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MHAPTER VI—SARSFIELDL, LORD LUCAN,

‘he clocks in the good city of Limeriek had

clsimed the first bour of 2 now day, and,
ross agional bark of u dog, or tho put-
save she occasiol ; N PR Y
tering of the raim, mingled with th_e famtfmgé
iar of the breeze, all wus hushed in profoun
.lle;z:-there were two watchers lu one of the
oner chambers of a house just w!tho_ut the
walls, and shey appeared te be buried in pro-
jound meditation. '.I‘he room was au_uply, nay,
scantily furnished ; in faet, it contained no.th-
e savo two or three chairs, s moan looking
pedssend, on which was a mattreas and a few
blsnkets, & table, boarmg. the romains of a hum-
Lle repast, and a chest of waluut-wood drawers
at tho farther ond of tho room, en which wero
laced a eword, belt, cap, and other aceputre-
ments, declaring the profession of the iomate
of that humble room to be that of arma.

Pacing the room, with a disturbed air, was

1 lady, whoso age 1t wore, perhaps, not easy to
euess, for, to & certain freshness ot complexion,
aud with bair whose rich brown reeked not of
ene silvery thread, ﬂfcre was that unmistakable
uaturity of foria' which may belong to a woman
of some forty or forty-five years of age, toge-
ther with those unmistakable lines on the brow
which we call furrows, placed on the smoeth
forcliead of wuman by oarc and auxiety if mot

by the haad of time. ] . .

Seated beside the fire sits a wan in the mili-
ury undress of an officer, and with one hand
shading his eyes from the bright glare of the
lamp, be holde with the other an open letter,
which he peruses with carc and attention,

‘Chis man was 2o other than Ireland’s hero,

“the brave and gallant veteran, Sarsfield, Lord
lLiucan.

- Take heart, Gatherine,” lie exclsimed, ad-
dressing the lady, *“ you may, perlaps, be io-
dulging unnecessary fear, Madcap a8 she is. I
think Floronce has yet enough prudence to
wke care of herself. I do net like, any more
than you do, this meditated encountor with
Mury, but you have owned that this man, Lay-
tou, who bus intreduced himself te you, is an
entire strangor, so that I de not see why you
shoutd place such implicit faith in his word.”’

T cannot doubt the truth of what he has
tld me,” said Miss Q'Neill; *“ he has shown
himself too well sequuinted with the affairs of
wy family to permit of my doing so. e evi-
dently knows Rir Charles personally, spoke of
Father Lawson, described the old Grange in
Gloucestershire, where he had met the good
Father, in company with that Nic Reginald, to
whom Florence was long sinee betrothed. He
tlso said that she had been scon in ¢ompany
vith Ashton, one of the gentlemen attached to
the houschold of Blary Beatrico, who, it is
known, has but recently come from France, aud
is striving bard to return thither.”

“Well, the story, certainly, is a strange
one,’ answered tho Gencral, musingly; se
strange that really I should like to see the man.
If anything be amiss I may be able to deteot
. Atall events I shall not return to my
nuarters till to-morrow night, and as you say
Lie intends to call on you to-morrow, T will take
eare to see him, but wo must still remember
that Plorence is possessed of more judgment
and penctration than meny of her sex. De-
pend on it, she will not involve herself without
due precausion ju the intended rising. Tor
myself, T much like the news containod in the
letter now before mo,” continned Sarstisld ;
“it gives me to understand that we may ex-
peot Tyreonnell early next wmonth, whea our
poor soldiers will again have an opportunity to
show their intrepidity. Aund now,” he added,
* Uthiok you and mysclf had best betake our-
selves to rest, and de not make yourself uncasy
:t}mut Florence. Rest assured ull is right as
tar a5 she is conecrned. T belicve her far too
predent to tempt danger.”

‘N\tm.t, though far from feeling couvinced,
Catherine O’Neill, the paternal aunt of Fler-
ence, retired to her oom, not to sleep, bug to
muse over the fortunes of her orphan uiece,
tnd the perturbed state of public uffairs, which
it ﬂu\t_tlmn invested the eity of Limerick with so
iuch interest, and has since claimed for it and

; 1t gellant defenders so great an nmount of
Prestge through sucoeeding apos.

Barly in the morning the General met his
cousin, Miss O'Neill, at breakfust. He had
(loi{i:;nk-‘.l‘f days_br.:come her visitor on one oon-
fOI'c"o;l onc,dvxz : that all ceremony should l_)e
e (floue’ lg! the poorest aud simplest room in
fot s ﬁcd tte:i'l up for his use, with a mattress
s lninde and plain diet for his tuble; and
5t Mo 1 ;vns intent on the contents of the lot-
i, 8d recoived the night before, when a
et o entering the room, snnounced the m-
viral of My, Layton.

At the samo moment- the sound of mnny

voices, a8 of persons clamoring for admission,
breke upon their ocars, accompanied by the
footsteps of a large concourse of people, then a
peal of doafening knocks sounded at the doer,
and tumultuous erics of Bring out the Saron
spy ! Down with the thraitor! reverberated
on the air. Scuree one moment had elapsed
between the entrance of the servant anuounc-
ing the arrival of Layton and the utterunce of
the shouts and cries which now met their us
tonished ears, and the acutc (General imme-
diately diviacd shat in somo way their stranger
visitant had to do with the foarful disturbance
without,

Acoordingly he bent a searching gazo on the
man who stood before Lim trombling with fear,
gcarce ubla to epeak from exoessive agitation,
his {ight grey cyos sinking beneath the eagle
glanco of Sarsficld, who seemed to bo asking
himself where ho had met the person whose
features he perfeotly well remombered, but
whoso identity was rendered difficult to estab-
lish, in oonsequance of the man of well nigh
four score years having adopted the disguise of
forty ; for our old friecnd Benson stands face to
face wich Sarsfield no Jonger with his own sil-
very locks, combed straight over his forchead,
and in the sobor sait of dark oloth it was his
eustom to wear, but with his head aderned
with a browa wig, his garments of the newost
cut and fushion, snd gay material to boot, and
the whole man so strangely metnmorphesed
that no wonder the brave Genersl fzilad o re-
cognize DBenson in him, the fanutis Buaron
whom ke hud knewn in earlier days, and sin-
cerely regretted that she training of the ywuth |
St. Jokn had been entrusted to his eare. |

But two ringleaders of thy imob withont
clamored loudly for admittance. T'heir voices
wero recoguized by the Goneral, and, aciing on
a sudden impulse, ke gave orders that the dunr
should be opened, and theso persons admitied. |

But Sursfield, as Le passed through the
hall, bad been seen as the open door; it was
no longor a question of admission of two per-
sons, for, pushing foreibly by the aifrighted
sorvant, a tumultuoas erowd rushed in, shrick-
ing out:

“Qch, and is it yourself, Gineral doar?
Give us up the cowardly spalpeen, the black
divil of 2 Saxon; tet us have the bluid of the
thraitor sure, and is it from the eamp of the
inimy he cowes ?" wero a tew of the string of
epithets which ruag in the cars of the (General
and his cousin,

“ Silence, silence, my friends,” excluimed
Sarsfield, and he gesticulated with all his force
to secure the attention of she infuriated mob,
for the greater part of the inhabiwints of the
city of Limerick seemed to be throngiug to the
quarter in which his cousin’s house was situ-
ated ; and huving taken cure to commit Benson
to the custody of two stout serving men, he
said :

“We must be just. and, before we punish,
see in what the prisoner is guilty. New then,
speak: how has this man offended ?" e added,
in a loud voico, nddressing the ringleaders of
the unruly mob,

Denis McCarthy, a tall, muscular man, at-
tired as a privato soldier, now stepped forward,
saying: )

« Arrah, yer honor, thin the rale fact is
this. Yonder spalpeen has just come frem
Derry, where he has a dale of frinds T'm afther
bein’ tould. My brother Barney knew him 1
London, yer honor, and sure that is why we
know him, for a thraitor its thrue that he 1s,
thin, Gineral dear, mnke him take off his wig,
and o white headed old fallow ye'll sce.”

Sursfield found it no very easy matter to
mako himself heard in reply to this not very
cloar speech of McQCarthy’s, for more tham
twenty voioes at once exclaimed : _

“ Whishs, yer bonor, sure and he's afther
mischief, the false Saxon that he is, faix. He
knows a power of things, and that u good priest
from Kngland is in this house. The spalpeen
and spy, dog that he is, is afther secing tlhe
Father, and thin sure and its aisy to kno?r
what he'd be afther doing later, and afther hg 3
done mischief for the Father, thin he can still
do a mighty purty business of his ewn 1"espeot-
ing n relation of Miss O'Neill's herself.” )

“ What have you fo say, villainous spy,”
said the (eneral, darting on him a look of
mingled indignution aed contempt. “What
have you to suy in your dofence, you wretched
spy ? What reason can yeu give why we
shouldn't hang you up like a dog, as you are,
on the Limerick gallows before the sun has
set? How dare you presume to come heru to
carry on your treagonable practices? Hourk
ye, boys," he continued, nddressing Denis and
another, who appeared to have acted she part
of ringleaders, I will hear what punishment
you ench decreo, and then deeide which he
shall undergo.” ) .

« Arrah, thin, Gineral dear,” suid Denis,
who, by the way, I should have said, was the
Genoral's servans when in his quarters, ! sure
and I’m afthor asking yer honor to let mo do
him one little servise before we are afther pun-
ishing him."” .

 With all my heart, Denis, I put him en-
tively in your hands,” said Sarsfield, while a

low groan escoped the lips of the terrified
wretch before him. With a yell of joy, Denia

1

bouuded forward, and the next moment, amidst
loud 2nd deafening huzzas, the eurly brown
peruke was thrown high ever the heads of the
assombled erowd. -

* See, see, the spalpeen, and sure isn's it a
shame,” sheuted Denis, *that ye should be
afther disgracing an old man’s white locks in
such & way? And now what'll we do, Gin-
eral, with this thraitorous spy? I'm afther
thinking it would do bim a dale of good to tic
him on a denkey's baok, and give hiw z rope's
end all through the streets of Limerick; but
first, yor honor, we'll have a bit o' sport, and
be afther shaving bis head, seeing that thin
he'll have thrue and rale reason to wear » wiyg.”

“ Well said, Denis,” rcplied Sarefield.—
 And now, Pat, lot me heur what punishment
you deviss, and then T can choose between the
two.”

P'as lifted Lis eap to tho General, and then
said:

“Thin if' tho thruth may de tould, Gineral,
L' afther thinking frind Denie too gintle by
half.  WWhisht, yer honor,” he added, with a
finger on his lips, **wouldn't it be u purtier
thing to hamg him up and let him die the
thraitor's death,”

“ Hurra! hurra!” shouted the mob, the ery
taken up by the multitude in she distance;
“let him die tho thraitor's death. If ye
speres him, Gineral, its sura and aftber mis-
chief he'll be goin’ agin,”

“What say you, traitorous spy,” shouted
Sarsfield, “ why shouldn’s you diethe death you
o rickly deserve, as these men so justly de-
erac

- Npare me, ob, spare me,"” oried the miser-
able wreteh, “and 1 promise you 1'll never,
necer, ves food in Ireland again. Here, here,”
he exelaimed, putting his hands in his pockets,
and with frantic eagerness, pulling out sundry
roils of paper, #“ had these frem King Wil-
lia's faverite page, and give them to you in-
steail of te those for whom they wore intended.
Parden me, and I will,”

“(iive him te us, Gineral dear, give him to
us, and we'll make the spalpeen answer for some
of his tricks,” exclaimed tho voices of men
raiscd to such a pitoh of fury that but for the
preseuce of a loader as popular as Sursfield, it
had been certuin the earcer of thizs dangerous
fanatic hud been immediately cut short.

As it wus, however, Sarsfield again com-
manded silence, and recommended him to
merey on account of his old age. Then, tumn-
ing to Denig, he said:

4T think I shall leave this wretched ereature
to your merciful treatment, Denis, you under-
taking, however, to seo that he embarks for
Toudon a3 soon as the punishment shall have
been inflicted.”

“(Yeh, thin, Giperal, sure and [ think cutof
consitheration to his white hairs, barrivg the
rale faet that he decsn’t gure onc bit about
thim himself, we'll bo afther letting him off s
little more nisy than I thought of doing; so,
yer bonor,” udded Denis, in one of his mest
persuasive tones, “ suppese we give him only
fifty lushes. Sure and I have the bouid of
hiw, and will see that he is fairly banished
from the Kmerald Islo forever.”

The Cenerzl bowed his ausent, and aware
that he might rafely commit this discomfited
villain into the hands of Denis, he delivered
him up to his safo cuetody, the former currying
him off in triumph, amidst the yeils and groans
of the moh.

Poor Denis! Beoson esenped muok more
mereifully than hie deserved, for he chose to
givo him the lashes himself, and laid them on
a8 lightly e his ewn mercitul nature prompted,
to every roar the wretch uttered answering,
« Hould yer tongue, ye apalpeen, or T'll give
the lash to some one who will be afther laying
it on a dale heavier than I do.”

Indeed Benson was marcifully sparcd, see-
ing that ho had no right to expect to get off
with his life, The lash hurt him but little.
The wmatter of shaving his head, which Denis
serupulously exacted, and which occasioned
him and his fellows no small degres of merri-
ment, was, in fuey, the mest bitter part of his
punishment, as will be seen later.

No soonsr had the mob dispersed thun Sars-
field, quietly seated with Miss O’Neill, pro-
cceded to examine the papers. They proved
to be n packet of letters that had passed Dbe-
tween himselt and Williawm's favorite page,
Harding, frem which it appeared that not only
was Benson contriving to break off all pros
pect of a union between Florenee and Sir Re-
ginald, but had also offered himself s a spy on
the movements of the Geners) in Limerick,
and unless fortunately recognized by the brother
of Denig, should very probably have caused
much mischief to good Ifather Lawson, now
an inmate, for the time being, in the house of
Catherine ('Neill.

COAPTER VIL—THE¥ BARONET'S PRESENTA-
TION.

i Your candid opinion new, my doar uncle,
of William of Orange ?"” said Florenes, watoh-
ing with whimsical curiosity certain minute
preparations Sir Charles was making for pre-
senting himself at Kensington the  evening
after lis first introduction to the king,

The baronet appeared embarrassed, and re-
plied, testily:

*

* What makes you so curivus? The king
received me courteously enough, child. Is.it
not a mark of his royal fuvor that I spend this
evening in hie banqueting roem? I should
not be surprised, Florenee, if a favor of the
sanic kind is khown you by queen Mary, whe,
perhaps, is more gracions aficr all than you
tako her to be. and evea, in time, make a con-
vert of Florence O'Neill,”

“Yes, truly,” and Florence smiled some-
what contemptuously, “ Mary would be very
gracious to me if she could see into my heart;
why, it positively makes me unhappy to think
thas my lips must press the woman's hand.”

“ Supposs 1 were to whisper a fow words in
the king's ear concerning yuur disloyalty, de
you think you ean trust me " .

* Yes, dearest uncle,” and sho affeesionately
kissed the forehead of the vonerablo old man
vas he prepured to depart, I con trust you, bo-
cause you leve me far too woll to hotray mo;
und, morcover, vaderstand, I have rend your
secret.  You dislike the Duteh Kiag, though
you will nes own it, perhaps even to yourself.”

“ Al, you aro a gauey girl,’ said Sir €harles,
parting back the sunny tresres of his nicce,
“ how caun you read wmy seoros thoughta? Yhy,
I tell you, I think myselt highly houored, that
I. a simple baronet, have the entree tn Wil
liawm’s presence afforded me.”

‘ Kspecially, as you feel quite comviced,”
replied the aggravating Floresee, * that Dutch
William has a keen eyo to gain broad scres,
und widely spread influence, stmple baronet
though yau be.”

Sir Charles mado no reply, but anxious to
closo the conversation, hurriod from the roorm,
while Florence, relapsiug for a fow minutes
attitude, drew her writing materinls before her
and wrote us follows :

Dran Mry. Itoninson :—I beg you to tell
your husbard that T shull certainly be with
him om the morning after tho arrangements
pow pending shall have bLeen comploted, pro-
vided you can yourself undertake to accompany
me to your house. I, on my purt, expec to
have communications to miake, which, doubt-
lezs, will be valunble to absent friends.

Yoursy, in all friendship,
Brzasern Firzeerauy,

This courteously worded epistle, signed and
directed under feigned uames, Florence then
carefully sealed and despatched to Mrs. Ashton's
house in Covent Gurden, and for the next
lalf-hour this daring young lady, without a
thought as to the troubles she wizht be weav-
ing for hersclf, by mixing herself up with this
couspirzey, amused herself by thinking over the
few words shut had passed between herself and
the buronet, which together with eertain little
points, clearly showed her that her unole did
not admire what he hud observed in the king's
character, enough to make him resipned at
changing the tucties of his whole life, And
thougli she conld not zet him to speak out, she
was nware he was restive under the airthful
spirit with which she chose to force on him,
her convietion, that in spite of the lomor he
prated about he had seen nothing in the Duteh
King to warrant his epousal of his interests,

Meanwhile, the Queen had anxiously expest-
ed the arrival of the ehurlish old man whom
her father had never been ablo to lure from the
seclusion and sports of his ecountry lome, and
was aigo curious to receive the buautiful niceo
whom she knew had long been the favored
prolegee of Mary of Madeny, for she was aware
of her betrothal to St. John, and trusted by
artfully bringing the two in close contact with
cach other, to be ennbled to break through the
barrier which had been opening up between
thera, prevent the raturn of Ilorence to the
court of the exiled Queen, and attuch her to
her own person, for Mary really designed ap-
pointing Florence to the post of one of her
mwaids of honor, with the idea that cventually
ull the seerets of the little court at St. Ger-
mains, and the hopes and fears of her father
and his consort would be laid open to hersell.

However, let us return from our digression,
and accompany the baronet to the presence of
William the Third. The king was always
gparing of speech and singularly taciturn te
those about him. When at his meals his
manners were disgusting to others; and the
irritable spirit of the old baronet chufed within
kim ns he observed Lord Clarenden, who had
accompanied him thither, take his stund behind
the king's chair, beckoning Sir €harles to follow
his examnple by occupying the same situation.

No word did William ever speak on gccasions
like the present, nor was it his custowm to invite
the proudest nobles in theland to sit down and
eat: their master and their conquoror he deem-
ed himself to be, znd their place was behind
his chair, the neglected witnesses of his meal.

With feelings of intense disgust, Sir Charles
regarded the King, inwardly cursing the folly
which had brought him thither, for in vain had
he awaited the honor of a word ; but no—naot
one had escaped the lips of William of Qrange.

The old gentleman stoed long a disgusted
witnesa of the scene before him, and during the
time occupied in the dignified employment
assigned to himself, he mentally exclaimed :

': Marry, but it just serves me rigkt, I am
bus justly met with, what business had I to be

e e e e e

friends and tenants at Mervillo Grange? Or
il at nearly four score years of age, I must
noeds ba fool cnough 10 weddle with polities,
thea why ot devote my fortune aud the re-
mainder of my life in tho service of the right-
ful King, Well, well, a few weeks niore and T
will see if T canuut ke my escape—aye, oven
T foign an attack of my old enewy the gout,
aud skut myself up a voluntary prigonor in my
own houso.  Anything sooner than thus cronek
before this Dutchimau’s rule, And "

But the thread of his meditations was herw
ous short by Williun rising from his reat, sud
gracivusly vouchsifing a fuw words to himeelf
and Lord @lurendon, with =ome three or four
noblewon whe steed arouml.  (On this day,
Quecy Mary had dined clone in her own apart.
luent, on account of soiav trifling indisposition.

As William was about to refire, s if straek
by a sudden thonght, o turned to the birenes,
saying :

* You have a nic living with you at pre-
seut Hir Charles, shy is betrothed, we under-
stand, to Sir Reginald S8t John in whose wel-
furo both the queen and myself are warnly in-
terested.  Her Majeaty, you have ulrendy besn
itormed will grant e an audicnce on the
werrew.  Seo thut you do not neglect tu bring
her 0 she queen.”’

Then awaiting no roply, Willium passed om,
followed by two or threc of the most mtimase
of Lis Duteh friends amonust whom was his
favorite gentlownn, Wadter Handin:.

Cowfortably enscox™ced iu his own privaie
elosst, the king uow reclined at his case in a
luxurious, richly carved chuir, corered wink
erimuon velvct,

English magnates wero no longer presens.
and with his Dutch friends and the favored
Engliskman, 1arding, William could at las
relax and deewn it wllowsble to discard she
restraintsof royalty, aud quafling off his favorite
liquor, folland gin, which the Inglish nobles
Iately in his presence would scorn to toueh.
passed what were, no doubt, the pleasantest
bours of the day.

But on this occasion it was with one par-
ticular person that William had to do; and
beckening the favorita to his side, lis grave
counteninee wearing a most gracious Anile,
William cxoludmed, vagerly rubbing Lis hands
togather :

“Now, then, Harding, what have you to
tell mo about the vagarios of that fool Benson ?
Speak out at once, man. 1 should net be sur-
prised to hear that the wreteh has come to evil
Ly putting himsell in the lion's den, if your
information was correet. that Sarsfield really
bad him in his power, but out upou the fool,
why did he tike on himself to play the spy, if
he was g0 dull witted that le could not act kis
part hetter 2"

“ Ak, your Majesty, I beg you to spare
him,” replied Harding, his wits would have
aavod him well oncugh, but a crucl mishap
prevented hiw from serving his royul mastoer an
ke could bhave wished. 1 will bring him te
your prosence u little later; he Los been wait-
ing in ope of my apartments for several hours,
in order to bog your Mujesty's pardon for the
awkward wiy in which he exceuted his mission ;
but. indeed, he hus undergone the roughesi
treatent, snd narrewly eseaped with his life.”

“ A good thing had he lost it,” was tho ill-
tempered reply, ¢ if he could not do his work
better, Make uo cxecuses, but tell me the eon-
tonts of the papers which I heur have fallen inte
Sarsfield hunds,

For 2 moment Harding hesitated ns though
afraid to excite the wrath of William, but the
keeu eyes of the king wero fixed sieadily upon
him as he quafled oft another gloss of Ifolland.
Somewhat intimidated, ITarding answered
truthfully from foar less Benson, when question-
ed by the king, should hetray him.

‘1 pray your Majesty’s foreivenoss if I have
done amies, hut out of purc affection for my
friend 8t. John, Benson has been zealously en-
deavoring to break off the proyosed union be-
tween him and the Lady Florence (’Neil.
She cares not to becowe Lady St. John, your
majesty, for he tells me she has quarrelled witk
hira for his loyalty to your gracious self. And
might I aspire so high,” sdded Harding, «I
doubt not but that I could have the wit and
the power, too, to win the Jady’slove, and make
her, disloyal as she is, one of the xost loyal in
your majesty's dominions.”

“You are an impudent knave and full of
conceit,” said William, « and fancy great things
of your bandseme person to think you may look
so high, but remember the lady is of high birth,
and proud of her descent, if all that is said of
her be true, Morover, I have heard you say
you are under obligations to Sir Reginald, and
yeb, under the rose, you are trying to rob him
of the lady. DBut enough,” he ctntinued,
languidly, ¢ sheisnot to be won by you. Finish
quickly ; what more of Benson P’

‘t Ah, your Muajesty, I have the worst to tell ’
yet. He had papers em his porson when ths
brutal mob got lold of him, one of whom
formerly knew him in London as a perseoutor
of the Papists, and, unfortunately, recognized
‘him in Limerick, and these papers, from various
hands, your majesty,” added he, for the king's
oyes rested on his countendnce, as if he doubted:

beve at all, instead of making moerry with

the truth of his words, “ these pupors alluded,



