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FOREIGN BOOKS.

Sacred snd Legendary Art. By Mrs. Jameson,
6 vols, cloth, illustrated «e..$33 00

The Life and Labors of S. Thomas of Aquin.

By the Very Rev, Roger Bede Vaughan, O,
S. B, in 2 thick vols, cloth
The Life and Times of Sixtus the Fifth, By
Barou Hubaer. Translated from the Ori-
ginal' French. 2 vols, cloth .
‘The Evidence for the Pupacy, as Derived
from the Holy Scriptures, and from Primi-
tive Antiquity. By the Hon, Colin Lind-
say. 1vol,cloth ...coovneianiaaes e
The Condition of Catholics Under James I.
- Father Gerard's Narrative of the Gunpowder
" Plot, Edited with his Life. By Rev. Jobn
Morrig, 8J. 1 vol, cloth
Peace Through the Truth; or, Essays on
Subjects connected with Dr, Pusey’s Eire-
‘picon, By Rev. T, Harper, SJ. First
series. 1 wol,cloth.......... taaracen e
Essays on Religion and Literature. By Vari-
ous Writers, Edited by H. E. Manning,
D.D. First and Second Series. 2 vols,
cloth,.ovoviiin vieenns veiranes eresens ¥
Tho Formation of Christendom, By T.W.
Allies. First and second series. 2 vols,
cloth.oie iiiiiieniaeieiiainianianene
Petri Privilegium ; Threc Pastoral Letters to
the Clergy of the Diocese. By Henry Ed-
ward, Archbishop of Westminster. 1 vol,
cloth......... T ceve
England and Christendom. By Henry Ed-
ward, Archbishop of Westminster. 1 vol,
Cloth. . o.iiiis iarecrrnanccaiosiraiens
The Priest on the Mission. A Course of
Lectures on Missionary and Parochial Du-
ties. By Canon Oakeley, MA........... 150

Any of the above sent free by mail on receipt.of
price.
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D. & J. SADLIER & CO,

Montrenl,
THE
LIMERICK VETERAN;
OR,

THE FOSTER SISTERS.

BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘ FLORENCE O'NEILL.”

(From the Baltimore Catholic Mirror.)

PART SECOND.
CHAPTER V.—(Centinucd.)

Here Lady Florence for a moment paused,
and the Sister observed ;

« It was not proved, however, that this Mar-
garet, of whom your Ladyship has told me,
had spoken falsely concerning her foster-sister,
was it, Madam ?”°

«Alas! no, For the time being, and, in-
deed, for all these long years have Isabel's lips
remained sealed as to the past. Only very
lntely has it been made known te us that she
was as innocent of cvil as—"'

¢ Innoeent! Madam, can that he true?”
eagerly exclaimed the usually calm and self-
possessed nun. .

‘T was nbout to say, Sister, she was inno-
cent of evil as the babe unbern. During the
late battle at Gladsmuir, my grandson, Mau-
rice, was called to the death-bed of an English
officer. He was onc of the soldiers of the man
they call King George. Oh! wonderful and
inscratable are the ways of God. Can you be-
lieve it, my good Sister, this man declared
“himself the half-brother of my poor Isabel, of

_whose existence even we were not aware, He
-had committed a crime in France for which he

“would have been condemned to death. He-

made himself known,to my poor child, worked
upon her féelings in various ways, éxtorted 2
“vow of secreey, and,-to fill up the measute of
his iniquity, mmade a forcible entrancé into the
chateaw ; and awafe, as she undoubtedly was,

* 08 to who was the nocturnal intruder, the faet

of her being found 'in a swoon id this very
room, in which the robbery was committed,

clears up everything that has for years appeared.

to tell against her, Heaven knows J never be-

- lieved her guilty; but others did. She keenly
felt their coldness, and left us, almost without
a word, to bury herself in the retirement of the
convent in which she had been educated, until,
as she afterwards wrote me, her innocence
should be made manifest.”

“Qh! my God! how sinful it is to judge
one’s neighbor from appearances,”’ said the
nan,

Struck with the carmestness with whioh she
spoke, Lady Tlorence raiscd her eyes. - The
Sister’s fage was shaded by her veil, but she
remarked-that her countenance was even paler
than usual, and she beheld tears falling down
her cheeks, ‘

"« My dear Sister Madeleine, how I thank
you for your sympathy. Well, I have néarly

- finishied my story. I had written my poor Ies.
. bel to-come here immediately, not aware that
~.she was ill; but as soon as Maurice returns
they will be married. I have forgotten, how-
ever, to tell you, that from this_attachment of
Tsabel and: Maurice  procceded ome, ‘of the
causes of Margaret's ayersion. to- her foster-
sister, She had suffered her own heart to be
taken captive, and it was hard to-1ove her as I
onoe did, Sister, because it was impossible to
blind one's. eyes to the fact that she felé a’ sat-

| parted, wes painful eneugh, and I try and baa-

isfaction in dragging forward every cimum-f
stance that could tend to the ruin of Isabel.”
“And when did your Ladyship siy that
Isabel wonld be at the chateau 2
~ And: the pale, beautiful woman rose and
turned ‘aside to pour out a cordial for her pa-
tient,
t %] hope very soon; but do you not remem-
ber, Sister, I gnid that at preseat she was very
l? Ah! me, one fixes one's affectionson the
children whom we rear and live, but what sor-
row are we often doomed te.suffer on their ao-
count! I have thought about that perverse,
proud Margaret so often, nnd sorrowed so
much, wondering what her fate has been, for
the end of her story, up to the time when we

ish it from my mind; and I have also wept
over Isabel’s troubles, poor, silly girl, till my
heart has been well nigh broken.”

«But, your Ladyship, in His boundless
meroy, God may have touched the hard, proud
heart of Margaret and called it to Himself.
Have you never thought that this may have
been the casc? This Margaret must have
been well and carefully reared, and as she ad-
vanced in life, grace may have.been given to
her to look back and sorrow over the errors of
so prond and wilful 2 heart, and in licu of that
unrequited, earthly love, which she doubtless
felt in the full force of her impulsive, passion-
ate nature, when she did give her heart to
God, with that gift she would taste an ecstasy
of heavenly love, of which all earthly passion is
but as the shadow, and out of that same love
would spring a heartfelt sorrow and repent-
ance.”

As the Scour Madeleine spoke these words, |
the natural beauty with which she was en-
dowed seemed to become almost superhuman,
the sentiments with which her heart was filled
reflecting themselves in her countenance.

“You are right, Sister,” said Lady Flor-
ence, warmly pressinz the white and almost
transparent hand which rested on her pillow;
“you are quite right, and I thaok you for hav-
ing inspired me with such a train of good and
holy thoughts, My poor Margaret! yes, it is
quite true she may, if still alive, besome, 1f not
so already, eminent in holiness and virtue. God
gront it may be so, and, for this cnd, do you
add your pious aspirations to my own unworthy
prayers, The day of my life is fur spent, Sis-
ter. Oh, that it may be given me to behold
yet once again those whom I love, my husband
and my sons, with my adopted daughters, and
then let me but hear that our righttul king has
his own again, and I shall have no earthly wish
ungratified.”

“ And mow you must say no more, dearest
Lady Florence. We will both unite in prayer
for Margaret before we close our eyes this
night, and, like a good nurse, I shall watch by
you for awhile ti!l you are asleep, and then I
will take a little restlater. I am 2a light
slecper, as you know, and the slightest move-
ment on your part will rouse me immediutely,
should you require attendance.”

Then the Sister of Charity began to make
her preparetions for the night, and as her tall
and elegant form, which even that coarse robe
could not disguise, moved noiselessly about the
room, the heart of Lady Florence rejoiced that
this particular Sister had been the one selected
to attend her in her illness by the Mother Su-
perior of the convent. A somecthing there was
about her, too, which forcibly recalled to her
remembrance the unworthy daughter of her
adoption, the cast of features, so classically re-
gular in their outline, being the same; but
there the likeness ended. There was nothing
of Margaret in the subdued expression of
those features, in the timid and downoast look
of ‘the meek and humble nun, nor between the
slender Margaret, quick and light of step, and
the staid, majestic woman who hovered near
her, and yet—and yet; the Sister of Charity
ever and again brought Margaret more present
to her mind, ever, in some little trifiing way,
awakening a remembrance, Thus ran the cur-
rent of the aged Lady's thoughts both before,
and after, having joined the nun in prayer for
her former protegee, till she lost herself in sleep.

The 0ld clock in the turret had struck the
hour of midnight,, Lady Florence was buried
in a profound sleep, the rest of the small house-
hold, consisting only of servants, for times had
indeed changed, had gone to rest, but the nun
kept watch, watoh not only over the invalid but
aver Sclf. .

With folded hands she sat her down to think
over ‘an nnforgotten past. The carly days of
childhaod are hers again, the stormy youth, the
passionate womanhood, the sin, never to be for-
gotten, wroughg by one mastor passion, with
which even now-she wrestles; the red spot on
the pale cheek and the rigidly olasped hands
ci¢arly tell the tale.

For & moment, only. Then, like the Mag-
dalen of old, whose name, out of devotion to
that great penitent, the Sister bears, loye. wins
for her the viotery, See, she .draws the oru-

tears, she bows down her head, &nd after a mo-
ment spent in silent contemplation she is her-
self’ again, ;

“ My Love, my crucified Love, shall I shrink
from the very cross I have so long sought after ?
Strengthen me to aceept it cheerfully, nay,
gl::ldly, for this can but be the deginning of the
en ‘fl i

CHAPTER VI[.—BAFPLED HOPES,

Notwithstanding the hopes of Maurice St.
John to the contrary, many weary months
passed after the discovery of the innocence of
Isabel before there could be any possibility of
their meeting each other.. -

The victory won by Charles Edward’s troops
at Preston Pans filled him with an earnest de-
sire to march into Kngland, rightly judging
that to remain longer in supiueness' in Edin-
burgh, whilst a superior foréé was preparing
to meet him, must lead to fatal results. But
such a course was violently opposed by the
Highland chieftains; also by the humbler
clansmen, who cotertained a superstitious hot-
ror of being taken acro-s the border.

After a faint show of resistance, Carlisle
surrendered to the Duke of: Perth, and the
keys were delivered to Charles, at the little
town of Brampton, by the Mayor and Alder-
men on their knees,

During his march southward, the greatest
good order and the strictest discipline were
maintained ; every article, however trifling,
being promptly paid for, the poor Chevalier
himself being the first to set the example to
his people, who, by his orders, rigorously ab-
stained from pilfering or plunder.

The Highland army marched out of Penrith
with the vurious clans in their picturesque cos-
tumes, comanded by Charles Edward himgelf;
whilst to Lord George Murray was assigned the
fegémeuts which had been raised in the Low-

ands,

At the head of his men marched the Prince,
clad in his Highland costume, and with his
shicld slung across his sheulders. In lieu of
the hideous periwig he wore his Owa fair hair ;
bis eomplexion was dark, and' his open coun-
tenance and bright lively cyes -interested all
who belreld him.

In common with the humblest of his follow-
ers he shared all the futigues and privations of
the march. As to dinper, he was never known
to partake of oue, his principal meal being his
supper; then he would throw himself on his
bed without undressing, and generally rise the
next morning at four. Daring and intrepid,
no obstacle daunted him. Thus, on finding,
when ho reached the Mersey, that the bridges
were all broken, he forded tho stream at the
head of his division, though the water reached
his middle. Only oun one occusion is he said
to have been overcome with fatigue.®

At Maochester, he was received with acela-
mations of joy. Throngs of people presented
themselves to kiss his hand and make him
offers of service. Bonfires burned in the
strects, the bells were rung in the churches,
thousands of the townspeople wore the white
cockade, and, amidst 2 band of chieftzins and
gentlemen, he entered the town on foot, ar-
rayed in a light tartan plaid, his belt and blue
sash, and with a blue velvet bonuet, ornament-
ed with a knot of white ribbons, on the side of
his head, benesth which strayed a mass of yel-
low hair.{

He then took up his quarters in a large
bouse in Market street. For many years after-
wards it was still called the Palace. Later it
was converted into an inn, and has since been
pulled down.

A body of about two hundred men were
here assembled together, and Mr. Townley, a
Roman Catholic gentleman of ancient family
and considerable literary attaininents, was ap-
pointed their colouel.

With colors flying and bagpipes playing,
Charles dward then made his entry in the
town of Derby, and was reccived by the people
with every demonstration of attachment as at
Manchester, '

But the King's aumy, amounting to 12,700
men, was drawing near him, and the news of
the approach of the veteran regiments, com-
manded by the Duke of Cumberland, filled the
minds of all with alarm. Not only did his
army double that of the unfortunate Prinee,
but another of 6,000 men, under Marshal
Wade, was skirting the western sido of York-
shire, whilst a camp was forming at Finchley
for the protection of London; George the II.
declaring his intention of taking the field in
person at the head of this force. )

Still sanguine, Charles resolved in his own
mind not to stay and give battle to the Duke,
but to hasten on to London, confront the forces

* On- this occasion, when between Penrith and
Shap, he walked for several miles half &slecp, lean-
ing on the shoulder of one of the clan, Ogilole, to
prevent himself from falling.—Chamber's Hid, of Re-
bellion.- N P

} Reception awarded to the Prince at Manchester,

cifix from her gide and, her eyes swimming in

"

&o.—Su Chamber's Rébellion, -+

of George, and make himself master of the
Capital. )

But, alas! for Lis hopes and desires, With
Lord George Murray at their head, the com-
manders of the several battalions, to his un-
feigned surprise, urged him to return to Scot-
land. There was no cvidence, they insisted, of
a general rising amongst the English; no des-
cent, in their favor from France,

The Duke of Perth aulone took no part in
these debates, Leaning his head against the
fireplace, he heard the disputes without a word,
but at last declared himself of the opinion of
the other chiefs.

“ Rather than go back at such a erisis,” ex-
claimed Charles, vehemently, “ 1 would wish to
be twenty feet under ground. Let me entreat
you, gentlemen, to consider what it is 'you ask
of me.”

But vainly did he argue and entreat, His
remonstrances were disregarded by his ceuneil,
which he at last broke up in silent indignation
and open and avowed disgust, )

He then had recourse to another expedient.
He sent for each individual member, and re-
monstrated with him in private, but with the
solitary exception of the Marshal, he found one
and all inflexible,

The evening of the day so full of anxiety to
Charles Edward was drawiog nigh, when he
hastily summoned another ceuncil, and an air
of the deepest dejection sat upon tis counten-
ance a8 he approached she council-table.

“ Gentlemen,” said the Prince, “I am pre-
pared to return at ence with you to Scotland,
and,” he added, in a tone of mingled bitter-
ness and vexation, “ this council will be the
last I shall ever hold. HMenceforward L hold
mysell responsible for my actions only to God
and my father.”

Unfortunate Charles Edward! how little
was he aware wheo he consented to allow those
timid men to drag bim away from Derby, that
ten thousand French troops, headed by his
brother Henry, were about to land on the south
coast of England. Little did he know that the
premier peer of Great Britain, whose example
would doubtless have been followed by most of
the influential Catholics, was on the very point
of declaring himself in his favor; that many
Welsh gentlemen had already left their homes
to join him; and that a messenger was actually
on his way from Lord Barrymore and Sir Wat-
kin William Wynoe, not only assuring him of
their fidelity, but also pledging themselves to
join him at whatever spot and in any manner
he might please.*

It may be considered as highly probable that
had tho Prince really been allowed to push on
to London as he desired, the dynasty of Great
Britain might have been changed, and the
Stulnrts again have held their court at White-
hall,

As it was, the retreat from Derby sealed the
fate of Charles Edward and his followers. The
embarkation of the French troops was at once
countermanded, and the English Jacebites re-
mained in their quiet homes.]

Then commenced the mournful march from
Derby, and not till after the dawn of a new
day revenled {o them the familisr objects they
had so recently passed did the Highlanders be-
come aware that their chieftains were leading
them back, when the rage and vexation to
which the dispirited men gave free vent almost

| exceeded that of their broken-hearted Prince,

the whole army resounded with expressions ot
sorrow and anger,

Alas! the case was altered now with the ill-
fated Chevalier. He was like the generality of
sanguine persons, who, when a reverse of for-
tune bappens, yield to the most terrible depres-
8100, :

¢« This change is terrible,” said Maurice to
the oged Marshal; as he watched the Pringe,
who, miserable and dejected, instead of sharing
the fatigues of his men on foot as formerly,
now lingered gloemily behind till the army was
in advanee of him, ridiog forward only by fits
and starts to take his place at the head of the
column, and then after a while falling back.:

With the majority of the English Jocobites,
the position of the Marshal and Maurice was
critical emough. At present they could not
think of leaving the cause in which they had
again taken up arms by escaping to France,
but decided on retreating with the Highlanders
to the fastnesses of their mounteins rather than
trust, as some few did and were proscribed for
go doing, to the tender meroies of the Govern-
ment, :

CHAPTTER VIIL.—OUT OF DANGER.

¢ And what weather to travel in, my dear
Marion {” said Lady Balmerino, as she looked
out one cold, misty morning on a cheerless and
dreary prospect. - ¢ It is enough to give us the
ague for life, My love, take heart and post-
pone our intended journecy, You see we have
been kept in ignorance of Edward’s illness till
the worst was over.” .

* Chambers, p; 56.

t Jemso's Hist, Pretendets,.

And fair Marion Chalmers heard and heeded
not. When did passionate youth ever listen
willingly to the calm reasoning of those of
maturer years?

Starting from her seat, she stands beside the
clder lady, and graspipg both hands of Lady
Balmerina withie her own, she exclaims with
cager vehemence:

“ If you cver loved me, aunt, you will not
thwart my wishes, To Edinburgh I must g0
without delay. As soon attempt to stem the
torrent in its course as to keep me in this place
quiet and inactive when Kdward is languishing
and dyiog, perhaps, amongst strangers.”

Lady Balmerino made no reply, but ringing
a bell, she ordered a man-scrvant to be in readi-
ness, and two horees to be saddled for herself
and her nicce, together with a portmanteau
containing the necessary requisites for a jour-
Dey.

Two hours later, the ladies escorted by a
man on horecback, rode out of the valley in
whick the house was situated, and in a short
time arrived at Toverness, and from thence
made their way to Edinburgh with what speed
they best might in the bad weather and unset-
tled state of the country,

Within o few days of his arrival in Edin-
burgh, after writing the letter I have spoken of
to Marion, Edward St. Jokn had beeu seized
with & dangerous illness, and in the hope of
leaving his grandson in the care of persons
whom he already knew, the Marshal had torn-
ed his steps to the house in the Edinburgh
Close,

But it had passed into other hands, and
nearly all its former inmates had gone away,
no onc knew whither; only this mueh couid
they tell respecting those who had rented the
Flat in which his family had onee occupied
apartments, namely: that the widow of David
Graham had not very loog survived her hus.
band, and that his daughter bad goue away-
and left no trace of her whereabouts,

Desirous for tidings of lis former Prolegee,
the Marshal enquired could they direct him to
the residence of one Miss Lindscy, who was
with the Gruhams when the old man died ?

The person to whom he addressed himself,
howerver, remembered nothing beyond having
a vague recollection of o very haughty and
beautiful woman to whom Mrs, Grahim at-
tributed her husband’s death, and who had
goue away before the death of the widow.

There wus no alternative but to leave }d-
ward in the care of strangers, with the hope
that as he was willing to pay a heavy price be
would be well and properly cared for.

The gloom of the winter afternoon was fust
deepening into night when Marion and her aunt
cntered the sick room of young St.Jehn, The
crisis of his disorder was past, but it had left
him fecble, cmacisted, and worn slmost to a
shadow. So unlike was the spectral form be-
fore her to that of him whom she had parted
from a few months’ since, that Marion fairly
broke down, and gave way to a fit of hysteric
wecping, for which she was chided by her
much more sensible aunt. From the moment
of her arrival, however, a perceptible change
for the better ensued, Attention had not been
wanting, but he was alope, dying he at one
time thought, amongst strangers, and Lis heart
yearned once again for the society of those he
loved.

And at length the frail tenure of life, whick
so long had trembled in the balance, was again
fuirly restored, but with each day came an an-
xious, cager wish, which not even the presesnce
of Marion could quell, that he had not been
condemned perforee to inaction instead of being
on the battle-field.

¢ I rejoice that you are out of its dangers,”
said Marion, in reply to his complaint,
¢ though so sorrowful for the cause. But con-
sider our anxiety concerning Maurice and my
uncle, and your good old grandfather ; perhaps
you may see cause yet to rejoice that you are
here in Edinburgh.” - o

% Marion is right, Edward,” said Lady
Balmerino, “You may sec'cause yet to be
‘truly thankful for the dispensations of Provi-
dence, which have decreed that -during this
sharp contest, your maiden sword shall not
strike a blow. All you have now to do is to re-
ward us for leaving our Lomes to be your nurses
by keeping your mind at rest and getting well
as fast a8 possible ?"

And slowly but surely the color came back
to the thin and wasted face, brightness to.
the eye, and eclasticity to. the step; and
on the very day he first left the house for a
breath of fresh air on the green alopes beneath
the castle walls came the news of the defeat at.
Culloden., ‘

Then, after seyeral days of sgonizing sus-
peuse, came the disastrous news. of the good
-old' Marshal’s death, and of the flight of Mau.
rice; also, that Lord Balmerino had - been
taken prisoner on-the field, and wasnow on his-

Ly ses to Londen, ;-

way, o b g
b '\i‘or' awhile Edward and- his fair. companions.

| wips stuoned by tho news they had received,
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