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sorrow. The nearer Anne and her spouse to power
and fame, the more bitter the jealousy of Clarence and
his wife. Thus, in the very connections which seemed
most to strengthen his house, lay all which must destroy
the hallowed unity and peace of family and home.
The Archbishop of York had prudently taken no
part whatever in the measures that had changed the
dynasty—he came now to reap the fruits: did homage
to Henry V1., received the Chancellor’s seals, and re-
commenced intrigues for the Cardinal’s hat. But be-
tween the bold warrior and the wily priest there could
be but little of the endearment of brotherly confidence
and love. With Montagu alone could the earl confer
in cordiality and unreserve; and their similar posi-
tion, and certain points of agreement in their charac-
ters, now more clearly brought out and manifest,
served to make their friendship for each other firmer
and more tender, in the estrangement of all other ties,
than ever it had been before. But the marquis was
soon compelled to depart from London, to his post as
warden of the northern marches; for Warwick had not
the rash presumption of Edward, and neglected no
precaution against the return of the dethroned king.
So there, alone, in pomp and in power, vengeance
consummated, ambition gratified, but love denied—

with an aching heart and a fearless front—amidst old °

foes made prosperous, and old friends alienated and
ruined—stood the king-maker! and, day by day, the
untimely streaks of grey showed more and more,
amidst the raven curls of the strong man.

THE LAST OF THE BARONS 367

CHAPTER III

FARTHER VIEWS INTO THE HEART OF MAN, AND THE
CONDITIONS OF POWER

But woe to any man who is called to power with
exaggerated expectations of his ability to do good!
Woe to the man whom the populace have esteemed a
popular champion, and who is suddenly made the
guardian of law! The Commons of England had not
bewailed the exile of the good earl simply for love of
his groaning table and admiration of his huge battle-
axe—it was not merely either in pity, or from fame,
that his “ name had sounded in every song ”"—and that,
to use the strong expression of the chronicler, the peo-
ple “ judged that the sun was clearly taken from the
world when he was absent.”

They knew him as one who had ever sought to cor-
rect the abuses of power—to repair the wrongs of the
poor; who, even in war, had forbidden his knights to
slay the common men. He was regarded, therefore,
asa reformer ; and wonderful, indeed, were the things,
proportioned to his fame and his popularity, which he
was expected to accomplish; and his thorough knowl-
edge of the English character, and experience of every
class—especially the lowest as the highest—conjoined
with the vigour of his robust understanding, unques-
tionably—enabled him, from the very first, to put a
stop to the lawless violences which had disgraced the
rule of Edward. The infamous spoliations of the
royal purveyors ceased—the robber-like excesses of
the ruder barons and gentry were severely punished—
the country felt that a strong hand held the reins of
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power. But what is justice, when men ask miracles?
The peasant and mechanic were astonished that wages
were not doubled—that bread was not to be had for
asking—that the disparities of life remained the same,
the rich still rich, the poor still poor. In the first days
of the revolution, Sir Geoffrey Gates, the freebooter,
little comprehending the earl’s merciful policy, and
anxious naturally to turn a victory into its accustomed
fruit of rapine and pillage, placed himself at the head
of an armed mob, marched from Kent to the suburbs
of London, and, joined by some of the miscreants from
the different Sanctuaries, burned and pillaged, rav-
ished and slew. The earl quelled this insurrection
with spirit and ease; * and great was the praise he re-

ceived thereby. But all-pervading is the sympathy the-

poor feel for the poor! And when even the refuse of
the populace once felt the sword of Warwick, some
portion of the popular enthusiasm must have silently
deserted him.

Robert Hilyard, who had borne so large a share in
the restoration of the Lancastrians, now fixed his home
in the metropolis; and anxious as ever to turn the cur-
rent to the popular profit, he saw, with rage and dis-
appointment, that as yet no party but the nobles had
really triumphed. He had longed to achieve a revolu-
tion that might be called the People’s; and he had
abetted one that was called ““ the Lord’s doing.” The
affection he had felt for Warwick arose principally
from his regarding him as an instrument to prepare
society for the more democratic changes he panted
to effect; and, lo! he himself had been the instrument
to strengthen the aristocracy. Society resettled after
the storm—the noble retained his armies—the dema-

* Hall. Habington.
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gogue had lost his mobs! Although, through England
were scattered the principles which were ultimately to
destroy feudalism—to humble the fierce barons into
silken lords—to reform the church—to ripen into a
commonwealth, through. the representative system—
the principles were but in the germ; and when Hil-
yard mingled with the traders or the artisans of Lon-
don, and sought to form a party which might com-
prehend something of steady policy and definite ob-
ject, he found himself regarded as a visionary fanatic
by some, as a dangerous dare-devil by the rest. Strange
to say, Warwick was the only man who listened to
him with attention; the man behind the age, and the
man before the age, ever have some inch of ground in
‘common: both desired to increase liberty; both hon- "
estly and ardently loved the masses; but each in the
spirit of his order: Warwick defended freedom as
against the throne, Hilyard as against the barons.
Still, notwithstanding their differences, each was so
convinced of the integrity of the other, that it wanted
only a foe in the field to unite them as before. The
natural ally of the popular baron was the leader of the
populace.

Some minor, but still serious, griefs added to the
embarrassment of the earl’s position. Margaret’s
jealousy had bound him to defer all rewards to lords
and others, and encumbered with a provisional coun-
cil all great acts of government, all grants of offices,
lands, or benefits.* And who knows not the expecta-
tions of men after a successful revolution! The royal
exchequer was so empty, that even the ordinary house-
hold was suspended ; t and as ready money was then

* Sharon Turner.
T See Ellis’s ““ Original Letters,” from Harleian MSS., sec-
ond series, vol. i., letter 42.
VoL, I1.—24
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prodigiously scarce, the mighty revenues of Warwick
barely sufficed to pay the expenses of the expedition
which, at his own cost, had restored the Lancastrian
line. Hard position, both to generosity and to pru-
dence, to put off and apologise to just claims and valiant
service !

With intense, wearying, tortured anxiety, did the
earl await the coming of Margaret and her son. The
conditions imposed on him in their absence crippled
all his resources. Several even of the Lancastrian
nobles held aloof, while they saw no authority but
Warwick’s. Above all, he relied upon the effect that
the young Prince of Wales’s presence, his beauty, his
graciousness, his frank spirit—mild as his father’s,
bold as his grandsire’s—would create upon all that
inert and neutral mass of the public, the affection of
which, once gained, makes the solid strength of a gov-
ernment. The very appearance of that prince would
at once dispel the slander on his birth. His resemblance
to his heroic grandfather would suffice to win him all
the hearts, by which, in absence, he was regarded as a
stranger, a dubious alien. How often did the earl
groan forth—*TIf the prince were but here, all were
won!” Henry was worse than a cipher—he was an
eternal embarrassment. His good intentions, his scru-
pulous piety, made him ever ready to interfere. The
church had got hold of him already, and prompted him
to issue proclamations against the disguised Lollards,
which would have lost him, at one stroke, half his sub-
jects. This Warwick prevented, to the great discon-
tent of the honest prince. The moment required all
the prestige that an imposing presence and a splendid
court could bestow. And Henry, glad of the poverty
of his exchequer, deemed it a sin to make a parade of
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earthly glory. “Heaven will punish me again,” said
he, meekly, “if, just delivered from a dungeon, I gild
my unworthy self with all the vanities of perishable
power.”

There was not a department which the chill of this
poor king's virtue did not somewhat benumb. The
gay youths, who had revelled in the alluring court of
Edward IV, heard, with disdainful mockery, the grave
lectures of Henry on the length of their lovelocks and
the beakers of their shoes. The brave warriors pre-
sented to him for praise were entertained with homilies
on the guilt of war. Even poor Adam was molested
and invaded by Henry’s pious apprehensions that he

,was seeking, by vain knowledge, to be superior to the

will of Providence.

Yet, albeit perpetually irritating and chafing the im-
petuous spirit of the earl, the earl, strange to say, loved
the king more and more. This perfect innocence, this
absence from guile and self-seeking, in the midst of
an age never excelled for fraud, falsehood, and selfish
simulation, moved Warwick’s admiration as well as
pity. Whatever contrasted Edward IV. had a charm
for him. He schooled his hot temper, and softened his
deep voice, in that holy presence ; and the intimate per-
suasion of the hollowness of all worldly greatness itself
had forced upon the earl’s mind, made something con-
genial between the meek saint and the fiery warrior.
For the hundredth time groaned Warwick, as he
quitted Henry’s presence—

“Would that my gallant son-in-law were come! his
spirit will soon learn how to govern, then Warwick
may be needed no more! I am weary—sore weary of
the task of ruling men!”

“Holy St. Thomas!” bluntly exclaimed Marma-
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duke, to whom these sad words were said—* whenever
you visit the king you come back—pardon me, my lord
—half unmanned. He would make a monk of you!”

“ Ah!” said Warwick, thoughtfully— there have
been greater marvels than that. Our boldest fathers
often died the meekest shavelings. An’ I had ruled this
realm as long as Henry—nay, an’ this same life I lead
now were to continue two years, with its broil and
fever, I could well conceive the sweetness of the cloister
and repose. How sets the wind? Against them still!
—against them still! T cannot bear this suspense!”

The winds had ever seemed malignant to Margaret
of Anjou, but never more than now. So long a con-
tinuance of stormy and adverse weather was never
known in the memory of man; and we believe that it
has scarcely its parallel in history.

The earl’s promise to restore King Henry was ful-
filled in October. From November to the following
April, Margaret with the young and royal pair, and
the Countess of Warwick, lay at the sea-side, waiting
for a wind.* Thrice, in defiance of all warnings from
the mariners of Harfleur, did she put to sea, and thrice
was she driven back on the coast of Normandy—her
ships much damaged. Her friends protested that this
malice of the elements was caused by sorcery —a be-
lief which gained ground in England, exhilarated the
Duchess of Bedford, and gave new fame to Bungey,
who arrogated all the merit, and whose weather wis-
dom, indeed, had here borne out his predictions. Many
besought Margaret not to tempt Providence, nor to
trust the sea; but the queen was firm to her purpose,
and her son laughed at omens—yet still the vessels
could only leave the harbour to be driven back upon the
land.

* Fabyan, 502. T Hall, “ Warkworth Chronicle.”
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Day after day the first question of Warwick, when
the sun rose, was, “ How sets the wind?” Night after
night, ere he retired to rest—"Ill sets the wind!”
sighed the earl. The gales that forbade the coming of
the royal party, sped to the unwilling lingerers—
courier after courier—envoy after envoy, and at length
Warwick, unable to bear the sickening suspense at dis-
tance, went himself to Dover,* and from its white
cliffs looked, hour by hour, for the sails which were
to bear “ Lancaster and its fortunes.” The actual
watch grew more intolerable than the distant expecta-
tion, and the earl sorrowfully departed to his castle of
Warwick, at which Isabel and Clarence then were.
Alas! where the old smile of home?

CHAPTER IV
THE RETURN OF EDWARD OF YORK

And the winds still blew, and storm was on the tide,
and Margaret came not; when, in the gusty month of
March, the fishermen of the Humber beheld a single
ship, without flag or pennon, and sorely stripped and
rivelled by adverse blasts, gallantly struggling towards
the shore. The vessel was not of English build, and
resembled, in its bulk and fashion, those employed by
the Easterlings in their trade;—half merchant-man,
half war-ship.

The villagers of Ravenspur—the creek of which, the
vessel now rapidly made to—imagining that it was
some trading craft in distress, grouped round the
banks, and some put out their boats. But the vessel

* Hall.




