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Carbuncles Large ns Hens Egge!
Mra, NANNIE GOULDMAN, of Beulahwfile,

King Wilhiam Co., Va., writes as follows:
S For gbhout elght or ten years my fathep,
Col. T 1. Fogg, of West Point, Va., was laid

up with carbuncles, the worst that 1 ever saw.
HMe tricd everything be heard of, his doctor
could do nothing for
him. Had six or
soven carbunclesat s
time, us large as hen's
cyus. Hegot 5o weak
and suffered go much
he could not walk &
step. In 1872 he had
his bed put in the
middle of his room
and got on it to die,
Noone expected him
to get well, He saw
Dr. Plerce's Golden
Medical Discovery
advised for all blood
disorders, Before he

. bhad taken half-a-
Y T 1. Foa bottie of *Discov-
Coz, T-T. ¥oag, ery’ they began to

onwny. Two bottles er ly cured hitn, He
8 now 18 years old, and enjoys good health,
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O MONEY IS REFUNDED.

\VORABLY KNOWN SINCE
'AIIA E FURNISKED s} 1826,
IHURCH, SCHO

4 PUREST, BEST,
GENUIN
- " N.Y \s11-ME

CHIMES, Evc. CATALOGUE & PRICES FREE.
THE“ARGESI ESTABLISHMENT MANUFA@TERINQ

PURESY BELL METAL, (COPPER AND TIN,

Sena for Price and Catalogua.

McSHANE HELL FOUNDRY, BALTIMORE, MD
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HWARNESS ¢ SADDLES?
It containg cuts, descriptions and prices, We ¢
Ah le in thes 15 th v
g ¢
o ¢

’.5' y nd ladies’ sa .r(‘ 1

G THE SUPPLY C0., Miacara FALLS, ONTANIY

CLOCOTTTTOOOTOOCOOTCOCO
SPOTS
AND

BLEMISHES,

CAUSED BY
BAD BLODD,

CURED BY

LOMENZO PULISTON BlBIB.

Dear Sies,—I am thankfnl to B B.1B.
becange I am to-day strong and well
through its wonderful blood ecleansing
powers. I was troubled with scrofulous
spots and blemishes all over my body
and was advised to try Burdock Blood
Bitters. 1 took one bottle, with great
benefit, and can positively say that
before T had taken half of the second
bottle I was

PERFECTLY GURED.

I am so pleased to be strong and
healthy again by the use of B B.B. and
I can strongly recommend it to every-
body
body,

Lonexzo Prysarox,
Sydney Mines, C.1,

Pictorial Lives of the Saints

The Catholic Record for Ons Tear
For $3.00.

The Pletorial Lives of the Saints containe
Refleetions tor Kve Day in the Year. The
book Is e 1 Batler’s Lives " and

< to which are ¢

oi the 1 Saints, e
viaced on the Calendar tor the | 3
f‘r special petition of the Third Plenary
Couneil of Baltimore ; and also the Lives o
1in 1881 by His Hoiloest
Eaoited by

Jonn Gilmary

119 €
With a beauniif

of the Holy Famib y am ur i
other il ustra ion bot
exira eloth,  Great) nired by our doly
Father, Pope Leo X111, wio seot nis speeia
blessing to the publishers ; and approved by

forty Archbishops and Bishops

The above work will be sent to any of om
subseribers, and will also give them eredil
for a year's subseription on THE CATHOLI(
Ryconrp, on receipt of Three Dollars, We
will in all cases prepay carriage.
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REID’S HARDWARE

and POCKET CU LRY,
CARPET SWE
WRINGER

BRASS FIRE IRONS.
72~ Good stock of General Hardware,

118 DUNDAS STREET, North Side

B()‘ ! IF YOU ARE INTELLIGENT
) and energetic enough to sell goods,
an d honest enough to make prompt returns, ad
dress J. J. HAZELTON, liul"]lll,l nt., and send
15 cents for a sample of the
novelty in Canada.

fastest selling
Big Protits.

FLORENCE O'NEILL,
The Rose of 8t. Germains ;

oK,

THE SIEGE OF LIMERICK.

By AGNES M. EWART,
Author of * Life in the Cloister,” * Grace
O'Halloran,” ete.

CHAPTER XVIIL
LORD PRESTON 8 REVELATIONS

The trial was over, but great alarmn
was felt by the queen and the Govern-
ment at the amount of disaffection be
trayed by the conspiracy, which
proved to have grown out of that in
which Nevill Payne had suffered.

The queen was at Windsor for a
couple of days, and, on rambling into
St. George'’s Gallery, was surprised to
see a lovely little girl, about nine
years of age, standing there, and more
surprised at her employment.

Mary had entered the gallery un
heard and unperceived by the child,
who stood before a full length portrait
of James the Second, gazing at it with
wistful and tearful eyes.

Struck by the expression of the little
girl's face, the queen said to her :

‘“ What do you see in that picture,
child, that makes you look at it so
attentively ?”

The child looked up fearlessly in
Mary’s face, recognized the queen, and
replied :

* I was thinking how hard it is my
father should die for loving vour's.”

The little girl had been left in the
queen’s apartments during the trial,
for her father had held the post of
chamberlain to James, and had not
been formally dispossessed of his oftice
when the conspiracy broke out

The little lady Catherine did not lose
her father ; his life was sparved that he
might betray others. The followirg
day he appeared before the queen, and
she held out hopes of pardon to him.

‘¢ Declare to me, Lord Preston, the
names of the ring-leaders ot this plot ;
render this service to the Government,
and it may, perhaps, be that you may
save your own life by so doing.”

Iiqually guilty in the eye of the law
with those whom he was about to de
nounce, he was saving his own life by
betraying his friends, a deed which
cost poor, obscure, upright Nevill
Payne his life, because he would not
commit what he considered to be a dis
honorable action.

No wonder that he hesitated, and
that the glow of shame mantled his
cheek.

‘* Speak out, my lord, or the conse-
quences of your obstinacy be on your
own head, " said the queen. ‘‘We have
resolved to have recourse to the sever-
est measures to ostablish peace and
root up these plots against our Govern-
ment. I command you to speak, or
Ashton’s fate shall be yours: remem-
ber, a jury of your country have de-
clared you guilty.”

“TPorgive me, Your Majesty ; if |
faltered, it was out of compassion f
what they will have to suffer.”

** Leave that consideration to us, my
lord ; all reasonable clemency will be
shown to those who choose to avail
themselves of it. Give me up the
names at once.”

“‘T have talked on the subject of the
late king's restoration with Lord Clar-
endon (the queen started, though she
knew long since there was disaffection
very mnear herself), the Bishop of
Ely, William Penn, and many others
whose names I will give in to Your
Majesty this very day.”

““ And what know
ton ?"

OF

you of this Ash-

‘*He made every arrangement con
nected with the conspiracy ; arranged
the meetings at his own house, en-
ged the boat ; he has been in the
habit of conveying letters to and fro to
St. Germains, under assumed names.”

‘“ And has any lady been connected
with this conspiracy, a young lady,”
added the queen, ** who is warmly at-
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| tached to the late queen ? Can you
tell me if such an one has been in any
way worked up with this rising 2"

tray a woman ; it was against all the

even-tempered queen was getting ex-
asperated, and she exclaimed :

**Speak, sir: has Florence O'Neill
had anything to do with this affair, is
she privy to it?"”

‘I met her once at Ashton's house,
Your Majesty ; but, then, you kunow,
she has known him for years. He
Lrought her over to England, and she
was to go back to France under his
protection.”

“Tothe Tower, rather,” muttered
the enraged queen. Then turning to
Lord Preston, she said: ** You may
go, my lord : | have signed your pai-
don, and let this act of clemency ou our
part teach you not to offend again ; sce
that you do not abuse it.”

The noble lord, who had thus basely
purchased his own forgiveness by the
betrayal of thoseof whom be had himself
been a willing accomplice, and by so
doing saved his life, was profuse in his
thanks, and then, bowing profoundly,
left the queen to her own reflections.

“ And so it is just as I thought ; this
disaffection ig, indeed, widely spread,”
she murmured.  ** My Lord Bishop of
Ely, and you, my Lord Clarendon,
uncle or no uncle, in the Tower you
shall remain ; but we dare not meddle
with others of the nobility of whom he
has promised to send in the names,
but, as the king said before he left, we
must win them over, by a seeming
clemency, to our interests. As for
Ashton, he shall be made an example
of, and that within a day or two. He
will be the first to suffer capital pun-
ishment for rising against us, and his
death will strike terror into others
As for you, my young mistress Flor-
ence, I will elap you up in the Tower
before the week is out.”

During that morning a letter came
to Florence from her uncle, intimating
that he was much worse, and express
ingz a wish that she would immediately
pay him a visit.

Taking the letter with her, Florence
sought the queen. The latter had not
long since closed the interview with
Lord Preston, but was too great an
adept in the art of disguising her real
feelings to discover what they were,
and without any difficulty, Florence
obtained permission to be absent from
the palace during the day.

Within an hour of her leaving
Whitehall, where the queen was then
staying, she had reached her uncle’s
home at Kensington, and though dis-
tressed to see him looking far from
well, she was, nevertheless, rejoiced
that he was not as bad as the tenor of
his letter had led her to expect.

The chief cause of his disquiet ap-
peared to be his prolonged absence
from the country.

“Losing all this glorious weather
for hunting, too,” he said, ‘* moored
up here in this dreary place instead of
beir out with my hounds and
my fellow-sportsmen, and my money

dragged from me to a pretty tune
to help this Dutch prince carry

on his wars and butcher his neighbors,
whilst 1 never helped my good sailor
king with a pound. Ah, Florence,
Florence, "twas a bad day for us both
when Sir Reginald persuaded me to
come up to this vile Loudon, and—"

Here, however, poor Sir Charles
came to a stop, and made a grimace
indicative of severe pain.

“ My dear uncle,” said Florence,
““what difference can it make to you
whether you are at Morville or near
me ; you are so well attended to here,
and occasionally 1 can have the com-
fort of seeing you. Desides, uncle,”
she added, trying to repress a smile,
““ how could you hunt with that gouty
leg ?"

‘“Gout, or no gout, I tell you I hate
the place,” was the Baronet'’s reply.
‘1 was dragged up here, I now see,
for nothing but to open my purse to
help that boorish, wuncouth Dutch
prince, who only cares for thiscountry
for the money he can get out of it ;
and who will draw the nation into
misery and debt enough before it has
done with him. But serve the people

right : serve them right,” he con-
tinued, with increasing irritation,
‘‘they have got their DProtestant

liberty, they have got their accursed
penal laws, which they hated poor
James for trying to put down, and
they've got William and Mary, and
the country loaded with debt into the
bargain : they've got the lash in the
army and navy, and all sorts of
villainies besides, and 1 wish I was a
young man again. I would,” — and
here the exasperated Baronet shook
his stick defiantly in the air — 1
would not lead the sluggish lite 1 Zave
led, but would be one of the first to
fight for the good old stock. By the
way,” he added, after a pause, and
suddenly becoming more placable,
‘‘hast heard anything of that unfor-
tunate fellow, Reginald : that descend-
ant of a cross-eared, puritanical, cant-
ing knave, who has now become a
roystering Jacobite 2"

““Not a word, dear uncle,” said
I'lorence ; and dropping her fair head
on her uncle'’s shoulder, she gave free
vent to her long pent-up feelings by a
violent burst ot tears.

“* Halloa, halloa, what means this,
my poor child ?" said the old man,
kissing her fervently, as he spoke.
““Why, what an old fool T am, to for-

get she was bethrothed to the poor
fellow. Come, cheer up, Tlorence,

remember the old saying, the ‘ darkest
hour is nearest the dawn.'”

““But uncle, dear,” and, as if afraid
the very walls should hear, the girl
lowered her voice almost to a whisper,
T am almost in a state of captivit
the palace: I had to get permission
even to see you. I cannot hear from

Lord Preston again hesitated to be- |

rules of gallantry ; but the generally |

any of those I love, it is impossible ;

norcanl get to them, and, 1 fear, uncle,

poor Ashton has fallen into trouble, for
the other night I saw Mrs. Ashton in
the grounds beneath my window, and

she flung a little packet in my room,
in which was written the word:

‘Danger!” The queen, too, has said
strange things, questioning me about
him, sothat 1 think he can never have
got off to France."”

“ Dear child, you can do no good :
the action was wrong : Mrs. Ashton
should not have come near you.
Promise an old man, who has seen
much of the woild, that you will not
meddle with these matters. In His
own good time, God will lead you out
of this Babylon into pleasanter places.
Promise me this, Florence,” and as the
old man spoke he stroked her golden
hair with his withered haud, saying,
as if to himself, ** How like her mother
at her age : Gol rest her soul!” and
then the hand of the aged maun was
raised to make the holy sign of redemp-
tion.

“Yes, I will be very careful, uncle
dear, and now tell me at what hour do
you dine ?"

‘At aill hours, at any hour, my
darling ; good Mrs. Walton is so very
careful a nurse that she is bringing'me
delicacies all day long. What shall I
order for you, love? foul aud ham,
and a nice pasty? A hamper of veni-
son came up from Morville last night,
and they tell me it is in fine condition.
But why anxious about the dinner
hour, did you not say you could spend
the whole day as you pleased ?”

Florence flushed up a little at her
uncle’s question, and replied not with-
out a little hesitation :

““Yes, uncle dear, but I have a call
to make in Covent Garden, and I get
out so rarely alone. See now, I will
not be away more than from two to
three hours; your carriage can take
me back to the palace about nine at
night, and shall drive me now as far
as [ am going. Itis just noon, and if
I get back, as 1 will, between two and
three, we shall still have many hours
together.”

“Well, I suppose it must be as you
say ; but mind, Florence, take my
advice, be very prudent in all your
actions ;" here the Baronet gazed stead-
tastly at his niece, as if he doubted
her on that poiut, and then added :
‘“never forget that you are at the
Court of Mary, the daughter who has
not spared her own father in her rest-
less ambition. You she would crush
as a worm beneath her feet ; heads as
fair and young as thine, my love,
have fallen beneath the headsman's
axe, as you well know. Such an end
to you would bring those who love you
in sorrow to their graves.”

For a moment Florence faltered in
her purpose ; but only for that brief
period of time did the picture the old
man had so graphically drawn lead
her to waver. The next, her resolve
was taken ;: she was supported by the
heedlessness and daring spirit of
youth.

She was determined to visit Ashton’s
wife.

CHAPTER XIX.
rHE CONDEMNED CELI

““There is no one on the watch: so
far, well,” said Florence to herself, as
she stepped into her uncle’s carriage,
having ordered one of the footmen to
see that she was set down at a certain
spot in the Strand, at the same time
signifying that the carriage need not
wait.

““The place is wofully near to the
palace,” thought she, as she stepped
out of the carriage at the spot she had
named ; and at that moment observing
a couple of men pass with a sedan
chair, she without hesitation stepped
in and drew the curtains closely to,
having first given the direction of
Ashton’s house.

The street in which it was situated
was perfectly empty when she arrived
at her destination. A heavy winter
rain had begun to fall, and driven to
the shelter of their homes all who
were not compelled to be on foot.

The men who had carried the chair
she desired to wait, telling them she
would pay them liberally for their time
and trouble.

The old servant whom she had seen
on her former visits answered the door.
She was bathed in tears, her whole ap-
pearance betokening excessive grief,
whilst from the partially open door of
a small parlor came forth the sound of
sobs and lamentations.

“Is Mrs. Ashton within ?" said Flor-
ence, in a loud voice, remembering
that this woman was very deaf.

Her voice was recognized, the mis-
tress of the house herself appeared ;
her eyes were swollen with weeping,
her hair was disordered, her limbs
trembled with excessive agitation, At
her side, clinging to the skirt of her
dress, was a little girl, about the same
age as Lord Preston’s child, but alas,
the nobleman's life was spared to be-
tray his accomplices and show up the
windings of the plot, whilst the more
humble:minded and upright Ashton
was to be made the victim to strike
terror into the hearts of others.

““Dear Mrs. Ashton, what is the mat-
ter ?” said Florence, a chill striking to
her heart, though she was very far from
guessing at the worst, her fears only
pointing at present to betrayal and im-
prisonment.

** @h, madam, madam, my poor hus-
band,” was the only reply ; but the
little girl looked up in the face of
Florence and faltered out between her

| sobs :

* They are going to kill my poor
papa.”

“Good God, ah! no, Mrs. Ashton,”
said Florenee, *‘do not tellme this 2"

‘“ Madam," said Mrs., Ashton, en-
deavoring to speak through her sobs,
*‘ay poor husband was arrested before

he got out of the river.
request, [ apprised you by the only
means in my power of our danger.
He was tried on the 14th, and Oh ! my
God, on the morning of the '.’ch. husl
the queen decreed I amn to be widowed, |
and my children left without a father.

It was sometime before Ilorenco
could speak. To offer comfort at such
moments as these is worse than use-
less ; the blows coming, too, s0 sud-
denly on Florence had the effect of, for
a lil;\tﬂ, throwing her in a state of be
wilderment,

Suddenly she rose from her seat.

I must see my poor friend once
more, Mrs. Ashton,” said she. )

*\What, madam, what was 1t yvou |
said 7 Ah, no, my good young lady,
it is impossible for you to see him.
Ashton has been in the greatest dis-
tress for vou amidst his own sorrow,
since he found you were detained at
the Court of that wicked woman. ln-.
deed, indeed, you must not think of
such athing.” \ |

“ But indeed I shall, Mrs. Ashton,”
said Florence. ** A chair waits for me
at the door of your house ; I havelittle
time to lose, by three I must be back at
Kensington."

“ My dear young lady, if ill con-
sequences follow this visit, as is more
than likely, you must take them on
vourself. Will you promise that you
will tell my dear ill-fated husband that
I dissuaded you by all the means in my
ower 2"

* Certainly I will, and now where is
he ; every moment is of consequence to
me?"”

‘¢ Stay, madam, have a little regard
for your own safety. A thought occurs
to me ; you have the advantage of me in
height, nevertheless, you can wear one
of my black dresses. As I am in
mourning, it will be a nice disguise.
Let me go out in the blue dress you
wear and tell the men you waunt the
sedan chair for a friend : then put my
veil and cloak over the black dress,
such as I wear when I visit my poor
husband, lest there should beany evil-
disposed person near my house, for, 1
have no doubt the emissaries of the
queen watch it closely. When you
can return, you can slip on your own
dress, and I will see that a carriage be
in readiness by half-past two to take
you back to Kensington: and may God,
my dear young lady, preserve you
from danger.”

As Florence had purposely kept her
veil down since she left her uncle’s
house, the ruse succeeded with the men,
and she entered her chair unques-
tioned. Mrs. Ashton had desired them
to drive to the Old Bailey, and then
wait there till again wanted.

A death-like chill came over Florence
when she again took her seat in the
chair ; the shock itself had been so
sudden, the risk she was herself run-
ning of no light nature, and, un-
fortunately, she had motioned aside
the glass of wine Mrs. Ashton had
ed her to take, and now felt in
" a restorative. She felt mar-
vellously as if she was about to faint,
but by a violent effort rallied, so as to
be able to continue her journey.

At length she reached the prison,
and giving the men a handsome fee,
bidding them wait her return, she
obtained admittance. Never remov-
ing her veil, and avoiding too clc
a scrutiny, as well as obtaining a pass
by the most easy way, that of mouey,
she was the more readily mistaken for
Mrs. Ashton, and passed unquestioned,
a painful sense of terror and depies-
sion on her mind as, attended by the
warden, she hastened through the
long narrow stone passages, through
which the grey dusky light of the
winter day scarcely penetrated.

At length they stopped at a low-
arched door, similar in appearance to
many they had passed by, and un-
locking it, the man said :

““ Now, Mrs. Ashton, you must not
exceed half an hour ; you have already
been here once to-day ; I shall come
for you when the half hour is up.”

Her disguise, then, was complete ;
she had not been taken for other than
she whom she personated.

‘* Elizabeth, my wife, why here
again ?” said poor Ashton, himself
deceived ; ‘‘remember our poor chil-
dren, and leave me, love, to the re-
signation I have implored God to be-
stow.”

*“Oh, Ashton, Ashton, has it then

come to such a pass as this,” said
Florence, throwing aside the long
thick veil which had screened her
features. ‘‘ Alas, alas, I feared you
had not got to I'rance, but never

dreamed of such woe as this.”

‘“ Madam, is it possible you are
here? Oh, leave me, leave me ; one
such step as this known, and you are
undone. My poor Elizabeth, I see,
has lent you her clothes. Oh, my
Elizabeth, that was indeed wrong.”

*“No, Mr. Ashton, it was right.
Your wife found I was obstinate in my
wish to see you once again. I would
take no denial, Ashton. What will
they say when they hear you have
died in fheir cause ?

“They will say, young lady, that
the will of God was against us, and
they will try to be resigned. I shall
pray for my dear master and for my
beloved mistress with my latest breath.
But, dear young lady, this is no fit
place for you. I do beg you again to
return home as speedily as possible.”

Florence did not speak for a few
moments. She sat down upon his
miserable truckle bed, and burying her
face in her hands, her tears fell fast.

Ashton saw them trickle through her
fingers, he beheld her whole frame
shook by the violence of her emotions.
Again he essayed to arouse her ; her
grief unmanned him it was so violent,
it was pitiable to behold it.

—

\
By his own | who stands before you, command youy

feelings, and leave this terrible place,
It will soothe my last moments, the ye
membrance of the friendship of a lady
filling the position you occupy, and i
pleases me to believe that the day wil|
come when you will be able to tell the
king and queen that I was true 1o
thein to the last, and that by reason of
my truth [ am called on by the worl]
to suffer. Butitis ever thus, youny
lady ; yet in a few short hours all wij|
be over, this mortal coil will be vig
lently wrested away by the hands of
others, and, Oh ! glad thought, 1 sha)
have put on immortality.’

Ilorence ceased weeping, and fixed
an admiring gaze on this mariyr of
loyalty, as the uon-jurors justly con
sidered him.

His countenance was wan and hay
rard by the distress of mind he had
suffered : his dark hair hung iy
tangled locks over his open brow, his
voice was hollow and his eyes sunke:
by the tears he had shed, not for him
self, but for his helpless wife and chil-
dren, and the failure of the cause in
which he had been engaged.

But resignation, fortitude, magnan
imity, heroism there remained, and
the power of the undying mind sur
vived the wreck of the shattered mor-
tal frame.

“And now, young lady, I have
something to give you, and also some-
thing to ask, as you have honored my
dismal cell with a visit, to your own
imminentdanger. I have here a copy
of a paperI have drawn up to leave in
the hands of a friend. I beg you t
read it, and when at length you revisit
St. Germains give it to the King. As
to the request, 1 scarce know how to
make it ; it is a bold one to ask of so
voung a lady.

** Name it, my good Ashton ; if any
thing within my power 1 will gladly
comply with it.” ’

*Yoa are a rich heiress, madam ;
dare [ ask you if you will pay tor the

education of my little daughter,
Maud ?”
‘Right gladly, my dear friend

Moreover, 1 pledge myself to her brave
and suffering father to look to Maud's
well-being when the years of childhood
shall have passed : Maud shall be with
me, shall live with me. My friend, have
no care for her. The boy, too, shall
not be left unprotected, and — yi
wife, that Elizabeth you love, hav
you any request to make on her be
half ?”

*“I commend her fearlessly, Madam,
to that God who chasteneth whom He
loveth. Elizabeth will bend for a time
beneath the stroke, but the same all
healing time will bring the consola
tion."”

““When I return to St. Germains,
vour Elizabeth shall go with me
Have you aught more of earthly care
upon your mind 7"

No wish remains ungratified,
dearest Madam : no care save the fear
that evil will betall yourself.”

**God will protect me. Hark, the
half hour has expired, and the warden
comes. Farewell, gallant John Ash-
ton, a long farewell, and may the God
of all peace support you."

The key turned in the lock, and
Florence did not dare look on Ashton
again. She heard him sob aloud as she
left the cell, and with the tears falling
thick and fast under her veil, she re-
traced her steps, passing out from the
gloomy prison back to the clatter and
din without its dismal gates.

For some time after she had re-
gained ber chair her tears continued
falling : then, remembering the paper
Ashton had given her, she opened it
and read as tollows :

Being suddenly called to yield up my ac-
counts to the Searcher of all hearts, I think
it a duty incumbent on me to impart some
thm;:u: which . neither the iniquity nor inter-
ests of these times will, T conclude, willingly
bear the publication of, and, therefore, not fit
to be inserted in the sherift’s paper.

Some jime after the Prince of Orange
arrived lnere_. when it was expected that, ac-
cording to his own declaration, an1 the king's
leltm‘l to the Convention, an exact search and
enquiry was to have been made into the birtl
of the Prince of Wales, there was & scheme
of the whole matter drawn up, and of the
proofs that were then and are still ready t
be produced, to prove His Royal Highness'
legitimacy ; but no public examination being
ever had, and the violence of the times, as
well as the interest ot the present Govern-
ment, not permitting any private person to
Em\'e in it, these papers have ever since lain

.

But it being now thought advisable by
some to hnye them printed, and as they were
:l‘l first designed, :\ghlrnsred to the Lords and
Commons, entreating them to enquire into
the'»\m;zhw affair, 5mli to call forward, ex-
amine and protect, for who else dares to ap-
pear, the many witnesses to the several par-
ticulars therein affixed to be legally proved,

,was ordered to carry these papers to the
king, my master, for his inspection, that his
leave and approbation might go along with
the desire ot his good subjects here, and they
Ib(}mg taken with me, with some other papers
Of accounts in a spmll trank amongst my
linen and other private things of my own,
and not in the packet, by this means fell into
thglmuds ofour present governors,

They waved the producing of them as evi-
dence at my trial, yot have I just reason to

Imhe\:e my greatest crimes were contained
therein.

Having read this document, Florence
concealed it in her bosom, wisely re-
solving to consign it to the care of Mrs.
Ashton whilst she continued a resident
at the court.

On her arrival at the house she speed-
ily changed her dress, and told her
that, sad as the interview had been,
she felt gratified that she had seen her
husband, also that she was to take
what steps she pleased with regard to
her children, for the expenses of whose
education she would make herselt
chargeable, and requested her when
she had any communication to make,
to convey it to her through the means
of her uncle,

Amidst many tears and the warmest
expression of thanks, Florence then
left the house in a coach which Mrs.
Ashton had provided for her use. It
was just 3 o'clock when she re entered

‘‘ Madam, dear young lady,” he
said, in a whisper, ‘‘for God's sake,
for the sake of the uufortunate man

her uncle'’s chamber.
She was pale, tearful, Aispirited ;
how could it be otherwise 2
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