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The

:no“gh’;z’:: h:fc::; ui.ntcndcd nuptiz?ls soon'sprea.d
, e y, and tl_xe nat'xonal pride was
ron e idea of an English princess ascending
Qleng:, © f France. In the meantime, the most
‘“le, al i:’reparz.xtions were making for her depar-
N o blegs which she witnessed without an emo-
ke e L ure. She was publicly affianced by the
! ongueville in the name of the king his
g, ) ™ when the day of her departure at length

of ’_er:nry and Catherine, with a brilliant train
oy, s accompanied her to Dover. Her per-
Wiy Ndants were numerous, and gorgeously

Yol a0d her retinue was swelled by a host of
O o anxious to express their loyal admiration,
\"‘"‘ce P8, hoping to advance their fortunes by ad-
1 begy the royal bride. Hitherto Mary’s grief
tﬁme silent and restrained, but when, for the
:lnb,. ’i:he felt herself clasped in her brother’s
by it’re b}lrst forth with a passionate violence,
k"der]y c&qulfed all his efforts to soothe, and as he
:'"d en “ri"esstid her, and whispered words of hope
ith e"% affection, his conscience smote him
. eﬂes.t pangs of remorse, and he inwardly
St % ::lbltion which had led him to sacrifice
" loved.. But it was now too late for

o ion ’:;l"d reiterating his assurances of future
it de!i;a blolﬂd circumstances ever occur, to ren-
M‘ed hcﬁ’ }{e led her himself to the beautifully
o preg, t, in which she was to embark. The
;"ieq l‘te:d eagerly around them, and, as Mary
the o rfu) eyes, to cast them for the last time
N Qo bly E.nghsh faces of those who were call-
9‘&1 g:z“lngs on her head, she was startled by
5‘{%8 hey © of one among them, who stood re-
%iew Whigth more than common carnestness.
‘% , and gy she obtained of his figure was in-
™ of e elou featsxrea were half hidden by the
Elh.tﬂ'ei" eyen 2k, which he crowded round his face ;
*Beal, Tet, and never yet did she encounter

8 glance, without a thrill through every
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fibre of her heart. In an instant after he was lost
among the crowd, but Mary felt that she had seen
Suffolk for the last time—that he had stood to wit-
ness the agony with which she tore herself from that
dear spot of earth where he still dwelt, and there
was a soothing power in this conviction, that calmed,
but could not quell her sorrow. But at length the
last word was spoken, the last embrace given, and
yielding her hand to the Duke of Norfork, he led
her on board the vessel, waiting to convey her to
her dreaded destiny. .

Their passage across the Straits was short,
though stormy—but Mary endured no terrors—

the depths of the ocean seemed to her a quiet haven

of repose, and but for the impiety of the thought,
she would have wished that the tossing waves might
engulf her in their bosom. The royal yacht was
driven into the harbour: of Boulogne, where the
waves rose so high, that the princess might long
have been confined to the narrow limits of the ves-
sel, but for the knightly courtesy of Sir Christopher
Cornish, who, with that same spirit of gallantry
which afterwards distinguished the illustrious Ra-
leigh, when he spread his cloak beneath the feet of
the virgin queen, stood in the water, took her in
his arms from the boat, and carried her to land.”
She was here met by a numerous calvacade, com-
posed of the flower of the French nobility, at the
head of whom, rode the Count D’Angouleme, after-
wards the gallant and warlike Francis the First.
This prince was the husband of Claude, the only
child of Lov’ -he had been permitted to assume
the title . Dauphin, and long to consider him-
self as heir p :sumptive to the crown. It was there-
fore not to be wondered at, that he should contcm-
plate with dissatisfaction thc unexpected event of
the king’s marriage to 2 youthfal princess ; and
through respect for his sovereign, and the habitual
courtesy of his nature, induced him to head the

band of nobles, who hastened to welcome her to
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