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CHAPTER XXVIL—( Continued.)
«1 shall write to Marlborough,” said the
{ng, laying his letter aside, <" that his good in-
entions must be proved by deeds rather than
words."”
At that moment there was a knock at the
closet door, and « page introduced Lord Lucan,
whoso prodigious size far cxeeeded that of the
stalwart Welehman, Davy Lloyd.
«I have had a letter that has given me
tleasure, Lucan,” he snid, showing him the
epistle of the prineess, as Lloyd was leaving
the room, the fond weak heart of the king
yourning towards his younger child. ¢« My
daughter Anne, Lucan, is surely better than
her sister Mary.”>#
Captain Lloyd's hand was yet on the handle
of the door, when this remark attracted
lis attention. e paused, half opened
it again, thrusting forward his white head, say-
ing :—
4 beg your Majesty to understand they are
both alike in principle; the one is not a whit
better than the other ; a couple of ,’ and
Lere the rough seaman used a canine cowmpari-
son, to which an oath was added, which we may
not repeat in these pages.
Poor, foolish, fond James! A deep sigh
estaped him as Captain Lloyd closed the door.
His words had been havsh and coarse, bat the
kg knew him to be warmly devoted to his
interests, and felt that he must be well con-
Vinced that Anne wus ouly seeking to further
ber own sclfish views, or that he would never
have burst out with such uncontrollable indig-
Bation,
“Well, Lucan, and what news has the cap-
tin brought for yow,” said the king, as he
threw the letter of the princess aside.
_ “Merely a letter from Florence, your Ma-
Jsty. Poor child, she seems to entertain no
lspe of getting away from Mary's Gourt. She
has also sent « letter to St. John, releasing hini,
Dheliove from the contract that existed be-
tveen them, behold himy, Sive, he is walking on
the terrace beneath the window. He looks
vry lachrymose, does he not, rather unlike the
foe, dashing, young fellow, who last year of-
fred me his” services at Limerick. ~Active
service will rout him out of his trouble most
speedily, your Majesty."”
“He will not be suffered to remain long in-
telive,” replied the king, “but I grieve for
lorence very much, there is little doubt, Sars-
F?]d, but that the rich estates of your young

1SWoman ave coveted by William. His con-
{g‘-‘“s in F_l:mdc:,rs are costing him dear; he is
_amll’“;i?n?hllng Kngland to carry on his wars,
e ¢ argor the number of the ‘estates con-

seated on the plea of rebellion, the better for
nm(lli- My poor Lucan, how severely have you

"4 may others suffered by your devotion to
our cange,” ‘

fzﬁiar stood in the king’s: eye as he spol.:e.

his 0;‘;’0, warm-hearted Irishman beheld it;
ealtagg, wa; 8 50ft as that of a woman, and
is dut gl & few yvogds about enly having dene
s myt‘ 1 sacrificing his estates, u.nd wrging
he v 0trymen t0 go to France, he . turned to

te window to goneeal his emotion. ~ For the

* Macpherson Siate Papars,

old mansion in which he was born, and the
green hills and dales surrounding it, swam be-
fore his eyes, and with the expressions of his
royal master’s sorrow were mere than he could
bear. Nor was the seene in the open meadow
beyend, where the troops had mustered for
their daily exercise, in their dingy, hardworn
uniform more cheering to the spirits, for it
clearly manifested the scant condition of the
poor king's finances.

A moment later the queen entered the closet
followed by her beautiful boy, a child of some
four years of age. The little prince, as soon 15
the door was opened, rushed at onee to Lord
Lucan; his head reached not much above the
knees of the somewhat gigautic fizure of that
personage. The boy's large, dark eyes were
fixed on his fuce, with an earnestness such asis
not often seen in childhood. Alas, the little
prince was well accustomed to thesight of tears,
if you only remember what his parents suffered,
and with the ucute apprehension of an intalli-
gent child, he ac once concluded that something
had occurred to muke ¢ big Lord Lucan,” as
he used to call him, lock so sad to-day.

With dark cyes, a fair, brisht complexion,
an abuundance of clustering curls o’ golden hair,
and the rest of his features equally good, the
little Prince of Wales deserved the appellation
of a beantiful child.

He was dressed in his usual attire, a frock
of the royal Stuart tartan, with « stomacher of
point lace, a cap of dark blue velvet, set some-
what fancifully on the top of his pretty head,
adorned with a small plume of black and blue
feathers. His tiny hands caught firm hold of
those of Lucan, and his golden curls fell over
that brave [rishman’s arm, as o childish
prattle he begs him to come to see a benutiful
pony which Monsieur the Dauphin had sent
him.

Very good fast friends, indeed, nre the child
and the carl, though the brave Sarsticld did not
live to raise a sword in defence of the rights of
the prince he loved so dearly.

He lifted the boy up in his arms, fondling
and caressing him as though he were his own,
In fact, the little fellow knew well the power
he possessed over the brave and gallant Lucan,
who, turning with o smile to James and his
consort, said, Jaughing, for the sight of the boy
hiad driven away his sadness.

¢ You sec your Mujesties, big Lucan is fuir-
ly caught, and gs he cannot sny ‘no’ to your
child, why you must exeuse him, he is going to
logk at the Dauphin’s present.”

A word first, Lord Lucan,” said the
queen. “I have a long letter from my be-
loved Florence. I shall read it to the king,
and then send it to yourself and Sir Reginald.”

¢ A lony letter at last, Sire,” she resumed
as Lord Lucan withdrew with the boy under
his eare, shall T read it aloud ?”

The king assented, and placing her chair
beside that of the king, she began to read.

We must here remark, however, that the
date of the letter was that of the October of
the previous year. Consequently it had been
kept at random, for sometimes weeks or cven
months had clapsed without an entry having
been made. The corn was now ready for the
reaper, its golden sheaves were being gathered
in.,” Nearly another year had passed, showing
that the journal had been kept by irregular
intervals, and us circumstanees allowed, most
probably with a view of having it 2t hand
whenever a fortuitous chance might oceur,
through which she might trapsmit it to her
friends in France.

Without any preamble, for cogent reasons
addressing no particular person it began thus:

This day I have for the last time looked on
the dead fice of my dear uncle. I have eol-
lected all his valuables and papers; to-morrow
his remains will be removed to Morville for in-
terment, How much would I like to go thi-
ther for awhile, and then return to my beloved
Mrs. Whitely, (1) »

How much would I give to know if one
whom I hold dear is recovered of his wounds.
How much to know if I am thought of as in
the old, old days, when our troth was plighted
beside my dying mother.

December, 01,

‘The king is at Kensington, and has brought
with him the Count Von Arsheim. I am per-
secuted on all sides, I am asked to give &
reason why I distile him ; he is in favor with
tho king (were he in favor of two_kings my
aversion would be the samc). He is thirty
years old, good looking, rich, and enzmored. of
myself, so says the queen, She tells me I re-
fuse him in « spirit of obstinacy, and because it
am still fostering attachment to an outlaw.—
Both the king and queen were much exas-
perated to-day, because I still continue to ro-
fuse the Count, who urges his suit with a pro-
voking pertinacity when he sces how I am
opposed to it.” Oh, how I wish I was a peor
pensant givl I should not be thus tortured.

January 15, 1692,

This afternoon I received a summons to ot
tend the king in his closet; the queen was not
there; my heart beat violently. I looked 2t
my face in the pier glass -as I approached him,

1.} One of the names by which Qucen_Ma.ry l?oﬂ-
trigo' )was designated in the writings of the Jacobites.

I was ghastly white ; my black robe a contrast
to my pale face; my knees shook under we,
Then I said to myself, “there is mot mueh of
the courage of the O'Neills in their descead-

ant,” and I mastered my lear a little, and !
walking slowly up the long reom, I made my |

oheisance to the king,
awaited his pleasure,

Let me try and remember how his Majesty
opened the attack. I was so surprised that I
have to think before I can clearly recollect all
that passed.

His spare little person was seized with a fit
of nsthmatic coughing at the moment I reached
his chair. His mannoers are always more or
less disgusting, so that he did not heed at all
the nature of his cough, whilst a young lady
stood immediately before him ¢ill the fit was
over, for I dared not move, as he made no
sign ; ncither did he sign for me to be seated.
You know he is chary of speech and very brief
in his repites, I was aware that I stood before
one who is dead to the gencrous emotions of
the heart, and, at the same time, an imperious
sovereign. I felt too that the queen wus pur-
posely absent.

At last the king lnid aside his handkerehief,
and fixing his sparkling eyes on my face, his
countcnance more grave c¢ven than usual, he
said:

« I wish to know why you refuse to marry
one who is a faithful {riend of mine. Now,
reply iu three or four words.”

« Your Majesty, I caonot marry Count Yon
Aroheim,” T suid,

Tt iy wowun's nonsense; you shall be his
wife before we return to Ilolland. T have said
03 it ismy will”

“ But Sire, it eannot, must not be,” and silly
woman that I aun, the tears rushed to my cyes,
and sobs choked my utterunce,”

“Jinough, I have said you sha?/, you under-
stand; now you may go.”

« But, your Majesty, I wifl nof marry him,”
said I, heedless of the person whom I ad-
dressed,

The king rarely got in such a passion as on
this oceasion. He rose from lhis chair, seized
me voughly by the arm, asked me how I dared
set up my will against his, and in his rage,
flung his handkerchiefs on the ground. I
picked them up and handed them to him; he
flung them on the floor again, saying: “Do you
know I have power to imprison you—how dare
you refuse when we approve? I sce, I sce,
vou want to endow the outlawed St, John with
your cstates; they shall be confiscated first,
wadant.”

His violence brought on another fit of eough-
ing, I again picked up his handkerchicfs, and
humbly nsked should I remain,

“Go, Madam, go; I have told you you shall
submit,” was the rough reply, and I huyried to
my hedroom, and when there, dear Mrs. White-
1y, 1 fell on my knees and had a wood long ery.

How ean I keep my troth as I wish and
marry Vou Arnheim?  Theu, again, you know
it will not do for both contracting parties to be
poor; for, although I know I cught to be very
rich when I am tweuty-one, somctimes I fear
whether a reason will mot be found why I
should be made poor if I continuc obstinate in
my refusal, as T mean to do.

Standing before him, I

January 28th.

The qucen contraues very cold and havsh,
and her exasperation with the Princess Anne
—for she persists in keeping the Marlboroughs
about her—makes her worse. She told e
yosterday that the king was fixed in his re-
solve ; called we an ungrateful, obstinate minx,
and said that she had ordered my {roussec,
and fixed the day for my murriage for the
middle of next month. «I bid you receive
the Count properly this evening,” she suid;
“ T shall be present, and, remember, we shall
enforee obedience.

1 searce know how I rcached myown rooms,
« This cvening, this evening,” I kept saying to
mysclf. T felt as if a weight pressed on my
heart. I called on him whom I must votname
on this paper to como and help me, on my be-
loved Mr. and Mrs. Whitely; and all this
while, you see, I had forgotten Ilim who can
help when the arm of man cannot sustain us,
«(Oh, God, come to my aid; Oh, Lord, make
haste to help me,” I cried out in the anguish
of my heart; in the words of the Psalmist,
«TIn Thee I have put my trust; let me never
be confounded.”

Then in a.little while my passion of tears
was over, and much time having passed ; and
as T was to stand behind the queen’s chair at
the theatre that cvening, I got up from my
kuces, for I knew iny maid would soon come
to dress me,

T am sure I see no beauty in myself to muke
the Count so ardens. I was ns white as a lily,
and my eyes fearfully swollen with crying, I
assure you the white silk and pearls I wore
were not whiter than my face,

T saw her mejesty look sharply at me when
I came forward, for the Count, I found, was to
be one of the royal party. The queen isa
superbly majestic woman now. She looked
down on me; was & mind to crush me out of
existence ; and with a significant glance at Von
Arnheim, she said, in an under tone, though
loud enough for me to hear it:

“ I have fixed the day of your nuptials for
the fiftcenth of next month, Count ; you will
thus be ready to rcturn with the king to Iol-
land when he leaves England in Mareh.”

My persecutor, of course, presented me his
arm, It was impossible for me to speak just
then, there was such a throng around us, but
Tlooked up in the queen's face to sce if I
could move her to pity; but no, the glance she
levelled 2t me was expressive of anger and de-
termipation, for her lips were compressed to-
gether, as T have seen them when she has
visited the priucess with any outbreak of anger,
and as she swept in all her regal magnifiecnce
past me, the word * Beware ' fell {rom her
lips.

Had I formed no prior attachent, I do not
think I should like the Count. As it is, I feel
an unconquerable averston for the pertinacity
with which he presses his suit, and I also have
a vague ides that he woes not me, but the
broad lunds I inherit,

T took my customary place bohind the queen’s
chair, but tears and grief combined made me
feel ill, coupled with the weariness of standing
for two hours. Suddenly acold dew overspread
wy face, the lights on the stage scemed all to
blend in one confused muss, and I rvemember
nothing more till I found myself in a retiring
room of the theatre, whither T had been carried.
That terrible Count was beside e, officiously
assiduous in promoting my recovery.

I returned to the palace in his care and that
of one of the yucen’s ladics.  He conducted me
to my own apartments, and you may cusily
imagine how hard he tried to press Iis suit,
backed as he knew himself’ to be by the king
und (ueen,

At last, dearest Mrs. Whitely—for T en-
courage the hope that one day, however dis-
tant, your eyes may full on these lines—I grew
angry, and tarning round upon him, T asked
him how lic could find it in his heart to perse-
cute one who had ne affections to bestow ?

“Yes, that is the very thing, Madam,’” he
replied, with an insulting air and gesture, 1
have heard of your attachment ta 2 rchel and
an outlaw, who has dared to take up arms
against their Majestics.  This, Madam, is the
real reason why I am refused.”

My hasty temper wus now thoroughly roused.

“ You insult me by sueh lenguage, ¢ir,” 1
exelaimed, ¢ T have no intention of marrying
at present; morcover, I will wever give my
hand to 2 person who has pursucd me ws you
have done.”

“Their Majesties—"" he Degun.

T interrupted him at once,

“In this matter their Majesties have no
right te control me, nor will T be so influenced.
I aguin repeat I will uot be foreed to become
your wife,”

¢ Madam,” he replied, “T forgive you, be-
cause you are evidemly a young lady of high
spirit, who, donbtless, grieves for having suid
unjust things s =0on ax she has uttered them ;
and as 1 am quite eatisfied tn the faet that the
king and queen can bend you to eowmplinnee, T
can afford dor the present to be silent hencath
your hard Language,”

“And would you he content with my hand
unwillingly hestowed,” said T, with flaghing
eyes, and scarcely able to articulate, in what T
might almost tern iy righteous anger,

¢ Most eertainly; the affection of the at first
unwilling bride will follow, as a matter of
course, after she has hecome my wife,

« Farewell, Madwin,” he added, rising, « 1
shall have the pleasare of visiting you to-morrow
in the presencee of the queen,”

I knew well that all T that night su red
arose from a want of full and entire trust n the.
power of Him who nalone cun help us, T forgot
all the caln and peace T had experienced earlier
in the day, when I committed this matter and
my whole being iuto the hands of God. And
so it happened that for some time after Von
Arnheim had left me, I remained overwhelmed
by the shock [ had received. The weather
was cxtremely cold, and I sat for a long time
licedless that the fire had almost burnt itself
out, and dreading even the coming of my
maid.

At length, feeling the necessity of cxertion,
I aroused wmyself, mnd made up my mind to
throw myself at the ¢ucen's feet in thc morn-
ing, and make a last cffort to execite her to pity.

You may well imagine, dear Mrs, Whitely,
that I passed an indiffereet night,  Alas, Thad
little to cxpect from the pity of (Queen Mary.

It was not left to me to put myself in her
Maujesty’s way, for she sent me a message dosir-
ing me to come to her half an hour before the
usual time. )

Of course I well kuew that this was meant
for u private conversation before her ladies
gathered round her. When I entored her
closet she was working, and without raising
her head, or veuchsafing me a single glance, she
began by saying :

« 1 understood perfectly’ well the cause of
your illness last night. A glance at your tear-
ful, swollen eyes.is sufficient. I have sent for
you in order to tell you that I shall put an end
to such scenes very quickly. Your marriage

will take place a fortnight earlier thaw I had |-

intended. Instead of the middle of next month,
it shall be solemnized the end of this.”

I east myself at the quecn’s feet, imploring
her not to eompel me to'disebey her cammands,
by foreing on my marriage with the Count.

“ Disobey 1" exclaimed her Majosty, in a
tone of unqualilicd contempt. I would advise
you to think over the penalty of disobedience
to your sovereign’s will. Tt will be imprison-
ment in the Tower.  Withdraw, and when you
next enter my presence let it be without tears,”

Wandering away again from Thee, O God
by the sinfulness of my nature; leaning for
help upon an arm of flesh, a reed that beudeth
beneath every wind.  Oh, forgive me, my
Almighty Father, and tesch me to see thut
from Thee alonotrue help, in the hour of direst
need, can eome,

Strength awas given to me; I obeyed the
fueen’s behest, and wreathed my face with
smiles when next 1 entered her presence,

But let me not forget in this Journal to
allude to one to whom I owe this looking up to
God, to whom T thus owe more than tongue
can express. L wmust premise by telling you
she is but an humble waiting-woman appointed
by the queen as my especial attendant. On
that night, after my swoon, when 1 was so
gracionsly molested by the addrosses of the
Count, 1 had rewmatued fir some time after his
departure, eold and teartn], when G race Wilmot
entered the room,

A strange woman I had often thought her.
Plain exceedingly she was; her complexion was
Swarthy, with lavee features, illformed ; her
eyes were fine, darl, andd expeessive—they re-
deemed, m some v, tho plainness of her
fnce. She was tall. too, and  lier ficure as
beantilul as her features were the reverse,

She was a woman of] perhaps, forty years of
age, singulaxly reticent, spaving in her speech
as the king himself, but often very sorrowful
and abstracted withal, so that T often felt Grace
Wilwot had a story of her own, if she chose to
tell it,

On the evening to which I have alluded,
wher she entered my chunber she paused, and
an expressiont of decp sympathy secmed to pass
over her hard features. She was about to
speak, but as suddenly eliccked herself, and
was, a8 usual, the humble, nnobtrusive waiting-
woman. Kven the sympathy of poor Grace
was mueh to me where all around me scemed
as if their hearts were of admmant. 1 chanced
to look in her face ns she was helping to divest
me of my dress; our cyes met, in mine the
tears still trembled ; heart opencd to heart;
the rich heiress was no more remembered ; the
woman looked upon the woman, differing only
from each other by their sacial positions; the
harrviers raised by the conventionalities of life
were for the time thrown down, and before I
well knew what T was about, my head rested
on the bosons of Grace, il her warm  tears
were falling in a. plentcous shower on my,
hrow,

“Dear young lady, dear ¢hild, how I have
wished to speak, and dared not by reason of the
humbleness af' my position,” she said; but
now, blossed be God and his Virgin Mother,
the well-springs of sympathy arc open; for, oh,
my lunb, it is o tervible thing to suffer, and
have none to cheer us with a consoling werd,”’

I recovered somewhat, wud vaised my head
from her bosoni.

“ My good (raco,” T said, in much bewil-
derment, ¢ you have spoken words none dare
to utter here.  Are you of the proscribed faith
of Rome ?"*

“Kven so, Madam, and groatly have I drank
of the chalice of hunan suffering ; but I will
show you whence I draw hope and consolation.
But Grace Wilmot, the handmaid of a lady of
rank guch as yours, still preswnes to tell her
mistress how to gather strength at the same
fount, in abronce ol the Sacraments now so
long denied us. From this, Mudam, I have
drawn my strength.”

She drew from her pocket two small and woll
worn columes, The one was a copy of the
Four Gospcls, the other an Tdition of that all
but inspired book, T'he Tmitation of Christ.

She turned over its pages, and pointed to one
chapter, headed: “ De Pumour de Jesus sur
toutes choses,”

It was a French copy of A Xewpis, by which
I understood my maid to be an educated
womar.

“ Thet onc chapter, Maduw,” said she, «is
often on my lips, 2nd I hope over in my heart,
At a time of grievous suffering an aged priest
bid me study it well. Sinco then I have
redlized more clcarly the fact contained there-
in, that eme must ‘not trust nor rely on a
windy reed ;' for all flesh is gouss, and ‘all the
glory thereof shall fade like the flower of the
grass. . Have an implicit confidence in Ged,
Madam, He will even work miracles rather
than abandon those who put their trust in
Him.”

“ But, my good Grace, said I, wanting,
vorily, the. simple, unquestioning faith of my
handmaiden, whom I was fast learning to re-
gard with respect, ¢ this marringe is resolved
on by those who have me in their power; im-
prisonment and the confiscation of my property
will be the alternatives.” ' :

Grace sorrowfully shook her head, seeing
that, as yet, I had so much to learn before I
could get in the right way, and her plain coun-



