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CHAPTER XXXL—(Continued.)

Suddenly pausing the ueen roso, sayiag:
«Shall'she not sec him to-night, he will sleep
.1 sounder for it, depend on it,”
«No, not till the morning,” replied the
king, “he has been at Versailles all d.ay, and
s probably not returned.  Let the ckild have
rfreshment and a night's rest, and see St. John
o the morrow.’”’
With her own hands Mary Beatrice, who
iad followed Florence with sn attendant into
fie old room she had occupied years since, then
biped to divest her of her travelling garb,
whing in a pathetic tone when she had again
sated herself, what she thought of the king's
agpearance,
« His Majosty,” said Florence, * looks much
dder, but then, madam, four years have passed,
thiso jears have made an alteration in all of
1" She might have added, “ the king looks
il careworn, and depressed.”’
The queen never left the side of her fuvarite
fht evening, Morcover, she was hurried to
the royal nursery, to sec the infant princess
whom James had styled at her birth La Con-
slitrice (beeause, he said, «“she was to con-
¢le him for the cvil conduct of his elder
hughters”), and also the bright and bloowming
};gncc of Wales, now a lovely boy of six years
g,
It was followed, us 2 mutter of course, that
Horenee spent tho entire evening in the closet
the king, Not only was James and his con-
b rejoiced to sce their protegee, again, but
the hed came from the Court of William and
Nary, in which she had spent the four years of
bir tbsenee, And though James never knew
b the day of his dcath, the extent of the
treachery of his danghter Anne, his cyes were
opened to much of family cabal to which she
W become a prey, during her residence at
Kensington,
Notwithstanding their disgost they were
both amused by the ludicrous account Flor-
ice gave them of the boorish conduet of Wil-
liam to herself, at her last interview, as also ab
the message that most polite king sent to her
the duy beforo she left the palace.  Indeed, o
fond was William of Orange of appropriating to
bimself the monics of other persons, that there
ms but little doubt his dislike to Florenee
¥ increased by the fact that, after all, hehad
tolet her and her money slip through his fin-
g5, Doubtless, had “she remained at the
turt long enough for the sore occasioned by
- the queen’s death to have healed up, he would
20t have stood upon any great punctilio as to
Whether he fulfilied her request or not,
hree years later the pages of history make
U, 10 s that the queen Mary Beatrice suf-
ered fearfully from this dishonest prepensity
of the king to appropriate to himself the money
Fothers, Parlinment had agreed to pay a
Kision of £50,000 per annum to that unfor-
Wite queen, of which she never received a
iiag. William deceived the nation, and
] w;mde(l the queen ; he put the money in his
obmip(:fket‘ That pension might 1_1n_ve been
W Bed at a later date when William and
At hod both passed away. The money

might have been reembursed, but the royal ' him with passionate earnestness James spoke to ' tion, and forgive all the world

exiles would not, and rightly, stoop to ask for | him in these words:

it a3 subjects.

When Florence first awoke on the following :

morning, she had some difficulty in compre-
hending that really she was back again at St.
Germains. She had to glunce round the old,
well-remembered room, and rouse herself

{
I

was not some pleasant dream, the illusion of

which was about to be dispelled.

«“] am now leaving the world which has'
ibeen to me a sea of storms and tempests, it
 being the will of Almighty God to weun me

from it by many and great aflictions. Serve

i im with all your strength aud never pus the
0 thor- | crown of England
oughly before she could sattsfy herself, that it | eternal salvation,

in competition with your
There is no slavery like sin,
vo liberty like His service. If He in Iis pro-

I beg you | vidence shall see fit to place you on the throne

a]so to beﬂr iﬂ mi'nd thﬂ.b thcrc was o pEX'SOH to ! OF }-Our ro)rul ancestorS, go‘-e]-n your ])QOP]L‘
whom she wus, In @ manner, already united, , with justice and clemency. Remember, kings

and whom she was, of course, very anxious t0 | are uot made for themselves but for the zood !

Beo once again, whom during the years of their | of their people. Set before their eyes in your
separation she had never forgotten; every mo-: own actions a pattern of all manner of virtues,

ment scemed srebled in duration till she beheld
him again; no formul meeting was theirs to be
either. The king and queen wore to have no-
thing whatever to do with it. She could not
slecp again for very joy though it was yet
early; the morning was bright and clear, there
was the valley once more, how different the
prospect to that of four weary wours, She
arose, und dressed herself, threw on o heavy
furred wnantle, and went out to ramble on the
terrace, enjoying with the keen relish of one
who had long cndured a sort of hoaorable enp-
tivity, the cool bracing zir, the lovely prospect,
notwithstanding it was winter, and above all
the blessed consciousuess that sho was with
those whom she loved, and by whom she was
beloved.

She puused after & while, leaned against the
palisades, and . sense of guict happiness, to
which she had long been a stranger, tock pos-
session of her heart.

Absorbed in her nwn pleasant joyous thonghts,
she heard nothing, suw nothing, regarded not
the lupse of time, knew not that the fond vyes
of Queen Mary Beatrice, nttended by unother
to whomw she wus dearer fur than life itself,

the chateau, and was still looking far away into
the future, weaving bright dreams of wedded
happiness, picturing to herself’ how a certaim
chatean, zt present vacant, in the valley, mizht
be redecorated, and of all the good she with
her wealth might be able to do for the poor
emigrants, when the words,

“ Florenee, my betrothed,”” fell on her car in
the tanes of a well-remembered voiee, like
stream of musie, the melody of which hasnever
been forgotten.

The surprise was too sadden, she wounld
have fallen but for a strong arm outstretehed
to support her, and then when she recovered,
and he grew eloquent in praise of her con-
stancy aud truth, and forgetful of all the world
beside, they talked over the days thut had gene
by, and eonjured up fuir visions of the future,
of home ties and joys which Death alone should
break.

In the midst of Ler new found happiness
Flovenee liud nat forgotten Girace, the triend
to whom she owed so very nuch, in whose
charaeter flourished, by the grace of Yepent-
ance, thnse sume virtues inherent in the quecn,

The packet containing the story of her life,
Florence had a year since forwarded to the
queen, had of itselt been sufficient to introduce
her to her natice.

Not very long, you may be =uve, were the
nuptials of Florence and Sir Reginald delayed,
In the Chapel Royal of St, Germains that
ceremony which completed their butrothal was
soon celcbrated, being fixed to take plice im-
mediately after the Master festivitics.

In the middle of the week following Low
Sunday, there was a great gathering at the
Clupel of 8t. Germains. The foud hands of
Grace, who looked on Tlorence as her own
child, had dressed the bride’s hair. had twined
amongst the zalden tresses the delicate orange
blossom, and arranged the veil, and had decked
ler in as costly a robe as that which Mary of
England had presented her with two years
since ; it was the gift of Louis of France.

Eight young ladies, chosen from the most |

distinguished Jacobite families resident at St.
Germains, acted as bridesmaids, and  King
James gave the bride away.  The French King
was also present with Madame de Maintenon
and many of the nobles of his court. Without
doubt, those who gathered within the Chapel
Royal were right in saying there could not be
found in the whole realm of Frunce, a lovelier
or more virtuous bride, or a braver knight than
Florence O'Neill and Sir Reginald St. Johu.
3 2 i g 3
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SEVEN YEARS AVTER,

¢ Remember, O Lord, what is come upon
us, consider and behold our reproach.” This
verse of the Lamentations was sung in the choir
of the Chapel Royal at St. Germains, seven years
after the marriage of Florence O’ Neill.

The words I have quoted touched a chord
in tho heart of King James, he sank hack iv
the arms of the queen in a swoon. )

Many months of weakness and infirmity had
brought him to the brink of the grave, the
hour so dreaded by Mary Beatrice had at
length arrived.

The children of his old age now stand around
his bed, before the king receives the rites of
the Church; he wishes to counsel and bid them

farewell. . )
The prince first drew nigh, and embracing

consider them as your own children. You ure
the child of vows and prayers, behave yourself
accordingly. Ionmor your mother that your

days may be long; aod be always a kind bro- |

ther ¢ your dear sister that you may reap the
blessings of concord and unity.” The prince
gave way to a passionate burst of grief.  The
littie Princess Liouisa was then broughbt, bathed
in teurs, to her dying father's bedside. She
was one of the loveliest of children, and youny
as she was the iotelligent child understood the
sorrow that impended over her.

“ Adicu, my dear ¢hild,” said the king after
he had embraced and blessed her, - adicu.
#Serve your Creator in the duysof your youth,
consider virtue as the brightest ornument of
your sex,  Tollow closely in the steps of that
ureat pattern of’ virtue, your mother, who hus
been, 1o less thau myselt averburdenad with
calumny, but Time, the mother of Tmth, will,
[ hope, at Jast, mako her virtues ag bright as
the wun,”

Then the dying king exhorted his servints

to tead holy and Chirdstinn lives, and atter he
had reeeived the last Saeraments, he told the

. . . . .
. . : -i Cuve that he wished to be buried privately in
were looking down upon her from a window of'; Cue t he wished to be buried p g

hix puvish church, with no other inseription
than these words, “ Here lies James, King of
(ireat Britain,”

He died in perfeet charity with all the
warld. und especially numed his son-in-law, the
Privee of Ovange, and the DPrincess Anne of
Denmark, his daughter,

Ali this while, the poor queen had sunk
Jown on the ground by his bedside.  The king
said all he could to comfart her, pointing out. it
was the will of God in this as in #ll other
trials,

The following day Louis ol Frauee arrived,
alivhting at the iron gates lest the neize of the
coach driving into the ecourt should disturp the
king.  James reeelved him as composedly as if
nothing were the matter. The sizht of the
sjueen’s gricl was the only thing that disturbed
the ealmness with whieh he was passing throush
the durk valley of the shudow ot death; bude
those who were near him {ead her to Ler cham-
her, and then requested that the pravers for o
soul depurting should be read,  The queen,
worn out by grief and watching, went softly
round by the back stairs, aud knelt in eloset,
behind the aleove of the bed, where she could
hear every word snd sigh uttered by the dear
object ot a love whieh for twenty-=even yours
had been the absorbing prineiple of her exist-
ence,
lethurey, giving, for several duys little con-
seinusness of life, exeept when prayers were
read to him, when, by the expression of his
eountenance and mosion of his lips, it was plain
that he prayed alxo,

The sands of lite were ebbing fast when King
Louis next entered the chamber of the dying
Jumes ; tor when the fonmer enjuired after his
health Tie neither saw nor heard him, :and on
being roused from his dreary stupor, and  told
the King of France was there, he opened his
eyes with a painful effort, saying,  Where is
hc :)H )

« Kire, I mn here,” said Louls; T am come

| to sce how you do.”

“T am going,”’ said Juwmes, “to pay that
debt which must be paid by kings as well as
their meanest subjects. I give your Majesty
my dying thanks for all your kindness to me
and my afficted family, and do not doubt of its
continutinee, having always found you good and
aenerous,”  He ther expressed his thanks for
the king’s kindness during his sickness,

«That is, indeed, 2 smail matter suid Louis;
“hut T have something to aequaint you with
of more importance.”

As the king spoke thus the attendants be-
gan to rctire,

«Let nobody withdraw,” said Louis, ¢1I
am come, sire, to tell you that whenever it
shall please God to eall you out of this, T will
take your family under my protection, and will
recognize your son, ihe Prince of Wales, as the
heir of your three realms,”

As the king spoke these words all present
threw themselves at his feet. e was the sele
hope of the sorrowful court at St. Germains.

Louis mingled his tears with those which
were shed by all areund him.

James fecbly strove to raise his arms to em-
brace his royal friend, and strove to speak, but
nothing could be heard beyond these words :

1 thank God I die with 4 perfect resigna-

The king at last sank into a sort of

, particularly the

'emperor and the Prince of Orange.”

“T beg as 2 last favor,” said James, © that

-no faneral pomp may be used at my obsequies.”
¢ That is the ouly favor I cannot graut,” re-

-plied Louis,

“T cntreat you, sire,” said the dying king,

“ rather to employ any moncy you may feel
~disposed to expend for that purpose for the
- relief of my destitute followers. I recommend
them to your compassionate eare, and T beg
! you, sire, no longer to remain in this meluncho-
‘ly place,”
The queen had sent for the prince. She
tbrought him herself through the little bed-
; chamber into that of hix dying father, that he
'might return thanks to his protector. The
| young privce knele down and expressed his gra-
ttitude for his majesty.

Louis raised and embraced him, promising
to =upply his futher’s place.

Never, says his son, the Duke of Berwick,
i was there scen miore tranquility, paticnee, and
even joy, thun in the feelings with whieh he
contemplited the approaeh of death,

#With wueh firmopess he then took his
lenve of the queen, bidding her restrain her
tears.  “ Reflees,” he said, « T am going to be
happy, and forever.” Then he bade her write,
when he should be no more, to the Princess
Anne, to assure her of his forgiveness, aud to
charge her, on his blessing, to atone to her
brother for the injury she had done hiw.

The end was nigh, his hands began to shuke
with a convulsive motion, the pangs ot death
came visibly upon hin,

* T beg youwr Mujesty to withdraw,” said the
Bishop of Autun to the queen; 1 am about
to pray for a soul in it agony.
vour anguish will disturb the sevenity God has
shod upon the heart of the king.”

She eonsented to tear herself away, but when
she kissed his Tands for the last time, her sobs
roused the king fram the lethargy into which
nature had sunk,

“Why is this 2" wid he tenderly. © Are
you not flesh of wy flesh and hone of my bone ?
Are you not part of myselt'?  Now is 1t, then,
that ene part of me should feel so differently
to the other; T in joy, and you in despair?
My Liope is in the hope I feel that God in Iis
merey will forgive me iny sins and reccive me
into His beatitude, and you are affected for it.
T have long sighed for this happy moment, and
you know it. Well, cease then to lument for
me; I will pray for you.  Forewell™

It was yeb twenry four hoars ere the king
died.  The queen was forbidden weain to cuter
the chamber, thouzh he asked for her euch
time he awoke; and, informed of this, she im-
plored so pussionately onee wznin to see him,
prowising not to sy anything to apitate him,
that they allowed her to approach the bed.,

She struggled to assume o feiened compo-
sure, but theugh the film of death was on the
peyes of the king, and his ear becoming deard to
outward sounds, e perecived the griel’ of her
soul.

“ Do you snffer ?” she enguived.

“ Yos, heeruse you suffer” he voplied,  « T
should be well eontent if you were less afilieted,
or could tuke some share in my happiness.”

“Bew of God,”" she said, o vive me the
wrace of' love and perfect resizuation to Iis
will.”

They compelled her to withdraw; not even
her best loved friend might appreach, She
passed the awful interval in (asting, watching,
and pruyer.

At last the tried and purified spivit of the
king had passed away, but none durst venture
to break the truth to the queen except her
eonfussor, and even he shrunk from telling her
so in Jireet words, but rvequested her to join
with him in prayer for the king, e began
with the words:

“ Subvenite sancti Det.”

“{), my (od, is it then over,” she exelaim-
¢d, throwing herself on the ground in an agony
of grief, for sho knew that these words com-
mence the office for « soul departed.

«T exhort you, madam,” said Father Keega,
“to resign yourself to the will of God, and in
token that you do so, say Ilint voluntas tua,”

“ TFiat,” suid the unhappy rueen, in obedi-
ence to her spiritual director. The blow was
very Tiard to bear, for sho had till the last mo-
ment clung to the hope that the king would
recover,

A smile was on the dead face of the king;
the bitterness of death hud long been passed,
He had rerquested that s chamber door should
be left open, that all who wished wight freely
cnter; and a flock of IFrench und Eoglish, of
all ranks and stations, erowded forward,

In compliance with the ceremoniul their res-
pective positions exacted, the royal widow went
to offer her homage to her boy. ¢Sir,’ she
said, *I acknowledge you for my king, but I
hope you will not forget you are my son.”
Then, overpowered by grief, she was carried in
n chair from the apartment, and from thence to
a carriage, which was to convey her to the
Convent of €haellot, in the retirement of which
place she designed to pass the first days of her
widowhood. One .hour after her husband’s

* Lifc of James from the Btuart Papers,
t Life of James II., from Stuart Papers.

¢ Duke of Berwick's Memoirs.
* Memoirs of the Duke of Berwick.
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death nttended by four ladics only, the queen
left St. Germains for Chaellot.

The Church of the convent was hung with
black, :ind a8 soon us she neared the c?)m'om
the bells tolled, and the abbess and the com-
muuity reeeived her at the convent rate.  In
silence Mary Buatrico entered the convent, her
hood drawn over her fiee, fallowed by’ her
ladies, =nd overwhelmed with grief,  The
nuns _'.::nt!wred round her, no one spoke, but the
abbess Kissed the hew of her robe.  Some of
the sisters embraced her knees, mmd others
kissed her hand, but no one uttered a single
word; their tears expressed their afilietion,

Without a sight or a tear, the queen walked
into the choir, and continued in this stupefuc-
tion of eriet’till one of the sisters approached
and, kissing her hand. said, in a tone of admo.
uition, in the words ol the royal Psalmist:

“ My soul, will you uot be subject to God 2

“ Fiat voluntas tna” veplied the queen, in a
voice hroken by righs.  Then advancing
towards the choir, she said -

* ITlp me, my sisters, to thank my God for
His mereies to that blessed spirit who is, I
believe, rejuieing in His heatitude,  Yes, 1 fecl
cevtain of it, in dhe depeh of my griel)”  She
then knelt before the altar, and remnined a loner
while in prayer. °

The poor queen had taken no foml sinee the
previous night, and the ahbess, apprehending
she woulll faint, begged Der to he earried in a
chair, but she chose to walk, soying

« My blessed Savioar wi not carried up the
painful ascent to Mount Culvary, it walked to
the cowsummation of Mis adorable saorifice
bearing the burden of His cross for our ains,
and shall T not iimitate s holy exnnplo P ’

The abbess aud two or three of the nune
followedd her to her chamber, and begged her to
suffer heiself to be undressed and o to bed;
‘but she insisted on listening to wore prayers.
She could weep no more; the fountain of her
tears wus dried up, and itssolaee denjed her.

She sivhed often, writes the nun of Chacllot
who preservad the record of this visit of Mary
Beatrice, and was seized with fits of dying
fatintness, but listened with wreat devotion to
the abbess, who knelt at her feet, s read to her
uppropriate pasdges from the Holy Seriptures
for har consolution.  Then she bogged the
cmx}munity to pray for the soul of hier Ifu.ﬁbund,
raying :

A soul ought to be very pure that has te
appear iu the prescice of God, and we, ulay,
sometinpes faney thut persons are in heaven,
when they are ruflering the painsof purgatory,”
At thix thought the sealed up fountain of her
ariol way opener, and she shed flouds of tenrs,
Much she wept and much she prayed, but was
at last prevailed on to take o titde nourshment
and zo to bed, while the nuns returned to the
choir and sunz the Vespers for the Dead.
Then the Prayers for the Dead were repented
in hier ehamber, in which she joined, repeating
the verses of vvery psadm, for she knew them
all by heart; and egeed  that w prayer for the
conversion of Faicland wight he added, obsery-
ing thut for the kast twelve years she had heen
at St. Germains =he had never omitted that
petition in her devotions,

At seven the queen sent for her almoner, and
after she and her ladies bad joined in their
usual prayers, she begued the writer of this
record to remain with her, for she saw that ber
Indies in waiting and her fewme de chanbre
were worn ont with futigne aud watching, and
made them go to hed, '

The nun’s reeord goes on to say that, with-
out pomp or noise, {or fear of agitating the
royal widow, the king’s hieart was hiought to
the convent.  When the king's will was opened
it was found that he had directed his body to
be buried in Westminster Abbey, It was to-
await the revtoration in the Chureh of the
Benedietines b 1’uris, whither it was conveyed
the Saturday after his death in a hearse, fol-
lowed by two coaches, in which were the
officers of the king’s Louschold, his chaplains,
ind the prior of' 8t. Germuins; and the king's.
obsequies being duly performuld in the convent
church, the budy was left under the hearse,
covered with u pajl, in onc of the chapels,
Onc after another the hopes of his race faded.
away, and still the hones of J:aues II. awaited
burial,

On the third the yucen put on the habit of
a widow, and while they were thus arraying,
writes the nun of Chaellot, lier Maujesty obsery-
od that for the tcst of her life she should never
wear anything Lut black; she had long since
renounced all vunitics, and worn nothing but
what was absolutcly necessary; ¢“and God
knows,” she added, I did not put on decora-
tions except when obliged to do so, or in early
youth.”

When her meluncholy toilet was ended the
ladies were permitted to enter to offer their-
homage, but unot a word was spoken! sho sat
still and motionless, her eyes fixed on vacancy..
I had the boldnoss to place the Crucifix where
her regards were absently directly, and soon
her attention was centred on that model of”
patience., After a quarter of an hour I told
ber the carrisge had come. She rose, and
seid, “T have a visit to make-before I go;'"
and bursting- into a passion of tears, she said,.
“ 1 will go and pay my duty to it. I feel it is.



