
"Nonsense, Benson/' replied Sir Reginald, impatiently, not-
withstanding the respect lie still felt for his former preceptor;''

haveInot alreadytoldyou thatIbear Sir Charles aletterfrom
theking? He has never alliedhimself to thosedisaffected to the
presentgovernment,"butalways maintainedastrictlyneutralposi-
tion. Sir Charles is immensely rich;he has broad landsin this
countyof Gloucestershireas well as Cumberland,andif -wecanbut
"winhimoverto jointhe forcesofKingWilliam,hewillbringmany
otherswith him, and may wellafford to aidour royal master with
purse as well as counsel, andinstructhim of much, that h<Bj^ht
to know,if all reportsays "be true.""Maybe as you say,"repliedtheoldman,copying theexample
ofhis companion,who set spurs to his horse and gallopedbriskly
onward,"Maybeso," he continued,ina tone inaudible to his com-
panion, who was againburiedin thought;"butifIhadyouagain
in my power, young man,asIhad when you werea boy, theLord
knoweth you shouldneverhavedared<iraqme onas youhave done
this cold,bleaknight."

At this moment a shairp turn in the roadbrought them to a
fence, enclosingwhat, in the fading light of the Octoberevening,
rendered still more dim by the hea ymist that was now falling,
seemedtobe a thickly woodedpark, whilstbetween the branches
of the fine beech and chesnut, which lined ohe avenue,appeared'
theredbrick walls, with copings offreestone, ofa fiiiold.mansion,
builtprobably about the Elizabethan era.

Anexclamationof gratified surpriseburnt from the lips of Sir
Reginald, as,allowing the retas ofhis horseto fall ovdr itsneik,he
let it canter slowly up the avenue which, led to the principal *

entrance of themansion,whilst Benson, with sundry exclamations
of impatience, followed,moodily,behindhis companion."

At the Grange atlast, then," saidReginald,
"

for surely this
must be Morville, the place Ihave often heard Lady O'Neill
describeas that inwhich she spent some time of herwidowhood.
Ah,yes," headded/ashis horsetrottedslowly on, "thedescription
closely tallies, and, after all, Ihave reached the endof my journey
sooner thanIexpected. Thereis thenoble flight of steps,Iheard
her speakof, with aspaciousportico, opening to the entrancehall,
and, if Ido not mistake,the ruddy, glowinglight which streams
from thosenarrow windowsproceeds from anapartment inwhich
the warmthandrefreshmentIsorelyneedmay beobtained."

As he finished his soliloquy he foundhimself at thebottomof
thesteps leading to the grand entranceof the mansion,and, dis-
mounting, he rang the heavy bell, the summons being at once
answeredby thehallporter.

Itwasin thepower of SirReginald to procure aspeedy audi-
enceof the baronet at whosemansion he hadintroducedhimself,
by means of a sealedpacket whichhe placed in thehands of the
servant, and a moment later he found, himself seated with Sir
Charles inthat same apartment, the windows of which hadshone
so cheerily without, from theunited glow of lampand firelight,on
thatchill October night. But Benson andthe knight bothstart
alike, thougheach fromdifferent causes,as they enter the spacious
dining-room of Morville Grange. The former sees the figure ofan
agedmanpass hastily across the room, anddisappear behind the
tapestry with which the walls are hung, and a strange fancy

[ possess him thatin that hasty, fleeting figure, he has recognised
the face and form of a venerable ecclesiastic, one of thehunted-
downpriestsof Rome, whomhe hadknowninotherand fardistanttimes, and whomhis heart rejoiced to see again, andinEngland,
doubtless actingup to the callingof his office,for was henot inthe
house of thepapistDeGray? The startof Sir Reginaldproceeded,
however, fromaverydifferentcause. Ashereturned thesalutation
of Sir Charles, who still heldin his hand the missivewhich the
servant haddelivered,the darkeyes of Sir Reginald,nowunusuallyanimated, fellon the figure of a beaiitiful girl, who for amoment
gazedin surpriseand muteastonishmentonthe newcomers;who,
indeed,should the zealous adherent ofWilliamof Orange behold
buthis betrothed,the loyalandardentFlorenceO'Neill,whowould
have willingly shed the last drop of her bloodin defence of the
rights of the Stuartrace!

She washabitedinan evening robe of pale blue silk brocade,
the sleeves,according to the fashion of the time, narro^fct theshoulders, where they were fastenedwithloops ofribbon,widening
as they descended, andturned up at the cuffs, toshow the under
sleeve of rich point, tlie bodice,also,heavily trimmed with lace.
Her single ornament consistedof a necklaceof large pearls;herhair, perfectly unadorned, and rebelling against the prevailing
fashion, fellnegligently over her shoulders. Pale,almost as thepearls she wore, now stood the fair O'Neill, gazing in strange
bewildermentonSir Reginald,who thus unexpectedlyhadcrossed
herpath. For one moment their eyes met in mute surprise,butbrief as was that space,it attracted thenotice of Sir Charles, onobserving which, Sir Reginald,recovering from his astonishment,
exclaimed,advancing to Florence:

"Your fair niece, Sir Charles, and my humble self are oldfriends, or,to speak the truth she is my betrothed bride. Iwill
tell you,if youare ignorant of our seoret, that we spent together
much of our early childhood,especially during part of the widow-hoodof Lady O'Neill, who was my ownmother's warmest friend.Delighted, indeed,amIto meet Florence here, forIbelievedher
to be at St. Gerniains."

Itwere hard to say whetherFlorence was pleased or not to
meet withSt. John, for thesmile thathadlightedup her counten-
anceon the recognition that had taken place had so soon faded
away. Apainful foreboding of impendingevil fasteneditself upon
her heart,in short, that sad feeling which we all experience at
times,and areso wont to term presentiment,filled her mind with
strange forebodings of coming sorrow. She gazedlong andeagerly,
scarcely noticing St. John,or the letter in her uncle's hand. The
onewordof astonishmentwhichSir Charleshadutteredonreceiv-
ing the carefully folded paper from the hands of the domestic,
coupledwiththebaronet'ssignificantlook,andthe words"William.
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ONLY A WOMAN.

B¥ HBBTBB A. BBNIDXOT.
Only a woman, shrivelledand old!
Th« play of the winds and thepreyof thecold!

Cheeks thatare shrunken,
Eyes thatare sunken,

Lips that werenevero'erbold;
Only a woman, forsaken and.poor,
Askingan almsat the bronze church door.

Hark tothe organ! rollupon roll
The wavesof its musicgo over her soul

Silks rustlepast her,
Thickerand faster;

The greatbellceases its toll,
Fainwouldtheenter,but not for thepoor
Swingethwideopenthebronxe church door.

Onlya woman!waitingalone,
Icilycoldonanicecold throne.

What do they care for her ?
Mumblinga prayer for her,

Giringnotbread,but a stone.
Under oldlaces theirhaughtyheartsbeat,
Mocking the woes of theirkin in the street.

Only a woman!in the olddays
Hope carroled to her her happiestlays!

Somebody missed her,
Somebodykissed her,

Somebodycrownedherwithpraise ;
Somebody,facedup thebattles oflife,
Strongforher sake who wasmother orwife.

Somebodylies witha tress of her hair
Lightonhis heart where the death-shadows are

Somebodywaits for her,
Opening the gates forher,

Givingdelight fordespair.
Onlya woman

—
nevermorepoor

—
Deadinthe snowat thebronze church door.

FLORENCE O'NEILL;
OR, THE SIEGE OF LIMEEICK.

A.TALE OF THEREVOLUTION OT 1688.

CHAPTER 111.
MORVILLE GRANGE.

Towjleds theclose of adrearOctoberevening, twotravellers,spent
"with,a longday's toilsomejourney,wendedtheirwayacrossafertile
tractof land on the borders of Gloucestershire. The sky was of
thatheavy leadenhue which betokens a storm, and hollow gusts
of windever and anonsweptacross their path, carrying withthem
cloudsof dust,whilethesereand witheredleaves whirledincircling
eddiesbeneath thehoofsof the jadedbeasts, whichhadnot,as yet,
finished ahardday's "work.

The closing in of the late autumn day, wasindeed wild and
blackenough to authorise the far from causeless fears entertained
by the travellers. At the time of which we write, when not only
reckless bands were -well known to infest the highway,but also
some maraudingparty likely tobe encountered on theroad, joined
to the fearful stateof the weather; theprospectof passing a night
on the woldsof Gloucestershire was far frompleasing, should the
travellersnot reach speedily the place of their destination. Theyounger of the two might, perhaps,have numbered some thirty
years. His dress, a garment of simple black velvet, was made in
some sort after thefashionof the day, though,at the same time, itretained,somewhat carefully,the excessivesimplicity whichformed
soprominenta character,evenin theoutwardgarb, of thePuritans
of oldandtheirimmediatedescendants. A certainairof nobleness
■whichmarkedhis demeanor,betokenedhim tohave come of gentle
blood.

His companion,though witha form unbent with age,might,
perhaps,have seen nearly eightywinters;hishair,whiteas silver,
wascombed overhis forehead,and the naturally moroseexpression
of his features now worea sterner,harderlook than usual,from therery fact that hisbodily comfortshadbeen most cruelly interfered
■with. This aged manwas dressedin asuitof sober browncloth;
the style ofhisattire, andhisgenerallysanctifieddemeanorreveal-
ing, withouta doubt,the fact, thatJoshuaBenson, whose appella-tion,in his early days, was,"Firm inFaith," was reallyone of therentablePuritans of thegeneration nowrapidlypassing away.

Sundry exclamations of impatience now broke forth fromBenson, aB his companion,Sir EeginaldSt.John, suffered his horse
to trot slowly on,whilehe tookabriefsurveyof thecountryaroundhim, andwiped awaythe dropsofperspirationwhichhadgathered
onhisbrow, for hehadriddenlong andrapidly."Itisagreat shame todrag my old bonesso far," burst forththe testy old man. "

Iwonderwhy you did not put up at the
WhiteBear:itwas acomfortableinn, goodenough for jaded manor beast. Ishallwonderif theLord does notpunishus for runningintodanger,

'for, verily, those wholove the danger shallperish in
it/ Moreover,Ihaveno likingfor theplace youare going to. I,
'Firm in Faith/ Benson,asIused to be calledin the good oldtimes,do notlike even to enter thehouse of anungodly manlikethispapist,DeGray/
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