disapproves,
but merely to make submission to the Queen, as every
loyal subject should. You are not required to declare
your belief as to the change of the Elements in the
Mass, or the sovereign authority of his Holiness the
Pope, or the like ; but only to express contrition for the
hasty and undutiful words you have made use of towards
her most sacred Majesty and her advisers, as well as to
yield up peaceable possession of your benefice to Father
Oldaker, whose: entrance on it you cannot in truth pre-
vent. If you will so declare yourself, I will take upon
me to delay this execution, and, I doubt not, shall be
able to obtain your pardon.”

' “Be guided by him I entreat, Sir John,” added Father
Eustace; “or at least take time for deliberation of this
matter, before you thus cut short the thread of your life.
You have hitherto refused to discuss with me the ques-
tions at issue between yourself and the Catholic Church.
But I am assured there is much misapprehension of them
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on your part, as regards some things, while others lie be-
yond the possibility of human knowledge. Will you not
at least hear me, and prevent, if you can, this woeful
scandal and sorrow ?”

“1 thank you both,” returned Harlow. ¢ Account me
not obstinate or ungrateful if I decline your proffers.
For submission to the Queen’s authority—I profess
myself ready to obey Her Majesty in all things in which
she can lawfully require my obedience. But in things
which are not Casar’s, but God’s, I must needs continue
to refuse obedience; and such be, in reality, the matters
. now at issue. As for the argument whereto you invite
me,” he continued, turning to Father Eustace, “I shrink
not from discussion ; but I know full well it would avail:
nothing. The result would be the same as now; only
that my people would peradventure believe that I was
doubtful in my faith, or afraid to encounter death in its
behalf. I would ask no further grace of you, than per-
mission to address a few words to those here assembled,
before the fires are kindled.”

““ And that is what Sir Guy, I trust, will not allow,”
said Oldfield, who it should here be mentioned was
Sir Guy’s Seneschal.  “ There is nought which my Lords
of the Privy Council have more strictly forbidden, than
these last discourses of heretics about to be burnt for
their offences. It only incites other men to follow their
pestilent example.”

“And so bring them, in their turn, to the stake,”
said Sir Guy ; “that were pity, doubtless. Yet it seems
hard to refuse a dying man pernmission to take leave
of his friends. Speak what you will, Sir John,” he
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continued, turning sadly away, * only I pray you be care-
ful not to say aught which is like to bring others into the
same unhappy plight, in which you now are involved.”

~ “I must needs speak according to my conscience,”
said Harlow. “As concerns the lot which may befall any
here present, that must be as the Providence of God
shall determine ; yet, if any should be called upon here-
after to yield up their lives for the truth, as I am now
about to do, they would not, to my thought, be greatly
to be pitied. Good people,” he continued, raising his
voice ; “my children in the faith, among whom I have
laboured these many years, and in whose behalf I am
now called upon to die, I pray you to take notice that,
*in the first place, I freely forgive all who may have had
any share in my death, trusting it may not hereafter be
charged against them. In the next place, I call you to
witness that I die in the faith of the Church of England,
as she has received it from the times of thé Apostles,
purging away, in these days, the corruptions wherewith
it had been overlaid. I exhort you that you continue
stedfast in this faith, and suffer no man to beguile you
with the perilous superstitions of the Mass, or the arro-
gant and tyrannous pretensions of the Pope to be re-
garded as universal bishop, or exercise sovereign authority
in this realm. And, not to make many words, I pray you
to live in peaceable subjection to the laws of this land,
in all things save those in which your allegiance to
Christ forbids you to render it. And in such things,
once more, I pray you to regard human authority as of
no value whatsoever. And now, Master Sheriff, having
said my say, I am ready for your faggots.”
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This address was not heard without much emotion by
his audience. “God bless you, good Sir John,” they
cried; “the Lord support and strengthen you in your
trial:” “the Lord avenge you on your slayers,” was added
by more than one voice, notwithstanding the presence of
the Sheriff, the soldiers, and the Romish Priest, as well as
of the Seneschal, Oldfield, who was likely to hold such
words in more perilous remembrance than any of the
others. The old man scowled angrily at the crowd, as
his ear caught their expressions of sympathy; and per-
haps, if Sir Guy himself had not been present, he might
have proceeded to adopt some measures for punishing
their disloyalty, as he accounted it. As it was, he took
no other notice than that of hastening the execution.
He applied to the Sheriff for licence at once to kindle
the pile, and having received a nod of melancholy ac-
quiescence, was advancing torch in hand to the faggots,
—when there was a sudden movement in the crowd,
and voices were heard shouting “a reprieve, a reprieve !
Excellent Master Sheriff, pray you command them to
suspend the execution !”

The Sheriff turned his eyes in the direction indicated
by the crowd. On the top of the hill, a long way off,
a horseman was seen urging his steed to its utmost,
and waving a kerchief over his head, as if endeavouring
to attract attention.

“It is no reprieve,” exclaimed the Seneschal, as the
crowd pressed on him. “It is some one who wishes to
arrive in time to see justice done on the heretic. But
we cannot wait all day, I trow.” He advanced with his
torch as he spoke, to ignite the pile,
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“ Hold, Lawrence,” said Sir Guy, * the-man wjll be up
with us in five minutes now. That is no long time,
methinks, to tarry, when a life is at stake. Ha,” he
added, as the rider approached nearer; ‘it is young
Walter Powell, if I mistake not. I know his horse,
a bright chestnut, with a star on his forehead.”

“It is he, sure enough,” growled Oldfield; “a likely
tale, is it not, that a madcap lad of fourteen would be
chosen as the bearer of an order from Her Majesty’s
Privy Council! Are we to wait for every idle roysterer
who may want to witness the show ?”

“Your zeal outruns both your discretion and your
humanity, Master Seneschal,” remarked the Prior. “Were
the case your own, you would hardly advocate haste so
peremptory.”

“Well said, Eustace,” said Sir Guy ; “and here is the
lad himself. Well, Master Walter, of what tidings are
you the bearer, that you shout and beckon to us thus?”

“Tidings of the deepest import,” said the boy, as he
reined in his foaming horse. ‘ Her Majesty the Queen
is dead ; she expired between four and five o'clock this
morning.”

“The Queen dead!” repeated the Sheriff, greatly
moved ; “are you assured of that? Whence had you *
the information ?”

“From the household of the Bishop of Winchester,”
answered Walter. “My father rode into Winchester
early this moming, having business with my Lord Bishop
at his palace. When we reached the gate, we found
that a messenger, despatched by the Chancellor, had
arrived only a few minutes before, with a summons faor
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Bishop White to attend the Council about to be held, in
consequence of her Majesty’s decease. My father re-
membered that the Rector of Gerard’s Cross had been
ordered for execution at twelve of the clock. He him-
self could not leave the palace, but he bade me ride,
with what speed I might, in the hope of arriving in time
to save him. May Heaven be praised that I have been
able to accomplish my purpose.”

“You are somewhat in haste, young Sir,” observed
the Seneschal sourly. “The warrant for the execution
stands good, having been duly signed by the Chancellor,
Heath, as well as by her late most gracious Majesty,
whom may God assoilzie. I doubt not, the Sheriff will
hold it to be binding on him to carry it out.”

“Not so, Master Seneschal,” said Sir Guy. “Until
I hear further of the matter from the Privy Council,
I shall stay proceedings. It may be, of course, that
Master Walter here is mistaken as to the tidings he
brings. It may be that the Council, together with the
new sovereign, will order the sentence still to be carried
out, in which case I shall of course obey. But on the
other hand, their decision may be different, and Sir John
may be spared.  Say I not well, Eustace ?”

“I think so,” answered the Prior. “Let the stake
remain, and the prisoner be taken back to a place of
security for the present. These tidings will be con-
firmed' or denied in the course of a few hours. See
you to the safe custody of Sir John as before, Master
Seneschal.”

The old man complied, with a dissatisfied scowl on
his face, and proceeded to escort his captive back to

Ff
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Wyndwood—eyeing him as a terrier might a rat, which
had escaped from his clutches. Sir Guy rode home-
wards, accompanied by his brother, while young Walter
Powell returned to Winchester to rejoin his father.
Father Eustace, it may here be mentioned, had been
some twenty years previously the Prior of a Cistercian
convent, situated at no great distance from Gerard’s
Cross. He had been respected by all parties for the
purity of his life, his ability and learning, as well as
for his wise and judicious government of the brother-
hood over which he presided. Great efforts had been
made to save it from the general destruction. Such
intercession in general had no other effect than that
of bringing down a sharp reproof on those who offered
suggestions so unpalatable. But in the present instance
it was thought it might prove successful, Sir Guy having
been an early friend and fellow campaigner of Henry
himself. But the revenues of the Convent were too
much needed it the moment by the Xing, for the
pleas advanced in its behalf to be listened to. It was
suppressed, and the Prior turned out upon the world;
though not without the assurance of a liberal pension,
and the offer of high preferment, if he would attach
himself to the party of the King. But Father Eustace
declined both suggestions, and for many years past
had resided with the old knight, his brother, at his
Castle of Wyndford, as the family Confessor. He had
been too generally respected and loved to receive any
molestation during the reign of Edward. At the ac-
cession of Mary, there had been some talk of restoring
the Convent to its former splendour; but the build-
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ings had in the lapse of the twenty years become
ruinous ; the revenues were in the hands of a noble-
man too powerful to be lightly meddled with; above
all, Father Eustace himself scarcely desired the resto-
ration. He had become reconciled, in the interim,
to the obscurity of a private station, and did not desire
to be thrust into public notice again. He had, how-
ever, made use of what influence he could command,
to requite Harlow and others for the forbearance
shewn him during Edward’s reign, by protecting them
in his turn. It was due to his influence, as well as to
that of Oldaker, that Harlow had so long escaped
molestation ; and if the latter had remained quiet, it
is more than likely he would have been left undisturbed
to the end of Mary'’s reign. As it was, attention was
drawn to him chiefly by his own superabundant zeal,
and the fire once kindled, Father Eustace had been .
unable to put it out.

The ex-Prior, or we may say the Prior, for such was
still his general designation, rode home wrapped in
silent reverie, from which Sir Guy attempted once or
twice to rouse him, but in vain. Eustace was glad of
Harlow’s escape—persecution of all kinds, and more
especially the infliction of death by burning, being re-
pugnant to his nature. But at the same time Mary’s
death seemed to indicate that a new page in English
History was about to be turned, which might be darker
and sadder than even the previous ones had been.
The faith of England would be again unsettled. The
strife of parties might run higher than ever. When
would the Lord give His people the blessing of peace !
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CHAPTER IL

More than a twelvemonth had passed since Mary’s
death. It was New Year’s day, 1560, when Sir Herbert
Powell, accompanied by his son, Sir John Harlow, and
several serving-men, rode over to Wyndford Castle to
bestow the greetings and good wishes of the season
on his neighbour Sir Guy. Harlow, it should be pre-
mised, had soon been released by an order of the new
council established by Elizabeth, and restored to his
former cure. Father Oldaker had never been very
desirous of returning to Gerard's Cross, where he felt
that he would occupy an invidious position. Sir Guy—
who had entertained a sincere value for him as a pious
and peace-loving man, whose views in many respects re-
sembled those of his own brother Eustace—saw him
depart with sincere regret, and would perhaps have
interposed to prevent such a consummation, but for
Oldakers own wish. He therefore exerted himself to
procure for him a small benefice in the adjoining county
town, which Oldaker accepted : and Harlow was allowed
to resume his pastoral duties without opposition,

The guests had been sumptuously entertained in the
noble old dining-hall of Wyndford Castle, an apart-
ment which had moved the admiration, it was said,
of bluff King Hal himself. In the days of his youth he
had been royally received there by Sir Guy, not long
subsequently to the victory of Flodden, at which battle
Sir Guy himself had been present, and had borne a
conspicuous part. The visit of Sir Herbert had been
celebrated by the introduction of a quaint masque, in
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which men, dressed to represent the various nations
of Europe, had made their appearance—each in his
turn reciting verses, and displaying the products of
his own land, which each declared to be the first of
all nations. They ended however, ez regle, by withdraw-
ing their pretensions in favour of England, and Queen
Elizabeth ; the first of which, it was declared, would
outvie all other lands in renown, as Elizabeth excelled
all other sovereigns alike in virtue and in beauty, and
would excel them in prosperity and glory. After the
delivery of this loyal effusion, which was enthusiasti-
cally applauded, the guests gathered closer round the
Yule-log, and began to converse among themselves.

“Whose be the verses, I wonder?” asked Sir Guy.,
“They do honour to his loyalty, whatever else might
be said about them. They are not of your composing,
Eustace, as I judge,” he continued, turning with a smile
to his brother.

“No, they are not mine,” said Father Eustace, re-
ciprocating the smile. “I am told they are John Hor-
wood’s, the village schoolmaster; and as you say, they
do honour to his loyalty, if not to his foresight.”

“We will hope that, even in that respect, he deserves
to be commended,” said Sir Herbert Powell, “at least
so far as our gracious Lady the Queen is concerned !
Wherefore in truth should it not be true? She has now
been more than a twelvemonth on the throne, and
every day she seems to become more prosperous and
better loved. I am told that when she makes her
progress through the city, the people greet her with
shouts, such as never have been bestowed on an English
sovereign before. It is even the same abroad. Two
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enemies she had, Paul of Rome, and Henry of France;
but both of these have been taken away from the earth
since she ascended the throne. All the princes of the
Continent court her alliance—Spaniard and Frenchman,
Swede and Austrian—the burden of their song is ever
one and the same.”

“You speak truly, old friend and guest,” said Sir
Guy, “and she is in truth a noble lady, worthy of any
honour they can render her. Yet I would I could
view it as you do. It seems to me as though these
sovereign princes were each striving how they might
win her to support their own faction; and that some
day, when she has been driven at last to make her
choice, the more part of them will be bitter enemies,
rather than professing friends.”

“It may be,” said Sir Herbert, “but at least do not
let us anticipate evil. Any way, whatever dangers
may seem to threaten abroad, we have peace at home.
Let us remember how for nearly one hundred and
fifty years men have been burned in England, because
their faith agreed not with that of their neighbours,
Here is good "Sir John Harlow—you remember how
narrow was his escape; yet here he is, a sound man,
no man interfering with him. Here, too, is Father
Eustace, free in the main to teach and hold what he
will.  Surely this is good, and men may well be thank-
ful for it.”

“No doubt,” assented Sir Guy. “It is a wise and
politic princess ; and if men suffer her to take her way,
she will do much toward restoring peace and unity in
this land, from which they have so long been banished.
Is it not so, my brother?” he continued, turning to
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Father Eustace, who had been listening, with a thought-
ful "expression on his face, to the conversation ; but, out
of delicacy perhaps towards Harlow, had taken no part
in it

Father Eustace paused, and then answered, ¢ May it
be as you think, brother. There is no greater blessing,
no higher privilege, than for a people to dwell together
in unity. And it would seem that our Queen—who,
I nothing doubt, will prove a wise and successful ruler—
is minded to do all that may lie in her power towards
restoring it amongst us. She has done some things for
which I am deeply thankful. She has refused to assume
the impious title of ‘Head of the Church,’ which her
father arrogated: she has abjured the bitter and un-
dutiful language in which the Holy Father was spoken
of in her brother’s days: she has caused words to be in-
troduced into the new Communion Office, which at least
disown the pestilent heresy of the Zuinglian. Some of
her acts, doubtless, I cannot approve, and some I must
needs deeply regret. But we may well surrender much,
s0 that it be not vital to the Faith, for the sake of peace.
She has silenced some able and honest men ; but on the
other hand she has restrained the calumnies of railers,
and violence against holy things. On the whole, I hope
England under her sway may return to its sound mind
again, and by patience and forbearance we may avoid
that worst of all evils—a schism in the Church.”

“You say wisely, my father,” observed Sir Herbert.
“Be it also remembered that those whom she has silenced
—honest though they may be—would put no restraint on
their speech, but assailed her royal dignity as a Queen
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no less than her opinions as a Churchwoman. She
might brook the latter, but scarcely the former. No
King can endure to have his title questioned.”

“True, Sir Herbert,” remarked the Sheriffi *When
his Holiness, the late Pope, published his bull, declaring
her no true Sovereign of England, and calling on men
to renounce their allegiance,—by our Lady, true son of
the Church as I have ever been, I could not stomach it.
Nor could you, Eustace, I'll be sworn! That bull of
the late Pope—it likes you no better than it does
me, ha?”

He paused, awaiting his brother’s reply. Father Eus-
tace remained silent for some time; but at last, per-
ceiving that not Sir Guy only, but all present, anxiously
looked for his answer, he said reluctantly,

“Tt is not for me to sit in judgment on the acts of my
spiritual superiors, nor, pardon me, brother, for you
either. The matter you speak of belongs now wholly
to the past. The present ruler of the Church does not
require of the faithful that they so regard their earthly
sovereign. Let us be thankful for it. But I must bid
ye good e’en. Old Dame Woolstan has been smitten
with a sore sickness, and I must visit her.”

He rose and left the hall in evident embarrassment.
Sir Guy was not on the whole sorry for his departure.
He had observed that Parson Harlow, though his respect
for Father Eustace had prevented him breaking forth
into open protest against his words, had with difficulty
restrained himself. The door had indeed hardly closed
behind the Prior, than he broke forth.

“I too am content,” he said, “on the whole, with
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things as they are. My heart goes along with the good
Prior in what he said but now respecting the excellence
of unity among Christians. It is in truth so rare and
precious a thing, that, even as he said, we may well
sacrifice some matters, which are in themselves valuable,
rather than forego it. Yet there are sacrifices which we
cannot make, even for the sake of unity ; and there are
things going on, as I learned but yesterday in o letter
from the godly and erudite Bishop of Salisbury, which
would, I fear, make it necessary for all faithful men to
make their protest, and declare plainly that they would
have nought to do with those who uphold or permit
them.”

“ Aye, indeed,” said Sir Herbert. “I grieve to hear
you say so. Of what things in especial do you
speak p”

“ Of things which are tolerated, if not openly approved,
at Court,” said Harlow. “I am informed that, although
the Host—praised be God for it —is no longer elevated
when the Supper of the Lord is celebrated, yet that the
rite is performed to a great extent after the old Romish
fashion. Two lights are kept burning, on either side of
the consecrated elements, and the Minister who offici-
ates is habited in the gold and purple and scarlet vest-
ments worn by the Romish Priesthood. Above all,
a crucifix is suffered to stand on the Holy Table, It
is even said that her Majesty would fain retain the
images of the Virgin Mary herself and St. John in the
roodlofts of the churches. What would this be but flat
idolatry, which no Christian man could tolerate? And
if the Queen bow in worship before a crucifix, why not
any one among her subjects?”
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“I cry you mercy, Master Harlow,” said Sir Guy.
“ But methinks it would be well if you weighed your
words, before you advanced charges against your bre-
thren so harsh as these. For more than sixty years
have I knelt before the crucifix, to keep me in pious
remembrance of the death of Him whom it represents;
but I know not when, in all those sixty years, I so
much as once offered it any worship ?”

“I crave your pardon, Sir Guy, if I have in aught
maligned you,” said Harlow. ¢ Pious and good men
there may be, I doubt not, who regard the crucifix in
the manner you describe. But they, it is to be feared,
are but few by comparison ; and the ignorant multitude
bow down to it as to an idol.”

“It may be,” said Sir Guy. * But the abuse of a thing
takes not away its lawful use: and my judgment is, that
the multitude should not be deprived of the crucifix, but
rather taught to use it rightly. And wilt thou, for thy
side say, Master Harlow, that there be no superstitious
or dangerous usages among those who are of your own
faction—"

He was interrupted at this moment— fortunately per-
haps for all concerned—by the sudden entrance of his
granddaughter, little Grace Wyndford, who had been
playing for the last hour in a large ante-room adjoining
the hall with young Walter Powell, and her cousin,
Hugh de Spencer—a great-nephew of Sir Guy, who
had been left an orphan some fourteen years before,
and had been brought up at Wyndford Castle under
the care of Father Eustace.

Grace, a lovely little maiden of nearly eleven years
old, ran up to her grandfather in a state of the deepest
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distress, imploring him instantly to interfere between
her playfellows, or they would surely do one another
some deadly mischief.

“ What, have they quarrelled, my little woman ?” said’
the old Knight, fondly stroking her curls,

“Oh yes, a most dreadful quarrel,” replied Grace.
“ Walter said, if Hugh were a man, he would challenge
him to meet him with lance and sword in the lists ; and
Hugh replied, that if he were a man, he should regard
a base heretic like Walter as unworthy of his sword,
And then Walter said, ‘Better a heretic than a traitor,’
and Hugh got more angry still at the answer ; and when
I left them they were just standing up to fight.” '

“ Heyday 1” muttered the old Knight ; “*“heretic and
traitor” Have these two wretched words got into the
mouths of babes like these. Alas, alas, when will they
cease to breed strife and mischief among brethren! But
we must see to this forthwith.” So saying, he rose from
his chair, and followed by Sir Herbert and John Har-
low, entered the room where the boys had been playing,
Almost at the same moment Father Eustace, having
received a ‘similar summons from .old Lawrence the
Seneschal, who had witnessed- the outbreak, entered the
apartment from the other end.

For the first hour of their stay in the hall the young
people had amused themselves amicably enough with
battledore and shuttlecock, shovelboard, and other like
games. But presently, growing weary of these, they
betook themselves to the seats ranged on either side
of the large open fireplace, and began a conversation
on the topics of the day,—ending at last, after the
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same fashion in which similar conversations among their
elders in those days were apt to end,—viz., in a bitter
quarrel. Neither party being able to prevail in argu-
ment, it had been resolved to settle it by force of arms;
and hostilities were just commencing, when Grace, as
the reader has heard, rushed off to obtain her grand-
father’s aid in stopping the proceedings. But the fray
broke out before she had well quitted the room, and
was at its height when Sir Guy and his guests entered
the chamber. Black eyes, swollen lips, and cheeks
‘streaming with blood bore testimony at once to the acri-
mony and the prowess of the combatants.

Tlrey desisted on the Sheriff’s entrance, and stood at
some little distance from one another, each eyeing his
antagonist with looks of fury and defiance.

“By the Mass, here is a coil,” exclaimed Sir Guy.
¢ Hugh, know you no better than to handle a guest
and a friend after this unseemly fashion?”

“ He brought it on himself,” answered Hugh sullenly.
“ He insulted our holy Faith, for which Father Eustace
tells us a man ought to be ready to die. And Lawrence
Oldfield says that a man who is not willing to fight for
it, does not deserve to be called a man.”

“What he says is not true,” cried Walter. “It was
he who insulted our Faith, not I his. He said our good
Archbishop was a coward and a turn-coat, and withal
no more a Bishop, than one of our blue-coated serving-
men. Grace heard him say it.”

“ No more he is,” retorted Hugh sturdily. “1I have
heard Lawrence say so many a time, and I know
Father Eustace thinks so too, though he may not have
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said it. The true Bishops are all in bonds and prison
for the truth’s sake, and these men, Parker and his
crew, are only mock Bishops, like the King and Queen
on Twelfth-night.”

“They are better Bishops than bloody Gardiner, and
barbarous Bonner, who burnt pious Archbishop Cranmer
and the others,” returned Walter. “And besides, he
said that good Archbishop Parker had acknowledged
the Pope himself once, and then when he had turned
his coat, ran away by night like a coward as he was
to escape the consequences; and he broke his leg in
running away— "

“And so he did,” shouted Hugh. ¢The Seneschal
told me so. He #s a coward, and I will maintain it.
I wish it had been his neck rather than his leg that
he broke.”

¢TIt is a base falsehood,” cried Walter - % The Arch-
bishop is as brave a man as ever lived. I know that
when the rebels in King Edward’s time were going
about, burning and killing, the good Archbishop had
the courage to go into their camp and preach to them,
when no one else would venture near them. And when
I said that our gracious Queen honoured and upheld
the Archbishop, Hugh declared that the Queen her-
self was more tha.n half a heretic, and if she did not
mend her ways—”

“ Hush, Walter,” said Sir Herbert succeeding at last
in breaking in after repeated efforts, “this is most im-
proper language for you to hold. You are but a guest
here, and even were it otherwise, you know nothing of
the matters about which you are speaking; which in
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good truth wise men avoid as alike perilous and un-
profitable.”

“I must say the like about you, Hugh,” said Sir
Guy ; “only that your fault is greater, because Walter
here, as I told you just now, is your guest. You will
now ask his pardon ; and by-and-by, I doubt not, Father
Eustace and myself will have somewhat to say to you
about this matter.”

“Nay, nay, there is no need to ask pardon of any-
one but of you,” said Sir Herbert, goodnaturedly. I
counsel that we straightway go back to the hall, drink
a cup in honour of our gracious Queen, and forget
the idle chatter of the boys; which indeed there will
be no profit in remembering.”

They returned to the hall accordingly; and shortly
afterwards Sir Herbert, having remarked on the lateness
of the hour, which would scarcely permit them to re-
: turn home before nightfall, caused his horses to be
. saddled, and set forth on his return. - He took a miost
" friendly leave of his old companion. *You will think
nothing, Guy, of this foolish quarrel between our boys.
Walter has been bred up mainly under the care of
worthy Miles Everard, who leans more to the new
opinions, as men call them, than I do. And Hugh,
as I judge, has taken his notions from your brother
Eustace and your Seneschal, who also are pious and
excellent men, but who in their.turn lean more to Rome
than you or I. But it were a most unhappy chance
if these things should cause coldness or ill-will between
our houses.”

“You say well,” returned Sir Guy. “It is bad
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enough that these things should make strife between
men, so far as the conduct of public affairs is con-
cerned, without their separating old and tried friends.
Nay, think no more of this. Why, even the lads them-
selves will be all the better friends the next time they
meet, which I suppose will be before many days; since
it is my purpose to ride over to Fernleigh and bid you
farewell ere you join Lord Grey in the North, as I learn
it is your purpose to do. Does my friend Walter ac-
company you by-the-bye?”

% Unhappily he is too young,” returned Sir Herbert.
- ¢“I would he had been some two or three years older.
That is one of the things that most disturbs me. I
cannot disobey our gracious Mistress’s commands to
join her levies; but 1t grieves me sorely to leave my
boy behind.”

“Have you no one at Fernleigh in whom you can
place confidence P” asked Sir Guy.

“No one now,” answered Powell, * Everard was a
sore loss to me. There is Harlow, to be sure; he is
a good man, and loves Walter with all his heart. Ever
since the boy's rescue of him, as he regards it, he can-
not make too much of him. Vet I care not if I tell you
that I do not wish Walter to see too much of him.
He carries his notions beyond what I can approve,
and is, I fear, somewhat bigoted and intolerant. I
should not wish my son to learn to be the like.”

¢Can you not place him somewhere else during your
absence in the North?” suggested Sir Guy.

“Aye, at some iriend’s house,” returned Powell;
“such as yours. It was that I was about to propose,



448 THE PRIOR'S WARD, OR

when I rode hither this morning. But I fear this
unlucky outbreak—"

#Speak not of that,” said Sir Guy.  Hugh is hot-
tempered, but he is obedient in general to Eustace,
and will I doubt not be glad to have such a com-
panion. Let him come hither, old friend, and make
Wyndford his home during your absence. Our families,
which have so long lived in amity and good-will, shall
lose nought of it while I live, through me at al
events.”

“ Nor through me,” returned the other. ¢ Rather
it is my hope that our children should carry on the
old friendship unimpaired, when you and I are in our
graves. Nay more, may there not be a nearer union
still between our houses. Walter is my sole heir, as
Grace is yours; why should not the lands of Fem
leigh and Wyndford be united ?”

“I have often thought of it,” said Sir Guy; “and
should have spoken of it ere this, had it not been
that by my boy Reginald’s will, Grace cannot marry
till she has attained her one-and-twentieth year. It
may be it would scarce suit you that your heir should
remain unwedded for nearly ten years yet to come.”

“Walter will be scarce five-and-twenty even then,”
said Powell, ““and if Grace were willing to accept him,
methinks it were no such long time for him to wait
for her.”

“ He might think it so,” said the Sheriff. ¢ But
should the young people take to one another, it will
please me well enough. That boy of yours has always
taken a warm place in’my favour, nor do I know any
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one to whom I would more willingly surrender the
charge of my little Grace. Well, let him come and
be our guest, during your absence at the least, and
then may be we shall see, at the time of your return,
how matters are likely to turn out.”

Sir Herbert took leave and returned to Fernleigh,
whence he set out shortly afterwards for Northumber-
land. In due time young Walter arrived, and took up
his abode at Wyndford Castle. Father Eustace, at
his brother’s request, addressed- a serious remonstrance
to Oldfield for having instilled notions into Hugh’s
head, which had given just offence not only to Sir
Herbert Powell, but to Sir Guy and himself, The
Seneschal was reminded that—old comrade of Hugh's
father though he might be—the charge of the lad’s
education had been committed to the Prior, and no
one could be suffered to interfere with it. Hugh was
also reprimanded, though more mildly, being simply
told that it was not his business to concern himself
with such matters as those which formed the subject
of his quarrel with Walter Powell. . He would do well
to leave the topics in question wholly to his elders.

Both the delinquents submitted themselves to the
reproofs administered to them without attempting any
defence of themselves, But neither, it is to be feared,
derived much benefit from them. The old Seneschal
muttered to himself something about half-heartedness,
and truckling to those in power; and Hugh had the
wit to see that, although Father Eustace felt himself
obliged to censure the very broad and plain terms in
which he had expressed himself, he was in his heart

Gg
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more with, than against them. He greeted Walter
however willingly enough, not being in truth a very
earnest theologian, and much desiring the society of
a companion, who could enter into all his pursuits,
as his little cousin Grace was unable to do. In the
years, therefore, following Sir Herbert Powell's depar-
ture for the North, nothing occurred to disturb the
quiet of Wyndford Castle.

-——

CHAPTER IIL

MoRe than three years had passed —momentous
years for England, yet marked by few occurrences of
the startling description with which the chronicles of
those times generally abound. The wise policy of
Elizabeth had consolidated the throne, which at the
_outset of her reign seemed to be tottering to its fall.
The nation had unanimously accepted her as its sove-
reign; and foreign intrigues had so far been baffled,
that, for the time at least, they were discontinued.
The religious differences which distracted the country
had quieted down to an extent which excited all men’s
wonder. The measures taken for the restoration of
the reformed worship had been so gradual, and di-
rected by a hand so cautious, that they had provoked
very little of the opposition which might have been
anticipated. In the first instance, no part of the ex-
isting service, except the elevation of the Host and
the exclusive use of the Latin language, had been
forbidden: and though the Romish divines were re-
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strained from inciting the people to sympathy with
their cause, their Protestant brethren were laid under
the like interdict.” Then the oath of supremacy was
tendered, not claiming, as the reader has heard, for
the sovereign the title of “ Head of the Church,” which
her father had assumed, but only that of Governor.
It was refused by nearly all the Bishops, and by a
large proportion of the other dignitaries of the Church;
" but accepted with little demur by the working clergy
throughout the country, not above eighty of these de-
clining it. In all likelihood, the great mass of parish
priests had become weary of controversy, and were
anxious to do their duty among their flocks, without
troubling themselves with abstract questions, or nice
points of theology. Presently the celebration of the
Mass was forbidden, and a Communion Office sub-
stituted; but still so much of the old service was
tained, that the fierce outbreak of hostility which
might have been expected did not ensue. Even the
Pope, Pius IV., made no sign. He had from the first
carefully avoided the policy of his predecessor, and
endeavoured to obtain by courtesy and forbearance
the recognition of his claims, which he was shrewd
enough to see he could never wring from the English
people by force. He addressed Elizabeth as a dutiful
daughter of the Church, urging her to receive his
legate, and promising every possible concession which
he could in conscience make. Elizabeth, it is likely,
was in her secret heart by no means indisposed to
listen to these overtures. Her precise opinions on the
points agitating the Churches are not very clearly un-
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derstood by writers. It may be that she did not very
clearly understand them herself. She could have little.
love for Romanism, which had been a harsh stepmother
to her in early life, and more than once had nearly
brought her to the block. But she had, if possible,
a still greater abhorrence of Puritanism; and if she
had been compelled to choose between the two, would
probably have preferred the more dignified and im-
posing sway of Rome. But in religion, as in other
matters, this sagacious sovereign found it necessary
to make concessions to the prejudices of her people.
This consideration is the key to much that appears
otherwise inconsistent, and difficult of comprehension
in the history of those times. If the Queen could
have taken her own course unmolested, a system would
probably have grown up in England, nearly resembling
that which Churchmen in the last generation have sought
to introduce, and to some extent with success. But
she early discovered that she could not carry the nation
with her on many points of crucial importance; and
she conceded them with the grace and composure
which ever characterised her acts.

In the year 1563 the Council of Trent, which for
eighteen years had been continuing its session, con-
cluded, somewhat suddenly, its labours ; and its decrees
were promulgated in England, as elsewhere, It caused,
as might have been expected, everywhere the keenest
interest; and in many cases stirred anew the embers
of strife, which for a long time past had gradually
been growing cold. Among other places so agitated
were . the villages of Wyndford and Gerard’s Cross—
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the latter a parish containing five or six hundred
souls, the former a mere hamlet of about twenty cot-
tages, lying just on the verge of Sir Guy's park. The
church indeed stood in the grounds, and was con-
nected with Wyndford Castle by a long cloister, the
good knight and his household forming fully half the
congregation. No one had sought to introduce into
this building, which was in general regarded not so
much the parish church of Wyndford, as Sir Guy’s
own private chapel—no one had sought to introduce
into it the changes, which had been effected in all the
churches round about. The crucifix still hung over
the altar; the rood-screen retained the images of the
Virgin and St. John; the lights still burned at the time
of the Consecration, and the Sacrament hung in its
ancient place. For a long time these things caused
Parson Harlow the deepest disquiet, and he was con-
tinually reproving himself for his own faintness of heart,
and the carnal unwillingness to offend others, which
had induced him so long to leave these enormities
unnoticed. To be sure, for some time there was great
difficulty in handling the matter, because these very
things were retained in Her Majesty’s own place of
worship, and if permitted in one private chapel, why
—it would at once be asked—why not in another?
Even when the joyful news was received, as it was
in the autumn of the year 1562, that the crucifix and
candles in the Queen’s chapel had been removed, it
was accompanied by a rumour that the change was
so little to Her Majesty’s liking, that it was judged
probable that they would ere long be restored: which
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expectation was presently made good, to the Rector’s
great vexation.

With the promulgation of the decrees of Trent, how-
ever, there came such a re-kindling of the good man’s
zeal, that he found it impossible to continue any longer
to acquiesce in what he accounted the abominations
of idolatry. Armed with the authority of Bishop Jewel,
to whom he had referred the matter, he proceeded to
enforce the order in council, which had so long been
suffered to remain in abeyance.

It was a pleasant, warm afternoon. The Lady Grace
Wyndford, now a damsel of fourteen, giving promise
of the rare loveliness which, tradition said, had ever
characterised the daughters of her house—was return-
ing homewards, attended by Walter and Hugh, from
a hawking expedition on the moors which lay beyond
Gerard’s Cross. The old Seneschal, with halfa-dozen
of Sir Guy’s grooms, had accompanied them, partly
s an escort, partly to keep an eye on the young folk,
in the absence of Sir Guy, who had. ridden in company
with his brother the Prior, into Salisbury. A letter
had been received from Father Oldaker (who main-
tained a friendly intercourse with the Castle) detailing
to Sir Guy a conversation the Father had lately held with
his diocesan ; which induced the old knight straightway
to call on the Bishop, and ask an explanation.

None of the hawking party were in their usual good
spirits. The sport had been extraordinarily bad. Grace’s
‘favourite bird had strayed, and it was feared had sus-
tained some serious injury. Hugh had had still worse
luck. A hawk, for which he had a special value, had




THE BROKEN UNITY OF THE CHURCH. 455

impaled itself on the beak of a fierce old heron, and
been picked up dead. He was out of sorts too, because
Grace had shewn—or at least so he fancied—especial
favour to Walter Powell that afternoon. The feelings of
the two lads towards Grace, and hers towards them, did
not at this time appear to go beyond the mutual liking,
which those of their age are likely to entertain towards
one another. They both sought to attract her regard;
and a thousand petty rivalries were the consequence,
tending to momentary triumphs or vexations, which
however seemed to have no effect on their mutual rela-
tions. Grace, in reality, made little distinction between
them, liking them both as companions; and if she had
any secret preference for either, was scarcely aware of it
herself. An acute observer would have foretold that,
some day or other, one of the lads would have to experi-
ence a bitter disappointment, but he would probably
have been unable to discern which of the two was likely
to be the sufferer. In accordance, it should be ob-
served, with Father Eustace’s peremptory requirement,
no hint had been given to Walter or Grace of their
relatives’ views regarding them.

“Cheer up, Hugh,” said Grace. “It is but the loss
of a bird after all; and old Simon will find you one,
I doubt not, among that new batch of hawks he was
lauding so highly, that will match even poor Gawaine;
and I have lost mine too, though I hope Lance may yet
recover him.”

¢TI wish he may, I am sure,” returned Hugh, “and
I should think there was good hope of it. But for me,
I was not so much angered at the loss of the bird, as at
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its misbehaviour. In sooth, it deserved its fate for its
clumsiness.”

“Nay, you must not blame your hawk,” said Grace.
% Methinks the fault was less his than yours, in loosing
him on that bird. Walter warned you against it, you
may remember.”

“I do not know how he should know more about it
than I do myself,” returned Hugh hastily. ‘‘ Methinks
I have had as much experience, and understand the
craft as well as he does.” He glanced angrily at young
Powell as he spoke.

“Quite as much,” said Walter, good-humouredly an-
swering the glance. “I am sure Grace did not intend
to imply otherwise. It was only that I remembered that
old heron, which they told me had cost the life of more
than one falcon already.”

Hugh made no rejoinder. Probably he felt that
Walter's good humour contrasted favourably in Grace’s
eyes with his own churlishness, and that his wisest course
would be to say nothing, until he had regained the
command of his temper. He rode silently on until
they had passed the gates of Wyndford Castle, when the
attention of the whole party was attracted to the presence
of a crowd of persons, chiefly villagers, who were stand-
ing about the doors of the church; which latter stood
wide open.

“What can be going on there?” inquired Walter,
¢ This is neither Saint’s Day, nor Vigil. What can have
brought Father Eustace hither ?”

“He cannot be here,” said Hugh. “You forget that
he accompanied Sir Guy into Salisbury, and it is impos-
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sible that they can have yet returned. Who can have
presumed to cpen the church in his absence ?”

It is that pestilent heretic, John Harlow,” exclaimed
the Seneschal. “ He has taken advantage of the good
knight’s absence to offer some indignity to our Holy
Church. I have heard that he has been planning some-
what of the sort this many a day past.”

“ Indignity to our church, and in my uncle’s absence!”
repeated Hugh, in a tone of indignation. “You are
surely mistaken, Lawrence. He dares not do it.”

“At all events he would not,” interposed Walter.
“Whatever he might feel it his duty to do, would at
least be done openly, and in the presence of all men.”

‘“ Aye, it is ever your habit to uphold him,” retorted
Hugh indignantly, “We all know that right well. But we
will at least see what work he has here in hand.” He
sprang from his horse as he spoke, and throwing his rein
to one of the grooms, moved towards the church-door.

“But Hugh,” exclaimed Grace, “would it not be
better to await the return of my grandfather and Father
Eustace? I scarce think Sir John Harlow can mean
them any affront; but if he does, it were best they dealt
with it themselves.”

Hugh made no answer, but he did not turn back.
While Grace was still speaking, Lawrence Oldfield also
alighted, and commanded the others to follow him,
leaving only one groom in charge of the horses. As his
figure disappeared within the porch of the little building,
Grace turned piteously to young Powell, who had sat
quietly in his saddle, studiously avoiding, as it seemed,
any interference,
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“Oh, Walter,” she exclaimed, “there will be wild
work. Sir John Harlow is there, I can distinguish his
voice ; and Lawrence is bitter against him, and Hugh is
hot-tempered. My grandfather will be so angry. Will
you not go in and prevent the mischief? Oh, I would
that we had kind old Father Oldaker back again.”

“I will do anything I can, Grace,” said Walter, dis-
mounting ; “though I fear none of them will pay much
heed to me.” Giving his horse also in charge to the
servant, he followed the party. The spectacle he be-
held, did not in truth hold out much hope of a peace-
able issue to the dispute.

The little church at Wyndford was a very beautiful
specimen, partly of Early English, and partly of Perpen-
dicular Gothic. The triple window at the east end,
as well as the side windows of the chancel, were filled
with rich glass, the work, it was said, of the monks of
a neighbouring convent, some three centuries before.
Beneath was a carved reredos of stone-work, with the
Tabemacle in the centre; in which, as the reader has
heard, the Sacrament itself was still preserved. The
piscina, the sedilia, the stone basin at the door for holy
water, had all been left untouched—the figures in the
rood-loft, carved with more than ordinary skill by the
same brethren who had supplied the windows with their
rich decorations, had stood undisturbed in their places
when the congregation had left the building only the
evening previously. Now there was a strange and start-
ling change. The church was not filled with devout
and reverent worshippers, joining in prayer or psalm,
but with a noisy crowd of men engaged, as it seemed to
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Hugh, not merely in profaning the shrine, but in offering
a direct insult to the Majesty of Him, to Whose worship
it was dedicated. The wafer had been removed from
the Tabernacle, the holy water had been spilt over the
floor of the church, the crucifix, torn from its place, lay
on one of the seats. John Harlow, with his back to the
door, was issuing orders to his men to lower the figures
of the Virgin and St. John, which still remained in the
rood-loft, preparatory to the demolition of the entire
structure. So eagerly was he occupied, that he did not
perceive the presence of Hugh and the others until he
found himself rudely tapped on the shoulder, and an
angry voice exclaimed in his ear,

““What mean you by this violence, Sir John Harlow?
Is it with my uncle’s permission that you venture thus
impiously to desecrate the House of God ?”

Harlow turned abruptly, and beheld with some sur-
prise the indignant countenance and menacing gestures
of young De Spencer.

“Softly, young Sir,” he said. “We do no impiety or
violence here, but are only carrying out the law, as is
our bounden duty. And for permission—I need no
man’s permission to enter here, This is my own parish,
and I am responsible for the worship offered in it.”

“Insolent! this is my uncle’s own private chapel,”
retorted Hugh; “and I am assured neither he nor
Father Eustace will endure your intrusion.” '

“Well said, Master Hugh,” added Oldfield. I trow
the rights, of which he speaks, have never been enforced
against the masters of Wyndford since old Sir Bertrand
built this chapel, Nor do I think Sir Guy will be minded,
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to admit them now. At all events, we will not permit
them to be enforced in his absence. Will it not be well,
Master Hugh, to clear this holy place of these profane
knaves? Stephen and Robert*and the others, together
with what help we can lend, will make a speedy clear-
ance.”

““Aye, out with the heretic scum,” assented Hugh,
laying his hand on his sword as he spoke. “We will
not profane the sacred walls with bloodshed, if it can be
avoided ; but go they shall. Will you retire peaceably,
Master Rector?” he added, addressing the divine, who
had been silent through indignation and surprise, at find-
ing himself thus bearded by one whom till now he had
been wont to consider as little more than a boy.

“Stand aside, Hugh de Spencer,” he replied angrily.
“My purpose is too grave to be baulked by any man,
least of all by a stripling such as you are. Lay hold
on him,” he added to some of the bystanders, “if he
" be troublesome, and remove him from the church.”

“What! you threaten Sir Guy’s nephew, and on Sir
Guy’s own land, and would thrust him out of Sir Guy’s
own chapel!” cried Oldfield. ¢ By St. Mary, this is not
to be borne! Ho, Stephen, Gerbert, Greenwood, Robert,
stand by your young Lord, and strike down any who
dares assail him.”

The peasants fell back at his words. Devoted as
they were to Parson Harlow, and resolved, equally with
himself, to purge away the plague-spot of popery from
their parish at whatever cost to themselves, they yet
shrank from any personal collision with the near kins-
man of their Lord, Perceiving their hesitation, Harlow
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himself stepped up to Hugh, and laid his hand on his
shoulder, half in persuasion, half in coercion. But
Hugh shook him off, and exerting all his strength,
thrust the Parson from him. The latter, unprepared
for the assault, staggered several steps, and would have
fallen, if one of his followers had not caught him in
his arms.

A cry of indignation broke from several of Harlow’s
followers as they witnessed this violence, which they
would have requited in kind, if Walter Powell at this
moment had not pressed forward between the contend-
ing parties.

“J have your young Lady's commands,” he said, ad-
dressing in the first instance Oldfield and his foilowers,
“to prevent any outbreak of strife, and more especially
within these consecrated walls, I charge you therefore
to hold your hands. If any wrong has been done to Sir
Guy, he will know how to deal with it when he returns
home. For you my honoured Pastor,” he continued,
turning to Harlow, “will you not also consent to wait,
for what will probably not be more than a few hours?
Sir Guy has but ridden to Salisbury, and knows nought
of your intended visit. Doubtless all will be arranged
to your satisfaction and his, when he returns.”

Both parties paused as they heard these remarks;
which were uttered with a modesty and deference
which gave weight to the words of even so youthful
a stripling as the speaker, Harlow seemed not in-
disposed to acquiesce. He was sensible that he had,
after all, acted somewhat hastily and uncourteously to-
wards his neighbour, though within the strict bounds
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both of his authority and duty. His conscience had,
in fact, pricked him so sharply for having permitted the
abominations of popery, as he regarded them, to remain
so long undisturbed under his very eye, as it were, that
he had been induced to display a somewhat excessive
zeal, as a kind of atonement for it. But after all it was
only necessary that these papal enormities should be put
a stop to; and if that could be done without violence or
strife, it would be surely so much gained. He was there-
fore on the point of replying, that if Hugh and Oldfield
would give their promise that no attempt should be made
to replace any of the illegal ornaments which had been
already removed, he would consent to desist from fur-
ther proceedings until the Sheriff’s return, and had begun
a speech to that effect, when Hugh, whom Walter’s in-
terference seemed to have provoked to still greater irrita.
tion, burst out more wrathfully than before.

1 for my part will agree to no such compact. What!
are Christian men to stand by and behold holy things,
as it were, trampled under the feet of these sacrilegious
dogs, and make no efforts to prevent it? Am I to
behold the Body and Blood of the Lord torn from the
spot where holy hands have placed it, and cast I know
not whither—on some dunghill it may be? Shall I en-
dure to see the image of the Lord Himself mishandled
and tossed aside, as though it had been the toy of
a child, for which its owner no longer cared? No,

“not while I live! Help me, Oldfield, and all other
faithful Churchmen ; I charge you to amend this sacri-
lege, and be the consequences on the head of any one
who attempts to stay us.” He moved forward as he
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spoke, and reverently lifting the crucifix from the
spot where it had been flung, advanced to replace it
in its former position. There was now risk of a ser-
ous outbreak. The passions of both parties had been
stirred up by Hugh's words. Two or three men pressed
forward to snatch the crucifix from his hands, while
Oldfield and his party, drawing their weapons, seemed
to be on the point of commencing a general on-
slaught. But before a blow had been struck, the
sound of horses’ feet was heard outside, in the midst
of which the voice of Sir Guy was distinguished,
issuing orders to his attendants. All held their hands
at the sound; and almost immediately afterwards the
old knight, with Grace clinging to his arm, and fol-
lowed by a dozen or so of his retainers, entered the
church.

He glanced round him with an expression of surprise,
mingled with some indignation, as he beheld the scene
we have described. .

“What means this, Master Rector?” he inquired.
“Methinks, if you had intended me or mine the honour
of a visit, you would have done well to give me notice
of it, that I might at least be at hand to receive you
with fitting courtesy.” '

“I mean you no reproach, Sir Guy,” returned Harlow.
“I seek but to do my duty, which I fear me I have
too long neglected, mainly out of regard for you; when
I ought to have thought not how I might please any
man, but how I might please the Lord.”

%I thank you, Sir,” said Sir Guy; “and do not desire
that you should neglect what you hold to be your duty,
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for any personal regard to me. But methinks you can
‘hardly consider a scene like this, involving the outbreak
of angry and violent passions within the House of God
Himself, to be within the requirements of your duty.”

“Your pardon, Sir Guy ; if there has been aught un-
seemly, it has been caused by the violence of your
nephew, not by any act of ours. He came upon us
while we were peaceably engaged in the execution of
our duty—"

“Do you account it your duty to tear the figure of
our blessed Master from the holy walls?” broke in
Hugh impetuously, “and cast it down on the ground,
_as though it had been some heathen idol; or to—"

# Peace, Hugh,” said Sir Guy; “you have done ill
to meddle here, and I fear me have made bad worse.
It were better you left the church anon I will speak
further with you.”

Hugh looked for the moment as though he were dis-
posed to persist in his remonstrance, but his habitual
respect for his uncle prevailed, and he turned sullenly
to the door. The knight waited until the sound of his
footsteps had died away outside, and then resumed—

% You have come here in discharge of your duty, you
say, Master Rector. Of what duty do you speak ?”
~ “The duty of removing the emblems of Antichrist,
wherewith my parish is at the present profaned,” an-
swered Harlow, resuming the harshness of language
and demeanour which Sir Guy's presence had for the
moment somewhat subdued. Long ago aqught I to
have done this—"

“You have said that before, Sir,” interrupted thg
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Knight, “and it will be better to despatch this matter
as speedily as possible. You speak of things done in
your parish-—do you account this spot, where I am
standing, to be a part of it ?”

¢ Surely,” answered the Rector. It has always been
so reckoned.” )

“Your pardon,” rejoined Sir Guy, “you are in error
there. I made inquiries on this subject some years
ago, and learned that this chapel—that part of it, at
all events, in which the greater part of the ornaments
complained of are placed—is my private property; and
therefore in no way subject to your control.”

“My Lord of Salisbury gave me to understand—"
began Harlow.

“ He was under an error,” said the old Knight. I
have seen and conferred with him on the subject this
morning. He is satisfied of his mistake now. Had
you waited, as I cannot but think you might have
done, for my return, this scene would have been
avoided.” ‘

“But do you mean that you are to be permitted to
retain without hindrance these ornaments, which the
law has forbidden?” asked Harlow.

“I do not know how that may be,” answered Sir
Guy, “any way it rests not with you to require their
removal. But when I spoke with my Lord of Salis-
bury to-day, I told him that it was not my purpose
to retain them any longer, having learned that her
gracious Majesty herself had once more consented, for
the sake of peace, to their removal from her own
private chapel. But I shall proceed to displace them

Hh
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after a different fashion from that which your followers
have pursued. Take up yonder holy image, Lawrence,”
he continued, pointing to the crucifix, which Hugh had
laid down. “Let it be placed in my private oratory,
where no man may interfere with it. Replace the
candlesticks on the Altar. There they will continue
to stand, though they will not again be lighted at the
same seasons as heretofore. For the rood-loft and
its images, I will see to their removal to-morrow.
And now, Master Harlow, you will perceive, 1 think,
that there is no further need for your interference in
this matter.” .

“1 crave your pardon for the mistake which it seems
I have made,” said the Parson. “I would fain avoid
strife with all men, and more particularly with you.
If these ill-omened ornaments are in truth taken away,
as you promise—and no one doubts you will fulfil
your word,—I know not what more I have to desire.
Nought, in fact, remains for us but to bid you good
even and return home, trusting we shall be none the
worse neighbours for what has this day occurred.”

“J thank you,” said Sir Guy. “I shall retain no
unpleasant recollection of to-day’s work. It grieves
me, indeed, to forego things on which I have been ac-
customed to look with reverence from my earliest years ;
but I make the sacrifice for the sake of peace, which
is of more value in my eyes than any ornaments, how-
ever holy.”

Harlow -bowed respectfully, and quitted the chapel,
ollowed by his myrmidons, who appeared somewhat crest-
fallen, if not ashamed, at the result of their enterprise.
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Sir Guy now returned to the Castle, and held a con-
sultation with Father Eustace, whom he had dissuaded
from entering the chapel, knowing that the probable
result would be a painful, and perhaps an unseemly,
dispute with Parson Harlow. The attendance of the
Seneschal was next desired, and a more particular in-
quiry made as to what had passed previously to Sir
Guy's entrance. The brothers could not restrain theit
annoyance at the part Oldfield had taken. *But after
all,” Sir Guy remarked when the Seneschal had
quitted the room, “it is of little consequence what so
well-known a zealot as Lawrence may have said or
done. Hugh's misconduct is the serious thing. He
must not remain here, Eustace. For some time past
I have noticed that he is growing every day less ame-
nable to control. Nor can I understand the cause.”

“The cause is not far to seek,” said the Prior. “I
marvel, my good brother, you have not discovered it
long ere this. It is Walter Powell who is at the bottom
of this.”

“How,” said Sir Guy, turning round in surprise,
“ Walter Powell in fault! Why, he is as well-con-
ducted a lad, and as peaceably inclined, as ere a one
in England! I have heard you say as much yourself,
if I mistake not.”

“It is not unlikely,” said Eustace. “I did not say
that I accounted him in any wise to blame. He is
a noble youth, and warmly attached to Hugh; and
Hugh himself would love him, but that he deems he
finds too much favour in Grace’s eyes.”

“Grace!l” exclaimed Sir Guy. “What, a rivalry

[ U ——)
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between these boys for Grace's favour! Why she is
little more than a child. And they too are but boys,
It cannot be.”

“ It is though,” said Eustace, calmly. “1I have noted
it this many a day. You are right, brother, Hugh must
not remain here. But methinks it were well if Walter
also were to quit Wyndford.”

“That may be managed easily enough,” said his
brother. “In fact, I have received only to-day a re-
quest from Sir Herbert to send him over to Ireland
without loss of time, unless I am myself particularly
anxious to retain him.”

“That is fortunate,” said the Prior, “since his re-
moval can be managed without attracting any special
notice. But Hugh must not be suffered to remain
either. It will not be so easy, I fear, to dispose of him.”

“J will send him abroad to my old companion-in-
arms De Quesnel,” said Sir Guy. * He will give him

‘a ready welcome for my sake. He shall depart as
soon as the needful letters have been despatched.”

—_——

CHAPTER IV,

THE tilt-yard at Wyndford presented a gay and splen-
did scene one bright summer moming in the year of
grace 1567. Her Majesty the Queen, now in the
thirty-fifth year of her age, was paying a brief, but long
promised visit to her father’s early friend and com-
panion-in-arms, Sir Guy Wyndford. The good knight,
still hale and hearty, though the last five years had
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told visibly upon him, had exerted himself to the ut-
most to make fitting entertainment for his royal mis-
tress, and he had been ably seconded by Hugh de
Spencer, who had returned about a month previously
from the French court, where the term of his four years’
service had been completed. It was now the day
after the Queen’s arrival, and the entertainment chosen
for the morning was a tilting-match, at which Eliza-
beth herself was to preside.

The tournament had ceased to be the favourite
amusement of the knights and nobles, -for the last
generation or two; but it was still occasionally re-
sorted to, and perhaps with all the more zest on
sccount of its rarity. Sir Guy had taken great pains
to make the spectacle attractive to his guests. Gal-
leries had been erected on either side of the lists, af-
fording ample accommodation, not only to Sir Guy’s
more immediate visitors, but to the flower of the
county families also; as well as to many of the clergy,
Oldaker and Harlow amnong them, who came in from
all quarters to render their homage. In the centre of
the northern gallery, richly decorated, and under a gor-
geous canopy, a throne had been placed, on which
Elizabeth herself was to preside as the Queen of Beauty,
and bestow on the successful champion the prize of
the tournay,—a sword of Spanish steel, with a jewelled
hilt, and rich baldric attached.

Elizabeth may be regarded as having been at this
time at the very zenith of her prosperity. True, she
had not yet humbled the pride of Spain, or reduced
the neighbouring kingdom of Scotland to subservience
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to her will; but neither, on the other hand, had she
encountered the anxieties and disappointments which
beset the later years of her government. Abroad, her
alliance was courted by the most powerful sovereigns
of the day: at home, the people appeared every year
to be more devoted in their allegiance. Only a few
extreme men of the Romanizing party continued to
plot in secret against her; and even these knew full
well that if ever they were to succeed in their designs,
it must be by biding their time. To outward appear-
ance, at least, the English people seemed to have laid
aside alike their political and their religious quarrels,
as had not been the case for many a generation past.

It was with a gracious look on her proud face that
she took her place on the throne, to which she was
ushered by Sir Guy and Hugh, The latter, now Sir
Hugh de Spencer, was attired in the armour in which he
was about to appear in the lists, a rich suit of silver
mail, with a surcoat of blue velvet, on which his coat-
of-arms was worked in seed-pearl and threads of gold,
—the gift, it was said, of Catherine de Medicis, made
in requital of some gallant service. Elizabeth noted
his good mien, as it was ever her wont to do when
she was in her more gracious moods, and put many
questions to him respecting the beauties of the French
court—inquiring also whether, in his eyes, any of the
damsels now present could rival them in attractions,

“Come hither, fair maiden,” she said, addressing
Grace, who had been presented to her on the previous
evening, but was now shrinking timidly out of sight
behind some of the gorgeously-attired ladies of the
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royal train. ‘“What say you to this champion of Eng-
lish loveliness, Sir Hugh? Is she worthy to compare
with the Flying Squadron, as I hear that saucy men
are wont to term my sister Catherine’s ladies ?”

“ Aye, Madam, as the rose may bear comparison with
the daffodil or the hyacinth,” answered Hugh; “or as
Elizabeth of England herself, with the Queens of other
lands.” '

“You have profited by your stay in France,” said
the Queen, well pleased at the compliment, *The
English ¢ Rose’ shall sit at my side, and help me to de-
termine the prize. It may be she will not be ill-
pleased should you yourself be the winner! But it is
time you took horse,” she added, ‘“for the contest,
I see, is about to commence.”

“A goodly youth,” remarked Elizabeth, as Hugh re-
tired, “and a gallant too, I doubt not. What say you,
Mistress Grace? Do your hopes go with cousin Hugh ?”

Grace blushed deeply, but made no reply,

“ Her cheeks answer for her, gracious Madam,” said
a grave and noble-looking man of middle age, who with
one or two others was standing behind the royal chair.

Ha, you think so, Cecil,” retirned the Queen gaily.
“But I doubt you are scarce so learned in ladies’ hearts
as in French intrigues and Spanish plottings. I would
trust you to interpret the meaning of a ‘cypher, but
scarcely of a woman'’s blush, But they are going to run
the first course. Who be these champions? I know
them not, at least not with their vizors down.”

“So please your Majesty,” said Sir Guy, “yonder is
Sir William Haughton of Earlscliff, an approved cham-
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pion if I am rightly told; and the other is Sir Hugh
de Spencer my nephew, to whom your Majesty was
pleased to speak so graciously a few minutes since.”

“Good faith, and so it is,” said the Queen. ‘But
these vizors so disguise a man, that it is a hard matter
to recognise even those we know best. Well tilted,
I make mine avow,” she added a moment afterwards,
as the champions met in the centre of the list, and
Haughton was hurled headlong from his saddle. “I give
you joy, Sir Guy. Yonder nephew of yours will main-
tain the honours of your race unimpaired, I trow.”

“ Qur race, gracious Madam, is hastening to its end,”
said Sir Guy, sadly. “I am an old man, and the last
male of my line.”

“But the honours of a family may be handed om
unsullied, nay, with increased splendour, through a
daughter, Sir Guy,” said Cecil. “You will not dispute
that ?”

“Had I been disposed to doubt it,” said Sir Guy,
bowing profoundly to the Queen, “I could not do so
in this presence.”

“And yet I could wish that my boy had been
spared me,” added the old man, an irrepressible burst
of feeling overpowering for the moment his courtly
grace. He withdrew behind the group of courtiers,
and presently retired, on pretext of conferring with the
Marshals of the lists.

“How called they yonder knight?” asked Elizabeth
a few minutes afterwards, as two more champions made
their appearance in the lists. The people appear to
know him, and the name they shout seems familiar to
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me, yet I know not that I have ever seen him before.
Can you tell me who he is, Mistress Grace ?”

“It is' Sir Walter Powell, Madam,” returned Grace,
the blush again crimsoning her cheek.

“Sir Walter Powell,” repeated the Queen.. “ Of what
lineage and estate? Can you tell me more about him ?”

“I can, your Majesty,” said a grave-looking per-
sonage, attired in the square cap, long bands, and sad-
coloured robe which distinguished the- anti-Romish
clergy of the day. “He is the son of Sir Herbert
Powell, of Fernleigh Chase in this county, whom your
royal father, and yourself too, if I mistake not, ever
accounted among the most faithful of your servants.”

“ Aye, that did I,” said Elizabeth, evidently much
moved. “He is indeed one of whom I cherish the
most honoured remembrance. I remember he was
high in favour with the Protector Somerset, until he
forfeited it by his earnest intercession in behalf of
poor Sir Thomas.” She was silent for a moment, as
she uttered the name of her early lover—the only one
perhaps for whom she ever entertained a real passion.
“Sir Herbert is lately dead, is he not, my Lord of
Salisbury? He was slain in Ireland by the rebel Tyrone,
if I remember right.”

“He was, your Majesty, and this youth narrowly
escaped the same fate, and has but recently recovered
of his wounds.”

‘¢ And what character does he bear?” asked Elizabeth,
¢Does he promise to be worthy of the name he owns?”

“There is every hope of it,” said Jewel. “He has
been carefully reared in all godly ways, as I learn from
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worthy John Harlow, the Rector of Gerard's Cross, who
has known him from his earliest youth. In very truth
and there is Sir John Harlow himself yonder. He has
come to render his dutiful homage to your Majesty.
May I crave permission to present him ?”

“Harlow,” repeated Elizabeth. “The name seems
familiar to me, and yet I cannot recall where I heard it.”

“It may well dwell in your Majesty’s memory,” said
the Bishop. .“He had an escape from being burned
alive at the close of the last reign, so narrow, that his
name was for the time in all men’s mouths, He had
been fastened to the stake, and the faggots were on the
point of being lighted, when the tidings of your Ma-
jesty’s happy accession were brought to the spot—by
this very Walter Powell, then a mere boy, if I mis
take not.”

“ Aye, I do remember,” returned the Queen. ¢And
so that is Master Harlow yonder. And who, I pray yon,
is that somewhat stout female at his side? and who be
those children, by whom they are accompanied ?”

“They are his wife and family,” returned Jewell, in
a somewhat less assured tone. “A worthy lady is
Mistress Harlow, and a pattern of Christian living to
all around her; even as St. Peter says—"

“1 nothing doubt it, my Lord,” said Elizabeth drily.
“But I will not trouble you to present-him to us, Since
our sex has already done so much for him, he cannot
need my countenance. Sir Guy,” she continued, for the
Knight had now returned to his station near her chair,
“when the tournay is over, I shall pray you to bring
hither Sir Walter Powell, in whom I rejoice to recognise
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the son of a man whom I ever honoured and revered,
an intimate of your own, if I mistake not.”

“My earliest and truest friend,” returned her host.
“His son has ever been to me as my own. He was,
indeed, bred up for many years with Hugh and Grace.”

“Aye, indeed,” said the Queen. “And was Walter
Powell Grace’s playmate, as well as your kinsman Hugh?
And the prize of this day’s tilting will lie between these
two, I see, for they have overthrown all their antagonists.
Which has your seeret wishes, Mistress Grace; or do
you account of them both alike, as girls ever deem it
maidenly to affirm?”

Grace, who had been sitting under the shadow, as it
were, of the Queen’s chair, scarcely heeding the conversa-
tion, and gazing with a face of intense interest on the
tilt-yard below, started when she heard Elizabeth's ques-
tion, and answered demurely that “she hoped that the
prowest knight and the most skilful in arms might win
the day.”

¢ Discreetly worded, damsel,” said Elizabeth, 2 good
deal interested in her young companion. “And I sup-
pose I must not further ask which of the two you account
the prowest and most skilful -

“The event of the encounter will answer it, Madam,”
remarked Cecil.

“ Aye,” said Elizabeth; “but it may be not in ac-
cordance with the damsel's judgment. Well, they are
both gallant youths, and both may well merit 2 maiden’s
favour.”

The lists were now again cleared, and the two suc-
cessful champions of the day prepared to run the final
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course. Greater interest was evinced by the crowd in
this contest, than in any which had preceded it. Both
belonged to the immediate neighbourhood, and were
representatives of families of wealth and distinction.
Each, therefore, enlisted a considerable amount of sym-
pathy among the spectators. Besides this, the spirit
and address evinced by both combatants had been so
remarkable, as well as so nearly matched, as to render
the issue of the combat extremely doubtful. A breath-
less silence pervaded the multitude when the knights
had taken their stations. Presently the trumpet sounded,
the chargers sprang into full action, and all bent eagerly
forward to watch the issue of the encounter. The result
was such as to justify the general expectation. So
fierce was the shock with which they met in the centre
of the lists, that the girths of Walter’s saddle gave way,
and he was forced backward over his charger's croup
to the ground; while Hugh’s steed staggered and fell,
his rider only escaping, by his dexterous horsemanship,
from being crushed under his weight. Both knights
recovered their feet at almost the same moment, and
drawing their swords, were preparing to re-commence
the combat on foot, when Elizabeth, throwing down
her wardour, forbade it to proceed further.

“ Enough,” she said ; ‘“we must not endanger further
the lives of champions so brave and skilful To Sir
Hugh de Spencer, who was unseated by his horse
rather than by his antagonist, I award the sword and
baldric; but Sir Walter Powell shall receive the like
gift from me; which, it may be, he will not account of
less value.” '
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“You are not dissatisfied with my decision to-day,
I trust, Sir Guy,” said the Queen, later in the evening,
when the banquet had been concluded, and she sat in
her chair in the great hall, watching the masques and
dances, which had been prepared for her entertainment.
“It gave your nephew the honours of the day.”

“I cannot agree with your Majesty,” returned the old
man. “The honour of the day must surely rest with
him whose gift came directly from the fount of honour
itself. Good wot! I should have grudged such a tri-
umph to any one, save the son of my oldest and dear-
est friend.”

“You have lost none of your courtly craft, Sir Guy,”
said Elizabeth, with a smile. “But I would speak
a word with you respecting your granddaughter, Grace.
She is a lovely and graceful maiden. If your family
tree bears but one blossom, it is at least a goodly one.”

“Your Majesty judges kindly, and I believe rightly,”
said Sir Guy. “Grace is a good, as well as a comely
girl.”

“1 doubt it not,” said the Queen. “But she is now
of an age when maidens especially need help and guid-
ance. Would it not be well that she should take a hus-
band? You are growing old, and life is uncertain.”

“Your Majesty is right,” said Sir Guy; “and before
this I should have endeavoured to find a suitable alli-
ance for Grace, but that, under the conditions of her
father'’s will, she cannot enter into wedlock before her
one-and-twentieth year.”

“In sooth, and is that so ?” rejoined Elizabeth. “ How
came your son to impose such a condition ?”
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“Reginald was possessed with the idea that Grace
would prefer a religious life,” said Sir Guy; “and he
would not, he said, have her hurried into matrimony,
before she was of an age to determine the question
for hersell.”

“But we have got rid of our convents,” remarked
Elizabeth, though with something in her voice which
sounded like a sigh.

“Aye, in this land,” said the old Knight, “but not
everywhere.”

The Queen was silent. The topic was one she was
unwilling to pursue. After a pause of a few moments,
however, she resumed, “ Anyway, Mistress Grace, if I
mistake not, has already determined the question at
issue. She will enter no convent, be assured of that.”

“I do not understand your Majesty.”

“] mean that her affections are already bestowed,
but not upon Heaven,” said the Queen.

“ And to whom then does your Majesty suppose her
preference to be given?” asked the old man anxiously.

“Why, look you, Sir Guy,” said her Majesty, “the
damsel was brought up with two youths—so you have
informed me—your nephew Hugh, and young Powell,
was she not?”

“Even so, gracious Madam,” was the answer. “But
neither I nor Eustace could ever discover that she liked
either of them better than the other.”

¢ That may well be,” returned Elizabeth. “ An elderly
monk and an elderly soldier, whatever may be their
other excellencies, are scarce the most likely interpre-
ters of a maiden’s secret. But I am woman enough
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to be interested in it, and I fully solved the question
to-day, She cares more for Sir Walter’s little finger
than for her cousin’s whole body. You would ask what
makes me think so—I will tell you. I watched her
closely when the final encounter took place. When
they met in the middle of the lists, and both knights
rolled over in deadly peril, the colour forsook her cheek,
and there was a look of horror in her eyes. But they
followed every movement of Sir Walter Powell, as though
she believed that it would be his death, if she with-
drew her gaze for a single moment. But of Hugh she
took no more notice, than if he had been one of the
grooms who was helping him to regain his legs.”

«“T trust it may be as your Majesty judges,” said Sir
Guy. ‘Tt was Sir Herbert’s wish, and my own too, that
our children should marry, though neither of us would
have done aught to force their inclinations. But I know
not,—there may be obstacles—"

“QObstacles? of what kind?” asked-Elizabeth., “Do
you mean those that arise out of her father's will, the
delay of three years or so before they can marry?”

“Not entirely,” answered the Knight, “though those
would have to be considered.”

“Does not the youth himself desire the alliance ?”

“He is devoted to her,” said Sir Guy. “It was but
yesterday that he entreated me for permission to address
her, as urgently as though it had been his life for which
he was pleading. But there are differences in matters
of Faith—"

“ How, Sir Guy,” broke in the Queen sharply; “are
they not both members of our English Church, born and
reared in one and the same Faith?"
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¢ Surely yes,” answered the old man. ‘But our
Church now holds men of widely different opinions.
Some entertain strong views as to the power and au-
thority of the clergy, the deference due to Rome, the
Real Presence in the Blessed Sacrament, the reverent
use of the crucifix, and the like; while others are wont
to think lightly of these things, if not utterly to deny
them, while they magnify preaching, and the private
reading of Scripture, and the like.”

“ There are differences to some extent in all Churches,
said Elizabeth. “It has ever been so since the Church
was first set up. *To some extent it is reason to permit
them, though it is also reason to restrain them within
proper bounds. It is only by mutual toleration and
forbearance that unity can exist at all. It has been the
happiness of my reign thus far, that many mutual con-
cessions have been made, and so no breach has taken
place among us. The one party have consented to wear
the vestments and use the Office, which they account
half Popish, also to the use of the ring in marriage, and
the Cross in Baptism. The others have foregone the
Latin Service, the Celebration of the Mass, the presence
of the crucifix, and the lights, and other matters of the
same kind. We have ourselves surrendered with reluc-
tance many things for the sake of peace. You too,
unless I have been misinformed, have done the like.”

“] have, your Majesty,” said the Knight, “moved
thereto in no small measure by your Majesty’s wise and
pious example; and Eustace is at full accord with me in
the matter. Unity is in truth so rare a jewel, so he is
wont to affirm, that men could hardly do ill to sell all
that they have, wherewith to purchase it.”
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“You say well,” said the Queen, with a pleased look.
“Surely, then, the possible differences in Faith between
the young people is no just cause for discouraging
their marriage, but rather one for promoting it. If
only they were to intermarry, who were of the same
way of thinking, how should prejudices be softened,
and differences reconciled ?”

“T will see my granddaughter and discourse with her
on the subject; and as soon as my brother Eustace
returns—he is now absent on a visit in the north—"
began Sir Guy.

“Do not wait for that,” interposed the Queen im-
patiently. “I would fain hear the conclusion to which
you have come, before my departure to-morrow.”

On the next day accordingly, when the moming
meal had been concluded, and the royal train were
busied in preparations for departure, Sir Guy was sum-
moned to the royal chamber, and questioned as to the
result of his interview with Grace. The good Knight
was evidently much embarrassed.

“Your Majesty may be right,” he said, *“in what you
conjectured yesterday; though I could draw no positive
statement from Grace on the subject.”

“She does not deny her liking for young Walter?”
asked her Majesty.

“ She does not,” said the Knight. * Good truth, when
I pressed her closely on the point, the crimson which
stained her cheek was answer sufficient in itself.”

“Good,” said Elizabeth. ‘Then let it be thus ar-
ranged. Let the young pair be betrothed to one another;
I will delay my departure an hour or two, in order to

1i
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witness it myself. Then shall Walter Powell be de-
spatched to Ireland, again to serve under Sydney, and win
fresh laurels from the rebel Tyrone, until the three years
of waiting have expired. If our estimate of this youth
be a right one, he will joyfully embrace both offers.”

“ No doubt of that,” assented Sir Guy. * Hugh too,
to do him justice, would willingly accompany him to
Ireland, but that he has within the last few days accepted
service with the Earl of Westmoreland.”

“Of Westmoreland, ha!” repeated Elizabeth, with
something of doubt in her tone; “a great nobleman
doubtless, and a brave one too—I trust, as loyal as he is
noble. But no more of him. Do you assent to this
plan respecting the young people? If so, I must issue
orders accordingly.”

Relyctant and embarrassed, Sir Guy found himself
unable to resist the will of his imperious mistress, though
he would fain have waited—at least, until the Prior had
been spoken with. He went therefore in search of Sir
Walter Powell, from whom, the reader will not require
to be told, he encountered no opposition. The young
man, in truth, was in the seventh heaven of astonishment
and joy. Grace’s objections were not overcome without
difficulty, though with less than Sir Guy had anticipated
The Bishop of Salisbury, and Father Oldaker, who had
remained at the Castle as guests, were summoned, and
in their presence, and that of the Queen, the pair ex-
changed their troth plights, Well pleased, as it seemed,
with her moming’s work, and with many professions of
her regard, Elizabeth then took her departure.
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" CHAPTER V.

MorE than two months had elapsed since the royal
visit. ‘The quiet now prevailing at Wyndford Castle,
presented a curious contrast to the noise and bustle at-
tending Elizabeth’s presence, Sir Hugh had taken him-
self off to the North, after a brief and angry interview
with his uncle, on the day following the betrothal. Walter
Powell had remained several weeks at Wyndford, awaiting
the receipt of the royal instructions, before proceeding to
Ireland. Whether these had been purposely delayed or
not, the reader must judge for himself; but the conse-
quence had been, that the mutual regard of the young
couple had, during that interval, ripened from a mutual
liking into a profound attachment. They had had the
house very much to themselves, Father Eustace had not
returned. A sharp attack of fever had detained him in
the North, and he was hardly yet .convalescent, though
now daily expected. Sir Guy’s exertions during the
Queen's visit had reacted upon him so severely, that
he had scarcely left his room since then, and seldom saw
either Grace or Walter, except at the hours of the family
meals. Walter and Grace walked, and rode, and read
together, scarcely seeing any faces except their own,—
unless when John Harlow came to pay a visit to his
favourite pupil, and give him tidings of what was being
done in London for the furtherance of the Protestant
cause, by Grindal, and Jewel, and Sandys, and Parkhurst,
the objects of his especial admiration and reverence;
or, perhaps, to grumble at the high hand, with which
Archbishop Parker lorded it over the Church,—another
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Pope, as he was wont to call him, though without any
claim to infallibility.

At length, in the seventh week after the betrothal,
Walter'’s instructions were received, and he took his
farewell, amid the general good wishes of the house-
hold—old Lawrence Oldfield forming a solitary excep-
tion to the rule. After the young man's departure,
a still greater cloud of dulness seemed to settle down on
the old house. Sir Guy's health did not amend : indeed,
he grew visibly, though slowly, weaker; and the old
servants began to shake their heads, as they noticed the
feebleness of his step and the pallor of his cheek.
Grace herself could not fail to remark this, and the
reflection tended much to increase the depression which
hung over her after the departure of her lover.

One morning towards the end of September, she was
sitting alone in one of the summer-houses adjoining
the mansion, when she was startled from the reverie
into which she had fallen, by the sound of footsteps.
Looking up she beheld Parson Harlow, who had called
at the Court, desiring to see Sir Guy. Learning from
the servants that he was unequal to receiving visitors,
he had inquired for Grace, and had been directed to
her presence.

The young lady rose as she perceived his approach,
and greeted him respectfully. She regarded him with
very mixed feelings. She knew him to be a warm
and sincere friend of her lover Walter, whom indeed
he loved as his own son; and this pleaded strongly
with Grace in the Parson’s favour. But then, on the
other hand, he was the supplanter of Father Oldaker,
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and his treatment of her grandfather in the matter
of the chapel had been disrespectful, to call it by
no severer name. Further, he was for ever making
some attack, covert or open, on her beloved Father
Eustace, the object of her deepest reverence and
affection.

The Rector probably understood tolerably well the
nature of her sentiments towards him. Indeed, his
own feelings as regarded her were of the same mixed
character ; though what in her was dislike, in him was
pity. He saluted her kindly, expressing his sorrow
at learning her grandfather’s continued, and he feared
increasing, debility. “ Doubtless he is growing old,
Mistress Grace,” he said; “and the old, more than
any others, must be prepared for the great change.
But he can ill be spared by many, and by none less
than yourself.”

“It would be a great grief to me were he to be
taken from me,” said Grace simply.

“T can well believe it,” he answered; “yet I doubt
not you would strive to bear it with patience. I have
this morning received tidings from Ireland,” he con.
tinued, after a short silence. “Sir Walter is arrived
safely, and is in sound health. He has also trans-
mitted this letter, which I have hastened up from
Gerard's Cross to deliver.” As he spoke he produced
the epistle in question—the packet, as we should now-
a-days call it—carefully secured with seals and silken
strings, and endorsed after the curious fashion of the
day, with earnest injunctions to the messenger as to
its instant delivery. Grace received it with a mixture
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of embarrassment and satisfaction, and then glanced fur-
tively at her companion—perhaps to ascertain whether
it was his intention to leave her now to the undisturbed
enjoyment of its contents. But if she had any hope
of this kind, it was destined to disappointment. No-
thing was further from Parson Harlow’s intentions than
to leave her, until he had delivered his mind of cer-
tain admonitions and remonstrances; which the pre-
sent’ condition of things rendered it a matter of duty
for him to make. His zeal had been greatly quickened
by a brief interview, which he had just had with the
Seneschal, Oldfield. It will readily be believed that
there was but little love lost between these two wor-
thies. If Parson Harlow, like a good Christian as he
was, had forgiven the extreme anxiety evinced by the
Seneschal, in the first chapter of this tale, to carry out
the sentence passed by the Privy Council upon him,
- Lawrence—who regarded himself as an equally good
Christian, though taking a different view of the same
transaction —had never forgiven the Parson for his
escape. He greeted the latter on all occasions with
a sullen scowl, and returned his salutations with an
inarticulate growl, that might express either a benedic-
tion or an anathema. On the present occasion they
had met near the entrance-lodge. On making inquiry
after Sir Guy's health, Harlow was informed that the
good Knight was but ill at ease both in body and mind,
lacking, as the Seneschal pointedly remarked, the spi-
ritual consolations to which he had been accustomed.
¢ Father Eustace is away,” he had said, “and Father
Oldaker cannot now often visit him.”
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The Parson was not sure whether this reply was in-
tended as a taunt, or as a complaint. Wyndford Castle
was situated within the bounds of Gerard’s Cross, as
the reader has already heard; and although of late
years Sir Guy had never attended any services except
those in his own private chapel, this was generally at-
tributed more to his increasing infirmity than to any
disinclination to Harlow’s ministry ; and in the absence
Of the family Confessor, the Vicar of Gerard’s Cross
would be certainly looked upon as the proper person
to act as spiritual adviser. Did Oldfield mean that
the Knight had desired Harlow’s ministrations? If so,
of course it would be his duty to render them. Nay
'more, might there not be an opening here for bring-
ing the pure light of the Gospel to illumine the eyes
of one who, he had too good reason to fear, was now
sitting in spiritual darkness, and the time of whose
departure was drawing near? At all events, the op-
portunity was not one to be thrown away.

“That were pity,” he said, in answer to old Law-
rence’s speech. “If, in his brother’s absence, Sir Guy
needs the visits of a spiritual adviser, it may be that
my ministrations would not be unwelcome to him-
If you think such would be the case—"

“But I don't,” answered Oldfield, his eyes twinkling
with malicious satisfaction. “I judge the good Knight
would regard your ministrations, as you call them, as
being in truth no ministrations at all.”

“How, Sir,” exclaimed Harlow sharply, for the
imputation was one which touched him very nearly.
*No ministrations at all, say you? Know you not -
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that I am an ordained Minister of Christ, the
validity of whose orders not even the Pope could
deny. My title is beyond dispute.”

“ Aye, but it may be that you have forfeited your title
by your heresy. Though you escaped the sentence of
the law, Master Rector, you cannot escape the sentence
of the Church. - But I would say nought uncivil, Sir
John Harlow,” he added, “so I will even bid you good
morning.” So saying, he turned off with an inward
chuckle, well pleased at having had the opportunity
at last of venting the spleen he had been so long
cherishing in secret.

Commanding himself as well as he could, but very
considerably ruffled nevertheless, Parson Harlow re-
sumed his way; nor had his wrath entirely subsided
when he found himself in Grace's presence. As soon
as he had delivered the letter into the young lady’s
hand, he proceeded according to his favourite phrase
to improve the occasion.

¢ Mistress Grace,” he said, “there is a word which
I would fain say to you. It has long been on my
mind, and I can scarce hope to find a more favourable
opportunity for it than the present.”

He paused, as if expecting a reply; but Grace only
bowed her head in acquiescence, and he went on.
“You were saying just now that your grandfather's
loss would be a grievous one to you. Doubtless it
would—for many reasons, some of which you in all
likelihood do not fully apprehend. Chief among them
is the fact that you would be left without guardian
or protector, and that for three years to come. For
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I have learned from Sir Walter that your marriage can-
not take place, until—"

“Good Sir John,” interposed Grace, rousing herself
to put a stop to the conversation, which she felt to
be alike useless and disagreeable, as well as likely to
become still more so, the longer it was protracted,
“I know you ever mean me kindly, and I thank you.
But you need not so distress yourself. It is my hope
that my grandfather’s life may long be spared; nor do
the leeches forbid the hope, though doubtless they be
somewhat anxious. But even should the sad event
occur, which may the Saints and the Blessed Virgin
forbid—"

“ Which may God and His Blessed Son forbid,” cor-
rected the Parson sharply. ¢ They, of whom you
speak so thoughtlessly, can render but small help,
I trow.” »

Grace looked hurt and distressed, but she made no
rejoinder to this remark, and resumed her speech.
“Should my grandfather be taken from me, I should
not be left without guardian or protector. There is
my uncle Eustace, the friend and guide of my youth:
while he lives, I should not be unprotected.”

“Jtis even that that I feared,” said Harlow. * Your
uncle is a good and a pious man, and there is no man
that honours these qualities more than I do. He is
also wise and learned, and loves you as his own child.
But—" he paused.

“Proceed, I pray you,” said Grace with some covert
malice, for her gentle spirit was roused at what she felt
to be an unwarranted interference. *These are not



490 THE PRIOR'S WARD, OR

reasons, I presume, why you should fear to entrust me
to his care ?”

“Of course not,” rejoined Harlow, rousing himself.
“But there are reasons, nevertheless, and grave ones,
why I skould fear it. Whatever may be his other merits,
your uncle is surely one who is still in the gall of bitter-
ness and the bond of iniquity; for no gall is more bit-
ter, and no bond more iniquitous, than those of Rome.
I know that he and Sir Guy have in many things con-
formed to the teaching of the holy men who now (praise
be to God !) hold sway in our Church; or at least they
have seemed to do so. The Mass is no longer celebrated
in your chapel ; some, at least, of the sacrificial vestments
have been laid aside; the English Communion Service
is used there. But, I fear me, ye regard the reformed
rite as being but' a maimed and mutilated Mass, after
all. The crucifix has been removed from the wall of
the church; but it still stands in the private oratory,
and ye bow down before it as of old. Thé candles are
not lighted during your celebrations; but they still
stand on the table, in token that you would fain have
them lighted if you could. You have accepted Her
Majesty the Queen as the Supreme Governor of the
Church, and have affirmed that the Pope has no au-
thority in this realm; but in secret you render him
your homage nevertheless. What is this but obedience
of the lip, not of the heart. Oldaker too, who, as I
learn—"

“] pray you say no more,” said Grace in a tone of
displeasure, “or I must ask your permission to retire.
I am no competent judge of these things; yet it cannot
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become me to sit by and hear my grandfather and my
uncle, to whom my reverence is due, so spoken of.
Nor do I know by what title you can claim thus to
address me.”

“You forget,” said Harlow, “that I am the near
friend, almost I might call myself the father, of your
future husband, Walter Powell. It is in his name, and
for his sake that I speak.”

“What is it, then, that you wish?” asked Grace, who,
notwithstanding her distress, was a good deal moved at
this mention of her lover's name.

“1 wish that some steps should be taken to place
you under the guardianship of some worthy and pious
man, in the event of your being left a second time, if
I may so express myself, an orphan. This was what
I wished to have said to Sir Guy this morning; but
as I have been unable to see him, and may not find an
opportunity hereafter, I am constrained, however re-
luctantly, to address you on the point. I say again,
I cannot be satisfied, and I feel assured Sir Walter
would not be satisfied, with the guardianship of your
great-uncle.”

“ Has he said as much to you?” asked Grace.

“He has not,” answered Harlow. “We have never
spoken directly on the point. But from my long and
intimate knowledge of him, I may venture to speak con-
fidently on the subject.”

“Jt may be that I know him as well as you do, Sir
John,” returned Grace. “Unless I am wholly mistaken,
he regards my uncle with no less reverence than I do
myself Wherefore should he not? Are we not all
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faithful children of Holy Church, of which my uncle is
the honoured Minister.”

“Children of the Church,” repeated Harlow impa-
tiently. “Men may call themselves so,—aye, and often
do so call themselves, while in truth they have scarce
any point in common. You may be called upon, and
that ere long, to choose between your lover and your
uncle, or rather I should say, between the Faith of your
lovet and your uncle—"

“] will not believe it,” exclaimed Grace impetu-
ously. “I pray God at least such may never be the
case—"

“ Amen,” said a voice close at hand; “and if ever
you should be called upon to make such a choice, may
God guide you to a right decision.” Harlow and Grace
started, and looked round. Leaning on the arm of
Lawrence Oldfield, his features pinched and shrunk
by recent illness, they beheld the familiar figure of
Father Eustace. The Parson recoiled a step or two
at the sight, but Grace sprang up with a cry of joy,
and threw herself into her uncle’s arms.

“Welcome, welcome!” she cried. I had feared
I was never to see you more. And how worn and ill
you look. But our pure air and careful nursing will
restore you ere long, I nothing doubt; and my grand-
father too. Have you seen him yet, uncle ?”

“I have not,” said the Prior. “I met Oldfield here
as I entered the gate. He told me of Sir John’s visit,
and his urgent wish to see me. I came hither therefore
before entering the house, thinking it better to speak
with him alone. Conduct my niece within, Lawrence,”
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he continued, “and I will speak with Sir John Harlow
at once.” :

- An hour afterwards the Prior was sitting with Sir Guy,
who had just awakened from slumber, and hearing of his
brother's return, had earnestly desired his presence.
Father Eustace started back involuntarily at his first
sight of the Knight's features, assured that, sick as he
himself had been—sick well-nigh to death—his bro- °
ther's case was of a far graver character. The latter
greeted him with much emotion. “I am most thank-
ful you have returned,” he said. - “I had begun to fear
that we should meet in this life no more.”

The Prior did not reply. He was well habituated to
the sick chamber, and refrained from speaking words of
encouragement, which he knew could have but little
hope of fulfilment. After a brief pause the other re-
sumed. “There is much that I have to say to you.
Have you heard of Grace's betrothal ?”

I have—within the last hour,” said the Priest shortly.

“ Ah, and you do not approve it?” continued the old
Knight.

“It was at the least somewhat sudden,” remarked
Father Eustace.

“Yes, but do you know all the circumstances? There
had been a distinct promise, made years ago between
Herbert and myself, that if the young people liked
one another, they should marry,—that you are aware
of. But further, I had found that there was, at the
least, a mutual inclination between them. Walter, who
knew nought of Reginald’s will, entreated permission
of me to make his proposals to Grace, on the day
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before the tournament. Then the Queen herself laid
her commands on me—for it was little less—to as-
sent to this betrothal, and would not hear of my de-
laying till you could be consulted. And lastly, I dis-
covered that the girl was at least not averse to the
step suggested. I felt that I had no sufficient ground
for refusing to accede to Her Majesty’s desire, so kindly
and urgently expressed. I felt, too, that I was growlng
old and feeble,—though not then the wreck I am now—
and that to affiance her to Walter would be some pro-
tection, at least, from the importunity to which she might
otherwise be subjected. Walter is a brave and noble-
hearted lad. You yourself have ever thought so.”

“He is all that,” said the Prior; “yet I cannot ap-
prove the union.”

“1 feared you would say so, yet let me hear your
reasons.”

“Walter has been the friend of Harlow; and of late,
at all events, has been much in his company. I have
reason to fear that he has imbibed his opinions. Indeed,
if Harlow himself may be trusted on the point, he has
certainly done so.”

“1 feared you would say this,” repeated Sir Guy;
““and I urged it to the Queen, when she pressed me to
consent. But she answered that both Walter and Grace
were members of the English Church, and such might
surely live together in unity, in spite of minor diffi-
culties ; which had always, she said, existed, and always
must exist, even among those who hold in all essentials
the same faith.”

“Such is her theory and her wish,” returned the Prior.
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“She would form one comprehensive Faith out of the
tenets of the Catholic and the Lollard, to which both
might yield a general assent, mutually tolerating each
other on the points where they differed. Aye, but
Elizabeth is not England. I have myself been led
away by my aspirations after unity—that brightest of all
the jewels in the Church’s crown—to believe in this,
though against my sober judgment. These ten years
have I clung to it, though I have felt it slowly yield
like a rotting branch under my grasp. I still hold on,
though I know that ere long the bough must break. Yet
I am not alone in this. The late holy Pontiff seemed
almost to partake of the same belief, so unwilling was
he to declare the formal severance, which has long in
fact been accomplished.”

“The present Pope will scarcely be as patient,” re-
marked Sir Guy. ‘

“Be sure he will not,” assented Father Eustace.
“Michael Ghislieri is a different man. He will not
brook to have his legates refused admittance to the
kingdom, his faithful adherents banished from the Court,
his decrees set at nought, the doctrines and rites of
which he is the guardian, despised and neglected.
It cannot but be that ere long he will issue the com.
mand to all the faithful in this land, who at present
conform, or seem to conform to the Established Church,
‘Come out of her, my people, and be ye separate.””

¢ It will not be issued in my day,” said Sir Guy.

“God grant it may not,” returned the Prior, “nor
(if I may so pray) in mine either. It may be that, of
His mercy, He will take us both away from the
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evil to come. But the word will surely be spoken, be-
fore Grace’s wedding-day can arrive. Then what will
Walter do? and what must she do? Remember, my
brother, husband and wife may not differ on points
so solemn. ‘Can two walk together unless they be
agreed?’ The maiden should be prepared to say to
the husband that she chooses, ¢ Thy people shall be
my people, and thy God my God.”

“And you think that Walter would not obey the
Holy Father's command ?” asked Sir Guy.

“J am but too well assured that he would not,” an-
swered the Prior.

“They must be separated then,” said the old man
with a sigh. “It is pity, for they dearly love one
another, and their love has grown mightily since the
day of betrothal. It is indeed unfortunate that I yielded
to the Queen’s importunity ; but it avails not to speak
of that now. If their union is not to be permitted, the
sooner they are parted the better.”

“Let us not be hasty,” rejoined Father Eustace.
“It may be that Grace may choose to cast in her lot
with Walter, even though his decision be what we fear.”

“ How, my brother !” exclaimed Sir Guy in astonish-
ment; “would you have her regard the obedience she
has vowed to her future husband, as outweighing the
obedience she owes to the Church of God ?”

“T would not,” said the Prior. “Yet were she to
choose, as I have suggested, I should not consider, as
some do, that she thereby forfeited wholly the grace
of God. There would be loss of spiritual privileges of
course, fewer helps, greater temptations. But as the
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kingdom of Israel, though cut off by its rebellion
from the true worship and the consecrated priesthood
at Jerusalem, nevertheless so kept up its intercourse
with God, that he had seven thousand faithful children
" among its inhabitants,—so surely, the people of England,
even should they wholly separate themselves from Rome,
which is the Jerusalem of Christendom, may still remain,
if they will, the servants of Christ; and the fauthful
may hope all things of them !”

“Therefore,” resumed the Prior after a pause, “I would
have you weigh this matter well. You and I are not
men to fear the future, or deceive ourselves. It is not
likely that either of our lives will be long protracted ;
but yours to all appearance is nearly ended. It is
necessary that some arrangements should be made re-
specting Grace. This afternoon, immediately after my
return, I encountered John Harlow, who had come
hither to speak to you on this same matter.”

“ Harlow,” exclaimed Sir Guy impatiently. ¢ What
ails him, that he needs to interfere ?”

“I do not blame him,” said Father Eustace. “He
is a sincere friend of young Walter Powell, whose in-
terests he honestly believes he is serving by the demand
he has made—in his behalf, if not in his name ?”

" ¢“A demand, ha!” repeated the Knight, something of
his former vigour returning to his voice; “and what
I pray you does he demand ?”

“That Grace should be placed under the guardian-
ship of some godly man, as he expresses it, who will
influence her to choose the same path in this matter,
which Walter himself is likely to follow.”

kk
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¢« Himself belike,” said the Knight quickly.

“No; to do him justice, such was not his thought.
The person he proposed was Jewel, Bishop of Salisbury,
before whom, as he informs me, the young pair ex-
changed their troth plight.”

“And does he think,” said the old man somewhat
indignantly, “that I should prefer him, or any other
stranger, to youp”

“You must consider Grace only in the matter,” said
Eustace. “She is at present little more than a child
in these matters—dutiful and obedient, and so far all
that we could wish. But she knows little of the dif-
ferences of the Churches, and it is time that she should
now be taught. If Harlow's request is complied with,
I have little doubt that his wish also will be fulfilled.
The Bishop of Salisbury is both a learned and a pious
man, to whom she cannot but hearken with reverence
and affection. I shall be well content that you should
.do. this, if your judgment inclines that way. If, on the
other hand, you prefer to place her in my charge,
I will undertake the office; but you know what my
teaching must needs be in respect of the weighty mat-
ter of which we have been speaking.”

“I do not hesitate a moment,” said the old Knight.
“You have been her truest friend, her most faithful
counsellor ; whatever she knows, that is worth the know-
ing, has been learned of you. Nay, the dear girl her-
self would scarce forgive me, even when I was in my
grave, were I to consign her to any other teacher.”

%“That is determined then,” said the Prior. “Well,
I have not sought this, and I will not shrink from it.
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But you are exhausted, I fear; this conversation has
been too trying for you.” )

“T shall be better now that it is settled,” said
the Knight. “The matter has long been a source of
trouble to me. Leave me now, brother, for I need
sleep. To-morrow the necessary steps shall be taken
for carrying out my purpose.”

————

CHAPTER VL

THE old Knight lingered on, contrary to the expecta-
tion of the leeches, not only through the winter months,
but those of the spring ensuing, and it was late in the
summer when the hour of his release came at last.
There was great lamentation at Wyndford, for Sir Guy
had been a kind and generous master, and all felt it
to be uncertain who might take his place. The be-
trothal of Grace to Walter had long been a matter of
general notoriety; but rumours had been circulated of
late, and gained credence as time went on, to the effect
that this engagement would after all not improbably
be cancelled. Sir Hugh de Spencer, the young lady’s
cousin, who had gained much renown in arms in Scot-
land and elsewhere, was likely, it was thought, to prove
a more acceptable suitor—if not to Mistress Grace
herself, at least to her guardian the Prior. The youth
in question arrived from the North to attend the funeral,
officiating as chief mourner in the absence of Father
Eustace ; who was too much bowed down by sorrow
and infirmity to be present himself. Hugh learned
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with much satisfaction of the arrangement, which as-
signed Grace to her uncle’s guardianship. A day or
two after the funeral, when Father Eustace was suffi-
ciently recovered to attend to business, Hugh solicited
an interview.

“I must shortly return to the North,” he said, where
my presence is urgently required. But I would fain
speak with you ere I take my departure, on a subject
very near to my heart, as I doubt not it is near to
yours also—my cousin Grace.”

“What of her?” asked the Prior. “You know that
my brother has appointed me her sole guardian. You
may safely leave her to my charge.”

“There is no one in whose charge I would so wil-
lingly leave her,” assented Hugh. ¢But there is this
engagement, made a twelvemonth ago with Walter
Powell. Surely you will not permit that to stand.”

“Why should it not, Hugh?” inquired the Father.
It was made with her own consent, and with her
grandfather’s approval, nay, by his wish.”

“I cannot allow either of those statements,” said Hugh.
¢ Sir Guy hardly approved, and certainly did not desire
it. Lawrence Oldfield told me that he resisted the
Queen’s importunity, until she completely overbore his
resistance. I will speak more on that point anon,
And still less could it be said that the contract was
made with Grace’s consent. She had no time to think
of the matter, and simply yielded to the will of the
Queen, and of her grandfather, as she suppoesed. Old-
field declares—”

“You will do well to close your ears against Law-
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rence Oldfield’s reports,” said Father Eustace some-
what sternly. “ He is a zealous son of our Church no
doubt ; but his zeal overpowers his discretion, and some-
times perverts the truthfulness of his statements. Why
should not Grace have consented to her betrothal with
Walter?”

“Because I am assured that until the day of the
tournament she had no special regard for him. She
knew that I had long loved her, at least as well as
Powell. I had hinted as much to her only the day
before the Queen’s visit, and she heard me in silence
indeed, but surely not in displeasure.”

“ My son,” said the Prior, “a maiden’s demeanour on
such occasions is a page hard to decipher. I so far
assent to your opinion, that I doubt whether before the
day of the tournay she had seriously regarded Walter
as her lover. But in the six weeks that followed there
can be no doubt that a deep affection grew up between
them, and still exists.”

“ And a fancy which has grown up in six weeks only,
may it not also be rooted up in six weeks?” urged
Hugh. “I am assured that her first preference was
for me. Suffer me to come and reside here at Wynd-
ford.- I am deeply interested in what is now passing
in the North; but I will willingly resign all my schemes
and hopes to gain, or rather I should say to regain,
Grace’s affection. Nay, hear me, Father; I know that

" you yourself disapproved—that you still disapprove—
this hasty and ill-omened betrothal.”

“You have been told that also by Oldfield, I sup-
pose,” remarked Father Eustace.
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“ Not by him only,” returned the youth. ¢“Everyone
believes it. Is it possible that they could believe
aught else ?”

“ Hugh,” said the Prior, after a silence of some mi-
nutes, “I will speak plainly, and without reserve to
you on this subject. I did nof approve the betrothal
It was made during my absence: and the attachment,
of which I have spoken, had grown to its height before
my return to Wyndford. I did fear, and told my brother,
that the religious differences of these unsettled times
might render such a union an unhappy one—"

“ And who can doubt that you were right,” broke in
Hugh impetuously ; “or rather, that you are still right
in entertaining such a belief? The religious differences
of which you speak, which have been growing every
year more marked, have now reached such a height
that neither party can overlook them. There are
persons who still claim, after some strange fantasy of
their own, to call themselves true children of the Ca-
tholic Church, who are nevertheless in open rebellion
against her authority. They refuse the ministrations
of the Catholic clergy; they absent themselves from
confession and from the Altar; they speak in terms of
irreverence and contempt of the Holy Father; nay, of
Holy Church itself: and among these Walter Powell
is one of the foremost.”

“What proof have you of that?” inquired Father
Eustace. “I have known, for a long time past, that
his belief is not such as I should desire to see in my

ward’s husband, but never what you now impute
to him.”
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“ Popular rumour says as much, at all events,” said
Hugh; “and it is scarcely likely to be mistaken in
such' a matter. I will not name Lawrence Oldfield,
since you have forbidden me to do so. But surely you
yourself cannot doubt the truth of what I affirm.”

“It is likely, I fear,” said Father Eustace, “though
I have no proof of it. But see here, Hugh. Whatever
I might have desired on this subject—and I will
candidly say I wish things had fallen otherwise—no-
thing but some very grave and sufficient cause would
induce me to take the step you desire, of annulling
this betrothal. Grace is no longer a child. However
" she and Walter may differ on certain points of Faith,
there is no acknowledged severance between them.
Were you to speak to her on the subject, she would
probably deny that she and Walter did so differ.”

“You are right there,” muttered Hugh. “I have
spoken with her, and she did deny it. But it only
needs that you should point out the truth to her, and
she would speedily be convinced of it.”

“And that is what I cannot do, Hugh. As yet, re-
member, notwithstanding all that has passed, we are, in
name at least, a united people. There is no open
disruption in our Church, and I for one will never
consent to act as though it had already taken place.
‘Sufficient unto the day is the evil thereof.’ Besides,
do you forget that, all other points conceded, the Queen
herself would hardly permit this engagement, made by
her own special desire, to be cancelled, unless with the
express consent of the parties? As loyal subjects—"

“Loyal subjects!” repeated Hugh scornfully. ¢ Eli-
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zabeth herself is no loyal subject to the power set
over her—some men think, no lawful Queen of Eng-
land at all—"

“Hush, Hugh!” exclaimed the Prior. “I cannot
hear this.”

“ It is what all England will have to hear ere long,”
rejoined Hugh. “Has not the Holy Father declared—
did not that faithful Pontiff Paul IV. declare, at the
time of her sister’s death, that she was not the rightful
sovereign of England, and could never become so ex-
cept by dutiful submission to the Holy See? And what
has been her course ever since? Has she not per-
sisted in her rebellion, trampling the decrees of the
holy Synod of Trent under her feet, requiting all the
gracious forbearance of the late Pope with insolent
contempt—meriting, if ever a sovereign did, the sen-
tence which will speedily be pronounced against her,
which will cast her down from the throne she is un-
worthy to occupy, and place there the true heir in
her room.”

“The true heir!” repeated Father Eustace, in evident
surprise. “To whom do you refer?”

“Surely to Mary, the wronged and suffering Queen of
Scotland,” returned Hugh. “She is King Henry’s un-
doubted heiress, if, as all faithful Catholics believe, no
real marriage ever took place between him and Anna
Boleyn.”

¢ This is treason, Hugh,"” said Father Eustace. “What-
ever may be thought of the marriage you speak of, the
crown has been given by the free voice of the people,
represented by both houses of Parliament, to Queen
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Elizabeth. Profound as is my respect for the Holy Fa-
ther, I cannot allow that he has the power to depose
a sovereign who is the free choice of her people. That
claim has never been admitted by English Church-
men, nor of late years has any attempt been made to
enforce it by the Pontiffs themselves.”

“ But an attempt will be made now,” returned Hugh.
“1 know that it is in contemplation ere long to take
this very step you deprecate. If Elizabeth does not
return to her allegiance, a bull will be issued by the
present Pope, deposing her from the throne, absolving
her subjects from their allegiance, and seating Mary in
‘her place. All faithful children of the Church, in Eng-
land, as well as in Spain and France, will be commanded
to assist in the enforcing of this decree. Philip of
Spain, the most powerful prince of Europe, will put
forth the full strength of his kingdom for the purpose ;
and some of the greatest nobles of England — North-
umberland, Westmoreland, and many others—will raise
Mary’s standard. Elizabeth will have no power to resist.
The new queen will undo the work of this reign, even
as the other Mary undid that of her brother Edward.
England will once more become Catholic. Heretics
like Walter Powell will no longer be tolerated. Then
what will become of Grace, if she should have wedded
one, who must needs become an outcast alike from
his Church and his country?”

“ Hugh, I have heard you now,” said the Prior, “and
it avails not to protract this conversation. Your secret
is of course safe with me, but I would earnestly dis-
suade you from taking part in the plots you speak of.
It is to my mind nothing less than rebellion, and rebellion
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is as the sin of witchcraft,—an unlawful tampering with
the powers of evil, to attain some visionary good. Even
if I felt sure that the attempt would prosper, I should
dissuade you fromit. But, believe me, it will not prosper.
You do not rightly apprehend the character of Elizabeth
of England : she is wise, far-seeing, and resolute beyond
any sovereign of her day. They who attempt to out-
wit her, will find that her sagacity is far keener than
their own. They who assail her by force, will find that
they have ventured within the spring of a lioness.”

“You will do nothing then to aid me in this matter?”
said Hugh. “I do not mean in the attempt which
faithful Catholics are about to make, to rescue Mary
from her captivity, and place her on her lawful throne
—on that point, after what you have said, I speak no
more. But you will do nothing to prevent the union
between Grace and her heretic lover?”

“I have only to say once more,” said the Prior, * that
I do not account Walter as a heretic. I see no need,
as things now stand, for doing so; and I will not deal
with him on the assumption that he will become one.
If the decree you speak of should indeed be promulged,
it will be a sore trial to all faithful hearts; but Heaven
will lend us strength to meet it. And now farewell,
for this conversation has wearied me. I pray you let
it not be resumed.”

“I obey, holy Father. It grieves me if I have
offended you. I shall yet hope that, after a further
consideration of this matter, you will be minded to
think differently of it. Meanwhile, I will to the North
again, and bear my part, I trust, like a man. Should
. we triumph, I shall be able to help and protect my
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cousin: should we fail, I at least shall trouble her no
more.”

He quitted the room as he spoke, and Father Eus-
tace, leaning his head on his hand, sank into a gloomy
reverie. He was grieved for Hugh, for whom he enter-
tained a warm affection, and who, he could not doubt,
had embarked on a course which must needs end in
his ruin. But what he had been told respecting Walter
Powell pained him still more deeply. He had refused
to attach credit to Hugh's words, but in his heart he
could not conceal from himself that there was probably
but too much truth in them. Still, he saw no way of
escape from the difficulty in which Grace’s unhappy
betrothal, and still more unhappy attachment to Walter,
had involved her. She would, no doubt, ask counsel
of him in this difficulty ; and what was he to tell her?
There was no help for it. He could but teach her
to do her duty as a faithful daughter of the Church,
and pray for help aad guidance when the hour of
trial came.

Meanwhile Hugh, quitting the Prior’s apartment with -
a hasty step, was proceeding straight to the stables, in-
tending to rouse his followers, and set forth immedi-
ately for Westmoreland, when he encountered the old
Seneschal, who had guessed the purpose of his visit to
Father Eustace, and been hanging about the passages
with the intention of exchanging a few words with him
before he quitted the Castle.

“T crave your pardon, Sir Hugh,” he said, “if I appear
to intermeddle in your affairs. But I loved your father,
and I have ever loved you.”
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“I know it right well, Lawrence,” said Hugh; “and
I know also what you would ask me. But I fear I can
tell you nothing, but what it would give you pain and
grief to hear.”

“Aye, I feared so,” rejoined Lawrence. ¢ It was the
work of this heretic woman, who has usurped the lawful
throne of Mary Stuart. They may tell you otherwise,
but I know such is the fact.” ‘

“It may be,” said Hugh. “In truth, I do not doubt
that it was so. But I fear it cannot now be amended.
‘The Father will hear nought on the subject.”

‘ Aye, but the time may come, when he will hear it—
or rather, the time may come, when he will hear neither
that, nor aught else.”

“Ha! you think —” exclaimed Hugh, and then
paused.

“J1 think that the Father’s days on earth are num-
bered,” said Oldfield ; “that before many months are
past—it may be many weeks—he will follow his brother.
Then in whose guardianship will the Lady Grace be
left?”

“I know not,” said Hugh, startled at the question.
¢ Has it not been provided for?” '

“YI do not think that it has” said the Seneschal;
“but I have had it in mind, nor shall I forget it.
Return to the North, Sir Hugh; and be assured that
nought shall be done that can favour the heretic Powell,
if it be in my power to prevent it. I will send you
word from time to time of what is passing. I leamn
from John Harlow, who is for ever coming up here
with his reports from Ireland, and his letters for Mis-
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tress Grace, all that concerns Walter Powell. Whenever
anything reaches me, of which it can profit you to be
told, you shall not be kept in ignorance of it a day.”
Somewhat fortified by the reflection that he had a
friend at court, ready to serve his cause to the utmost
of his ability, Hugh took his departure; and again the
old cloud of dulness settled down on Wyndford Castle.
The autumn and winter of 1568 passed on ; the spring of
1569 succeeded. Father Eustace and Grace, in their re-
tirement, heard the strange rumours with which England
was now distracted. The unfortunate Queen of Scots,
who had been compelled in the previous year, after the
fatal battle of Langside, to take refuge in England, was
beginning to attract the attention of the people as a pos-
sible claimant, not only of the Scottish, but also of the
English throne. The first evidence of this was her re-
moval from Bolton,—a neighbourhood containing too
many Roman Catholic families of distinction to make
it, in the opinion of Elizabeth’s ministers, safe to permit
her residence there. She was removed to Tutbury, in
Staffordshire, and placed under the custody of the Earl
of Shrewsbury. Then the report was circulated of a
proposal having been made to her that she should re-
nounce her right to the throne of Scotland—a measure
which would, as a matter of course, have involved the
abandonment of her claim to that of England also. She
had refused her consent, it was said ; demanding either
to be restored to her throne, or permitted to leave Eng-
land for France. But both these alternatives had been
refused ; and all men were beginning to believe—what
only a few far-sighted persons had hitherto conjectured

]
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—that Elizabeth regarded her as so dangerous a rival,
that she meant to retain her permanently in captivity.

The rumours now multiplied, and grew more alarming.
The leaders of the Romish party were reported to have
been roused to the utmost pitch of indignation by this
high-handed proceeding. Foreign courts; too, saw in
it a serious obstacle to the success of their designs. It
was generally believed that Mary’s liberation would be
forcibly effected. An outbreak was daily expected in
the North. The Romish party were everywhere secretly
arming. Spanish troops had been sent to the Nether-
lands, to take their part in the enterprise. Not long
afterwards came the tidings that the Earls of Northum-
berland and Westmoreland had been summoned before
Lord Sussex to explain their conduct, which appeared
suspicious. The Earl, it appeared, could discover no
- evidence of treason, and they were permitted to depart ;
but no one believed that they had been really innocent
of the offence charged against them; and the levying
_ recruits, the collection of military stores and arms,
and the private meetings of the leaders of the party,
went on,—the purpose for which all was designed being
so thinly disguised, that no man could be deceived
about the matter.

The good Prior heard all with a saddened heart.
Whatever might be the issue of the struggle now im-
pending, it could not be one favourable to the hopes
of peace and unity, which he still continued to cherish,
though in defiance, as it were, of all rational expectation.
It did not restore his cheerfulness when, one day late
in the autumn, Sir Walter Powell arrived unexpectedly
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at the Castle, having landed at Bristol a few days pre-
viously, on his way to join Sussex’s army.

He remained only one day at Wyndford; but that
one was enough to add greatly to Father Eustace’s
trouble. The young lover was full. of zeal for Eliza-
beth’s cause, and of indignation against the rebellious
nobles, who had so thanklessly requited her wise and
gracious rule. It was most friendly of Sydney, he said,
—whose good opinion he had been fortunate enough
to win in the campaign against the Irish rebel, O’Neale,
—it was most friendly of Sydney to allow him to leave
Ireland, where there was now nothing of importance
stirring, and devote his sword to the overthrow of the
traitor Earls. Not that his sword could be needed;
Sussex was strong enough to crush the rebellion twice
over, It could not be otherwise. The people of Eng-
land had learned how great were the blessings they en-
joyed under Elizabeth's rule, and would stand by her
against all enemies, at home or abroad. But it would
be the greatest of privileges to strike a few stout blows
in behalf of Elizabeth and freedom.

The Prior smiled at the enthusiasm, with which he
could not find fault; but it disturbed him nevertheless.
Walter spoke with all the unguardedness of youth and
generous feeling, and the manner in which he occa-
sionally expressed himself, shewed a careful observer
that many, at least, of Hugh's statements respecting
him were unquestionably true. He forebore to press
him on any dangerous topics which arose in the con-
versation ; turned it aside when such topics appeared
to be imminent; and allowed it to drop altogether
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when it could not be diverted. He noted with satis-
faction that Grace did not seem to be in the least
aware of his uneasiness. To her Walter's visit was
one of unmixed delight. It now wanted little more
than six months to their wedding-day: and in the
two years and a-half which had elapsed since their
betrothal, she had come to regard him already as her
husband. Father Eustace watched them, as they walked
together on the smooth Stretch of turf along the margin
of the brook, beneath the spreading planes,—she lean-
ing on his arm, and hanging on every word he spoke,
as though it conveyed some rare and precious secret;
and he, in his turn, glancing down upon her with
a smile of assured protection and idolizing love ; and
the load ever gathered heavier at the Prior's heart as
he gazed.

“Must they be parted?” he murmured to himself;
“so fond, so true, so noble-hearted! I could almost
wish their marriage-day had already passed, so that
it could not be her duty to separate herself from him!
She suspects nothing as yet—does not doubt that he
is as faithful a child of the Church as herself. Yet
she must learn it, and that ere long, I fear! Well,
I will not anticipate evil. As I have said so many times
to myself during these last two years: °‘sufficient unto
the day is the evil thereof.’”

The next morning Walter Powell, with a glad fare-
well—for he anticipated a speedy and joyous return—
took his leave, and journeyed to the North, to join
the levies of Sussex, now amounting to six or seven
thousand men.
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CHAPTER VIL

IT was a clear November day when Walter Powell,
riding at the head of his troop in the vanguard of
Sussex’s army, crossed the river Wear by an ancient
bridge long since destroyed, and entered the city of
Durham ; where he was to be quartered for some weeks,
it was expected, at the least. Walter noticed with ad-
miration the noble Cathedral, occupying the most im-
posing site of any of our English Minsters. A more pic-
turesque combination of the works of nature and art
than that which the lofty heights exhibited, crowned
partly with woods, and' partly with the massive masonry
of the Norman architect, can hardly be conceived. The
Castle too, in which the troops were to be lodged,
and the Episcopal Palace, from which Bishop Pilkington
had, fortunately for himself, been absent for some time
past, were stately and noble structures. But they now
presented a most forlorm and unsightly aspect. The
Palace had evidently been recently spoiled and seri-
ously injured ; the doors and windows had been shat-
tered; and the furniture, hacked to pieces or par-
tially burnt, cumbered the courtyard. The Cathedral
too, though the walls and roof had undergone no
injury, exhibited a most desolate appearance. The
great west doors stood wide open, and shewed the
floor littered with fragments of books, ecclesiastical
vestments, and the like; while at the east end the altar
had been torn down, and apparently shattered into
fragments. '

L
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“The sacrilegious villains,” exclaimed one of the
officers of Walter's troop, as he noticed these tokens
of violence; “and these are the men who are for ever
taunting us with irreverence for holy things !”

“We will give them a lesson,” was the answer, “and
one that will not speedily be forgotten. We have
a long array of prisoners, and among them the traitor
priest, Plumtree. I know it is the Earl’s purpose to
have some threescore of them at the least, and Plum-
tree at the head of them, hanged without further cere-
mony. Our first duty, when we are established in our
quarters, will be to set up the gibbets.”

%I will help with all my heart,” was the rejoinder.

Stirring events had taken place since Walter's de-
parture from Wyndford. The prompt measures taken
by Elizabeth had forced the Earls of Northumberland
and Westmoreland to unmask their true designs be-
fore they were ripe for execution. It became impos-
sible to wait for the help from the Low Countries pro-
mised by Alva; some of their partisans in the southern
counties had not fully made up their minds to join
them; others had only half completed their prepara-
tions; others could not receive the summons in time.
These drawbacks, however, the leaders considered to
be of less consequence, because they were possessed
with the idea, that the restoration of the Mass in
England would be so popular a measure, as instantly
to draw vast multitudes to their standard. They de-
signed first to detach a sufficient force to Tutbury, to
effect the release of Queen Mary from her captivity,
and place her at the head of their musters; while with
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"the rest they marched on Durham. But they found
themselves baffled at all points. The sagacious Eliza-
beth, on the first rumour of the intended rising, had
removed Mary to Coventry out of their reach; and
the Commons, greatly as many of them desired the
re-establishment of the Mass, entertained in general
too sincere an attachment to their Queen, or too whole-
some a dread of her resolute character, to provoke
a struggle with her. Not more than four thousand
foot-soldiers and fifteen hundred cavalry mustered on
Clifford Moor on the 22nd of November; and this was
a force with which it would be idle to attempt any
encounter with the royal troops. They conducted
themselves, however, with as high-handed a violence,
as they could have employed had the whole country
been at their mercy. On their first entry into Durham,
they tore to pieces and trampled under foot the Bibles
and Prayer-books which had been placed in the Ca-
thedral, and they broke in fragments the Communion-
tables, which had been introduced there. They then
celebrated the Mass after the Romish fashion, and re-
stored the Sacrament to its place over the Altar. From
Durham they moved northwards, carrying standards
on which were emblazoned the crucifix and chalice,
the five wounds of Christ, and the like. They con-
ducted 'themselves in all the villages, much as they had
done at Durham, everywhere destroying the Bibles and
Service-books, and celebrating Mass on altars which
they erected for the purpose. Finding however that
few, if any, were disposed to join them, and hearing
that Sussex at the head of seven thousand men, and
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another army, under Lord Warwick and the Lord
Admiral Clinton, were advancing against them, they
retreated in haste to Hexham, and shortly afterwards
to Naworth. Here they dispersed without striking a
blow. The two Earls fled into Scotland, where North-
umberland was seized by the Earl of Murray, and
confined in Mary’s old place of imprisonment at Loch
Leven ; while Westmoreland escaped in disguise to the
Netherlands. In less than six weeks from its outbreak,
this formidable rebellion was completely quelled. It
was judged, however, wiser to retain a considerable force
in the North, the border-country being in a very dis-
turbed state, and numerous bands of rebels being still
at large there. Sir Walter Powell therefore, with the
companies to which he was attached, took up his abode,
as the reader has been told, in Durham, as the head-
quarters of the army. There he remained for many
weeks, chafing not a little at the inaction to which he
was reduced. No doubt a complete success had been
gained over the rebels ; but with the exception of a few
score, who had been hanged at York, or by his own
orders at Durham, they had totally escaped punishment,
What was worse, most of their leaders were still at large,
doubtless to plot fresh treason against their sovereign.
The condition of his old companion and playmate
Hugh de Spencer, was also a matter of sore trouble to
him. He had always known that Hugh'’s opinions, which
differed widely from his own, exercised a strong influ-
ence on his actions: nor was he surprised at learning
that Hugh had been induced to join his patron West-
moreland in the late treasonable outbreak, He grieved
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greatly for him, and was anxious to exert what influence
he possessed with his father's friend, Lord Hunsdon, in
his favour. But Hugh, it was generally believed, was
hiding somewhere in Scotland, probably in one of the
midland counties. It would be extremely difficult to
communicate with him ; and even supposing this diffi-
culty to be overcome, nothing could be done, unless
Hugh were willing to make submission ahd return to
his allegiance. Knowing what he did of his old play-
fellow’s character, this was more than Walter could
venture to hope.

But the letters which continually arrived from Sir John
Harlow were a source of still greater anxiety. “My
beloved son in Christ,” wrote the parson in one of these
epistles, received towards the close of January, “it
grieveth me sore to transmit unto you tidings, which
must needs afflict you, yet it becometh not me, as your
faithful friend and pastor, to hide aught of the truth from
you, The good Prior, for out of custom I still give
him that title, though (the Lord be praised for the same)
there be no monks now, over whom he hath any rule—
but the good Prior Eustace groweth daily weaker, de-
clining, to my thought, more rapidly than did his brother
Sir Guy some twelve months ago. I would fain converse
with him respecting the health of his soul, not feeling
altogether sure of its condition in the sight of the All-
wise ; but though I make frequent visits to the Castle,
I prefer my requests in vain. I am further informed
that Nicholas Oldaker cometh oftentimes from Salisbury,
and is ever admitted to the sick chamber. Whether this
be due to the ill-will of Lawrence Oldfield—who hath
-ever been the bitter enemy, not of poor John Harlow
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so much, as of the doctrine which he preacheth—let
others judge more certainly, but to me, at least, it seemeth
to have much likelihood. As Mistress Grace is for ever
with her uncle, I fail to obtain an audience of her also.
She ever requesteth me to send up for her perusal the
letters which I have received from you, but that she
cannot be spared from her uncle’s bedside to confer
personally with me.

My son, I fear all this bodeth thee no good. For
Oldaker—he is an honest man in most things, but
leaneth too much on that rotten staff of Rome, which
has been to so many the occasion of falling. And for
Oldfield—it were hard to find his match for bigotry and
unscrupulous devotion to the same bad cause. Greatly
do I fear, lest these two should persuade the Prior
Eustace, in the weakness of his last moments, to execute
a deed constituting them the guardians of the Lady
Grace ; and the more does this fear possess me, because
I doubt she has a blind trust in them, which would make
her the ready tool of their designs, It wanteth some
weeks still to the day when she will become her own
mistress, and until then she would be at their disposal.
Were they to convey her straightway after her uncle’s
death, to Spain or the Netherlands, it is like she would
not be permitted to return thence, unless as the wife of
a Papist. If thou couldest obtain permission to return
hither for a brief space, all might be amended. But
for me, I am well-nigh powerless to counteract their
plotting.”

Walter perused this epistle with feelings of the greatest
perplexity and chagrin. Though not inclined to endorse
all Parson Harlow’s surmises, he could not but acknow-
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ledge that there was much that lent them likelihood.
He believed Father Oldaker to be both honest and
friendly ; but Grace’s unbounded devotion to her uncle,
and Lawrence Oldfield’s bitter dislike to himself, had
been in no degree overstated. Father Eustace again,
he was well persuaded, would do him no injury; but, as
Harlow had urged, men at their dying hour, were some-
times induced to lend a willing ear to what they had
before resisted. If Grace should be placed at Oldfield’s
disposal, he would be certain to employ his power, with-
out scruple, in the manner most unfavourable to Walter's
union with her. After an hour passed in anxious thought,
he resolved to take Harlow’s advice, and solicit permis-
sion to return for a brief interval to Wyndford.

He was just rising from his chair for the purpose of
making his request to Lord Sussex, when his attention
was called to a sudden disturbance in the street, and
saw a man mounted on a foaming horse, splashed like
himself with mud from head to foot, who had just arrived
from the North, with the startling intelligence of the
murder of the Regent Murray in the streets of Lin-
lithgow. Whether, as many have affirmed, this crime
was connected with the recent outbreak in England, or
not, at all events it aided the rebels in the execution
of their designs. A similar, and more dangerous rising
followed immediately in Scotland: the English refugees
joined the standard of the malcontents: and the Scot-
tish executive having been found unequal to the suppres-
sion of the insurrection, it became necessary for the
English troops now quartered in the North, to march
into Scotland and take order with the rebels.
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Under these circumstances, Sir Walter Powell could
not, with propriety, prefer his petition to the Earl. In-
stant and energetic preparations had to be made for the
campaign now imminent—orders having been sent for
the troops to march as soon as they could be got ready.
The danger to Elizabeth’s throne was, in truth, still very
serious, notwithstanding the defeat of Northumberland
and Westmoreland. Mary had numerous and powerful
partisans in Scotland, who had hitherto been kept down
by the able rule of Murray, but now were emboldened
to a display of open violence. In England also, there
were many families of rank and influence, who, if they
were not devoted adberents of Mary, at least desired the
restoration of the Romish faith. A very large proportion
of the commonalty secretly sided with them. Philip’s
Lieutenant in Flanders, the Duke of Alva, had an army
ready to cross the channel, whenever a favourable oppor-
tunity for doing so should offer itself. . France, whatever
professions she might make to the contrary, was bitterly
hostile to the English Queen. The Pope, as was well
known, was only waiting for the right moment to give
the signal for a crusade of all the Roman Catholic
powers against her. These were dangerous elements,
which rendered it a matter of imperative necessity to
trample out as speedily as possible the flames already
kindled. .

The young man was glad to have his time fully em-
ployed : and for the next few weeks he had little leisure
to bestow on the letters which still continued to arrive
from Wyndford. Before his departure for the North, he
received two pieces of information—both of them of
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importance. The first was that Father Oldaker had
resigned his cure in Salisbury, having had (so John
Harlow conjectured) some differences with his Diocesan.
He had gone to London—some said to solicit a benefice
from Archbishop Parker, whose views were more in ac-
cordance with his own; and others, to make prepara-
tions for leaving England altogether. But he had him-
self, previously to his departure, written kindly to Walter
Powell, and all apprehensions of his possible enmity to
him had been dismissed.

The other piece of news was that Sir Hugh de
Spencer had at last shewn himself at the head of a band
of rebels in Haddingtonshire, who had proclaimed Mary
Stuart Queen of both the British kingdoms, and invited
all loyal subjects to join her standard. It was now of
course impossible to attempt any intercession in his
behalf. The best that could be hoped was that Hugh
would be made prisoner, or escape into some foreign
land. At all events, Walter trusted that he and Hugh
might never meet in the field as enemies.

The fear of siuch a contingency somewhat damped
the satisfaction with which he set out from Durham
one morning early in May, and took, with his soldiers,
the road to the Scottish frontier. He had the com-
mand of the vanguard, and was directed to proceed
with the utmost caution, especially when he approached
the border-land of Roxburghshire. The whole of
Teviotdale, as this district was called, was at the time.
in a state as wild and lawless, as though it had been
in the occupation of a savage people. The soil, so-
rich and fertile by nature, watered by abundant streams,
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and at this day highly cultivated, was then overgrown

with wood, or left bare and desolate. To have raised
crops or planted orchards, would have been simply
to labour for the benefit of the neighbours on the
other side of the border; who, when the harvest season
arrived, would inevitably have made an inroad on the
cultivated lands, reaping and carrying off the harvests.
Horned cattle constituted the sole wealth of the in-
habitants, for which the rich pasture-lands afforded
a plentiful provision; and the herds were guarded day
and night with the utmost care—the whole population
holding themselves in readiness at all times to resist
a foray, or make reprisals when assailed.

In the reign of Elizabeth this part of the country
was in a more unhappy condition than it had been
in any previous reign. The suppression of the monas-
teries—the lands belonging to which had heretofore,
as a general rule, been exempted from pillage—had re-
moved the sole protection against high-handed violence
which the locality had enjoyed. The effect of this
state of things was, that the residents were now, one
and all, to speak the plain truth, a band of robbers,
ready at all times for violence, and paying very little
regard to the persons, who might be unwise enough
to venture within their reach.

Warned, as he had been, of the danger likely to be
encountered in a country like this, Walter Powell pro-
ceeded with the utmost caution. He directed his men
to keep closely together, and made, from time to time,
a personal examination, to make sure that the hack-
buteers had their matches burning, and would permit
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neither the tale nor the song with which soldiers on
a march were often suffered to beguile the tedium of
the way; but which, in the present instance, might
distract their attention from the perils by which they
were environed.

It was well he had been-so vigilant. As the troops
were passing along the edge of a marsh bordered by
rocks, a shout was suddenly raised, and a band of moss-
troopers, in number about equal to his own, issued
forth from what seemed to be a deep cavern in the
hill side, and assailed them on their flank. They had
to cross the bog in order to do this, but it was evident
that they were acquainted with paths through it, by
which it might safely be passed, though any stranger
would have found himself in a moment plunged up
to the saddlegirths in the soft earth of the swamp.
They came galloping at headlong speed, wild, fierce-
looking figures, equipped with steel caps and coats
of mail, consisting of small oblong pieces of iron over-
lapping each other. But for Walter's precautions, his
party would have been thrown into instant and irre.
mediable disorder. As it was, however, the attack
proved unsuccessful. Drawn up in a compact line,
his spearmen received and broke the charge, while
the hackbuteers poured from their muskets a discharge
which emptied many a saddle, and caused the entire
body to retreat to their fastnesses with all the speed
in their power. Powell shouted to his men to forbear
from pursuit, but he could not restrain their impetuosity :
and the whole plain, as far as the edge of the morass,
was presently filled with a crowd of horsemen, engaged
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in a series of single combats, Finding that the ranks
were hopelessly broken, Walter himself followed to
support his men with the few that had obeyed his
orders. In the melée which ensued, he found himself
singled out by a horseman, the leader, as it seemed,
of the attacking party, who assailed him with a vigour
and determination, which required all his prowess to
resist. Several times the duel between him and his
antagonist was broken off by the intervention of other
combatants on both sides. But the unknown always
renewed it, with a fierceness which shewed that, for
some reason of his own, he was resolved to bring the
encounter between Powell and himself to a mortal
issue. Deadly thrusts were exchanged, heavy blows
struck and parried ; by one of these Powell's horse
was so severely wounded, as to be unable any longer
_ to support its rider'’s weight. It reeled and staggered,
and Walter in a few moments would have been at
the mercy of his enemy, if one of his men had not
at this moment discharged a heavy blow, which alighted
on the stranger's neck. The blood burst forth in
a stream, and the wounded man fell helplessly to the
ground, Walter leaped from his saddle to demand
his surrender; but perceiving that his adversary was
too severely wounded to continue the combat, he de-
sired his followers to raise the fallen man’s vizor, and
render him what help might be possible. They obeyed,
and to Walter's astonishment the features of Hugh de
Spencer were disclosed.

“ Hugh,” he exclaimed, “what, you here in this wild
sountry! I had been informed you were a hundred
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miles away in Kirkaldy’s army. Surely you know
I would not have raised my hand against you, and
I deemed you would have done the same by me. But
it may be that you knew me no more than I did you.”

“I knew you, Walter Powell ; it would profit nothing
to deny it—more, I-accepted this service, intending that
this very encounter should take place.”

“And wherefore?” inquired Walter, in a tone of
mingled surprise and regret. “Are we not old play-
mates? Were we not almost as brothers? Can these
sad and miserable divisions have so changed your feel-
ings, that you should voluntarily seek my life ?”

“Divisions, Powell—religious divisions you mean?
Nay, they have but little to do with this matter. I could
have forgiven you for your heresy, if heretic indeed you
be, as some men say you are—I could have forgiven
that. In truth, this moment assures me, that though
I may have alleged this as a cause of quarrel, I have
cared in truth but little for it. I am dying now, and
it would avail me little to deny.the truth.”

“ And why then,”—began Powell.

“Why did I hate you?—why did I seek your life P—
that is what you would ask? Walter, can you really
doubt why it was? You were the favoured lover of
the woman on whom my heart, since my earliest child-
hood, has been set. I was assured that while you
lived there was little hope of my gaining her myself,
though I might succeed in separating her from you ; and
" if you were removed, she would certainly be mine. But
you must needs have known this for many a day past.”
~ “You are mistaken, Hugh, I did not know it,” said
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Powell; “and I grieve to hear it now. If I have been
your rival, I knew not that I was so.”

“Then I have done you wrong,” said Hugh; “and
Lawrence Oldfield, who assured me that you hated and
dreaded me as a rival, has deceived me.”

“He has; but think not of that. Shall we not try
to staunch your wound? One of my men has some
skill in surgery.” '

“Tt would but torture me to no purpose,” returned
Hugh. “I have but a few minytes to live ; but I would
fain atone to you for my injustice. ' You must forgive
me, Walter; I have done my utmost, for a long time
past, to prevent your marriage with Grace Wyndford.
Oldfield continually instigated me to it, assuring me that
nothing but wretchedness to her, as well as to myself,
could follow from your union. I half-believed it, and
half-persuaded myself to think so; and we should have
succeeded, and that speedily. There had been no hope
of our doing so while the Prior lived, but now—"

“Wthile the Prior lived,” repeated Sir Walter. “He
is still living, is he not?”

“He has been dead nearly a week,” answered Hugh.
“I received the tidings from Oldfield the day before
yesterday. Had you continued at Durham, I doubt
not you too would have learned the fact ere this.”

- “And Grace?” exclaimed Powell.

‘ Grace will be left in a great measure to Oldfield’s
influence. Of late she has come to rely much on him,
mainly on account of his devotien to the Prior, and—to
do him justice—to herself also. I know what his designs
are, though not exactly the means he will take to carry
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them out. But, be sure, all that lies in his power at
this critical moment he will essay. And there is no
one to withstand him. By craft he compelled Father
Oldaker to leave the neighbourhood, because he would
not abet his purpose. But I can add no more. My
breath is fast failing me. I would there were a Priest,
to whom I could make my confession ; but that may
not be.”

“1 will go seek for one,” said Walter; ¢though I
have but little hope that, in this wild country, my
search can be successful.”

He turned to depart, but even as he did so, a cry
from his followers warned him that his errand would
be vain. Hugh had sunk back exhausted by the ex-
ertions he had made. Suddenly they beheld his face
overspread with a ghastly pallor ; and, before they could
again raise him, his spirit had passed away.

The Earl of Sussex, with the main body, was now
approaching. Leaving one of his subordinates in com-
mand of the men, Walter galloped back to meet him,
and, soliciting an interview, related the information
which had just been communicated to him. Unwilling
as he was at such a moment to leave the ammy, he said,
be must nevertheless ask permission to ride southward
with all the speed he could employ, and defeat the
plots which, as he knew only too well, had been hatched
for the destruction of his happiness. Lord Sussex, with
whom he was a favourite, heard him with indulgent
kindness. “Go,” he said, “ Walter, by all means; and
do not return till you have stopped all the fox-earths
of these traitors. Her Majesty herself would be the
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first to bid you God speed. But never fear, lad. It is
the end of May now—before Midsummer-day we shall
have you back again a married man, it may be; if you
can make up your mind, that is, to leave your bride
so soon.” )
—_——
CHAPTER VIIL

It was a bright day, early in June. The sunlight
poured down into the narrow streets of the picturesque
old London of the day, bringing out the quaint carvings
and colourings of the projecting gables, and sparkling
in the glass of the leaded windows ; which, even at mid-
day, scarcely dissipated the gloom of the lower stories
of the houses. Walter Powell, as he mounted Ludgate-
hill in search of the residence of Father Oldaker, (who
had recently removed from Salisbury to take a cure in
one of the city churches,) paused for a moment to con-
template the scene which presented itself, and which
was, in some respects, new to him. It was in truth
ten years since he had visited London, his long absence
in Ireland and the North having allowed him no leisure,
even for a journey to the capital. The first thing that
struck him was the woful change in the appearance of
St. Paul's Cathedral. When he had last beheld it, its
lofty and splendid spire had soared into the sky to the
height of more than five hundred feet, the most striking*
spectacle that had ever met his eyes. Now, what a con-
trast! The entire spire, nearly three hundred feet in
height, had totally disappeared. The tower indeed re-
mained, surmounted by a low wooden roof. But even
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the tower had been sorely injured by fire ; and the whole
proportion and beauty of the building was so marred,
as to present—to any one, at all events, who remem-
bered the glories of the former house—an absolutely un-
sightly spectacle. Bishop Pilkington, after the fashion
of the theologians of his day and school, had attributed
the destruction by lightning of this glorious work of
art to the wrath of God, who had been offended at
the superstitious mummeries, and profanations of holy
things, which had so long been perpetrated within the
Cathedral walls: while the Romanists, not to be be-
hindhand, as peremptorily affirmed that the disaster
was the just judgment of God on the English people
for their rejection of lawful authority and Catholic doc-
trine. Walter Powell—though, if compelled to side
with either party, he would have chosen the former—
was not disposed to take ‘either view of the matter,
contenting himself with deploring the loss of so noble
a monument of sacred art, and hoping that the good
citizens of London might be minded ere long to do
somewhat for its restoration.

But in truth the matter soon passed away from his
mind, which was occupied with other subjects of the
deepest interest to him. He had returned with all
possible speed from the North, and had reached Wynd-
ford the last day in May. Proceeding straight to the
Castle, he had demanded an interview with Grace,
which the Seneschal at first seemed inclined to refuse
him. ‘Mistress Grace,” he told him, “ had been sorely
distressed by her uncle’s death, and further, so ex-
hausted by long watching and anxiety, that she was

M m
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in no fit condition to receive any one; especially a
visitor whose presence must needs cause her so much
agitation as Sir Walter.”

“You forget,” said Powell, “that Mistress Grace is
my betrothed wife; and that the time is now arrived
when I may claim her as such. You know,” he added,
in a more peremptory tone, observing the dogged look
on Oldfield’s features, “you know, I say, that Mistress
Wyndford’s twenty-first birthday has now passed.”

“I am aware of that,” answered the Seneschal shortly.

“Then she is mistress of her own actions,” said
Walter, “and no one can prevent my seeing her.”

“No one but herself,” corrected Oldfield. “But she
is, I repeat, in no fit state to receive visitors; and is
indeed about to remove hence, in order that change
of scene and climate may restore her.”

The young Knight said no more. The intimation just
made to him corresponded so closely with both Hugh'’s
and Harlow’s warnings, that he resolved to take instant
measures to defeat the schemes, which he was now
well assured were in contemplation. Leaving the apart-
ment, he went straight to the offices, and summoning
Grace's favourite waiting-maid, he directed her to go at
once to her mistress’s chamber, and solicit for him an
interview. The damsel, who sympathised with the lovers,
and had no particular affection for the sour old Senes-
chal, complied without demur; and before Oldfield was
fully aware of Walter's movements, the latter had been
introduced into the young lady’s apartment.

A long and trying interview followed. Grace, though
not so utterly broken down as Oldfield had represented,
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was nevertheless in a state of much agitation and dis-
tress. Some conversations she had had with her uncle
during the last few weeks of his life, had greatly troubled
her. Finding his end near at hand, he had felt it his
duty to speak to her more solemnly than heretofore, on
the paramount duty of faithful obedience to the Church,
—the “Pillar and Ground of the Truth,” as the Apostle
had called it,—to which all other considerations must
needs give way. ¢ Beware,” he had said, “lest any one
tempt you to close your ears to the voice of the Church.
Remember what the Lord Himself said—alas, you may
have need to remember it—‘If a man will not hear
the Church, let him be to thee as a heathen man and
a publican.’”

“Surely, my father,” she had said in reply, on one of
these occasions, “I am scarce likely to be so tempted.
They whom I love best”—her cheek crimsoned as she
spoke—‘“are faithful children of the Church, even as
Iam.”

“God grant they may continue so,” returned the Prior
feebly, for the excitement of the conversation had been
too much for him. Grace saw the change in his face,
and was obliged forthwith to summon assistance. The
topic thus interrupted was never resumed ; indeed, the
Prior lived but two days afterwards. But the words
seemed still to linger on Grace’s ear. There was some
meaning in them which she could not fathom. She
was still brooding over them, when her lover's arrival
was announced.

As soon as their first greetings had been exchanged,
Walter urged that their marriage should at once be
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celebrated. He intended no disrespect, he said, to
the good Prior's memory, whom he had loved and
honoured with all his heart, though in some things
he had been constrained to differ from him. An ex-
pression of surprise and pain came over Grace’s face
as she heard these words.

“Differ from Father Eustace!” she repeated. “In
what, I pray you?”

¢ Nay, in nothing that can affect you or me,” answered
Walter hastily.  * Trust me, I would not offer him even
the shadow of disrespect. But remember how we are
situated. You are left without a friend or protector in
the world; for I care not to disguise from you, that
I cannot leave you in the charge of the Seneschal,
Oldfield, who, I know, bears me no good will; and
I am almost equally unwilling to place you under the
care of the Rector of Gerard’s Cross, who, I am aware,
.would not be acceptable to you.”

“No, Walter, neither Oldfield nor Harlow,” said
Grace. “I could not endure either. The last did
not love my uncle, and the first does not love you.”

“And who then is there?” said the young man.
“T am bound in honour to rejoin Sussex at the earliest
possible moment. No, dearest, let the Priest join our
hands. The ceremony may be—nay, I should wish it
to be—strictly a private one. Then I can leave you
here with a quiet mind, until my return from Scotland.”

“I should still be alone,” suggested Grace doubtfully ;
. %for Lawrence Oldfield—"

“I do not mean to leave you to him,” said Walter.
“I have thought over the matter ; and it is my purpose,
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with your consent, to ask Father Oldaker to take the
place in the household which your honoured uncle has
left vacant. He is an old friend, whom you and yours
have always esteemed and loved. Within the last week
or two, as I have learned, he has resigned his cure in
Salisbury, and gone to London—it is thought, to" serve
some small benefice in the city. I doubt not, I could
persuade him to accept the office of Chaplain here.”

After some further entreaty, Grace was induced to
yield. Powell had journeyed without loss of time to
London, and was now on his way to discover the
lodgings of Father Oldaker, which, as he had been
informed, lay somewhere to the eastward of St. Paul’s.

Walter moved onward through the Cathedral-yard,
which, in those days, was greatly more spacious than
it is now. He paused for a moment to contemplate
the celebrated cross, at which the great divines of the
day were wont to preach ; their sermons being listened
to by an eager audience, which shewed how deeply the
people were interested in the controversies of the times.
Then, turning to the left, he was about to resume his
walk, when a crowd of persons came rushing down the
lane leading to the Bishop of London’s palace, dragging
with them two men, respectably attired ; one an English-
man, the other, by his complexion, evidently a foreigner,
and probably a Spaniard.

“Down with’ the traitors!” they shouted. “Drag
them before the Lord Mayor!” “Hang them to the
nearest post!” “Down with the Pope and all his
followers 1”

“What have these men done?” inquired Walter of
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a well-dressed man,—a shop-keeper probably, or, it
might be, a notary. “Have they attempted her most
gracious Majesty’s life, that the crowd proposes to hang
them as traitors ?” .

“In one sense they have done so, worthy Sir,” an-
swered the man. “For some days past it has been
rumoured in the city that that head and fountain of all
evil, the Pope, had issued one of his proclamations (or
bulls, as he calls them), declaring her most sacred Ma-
jesty to be no true Sovereign of England ; releasing her
subjects from their obedience to her, and requiring all
faithful men—so he presumes to style his own followers
—to hold no more intercourse with those who still con-
tinue to acknowledge her.”

“ Aye, indeed,” said Walter. “But we have so often
heard, during the last few years, that the Pope purposes
to take such a step, that most men have ceased to be-
lieve that it will ever really be taken.”

¢ Aye, but it has been taken now,” was the answer.
“T myself read it from end to end, fixed upon the gates
of the Bishop’s palace; and so may you, if the indigna-
tion of the citizens has not already caused it to be torn
down. There is to be no more shilly-shally now. The
Pope plainly tells us, that henceforth a man must sub-
mit himself to the yoke of Rome, or be accounted as an
heretic, by all who do so.”

The words fell with an ominous sound on Walter's
ear. For himself, the Papal sentence troubled him but
little ; but how would it affect Grace? She had been
Father Eustace’s pupil, and had imbibed, he well knew,
his convictions, until they had become her own. And
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there was, unhappily, little doubt what course he would
have pursued in such a crisis, had he still been living.
‘Well, he would not anticipate sorrow. He would return
at once, as soon as he had seen Father Oldaker, to
Wyndford. Grace must be told what had taken place;
but she might still be his.

He hastened on, found the Priest with little diffi-
culty, and told his errand. Oldaker shook his head.
“I will go with you, Walter,” he said; ‘“and should
Grace consent, will willingly celebrate your marriage.
But, I fear me, unless you yourself should change
your views on these subjects, she will never be your

- wife.”

“You will not yourself attempt to dissuade her from
it?” asked Walter.

“I promise you I will not. I will simply inform her
of the publication of the bull. It is a marvel that
neither she nor you had heard any rumour of it. It
has been known with certainty in London for several
weeks that it had been issued. But in the North, and
at Wyndford even, these tidings may be a long time
in reaching men’s ears.”

They journeyed down to Wyndford together, and
were received by the grim Seneschal with unusual cour-
tesy,—a circumstance which, Powell surmised, boded
his cause no good. Early the next day Oldaker was
admitted to an interview with Grace; who, as he was
informed, for the last few days had been more depressed
than ever, nor had she once quitted her apartment.

The colloquy lasted but a short time; and then
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Oldaker rejoined his friend with a saddened expression
of face, which at once told its tale,

“Walter,” he said, while the tears stood in his eyes,
“you must prepare for disappointment. I grieve for
you; but it would be alike cruel and useless to de-
ceive you.”

“But you cannot have learnt her mind in this short
interval,” remonstrated Powell. “You can scarcely
have had time even to tell her what has occurred.”

“There was no need,” said Oldaker. “ The whole
had been made known to her four or five days ago,—
the very day, as I judge, after you quitted Wyundford.
The bull itself has been submitted to her—by whom,
I do not know with certainty, but, I doubt not, by
Oldfield. He, from his connection with some of the
leading men of his party, would have no difficulty in
obtaining a copy of it.”

“Of course it was Oldfield,” exclaimed Walter im-
patiently. ¢ But it signifies nothing who it was. Is
her mind fully made up, think you, to separate herself
from me ?”

“T fear so,” said Oldaker shortly.

“She will not refuse to see me, and permit me to
plead my own cause ?” inquired the young man.

# No, she has even some hope, I think, though scarcely
known to herself,—you best know what ground there
may be for it—that the mournful necessity may be
avoided by your submitting yourself to the Church
of Rome.”

Powell shook his head. “ Not even to gain her,” he
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said. “But I will still attempt what argument and en-
treaty may do. Is she ready to receive me now?”

“Yes,” said Oldaker. *“It is best for you both that
the interview should not be delayed.”

Walter went to the door of Grace’s chamber, and
was admitted.

She was sitting on a low couch, leaning her head on
ber hand. Prepared as he was to find her sad and
depressed, the young man was startled nevertheless
at the change in her since they had last met. Her
features were bloodless and sunken, and it appeared as
though her tears had worn channels on her cheeks,
Her drooping figure and listless attitude seemed to be
that of a person utterly womn out by long-continued
suffering. Walter knew not how to address her. It
seemed like cruelty to increase her misery, as he feared
his words must do. He must speak, however ; and after
a pause of a few minutes he began :—

“ Grace, you know the purpose of my visit.”

“Yes,” she answered, in a low clear voice, but one
which expressed unutterable sadness, “it is to bid me
a final farewell.”

“No, Grace. Three years ago we plighted our troth
to one another. It was a solemn and sacred promise,
and neither of us should break it, umless for a reason
as sacred and as solemn.”

“ There is such a reason,” said Grace.

“ And what is it?”

She looked at him with her mournful eyes, which
were now glazed and tearless, as though her power of
weeping had been exhausted, and then said, ¢ If a man
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will not hear the Church, let him be unto thee as a hea-
then man and a publican.’” Walter, those were nearly
the last words that my beloved uncle spoke to me, and
he spoke them with a significance, I remember, which
I could not understand. Now their meaning has come
home to me but too plainly. I hear his voice, me-
thinks, repeating them even now.”

“ And you mean, or you suppose him to have meant,
that I am one who will not hear the Church, and there-
fore all thought of me must be banished from yourbosom?”

¢ Is it not the truth, Walter?”

“Grace, it is not. I am an unworthy son indeed of the
Holy Catholic Church—in which I profess my belief,
whensoever I recite the Apostles’ Creed—but in faith-
ful obedience to it I yield to none.”

An expression of joyful surprise lighted up her face
for a moment. * What, beloved of my heart, you really
mean it! You will obey the Church as she speaks by
the voice of her divinely-appointed ruler? You will
repudiate these usurping Bishops, these false Priests?
you will submit yourself to the rules and ordinances
of the ancient Faith? you will renounce your allegiance
to this heretic Queen, whom his Holiness has deposed
and excommunicated? Oh, what joy—"

“Stop, Grace, you mistake me. The Queen is my
lawful sovereign, to whom I have sworn allegiance. No
man has power to absolve me from it, even if I desired to
be absolved. The Church of Rome is not the Catholic
Church, but only a single branch of it; nor is it the
one to which I owe, or can render, obedience. The
Pope is not the ruler—"
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“How can that be?” interrupted Grace.. “ There
1s but one Church, as there is one Lord and one Faith.
Christ set up but one kingdom upon earth. How should
a kingdom have more than one supreme ruler ?”

“It Aas but one,” said Powell, “but that Ruler is
no earthly one, being even the Lord Himself. . I am no
priest, no divine, but I can certify as much. It is His
Kingdom, not that of any man. Have you forgotten
the words of holy Paul: “The Head of the Church is
" Christ;’ or of the Lord Himself addressed to the Apos-
tles, ¢ oNE is your Master, and ye all are brethren’”?

“ Do you mean. then,” said Grace in evident surprise,
“‘that God has committed no authority to men in spi-
ritual things, as He has in temporal ?”

“I do not,” returned her lover. ¢ Christ has clearly
appointed men to have rule in His Church, and exercise
authority in matters of faith and discipline. I do not
reject the rule of the Bishops of my own Church, but
only the power of the Bishop of Rome, as supreme
over them.”

“I cannot understand why you should do so,” re-
. turned the maiden. “Is there not the same necessity
for the various branches of the Church—to use your
own phrase—is there not the same necessity for them
to be directed by one central authority, as there is for
individual members of those Churches to be governed
by their several rulers? How can order and concord
be maintained without it? Why should authority and
obedience stop at the point you fix on ?”

“ Because God Himself has ordered that it should
stop there,” answered Walter. “I know what you
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would say,” he added hastily, as he saw she was about
to interrupt him—“I know what the Church of Rome
says of the Supremacy of St. Peter, and the texts of
Holy Scripture which she interprets in support of her
view; and if you will go into these in a candid and un-
prejudiced spirit, I cannot doubt what your decision
would be. But Almighty God has not left a question
like this, to be determined by the sense put upon two
or three doubtful texts. He has divided mankind into
nations, His intention being visibly displayed in the
distinctions of race and language and national cha-
racter, which are all of His making. These prevent
the possibility of mankind becoming, in accordance with
the theory of Rome, one harmonious whole under one
earthly ruler. Such a ruler must belong to one race,
one people only, and could not govern all impartially.”

“ And the Unity of the Church then, which Christ
hath both commanded and promised, you hold to be an
tmpossibility !” cried Grace.

“No, not the Unity of Brotherhood, which is the
Unity enjoined. Brethren may be of one mind in a
house, though no one of them has the mastery over
the others.”

“ But there is not even the Unity of Brotherhood in
this unhappy land,” rejoined the maiden. ¢ Christians
are arrayed in two camps, the one against the other,
and each must choose to which of them he will belong.
Walter, it is vain to pursue this question further. I am
not qualified to enter on the argument you proposed
to me just now. You have spoken of an allegiance
which you owe, from which nothing can release you.
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That is my case also. I have been bred up in dutiful
obedience to the Holy See. More than that, those
whom I have loved and reverenced from my cradle
have lived and died in that Faith. I will not separate
myself from them, though the wreck of my earthly
happiness be the alternative. You do not persuade
me; I fear there is as little hope of my persuading
you,” she added, with a pleading look.

“True, Grace. Though my earthly happiness also will,
I feel, be lost for ever when we part, yet I too cannot
change. The allegiance I have vowed to my sovereign,
no earthly consideration shall induce me to renounce.
The usurpation of Rome is a tyranny my heart and
conscience command me to resist. I s/ urge you
no further. Farewell, and if we never meet again on
earth, may we meet above.”

She threw herself into his arms, and one long pas-
sionate embrace was exchanged. Then Walter turned
to the door, and she sank again exhausted on her
couch.

Oldaker was awaiting him in a private chamber. He
saw in a moment from Powell's face the result of the
interview. “1I feared it would be so,” he said, pressing -
the young man’s hand. “We have fallen upon evil
times. Of all the bitter fruits of religious strife, there
are none so bitter as partings like these. This is in-
deed a fulfilment of the words, ‘I came not to send
peace on earth, but a sword.””

“We must bear it as men,” said Walter shortly. “It
is but for a time. I shall set off without delay for the
North, and scarcely, I think, return to England again—
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at all events, not for years to come. May I leave Grace
in your care? There are but two other persons to
whose charge she could be entrusted, and there are
grave objections to both. She has some: kinsmen,
I believe, but so distant, that I doubt whether she has
ever heard their names.”

“I will willingly do your pleasure,” said Oldaker.
“In truth, I was not unprepared for this. The good
Prior foresaw the possibility, if not the likelihood, of
‘'what has occurred—greatly as the thought grieved him
—and he spoke with me respecting it. Grace, too,
this morning said somewhat on the subject. She wishes
to be conveyed abroad, and enter a convent, of which she
has heard, in the south of France. I will accompany
her thither, if such be your wish. I can do so with
the less difficulty, because it is my own purpose hence-
forth to leave England, and reside abroad.”

“I thank you,” said Powell, “it will be one burden
removed. But may there not be a difficulty? The
Privy Council will not permit her wealth to go to the
endowment of a foreign convent. If money should
" be needed—"

“It will not,” said Oldaker. ¢ Grace will take with
her such jewels as belong personally to her, and these
will more than suffice for her admission to the convent.
The remainder of her inheritance she will voluntarily
surrender to the heir-at-law.”

“It is well,” returned Powell ; “and now I am anxious
to quit these old walls, which I shall behold no more.
Farewell |”

A few words will tell the reader all that he requires
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to know. As soon as her strength permitted, -Grace
Wyndford crossed the sea, under Father Oldaker’s escort,
and was shortly afterwards admitted to the convent of
St. Therese in Languedoc, There she lived a calm and
peaceful life, almost to old age. If the great sorrow
of her youth continued to cling to her through life, it
was not discerned by those about her. Mistaken though
her reasoning may have been, and needless though the
sorrow she inflicted on herself, both had nevertheless
proceeded from an honest sense of duty, and as such
had brought their blessing. Walter’s trial came sooner
to an end. He served in Scotland until the conclusion
of the rebellion ; and then, at his own request, returned
to Ireland, where he remained for several years; until,
in the insurrectionary outbreak of the Earl of Desmond
in 1579, he was slain in a skirmish with the rebels. -
His life, too, did not appear to his friends as that of
an unhappy man. He was grave and quiet, but to
all appearance contented, and even cheerful; and why
should it have been otherwise? He was one of those
who had forsaken what was dearer than houses, or
brethren, or father, or mother, or sisters, or wife, or
children, or lands, for Christ’s sake and the Gospel’s,
and is it not written of such that “they shall receive
an hundred-fold ?” :

In taking leave of this question, it is proper to re-
mark, that the view so often taken by writers, viz. that
the severance between ourselves and Rome was mainly
caused by the unwise and intolerable arrogance of
Pius V.—seems to me to be a mistake. So vast and
so disastrous a movement could not, in truth, have
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been the work of a single ruler, especially of one
-whose tenure of power was but a brief one. Had it
been his policy only that was pursued, it would have
been assuredly reversed by his successors. To under-
stand the matter rightly, we must consider the entire
ecclesiastical history of England, from the eleventh .
century—when Rome first put forth the claim of Papal .
Supremacy, as distinct from its Primacy—to the close
of the sixteenth, when the alternative of absolute ac-
ceptance or rejection of that doctrine was forced upon
an English sovereign. It had been resolutely ignored
by the early Normdn kings, until the time of the abject
John and his feeble son. It was resisted, having then
gained some hold, by the Edwards, and, less vigorously,
by the Henrys. But it slowly made its way, becoming
in every generation more distasteful to the English
people, as the fires of persecution were kindled for its
maintenance, until, under the Tudors, it had grown to
be intolerable. This might have been foreseen from
the first. All other differences between the Churches
might have been adjusted : the question of Papal Supre-
macy, never. It is well known that Pius IV. would
have permitted, would even have sanctioned, the use
of our Book of Common Prayer, containing, though
it does, the denial of every doctrine at issue between
us and Rome, if his sovereign rights had been acknow-
ledged. But once admit those rights, and the very life
of the English Church, as a teacher and guardian of
the truth, would have been compromised, and ulti-
mately destroyed. The Papal claims once asserted,
one of three things must of necessity follow: Rome
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must withdraw her pretensions, England must submit
to them, or disruption must ensue. The astonishing
success of the Papal power during five centuries of
usurpation, forbade the thought of any abandonment
of its high-handed policy; the character of the English
people, which had deepened and strengthened with the
growth of its liberties, rendered submission still more
impossible ; and so the catastrophe became inevitable,
In truth, the blame should not be laid on either
Pius V. or Elizabeth—on the Rome or the England
of the 16th century—so much as on those who put
forward, and who maintained, a false theory of unity.
Our Church has ever held, that she derives her com-
mission directly from the great Founder of the Faith;
that He left no viceroy to assume His place; that
Scripture, primitive Church history, and—what has been
too little insisted upon—the analogy of the temporal
government of the world, repudiate such a theory.
No single argument could be advanced in favour of
the sway of one Spiritual Ruler of the Church, which
might not be urged, with equal force, in favour of one
temporal sovereign of the earth. It appears at first
sight, as though an empire like this would be an in-
calculable blessing to mankind. Would it not prevent
wars—so we might argue—facilitate intercourse, diffuse
knowledge, promote universal brotherhood? Vet Al-
mighty Wisdom has not ordained this; and oftentimes
in the history of the world, His Hand has visibly
interposed to prevent such a consummation—witness
the collapse of the Roman Empire in the fourth and
fifth centuries ; witness the calamitous failures of all great
N n
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conquerors, from Nimrod to Napoleon, when they aimed
at universal sovereignty. It was to prevent the possi-
bility of such a centralization of power, that the miracle
of the confusion of tongues was worked in the infancy
" of the world. We could not yield to the claims of
Rome, without going counter to the providence of God.

This tale is the record ot one instance, among ten
thousand, of the evils which that unhappy theory has
occasioned, of the strife it has provoked, of the loving
spirits it has torn asunder, of the faithful hearts it
has broken. May the day yet come, when Rome
shall voluntarily renounce, or be forced to abjure, pre-
tensions she should never have advanced; when the
sister Churches shall again take loving counsel together
against the common foe; when the saying of the Lord
Jesus shall become the rule of Christendom, ¢ One is
your Master, and ye all are brethren.”
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