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Concluded. ;

« When Duke' Richard left the monastery he
dismiased his atiendants; and turned his horse
into & beridle-path. which led towards the dwel-
Ting of Cicely, Wayne. It was fally dark when
he reached the mansion, and dismounted at the
portal.  Everything around bore a gloony as-
pect ; the casements ware closed, and no gleam
of light could be seen breaking'through the
chinks.  On his right was an arbor, where he
had often whiled away the spring morning with
the’ Jovely girl whose heart he had come to
crush: ) The leaves  were. falling from the ho-
neysuckles aad white roses which had wreath-
ed the little -bower with bloom and fragrance
but a few. weeks before,  Every object which
greeted the young duke was overnung with
datkness and gloom. He made his way through
the ‘darkened hall,” up a flight of stairs, and
paused near the door of a chamber where the
sound of human voices came faintly through.
It was the soft; eooing langh of a'ehild, mingled
with the voice of @ woman; & 'mournfal voice,
and tbroken with tears.:

“Richard pushed open|the door and entered ;
scarcely had his (oot passed the threshold when
8 cry of thrillin joy Jhurst from, the young mo-
thary. wha was knegling by a eradle near the
wiadow, and the, hex: instant the flushéd “and
tearful face of Cicely Wayne was biried  on
his chill bogom.” ' Duke Richidrd flang'his aun
over thetrembling form “thai'élung 16 'him so
closely. He laid his hand, asof old, caressing-
ly on her hair, and'when, inhet full and deep
tenderness, she-lifted her face  to! look on his;
‘he bent down and; kissed the forehead, but ali
the, time -his heart beat not a, sisgle, pulse the
quicker,and no warm. impulse prompted the
mockeéry of affection. ; He acted only as he re-
solvedto act, ' Tk

““ Oh, my sweet lord, if thou didst but' know
kow thy poor 'wife has waited and suffered 1”
cried'Cicely, while tedrsrose afresh in her vio-
lez éyesy ¢ Was! it kind’ to'risk' thy precious
life in battle, | and bringi no. word of thy safety
sl how ¥ i 9 1 {
| Nay,, sweet ane,’? replied Richard, in the
game honeyed tones thati.won ' the noble crea-
tate svho atill leaned on his shoulder, - ¢ me-
thiaks thine own bright eyes might have assured
themselves of my safety. Did I not mark thee
i the' open’ casement when' the troops’ went
b Q'I) e . : . " 1 :

“e'True, my tord, I remieniber,” said Cicely,
rising with mild dignity from his supporting
arm.: ¥ remenber right well: It wasthe first
time my eyes: ever beheld a'frown upon ibis
forehead, - Whence rose it; Glaucester ¥’

¢ From this,sweet chider; methinksa matron |

of such tender years and beauty should scarce
have braved the gaze of troops rampant witk
victory, and that with an iatant in her arms”

A flash of shame broke over the young ma-
trons face, her'eyes fell, and she'adswered with
tender humility—

“Dear, my lord;, I saw in all the host no face
but thine y and that, elas, looked frawningly on
me"’

“'Nay, the displeasure. was but for a mo-
ment,” replied Richard, smiling, ¢“so look up,
fair dame, thy face has taken toc much of the
red. roge for true loyalty to a Planagenet.”

“Oh, Richard, it shakes this poor heart
when thou chidest but in jest,” said Cicely,
striving toreturn his smile, and laying her hand
on hig arm she drew him toward the cradle !

“ See how our son is calling me back to his !

cradle, like a bird ceoing in its pest; couue,
aweet lord, thou wilt marvel at his growth ; 1
loye to think he has thy smile, with a touch
more sunshine in it, perchance ; come I

Richard obeyed the impulse of her hafd,“by
as he'bent over the cradle the child' shrunk
down in hig lirtls bed, hislarge eyes Gilsd with
terror and he began to ery.

i breaking forth in 2. voies of

¢ Nay, it ‘isthy father, boy, thy own notle |

father,!’ cried Cicely, taking he c¢hild up aad
hushing his evies wpon her bosom, while she
turned, his bright aad blooming face towa e
Dake,  *fIa he not beautiful ¥’ she said, kis-
sing, the infant’s cheek, and turning to the
young. father with a glance of exulting fond-
uess, ' It would go hard to scare the rebel
red rose from this little cheek'”

For the first time that night, 'a shade’of sad-
Jness, of regret, perhaps, for the wroag he me-
ditated, fell upon Duke Richard’s heart. *“The
boy must be cared for,”” be said inly, but: his
fage bewrayed nothing .of what was passing in
his mind=¢another son may never be given
me—she must be soothed, if only for his sake.”

" With these thonghts working in the dark-
ness of his heart, but stifl with the serene
countenauce, Duke Richard sat down by his
victim, while she hushed her babe “to sleep,
and amid loving speeches, and still more lov-
ing smiles; wirned the conversation in a chan-
nel that was bes: caleulated to lead her gently
to the eruel truth. - For Richard of Giloucester
loved not ccuelty for-the pleasure of being cruel
and though in after years, his motio might well
be—*¢ That hought by, bload must be by blood
maintzined,” in the policy of his cold youth
craft more than cruelty worked for his master-
sin, ~ambition. There "have " ever exised
men, criel only from’the love of inflicting pain,
tyraats aliice in trifles and ‘things of moment,
but Richard was nov otie of these. " His ¢lear,
cold in elleet was kindled by one grand passi-
on,and refined by a elass of reading but lite
kaown to the age. Teste avd a love of the
urts were to him, in their bearing on his acti-
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iy ¥ L b < : 2 - it g ¥ % m vait her
ons, what.theaffeetions are to_other men,, and | his eyes with omre hand, and seemed to wait her

he would haye smothered an enemy gentiy ina | decision in speechléss sorrow.

bed of poisonied roses, rather than sive Shim’

boldly to the rack: Therefore it was that' B

(
l

For mofe than a minute that unhappy erea-
ture stoodtwith hersteadilyfixed on his shreuded

allowed Cicely Wayne to dally with ‘hér’ fdte,’ [ xce, twelarge tears started to her eyes, but she
and scattered flowers over the brink ef the'l srushed them between their heavy lashes; her

préecipice iromi which  he 'was' sbout: te: dur!
her. 0 Never had he'seemsd so gente; se [full
of: human sympathy as -on thet night!. Every
syllable; that drepped from hislips was honey.
edwith love., He held; the little hand’ of the
child 1o :his while it. lay sleepinz on the Jap of
its happy and beautiful mother; he ralked of
e coutt,the gueen,and the ladies that enlivens
ed it with their beauty. At last he mentioned
Anna Neville, quietly, 4s if her name ‘had fallen
by ckance upon tits thought. '
“o% Oh,” said Cidely, patting'back aring like
éurl that layon the temple of her babe, #* that
wag the poor. lady who won thy attention fTom
us, on the day when King Edward’s army pas;
sed by to London._She was so beantiful—in
sooth I could not (but feel a jealous pang when
thou gavest smiles aud consoling looke to her,
but only ffowuns to us™

««Nay, Sweet one, it waga feelingusworthy
thy 1ofty "~ gature,said Richard;  'weaviag o his
jeweled: fingers softly in those | that. had - been
half weithdrawn (rom his elasp during [the Jdst
minutesi > ““ Reasons of state,’ and the| king’s
command,may: foree ‘me to wed ansther, byt 1
shall ever love only thee.”

.Cicely, started, gazed whistfully in kis face,
and made a pataful effort to smile., "

*Oh, Richard, this is'a cruel jest, too, 190
gruelt2

<« Were 1 king of thja realm, not a’ yourge?
brother, bound ta obey the head ofourlhnns;
then my fair Cidély tight wel? deem tie ditns
fon of my marfiage with Warwiek’s davghter
only 'ds ‘one of tRbke idle" Spmeches made by
court gallan's fo sharjgen'a sluggishilove g
But the king’s brother rare but the subjesd:
his Bounty—<uheir hands the playihingy afo his
ambition: Bt the -heart, sweelone,s 1he
~+even 'Edward jepanot  gosixpnl: I
while,Glongestar’s beats wath life, it &
irueto its.firstlove, Thongh it is decid:
Anna Netille must Be ‘given, an unwele
pride to'the hosom where thou hast faend
ter, atill, Cicely, still thou’ wilt'ever b& gueen
there!” ot } vas

These words were uttéred i a'voice 89 dez
precitory “and Tow''with sadiéss. Higt'Ciesly
cottld o, Tonger doubi ‘thérr ‘crivl sinderity, so
faras her ‘own fate"was 'édndeémiad.| As' this
bitter eonvietion forced itaelfion her mind, 'the
look! of eppreheasion 'amd wurprise - thas: had
marked those sweel féauires,; settledl intnia
ohill ‘and ‘marble  whitenessy psiafal to lack
upon,- ;: Richard sawi this
he felt the fingera woven h
as death, . Bui even,ihese signa of
grief 1n a being so yousg, and who hac
the entire weslth.on hint alone, had w6 8¢
to shaka the firm ion “whieh’ had
nerved himy throughout the shels i
the cold hand etill tighter, 2

self pos

o the
lids half
wils of his eyes, and
* when this#t ot
change to the fever of
But there she sat, in. a

leas 2
f1iegs as

anghish in that young: face, »
dark

drooping overthe
caleulating on-the
freezing despaitr w
outraged tenderness
stupor of grief, as
death

Richard was

dve arthe oid
ledge of the p

surp

mide the beaniyof h
prepired for thia tmmoveable desy The
babe' had fallen asleep on her lip, whern its
smiling and tosy face lay in paiafel contrast
with ‘hers. Hoping te aronse her, Gloncester
softly veleased her hand, and taking up 4be child
laid it in the ecradle, and, as he did so, sio0ped
down and kissed the roay mon t broks into
a smile benealh: his toach, lie 1 returned
10, Cicely, took .hér hand azsin, and  pressed it
to the lips which were yel dewy with the iy~
fant's breath. She starred as if an asp had
stung her, drew & sharp‘breath and rose 1o her
feet.

« Mock!'me not!in the name of-our blegset
Lady; mock menot, Richard of Gioneester
she eried, her limbs trembl

1@ ‘was net

-

Py

haarrthrililag we.
not a wife ¥
on _u3 both !

I am thy wife—~am {

¢ Wounldst tk
empty claim, Gicely 2 replied the duke,
calm and silky voice contrasting fofeibly with
the agony that had ¢harpened hers << Listen
to ma, sweet one. Tt meth to thy soft “sa-
ture that Gleteester wonld wroag thee, when
he bat obeya'the mandate which he dare ne:
oppose. © Wouldst thou be revenged, Cieely
revengedion the father of thy child ¥ Mark!
1 will point ont the way.

“Make the bo
London—the k
his brother,  the
hasby a rash act
ly Wayne a Duc
ther’s estate wa
him, he naither cs
to perish, as others have d»
of as gentle birth, ®or “insulted her ‘purt'y ‘by
offers of light fove.  Say that with theisaered
rights ‘of holy church "he gave her & &hieh
and home in his heart, ‘and thereby hasberef:
himsel{ of the ‘pawer to obey the behess o his
goverdign and ever induigent brother.  Lknow
Edward weli,; Cigely ; thon hast but o prove
all this to him, and the bloed of thy husband
reddens the bloek in less than three days aiter.
g
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; yonder in thy arms, go up to
is easy of accesgsay that
yangest and most favoged,
yrphan Ciee-
7 that when her fa«
confiscated, aad
t her forth from her home
Ione by Lancastrians

er

I will nat spe

thee end thy

whes this picture but 1 thongi

me. ' His own fate Gloucester conld bes

not the thoughts of what would fall sursly aver-
whelm thee and our child - Behgld; Cicely,
thy husband offers thee 2 gldriouva révenge for
the wropg whish be is foread to perpstrate!”

As Richard ceased, hs eal dowsn, cevered

!.

%

awarded tof{

Spsom heaved slowly, and the anguish which
seemed choking her burst in asob irom her lips.
She spoke at length, and never was voice so
foll of touching sadaess as. that which aroased
the false duke from hizseeming grief.

“'Leave e now, Richard, ['wonld be'alone P

The hand dropped {rom Gloncester's €yes,
and ‘heé stood up. ““To-morrow, dear one,
when thou hast ‘had time for reflection I will
come again: ' Let me butseea smie onahose
lips before I go.”

She tried ~to-obey- him, poor thing! but.a
quiver ef the lip, and a slight shudder was all
the, sign she gave.  Richard took her hand,
pressed it, and moved toward the door—* 1 do
but leave thee in hopes of & more loving mor-
row,” he said, rurning as ‘he went ‘qut.

“To-morrow ! with this single word, Cice-
ly sprang forward as if 'to- Hing" heérself on his
besemy, but stopping short, she repeated-—<'* to-
morrow, aye, [to/morrow be it,” and tarned
monrnfully awav.

Taat night Cicely Wayne, with her child
and Marguerite, left the bouse whose roof had
sheitered her birth and witnessed the uprooting
of her_happiness foreyer.

“ Tt is well settled,” muttered Duke Richard,
a3 he mounted his horse dnd rode toward the
inn’where he had ordered his atteandants to
wait ‘hiz' voming.” - ** The lady’ will be silént
fromy te pderntes O L might have knownas much;
stillj ivavas mo badpplicy 1toigechfe the (priesw
Yetadiey might both hdave prated tilldoomsday
but fot the hereafter. .When, I am king, there
ghall be no cavil about former coniracts—sweet
Anna Neville mu:t not be flouted, in her eourt
as Elizabeth - Woodyille has been. Cicily
Wayne shall never play the Eleanor Jabpt of
Riehard’s history. Now for'the king—he will
not refise 'me the Luady Anpe, much as his
féelingd' may go against it, for “to "those who
knoiv how to humodr him; " Bdward refuses
nothing®

Wbile these theng
higipd/Glouceste
rode into London.

¢ It.is well setilad,” muttered - Duke Rich-
moad,, the it day, as he came forth from the
1o

ts were passing throwgh
joined kis followers and

seried

de dwelling of Cicely Wayne, with a
i=tler swhich she had left for him open 1a his
hand,” ¢'A coavent ‘'was the best choice she

eotld make '~ Now for King Edward and sweet
Anne Néville??

Mdre ihaathirteen years had passed 'sinee
Richard Duke of Gloucester rparted - with the
injared Cicely Wayne, [ Many  a line~not -of
tune, for he yasionly thirty-two, but written
by care, aad it may,be. conscience—marked
his stern features. He sat aloge in his gent at
Bosworth field, a widowed manp, a Kigg with;
oat heir to {hie throne which he had saerificed
honor and conscience to ascend, His head
was d forward, for’'gloom "and sadness,
12 dim shadows’ef conting'‘events, hung over
fgpint like a pall. In ‘one cormer of the
1y & pile of @rmor ready for the morning
His'swordiay on./a 1abtlenear by, and close
beside it the digdesm of, England stood jn its
on-cushion, glowing in the lamp light.
rd had flung. open his surcoat, forits er-
lining did ;but add . to the oppression
which ; seem#d’ chaining dewa his breath.
Perhips ih that hoor when the soul 'took retri-
bution on ieself;'thle “ wrongs of ely Wayne
weie'not'ql forgoften amid the thousand
evils whichothié ore’ gréat sin had 'flang upon

suoe

bowe

ing sat, baried ia dark and Litter
g, the ehrtain of his tent was caisad,and
ng form shrouded in a loose eloak en-
fore | The youth held a
WY , but Kis almost femininely
beautiful sad no other cevsring than
the ‘thick ¢hesnue curls’ that {1l over his shoul-
deys and shaded his'forehead
d'lifted his hapgard eyesto the young
earing thud suddenly before him

i¢
K

1im,

faatinr
{galures

th
in
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C st thou also to terment' me ia this

mite hou? | know thee, Cicely. Wayne; tor

hoy comest in a shape mere: palpable than the
»

ae youth flung aside his cloak and Koelt at
Richard’s {eet, ¢lad in full armor.

“ Father,” he'said, * this is indeed thy hour
of trizl, but Ucome not'to give pain!' Oae who
has wearied Henven in prayers for thee, bade
me ‘hasten to.Bosworth, and; 1a her name,
erave a son'sgrivilege of eharing the dangers
that besel his'sire.”

# T need ot ask who thou art, boy —no love
but that of wemen, would have sought the king
21 this dark bour when ireason is rife around
bim, /Thy mother— methiiks her own sweet
soul looks; on me through those eyes.™

“ From her convent at Leicester, she sends
Her b!rslsing and forgivenest, It was ‘but yes-
tetday when the city ‘was full of royal troops,
that ehe told ‘me  of'my .parentage ; I came
away, with tears upon my head, her blessing
warmat my hearty to elaim w son's right to
die for his father ‘and king”

« And; by St (Gearge, a son’s right shalt
thou haye,”eried the king, shaking  off the
gloom that had chained down his faculties,
and starting up, with endden enthusiasm. ““Me-
thinks those that Richard has wronged, alone,
God aud our blessed Lady

remaln faithfl.®
grant us victory ‘to-morrow, and thou shalt be
procleimed heir of England ' througout the
kingdoms.?

Aad liftimgothe youth to his bosom, Richard
{ur the ftrst-iime in his life shed tears. But

whils thease strange dropa were. meisteniag his |

eyelids, a low sound of a clarion seeling

o "his breast! and 'spoke ina |

\.ploration, and the men:
mouralully through the camp proclaimed the

dawn of ‘day. Richard startled and//the oid
military fire flacked into hiseyes. ;

“ My armour, boy help—help meon, with
my armor! Let treason do its woret Mes
thinks the hand of Richard could alone hew. &
path through a world of Lancastrain traitom
now that he has an heir to the throne which he
fights for. Put en thy helmet, boy, aud draw
close the visor. The camp is all astir.  Keep
my plume ever insight when the battle come?
od.. Now, one more blew for St. George an
the White Rose

Richard snatched the crown frony ifs eushio
and placed 1t around his helmet as he uttered
this brave battle cry, and, flinging aside the
esrtain of his tent, rushed out. The youth
drew his sword, and, repeatiag the ery of Sty
George aud the White Rose, eprang amid the
maited throng that, crowded around the King
s he issued from his tent.

It was night, taree days sfter the battle of
Boswerth Field, the town of Leicester - was still
crowded with Lancastrian soldiers; fushed
and turbulent ‘with victory. For: three days
they had feasted their mockings eyes on the
body of King Richard, where it was brutylly
exposed to the public gaze, in the open market
place. | Thriee during that. time ja stripling
torm had attempted 1o rescue the dead  {rom
their debasing geze, and each time he had
been driven back by the meh

But now it was midnight, and the boy was
left almoat alone with the insuited'dead: -Be-
hind him the walls of a convent abutied on the
market place. " He' was looking anxiousfy ito=
ward a little gate cut into 'the stonework;whes
itopened apd something white seemed flutters
ing within.

With an anxious look around, the youth lifs
ted the body of the king in his arms, bore. it has-
tily through the pertal and laid it at the feet of
a nun, who stood ‘waiting 1 the quiet and
moonlit garden.

“Thus | redeem my promise, oh, my mother.
My stripling arm could not stay the kingly valor
that urged him o' to 'death, but it has . rescued
his remains from the jibing people,” cried . the
boy, in a sad and humbled voice.

*To the-chupel—come forward to the chas
pel.!” said ' the nun, in a brokea . whis-
per.

Once more the youth lifted his mutilated bue-
then, and, passing into the illuminated’ chapel,
laid it reverently on the altar. The holy sister-
hood chanted a'requiem for the dead and with-
drew, leaving one shrouded form standing alone
by the altar-stone, The boy paused a moment
and went out, for he was afraid to disturb the
holy grief, which shook the frame of that lonely
sistery evén by a breath.

Whea all wag still, Cicely Wayne threw
back her veil, the light from a waxen taper  lay
full upon her white and conyulsed 'features—
she turned toward the body, uttered a smother-
ed cry, and fell upon her knees beside 1t.

* Oh, God! oh, God! would that T' Had died
in thy stead—Gloucester, my Gloucester,”

As she uttered these words of love—such
love as the cloister could not chill or death it~
self extinguish—the nun of Leicester sunk low-
er down upon the steps of the altar, her limbs
relaxed, and, a'ter a moment, she fell keavily
to the pavement. . The veil settled in dark folds
around her, and when the sisterhood and
priests came, with the dawn, to bary the king,
their requiem  swelled solemnly up‘over ' the
monarch und his vietim. { After the’ burial of
King Richard, the youth who had rescied’ hio
body at the market place was never afterward
seenin Leicestér. ' But more than half' /'a ‘cen-
tury‘after, ‘an | old man died ‘at Easiwell, 1
Kent During'the reign of the seventh Henry,
he had worked as-a stone~mason under the sim-~
ple appellation of Richard, but on. his. death-
bed another name was revealed to those who
watched oyer him, and in_the registry of the
town ig recarded the deaih of RICHARD PraAn~

From “Arthur’s Magazine.
SELF GOVERNMENT.
BY T, £, ARTHUR.

Various are; the considerations that claim
the attention of young men, but .the first and
most important, is that of sell-governmen:.
With what a. peeuliar emotion of pride and
pleasure are the wordsuttered—“I am a man
now 7. But how few, if, indeed, any’ who
thus exult, ean contro] themselves. * * They feel
a prond consciousness of suddenly aeqbired
power and influénce, but, where most needed,
over themselves, they have made no aceessions
of strength. = Too often, inclination influences
every decigion, and: passion. is allowed to blind
the perceptions where correct action .is 'most
needed.

To acquire that self.control so much needed,
and so much desired by every one, it is necessa-
ry, 1o the begianing, that the thoughts should
be turned inwards, in calm, unbiassed, earneat,
searching ‘exploration.  For a man must know
himself before he can govera himself; and only
by a'process of mental exploration can he pos-
gibly know himself. ' This process; avfirst, will
not be found an easy one. = Bat ic will soon
begin ta-exhibit fruits. - One diseovery ofa hid-
den bias of  chavaeter, will .open the way for
new discoveries, and the longer and more fre-
queatly tha mind is turned 1award upon itself,
the mare willits true elements be perceived in
their real (orms, character, and relations.  Apd
it will also be perceived, how these elements
rule the life, and contrel the extérnal actions.

Such a system “of examination once-eqwered
upon, the next thing to bedone, is, of course,t0
use e power thus.acquired, in eelf-govern-
ment. It is always a great help to the. right
understaading of any propesition,to illusirate jt
in some way. It may, therefore, be useful, to
detail, more practicallv, the process of self-ex-
of applying ~the
kuowledge thus geined to [ife.
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