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By Miss Acxes M. Stewant, author of the 4 World
and Cloister,? # Life in the Cloister,” # Grace
O'tlalloran,” &e.

(From the Cutholic Mirror.)

THE SIBRGE LIMERICK.

CIAPTER XXV IL—(Continued.)

Then after 2 while I became calm, and told
Grace the example of her courage, under trial
@ unesempled, ought, indeed, to give me
strength,

®Madam,” she replied, ¢ my trials were the
rsult of obstinate folly, not so yours; but,
wurage and patience, even should the cve of
the day fixed for your bridal bring no help,
the morrow’s morn muay set you free. God
will not let this marriage take place. Qunly be
ailm and submissive apparently to the queen’s
will, and all will yet be well.”

After the reeital of Grace’s story I became
more and more attached to her, though I do
wt like that a woman with a wind like her's
should be employed in meuial effices. As fur
w she is concerned, nothing scems to disturb
her or to come umiss; she aceepts all, T be-
lieve, as an atonement for her carly transgres-
sions,

T'ebruary 12th, 1692.

The fiftcenth is appointed for my nuptials,
rrace still begs me to bear up and feign com-
posure, The task is so hard T feel as if T
;hp;ﬂ:l give way. Oh, for her unwavering

iith !

TFebruary 13th.

Grace hus just entered with my bridal robe,
- 2present from the queen. It is a truly royal
Tresent,

The petticoat is of white satin, looped up
dternately with orange blossoms and sprays of
pertls and dinmonds; the train of Brussels
pomt, the long veil is also of Brussels lace.
0b, my God, support me, strepgthen me.  Am
I_to be robed a vietim for the saerifice ? Grace
;tnlu :Ty_s no, %t shall mever be; God will not

TOIE 16, D einagld .
tothod Ok, Reginald, Reginald, my be

February 14th.

Leried all night long. Tist evenming the

bunt was overwhelming, the queen kind and
fven affectionate in her manner; even the king

% bootish, They talked openly about my
wbarking for Holland with the: king and the
Mt carly im March. Grace is calm and
“;:"P“Sﬂd, though to-morrow seals my fate.
;r:‘rrehuke_s me for the slightest manifestation

iStrust in God'’s infinite power,

February 15th.
oLn§t evening T stood with Grace at & win-
¥ 0 my chamber overlooking the park.—

mo: king and count had heen out since carly

k mog enjoying the pleasures of the chase.
GY &yes streumed with tears. < A few hours,
"s‘:fé ﬂﬂd Ilshall be the bride of the Count,”
o nless I run away, to be brought

’dmﬂyhap, and taken to the Tower,”

\ r:zla Ii_hh!:l{ht.he.king’shounds appear through
it ¢ traes, nud a goodly company of
818 and nobles, with the king at their

tey o] ut there is no mirth amongst them,

y e;cem sad andlsorrowful, We say.

: moments lator the cause was ex-
p‘":igi beilﬁlf o dozen men slowly advanced
o ofWeen them a plank, on which Iny
g m.n man, evidently covered to hide
- iPpalling sight beneath,
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I turned sick and faint, my heart seemed to
stand still ; a cold sweat poured dewn my face;
I sickened as,in imagination, I pictured to
myselt the ghastly burthen stretehed beneath
the dark covering that, improvised for the oc-
casion, had been thrown overit, Graceopened
the casement ; the murmur of many voices fell
upon ruy ear; I heard the name of Von Am-
heim; I saw the ghastly upturned face as the
covering was drawn aside, and I sank fuicting
in her arms.
£ x ES £

= #

May, 1692,

The pleasant Spring time has put forth its
young green blossoms.  Three: months have
passed sinee the night that heralded my release
from the meditated sacrifice, and I wm only
now recavered enough to resume my pen, and
give my dear Mrs, Whitely a little more nows
before my fuithful Grace consigns these papers
to a trusty messenger who will see that they
reach her hands,

The horror of the death-struck face of the

hapless young Count, who was to have heen !

forced npon me in marriage or the following
morning, together with the mental anxicty
that suceceded that terrible night, and the re-

vulsion whicl that sight occasioned, caded in a |

nervous fever, from which I am put slowly re-
covering.

Ier Mujesty, softened by my submissive de-
meanor respeeting my marriage, has been kind
and sympathiziog. speeially was she touched
when she was told that the shock was made so
frivhtfully sndden by my own eyes beholding
the body of the Count as it was carried into
the castle.

The Count wus an ardent huntsman, and had
entered with the king iuto the full spirit ot the

chase, but had managed to separate himsell

from the rest of the company. To eome up
again with his party he had made an ineffectual
attempt to force his horsc over a gate, The
animal stumbled and fell, throwing his rider,
whose head, coming in contact with « block of
stone, had produced almost immediate death.
He spoke but a few words, describing only the
manner of his death, and bidding them beur
his dying love to myself, Blume me not, dear
Mrs, Whitely, nor let another party deem me
unworthy of his love, that I shed tears to the
wemory of this hapless Count. I wept over
his sudden death and his unrequited love,

Tor a long while T was delivious. When at
last I recovered coough to think over the past,
T called Grace to my hedside,

“ Dear Grace,” I said, *“do you remember
saying i/ would never take place ?  How much
do I owe you—first, the example of your un-
wavering trust and confidence in the Provi-

dence of Cod; and, secondly, that, following :

your counsel, T became passive in the hauds of
the qucen.  How bitterly would she have felt
had T opposed her to the lust; and. atter all,
the Providence of God had deerced that unien
should never be.”

T have written to another person, dear Mrs,
Whitely, still very dear to me; bui there
seems no chunce of my leaving this place, so
that T have released him from all engagements
should he wish to be freed, It will please you,
T know to sce that T have found in Grace
wise and an invaluable friend,

« Poor Florence,” said the queen, when she
had finished reading her puacket of papers,
which the kisg had listened to with intense
interest, ¢ she has had and still lus mueh to
suffer, It iz, indeed, a vague matter 2s to wheu
she will be able to return to us, DButSt. John
shall have the porusal of these papers imme-
diately. It will please him to sec how true
she is to her plizhted troth, and he will, of
course, be at no difficulty to surmise the rea-
sons for which she expresses a willingness to
release him from his engugement.”

# Send for St. John at onee, let him come
here,” said the king.

The queen rang a swall silver bell. Tt was
answered by 2 page, who was forthwith sent in
search of Sir Reginald.

Between his wouads, illness, and anxiety,
St. John was, indeed, 4 very different persou
to the Sir Reginald who, two years siuce, had
visited Sir Charles at Morville Grange. Iis
eyes sparkled with pleasurc when he saw the
bulky packet in the hands of the king. Iis
areatest torture eonsisted in his inability to re-
Jease Florenee from her state of bondage; for
he areued, and with reason, if the king and
queen tried to foree her into marrylng once,
the scheme may be repested, and in the end
with success. .

« Tut, man,” said the king, good-humoredly,
trying to rouse him out of his depression, “ go
and read your letter. It ought to muke you
happy the thought alone of your betrothed
lady’s constrncy to you.” As the king spoke
he “held forth the packet, delicately giving, at
the same time, the sum of fifteen pistoles,
folded in a small piece of paper. It was thus
the fullen king used to relieve the indigent
Jneobites whose modesty prevented them from
epplying to him for pecuniary aid.

Darker and more sad grew the fortunes of
the hapless exiles, They felt no trial which
had befallen them, after the usurpation of
William; more than witnessing the sufferings
of the devoted Jacobites, who, with unswerving

| loyalty, hud given up their estates and fortunes,

and were, in fact, starving in a foreizn land for
their sakes, the town of St, Germains being
filled with Seotch, Fnglish, and Irish familics,

Not only did James and his consort practisc
themselves the mest rigorous self:denial, but
also their children, as soon as they could be
made to understand the misories of these poor
people, devoted all their pocket-money to their
relief, the little prineess even paying for the
cducation of several of the daughters ot the
emigrants, aud steadily resisting all persuasion
to lessen her little fund by the purchase of
toys for herself.

Months passed on, and ht with them
such suftering that Touis XTIV, pointed out to
James the nceessity of dishanding his house-
hold troops. The Freneh king was the arbiter
of his destiny; to him the unfortunate James
owed whatever he possessed. A laree number
of these unfortunate gentlemen then passed
into the service of Louis,

“ A desolating reform” Mary Beatrive had
truly termed this reduction of the military es-
tablishment 2t St. Germaius, and an affecting
scene took place between James and the re-
mainder of the brave f{ollowers of Dundee.
1 These eonsisted of 150 officers, all men of
honorable birth, They knew themselves to be
« burthen on Jumes, and begoed leave to form
themselves into a company of private sentinels,
asking only to be allowed te ehoose their own
officers.  James assented, and they weut to St.
Germains to be reviewed by him before they
were incorporated with the French avmy,

A few days later they dressed themselves in

; accoutrements horrowed of' a Ifrench regiment,
cand drew wp in order, in a place through
{ whielt he was to pass as he went to the chasc,
! The king enquived who they were, and was
laxtonizhed to find them the same men with
whom, in garb more beeoming their rank, e
i had received at his levee; and struck with the
tlevity of' his own amusement, compared with
the misery of those who were suffering for
him, instead of going forward to the chase, he
returned to the palace full of sad and sorrow-
tul thoughts,

When the day arrived on which he was to
review them, he passed along their ranks, and
wrote in his pocket-book, with his own hand,
the name of cvery onc of these gentlemen, ve-
turning his thauks to cach of them in particu-
lar.  Then he rewmoved to the front, and tuk-
ing olf his hat, bowed to the whele body.,

The poor king's intention was to withdraw.
but he returned, bowed to them again, and
i then burst into a pussionnto fit of tears.

The regiment knelt, hent theiv eyes down-
wards, then rose, and passed the king with the
| usual honors of war.#

The speech which the king mude to them

ended with these words:
i “Should-it be the will of God ever to re-
| store me to my throne, it would bhe impossible
for me ever to forzet your sufferings. There
is no rank in my armies to which you might
not pretend.  As o the prince, my son, he is
of your blood.
cvery impression. Brought up amengst you,
he ean never forzet your merit. T have taken
Leare that you shall be provided with money,
shoes, and stockings. Fear God, Iove onc an-
other. Write your wapts particularly to me,
and be assured that you will fied in me always
a parent as well as n king.”

Poor, disinherited prince! True, indecd,
was his father’s ussertion that his heart was
susceptible.  Qne day, some time later, when
unable to cudure the life of common soldiers,
fourteen of these gentlemen had permission,
through King James® having written to their
"eommander for them to return to Scotland,
came to St. Germains to thank the king. Feur
of them, who were in ill health, remaincd
there, They were wandering near the palace,
and saw a little hey of six years old about to
enter a coach emblazoned with the royal arms
of Great Britain. This child was the son of
the exiled king, and was going to Marle.

He recognized the emigrants, und made a
sion for them to come to him.  They advanced,
and knecling down, kissed his hands and hathed
them with tears,

The little prince bade them rise, and with
that peeuliar sensitiveness often early developed
by misfortune, told them ¢ he had often heard
of their bravery; he had wept over their mis-
fortunes us much as those of his parents; but
Ie hoped a day would come when they would
find they had not made such sacrifices for ua-
grateful princes,™y Then giving them his
little purse, containing about a dozen pistoles,
he requested them to drink the king's health.

The child had been virtuously trained; in
fact, some of the Jueobites were heard to
lament « that the queen, his mother, had
brought the prince up more for heaven than for
carth.”

CHAPTER XXIX,—LETTERS FROM &T. OER-
MAINS.

. Tn pever cnding fear lest  the king should
agnin be moved to bestow the hand of TFlorence
on one of his Duteh parasites, the time passed
drearily on. She often, indeed, marvelled why
Queen Mary detained her at her court unless
0 answer two ends—the one, to ensure a se-

+ Dalrymple’s Memoirs of treat Brifain,

t Amadee Piohof.

e is already susceptible of

e e -

paration frowm a person she detested as much as
she did the exiled queen; the other, to have
the hand ef a disengaged heiress to bestow on
whomsoever of his Duteh favorites William
should hereafter feel inclined to favor,

The news, too, reached her that Sarsficld
and Sir Reginald were both fighting in Flan-
ders, under the Freneh king, and sad as she
oceasionally was under the coutivued appre-
hension of danger to Sir Revinald, or a re-
newal of tyrauny to herself, she would have
yiclded to u much yreater extent but for the
Jessons and example of’ her hand-maiden, who
never ecased in times of despondeney to remind
her of the all hut miraculous interposition of
Providence in her regard, when within but a
few hours of being made an wnwilling wife.
At the same time it not unfvequently happened
that she felt an amount of vexation at witness-
ing the extreme placidity of (Grace, whowm
nothing ever vutfed,  She was nite right in
conjecturing that it was the result of the lesson
she had learned so well whilst passing through
that fiery ordeal with the husband whom she
had been s0 eager to obtain,

But there was one very near the «ueen who

was made sorely to suffer by her Majesty, and:

this was the Princess Anne.  The queen was
again left by her hushand, with diffieulties sur-
rounding her at every step.  Jusobites, ar jer-
sons like (irice, were moving about in her own
palace, anticipating the restoration of her fa-
ther, ind aware that her sister, with whom she
was now at varianee, had  written o letter to
her father, which she had intereepted, in which
she had told him “she would fly to him as
soon as he could Twd in any part of Cireat
Brituin.”

Florenee was by nature a gentle, timid wo-
miun.  When she witnessed the queen’s treat-
ment of her own sister her heart involuntarily
recurred to the thousht of the danger she had
escaped, and the certaduty there was that in
cvery contest that might await her in the fu-
ture, the powerful and arbitrary Mary would
win the day against herself,

The princess had sent a humble message to
the queen, when, after a time, fraught with
much suffering, a child was bom tv her, but
who cxpired almest immediately, '

It the princess thought her situation, serious-
Iy ill s she was, and crieving over the luss of
her child, would move her sister, she was
doomed to be mistaken.  She nover asked
after her health, but seemed as if she only
sought her for the purpose of making an attack
upon Jier eonduct concerning the sole cause of
their estrangement, the Marlboroughs,  She
addressed the suffering princess in her usual
imperious, harsh tone, telling her ¢she hud
made the first step by coming to her, ad ex-
pected she would muke the next by dismissing
Jady Murlborongh, whose husband was her
avewed cuiemy.”

The princess turued pale, and trombling with
agitation, told the queen she hoped, at some
time or other, the request would appear as
wnreasonable to her Majesty as it then did to
herself,

1Tard and  flexible as was her nature, she
was straek, it may be, with somewhat of re-
morse, for she said in the presence of Florence,
o her return to Kensiugzon :

L am sorry T spoke as 1 did to the prin-
cess, who had 2o muelh eoncern on her at the
reuewal of the affuir thut she trembled and
looked as white as her sheets.”

Those words she regretted having spoken
were the last Mary ever uttered to her sister.

Meanwhile wecks und months passed away.
Behind the seencs as she was in Mary's court,
Florence learned wisdom with each recurring
day, sceing s she did how very little
wealth aud exulted runk eam purchase in the
way of huppiness and content.  She knew that
the mind of the usurping queen was a prey to
many cares—treachery eften at the eouncil
table, unfuithfulness in the husbund whom she
almost adored, and rumors, ever and agnin of
those rigings in fuvor of her unfortunate father
—which formed the terror of her whole reign;
whilst towards the princess the most utter
estrangement coutinued during the latter years
of her life.

On one evening, many months after her long
letecr had been received by the ex-rucen, the
usually impassable features of her kandmaiden
wore an expression of pleasure. She advanced
to meet her mistress with 2 package in her
hand, saying, at the same time, in an
under tone, “I have scon Fathee Lawson;
these papers are from Mrs. Whitely.”

The first enclosure contained a few lines from
Sir Reginald.  She opened it eagerly, and read
us follows :

I repeat my former nssertion, though, Heaven
knows, with a sore, despairing heart. My fortuncs
are ruined, I am landless, homeless, a beggar on the
face of the earth, and will not do you, my beloved
one, such injury as to held you to your troth. For-
get that I ever existed. I ought to have hegan this
letter with informing you that the gallant and brave
defender of Limarick, Lord Taean, had received a
mortal wound at the battle of Landen. He lingered
& few days, and then expired inmyarnms. ‘The name
of Sarsfield will he hald in honor and veneratien by
Irishmen in ages yet to come, as a pattern of all that
should distinguish the character of & soldier and a
man of honor.

¢ The last of my kinsfolk, then, is no more,”

———— .

RSt Aty

thought ¥Florence, with a sense of the desolation
one experienees when aware that we stand
alone in the world, with net o soul on earth
that ean claim that blood velatjonship which
alay, that it should be so, does not always form,
as it ought to do, the very strongest bond bc:
tween mman and bis fellow man. — OF that, young
as she was, she had had practieal proof in tha
condhiet of the queen’s own tamily.

s relative, Mlovence knew but liitle of the
gt Lord Luean, but she had heen necus-
tomed to think of him with u sense of wratified
pride, and a feeling of wlulness that she could
claim relationship with & man whom his
greatest enemies spoke of s of wnsurpassed
bravery and unflinehing honor.  His conduct
at Limeriek attested the Iatter ina perhaps un-
exampled dezgree s for when help was at last at
hand, e refused to profit by it, beeause he had
Pledued his werd o the followers of William,

The letter from the queen bewan as follows :

Anvther Antomn Vas passed away,  Shal) [ever,
my dua child, elisp yon in uy aos againg

Itis now four years since we parted, and if the
mereital God his sent us both trials, it bas pleased
Him o carey botls yonpself and your fond Mra.
Whitely safely through them. At prosent we are
all in rood health, God be thanked.,  The king con-
tinnes o load us with his benctits, wd - with count-
less marks of triendship, Evewy fresh proof fills as
with renewed gratitude.  Whilst writing on this
subject, do yorr remember, my child, that he pro-
misvd to grant our Rose, as he terned you, aity favor
fhe mizhit begr of hing hereafter, 1t oceurs to me
that e might be willing to render vou a little ser-
vice in the affaivs o€ cortain peeson’ whose dispoyi-
tion and aflection is waltoadile, bat who is, alay,
too prond te ruweeey, and thus liold you 1o your
cigagenent under prosent cireustances,

The romembranee of the snd and destitute condi-
tinn ol these byave gentlemen, who have maude them-
selves oo awd destitmte, and who have given up
everything for is, fills us with the most poignant
griel, and troubles us tfar move keenly than our own
calamities,

Favewell, e mignopiiv. 1 never cense to pray for
you, as tor mysclf, that God muy (01 our hearts withy
His holy love.  We may Do satistied with all else
that may happen o usif we possess this, 1 mny
adel that | owas much interested in the acconnt you
gave me of your atleadant.  God has given you a
great mark of His goodness, my child, in pfaniug
stwh o porson new you. Burn this when read ;
and, onee more, farewall,

CHAPTER XXX, — ALONE WITH
OTUHRR DAYS,

RECORDS QF

“ Pooyou really feel worse, mudam 2

This enquiry was put to the queen by Flor-
enee in a tone of anxious eonsideration on the
evening ol the 20th of December, 604,

“Very raweh worse, chilil, indeed, thougl
the king decs ot like (o hear me say it.
feel 11, seriously il

The vid was drawing nigh ; that ond which
levels all distinetion, when peer and peasant,
the erowned hewd and the beggar, are at last
equal,

Did Mary entertain o presentiment thay this
was to be Toer last? ey conduet on the night
following (h ey in question would lead pos-
terity to helieve that she did.

She always had o high, fresh eolor, so she
had on this day in questton,  She did not look
ill, apd the two ladics who were in the room
with our heroine when this conversution took
place, were fnth to believe that her Mujesty’s
tudisposition were other than trifling,  Indeed,
she had never been in her nsual health ar
sprrits since about three weeks ngo, when the
serviee ab Whitchall came to a full stop in con-
sequence of Arehbishop Tillotson Who was offi-
ciating in the queen’s presence, being struek
with apoplexy, he never spoke again, but died
in u few days.

Like many ladics in our own time, Queen
Mary was apt to be obstinate in tho remedies
she used when unwell,  Vainly had o faithful
physician warned her aguinst the use of o
spirituous cordial, which she wuas aceustomed
to swallow in large doses.  She partook of it on
this occasion, und shortly afterwards bocame
much worse,

Tor a short time Florence was alone with the
ueen, and muny thoughts passed through
her mind, conuvected with her own presence in
the palace. She hud been endeavoring to rally
the queen’s drooping spirits to ¢he best of her
power, and the latter seemed to have fallen
asleep, and cecasing to talk, Florence fixed her
gaze on the full face with that hizh complexion,
and the large corpulent figure of the queon—
her size had hecome such as is rarely seen in 2
woman—still in the prime of life. Suddenly
the queen opencd her eyes, she was not asleep
as Florence had imagioed, but was thinking
with closed cyes, probuably, on the more youth-
ful personage heside her, whom partly from
whim, and partly {rom interested motives, she
had for some four or five years monopolized to
herself in o species of honorable captivity.
Suddenly Mary exclaimed in a hard, abrupt
tone, which made Florence start:

“ What are you thinking of, what made you
stop so suddenly ?”

“1 believed you were asleep, madam,
and___" ] . )

“ Yes, very'well,” interrupted the queen, %I
will Bot press you teo closely, instead of insist-
ing on your telling me your thoughts; yeu
shall hear what mine wero; I was thinking of
you.”

“Of me, madam,” said Florence in a tone of

astonishment,



