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Epitaph For

Sir Richard Plantagenet, K.G.

King Of England And France

Lord Of Ireland, Duke Of Gloucester
Earl Of Cambridge And

Of Richmond

Born at Fotherinhay Castle, 2nd October, 1452

Slain on Redmoor Plain, near Leicester, 22nd August, 1485

Richard | was and nothing am,
Plantagenet, haut Knight and King,
Traitorly slain and buried privy,
Third of my name to England rule
And of my House the last.

By strife and evil chance pursued—
Of love and fellowship bereft—
Crownéd, smitten, dolaurous—

Yet Crownéd and so undismayed
In my fair prime | fell.

O Jesu! Mercy on my soul!
England | was once and Gloucester—



Now, this mean earth is all | own.
Thou, passing by, above my dust
Give me thy prayers and charity.

* Kok

PREFACE

The reign of King Richard lll has been described as 'the darkest, the
most complex and the worst authenticated of our English annals’;
such material as is available, and such modern disquisitions on it as
various historians have made, are easily accessible, and therefore it
is needless for any list of them to be given here; it is sufficient to
state that the author of the following romance has studied them all,
has violated no known fact, nor presented any character or action in
any light that is not probable, as well as possible.

No fictitious figures have been added to the press of those who once
lived, though in some cases mere names have been expanded into
personalities, and the extraordinary evil fortune that pursued and
overtook our last Plantagenet King has been symbolised in a
personage with a human semblance. It is not likely that the truth of
these mysterious and terrible events will ever be known; the historian
and the novelist alike must fill in the gaps with conjecture or
imagination; nor is it difficult, from our knowledge of what was, to
compose a theory of what might have been.

The times, the men and women, when they have been carefully
studied, are clear enough for us to guess their characters from what
can be realised of their deeds and destinies.

With regard to the main figure in this tale, the author has presented it
according to a sincere conviction of its truth, though, of necessity, the
facts and arguments which led to this conviction must be omitted in a



work of fiction.

Dickon, the name used throughout this romance for Richard
Plantagenet, Duke of Gloucester, afterwards King Richard Il of
England, was the one familiarly used in his lifetime and is preserved
in Dickon's Nook and Dickon's Well on Redmoor Plain.

MARJORIE BOWEN
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PART | - 1460-1466

THE THREE SUNS

Roused by a violent knocking, the little boy sat up in bed. The house
was full of indistinguishable sounds. His room was dark and cold. He
huddled into bed again and pulled the coverlet round his shoulders,
still listening. He knew that the knocking had been on the outer gate;
he could hear horses in the courtyard and the clatter of armed men
dismounting.

A quickly-moving red light flickered across his narrow window and
doors seemed to open and shut, heavy footsteps to run up and down
the passages.

Unable to endure the excitement any longer, he sat up again and,
leaning out of his pillows, prodded his brother, who slept in the next
bed, undisturbed by the sudden clamour which had broken upon the
winter night.

'Wake up!" he cried impatiently, 'wake up! | believe our father has
come home, and Edmund!"

The elder child stirred and sighed.

'‘But it is our father!" protested his brother; 'our father who has come
back. If we get up and go on to the stairs he may see us.' He added,
on a note of wistful indignation, 'How can you sleep, George, when
our father has come home?'

'l am not sleeping.' George sat up and shivered in the January air.
'How do you know it is our father? It may be Edward.'



'Edward has gone to Wales,' replied the little boy, in wise, eager
excitement; 'but our father only went to York, and Wales is a much
greater distance away.'

The brothers listened, sitting up in their small beds and fixing
straining eyes on the streak of light that now showed beneath the
door.

'Ifit is our father, he'll come in to see us,' remarked the younger child.

‘There is a great deal of noise,' responded George, '‘and they seem
to have forgotten all about us. Where is Dame Ramme? | want a
light--1 hate the dark. You get up, Dickon, and see what it all is.'

Eagerly the little boy got out of his warm bed, then fumbled across
the cold dark room, and out on to the gallery, which was full of
flickering light. Flushed with sleep and excitement, he stood there,
hesitant, a beautiful child, eight years old, with a small compact face
and bright brown hair curling on to his shoulders. Seeing no one, not
even Dame Ramme, his nurse, who was usually so diligently behind
him, nor Master Large, the tutor, who was not generally far distant, he
pattered round the gallery and looked over the stairhead.

He knew what his father wore, his surcoat and his shield, with the
arms of England containing the quarters of Castile and Leon, which,
ever since he could remember anything, he had seen on the great
North gate of Fotherinhay Castle, where he had been born and
where he had lived in his infancy.

There were men in the great hall below, but none of them bore this
device, nor the White Rose of York. His elder brother came out
shivering on to the gallery.

'Why are you so long? What has happened?' he asked peevishly.



'l do not know," whispered Dickon; 'there is a crowd of people down
there, but they seem to be strangers, and | can't see our father, nor
Edmund, nor Edward.'

The children huddled together--alert, eager, slightly uneasy.

A few months ago their peaceful life at Fotherinhay had been
interrupted by the rebellion. They had been hurried, as prisoners, to
Tonbridge; they had escaped by their mother's devotion and
vigilance, to London, and been put in sanctuary in John Paston's
chambers in the Temple.

Then their father had defeated the rebels and quieted the kingdom,
and brought them here to Baynard's castle on the Thames and the
small boys had felt happy and secure again when their mother had
told them that the poor witless King had made their father Protector
of the Realm, to be in his turn king. But that pleasant security had
endured only a short while for the Queen, who was from France, had
refused to be bound by the Act of her husband's Parliament and the
wish of the people, and had raised the rebellion that the Protector
and his two sons had gone out so shortly before Christmas to quell.
The two little boys had wanted to go, but their father had laughed;
though Edward, Earl of March, who had gone to put down a rising of
the Tudor faction in Wales, had said he would like to take Dickon,
who was serious and well-trained for his age, as a page.

The entire household seemed to be gathered in the great hall--the
seneschal, the chaplain, the men-at-arms, even the women and
scullions from the kitchen. There were several strangers, too--
soldiers, priests, monks. The litle boys' anxious eyes discovered
their mother and nurse. Both were in their night attire beneath cloaks.
The lady sat by the great hearth, on which a few embers of the day's
logs still glowed; the nurse--and Dickon thought this odd--was
kneeling beside her and holding her hand. Standing before the



women was the one man Dickon knew amongst all these other
knights, Sir Thomas Parr. He wore his battle-coat of leather
strengthened with studs of steel. He was bareheaded and his hair
was matted together with blood. There was blood, too, on his right
hand. Dickon saw this with horror--blood on his right hand as he
moved it up and down as if to illustrate what he related as he spoke
in a low, rapid voice. Dickon noticed, too, that his surcoat was tom
and the White Rose on it had been ripped into tatters.

The two little boys crept down the stairs. No one looked up, no one
heard their hesitant bare feet on the oak treads. As Dickon drew
nearer, he observed his elder sister, Margaret, bright-eyed and
silent, the other side of his mother and clinging to her shoulder. His
heart beat fast at the strangeness of the scene, but he valiantly
remembered many good counsels and advice from his father and his
brothers as to knightly and manly behaviour, and his small earnest
face was resolute and steady as he went slowly down the stairs.
George had not so much self-control. He had also, being older, a
clearer idea of what this all meant, and he began to half-sob, half-
whimper, holding on to the stair-rail and staring at the little group
round his mother.

At this sound a shudder ran through the lady by the fire. She got at
once to her feet and said:

'The children--what shall | do about the children? They are marching
straight on London, you say?' she added, and came to the foot of the
stairs. 'We may be besieged.'

Dickon wanted to embrace her, but was too proud and shy to do so
because of the strange company, neither did he dare to ask about
his father and brother. His mother's face was terrible, he could hardly
recognize her, yet she spoke as if she had command of herself.



'Dickon and George, return and don your clothes; and you Dame
Ramme, go up and assist them. Quick! No talking--not a word! Tell
them nothing.'

But George, who felt he was too old to be treated like this asked:
'Mother, has some misfortune befallen? Mother, what is it?"

'l cannot speak to you now," answered the lady, 'l must keep my
senses. Jesu, keep my soul steady.'

The nurse had hurried up; she led a child in either hand and hurried
them back to their room. Dickon was too proud to ask her what his
mother had refused to tell them, but he could judge from her look that
some disaster had befallen the House of York. By the flare of a
solitary candle the two little boys were dressed--hood, gown, hose,
shoes and caps. The nurse said nothing to either. When they
returners to the great hall, fresh logs had been placed on the fire and
the flame blown up. A grave sad-faced priest was standing by their
mother. Dickon noticed that she had twisted up and hidden beneath
a veil, her long, dark golden hair. Margaret, still bright-eyed, resolute,
was seated in the chimney-corner warming her bare feet at the
blaze. Their mother drew the little boys into the warmth.

'You are going away tonight,' she said. She spoke so calmly that
Dickon's heart leapt with relief. If she could talk like that, nothing so
dreadful could have occurred. 'l am going to send you abroad with
Dame Ramme and Master Large, your tutor. You must do as they
say and you will come back very soon.'

George protested.

'l am too old to be in the charge of a woman; if there is danger or
trouble | would rather stay in London.’



"It is not safe in London, sir,’ put in the priest, kindly. Not even in this
fortified castle.’

'Is Margaret coming with us?' asked Dickon, suddenly.

't were better that she went,’ said the priest, 'and you with her,
Madam.'

The lady shook her head.
'I must be here to meet my son,’ she answered.

At this Dickon shuddered again; why did not his mother mention his
father? and why 'my son'--not 'my sons'?

The great door was opened and someone said the horses were
ready. Master Large was there with his packets in his hand, and
torches litin the courtyard wavered and streamed in the rising wind.

The priest blessed the boys, commending them to the charge of the
Holy Trinity and of St George. Their mother embraced the elder, but
could not bring herself to look at Dickon. But, with a blind movement,
she took a holy image from the wall and put it in the little boy's hand,
and told him to make a companion of it during the voyage, then
turned away from all of them and crouched down by the fire, clutching
her daughter in her arms.

Master Large put fur tippets round the boys' shoulders and hurried
them out of Baynard's Castle. Two horses and two men-at-arms
waited outside the great door. Master Large mounted one horse,
with George behind him holding on to his belt; there was a man-at-
arms on the other, with the nurse on the pillion and Dickon on her
knee. The stout, heavy animals set out briskly. The wind was getting
stronger and blowing up from the river; it seemed filled with tiny



splinters of ice. Dickon wondered if they were going to take up their
residence in the royal palace at the Tower; or were they returning to
Fotherinhay, or to one of his father's castles in York--Pontefract or
Sendai?

George knew that this was not the way to York, and asked if they
were going on a ship, for they were riding towards the wharf at
Bilingsgate. Dickon was some paces behind his brother, for his
horse carried the greater weight. Despite his dismay and anxiety he
began to feel sleepy. Lulled by the clang of the hoofs on the cobbles,
the blowing of the sharp air in his face, and the warmth of his nurse's
cloak, all the disturbing sights of the ride and dread of the night
became blurred and blended into a dream. But he woke again to find
himself being carried on to a ship with set sails that rose above him
monstrously, the deck piled with curious objects, and foreign sailors
moving about and talking; he saw, too, the men of his kinsman the
Earl of Warwick, Captain of Calais and Constable of the Tower.

He saw Master Large arguing with the captain, the tutor's thin, cold,
slow fingers plucking out of a little leather bag, and putting it into the
sailor's hand; and George protesting with the nurse, crying out in
disgust of the ship, the smells, the looks of the crew, the wind in the
sails, and cordage creaking. Looking about, Dickon saw a cluster of
dim lights either side of the river--London and Southwark and lower
down the river lights in the dark bulk of the Tower; and over
everything, a faint sprinkle of stars and loose black clouds moving
swiftly, and the wind blowing the clouds over the city.

When the ship began to move Dickon thought of his mother left
behind in turmoil with his little sister Margaret, and his father and his
brother not returned. He did not know what terror had overtaken
them, and such a fit of homesickness shook the little boy that he fell
to his knees on the deck and, despite all his efforts at control, began
to cry.



Dame Ramme picked him up; the tears were running down her face
also. She pulled him into the cabin which the captain had told them
they might occupy. It was on the deck, and furnished with a rough
bed and piled round with bales of merchandise--English wool to
make Flemish cloth.

Dickon refused to speak; he would not say what dread he felt. He
clutched the image his mother had given him and, when the nurse
was not looking, kissed it; and soon, to get rid of her, pretended to
be asleep.

She left him, and, peering over the edge of the cover, he saw, by the
light of the great ship's lantern which penetrated the cabin doorway,
that George was really asleep.

Dickon felt contempt for George.

Quite still and wide awake, he thought over what had happened. His
father had been defeated by the rebels or perhaps, he was a
prisoner. His brother Edmund would be a prisoner too. Dickon's
proud heart swelled with anguish; his hot bright eyes stared across
the deck of the ship. The river was widening, a few scattered lights
showed on either bank, then London was lost in darkness.

The nurse and the tutor crept to the cabin door and sat there huddled
in their mantles, sheltering from the wind. The accommodation was
rough, but what fine fortune that the ship was about to sail from
Billingsgate at this fatal moment! And the gracious favour of the Earl
of Warwick, Lord of the English seas, had made it all easy.

They began to talk to each other, consoling themselves, as people
will, by a recital of their disaster.

Dickon, whom they supposed asleep, listened.



He heard the nurse whisper:

"They cut off their heads and stuck them on the Mickle Gate at York,
with paper crowns on them.'

2

Dickon rolled over, bit the coverlet, and listened while the two figures
talked by the shadowed entrance to the cabin. "Where was the fight,
did you say?' whispered the tutor--'near Sendai Magna?'

'l do not know," answered the nurse. 'They said they fought on the
river. Who can tell the truth?'

'Sir Thomas Parr,' said the tutor, 'thought it was a foraging party and
the Duke came out from Sendai Castle to help them, but | could hear
little of it for the confusion.’

'What does it matter, moaned the nurse, 'since they are all dead,
and their heads over the Mickle Gate?"

'Sir Thomas said he saw the Prince overtaken a little above the
barns beyond the bridge, going up rising ground--that would be the
street leading up to the market-place in Wakefield. He was killed
within half-an-hour of leaving the castle--as right high and mighty a
prince as there may be!'

'‘But it is young Edmund of Rutland is the worst loss,' sobbed the
nurse. 'What was he but a boy? It seems but yesterday that | had him
at my knee!

'Where would the rebels be? Their headquarters are in York, as |
heard it, and they are marching on London.'



The tutor and the nurse spoke disjointedly and at cross purposes,
relieving their thoughts and grief by short sentences which fell with
dreadful clearness on the ears of the little boy in the cabin.

'And there was no news of Edward? No news of Edward March?'
‘Nay. He will still be at Shrewsbury confronting the Welsh.'

'Sir Thomas said the slaughter was hideous--everywhere blood--two
thousand slain and the prisoners killed! There are heads over every
gate of York! David Hall had gone and the Earl of Salisbury! The
rebels at Mortimer's Cross--did you hear those poor priests and
people? Fifteen miles either side of their track the country plundered.
That outlandish woman's troops are sacking the churches, roaring
and yelling--'

'They are the Scotsmen," whispered the tutor, 'the Frenchwoman
Margaret brought up--there is no one who does not dread these
Scots.'

'Those men tonight told me they were killing the priests who were
protecting the altars, and you could see books and vestments, and
even the Eucharist, scattered along the roads. They are coming on
London?'

'Yea, and Warwick will go out to meet them.'

'Warwick cannot bring the good Duke alive or Prince Edmund.’
Dickon lay rigid, tearing at the coverlet with his strong young teeth.
The ship, at length gaining the open sea, began to sway, and the

lantern swung to and fro, casting rhythmic strands of light across the
deck. The boy's blood, turned with horror, began to run feverishly.



Whose heads were they talking of--the crowned heads on the gate at
York? Heads on all the gates of York--who had been killed?

Those two whispering at the door mentioned his father and his
brother Edmund, and David Hall, his dear good friend, and
Salisbury, his uncle--all these people killed and their heads on the
gates of York! Who had been killed on Wakefield Bridge?

The little boy turned on his hard couch, knelt and began to pray,
clutching the image his mother had given him.

The ship was lurching from side to side and the wind was stronger,
and there was a whining and a whistling in the cordage and the sails,
as the waves rose higher.

How could George sleep?

The lonely, frightened boy crept across to his brother and touched his
warm forehead and his clasping hands.

Murmuring, lamenting, gossiping together, the tutor and the nurse
guarded the door.

George was beginning to groan and complain of cold and sickness.
'A princely heart never cries out,' his father had told Dickon, and he
remembered this and was silent. He curled up on his couch again,
feeling sick and feverish. The tutor crept into the cabin holding a
small lamp in his unsteady hand, and peered about from one child to
the other, and sighed deeply, thinking of their rank in the State, their
sudden fall, and the dark future that lay before them. For, loyal and
faithful as he was to the House of York, he did not doubt that that
family was ruined, and for ever.

For who was left of it now but women, these two children, and the
Earl of March--youna Edward, last heard of at Shrewsbury, but, for all



Piers Large kr{ew, overtaken and killed by the victorious adherents
of the House of Lancaster.

As he stood there, a weary, sick, dispirited man, he observed
Dickon's bright eyes gleaming from the bed.

The child sat up, shaking.
'Master Large, are my father and my brother--are they--?'

'Gone,' whispered the tutor. 'God have mercy on their souls, good sir,
for thou must think of them as taking their repose tonight in Paradise.
God save thee, God keep thee, Prince Richard.'

'"Their heads--' Dickon began, and could get no further. 'Their heads--
and the crowns--on the Miekle Gate at York--'

'What have you heard?' asked the tutor, sharply. 'Were you not
asleep just now?"

'Where is my uncle Salisbury?' demanded the little boy, 'and good
Sir David Hall?'

His cheeks were shining crimson, his lips parted.
'l wanted to talk to Sir Thomas Parr. Why did you not let me stay?"
'Sweet Jesu Christ,' murmured the tutor, 'the Prince is out of his wits.'

He turned to call the nurse to assist him with the child, but the poor
woman, overcome by sickness caused by the motion of the ship and
the weight of sudden misfortune, was prostrate between the bales
and the cordage, lying huddled in her mantle, with her head on a
case of jewels which her mistress had at the last moment put into her
hand.



Master Piers Large left her, returned to the cabin and sat down by
Dickon. He took the feverish boy in his arms to comfort him, but
Dickon, although he was usually affectionate, repulsed him, and in a
high, strained, excited voice asked for his father and his brother, and
demanded whose were those heads he saw stuck up, with paper
crowns on them, above the gate at York?

The winter wind blew the ship, plunging and dipping across the dark
waves of the North Sea; the lantern sent irregular shadows streaming
across the deck; the voices of the sailors, talking in their deep,
throaty foreign language, broke into the regular noise of the waves
and wind. George was moaning in his sleep; Dickon was awake, hot
and delirious.

He thought that the swinging lanterns were like dead heads, severed
at the neck and lit from within, and the sound of the waves was the
clangour of a battle in which all his friends and protectors went down
in one red howling ruin.

The tutor, sick and dismayed as he was himself, tried to combat the
fantasies on the part of the child, but, instead, he found himself
overwhelmed by Dickon's phantoms.

He, too, thought he saw the dark decks running red and phantom
warriors chasing each other over the iron-coloured waves of the
North Sea, the sky raining arrows, and the clouds piled high above
the turrets of Pontefract, York or Sendal.

Dickon struggled and called for his father and his brothers Edmund
and Edward, until he slipped into unconsciousness; then Master
Piers Large covered up his charge and laid himself groaning softly,
on the mattress between the two boys; so the fugitives passed that
night, a day and a night again.



As the great merchant-ship beat and plunged through the tumbling
waves that broke upon the flats of Holland, Dickon woke and glanced
about him in terror. He recalled the events of the night which he
thought was last night. He saw Master Piers Large and George
asleep. The cabin door was open, the lanterns were out, a driving
rain fell. Outlined against the bleak light of the late winter dawn a
figure stood at the cabin entrance, a lean man in dark clothes who
smiled at him mockingly. His face was long, white and thin with
slanting reddened eyes, and, surely, behind the tousle of his coarse
hair, horns.

Dickon searched for the image his mother had given him last night.
As his hot fingers closed round the painted wood he felt a thrill of
courage, and mustered the boldness to whisper:

'Who are you?"
The man replied, with a leer:

'l am thy humble servant, Jon Fogge,' and with that slipped away
across the deck, which was wet and gleaming with spray.

Dickon made the sign of the cross, jumped from his bed and finding
the tutor, shook him.

'Who is that?' he asked. 'Who is Jon Fogge? Why is he with us? He
is the Devil.'

Master Piers Large blinked himself back into wakefulness.

‘Jon Fogge?' he murmured, vaguely. 'Why, that is the man-at-arms--
the one that carried you and your nurse the other night, sir.'

'Sir, send him away,' whispered the child, hiding his face. 'l thought
he was the Devil; he has frightened me greatly.' Master Large



crossed himself but said:

'Nay sir, nay, my good lord, it is not the Devil, but honest Jon Fogge,
who will he a good servant to your grace.'

'l thought he had horns,’ sobbed Dickon; 'l thought he was bringing a
head with a paper crown in his hands,' and the overwrought boy, at
the end of his resistance, fainted in the tutor's arms.

The buffeted ship laboured down the Scheldt and dropped anchor in
Vlissingen Harbour. The captain had serious matter for the ears of
the Duke of Burgundy's man who had come aboard to collect some
of his master's commissions, letters and goods.

"There is trouble again in England and, as | hear, the Lord Protector
and his eldest son slain between York and Wakefield, and the
French woman and the Scotsmen marching on London. There are
two children and some servants | was asked to take on board--this
by favour of Lord Warwick, Captain of Calais, kin to York--and their
man, | take it.'

'And who are they?' asked the Duke's man, curiously surveying the
sick and bedraggled forms waiting forlornly in the cabin.

'They are the Duke of York's two youngest sons--George and
Richard--Plantagenet they call them. One seems lively enough, but
the other like to die of his troubles.'

Blue-lipped and shuddering, with the unconscious Dickon in his
arms, the tutor came forward to tell his story, which amounted to no
more than a desperate appeal from the widowed Duchess of York to
Philip, Duke of Burgundy, for asylum and protection for her two little
children.

'A lost cause,' mused the Duke's man, stroking his chin. He knew the



temper of the French Queen Margaret, of her fierce adherents. Philip
of Burgundy was kind, but politic. He would, his man knew, be
anxious not to embroil himself with the triumphant faction in England
but Master Large, patiently and humbly, reminded him that the young
Earl of March yet survived, and was pressing on Wales with a large
force, and might defeat not only the Tudors but the Lancastrians,
‘whom the Earl of Warwick has gone forth to meet and will, by now,
have come up with.'

'His Highness is at Utrecht,' said the Burgundian, still doubtful, but not
unkindly, 'and | can do no less than take you there. I will find a wagon
for the children. The boy seems stricken," he added, with a glance at
the frail, bright-haired child lying limply in the tutor's arms.

't was his father's death, sir knight,' broke in the nurse piteously, 'the
fear and the cold--being dragged from his bed in the winter and
taken aboard a ship which he has never so much as seen before--'

George, standing erect and bright-eyed, struck in sharply:
'If my father and Edmund are dead, who may be the Duke of York?'

'Edward, my lord of March, is the head of your house,' replied the
tutor, startled by this, 'and you, sir, will remain here under good
protection, trusting your fortunes to him."'

They landed. The flat earth seemed one with the low grey clouds, a
few tiled houses glistened with wet, the scanty fishing fleet had come
in out of the storm and rocked at anchor with furled sails. The
Burgundian found them a wagon, into which they were glad to creep,
and gave them bread and meat and a bottle of wine. They all ate
except Dickon, who was sick and still half-delirious. The wagon took
them through rain and wind and along a straight road between hare
trees. The canvas chanced to blow aside, and Dickon, lying with his



head on the nurse's knees noticed Jon Fogge riding one of the
horses, and screamed out that the man was not to come with them--
he was the Devil--that he had three, four heads hanging at his belt!

'Nay, my lord, nay, good Prince, that is but Master Jon Fogge, honest
Jon Fogge--our faithful man-at-arms.'

Dickon hid his face and sobbed. The wagon stopped at a canal--
cold, straight, grey as a steel sword. The tutor fumbled again for
money. There was more food. They got on to a barge, wide and flat,
which filled the greater part of the width of the canal.

Dame Ramme wept a little over Dickon, who she thought was very ill,
and she had to tell Jon Fogge, the man-at-arms, to keep well out of
the little Prince's sight.

Clutching his nurse's hand tightly Dickon told her, as the barge
proceeded slowly down the long grey canal towards Utrecht, that he
had seen Jon Fogge before.

't was at Fotherinhay in the summer, and he was there...He asked
me to go into the woods with him. It was most dark and all the leaves
looked very large. He walked ahead and kept smiling at me over his
shoulder. And | thought then that he had horns and long wings which
trailed on the ground behind him. He said: "Come with me, little
Dickon; come with me, little sir; come with me, good Prince! | am thy
Devil, thy own Devil, whom Jesus Christ beat out of Heaven--"'

Dame Ramme hushed him, kissed him and caressed him, sweeping
his damp hair from his forehead. She carried him up on to the deck
of the barge and laid him there. The rain had stopped and the faintly-
coloured sky showed above the hare trees of the stark flats. On the
horizon there stood an immense tower.



'Utrecht,’ said the captain of the barge, nodding and pointing.

Houses began to close in on either side of the canal and the tower
grew nearer. The barge moored at a quay in the quiet reaches of the
old Rhine. The Burgundian hurried ashore, and the four fugitives sat
shivering on the deck, while the Dutch sailors stared at them
curiously.

3

Dickon was ill. He lay in bed and wondered what was hurting his
head and his heart. He was in a strange room. During the last few
months he had been in many strange rooms, but this was different
from any of them--different from the room in Tonbridge Castle or
Master John Paston's chamber in the Temple, or the huge grand
apartment in Baynard's Castle--a foreign room. He peered with large
bright eyes over the edge of the coverlet. Dame Ursula Ramme sat
beside the bed. He was pleased to see her there. He dared not think
of his father, his mother, or his brothers Edmund and Edward.

'May I rise?' he asked.
She said yes, he might rise.

He got out of bed, feeling weak and odd, and put on his small fur
gown. He felt at once curious and indifferent. He looked away from
the nurse in case she should ask him questions about his father, or
himself, or his mother. He went to the window unsteadily and peered
out. Everything was strange, even the smells; the sunlight was grey,
the clouds loose, perpetually moving, and in the gutters of the red-
tiled roofs of the houses he could see thin splinters of ice. Stretching
his neck and gazing up the twisting street, he could see that high
tower he had noticed--when? A long time ago.



Dame Ramme blew up the fire and fidgeted about the room,
regarding the little boy anxiously. He had been very il, and she
thought he looked very delicate.

'We are in Utrecht, God keep us,' she said, foolishly, not knowing
how to begin a comfortable and cheerful talk. "The good Duke of
Burgundy is looking after us. As soon as you are well enough you will
be taken to see him. He has truly a great number of amusements--a
dwarf and a giant and wild leopards.'

'l do not want to see them,’ replied Dickon, staring at the tower.

'Oh, but you will like them, sir. The Duke--the good Duke Philip--is
very kind and pleasant. Prince George goes almost every day to see
him and the animals.'

The little boy stood rigid, hostile to the woman and her words. He did
not wish to hear of anyone kind and pleasant--the two words tortured
him. Kind! His father had been kind--he could remember that. Such
kindness | His two tall fair brothers had been kind. The little boy had
been content to walk behind them for hours, not speaking or wishing
to be spoken to--only looking up at them as they went about their
exercises or their amusements.

'When are we going home?' he asked, abruptly, turning round from
the window.

'Sir, that is as may be,' replied the dame, evasively; 'we do not get
much news here. There have been storms in the North Sea and the
ships slow in coming in; and, maybe, all the news that's known they
do not tell to us. There is war in England, and tales that cross one
another.

She paused, not knowing that the little boy realized his father and



elder brother were dead, and that he would never see them again.

But Dickon knew they were dead, killed with his uncle Salisbury and
old Sir David Hall, who had let him ride on his shoulders and play
with his helmet. And their heads had been cut off and stuck up on the
gates of York. He remembered.

Observing his still face, so steadfast for his age the old nurse began
to lament softly to herself.

'‘But Prince Edward is well and a brave knight,' she said by way of
consolation; 'and | did hear that he beat the rebels on the Welsh
marches at Mortimer's Cross, and was coming hotfoot to London.’

'When are we going home?' repeated Dickon.
Dame Ramme did not know.

The little boy left the window, came to the fire, and warmed his
hands.

'l want to go home, you know that," he said gravely.

‘It is all in the good Duke's will, under the grace of God,' replied the
nurse; 'thy lady-mother will send her wishes to him.'

And, to distract the little boy from his unsmiling resoluteness, she
began to talk of the Duke and his court, and told Dickon that she
might take him there that very afternoon, and that tomorrow, if he
were well enough, he might go with his protector to Matins in the
great cathedral--that church with the great tower.

He demanded, with sudden passion, where was the image that his
mother had given him the night they left Baynard's Castle?



The nurse had it immediately ready, drawn out from under a pillow at
the head of the bed.

'Who is this knight?' asked Dickon.

And the nurse said:

'St George.'

The figure wore armour and had a large halo behind his head.

'Sir, ye may say your prayers to him--he is a powerful saint--the
patron of England.’

Dickon stared intently at the small wooden figure.

Why had not St George saved his father outside York? His father
was a mighty English prince, and should have been the English king:
many times he had been told of his father's right to the throne. And
yet God and St George had allowed him to be defeated and killed
together with Edmund, the young knight who looked, Dickon thought,
like a saint himself, with his shining armour and his bright hair.
Dickon did not understand.

'Dame Ramme,' he said, with a swift emphasis that startled, almost
frightened, the woman, 'l saw the Devil, you know, on that big ship
that brought us here.’

She remembered the child's illusion, and what he had said during his
illness.

'Sir, nay; that is only poor Jon Fogge, a serving-man who came with
us, and is even now helping in the kitchen.'

'Keep him away from me,' said Dickon, with a shudder; 'he is the



Devil--our Devil, the Devil of the House of York.'

The nurse smiled, but with some uneasiness, for the child tried to
confute her with her own words.

'"You have often said the Devil would be disguised as some poor
mean creature, and follow about, perhaps as a dog or a page, and |
saw his horns and his horrid red eyes, and | know he travelled up
from York.'

The nurse kissed him in silence, then took him downstairs, where his
brother sat reluctantly with a tutor of the Duke of Burgundy's
providing. George made little advance in learning, for his teacher
spoke only Latin or French, and he was an unwilling scholar. He was
very proud; he knew every detail of his birth--that he came of the
noblest blood of England, Plantagenet, Mortimer, Neville,
Beauchamp, Mont-acute, Leon and Castile. This boy thought of
himself already as a great prince, and disdained book-learning; he
despised Richard for his weakness and illness, and Richard disliked
him for his heartlessness.

The two brothers met without affection.

George was confident, even boastful--Edward would be King of
England and they would go back to London and live as royal princes
in Westminster and in the Tower. He was handsome, lively,
attractive, and tall for his age, and when he spoke, everyone looked
at him.

That afternoon the tutor and two Burgundian gentlemen took them to
the Duke of Burgundy's palace in Utrecht, close to the cathedral.

The Duke sat in a room that was full of coloured light: the sunshine,
grey and pallid, was transformed into scarlet, azure, purple and gold



as it streamed through the long oriel window behind the dais where
he sat.

He was an old man, with close-shaved hair and face, in the
Burgundian fashion. He wore a right-fitting purple cloth cap which,
fastened by a square jewel, hung in monstrous loops and ends on to
his right shoulder; his face was cut and seamed into a thousand
lines, sharp, dry, hard with a yellowish tinge, with small bright
twinkling eyes. The collar of his new Order of the Golden Fleece
flashed round his bent shoulders.

He gave a hand to either boy and glanced pleasantly from one to the
other. As a man and a knight he pitied them, and as a statesman he
recognized their value. In his opinion these boys would be of great
importance in Europe, for Philip of Burgundy did not believe in the
cause of Henry of Lancaster, even though York had been slain at
Wakefield. Margaret of Anjou was violent and imprudent. Philip had
no confidence in women. His personal leanings, too, caused him to
support the hereditary claim of the Yorkists against the parliamentary
claim of Henry, the grandson of a usurper. These boys, besides, had
sisters--two were married to English knights; but there was a third.

The Duke glanced at the dark, serious young man standing behind
him--his heir, Charles, Count of Charolais.

'We await news from England,’ he said, in careful French, so that the
boys could understand. 'We hope it will be good news. Thy brother
Edward is a good commander and a brave knight.'

'He is a Plantagenet,' replied George, tartly.

Philip gave him a dry smile, then ignored him and drew Dickon
towards him. He was moved by the small valiant, silent figure, by that
look of resignation on such a young face. The Duke, a man of



perception, could see that the child had been hurt to his very soul.

'Thou, too, are stout and valiant,’ he said, quietly. 'Thou must be
comforted; these mischances overtake princes. God has in His
keeping thy father and brother. Be assured they rest in Paradise,
having died fighting nobly for their cause, which was, as | take it, the
rightful one.'

‘Let none dispute that before me!" exclaimed George, in so startling
and confident a manner that Count de Charolais laughed, and he
was a man little given to mirth.

The old Duke continued to address Dickon, who stood by his knee,
regarding him gravely.

'Thy brother Edward is now the head of thy House, and may be King
of England. Thou, child, wilt be loyal to him?'

The little boy's answer was in his intent gaze, but George said,
arrogantly:

'Edward is not so much older than I."
The old Duke smiled thoughtfully from one child to another.

'"Three young men and one crown," he murmured--a difficult partage,
is it not, Charles?"

Dickon understood something of what this talk meant. 'l am Edward's
man,' he asserted.

The Duke of Burgundy approved this:

'As a prince and a knight,' he declared, earnestly, 'thou must be loyal
to the head of thy House. | will tell you a motto--Loyalty bindeth me.'



Dickon kissed his hand without answering.
George asked, curiously:
Will Edward be King of England?'

Dickon listened eagerly for the answer. He was deeply impressed by
this old, wise, quiet prince, with the flashing collar round his
shoulders and the monstrous headdress, and the foreign way of
speaking.

'Child," said Philip, 'l believe thy brother has the right, and Henry of
Lancaster is an imbecile, his wife a termagant and his reputed son
an infant--none of these things has ever been greatly to the liking of
the English people.’

'Then," boasted George, 'when Edward is king | shall he a royal Duke
and a Knight of the Garter.'

'And what hast thou to say?' smiled the old Duke, looking down at
Dickon.

The little boy replied, quietly:

'Sir, | shall build a great church somewhere for my father and
Edmund Rutland, my brother.'

'That showeth a knightly temper,’ approved Philip. Then, as he
wished to do the Plantagenets some especial honour, for he knew
that the boys were old enough to relate the treatment they had
received in Utrecht when they returned to London, he asked his son,
the dark young Count, to take them to see his menagerie, which had
already given great delight to George.



Richard shrank back, as he did not wish to go, but no heed was
taken of his reluctance, and Charles de Charolais led them out of the
warm enclosed hall into the wintry garden, and so into another
building, where the caged animals of the Duke's menagerie were
housed. Striped tigers and spotted leopards, orange, black and
white, showed behind the thick bars; they growled over raw ox
bones, and some of the animals wore collars like dogs. The Count
de Charolais said that they were used for hunting in the great wild
forests of Guelders.

George began to tease them, flapping his sleeves at the bars.
Dickon turned away.

They came out into the garden again. The trees looked very tall to
Dickon, much taller than those he remembered in England, for their
topmost branches seemed to catch in the loose flying clouds. From
the high tower of the Cathedral a bell sounded, melancholy and very
far away.

Dickon caught hold of the hand of Charles de Charolais; he was
afraid he would cry, he felt so lonely and so homesick--everything
appeared strange, even the smell of the earth. There were many
men-at-arms and knights coming and going, but none of them wore
badges of cognizances familiar to Dickon. These, as they passed,
stared at the two little Plantagenet princes and made remarks about
them in their own languages--French or Flemish.

Charles, who saw in the child something of his own austere
temperament, responded kindly, lifted Dickon up on to his broad
shoulders and carried him back with him to the great hall, and
offered him sweetmeats and sugared fruits which stood on the side
tables.

He liked Charles, although he was so dark, austere and foreign.



Presently he confided to him a matter that troubled him--that he had
seen the Devil on board the ship which brought them from London,
though his nurse tried to tell him that it was no other than Jon Fogge,
the serving-man.

Charles listened seriously, and crossed himself. He believed it
possible that these were indeed children of a doomed House and
pursued by a tangible fiend. Dickon told him in an eager whisper that
the man had kept out of his sight since he had spoken of him. With
his hands full of forgotten sweetmeats, resting on his lap, the little boy
sat on a high stool and told him everything.

Candles and lamps were lit in the long hall, and the threads of gold
sparkled into light on the tapestries of Virtues, Vices, Angels,
Demons and Kings robed in blue and purple clouds, pursuing each
other over monstrous flowers and green grass.

A tall Burgundian knight entered and saluted his Prince with
deference. He eyed with curiosity and some respect the child seated
on the stool talking earnestly of Jon Fogge--his peculiar fiend. The
knight had great news--letters had come from England.

Edward Plantagenet had been recognized as King, he was with his
mother in Baynard's Castle; all the citizens were shouting for him,
and he had made his offerings at St Paul's great Church in London.
A Council had declared his claim to the throne good and just; Sir
William Neville, Lord Fauconberg had reviewed the men of London
in St John's Fields, and his brother George, Bishop of Exeter, had
declared the King's title to the people, these being his uncles.

'Understand’, smiled Burgundy, 'you owe this Crown, under God, to
the House of Neville.'
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It was not yet considered safe for the two boys to return to London.
The Duchess of York implored Philip of Burgundy to keep them a
little longer under his safe protection. Edward had been proclaimed
king but had not yet been crowned.

The news which the Duke of Burgundy eagerly received in Utrecht
said that King Edward was setting out immediately from London with
all his followers to meet the Lancastrians, who had fallen back on
York under the leadership of Queen Margaret's favourites—-the
Beauforts, Duke of Somerset and Lord Clifford.

The boys were treated now with a greater respect and deference.
They were housed in the ducal palace and sat at the great table with
their host. The Duke preferred Richard--the grave, silent boy; but
George was the greater favourite generally with his bright, arrogant
ways and his vivid beauty.

More news came from England: Edward Plantagenet had
demonstrated his title to the throne of England before a great
Council of Lords, spiritual and temporal; then he had marched forth
to meet his enemy, following his vanguard under Warwick, his
cousin, who was then the most powerful earl in England.

They had pushed northwards--two great armies, one after the other,
Margaret awaiting them. Her general was the young Duke of
Somerset, a knight of twenty-four years, a Beaufort, descendant of
John of Gaunt.

Outwardly steadfast and inwardly afraid, Dickon listened to this,
listened to the embroidering of the news given him by his foreign
tutor, by good Master Large, and by Dame Ursula Ramme.

How they gossiped and chattered, adding this and that to every word



that came along! How they praised the young King, extolling his
beauty and his knightly virtues! Dickon's heart swelled with pride to
hear what they thought of Edward--all his love was concentrated on
Edward.

On the little image of St George he swore loyalty to his king.

As his strength came back he went into the exercise ground of the
Duke of Burgundy's knights, and into the tilt-yard, and watched the
essays of strength and skill. Wherever he went he looked out sharply
and fearfully for Jon Fogge, but he did not see the man-at-arms
again. He would not speak of him either to his tutors or his nurse, but
he did, with shy reserve, mention him to Charles of Charolais, who
was now his dearest friend, and the dark young knight answered that
he had made enquiries about the serving-man, but could get no
satisfaction, except that he was undoubtedly an English man-at-arms
who had been, it seemed, at Wakefield and as one of known
service, had been sent on that dangerous journey to the Low
Countries. Where he had gone lately no one knew; he appeared to
have tired of life with the Burgundians and to have wandered away
across Guelders to Kleef. Count Charles gave Dickon a breviary with
green lettering in it and pictures painted on flat gold; it was small
enough to go in the pocket of his little gown, yet easy to read, for the
letters were large and the words few.

Charles told the boy to open it and repeat the prayers whenever he
thought of anything evil, whenever he thought he saw Jon Fogge.

'lt may be he existed only in thy fancy and in mine,' said the dark
young knight, gravely, 'that ye did not see him on the ship. There are
many fearful and devilish wiles of the Fiend which one must be
aware of in passing through this world, sweet Jesu Christ defend us!'

Sumptuous preparations were made for celebrating the festival of



Easter. The little boy was given a coat of blue velvet with a white rose
embroidered on the breast. Four knights were set apart to attend
him, and they also wore white roses. A sarcenet banner was painted
with the arms of England, differenced for the younger sons. This was
to be carried before the young Princes when they went abroad in
formal state. The Duke gave them ponies and hounds; he kept the
children with him and often asked them about their sister Margaret.

Dickon sang his sister's praises.
'She was,' he insisted, 'kind, kind.'

But George declared she was a spiteful girl, who stood between
them and their mother's pardon when they were in trouble. Neither of
the boys could give a clear description of her, but they both agreed
she was like their mother, and this satisfied the old Duke, for he
knew the fame of Cicely Neville, Duchess of York, one of the most
beautiful women in England--a land of beautiful women--a creature
who, in her youth, had been called the 'Rose of Raby’; and he turned
over in his mind what a useful prize this Lady Margaret would be for
some prince, if her brother did indeed secure himself on the English
throne.

Throughout the festival of Easter Dickon prayed for his brother's
success in battle--in church, in his room and in his heart, that he
might take revenge on the enemy for the death of their father and
brother at Wakefield.

He separated himself from George, who was busy with amusements
and sport and any manner of action that came his way. Nothing held
Dickon but this concentrated passion for Edward's success. He
prayed to God desperately, his face stem, and his cold hands
upraised, his heart beating so quickly it seemed to stifle him.



By Easter the ardent spirit had outworn the frail body, and the little
boy was ill in bed again, clutching his wooden image of St George.
Perhaps at this very moment, as he lay in this foreign room, the battle
was being fought and his brother overwhelmed, as his father and
Edmund had been. The little boy was afraid--afraid of seeing Jon
Fogge, of hearing from those thin lips some word of doom, some
tidings of utter disaster. He would not eat, but drank quantities of
water feverishly, and to all the anxious questions of Master Large
and Dame Ramme he would not reply. He always shook his head on
the pillows when they asked if he needed anything.

The sombre young Count of Charolais came to see the child in his
sick-room. This young knight felt a deep sympathy with Dickon. He
did not torment the child with questions or suggestions; he sat by him
quietly and held his hand, understanding all there was in the little
boy's mind. Charles was not magnificent. He was swarthy and
thickset, his hair grew low on his forehead, his eyes were dark and
gloomy. Though he was sombre and quiet, he had the reckless and
headstrong air of one who was indifferent to the opinions of other
men. Dickon loved him; he thought there was something in him kingly
and good.

All day the bells rang, echoing and rocking from the city of Utrecht.
While the young knight talked, the little boy forgot, for a brief space,
the battle that he was waiting to hear of, and so was soothed, and
presently fell asleep, hearing in his dreams the sound of bells pealing
up and down Utrecht, across the canals, through the streets, from the
great tower. When he awoke, Charles was standing by his bed.

"Your brother, King Edward, scattered the Lancastrians at Towton.
The Queen and King Henry have fled to Scotland, and you, little boy,
can return to London.'

The child began to cry; his small face buried in the down pillow, his



knees drawn up to his chest, he sobbed, clutching at the end of the
pillow with nervous fingers.

Edward was safe! Edward had won! He could go home. He would
see his mother again. He would live to grow up and avenge his
father. An ecstasy of loyalty and gratitude towards Edward flowed out
from his overwrought heart. Charles of Burgundy watched him,
smiling compassionately.

When the old Duke Philip heard this news he had begun at once to
consider how to secure the alliance with the Planta-genets, firmly and
without question, to prevent their friendship with his detested enemy
Louis de Valois, King of France.

But Charles thought only of the child crying before him.

'You see child,' he said gravely, 'that Jon Fogge was not the foul
fiend, and if he was he has gone back to hell and will not trouble you
any more. | have heard there was a devil in the guise of a friar, one
called Bungay, who helped Queen Margaret at Wakefield and made
a great mist arise to confuse your father's forces.'

The child looked up, his face distorted by weeping.

'Sir, that was Jon Fogge,' he said. 'What is fog? Fog and mist. He is
that and nothing more. But, as you say, he is departed and Edward
has won; there will be great worship of him.'

Charles put him on his knee and stroked his hair.

'lt was a great victory and your brother was generous. He spared all
the common people, and only executed the knights and the leaders,
like the Duke of Somerset; and there was a miracle, too, Dickon:
three suns appeared in the high sky.'



'Three suns!' The child stared in awe.

"Yes, three suns for the Trinity--Father, Son and Holy Ghost--distinctly
seen over the horizon while the battle was being fought. The
messenger says that thy King will take that for his badge--the sun
with its streams of splendour.’

The little boy drew close to his new friend.

'Sir, wilt thou come to London?' he asked. 'Wilt thou come and stay
with us?'

Charles smiled.

'We are not kinsfolk, little boy; if fortune holds no good for us, maybe
we shall never meet again. But | shall think of thee and pray for thee,
Dickon, and thou must do the same for me.'

The boy asked the young man to carry him to the chapel of the
house, that he might give immediate thanks to God for the crowning
victory of Towton and the miracle of the parhelion or three suns, and
commend the House of Plantagenet to Christ.

The bells began again chiming from the high tower; this ringing
melody seemed one with the red sunshine that streamed through the
windows of the palace, as Charolais carried the little boy to the
chapel. Dickon peered through one of these windows as he passed.
The canal showed blood-colour in that last light of the day; the first
flowers of the year shivered in the bleak garden in an earth from
which the frosts had not yet disappeared.

Dickon bowed low before the altar. It was cold in the small narrow
chapel, and Charles of Burgundy took off his own mantle and lovingly
put it round the little boy who knelt beside him on the stone steps.



English knights came to fetch the two Princes from the Court of the
Duke of Burgundy at Utrecht. They talked a lot of the victory of
Towton, of the miracle of the three suns, and the firm establishment
of the House of York on the throne of England. They praised their
young King and the Earl of Warwick, whose great influence was
likely to keep the young Edward on the throne.

Warwick was Captain of Calais and Admiral of the Seas; his wealth
was vast, his estates enormous. Philip of Burgundy considered this
princely knight as likely to be the person of the most importance in
England during the reign of a young king not more than eighteen
years of age.

The two little boys, with different feelings, watched the preparations
for their triumphant return to England. George was all pleasure: he
saw the boasts, which he had made so readily to the Burgundian and
Flemish nobles, almost immediately fulfilled. But Dickon said little.
He saw that the old life was over; his father was dead, Edmund was
dead. Edward, as King, would be different, surely, set up beyond
Dickon's reach. The worst news of all was that his widowed mother
had gone to Berkhamsted to live with the nuns. Margaret was to be
taken into the household of one of her sisters, Elizabeth Duchess of
Suffolk or Anne of Exeter. The home was gone, the days of Castle
Baynard, of Fotherinhay, were over. Childhood was over, too.

Both Duke Philip and Charles of Charolais told Dickon he must no
longer expect the care of women or the indulgence of a mother, but
must be trained in arms: seven years' hard exercise and learning of
chivalry, the management of horses and armour, the duties of an
esquire, the arts of hawk and hound. The little boy realized he must
learn to be a man and a knight. No more the warm, comfortable, rich
and radiant days made splendid by the smiles and approval of his
father and the love and caresses of his mother...



Charles of Charolais took leave of Dickon kindly and gave him a
wide ring of flat gold to put round the waist of the statue of St
George, as a good omen for the future, and their possible further
acquaintance with one another in days to come.

The English party journeyed to Vlissingen through light blowing April
weather, and got on board one of Lord of Warwick's great ships.
Dickon glanced sharply here and there for a possible sight of the
terrible Jon Fogge. He genuinely believed that if this sinister
apparition accompanied them misfortune would be their fellow on the
ship; but he did not see the man-at-arms.

The ship brought them quickly to the port of London and Billingsgate
wharf. Dickon, standing on the deck, saw again the four towers of the
London citadel clear in the twilight of an early spring day and, over
the pale misty reaches of the river, a few stars hanging low in a
faintly-saffron sky.

The knights brought the children quickly through the streets; there
were people at doors and windows, though it was twilight, shouting
for the House of York and King Edward. George was pleased by
this, and bowed from his saddle, smiling and lifting his hand at the
kindly London faces, but Dickon was thinking of the heads over the
Mickle Gate at York.

Baynard's Castle looked the same as when they had left it three
months before. Dickon was lifted from the saddle and placed on the
threshold. There were a great number of soldiers and knights about.
Everyone seemed excited and satisfied, everyone wore the badge
of the White Rose.

The two little boys entered the great hall. Dickon looked anxiously at
two men standing by the fire on which a large log (for the spring days
were chilly) smouldered. One was his dear Edward and the other



Lord Warwick, but both these knights seemed to have grown much
larger since he saw them last. He hesitated, overawed, but Edward
stepped up, raised him to his shoulder, and kissed him on both
cheeks and brow. Edward, like his father, Richard, was kind.

He sat Dickon on the table and looked at him, exclaiming that he
was thin and white...The little boy pulled his brother's sleeve and hid
his face in it, so that no one could see he was struggling not to cry.

Edward Plantagenet caressed the shy, nervous little boy. Dickon
was not wrong in thinking that he had changed. Since his brothers
had last seen him he had fought two battles and been proclaimed a
king. He was eighteen years of age, and not only an approved and
established knight, but a conqueror. At Mortimer's Cross and at
Towton, he had fought his way unmoved through bloodshed, death
and terror. He had slain his enemies and avenged his kinsfolk. God
had sent a miracle to approve his success. All these events had
indeed changed Edward Plantagenet.

Warwick, on the hearthstone, laughed with George. He was a man of
action; his manner was swift and enthusiastic. He was dark,
arrogant, impetuous. His hair was twisted in black ringlets round his
smooth-shaven face, his eyes were narrow and sparkling. He was
continually speaking and gesticulating, yet with a certain proud
reserve; everything he did or said seemed to have great
significance.

They were all silent as the bell of St Paul rang out for Nones. Then,
still holding Dickon on the long table in front of him, Edward told the
little boy how he had taken down those heads from the Mickle Gate
at York and buried them with the bodies at Pontefract, how,
presently, when these disturbed times were a little settled, he would
take up the corpses of his father and his brother Edmund and bring
them to the chapel at Fotherinhay.



Dickon listened and shuddered: the little boy could not get out of his
mind that vision of the swinging heads which had tormented him on
the ship and during his illness in Utrecht. He wondered if he should
tell his brother about Jon Fogge, but was ashamed to do so. Edward
told them their mother was coming from Berkhamsted tomorrow to
see them, and they must not expect to have much of her company,
for she was a woman whose life was over, and a nun.

Dickon bit his lip: Edward lifted him off the table and stood him in
front of the Earl of Warwick.

'Sir; he said, 'take these two boys and make knights of them.
George hath had some training, but this child knoweth nothing. Wilt
though, Dickon, go with Lord Warwick to Middleham and learn to be
a knight?'

Dickon kissed his brother's hand and thought of his motto--'Loyalty
bindeth me." He was sad, tired, and wanted to go to bed and cry for
his father and his mother and the loneliness of this strange
homecoming.

George did not wish to go to Middleham Castle, he wanted to stay in
London. Looking curiously and rather arrogantly at Edward, he said:

'Sir, thou are a king now, art thou not--King of England, Lord of
Ireland and of France?'

Edward replied, shortly, that he was a king, and thought that the boy
spoke with some mockery. He had never liked George's half-
contemptuous, half-arrogant manners.

'Where is King Henry?' asked George, sharp and inquisitive.

Edward laughed, and said that the Lancastrians had scattered far



and wide across the North, and as for the man they called their king,
he wandered they knew not where.

'He is a lunatic, and at Towton laughed and sang and danced round
the trees during the battle. | saw him on a hill beyond the smoke, his
robes flying, snapping his fingers above his head.'

Edward laughed again.

'l feel sorry for him," said Dickon. He had always liked King Henry, so
mild and good, with his sad face and his trembling hands, his empty
eyes, but always with words of kindness, his pattering feet hurrying to
do some bidding that he did not understand.

'It is pity enough,' said Edward, suddenly grave. 'lf we can take him
he will be well treated; for, if nothing else, he is great Harry's son.’

The four sat down to eat. This was the first time that the little boys
had been allowed at the men's table. They were joined by some
other knights and a boy that Dickon had often played with--Francis,
the son of Lord Lovell. The three boys sat together at the end of the
table. No one took much notice of them. Dickon pulled out his little
statue of St George and showed it to Francis underneath the table,
pointing out the gold band round the waist which had been given him
by the Duke of Burgundy's son.

Francis Lovell listened absorbed; he was a simple charming little
boy. He put his hand in Dickon's as they peered down the length of
the table. Sharp odours, sour and sweet, rose from the dishes;
steam filled the air when the covers were taken off the great cups.
Dickon gazed at Edward. It was difficult to believe that he was King,
King of England and Lord of Ireland.

Edward was flashing with gold in the candlelight; he talked in a loud



voice, commanding everybody, yet smiling and amiable. The knights
all deferred to him, although they were all so much older. They
revered him not only as a king and a Plantagenet. but as a soldier
who had won two battles. He was beautiful, he was victorious, he
was lord of them all. The pages who served him went on one knee.
Dickon stared and thought of poor King Henry dancing round the
trees while the battle was fought, and wandering now, forlorn and
hopeless, perhaps with no fire or food. The world seemed terrible to
the little boy; confusion in the affairs of men, fights and miracles,
three suns appearing and heads stricken off, blood like Sir Thomas
Parr had had on his hands and face when he came with the news of
Wakefield to this very hall; his mother, changed in a moment--old and
ghastly--everywhere steel and weapons, swords and axes, daggers
and spears.

The knights were talking of the new guns at Towton, how the
bombards had cast out fire and hot balls of iron, how some of them
had burst in flame and smoke, and the mist which had overhung the
battle either from these weapons or some spell worked for the
Lancastrians by the evil Friar Bungay, in the service of Margaret of
Anjou. The boys became restless and tired. George filled his pouch
with sweets and slipped away from the table.

Edward, who grieved over Dickon's pale, sad face, rose, lifted him
and carried him up the stairs to the room he had occupied the night
the alarm had sent him suddenly overseas. Little Francis Lovell ran
behind like a dog, content to be there. Dame Ramme had prepared
the room. Each bed had down cushions and a silk coverlet. There
was a fire on the hearth, and the window was shuttered against the
night air. The good woman was alarmed when she saw the young
King; though she had nursed him as a child she was afraid of him
now.

Edward set Dickon down on his bed.



Dickon, shy, passionately loving, murmured

'Sir, can | not stay with thee instead of going with Lord Warwick to
Middleham?'

'No,' said Edward, gravely. 'Thou art too young for a Court, and | must
live in a Court now, little Dickon, either here in London or at Windsor.
And it may chance that the war continues; there is little doubt but that
I must struggle with the Scotch.'

He spoke slowly, as one, faced with difficult affairs.

'Queen Margaret may return with forces from France--who knows?
You must be clear of all this until you are a trained knight.'

Dickon did not protest: this was his lord and master speaking, the
man who stood in the place of his father, who was his King.

Edward regarded him wistfully and with some uneasiness. The
young man felt a deep responsibility for the child he had always
loved so dearly. Dickon was, in a peculiar sense, his dead father's
legacy--the youngest, the most frail, most affectionate. George--bold,
beautiful and charming--would, Edward thought, require little
assistance towards success; he was older and had not been so
strongly attached to his father. Dickon had been cruelly stripped.
Edward mused over him.

'Dickon," he said, as if he offered toys, 'l will make thee Duke of
Gloucester and Earl of Cambridge, and give thee estates and
castles of thine own, and when thou are a little older thou shalt be a
Knight of the Garter and have thine own stall and banner in Windsor.'

The little boy smiled. All this meant nothing, but he liked the loving
tone of the words.



Edward was thoughtful; everything was strange to him, also. A few
months ago he had only been Earl of March, son of the Duke of York;
now he was the King of one realm with pretensions to another.
Everyone submitted to him readily--even a great man like Warwick
whom he had been brought up to regard with awe and some fear,
Warwick, the haughty Neville, deferred to him, kissed his hand,
begged his leave, asked his wish. Edward pondered. His own
strength seemed to be incalculable, the future a confusion of glory,
opportunity and achievement. Tomorrow he would leave Baynard's
Castle and take up his residence in the royal apartments in the
Tower or Westminster, lately furnished for King Henry. He would be
anointed in Westminster, he would feel the crown of England on his
brow. He smiled, musing, wistful, at the little boy, who looked up at
him with adoration.

George came in, dragged reluctant by Master Large, his tutor,
protesting excitably, saying he wished to stay down in the hall with
the knights.

Edward intervened in the dispute, rebuking George. Then he
remembered his kingly dignity, and left the little boys to the nurse and
the tutor and went downstairs.

Warwick was standing on the hearth, his hands on his bins, his black
ringlets glistening in the firelight, talking loudly. His voice was full of
excitement, of enthusiasm; Edward paused on the stair to listen to
him. Warwick was a much older man, yet he had been beaten at St
Alban's, while Edward had won two great battles. Edward disliked to
hear him talk so loudly and so vehemently, even though it was in his,
Edward's, own praise and in the celebration of his own victories.

Dickon, while George fought the nurse and tutor, cried himself to
sleep.



6

The spring was well-advanced when the children came to
Middleham, one of the Earl of Warwick's biggest castles. The great
fortified dwelling stretched far along the side of Wensleydale. It was
even more magnificent and imposing than Fotherinhay.

Warwick himself had brought the boys from London. Princess Cicely
Neville, the Duchess of York, who should, by right, have been Queen
of England--now living in a nunnery attached to her castle at
Berkhamsted--had confided the two little boys to his care; the throne
of Edward was not so stable, nor his enemies so subdued, that the
House of York could afford to neglect the training of its sons. Henry of
Lancaster still lived, and his wife, Margaret, was abroad whipping up
opinion against King Edward. She had with her her young son,
Edward, and her hope was to make him king in the place of that
other Edward. When the Duchess of York had said good-bye to her
two younger sons she had impressed on them the necessity of
loyalty to Edward.

'If you but stay true to one another,' she had said, wistfully, 'you will
make a threefold cord that it will be hard to break.’

George, easily moved to affectionate emotion, had replied with
graceful tenderness, but Dickon had repeated to himself his motto--
'Loyalty bindeth me.’

They rode past the tiltyard where the knights were practising, and the
boys' eyes sparkled with interest as they watched the men exercising
and saw their arms and weapons, which were new and elegant. They
passed the mews and saw the falconers attending to the tercels and
goshawks; they glimpsed the stables with the rows of mighty horses,
the big kennels where the dogs yelped and sprang; they heard the



Angelus ring out from the chapel, and saw the sun gilding the pale
stone of the belfry, the purple, azure and scarlet glass of the oriel
window.

Warwick, who rode a fine black horse showed his domain to the two
royal boys and their companion, Francis Lovell, with a certain
arrogance. Beyond the walls and moat spread the fields and woods
darkening the brow of the low hills; and there were, said the Earl, fine
grounds for hunting and falconry. They crossed the drawbridge and
saw the moat below, reflecting the castle. They came into the inner
courtyard, where there was a seneschal to meet them and a great
company of Warwick's men, with the Bear and Ragged Staff on their
shoulders. Warwick satisfied himself that all his household were
there, then, with a short nod of approval, dismissed them and took
the royal boys to the apartments of Warwick's wife, the heiress of the
Beauchamps and the woman through whom Warwick had obtained
his title and many of his lands.

Dickon felt antagonistic towards her because she was not his
mother--nostalgia smote him again. For a year he had been moving
from place to place, from stranger to stranger; now he must mourn a
home lost for ever. Seeing him so small and silent, Lady Warwick
caressed the child and spoke to him with great kindness, but the Earl
said:

'Anne, the boy is fragile, it will be difficult to inure him to arms; but the
other is very promising.'

Hearing this, Dickon's headstrong, passionate temper was roused;
he resolved that he would not be outdone by George, now the Duke
of Clarence. He was sure that even if he were not strong there was
nothing he could not learn—-how to wear armour and fight, how to
manage a horse, how to obey and, in time, to lead.



The Earl showed the boys their apartments, their governor and their
household, their pages, their table, and told them the hours of the day
which they must observe--the times for meals, for exercise, and for
prayer.

Dickon, when he could, escaped from all this formality and ran down
the galleries, out on to the ramparts of the castle, feeling at once
lonely and pursued.

Viewed from the high ramparts of the castle the valley appeared
vast, filled with gigantic and slowly-moving shadows. Beyond the
moat at the back of the castle where Dickon looked were orchards,
kitchen gardens and drying-grounds. Sheets of linen lay on the
grass, squares of linen hung from bushes, as yet only lightly sprinkled
with green. Acres of apple-trees, rose and white, spread to the
horizon. The little boy felt an extraordinary pleasure at this sight, and
asked one of the Earl's men, who was mending some of the
loosened stones on the bastion, whether he might not go into the
orchards, and the man showed him the door and set him across the
little drawbridge at the back. Once on the ground Dickon ran to the
trees.

Women were spreading out the linen; their white folded head-
dresses flapped with their movements, their faces were red from
stooping. Dickon ran into the orchard; he had forgotten the fatigue of
his journey and the strangeness of Middleham, the loneliness he had
felt at the overpowering size of the castle. The short grass was under
his feet and a faint drift of rose petals lay on this green carpet. The
apple-trees sloped to a litle wood of larch where the grey-green
leaves shivered in the almost imperceptible breeze and a stream
ran.

Dickon knelt down and dipped his fingers into the clear bright water;
as he did so he heard laughter. Looking up, he saw two little girls on



the other side of the stream. They were pale, and fair, with fair
ringlets and wearing white gowns. Dickon laughed, too, for he did not
often see children younger than himself. The girls sat down on the
opposite bank. Their nurse came hurrying up, complaining and
chiding. Dickon thought she was like Dame Ursula Ramme, and the
nurse, who knew he must be one of the little princes who had come
to be in her master's charge, made herself agreeable to him.

'These, Your Grace, are the Ladies Isabel and Anne, the Earl's
daughters.'

'Madam, have they any brothers?' asked Dickon, gravely. The nurse
pursed up her lips and shook her head and scolded the little girls for
laughing so much and rolling about in that undignified manner.
Dickon thought it was undignified for him, a boy who was about to be
trained in knighthood, to watch them any longer. He suddenly stood
up and ran away under the apple blossom. He was curious enough,
however, to look back across the stream and see that Anne, the
younger child, was weeping in the nurse's lap, seemingly in sorrow at
his abrupt departure.

Dickon escaped into the larch wood, where the light was silvery and
soft, filtering through thick, pale leaves. After a while he came upon a
well-defined track which led through a larger and darker wood, where
the well-grown trees cast a deeper shade. Dickon followed this,
pausing at times to listen to the calls of the birds which had been
familiar to him in the woods at Fotherinhay, until he came to a wide
opening with a gentle hollow.

The little boy paused with a sudden conviction that he was being
watched, that some creature was near him, and after a brief scrutiny,
he found this creature--another child, crouching among the bright
green bracken in the hollow. She fixed Dickon with eyes large, round,
bright as a woodland squirrel's.



'Sir, lam Alys, the wood-cutter's daughter,’ she said. 'Who are you?'

He sat down on the edge of the fern-filled hollow and began to talk to
the little girl. He asked her where her father lived, and if he worked
for the Lord of Warwick, how many trees he had cut down, and if he
had built his hut himself, and if there were any robbers or devils in the
wood?

The child was interested in this and enthralled by the rich
appearance of the little boy. She carne, still cautious and suspicious,
out of her greenwood lair, and sat not far away from Dickon, ready
for flight. Her hair was brown, her skin dark, she was thin.

She answered readily and in an accent difficult for Dickon to
understand. She said there were no robbers, since this wood
belonged to the great Earl of Warwick, and he was far too mighty a
prince for any evil-doers to venture on his lands. As for the devil, she
did not know, but she said she would be afraid to go out at night,
when the woods were dark and full of odd sounds.

She sat hunched up, with her thin, brown hands clasping her knees.
She told him a story which she had heard from an old priest up at the
castle. It was about dreadful creatures who dwelt in the woods who
could only be combated by invocations of the saints. There was a
shrine in the wood put up by this same priest and tended by her
father. But the imps and witches sometimes knocked it down, and it
was best to put a bowl of cream or dish of butter and wreaths of
flowers on the threshold before you went to sleep, and always to
make the sign of the Cross on the door before you closed it for the
night.

Dickon felt drowsy with the fatigue of his many days' journey. As he
listened to the strange, unfamiliar accents of the little girl he turned



himself about and made himself comfortable among the young ferns
and, before long, fell asleep. Watching him suspiciously, the little girl
continued her fantastic story, and when she was quite certain that he
was really asleep she crept over on her hands and knees to where
he lay and looked at him very closely, with curiosity, admiration and
suspicion.

This little girl Alys was then about twelve-years-old, and sharp and
quick as a wood mouse. She cautiously fingered a corner of
Dickon's satin coat, very lightly touched his slack dropped hands,
gazed into his sleeping face. After contemplating him for a while she
pulled up the larger bracken and laid them over the boy as a
covering, then, over the sleeping, green-covered figure she made the
sign of the Cross as the priest had taught her, and hurried away to
her father's hut on the outskirts of the wood.

Dickon slept. Though the light spring breeze brought the sound of the
bells from the castle chapel through the trees, he did not wake, but in
his dreams Jon Fogge strode before him. The terrified little boy
thought that now there could be no doubt about Jon Fogge--his
horns, his tail and hoofs; they were as clear as in the picture of the
Devil, thrusting scarlet souls with a pitchfork down into Hell's mouth,
which he always stared at with dreadful dismay when he entered the
chapel at Fotherinhay, where it was painted inside the door on the
wall so that no one could miss it. Jon Fogge was that very devil who
had leapt from his painted place in the chapel to follow and bring
down the House of York. Dickon sprang up, scattering the ferns that
covered him. Jon Fogge had gone, the child had gone. The wood
seemed still full of the invisible presences, and the boy ran through
the trees until he arrived, panting and breathless, in the orchard.

The little girls had gone from beside the stream, but there were still
women moving about the drying-ground. The company comforted
Dickon. The beauty of the peaceful scene was very delightful to the



little boy. The huge embattled castle gave him a sense of protection,
he felt that the homely life flowing on steadily from day to day was
soothing after these last weeks of change and tumult. He lay with his
face in his hands, watching the women shifting the linen, and the pale
sunlight on the walls of Middleham Castle. He began to think of the
horse that he would have and the knightly exercises he must perform,
and vowed that he would equal, if not excel, the strong and agile
George. Edward had spoken of enemies, and when he was a man--
and that would not be so many years ahead now--he, too, would have
to fight in the name of Plantagenet, the House of York and Edward
the King, his brother.

Dickon's hands closed lightly over daisies now beginning, at noon-
day, to unfold themselves.






PART Il - 1470-1472

The Bear And Ragged Staff

Dickon watched the sumptuous procession go past, his eyes
sparkled with delight at the splendour and beauty.

It was King Edward's custom to hold as many feasts as possible in
the royal residence, the Tower, to please the citizens of London, to
whom he owed far more money than he was ever likely to repay. But
this was the first of such entertainments that Dickon had seen. For
ten years he had been in Wensleydale, trained by the Earl of
Warwick; now he was judged a man, and Edward had sent for him to
come to London. Warwick's establishment had accustomed Dickon
to magnificence, but he had never seen splendour such as this. He
stood in the gallery of the great hall of King Henry lll and saw the long
tables below set with cups and covers of gold and silver. Down
pillows embroidered with the arms of England were in every seat, a
raised dais was canopied with azure velvet, banners of sarcenet
painted with the Three Suns and the White Rose, the Leopard and
the Lilies, hung between the pillars.

Warwick touched Dickon's arm and asked him what he thought of his
brother's court.

'Sir, it is very noble," answered Richard quietly. He observed that
Warwick, whom he had come to regard as a father, was angry and
uneasy. The Earl said contemptuously:

'Sir, it is fair without and rotten within. Edward is neither loved nor
feared in England, and the victor of Mortimer's Cross and Towton
hath become an idler and a philanderer with wanton women.’



Dickon frowned at this, and Warwick, impetuous and excitable,
laughed.

'After you have been a few days in London,' he remarked 'you will
understand these matters better.’

'Edward,’ replied the youth stoutly, 'has been nearly ten years on the
throne, and we have peace.'

'‘But there is another Edward growing up in France,' said Warwick,
'‘and a bold woman behind him. Sir, do you think that Queen
Margaret has given up hope?'

Dickon frowned.

'Why should ye speak to me like that, my lord of Warwick, and in my
brother's palace?’

'Fair Prince,' replied Warwick, sternly, 'for what | say | have good
reasons, nor am | so lowly placed,’ he added haughtily, 'that | can
lightly bear what | mislike.' He pressed the youth's hand as he spoke
and added, in a lower tone, with intense and bitter meaning, 'Good
Prince, watch ye well this festival tonight, and observe for whom your
noble and royal blood hath been set aside.'

Dickon replied impetuously:

'My Lord Warwick, | have no cause to lament my fortune; my brother
hath set me above envy and spite.'

'Sir Richard,' cried Warwick, energetically, 'you are yet near the
King's heart; but how long will his good grace endure? The
Woodvilles work like gnawing rats to eat away every man's
reputation, except those of their own faction.'



Dickon laughed, putting this aside as mere jealousy. His brother had
made him Duke of Gloucester, Earl of Cambridge, Lord Admiral of
the Seas and--greatest honour of all--Knight of the Garter, admitting
him to that Order of chivalry so proudly and so closely kept, for many
royal princes had remained without it. Yet, though Richard was
grateful to his brother, and though he still kept his motto 'Loyalty
bindeth me,' he had a clear brilliant brain, a firm, resolute character
and, while he possessed all the characteristics of recklessness and
courage of his House, an instinctive wisdom controlled his speech
and actions. Though he had been brought up so far from the Court,
this boy of eighteen was shrewd enough to guess the cause of
Warwick's bitterness.

'This marriage sticks with you, my Lord of Warwick,' he remarked
quietly.

'Marriage!" sneered Warwick. 'And do ye think it was a marriage?"
In my brother's house!" exclaimed Dickon sternly.

'Sirin any man's house,' said Warwick. 'Watch ye the woman tonight,
and all her fawning kinsfolk.'

With an excited gesture he pushed back the black curls from his
brow and, with reckless indifference to danger, said to the young
man whom he had trained so sedulously and over whom he believed
he had a considerable influence:

The fortunes of the House of York rest with you, good Prince, and
with your brother Clarence. For the Three Suns, you may take it, have
set in Elizabeth Woodville's silken lap.'

Dickon did not resent this, for he knew that the Earl spoke with love
as well as bitterness. He had been a faithful servant to Edward



Plantagenet and his father. He was the most powerful subject in the
realm and head of the mighty family of Nevilles; all his influence, all
his wealth, his efforts, had gone to place Edward on the throne and
hold him there. The marriage of the King with Elizabeth Woodville,
widow of a Lancastrian killed at the Battle of St Alban's, herself of a
Lancastrian family, had been unpopular with all the followers of the
House of York.

What more bitter slight, they had declared could have been contrived
than that the young King should marry the widow of a rebel and
advance all her Lancastrian relations above the heads of the loyal
Yorkists?

Dickon had recently visited his mother in her castle at Berkhamsted,
and he had been quick to see how she regarded the wife of Edward,;
Cicely of York could understand, too, the position of Warwick, who,
at the very moment that Edward had been secretly married to the
widow of Lord Grey, had been sent on a fool's errand to France to
negotiate for the hand of Bona of Savoy, the French Queen's sister.

'Watch them tonight, fair Prince,’ smiled Warwick; 'see for yourself,
young sir!"

'‘But how shall it help me to watch?' asked Dickon, simply: 'my duty
lieth in plain loyalty.'

As he said these last words he looked straight into the Earl's
sneering face, and Warwick returning his searching gaze, replied
scornfully:

'Sir if thy brother had needed to marry a commoner, | have two
daughters.'

Dickon conceded the justice of this complaint. Warwick was their



kinsman, his father (their mother's brother) had laid down his life for
them at Wakefield; Isabel or Anne Neville might better have graced
the throne of England than the widow of a Lancastrian lordling.

A company of trumpeters entered the hall, and Dickon would have
gone down to take his place, but Warwick detained him in the

gallery.

'Sir, watch it here for a while,' he said, 'and then you may believe me;
good Prince, we shall not be missed.'

Dickon looked at him sharply, drew a little apart and, leaning on the
deep carving of the gallery, gazed down into the great hall.

Richard of Gloucester at eighteen years had come to his full height,
which was not considerable; his build was slight but hardy. He had
never faltered from his childish resolution not to be excelled by his
fellows, and was as fine a knight for his age as any in the country.

His hair was thick light brown and hung shining and square-cut on to
his shoulders. He wore purple and tawny satin lined with martens' fur,
the collar of the Garter with a heavy gold chain beneath.

The great Neville was in his prime of life, and set off with every
splendour--rich furs, handsome velvets and finely-set jewels. Dickon,
who had grown up in his castle, knew him very well; an impetuous,
violent and ambitious man.

The party came into the painted hall.

Edward led Elizabeth Woodbville to the richly-dressed seat on the
dais. Whatever might be whispered of their secret marriage, at
which there had been no other present save her mother and a
singing-man, Edward had acknowledged her as his queen.



She had been crowned in Westminster.

She had had two children by her first marriage, and, since her union
with Edward, a child every year; and these, to the savage delight of
the Yorkists, were all girls--the Woodvilles as yet waited for the
Prince of Wales.

Dickon, looking eagerly at the woman under the canopy, did not find
her more than comely, though her beauty was so famous and had
served so completely to enthral the King. She was blonde, plump,
voluptuous. Her shoulders were naked, her hips weighed down with
yards of purple velvet and blue satin, her waist laced tightly into a stiff
bodice, her fingers held apart by a mass of rings. Her hair was
completely hidden under a pointed head-dress studded with jewels,
over which waved two wired muslin wings. Her mouth was very full
and red, her grey eyes were sleepy, her air was blousy and arrogant.
When she was seated on the dais all her women knelt round her, and
foremost among them was her own mother, Jacquetta of
Luxembourg, the wife of Richard Woodville, Lord Rivers.

In a contemptuous whisper Warwick reminded the Duke of
Gloucester of all the posts at which the Woodvilles had so greedily
snatched since the elevation of Elizabeth to the English throne. Her
brother, Anthony Woodville, Lord Scales, considered himself the
most important noble in England--how many high offices did he not
hold? Another brother, Lionel, was Bishop of Salisbury. Her son,
Thomas Grey, had been created Marquess of Dorset...

'And the women, too, mercy Jesu!' sneered Warwick; 'they have
been married to the Duke of Buckingham, Beaufort, and the Earls of
Kent, Arundel and Huntingdon and the Lord Strange...Her brother-in-
law, Edward Grey had been made Viscount Lisle. Fair Prince, | think
you will have cause to remember these things.'



Dickon did not answer. He was uneasy. Even if he had not been
impressed by the words of Warwick he was shrewd enough to
perceive that this Woodville was neither queenly, nor even sweet.

Edward sat beside her on the throne beneath the royal canopy.
Plantagenet had spent the nine years of his kingship in luxurious
idleness, in pleasures and sports. Kindly and good-natured to all,
even to his enemies, he wished for the good of his people; yet he
had allowed his business and his honour alike to slide into the hands
of his wife's relations, and he appeared to be indifferent both to the
wrath and to the reproach of his friends and followers. His personal
amiability kept many loyal who would otherwise long ago have left
him. He was agreeabile to all, and his charm and beauty were difficult
to resist; so he held England as well as he might, despite his own
faults.

Idly smiling, he nodded with familiar grace to all the companions of
his Christmas festival. Near him, and for once in his favour, was his
brother George, in appearance equally handsome, clothed with
equal splendour. Edward missed Gloucester and Warwick, and they
had to come and take their seats at the board. As they walked up the
hall the eyes of all the WoodVvilles were upon them.

Richard's own friend, Francis Lovell, was not there. He felt amongst
strangers, and was glad to keep close to Warwick. From Clarence
he had been long estranged; even in childhood they had not been
closely united. Elizabeth WoodVville curled her lip at Warwick. Dickon
had to kneel and kiss her hand. Her glittering brother, Sir Anthony
Woodville Lord Scales, whispered something in her ear, and she
laughed. Edward lolled, drank, and made jests. Clarence was
gorgeously insolent. He had but lately made his peace with the King.
When, three years ago, the bodies of Richard of York and Edmund
of Rutland had been taken from Pontefract to Fotherinhay in a
procession of regal magnificence, it had been Richard, not George,



who had accompanied the train, so deep then had been the breach
between the King and his brother.

As he sat, almost un-noticed, in his place he was thinking deeply,
and when the company rose from the table he pulled Edward by his
sleeve and begged him that they might go to some place where they
could talk. Edward, placing his arm affectionately around his
brother's shoulders, led him to a small room off the great hall. The
eyes of all the Court followed them.

The Queen called Warwick up to the dais and jested with him,
insolent and mocking.

'Loving brother Dickon,' smiled King Edward, 'why so set and grim?
Doth not my party please thee?'

Gloucester answered with candid eagerness:

'Noble brother, | have but a few words to say to thee, and they have
come immediately to my mind and will not be concealed. | think of my
Lord Warwick, who | know very well, having lived so long with him,
and | see that he nurses a grave discontent; do you know why?"

At this the good humour fled from Edward's face, he began to pace
up and down the narrow room, his hands on the hips of his long
gown.

'Is Warwick to cry me down? Is Warwick my master?' he demanded.
'Is Warwick to say, "Do this, do that,” and I run to do his bidding?"

'Nay, if it please thy princely grace,' said Dickon, simply, 'he is
affronted.’

'And what if he is?' demanded Edward, angrily.



"It is not prudent to affront the chief of the Nevilles and the knight who,
under God's grace and thine own valour, set Your Highness on the
English throne.'

Edward was both surprised and vexed at hearing these words from
his brother.

'And hast thou, too, Dickon, come to town to plague me?"

‘Nay, sir, to serve thee,' replied Gloucester, quietly, 'but | fear Lord
Warwick.'

'And | no man!' smiled the King. "Warwick will not dare raise a hand
against me.'

'And if he should it would split the realm,’ said Richard, briefly. 'He
hath a mighty following.'

'Sir, hath he been endeavouring to make thee one of them?' asked
Edward, with sudden sternness.

'No,' replied Dickon, 'and if he did it would make no difference to my
loyalty.'

‘It may be,' mused Edward, 'that George is not so steadfast. | think
Warwick meddles there.'

'Sir, | know nothing,' said Dickon, quickly, 'only that Lord Warwick is
affronted, and it would not ill become your princely Grace somewhat
to soothe and flatter him. | do perceive that tonight neither of his
brothers is here--neither my Lord of Exeter nor the Marquess
Montacute.'

'Sir, | can well spare their gloomy faces,' replied the King. Dickon
said, abruptly:



'George wishes to marry Warwick's daughter Isabel.'

'So help me God, he shall not!" cried Edward. "Warwick is high
enough already. | will not have that marriage.' Dickon flushed and
answered:

'We are kinsfolk--our blood is near the same, and if George bath
love of the lady, what evil is there in his desire?"

'Sir, | will not have it answered Edward. 'ff Lord Warwick say
anything of this matter to thee, nay, or George either, tell them,
Dickon, that | will not have it. Warwick shall not place his daughter
among the princes of the royal blood.' He pulled the tapestry from the
door.

'This is the time of festival. he added, with an easy return to his
habitual good humour. 'Put these matters out of thy head, Dickon; do
not let my Lord Warwick's sour looks and sullen humours affect thee.'

But Dickon remained in the little room, and Edward returned alone to
the festival in the great painted hall. Two were missing from this
noisy and glittering company--the Earl of Warwick and the Duke of
Clarence had retired together. Too often now the Nevilles left the
King's Court early.

Dickon felt lonely, ill at ease that he had been rebuked by his brother,
and remembered a sad duty which seemed well fitted to his present
mood. A side door in the mural chamber admitted him to a circular
stairway. He was not familiar with the royal apartments of the Tower,
and made his way by chance about the rooms until he met a serving-
man. Of him the young Duke demanded the way to King Henry's
apartments.

These chambers were far off and lonely. As Dickon proceeded to



them he heard the noise of the party, smelt the meats and the spices,
the incense and the hot sugar, he was touched with shame for his
brother.

2

For ten years Henry of Lancaster had occupied these apartments in
the Tower. When, after Towton, his wife and son had escaped
overseas, the Lancastrian King had been, before many months had
passed, discovered wandering forlornly in the North and brought to
the royal castle in London. The rooms given him were those he liked
best when he had been free to choose his residence; he had his own
servants, doctors, musicians and priests, yet he was a prisoner,
since he could not leave the precincts of the Tower. Edward treated
him with negligent generosity; he was allowed to have visitors--the
House of York had nothing to fear from a man who was alternately
saint or imbecile.

Dickon came with uneasiness and humility into the presence of his
unfortunate prince. He had never held him to blame for the horrors at
Wakefield. During his years at Middleham young Gloucester had
often thought of Henry Lancaster, and during his brief, occasional
visits to London had never failed to wait upon him.

This man who, in his childhood, had been crowned King of England
and of France, sat meekly, his hands folded in the lap of his worn
grey cloth gown. He was, in actual years, young; but life had been
very long to him, and the lank pale hair that curled almost to his waist
was heavily shadowed with grey; his eyes were the colour of dead
ashes, and heavy lines ran down his pallid mouth.

Face, figure and bearing expressed an infinite and terrible
resignation.



Dickon hesitated in the doorway. Very faintly and intermittently came
the sounds of his brother's festival.

Henry peered up at his visitor, smiled, shook his head, and did not
know him.

The clerk in attendance yawned behind the book of prayers he had
been reading aloud.

'Is His Princely Grace well?' asked Dickon, and came into the room,
which was litle and narrow, with scant furniture and pictures of
saints.

Henry beckoned to him, still not knowing the young knight.

'Sir, do | hear music?' he whispered--trumpets, and organs, and
carollings? Now, for God's sake, tell me what they be?"

"Your Noble Grace,' replied Gloucester, 'they hold festival in the great
painted hall: itis the Feast of Our Lord's Nativity.'

'And should this be greeted with noise and mirth?' asked Henry,
vaguely, 'by men of blood with harness on their backs? Forsooth and
forsooth! | would not have it so." Dickon considered him curiously.
This meek and wretched-seeming man was the son of the great
Harry, and had been anointed in Rheims and Westminster.

'Sir, doth your Noble Grace fall on peace?' he asked, softly. There
was a peculiar seductiveness in his voice and an allure in his
manner. Even in his early youth he could persuade and convince
men to open their hearts and resign their wills to his. Henry of
Lancaster was conscious of this charm; he lifted up his shaking
hands and, thrusting his face forwards, stared closely with dim-
sighted eyes at the handsome, earnest young man.



'Sir, by suffering we are perfected,' he whispered, 'and that is God's
decree. How long have we had peace in England?"

'Sir, near ten years,' said Richard, thoughtfully. "Yet but an intake of
the breath to me, for with the war | began to live,' and he frowned,
remembering the horror of his father's death, the flight across the
dark and wintry North Sea, and the sojourn with the Duke of
Burgundy in the city with the high tower.

'Peace, then,' Henry of Lancaster smiled faintly, 'be with us all. That
is God's great gift.' His voice dropped. 'Art thou also, young sir, a
prisoner?"

'l am Sir Richard Plantagenet--that is, if a name hath any meaning for
your Princely Grace.'

'Are we not all Plantagenets?' smiled Henry, foolishly, and shook his
pale head.

‘| am Gloucester, too,' said Richard, 'and Cambridge.' Henry drew
himself alert.

'Gloucester! Why, that is a cursed and doomed name. My uncle
Humphrey, he was Gloucester, they took him away to murder him.
That other Gloucester, too, Thomas, was miserably slain. | have
heard many wizards prophesy that the name of Gloucester brought a
curse.'

He shuddered, fumbling with his lean, shaking fingers at his falling
mouth.

'‘Cannot you think of another title, boy, than Gloucester?' Dickon
replied uneasily:

'l came to bring some cheer and comfort to vour Princely Grace. but



since you do not know me--'

'Sir, I know you very well,' said Henry, with a sad laugh. "When last we
met it was in Westminster, in the Abbey there. | was measuring out
my grave before the Confessor's tomb. Do you not remember that
we said we would not wrong the Queen, Eleanor, by moving her, but
that | should lie a little to the left? The Abbot promised that he would
take up the relics if would pay for it.  marked the place with my staff-
-two flagstones, a fair length for a man, cousin--for | think you said
you were Plantagenet. See that that is done for me.'

The arras suddenly lifted and two men came in. They were Warwick
and Clarence.

The three, caught in a common amazement, stared at each other
covertly, disregarding Henry of Lancaster. He had out his beads now
and was pulling them slowly, one by one, through his emaciated
fingers.

Clarence was hot with wine; his beauty and his jewels seemed to
insult the bare room. Warwick appeared to control an unsteady
anger; he stood with his hands on the arras, considering Richard.

'Dickon is before us,' smiled Clarence, softly. 'See he hath come to
pay his duty to his discarded Grace.'

'‘Brother, | would pay duty where | have reverence,' replied Richard.

Clarence laughed and strode up to Henry and, stooping, peered into
his pallid face. Henry glanced up at him and down again, and
continued drawing the beads through his fingers, muttering and
sighing to himself.

'Even as | told thee, Lord Warwick,' said Clarence, flashing his blue



eyes at him, 'this is a witless fool, and not fitted to serve thy purpose
or mine. Let us go our ways and deal not with him.'

'What purpose,” demanded Richard, quickly, ‘cant thou have with
Henry of Lancaster?'

Warwick answered arrogantly, 'Sir, | may have with Henry of
Lancaster the same purpose as | had with Edward of York.'

'But a Neville,’ said Richard, 'could never be a traitor.' That word
seemed to pierce to Henry of Lancaster's dark, over-clouded mind:

'Traitor?" he said, musingly. "Why, sir, | have seen a many of them.’

He rose slowly and, it seemed with pain, reached for his staff and,
leaning on it, regarded them all with a gentle, wistful and aloof
glance.

'If ye be traitors,' he said, 'l beg ye to forbear my chamber. The sweet
Lord Christ was Himself betrayed, and no mortal can hope to
escape treachery, yet would | have other companions than traitors.'

'Sir, no betrayal of your Princely Grace is meant,' answered Richard,
gently. 'Alas, poor soul, how could you be betrayed, you who have
nothing left to lose!"

'Sir, it may be,' smiled Warwick, sternly, 'the Noble King has
something that he may gain; though he be feeble he may be helped
to height.'

'Sir, take those words down to my brother!" cried Richard, holy; 'if
Clarence will listen, Jesu defend that | should!"

'Sir, what | have to say,' replied Warwick, arrogantly, 'your brother
shall hear soon enough. You, good Prince, are young to judge



between men.’'
Richard waved his hand as if he dismissed this rebuke.

'Sir, why,’ he demanded--and his haughtiness was equal to
Warwick's pride--'do ye come and bring my brother Clarence to visit
Henry of Lancaster?'

'Prince, go tell thy brother | am here,' replied the dark Earl, 'and let
him ask me that question. Or, rather, tell it to Elizabeth Woodville,
since your brother's will lies in her hands and her kinsfolks'.'

Dickon did not reply. During his youth he had been trained in strict
obedience to the great Earl of Warwick. He had lived beneath him
as his page and esquire, according to the rules of knighthood; and,
though he was unafraid and all his deep loyalty to his brother roused,
he could not bring himself to openly quarrel with Warwick. He looked
anxiously at Clarence, who stood in the window-place, and then at
Henry of Lancaster, who was still leaning on his staff, the large brown
beads hanging from his thin white hands, muttering to himself.

Dickon left the chamber and the tower.

The sound of the organ music, of the singing boys and men was in
his ears as he called up his esquire, had his horse brought and rode
away through the streets of London.

The frozen snow was stiff beside the dark river and beneath the
skies, sprinkled with glittering stars crystal clear. Richard shuddered
in his furlined gown; life seemed difficult and terrible--a perpetual
conflict, and for what prize? Was the ultimate achievement an earthly
crown? He had seen two kings tonight, and envied neither of them.

Dickon did not ride to Baynard's Castle, where his mother
occasionally resided, but stopped his horse at a residence of equal



magniﬁcenée, that bbre, deé;')-cut above the stone gate, the Béar
and Ragged Staff of the Nevilles--the London castle of the Earl of
Warwick.

The house was silent and melancholy but he found three women
sitting drowsily round a fire talking; Lady Warwick and her two
daughters, Isabel and Anne, the playmates of George and Dickon at
Middleham.

The younger ladies sprang up when Richard entered and, running up
to him, begged him to tell them something of the great festival at the
Court, at which they were not allowed yet to appear, for, besides
their youth, the heiresses of Neville were so frail and delicate.

Dickon evaded their eager enquiries. Troubled and uneasy, he
implored them to go on with their conversation. But they had lost
heart and when he joined them round the large chimney-stone, they
all sat silent.

Dickon was beside Anne; he often was beside Anne at Middleham,
when they watched the tourneys and exercises in the tiltyard, or when
they rode together through Wensleydale, when they walked in the
woods and orchards or by the river which flowed past Middleham.

Lady Warwick smiled at them as they sat now, close together on the
same bench, quiet in the firelight. She stayed away from Court
because she could not endure the insolence of Elizabeth Woodville
and her kinsfolk, and she had encouraged the attachment between
her two daughters and the Plantagenet princes.

Herself of the noblest blood in England, and nearly as ambitious as
her husband, Lady Warwick saw no reason why she should not unite
her children with the royal house. She, as well as her lord, had nursed
the hope that Edward might marry one of the girls who would be such



great heiresses. Disappointment was not the least part of her
bitterness against Queen Elizabeth. She knew that her husband's
influence with the King was waning, that daily he lost face in the
Councils and at the Court of Edward; that daily the indolent young
King fell more deeply under the influence of the greedy, grasping
Woodvilles. She knew her lord, his ambitions and his temper, and
hourly feared a clash, maybe, of arms. Therefore, with deliberate
intent, she rose and took her elder daughter away with her, leaving
Richard and Anne together in the firelit room: candles had not been
brought in, the women preferring this rosy twilight.

Dickon regarded Anne earnestly and wistfully; he asked her if she
were tired.

Anne was so often tired, and there were times when she would lie for
days on her bed speaking to no one; there were times, too, when
she would rest for hours in a chair, her head on a cushion, yet not
asleep, only drowsy. Anne was so lovely that Dickon felt afraid. She
was always gentle and tender, kind and pleased with any little
attention, or gift, or delight; but Dickon knew nothing of her mind. She
was his secret lady, and shared his devotion with the statue of St
George with the gold ring about his waist which he kept above his
bed and before which he said his prayers. So he had led his life--
between God, and Anne, and exercise.

Anne smiled at him now through the twilight and laid her hand on his
sleeve.

Dickon shuddered, remembering what his brother had said about
Clarence and Isabel; 'he would not have it--he would not have that
marriage--no union with the house of Neville." He wanted to take
Anne away to an enchanted tower where no one would ever come
near them.



His mood was shattered, his thoughts broken, by an abrupt entrance.
Warwick had returned to his castle. He laughed to see the boy and
girl in the firelight, clapped his hands and shouted for candles.

'Sir, | followed close behind your Princely Grace,' he said, with a
triumph in his voice. 'l thought that it was here that ye would come,
and that, where thy fortune led thee, thou wouldst be well received.’

'Sir, this house bath been as my home,' replied Dickon, quietly; he
added, 'Sir, thou hast left the festival early.'

The dark Earl laughed from him to Anne, and striding to the fire,
struck his hands together and warmed them, for he was cold from his
swift riding through the winter night. He tossed his head and, in his
excited, reckless manner, asked:

'Sir Richard, you say my castle is your home. If | should take my
allegiance from your brother, which of us would you follow?"

Dickon replied instantly:
'Sir, you cannot take your allegiance from your King.'

Warwick, standing in front of the ruddy glow of the fire, his hands on
his hips, blew away that assertion with a laugh. Then, noticing Anne,
standing meekly in his presence, he told her gently to go to her
mother.

Dickon did not look at her as she left the room.
'It is your patrimony and England's, Sir,' said Warwick, keenly, 'that
Edward Plantagenet squanders on the Woodvilles. Will you, good

Prince, let your self be a footstool for these rebels to mount on?"

'Sir," answered Richard, 'l am my brother's man.'



'Ye have a meeker temper than Clarence, said Warwick,
contemptuously, 'but he hath always been the nobler spirit." Dickon
ignored the sneer and cried, impetuously:

'Sir, hast thou been meddling with my brother's loyalty? Will George
turn against his King?"

Warwick was amused; he looked the slight, handsome figure up and
down and then said, deliberately:

'Follow me, and | will give thee Anne; if you lose her you will have
great unhappiness, | know.'

'Sir, the King's noble Grace would not permit,' said Richard, dully: 'ye
have heard his mind on the matter of Isabel and George, and how
much he was against it.'

'Say ye the King's Noble Grace would not permit?' sneered Warwick.
'O mercy, Jesu, know thou well what | will not permit? Come, good
Dickon, wilt thou take Anne and half my fortune?'

'Sir, | thank thee for the honour you would give me,' replied Dickon,
'but, by my faith, you debase yourself in suggesting treachery to a
Plantagenet.'

'Sir, take thy choice, take thy hazard!' cried Warwick, arrogantly.
'Maybe thou canst find a fairer fortune than | offer, and a nobler,
better-dowered bride than Anne Neville.'

'Sir Richard Neville,' said Richard, passionately, 'thou art my elder in
arms, my superior in knighthood, or | had said just now what had not
easily been forgiven. Fie on thee, traitor! and alas, that so noble a
man as you should act like this!'



And he left the house miserable and angry.

The snow-clouds were coming up over the Thames, bells were
ringing from the crowded churches, carols sounded from the closed,
lit houses.

Dickon rode mournfully, thinking of Anne. Anne, whose mind he did
not know--Anne foregone...

He went to Baynard's Castle, and in the porch of the outer wall where
the beggars gathered a dark figure rose out of the gloom and came
to meet him,

A stranger--a beggar? Dickon's hand, ever ready for spendthrift
generosity, went to his pouch.

But the stranger seemed to divine his intention, and moved away.
His upturned face as he departed was visible for a second in the
starlight, and Richard paused, holding in his horse, and wondering,
half-trembling, where he had seen him before. Years ago, in some
dream or childish vision; surely on a ship flying across the North
Sea? Had they told him it was a man-at-arms?

He could recall now, in Utrecht, a fellow that they had called Jon
Fogge.

'Ah, Sir fiend," muttered Dickon, 'since ye give me such warning |
shall beware of thee.'

3

Dickon was alert, watchful; there was much about him that he did not
understand, but he was acutely conscious of danger, encompassing
him on every side. He had been born and nurtured in peril, and his



training had been entirely for warfare. Since the terrible death of his
father and that frantic flight to the Low Countries, Dickon's mind had
been filled with images of war and death.

This young Prince had been generous and affectionate in his
relations with Warwick, who had been to him both father and
governor; now that was gone, and he must hold himself secretly and
suspiciously, even towards Neville; for, young as he was, Dickon had
a very shrewd idea of the great Earl's character--a man who would
talk recklessly and impetuously, with no great meaning in much that
he said. Yet he had spoken of treachery, almost openly, and offered
Anne as a bribe. Dickon, hurt, uneasy, watched Warwick. With
Clarence he had no intimacy. For several years they had been apart,
and Dickon heard only of his brother's constant disputes with the
King. He seemed in ever closer companionship with Warwick and
avoided Dickon and the Court.

The young Duke of Gloucester was thus isolated. He walked like one
who expects every moment to feel the grip of an enemy's hand on his
shoulder, or to see the glitter of an enemy's weapon facing him round
some dark corner. Eager to rush on these gathered but unnamed
hostilities, and possessing a boldness even beyond the proverbial
boldness of his race, the young Prince went to the Tower with Level
and Radcliffe, determined to overcome the delays and slights put
upon him by his brother's favourites.

'Sir, | am resolved,' he declared to Lord Scales, 'to see the King's
Highness.'

Every avenue to the King was barred by the Woodvilles or their
minions. Few of the King's old friends remained, except William Lord
Hastings; the other Yorkist nobles and knights had retired sullenly to
their great castles, breathing treason. These hard, fierce martial
men, who had set Edward Plantagenet on the throne of Henry of



Lancaster, despised the young King for his effeminacy, his love of
luxury, his idleness,

So Richard, in his brother's house, was among enemies, and knew
Lord Scales, the Queen's brother, to be one of the sharpest of these.

This knight was accomplished, elegant, idle and greedy. He led his
family in soliciting favours from his sister's infatuated husband. Sated
with honours, fat with ease, insolent and unscrupulous, the
Woodvilles sucked at the source of the King's bounty till it ran dry for
all others.

Playing negligently with the chains about his breast, Scales made
indolent excuses to Dickon.

The King was abed; the King was in the tennis courts; the King had
gone to Shene for hunting--in short, he did not know where the King
was, or what he did; but he advised the young Duke of Gloucester
not to waste his time idling in antechambers.

Dickon scowled and disdained to answer Lord Scales. He folded his
arms, leant against the tapestry, and fixed his dark eyes furiously on
the door of the King's apartments.

Lord Scales was not the fool he seemed, with his long, scalloped
scarlet damask sleeves and his tasselled coif, his velvet stomacher
and perfumed hair.

He studied Richard Plantagenet covertly. He knew the common talk
that the young Prince had been so shocked by the death of his father
and his flight into the Low Countries that it was believed he would not
live; or, if he lived, would be an imbecile. This, it seemed, had been a
false prophecy. Scales remembered what Warwick had said of his
ward--that Richard, by force of will and sheer courage, had trained



himself into as accomplished and brave a knight as his brother
George, to whose superior strength all martial exercises came
easily.

'Sir, you grow as high as your dignity--a proper Prince,' smiled Lord
Scales.

'Sir,  am indeed full-grown now,' replied Richard. Would | had come
to my man's estate some years earlier, good knight, then | had not
stood waiting thy pleasure in my brother's ante-chamber.'

Anthony WoodVville was not used to any manner of defiance; his eyes
and lips narrowed as he thought swiftly:

'"These two brothers of the King must be pinioned before they spread
their wings and fly out of reach.’

But, being crafty, he turned off the Prince's fiery reply with a smooth
smile; it was not his policy to drive matters to extremities.

'Sir, if your Grace will see the King's Highness | will take you to him
now. My excuses were but to delay you till a better season, for his
Noble Highness has had his pleasant humour galled by my Lord of
Clarence.'

Richard replied, with a reckless boldness that the favourite had never
heard any man address to him since his elevation:

'How these quarrels please ye, Lord Scales! How well my brother
plays thy game when he crosses the King's mood! Though | am fresh
to these courts,' added Richard, bitterly, 'thy purpose is not hid from
me. If you could bribe my brother Clarence into a rebellion you would
be well satisfied.'

Scales was astonished at the penetration and the courage of the



young Prince, but he concealed this amazement and answered,
quietly:

'My Lord of Gloucester speaks with boyish spite. We who are well
grounded in the affection of the King's grace have no need for subtle
plots to maintain our place.’

'Sir, words," replied Richard, 'are easily frothed up to disguise
intentions.'

He moved quickly from the wall, pushed in front of Lord Scales and
opened the door into the King's apartments. Scales shrugged and let
him pass.

Richard strode through two chambers full of idling pages with
musical instruments, dice, dogs and chess. They paid Richard little
attention, since they knew he was displeasing to the Woodvilles; two
pages at the King's private door tried to hinder his entry.

'As God help me,' swore Richard, 'the King and | are one man's son
and I will goin.'

He put the men aside, one with either hand, with a force they did not
dare disobey and, opening the door impetuously, found himself in the
presence of Edward and George, who were quarrelling in
passionate, high voices.

As Richard stepped into the room he heard the King say, in an
excess of rage:

'If ye speak, thy life is uponiit!’
Tore God,"' answered Clarence, 'if | were sure, | would speak I

They saw Dickon.



Edward's wrath flared out.

'What two of ye come to plague me? Are ye on the same errand,
Dickon? When a man is on fair terms with all the world, must he be
crossed and crossed again by his own blood?'

'Sir, it seemeth,' said Clarence, quickly, 'that it is ye, Edward the
King, who forgets that we are of the same blood, and that it is left to
me to teach thee that we are one man's son.'

Dickon looked quickly from one to the other of his brothers; they
were both so alike, yet staring at each other rigid with hate. He
wondered what had come between these two during the years that
he had spent at Middleham and known nothing of their lives.

'Why do ye force in thus unmannerly?' cried the King, hotly. 'Did thy
brother Clarence bid ye here to set on me?'

'Sir, | broke in thus rudely,' replied Richard, without flinching,
'because it seemeth that only by force can your brothers get into the
presence of your Noble Grace.'

'Sir,  keep my friends about me,' replied Edward, red with rage.

'Aye, your Noble Grace's friends, but not ours,' said Richard. 'l have
been kept waiting like a page or a varlet in outer rooms, while my
Lord Scales looked me up and down. Therefore, sir, for God's love,
tell me how lam to be regarded.’

Clarence laughed at this boldness, and cast a mocking glance at the
angry King.

'Sir, here is another to give thee trouble; ye will not find it so easy to
set Plantagenets under Woodbvilles!"



'Sirs, I once did love ye both,' replied Edward, furiously, 'but ye have
turned my kindness to bitter gall.’

'Sir, what have | done?' asked Dickon, striding up to him. 'l have
obeyed all your Noble Grace's demands. Ye have kept me out
among strangers.'

With an abatement in his anger the King turned and looked at his
younger brother earnestly:

'Have ye been loyal, Dickon?' he asked.

'‘Before God, | have been loyall' cried Dickon, scornfully. ‘Certes, for
nought speak ye, sir.'

Edward had always loved the younger man, he could not long be
angry with him.

He demanded:

'Did ye ask Clarence to come here now?'

'Sir, for days | have not seen him,' replied Richard. 'l have come on
matters of my own; this by the faith of my body, without any
falsehood.'

Edward said:

'Favours? No one cometh to me except to ask favours.'

'Sir, that is truth indeed of thy present friends,' cried Clarence, 'false
recreant knights and common lechers.' Richard said quietly:

'l wish for Anne Neville, Lord Warwick's daughter.’



'This has been planned between you!" exclaimed the King. 'Anne for
you, Isabel for George, and the Neville heritage in partage between
you. Have you not heard me say No, and No again to that, both of
you? This is wilful folly.'

'Sir, no is not answer,' replied Clarence, 'when there is no reason
behind it; and ye, Sir Edward, have lightly forgotten our high
services.'

Dickon looked at the angry King wistfully.

'Hath your Grace cast over in your mind that we were the
companions of these ladies in our childhood, that they are our
kinsfolk, that neither in blood nor lands would these marriages fail to
satisfy our honour? They would," he added shrewdly and carefully,
‘closer unite to your Grace's Highness the Earl of Warwick, who has
of late been greatly discontented.’

'There,' replied Edward, impatiently, 'is one good reason why | will
not give my brothers to his daughters. | am weary of Warwick, he
seeketh to rule in everything; he hath, for a subject, too much
arrogance.'

'Sir, he put the crown on thy head,' sneered Clarence, 'and without
him you can scarcely keep it.'

"You lie!" exclaimed Edward, hotly, 'and if our mother were not living |
would punish you for the boldness of you.'

'Sir, how often ye have threatened to slay me!' cried Clarence. 'Ye
are quick at privy removals! It would need to be privy since, man to
man, | am the better, Edward; with sword or dagger in the joust or
tourney, on horse or on foot, | am the better knight, and my buffets
could put you to shame.'



'‘But ye boast like a varlet,' put in Dickon, stepping up to the King's
side, 'and are nigh out of thy wits. Edward, brother, my good Lord,
will your Princely Grace forget what Clarence hath said?'

'Sir, let him go,' said Edward, sullenly 'and if ye love him and
consider me, let him pass from my presence.'

He turned to Clarence and added, with stern dignity:

‘Leave me now, George, lest we come to brawling like roysterers in
atavern.

'Come with me, Dickon,' said Clarence, smiling easily, for he had the
provoking habit of falling from towering rages to light mockery. 'Thy
suit also will be pleaded in vain; Warwick's maidens are not for us.
Tell me,' he asked, with a sneer, 'for whom do ye intend these girls,
Sir Edward? Have ye found some Woodbville gallants to share their
dowries?"

Dickon stood between his two brothers.
He looked earnestly at the King and said:

'Will your Kingly Grace tell me if ye do refuse the hand of Anne
Neville?'

'Sir, | do,' replied Edward, 'on thy loyalty, Dickon, ye shall not have
her. 1 will wed ye abroad--a French or a Burgundian princess.'

'Oh, my Lord Sir Edward!" mocked Clarence. 'The King may take his
pleasure with a commoner, may not his brothers have the same
liberty?"

But Dickon said, with a dignity beyond his years:



'Sir,  have had my answer, and | accept.'

Clarence, malicious, graceful, strode to the door. Dickon was
following him, but the King impetuously put out a restraining hand.

'Stay with me, Dickon. | would not have an estrangement between us;
do not be embarrassed by all this noise and cry of Clarence.'

'Aye, stay with him," smiled Clarence, 'and | will tell thee a theme for
thy converse. Ask him why he bath a great dread of the Bishop of
Bath and Wells!"

This gibe was uttered in a tone of spite, and was beyond Dickon's
comprehension, but he saw the King's face was darkening with
anger, and that Clarence hastily left the room, as if he feared his
brother's violence.

'Sir, I know nothing of this,' said Dickon, simply.

Edward snatched his hand and gazed at him with an earnest, almost
an imploring expression in his bright blue eyes.

'Is that truth, Richard, that ye know nothing of it?'

'Sir, George hath told me nothing of any matter,' replied Dickon, 'And
why be ye so abashed?'

Edward knew that Richard always spoke the truth. 'George never
loved me,' he said, uneasily; 'and now he contriveth some mischief
secretly against me.'

'Sir,; said Dickon, quietly, 'l am sure that George is loyal to his
father's son.'

'Yet | do not trust him," replied Edward, in distress, 'nor my Lord



Warwick, with whom he is so close in company. | could never believe
that they would rise against me; still, | think they make mischief and
trouble.'

'Sir, itis true that you have affronted both,’ replied Richard, heavily.

Warwick looks too high,' interrupted the King, impatiently; 'he
expecteth too much--he would be all and everything.'

'Sir, | do love him,' said Richard, warmly. 'He was our father's
greatest friend. Had | been the elder son, he would not have
complained of ingratitude.'

'Sir, doth he so complain?' Edward took him up, scowling. 'Sir, | think
he hath just cause,' replied Dickon. "Were | Lord Warwick, or were |
George, | should take offence.’

'These two," cried Edward, angrily, 'try to seduce thee from thy
allegiance, presumptuous boy!"

'Sir, | am a man,' replied Richard of Gloucester, ‘and lately called
upon to prove it. This refusal which your Kingly Grace hath given me
is not one that any youth could stomach. | need a manly fortitude
there.'

The King smiled with sudden tenderness.

'A man indeed, my sweet Dickon. And doth it hurt thee that | cannot
give thee Warwick's Anne?'

'Sir, 1 will not talk of it,' replied Richard. 'l would not be, like your
Princely Grace, over-ruled by the thought of women, through which, |
dread me, God is greatly displeased with us, and therefore | call
myself unhappy.'



The King laughed, but not easily.
"There is still much ye do not understand, sweet Dickon," he replied.

'Sir, | understand when a man loseth his knighthood in the company
of his lemans and his flatterers.'

'Sir, go join thy brother," answered Edward, 'before ye excel him in
my displeasure.'

Dickon left immediately, although he saw a softening, almost an
appeal in the King's look. When Dickon was angry he was quick and
violent, in contrast with his usual easy manner. In this disturbed
interview he had learnt the one thing he had forced his way into the
castle to learn--the King's mind on his marriage with Anne Neville. A
faint hope that reason had not been able to quench, had now been
rudely blasted by the King's harsh words. Dickon walked away
heavily, scowling.

In the last ante-chamber Clarence waited for him. The Princes left the
Tower together.

The courtyard was full of a company of horsemen, busy with dogs,
pages, shooters, with horns and wood knives. The King was going to
Shene to hunt; he kept good dogs both for the string and bait, even
at the Tower.

Gloucester and Clarence returned to Baynard's Castle. Clarence

kept glancing at his younger brother and thinking to himself: Shall |
tell him? Can | trust him?

4

Princess Cicely of York came frequently to Baynard's Castle, leaving



her lonely retreat at Berkhamsted to conduct the establishment of the
two young Princes. Neither of them was wealthy, and George, who
was very extravagant, was frequently cramped in his needs. The
honours their brother had given them did not include money, for the
King himself had little of that to give away. In spite of a handsome
revenue, his private fortune, and continuous loans from the city,
Edward was in debt, and was often put to undignified expedients to
find the money to pay for the magnificence of his Court, his
pleasures and the incessant greed of the Woodvilles. His brothers,
therefore, lived without much state in their father's castle by the
Thames. Although their titles were as noble as their blood, neither of
them had received that active employment which should have fitted
their station. The best positions were in the hands of the Woodbvilles.
The Queen's father was Captain of Calais, the highest military post it
was in the power of the Crown of England to grant, and one which
Warwick had long held. The Woodbville faction was secure in all the
other high military commands. Gloucester and Clarence, for all their
dukedoms and Garters, were restricted and idle. This would have
pleased George, who had his brother Edward's love of ease and
pleasure, well enough, had he not been galled by lack of money; but
to Richard such a life was detestable.

A year ago his sister Margaret had left England to marry the Duke of
Burgundy--once Charles of Charolais, whom Richard remembered in
Utrecht. Dickon recalled the dark, melancholy young man with much
affection, and he often toyed with a scheme to leave England and
attach himself to his brother-in-law's Court and Margaret, warm-
hearted, generous and loving. Dickon, too, had heard that the great
Duke of Burgundy, who was even mightier and more feared than his
father, Philip, was likely to war with his overlord, Louis de Valois,
King of France. Dickon, who patiently exercised every day for hours
in arms and with his horse, wished to win his spurs and prove to all
the world he was, indeed, a man.



When the two returned from the Tower to Baynard's Castle Richard
was silent, but Clarence talked a great deal about small matter, such
as hawks, and hounds, and the hunting in Surrey, and the gossip of
the city, while, behind all this light talk, he was thinking:

'Shall I tell him? Shall | trust him?"

When they had reached Baynard's Castle and entered the solar
parlour which was filled with a great glow of pale yellow spring sun,
Clarence took his younger brother by the shoulders and turned him
about, demanding briskly:'

'How didst thou consider it, Dickon? Didst thou find Edward the
Edward of ten years ago--when he came to see us every day even
when we were in the Temple, with sweets in his pocket? Is he fitted
to be the King of England?"

Dickon replied:

'Sir, he is our King: we can do no more than stand by.'

'Sir, that is a childish saying!" cried Clarence, impatiently. 'He
refused ye, did he not? Neither Anne for ye nor Isabel for me! Who,
then, are they for?"

'Sir, may not think of that,’ replied Dickon, sadly. Then suddenly:

'Why did you say that about Dr Stillington, the Bishop of Bath and
Wells?' he asked. 'lt could mean nothing to me.'

't meant something to Edward; replied Clarence. 'Did ye see his
look? He would have struck me had | not been so near the door.'

Clarence paused, then added with deep meaning:



'Have you never thought, Dickon, how strange it is that that well-
conducted prelate should have been a year in the Tower, so closely
kept, though k-and | have often tried--cannot come to have five
minutes' speech with him?'

'Sir, | know not enough of it,' said Dickon, 'even to make a guess. |
remember Dr Stillington as a loyal servitor of the House of York. Is it
possible that he has acted a traitor's part and taken up poor King
Henry's cause?'

'What reason would there be in that?' replied Clarence, scornfully.
'Sir, tell me," said Dickon, quietly, 'thy hidden meaning.'

'And | have half a mind,’ smiled Clarence; 'yet, Dickon, it is
dangerous, and better that we were silent.'

Clarence tried to speak lightly, with his accustomed ease and light-
heartedness, but Dickon suspected this gaiety was forced. He saw
that Clarence was restless, unhappy, and again Dickon had that
sense of some near and ever-encroaching danger.

He had heard King Edward shout out:
'Thy life on it if thou speak'st!'

He suggested, to cheer them up, that they should join the royal hunt.
Clarence refused rudely, saying he would not make one of Edward's
train of fawning Woodvilles. He suggested instead that they should
go and wait upon Lord Warwick and his daughters, for the great
Neville also stayed apart from the pleasures of the Court.

'Sir, keep away from Warwick,' advised Richard, 'until he be better in
the King's grace.'



Clarence flung away, and Dickon heard him going upstairs to the
apartments of the Princess, their mother. He mistrusted the mood of
Clarence, and after musing a little uneasily by the window-place,
gazing out upon the Thames, and the Surrey fields beyond, misty
with spring sunshine, he also went up the wide stairs to the
apartments of Cicely of York.

The Duchess had, since her husband's death, lived a cloistered life,
and these chambers at Baynard's Castle, where she had taken a last
leave of her husband, were furnished with dark hangings. Above the
mantelpiece was a huge crucifix of ebony and oak; she was seated
beneath this when Dickon entered and wore the sombre habit of a
Benedictine nun.

Clarence was standing near her, shouting, his hands on his hips,
while she was saying in a voice of rebuke, her hands clasped tightly
together on her knees:

‘| can tell ye nothing; indeed, | will not tell ye anything. And Clarence
asked in a threatening tone:

'Madam, wilt thou swear to me there is nothing?' The Duchess of
York murmured:

'l cannot swear.'

She raised her eyes and saw Richard: Clarence turned and saw him
also, and exclaimed in anger:

'Sir, this is the second time today thou hast followed me!'

'Sir, before,' said Dickon, 'it was chance. Now | come on a purpose
because | do not trust ye, in your ill bitter humour, not to disturb our
lady mother.'



The Duchess of York asked anxiously:
'Hath Clarence told ye anything?'

'Madam, he hath made,’ replied Dickon, 'some shrewd hints at a
monstrous secret. | do not know what it is, save that he would have
me notice that it is odd that my Lord of Bath and Wells bath lain so
long secretly, as it were, hidden.'

'So near as that!' exclaimed Cicely of York, rising in alarm.
'Clarence, on my love and for thy very life, take, | implore thee--'

Clarence interrupted with upraised hand.

'Good Madam, | would not have ye troubled in vain. No pleas or fears
can stop a man who is wronged and seeth a way to revenge himself.'

'Sir, there is no way,' she replied sadly. 'That which ye seek is but a
false clue, Clarence, to entice you into danger.'

Clarence hunched his shoulders and laughed maliciously.

'Madam, something ye know and will not say. Edward is lying. The
priest is hidden where | may not get at him. The singing-man would
speak the truth if he were not afraid.’

'Sir, take care!' cried the Duchess in terror, 'thou and thy singing-
man!'

'l will take care and heed enough, | will take my own means, too, to
come at truth and justice since even ye, my father's widow, will not
help me!

Cicely of York caught her younger son's hand.



'Clarence,’ she demanded, 'hast thou drawn thy brother into this? If
not, | do entreat ye, in the name of God, to leave him at least--| would
not have you two at odds.'

'Madam, he is too meek!' cried Clarence, 'he would let the WoodVville
vermin bite his heels and never kick them off. He came humbly now
to ask for Warwick's Anne, and took the rudest "No" with a meek and
patient grace!'

Cicely of York glanced affectionately at Dickon.

'He hath his father's moderate virtues,' she said, warmly; 'prudent
and gentle and slow to anger.' She repeated tenderly:

'Dickon favours his father more than any of ye.'

'Madam, | would," said Dickon, wistfully, 'that | had ten more years on
my back, then | could look more clearly into these dark matters. It
seemeth that though there is peace in England, there is little in our
family.'

Clarence strode away, but Dickon lingered with his mother. She put
his thick bright hair back from his forehead and kissed him; he still
seemed a child to her. They had been separated for many years,
and her last vivid recollection of him was on that winter's night in this
castle, when she had seen him standing on the stairs with his
brother, listening to Sir Thomas Parr, who, covered in blood, told of
the battle of Wakefield.

A pang contracted her heart when she recalled how the little boy had
loved his father.

'Dickon; she whispered, 'pay no heed to Clarence; he is reckless
and, | doubt, too much in the counsels of my Lord of Warwick. Be ye
loval to Edward and listen to no tales of him.



‘Madam, | understand very little of it,' replied Dickon.

'It is the marriage, dear heart,' said Cicely of York, stroking his hand.
'No one can bear the King marrying a commoner and putting her
relatives, who are rebels, in high posts. It galleth George and
Warwick, too. And as for me, | made my most strong and bitter
protest, but Edward smiled. And now |, like thee, must be patient and
obedient. This woman that he bath made his Queen | would never
have had in my company, but | have had her children on my lap, and
bent my knee to her. In such submission, Dickon, lieth true dignity.'

'Madam, | hate Lord Scales,' remarked Dickon, abruptly. 'l have had
enough of hatred,’ said Cicely of York, wearily. 'Do ye, however,
Dickon, keep loyal to thy brother.'

'Madam, he standeth to me in my father's place,’ said Dickon and
soon afterwards he left his mother.

Fretted by his own idleness, he went into the courtyard to find Lovell
and Radcliffe, and with them practised at the tilting-ring but Clarence
was in the door talking to a tall, pale man who appeared a clerk or
servant. At sight of Dickon he drew away into the company of the
men-at-arms in the courtyard, and then to the beggars and traders at
the outer gate.

‘That was my singing-man,' said Clarence, 'a mean, lowly fellow, yet
what a service he may do you and me, Dickon!" Clarence appeared
elated, and Dickon was relieved, thinking that his trouble could not
be so serious a matter if he could so easily throw it aside.

'‘Come riding with me,' suggested Clarence. 'We do not go to the
chase, mark ye, but on an errand of mine; it is pleasant in the fields
and | have been too long cooped up in the town."'



Dickon willingly accompanied his brother. The two young knights
rode through the London streets, across the crowded bridge, and out
on to the Surrey fields to Bermondsey.

Clarence began to sing but Dickon rode in silent unhappiness only
thinking 'l have lost Anne--Anne is lost to me.'

They came to a little convent, set in an orchard of pear-trees. They
left their horses at the gate and the porter admitted them, Dickon
thought, with reluctance. They passed through a garden of thyme,
rosemary and lavender, and rose-bushes not yet in flower. The main
entrance to the small quadrangle stood open and they went down a
passage into the cloisters. In the centre of this was a well with an iron
cover. A nun with rolled-back sleeves was drawing up water, and
sparkling drops fell from her red bare hands and over the stone
mouth of the well. She looked curiously, a little alarmed, at the two
young men.

'Madam,' said Clarence, pulling off his flat cap with its long green
ostrich feather, 'ye know for whom I come.'

"The nun who knew Lady Eleanor Butler,' said the nun, 'awaiteth your
Noble Highness in the sun parlour. She would only have this meeting
after much debate; but your Noble Highness will find her much
changed.'

'You have been here before?' asked Dickon of his brother, who
seemed familiar with the convent and the nun.

'Sir, | have been here several times,' replied Clarence, 'but never yet
found what | sought. Perhaps today, Dickon, with thy presence, we
shall stumble upon a better fortune.'

Dickon had not been prepared for this kind of errand. As they



crossed the garden he asked who the Lady Eleanor Butler was.

Clarence replied that she was a daughter of the Earl of Shrewsbury
and the widow of Lord Butler, who, some years since, had joined the
Carmelites at Norwich, where she had died some months ago.

Dickon imagined this poor woman to be some left or lost lost love of
his brother's, for he knew that George lived as lightly and as
luxuriously as Edward. He wondered why George should have
brought him on this sad errand, and with some distaste entered the
sun parlour.

The woman who had been the companion of Lady Eleanor lay on a
bed under a grey coverlet. Her nun's veil was turned back from a
white narrow brow on which the sweat hung in unwholesome drops;
her tedious breathing could be heard all over the small room.

She nodded her head to greet the two young men--she had not the
strength to lift it from the hard, straw-stuffed pillow.

'Sirs, | did not think ye would come,' she whispered. 'Who is this ye
have brought with ye, my Lord Clarence?'

'Madam, this is Richard of Gloucester, my young brother,' replied
Clarence, 'and he as well as myself, bath great interest in what ye
are about to disclose.'

The woman shook her head feebly. 'Sir, | can say nothing today,’ she
said, 'l have not the strength. Ye do not know how very ill and feeble |
lie now, Jesu, mercy!"

'What can she have to say,' demanded Dickon, 'that you should force
her to speak?’

Clarence ignored him but bent over the woman threateningly.



'Madam, | have seen again the singing-man,' he said, 'and he is
resolute and close in all his details.'

The sick woman answered, speaking with painful effort:

'Sir, if |am called into Paradise | must be in charity with all. And what
will my secret bring? Woe, disgrace, and bloodshed!'

"Then, in God's name, be silent!" cried Dickon: 'we have enough of
trouble, Madam!'

Clarence turned fiercely on his brother.
'She shall speak! Ye know not what ye forego!'
From her hard couch the grey woman sighed in a rattling whisper:

'Sir, thy noble brother is right. Let the poor gentlewoman's secret die
withme.'

The fierce protest of Clarence was checked before it was uttered,;
the nun, making a rigid gesture towards the crucifix, had stiffened
into the last anguish: as Dickon called up the other nun, she died.
And Clarence, even in this holy place, was bitterly angry.

5

Warwick and Clarence drank together, sprawling their great limbs in
front of the fire, for though it was a warm spring evening, Warwick
swore that it was a poor room that had no fire in the hearth.

Dickon was of their company, but not of their conversation.

They spoke of matters that he did not understand, like men talking



carelessly before a boy, not realizing that Gloucester was as shrewd
as either, patient in listening, quick to deduce.

Clarence spoke of his visit to the little nunnery at Bermondsey and of
the death of the nun who had been a friend of Lady Eleanor Butler,
whom Dickon still thought to have been an old love of his brother; yet
the urgent voice of Clarence seemed to make more of it than this.
Striking his hand on the table, he shouted his disappointment at the
death of the nun.

‘Jesu, mercy, why must she die in a nunnery? She could have said
what meant all England to me!"

'Sir, ye would have me poke and pry for thy meaning?' grunted
Warwick, 'l will not do it, certes.'

'Oh, Sir Richard Neville! thou wilt get at my meaning some day!'
answered Clarence. 'And how would it please ye to see Earl Scales'
head on London Bridge?'

'Sirs, it is the Queen's brother!" exclaimed Dickon.

The two knights turned in their places to look at him where he sat the
other side of the long table.

'Sir, have | trained ye so meanly in chivalry, demanded Warwick,
grimly, 'that ye should take the part of a man like Scales, with his
down pillows, his baths and his perfume, and his dice-playing?'

Clarence, ignoring this, continued to describe the death of the nun.

'When we went into the sun parlour she seemed but an image of
wax. She was lying out stiffly, with her hands folded. | believed she
would have spoken. Dickon was there, as | would have him hear
what she might say. Alas! why did | delay so long? She lay there



stiffly, | say like a thing cut out of wax. Still | would not have taken her
for a dying woman, yet, just as she would have spoken, she withered
under my eyes and, in a moment, was gone. Jesu, mercy on her
soul,' he added.

Warwick sneered.
'Sir, what do ye make of that?' he demanded.

'Magic,' replied Clarence, fearfully. '"An enchantment.' Dickon set his
elbows on the table, his face in his hands, and regarded the two
knights keenly.

When the dreadful word 'magic' was spoken, a restraint seemed
loosed from their tongues, and they spoke excitedly.

'Sir, Edward is bewitched,' declared Clarence. 'No sober man could
deny that. And these rogues and varlets, which surround him he
would not tolerate were he not out of his wits.'

'Sir, Elizabeth WoodVville,' nodded Warwick, 'and her crafts.'
Clarence broke into a great gusty laugh.

'They knew that | was going to Bermondsey today--they knew when |
went before; she would never speak, but | could see by her eyes that
she had the will to. There was a charm upon her tongue. And today;,
when at last | should have had it, they struck her dead.'

'‘Brother,' demanded Dickon, anxiously, 'what is this secret?"
'Sir, I can guess,’ grinned Warwick, 'but | will not speak.'

'Sir, nor |; said Clarence, with sudden uneasiness. 'lt is a thing not to
be put in plain words, and with this accursed magic abroad.'



'Sir George, denounce Elizabeth Woodville as a witch,' said
Warwick. "Why not?"

Clarence leant towards him.

'There is more in it than that--if she lost her head for witchcraft, are
we helped?'

Their faces were close together. Dickon stretched forward past a
stand of candles, listening eagerly.

'Edward,' whispered Clarence, 'have ye ever thought of that?'
Warwick crossed himself impetuously.

'Sir, consider deeply,' said Clarence, in a hoarse whisper. "What
were those two great victories coming so suddenly on defeat, and
who set three Suns in the sky?'

He leaned back and thrust his hands into his belt. 'Sir, | tell you he
bath a devil,' he added.

Dickon cried and got to his feet.

Clarence looked at him in excitement yet with a certain love and
compassion.

'l warn ye, Dickon, take good heed to thy prayers and to thy guardian
saint, for, as | sit here, | believe that Edward bath called up a devil,
who hath given him the crown and all his pleasures.'

Warwick interrupted:

'Sir, if he hath indeed done that he hath doomed the House of York.
But we have no proof, good Clarence,' he added, startled by the look



of alarm and horror on Richard's face.

'Sir, prudence will not save ye,' sneered Clarence. 'lf Edward is a
magician, he knoweth all we say and do every hour. He gulped
another beaker of wine; his blue eyes were bloodshot, he pulled at
Dickon's stiff reluctant hand and demanded:

'Boy, hast thou ever seen the Devil?'

A shiver ran through the young Prince, a thousand ugly images
crowded into his mind; foremost of them Edward's success--those
two great victories--the Crown so easily won, and the long years of
idleness and pleasure...The miracle, too, of the three Suns above the
fight at Towton--who could say that God had sent that,

'Sir, see, he dare not answer,’ mocked Clarence. 'He, too, knoweth
that Edward bath sold all our heritage to hell for the Crown of
England and his own enjoyment.’

"You wrong him. Jesu, mercy," answered Dickon miserably; 'Indeed
you wrong him.'

But he was troubled, for he was thinking of Jon Fogge. He rose to
leave the room but Warwick caught at his coat, and said to him,
craftily:

'Sir, do not keep in mind what thy brother bath said, for he is foolish
with wine; and thou, as |, know the affront and disappointment
Edward hath put on him.'

Dickon did not answer. He went upstairs to the bedroom--from which
he had crept on the night that the news of Wakefield came to
Baynard's Castle. Above the bed was the image of St George, with
the gold band round the waist, which had been his childhood's
consolation.



He sat on his bed trying to piece together the little fragments of truth
there might be in the wild talk and disloyal accusations of Clarence.

That the bitterness of Warwick and Clarence had been due to the
Woodville marriage was clear but he could make nothing of the
mystery of the imprisonment of Dr Stilington, the death of Lady
Eleanor Butler, and Clarence's protestation that he had a secret, and
one dangerous to Edward and the Woodvilles.

Again Dickon was conscious of danger on every side. The figures of
the men of his blood who had died violently seemed to pass before
him...Edward the Second, Duke of York, who had died at Agincourt;
Cambridge, his grandfather, beheaded; his father and his brother
slain at Wakefield;--a history of violence, of murder, of wrong, of
warfare. He feared, too, a definite danger to Edward through
Warwick and his two brothers, brave and as ambitious as himself.
John Neville, Lord Montacute, now the Earl of Northumberland, and
George Neville, Lord High Chancellor and Archbishop of York. How
much power did they not have between them, and how deadly a use
might they not make of it against the House of Plantagenet?

Dickon went out uneasily to the gallery and listened to the two talking
so boldly below. Warwick now seemed all submission to the King,
counselling caution to Clarence. Now and then their voices fell so low
that Dickon could not overhear what they said, except his own name,
when Warwick said:

'Sir, leave young Gloucester in his reserve; he will be of no use to us.'

Dickon, leaning on the balustrade of the gallery, thought of Anne.
Anne seemed entirely lost, and he doubted if he would ever see her
again, and that thought brought with it an extra-ordinary loneliness.
To escape this he went to the chapel, but he did not enter it, for on



the step was seated a young girl embroidering a glove.

Dickon knew her, and she loved him. She was not in any way a
substitute for Anne in his affections, but she could, on occasion,
cause him to forget Anne. She was a few years older than he. She
was shy and quiet. Beneath the thin muslin of her headdress her hair
showed in flat reddish bands; she wore a green cloth dress.

'When she saw Dickon she went on her knees and remained by the
entrance to the chapel looking down at the glove which she was
working--a deerskin glove with stars of gold braid on the hack.

'Alys," asked Dickon, grave and troubled, 'hast thou ever seen the
Devil?'

The girl crossed herself and sighed; she did not care what he said
as long as he spoke to her.

He sat down beside her on the chapel step. She remained kneeling,
her hand clasped over the glove. He reminded her of the wood in
Middleham where they had first met, how she had told him of the
devils that inhabited that forest.

Alys began to weep, to his amazement. She rested her head on the
upper step of the chapel, praying to God, and all the saints and
angels to protect them all. Dickon bent over her, noting curiously how
slender she was, how tiny the waist drawn tight with the green cord,
how white the neck beneath the brushed-up red hair under the stiff
muslin coif.

A sharp commotion below broke in upon them. There were shouts,
and blows, and commands, the clanging of harness, and Clarence's
infuriated voice above it all.

The two ran to look down from the qallerv. The areat door was open.



and there were men clustered abth in tﬁe darkvness, holding toréheé
and snatched-up lanterns, and in the middle of them Clarence,
dragging in a dead man by the shoulders, covered with blood.

The girl hid her eyes, but Richard ran down into the hall pushing the
servants aside so that he could see the corpse which Clarence was
dragging into the light of the great stand of candles on the table.

'Sirs, who is it?' demanded Dickon.

The dead man, who had been savagely slashed with a dagger was a
stranger to him; he could not understand the rage of his brother.

Clarence dropped the body on to the floor.

‘It is my singing-man,’ he said, and added, white with fury, 'Lord
Scales did this--murdered this fellow and set him at my door out of
pure spite; and | take God to record,' shouted Clarence, 'that | will
revenge this!'

6

Richard of Gloucester was hunting with his brother in the woods at
Shene when news was brought to the King which caused him to
break up the day's sport and return, in a, fury that rarely broke his
good humour, to the palace.

Richard was beside him when he turned his horse for home, and
Edward flung out the news that he had received, namely that
Warwick had enticed Clarence to Calais, of which great town he still
held the command, though Edward had long been mindful to take it
from him and give it to the Queen's father, and there he had married
the young Prince to his daughter Isabel, and granted to him half of his
immense possessions.



'Clarence is false, Clarence is treacherous!' cried Edward.

'And yet, sir,' said Richard, 'you still love him--your Highness's Grace
still loveth him.'

'And if | did not, should | be in pain?' exclaimed Edward. 'ls it not
justifiable to be weary of Warwick who has lured from me my own
blood?'

Gloucester knew as well as the King how important this news was.
Warwick, the most powerful subject, hold, daring and dissatisfied,
had seduced the first Prince of the blood royal and united him to
himself by the bonds of marriage and obligation, and divided the
reigning family of England. Nor had he been imprudent in what at first
seemed a rash deed, for he had obtained a special Bull of
Disnensation from Pope Paul ll, because the two cousins were
related in the forbidden degree.

Edward, when his first quick rage had gone, tried to excuse
Clarence, whom he had always, behind their disputes and
quarrellings, loved. His blame and reproaches fell upon Warwick.

'What more did he want of me? Did | not honour him? When
Margaret last rode through London, did she not sit on his saddle?'

Dickon remembered that. He had come to the capital to see his
sister leave on her progress to the Low Countries--the bride of
Charles of Burgundy--and it had indeed been behind Warwick the
bride had ridden on the white charger, trapped to the ground with
gold. But Dickon, shrewder than his brother, knew that this honour
had only gilded a humiliation, for Warwick detested Charles of
Burgundy and all his faction, and would rather have bestowed the
lady on King Louis of France, for his son.



The Queen and the Woodbvilles, clustering about the King at table
and at his gaming afterwards, cried:

'Shame and dishonour on Warwick and Clarence!'

Richard noticed how subtly they contrived to turn the King against his
brother, declaring that the Prince's behaviour verged on treachery,
treason and rebellion. Towards evening, Edward. who seemed more
uneasy and troubled by the news than it warranted, declared his
intention of returning to London, and bade Gloucester ride by his
side.

The young Prince flushed with pleasure at this honour. He came out
of his sad reserve with such warm thanks that the King embraced
him publicly before they mounted their horses. He remembered that
Richard had asked for Anne Neville, and that he might have won her
by disloyal stealth, even as George had won Isabel.

That night, when they were all lodged in the great rooms of the
Tower, Edward granted to his brother the castle and manor which
had belonged to Lord Hungerford, and all the possessions of the
Beauforts, Edmund Duke of Somerset and Sir John his brother,
rebels and brothers of the Beaufort executed after Towton, now
abroad with Queen Margaret in France.

'Sir Richard, thou are a man now," smiled the golden King, ‘and | may
give thee work to do.'

In his generous and extravagant fashion he nominated the boy Chief
Justice of South Wales, Lord High Admiral and Chief Constable of
England for life. George Neville, the Archbishop of York, who was
present when these grants were made, protested against so much
power being given to so young a man. But Edward replied, hotly:



"You have between you somehow estranged me from Clarence, but
so ye shall not from Gloucester.'

King Edward could not be distracted that night. He inspected the
fortifications of the Tower, taking his young brother with him, and
pointed out the new Flemish bombards on the walls, questioned the
captains as to the provision of arms, of powder, and said Scales
should be Constable in place of Warwick.

Toward morning, while they were still on the ramparts, horsemen
came hurrying in with news of a rising in the North. A man of the
people, one Robin of Redesdale, was leading the insurgents. They
had got as far as Northampton, the messenger said, and Lord Rivers
with Sir John Woodyville, the father and brother of the Queen had set
out to meet them.

Richard sat on a bombard and listened to the messenger. He looked
at his brother's tall figure, wide in the shoulders, narrow at the hips, in
the furred robe, standing erect in the warm summer night, his
handsome face lit by the light of the summer dawn, his hair golden as
the beaten metal on his gown, with face craning forward, questioning
the tired messenger eagerly.

Richard then looked at the wide dark river flowing out in the night and
he thought of that voyage to Utrecht.

Again it was war, movement, hurry and flight.
The messenger repeated the words which were going all over the
North, which were said to have been uttered to his troops by Robin of

Redesdale:

'Easily sat up, easily pulled down. Come again into the field, Edward,
Duke of York, and again set three Suns in the sky to help thee to



victory.'

As they went on their march to London the rebels gave away papers
among the people, talking of the profuseness of the King's bounty to
the Woodville family, how they had estranged him from the great
nobles of the realm, and how, to satisfy their greed and avarice, he
had unlawfully expended vast sums belonging to the Church,
diminished the royal household and imposed heavy burdens upon
the people.

They were coming to London, they said, to punish the Queen's
kinsmen and dismiss them from his counsels. The messenger had
some such paper on his person, and he gave it to the King, waiting
humbly on one knee, and Edward read it in the strengthening light of
the dawn, standing on the ramparts of the Tower of London with
Dickon.

'Sir, are we not armed to meet them?' demanded Dickon. They
returned to the great hall and sent for the Captains and Knights
again, Edward making fresh inquiries as to their means of defence,
then calling upon the Archbishop of York to put together a
proclamation for the citizens,

Yet the news spread more quickly than this.

The first messenger had been delayed on his way, and was closely
followed by others, and, with the last, the news was proclaimed at the
gates on the Barbican. The Queen came into the room where the
King and Dickon sat; she was all unlaced and shrieking, with her
frightened children and weeping nurses, the little girls clinging to her
skirts. She in a state which even the infatuated Edward thought too
hysterical and, with some sternness, strove to check.

But the lady had good reason, for her father. Earl Rivers, and her



brother, Sir John Woodville, had been seized by the Lancastrian
rebels and beheaded at Northampton. In every place where the
rebels had encountered them the royal troops had been defeated.

'Warwick's hand is in this!" declared Edward, furiously. 'Had he not
encouraged them they had not dared!'

Elizabeth Woodville began to rail against the weakness she had
herself induced.

'Sir, | thought | was wedded to a great king.' she cried, 'not to a
prince who cannot defend his own. What support had my father and
brother? To what treachery have they not fallen a victim? Your Noble
Highness speaks of the Earl of Warwick's treachery--but | could
name to thee a viler rogue, and one who meddles deeper in treason,
and that is thy brother, Clarence!'

Without waiting for his brother to reply, Dickon fiercely took up this
challenge.

'Madam, better men than thy kinsfolk,' he said, 'have lost their lives in
these affrays. Well ye know what hath provoked my Lord Warwick
and the people.

Edward added, though frowning:
'Dame, | will not believe the worst of Clarence; he is but a boy.'

Dickon stared at Elizabeth Woodville, whose face was swollen by
tears, and whose yellow hair was dishevelled on her shoulders.

‘Madam, who killed the singing-man of Clarence? That was what he
will not forgive.'

'Sir, who should it be?' demanded Elizabeth Woodyville, falling back



towards her husband as if she were threatened. 'What do | know of
these bloody brawls?'

'Madam, Clarence thought it was thy brother's work,' replied Dickon,
shortly.

The Queen began to laugh, wildly and foolishly.

'Sir, here is rebellion in the land and my father and my brother slain,
and young Gloucester makes a to-do about a murdered singing-
man!'

'Madam, he knew too much and not enough; said Dickon, 'and may
not Clarence have a high ambition and a quick temper as justly as
any Woodville?'

'Dame, to your chamber and your prayers,' said Edward, sternly, with
a certain admiration for the bold, yet controlled fury which showed in
Richard's looks. However he had been led and influenced by the
Woodvilles, Edward had never lost his loving affection for his own
family, and half the sting of the wound which Clarence had inflicted
was healed by the fidelity of Gloucester.

The fully-risen sun saw London roused; soldiers filled the streets and
the citizens stood to arms.

But the King, uncertain of the accuracy of the news he had received,
could decide on no immediate plan of action beyond the instant
fortification of the city. The latest report said that the rebels marching
on London were sixty thousand strong, and Edward, so suddenly
aroused from his sloth, had not men sufficient to meet such a force.
Warwick and Clarence, too, had landed from Calais and Edward did
not know if Warwick came as a rebel or loyal subject.

Dickon returned to Bavnard's Castle, where the hell of the little



church of St Benet was ri nging for mass. He told his mother what the
alarm in the city meant.

Cicely Nevile had great moral courage and self-command;
ambitious and aspiring as she had been, she had left all worldly
hopes and desires in her husband's grave. Now, faced with this
dangerous situation, she brought her ability and energy into play.
Though she no longer had any ambitions for herself, she wished to
preserve the Crown (which her husband should rightly have worn) on
her son's head, and she passionately desired to avoid the
dissension, which seemed of late to have broken out between her
two elder sons.

Placing her hands on Dickon's shoulders, she gazed with sad love
into his face.

'Edward is weak,' she said, 'and Clarence may be false, but thou art
strong and true--a Plantagenet.'

As Cicely of York spoke she remembered her own ambition, dead
now, but once so fiery. She recalled her hot and passionate
partisanship for her husband's claim, her burning hope that he would
be crowned King of England, her desires for brilliant destinies for her
sons, her own almost regal pomp at Fotherinhay. She felt almost
faint with remorse and self-reproach when she considered how much
of her own fiery spirit these same sons must have inherited. Their
blood, was almost too high and noble. Plantagenet--Neville--
Montacute--they quartered all the finest arms of England; one
kingdom was too small to satisfy their ambitions.

Of her three sons, she trusted Richard most. Edward had forfeited
much of her affection and her esteem by his disastrous marriage and
by a certain secret of his which she kept concealed for shame and
fear. Clarence had always been headstrong and reckless, but in



Dickon she saw his father's prudence, moderation and solid
judgment.

'Where hath Warwick landed?' she demanded.
'At Winchelsea,' replied Dickon.

'Go, then, to Winchelsea, my son; stop them on the march and bring
Clarence to me. Conjure him to come with thee in the name of his
dead father and in mine. Bring also,' added the resolute woman, 'my
nephew Warwick, and remind him how his father was slain with thine
at Wakefield, and what close ties should knit us all together.'

'Madam, dost thou think that thou canst reconcile them even now?'
asked Dickon, joyfully.

Cicely of York, who had hidden so much courage, so much ambition
and so many gifts in a nunnery, replied:

'l am a more foolish woman than | think myself to be if | cannot bring
together my own sons.'

'l go at once,' replied Dickon. 'Who shall | take with me?'

'Thy nearest friends, whom | take to be Lovell and Radcliffe; have no
more with thee than one esquire each; thou must travel light and
swift, and not excite attention on the way.' Dickon armed
immediately. Lovell and Radcliffe were soon ready, eager to be in
some definite action. None of these knights was twenty years of age.
Dickon was eighteen. They knew no more of the world than they had
learnt in the tilt-yard, the exercise ground, and the great hall at
Middleham. With great pride Dickon put on his surcoat with the arms
of England and his own peculiar cognizance of the White Boar; he
held his arms stiffly, because of the great fan-shaped pieces of steel
at his elbow.



They rode out swiftly through the city gates into the August afternoon.
the hot fields and shady orchards of Kent. along the white winding
road set with roses and green hawthorn, between the large
homesteads and the close-set villages.

Dickon did not know which way the Earl would take. He thought it
possible that Warwick might avoid the capital and go by some
devious route to join the malcontents in the North.

Therefore as the dusk descended he commanded Lovell and
Radcliffe to separate from him--one to the left and one to the right,
and, keeping on the high ground, look out for any trace of the Earl's
advance.

Dickon set off for Tonbridge, not reaching it till the dawn. The town
was full of commotion and rumour. Dickon urged his exhausted
horse on to the castle of the Clares, where he had been a prisoner
for a brief space in his childhood, and summoned the governor and
demanded his news. But nothing was known in Tonbridge Castle,
except that Warwick had landed a day or so previously at
Winchelsea in one of the King's great ships and was marching
inland--some said with hundreds, some said with thousands of
knights.

Dickon took off his armour and slept for an hour in a great chair, then
mounted a fresh horse and rode towards the coast in the early light
of an English summer day. At the inn where they stopped for food his
esquire, who was only a boy, declared he had fallen sick from hard
riding and could not continue. Dickon scorned him for a weakling
and went on alone.

7



Dickon rode by himself.

The beauty of the landscape made him light-hearted. The sun shone
brightly on the woods and sloping valleys, across which the hares
and squirrels ran, and in those hedgerows, studded with a hundred
flowers.

He took off his casquetal which, heavy with coif and plume, pressed
on his forehead, and hung it at his saddle-bow and rode bareheaded
with the light wind stirring his hair.

Now he was clear of walls, of ramparts, fortified castles, and great
dark houses guarded by men-at-arms, he felt his vague alarms and
sorrows lift from his shoulders.

He rode higher over the bare shoulder of the downs and saw the sea
in the distance, dissolving into the sky in a haze of silver.

In all that open landscape there was only one figure, that of a
shepherd, standing among his sheep. Dickon shouted out to him.

The shepherd came slowly, leaning on his crook; he was followed by
a ragged dog. The two of them looked with small bright eyes of
suspicion at the splendid young bare-headed knight.

Dickon asked him if he had seen a company--warriors, or men-at-
arms--marching from the coast?

'Sir, does Your Nobility mean Earl Warwick's men?' asked the
shepherd.

' mean no other.'

'Sir, ye are far out of your road,' replied the shepherd. 'The Earl halts
beyond Winchelsea--two rode past here just now to join his power,



and yesterday four men came and took away meat, straw and flour
from the farm.’

'What was their badge?' asked Dickon.
'Sir. Bear and Ragged Staff,' replied the shepherd.

Dickon pondered, erect in his saddle: All the weight of care and
responsibility was back upon him. Why should Warwick linger? Why
halt and make a camp? Did he intend to rouse the south as Robin of
Redesdale had roused the north?

'Put me upon the road,’ he said, 'for this lord's halt or camp.'

'Sir. Your Nobility must know that | cannot tell just where the Earl of
Warwick lieth,' replied the shepherd, 'save that it is towards
Winchelsea and across the marsh.'

'Put me on the road to Winchelsea,’ commanded Dickon,
impatiently. 'l shall meet those who can show me the way. The
shepherd raised his knotted staff and pointed out a track across the
downs which led, he said, to the main road to Winchelsea, which
was a town on a hill above the marsh and the sea flats, and could not
be mistaken, Beyond was Rye, also on a hil, and as he, the
shepherd, had heard, the great Earl was encamped between the
two. The shepherd then gave him complicated directions about how
to skirt the marsh and keep on the high ground.

Impatient, Dickon rode off, and for hours followed the track across
the downs. At last, as the sun was setting, he came to a waste wood.

He was lost, and he felt he had broken his promise to his mother. His
horse went slowly, and he felt tired himself with the weight of his
armour. He changed his course several times in the wood, but could
not get out of it. There was a thick underagrowth of brambles, ferns



and tall leaves, and amid this tangle grew the purple spikes of
foxgloves, yellow daisies, and rosy blossoms of sorrel. Squirrels
darted up into the trees as the horseman approached; robins and
thrushes in their summer coats hopped along the leaf-strewn way, for
here the brown leaves of last autumn still lay undisturbed.

Dickon halted in a little opening in the wood, which reminded him of
that other wood at Middleham, where he had met Alys, the wood-
cutter's daughter. Alys had been in and out of his thoughts all day; so
had Anne and sometimes they seemed the same woman, though
they were so different.

He dismounted and fastened his horse to the low bough of an oak
tree. The animal began to crop the soft, sheltered grass.

Dickon sat down, stretched his limbs and sighed with fatigue. He
could not resist the desire to rid himself of his armour. With relief he
unlaced piece by piece, and laid it on the grass beside him, cuirass,
pauldrons, casquetal. He stretched himself on the grass, and
watched the squirrels and the birds, which, encouraged by his
silence, flitted from bough to bough and hopped about in the
undergrowth.

He tried to concentrate on his errand and nothing else, to turn over in
his mind what course he should take to find the Earl of Warwick
when he had got out of the wood and to doubt whether reliance could
be placed on the shepherd. Yet, despite himself, his mind was filled
by nothing but Anne--Anne, who sometimes had the eyes and throat
of Alys, who moved and tuned, who seemed to sit on the grass
beside him in the shadows of the oak tree, to take his head on her
lap and tell him to sleep.

Dickon, against his will, slept in the wood. Through his dreams came
the feel of fingers on his forehead. He turned with a cry and sat up,



alert and reaching for his sword and dagger.

It was dusky in the wood, streaks of the setting sun fell through the
branches of the trees.

Dickon sprang to his feet, angry and alarmed.
But it was a woman who knelt on the grass and laughed up at him.

'Oh, my goodly young knight!" she said, 'do ye not know that it is
foolish to sleep unarmed in a wood?'

'Madam, foolish indeed,' replied Dickon, bitterly; 'and | am disloyal to
my trust.'

Stiff from his sleep, confused by the sudden awakening, he looked
for his harness.

'Sir, take no heed for that,' said the lady, still seated on the grass
near where his body had pressed it; 'whoever you be, you are safe.'

'Madam, | must find the Earl of Warwick,' answered Dickon.

The lady rose.

'Sir, come with me,' she said, quietly. "You are whether or not you
know it, but a few yards from my father's castle--he hath Bone with
the Earl of Warwick.'

'Gone! Did not the Earl then halt between Rye and Winchelsea?'

The lady laughed. 'Sir, nay, he hath gone, and with my brother, and
nearly all the men-at-arms, so that | am almost defenceless, and so
lonely that | am glad of the pleasant adventure of meeting a fair
young knight in my wood, and | would, if | may, have thy good will.!



'Where hath Warwick marched?' cried Dickon, thinking of nothing but
his useless errand, which he believed his own stupidity had ruined.
Possibly Lovell or Radcliffe had met Warwick. though that seemed a
faint hope.

'Sir, ye must have been a laggard on the way,' smiled the lady. 'Lord
Warwick left Winchelsea four days ago.'

The news, then, had come to London late; in any case, he could
scarcely have overtaken the Earl. A deep frustration settlied over
Dickon.

'Madam, then | must get back to London," he said. 'But not tonight,’
smiled the lady.

For the first time since their meeting the young Prince looked at her,
but it was too dusky in the wood for him to see her clearly.

' have been misled.' he murmured. 'Fie on me!"

Then, with a pang, he recalled the sharp eyes of the shepherd and
the shepherds's dog that he had met on the downs--something in the
man's lean face had an ugly familiarity. Had he been betrayed by the
familiar of their house, that fiend that he had known by the name of
Jon Fogge?

Dickon shuddered; he felt the lady's hand on his.

'Sir, bring thy horse and leave thy armour,' she said. 'l will send out an
esquire to fetch it before dew falls.'

'Madam, | must go to London,' he repeated. 'Jesu, mercy, | must
away!'



And again the lady said:
'Sir, not tonight.'

She led him through the twilight to the castle, he following with his
bridle in his hand and the tired horse behind. Had he walked a little
farther for but a few moments more he would have found himself on
the moat. The castle was on a little height from which the woods fell
away, and overlooked the sea. A flag was on the keep and in the
windless evening hung slackly to the pole, so that Dickon could not
make out the cognizance.

The lady smiled back at him over her shoulder.

'Sir, you are a long way from Winchelsea; you must have been
misled. Who are you, sir?"

'Madam. | am a mere messenger from London, sent by the King's
Highness to recall the Earl of Warwick to his allegiance.’

'Sir, you will not tell me thy name?'

‘Madam, call me Sir Richard,' he said, 'and let me get upon my way
back to London.'

The lady not answering this, murmured:
"York?'

And he said:

'Madam, thou art for Lancaster?'

At that she seemed amused.



'Sir, what is any of it to me?' she laughed. 'Men will fight up and down
and in and out; it doth not greatly concern women what they fight for.'

Dickon's lip moved in dissent as he thought of his mother and the
Countess of Warwick--women so passionately devoted to the
causes of their husbands.

When he heard the portcullis of the castle drop behind him and saw
his horse led away, Dickon reflected that he might have walked into
a trap. The castle appeared deserted, except for a few pages and
old serving-women, and some men-at-arms on the ramparts.

Dickon asked anxiously after his armour. The lady assured him it
should be fetched immediately.

One of the pages led him into a pleasant room looking over the sea,
and lit by a great stand of wax candles. Dickon was vexed, thinking
of his mother waiting in vain for news of his success with Clarence,
and of the great Earl marching on London--who could tell for what
purpose? Dickon recalled with alarm the imbecile Henry of
Lancaster enclosed in the Tower. What if Warwick were to take the
poor King out and set him on the throne again?

He washed the dust of the long day's riding from his hands and face,
and combed his hair;, a lassitude, both of fatigue and
disappointment, possessed him. He came slowly down the stairs to
the great hall. The lady sat by the table, on which were meat and
wine and two covered silver cups.

Dickon, speaking with hesitation in his soft voice, entreated of her
the favour of a fresh horse.

'Sir, that ye shall have,' she replied, 'the best in the stables. But, first,
eat a little.



Dickon, with courteous gratitude, sat at the board beside her. The
strangeness of it all began to affect him with a sense of not having
fully woken from his dream. His life had been rigid and carefully
ordered. There had been nothing strange in any of his days since he
went to Middleham, and even in London, among half-guessed and
unexpressed excitements and dangers, his hours had passed with
pleasant monotony. The same duties, the same prayers, the same
company, the same comings and goings in familiar streets.

But here it was different--the landscape, the castle, and the woman.

He regarded her with a peculiar interest. She seemed to take the
shape of the creature who had been in his mind all day--the woman
who was both Anne and Alys. She was more robust than Anne, and
her hair, of a reddish gold, reminded him of Alys's hair. Her eyes
were grey and set far apart. She had the long white neck of Alys and
the little rounded chin of Anne. She spoke and conducted herself like
a gentle-woman, with Anne's precision and sweetness. The
sparkling fire in her eyes and the soft lustre on her red lips were
qualities he had noticed in Alys. She would not tell him her name, nor
did he know the quarterings cut into the stone chimney-mantel.

'Sir, since thou art only Sir Richard to me, to thee | will will be only
Rosamond.'

8

It was a moonless night.

'Folly," the lady said, 'to ride out on an unknown road, nor have | any
who could guide.'

The young Prince, tired and dispirited, did not resist. When the



board was cleared he sat with the lady and played at dice.

Dickon was uneasy about his family, and yet enclosed in some
subtle inner peace which forbade these fears to disturb him. He felt
at ease, as if he had come home after long travelling. There was an
enticing calm about this lady; she was not under tutelage like Anne,
who must always obey her father, nor in servitude like Alys, who must
always obey her mistress; not out of reach like both of them through
the odd twists of fortune, but free and intimate.

She put aside the dice and began to tell Dickon tales of chivalry. Her
mind was full of stories of Lancelot and Charlemagne and the Siege
of Troy. She declared that manners had decayed since those days
and that chivalry was pining away in England, and not the wonderful
thing it had been; that men thought too much of money and trade,
and women of clothes and amusements; and for this she blamed the
King.

She said he was effeminate, ruled by the Woodvilles and lived in
lechery, and that it was no wonder that the knights like Warwick could
not abide such a womanish rule.

Dickon silenced her, though a certain languor was falling on him. He
leant his elbows on the table and his face in his hands and said that
Edward was his master, that he could hear nothing against the
House of Plantagenet.

'Sir, thou art loyal!' cried the lady, smiling at the same time, and
moving the stand of candles so that she might better see the young
man's face. 'l suppose it is easy for a man to be loyal, and for a
woman very difficult.” She regarded him earnestly and asked if he
had a lover? Wife or paramour?

Dickon flushed, reserved and haughty.



'Sir, ye are so young,' remarked the lady. 'l am full ten years older
than ye, yet not past my prime.'

The narrow deep-set windows were open wide on the summer night.
Dickon could smell hay and harvest; the sweet air blew up from the
distant sea over the wood and downs. He took up the dice and cup
and tossed it idly in his hand. So fortune came--now this, now that--
the fortune of the House of York.

The lady regarded him closely. She was attracted to the young
knight, the soft fascination of his peculiar voice, his air of fire and
courtesy; she was sure that he came from a great house.

'Sir, how difficult is life!" she said; 'tangle and confusion and disaster,
and nobody understandeth!’

She shrugged her shoulders, catching the dice that Dickon dropped
from the cup.

'Sir, will ye sleep?' she asked, shyly, 'since ye must be early on your
way.

Dickon had lost his fatigue; he felt uneasy, excited melancholy. This
woman affected him as neither Anne nor Alys had done.

She appeared to offer not some distant hope of felicity, but a present
ecstasy, yet he did not believe her one of those wanton women he
had always scorned. He wondered, thinking about the shepherd on
the downs.

Then he said, putting down the cup and dice:

'Madam, have ye ever seen a devil?'

The lady crossed herself.



'Sir, do not ask me,' she murmured, troubled. 'l do not know. | have
always left alone these matters of magic and enchantments. Oh, we
must walk warily if we would keep away from the edges of hell.’

'l can half-believe,’” mused Dickon, 'that our house bath such a
familiar. | bear a name famed for misfortune and a title that hath been
one of doom. | am oppressed by this--of stalking danger ever at my
heels, a false guide ever in front.'

They stared at each other.
'Sir, did thy false guide bring thee here tonight?' asked the lady.

An old serving-man entered the hall. He brought Dickon's armour,
which had been carefully cleaned and polished. He laid it on the
stone seat in the window-place and over it the surcoat the servant
had found in the grass and brought in with the harness. The lady
glanced at this and saw in the yellow light of the candles the Leopard
and the Lilies quarterly with the label of three points ermine, charged
with canton gules, and the blazon of the White Boar above:

'Sir. thou art a royal prince?' she exclaimed.

She rose from her place and sank so low on her knees before
Dickon that he flushed with embarrassment and raised her up with a
protest.

'Sir Richard of Gloucester,' she said,
'Madam, the King's youngest brother," said Dickon.

He had raised her, and they stood, holding one another by the
elbows. She was no more than his height, and he was not very tall.



'Madam, now ye know my errand,' said Dickon, faltering in his words,
for he had never held a strange woman so close before. 'lt was for
my brother--to detach the Duke of Clarence from Warwick and return
him to his allegiance to the King.'

"Your Noble Grace,' said the lady.

She turned aside her head that he might not observe her wistful
pleasure in him, her wistful pity for his youth and earnestness.

Her husband had been killed at the first battle of St Albans, her only
child had died at the breast. If he had lived he would have been now
half-way to this youth's age. She scorned herself and laughed at
herself for that thought, which was an odd one for her to have when
she had intended to make this young and beautiful knight her lover.

Dickon looked at her long white neck straining away from him. He
thought of the white neck of Alys which he had often wished to kiss,
but had forborne, as she was his mother's threadwoman, and then of
the white neck of Anne, who was Warwick's daughter and not to be
approached except with reverence. But this woman was surely the
creation of his dreams.

The lady moved away, fearful of offending him.

Beneath his softness and his sadness she knew he was austere and
innocent--a virgin knight. She did not deceive herself that, however
she enchanted him, her magic would have anything but a brief hold.
She could not long delay him. He would go early in the morning and
return where loyalty called him. She would be alone again in the half-
empty castle, in the monotony of downs and woods--a woman with
her life half-unlived, and her heart wholly unsatisfied, her husband but
a distant memory, the child but a distant regret. She looked at him
tenderly and earnestly.



'No devil led Your Noble Highness here,' she said. 'l shall not harm
ye.'

'Madam, how could a woman harm me?' asked the young knight in
his innocence.

Tenderly she considered him. Gloucester this was, Richard of
Gloucester, and the magnificent King's favourite brother, who had
asked, the gossips said, for Warwick's Anne--a frail, sickly, ailing
girl, a child still, who could have taught him nothing. She sighed,
musing, and Dickon, thoughtful, watched her.

The breeze flowed in from the open window, with the perfume of the
downs and the woods, and the pasture-lands in the hollow by the
castle.

'Sir, come upstairs,' said the lady.

The stairs were lit by a small lantern; above this stood an image of a
saint--St George fighting the Dragon.

Dickon leant to whisper a prayer, remembering his own familiar
image at home placed above his bed, wearing the gold band, given
him by the Count of Charolais.

The lady looked wistfully over her shoulder at the bright head bent
beneath the lamplight, the fine hands clasped beneath the chin.

They entered the bedroom together. Rushes fresh cut from the marsh
lay on the floor and gave out a sweet yet pungent perfume; the two
windows stood open. Dickon did not feel as if he were enclosed by
walls with the green rushes underfoot and the soft night air blowing in
from sea and downs.



The room was simple: there were no hangings on the walls. A chest
stood at the end of the bed; the curtains and coverlet were of cotton.
Everything had the smell of cleanliness. The lady put the candle on
the table by the bed, and the flame cast wavering shadows over the
room.

Dickon, pensive at the window, thought:

'If | were to close my eyes and kiss her might | think that she was
Warwick's Anne, or even Alys?'

The lady knew his mind, his hope and doubt. She sat on the chest at
the foot of the bed, had untied her girdle and taken off her outer robe
of green cloth, showing a tight gown of white silk, and a thin gold
chain with an amulet. Dickon sat by her side, half-exalted, half-
trembling; a lift of wind blew out the candle.

Dickon slowly kissed the lady--the throat of Alys, the eyes of Anne.
He felt comfort and consolation in these caresses. Warm and soft
she pressed close to him and held him with whispered endearments.
He rested his head on her shoulder, feeling a desire to weep. This
was not the love of his longing, nor the love who had longed for him,
but it was love--kind, generous and enchanting.

For a few hours of the summer night she held his ambitions, his
terrors, his loyalties, and his duty in suspension.

In the morning she armed him herself in the noble harness of which
he was so proud, and said goodbye to him without any words of
regret; gave him, as she had promised, the best horse in her father's
depleted stables and set him on his way with a guide on to the
London road. In the daylight she was not Anne nor Alys, but a strange
woman whom, in his heart, he despised for wanton easiness; yet, he
would have made her many promises, half-ashamed and half-



triumphant, for the sake of that night.

She put by the half-faltering speeches which she had heard so often
before.

'Sir, we shall scarcely meet again, Your Noble Highness,' she smiled.
'"You leave me without grudging, | dare say.'

Dickon, armed, rigid on his horse in the early morning, erect with his
hand on his hip, looked down at her, half-frowning, although sweet
words were on his lips.

He might never see her again, but he could scarcely forget her. She
had interrupted his dreams. The landscape looked hard and bright in
the early sunshine, the grey walls of the castle and the hills rose blank
into a pallid sky.

He rode slowly and thoughtfully, and once on the main London road,
briefly dismissed the guide; and then he turned in his saddle to look
back at this fellow, and saw the man was glancing over his shoulder
at him and smiling.

The young knight flushed and went his way, depressed.

An early harvest was being gathered in, and he had to make way for
wagons piled with corn, cherries in baskets, and the first apples. As
the sun rose, a haze of heat lay over the valley and the distant hills.

Dickon did not think so much of the lady of last night as of the
shepherd who had sent him to her and the shepherd's dog with the
elongated face and the flat eyes, surely lit with an unearthly flame. He
struck his breast with a little gesture of anguish. How he had been
deceived by the gentle night and the bright morning, and the elation
which had come with his loyal errand! He had, in his fatigue and
disappointment, been false to Anne and almost false to Edward.



He rode to Tonbridge, where he heard that Clarence and Warwick
had reached London, and captured Edward, who had been at
Shene, and sent him under strong guard to Middle-ham, in charge of
George Neville, Archbishop of York, Warwick's brother.

There was fighting in the city wards between the Red Rose and the
White when Dickon returned to London.

Cicely of York sat mute in Baynard's Castle. She did not reproach
Dickon; but he wept as he told her of his fruitiess errand--how he had
foolishly separated from Radcliffe and and Lovell and lost his way,
how he had been misdirected by a shepherd on the downs.

He said nothing of the woman called Rosamond, but of that part of
the tale Cicely of York could guess.

She praised him for what he had attempted, and gently suggested
he should go to Middleham.
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Dickon, with Lovell and Radcliffe and a considerable following of
Yorkist knights, rode to Middleham, and demanded to see the King.
Dickon thought that they might be received defiantly, but the portcullis
was raised, the bridge lowered, and Dickon and all his followers
were allowed into the great courtyard of the castle.

'And here, maybe, sir, we shall stay,' said Lovell, seeing the gates
closing behind them.

Warwick received Dickon in the great familiar hall where he had so
often read and played with Anne. The August sun glittered in the oriel
window of vermilion, azure and gold behind Warwick's head.



He stood erect by the table, and beside him sat his brother George,
Archbishop of York. The Earl was armed, back and breast, over a
leather coat with studs of steel.

Dickon, walking ahead of his followers, strode up to the table, and,
without hesitation, faced the great Earl who had been so long in the
position of his master and tutor.

Warwick spoke first, smiling grimly.

'Sir, have ye returned to thy ancient lodgings in Middle-ham?' he
asked.

'Sir Richard Neville, | have come,' replied Gloucester, 'to take the
King's Noble Highness back to his city of London. You, Earl
Warwick, have gone too far; by God's Head, you have gone too far in
keeping His Grace in restraint here.'

'Sir,' replied Warwick, scowling, 'Edward of York is not the first King
upon whom | have laid my hands. This crown of England goes to and
fro like a tennis-ball, and one that my hand casts, Henry in the Tower
of London,’ he added, insolently and arrogantly, 'and Edward of York
in the castle of Middleham! And who shall say, Gloucester, which |
may choose to set up again on Edward the Confessor's throne?"'

'Sir, ye press a deep injury heavily,' replied Dickon, hot with anger.
'Do ye think this outrage to my brother's person will ever be
forgotten?"

'Sir, perhaps,' retorted the Earl, folding his arms on his broad chest, 'l
have had injuries which also linger in my mind. | set up a
Plantagenet, a warrior and a prince--'

'...You set up!" interrupted Dickon, outraged. 'lt was my brother's own



prowess that gained the crown.’

Warwick smiled down at the Archbishop, who remained in heavy
silence, observing all.

'Seest thou, brother,' grinned Warwick, 'how the boy | trained honours
his teaching? He is a bold and loyal youth.'

'Thou art not loyal,' said Dickon, 'though thou art of our blood and
have enjoyed many of my brother's favours. What cruel return was
this marriage of Isabel with Clarence, this landing with an armed
force, this incitement to rebellion, this seizing of my brother's person!’

Thy brother, Gloucester," exclaimed Warwick, ‘is indolent and gross.
Who hath seen such ease and luxury as now ruin the chivalry of
England? What doth your brother consider but his clothes, his
games, and his women? Had he spent his revenue on armed men
instead of costly robes to display his beauty he had not so easily
fallen to my power.'

'Sir, flaunt as ye will,' replied Dickon, 'England is Yorkist yet.'

'Prove ye that, my good lord," said the Archbishop. "Why, at the first
raising of our standard we had more men than we could count!"

Dickon turned on the dark, formidable prelate.

"Ye should take shame to lead the Church against her lawful lord!" he
cried. 'Could not ye, a priest, have considered the closeness of
blood between us, or the love we once had, that ye must provoke this
sedition?"

'Sir, if ye yet know anything, Richard of Gloucester,' replied the
Archbishop, 'ye know that a Neville will never stand lower than a
Woodville. Had ye thy brother Clarence's spirit, ye also would not



forgive this setting up of a widow woman and all her family.'

'Sirs, | did not come here to argue,' replied Dickon. 'l see that we
three shall get no further with angry words. Let me at least see my
brother.'

The Earl, whose whole bearing showed indifference and grandeur,
gave consent.

He intended no violence during the imprisonment of Edward; his
purpose only was to intimidate and humiliate what he considered the
false and effeminate monarch, and to force him to relinquish his
designs of giving the archbishopric of York away from his brother to
the brother of Elizabeth Woodville, and the command of Calais away
from himself to the Queen's father. In short, Warwick hoped by this
display of defiance and force to overawe Edward.

'Sir, tell thy noble brother,' he said, as Dickon passed him, 'that on
his promise for a good demeaning he is free.'

'Sir, such promises are for subjects, not for Kings,' flashed Dickon.
Warwick smiled at the proud young knight with a sudden tenderness.
'And yet | could declare that once ye loved me, Dickon.'

'Sir, | could love thee still,' replied the youth instantly, 'were | not
brother to the King.'

He followed the knight, armed, as every man in the household was
armed, with the Bear and Ragged Staff upon his coat, to the lofty
apartments assigned to Edward, where he was lodged with respect
and comfort; but with none of the luxury and extravagances to which
he was accustomed, and which had given such offence to English
chivalry.



Dickon knew that all Warwick's charges against the King were true--
Edward was not the man who had fought at Mortimer's Cross and
Towton. No monarch of any in Europe was so wrapped in idleness
and pleasure, so greatly in debt, so deeply surrounded by the foolish
and the vicious. There stuck in Dickon's mind, too, the wild charge of
Clarence--that Ed