S SR

oo -~

o cumaeaos

THE CATHOLIC RECORD.

JUNE 9, 1894,

ST. VITUS’S DANCE,

fpasms, Convulsions, Dizziness, Fainting
Bpells, Nervous Prostration and those nerv-
ons conditions brought on by functional dis-
orders are perim 'lllvv wred by Dr. Pierce's
Favorite Preseription, It's a strengthening
nervine and restorative tonic, prescribed by
an eminent Physician for all those distress-
ing  weaknesses ' and irregulartics common
1o women

Mrs. ApaM Denk,
Albany, Berlis Co., Py
writeg: “Di. R V.
Dear Nir—
Misg Cor-
had St,

y sister,
della Merkel,
Vitug's Dance.  Her
head and  right arm
moved  or  twitched
v 8hie could
vithout be-
under her
She tried four
but without
good, After fifteen
monthe, having been
given up as a hopeless
invalid, T bought her
Yieree's Favorite
stion; in two
mn'ﬂlm she was we H uml BLEONZ.

pmac qure CURE,

tees a
E
A sanes 23 0601020,
inch, schooL & orwen Adkaali,
Q. 1GENUINE

Arms,
doctors,

ELL-METAL

oY, 8
CHIMES, Eve CATALOGUEIPRICES FREE.
THE LARGEST ESTABLIZHVENT mnuncwnmé

GH BELLS £AE

o
'uﬂllA‘l’ HY.V L F(ll \DR\ lIAl.'IIORZ. MD

A A
Wat ..h You i

COMPAMY

FALLS, onT,

ASOCOCK

HlS Dyspepsna Gured

ou to say |
that for some time
I had been suffering |
from acute indiges-
tion or dyspepsia,
and of course felt
very great incon-
venience from same
in my general busi-
ness. I thereupon
decided to try Bur-
dock Blood Bitters,
and after taking
two bottles T found
I was quite another
man, for

B. B. B. CURED ME.

T have aleo used it for my wife and
family, and have found it the best tl»im'
they can tak d from past ex)
we every pleasure in stron
3. B. B. toall my ds

[ write you because [ think that it
should be generally known what B.B.1.
can accomplish in cases of indigestion.

GEORGE READ,

MR, GEO. READ,

Y'Il nee
aly recom

Sherbrooke, Que.

Pietorial Lives

Tho Catholic R'«*ori for One Tear
For $8.00.

The Pictor
Redeet
boolk is e
l|‘l|v|
Live

of the Saints conta

inl Lives

nnul..\!‘.

by apecial ,
o
\
e
L A%
lniilvl e Leo X 1L, who Hs spocia
blessing to the publishers; and spproved b

forty Imn».,.p Ilul Bisho
The abhove v L toany of ow
uxlvwn Ve them eredit
fora year's s I'm CATHOLIC

Ri colb, on

' yillars, We
will in all eases prepay earriage,

(m-n -& §

.‘4 (‘“

M [ “;I')
bR

: .'-«; {,',;g' I""/\~ / "r( I
i3 {

,9 / ' W, Lu _F\"

A ? At d e

REID’S HARDWARE
TABLE and POCKET CUTLERY,
CARPET SWE PERS,

WRINGERS,
BRASS FIRE IR(
%~ Good stock of General H.uxl\\mt.

118 DUNDAS STREET, North |Side,

B()\\‘ IF YOU ARE INTELLIGENT
1) and enereetic enough to sell goods,
ind honest enough to make rrm-npl returns, ad-
dress J J. HAZELTON, Guelph, Ont., and send
15 cents for a sample of the

novelty in Canada. Big Profits,

fastest selling

tected,

following day, such

; Florence found it
| matters which it
| be known at the English court.
|
!ber for the night,
|mind for a long

[tendant on poor Ashton’s execution on
| the next
|
|
\dxull'

of the Saints|

| FLORENCE O'NEILL,

The Rose of 8t. Germains;
oR,

THE SIEGE OF LIMERICK.

3y AGNES M. STEWART,

Author of “ Life in the Cloister,” " Grace
O'Halloran,” ete,

CHAPTER XX.

THE QUEEN'S ESCAPE,
Through poss
mind and courage in no small degree
| at the same time, I do not want it to be
inferred that the heiress of the O'Neills
was what the world terms a strong-
minded woman. For instance, she
could not resist the wish of seeing poor
Ashkton once more, though at the same
| time she incurred the chance of putting
ihf'r own head in the halter by so doing.
|She was mnaturally timid, and, like
many of her sex nowadays, with not
much of the cardinal virtue of prud-
ence ;: and when she had committed an

imprudent action, a corresponding
fear followed, as a matter of course.

Disguised as Mrs. Ashton, she had ob
tained access to the dreary prison, had
| bade him a last farewell, had passed the
|warden of the gaol without, apparent
ly, attracting observation ; had re-
turned to Mrs. Ashton’s in the chair
which had carried her to the prison,
and in the privacy of her hapless
hostess” house had changed her dress,
and then returned to her uncle, and
from his mansion to the palace, without
let or hindrance from any person what-
soever.
} Yet a strange, indefinable fear that
her footsteps had been dogged, and her
visit to the prison consequently de-
filled her mind. There wasa
| constraint about the queen, ton, on the
she had not
previously observed.  Perhaps the
lidea was horn out of her own fear, but
her impression was that she was exert-
m z herself to refrain from some severe
exercise of power or manifestation of
anger,

Nevertheless the queen, whom indis-
pm tion confined to her room, dismissed
d“ her ladies but I'lorence, and on this

fevening was more particular than ever
lin her enquires about the court at St
|Germa ins, asking questions which
very difficult to an-
| swer truthfully, and fail to discover
was not well should

as

After she had retired to her cham-
she revolved in her
time the horrors at-

morning, and the grief of his
wife, and at the same time an intense
feelin of disgust and aversion
, if possible, than she had yet

| felt took possession of her soul for Wil-
lll am and Mary.

| Casting herself on her knees, she
prayed long and earnestly that the
{merciful God would support Ashton in
moments, and open some
javernue by which she might be restored
to her friends, also for him still so dear
| to her, to whom she was betrothed, for
| the court at St. Germains, and that God

jast

| would touch the heart of queen Mary.
Then feeling more ealm and collected,
[she prepared herself for rest. But the
{excitement of the previous week, and
the harrowing scene at the prison still
[so vividiy in her recollection, did not

peaceful night.

. ih\ any means pave the way for a quiet,

Ashton was still present in her sleep-
ing hoars, the scena of his trial en-
acted over again : Ashton as she had
last 'seen him, subdued and sorrowful,
and full of a holy resignation. Anon
[ the scene changed, buat it was still Ash
{ton. This time he is going to pay the
| last penalty of the law. The terrible
I;]h bet is before her eves, the gallows
is erected, she hears the noise of the
hainmers as the workmen adjust the
dreadful apparatus, and she started
up in her bed, the horror of her dream
awaking her. Her face was bathed
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sing some strength of

in a cold perspiration, and she glanced
half in fear around her spacious cham-
ber, almost trembling lest the should
be confronted by some spectral vision
of Ashton’s pale, thin face, which had
haunted her ever since she had seen
him in prison.

But, no; the silvery moon-beams
light up the room, and though there is
nothing extraordinary to be seen, still
another sense, that of hearing, is now
painfully on the alert, for she hears a
noise from which was doubtless born
that which had haunted her troubdled
i 2

She sat up in her bed, and bent for
wards in the attitude of one who listens
intently ; and, at the same moment, a
small Blenhelm spaniel, which always
slept on her hearth rug, leaped on the
bed, howling piteously.

“* Ah, gracious heaven,” she said to
werself, “* 1 am right ; that noise is the
crackling of wood, and the sagacious
little animal warns me of danger.”

The next moment, Florence had
leaped from her bed, the air was
already hot, the oaken flooring on
which she stood felt warm, and had,
doubtless, alarmed the instinet of the
dog.

She hastily threw on a dressing-
gown, put her feet in her slippers,
snatched some valuable trinkets which
lay on the table, and rushed from her
room, closely followed by her dog.

Her chamber was on the same side
of the palace as the queen’s apart-
ments : she had no thought but to save
herlife. A thrilling shriek burst from
her lips, for she was aware now she
was in the gallery, that the next suite
of apartments was in flames, and with
the speed of an affrighted fawn, she
fled to the queen’s room, giving the
alarm as she hurried onwards

Mary was buried in a heavy sleep as
lorence entered her room. This was
no time for idle ceremony, the devour-
ing element was within a few paces of
the queen’s chamber.

““ Awake, madam, awake,”

shrieked

the affrighted girl. ‘¢ Here, lean on
me,"” she added, dragging the queen,
still  half asleep, from her bed,

‘ Hasten for your life,
be in time,
way I came.”

The queen, still scarcely conscious,
was thus half through the gallery, be-
fore a knot of ladies and servants had
found their way to her chamber, and
the fire had made such progress that it
was with difficulty they escaped with
their lives.

In her night dress only, the queen
was hurried into St. James' Park, still
leaning heavily on the arm of her
voung maid of honor, the whole Park
lighted up by the bright red glare
from the burning palace.

Accompanied by the ladies attached
to her person, the distressed queen
made her way hastily along in the
direction of St. James' Palace in this
pitiable condition. But she
doomed to suffer still more mortific
on this memorable night.

An immense throng of persons had,
by this time, assembled, and a cry of
**The queen, the queen,” was raised,
as Mary crossed the Park way
to the Palace of St. James.

Amongst  these persons were
gentlemen, Sir John Fenwick and
Colonel Oglethorpe : they were both
warmly attached to the interests of her
father.

The bright red glow from the burn-
ing palace revealed to them the pale
features of Her Majesty, who was
speechless with fear, and the sudden-
ness with which she had been dragged
from her bed. Tor naturally a very
heavy she had not been
aroused by the shrieks of Florence, or
the speedy alarm that had followed
them. Indeed, she was, so to speak,
but half asleep when hurried out of
her chamber.

Sir John and the Colonel followed
her through the Park, on her way to
the Palace ; it was too good an oppor-
tunity for these steady adherents of
her father to let slip by without telling
the queen the truth. Accordingly
they reviled her with many hard
words, they bade her remember that
her filial sins would come home to her,
sooner or later ‘‘and notoriously in-

we may not yet
for we must go back the

was

ation

on her

two

sleeper,

sulted her,” says another manusecript
authority.
Doubtless, her savagely unfeeling

conduct when she took possession of
this very palace, the principal portion
of which was consumed on that night,
was still fresh in their minds, together
with her shameful refusal to let her
father have his personal wardrobe, or
torestoreto her unfortunate step-mother
the cabinet of silver filigree which she
had asked for.

The long gallery was burnt, together
with most of the royal apartments,
with those of the Kking's officers and
servants, and many invaluable por-
traits and treasures.

At length, overcome with terror,
shame and vexation, the queen reached
the palace, and rooms were immedi-
ately prepared for her and her ladies,
but to think of sleep again, during
that terrible night, was out of the ques-
tion.

The reproaches levelled at her in the
Park, in the presence of others, were
the more painful on account of their
truthfulness. She was much dismayed,

too, by the loss occasioned by this disas
trous fire, as well as really ill from
fright and exposure to the night air.

On the following day she kept her
room. The next morning she sent for
Ilorence. *‘ I have very much to say
to you, Florence,"” said the queen in a
cold frigid tone of voice. ** I will com-
mence b\- observing that you are too
young, meothinks, to take so much upon
vourself, as you have done : there are
many now in the Tower, and there are
some who have been condemned to
death, for far less than you have been
guilty of. Nay, do not start and turn

Ssls

pale, child, but hear me out. It has
come to my knowledge that you have
presumed to mix yourself up with the
conspiracy, for which Mr. Ashton has,
this morning, suffered the extreme
penalty of the law. Nay, even whilst
you have been about our person, and
enjoying our patronage, you took the
opportunity of a visit to your aged
uncle, to disguise yourseif, and seek
Ashton in his prison but two days be-
fore his execution. 1 would ask if you
have come here to help, by your puny
efforts, those malcontents whom I am
resolved to crush by the strong arm of
the law : if so, why should I not do by
vou as I do by others.”

The tone of contempt, assumed by
the queen, stung Florence to the quick;
but she was wholly in the queen’s
power, and she replied :

** Gracious madam, I knew the un-
fortunate Ashton well. I crave your
forgiveness for my stolen visit to him,
but though I was aware I incurred
< of your displeasure, 1 could
st the desire I felt, once again,
to visit him, before he suffered a vio-
lent death.”

““Nor could you resist, young
mistress, the wish to combine with

those who have but suffered their just
deserts. You have been within an
ace of committal to the Tower ; know
you why you are pardoned? I will
tell you,” continued the queen,
‘“because you risked your own life to
save mine on the night of the fire.
On that night when 1 dismissed you, I
had resolved to sign a warrant for
your committal to the Tower on the
morrow. Moreover, by your acts you
have laid yourself open to the loss of
the estates you will inherit from your
unele, and from Miss O'Neill. But my
pardon is full and entire : in any other
person’s case, within the whole of our
kingdom, their lands would be for-
feited to the erown, for far less contu-

macious behavior than your own. I
forgive you, Mistress Florence, in

memory of the night on which you
periled vour life to save my own."”

It was as a partof the creed of Flor-
ence to feel aversion for the princess
who had usurped her father’s throne.
Nevertheless, she felt, at that moment,
an attraction to the queen such as she
had never before experienced ; for
well she knew, from the recent execu-
tion of Ashton, how unsparingly she
had infiicted death itself on those who
had presumed to aid her hapless
father towards the restoration of his
rights. At that moment, too, the ex-
pression which had so often reminded

Florence of the unfortunate king,
flitted across his ones beloved
daughter’s face. For a brief period,
she felt drawn towards the queen,

whilst she expressed her gratitude for
the full pardon she had received, and
her happiness that it had been in her
power to aid her.

““ And now I expect, Mistress Flor-
ence, that you will make yourself con-
tented in my Court, and mix yourself
up with no affairs of state in future,
for, rest assured, whatever you may
think of the matter, you are nostrong-
minded heroine, but a very timid one,
imprudent and rash withal: and
whilst you can do no possible good to
those you love, may do very much
mischief to yourself. As things now
are, Mary of Ingland cannot be un-
mindful of one to whom she doubtless
owes her life, but had there been no
fire at Whitehall, your own would
have been in danger; or, let us say
your liberty,” she added, though
half sorry she had intimated the word
““life,” for a warm flush had mantled
the cheek of Florence, as she thought
of the peril she had so narrowly es-
caped.

Many conflicting feelings agitated
her mind when she found herself in
the solitude of her chamber. That
Mary had had much to pardon in her
conduct was no doubt, any more than
the fact that the breaking out of the
the fire had been a providential thing
for her: for well she knew the queen
would have made good her threat.
Then again came the question, how
had Mary found out that Flovence had
mixed herself up with the plot, for
which Ashton suffered ; and, at last,
she did not like to think he had been

as

so craven-hearted as needlessly to
mention her name. She could not

help criminating lLord Preston, and
her suspicion was a correct one, and
she came also to the not unlikely con-
clusion that emissaries of the Govern-
ment were actively employed in
tracing out the movements of all those
who were known to be of the Jacobite
party ; and that Mary's suspicions
once excited, it was no very difficult
matter to discover how she had spent
her time on the day in which she left
the palace avowedly only to visit her
uncle.

That the young lady's pride
and self-love was deeply wounded
by the almost pitying and con-

temptuous language the queen had
chosen to use, there was little cause for
wonder, but she was compelled to own
to herself that she was no match for
Mary, and that it were wise to submit
with a good grace, seeing that the queen
had full power to do with her as best
pleased herself.

Well was it for her that the confu-
sion on the morning following the fire
had put out of her head poor Ashton's
execution.

The scene with his wife and children
on the previous evening had been
heart-rending, but he died with cour-

age and magnanimity, He gave a
paper to the Sheriff, in which he

owned his attachment to King James,
witnessed to the birth of the Prince of
Wales, denied that he knew the con-
tents of the papers that had been found
upon him, complained of the hard
treatment he had met with from the
jndges and declared that he forgave
them before heaven.

jects,

CHAPTER XXIL
THORNS IN THE DIADEM.
Was Mary of England a happy

woman after she had wrested the
crown from her father's brow ? Alas,
no: the path of wrong -doing

and usurpation never can bring con
tentment, even apart from the aggra-
vation of filial ingratitude and treach
ery to one who, be his faults what
tlu-\' may, was boundless in his indul-
gence to his children. From her first
accession to the throne her path had
not been strewn with roses, though she
is reported to have made a smart
repartee to her sister, who pitied her
for the fatigu~ she suffered on the day
of her cornation, replied :

““ A crown, sister, is not so heavy as
it appears.”

The frenzied

state of mind of the
English people regarding religion
proved Mary and William’s sheet-
auchor. But for the fanaticism and
intolerance which then reigned
supreme, the partisans of the sailor-
king were so numerous and influential
that Mary never could have gained
her unrighteous ends.

Even as it was, throughout the
whole of her short reign, her mind
was always in a state of agitation on
account of the numerous risings all
over the country in favor of the hap-
less king she had dethroned.

There can be little doubt in the
minds of those who look impartially on
the events which took place at the
epoch of which we write, that the
unfortunate Stuart race were in ad-
vance of the times in which they lived.
After all, blame him as you may,
James the Second asked but for that
tolerationof the down-trodden Catholics
of these kingdoms which has been
granted them in more tolerant and
enlightened times.

The greatest offence,
at his admitting

too, was taken
Catholizs into the

army, for it was a breach of the Test
Act, by which, besides taking the
oaths, they were obliged, under the
penalty of forfeiting five hundred
pounds, to receive the Sacrament

according to the rites of the Church of
England within six months of their
admission into any employment, civil
or military

For this, his most just and equitable
attempt to relieve his Catholic sub-
as also for the Declaration of
Liberty of Conscience, which he com-
manded the  Bishops to read
in the churches, he has been
most severely blamed; but the
latter had been published a whole year

before, so that it was no new thing.
There was time enough to consider

the matter, and, since many of them
had complied with his wish, he most
unfortunately grew obstinate, and
thought himself justified in punishing
with imprisonment zealous and worthy
men like Sancroft, Kerr, and others
who did not. e
1 even with regard to this De-
ciaration, what was it that was so
outrageous in the attempt of the king?
Neither more nor less, we reply, than
the heinous crime of trying to place
the long suffering, persecuted, trodden-
down Catholic Church on a par with
the Church of England. As we write
these lines we have but one feeling,
and that is of profound astonishment
that men so good and upright and
conscientious as those Bishops un-
doubtedly were (their conduct later
with regard to James, who had thrust
them into the Tower, alone proves
this) should have allowed their minds
to be so swayed by the intolerence ot
the times as to have denied the liberty
of conscience to their Catholic brethren
which they so prized themselves.

The uncompromising Sancroft was

a sore thorn in Mary's side. When
she sent for his blessing he sent back
word to her ‘‘to ask her father's

blessing first, without which his would
be useless.” He refused to crown her
and her husband, as also to allow them
to be prayed for as sovereigns, and
with some four or five others, forsook
their livings rather than violate their
consciences.

Alas, for Queen Mary, the crown,
despite all her ambition and love of
power, must have been a weary weight
eftentimes, during the short six years
God permitted her to wear it.

On the day of her coronation she
received it laden with her father's
malediction, and to retain it she and
her sister Anne spreal the vilest re-
ports as to the spurious birth of the
Prince of Wales, then made religion,
or rather the fanaticism of the times,
the stepping-stone for their usurpa
tion. She celebrated as a glorious
victory the disastrous battle of the
Boyne, and had the standards and
other spoils taken from her father
borne in triumphant procession, and
then hung up in St. James’ Chapel.

The irritation such actions as these
produced amongst the adherents of
her father may he better imagined
than described.

Florence was now behind the scenes,
and would have liked marvellously
well to be enabled to transmit to the
court at St. Germains faithful accounts
as to how matters went on in the royal
household, but no earthly being was
near in whom she could Lonlul(,, and
her uncle was too aged, and, in fact,
becoming too muchk of an invalid, to
trifst with any dangerous correspond-
once.

Jealousies, too, long brooding
tween the queen and her sister, had at
length burst out into flame, It is
somewhat amusing to note, in looking
over the records of the past, how these
two royal ladies conducted themselves
after they had piayed into each other's
hands as far as their father was con-
cerned.

Behind the scenes; yes, it is quite
true, the truth cannot be concealed
from dependents, whether our state be
cast in the palace or the cottage, in

)R-

public or in private life. T know not
how it should be so, but that extremes
oftentimes meet, Perhaps the differ-
ence in the disposition of her protege

to her own made Mary, in time,
rather begin to like her than othey-

wise, as much as she could like anyone
beyond her husband. She must have
known, too, that there was an aching
void in the girl’s heart, caused by
herself and of her own making, and
so endeavored to make some small
atonement for the tyrannical restraint
she put upon her, by a meagre show
of symnpathy and kindness.

Any way, Florence was more fre
quently with her than any of her other
maids of honor, and, consequently, she
was privy to many a sorrow that the
outer world recked little of.

Submissive wife ! how well
Duateh lord rewarded you is
matter.

“*That property — whose was it, in
deed, but the private fortune of my
father, inherited from the Earldoms of
Ulster and Clare—I asked him to give
it for the endowments of Public schools ;
and, oh, how bitter, Elizabeth Villiers,
my rival in his affections, is to have it
all ; itis very, very hard,” and as she
spoke, a low, anguished sob from the
queen burst forth, betraying the deep
misery of her heart,

Unbeard, unnoticed, Florence had
entered the boudoir, an unwilling wit-
ness of Queen Mary's grief. She
coughed aloud in order to attract her
attention. In her own mind she
thought it no great loss that the Irish,
80 grievously afflicted during the reign
of William, had lost the benefit of the
schools Mary would have endowed to

your
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pervert them from their faith ; but of
the infamy of the use the king had put
the property to there could be no
doubt.

But the joy expressed in her coun-
tenance whenever William of Orange
honored Kensington with his presence,
was enough to show the happiness sh
felt : and when he scolded, which,
morose as he was, was not unfrequently
the case, she was too submissive a wife
to repine, but bore with the greatest
patience the caprices and outbreaks of
his sarcastic and cynical temper.

Behold them settled in their new
palace, only for a season: for, as
usual, the king's sojourns in England
were short and interrupted. Florence
held him in horror. Such coarseness
as he was guilty of she had not been in
the habit of witnessing. It was hisin
hospitality and vulgarity at the
dinner-table which had so disgusted
her uncle : and once, with unmitigated
rust, she beheld him, when a small
lll-»h of peaches, the first of the season,
were put on the table, draw the whole
before him, and devour them without
offering one to the queen. She was
not surprised, however, because she
had heard Lady Marlborough mention,
as an incident of the same kind, that
the Princess Anne, having dined with
the king and queen, some green peas
were placed before her, but the King,
having a mind to them, ate them with-
out offering any to her or the queen.

Early one morning, a very short
time after the king had returned to
Kensington, Florence, being from

habit an early riser, was just finishing
her toilette, when the old, awful sound
she had heard the night of the fire at
Whitehall again broke upon her ears,
but mingled with the roar of flames
and the crackling of wood rose the
voice of the king shouting for his
sword. *‘His sword,” thought Flor-
ence, is he bereft of his sensas?”
But, no ; as with his wife, the case was
the same with him. They had treach
erously usurped the crown, and
they imagined treachery always busy
about themselves. The king had mis-
taken the noise occasioned by the
destructive element, and the outeries
of his attendants, for an attack upon
his palace. And amidst all the horror
and alarm of an awful fire, the risible
faculties of Florence were aroused to a
degree of mirth she could with diffi-
culty conceal, on meeting the king in
one of the adjacent galleries hastening
forward, as one demented, and calling
loudly for his sword.

‘1t is fire, your Majesty, " said Flor-
ence ; ‘‘see, your attendants are com-
ing to apprize you of it. We had best
hasten away, the rooms near the stone
gallery are in flames.”

She was correct. It was found to be
accidental, and it was some time before
the flames could be subdued. Treach-
ery had nothing to do with these two
calamities which pursued the king and
queen, one quickly after the other.
Nevertheless, that they should suspect
treason lurked under all the untoward
accidents of life, showed clearly that
they knew they had just cause for ap-
prehension.
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