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FLORENCE O'NEILL,
THE ROSE OF ST. GERMAINS,

on,
THE SIEGE OF LIMERICK.

By Miss Aexes M. STEw4nrT, author of the ¥ World
and Clodster,” ¥ Life in theCloister” ¢ Grace
O'talloran,” &c.

(From the Cuatholic Mirror.)

CHATTER xxx.-—(Conn'nuch.)

' The beams of the wintry moon streamed
through the curtains, partially drawn aside at
the foot of the bed, The room was flooded
with its strong light ; she could see around it,
all was perfeetly still and safe, .

But again she heard that noise, and again
she fears, for she remembers the night at
Whitehull.

A fow moments more and a deep sigh breaks
upon the dead stillness around, and then she
heurs the rustling of paper, and becomes aware
that some one whose chamber is very close ta
her own, is keeping watch that cold December
night. And, mworcover, that their occupation
must needs be the examination and destruction
af papers of importance. - Then Florence began
to think what rooms were hetween her own and
the queen’s bed-chumber, and she remembered
that the bed-room gave admittance to a private
dloset used by the queen, and that the eorner
of her own room, near the head of her bed,
must run parallel with this very closct.

A thrill of horror ran through her veins, and

she atill listened attentively, hoping she might
hear the murinnr of the king's voice or some
other person’s, It scemed so very terrible to
her to think, that ill as she was, the queen was
sitting up ulone, forgetting the folly of such a
step.  She had partinlly thrown aside her bed-
clothos with the idea of going to the queen’s
room and urging her to ge to rest, and allow
her tg perform the work on which she was en-
aged,
. Again a deep sigh, and a moan as of a soul
1 apguish, as it looks over the reeords of the
past. It is followed by sound of paper being
crushed or torn; she hears, too, the (fueen’s
low cough, and shudders, for she knows well
what her acewpation must be thut long cold
Winter's night,

She was alone, quite alone ; of that Tlorence
W18 now perfectly convineed ; nor is it likely
wus she at all incorrect in surmising that the
fueen’s oceupation was that of destroying im-
fortant papers connected with her usurpation of
the erown,

_Florence remembered having heard the late

King speak of the pains he took before he left
Whitehall, to preserve every doeument or paper
which could inform posterity as to his conduct,
whilst his more fortunate and guilty daughter
¥a3 evidently destroying with her own haad,
tvery paper that eould speak with ecrtainty of

T own personal history.

[*8Bhe does then cntertain an idea that she
Wil nog live,” said Fiorence; ¢ and how ter-
Hible must such an occupation be.”

One, two, and three o’elock struck, and

though gho fought against it for a long while,

lorence at last tell asleep, but not for long,

ho dreamed she was sitting with the queen

ooking over old letters ; old letters that had
Passed between herself and the Princess Anne,
:E(‘:: bgl:y were villainously plotting about
futh t: of fathers. Qld Jetters from her
emf herself, old records of the times for-
a gong, in which she had taken so prominent
tn?m' Huving taken which, if she would re-
6¢ one step, she conld mot any more than

that the dead can come to life again. Andthe
gueen sat opposite to her, looking, as perchance
she really did look, as she must have looked on
that terrible night, unless she was more than
human, for the fever of death was even then,
be it remembered, coursing madly through her
veins, One after another, one after another,
she glances at those old letters and documents,
then tears them, or crushing them in her hot
hands, throws tliem beneath the stove, wateh-
ing the blue fame play over them, with u smile
of Infinite satisfaction at the thought that she
has robbed posterity of much it would have
lilked to know.

Oue after another, have rolls of pupers been
opened, patiently seanned, and the greater por-:
tion of them -committed to the flames. And
Florence in her vision of the night, sces she
grows weary of her task; she leans forward,
pressing the throbbing head with the hot hand,
and says to hersclf: ¢ Three hours and not yet
done,” for the crowing of the cock in a distant
farm-yard, tells the unhappy queen how leng
into the vight, or rather the moring, her
watch has extended ; and Florence funcies she
hears her say, “and if I die now it was all
done, but for sic skort years of restiess ambi-
tion.”

She awukened at first searcely censcious till
a smothered exclamation, alike of bodily and
mental suffering, followed by a sound as if the
wthappy occupant of the adjoining cabinet were
sobbing violently. burst upon her car, Allwas
then perfectly quict, The dream of Florenee,
you see, was but the recitation of what she had
heard whilst she wus awake, It was hard to
think the sight, i’ mortal eyes could have be-
held it, were onc whit less pitiful than she had
dreamed it to be. If you bear in mind whaut
such a sight would be to you, if death were
coming on with rapid strides, and if earnest to
destroy records of your past life, instead of the
rest so necessary, such oceupation as I have de-
seribed was yours, and if you closed it teo, us
Mary did with a letter to her boorish, brutal
husband, reproaching him with his love for the
notorions Blizabeth Villiers. She had sinned
very deeply in her idelatrous Jove of him, and
this was the last letter she ever wrote, endors-
ing, “ Not to be delivered except in case of my
death,” then she locked it up in an eLony cabi-
net, where, of course, it was found after all
was over,

Now it very prebably was this letter she was
writing, when all was still beyond the heart-
rending sobs Florence had overheard, for there
was no more rustliug of papers, and a very lit-
tle time afterwards, after the clock had struck
four, she heard the queen pass into the adjoin-
ing bed-chamber, and you wmay suppese that
Mary was worse, as she really was after such 2
watch us this. The following day she was de-
elared to have the small-pox; think, T beg
you, how her previous night had been spent.

Florence, with the other ladies of' the court,
woundered munch what steps the Prineess Aune
would take (of course I need not tell you she
snid nething of what she know respecting the
queen’s frame of mind on the previous night).

The princess did her duty; she was ill and
confined to 2 couch; ncvertheless, she sent a
message to her sister entreating her to allow
her the happiness of waiting on her. She
would, notwithstanding the condition she was
in, run any hazard. The message was deli-
vered to her DMajesty, and the messenger sent
back with word that ¢ the king would send au
answer the next day.”

No kind sisterly message was returned ; no
reconciliation could have been desired. Iave
we not seen all along that Mary's heart was
almost dead to human fecling except for her
husbaud?  And evcn to him she left a letter
of rebuke.

Tt happened the next day that Florenee was
with two other ladies in the queen’s bed-
chamber; the queen was sinking fast into un-
consciousness, when Lady Fitzharding, who
undertook to express to all the coneerns of the
Princess Anne, forced herself into the queen’s
bed-chamber ; the dying (ueen gasped out one
word ¢ Thanks.” That single word wus, in-
deed, a1l she was able to utter. )

At length a terrible erysipelas spread itself
over the queen's face, and a frightful carbuncle
settled immediately over the heart, The king
was in despair, he ordered his cunp-bed to be
placed in the chamber of his dying consort, and
remained with her night and day.

She roceived the communication that she
was dying with calmuess, said, « that she ha(,i,
wrote her mind on many things to the king,
and spoke of the escretoire which he would
find in her closet; and avoided giving herself
or her husband the tenderness a final parting
might have eaused to them both. This idea
is, however, much at variapce with the re-
buking lester she wrote to him a few nights
since in her closet.*

After receiving the Sacrament, she com-
posed herself solemnly to die. She slumpered
some time, but said her soul was not refreshed
by it and that nothing did her good but pray-
er. Onoe or twice she tried to speak to the
king, but could net go through with it. For
some hours she lay silent, then when she spoke
she wandered very wildly and her hallucina-

tions led those who were around her to believe
that there was something still upon her mind,

«T have something to tell the Archbishop;
leave me alone with him,” said the qucen, and
the room being immediately cleared, Tennison
wwaited in breathless impaticnce, the expected
communication.

He afterwards said that the queen’s mind
was wandering, “she had funcied Dr. Rad-
cliffe, her Jacobite physician, had put a Popish
nursc upon her, and that she was Jurking be-
hind a sercen.
the queen on speaking of her last moments
uses these werds.

# ¢ But whether she had any scruples re-
lating to lier futher, and they made part of her
diseourse with Tennison, and that arch-divine
took upon his own soul the pressures whiel;, in
those weak unguarded moments ight weigh
upon hers, must now remain a secret unti} the
last day.”

At that most solemn hour between night and
morning, the spirit of the queen went forth,
without one word of reconciliation or remorse
with regard to her injured father, either to ask
his forviveness or to express sorrow for her
conduct.

Father Lawson was yet lingering in the vi-
cinity of the palace when the cueen’s death
took place. There were others, besides Flor-
ence and her handmaiden, sceretly of the pro-
seribed faith, and by enc of these, the tidings
was econveyed to Jawmes, whe though he would
not put himself in mourning for her death, shut
himsclf up in his apartments and refused all
visits, His horror was great on finding thai
onc lie had loved so demrly had expived with-

out sending him the slightest expression of

sorrow, at the misery she had been the menns
of causing him.

To the great honor of that primate, Dr. Ken,
who had been Mary's chaplain in Holland, we
may add, that he wrote indignantdy to Tenni-
son respecting his conduct at the queen’s death-
bed, churging him with vet acting up te his
position as primate, in failing “to call on the
rucen to repent on her death-bed of her sins to-
wards her father,” reminding him in very
strong language of the horrors Tennison had
expressed to him of some circumstances in the
queen’s concluet at the time of the revolution,
affirming that they would compromisc her sal-
vation, without individual and eomplete re-
pentance,

Three times had the king swooned when
word was brought him that the queen was no
more. He persisted in remaining ot Kensing-
ton, and as no one dared ivtrude on his gricf,
Florenee was at a loss how to convey to him
the letter of the queen; chance, however, threw
her in his way.

-The queen’s funeral had taken place, und
she was beginning seriously to think of ad-
dressing herself’ to the Privcess Anne, when,
wandering down one of the gulleries of the
palace, she met the king advapeing toward her;
to rctreat was impossible. e would have
passed her by, for his head was bent down-
wards, and he scomed lost in thought.

Her step, however, aroused him, and he
secmed ubovt to pass on, when, as if' @ sudden
idea struek him, he pauscd.

« I will speak of you to the Princess Anne,”
hie said, and way walking on, when summoning
courage hy the thoughtfulness he had expressed,
she knelt down, and gracefully presented to him
the dead queon’s letter. A flush akin to unger,
it might be, passed like 2 momentary shadow
across his countemance ; and in somewhat
harsh tones, Le exelaimed :

‘ You may go.”

She scarcely understood his meaning, and
rising, and turning as to leave the gallery,
looked enquiringly in his face.

¢« You may go,” he repeated; *go {rom
herc; go where you will, with your maid;
read. and go quickly.”

Her cyes fell on the few lines the dyirg
queen had written, and which, pussing on
without further word or comment, tho king
left in her hand, They ran thus:

« Iy remembrance of my maid of honor, ¥lorence
©'Neill, having saved my life during tho fire at
Whitehall, and alse of her submission to cur will
respecting the overtures of marriege from the Count
Von Arnheim, I beg that you will allow her to leave
the palace, with lier maid, whenever she pluases to
go, wheresoaver she shall see fit; andas she has now
turned her twenty-flrst year, that she may have the
full and entire management of her late uncle's pro-
perty, a3 well as of the Irish estntes inherited from
her aunt, Catherine Q'Neill,

Manie R,

Florence was alone in the gallery, and, for
two or threc minutes after reading the paper,
remained in the position in which William of
Orange had left her. Joy is near akin to griel
in itg manifestations, and her tears fell abun-
dantly over the paper as she proceeded to_ her
own chamber, her mind busily weaving a thou-
sand delightful images by the way. .

When she reached her rooms she immediate-
Iy summened Grace. When that imperturb-
able hand-maiden made her appearance she
was seated with that small pieee of paper open
on the table, her hands clasped, and an expres-
sion of joy on her countenance.

« Grace,” she said, «I am going to France.
Will you accompany me thither ?”

« Burnekt's History of His Own Times.

+ Kennet.

One who lived in:the timoe of

woman, and her eyes fell on the open letter of
the quecn.

“I have permission of the king. A voico
from the grave, which he dared not refuse, has
spoken to him, You may read if you wish,”
and, with a something of reverence, she put
the deid queen's letter in her attendant's hand,
You must make your election, Grace, and
make it ruickly.”

It is alveady made, madam,” said Grace,
“T love the queen better just now than I ever
toved her in her lifetime,  When shull we go ?”

“Puck up my clothes and books at ence,
Grace; let us go as xpeedily as possible.”

Then Tlorence withdrew to her private
apartinent, and you may be quite sure that for
some dittle time she felt like one in a dreatn,
duzed, bewildered. Should she go straight to
St. Germains? O, no; she should act upon
a hint the Queen Mary Beatriee had givea ber.
She should seck out King Louis, and beg him
to redecin his word ; because you will please to
remember that when che met the king at Marly,
more thap four years sinee, he had told her he
would grant any beon she at any time wished
to ask ot hiu,

I shall not say what boon she meant to ask,
but her thoughts might he thus construed into
words.

“ I shall go to Paris, and then enquire where
King Louis holds his court. If I ean et
speeeh of Madume de Maintenon I will, be-
cause the king will refuse her no favor she
asks of him. though he has alveudy passed his
word to me to grant whatever boon I solicit. T
shall then go to St Germmins,  Tow surprised
they will all be to sce me again; and he, to
whow I have been so long betrothed, what will
fie say when I give him the message T awm suve
to tuke him {rom King Louis.”

Do not blame her, too, that when her solilo-
quy was ended, her tears el to the memory of
Queen Mary. How little did she think that
the rucen, on thut morning her hand had traeed
those lines, was  thinking fiow she should at
least remedy ene wronz.  She had decided on
speaking to her husbund, as it were, from the
grave. Thus she sceured to Iflorence her pro-
perty, as well as her freedom.  Probably when
she begged her o curnestly to give the king
the paper the day after her death, the thought
may have accurred to her that permission
would he refused, if time were allowed to pass
over, so as for the wound, occasioned by her
Jogs, to heal up before the request swas made.

There was no smull surprise evinced by the
ladies of the court at the departure of Flor-
ence; but with persons of greater importance,
even as with Mary herself, she speedily phassed
out of the minds o' those umongst whow she
had moved.

ITalf fearing to put herself' in the way of the
king, snd  yet nnt liking to leave the palace
without craving an audienee, she begged ancof
the Judies in attendanee on the Princess Aune
to sk if' she might have an interview with
him. The king's hoorizh and uneouth wmes-
sage was worthy of” hiwmsclf”:

« Tell her T do not want to see her.”

CUAPERER XXXL— THE KING'S PLEDGR
DEEMED—NST, GERMAINS,

Well wax it for Florence (FNeill that she
was able to he chaperaned into I'rance by one
as staid and fuithful as Grace. The young
lady, as we have intimated, by no means in-
tended to visit St. Germains first. Tt was not
her intention to go thither till she had first
armed herself by receiving the boon concerning
which she was about to throw hersell’ at the
feet of the French king.  Perhaps she was not
unconscious that she was performing a vather
daring feat In being under no protection, when
presenting harself ut the court of the gallant
wmonarch, beyond that of Grace, n woman of
middle aze, whom Tlorence had insisted on
raising from the humble ealling of an attendant
to the position of u friend and eompanion, and
which, by her education and good breeding, she
was eminently ealeulated to fill.

On arriving in France she heard that the
king was holding his court ut Marly, and she
immediately proceeded thither. She had re-
solved, first, to gain an interview with Maudame
de Maintenon. She knew well that that lady was
the bosom counscllor of the king, Morcover,
under her patronage, notwithstanding her
doubtful ravk, sheshould prescnt herself before
TLouis with less diffidence,

It was more than four years since that
pleasunt summer day, when she had aeccom-
panied the kg and queen to Marly, The
place, and persons, and times, are altered now.

Then roses, and lilies, and verbena, and
swoet-scented heliotrope cast their balmy per-
fume on the air, and the ficlds and hedges were
¢ay with the wild violet and poppy. Now, the
hand of winter was spread over the scene ; the
hoar frost glistened on the trees and porticoes,
and the miniature lakes of Marly were covered
with a sheet of ice,

She, too, is changed; she had, sprung from
girthood to womanhood ; ber almost matchless
beauty matured, but in no degrec lessened.
QOthers have changed; she will find traees of
the pressure of its hand on those from whom
she has been separated, even as they wiil mo
longer behold in her the Florence of four years

RE-

sinco.  Timwes, too, huve ultered. She had
smiled when Louis had promised to arant her
any boon she might wish for, wouderi;g in the
proud recklcssmlz\ssfoi‘ youth, what she could
ever want to ask for herself i y of ¢
boon from Louis. i the way of a

Bhe was at Marly now as a suppliant to bee
of the gallant king to make wood Lis word,
And why 2 I'wo f{air estates are hers. Joy:
fully would she fling it =1l at the feet of him to
whom she was betrothed ; but well she knows
his haughty temper, and that he will never
cotplete that betvothal by marriage, unless he
ean retrieve his shattered fortanes.

“And youare the petite (V'Neill, whom T
have heard Madaane b Jein. deplore the less
of so bitterly,” said Madume de Maintenon, in
i tone not unmingled with surprise, as she ﬁ;{ed
ler eyes on the soriowhat stately und elegant
lady before her, °

“ You mustbe pleased to rewmember, Madame
that fowr years have passal since T left St,
Gernsing.” )

“ A, est rrad, T had forsotten s the wirl is
1now & woman,” B N

“ And Jovelier far than when she was a irl
mon Diew,” said the king, coming forward from
an muer apartinent, e spite of the significant
glanees ¢f Madame, who knew well he was near
“Li }]m!]ul, “}\Iy cowsing i M, (Jermains,” he
added. “will scaree revosnize the aw:
O Neill again,” ' e iy

“Oh, sire, T am indeed inprepared to meet
your majesty,” satd Flerenee, rising, with a

blush wpon her eheek 5 and Louis put out his
haud to raise her from the kneeling attitude
she had assumed. °

“Never fear, maiden,” he replied, « I passed
my worll as a king that Twoenld grant any boon
you should ask of me in the day of trouble or
distress.  What s the trouble, my fair O'Neill ?

Let e know, and I will right it for you,”

A deep blush agnin suifused the fuce of
Florence.  She had not counted at all on
meeting the king on this first vist. She hud
hoped to ingratinte Madame de Maintenon in
her faver, and tell her story to her first, when
the delicate portion of her visit would have
been half got over. :

At length she, with diffieulty, stammered
out:

“Oh, sire, T know not law to prefer wy
petition. Tt was to ask o loon for a brave
Eanglish gentlemim whom William of Oranue
has outlawed, and whose estates he has confis-
cated and—""

_“ Aye, prithee, what then #" interrupted she
king,  “Art plading e a mate for your-
self; maiden?  We maust see you do not wed 2
landless knight,”

“ Your mujesty,” veplied Florence, blushine

yet more deeply, “1 huve lands and estates in
abundanee, being heiress to the lugt of my
kindred ; but, aluag, he to whom T am betrothed
has lost his all, and it is for him T beg the per-
formance of your kingly promise. ~ It your
majesty woull allow hiw to fight under your
stundard, and—"'
o Fair Ilorence,” said the courtly monarch,
interrupting her, “the hoon T have promised
you I will not fail to pay.  Are you pleading
for a certain Sir Reginald, who, on necount of
his poverty, shrinks from redeeming histreth
with 2 maiden of good linenge till ke can muke
good his ruined fortunes ¢’

“ Tt i in behalf of Siv Reginald St. John
that I crave the {ulfilment of your majesty’s
promise,” answered Florence, '

“ Assuredly I will redeem it; nay, I have
redeamed already to the full the promise I gave
four years since. Rest content, Florence, I
knew your seeret buefore you came hither.
The good cuecn has alrcady mentioned your
betrothal to e, But yesterday Sir Reginald
was appeinted to a command under one of my
brave marshals,”

Florence would have spoken her thanks, but
could not. She was moved to tears at the deli-
cacy with which & grund monarque had con-
ferred the appointmeat.

¢«Nay, wecp not, Florence,” lie said; “ I
am rejoiced T have had it in my power to serve
you, and by so doing forward the nuptials of a
heave gentleman with a fair and virtuous lady,
Now, to turn to other matters. Whean do you
return to St. Germains 7

“ As soon us possible, your majesty. I am
mosb anxious aguin to see my dear mistress,”

¢“JLiet the young lady partake of refresh-
ments, madam,” spid the king, turning to
Madame de Maintensn, “and a earriage:élmll
be in readiness a little later to convey you to
St. Germaing, fair Florence,” added Louis,
touching her forehcad with his lips, '

It was drawing towards the close of the
winter afternoon erc our heroine arrived again
at the well-remembered chateau of St, Ger-
muaing,

The king and his consort were together
seated in the closet of tho former, The light
of the winter aftornoon was fading away, but
the bright, red glow of a large wood fire fell
upon the antique panellings of green amd gold,
and gave  cheery appearance to the ckamber
and its surroundings, Beside the fire sat ihe
queen, hor hands folded on her lap. Time had
left its traces on her fuir face, but withal there

was an expression of patience and resignation



