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CICELY OF RABY.

YES, my beloved friend, I obey, and
continue my strange narration.
" Agnes was confined to her room, ill
with fatigue and anxiety; 1 scarce saw
her, but leaving her to the care of my
woman, spent the day in attending the
duke.

Again it was night, and Orleans seem-
ing to slecp, I went into the adjoihing
closet, resvlved at length to see the eon-
tents of the packet, the opening and read-
'ing of which seemed to teem with fatality.
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2 CICELY OF RABY.

So indelibly are the expressions im-
printed on my mind, though 50 long ago,
that I believe I can repeat them to you
without alteration.

“ Cicely,” began the prince, “ you ac-
cuse, you condemn me unheard.

“ 1 have conjured you to listen to me
—this yourefuse; yes, peremptorily, you
have denied this one—this last request—
I asked but a patient hearing, and you
refuse me.

“ Ah! cruel Cicely, how shall the
wretched Orleans zonvince you that you
are dearer to him than life, fame, or li-'
berty '—as the bleeding form, once ani-
mated, lies before you, will you spurn
it from you with added disgust?

“ Will you not give one tear to my
memory? will you not piously offer
one prayer to the Fountain of Mercy for
him who dare not pray for himself? do
you dash the offered packet in disdain
ragn you, even when I am dying at your

“ Will
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- “ Will you extend your resentments
beyond mortality >—Will you refuse
then—even then, when the yet-enamour-
ed Orleans is a heap of dust, to read his
vindication?

“ Ah! no; I see the gentle Cicely—
the pearly drop that gitstens on her cheek ;
’tis the precious drop of pity, and it falls
like balm upon my wounded soul.

“ Yes, you will not refuse to read what
I have written at horrid intervals, with
a heart rent with anguish, and a brain
maddened by despair.” ’

This was written on the cover to seve-
ral sheets;—his vindication began as fol.

lows:—
g

“ WHEN I first saw you at the cas-
tle of St. Aubin, I expected to have found
you look, what your age declared, a child
in manners and appearange. I was taken
by surprise, my very senses lost in won-
der '—scarce was I master of myself, as

B e . you
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you knelt and thanked me for your li-
berty.

“ Resolving at that moment to con-
vey you to Bidet, thither I accompanied
you.

“1 was inspired by a passion whose
duration must end only, with my life.
Ardent in my temper, my love partook
of my disposition; yet I was awed by
your virtue, your delicacy, your propric-
ty of conduct, which enforced, as it were,
that deference 1 reluctantly paid yot.

“Your beauty, which had so suddenly
seized my imagination, your thousand
amiable and engaging qualities, your ac-
complishments of mind, and grace in
every movement, as I watched over you,
increased my love to enthusiastic idola-
tary—to madness.

“ Your rank was not beneath the .11-
liance of a prince; but you were English,
and your country the declared encmy of
mme. Already was Imarried, and though,

when
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when T first took you to Bidet, F might
(perhaps did) entertain a wish, a vain,
presumptuous hope, that yiclding to the
excess of my passion, your youthful
heart would catch the flame—if mutual,
who should censure, who condemn the
beauteous daughter of Westmoreland, if,
despising the laws made for vulgar souls,
she loved me for myself alone, and en-
joying all the raptures of unrestrained
passion, sequestered beneath the shades
of Bidet, which her presence made para-
dise, regarded not the splendour of the
courts of Charles or Henry, nor envied
the pomp or tities which would have
surrounded her as the duchess of Or-
leans; that forgetting any other place
existed but Bidet, we should mutually
have lived for each other; its ancient
forest the extent of our wanderings, we
should have looked down with cahm in-
difftrence or  contempt on the poor

B3 mortals
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mortals who busied themselves about
the splendid nothings of the world.

“ Yet, oh forgive those impious
thoughts! 1 soon felt my error, nor were
you sensible I had formed ideas so dero-
gatory to your pure mind. T challenge
you, Cicely, to say—did I ever infringe
on the commands you gave to your at-
tendants—ever intrude on your retired
hours ?

“No, Cicely, those ideasfled before you.
I respected your delicacy of situation ;
nor can you—no, you have not accused
me of impropriety of behaviour; nor was
I without hopes that those respectful at-
tentions so assiduously paid were unno-
ticed. 1 saw you grew confident in my
honour, and I flattered myself that your
eyes spake with more sincerity the lan-
guage of your heart, and that there the
Lappy Orleans had other claims than

those your tonguc assented to.
“ Alas,
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“ Alas, Cicely! could you think it pos-.
sible that expressions of friendship would
satisty the sanguine temper of him whose
every look, every accent, breathed pas-
sion ?

“ I commissioned a person of tried
prudence and fidelity to represent to the
pope how necessary it was, for various
reasons, a divorce should be granted me.
—DBribes and promises were dealt with
no sparing hand.

** Meanwhile I assailed you by every
art. Ior you, Cicely, I would have de-
‘serted my friends—for you, I would
have allied mysclf to the English, only
stipulating revenge on the house of Bur-
gundy—for you, I would have sacrificed
honour—fame. ) o

“Tome did the French look up as the
leader of the war, as the directer of their
counsels, Good Heavens! in the mad-
ness of despair, 1 would have basely sa-

B4  crificed
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erificed my bleeding country, whilst fond-
ly flattering myself with giving her peace.
Kor you I did sacrifice I'rance. Alas,
Cicely! how many a widow, how many
an orphan, may curse me! Those happy,
those bewitching days I spent with you
at Bidet, should have been employed in
torming my troops, in opposing the Eng-
lish, who had taken Harfleur, and over-
run the provinee of Normandy.

“ The dclusion was near its close;
for, famished and wasted by discase,
your brave countrymen were retreating
through Pieardy.

“ We had assembled a numerous ar-
my ; they were within a few days march
of the English. 'Fhe fate of two migh-
ty nations seemed to hang on your
Yips.

“ I was roused to a pitch little short
of madness, when a courier arrived from
Rome—sueh and such specified condi-

tions
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tions being complied with, I was told
the divorce should be speedily accom-
plished.

“ By lady St. Aubin was the dauphin
Louis informed of your detention; in
haughty terms (or at least what I deem-
ed so) he commanded me to restore you,
Almost frantic with rage—torn with al-
ternute despair and hope—scarce know-
ing whether or not at once to abandon
the dauphin, and trust to the influence I
hoped I had in your heart for my recom-
pence, and thus gratify at once my love
and revenge, T set out at nightfal for
Bidet, and next day asked your final re-
solve.—~What a night of inquietude, of
miscry ! Would my troops patiently, at
my coinmand, range themselves under.
English banners?  What was T about to,
do? 1 would leave Bidet without seeing
you. No, Orleans will not betray his
country; ina few days the starving Eng-
lish and their rash king would be pri-

B3 soners
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soners; the relations, the friends of Cice-
ly, would be at my disposal.

“ Gladly then would the carl of West-
morcland sanction, would approve my
love—then you would listen to me—
then would you no longer disguise your
sentiments—would avow your love. 1
rose, and calling my scrvant, was told
vou were ill. I flew to the apartment—
to you, whom I meuant not again to be-
hold till T brought your funily with me
as captives; Isnpported you,as I thought,
dying; you recovered—your expressions
I fancied bordered on madness—wild and
incoherent sentences, which I under-
stood not, except that you for ever de-
clined all my offers. Intent on saving
that honour, which ought to be dearer
than life, I left you with an anguished
heart, and began to prepare for my jour-
ney back to the army.  You bid me to
your presence.

“ Yes, Cecily, again I saw you.—Ah!

that
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that meeting—there was I undone!—
there was I deceived! Had I left Bidet
without seeing you, what mischief, what
horror of mind, should I have escaped!
—Yes, Cicely, I might this day have
been guiltless—stop my hand—let me
not say of murder—of the blood of
Oh! misery, misery'—accursed was
that day!

* Must I, Cicely, repeat to you an in-
terview yousurely have not yetforgotten?
I saw you unhappy, agitated, dejected—
you bade me be careful of my life~—~Ah!

why, if not dear to you, that charge?
“F.xamine your heart, my adored Cicely!
Was not Orleans, the enraptured Or-
leans, at that moment more necessary to
your happiness than you would confess?

“ Yes, Cicely trembled at the idea of
the danger to which 1 should be exposed;
the soft sigh rose from that gentle heart—
the tear stood in your cye—you took the
scarf that folded round your waist, which

B 6 had
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had been embroidered at Bidet, which,
vou had told me, I should never in tri-
uviph display.—¢ No, Orleans,” you said,
wien T entreated for it, ¢ the knight
for whem this is destined must be the
letender, the champion of Cicely—not
her opprecsor, nor her gaoler, whom, as
such, she cannet love—shall she give fa-
vers fe Hhose shie does not love 2—No,
my lerd, whet Lier heart impels her to re-
jeet, no civevastances shall make her ac-
copt; oheying its iimpulse now, she will
not deny vou this scerf? and tying it
ronnd mv waist, con fnded Ly saying,,
*Here, Orloans, shall it stay, perhaps for
ever; for v hom at Bidet shall itsead own-
er sce, who will assert her cause ?—and
you sighi-d—ah! who at Bidet that she

loves will siie behold ?”
“Yes, Cicely, yon ticd this scarf, so of-
tenlonged for, so often refused, aroundme!
“ You conjured me to spare the life of
your father; I bade you adieu—I tore
myselt
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myself from your presence; yet, as I
passed through the gates of the castle, I
lingered. Might I not yet stay at Bidet,
or rather, hastening to the army, endea-
vour to save the English from destruc-
tion? My retinue waited my arrival—I
leaped upon horseback, and without ven-
turing to look back—without venturing
to certify myself whether your eyes fol-
lowed me, 1 gallopped through the fo-
rest, nor turned my head till the an-
tique towers of Bidet vanished from my
view.

“ I joined the troops committed to my
charge, and tried to lose in hurry and
dissipation the remembrance of Cicely
and Bidet.”

et ——

I had got thus far, Matilda, in the nar-
rative of the duke, when I learnt he was
awake, but dclirious. I went to the bed-
side—he started as if he knew me, but
immediately lost the idea. Jaques sat

suppo:ting
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supporting the prince, the tears chasing
each other down his venerable cheeks.

“ My dear lady, leave this chamber,
incessantly is my unhappy master raving
of you; expose not yourself to scenes
which, were your heart firmer than ada-
mart, would meclt it.”

“ Alas! T replied, “ these are the last
offices I shall have it in my power to pay
the son of my noble, my generous pre-
server! Never, ah! never will the prince
again offend me with his love !—Yes, too
sure he loved me.” I knelt—I took the
hand burning with fever—* Hcar me,” I,
cried, « solemmnly swear, 1 will not abandon’
Orleans till he is laid at rest in the tomb
—or,” sighing, “ till recovered, he quits
Raby for ever.”

Father Francis, entering in the habit
of his order, stood at the foot of the bed.

“ Art thou,” cried the duke, “the pricst
of St. Aubin who married at Calais lady
Cicely to her brother’s page? Dost thou

know



CICLLY OF RABY. 15

know he is dead? Knowest thou not
who killed him ?”

Ilet go the hand T had held, and sink-
ing on the floor, hid my face on my
kneecs.

“(30, go,” continued the prince, “pray
for his soul—how-—too late am 1 told he
was her husband. Go, I say, pray for his
soul. At Barcclona will I found a cha-
pel—there shall masses be sung without
number.  Speak, shall his blood rest up-
on me?”

He stopped, then again resumed—* So
lady Ciccly relents at last—yes, at Bidet
I remember she told me she did ot hate
me.” Again he paused, then exclaimed,
“Nay, it shall not be at Bidet—1I will mar-
ry her at Paris—St. Denis shall witness
my joy.” Again he stopped.

His ideas took another turn, and he
cricd, “ Hush'!—is not that her harp?
Tlow soft, how solemn it sounds '—it calls
me away—I come, pure spirit ; I see thou

beckonest
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beckonest me—nay, say not so; I did not
think that—yct will 1 follow where thou
leadest.”

Wearied out with raving, the prince
sunk into the arms of Jaques in a swoon;
it was some tiine cre he was restered to
life, when he again breathed. Itather
Francis administered a medicine, which,
should it fail of giving a turn to his dis-
order in twenty-four hours, he gave ap
all hopes of his life.

During the day the fever continued
very high; the night was cexpected by
the good father to decide his fate. Anx-"
iously I seated myself’ by the couch of
Orleans; his slumbers were broken and
disturbed till past midnight, when 1 be-
gan to entertain hopes; the fever was ap-
parently abated; he slept quictly, and
the deliriumn had ceased.

Father Francis, at my request, threw
himsclf’ on a bed in an adjoining apart-
ment.
: Jaques
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Jaques slumbered on his seat, and
drawing forth the packet, I continued
the duke’s narration :—

“ How was I astonished by the arri-
val of a couricr, who informed me a
youth had been taken in your apartment!
I was told you were safe—your lover se-
cured. Nor fame, nor ambition, had
power to detain me. Leaving orders
with a faithful domestic to conceal my
absence, if possible, and quitting the
camp in disguise, without stopping to
rest or sleep, 1 crossed the provinces
which lay between the army and Bidet.
When I reached the forest, the night
was.far advanced. As I came in view
of the castle—¢‘Ab,’ sighed 1, ¢ Cicely rests
there; yet, ere | leave Bidet, her minion
shall feel my power” Entering, I or-
dered a light carriage, with six of the
flectest horses inmy stables, to be got rea-

dy,
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dy, resolving to carry you with me to the
army. Almost frantic with rage and jea-
Jousy, T flew up to the western tower.
Your womenwere buried in slecep—Ibade
them rise and precede metoyour chainber.
—They attempted to open the door—it
resisted their efforts—no voiceanswered to
theircall. Ipushed against it with violence
—we entered—TI looked round—all was
still—I called you—you answered not;
—I drew back the curtains—th2 bed
was empty—you were gone;—yct how
could you have escaped /—all appeared
fast. h
¢ Wretches " T furiously cried, ‘your
lives shall atone for this treachery !—dis-
semble not with me—speak ! where is
she ?—where is the lady Cicely ? Draw-
ing my sword, scarccly was I restrained
from wreaking my vengeance on those

around me.
“ I ordered them to Dbring from his
dungcon the chief object of my fury;
then
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then recalling my orders, went myself.

“1 turned with hasty hand the pon-
derous key, and pushing back the door,
cried, ¢ Come out, thou wretch! thou mid-
night thief'—speakest thou not?”—I
rushed in, and at that moment would
have sacrificed him to my resentment ;—
but I found himn not—the dungeon was
empty. I was speechless with rage, and
dashed to the ground the person whose
business it was to have the charge of the
prison.

- Aceursed villains! how have you
deceived me ! I exclaimed; then turning
from the empty dungeon, and raging
like a fury through every apartment of
the castle, sought you in vain. -

“ In the governor I had every reason
to put implicit confidence; his long and
faithful services demanded it: yet even
he could scarcely convinee me that he
had not connived at your escape.

~ It was indispensably necessary I

should
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should return to the troops under my
command—that I should immediately
quit Bidet.

“ Exacting a solemn ocath from the
governor, and ordering every possible
step to be taken for your recovery, 1 threw
myself into the carriage which waited for
me, and in the most violent perturbation
of mind again left Bidet. Ilaving sent
messengers to every scaport to dctain
you, I flattered myselt that yet you
might be recovered, as, if fled to the Kng-
lish army, a few days, 1 doubted net,
would restore you to me.

“ Surrounded by my soldiers. I vowed
internally vengeance on you, and on the
youth who had assisted in so strange a
way your escape.

“ T tore the scarf from my bosom, and
threw it at my feet. Tn my hopes of
revenge, every other idea faded away. 1
imagined, on your knees, in a few hours
you would implore my protection—no,

I would
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I would not hear—I would not listen to
that syren voice—I would convey you
back to Bidet with ali the family of Ne-
ville in my train as captives. ‘

“ But soon love reigned triumphant,
and fancy changed the sccne; 1 would
carefuliy conduct you to the towers of
your fathers; there you would declare
your love—the earl of Westmoreland
would say, Orleans alone deserves the
hand of Cicely, and would sue as a van-
quished man to his conqueror.

¢ Talready saw myscll your husband, v
saw you adorn the first rank in Irance
and in England ; you were idolized, you
were my all of happiness—such were my
daydreams, Cicely.

“ The two armies lay in sight of each
other. As I learnt you had reached the
camp of Henry, a thousand contending
passions assailed me. The night was
spent in riot by the French, and I strove
to stifle every feeling but resentment.

“'The
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“ The armies engaged each other; but,
too sure of victory, we despised a mere
handful of war-worn soldiers, wasted by
disease and famine, who thus insolently
opposcd themsclves to the troops of
France. Neglecting proper precautions,
the event of the day proved our error.

* During the fight I was encountered
by a youth who fierccly defied me. ¢ The
wrongs of lady Gicely Neville sit, he
cried, ¢ on my sword.’—I supposed him
your brother, and casting my eyes on
him, looked for the haughty crest of your
family, but saw it not, nor even the en-
signs of knighthood emblazoned on his
armour. I despised the meanness of such
an antagonist—I turned in disdain;—
again he defied me, and his ardoncy con-
vinced me this was the lover who stole
you from Bidet—from me—if so, the en-
terprise ennobled him. We assailed 'each
other with fury. Need I relate the issue?
~shall I say I was vanquished—relate

to
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to you his generosity—or say that the
closc of day saw me a prisoner to those
English for whom I had appointed dun-
geons and chains ?

“Lady St. Aubin saw me at Calais,
yet I spoke not to her of Cicely.—Ah!
how could I, a prisoner—how should I
pretend to her? What! could my proud
soul stoop to self-condemnation—to Say
to lady St. Aubin, would she ask for the
humiliated Orleans an interview—that
he repented, and sued for forgiveness ?—
At this my haughty spirit recoiled.

“ I heard not your name nrentioned,
yet were not you the less remembered
by me, though obliged to smother my
passion in my own bosom; and although
a prisoner in England, whither I sup-
pose you returned, I was yet ignorant
what had become of you, and whether
the youth, who had so nobly asserted
your cause, and by whom I was doubly

van-
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vanquiéhed, had not ere this been re.
wardud by your hand.

“ By a pretence which I have not time
or patience to relate, I was visited by the
dowager of Warwick, who at first ap-
peared touched with pity for my misfor-
tunes. She renewed her visits, in one of
which she began to talk of the Nevilles
and warmly praised to me your beauty
—your accomplishments. ¢ What pity,’
said she, ¢ prudence was not added to her
other graces!” She saw the effect her
hints had produced, and stopped ; I had
started from my seat, and traversed with
agitated looks the apartment.

¢ Why,’ said the artful countess, ¢ those
emotions? why this quick transition of
countenance? Are you sick, my lord?
Was it possible you could ever have seen
the lovely Cicely, T should suppose it
was the mcention of her name that had so
strangely affected you.’

¢ Speak!
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* Speak! oh speak, lady Warwick, for
ever on this subject—talk of €Cicely for
ever—] will listen. Where is the beau-
teous Neville? quick! tell me. Is she
married? is she lost for ever to those
eyes that doted on her. Alas! if she is
not, will she listen to the vows of a cap-
tive?’

¢ Peace! peace! are you,” resumed lady
Warwick, ‘the noble Irenchman whose
oficrs shie despised, whoin she left for her
brothier’s page? .\ boy, 1:y lord, brought
up by the charity of the Nevilles, fed on
the offuls of Raby, he could but express
himsclf thus; nay, he could not appear
more agitated.’

“ 1 was no longer able to contain ; but
throwing myself on a seat, exclaimed-—
‘ Yes, lady Warwick, it wasT, thenow cap-
tive Orleans, who then was prince of a
large domain, that crud Cicely left to
misery—to despair. Yes, lady War-
wick, she fled from him who would for

YOL. 111 ¢ her
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her have rashly sacrificed famne—country
—every thing but love.

¢ Was it.” cricd the countess, with pre-
tended astonishment, ‘possible she was
insensible to your love? Surc, when the
duke of Orleans sued, whose runk, though
second only to kings, was not so supe-
rior as his manly grace and accomplish-
ments were above the rest of this sex—
what! was it from the first of mankind,
from the all-powerful, all-fascinating Or-
leans, for whom the {irst women in the
world have sighed, that she fled—and, oh'!
shame! shame! took for her companion a
wretch so mcan 2’

« Lady Warwick saw my perturba-
tion, and paused. I endeavoured to thank
her for her good opinion, and the interest
she seemed to take in me.

¢« AL? said she, ¢ I could not conceal
my emotions; I was carried beyond mmy
usual mode of expression in my anaze-

ment at the strange choice this poor girl
has
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has made, and can but attribute it to
sorcery—how clse is it possible to ac-
count for it?’

“ I had of late enjoyed rather more li-
berty, and now understood I was obliged
to the friendly intercession of the coun-
tess for it; and that, struck by my mien
at first sight, and further interested by
my manner, she had felt a pity for my
situation which had urged her to endea-
vour at lightening my confinement.

“ Again in warm terms did I express
my gratitude.—Alas! Cicely, how little
did 1 dream of the snare she was so art-
fully preparing for me! 1 conjured lady
Wrwick to inform me where you were,

74 is,” she replied, ¢said by the Ne.
villes, lady Cicely is left in a monastery
of noble Burgundian ladies, where she
means to take the veil”

“ Do you,’ I rejoined with quickness,
* lady Warwick, believe this well-invent-

c2 ed
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ed tale?” Her manner had convinced me’
she did not.

¢ Frankly then, Orleans, I do not.’

¢ Where then,” said I, “is Cicely ? nor
convents shall shield, nor seas separate
her from me.  Where, v dear lady, oh
sav'! is the wretch who seduced her ? what
shall protect him ?’

“ The countess saw my very soul on
the rack, and, resolved to bend me to her
vile purposes by every artifice, inagined
the longer I was kept in suspense, the
more eager would rhe fiv.d me.—* This
is a question I cannot resolve you, fur-
ther than that T kaow she 1s with the
page, but where, by dint of inquiry,
shall be quickly learnt.

- ¢ T was soon after this entrusted to the
Beauchamps, and lady Warwick, guided,
as T supposc:l, by compassion, frequently
visited me; to talk with her of you was
the greatest pleasure I knew. Thus did

she
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<he artfully fan the flame which already
was too powerful.

“ Thinking she had wound up my
passions to the pitch she wanted, and
finding 1 put an implicit confidence in all
she said, and her plans being ripe for ex-
ccution, she entered my apartment in
sceming  agitation—< Orleans,” said the
countess, ‘at length I have discovered the
retreat of this pair.’

‘ Where, oh where, my benefactress?
tell me,” T eried—¢ already what ages of

.suspense have I sustained P

‘Know, continued lady Warwiek,
* they are shielded, protected in the court
of Castile; the credulous Catalina listens
to the well-invented tale—Ah Mary!
blessed Virgin! what shall become of the
brave lord Beauchamp, my,.noble son,
should the claims of this impostor he al-
lowed :

* What,’ T criced, ¢ does the queen re-
gent of Castile, prudent Katherine, pro-

c3 tect
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tect her relation in such a mean choice?
Doces she sanction it?

‘But, lady Warwick, you called the
seducer of Cicely an impostor? to what
would the wretch pretend more than her
love?

¢ Your cause,” r¢joined the countess, in
a loud and spirited tone of voice, * my
lord, is mine—it is mutual. Wish you
revenge >—1 will aid, T will assist, in do-
ing justice on this seducer—this usurper
of rights !

¢ Alas? replied I, ¢ how weak is the
hand that is rendered unnerved by con-
finement! how impotent,’ said 1, sighing,
¢ is the revenge of Orleans! how have I
it in my power to assist? how is it that
our cause is mutual

‘The page,’ she replied haughtily,
¢ forgecting his birth—forgetting he was
saved by the charity of sir Robert Um-
fraville, Jooks upon his origin with con-
tempt, and aspires to rank, to titles, to

1- nyoey
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power and riches. Sir William Fitz-
hugh, long deprived of his reason by a
train of cvils, far beyond the power of
humanity to bear, and now in extreme
old age, has been by this artful villain
taught {o belicve he was the child of his
daughter, and lord Ienry Beauchamp,
the cldest son of my lord :—thus would
he be heir to the titles and lands of War-
wick, as also to those of Cutherstone;
nay muore, he by this pretended descent
is the only representative of the rich and
noble fanily of I’Aranjcus in Castile.
Donna Katherine has allowed the claim
I can fully prove the whole an invention,
the claim false ;—I have and will pro-
duce evidence, that the infant son of
Theresa Fitzhugh was drowned with his
nurse in the river Eure.

* She stopped for my answer; I re-
fleeted for a moment on what I heard,
and feit a conviction that the assertions
of lady Warwick were false. ¢ Ah? said

c4 I, with
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I, with a dejected air, * what do you tell
me ? would Catelina, descended from the
house of Tancaster equallv with lady
Cicely, suffer her, in her court, te cmry
on a liceniious amowr? No, lady War-
wick, long ere this has the holy jricst
united theii hands; T doubt not the soge
regert voolid uot suffer so palpable an
inposiiion; the next heirs of the old
count IgAr.pjeus would not sibmit
tamely to luse the vast possessions they
v.ould otherwise inherit, to a stranger—
to an impostor, who rested his title on
the evidence of an old man already in
dotage. I will endeavour to submit to
my destiny. Cicely has, I doubt not,
made a choice she need not blush at
owning. Your kindness is ineffectual,
ady VWarwick.
¢ Then, said she, hastily rising, ¢ here
it ceases; I told you my cause was yours,
and cxpected on your sword our joint
wrongs would have sat, till they had
‘ fallen
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fallen heavy on the hard crest of this
daring impostor. But,’ said she ironi-
cally, ¢ you will endeavour to submit to
your destiny; in that endeavour I will
leave you, nor doubt of your success :—
to your prayers, my lord —hcre have you
thnie and solitude; true, the sword and
buckler suit not with your condition.
How impatient would be the revenge,
that imiglit lead you to the court of Cas-
tile, where, proudly basking in the beau-
ty of lady Cicely's siiles, the mock lord
Eeauchamp boasts of his vast skill in car-
rving off the mistress of the before-un-
rivalled duke of’ Orleans! Doces he not
rclate how, at the battle of Agincourt,
ke fought? there did he not triumph ?
there he vanquished Orleans, the first
prince of the royal house of Valois;—
nay, I wonder not such victories make
him forget his origin—at Agincourt he

pretended not to nobility”?
« The countess had reached the door,
¢S when,,
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when, starting from my seat, I drew her
forcibly back.

¢ Do you leave me, lady \Vamrlck”'
I exclaimed, with an agitation that al-
most choked my utterance; ¢ renounce
me?—deprive me of a friendship the
only sweetener of my life ? Do you leave
me to misery—to disgrace—to all the
torments of jealousy ? What! shall the
base-borp minion boast of his exploits ?—
shall every court in Furope be taught to
laugh at my shame ?>—No, the usurper of
titles shall fecl the strength of this arm;
he shall not insult rie any longer with
impunity .

“ She pushed me frons her, erying, sar-
castically—¢ How may I believe these bra-
vadoes >~—ycu who so quietly relinquish-
ed her, whem you fondly supposed mar-
ried to her brother’s page ;—nay, I doubt
not your paticnce would serve, were you
to hear himy vaunt as he does, that he
bore from the proud brows of Valois the

laurels
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laurels which so long had encircled them;
that he had trampled on the lilies of
France beneath his heroic steps; that he
tore from Orleans the scarf of Cicely.’
“] trembled with rage as she spoke.
¢ Nay, hear me, I cried, interrupting her,
¢ I will be heard—Catalina, the misguid-
ed Catalina, shall not protect—the court
of Castile shall not shelter them; I will
tear her from his arms ;—yet Irave—am
I not a prisoner >—I will not live in dis-
grace—what! to be pointed at by boys
and women'—afford e, lady Warwick, I
‘conjure you, means of revenge '—do yow
refuse, you shall witness what this hand'
is capable of—what! must I drag out
here a wretched life, without air oppor-
tunity of vindicating my honour? Tell
me,’ and I seized her hand with violence,
‘was it, is it possible that the fair Cicely,
she who would have graced—whose beau-
ty demanded an imperial diadem—tell
- c6 me,
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me, lady. Warwick, could she love—
could she wed such a vaunting wretch 2

“ She answered me not, but suffered
my passions, ever violent, to have full
scope, and enjoved with a malignant
pleasure the storm she had raised.
Throwing myself Lastily on the floor,
— Here, 1 oried, ¢ is the bed hence-
forth of the miserable, the despised Or-
leans '—-till I have some hopes of revenge,
1 will not taste of food or comfort.” Then
quickly rising, T fell onny knecs, ¢ licar
me —witness, lady Weswick, wiilst [
solemnly swear

“ Laying her hand on my mouth, she
bade e, with a commanding voice, fol-
low her? scarce conscious what I was do-
ing, I obeyed; she led to a gloowy cha-
pel, whose doors she threw open: in si-
lence 1 followed to the altar.

« Prince.” said the countess, with an air
of solemuity in her manner, ¢if you here
' . consent

.
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consent to my conditions, I-will also
swear to aid you cffectually.” T took the
oath she required; at that moment in-
flained by her artifice to a degree of des-
peration, T would not have scrupled to
have subseribed to whatever cenditions
she proposed. T swore to conceal the
knowledge lady Warwick had of my
meditated revenge, or that she had assist-
ed mein it ; and then I swore to exeeute
whatever she commanded, as far as re-
garded our mutual cause.

“ she then knelt, and vowed to find
‘e safe, certain, yet seceret means of re-
venge, and so taken I need not disown it;
but ifTrevealed the part she had acted, she
solemnly swore to pursue me to destruc-
tion. I was struck with the horrid tenor
of her oath; but revenge and disappointed
love soon took full pessession of me.

* Rising, ¢Orleans,” said she, ¢ perhaps
v« 1 wonder why I have not suffered my
#on, lord Richard, to vindicate his own

cause ;
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cause; but I know his undesigning tem-
per is easily wrought upon by the artifi-
ces of the earl of Westmoreland, who, 1
doubt not, means to marry his child to
this vile impostar, could his claims be
realized- —my lord of VWarwick persuad-
ed to believe him his grandson.

‘Tam, continued she, ‘in possession
of every paper which can throw any Light
ona transaction thathas alinostceased to be
remembered, and is now only thought of
to deprive my son of his inheritance: but
ere he shall be wroughit upon to his
own wrong, war, hicentious and unre-
strained, should waste his land and cas-
tles; nay, I would myself destroy the
deeds by which he holds thein; they are
in my power.’

“W eleft the chapel, and the countess,
followed by me, returned to the apart-
ment. ‘There is,’ said she, ‘ no time to
be lost, my lord; you must instantly pre-
pare for a voyage to Spain; I bave pro-,

cured
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cured from my son leave that'I should
be his deputy in guarding you; but
should another governor be appointed, I
shall not know how to excuse your ab-
sence; whilst I have the charge, T shall
not fear; under pretence that you are
sick, we can pretend you keep your
chamber, which a domestic of tried fide-
lity shall regularly attend. I fully rely,
you find, on your honour for your speedy
return; I have not, Orleans, required an
oath for that—(mark, Cicely, the deep art
of this wicked woman !)—A ship waits
for you at the entrance of the river Se-
vern; its master and crew attend your
orders; you must make the port of Sea
ville ; exccute your just revenge on the
vile slave—bear off the lovely prize;

with me shall you find a safe asylum.’
¢ Still,” I ceried, ¢ will the beauteous
Neville reject my suit'—I.ady Warwick
rose, and unlocking a cabinet, drew from
it twopapers—* Read,’ said she, ¢this,’ pre-
senting
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senting me with one; *itis the confession
of a poor creatitre, seduced, by vast pro-
mises of reward, to be a principal tool in
this iniquitous sffair; but, struck by the
terrors of conscience, he has caused this
confession to be conveyed to me.” T took
the treacherous seroll, which contained
many and repeated declarations of peni-
tence; of Lis being drawn, by the hopes of
rewards, to deny the truth; and solemn-
ly declared he was the father of the
youth who pretended to be the son of
lord I1enry Beauchanip and the heiress
of Cutherstone.  The other paper was
als» addressed tolord Warwick, beseech-
ing him to pardon him, acknowledging
his affection for an ungrateful son had
drawn him inta an error he repented of;
saying that the ill treatment lady Ciccly
Neville experienced from him had open-
ed his eyes, and that he believed it was
principally owing to his artifices she had
refusod to marry the French noble, with

whoin
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vhotn she was violently in love, but
whom he had persuaded her to leave;
thet oft, when the fictitious carl was ab-
sent, she would deplore. the shades of
EiTet she had rushily quitted, and spent
her days in tears, oft calling on death to
rehieve her woces.

“ I pressed to my bosom—I wet with
my tears the insidious paper which had
told me I was beloved.  Ciccly, yet you
ity me not '—alas! loving blindly, mad-
Iy loving, asIloved, how was it possible
I could escape the snares which en-

tangled ine? On iy knees T write this,

dedicating these hours employed by the
less miserable to a shiort oblivion of sor-
row, in teiling you to what an excess I
have loved! how fatally I was deceived!
and, ah! to dare to ask you not to hate
the miscerable Orleans; alas! he dare not
ask you to torgive.

* Cicely, I was misled, fatally misled!
youthful, ardent in my temper, and lov-

ing

X



42 CICELY OF RABY.

ing vou to idolatry, I saw you torn from
me by a person I conccived infinitel¥ be-
neath me.  Overcome too by his valour
at Agincourt, I burnt with revenge—To
be thus doubly foiled!'—I was told he
boasted of Lis exploits, that he trinmphed
over the fallen Orleans. [ was told he
was the base seducer, by false tales, of
the gentle heart which owned me as its
lord.

“Thus did the wicked countess work
on my unguarded temper—thus did she
make me the accursed weapon of her
malice.

“1 landed at Scville, sought you in
Castile, thence 1 followed to Barcelona—
the false, the trcacherous Gilbert met
me, and confirmed with horrid oaths
the account lady Warwick had given
me. :

“ But I cannot relate—you cannot bear
the recapitulation of particulars; suflice
it to say, Gilbert inflained me with

: added
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added rage. Ah! trust me, Ciccly, be-
loved” of my soul! I knew mnot thou
wert the wedded wifi: of the lord Beau-
champ.

* I'saw you—uves, Cicely, concealed by
the traitor Gilbert, I spent a day in an
apartment next to yours; could he have
wrought on me as he wished, 1 should
have had crimes of a still-deeper dye to
have atoned for; but I then comprehended
hiin not, though conviction now flashes
on my mind, that at that period when I
sought how best to sustain my honour,
and gratifv my revenge, he would have
plunged me into wickedness the most
flagrant. Orleans had been a dark as-
sassin.

“Your presence inspired me with fresh
hatred of iy rival.

“ No sooner was the fatal conflict over
than.all iny rage was spent—shocked at
the grief you evinced, mad with despair,
scarce knowing what road I went, I

clapped
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clappedd my spurs into my steed, nor
stopped il the noble animal foll dead
beneath mes 1 found myself not far from
that part of the coast where the vessel
waited e,

“ Returned to England, T flew to lady
Warwick, accompuanied by her vile ac-
complice, and hoped to have found her
ready tosooth, to alleviate iy sufferings,
but she received me with contempt—
with coldness. -

* Where, she eried, *is Cicely ? where
the infant son she bore at the court of
Castile?

“ Lady Warwick saw the horror 1
felt on the sad issue, at the horrid deed
my ungoverned rage had prompted me
to commit, and saw that I would not be
made subservient to her purpose.

“ Soothing, with all that blandishment
of manner she knew how to practise, ny
perturbed soul, she reconciled e to
wyself, representing I fairly opposed my

single
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single arm to that of an impostor, whose
complicated crimes and impositions de-
served a death the most base and izno-
minious ; that in the field my life might
have been the forfeit instead of his.

“ Why need I repeat her arguimnents,
glossed over with a shew of plausiisility,
or say that she fostered a fond, a delu-
sive hope that still lurked in my bosom?

“ I look up—it is once again morn-
ing—my head is light—my brain turns
romnd—TI go to wander a few minutes
beneath your window.

I osellied forth at the postern-gate;
the deer were leaving their coverts; cach
bird and beast scemed to be shaking off
sleep, and preparing for the opening day.

“ With unequal steps I brushed off
the dew which hung on every blade of
grass; the path that led to the hermit-
age Ity before me; I turned up it; I
lifted the latch of the door, and meant to
enter—there, Cicely, to pour out in

prayer
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,prayerthe bitterness of my soul in that
hallowed retreat ; asudden faintness flut-
terad at my heart; a deep, a dying groan
seemed to strike my ear; I imagined I
saw once more the dying look of-

“ Hastily I retraced the road ; entering

the castle, I heard you had quitted your
chamber—you refused to hear me.
- “ Yes, Cicely, completely is the proud
spirit of Orleans subdued! seek not fur-
ther to humiliate him who bends before
your inflexible virtue.

“ T cannot bear your hatred, nor will
I suffer this load of life many hours—
still yoa refuse to sce me.

“ Another sun shall not witness my
misery ; I have seen it rise on the towers
of Raby for the last time; no longer has
its glorious rays any charms for me—it
throws a sickly light across my paper.

“ Jaques has becn with me; he has
been on his knees entreating me to take

some refreshment ; no, I will not eat, I
will
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will not drink, beneath the roof* of lord
Westmoreland—what ! shall the base
wretch, who stole at inidn'ght into his
castle, who dragged with frantic hand
his lovely child from the hal of her fa-
thers, who rushed into her presence at
the lonely hour of night—what! shall he
taste of the hospitable fare of Raby ? no,
far:ine shall sooner end his days.

“ Why thus weary you with my suf-
ferings!—they draw to an end—a few
houvrs, and then, Cicely, Orleans shall
cease to offend—thy pity he dies to pur--
chase !”

’

Ah, Matilda! whilst I read this, what
a sad variety of emotions assailed my
heart! oft I'had laid it down—oft had
the tears dimmed my eyes—but anxious
to conclude, 1 had proceeded.
The duke still slept, and the morning
peeping in.at the window, I extinguish-
ed
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ed the light, and opening the casement,
inhaled the freshness of the new-born
air.

“ Ah! said I, softly, if it is decreed
the duke must die, may his death ex-
piate—"" I stopped—* Cruel, crucl lady
Warwick! why have you made it ne-
cessary I should”—I1 could not say at
‘that moment—< hate Orleans?”—but
pausing a while, resumed— the duke of
Orleans? Was he not my protector,
my preserver, irom the malice of lady
Douglas? Ah! how vast are my obli-
gations to his memory ! then how acquit
myself? how repay themn? Is it by load-
ing with curses his son, whose noble and
generous soul has been drawn in to com-
mit crimes his nature shudders at, whilst
feclings that honour the man have been
awakened into crimes that would dis-
grace the monster ?”

Again my thoughts wandered a
multitude of confused images chased each

' other
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other through my brain; I no-longer
coyld accuse the prince as the sole au-
thor of my misery; and I remembered
not his crimes as I thought of lady War-
wick’s treachery.

Ah Matilda!'—how weak—how frail -
are our natures! The narrative of the
prince, which I had spurned with horror
from me—which I had shuddered as T’
opened, I now pressed to my lips, then
recollecting myself, blushed at my weak-
ness.

I found myself kneeling, as it were
involuntarily, by the duke’s bed, with
the packet grasped in my hand, and pour-
ing out ardent prayers for his recovery;
during the time I had stood at the win-
dow he had awoke, yet not speaking, I
was not conscious but he still slept, till
roused from my devotions, by his saying
in a weak voice—* Do Ilive? am I yet
on earth, or do Idream? or have I cast
off the load of mortality and am reslly

VOL. III. D in
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in beaven?—Oh! I imagined I was
really there, that lord Beauchamp bid
me be comforted! 1 felt comforted; he
bade me, to tlu;c, Cicely, dispense com-
fort—tell her to submit to a destiny she
cannot avoid, with patience.

. ¢ The fatal eurse of I’ Aranjeus must
pursue the offspring of Theresa, nor let
her repine at the means’—NMorc did he
say ere I awaked.

« Ah Cicely! has he saigd, pity became
that gentle bosom; did he say, the ill-
fated Orleans, as he did to e, was but
an mstrument in the hand of Providence,
to fulfil its deerces, which are deep and
unsearchable ;—I die contented, at last
you pity.”—Life seemed fled as he spoke.

I called Jaques, but ere he came the
prince again breathed Father Francis
entered; I retired to visit Agnes Douglas;
she reglired much comnsolation, and alt
my attention had been directed to the
duke; I had told her, monsieur Bidet

‘ lay
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lay in the castle, at the point of death,
and the gentle girl, even amidst all her
own sorrows, had a tear to give to his
sufferings; whilst T was with her, my
thoughts perpetually wandered to the
sick chamber of the prince, and scarce
had 1 spirits to attempt at cheering the
fair Agnes.

At the door of the dukes apartment
I met the qood ﬁtther; who4dnformed mé,
he hoped every thmg for his patient, yet
his extreme weakness required great
caution~= You had best not enter, lady,”
he said.

“ Nay, my ﬁ-xend, refuse me not that ”
and T entered. |

The duke was sitting supported by
cushions, but so wan, so weak, so help-
less ;—ah Matilda! when raving and de-
lirious, he wildly called on my name, I
felt not so affected ;—advancing to him,
I rcached out my hand and burst into

tears.
- D

1o

“ Weep
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“Weep you, lady, for me 7—alas! T
know you ought not to bestow tears on
the unworthy !

" ¢ Yet, for me have you charitably ob-
tained succour, for me did you wake and
watch ;—yes, Cicely was the nurse of the
frenzied Orleans.”

“ Talk not thus,” I replied, “ my lord,
but compose yourself.”

He laid his hand®on mine; the faint
fluttering of his pulfe detlared those
emotions were more than he could bear.
Father Francis said—*"Either, my lord,
restrain those agitationé, or lady Cicely
no more shall enter this chamber.”

“ Only,” cried the prince, “ let me as-
sure her of my gratitude—only, my good
father,allow me to say to the lovely——"

« Hush! hush " interrupted the father;
% come, lady, this must not be.”

“ Nay, I beseech, I conjure you!” said
Orleans—*if I am not to sce her, I must
die;—no longer will I bear the burden

of

1
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of life—it is alone by seeing, by hearing
her, that I shall be enabled to act up to
what I propose; I will not abuse the con-
fidence she places in me, nor talk of Bi-
det, neither will I say I have loved.”

Father Francis beckoning me, I rose—
“ Adieu™ I said; “soon, my lord, I shall
again visit you.” He seized my hand
with violence, hie pressed it to his lips,
and his extreme agitation unsettled again
his senses; he clasped me with a sort of
convulsive tightness—he attempted to
rise; this his extreme weakness forbade ;
with difficulty could I free myself, whilst
he wildly conjured me by every thing’
sacred not to leave him.

I resolved not to visit again the
prince, whose recovery was rapid; youth
and strength of  constitution prevailed
over discase and weakness; in a few
days he was cnabled to be removed to
the next apartment for air.

Meanwhile, I dedicated my time to

D3 the
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the gentle Agnes. We received aletter
from my brother, which informed us lady
Douglas still lived, and that she ardently
wished to behold her daughter ere she
died, that she might bestow her band on
lord Henry, who joined lady Douglas in
begging she would immediately set out.

The lovely Scot prepared to obey,andI
attended her to Newecastle, from whence
she proceeded on her journey, accompa-
nicd by an attendant of lady Douglas,
and an ancient gentlewoman belonging
to her household, with a guard strong
enough to protect her from the savage
borderers; lord Henry was to meet her
at the castle of Wark.

‘When I returned to Raby, I bad the
satisfaction to learn, the duke had been
out in the court to enjoy the benefit of
the air. Lok

Since the night T had watched in the
chamber of the prince, I had suffered the

manuscript he Irad given me to remain
locked
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locked up in my cabinet, thouglf not un-
thought of.

It had - estranged my mind from its
usual train of thinking; I felt a degree of
pity for its author, which I blushed at
the idea of, which I was unwilling to
own, although my thoughts were bent
with a degree of anxiety, dangerous to
my repose, on the recovery of the duke.

No longer could I perform my so late
regular and accustomed devetions at the
monument of lord Beauchamp, and I
wandered from one apartment of the cas-
tle to another, without allaying the per-
turbation of my mind; I now meditated
leaving the care of the prince and Raby
to father Francis and Jaque§, by whom
I received several messages, requesting
I would allow the duke to visit me. 1
endeavoured to evade a request, which
I foresaw would not contribute to my
case.

Orleans then entreated I would suffer

D 4 him
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him to write to me.—“ Ah! no, no,
Jaques,” I replied, “ urge me not to a
step I cannot approve! nor can I any
longer stay at Raby, and yet refuse every
wish of the ill-fated prince—alas, my
faithful friend! it is a conflict Cicely
wants fortitude to sustain; to-morrow
shiall T go to Witton, where, in the con-
verse of lady Eure, T shall try to lose
my sense of remembering what is pain-
ful.  When I can beliold-the prince, and
look on himn only as the son of your no-
ble master—when I can ceasc to remen-
ber he has loved me—and, ah ! when I can
gease also to remember the misery he has
caused, then gladly will T offer him my
friendship, which, ere this, he has re-
fused.

“ But speak, how shall I erase from
the tablet of my memory what is so
deeply engraven? know you not I have-
a son? tell me, ought I not to hate Or-
leans? staying here. I shall forget all,

cvery-
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every thing which a mother—yes, the
mother of an orphan, should feel.”

The venerable servant-of the house of”
Orleans turned aside to wipe the tear
that rolled down his cheek..

“ I beseech you, lady, on my bended
knecs, talk not thus!-—ah! break not my
heart!'—alas! you know not the suffer-
ings of the duke, you know not his peni-
tence; carry not your resentment thus
far; think, had he you lament returned
to his native land, would the accursed
lady Warwick have suffered him to live,
desolation and war would have followed.

“ Ol! think, lady, with- pity, on the
prince, who loved you with- the enthu-
siasm of which his ardent soul is capable!
suspected not the false tale which flat-
tered his hopes; reflect on'his temper—
open, generous, and unguarded. Ah!too
easily did he suffer himselfto be wrought
upon by the wicked'arts of the countess!

“ Ah! what crime can there be in see-

DS ing-
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ing him—in saying you pity, when le
no longer asks for your love—no longer
sues for forgiveness—and wishes but to
know vou rcpent not those tears you
shed the first day of his recovery ?”
No longer able to conceal my agitation,
T left the apartinent abruptly, and retir-
ing to my chamber, threw myself on a
seat, where I gave way to emotions that
could not be restrained. No, thought 1
again, the duke shall not witness my
weakness—yes, 1 will refuse him an in-
terview, which perhaps woyld assure
him I also require pity—1I will not trust
myself. Yet it is necessary, ere I quit
Raby, to read the remainder of the ma-
nuscript, which shall be returned to the
duke; it would but for ever remind me
.of his misfortunes, of his love; weeping
over the tale, I should forget his crimes;
oh! I should forget—I should cease to
remember what I am—no longer respect
myself '—yes, Matilda, already had I for-
got
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got myself, as I thought of the prince,
pale and emaciated, sinking perhaps to an
carly grave.

Hecdless what I was aoing, instead of”
taking the narrative, I took up the deed
the prince had given me with it; open-
ing it, T saw my mistake, and beheld that
every thing in his power to bestow he
had by that deed given to me, provided
I caused to be built and endowed a che-
pel in Spain, in France, and in England,
where masses should be constantly per-
formed for the souls of lord Beauchamp,
the duke, and his father. He left the fix-
ing the place to e, but mentioned Tin-
mouth, Bidet, and Barcelona—* There,”
said he, “ have I much need of the pray-
ers of the righteous.” He begged to be
interred with his father, and added a wish
that the fatal scarf of Bidet might be bu-
ried with him.

Overcome by this proof of affection,
T scarce could summon courage to finish

D6 . the
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the recital ; yet opening it, I began where
I had left off, and found it continucd as
follows :—

- * 8o artfully had lady Warwick ma-
haged, that my absence was unknown—
another governor was appointed ; yet by
the infamous Gilbert I oft received to-
kens of what I judged her friendship. I
learnt the dcath of the earl of Warwick,
and that lord Richard had succeeded
without any opposition from your fa-
mily.

“ Lady Warwick found also means to
inform me of your return to Raby ; that
you had suffered shipwreck and many
distresses, but that your only companion
who survived was an aged servant to a
French gentleman who had perished on
the shores of Tinmouth, where you had
caused him to be entombed.

“ Good Heavens, Cicely ! was it possi-

‘ ble
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ble I could form a conjecture, that he
whom I was told you so deeply lamented
was my father—that Louis de Valois,
duke of Orleans, had eutlived his assas-
sination? Overcome by the strictness
of the confinement I now experienced,
together with the violence of my passions,
of my various feelings, I fell sick.

“ By large rewards and bountiful pro-
mises; lady Warwick prevailed on the
person employed by the noble who had
charge to attend and guard e, to allow
her to take the care of me for a certain
time.

“ I attended lady Warwick in disguise
into Worcestershire, where I freely rang-
ed over the adjoining grounds, and.cheer-
ed by her converse, quickly regained my
wonted health and strength.

“ The countess proposed my accom-
panying her into the North. Arrived at
the stately castle of the Beauchamps, on

the
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the banks of the river Tces, what were
my emotions at hearing youn were at Ra-
by, only a few miles distant! Lady
Warwick saw, yet did not seem to ob-
serve these emotions, and I spent several
days in the splendid apartinents of the
castle, which overhung the rapid waters of
the Tees, unheeding the wild and roman-
tic scencry which surrounded it; lost
in profound reverie, I was sitting, with
my head leaning on the window, when
looking up I saw the countess enter.

‘ Prince, said she, still do you love
Iady Cicely?’

“ I arose.—~° Why, lady Warwick,”
said I, “that question? Ah! could you
know the passion -that fills this heart,
which mocks all expression, that wastes
my strength in conflicts which haye rack-
ed my soul almost to madness, that has
tortured me with jealousy—-with every
agonizing passionw=1 can bear it no lon-

ger;
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ger;—ah! why did you bring nie to the
castle of Barnard?—ah! why, lady, said
you, Do you still love Cicely 2’

“ She held out a letter—‘ Know you,
my lord,” said she, * those characters ?’-#
Suatching it from her, Ialmost devour-
ed it with ardent kisses.

¢ Nay, you will destroy it,” she cried;
‘ read and compose yourself.

* With the first command I eagerly
complied, but the last, Cicely, was im-
possible. The letter was addressed to
lady Jane Neville, the writing was so
exactly yours, alas! how could I but be
deceived. This token, so unhoped for,
flattered my wishes; for it contained
expressions which plainly said, lady Jane
was the confidant of your passion for the
enraptured Orleans: those were the con-
cluding words—* Pity, then, my dear
sister, your Cicely! no longer does the
duke of Orleans love me—he deserts

me;
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me; true, I knew at first the earl my fa-
ther would not seem to give consent to
an union which, although above his
hopes in point of consequence, yet, if
{insanctioned by Henry, might afford his
enemies a pretext to ruin him:—mnay,
such is the cruel restraint I must my-
gelf lay under, that I must appear, was-
he ever to say he loved, to reject him.
But, alas! no more will these eyes be-
hold him ! Happy, happy shades of Bidet!
then did he love! Why did I not then
avow my mutual passion? ah! why did
I foolishly listen to tales which drew me
from the banks of the Loire? ah! did
Orleans love as he' did there, he would
not have regarded opposition, he would
have surmounted everyobstacle, he would
have taken me from Raby :—soon will it
betoolate; the earl still talks of a convent
—ah my sister! witha hedrt consumed by
passion, how shall I take the sacred oaths?

‘What?
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* What! I exclaimed, ¢shall Cicely sus-
pect my love !—no, this moment will
I fly to Raby—I will throw myself at
her feet.’

¢ Cease, Orleans,” cried the wicked
countess, ¢ those raptures! To behold her
is not easy, nor will she appear to con-
sent to accompany you ;—itrue, the time
is favourable, for the guard left by lord
Westmoreland has marched this morn-
ing for the borders, headed by the lord
Henry Neville’

“ Lady Warwick’s residence at Bar-
nard Castle was not known, as we came
both disguised, only attended by Gilbert,
who was my escort in my first endea-
vour; but Providence was your guard;
miraculously were you preserved. Ah!
had lady Warwick ever had you in her
power, what could have preserved you
from her rage ?* She found means to pro-
cure me a key which opened the postern-
gate; she gave me a straight direction te

your
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your chamber; happily you were net
there, but your woman I found slept
near.

“ Gilbert, in disguise, sold to your do-
mestics baked sweetmeats, in which was
a drug infused, whose potent power
lulled to sleep whoever ate of them; by
his means was the subterranean passage
also discovered; need I repeat circum-
stances so painful, recal to your recollec-
tion my behaviour ? need I also say, that,
so strangely deceived, so madly infatuat-
cd by the artifice of lady Warwick, by
my own passions, I imagined it was but
an affectation of resentinent you display-
ed? and hoped, when I had you, as lady
Warwick proposed, at her castle in Wor-
cestershire, you would enjoy with me all
the pleasures resulting from a love the
most ardent? .

“ Already do you guess it was Gilbert
who fled at the approach of the faithful
Jaques.—Ah! how was I shocked, how

humbled,
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humbled, whilst I read the last charge of
my father! Unused to control, I had
not seen the toils so artfully drawn round
me, till I had plunged into crimes of the
deepest dye.—Oh! is there, in the bosom
of merey, pardon for me?—alas! I dare
not ask it of Heaven.

‘You deny it—yes, ever deny the peni-
tent, the miserable Orleans an interview;
in vain he wished to inform you of the
arts of lady Warwick; only wished to
confess to you his share of guilt. If you
will not hear me, I will not bear this in-
supportable load of misery.

“ The evening draws on, again will I
attempt to see you——again will you re-
fuse. Oh Cicely! when dead at your
feet, will you then sigh, as you look on
the breathless clay, and say, the blood of
Orleans expiates his guilt ?

“Yet one more caution—Ah Cicely!
your child, the child of lord Beauchamp,
is it safe from lady Warwick’s malice ?—
mother and child are cqually objects of

her



68 CICELY OF RABY.

her hatred ;—Catalina is dead—who then
is the helpless infant’s protector ?—It is
done—Orleans has nothing more to do
with life; yet will he say—Remember the
faithful follower of my father. But to
that gentle heart the request is needless.”

e —

What a train of evils had the last
caution the duke had given me conjured
up to my view! the reflection harrowed
up my soul; why was my father now
far distant? what although resolved to
drop all pretensions to the estates of
Warwick, yet might not the heirs of
D’ Aranjeus entertain designs similar to
lady Warwick >—was my poor child’s
life safe in the castle? The idea of his
danger swallowed up every other, and
scarce could I give orders for my depar-
ture the next morning:

I began almost to wish what my heart
had so steadfastly avoided; yet how
could I admit the duke to my presence,

after:
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after having in so peremptory a rmanner
retused his entreaties ?—yet was it not
my duty? might he not be able to in-
form me further of my enemy’s de-
signs?

I spent a night sleepless and agitated,
and arose unrefreshed.—Already at the
gate stood the retinue which was to at-
tend me to Wittan Castle, yet, irresolute,
T could not prepare for my journey-

The day was yet early, -and my at-
tendants were informed that 1 should
not leave Raby till noon.

T had not been at the cell of lord Beau-
champ since forcibly carried thither by
the duke; thither then I resolved to go
ere I went to lady Eure, yet found a
kind of secret dread at the idea of enter-
ing it.

The news of my departure had reach-
ed the prince, and he sent Jaques to ac-
quaint me he proposed that day to quit
Raby.

I3 Why‘"
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“ Why,” exclaimed I, eagerly, « has
he formed this resolution ?”

“ Need you,” replied Jaques,  lady,
ask ?—think you, can my lord bear to
drive you from home?—he is conscious
you go to Witton to avoid him.”

“ Is the duke able to undertake a jour-
ney ?” rejoined 1.

“ Alas! no, my lady!did you see him,
quickly would you know how unequal
be is to the .slightest fatigue; but has
not my unhappy lord convinced you his
life for you was a willing sacrifice?”

« Ah! whither shall he go?—tell him,
my friend, ’tis Ciccly who comiands his
étay—say I conjure, I entreat him, not
to leave Raby; what! shall I drive forth
to despair the son of my generous pre-
server ?”

“ Then, lady, abandon him not to de-
spair, quit not the castle! must the ill-star-
red prince drive you from the scat of

your fathers, toseck eclsewhere protec-
ton?
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tion? never, if you go, will he consent
to remain; weak as he is, already he pre-
pares for his journey.”

“ Does he go, then, to the treacherous
lady: Warwick? is his journey only to
the castle of Barnard ?—Then let him
go.”

“ No, lady, think not the duke will
again put himself in her power ; in dis-
guise he means to wander whence the
countess took him; she has heard of the
ill success of her infernal schemes, and
has left the North with Gilbert, but whi-
ther they are gonc I know not.”

“ Did he not say, Jaques, he wished
to see me ?” .

“ Certain, lady, of his request being
refused, he mourns in secret yodr dis-
dain; but no longer, even to me, calls
you cruel or inexorable; yet may I not
hope, lady, you now relent ?”

« Stop,” I cried hastily, “ Jaques! stay,
my venerable friend, nor ask what, in

pity
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pity to the prince—what, in justice to my-
self, I ought to refuse; allow me time to
recollect my scattered spirits.”

I gasped, as if for want of breath. Ja-
ques seemed alarmed—* You look pale,
lady; are you well ?”

“ Yes,” I replied, “ but leave me; two
hours hence I will again see you.”

Wrapping my mantle round me, with
trembling steps and palpitating heart, I
walked along, unmindful of my road, till
leoking round, I perceived myself in the
very spot where the unhappy prince
had so nearly terminated his existence,
where I had spent a night which even
now I cannot think of without horror. I
started ; the blood which had flowed from
his wound still stained the grass, thongh
over it had fallen (and partly concealed)
the leaves ofa spreading sycamore which
shaded the north side of this retreat. It
was one of those clear frosty days, in the
latter end of autumn, which cheer the

heart
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heart of the peasant, as he gathers the
last scanty remnant of harvest. The sun
shone with cheerful rays through the
trees, half despoiled of their foliage; and
as I threw myself on the seat, I fright-
ened two redbreasts who were paying
a grateful tribute to its beams—* Well,”
I cried, “may you shun the ill-fated
Cicely ! came you here, sweet birds, to
cover with leaves the blood of Orleans?
it cries aloud to Heaven for vengeance
on my devoted head—Ah' why am I
not permitted to seek the same holy
asylum 1y sister found, and there, by
prayer and penance, expiate my crime,
my unconscious crime. Ah! why, my
father, did you leave me? why did I
ever know the duke? why did I ever
know he was less guilty ?”  Then cast-
ing my eyes on the grass, I felt chilled
at the sight, and threw my mantle over
my eyes. “Imust,” said I, « go to the
cell; there will I recall my wandering

" YOL. 1II. E SCNSES s
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senses; I will there resolve either to see
the duke, or think of him no more—
alas! how shall I meet him? how. sup-
port myself with that chilling coldness
prudence and. widowed modesty de.
mand? , S
“ At Bidet, gay, haughty, arrogant,
owning my influence, he laughed at the
power which subdued him; now- he
sues, with a dejected air and woe-struck
soul, but for my pity :—at Bidet did I
fail to gdmire his gallant carriage—he
seemed bornsto. command—his noble,
his insinuating -manners—ah! there, had
my heart not owned a passion, which
had grown with me from childhood,
could I have refused; yet there I did—
yes, though it would have given peace
to my country, safety te my friends.

“ How wayward is my nature'—in
vain do I strive! for ever does my fancy
represent the hleeding form of the prince,
or view him pale, helpless, and dying,

6 Why
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% Why do I feel thus strangely? why

does his voice for ever sound in my
ears? why am I mocked with airy vi-
sions of comfort, never to be realized ?
why do I thus forget myself? No, no,
I must not see him; Jaques shall bear
my last, my final resolve; I will go di-
rectly to Witton; alas! I dare not trust
myself! Orleans, never, never again will
I behold you—fate, cruel and inexorable,
divides us for ever.”

A rustling amongst the fallen leaves
and a deep sigh alarmed me; the place I
was in contributed,»together with the
subject which engrossed my thoughts,
and which I had audibly given utterance
to, farther to distress me. - Slowly, and
as if afraid to look up, I withdrew my
mantle; my eyes fell on the duke of Or-
leans, whom with his head sunk.on his
bosom, as if afraid to behdid me, knelt
at my feet.—* Go,” said he, « Cieely; I
meant not to detain you.”

E 2 Fwas
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- T was rising, but sunk again on the
seat.

Fear seemed to give new strength to
the prince; he arose, and supporting me,
cried—* Adored of my soul! think not
this intrusion wmeditated, or that basely
Orleans would presume on what the ge-
nerous heart of Cicely has dictated; no,
he will try patiently to endure his wretch-
edness, 1or by fresh crimes add to mi-
series which have sunk his soul to de-
spair. Ere I quitted Raby, 1 wished, at
the cell of lord Beauchamp, to implore
mercy—my strength was unequal to my
intention, and I threw myself down at
the back of this retreat, concealed, 1 ima-
gined, from every eye,and from the chance
of offending your injured sight. Yet
here your steps were also dirccted; afraid
of alarming you, I stirred not; you co-
vered your face with your mantle; Istole
round unseen to take a last look—I was
fascinated ; I dropped instinctively before

: you.
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you. ButI will nolongerintrude—adien,
adieu for ever! Oh Cicely! if again re-
stored to liberty—if again I visit my na-
five land, T shall evince to vou I havea
soul which respects that virtue it can-
not rcach. Oh! only say adieu, and on
that single word comfort shall exist—the
only comnfort that can ever enter the
treast of Orleans.”

He rose to go; he was already retiring ;
bursting into tears, I criecd— Nay, leave
me not thus, my lord! ’tis Cicely who
now asks you to stay, and yet ’tis only
because she knows not how to bid you
fly her”

Again I saw the duke at my feet; he
took the hand I had stretched out to him
between his, and with his eyes (in which
his very soul seemed transfused) fixed o
my face, he remained without speech ; yet
on his expressive countenance was pic-
tured the various emotions of his heart—
pity for me, remeorse and shame for his

E 3 past
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past conduct, these were alternately
chased by a fond, a delusive hope, that
what he had so recently witnessed had
given birth to.

Withdrawing my hand—* Rise, my
Jord,” T cried; “ this must not be; yet
sfay, ah! refuse not to stay at Raby, till
you are able to travel! must the miser-
able Cicely ever be the bane of those
dear——" T sighed and stopped; my
ideas were recalled by a sudden flash of
joy that danced across the face of the

duke. ‘

- I felt the impropriety of my situation,
and with cheeks suffused with blushes,
endeavoured to rise, but he had again
taken hold of my hand, and detaining
me—* If indeed you do not hate me,
hear this request—depart not from Ra-
by ! let not Orleans, the prisoner of your
countrymen, drive from the seat of her
ancestors the fair daughter of West-
moreland; allow me, if necessary, to go;

of
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of what consequence is a life useless to
my country, a burthen to myself?”

“ Talk not thus,” I replied, “ my lord;
you shall, you must yield; shall your
death swell the list of those whose lives
have been sacrificed for me ?” (the prince
sighed deeply) “shall the fame, the spot-
less fame of the daughter of Raby be
sullied by the rude breath of calumny?
Lady Warwick will ot scruple to assert
that the duke of Orleans escaped from
his guards, fled to Cicely, who gladly
received him.”

““ No, no, Cicely, wicked as she is, she
will not dare asperse the name of her she
hates ; no, she dare not give breath to
suggestions which justly she might fear
would irritate me boldly to proclaim her
arts—her hellish machinations, though
bound by a solemn oath not to reveal
them.

“ In the cause of virtue I will be bold

E 4 —Y€S,
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—ves, Cicely, to gain your esteem, to
merit your friendship, I will do more
even than to obtain your love; I will
for this impose on myself a task the
hardest possible to sustain—for ever ba-
nished your presence, no longer will I
seek to hear of you—my days shall be
spent in prayers for your happiness, in
defeating the designs of your enemies;
dissembling my just resentment, I will
not discover to lady Warwick what lies
heavy here at my heart; my friendship,
my unwearied solicitude for your in-
terest, may in soine measure counterba-
lance that miscry I have been the wretch-
ed cause of—I ask but that you will
not quit Raby.”

The prince talked of friendship with
too empassioned an air to make me sup-
pose his effort to serve me would pro-
ceed solely from that motive. * Or-
leans,” said I, “let us separate; I will

not
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not quit Raby whilst you stay, provided
you sce me no more—the very instant
vou make the attempt, I leave it.”
Again he urged rezasons for his going—
again I objected, and insisted on his
complying with the conditions proposed. .
I had marked the successive changes
the complexion of the prince had under-
gone, from. an ashy paleness to a suf-
fusion of the deepest scarlet; fearful his
agitations might have a fatal effect on
his weak state, I was beginning te urge
his itnmediate return to the castle, when
springing frem his seat, he extended
himself along the ground.  Behold,”
he franticly cried, “ Cicely, those san-
guine stains ;. still do they bear evidence
that here I was reduced to despair ; again.
are those sad shades witness to my mi-
sery, againthey behold Orleans refused,
by her he fondly dotes on, the most in-
nocent wish of his soul.. Do you hold
it possible that I can live under the same
E 5 roof
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roof with you, yet not at Ieast endeavour
to behold you ?>—do you imagine I could
keep the promise you so calinly ask me
to make ?>—1I cannot do it. Banish me—
I go without daring to repine; then at
a distance, I will not ask even to hear
of you; but to be so near, yet not per-
mitted to behold you '—seek not to im-
pose such hard conditions.” .

Bursting into tears-—* Orleans,” 1
said, “ why thus distress me? did you
view my heart, rent as it is by a thousand
contrary emotions, then would you
know it would suit better your profes-
sions of friendship to sooth, than thus to
wound and terrify me.”

My distress, my accent, moved the
duke; rising, he bathed my hand with
his tears.

Yes, Matilda, the once gay, volatile
prinee wept; softened by misfortune, and
yielding to a passion which seemed but
%0 increase by difficulties, his soul melted,

and
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and the tears of Orleans were mingled
with those of. Cicely.

Subdued, overcome by this scene, I
was no longer mistress of myself; I had
thrown my arms round the duke, his
head was laid on my lap, his handslight-
ly clasped round my waist. “ Let this,
then, my lord,” I sobbed out, * be a last
adieu; alas! to what do I expose my-
self! perhaps to your contempt as well
as my own—yes, you will despise my
weakness.”

“ Despise you, Cicely! never, never -
can I think of you but with esteem—
but with admiration—never behold you
but with love which borders on idolatry.”

“ Leave me, my lord! I conjure you
to leave me!” (I attempted to rise, but
could not)—* fate for ever divides us—
let us submit to its decrees.”

« Teach me,” said the duke; “ to bear
this inexorable decree; inspired by you,

what cannot I accomplish! But let my
EG mind
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mind regain its tranquillity by behold-
ing you; ’tis you alone that can make
yourself obeyed. By seeing, by convers-
ing with you, shall my mind recover its
lost power; the jarring passions of Or-
leans’ soul shall be hushed into peace by
the soft voice of Cicely; nor does he ask
you to see him but in the presence of
the good father Francis, or the faithful
Jaques.” '

A rustling Lehind us alarmed me; we
both rose; it was an unnecessary alarin,
for no one seenicd near; again was I seat-
ed, the duke by me; it was requisite to
stay till he had recovered a little from his
extreme agitation.

« Ere we rose I had agreed to stay at
Raby, and to allow the duke to con-
verse with me, at stated times, in the
presence of father Francis or Jaques.

How was I astonished, on entering the
castle, to learn the earl of Westmoreland
had been there during my absence, and

again
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again had quitted it! he confirmed the
report, Jaques said, which had already
reached us, of the murder of John duke
of Burgundy, during a conference he
held with the dauphin Charles on the
bridge of Montereau sur Yonne. This
seemed evidently to distress the prince.

“ Unhappy country!” he exclaimed,
* when shall thy miseries cease!

“Witness, ye blessed saints! I am guilt-
less of this foul, this fatal deed.

“ Frenchmen, impute not this murder
to me—no, my father, at your last so-
lemn commands I abjured all further
idea of revenge; yet the revenge I sought
was open—was avowed—was honour
able ;—1I sought not, Burgundy, for thy
blood by base assassination—I would
have met thee in the field, my single arm
to thine—in vain did I plead for justice
on the murderers of my father—on his
dark assassins.”

Father Francis accompanying me to
my apartment, informed me the earl had

’ left
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left his- retinue, and come alinost un-
attended to Raby to visit me, that I had
been sought in vain, and the business of
the earl was so urgent, he could not stay
till I was found, he being obliged to be
at Durham against a certain hour.

“ Asked not my father for lord Hen-
ry?” T said.

“ Yes, but I answered he was from
home, and no further inquiries were
made.”

My brother had, by the sage advice of
sir Robert Ogle and sir John Neville,
kept sccret from the earl his love for
Agnes Douglas.

“ Whither,” I cried, “ goes the earl
front Durham ?” .

-« To the court of Scotland, privately
¢he in confidence has told me) to treat of
the ransom of the Scottish king, one con-
dition of which is a marriage between
James and some lady descended from
the royal house of Lancaster.”

It will then, I hope, be my charming

cousin,
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cousin, Jane of Somerset; long: he has
sighed for her.”

“ The earl was accompanied by the
countess your mother,” said my vener-
able friend, “ to a seat of the earl of
Northumberland’s, in Yorkshire, where
your sister Eleanor is on a visit.

“ The apartments of the castle are or-
dered to be ready to receive the count-
esses and their retinue in the space of a
fortnight.”

During that time, chiefly in the pre-
sence of father Francis, though some-
times of Jaques, I had many conversa-
tions with the duke; yet those inter-
views, so eagerly sought for, seemed to
afford him little satisfaction; his man-
ner was embarrassed, and I no longer
heard the elegant recitals, or the lively
sallies of wit, with which he was wont,
in the castle of Bidet, to beguile my
woes and enchain my attention.

Once or twice he attempted to talk to

me
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me of friendship, but on this topic I
warned himn to desist, as, from his glow
of colouring, it partook of that passion
which he had promised to confine to his
own bosom.

Although our conversations were lan-
guid and without interest, yet the duke
always appeared to depart unwillingly,
never quitting me till reminded of the
length of his stay. He was now able to
travel, and the time had alrcady elapsed
when the countess was expected. By
various means he had delayed his jour-
ney, but it was now requisite he should:
defer it no longer.

One evening only intervened ; I wish-
ed to have avoided bidding him adieu,
but the good father, Jaques, all entreated,
and 1 saw the prince.

Already do you know his ardent tem-
per; he talked not of friendship, but as a.
secondary passion; it was meant as a last,
as a final adieu; yet did T not, Matilda,

s0
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so far forget myself as to make him so-
lemnly promise never to come where he
could see me, unless ordered by the king,
requested by my father, or sent for by
me; yet I asked not for the scarf of Bi-
det, which he had alrost promised to re-
linquish at his departure from Raby that
day my father was there; nor did I, as 1
intended, reracinber te return to him the
manuscript he gave me the fatal evening
beneath the yew-tree.

Jaques was to accompany the prince,
father Francis saying, the earl of West-~
moreland would easily procure this ad-
dition to his small retinue from the
king.

The .duke was to wear the badge of
the housc of Neville, thus passing as a
courier charged with dispatches of im-
portance, whilst Jaques appeared (as he
scarce spoke any English) as a prisoner
to the earl, whom the courier was con-
veying to a place of confinement.

I retired
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I retired early, yet at the hour of their
departure sleep had not v131ted my eye-
lids. Iarose; Jaques beims to take leave
in the morning, I gave him repeated,
yet unnecessary charges respecting his
care of his master, and bestowed on him
presents of considerdble value: these werer
valued by him far beyond their worth,
as given by me in remembrance of my
friendship—* When you want,” I said,
“ my ever-esteeemed Jaques, an asylum,
seek it but with me, whose obligations
are unbounded.”

He was preparing to withdraw, when
he pulled somewhat from his bosom, say-
ing—* Accept, lady Cicely, my master
conjures you, this ring: secure, though
you now appear, from all the malice of
fortune; guarded by alliances, rich, brave,
and powerful; yet even you may here-
after want an arm to wield a sword in
your defence; whilst Orleans breathes,
tell Cicely, tell Zis Cicely, he has sacredly

vowed
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vowed to breathe only as her: cham-
pion; send—should ever adverse fate
require it, send but this token, the duke
flies to defend you—nor seas shall pre-
vent, nor mountains impede him.”

I gave him my hand; kneeling, he put
on the ring, and withdrew; scarce was
he gone when I heard the sound of the
horses’ feet, as they passed along the
drawbridge.

It was dawn of day, yet I went not to
the window to see them depart. I re-
called to my mind the time the duke
finally left me at Bidet, when, mounting
the battlements, I descended not till no
longer 1 perceived his retinue.

I had now leisure to reflect on my
imprudence in accepting the pledge of
amity which sparkled on my finger; a
tear, as it fell, dimmed its lustre—1
puiled it off, and deposited this pledge
in my cabinet, resolved to find some me-
thod of returning it. 'The domestics of

' the
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the castle, though knowing Monsieur
Bidet and Jaques were to depart that
day, yet saw not their disguises, knew
not which road they went, and, of course,
I could not send after them.

Next day arrived the two countesses
with their splendid retinues; again 1 re-
ceived the maternal benediction—again
was I clasped to the heart of my beloved
Eleanor, who presenicd to me her two
lovely infants; in their countenances al-
ready I thought I could trace all the he-
roism, all the virtue of their race. ‘

Ah Matilda! those children so pro-
mising of every thing a fond mother
could wish ! sonear the age of my own !—
think you, my dear friend, I failed to min-
gle tears with my caresses ? Eleanor was
alarmed; she knew not the sad, the hid-
den cause which 1 had promised tk.e earl
solemnly not to reveal:—ah my sister!
you knew not the sight of your engaging
infants embittered all the joy I felt at be-

holding
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holding you, in conversing with, and re-
tracing cach favourite haunt of our child-
hood!—ah! how oft, unknowingly, did
you strike daggers to my heart, as you
talked of our companions !

Christmas was to be kept at Wark-
worth Castle with great splendour; al-
ready was the earl of Northumberland
there; I attended my mother and sister
thither, where the earl of Westmore-
land was, together with sir John, his
eldest son, to meet us on their return
from Scotland; the better half of the
sons and daughters of the earl of West-
moreland were to be present on this occa-
sion, and amongst them were expccted.
my brother Henry and his fair bride.

Nought was heard at Warkworth but
sounds of joy and festivity; the gates of
the castle were thrown open to all
comers, and its lofty halls resounded to
the songs of the minstrels, whose verses
recounted the heroic deeds of the Percys ;

nor
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nor were the Nevilles forgotten ;—side
by side, oft had they encountered the
fierce Scots, as, raging for plunder, they
were overthrowing alike the proud
towers and the humble cottages. Lord
Henry and his bride had not yet arrived;
it was the eve of Christmas; an oak, de-
spoiled of its branches, blazed in the
chimney of the great hall ; its cheerful
light diffused pleasure on every face.’

‘The swollen pipes summoned the te-
nantry to dance; they ceased, and the
minstrels resumed their strains; they sung
the bloody battle of Homeldon, when the
Scots were defeated, and the Percys tri-
umphant led their nobles in chains.

A ‘page entering, knelt to lady Percy,
and informed her lord Henry Neville
and his bride stood without; I accom-
panied the earl and countess of West-
moreland and Eleanor to receive them;
Agnes, kneeling to the parents of her
husband, received what she asked—the

parental
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‘parental benediction; lady Percy seem-
ed charmed by the manner of the fair
Scot; attracted to each other by simi-
larity of character, a friendship, strong as
instantaneous, took place between them.
- Agnes, much fatigued, retired to her
chamber, when my brother informed
us that lady Douglas, enraged at the
flight of her daughter, determined on re-
venge, feigned a sickness, which deceived
lord ifenry so far as to send for Agnes;
nor doubted he of recciving her hand,
accompanied by a mother’s blessing ; for
lady Douglas had made it an article in
her pardon and consent, that their hands
were to be united in her presence; but
when they met at Warkworth, sir Robert
Ogle discovered it only a stratagem to
get them both in her power, and insisted
on the immediate solemnization of their
nuptials, unless they wished never more
to sec each other; they complied, joy-
fully complied. Acquainting lady Dou-
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glas with their marriage, at first she
chided, but soon appeared reconciled,
and made them some valuable presents ;
her health seemed to be reinstated, and
she gave them, when solicited, leave to
meet the earl and countess at Wark-
worth, on condition they were again to
return to her; lord Henry to make Scot-
land his country, as he would, by mar-
rying so rich an hei;ﬁs, have lands which
he was bound to reside on and protect.
Meanwhile lord Westmoreland was in-
formed of his son’s marriage, and that,
_early in the sumer, lady Douglas would
meet him and his son. the warden of the
western marches, at Lochmaberstone; or
“if he sent a retinue to conduct her; she
would even come as far as his house at
Newcastle on the Tyne; or, should he
require it, to the castle of Brancepeth or
Raby, when she hoped those differences,
which had subsisted ever since the death
of sir Alexander her brother, would be
adjusted,
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adjusted, and that the fortune she had
in her power to bestow on her child, be-
sides her large inheritance, would finally
assure the house of Neville she was sin-
cere.

Deccived by her artifice, every suspi-
cion lulled to sleep, the unwary couple
bad fallen victiins to her plots, had they
not been revealed to .Agnes by one of
her chicf confidants.

T.ady Douglas was to allow themn to
sct out, when, at the very instant, a mes-
sage was to arrive as if from Warkworth,
saying that lord ITenry might leave his
bride with [fer mother, and proceed with-
out delay to Raby, whither the earl of
Westmoreland was gone, and would wait
bhis arrival; as the king, having been in-
formed of his ardour in marching to the
borders, had commanded the earl, on his
allegiance, to send the youthful hero to
¥'rance, where his courage might find suf-
ficient room for exertion.

VOL, III. r This,
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This, lady Douglas ki, would have
roused a less-active spirit than my bro-
ther’s, whom having dec#iyed toadistance,
she meant to put Agnes into a nunnery,
forcing her to take the veil, or if she
zefused, to imprison her for life in a dis-
tant isle of the Hebrides, where stood a
gloomy tower, inhabited by some crea-
tures of her power. Apprehensive of
their escape, under pretence of affection, .
lady Douglas, during the day, never lost
sight of her daughter, and at night the
«castle was strongly watched and barricad-
ed, and admitted not of hope. Anxiety
preyed on the bosom of the gtntle Agnes,
and brought on a disorder which confined
her to her bed. The time arrived which
was fixed for their departure. Agnes
found herself able to undertake the jour-
ney, yet still pretending sickness, kept
her chamber. The mock messenger ay-
rived from Warkworth; lord Henry, ap-
parently delighted by the proposal he

brought,
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brought, took leave of lady Douglas, with
many charges regarding his spouse.

On the English borders he collected a
few stout fellows, who, allured by his
bounty, lay with him in ambush near
the road by which lady Douglas meant
to send her child.

Agnes was told she was to follow her
lord, if able; aware of her mother’s plots,
and in full confidence of her lord’s va-
lour and conduct defeating the deep-laid
scheme, she obeyed; her attendants were
but few, nor had they orders for resist-
ance; my brother’s party overpowered
them, and the fair Scot fled with her
husband to Warkworth.

Joy for her almost unlooked-for escape,
and the kind attentions of her noble host-
ess, seemed to banish from the bosom of
the gentle Agnes the grief she felt from
the cruel treatment of her mother; yet
often I observed, as the countess of West-

r 2 moreland
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moreland addressed her, a tear glistening
in her lovely eyes.

It was some time (so various werc the
diversions at Warkworth) ere I could
obtain a private conference with my fa-
ther, who informed me, my child, still in
the palace of don Juan, received all the
attention bestowed on him by (atalina;
strong, handsome, and active, lie promis-
ed to inherit, with the titles and lands of
I> Aranjeus, the fine featurcs and grace-
ful limbs of the family.

I wept over the earl’s iccital, and ima-
gined I beheld my child’s Lelpless infan-
cy exposed to the malice of lady War-
wick—to the intrigues of the Spanish
kinsman of I Aranjeus—* Ah,” cried 1,
“ my father! why am I thus cruelly de-
barred from watching over that beloved
infant? shall he never taste the caresses
of a fond mother? Alas! he has no other
parent! only allow me to go to Castile;

in
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in England I will not assert his-rights;
the earl of Warwick shall enjoy undis-
puted his title—his vast wealth, the just
right of my infant son.”

“ Cicely,” replied the earl, « distresy
not yourself thus, nor talk of encounter-
ing dangers to which your sex is un-
equal.”

« Ah, my father! I exclaimed, “what
dare not a mother sustain? from what
danger shall she shrink ?*

“ And is there not also,” he rejoin:d,
“ a duty equally binding—the duty of a
child to a parent? wilt thou leave the
old age of a father, whose chief hope
thou art, and bring his grey hairs with
sorrow to the grave?—again listen to
me.” And the earl recounted severally
all the reasons he had formerly given in
regard to the secresy he wished to be
kept regarding my child; adding also,
that the false traitor Gilbert, now being

r3 with
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with lady Warwick, was another reason
why the earl could never be brought to
believe what was to invalidate his title.
My father, ere we parted, informed me
that the king had proposed to him my
marrying Janies of Scotland, who stil}
was detained a prisoner. James had,
some time before, declared his love for
Joan, daughter of the duke of Somerset,
my mother’s brother.

“ Henry,” said my father,  obliged
to relinquish the idea he once entertaisi-
ed, of sharing with you his throne, po-
licy making him solicit, the hand of Ka-
therine of France, was yet resolved you
should be a queen, and hitherto had re-
fused all the offers of James in regard to
the lady Jane, determining, if you coun-
sented to the match, that no other choice
should interpose to prevent it. I called
at Raby,” he continued, “to talk with
you on the subject—1I saw you hot.”

“Ah!
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« Ah' why,” 1 interrupted, “am I,
my father, thus to be sacrificed to
rank »”

“ Distress not yoursclf, my child; rea-
sons, which hereafter may be disclosed,
have finally detennined ine to change
my opinion.”

“ But could you have wished me, my
lord,” 1 rejoined, *“ to have divided
hearts already united, or could the king
suppose James would ever love me, when
he already bowed to the charms—already
knew the virtues which adorn Joan of
Somersct—amiable pair! never shall Ci-
cely interrupt the happiness you merit.”

Ralph Grey, the son of my widowed
sister Alicia, entering, the conversation
ceased.

Whatever was the cause of the earl’s
withdrawing the hopes he had cherished
of sceing me (who was his favourite
child) scated on a throne, I was happy
in being permitted to remain single, and

r I had
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I had promised not to oppose, with vio-
lence, any views he might entertoin.
The time was expired, fixed for the so-
journing of the noble party at Wark-
worth. My brother Henry was to ac-
company the earl our father to France,
where the king of Scotland was with
Henry of England, to petition James
that the regent might allow lord Henry
to enjoy the estates of his bride in Scot-
land; the earl of Northumberland, leav-
ing the charge of the eastern marclics to
a deputy, went with the'n, while Agnes
and I remained with Eleanor at Wark-
worth; in their society my mind re-
gained in some degree its former tran-
quillity.

Lady Perey had rejoiced the hearts of
her friends, and the nunerous vassals of
her lord, by the birth of another son.
Meanwhile the spring was fast approach-
ing, and the time was fixed, if the roads
were tolerable, for our departure, when

Flcanor
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Eleanor was to accompany us td Raby,
where she was to makesome stay ere she
procecded further, A few days preced-
ing the one fixed for our quitting Wark-
worth, there was one of those violent winds
we often feel in the month of March ; its
fury increased towards evening; we had
sat with our eyes fixed on the sea, which
rose in mouqtains, and seemed as if its
proud waves meant to assume once more
dominion over the earth; but as it in-
creased, Agnes accompanied me to the
highest turret of the castle. Ilow dreary
was the view!

I cast my eyes toward Tinmouth,
where, wrapped in mist, it seemed to de-
fy the fury of the storm; the fatal ship-
wreck I suffered on its rocks rose fresh
to my view ; again the mournful train of
monks, who bore the body of the gene-
rous duke, passed as it were before me.

Agnes recalled my thoughts from’ the’
recollectian of those sad scenes, by di-

' ’ ¥5 7 recting



106 CICELY OF RABY.

recting my attention to where, north-
ward, the prospéet is bounded by the
Fern Islands—* See you not,” said she,
* a white sail? my eyes ache with look-
ing, yet I am not certain.”

Scarce had I answered, by attending
to her request, when the varying clouds,
scudding before the wind, suddenly
cleared off the gloom, and a bright stripe
of sunshine fell upon Dunstanborough
Castle; we now distinctly saw the vessel,
apparently in great danger: a boat ven-
tured iroin the shore, o assist them as
we supposed ; but ere it had gone a few
vards from Dunstanborough it disap-
peared, nor could we hope the ship
would long escape the same fate: we
stood with our eyes fixed on the spot;
again was the sky overcast, and the sail
eould not be distinguished; a violent
shower obliged us to descend; when it
ceased, we looked for the vessel, and saw
that, clear of the Isles, it was still flying

before
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before the wind; night closed thick
around, and all was involved in dark-
ness.

The countess caused a solemn service
to be performed, in the chapel of the cas-
tle, for the souls of those who might per-
ish in the storm; this lasted till mid-
night ; and when I retired to my cham-
ber, convinced that, amidst this war of
elements, it would be impossible to’
slecp, I took not off my clothes, but spent
the remainder of the night listening to
the storm ; the sea roared, and the waves,
dashing on the shore, resembled thunder;
the wind seemed to shake the very foun-
dation of the castle, and every turret
rocked to its basis. My window looked
on tIge sea, yet I could discern nething,.
except the dark clouds flying before the
wind, through which at intervals the
stars appeared with fiery aspeet. The
morning approached, the stars yielded a
fainter light, the wind died away in

¥ 6 hollow
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hollow murmurs, its fury spent; and alt
the clamorous tribe of sea-fowls, rising
from their nests, spread themsclves a-

round in search of food.
Anxious to learn the fate of the vesscl
we had seen the preceding evening, I
ascended the tower where Agnes and I
had stood ; their sails appeared through
the grey dawn, just entering the mouth
of the Coquet; the wind, which had blovwn,
due north, was changed to the opposite
point of the compass. I thanked Heaven,
who delivered so many souls from the
destruction which had awaited them, and
was going to descend in order to inform
the countess and Agnes of their safety,
when, turning round, I saw, ncar the south-
ern gate of the castle, on a stced covered
with foam, a tall and graceful personage,
whose eager attitude proclaimed his
courser kept not pace with his wishes;
in loud terms he demanded immediate
entrance; as he passed into the first
court
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court of the castle—“To arms!” he cried,
« each domestic, each vassal of the house
of Percy! exert your courage to defend
Warkworth from the Scots—already do
they land —quick, quick, to arms! your
lady is in danger '—no Percy near tosave,
no brother to guard her!—what, shall
the fair Agnes Douglas and her rich in-
heritance be ravished from her noble
lord? haste then to arms, ye brave bor-

derers
All now was hurry and confusion in
the courts of the castle. The faint ligcht
did not allow me to distinguish the fuce
of the stranger; yet, could IThave deemed
it possible, the figure was that of the
duke of Orleans; and sure either my
senses deceived me, or it was his voice—
his manner ; y<t of late so little-had that
voice vibrated on my ear, that I might
be deccived. I would have descended, but
felt myself tremble so, I durst not at-
tempt the winding staircase which led
from
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from the tower. Instantly the signal
was made for assembling the vassals of
the Percys.

I saw the countess enter the court,
followed by her danscls, who bore re-
freshments to the duke, for such thein-
creasing light now assured me he was.
The vesscl, for whose safety we had becn
so anxions, had advanced a little way up
the river; the Scots were discmbarking
from it; fury and devastation scemed to
hover round thern.

Meanwhile the prince appeared to sub-
mit with impatience to wait his being
equipped in arich suit of armour, bronght
by Eleanor’s ’squire, and which she her-
self and her chief damsel were fasten-
ing.

The duke wished to lead the troops im-
mediately against the enemy, ere they
could form into a regular body; but this
was opposed by an aged gentleman be-
longing to the castle, who long had been

skilled
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skilled in those encounters, and urged
that they should sally out upon them as
they ascended the hill, when, if unsuc-
cessful, at least it was possible they might
retreat into the castle, which they could
perhaps be able to defend till succour ar-
rived. The best part of the people, to-
gether with the governor of the castle,
had gone two days ago to the banks of
the river Till, where a band of lawless
plunderers were committing every spe-
vies of havoc; therefore Warkworth
was left to the charge of those alone who
were incapable of making a tapid march.

The Scots, avoiding the town of Wark-
worth, had ncarly reached the hill on
which stands the castle; 1.saw the ban-
ner of the Douglases waving to the
breeze; I no longer doubted it was the
mother of the gentle Agnes, the fierce,
the implacable sister of the generous
Home, who had planned this expedition.

The duke, mounted on a gallant steed

of
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of earl Percy’s, and followed by a few
still-gallant, thugh feeble retainers of the
family, issued out at the gate ncarest the
sea. 'The Scots, more than double their
number, were marching up the hill; this,
of itself, would not have glismayed thein,
had they not perceived that no banner
of the Percys graced their progress, w hich
oft had led them to victory, and to
which, in case of necessity, they might
rally ; discouraged by what they judged
ominous of evil, they would have return-
ed, but the duke interposed, and pulling
somewhat from his hosom, fastened it to
the javelin of the person next him, and
loudly exclaimed—* By this shall we
conquer; I have sworn, my friends,
solemnly, not to abandon this ensign but
with my life” It was unfurled, and
“once more the fatal scart'of Bidet met iy
sight. “ Ah!” sighed I, “ this is a
bloody sign! shall this lead to victory ?—
Ah, no! will not the spirit of my lord,
hovering
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hovering near, confound its followers in
destruction »” #

The sun, which, unperccived by the
busy inhabitants of Warkworth, had
risen out of the bosom of the ocean in
all its wonted majesty, now shed its first
beams on the banner of the duke; this
was accounted by his followers as an
omen of success, and setting up a loud
shout, they rushed upon their foes. I
saw the countess on the battlements, and
went to her.

'The Scots fell beneath the prowess of
the duke, beneath the valour of his sol-
diers: at length the Scottish leader was
wounded, the remainder fled to the ship
—how were they confounded when
they found the retreating tide had left
it, stuck fast in the muddy sides of the
river |—again they made astand; a few
only remained alive, who were bound
and brought as prisoners to the castle.
Yleanor went to welcome our gallant de-.

liverer,
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liverer, whilst I visited our, sweet Agnes,
while, drowned in sorrow, she sat in an
apartment whose windows looked up
the Coquet.

“ Ah,” she cried, “ wretch that I am!
what misery has my fatal passion caused
me! what mischief involves the noble
houses of Neville and Percy " At this.
moment a message came from the coun-
tess, begging 1 would attend her. In the
hall lay the wounded person, by whose
side stood the duke; he bowed, but spake-
not.—* Cicely,” said the countess, « I
shall leave you with this wounded Scot,
who has expressed a wish to see you ere he
dies.” Eleanor quitted the apartment.

The blood forsook my cheeks (which
had been suffused with crimson, as my
eyes encountered those of the duke)
when I viewed, expiring before me, the
traitor Gilbert.—“ Ah ! said he, with a
dying voice, “ my crimes are too great
toask for pardon, though at length touch-

cd
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ed with a penitence, deep and sincere!
Fad it pleased Providence to have pro-
longed my life a little longer, I meant
to have humbly entreated adinission into
a convent, where, in prayer and the sc-
verest austerity, I trusted to have spent
my days; my penitence is not accepted
at the throne of grace; Iam dying, lady,
my crimes unexpiated: yet witness for
me, my lord—ah! tell, whenI cannot,ladx
Cicely, that this penitence was real'—tell
her, good my lord, my endeavours to
save Warkworth from the furious lady
Douglas, who has, as well as I, met the
punishment her erimes deserve; she
headed, in man’s attire, this. expedition,
and lies amongst the slain.”

Life now scemed fled for some time,

but he recovered and spoke again.
« Lady Cicely, irreparable are the
crimes I have committed; in Spain, all
. the presents of the good sir William, all
the bountv of lord Beauchamp, were
spent,
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spent in secret debauchery. In concert
with lady Warwick, who by large bribes
bound me to her interest, I fatally de-
ccived the duke of Orleans; for this, my
lord, I dare not ask your forgiveness; to
lady Warwick did I reveal the hidden
papers of my worthy master, sir William,
in the cell on the banks of the Tees
—stipulating the treasure buried with
them should be mine; she was amazed
at the vastness of this sum; I went to
hide it in a eertain spot ; robbers deprived
me of the glittering prize, and again was
I a dependant on lady Warwick’s boun-
ty. When her schemes were defeated by
Jaques rescuing lady Cicely, she fled from
her castle in such haste as betrayed her
eagerness of securing her safety: at-
tended by a single domestic and myself,
we-crossed the country, reaching the sea
on the coast of Yorkslire; here then
she recollected having left the papers be-
longing to sir William; afraid to &

turn,
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tarn, she gave me directions where to
find them, and embarked for Antwerp,
whither T was to follow her.

“ Arrived at the castle of Barnard, and
in possession of what secured my powecr
over the countess, I took the road to
Scotland ; T made myself known to lady
Douglas; Iformed to her a plausible ex-
cuse for my apparent detention. Again
was ] trusted by her; she acquainted me
with her schemes in regard to her daugh-
ter and lord Henry; the gentleness, the
sweetness of the lovely Agnes wrought
almost a miracle; I conceived the idea of
saving her from the evils her fierce mo-
ther threatened her with: from her too 1
lcarned the duke of Orleans staid long at
Raby; that he was wounded, as I was
convinced Monsieur Bidet and the duke
were the same.”

Here the strength of Gilbert seemed
exhausted, and again he fainted. Reco-
vering, he exclaimed— Oh! ere I die,
let me say, the papers—the important

papess,
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papers, clearly proving lady Warwick’s
arts, and substantiating lord Beauchamp’s
claims, the evidence of the marriage of
the lady Theresa, the birth of her child,
with proofs of his identity, I secured in a
chest, which is lashed to the mast of the
ship—these are, lady Cicely, all the atone-
ment left me to make.”

Again he stopped, and we thouglt
him gone for ever.—* Spare me a little
longer, oh God!” he once more faintly
cried—* the sudden death of donna
Katherine—the infant left under her

His voice grew indistinet, yet he said
somewhat of lady Warwick, I’ Aranjeus’
heirs, don Juan, and Castile—what a fa-
tal conjunction! Still he seemed to speak,
though not audibly ; the last convulsion
of nature took place, and his soul left
the body.

Qvercome by this scene, I fainted, and
wal borne by the prince into another
apartment; on my recovery, I saw him

bending



CICELY OI' RABY. ‘119

bending over me, with all the tender so-
licitude a parent could feel for a dying
infant ; his eyes sparkled with joy, as
again life mantled over my fuce.

“Ah, my lord” T cried, “is he
really dead? alas, my child! sure thosc
last words of Gilbert iinported that mis-
chief awaited thee.”

The duke attempted to quiet my fears
—alittlemore composed, “What brought
vou,” said I, “ my lord, so seasonably to
our rescue?”

“ 1t is, Cicely, trust me, with the
knowledge of the earl; I have not—J
mean not—I dare not infringe your com-
mauds; ere noon shall I quit Warkworth.”

“ Talk not thus, Orleans,” I replied;
* you need rest and refreshment; what!
shall the champion of lady Percy—the
gallant defender of Warkworth, mot
taste of the hospitality which reigns
within its walls?”

Dressed in martial habiliments, and

extended
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extended as dead on a bier, lady Dou-
glas was brought into the castle.

* Providence,” said the duke, ¢ has yet,
I trust, blessings in store for you; but
sce, forsaking the habit of her sex, dis-
graced and wounded, the fierce lady
Douglas has come to perish beneath the
walls of Warkworth! her body has just
entered the court; it shall charitably re-
veive burial, even from those she perse-
cuted.”

« Heaven,” said I, « Orleans, opens
wide the arms of mercy! may 1t forgive
as I do! the sweet, the gentle Agnes,
how will her heart be rent!'—though a
monster, that monster is her mother—
the papers T must go myself to search

»

for.

¢« The ship,” replied the prince, « lies

a mile from hence, and I have long sent

a request to the countess, who immedi-

ately dispatched two trusty domestics to
bring the trunk Gilbert described.”

Those
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Those kind attentions sunk deep on
my heart, my eyes expressed a gratitude
speech dared not avow.

“ Gilbert said, you, my lord, would in-
form me of his endeavours to save Wark-
worth—of his penitence.”

% True, he saved Warkworth,” re-
joined the duke, “ and I trust at length
he died a penitent. He had heard of
my stay at Raby, he knew of my ardent
love; himself in possession of papers
which decidedly would ruin lady War-
wick, his own evidence, and what he
knew how to collect in Spain, must fi-
nally establish the claims of your child
to the titles and estates to which he was
heir; alrecady had he expericnced, that
where I felt obliged, I was generous, per-
haps to profusion; lady Douglas’s favours
were dealt with a sparing hand, and by
no means kept pace with his wishes, or
with the life he had led since .he last
quitted Scotland: without revealing who

vOL. T G he
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he was, he favoured the escape of lord
Henry and his fair bride, by discovering
the plots of his mistress; yet was he
amongst the first to condemn, the most
eager to pursue; still was he trusted.
Lady Douglas had sworn destruction on
the whole race of the Nevilles, yet was
most solicitous to have first her daugh-
ter in her possession; an opportunity of-
fered at once for this purpose, and to
gratify her revenge. Agnes, she learnt,
remained at Warkworth with you and
lady Percy, and that no chieftain of either
house was left with yon, though the
castle was strongly guarded; to Gi-
bert then did lady Douglas impart her
schemes; at her castle on the eastern
coast, which already, lady, you know,
she prepared a small ship, in which, with
a few chaesen followers, she meant to em-
bark and attack Warkworth, which, af-
ter securing her daughter, she intended to
plunder and set fire to.

“ Meanwhile,
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« Meanwhile, to draw the forces from
the castle, a numerous party, allured by
hopes of plunder, and promises of reward
if they succeeded, were to enter Eng-
land where they found it best, and en-
deavour to force their way to Warkworth;
and as the English had few soldiers on
the borders, she doubted not, those from
hence would be sent to oppose the ma-
rauders, when they were, by feigning a
retreat, to draw them from Warkworth
as far as possible.

« In full possession of this important
secret, resolving to throw himself on my
generosity for his future support, or ra-
ther I hope at last sincerely penitent, he
sent, by a son which he had, along account

4pf all he told you—all I have related, add-
ing, after having so repeatedly been con-
victed of treachery, he durst not, to either
the noble families of Neville or Percy,
presume to send; but that he hoped I
might be able to take such steps as
X ] would
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would ensure the safety of the ladies,
and he would contrive to delay, a few
days, both expeditions.

“ One day only intervened between
the time I received the account, and that
fixed by lady Douglas for setting out;
I acquainted my faithful Jaques, who im-
mediately took horse for London, where
you know the earl of Westmoreland still
remained, as, from the fall he received,
he was unable to accompany lord Henry
to France—what a day of restless impa-
tienée did I spend, each moment of which
was so precious! You were, Cicely, in
danger, and Orleans, a prisoner, could
not, alas! defend—could only waste his
soul in wishes and prayers, which availed
you not. Evening brought the earl
"Windsor; producing an order which
justified his so doing—‘ Behold, he
cried, ¢Orleans, if you will undertake
the refief of Warkworth—the saving my
children, I will stay at Windsor, the sure-

. ty
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ty for your return. Alas! my age will
not allow the speed that is necessary,
nor, among all my numerous family, is
there one who is near, and able, to under-
take the expedition; go thou then with -
all thy speed: this is an order,’ presenting
me with one, ¢ which will procure three
horses, as on the king’s commission.’

“ Thanking the earl for this proof of
confidence, 1 set out, attended by two
domestics of the earl's; Jaques joined us
a few miles north of London; upheld
by his affection, he followed me to York,
though long ere then my speed had
distanced the others; I saw the vessel
hover off the coast; I urged my steed
to its utmost—thank Heaven, my speed
was not in vain! Too late had I come to
your rescue, could they have made, as
they wished last night, the mouth of the
Coquet; but the violent storm drove
themn far past it; with difficulty they
kept clear of the rocks; the wind chang-
ing, they werelanded, but exhausted by

G 3 fatigue,
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fatigue, otherwise what chance had the
aged troop that encountered them, hardy,
robust, and inured to war ?—ah, how mer-
ciful was Providence '—alas, Cicely! had
they landed at midnight, too sure lady’
Douglas had been trinmphant.”

The countess entered, she informed
us that the mother of Agnes still lived,
that the wounds she had received were
in no mortal part; the deepest was on
her shoulder, which now the surgeon was
dressing, at which, with her accustomed
humour, though ill and faint, she express-
ed great impatience.

Eleanor now, in graceful terms, re-
turned her thanks to our deliverer, and
begged to understand by whom she thus
was obliged; the duke seemed pained by
my sister’s expressions of gratitude.

He in brief terms told her, that the
person who had so recently expired had
formerly been under obligations to him;
knew also the regard his kinsman, Mon-
sieur Bidet, had for lady Cicely; there-

fore
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fore had sent to acquaint him with her
danger, which he, imparting to the earl,
had at the same time offered himself for
the expedition; this being accepted, he
was happy in having been the means of
saving Warkworth from its furious .in-
vaders. '
“ But say,” rejoined Eleanor, * what
name do you bear? what arns are you
entitled to ? certain I am, you are noble;
your air, your manner bespeaks you so—
in vain would you seek to hide it.”
Gracefully he knelt to the countess—
“ Behold,” he exclaimed, “ thou beau-
teous and exalted dame, he who was
once the duke of Orleans, who once was,
it is true, thought the ornament of the
ill-fated Charles’s court, but who led, at
the fatal day of Agincourt, an army to
destruction, and himself to captivity;
but he begs, lady, you will not reveal
who he is—let not the finger of curiosity
be pointed at him, let not even your
G4 lord
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lord hereafter know of this; alas! T could’
not bear his thanks: say I'was 2 stranger
—say, shipwrecked on your coast, I heard
of your danger, and flew to your rescue.”

More conversation passed, in which
the .countess solemnly promised to com-
ply with the request, and expressed her
surprisc at the interest he took in the
safety of those unknown to him, which
the duke answered by alleging that he
had, daring his captivity, experienced
many favours from the earl. Ileanor,
quitted the room.—* Ah,” said the
prince, “ Cicely! how little do I merit
those thanks! each word stabbed me to
the heart.”

“ Orleans,” 1 rejoined, “ why talk
thus >—ah, that it was in the powerof the
Nevilles to bestow on you such a recom-
pence as you could reccive !”

A 'momentary flash of joy beamed
ever the countenance of the prince.—
“ What,” he exclained, “ and does Cice-

ly
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ly talk of recompencing Orleans? ah!
knows she not there is but one he wishes
of all the universe contains ?” He stopped,
he recollected himself, and sighing, pro-
ceeded—* Alas! that one he dare not
aspire to!” He had seized, as it were.
involuntarily, my hand, - and had raised
it almost to his lips;.but ere he con-
cluded, let it fall, and it dropt heavily.

“ T meant,” said I, blushing, “ my
lord, that my father—that our influence
with the king might restore you to your
friends, to your country.”

“ Why talk you of banishment D—-yes,
you esteem my breathing the same air
with you too great a blessing; ah! why
do yeu look om me with such gentleness?
this heart, this palpitating heart, where
you will reign for ever unrivalled, sure
cannot long sustain this.”

« Alas, my lord! why probe you so.
painfully into every recess of my soul?
alas! knew you the sad conflicts which

G5 harrow
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harrow up every feeling, you would not
thus deeply search a wound your pre-
sence tears open.” ‘

“ Good Heavens!” exclaimed the duke,
“ does still the sight of Orleans offend
you? still do you hate? teach me, oh,
teach me, all ye saints, to bear it !

Rising, he walked about in the ut-
most agitation—* Orleans, why will you
thus misinterpret my words?”

He stopped, and gazing on me, cried—
«Cicely, I am wrong—forgive me—1 re-
spect your feelings, your sense of pro-
priety; but, alas! I have not yet acquired
a sufficient command over myself; could
1, as once at Raby, sometimes behold
you, I should learn to govern passions,
but little accustomed to be controlled.”

He seated himself near me—* Will
you then excuse this strange flight ?”

1 held out my hand to him, saying—
« Indeed, my lord, I do; yet think, Or-
leans, how hasty you are to judge—how

g ready,
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ready, by fits of impatience, to give vent
to feelings you want fortitude to subdue!
Ah! you know not with what a sad va-
riety of feelings is her bosom' torn you-
so rashly accuse. I saw you at the cas-
tle of St. Aubin, you claimed me as a pri-
soner; rudely was,through your means,
every joy ravished from this widowed
heart; yet for me have you braved dan-
ger, fatigue, and death; yes, for me
would you have renounced every thing"
dear—-life, fame, honour, to obtain my
love;. even to-day,. Orleans, the banner
beneath which you led the vassals of
Percy to victory—that banner has been
triumphantly displayed, where,. oh my-
God! remembrance sickens at it; yet.
think you, my lord, the heart of Cicely
more firm, more insensible than the
rock on which this castle stands? Ah!
how. shall she act? how reconcile her
different, her jarring passions? shall she
act as becomes the mother of the in-
fant count 1>’ Aranjeus? shall she sus-

G 6 tain
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tain her part with consistency? Alas!
you force me to banish you; when I of-
fer you friendship, do you not reject
it? Ah! would I could recall my duty
to—"

I stopped, my face was turned from
the icke, who implored my pardon, and
endewvoured to sooth my perturbed soul,
whilst T forgot, by his soft and insinuat-
ing manner, he had so recently offended ;
I remembeicd but the love which had
urged him to an exertion almost incredi-
ble—which had saved Warkworth; and
I theaught of my obligaticns, though I
expressed them not with the warmth of
Eleanor. Orlcans could not fail seeing
my gratitude; even the inessengers sent
for the trunk containing the papers re-
garding my child were forgot, till lady
Percy entering, expressed her wonder at
the stay they made. I resolved immedi-
ately to go myself; the prince accompa-
nied me; cre we reached the ship, the
rising smoke clouded the air; we drew

near
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near a number of peasants shouting and
dhcing round a fire. I perceived it was
composed of a part of the Scotch vessel
which they had seized on; close to it lay
the trunk, all the precious mementoes it
contained consumed to ashes. I sunk on
the ground, devoid of life or motion, and
was conveyed back to the castle by the
duke. Ah, what a sad fatality hung
over me!—*“ The curse of the count
I>Aranjeus still,” said I, “pursues the
offspring of Theresa! alas, my child!
thou wert innocent of the sin of disobe-
dience.”

I retired to my apartment, at the door
of which Orleans spent the greatest part
of the remaining day.

Next morning T learnt lady Douglas
was better than could have been expect-
ed; and expressing a wish to see her
daughter, Agnes had visited her, and
sustained the interview with a tolerable
degree of fortitude.

Jaques



134 CICELY OF RARY.

Jaques arrived about noon ; the eyes of
this faithful creature overflowed with jey
to see me, and to him did I fully ac-
knowledge the obligations I felt to the
prince, who, yielding to the solicitations
of Eleanor, spent another day at the cas-
tle; she was charmed by the graces, ac-
complishments of the duke—by the ele-
gance of his conversation; nor could she,
fail to admire the gallantry of our deli-
verer, his fine person, enlightened by a
countenance at once noble, yet f.s:inat.
ing—*“ Ah! why,” would she say, “ not
allow me to present you hereafter to
my lord? how gladly would the gencrous
soul of HarryPercy own his obligations!
how gladly receive, and return afriend-
ship worthy of both!”

As cvening approached, the spirits of
the duke seemed to quit him; he appear-
ed lost in thought, and when the coun-
tess addressed herself to him, Lie prefaced
with a sigh the answer he was about to

make.
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make. FEleanor going to inquire after
lady Douglas—* Cicely,”said the prince,
“ shall the morning again bless me by
beholding you? perhaps we may never
meet again.”

“ No, no, my lord! spare me—spare
yourself the pain of saying farewell.
Passing through the court, a large bush
of rosemary adorns the window of an
apartment which joins mine—mark it,
Orleans! there perhaps, if my spirits fail
me not, I may see you pass : with a child-
ish heedlessness, at Bidet, I mounted the
battlements to view your departure; but
Warkworth shall not witness my folly.”

He began to entreat, when the coun-
tess returned, and, at the hour of rest, re-
ceived and returned our thanks and
good wishes with a countenance which
bordered on despair; the prince had be-
fore refused the escort Eleanor had in-
tended he should have, as Jaques had

also
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also refused to stay at Warkworth, and
resolved to attend his master.

At length the morning broke, and the
duke was on horseback ere the sun had
risen, yet failed he not to discover the
sacred bush; by it stood Cicely, who felt,
Matilda, while she saw the venerable
Jaques follow his master out of the gates,
as if left alone in the world. I sat downe
to reflect on what had passed, the danger
we had escaped, our fears for the ship
which held our enemies. the storm sent
by an overruling Providence which pre-
vented their landing in the dead of night,
and afforded «time for Orleans to reach
Warkworth.

I had seen the fatal scarf of Bidet,
borne as an ensign to lead the vassals of
Percy to victory, to conquest, for Cicely.
Two of my enemies were vanquished be-
fore my eyes, and I was almost in posses-
sion of papers and documents which

eventuallv
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eventually must have established my

child’s claim, and have turned the wick-

ed schemes of lady Warwick, with dou-

ble disgrace, on her own head; but this

hope had now also fled, with every other.
I had formed on that dear object.

Gilbert, when ' again wholly in my
power, was dead; the implacable lady
Douglas, struck by the duke of Orleans, -
lay wounded in a castle of the Percys—-
was attended by a daughter of the house
of Neville! My thoughts now recurred
to Orlcans—how gracefully, how modest-
ly did he accept the thanks of the coun-
tess of Northumberland !

Lady Douglas declared herself peni-
tent, assured her daughter and Elecanor
she would convinee them it was real,
should she recover. In a fortnight's time,
with all a lovers speed — all a hus-
band’s anxiety, arrived my brother Hen-
ry; he at first refused to visit lady Dou-
glas, but after repeated solicitations con-

senting,
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senting, she put into his hands a writing;
which settled the whole of her possessions
on her daughter, reserving only a small
part, which she purposed giving to the
nunnery of Coldingham, whither she
meant to retire ; there, by prayer and un-
feignedgpenitence, to endeavour making
her peace with Heaven ; and there to me-
ditate on her past conduct,fand endea-
vour to calm, to subdue, Qmse violent
passions which had been the source of
such miseries.

She was now able to quit her cham-
ber, and laying aside all animosity, I re-
solved to visit her, although still feeling
a&epugnance to behold a woman Eiad
never offended, yet who had inflicted on
me so many evils; long ere this, in my
voyage from Spain, had I seen her, yet
1 was then incapable of knowledge or re-
flection.

I entered the apartment, at the upper
end of which was lady Douglas; Agnes

Was
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was employed in changing the position
of a cushion which supported her, and
my brother sat on the other side, and
appeared recounting somewhat to enter-
tain them; lady Douglas, by the assist-
ance of Agnes and my brother, rose on

my approaching her. ’
I was shocked at contemplating a

figure which, of late, had been so elegant ;
the wound she had received on her
shoulder had rendered one arm useless,
and an arrow, which pierced her knee,
had deprived her steps for ever of that
grace which used to distinguish themss.
her face shewed features as fine, eyeﬁft\'
brilliant, as her brother sir Alexande
that commanding and dignified look too
was hers, but the charming sensibility
which graced his countenance was sup-
plied in hers by the marks. of those
fierce passions which inflamed her heart :
well might the mild and gentle Agnes
tremble before such a mother.

' “ Rise



140 CICELY OF RABY.
“ Rise not, lady . Douglas, for me

and I assisted in replacing her.

“ Alas!” she said, “ how littledo I
deserve your pardon ! how little the pity
which beams from your eyes! you, lady
Cicely, whom I wantonly forced from
your‘no, and to which, when, after
numberless dangers, you were returning
again, I scized, and again made my pri-
soner !”

“ Lady Douglas,” T replied, “ let the
past be forgotten. I am come to visi¢:
the mother of lord Henry’s spouse, not
the sworn foe of his racc ; for wisc ends,
no doubt, did I susiain these misfor-
@nes; you were but the instrument of
Heaven.”

Ever violent in her temper, lady Dou-
glas, at the sight of me, was in agonies
of remorse: more calin in succeeding
conversations, she inquired after the fate
of the noble Frenchman who had ac-
companied my flight from Scotland. I

informed

r
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informed her of our shipwreck, and she
wept with me the fate of the gencrous
duke, whose real name I still carefully
concealed; lady Douglas acknowledged
hersclf so charmed by his gallant and
clegant deportment, that gladly would
she have made him the lord of her vast
possessions, but that he pleaded another
engageinent.

How was it possible that at Wark-
worth I could forget Orleans! Kleanor
for ever speaking of our obligations, for
ever referring to me, as she mentioned
sowme gallant action, or some elegant de-
scription or strange adventure, with
which he had strove to ammse her ; whilst
lady Douglas was never weary of ex-
tolling his noble parent.

The sudden appearunce of Orleans at
Warkworth had caused various conjec-
tures to be formed, all wide of the truth;
though all deemed himn noble, none knew
whence he came, as Jaques's secresy

also



142 CICELY OF RADY.

also was invincible ; nor did the more su-
perstitious scruple to assert he was sent
from heaven to defend the towers of
Warkworth, that it was Hotspur slain
at Shrewsbury, the father of the earl, who
came to defend his- ancient possessions.
Eleanor, agreeable to what the prince
desired, having said he was shipwrecked
on the coast, but that she knew not who
he was, still further encouraged this be-
lief; true, the victory scemed almost mi-
raculous, and those who believed he
was human acknowledged his gallantry
could be only equalled by the Percys,
and that his person scemed above what
usually fell to mortals: yet in one respect
all agreed, that the banner was either a
consecrated or an enchanted trophy, and
all regretted it had not been left behind,
convinced it would again lead to certain
victory.
Lady Douglas was able to travel ; and
a safe conduct being procured, she set
out,
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out, attended by her daughter and lord
Henry, to the stately nunnery of Cold-
ingham, where lady Douglas was to re-
main, her daughter and her spouse in-
tending to proceed from thence and visit
the regent, who, it was expected, would
give them immediate possession of their
lands; for so had king James decreed.

Accompanied by my beloved sister
Tercy, 1 arrived at Raby, where 1 found
the earl and countess of Westmoreland.
My father declared his intention of no
longer mixing in the busy scenes of the
court or camp, but that he would spend
the remainder of his days amidst his vas-
sals, in peaceful retirement.

I parted with regret from Eleanor,
who went to meet her lord; the shades
of Raby had lost the power to charm,
although it was the lovely month of
May, and all nature but myself seemed
to own the influence of the season.

No traces could be found of lady War-

wick;
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wick; to her son my father had dropped
some hints of her arts; the earl flew into
a rage, and offered to die in defence of
his mother’s fame and honour.

“ Ah,” said I, “ my father! no hopes
remain for my child; when the flames
rosc at the side of the Coquet, they va-
nished for ever—they died with Gilbert.”

The news now arrived of the treaty of
Troyes, by which king Henry was con-
stituted regent of I'rance; this was soon
after followed by his marriage with
the princess Katherine, daughter of the
miserable Charles the Sixth. My father
often expressed his sense of the oblig:-
tions he was under to the duke of Or-
leans—often said he would intercede
with Henry for his release, could any
means be found to secure his interest to
the English, which was so powerful as
to divide France into factions; to such
discourses 1 rarely returned any an-
swer, afraid to trust myself on a sub-

Ject,
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ject where I felt so forcibly the weak-
ness of my soul.”

No news reached us from Castile, and
the suminer was spent partly at Raby
and Brancepeth, and in visits to some of
my brothers and sisters; my sister Alicia
Grey, and lady Scroop of Bolton, both
widowed by the hand of justice, accom-
panied us in these excursions.

Christmas was this year kept with
more than usual slpendour at Raby, on
account of the successes in France and
the marriage of the king.

The royal couple landed early in the
spring in England. The earl and coun-
tess went to assist at the queen’s corona-
tion; and although sorely against my in-
clination, 1 found myself obliged to ac-
company them—DBut here allow me to
pause, Matilda.

I had now enjoyed a long calm, save
when the form of Orleans rushed along
my fancy—you now behold me ready

VOL. IIL H to
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to launch into fresh scenes—excuse my
frailties—pity them as you have my sor-
rows. I was now going to view splen-
dour—to share it, yet conscious it bestow-
‘ed not happiness; 1 was about to exeite
in bosoms envy at a lot which would
have more properly excited pity. A,
Matilda! how, as T have seen the crowd
thicken, and each eye bent on the Rose
of Raby, has my heart sickened at the
sound of flattery! May the blessings of
the virtuous hover round the towers
of Lumley! where dwells the dLarest

dearest friend of
CicELY.

ARRIVED at court, 1 was shortly
after introduced to the queen, and was
struck by a beauty of that dazzling kind
which binds the judgment in fetters;

possessing
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possessing an unbounded stock of viva-
city, she oft, regardless of the dignity of
her station, gave way to her gaiety of
heart, indulging herselfl at the expence
of those who dared not retaliatc; you,
when a child, Matilda, once saw Kathe-
rine, though not as consort of the victo-
rious Henry, not as queen of England,
but as wife of Owen Tudor.

At court, T became with Katherine,
although 1 scarce knew why (unless it
was speaking ber own language with
fluency), a favourite. Henry still honour-
cd me by his friendship; descended from
the royal house of Lancaster, the dangh-
ter too of the great carl of Westmore-
land, all conspired to make me conspi-
cuous, to make the share of beauty I pos-
sessed, and the graces of my person, the
subject of every song, the discourse of
the noble, and the ad.mil:ation of the
crowd; then it was, as it became the fa-

H 2 shion
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shion to admire me, that I was first styled
the Rose of Raby ; and those who open-
ly professed themselves my admirers
wore, in compliment to me, embroidered
on some conspicuous part of their gar-
ments, a white rose; nay, so general it
became, that almost all those who wished
to be reckoned gay or gallant made it
their trophy—fatal badge! unfortunate
distinction !

The king and queen, attended by a
numerous and brilliant court, went North,
in order to keep Easter at York; James
king of Scotland accorpanied Hen-
ry, adding by his presence to the lustre
of the circle; his learning, virtue, and
affability, rendered him universally be-
loved.

Soon after our arrival at York, my
father, drawing me aside, put into my
hands the following letter, begging I
would peruse it.

“CICELY,
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“ CiceLy, be not startled at
the signature, nor deem it a breach of
promise that Orleans writes to you. The
(ueen, my cousin, of France has entreat-
ed her royal consort and prevailed, that I
should join the gay circle which sur-
rounds them at Yerk; I had the king’s
command, and was in York, Cicely, ere
I knew you were there. 1 write now to
ask your permission to behold you in
the presence of the whole court—a pri-
vilege I shall enjoy in common with
others. I seek but this indulgence; yet
do you refuse, I will confine myself to
my chamber, feign a sickness which per-
haps may soon be real—yet will I hope
Cicely will not deny every request to

ORLEANS.”

R —

“ Alas " said I, “ my father, you join
the duke against me. It becomes not
3 me
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nic to oppose the wishes of Katherine, nor
to think of setting my happiness against
the gracious Henry’s will.”

'The carl pressed me to his bosom, bade
me meet the duke with composure.

I spent a night restless and agitated ;
the following day, the whole court ac-
companied the king and queen to high
mass in the great ca®hedral church. 1
kept my cyes fixed on my beads, pray-
ing carnestly to my paternal saint to as-
sist my devotions; 1 heard soine person
near me sigh deeply, my heart beat with
uncommon qitickness; lifting my cyes,
seated mnear my father, immediately
amongst thc nobles of the royal house
of Lancaster, was the duke of Orleans:
his looks not bent on the sacred offices
of the church, but ardently fixed on
ine.  The blood suffused with a erimson
hue my fice, then rushing back to my
heart, left my lips pale and lifeless.

“ What thus steals the colour from

you,
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vou, my sweet cousin?” whispered the

gay queen; “ sure it was not Orlecans,

whose cyes, fixed this way, have thus

strangely disordered you; the boast, the

pride of my fiather’s court, his presence

spread with smiles the taces of our French

dames; the proudest and the fairest have
long sighed for him.”

1 felt again a blush mantle over my
face, but without answering the queen,
importuned Heaven with rejected pray-
ers; for, in defiance of the sunctity of the
place, in despite of the august solemnities
of the day, I thought but of Orleans; a
mere machine, I went through each cere-
mony, whilst my hcart was destitute of
that warmth of piety it was wont to feel.
Service over, 1 retired to my apartment
under pretence of indisposition, refleet-
ing on my imprudence, and resolved to
appear next day at court as usual.

In the evening I'received a billet from
the duke—* Why, Cicely,” he said,
¢ give a forced consent? It is obvious I

4 am
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am still odious toyou; it escaped not the
queen’s observation, nor since mass have
you visited her; on me she lays the
blame of your absence. 'What, shall the
miserable Orleans deprive the court of
Henry of its brightest ornament ?—will
you, can you bear my sight, or at once
pronounce my doom?—only say, ¢ de-
part,” and Orleans will obey.”

Jaques, the faithful Jaques, was the
bearer ; he saw me wet the paper with
my tears—he saw me hold it to my bo-
som till they werc dry—T took my pen
and wrote :—

“ Cicely has no will but her father’s;
shall she then say to Orleans— depart ?°

“ Yet why did he, in the sacred fane
of St. Peter, expose her to the raillery of
the queen? Ah! rather, why did we
cver meet?  Let us sce cach other, as if
we had never met before.”

I gave this to Jaques, and threw my-
&elf upon a scat; a soft tap at the door
startled me ; the billet of the prince was

still
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still in my hand, again wet by my tears.

Orleans entering, threw himself at my
feet—= I amm come,” said he;.“ to entreat
your pardon.”

“ Leave me, my lord, leave me! I re-
plied, and rose up..

“ Never, Cicely, till you say you for-
give—Speak—had I not your leave to
stay at York ? Amnxious foralook of you,.
I assisted at mass—have I wrote or asked
to see you since Ileft you at Warkworth ?
Are you still ignorant what it cost me to
obey you? yet have I not implicitly obey-
ed? You answer me not.”

¢ Orlecans, why did you thus steal on
me? I was preparing to meet you to-
morrow with seeming indifference; but
your ardent temper breaks through all
bounds.”

He laid his hand upon nine; I raised
my eyes—the supplicating looks of this
animated prince silenced my reproaches.

“ Go,” said I, “ my lord—is not this
imprudence? what would be conjec-.

HS5 tured.
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tured were it known ? To-morrow, sanc-
tioned by the presence of our mutual
friends, we may mceet.” Heaving a deep
sigh, he was preparing to withdraw;
struck with this proof of his obedience,
my heart smote me, and as he opened
the door. T held ent my hand. saying—
* Let us not, my lord, part in anger; I
see you arc offended with me.”

“ Ah, Cicely! what avail my re-
proaches? why repeat to you that this is
an umecessary act of cruelty ?”

*Orleans, it is I, the =ad, the weak,
the irresolute Cicely, who ought to be
the accuser; it is you who unnecessarily
forec me to upbraid; vou steal upon my
retirement, and unfit me for every duty;
in vain do I make resolutions; alas! too
well you know—""1 stopped, withdrew
my hand, and sat down,

The duke knelt before me— What,
beloved of my soul! would you say ?
how often have you tortured me to a
pitch of unutterable agony? have you

not.
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not, in terms ambiguous, almost trans-
ported me with ecstasy? and when X
have hoped—yves, Cicely, when I have
dared to hope, you stop—Ah! finish—in
pity to me, finish my sentence! the life
of Orleans hangs upon those lips”—1 was
unable to utter a word—*“ Nay, only
say you hate, you despise, you detest me;
only speak and kill me at once—I can
bear this no longer.”

Recovering myself, T said— My lord,
I beg, Ientreat you will quit me—I can-
not sustain this—to what do you thus
madly expose me-—yourself? Alas!
what seek you to learn? do you wish
nie to say, 1 am miserable? in that, Or-
leans, you cannot equal Cicely.” Burst-
ing from him, 1 retired into an adjoining
apartment, and the duke departed.

The following day L saw him at court;
Katherine again rallied me, but Henry,
the generous, the gallant king, who knew
of the prince’'s attachment, kindly en-

Ho deavoured,
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deavoured, by his condescension and afta-
bility, to take off all restraint.

Orleans took an opportunity of say-
ing, he would solemnly promise no more
to intrude; re-assured by this, I saw him
day after day, and the embarrassment I
had found vanished, except when ral-
lied by the queen, who used to say, her
good cousin of Orleans possessed his in-
tellects but at stated intervals, having
put his senses under my direction, and
when I was absent, he was a body with-
out a soul. The duke wes, indeed, the
very soul and ornament of this brilliant
circle; the diversions, which were varied
and splendid, were well adapted for dis-
playing the elegant taste, fine person, and
address of the prince. A strong friend-
ship subsisted between the king of Scot-
land and him, cemented perhaps by a
similarity of misfortunes; though both
gallant and accomplished, their tempers
differed widely; James was rather grave

thun



CICELY OF RABY. 157

than gay, and had not that fire and im-
petuosity of character which still dis-
tinguished his friend.

'The beautiful Jane of Somerset graced
the court. I was, Matilda, the confidant
of her love for the amiable king of Scots ;
here it was I formed a friendship with
her, which ceased not when she was ad-
vanced to a throne. The friends and
confidants of those charming princes, Or-
leans and I were frequently together,
which afforded him many opportunities
of showing me, in concert with James,
many gallant attentions, which thus
passed unobserved by all but myself. -

One pleasant evening, walking on the-
banks of the Ouse, it was proposed by
the queen, that the following day she
would embark and sail a few miles down,
and that all who were then present should
attend her.

The sun next morning rose with splen-
dour, and the embarkation was a gay
scene of hurry ; the two kings of Eng-

land
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land and Scotland, with the queen, Janc
of Somerset., and others of distinction, al-
ready were seated in the roval barge. 1
stood by the edge of the water ready to
step in; by my side the dukes of Orlcans
and Gloucester, each ready to assist me,
when Katherine, who knew the rivalry
of those prinecs, pretended, if any nore
came in, the barge would sink—* You,”
said she, ¥ our brother of Gloucester, and
gallant cousin of Orleans, protect the
Rose of Raby—on your fealty we charge
you.”

1 knew the queen’s humour, and saw
she meant to teaze me; I felt mortified,
and would not have entered the boat,
which waited now for me, but that I sup-
posed it would only give Kathcrine fresh
cause for raillery. Think, Matilda, if
this could be reckoned a voyage of plea-
sure. 1 felt a secret kind of dislike, for
which I could not account, to Gloucester,
who assiduously endeavoured to amuse
me, whilst Orleans, respecting the deli-

cacy
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cacy of my situation, and vexed at the
strange manceuvre of the queen, sat al-
most silent.

The barge which held the royal guests
far outstript ours. The wind blew
strong, although it was calim when we
left York; and in shifting the sail
the boat overset, to which 1 in part
contributed, for being unused to excur-
sions of this kind, when I saw the boat
lean on one side, I ran across, with an
unconscious intention of sheltering my-
self nearer Orleans, who was seated oppo-
site to me.

1 was plunged into the water, and my
only recollection leads me to the strug-
gling for life.  Again, Matilda, T felt—I
breathed—my first sensations were pain-
ful. At length I opened my eyes; on
his knees, by the bed on whichI was laid,
was the duke of Orleans, his looks ri-
vetted on me; a woman, whose dress
corresponded with the appearance of the

cottage,
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cottage, and who was busy about me,
exclaimed—* Nay, kill not thus yoursel{
with grief—behold, she lives !’

Orleans poured out his thanks to the
mighty Power who had restored me—yect
I could not speak; but a person arriving
who brought cordials and refreshments
from a neighbouring house, some of
which I swallowed, my first observation
was, that Orleans was wet; that he had
also been in danger; and I thanked God
internally for his safety—* Stay not,” 1
cried, “ my lord, by me; change those
dripping garments.”

“ Ah, Cicely! think not of me ;I am
well—I am happy now you are restored

to life.”
“ But how,” I rejoined, “ my lord,

was 1 rescued from death ?”
“ Ask menot,” he said ; * when you are
perfectly restored, you shall know all.”
“ Ah,” said I, “ Orleans, Cicely owes
her life again to your éxertions; this
) heart
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heart is not mistaken—it burns with gra-
titude—would I had it in my power to
evince it !”

The door of the cottage opened; the
news of our disaster had reached my
brother George, he had come to assist me.
Soon after arrived from York, in the
queen’s carriage, my father, a servant
having been dispatched there on my
being taken out of the Ouse. The earl
brought dresses for the duke of Orleans
and myself. 1 was no sooner equipped
than lifted into the carriage, where, by
my father’s desire, Orleans accompanicd
us.

“ To this generous prince,” said my
father, “ doT owe that I again behold
you; how shall I express my gratitude
to the Almighty ! my obligations to him
who saved your life, at the hazard of
his own! )

“ On you, my child, do I rest these
obligations, ner shall the grateful heart

b of
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of Cicely disown the debt. When the
boat overset, it was near the shorc; with
ease the prinee reachaed it by swimming.
Borne up by your garments, you were
hurried into the middle of the stream;
regardless of every thing but your safety,
again he plunged in—vou sunk—again
you appeared, the duke canught you, and
with you swam to land.’

“ Humphrey of Gloucester was saved
by the boatmen, but vexed at being out-
done in gallantry, has not yet made his
appearance before you—ne went straight
to York.”

1 turnced to the prince, 1 would have
spoke, the words died on my lips—
I laid my hand on his, which raising
gracefully to his lips—< That look of
kindness, Cicely, overpays for years of
misery.”

Little more passed till I was clasped
to the anxious bosom of the countess my
mother, who poured out her gratitude

far
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for my preservation. The following day
I received the congratulations of all the
court, excepting the duke of Glou-
cester, who still maintained a sullen dis-
tance.

The first day I was at court, the king
said he wished to speak with me on af-
fairs of some importance ; silent and trem-
bling, I followed to his closet, where was
my father. I was struck by this seeming
preparation, my knees smote each other,
scarcely could I support myself as the
king addressed himself to my father
thus—* Cousin of Westmoreland, here
is your fair daughter, whose looks seem
fitter for a funeral than a wedding.” The
blood rushed over my late pallid coun-
tenance; it was the glow of vexation, of
contempt for the latc unknightly conduct
of duke Humphrey, whom I imagined
was to be proposed to me as a husband.

I dropped on my knees—* Hear,” I
cried, “my liege, and thou my honoured

parent,
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parent, ere you propose to me, or I offer
to reject, hear and grant my request—I.et
no earthly spouse be my lot! allow me
to go to my sisters, there in quiet wear
away thelife of lord Beauchamp’s widow!
—Ah, my father! have you chose, as the
protector of your child. him who deserted
her in danger! who, mindful of his own
safety, left her to the fate that awaited
her—left, to sink amidst the waters, her
whom he called the fairest of the court,
whose fair badge he displayed so proud-
ly, but for whose preservation he dared
not encounter difficulty, or hazard a life
he had vowed should be devoted for her
service!”

“ Hush, my child!” said my father.

I recollected myself, recollected the im-
proper warmth I had displayed, and was
silent, till again I cried—* Pardon, oh!
pardon, my liege, a weak woinan who
kneels for pity I

“ Rise !” said the gracious Henry; “ be

not,
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not, Cicely, so rash in your decisions !
my brother is brave, generous, and noble;
nor can I aecount for his behaviour
otherwise than by attributing it to a kind
of jealous pride; he loves you, my fair
cousin, but it is not for him I request
your consent. No, the house of Lan-
caster must not have you reunited in it;
it is for Orleans I cntreat, nor am I a
stranger to his love; well I know what
he bas suffered—what he has dared for
you.”

A faintness scized every sense, scarce
1 heard the voice of Henry, it died in
murimurs within my ear; I sunk on a
seat near, and drew a sigh of painful
respiration.

Pity, fear, and tender anxiety, were
pictured on the face of my father, as I
raised my eyes; the countenance also of
the king said, he felt much for me; I
grasped the hand of my father—<What,”
said I, in faltering accents, “ doI hear? is

it
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it you, my lord—you, who wish your
child so married ? what, wish vou the in-
fant count D’Aranjeus to call Orleans—”
I stopped, almost suffocated with my
feelings; at length tears came to my
aid, and the king said, condescendingly —
“ Too much is Cicely now agitated to
judge; you had better, my lord of West-
moreland, retire, and at another opp .-
tunity disclose your reasons and minc.
But, Cicely, let your determinations be
free; reflect scriously on what your fa-
ther has to disclose, and ~emember, Ien-
ry of Monmouth, who saw and loved
you in Picardy, and gladly would have
shared with you his throne, will in Eng-
land protect you from all insults. “Tis
by fate decreed you shall marry ; choose
therefore the worthiest. 'To Orleans you
can make but one objection; rest satis-
fied, it was the will of Heaven it should
be so; a claim so unsipported by evi-
dence, arms alone must have ended. A,

Cicely!
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Cicely! the rivers of your native land
would have been tinged with blood ; Or-
leans was but an instrument in the hand
of Providence, who out of evil bringeth
good—whose decrees arc dcep and un-
scarchable.”

I retired with my father, who leaving
me, bid me prepare to see him in an
bows time with composure—* It is no
light matter, Cicely, I have io disclose,
nor do I doubt it will at once fix your
resolutions.”

At the carl’s return he found me
piach as he had Jeft me—< Cicecly,” he
said solemnly, * you trifle with me, with
your own happiness; your destiny is
fixed; then why make both yourself
and mc miserable by this agitation ? Be
composed, and listen with attention.”

With a kind of solemnity in his man-
ner I had never before seen, the earl be-
gan—< Soon after Henry of Lancaster
was seated on the throne, I was, you

know,
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know, in addition to my other honours,
created earl marshal of England. Re-
turning to Raby with this fresh title,
and anxious to embrace again my wife
and children, 1 resolved, when at "Thirsk,
to reach my castle that night; to accom-
plish which, 1 quitted the more fre-
quented road, and struck across the
woods and wilds; my numerous retinue
leaving me no cause to dread our journey
would be interrupted by the banditti
who infested those woods and wastes.

“ We travelled on briskly till we en-
tered a thick forest which lays between
Richmond and the river Greta; when
night began to close around, its darkness
was increased by a violent storm. Anun-
usual dread seized the bravest of my
train; the forked lightning shot through
the gloom which enveloped us; those
who had been hired as guides through
the forest would no longer take the di-

rection;
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rection, overcome by their fears, they
knew not which way they were going.
“The rain descended in torrents, every
element seemed raging for our lives; I
prayed fervently to the holy Saint Cuth-
bert, the patron of my race, for assistance
in this hour of danger, and quickly we
discovered a light, which appeared at no
great distance; this I endeavoured to
reach, ordering my people to follow; the
intervening brakes impeded the trem.
bling crew, and those who had followed
me, in many a bloody field undaunted,
shook with terror in this wood—* Alas ?
they cried, ¢ my lord, whither do you
lead ? know you not this dreary forest is
infested by hellish fiends, who delude
the unwary and benighted traveller ?’
¢ This storm, my lord, this strange and
unusual storm,” said my chief ’squire
(he who had dared every thing in fight),
¢ is it not of their raising ? that light pre-
ceeds. (I know it well) from the ruins of
* VOL. IIL 1 a castle
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a castle long deserted by mortals; there
the guilty and unquiet ghosts hold for-
bidden intercourse—there sacrilege and
murder were committed — who énters
there of human race returns no more;
rather let us, my lord, bear these warring
elements than madly deliver ourselves
to inholy and damned bcings, against
whom no earthly foree avails.’

“ Crossing myself, I cried—* In the
name of Him who drove out the unclean
spirits, do I trust for help, nor fear the
powers of darkness and of evil! to that
castle, long supposed their residence, will
I go for shelter from this bitter storm.’

¢ Then, my lord, said my faithful
’squire, ¢ with you I dare every thing; I
will not desert you in danger. Lead—1I
shall follow, though to the very pit of
destruction.’

“ T remembered I had heard this cas-
tle had been, in the turbulent reign of
king Stephen, fortified, but dismantled by

his
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his successor, Henry the Second; here
was the lord of it murdered by his ne-
phew, and the holy priest suffered the
same fate, being dragged from the altar
when excommunicating the vile assassin,
upon whom at length justice was done
by the baron’s son, who was at his father’s
death an infint, but preserved by the
loyal vassals till he attained to manhood,
when he asserted his claim before the
king, and defeated his base relation; af-
terwards he espoused a daughter of the
house of Raby, but lived not long to
¢njoy his lands and honours, which he
left no child to inherit. His death was
sudden; nor passed unsuspected, as its
cause, the son of his father’s murderer,
who asscrted his title to the estate, which
was claimed by the earl of Richmond, as
lord paramount. The vassals took op-
posite sides; some adhering to the earl,
others to the cousin of the baron as the
heir; since then, they had livedin constant

12 warfure.
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warfare. The castle was in ruins, the
lands uncultivated, the vassals slain, dis-
persed, or subsisting by plunder.

“ My retinue still slowly followed—
“Stay here,’1 cried aloud, ‘you who fear to
pursue where your lord leads, or pro-
vide, according as your scparate fears
dictate, each man as he wishes”  Of all
my numerous train, one alone rose su-
perior to the terror which pervaded them,
‘and followed Barnard and myself; this
was Hugh—he whose loyal, yct feeble
arms wonld have borne vou when you
returned from the fatal malice of lady
Douglés.

“ Arrived at the castle, I ordered
Hugh to sound his horn.— Whoever,’
said I, ‘are the inliabitants of this ruin,
they will not sure refuse us sheiter;
most probably outcasts from socicty, they
live upon rapinc ard plunder, yet the
"gold of Westimoreland shall ransom the
lives of himself and followers.’

“ The
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“ The light, which had diffused its
brightness through the woods, vanished ;
again it appeared, and seemed to glide
from room to room, till we finally lost
sight of it on the eastern side of the cas-
tle. My ’squire rained a shower of blows
on the gate; it was fastened, and defied
his attempts. I proposed to visit that
part of the ruin where the light disap-
peared.

¢ Alack! my lord,’” said Barnard, ‘why
thus tempt your fate? Too sure this is the
residence of demons, who have allured
us here, but to destroy; the strange va-
nishing of this light, will not that con.
vince you ?’

‘ Fear not,” I replied; ¢is not Ralph
of Raby with you? did he ever yet.
shrink at danger?’

He was preparing to speak, but I
pushed my steed over the fallen stones,
and found, by the gleam of the light-
ning, the eastern entrance, the gate of

13 which,
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which, thrown off its hinges, was laid
across the path.”

“ Ah, did you then, my dear father,
enter ?”

“ Hush, Cicely !” he said; “ that I am
thus particular, is necessary; it is now
proper you should know the cause of
my actions, the spring of determinations
which to you have perhaps appeared
rash.”

Ah! thought I, what is the cause of
all the misery, the various misery, young
as I am, I have suswvaned? with a trem-
bling impatience I listened; the earl pro-
ceeded as follows :—

“ Dismounting—* Hold,” seid I, ‘my
steed, whilst I explore the entrance of
this dreaded place.

¢ Tt shall not be told at Raby,’” said my
faithful ‘squire, ¢ the earl marshal was
descrted by me;’ and as he spoke, gave
the reins of his horse to Hugh, who,

afraid
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afraid to be left behind, fastened them
to the gate.

“ Entering, we ranged over a large
apartmnent, till we found a door which
was fastened on the inside; applying
our united force, the bolts gave way, and
we discovered ourselves in an apartment
still larger than the other, but out of
which we vainly tried to find any other
passage than that by which we had en-
tered. Not a single ray of light visited
us, which gave additional horror to our
situation.

¢ Ceasc, my lord, to search for another
passage, vhich might only lead us fur-
ther into danger—only put us more in
the power of the accursed inhabitants;
if we are doomed to die by their malice,
here let it be.’

¢ List,” said Hugh.

“ At that moment, as if beneath our
feet, we heard the grating noise of bolts

14 drawing
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drawing back, and distinctly a door open-
ed upon rusty hinges, and again shut;
yet we distinguished no step ; if there
was any, it must be light as air; yet a
deep sigh convinced us some one could
not be far distant.

“ The lightning was so vivid, it flash-
ed through cach cranny of the build-
ing; the thunder, which rolled over our
heads, cchoed through each dismal cham-
ber, the castle shook to its foundationss
another peal succeeded, more terrible
than the preceding, which struck us to
the ground, and the building seemed to
be falling on all sides. When we recover-
ed ourselves, we saw a part of the wall had
tumbled down, which gave entrance into
a long passage, that appceared to lead to-
wards other parts cf the castle; a bright
blaze of light shone at the extreme end of
the passzge, and we now saw it was the an-
cient chapel we were in. Even I shud-

dered;
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dered; here had the most daring mur-
der, the most horrid sacrilege, been com-
mitted. The thunder was not so leud,
and the rain fell in torrents.

“ Let us,’ said I, drawing my sword,.
¢ be satisfied from whence-this light pro-
eceeds; this is a night to waken the con-
sciences of the wicked, and make them
remember there must come a day of re-
tribution.’ Ashamed of their fears, afraid
to be left behind, I was followed by my
‘squire and Hugh, and passed the doors of
a number of dismal-looking apartments,
empty and ruinous. We stopped—we
listened —no sound caught our ears,
save the hollow growling of the  thunder;
save the rain pelting against the walls
of the castle. The silence was broken
by Barnard, who fell at my feet. *Al-
low,” said he, “my lord;, your faithful
’squire, ere you proceed, to beg you would
not; as yet we may retreat. Havel ever;

15 my
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my lord, yet shrunk where you led?
But did the light proceed from the re-
treat of beings like ourselves, though
abandoned to crimes of every nature,
they might be awed by your power,
bribed by your gold; but these are spi-
rits of darkness, or midnight hags, who,
performing at this hour their incantations,
have conjured up this dreadful storm :
rather let us brave its utmost fury than
trust oursclves in their power, from
which mortal never yet escaped with im-
punity.

. * Rather, said 1, ‘ my friend, let s
pray to Heaven, and all its holy saints,
to preserve us.’

“ We knelt, each one addressing him-
sclf to Heaven in fervent prayer; which
done— ¢ Now,’ I cried, ¢ my friends,
proceed.’” A sudden yell sounded through
the empty hall, which was succeeded by
a4 kind of rumbling noise; the light dis-

appearced—
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appeared—again we were involved in
darkness.

“ Hugh now remembered he had with
him the means of procuring a light;
which having done, I wished to proceed
to where the blaze seemed to issue; but
yielding to their request, ascended a lofty
staircase, which way they preferred to
the one I purposed. We found ourselves
in a gallery of great length, along which
moved a figure, clad in a robe of white,
the full folds of which floated behind;
from its head descended a veil, also white,
the long ends of which reached to the
ground; its form, its figure, were effec-
tually concealed, nor could we conjecture
whether it was human or not; its move-
ments seemed graceful. Terrified by
this appearance, my companiens stopped;
slowly I followed.

*'Turn,’ I exclaimed, “I conjure you!
turn, if buman—if pity dwells in your

16 hosom
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bosom for creatures of your own spe-
cies, who, rather than endure the pelt-
ing of this storm, have here sought
refuge; or if you are some injured and
unhappy spirit, 1 conjure you, in his name
who is the Judge of the just and un-
just, dcclare why thus, against the laws
of nature, you walk this upper world
—why thus, at this lone hour, you
range along these dismal dwellings?

“ It answered not but by a deep sigh,
nor did it turn to view who thus inter-
rogated it. ¢ Nay, stop—listen—it is
no mean, no base-born hind that now
intrudes upon your ‘steps; know it is
I, Ralph Neville, earl of Westmoreland.
Prayer, masses shall not be wanting, if
you are condemned to the pains of pur-

gatory—oh! speak, speak to me?
~ « At the mention of my name it seem-
ed to start, and, lost in the gloom, vanish-
ed from my sight; I followed, and found
the gallery terminated by a recom which
still
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still had some remains of furniture; a
large chest stood on one side, above
which hung the picture of that lord
who was murdered; his son was upon
one side, and Joan of Raby, whom he
married, on the other. Searching this
apartment, I could find no traces of any
person; yet, after a silent and attentive
listening of some minutes, I heard a door
open and again shut, as if with caution,
somewhere near, although I could not
distinguish where. Complying with the
ardent petition of my companions, I de-
scended with them another staircase,
which was at the extreme end of the gal-
lery, and opposite the room we had inef-
fectually searched. We now found our-
selves in that part of the castle where the
chief apartments had been, and fixed upon
one which had but one entrance into it.
This we fastened as well as we could, and
Hugh kindling a fire with the moulder-
ing remains of furniture, we resolved to

spend
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spend the rest of the night; nor was re-
freshment entirely wanting, Hugh hav-
ing a bottle of cordial liquor with him,
and some cold provisions.

“ Thus warmed and refreshed, their
fears no longer had power to banish sleep.
Although I felt overpowered by fatiguc,
I resolved to keep watch; all was silent,
except, at intervals, the thunder, which
died away in hollow sounds on my ear;
the fire cast a disinal glare on the deso-
lated walls, and fantastic shadows seemed
to glide across them. 1 began to reflect
on our situation, aund forgot at that time
none of the numerous stories I had heard
regarding this ruin-—the light which had
led us hither—its strange disappearance,
which agreed with what I had been told.
Might not, thought I, the storm be raised
by demons? The blaze of light—the
yells—the total darkness which succeed-
ed our prayers—the figure we had all
distinctly seen gliding along the gallery

—its
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—its strange envelopments and sudden
vanishing—I almost shook with terror,
as it rose fresh to my imagination.

“ I was resolved to shake off the im-
pression ithad left. Ah, thought I, what
would the gallant Percy say, did he know
that Ralph of Raby was frightened by
goblins, by ideal beings! I began to rea-
son away my dread; the storm, I thought,
might proceed from natural causes, the
blaze of light might be somewhat set on
fire by the lightning; but the figure—
I was lost in doubt, in fearful conjecture,
yet firmly resolved to search in the morn-
ing every corner of the castle. At length
those thoughts gave way to the stillness
which reigned around, and I was sunk
into that repose my strength and spirits
required, when 1 heard a voice of un-
common clearness, with an air of solemn
dignity, pronounce—* Doth Ralph Ne-
ville seek refuge in sleep? is he no longer

able to watch a night upon arms? for
what
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what end was he conducted here? Pre-
sumptuous, yet favoured mortal, didst
thou suppose thy feeble barricades could
exclude me? See how futile they have
proved ! lift thine eyes, behold"—T obey-
cd; before me stood the same figure I
had so vainly pursued along the gallery,
still veiled—¢ Follow me, said the voice,
*unless thou wantest the courage of thy
race.”

“ And did you, my lord,” I eried, “fol-
low then the phantom ?”

“ Have I yet, my chil'd, tarnished the
lustre of the house of Raby by cowardice?
My sword lay unsheathed by me; snatch-
ing it with one hand, with the other I took
aburning brand. ¢ Dost thou, mortal man,’
said the voice, ¢ mean to turn thy sword
against beings whose bodies are impal-
pable? meanest thou, Ralph of Raby,
to buffet the air? or if I am, as thou art,
buman, came I not to thee in the garb of
peace? I visit thee to instruct—to warn.’

The
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"T'he weapon dropped from my hand, and
in silence I followed through the solitary
building—again ascending the staircase,
and passing along the same gallery, en-
tered the apartinent I mentioned as ter-
minating it.

¢ Fear not,” it cried; ¢ behold me—
look on. me—veiled as T am from thy
prying sight, are the ways of Providence
to man; know thou wert conducted
hither for wise purposes, as yet unknown
to thee.

“'The transparency of the robes of this.
form promised not to conceal it ; but their
lucid whiteness and ever-varying folds
made it impossible to guess of what na-
ture was its shape. 'Taller than the race
of mortals, its voice was sweet and com-
manding—its movements graceful.

¢ To thee, if thou fearest not to follow,
shall the veil of futurity be raised.’

* Lead,’ I cried, ¢ whoever, whatever
thou art! fearless I shall follow, trusting
in
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in Him who by a word created the world
and all it contains. The angels and just
spirits serve and praise him from the be-
ginning, and the very devils believe and
tremble.’

“ A door flew open ; the figureentering,
I followed ; written in letters of flame, on
the opposite wall, were these memorable
words—The ways of Providence are tn-
scrutable—they arcueiled from the sons of
dust ; bow thow then in silence tothe cver
wise, ever Just and perfect decrees of Him
who out of seeming evil ringeth good.

¢ Ah, now, 1 said, falling on my
knees, ‘I am convinced thou art most
truly a minister from Heaven.’

¢ Worship is not required from thee
to me—rise, Ralph Neville! sufficient it
is that thou knowest I amn concerned for
thee, nor heed what is my nature. In
thy wish to serve the house of Lancaster,
from which thy wifc is descended, thou

- hast assisted to raise Henry of Boling-
broke
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broke to the throne—thou, in thy ill-
placed ardour, forgottest Richard was
thy benefactor—that he had, with libe-
ral hand, heaped lands and honours on
thee ; yet, Ralph of Raby, thou raised
the standard of revolt, swayed by the
haughty Jcan of Beaufort, thy wife—
thou turned thine arms, the arms of thy
vassals, against him thou hadst sworn
to defend, and branded thy name with
perjury—with ingratitude. TFor this
shall thy posterity dearly atone. This
night should thy life have been the for-
feit, hadst thou not entered here.—The
ways of Providence—are they not inscru-
table? 'Thou wert in the midst of assas-
sins who had sworn thy destruction, but
the morning’s sun shall rise on them as
dead men; be thou grateful for this pre.
servation—let it expand thy heart with

charity.’
¢ Ah? said 1, ¢ rather let my life be
the forfeit, than that my posterity, in-
rocent
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nocent of my crimes, should miserably
atone for them.’ '
< Bow in silence, son of the dust,’ con-
tinued my instructor, ‘ to the decrees of
Providence; the rivers of thy native land
shall flow with blood when a descendant
of thine takes as his arms the bear and
ragged ctaft”
I shuddered, Matilda. My father,
easting on me a look of pity, proceeded.
“Then shall the father lift his sword
against his son, the child against his pa-
rents; brothers shall imbrue their hands
in brothers” blood. Mistaken chieftains
of the North, dearly shall ye rue the house
of Lancaster’—¢ Ah! hush, in pity, I
eried, ¢ hush"—¢ It comes not, Ralph,
in thy days, if thou art firm in the al-
legiance thou hast sworn to Henry—
perjure not thyself doubly. The silver
crescent shall flee before the dun bull, a
cloud shall obscure it, but again shall it
show its light on high, when a fair daugh-
ter
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ter of thine shall be dazzled by its beams.
The evil cometh not in thy days, unless
thou bringest it from a distant land of
the west—unless, from its golden groves,
thou transplant a tender shoot to lan-
guish beneath the English sky, and
whose death shall wound the fair fame
of its parent.

¢ Listen again—when the bear and the
stlver boar shall draw in onc yoke, the
lands of England shall lay untilled, wa-
tered by the blood of its sons—by the
tears of its widows; then shall the lion,
meek as a lamb, be led in chains, whilst
its fierce mate shall spread abroad deso-
lation.”

Ah, Matilda' why was I born? Has
not this since been fully verified, though
then the sense was conccaled by mystery ?

« Know,” continued the voice, ¢ Joan,
thy spouse, shall bear unto thee another
daughter; nourish her with care; from
her shall descend a long line of chieftains

and
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and of princes; let her choice be prudent
—kings will love, princes contend ; and of
whatever nation she marries one of royat
blood, to it she gives rulers for evépiitier
fate hangs on a thread; perhaps she may
suffer much, but seek not to learn how.
The decrees of Providence—are they not
inscrutable?  Confine what thou hast
learnt to ‘thyself, till a king talks of
allying himsclf to thee. Go thou in
peace—thou knowest all that is given
thee to learn; the morning breaks—thy
followers will awakc—they will wonder
at thy absence.

“Thefigure touched me—1I fainted and
fell—when 1 recovered, it had vanished.
I was again in the desolate apartment:
beside me lay my *squire and Hugh, still
in the arms of sleep; the fire was nearly
burnt out, and the morning yielded a
faint light, through the broken windows.
T arose from my hard couch, and tra-
versed the room, thinking of what I had

heard.
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heard. Had I really followed the phan-
tom? or was my imagination so strongly
impressed with strange ideas, that this
was but a vision? The brand I had
taken with me I found scarce extin-
guished. I went to the window to
watch the coming day; light clouds
scudded across the sky, and the thunder,
at a great distance, at times awfully in-
terrupted the stillness of the hour. Au-
rora foretold the approach of the sun. I
called my companions; every corner of
the ruin was searched; nothing could be
discovered that could lead to any conjee-
ture regarding the light which directed
us there, or to satisfy us whether the
figure we had seen was human or no.
Though unsatisfied, I resolved to depart.
‘We mounted our horses, but passing
round the north side of the castle, a deep
groan saluted my ears. I dismounted,
resolved to leam from whence it pro-
ceeded. Halfburied beneath some fallen

stones,



192 CICELY OF RABY.

stones, lay onc of my retinue, whose
bold and determined character T knew.

¢ Speak,” T cried, ¢ Walter! what
brought you here ?’

¢ Alas, my lord" he said, ‘ may a dy-
ing wretch hope for pardon? Obh, for
a holy priest to shrive me?

¢ Speak ! I cried; ‘if thou art guilty
of some hidden crime, confess yourself to
me.

¢ Grant me then, my lord, your par-
don. Againstyou, did limagineacrime
the most horrid—tha.aks to God, who al-
lowed me not to perpetrate it !

¢ May that God,’ I said, * pardon thee,
poor wretch, as I do!”

¢ Know then,” said the dying man, *a
band of firm adherents to king Richard
swore, by every thing sacred, to revenge
him; they are not suspected by Harry
of Lancaster, though he is surrounded
by them; they pervade his most secret
“apartments ; a part rouses the Percys, the

Mortimers,
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Mortimers, to arms; a part, mingling
with your train, purposed last night, in
this wild forest, to slay you. You resolv-
ed tovisit this castle ; my comrades doubt-
ed not the demons who inhabit it would
effect their design for them.

*I knew nor man nor goblin would
fright the lord of Raby; I followed, re-
solved alone to cxecute a deed I judged
as glorious; a peal of thunder shook the
castle; it tumbled, and buried me in its
ruins.’

“ His anguish allowed him not to say
more, and life and misery left him at
once. .

“ With downcast looks, as if ashamed
of their descrtion, a part of my retinue
appeared, who falling at my feet, I grant-
ed what they implored, my pardon for
their fault.—¢ Yet,” said I, ¢ where are
your fellows? have they still the dread
of demons to fright th m from their du.
ty ?”

VOL. I K * They
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“ They proceeded to inform me, that
they had found some shelter in a wood-
man's hovel, where discoursing of my
dangcr, one of them, who had been the
chiet of their desertion, criecd—¢ May all
the foes of king Richard—all the friends
of Henry of Bolingbroke, perish as mi-
serably as, 1 trust and hope, at this mo-
ment, does Ralph of Raby?

* On this a quarrel ensued; the part
which adhered to my cause defeated the
traitors; four were killed, the rest fled.
Herc then was the veracity of my teach-
er proved—* The morning sun,” said the
phantoin, ¢should rise on my enemies
dead men.” I hastened to Raby— Let
thy heart, grateful for thy preservation,
expand with charity,” counselled the vi-
sion. I sent presents to St. Cuthbert’s
shrine, amongst which was the rich jewel
given me by Richard the Second, tht
day I was created earl. 1 built and en-

dowed
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dowed the hospital in Staindrop; over
its gates was carved—

¢ The ways of Providence are in-
scrutable; out of evil he bringeth forth
good ; bow in silence to the decrees of the
Almighty.

“ The Percysrose in arms; I was pre-
pared for them; their progress was stop-
ped.  The cidver crescent of the North
tled before the dun bull of Raby; acloud
cclipsed it—again was the propheey ful-
filled. Meanwhile, Cicely, thou wert
horn; Tobeyed the injunction; I rearcd
thee, vy chiid, with no common care,
the darling, the prop of my age; to thee
do 1 look forward for the accomplish-
ment of the propheey, current in the
North since the days of the first lord of
Raby, which says, Kings shall descend
ifrom Fitz-Maldred.

“ Proposals were made by the earl of
Warwick for your sister Margery, as
wife to Richard, then supposed his heir ;

K2 10,
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no, thought I, no descendant of mine
shall bear as their arms the bear and
ragged staff; the rivers of my native land
shall be red with blood then, said the
vision. Tomy daughter I unfolded the
fatal prophecy, and declaring through me
to the earl, her choice was made, she took
the veil at Barking.

“ Percy implored my protection ; Ele-
anor saw and loved him; again was the
silver crescent mounted on high, and its
beams diffused joy. Ah, Cicely! what
did 1 feel when you were carried by
force from Raby ! her fate, said the vision,
hangs en a thread ; perhaps she is doomed
to sutfer. Giving up to my sons, the
lords Dacres and Mauly, whom, ere
then, had been appointed my assistants
in the charge of the borders, the sole
command, as soon as I learnt you were
in France, there I joined the king.
Strangely, wonderfully were you restored,
when I had almost ceased to hope.

’ Henry
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Henry loved; he told you of his passion,
and meant to share with you his throne,
“ Again were you lost to me; lady
St. Aubin informed ne of your marriage ;
the gencrous king was your advocate;
he vowed to lavish honours on the gal-
lant youth you had ¢hosen; he would
gild his humble name; his glorious deeds
at Agincourt should be cnblazoned by
his arins, which, handed down to posteri-
ty, shall declare his prowess. ‘False pro-
phecy !" I ejaculated, * how hast thou mis-
led me! no minister wast thou of Ileaven,
but too sure sent from the father of lies
to deceive; my child has married no
prince of royal blood, but, disgrace to
her name! has allied herself to the child
of charity.’—Iresolved tokeep this secret,
and Dblot for ever the hope, the delight of
my eyes, from her noble ancestry. You
wrote, and . my old friend, sir William
Fitzhugh, as if risen from the grave, as-
scrted the claim of your husband on the
K3 lands.
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lands and titles of Warwick, and inform-
ed me the child rescued by sir Robert
Umfraville, and brought up at my table,
was his grandson. was his heir, Iincal
heir of the noble family of 1Y Aranjens;
that Catalina. the queenregent of Castile,
had allowed his claiin; and that he ex-
pected it wounld also be so in Tngland,
by the carl of Warwick, whose grandson
he would prove bim. Ah! thought 1,
my child is doomed to suffer; the ap-
pointed time draws nigh, when a de-
scendant of mine shaoll take as his arms
the bear and ragged staff’; brothers then
shall’dip their hands in cach other’s blood ;
the child shall lift its haunds to its parent,

for that mercy it shall not reecive.
“’Theking resolved at once to espouse
your cause with the Beauchamps, to
which he took steps that finally must
have prevailed. 1 reflected on the blood-
shed this would cause; too weil it agreed
with the fatal prophecy, and reveuled to
Henrv
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Henry what I had seen: and heard; for
so the vision commanded when the hing
sought my alliance ; ere that, the gracious
Henry had imparted to e his design:
those pretensions founded in truth, vet
slightly supported by evidence, were dis-
couraged; achild wes born, a descendant
of mine, who, if those claims were zl-
lowed, must bear the arms which were
to bring miscry on Ingland; by the
sword alone I saw toc plainiy thosec pre-
tensions must be decided.

“ You returned, Cicely, to Raby, a
widow; your infant was in Castile. ¢ Z%e.
evil) said the phantom, ¢ coimes not in
thy days, unless thou bringest it from
the land of the west—unless from the
golden groves thou bringest a tender
shoot to sicken beneath an linglish sky.
‘Whatever nation she marries a prince of]
to it she gives rulers for ever. Thus
was I deterred from beholding the in-
fant I longed to acknowledge. Policy

K4 obliged
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obliged Henry to wish the hand of the
princess katherine, and renounce the
hopes of you: anxious for your happi-
niess, he would have bestowed you on
the Ling of Scotland ; amiable, virtuous,
and accomplished, his good qualitics in-
terested every one in his behalf; nor
wanted hie thet rank of which he is pos-
sessed tu raise hivn above mankind. Coin-
missioned by Henry, I set out for Scot-
land to propose terms to the regent for
James’s release. I came to Raby, and
sought you in its shades—1I found Or-
leans at your feet—1 saw father Francis,
Jaques too, the ancient servant of mon-
sieur Bidet. 1 was obliged to quit Ra-
by without appearing to have seen you,
but there I resolved no longer to oppose
the mutual wishes of the king of Scot-
land and the lovely niece of the countess

of Westmoreland.
“I consulled Henry on his return
from France, and Orleans was asked if
any
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any prior cngagement subsisted. He
declared himselt free, but doubted youz
compliance with. my views, though he
had so recently saved you at Warkworth-
Humphrey duke of Gloucester asks your
hand, but Henry, aware of the prople~
ey, wishes no prince of English race for
your spouse, and. refuses. I}v you con-
sent to my wishes—to. the wishes of the
king, a large district of France is to be
erccted into arvindependent principality.
Thus will, by your means, the strength
of France be divided. The prophecy,
if fulfilled in you, will effectually secure
a strict ally to England. Another, and
perhaps a mere powerful inducement,
still remains, Cicely; I doubt not you
are sensible your child, the infant count
1Y Aranjeus, must not visit England;
Orleans has sworn to adopt him as his
son—where shall he find a:protector so-
powerful, so attached?” See you not, my
child, your fate is fixed ?”

K5 “ I do,
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“I do, my lord, and submit in silence
to its decrees; vet allow me to ask and
hope you will grant one request.  In the
castle where my destiny was foretold, 1
will marry Orleans, if at all; T will search
through the ruins, and endeavour to dis-
cover every recess; perhaps the phantom
may, by appearing to nie, more fuily
explain what was cnveloped in vstery
to vou.”

“ Why, my child, give rot a free, an
unreserved consent?  Henry and Kathe-
rine wish the marriage kept at York, af-
ter which Orleans accompanices the king
to France, in order to take posscssion of’
the provinces over which he is to rule.
A wedding must sure be inauspicious at
such a dismal dwelling.”

“ Then,” said T, “ my father, allow
me, ere I marry, to visit the fatal cas-
tle.”

“ Why,” cried the earl, *“do you, my
child. entertain a wish which may prove

vour
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vour rin?  The castle still stands—still
the benighted traveller views the light
which shifts from place to place; Lan-
ditti infest the surrounding forest with
desultory war; nor have the neighbour-
ing chicftuing been able to meet with
them, as at dav they seek shelter in re-
cesses where no one dares to follow.
Who, Cicely, will guard your steps in
this strange expedition ?”

“ The brave, the generous duke shall
protect me ; already at the hazard of his
life has he done so. Meanwhile let this
maarriage of destiny be kept secret till ¥
return from this dreary castie.”

My mother entering, when the earl
quitted me, clasping me to her bosom,
my head sunk on her shoulder, and a
shower of tears relieved my full heart.

“ Why weep you, my child ?” said
the courftess ; “ sure you do not regret
the consent you have given; reflect, ('t

K G cely,
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.
cely, to what a height this match will
raise you—an independent princess.”

* Ah, my mother! ambition weighs
not with me—1I aspire not to rank nor
titles above what I have. Alas! how
infinitely happier had I been, a stranger
to both!” -

¢ Shall,” cried the countess, * the de-
scendant of the victorious Edward, the
grandchild of the illustrious Joln of
Gaunt—himself a king, not think of
aspiring to the rank she so justly merits?”
—Alas! the countess knew not of the
prophecy with which ¥ was so recently
acquainted. I spoke not, and she con-
tinued—* Is not Orleans all your fancy
could imagine ip a hero? Alike graceful
in every action, in every exercise, he was
formed to be the envy and the admira-
tion of the world. Why then, Cicely,
those tears—those blushes—this contra-
riety of emotions you exhibit? Why
deny
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deny the love your eyes have declared
you feel for the prince ?”

“ Alh! spare e, my mother, spare
me! Leave me to collect my scattered
senses—mine is a strange, a wayward
fate.” )

The countess, saying the duke would
soon be with me, bade me compose my-
self, and departed.

«“ Ah! am I not,” I exclaimed, throw-
ing my head on the table before me,
*“ the sport of fortune?—Ah! why is
Orleans so amiable? why has he valour?
why grace, elegance, wit, and accem-
plishments ? why does his manly coun-
tenance beam with every feeling which
adorns hisnoble and generous soul? why
did we ever meet? ah, why at Raby did
my heart betray me?

“ Ah! that I might spend in Castile,
with my child, the remainder of my days!'
why am I not suffered by cruel fate to
seek with my sister, my noble-minded

Jane,
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Jane, that peace she found alone within
a convent’s hallowed walls ?”

“ Talk not thus, my adored Cicely I
said an expressive voice; “ shall the Rose
of Raby lose in a convent its sweetness ?
No; entwined with the lilies of ¥'rance,
it shall bloom theadmiration of the world.”

“ Orleans,” I said, “ you cease to re-
spect my peculiar situation—you for-
get the past; learn to check those rap-
tures, so wounding to my feelings. HI
submit to what secms my destiny, think
you I am callous to remcinbrance ?”

I rose to quit the room—the duke
caught my robe. .

“ Hear me,” he cried, “ Cicely! am I
then deceived? the earl said you con-
sented—I feared he did but flatter—he
said it was a free consent. I may, nay
must, if you refuse me, be for ever mi-
serable—but I will not make you so.
May you enjoy that peaceI can never
know

“ And
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“ And shall Cicely,” T replied, “ pro-
cure it by making him miserable who
for her sake has risked every thing? Aly,
no, no—the earl has informed you truly;
but, Orlcans, you hurry, you surprise
e

Again toars relieved my agitation;
they were wiped off by the duke, who,
all gentleness, soothed every perturbed
fecling to peace. I communicated to
him my resolution of visiting, ere my
fate was united to his, the castle of des-
tiny.

“ Ah,” said the prince, “ let me en-
treat you not te go to that fated spot;
should Humphrey of Gloucester hear of
it, you are lost to me for ever; quit not
York till you are mine—till no earthly
power can divide us.”

“ Orleans,” I replied, «“ a few days,
and you will then be master of my fate :
what of evil shall betide Cicely, if you
are her guard ?”

“ A sad
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“ A sad presentiment,” he re¢joined,
“ sits at my heart, that this journey wil
be fatal to my hopes—that at length
Gloucester——"

“ Never;, never,” I interrupted. “ Or-
leans, hear me solemnly swear, duke
Humphrey shall never be the husband
of Cicely, whose affections you think so
loose, so light. Ah! did yon know the
struggles I have sustained—how reluc-
tantly Iyiclded my heart to the power
you have aequired over me, you would
not thus suspect my change. No, Cr-
leans, never can the ambitious-minded
Gloucester have any mfluence in that
heart which reluctantly yielded to you;
proud of its conquest, it can never stoop
to another love. Beheld, my lord, this
ring (and I put it on my finger)—here
shall it stay till I am your wedded wife,
or till you say, Cicely, I no longer claim
your promise—1I resign you to him whom

Heaven
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Heaven and over-ruling fate decree for
you.”

The following morning we left York
to visit the ruined castle. The earl and
duke accompanied me, and we were at-
tended by anumerous and well-appointed
retinue. Socon after we passed through
Richmond, where we dined the second
day, I fell from my palfrey, and was con-
siderably hurt. My father wished me
to return, but, bent upon proceeding, al-
though keeping my scat with great pain,
I refused. A strong party gallopped on
to take possession of a part of the castle
ere it was dark. The shades of evening,
when we reached the forest (which, ow-
ing to my fall, was some hours later than
we hoped), were beginning to take pos-
session of the sky, and the interwoven
branches shut out the faint remains of
day. I felt an unusual dread hang over
me. .

Orleans, riding by my side, laid his

hand
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hand upon mine—* Cicely,” he said,
“ you {remble.”

“ Alas, my lord! I dread, 1 fear—yet
know not what.”

“ Shall Orleans,” he rejoined, “ also
confess he feels similar sensations. A
strange horror sits on his soul, Cicely:
we tempt our fates—this night, this fatal
night, severs us for ever, or this strong,
this sad presentiment, whiclvhangs heavy
on my spirits, is false.”

I sighed—* Ah! no, Orleans, do not
—ah! do not thus presage! When hap-
piness seems within my reach, sure it
shall not always be snatched from me.”

¢ Talk not thus, my children,” said the
earl; “that omen at this moment, is it not
auspicious ? thus shall you rise, thus shalt
you shine;” and my father pointed to the
moon, which was emerging from a cloud,
behind which she had just risen; her
beams fell on a large piece of water,
whose glassy bosom was shadowed on

one
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one side by the ancient castle; and asour
train wound round its margin, the whole
cavaicade was reflected on its surface.
A figure completely armed seemed to
rise out of the water, and seizing the
reins of the prince’s horse, cried, with a
deep and awful voice—* Whither dost
thou go, presumptuous mortal ? Thinkest
thou to enter that fated pile? Thinkest
thou to bear in triumph to the shores of
France the fair Rose of Raby ? shall the
shades of Bidet jimmure her? No, never,
traitor to thy name! What, wouldst
thou for her rashly sacrifice thy already-
distracted country? tear in pieces—dis-
joint the fertile provinces of France ?
This shall not be. Follow where Ilead,
Charles of Orleans.” ’

The duke’s steed no longer felt the
restraining rein, but plunging amidst the
water, together with the horrid appari-
tion, all vanished from my view.

I fainted — again life revisited my
sinking frame—TI looked up-—cvery win-
dow
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dow, each rugged loophole of the castle,
was illuminated—all so late enveloped
indarkness.—“Ah! Orleans,” I exclaimed,
“ how true were thy presentiments of
evil '—why was I thus madly bent upon
destruction?” 'The earl, with his accus-
tomed firmness, endeavoured to sustain
my spirits—to save me from despair;
and himself supporting me on a horse,
which a page led, we skirted round the
edge of the lake without seemg any
thing which might lead to any prebable
eonjecture respecting che fate of the
prince. 'We reached the gate of the
castle; my father would have conveyed
me mtoit, but all the ardour I had felt to
visit it was fled—1I shuddered at the pro-
position. “ Alas! the life of the duke is
sacrificed to my headstrong folly ! No,
my father,” Icried, “ your child will not

enter Lere.”
One of the domestics came forth, and
assured the earl that fires had been kind-
led
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ted in cvery apartment, into which were
thrown drugs and charms to drive away
the evil and troubled spirits with which
the castle was believed to be inhabited.
In vain the earl entreated me no longer
to expose myselfto the damp air of night,
but enter. Obstinate in my refusal, he
left me to the care of the attendants to
scarch for the duke—to be assured of
whose safety, I would have given, had I
posscssed them, Matilda, crowns and
kingdoms. My father returned to me,
but without any intelligence of him he
sought.
“ 1 will go,” T franticly exclaimed;
“ I will call upon his name. Did the
voice of Cicely sound in his ear, nor man
nor goblin would have strength to de-
tain him. Ah, wretch that I am ! I con-
tinued, “closed for ever is that ear which
drank with greedy pleasure each accent
of the miserable Cicely. Orleans lays, a
pale corpse, at the bottom of that accursed
lake ;
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lake; that noble, that generous heart Lus
ceased to vibrate; would he not have
cause to curse, with his last breath, her
who led him to his undoing ? Why does
not the ground open and swallow me
up, quick, alive as Iam? signs and pro-
digies Lere foretold iy wretched being,
and here shall it end wonderfully, miser-
ably. Orleans, Orleans! thou shouldst
not so easily have yiclded to every fool-
ish wish of mine—~—I will seck him in
the lake, there at least our fates shall be
alike—XNay, hold me not, my lord—for
ine he dared every thing; shall 1 not be
permitted to do so for him ?”

I burst from my fatber, but, unable to
walk, fell on the ground; the carl knelt
by me; in vain were his endeavours,
when he tried to comfort me, by saying
that the attendants were making pre-
parations to drag the lake, although it
had already been searched, and as yet
the prince, nor even the steed which

bore
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bore him into the water, could be found :
equally vain was the persuasion of my
father to make me remove, from the
damp ground, on which, deaf to his
prayers, 1 remained immoveable.

The moon was declined in the heavens,
and morning faintly streaking the east,
gave promise of day. The servants as-
sured us the water contained not what
they sought: pale with fear, they urged
their lord to quit the fatal scene, and
produced a kind of litter, on which I
might be conveyed to Raby, from which
we were only a few miles distant : listen-
ing to their proposals, the earl was at-
tempting, as gentler means failed, to con-
vey me from where I was by force.

*“ Attempt it not,” I cried; “ expect
not, my father, I will stir from this spot,
till, dead or alive, I again behold my Or-
leans; I am, Charles, thy betrothed wife.
Oh! why didst thou leave me? Hear

me,
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me, hear me, if thy unembodied spirit
wandors near, and help thy Cicely !”

A cold and trembling hand touched
me; Iscreamed,and castingalook behind,
beheld the duke, Matilda. 1 started, for-
getting the pain of my bruises, from the
ground—I flung my arms round his neck,
I wept upon his bosom—* Ah,” I cried,
“ do I again behold you alive ™

Orleans shrunk from my cmbrace, his
eyes were averted; the big sigh declared
his bursting heart laboured with anguish
unknowa to me; a deathlike paleness sat
on his countenance, with an expression
of horror, of dread, of every passion which
harrows up the soul.—< Orleans,” I ex-
claimed, “ why are you thus? Speak!
ah, kill me not with suspense!”

“ Oh,” said the prince, * this night—
this fatal night ! we part to meet no more;
heedless what befalls me, I lcave you.
Oh Cicely! I say adieu for ever!”

He
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He darted from me with the swiftness
of thought, whilst I exclaimed—* Stay,
1y preserver, my life, Orleans—you shall
not quit me thus—am I not thy wife?”

He was gone, vanished from my sight;

1 was overcome by what I had suffered,
and fell into strong convulsions, at reco-
vering from which I was in a state of
stupidity, insensible to the mighty mis-
“rt.e U had sustained, and no longer
opposed viy father's will, but was carried
19 Raby, unconscious almost of exist-
enee,

The pain T suffered from the bruise,
in fulling from my horse, together with;
laying on the damp ground, and my agi-
tation of mind, contributed to bring
upon me a fever, during which I was at-
tended by the earl and father Francis;
the countess still remained, by the earl's
desire, at court, ignorant of my danger.
The duke again lay at the point of death .
in an adjoining apartment; lord West-

VOL. 1L L moreland
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moreland having seized, and by force
dragged him to Raby, afraid to trust to
what the first frenzied working of de-
spair might lead him to commit.
Atlength youthand my strength of con-
stitution, which has prolonged, to so late
a period, a life I have oft prayed might be
-ended, restored me so far as to be pro-
nounced out of danger from the fever ; but
weak and languid, my spirits werc sunk
beyond the power of exertion; Ispoke not,
except giving or refusing an assent to
what was askedme. The rarl, more ter-
rified by this stupid melancholy than my
late danger, thought an interview with
Orleans was the only probable means to
rouse me. 'The duke had not yet quit-
ted his apartment, and weak as we both
were, father Francis thought the experi-
ment a dangerous one. Meanwhile, or-
ders arrived for lord Westmoreland to
hasten to Beverly, where the court

was ; newsshaving been received of the
defeat
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defeat-and death of the duke of Clarence
before Bauge; ere he left Raby, the earl
sent to Orleans, imparting his wish to
sce him, which, fearful of retarding his
recovery, he had abstained from.

“ Go,” said the duke, “ tell the earl I
am prepared to see him.”

Notwithstanding this boasted prepa-
ration, the prince’s agitation was extreme
on seeing my father, whom he assured
he could not bear the interview with me,
and begged to quit Raby with its lord

—* I will go,” said he, ™ to Beverly, I will
disclose to Henry my resolutions—I will
imitate his generous conduct—I will not
deceive; no, I will say, I long for an op-
portunity to retrieve my lost fame—I will
say, Charles of Orleans burns for revenge
on the desolators of his native land. Yes,
my lord of Westmoreland, I wish but
for length of days to retrieve my disgrace,
though my love can only end when I

L2 cease
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cease to exist—yes, my life gladly would
I sacrifice to give peace to Cicely; yet
shall my faith to France be firm, nor
shall succeeding generdtions point me
out to posterity, a disgrace to my name,
a traitor to my country ; and say, prompt-
ed by ambition to secure himself a king-
dom, he scrupled not to carve it out of
the dismembered provinces of his native
land. Let me, my lord, I conjure you,
quit Raby; here shall I agin forget what
I owe to my country: is it possible Iam
here, under the same roof with her 1 love
above every earthly consideration but
honour; and even that, should I see her
again, would she triumph over! why
did my destiny.inflict so severe a trial ?”

The earl said, he could not answer to
the king his leaving Raby without his
expreis. command, but that conscious he
had .mot lightly, or without sufficient
vemon, rejectad 2 mateh he had so ardent-

ly
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Iy sought, he would be very far from in-
fluencing Henry to resent what might
be deemed an insult.

JImmediately after this conference, the
earl set out, leaving me in charge of fa-
ther Francis. The pale and agitated
looks of Orleans were for ever present to
my imagination, and his last words had
not yet ceased to vibrate on my ear; and
oft I started from my broken slumbers,
frightened by’the ghostly form, as it rose
from the lake, in the fatal forest.

By the order of the good father, I had
been carried, for the benefit of the air,
into the court of the castle ; Jaques, who
had attended on his master, was walking ‘
across it; roused at beholding this well-
known face, I cried—* Whither do you
go? ah! where is the duke your master?
do I dream? do I live?>—Speak, thou
faithful follower of the house of Orleans.”
—He came to me—* Oh!” I continued,
¢ if the memory of him whose life was

L3 sacrificed.
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sacrificed for me—for me, Jaques, be
dear to you, say the duke of Orlcans
lives—has he left England ? has he made
some French maiden his wife? has he
forgot Cicely?”

“ Compose yourself, my adored lady,”
he replied, whilst the tears rolled down
his face: “ ah! why did I live to behold
this day? ah! why, when my loved lord
was arrived at the summit he had so
long -scarce dared to hope attaining,
should he be dashed down for ever, and
doomed to drag out a miscrable life, with-
out again beholding her who alone could
endear life to him !”

* % Say then, oh say, Jaques, where is
the duke?”

Father Frandis appeared—* My child,”
he said, « agitate not thus yourself; the
prince is not far distant; allow me to lead
you back to your apartment, and T will
;jmform’ you of all you wish to know.”

Happy to sce me restored to my re-

collection,”
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collection, the father informed me of the
carl having Orleans conveyed to Raby.
He also told me of his illness and reco-
very, and assuring me of seeing himn next
day, if I wished it, left me to visit the
duke, with whom he found Jaques, who
had already acquainted him of his meet-
ing with me; and the next day was fixed
for Orleans. visiting me. Ah, Matilda!
am I to describe this interview, recalling,
as I do, all I felt, when the door open-
ing, presented to me, leaning on Jaques,
the duke of Orleans, thin, pale, dejected,
and still wearing an air of sickness.—
Jaques retired, whilst slowly, and with
trembling steps, I advanced to meet Or-
leans. “Is it thus, my lord,” I said,
“we meet? what has my fatal curi-
osity made you suffer? Speak! what
strange reverse is this, I am doomed
to experience? how are you changed!
Once, Charles, you would have flown
to meet me; now you shun, you hate,.

L4 you:
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you despise me. Orleans, you answer
not.”

* He raised his eyes from the ground,
on which they had been thrown, and
fixed them with a kind of wildness upon
me.
“ Ah! why,” said he, with a hasty
tone of voice, “ did I see you? Absent,
1 thought to have submitted with due
resignation to the decrees of fate; but
again beholding you, convinces me 1
cannot bear to live, yet be for ever de-
prived of you: why did lord Westmore-
land take such cruel carc of mé? Oh! 1~
can no longer drag about this hated ex-
istence! loving ardently, passionately, as
I have done for years, without almost a
ray of hope, and when at last—oh ! when
at last, Cicely, putting on her finger the
ring <& had given as a token of friendship,
of submission to her will, said, there it
should staytill she was my wedded wife,
or till T said, I no longer claim her pro-

mise,
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mise, but resigned her to him Heaven
and an over-ruling fate decreed for her—
Heaven decrees her not forme. Ah, Cice-
y! an overruling fate divides us forever.” .

Then rising with an empassioned and
almost-frantic air, he snatched me to his
bosom— This one—this last embrace;
sure the destinies deny not this, nor can
‘you refuse this last comfort.”

Throwing himself at my feet, his eyes
rivetted on me, he cried—*1terrify you—
despise, reject, spurn me from you; alas
Cicely ! T know not what I do.”

Again e started up—again he threw
his anns around me; his whole frame was
convulsed, and his heart beat as-if it
would have leapt from the manly bosom
it throbbed against ; then hastily quitting
me—* Adieu,” he cried, * for ever, Ci-
cely! Pray for the wretched Orleans;
again on earth he cannot know peace;
in the grave alone shall he rest.”

He was leaving the apartment, but ter-:
rified at the desperation of his manner,

LS and
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and the frantic air with which he spoke,
I called up all my resolution, and placing
myself before the door, through which
he must pass, exclaimed—* Nay, stay,
my lord; leave me not till you explain
the fatal mystery with which your words,
your actions, are alike enveloped. Oh!
in pity say what is the cause of our sepa-
ration; only say to-morrow you will see
me—to-morrow you will be more com-
posed; say then you will reveal this
hidden secret. Why thus in vain must
Cieely plead to Orleans?”

“In vain did you say? no, whilst this
pulse vibrates, that voice can never sound
in vainin the ears of him who gladly would
shut out the din of war, of ambition, of
all the jarring and tumultuous passions, to
listen to that tongue; listening to it, he
forgets every thing besides loving you—
what magicis in it "—Starting from me—
“ Ah!let me go whilst I have power!you
know not what this interview costs me;

to-morrow did you say I should see yon !
Oh!
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Oh! to-morrow I shall be far distant from

thosc walls—I cannot exist longer at.
Raby.”

“ Behold,” I cried, with all the solem~
nity I could assume, “Orleans, this ring!”
when it was given to me, I was bid to
look on youn.as my defender, my cham-
pion; now you desert, you abandon me..
At York—nay, look on it my lord ! I put
it on this same finger; then did I consi-
der myself as your wife. Here is the ring,
the pledge of amity, the seal of love”—
and I drew it from my finger— take it,
my lord of Orleans; give it her, amongst .
the dames of France, you deem worthy
to wear it, to share with you each joy,.
each care, the chequers of this motley
world—Cicely shall wear it. no more.”

The duke took the hand which held
the ring—* Nay, wound not thus,” he
said, “ thou adored of my soul, every
feeling of my heart! ah! let us fly, let
-us quit this hated world, let us seek the

L 6. young.
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young count D’Aranjeus; with him let
us fly to Piedmont; amidst its hills and
smiling valleys we shall be safe; there
shall welaugh at destiny. Let France, let
England, ?lternately, madly bathe in
each other’s blood, in the blood of their
<children; the Piedmontese s}l shelter
the son of Valentina, the grandson of their
beloved duke John; we shall be safe
amidst its mountains—are you resolved ?
are you prepared? Will the daugh-
ter of the carl of Westmoreland accom-
pany the enamoured Orleans? will she
quit with him the towers of her fa-
ther ?»

“ Why,” said I, “Orleans, talk you of
flight? why should we fly? Has not
my father given me to your wishes? has
not Henry consented to release you with-

out ransom—yielding to you a large
district, and offering his assistance to
procure- for you the sovereignty of Mi-
fan? nay, has he not assured you of suc-

cession
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cession to the crown of France, should
Katherine give no heir to his kindgom?
will not that satisfy your ambition?”

“ Cicely,” he replied, “ why talk you
of ambition? it fades, it mel before the
love, the boundless passion I feel for you;
1o, no, nor Henry nor Kathcrine could,
without you, have made me a traitor to
France; crowns and sceptres wanted
power to do so. Do youlove me—love
me indeed ?”

“ Why, my lord, that question? what
purpose shall it serve the undone Cicely
to say, when you quit me for ever, this
heart shall never know again an emotion
of love? Forgot by the world, sunk into
obscurity, lost to myself, shall I drag
out a miserable existence, if it can be
called existence, to look around and view
all nature a cheerless void.”

The duke caught me to his bosom—
“ Yes, yes,” he cried, “ Cicely owns her
iove; begone, ye glittering phantoms of

power
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power and of rank ! Charles, thy kinsman,
shall not assist thy rival Henry to divide
with hostile swords thy dominions; my"
eountrymen shall not upbraid, nor shall
Henry, the.generous king of England,
call me perfidious.. Titles, vain and emp-
ty, shall no longer sound in my ears; lost
in some sheltered vale, the din of war
shall be forgot—I1 will live but for thee;.
unheedful of the world and its vanities,
the soft tendrils of the vine shall cover
our peaceful cottage; we shall not envy
the palaces and castles of ¥iance or Eng-
land; they will but appear splendid pri-
sons, where art andsgeceit lurk but to
ensnare; the myrtle %l bloom for us;
sheltered beneath some spreading syca-
more, we will talk of our loves; thou
wilt sooth every perturbed feeling with
thy luté—1I will be the tutar of thy son.
Oh, come ! let us fly ere lord Westmore-
land returns—ere thou art lost to me for

ever; he Wlu not give his daughter, his
pride,
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pride, the boast of the Nevilles, his idol-

ized Cicely, to a wanderer, an outcast from
society, from his friends, for such must
I be. 'When Henry proffered me liber-
ty, he gave promise of increased territo-
ry;the e%l of Westmoreland added a gift
more precious—he gave the fair Rose of
Raby to my wishes; But it was to the
prince of Orleans—to tlfe heir of Milan.
Blinded by a consuming passion, I over-
looked the price my already-distracted
country was to pay for gratifying my in-
clinations.  Orleans, who ought to have

acted as the gua.rdmn of France, leagued
with enemnies conspired to destroy her—
no,” said he, hastily traversing the apart-
ment, “ by St. Louis, my blessed an-
cestor, I swore to be her protector—again
on holy relics have 1 solemnly vowed to
keep firm my faith—love you, my an-
gel, my betrothed, my adored wife! Your
Orleans for you quits thatrank, that splen-
did station, you were born to adorn; and
can

-
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can you stoop to wear no coronet but of
flowers—to receive no homage but what
is extorted by your beauty ?>—a quecn
amongst peasants—to exchange the state-
ly halls of Raby for a mud-walled cot-
tage ?”
“ Oh! why,” I interrupted, “ Orleans,
do you wish to prove alove I have solong
struggled against? think you solightly of
it? think you so meanly of the soul of Ci-
cely? think you, Charles, change of sta-
tion can efface the indelible seal my
heart has received? It wasnot your ex-
alted birth; your powcr, nor your wealth,
which swayed with me; no, it was the.
ardour of your love, that unrivalled ale-
gance of mind and manner—it was, it is
Orleans himself—but you I love; nor
riches nor titles can increase or diminish it.
A cottage, sheltered by vines you had
‘taught to climb round my casement,
would be dearer to me than all the pala-
"ces our ancequ possessed in France and
England,
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England; secluded from the world and
all its sickening vanities, my heart would
rest in peace—it was made for such a
situation—it hates the pomp, the ostenta-
tion, it hitherto has been fated to expe-
rience.”

“ Ah" he replied, “ I knew the soul
of my Cicely would rise now, as ever,
superior to her sex; she will not desert
Orleans, though he be equally banished
France and England, unless he betrays
the one, or deceives. the other—never
will he submit to either.” ‘

The ring lay on the table where I had
thrown it; Orleans put it again on my fin-
ger—< Let us,” he cried, “entreat father
Francis he will unite irrevocably our
fates; then shall you be mine, no earthly
power shall divide us; we will leave the
shores of England. In Piedmont you
shall be madame Bidet; is not that name
loved by you? my father bore it, when
guarding from harm all that wagdear to

_.the rash, the headstrong Orleans.”
“ Are
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“ Are you not,” I rejoined, “ still rash
in your resolves? ah, Charles! will you
notlanguish, amidst the sequestered vales
of Piedinont, for the splendid courts of
Paris or of Blois? think, will then a cot-
tage and poor Cicely fill every aching
void in that heart which long has panted
after rank and power? can the grandson
of Charles the Fifth, forgotten by the
world, tend a flock of sheep? will he
who has marched at the head of armies,
spend the flower of his days chasing the
wild goat from rock to rock? Ah, Or-
leans! will you not then detest her, who,
forgetting father, mother, king, country,
every tie which ought to bind her to so-
eiety, followed you where you were lost
to the. world, lest to yourself? No, I will
not thus seduce you from your duty, nor
shall the fuir fame of the daughters of
Raby be sullied by Cicely?” Tears re-
leved 1ny agitated mind.  “ Go,” said [
to the duke, “ leave me for this day ; to-
morrow will I again see you.” ~

Father
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Father Francis entered as the prince
quitted me; I would have spoken, Iwould
have poured out my heart to this vener-
able friend. “ To-night,” said he, “ en-
deavour to compose yourself; already
you seem exhausted; in the morning
I will hear, and give you such advice as
Heaven directs me.”

The next day the good father was
obliged to attend his convent on some
important business. I revolved in my
mind all the duke had said; was it pos-
sible? what were the crimes which were
to banish him equally France and Eng-
land? Unless he betrayed and deceived,
he could not stay in either; the high-
sounding titles of Orleans, Luxemburgh,
Valois, &c. should be sunk in that so
dear to me; I would claim only that of
Bidet; we should live in a cottage; the
promised sceptre should be a shepherd’s
crook. Cicely, the rural queen amongst
village-maids, should wear no coronet
‘but of flowers; my son too should be

with
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with me, Orleans his tutor; there would
he be safe from the malice of lady War-
wick. These reflections seemed like a
‘wandering of the brain; the venerable
form of lord Westmoreland weeping for
the loss of his darling child—the noble
countess, my mother, yielding to despair,.
intruded not on my thoughts; nor did
the gentle Eleanor visit those day-dreams
any otherwise than 1s Ubeheld her at the
castle of Warkv. , returning her ac-
knowledgements to our graceful deliver-
_er; nor did I, that day, wish I had, with
Jane, my noble-mindedsister, retired from
a world I could not hope to enjey.

‘Wonder not then, Matilda, that the
voice of the duke ealled up smiles and
blushes in my face, as, with a lighter step.
than T had known since I left York, I
went to open the door of the hall in
whieh I sat.

"% To-day,” said Orleans, as he enter-
ed, © I .ame more in possession of my rea-
son:* “‘Alas! shall that gentle, that deli

: cate
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vate frame bear all the hardships of so
long a journey—all the danger which
may attend our escape! Can you in-
deed endure all, yet not execrate the au-
thor of your distress ?”

I pointed to my ring—* This, Orleans,
is my pledge: but why still talk of es-
caping? Say what is the cause you ac-
cept not the proposals of Henry—what
means this mystery ?”

- Hear me then,” hereplied. “ I doubt
not of your candour, I fear not to lose
your esteem; to you will T reveal the
mystery, though the life of my dearest
friend depemids on my secresy. Know
then, Cicely, the phantom.which appa-
rently rose out of the water led me to
the mouth of a cave which overhung the
lake, where it commanded me to dis-
mount and follow—* Obey,’ it said, “in
silence, nor by seeking to return, awake
the speedy vengeance which here shall
overtake thee’—1 wished not to re-
Aurn, and thought only of the issue of an

adventure
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adventure in which I was so strangely
embarked: as I followed the ghostly
figure along a gloomy passage 'which
echoed to my steps, atlength a ray of
light broke in upon us, and we-gntered
a large apartment, whose sides.and vault-
ed roof seemed to glitter as if studded
with crystal; in the midst of this room
stood a table, on which was placed two
swords; I stopped—< Tjis far,} I ex-
claimed, ‘have I followed where thou
badest me, unmoved, unarmed ; if thy de-
signs are innocent of evil, speak—if not,
thy arm against mine: if thouart manas I
am, we are equal—if not, thy formisim-
palpable, and fears not wounds, as thou
canst feel neither pain nor death.’

“I snatched one ofthe swords; it drop-
ped from my hand; it was a well-known
weapon, long worn by my father, to
whom it had been given by a bishop of
Liege, and had formerly “belonged to
Pepin le Gros; I could not be mistaken
—there wasnot time for conjecture; as-I. -

turned
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turned aside, I beheld advancing, with
his eyes fixed on me, my brother John!
(he whom Marriette de Englein bore
to my father, and who was reared by the
duéhess, my exalted mother, with the
same tenderncss she did her own sons.)
I was astonished, and scarce supposed
myselfawake; he spoke not; atlengthl
broke silence—¢ Speak,’ I cricd, °thou
who thus assumest a form so dear; who,
what art thou, that thus by seeming that
thouart not,abusest my frightened senses?
Say, art thou an unembodied spirit, suf-
fering, for the offences done in the flesh,
the pains of purgatory ? will prayers and
masses reliecve thee, my wealth shall be
given to the holy church, recompensing
their intercessions.”

“ He sprung forward, he clasped me
to his bosomn. ¢ No, he cried, ‘I am,
Charles, no phantom, unchanged from
the hour when Valentina, thy sainted
mother, bid thee embrace, and for ever.
lcve and protect me as thy brother; then

‘ did
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did she conjure me to keep for ever in
mind her affection—¢ Let it,’ said she,
‘be shown by thy attachment to my
children; on thy counsels, préflent as
wise, they may safely rely” Did I not
then, my lord, promise that my interest,
yielding to thine, should be saerificed
with pleasure? that my duty to my
country alone should form a balance to
that friendship? Yet could I foresee,
Orleans, that my duty to France could
interfere with my friendship to thee? re-
member you net, when at St. Dennis
with the late dauphin Louis and me, you
swore, upon the sacred relics, to spend
the last drop of your blood in the defence
of your country? That oath, registered
in heaven, darest thou, Charles, to vio-
late ?’

« I was confosnded by the scrutinizing
looks of my brother, I shuddered at the
thoughts of my breaking so sacred a

duty, violating so solemn an oath.
< As
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¢ As yet, said I, sinking on a seat near,
* I have not betrayed my country.’

‘No,’ he cried, holding me at arm’s
lengtﬁ""f ‘but I have lived to learn
yoir meditated doing so; join, boldly
join, thou disgrace to thy royal ancestors!
thy arms and those of thy vassals, to the
stranger who claims falsely their honours;
go, swear fealty to him, bend to the per-
fidious Isabella; league with her—with
the house of Burgundy, thesworn foes of
thy family; tear, disjoint the fruitful pro-
vinces of France—divide them with
Henry, thy new ally; snatch the unsta-
ble diadem from the brows of the hap-
less Charles the Sixth-——let it encircle
the head of the English monarch; en-
grave the lilies on his shield; then shall
Orleans have liberty to return to his
country, bearing with him, as his reward,
the Rose of Raby, the seducer of his rea-
son, of his duty-—the triumph will be a
glorious one; there, Charles, shall you

"VOL. IIL M point
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point to untilled fields, villages destroyed,
cities desolated—this, shall you say, is, Ci-
cely, the price my miserable oounbry has
paid, that Orleans should obtai
“ I shuddered at the picture
“ther drew. ¢ Stop, oh stop, my friend,
my brother” 1 exclaimed; is it pos-
‘sible I am plunging into so deep an
abyss of guilt? that I am bringing such
misery on my native land ? Yet, oh! had
you known and loved her as I have done,
you too would have forgot friends, fame,
country, every thing besides the wish to
possess her; arrived at the summit of
my hopes, can I bear to lose for ever all
that is to render life desirable? Speak,
what is it you require me to do? Only
say not, I must renounce Cicely—all else
is easy.’
¢ Hear me, then,’ he rejoined, and fall-
ing on his knees, with a devout air,
pulled from his bosom a rich crucifix, in
which was contained a piece of the

boliest
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holiest cross; ¢ behold,’ he said, ¢ Or-
léans, this; knowest thou not it was thy
mother, Valentina’s ?”—*¢ Ah, yes,’” Ire-
plied, ¢she wore it, I well remember.’

¢ At St. Dennis,’ he continued, ¢ you
swore, on relics equally sacred, to defend
your ‘country ; I now require you, if you
reverence this blessed sign—if still you
retain a remembrance of the filial duty
vou owed year mother, to swear on this
~cross you will renounce all connexion
with the enemies of France, and will not
assist in destroying her.’

“ Kneeling, I took without hesrtatxon
the required oath— Are you,’ I then
cried, © satisfied? or what is it you re-
quire more?’

¢ But this,” replied he, ¢ to leave this
accursed land; the means of doing it are
within your reach ; haste, let us fly, whilst,
;as yet, consternation reigns amongst the
retinue of lord Westmoreland.’

¢ Never, never!” I cried; ¢ I will not

M2 deceive
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~ deceive the generous Henry; no, my
brother, I will not cast such a stain on

-my honowr. If faith,’ said our royal an-
cestor, ‘dwells not in the breast of princes,
where shall it reside? No, I will return
to my captivity, my life shall wear away
inactive; nor France, nor England, shall
brand Orleans with perfidy.’

« Again my brother assailed me, in vain
rousing every latent spark of valour, of
ambition. Sick of the contest, roused
to madness, I bared my bosom. * Strike,”
I cried, “if the blood of Orieans will con-
bent‘imu, but ‘urge me no farther; knew
you not, even in child&x‘ood, I was ever
stedfast in my resolvesg

% The eyes of my brother were dim with
tears; whilst straining me to his heart, he
bade me keep my honour inviolate—¢ It
was my duty,’ said he, ¢ to endeavour to
restore you to your country, which needs
your protection, wants the support of

your arm ;.yet, added he, ¢ I applaud, I
honour
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honour the motive which urges you to
resist my solicitations.’

“ 1 begged to know by what strange
chance | saw him in this desolated ruin,
when he proceeded to inform me thus :—

' ¢ After the marriage of Katherine
with Henry, the affairs of the dauphin
Charles were desperate—banished from
his capital, deserted by his nobles, Isas
bella his mother & declared enemy, his
father, the unhappy king, the tool of her
destructive arts, incapable of reflection,
carricd from place to place, a mere pa-
geant of authority, exerted but to dis-
tract France with war and bloodshed.
Alike were the resources of the dauphin;
exhausted of money and credit, scarce
had he wherewithal to supply the wants
of himselfand his few faithful followers—
you who should have assisted with your
counsels, supported him by your valour,
a prisoner in England. The dauphin re-
ceived private, yet sure intelligence, that

M3 Henry
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Henry meditated dctaching you froin
him, by bestowing on you a princess of
ingland with a large dowry, to bind
vou to his interest for ever; your free-
dom without ransom was a part of the
offer: but you were to hold vour lands
of Henry’—¢ No. T eried to the daw
phin, ¢ Orleans is not, cannot be a traitor
to his country: allow me, my lord, I will
go to Knglund, I will scek him at the
court of Henry, T will penetrate to his
prison, I will bare my bosom to his sword.
[ will not quit him with life, unless he’
promises to give up those fatal e
ments.’

« A small vessel was fitted out by some
concealed friends at Calais; in this he
embarked, and hearing the court was at
York, he landed at the mouth of the
Humber.

% Pretending himself a shipwrecked
Norman,; he was introduced to some of
the queen’s attendants, who mentioning

his

uaoe-
gage
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his distress to her, she ordered his wants
to be relieved ; you, Cicely, heard of it,
and ordered him to be brought to your
presence; interested by his feigned mis-
fortunes, you gave him some post in

yeur family, which required his presence
" near you.”

% Ah, Orleans!” T exclaimed, “it was
his resemblance to your father, to your-
self, that, spite of the disguise he wore,
struck me, and made me favour him.”

“ As he saw you,” continued the duke,
“ marking every word, cvery action, he
wondered not at the love yon had in-
spired; yet was resolved, if possible, to
detach me fromn you, although he could
not, as yet, discover any probable means;
posterity, he said, shall not join the op-
probrious name of traitorto the son of Va--
lentina, my more than mother. His su-
perior acquirements quickly procured him
an interest in the hearts of the domestics 9
lord Westmoreland; the most secret

M4 fairs
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fairs of the family were laid open to him:
he learnt it had been a prophecy long
current in the North, that a descendant
of the Nevilles should sit on the throne
of England; aware of this, and charmed
by the beauty and graces of the lady Ci-
cely, ITumphrey duke of Gloucester had
asked her in marriage, but that sheloved
him not; that I, Cicely, was the person
who constantly attended you; the inter-
view you had with the king, your sub-
sequent agitation, all were noticed by
him ; depending on his feigned ignorance
of the English language, he was inform-
ed by the earl’s discourse to you, regard-
ing the prophecy at the fatal ruin, and
of your resolution to visit it. A tried
and confidential servant of the house of
Orleans, originally English, accompanied
my brather to York, disguised as a Jew;
he had purchased three fleet horses, and
ited his orders; with him therefore he
consulted, and a plan was laid, that the
disclosure
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disclosure was to be made at the fatal
ruin, which was perfectly known to Ri-
chrird, the person of whom I speak, hav-
ing himself when a child resided in it;
therefore setting off without delay, he
immediately took possession of that cave,
which he hoped could not be known to
the earl of Westmoreland. You will
rccolleet perhaps, Cicely, that pleading
indisposition, your new attendant went
not with you; but ere we set off that
morning, he was many miles before us on
the road; Richard met and conducted
him to the subterranean abode, into
which he had conveyed provisions for
themselves and horses. You will won-
der why my brother did not' reveal him--
self to me at York, as he intended when.
he first arrived; but being every day
more and more convinced of my attachs
ment to you, and the temerity of an ex~
ploit whose success he dreaded, besides
the difficulty of escaping, should I con-

M3 sent,
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sent, from York ; whereas the idea which
so universally prevailed in regard to this
solitary castle, would, they imagined,
effectually conceal them, and doubted
not but the awe I would feel, and the
violent surprise, would. aid clfectually
their designs; my brother was resolved,
if I consented not, never to return alive
to France; all matters were arrranged
for our escape, or, if it was necessary,
our subsistence for some time in the cas-
tle. Richard wa: dressed in a strange
fantastic garb, and watching our ap-
‘proach, seemed to rise out of the water—
a deception which the moonlight greatly
contributgd ‘to.

“Here,” said the duke, “ ended the re-
lation given me by my brother, and after
taking a tender adieu of him who for me
had thus hazarded his life, and again as-
‘uring him I would relinquish every en-’
gagement which was inimical to France,
I left him, and found you, Cicely, wildly

calling
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calling on my name. Ah! at that mo-
ment, how terrible were my feelings!
Unable to assign a cause for breaking the
engagements I had entered into with the
king and earl, obliged to forsake at the
very moment when at length you had
owned I was no longer hated by you,
that the Rose of Raby, who had tri-
wmphed over all hearts, for whom princes
sighed and sued in vain, was mine for -
ever; yes, you had solemnly betrothed
vourself to the enraptured Orleans; yet
was 1 to throw the precious blessing
from me—to renounce all that was to
render my life happy; and to inflict on
a heart, my greatest joy would have been
to have shielded from every sorrow, a
pang as forcible as I felt. I meant to
have returned to York, and there in-
formed the king, my honour would not
permit me to accept his offers, and beg
he would again rivet those chains his ge-
nerosity had so recently broken. Afraid

of
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of my frantic desperation, the earl bore me
by force to Raby. I heard you were ill,
yet I asked not to see you ; madly lovirg,
as Iloved, how strangely had every plan
I had laid hurled disgrace and misery
on my own head !—I too was ill; in my
frenzy I would have slain myself—I
would have left, could I have left—could
T have escaped, a place which was now
become hateful to me, and as I recovered,
every scene recalled you to me, reproach-
ing me for your sufferings; in vain did
father Francis urge me to submit to a
destiny I could not avoid 1 had said to-
the ear], already disposed” for the belief,
that strangely had I becn worned, in the
Castle of Destiny, against uniting my fate
to yours—that there had appeared to'me
all the miseries it would bring upon
France, and that there I had solemnly
sworn to renounce all engagements which

tended to stismember her.”
I bad listened with rapturous atten-
tion
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tion to the prince’s narration, and now
exclaimed—* For Cicely, you shall not
bring down the curses of a whole' nation
on your head, nor shall you be called, in
after times, the betrayer of your native
land. The name of Cicely shall not be
taught by the French dames to their in-
fants, with a mark of reproach, as the se-
ducer of the duke of Orleans, whom
Henry gave to reward him for shedding
the blood of their fathers; nor shall the
gall ;&C ry upbraid you with breach of
fait iCelgz shall be the guardian angel
of Orleans; she shall bind his sword, rea-
dy to be drawn against Irance or Eng-
land, in a myr e wreath—she will be the
~protector of hLis honour, nor shall her,
name be handed down with infamy to
succeeding generations. ‘When, my lord,
we are safe in Piedmont, we will implore
the forgiveness of the generous king, nor
will he refuse to Cicely, for he has sworn

it,
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it, whatever sheasks. But, my Orleans,
where is your brother now ?”

“T knew not, till a few days ago, but
that he was gone to France, when Rich-
ard, disguised as a minstrel, found means.
to see and inform me, that the gyards.
which were left at the castle watched so
narrowly, that to escape with their horses
woyld be impossible ; and that the damp-
ness and cold of their dwelling had caused
a lameness in one leg of my brether,
which made walking impossiblt; they
had learnt I was at Raby, by.the nédhess.
of the subterranean passage to°the apart-
ment of the chief person left by the
earl. Their provisions, Richard told me,
were nearly expended; those for their
horses had Jong been so, and that they
‘had been obliged to destroy them; they
hoped, if 1 could procure two fleet ones.
and a trusty guide, that they might es-
cape. : This night is the time appointed;
Jaques has procured horses sufficient for

us;
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us; he will accompany us till we meet
my brother, then return to you; I fear-
not our escape, my brother will gladly
land us at * * * * % there shall we be
safe——there shall we lauu'h at the malice
-of fate and the sport of fortune.”

All our plans being fixed, we parted
not to meet till night had cast her shade.
over all, and then it was to be—ah, Ma~
tilda! I imagined, never again to par,t’ g

Ah, Matilda! pity, and, if it is pos-
sible, excuse the failings of your friend,
her follies, her weakness; to you is her
heart laid open—what astrangecontradic-
tion of feelings has that heart sustained!
what shifting scenes of misery ! here and .\
there a gleam of sunshine gilds thedreary .
view; again dark clouds intervene, and'
night, gloomy and sullen, succeeds; it u
for you, Matilda, have I retraced these
scenes. I dare not look back on whati
have written; and prudence would rev -
quire me to palliate the step I was about

to
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tgke, in quilting for cver friends who
E‘ved, parentswho idolized me; following
into banishment a prince who refused
itles, all power, for my sake—Put
ﬁfs‘baﬂ know my heart; yes. T was
going, Matilda, to forqakeparonts. frictids,
alt I loved and held dear in my native
land, to live secluded from the worl.’

with him. KL
1 had once said, let earth and seas di-
vide us, Orlcans has for ever murdered
Cicely’s peace. Ah! too surely the <peech
was prophetic—what pecace has this sad
bosoin ever known?  Xlere 1 must stop,
recollecting my ideas, which Lave wan-
dered back to the carly period—to the
very dawn of life to gratify you. Let me
not murmur at the decrees of Providence,
nor ask, why was my life so long? The
will of Heaven is accomplished, my end
approaches fast, all is fulfilled, the white
rose is twined around the red. Richard
lord Fitzhugh, the grandson of my brother
Sulisbury,


















