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WINDSOR CASTLE.

L.

Of the Earl of Surrey’s solitary Ramble in the Home Park—
Of the Vision beheld by lum wn the haunted Dell—
And of his Meeting with Morgan Fenwolf, the Kecper,
beneath Herne's Oak.

IN the twentieth year of the reign of the right high

and puissant King Henry the Eighth, namely, in
1529, on the z1st of April, and on one of the loveliest
evenings that ever fell on the loveliest district in England,
a fair youth, having somewhat the appearance of a
page, was leaning over the terrace wall on the north
side of .Windsor Castle, and gazing at the magnificent
scene before him. On his right stretched the broad
green expanse, forming the Home Park, studded with
noble trees, chiefly consisting of ancient oaks, of which
England had already learnt to be proud, thorns as old
or older than the oaks, wide-spreading beeches, tall
elms, and hollies. The disposition of these trees was
picturesque and beautiful in the extreme. Here, at the
end of a sweeping vista, and in the midst of an open
space, covered with the greenest sward, stood a mighty
broad-armed oak, beneath whose ample boughs, though
as yet almost destitute of foliage, while the sod beneath

them could scarcely boast a head of fern, crouched a
72



6 WINDSOR CASTLE.

herd of deer. There lay a thicket of thorns skirting a
sand-bank, burrowed by rabbits; on this hand grew
a dense and Druid-like grove, into whose intricacies the
slanting sunbeams pierced ; on that extended a long
glade, formed by a natural avenue of oaks, across
which, at intervals, deer were passing. Nor were human
figures wanting to give lhife and interest tu the scene.
Adown the glade came two keepers of the forest, having
cach a couple of buckhounds with tliem 1n leash whose
baymg sounded cheerily amid the woods. Nearer the
castle, and bending their way towards it, marched a party
of falconers with their well-trained birds, whose skill
they had been approving upon their ﬁsts their jesses
ringing as they moved along, while nearcr still, and
almost at the foot of the terrace wall, was a minstrel
Ea; ing on a rebec, to which a keeper, In a dress of

incoln green, with a bow over his shoulder, a quiver ot
arrows at his back, and a comely damsel under his arm,
was listening.

On the left, a view altogether different in character,
though scarcely less beautiful, was offercd to the gaze.
It was formed by the town of Windsor, then not a third
of its present size, but incomparably more picturesque
In appearance, COIlS]StlI'lg almost entirely of a long
straggling row of houses, chequered black and white,
with tall gables and projecting storeys skirting the west
and south sides of the castle, by the silver windings of
the river, traceable for miles, and reflecting the glowing
hues of the sky, by the venerable College of Eton, em-
bowered in a grove of trees, and by a vast track of
well-wooded and well-cultivated country beyond it,
interspersed with villages, churches, old halls, monas-
teries, and abbeys

Taking out his tablets, the youth, after some reflection,
traced a few lines upon them, and then, quitting the
parapet, proceeded slowly, and with a musing air,
towards the north-west angle of the terrace. He could
not be more than fiftecn, perhaps not so much; but
he was tall and well-grown, with slight though remark-
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ably well-proportioned limbs; and it might have been
safely predicted that, when arrived at years of maturity,
he would possess great personal vigour. His counte-
nance was full of thought and intelligence, and he had a
broad lofty brow, shaded by a profusion of light brown
ringlets, a long, straight, and finely-formed nose, a full,
sensitive, and well-chiselled mouth, and a pointed chin.
His eyes were large, dark, and somewhat melancholy
in expression, and his complexion possessed that rich,
clear, brown tint, constantly met with in Italy or Spain,
though but seldom seen in a native of our own colder
clime. His dress was rich, but sombre, consisting of
a, doublet of black satin, worked with threads of Venetian
gold ; hose of the same material, and similarly em-
broidered; a shirt curiously wrought with black silk,
and fastened at the collar with black enamelled clasps;
a cloak of black velvet, passmented with gold, and
lined with crimson satin; a flat black velvet cap, set
with pearls and goldsmith’s work, and adorned with
a short white plume; and Dblack velvet buskins. His
arms were rapier and dagger, both having gilt and
eraven handles, and sheaths of black velvet.

As he moved along, the sound of voices chanting
vespers arose from Saint George's Chapel; and while
he paused to listen to the solemn strains, a door, in that
part of the castle used as the king’'s privy -lodgings,
opened, and a person advanced towards him. The
new-comer had broad, brown, martial-looking features,
darkened still more by a thick coal-black beard, clipped
short in the fashion of the time, and a pair of enormous
moustachios., He was accoutred in a habergeon, which
gleamed from beneath the folds of a russet-coloured
mantle, and wore a steel cap in lieu of a bonnet on his
head, while a long sword dangled from beneath his cloak.
When within a few paces of the youth, whose back
was towards him, and who did not hear his approach,
he announced himself by a loud cough, that proved the
excellence of his lungs, and made the old walls ring
again, startling the jackdaws roosting in the battlements.
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“What! composing a vesper hymn, my Lord of
Surrcy ? 7 he cried with a laugh, as the other hastily
thrust the tablets, which he had hitherto held in his
hand, into his bosom.  You will rival Master Skelton,
the poct laureate, and your friend Sir Thomas Wyat,
too, erc long. TBut will 1t please your lordship to quit
for a moment the society of the celestial Nine, and
descend to earth, while I inform you that, acting as
vour representative, I have given all needful directions
for his majesty’s reception to-morrow ?

“You have not failed, [ trust, to give orders to the
groom of the chambers for the lodging of my fair cousin,
Mistress Anne Boleyn, Captain Bouchier ? ™ Iinquired the
Iarl of Surrey, with a significant smile.

‘““ Assuredly not, my lord ! ” replied the other, smiling
in his turn. “ She will be lodged as royally as if she
were Queen of England. Indeed, the Queen’s own
apartments are assigned her.” )

“It 15 well,”” rejoined Surrey. ‘ And you have also
provided for the reception of the Pope’s legate, Cardinal
Campeggio ?

Bouchier bowed.

‘““ And for Cardinal Wolsey ? ” pursued the other.

The captain bowed again.

““To save your lordship the necessity of asking any
further questions,” he said, ““ I may state briefly that
I have done all as if you had done it yourself.”

‘“Be a little more particular, captain, 1 pray you,”
said Surrey. ,

“ Willingly, my lord,” replied Bouchier. “In your
lordship’s name, then, as vice-chamberlain, 1 which
character I presented myself, I summoned together the
dean and canons of the College of St. George, the usher
of the black rod, the governor of the alms-knights, and
the whole of the officers of the household, and acquainted
them, in a set speech—which, I flatter myself, was quite
equal to any that your lordship, with all your poetical
talents, could have delivered—that the king’s highness,
being at Hampton Court with the two cardinals, Wolsey
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and Campeggio, debating the matter of divorce from
his queen, Catherine of Arragon, proposes to hold the
grand feast of the most noble order of the Garter, at
this his castle of Windsor, on Saint George’s Day-—-—that
1 to say, the day after to-morrow—and that 1t 1s there-
fore his majesty’s sovereign pleasure that the Chapel of
St. George, in the said castle, be set forth and adorned
with its richest furniture; that the high altar be hung
with arras representing the ocatron saint of the order on
horseback, and garnished with the costliest images and
ornaments in gold and silver; that the pulpit be covered
with crimson damask inwrought with flowers-de-luces
of gold, portcullises, and roses ; that the royal stall be
canopied with a rich cloth of state, with a /Jawut-pas
beneath it of a foot high ; that the stal]s of the knights
companions be decked with cloth of tissue, with their
scutcheons set at the back ; and that all be ready at the
hour of tierce—riord lertis vesperlind, as appointed by
his majesty’s own statute—at which time the eve of the
feast shall be held to commence.”
' Take breath, ca,pta,ln " laughed the earl.

“1 have no need,” replied Bouchier. “ Furthermore,
I delivered your lor dalnp swarrant from the lord chamber-
lain to the usher of the black rod, to make ready and
furnish Saint George’s Hall, both {or the supper to-
morrow and the grand feast on the following day ; and
I enjoined the dean and canons of the college, the alms-
knights, and all the other officers of the order, to be in
readiness for the occasion. And now, ha,vmﬁr fulfilled
my devoir, or rather your lordship’s, T am content to
resign my post as vice-chamberlain, to resume my
ordinary one, that of your simple gentleman and to
attend you back to Hampton Court, whenever 1t shall
please you to set forth.” |

““And that will not be for an hour, at the least,”
replied the earl; “ for I intend to take a solitary ramble
in the Home Park.”

““What | to seck inspiration for a song—or to meditate
upon the charms of the fair Geraldine, eh, my lord ?°
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rejoined Bouchier. ‘ But I will not question you too
shrewdly. Only let me caution you against going near
Herne’s Oak. It 1s said that the demon hunter walks
at nightfall, and scares, if he does not 1njure, all those
who cross his path. At curfew toll I must quit the castle,
and will then, with vour attendants, proceed to the
Garter, 1n Thames Street, where I will await your arrival.
If we reach Hampton Court by midnight, 1t will be time
enough, and as the moon will rise In an hour, we shall
have a pleasant ride.”

‘ Commend me to Bryan Bowntance, the worthy host
of the Garter,” said the earl; ‘““and bid him provide
you with a bottle of his best sack in which to drink my
health.”

‘““ Fear me not,” replied the other. ‘‘ And I pray your
lordship not to neglect my caution respecting Herne the
Hunter. In sober sooth, I have heard strange stories
of his appearance of late, and should not care to go near
the tree after dark.”

The earl laughed somewhat sceptically, and the
captaln reiterating his caution, they separated—Bouchier
returning the way he came, and Surrey proceeding
towards a small drawbridge crossing the ditch on the
castern side of the castle, and forming a means of com-
munication with the Little Park. He was challenged
by a sentinel at the drawbridge, but on giving the pass-
word he was allowed to cross it, and to pass through a
gate on the farther side opening upon the park.

Brushing the soft and dewy turf, with a footstep almost
as light and bounding as that of a fawn, he speeded on
for more than a quarter of a mile, when he reached a
noble beech-tree, standing at the end of a clump of
timber. A number of rabbits were feeding beneath 1it,
but at his approach they instantly plunged into their
burrows. |

Here he halted to look at the castle. The sun had
sunk behind it, dilating its massive keep to almost its
present height, and tinging the summits of the whole line
nf ramparts and towers, since rebuilt and known as the
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Brunswick Tower, the Chester Tower, the Clarence
Tower, and the Victoria Tower, with rosy lustre.

Flinging himself at the foot of the beech-tree, the
youthful earl indulged his poetical reveries for a short
time, and then, rising, retraced his steps, and in a few
minutes the whole of the south side of the castle lay
before him. The view comprehended the two forti-
fications recently removed to make way for the York
and Lancaster Towers, between which stood a gate
approached by a drawbridge; the Earl Marshal's
Tower, now styled from the monarch in whose reign it
was erected, Edward the Third's Tower; the black
rod’s lodgings ; the Lieutenant’s—now Henry the Third’s
Tower ; the line of embattled walls, constituting the
lodgings of the alms-knights ; the tower tenanted by the
governor of that body, and still allotted to the same
officer ; Henry the Eighth’s Gateway, and the Chancellor
of the Garter's Tower—the latter terminating the line
of building. A few rosy beams tipped the pinnacles of
Saint George’s Chapel, seen behind the towers above
mentioned, with fire; but, with this exception, the
whole of the mighty fabric looked cold and grey.

At this juncture the upper gate was opened, and
Captain Bouchier and his attendants issued from it, and
passed over the drawbridge. The curfew bell then tolled,
the drawbridge was raised, the horsemen disappeared,
and no sound reached the listener’s car except the meas-
ured tread of the sentinels on the ramparts, audible in
the profound stillness. .

The youthful earl made no attempt to join his followers,
but having gazed on the ancient pile before him till its
battlements and towers grew dim in the twilight, he
struck into a footpath leading across the park towards
Datchet, and pursued it until it brought him near a
dell filled with thorns, hollies, and. underwood, and
overhung by mighty oaks, into which he unhesitatingly
plunged, and soon gained the deepest part of it. Here,
owing to the thickness of the hollies and the proiecting
arms of other large overhanging timter, added to the
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uncertain hght above, the gloom was almost impervious,
and he could scarcely see a yard before him. Still, he
pressed on unhesitatingly, and with a sort of pleasurable
sensation at the difficulties e was encountering. Sud-
denly, however, he was startied by a blue phosphoric
hght streaming through the bushes on the left, and,
looking up, he beheld at the foot of an enormous oak,
whose giant roots protruded like twisted snakes from
the bank, a wild spectral-looking object, possessing
some shight resemblance to humanity, and habited, so
far asit could be determined, in the skins of deer, strangely
disposed about 1ts gaunt and tawny-coloured limbs.
On its head was seen a sort of helmet, formed of the
skull of a stag, from which branched a large pair of
antlers ; from i1ts left arm hung a heavy and rusty-
looking chain, in the links of which burnt the phosphoric
fire before mentioned ; while on 1its right wrist was
perched a large horned owl, with feathers erected, and
red staring eyes.

Impressed with the superstitious feelings common to
the age, the young earl, fully believing he was i the
presence of a supernatural being, could scarcely, despite
his courageous nature, which no ordinary matter would
have shaken, repress a cry. Crossing himself, he re-
peated, with great fervency, a prayer against evil spirits,
and as he uttered it the light was extinguished, and
the spectral figure vanished. The clanking of the chain
was heard, succeeded by the hooting of the owl; then
came a horrible burst of laughter, then a fearful wail,
and all was silent.

Up to this moment the young carl had stood still, as
if spellbound; but being now convinced that the spirit
had fled, he pressed forward, and ere many seconds
emerged from the brake. The full moon was rising as
he issued forth and illuminating the glades and vistas,
and the calmness and beauty of all around seemed at
total variance with the fearful vision he had just wit-
nessed. Throwing a shuddering glance at the hauntcd
dell, he was ahnut tn hurry towards the castle, when a
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large, lightning-scathed, and solitary oak, standing a
little distance from him, attracted his attention.

This was the very tree connected with the wild legend
of Herne the Hunter, which Captain Bouchier had
warned him not to approach, and he now forcibly re-
called the caution. Beneath 1t he perceived a figure,
which he at first took for that of the spectral hunter;
but his fears were relieved by a shout from the person,
who at the same moment appeared to catch sight of him.

Satisfied that, in the present instance, he ‘had to do
with a being of this w orld, Surrey ran towards the tree,
and on approaching it perceived that the object of his
alarm was a young man of very athletic proportions,
and evidently, from his garb, a keeper of the forest.

He was habited in a jerkin of Lincoln green cloth, with
the royal badge woven i silver on the breast, and his
head was protected by a flat green cloth cap, ornamented
with a pheasant’s tail. Under his right arm he carried
a. cross-bow ; a long silver-tipped horn was slung in his
baldric ; and he was armed with a short hanger, or
wood-knife. His features were harsh and prominent;
and he had black beetling brows, a large coarse mouth,
and dark eyes, lighted up with a very sinister and
malignant expression.

He was attended by a large savage-looking staghound,
whom he addressed as Bawsey, and whose fierceness had
to be restrained as Surrey a.pproached

““Have you seen anything ? ”” he demanded of the earl.

“1 have seen Herne the Hunter himself, or the fiend
in his likeness,” replied Surrey.

Ancl he bneﬂy related the vision he had beheld.

““ Ay, ay, you have seen the demon hunter, no doubt,”
replied the keeper at the close of the recital. *‘1I neither
saw the light, nor heard the laughter, nor the wailing
cry you speak of ; bhut Bawsey crouched at my feet and
whined, and I knew some evil thing was at hand. Heaven
shield us ! ”’ he exclaimed, as the hound crouched at his
feet, and directed her gaze towards the oak, uttering a
low ominous whine, “ she 1s at the same trick again.””
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The earl glanced 1n the same direction, and "half ex-
pected to see the knotted trunk of the tree burst open and
disclose the figure of the spectral huntcr. But nothing was
visible—at lcast, to him, though 1t would seem from the
shaking limbs, fixed eyes, and ghastly visage of the keeper.
that some appalling object was presented to his gaze.

“Do you not see him ? " cried the latter, at length,
in thrilling accents; “ he is circling the tree, and blast-
ingit. There! he passes us now—do you not see him ? ”

““No,” replicd Surrey; “but do not let us tarry here
longer.”

So saying he laid his hand upon the keeper’s arm.
The touch seemed to rouse him to exertion. He uttered
a fearful cry, and set off at a quick pace along the park,
followed by Bawsey, with her tail between her legs.
The earl kept up with him, and neither halted till
thev had left the wizard oak at a considerable distance
behind them.

“And so vou did not see him ? 7 said the keeper,
in a tone of exhaustion, as he wiped the thick drops from
his brow.

“T did not,” replied Surrey.

““That 1s passing strange,” rejoined the other. “1I
myself have seen him before, but never as he appeared
to-night.” _

“You are a keeper of the forest, I presume, friend ?
said Surrey. ‘‘ How are you named ?

““T am called Morgan Fenwolf,” replied the keeper ;
“and you? ™

‘““T am the Earl of Surrey,” returned the young noble.

“What!”’ exclaimed Fenwolf, making a reverence,
‘“ the son to his grace of Norfolk ? ™

The earl replied in the affirmative.

‘“ Why, then, you must be the young nobleman whom
I used to see so often with the king's son, the Duke
of Richmond, three or four years ago, at the castle ? ™
rejoined Fenwolf. “You are altogether grown out of
my recollection.”

‘““ Not unlikely,” returned the earl. “1 have been
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at Oxford, and have only just completed my studies.
This 1s the first time I have been at Windsor since the
period you mention.”

“1 have heard that the Duke of Richmond was at
Oxford likewise,” observed IFenwoll.

““ We were at Cardinal College together,” replied Surrey.
‘“ But the duke’s term was completed before mine. He
is my senior by three years.’

“ I suppose your lordship is returning to the castle? ”’
sald Fenwolf.

“No,” replied Surrey. ‘‘ My attendants are waiting
for me at the Garter, and if you will accompany me
thither, I will bestow a cup ot good ale upon you to
recruit you after the fright you have undergone.”

Fenwolf signified his graceful acquiescence, and they
walked on 1n silence, for the earl could not help dwelling
upon the vision he had witnessed, and his companion
appeared equally abstracted. In thissort they descended
the hill near Henry the Eighth’s Gate, and entered
Thames Street.

IT.
Of Bryan Bowntance, the Host of the Garter—Of the Duke
of Shoreditch—Of the bold Words wuttered by Mark

Fylton, the Buicher, and how he was cast into the
Vault of the Curfew Tower.

TURNING off on the right, the earl and his companion
continued to descend the hill, until they came in sight of
the Garter—a snug little hostel situated immediately
beneath the Curfew Tower.

Before the porch were grouped the earl’s attendants,
most of whom had dismounted, and were holding their
steeds by the bridles. At this juncture the door of the
hostel opened, and a fat jolly-looking personage, with
a bald head and bushy grey beard, and clad in a brown
serge doublet, and hose to match, 1ssued forth, bearing
a foaming jug of ale and a horn cup. His appearance
was welcomed by a joyful shout from the attendants.
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“ Come, my masters!” he cried, filling tae hern,
“ here 1s a cup of stout Windsor ale in which to drink
the health of our jolly monarch, bluff King [{al; and
there’'s no harm, I trust, in calling him so.”’

* Marry’, 1s there not, mine host,” cried the foremost
attendant.  * 1 spoke of him as such in his own hearing
not long ago, and he laughed at me 1 right merry sort.
I love the royal bully, and will drmk his health gladly,
and Mistress Anne Boleyn s to boot.”

And he emptied the horn.

“They tell me Mistress Anne Boleyn is coming to
Windsor with the king and the ]\mghtq-(_ompamons
to-morrow—is 1t so ? ”’ asked the host, again filling the
horn, and handing it to another attendant.

The person addressed nodded, but he was too much
engrossed by the horn to speak.

* Then there will be rare doings m the castle,” chuckled
the host ; * and many a lusty pot will be drained at the
Garter. Alack-a- day! how times are changed since I,
Bryan Bowntance, first stepped mto my father’s shoes,
and became host of the Garter. It was in I 501—twenty-
eight yvears ago—when King Henry the Seventl, of blessed
memory, ruled the land, and when his elder son, Prince
Arthur, was alive likewise. In that year the young prince
espoused Catherine of Arragon, our present queen, and
soon afterwards died ; whereupon the old king, not liking
—for he loved his treasure better than his own flesh—to
part with her dowry, gave her to his second son, Henry,
our gracious sovereign, whom God preserve ! Folks said
then the match wouldn’t come to good; and now we
find they spoke the truth, for it 1s likely to end in a
divorce.”

‘““ Not so loud, mine host ! ”’ cried the foremost attend-
ant ; ‘‘ here comes our young master, the Earl of Surrey.”

“Well, I care not,” replied the host, bluffly. ““I've
spoken no treason. I love my Kking; and if he wishes
to have a divorce, I hope his holiness the Pope will grant

him one, that’s all '’
As he sald this, a loud noise was heard within the
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hostel, and a man was suddenly and so forcibly driven
forth, that he almost knocked down Bryan Bowntance,
who was rushing in to see what was the matter. The
person thus ejected, who was a powerfully-built young
man, In a leathern doublet, with his muscular arms
bared to the shoulder, turned his rage upon the host,
and seized him by the throat with a grip that threatened
him with strangulation. Indeed, but for the interven-
tion of the earl’s attendants, who rushed to his assist-
ance, such might have been his fate. As soon as he was
liberated Bryan cried i a voice of mingled rage and
surprise, to his assailant, ‘“ Why, what’s the matter,
Mark Fytton ?—are you gone mad, or do you mlstake
me for a sheep or a bullock, that you attack me 1n this
fashion ? My strong ale must have got into your addle
pate with a vengeance.’

" The knave has been speaking treason of the kmg S
highness,”” said the tall man, whose doublet and hose
of the finest green cloth, as w ell as the bow and qulverful
of arrows at his back, proclaimed him an archer—‘ and
therefore we turned him out !’

““ And you did well, Captain Barlow,” cried the host.

‘““Call me rather the Duke of Shoreditch,” rejoined
the tall archer; ‘ for since his majesty conferred the
title upon me, though it were but in jest, when I won
this silver bugle I shall ever claim 1t. I am always
designated by my neighbours in Shoreditch as his grace ;
and I require the same attention at your hands. To-
morrow 1 shall have my comrades, the Marquises of
Clerkenwell, Islington, Hogsden, Pancras, and Padding-
ton, with me, and then you will see the gallant figure
we shall cut.”

“I crave your grace’s pardon for my want of respect,”
replied the host. ‘“ I am not ignorant of the distinction
conferred upon you at the last match at the castle
butts by the king. But to the matter in hand. What
treason hath Mark Fytton, the butcher, been talk-
ing ? "’

‘“I.care not to repeat his words, mine host,” rephed
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the duke; ‘“but he hath spoken in unbecoming terms
of his highness and Mistress Anne Boleyn.”

‘“He means not what he says,” rejoined the host.
‘““He 1s a loyal subject of the king; but he 1s apt to
get quarrelsome over his cups.”

““Well said, honest Bryan,”’ cried the duke; * you
have one quality of a good landlord—that of a peace-
maker. Give the knave a cup of ale, and let hhm wash
down his foul words in a health to the king, wishing
him a speedy divorce and a new queen, and he shall
then sit among us agam.”

“I do not desire to sit with you, you seli-dubbed
duke,” rejoined Mark; ‘‘ but if you will doff your fine
jerkin, and stand up with me on the green, I will give
you cause to remember laying hands on me.”

““Well challenged, bold butcher!’’ cried one of Surrey’s
attendants. ‘‘ You shall be made a duke yourself.”

“Or a cardinal,” cried Mark. ‘‘I should not be the
first of my brethren who has met with such preferment.”

‘“ He derides the Church in the person ot Cardinal
Wolsey !’ cried the duke. ‘ He 1s a blasphemer as
well as traitor.”

““ Drink the king’s health in a full cup, Mark,” inter-
posed the host, anxious to set matters right, *“ and
keep your mischievous tongue between your teeth.”

‘““ Beshrew me if I drink the king’s health, or that of
his minion, Anne Boleyn ! cried Mark, boldly. * But
I will tell you what I will drink. Iwill drink the health
of King Henry’s lawful consort, Catherine of Arragon ;
and I will add to it a wish that the Pope may forge her
marriage chains to her royal husband faster than ever.”

“A foolish wish,” cried Bryan. *‘ \Why, Mark, you
are clean crazed ! ”

““1t is the king who is crazed, not me ! cried Mark.
““ He would sacrifice his rightful consort to his unlawiul
passion ; and you, base hirelings, support the tyrant
in his wrongful conduct ! ™

‘““ Saints protect us ! ”’ exclaimed Bryan. ‘ Why, this
is flat treason. Mark, I can no longer uphold you.”
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“ Not if you do not desire to share his prison, mine
host,” cried the Duke of Shoreditch. “ You have all
heard him call the king a tyrant. Seize him, my masters!”

“ Let them lay hands upon me 1if they dare!” cried
the butcher, resolutely. ‘I have felled an ox with a
blow of my fist before this, and I promise you I will
show them no better treatment.”

Awed by Mark’s determined manner, the bystanders
kept aloof.

““1 command you, in the king’s name, to seize him ! ”’
roared Shoreditch. ‘“If he offers resistance he will
assuredly be hanged.”

““ No one shall touch me ! ™’ cried Mark, fiercely.

““ That remains to be seen,” said the foremost of the
Earl of Surrey’s attendants. ‘ Yield, fellow ! ”

“Never ! ” replied Mark ; “and I warn you to keep
off.”’ ]

The attendant, however, advanced ; but before he
could lay hands on the butcher he received a blow from
his ox-like fist that sent him reeling backwards for
several paces, and finally stretched him at full length
upon the ground. His companions drew their swords,
and would have instantly fallen upon the sturdy offender,
if Morgan Fenwolf, who, with the Earl of Surrey, was
standing among the spectators, had not rushed forward,
and, closing with Mark before the latter could strike a
blow, grappled with him, and held him fast till he was
secured, and his arms tied behind him.

““ And so it is you, Morgan Fenwolf, who have served
me this ill turn, eh ? 7’ cried the butcher, regarding him
fiercely. ‘I now believe all I have heard of you.” |

‘“What have you heard of him? " asked Surrey,

advancing. |
‘“ That he has dealings with the fiend—with Herne the
Hunter,” replied Mark. ‘‘If I am hanged for a traitor,

he ought to be burnt for a wizard.”

‘“Heed not what the villain says, my good {fellow,”
said the Duke of Shoreditch ; ‘‘ you have captured him
bravely, and I will take care your conduct is duly reported
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to his majesty. To the castle with him! ‘To the
castle! He will lodge to-night in the deepest dungeon
of yon fortification,” pointing to the Curfew Tower
above them, * there to await the king's judgment ;
and to-morrow night 1t will be well for him if he is not
swinging from the gibbet near the bridge. Bring him
along.”

..»\Ed followed by Morgan Fenwolf and the others, with
the prisoner, he strode up the hill. ,

Long before this Captain Bouchier had issued from the
hostel and joined the earl, and they walked together
after the crowd. In a few minutes the Duke of Shore-
ditch reached Henry the Eighth’s Gate, where he shouted
to a sentinel, and told him what had occurred. After
some delav a wicket 1n the gate was opened, and the
chief persons of the party were allowed to pass through
it, with the prisoner, who was assigned to the custody
of a couple of arquebusiers. ,

By this time an officer had arrived, and 1t was agreed,
at the suggestion of the Duke of Shoreditch, to take
the offender to the Curfew Tower. Accordingly they
crossed the lower ward, and passing beneath an archway
near the semicircular range of habitations allotted to
the petty canons, traversed the space before the west
end of Saint George’s Chapel, and descending a short
flight of stone steps at the left, and threading a narrow
passage, presently arrived at the arched entrance 1n
the Curfew Tower, whose hoary walls shone brightly in
the moonlight.

They had to knock for some time against the stout
oak door before any notice was taken of the summons.
At length an old man, who acted as bellringer, thrust
his head out of one of the narrow pointed windows
above, and demanded their business. Satisfied with
the reply, he descended, and, opening the door, ad-
‘mitted-'bh@mfim}oityc{nambe_r, the roof of which was
gqmproséd ofx stgtft | glbhn s, crossed by heavy oaken
rafters, and supported by beams of the same material.
On the ‘kft 4 teep laddér-like flight of wooden steps

AVAsdnd
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led to an upper room, and from a hole in the roof de-
scended a bell-rope, which was fastened to one of the
beams, showing the use to which the chamber was put.

Some further consultation was now held among the
party as to the propriety of leaving the prisoner in this
chamber under the guard of the arquebusiers, but it
was at last decided against doing so, and the old bell-
ringer being called upon for the keys of the dungeon
beneath, he speedily produced them. They then went
forth, and descending a fl ght of stone steps on the left,
came to a low strong door, which they unlocked, and
obtained admaission to a large octangular chamber with
a vaulted roof, and deep embrasures terminated by
narrow loopholes ‘The light of a lamp carried by the
bellringer showed the dreary extent of the vault, and
the enormous thickness of its walls.

“ A might’s solitary confinement 1n this place will be
of infinite service to our prlsoner " sald the Duke of
Shoreditch, gazing around. ““ I'll be sworn he is ready
to bite off the foolish tongue that has brought him to
such a pass.’

The butcher made no reply ; but being released by the
arquebusiers, sat down upon a bench that constituted
the sole furniture of the vault.

‘““ Shall I leave him the lamp ? *’ asked the bellringer ;
“he may beguile the time by reading the names of
former prisoners scratched on the walls and in the

embrasures.”’
‘““No : he shall not even have that miserable satisfac-

tion,” returned the Duke of Shoreditch. ‘° He shall be
left in the darkness to his own bad and bitter thoughts.”
With this the party withdrew, and the door was
fastened upon the prisoner. An arquebu51er was stationed
at the foot of the steps; and the Earl of Surrey and
Captain Bouchier having {fully satisfied their CUI‘IOSlt\,
shaped their course towards thopeesblemtitebommldi
thlther the earl looked abouf igr ! rga1 “en\gplf, IQt
could nowhere discern him. “the std Bhtowhe

the wicket with Bouchier, an proce&iﬂiéz to 4hi Qhrter,
LK KstAATL.
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they mounted their steeds, and galloped off. towards
Datchet, and thence to Staines and Hampton Court.

IIT.

Gf the grand Procession fo Windsor Castle—Of the Meeting
of King Henry the Eightl and Anne Boleyn at the
lower Gate—Of their Entrance 1nio the Castle—And
how the Butcher was hanged from the Curfew Tower.

A joyous day was it for Windsor, and great were the
preparations made by its loyal inhabitants for a suit-
able reception to their sovereign. At an early hour the
town was thronged with strangers from the neighbouring
villages, and later on crowds began to arrive from Lon-
don, some having come along the highway on horseback,
and others having rowed in varlous craft up the river.
All were clad in holiday attire, and the streets presented
an appearance of unwonted bustle and galety. The
Maypole in Bachelors’ Acre.was hung with flowers.
Several booths, with flags floating above them, were
erected in the same place, where ale, mead, and hypocras,
together with cold pasties, hams, capons, and large
toints of beef and mutton, might be obtained. Mummers
and minstrels were in attendance, and every kind of
diversion was going forward. Here was one party
wrestling ; there another, casting the bar; on this side
a set of rustics were dancing a merry round with a bevy
nf buxom Berkshire lasses ; on that stood a fourth group,
listening to a youth playing on the recorders. At one
end of the Acre large fires were lighted, before which
two whole oxen were roasting, provided in honour
of the occasion by the mayor and burgesses of the
town ; at-the other; butts were set, agamst which the
Thuke of Shdreditch and his companions, the five mar-
quises, were practising. The duke himself shot admir-
ably, and never-failed to hit the bull's eye; but the great
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feat of the day was performed by Morgan Fenwolf, who
thrice split the duke’s shafts as they stuck in the mark.

“Well done!” cried the duke, as he witnessed the
achievement ; “ why, you shoot as bravely as Herne
the Hunter. Old wives tell us he used to split the arrows
of his comrades in that fashion.”

“ He must have learnt the trick from Herne himself
in the forest,” cried one of the bystanders.

‘Morgan Fenwolf looked fiercely round in search of
the speaker, but could not discern him. He, however,
shot no more, and refusing a cup of hypocras offered
him by Shoreditch, disappeared among the crowd.

Soon after this the booths were emptied, the bar
thrown down, the Maypole and the butts deserted, and
the whole of Bachelors’ Acre cleared of its occupants—
except those whowere compelled to attend to the mighty
spits turning before the fires—by the loud discharge of
ordnance from the castle gates, accompanied by the
ringing of bells, announcing that the mayor and burgesses
of Windsor, together with the officers of the Order of the
Garter, were setting forth to Datchet Bridge, to meet
the royal procession.

Those who most promptly obeyed this summons
beheld the lower castle gate, built by the then reigning
monarch, open, while from it issued four trumpeters
clad in emblazoned coats, with silken bandrols depending
from their horns, blowing loud fanfares. They were
followed by twelve henchmen, walking four abreast,
arrayed in scarlet tunics, with the royal cipher 39,1,
worked in gold on the breast, and carrying gilt poleaxes
over their shoulders.” Next came a company of archers,
equipped in helm and brigandine, and armed with long
pikes, glittering, as did their steel accoutrements, in
the bright sunshine. They were succeeded by the bailiffs
and burgesses of the town, riding three abreast, and
enveloped in gowns of scarlet cloth; after which rode
the mayor of Windsor, in a gown of crimson velvet,
and attended by two footmen, in white and red damask,
carrying white wands. The mayor was followed by a
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company of the town guard, with partisans over the
shoulders. Then came the sheriff of the county and
his attendants. Next followed the twenty-six alms-
knights (for such was their number), walking two and
two, and wearing red mantles, with a scutcheon of Saint
George on the shoulder, but without the garter surround-
ing 1t. Then came the thirteen petty canons, in murrey-
coloured gowns, with the arms of Saint George wrought
m a roundel on the shoulder; then the twelve canons,
similarly attired; and lastly, the dean of the college,
1 his cope.

.\ shight pause ensued, and the chief officers of the
Garter made their appearance. First walked the Black
Rod, clothed in a russet-coloured mantle, faced with
alternate panes of blue and red, emblazoned with flower
de luces of gold, and crowned lions. He carried a small
black rod, the ensign of his office, surmounted with the
lion of England in silver. After the Black Rod came
the Garter, habited in a gown of crimson satin, paned
and emblazoned like that of the officer who preceded
him, bearing a white crown with a sceptre upon it,
and having a gilt crown in lieu of a cap upon his head.
The Garter was followed by the register, a grave personage
in a black gown, with a surplice over 1t, covered by a
mantelet of furs. Then came the chancellor of the
Order, in his robe of murrey-coloured velvet lined with
sarcenet, with a badge on the shoulder consisting of a
gold rose, enclosed in a garter wrought with pearls of
damask gold. Lastly came the Bishop of Winchester,
the prelate of the Order, wearing his mitre, and habited
in a robe of crimson velvet lined with white taffeta,
faced with blue, and embroidered on the right shoulder
with a scutcheon of Saint George, encompassed with
the Garter, and adorned with cordons of blue silk mingled
with gold.

Brought up by a rear-guard of halberdiers, the pro-
cession moved slowly along Thames Street, the. houses
of which, as well as those 11 Peascod Street, were all
more or less decorated—the humbler sort being covered
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with branches of trees, intermingled with garlands of
flowers, while the better description was hung with
pleces of tapestry, carpets, and rich stuffs. Nor should
it pass unnoticed that the loyalty of Bryan Bowntance,
the host of the Garter, had exhibited 1itself in an arch
thrown across the road opposite his house, adorned with
various coloured ribbons and flowers, in the midst of
which was a large shield, exhibiting the letters 39, and 4,
(in mystic allusion to Henry and Anne Boleyn) inter-
mingled and surrounded by love-knots.

Turning off on the left into the lower road, skirting
the north of the castle, and following the course of the
river to Datchet, by which i1t was understoed the royal
cavalcade would make its approach, the procession
arrived at an open space by the side of the river, where
1t came to a halt, and the dean, chancellor, and prelate,
together with other officers of the Garter, embarked in
a barge moored to the bank, which was towed slowly
down the stream in the direction of Datchet Bridge—a
band of minstrels stationed within 1t playing all the time.

- Meanwhile, the rest of the cavalcade, having again
set forward, pursued their course along the banks of
the river, proceeding at a foot’s pace, and accompanied
by crowds of spectators, cheering them as they moved
along. The day was bright and beautiful, and nothing
was wanting to enhance the beauty of the spectacle.
On the left flowed the silver Thames, crowded with craft,
filled with richly-dressed personages of both sexes, amid
which floated the pompous barge appropriated to the
officers of the Garter, which was hung with banners
and streamers, and decorated at the sides with targets
emblazoned with the arms of St. George. On the
greensward edging the stream marched a brilliant
cavalcade, and on the right lay the old woods of the
Home Park, with long vistas opening through them,
giving exquisite peeps of the towers and battlements of
the castle. ¢

Half an hour brought the cavalcade to Datchet Bridge,
at the foot of which a pavilion was erected for the accom-
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modation of the mayor and burgesses. And here,
having dismounted, they awaited the king's arrival. .

Shortly after this a cloud of dust on the Staines Road
seemed to announce the approach of the royal party,
and all rushed forth and held themselves in readiness
to meet 1t. But the dust appeared to have been raised
bv a company of horsemen, hcaded by Captain Bouchier,
who rode up the next moment. Courteously saluting
the mayor, Bouchier informed him that Mistress Anne
Boleyn was close behind, and that 1t was the king’s
pleasure that she should be attended in all state to the
lower gate of the castle, there to await his coming, as
he himself intended to enter i1t with her. The mayor
replied that the sovereign’s behests should be implicitly
obeyed, and he thereupon stationed himself at the further
side of the bridge in expectation of Anne Boleyn’s arrival.

Presently the sound of trumpets smote his ear, and a
numerous and splendid retinue was seen advancing,
consisting of nobles, knights, esquires, and gentlemen,
ranged according to their degrees, and all sumptuously
apparelled in cloths of gold and silver, and velvets of
various colours, richly embroidered. Besides these,
there were pages and other attendants in the liveries
of their masters, together with sergeants of the guard
and henchmen in their full accoutrements. Among the
nobles were the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk—the
king being desirous of honouring as much as possible
her whom he had resolved to make his queen. The
former was clothed in tissue, embroidered with roses of
gold, with a baldric across his body of massive gold,
and was mounted on a charger likewise trapped in gold ;
and the latter wore a mantle of cloth of silver, pounced
in the form of letters, and lined with blue velvet, while
his horse was trapped bardwise in harness embroidered
with bullion gold curiously wrought. Both also wore the
collar of the Order of the Garter. Near them rode Sir
Thomas Boleyn, who, conscious of the dignity to which
his daughter was to be advanced, comported himself
with almost intolerable haughtiness.
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Immediately behind Sir Thomas Boleyn came a sumptu-
ous litter covered with cloth of gold, drawn by four white
palireys caparisoned in white damask down to the ground,
and each having a page in white and blue satin at its
head. Over the litter was borne a canopy of cloth of
gold supported by four gilt staves, and ornamented at
the corners with silver bells, ringing forth sweet music
as 1t moved along. Each staff was borne by a knight,
of whom sixteen were in attendance to relieve one
another when fatigued.

In this litter sat Anne Boleyn. She wore a surcoat
of white tissue, and a mantle of the same material lined
with ermine. Her gown, which, however, was now
concealed by the surcoat, was of cloth of gold tissue,
raised with pearls of silver damask, with a stomacher
of purple gold similarly raised, and large open sleeves
lined with chequered tissue. Around her neck she wore
a chain of orient pearls, from which depended a diamond
cross. A black velvet cap, richly embroidered with
pearls and other precious stones, and ornamented with
a small white plume, covered her head ; and her small
feet were hidden in blue velvet brodequins, decorated
with diamond stars. | ,

Anne Boleyn’s features were exquisitely formed, ana
though not regular, far more charming than if they
had been so. Her nose was slightly aquiline, but not
cnough so to detract from its beauty, and had a little
refroussé point that completed its attraction. The rest
of her features were delicately chiselled : the chin being
beautifully rounded, the brows smooth and white as
snow, while the rose could not vie with the bloom of
her check. Her neck—alas! that the fell hand of
the executioner should ever touch 1it—was long and
slender, her eyes large and blue, and of irresistibls
witchery—sometimes scorching the beliolder like a sun-
beam, anon melting him with soul-subduing softness.

Of her accomplishments other opportunitics will be
found to speak ; but 1t may be mentioned that she was
skilled on many instruments, danced and sang divinely,
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and had rare powers of conversation and wit. If to
these she had not added the dangerous desire to please,
and the wish to hold other hearts than the royal one
she had enslaved, in thraldom, all might, perhaps,
have been well. But, alas! like many other beautiful
women, she had a strong tendency to coquetry. How
severely she sufiered for it, it is the purpose of this
history to rclate. An excellent description of her has
been given by a contemporary writer, the Comte de-
Chateaubriand, who, while somewhat dlsparaglng her
personal attractions, speaks in rapturous terms of her
accomplishments : ‘“ Anne,” writes the Comte, * avait
un esprit s1 desli¢c qui c ‘estoit A qui l'ouiroit desgoxser

et c1 venoit-elle & poétiser, telle qu' Orpheus, elle eust
faict les ours et rochers attentifs: puls saltoit, balloit,
et dangoit toutes dances Anglaises ou Estranges et en
Imagina nombre qui ont gardé son nom ou celluy du
galant pour qui les feit: puis scavolt tous les jeux,
qu'elle jouoit avec non plus d’heur que d'habilite;

puis chantoit comme syréne, s'accompagnant de luth ;

harpoit mieuelx que le roy Dav1d et manioit fort gentll-
ment fleuste et rebec; puis s ‘accoustroit de tant et si
merveilleuses facons, que ses inventions, faisoient d’elle
le parangon de toutes des dames les plus sucrées de la
court ; mais nulle n’avoit sa grace, laquelle, au dirc
d’'un ancien, passe venust¢.” Such was the opinion of
one who knew her well during her residence at the French
court, when in attendance on Mary of England, consort
of Louils XII., and afterwards Duchess of Suffolk.

At this moment Anne’s eyes were fixed with somec
tenderness upon one of the supporters of her canopy on
the right—a very handsome young man, attired in a
doublet and hose of black tylsent, paned and cut, and
whose tall, well-proportioned ﬁgure was seen to the
greatest advantage, inasmuch as he had divested himself
of his mantle, for his better convenience 1n walking.

“1 fear me you will fatiguc yourself, Sir Thomas
Wyat,” said Anne Boleyn, in tones of musical sweetness,
which made the heart beat and the colour mount to the
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cheeks of him she addressed.  You had betterf allow SlI'
Thomas Arundel or Sir John Hulstone to relieve you.’

“1 can feel no fatigue when near you, madam,”
replied Wyat, in a low tone.

A slight blush overspread Anne’s features, and she
raised her embroidered kerchief to her lips.

“If I had that kerchlef I would wear it at the next
lists, and defy all comers,” said Wyat.

“You shall have it, then > rejoined Anne. “1I love
a%ll chivalrous exploits, and will do my best to encourage
them.”

“Take heed, Sir Thomas,”” said Sir Francis Weston,
the knight who held the staff on the other side, * or we
shall have the canopy down. Let Sir Thomas Arundel
relieve you.” _

“No,” rejoined Wyat, recovermg himself ; “1 will
not rest till we come to the bridge.” .

“You are in no haste to possess the kerchief,