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LONGFELLOW’S “MONTE CASINO.”

THe day was dying, and with fechle hunds
Caressed the mountuin tops; the vales hetween

Darkened ; the river in the meadow lunds
Skeathed itself as a sword and was not seen.

The silence of the place was like a sleep,

So full of rest it seemed; each passing tread
Was & reverberation from the decp

Recesses of the ages that are dead.

For more than thirteen centuries ago
Benedict, fleeing from the gates of Rome,

A youth disgusted with its vice and woe,
Sought in these mountain solitudes a home.

He founded here his Convent and his Rule

Of prayer and work, and counted work as prayer.
His pen became a clarion, and his school

Flamed like a beacon in the midnight nir,

‘What though Boceaceio, in his veckless way
Moclting the Iazy brotherhood, deplores
The illnminated manuscripts that lay
Torn and neglected on the dusty floors ?

Boecacelo was a novelist, a child
Of fancy and of fiction at the best;
This the whane librarvian said, and smiled
Incredulous, as at some idle jest.

Upon such themes as these with vne youug friar
I sat conversing late into the might,

Till in its cavernous chimney the wood fien
-Had bmnt its heart out like an anchorite,

And then translated, in my convent eell,
Myselt yet not myself, in dreams T lay ;

And as & monk who hears the matin bell,
Started from sleep ;—already it was day.,

From the high window I beheld the seenc
On which St, Benedict so oft had gazed:
The mountains and the valley in the sh(en
Of the bright sur, and stood 25 one + .ua.od.
Gray mists were relling, rising, vanishing ;
The woodlands glistened with their jewelled crowns ;
Far off the mellow bells began to ring
For mating in the half-awakencd towns.

The conflict of the Present and the Past,
The ideal and the actual in cur lify,
As on a field of battle held me fast,
Where this world and the next world were ai strifo.

For, ag the valley from its sleep awoke,
I -w the iron horses of the steam

T - o the morning air their plumes of smoke,
And ne as one awaketh from a dream.

FLORENCE O'M- ILL:
OR, THE SIEGE OF LIMERICK.
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CHAPTER XXX,
ALOKE WITH RECORDS OF OTHLR DAYS.

FLOREFCE, with the other ladies of the court, wondered much wlat
steps the Princess Anne would take (of course I need not tell vou she
suid nothing of what she knew respecting the queen’s occupzition on
the pravious night).

The princess did her duty ; she was ill and confined to a couch ;
nevertheless, she sent a message to her sister, entreating her to allow
her the bappiness of waiting on her; she would natwithstanding the
condition she was in, run any hazard, The message was delivered to
her Majesty, and the messenger sent back with word that © the king
would send an answer next day.”

No kind sisterly message was returned; se no reconciliation
could have been desired. MHave we not scen all along that Mary’s
heart was almost dead to human feelivg except for Ler husband ?
And even to him she left a letter of rebuke.

It nuppened the nexi day that Florence was with two other ladics
in the queen’s bed-chamber ; the queen was sinking fast into uncon-
sciousness, when Lady Fitzharding, who undertook to express Lo Lier
the concern of the Princess Anne, forced herself into the queen’s bed-
chamber ; the dying queen gasped out one word “ Thanks.”” That
single word was, indeed, all she was able to utter,

At lensth a tervible erysipelas spread itself
and a frightful carbuncle settled immediately over the heart. Tho
king was in despair, he ordered lis camp bed to be placed in the
¢ amber of his dying consort, nvd remained with her night and day.

Bbe received the communication that she was dying with calmness,
said, * that she liad wrote her mind on many things to the king,” aud
spoke of the escyitoire which he would find 1n ber vlosel ; and avoided
giving herself or her husband the tenderness o final parting might
have caused to them botl. This idea 18, however, much at vurin?zce
!;it.h the rebuking letter she wrote to him a faw nights sinee in her
closot.

After receiving the Sacrament, she composed Ligrsell solemnly Lo
die. S8he slumbercd some time, but suid hey soul was not refreshed
by it, and thot nothing did her good byt prayer. Once or twice she
tried to speak to the king, but could not go through with it. For
some hours she loy silent, then when ske spolo shie wandered yery

over the quesn’s faee,

wildly, and her hallucinations led thoese who were around her to
believe that there was something still wpan her mind.

“I have something to tell the Archbishop ; leave me alone with
bim,” said the queen, and the room being immediately clenred,
Tennison awaited in bresthless impatience, the expected communica-
tion.

e aflerwards said that the queen’s mind was wandering, *she
had fancied i Radeliffe, her Jacobite pliyeician, had put a Popish
nurse npon her, and that she was lurking behind a screen.”

One who lived in the time of the queen, on speaking of her last
noments uses these words:

“LBut whether she had any sernples relating to her father, and

i they made part of her discourse with Tennisou, and tlat arch-divine

took pon lus own soul the pressuve whicls, in those weak ungnarded
moments might weigh upon bers, must now remain a secret until the

last day.”

i At that most soleran hour between night and morning, the spirit
of Lhe queen went forth, without one word of reconciliation or remorse

with regme 1o her injured father, cither to asking his forgiveness ov

expreseing sorrow for lier conduct.

Father lowson was yeb Lingering in the vicinity of the paluce
when the queen’s death took place. 'Lhere were others, besides
Florence and ber bandmaiden, seeretly of the proseribed faith, and
by one of these, the tidings was conveyed to James, who, though he
would not put himself in mourning for her death, shut himself up in
his upartments and refused all visits. His horror was great on finding
that one he had loved so cdearly had espired without sendimg him the
slighest expression of sorrow et the misery she hud been the means of
cius ng him.

To the great honor of that primate, Dr. Ken, who had veen Mary’s
chaplain in Holland, we may add that be wrote indignantly to
fennison vespecting his conduct at the queen’s death-bed, charging
bhim with not acting up to his position as primate, in failing “ to call
o1 the queen {o repent on her death-bed of her sins townrds her
father,” reminding him in very strong language of the horror Ten-
nison had expres-ed to him of some circumsianees in the queen's conduct
at the time of the revolutiow, aflivming that they would compromise
" her salvation withent mdividual and eemplete repentance.

Three time~ had the king smooned when word was browght him
‘ thal the queen w 1= nomore.  He insisted on remaining at Kensington,
aud as wo one dured intrade on his grief, Florence was at o loss how
i Lo convey to him the letter of the queen ; chance, however, threw Ler
| B ris way. ] ‘ o
i The gueen’s fir sl 111 token place, and she was beginning
= nously to think o1 o wiessing herself to the Princess Aene, when
wanderng d wn onc ot the galleries of the palace, she met the kg
advay cing towards her.  To retreat was impossible; he would huve
pa~ - ler by, for his head was bent .ownwards, and Le seemed lost
m thoug .

er step, however, aroused Lim, and he seemed aboul to pass on,
when, as if & sudden idew struck him, he paused.

“ L will speak ou to the I'rincess Anme,”’ Le said, and was
wulking on, when sui..oning courage by the thoughtfulness he had
oxpressed, she knelt down, and gracefully presented to hun the dead
queen’s letter. A flush, akin to anger it might be, passed like a
momtentary shadow acress his countenance ; and in somewhat harsh
tones he exclaimed,

* You may ge.”

“You may go,” he repeated ; “ go from Lere; go where you will,
with your maid ; read, and go quiekly.”

Her eyes fell on the few lwes the dying queen had written, and
which, passing on without further word or comment, the king left in
her hand. They ran thus:—

In remembrance of my maid of honor, Florence {'Neill, having
saved my life during the fire at Whitehall, and also of her submission
to cur will respecting the overtures of marriage from the Count Von
Arnheim, T beg that you will allow her to leave the paluce, with her
maid, whenever she pleases to go, wheresoever she shall see fit; and
that she may have the fu'l aud entire wanagement of her late uncle's
property, us well as of the Imsh estales mbemted from her aunt,
Catherine O’'Nell,

Marie R.

Florence was alone in the gullery, and for two or three minutes
after reading the paper, she remained n the position in which William
of Orange bad left bor,  Joy is near akin to grief in its manifestations,
and her tears fell abundantly over the paper as she proceedod to her
own chamber, her mind busily weaving a thousand delightfnl images
by the way.

When sho rezched her roowm, she immediately sumn—oned Grace.
When that imperturbuble handmaiden made her appearance, she was
seated with that small picce of paper open on the table, her hands

clasped, and un expression of joy on her countenance.

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

“To France, madam!” said the astonished woman, and her eyes
fell upon the open letter of the quecn.

“T have the permission of the king. A voice From the grave,
whicl he dared not refuse, has spolken to him. You may read if you
wish ;7 and with a something cf reverence, she put the dead queen’s
letter in herattondunt’s hand.  “You must make your election, Gru\
and make it quickly.”

“ 1t i3 alveady made, madam,” said Grace. <1 love the queen
better just now than cver I Joved her in ler lifetime, When shall wo
leave London #™

“ Pack up iy clothes and books atYouce, Grace. Lol us a0 a3
speedily us possible.”

Fhen Florence withdrew to Ler private apartment, and you may
be quite sure for sowe little time she felt hke oue in » drenn:, duzed,
bewildered.  Should she go steaight to St. Germains? Ol no!  She
slould act upon o Innt the Queen, Mury Beatrice, had given hep.
8 e should scek cut King Louis, and beg him to redeem: his word ;

becunse you will please to remember, that when she meb the king, at



