
tion alone
—

viz., thatallceremonyshouldbe foregone,and thepoorest,
simplestroominthehouse fittedup for his use, witha mattress for

1his bed, andplaindiet forMb table;andhe wasmusing on the stato
of public affairs, when a servant entering the room announced a
visitor. Thencame the soundof manyvoices,as of personsclamorous
for admission, accompaniedby the footsteps of a large concoursa of
people; a peal of deafening knocks was heard at the door, and
tumultuous cries of " Bring out the Saxon spy! Down with the
thraitor.'" reverberatedonhisear.

Scarce one moment had elapsed between the entrance of the
servant andtheutterance of the shouts andcrieswhichnowmet their
astonished ears, and the acute general immediatelydivined that in
some wayor another theirstrangervisitanthad todo with the fearful
disturbance nowbeing raised. Accordingly,he bent a searchinggaze
on theperson who stood before him tremblingwith fear,scarce able
to speak fromexcessiveagitation,his light-grey eyes bendingbeneath
the eagleglance of Sarsfield. Our old acquaintance,Benson,stands
face to face with Sarsfield, no longer with his own silverylocks cufc
close overhis forehead, andin the sober suit of brownclothwhichit
was his wont to wear;but with his headadornedwitha powdered
wig,his garments ofthe newestfashion,and,made of gaymaterialto
boot,and his wholeoutwardmanstrangely metamorphosed;but two
ringleaders of the mob withoutslill clamouredloudlyfor admittance;
their voices were recognised by the general,arid, acting on a sudden
impulse,he gave orders that the door should be opened,andsome
half-dozenof the rioters be admitted.

But the figure of Sarafieldas hepassedthroughthe hallhadbeen
seen through the opendoor;it was no longera questionof admission
of five or six persons, for, pushing forcibly by the affrighted servant,
a tumultuous crowd rushed in, shrieking out, "Och,andis it yourself,
Gineral, dear ? Giveus up the cowardly spalpeen, the blackdivilof
ia Saxon;let ushave thebluidof the thraitor sure;andisn't it front
the camp of the inimy he comes?" such were the string of epithets
which rung inthe aflrightedears ofMissO'Neill."Silence, silence, my friends," exclaimed Sarsfield, rising on astool,and gesticulating'with allhisforce to securetheattention of the
infuriatedmob, for thegreaterpart of the inhabitantsof thecity of
Limerickseemed to be thronging to thequarterin whichhis cousin's
house was situated,and taking care to commit Benson to the safe
custody of two stout serving men, he said:"We must be just, and
before we punish see in what the prisoner is guilty. Now, then,
speak; how has he offended?" headded,in loud tones,addressing
the ringleadersof theunruly mob.

Denis McCarthy,a tallmuscular man,attiredas a private'soldier,
steppedforward, saying

—"Arrah, yer honour, then the rale fact is this, yonder spalpeen
has just come from. Derry, wherehehas a mighty many friends, I'm
afther being towld. My brother Barney knew him inLondon, yer
honour, and sure that is why we know him for a thraitor;it's thrue
that he is, and,Gineral, dear,when ye takes off that wig, a white-
headed old fellow you'll see."

Sarsfieldfound itnoeasy matter to make himself heardinreply
to this not very clear speech of McCarthy's, for more than twenty
voices at once exclaimed

—
"Whisht, yer honour, sure and he's afther mischief, the false

Saxonhas heard thata priest from England is in thehouseof good
Miss O'Neill,and theBpalpeenand spy,dogthat he is,is afther seeing
thegood father, and thin sure and its easy to see he'd soon know
where to findhim, andaftherall that's done, the Saxon thraitorcan
still do amighty purty business of his own,respecting arelationof
Miss O'Neill's herself."

"What have you to say,villain?" said the general,darting on
him a look of mingled indignation and contempt,

"
whathaveyou to

say for yourself,you wretched spy ? Whatreasoncanyou givewhy
weshouldn't hangyoulike a dog,on the Limerickgallows beforethe
sunhas set ? How dare you presume toset your foot within these
walls, to carry out your treasonable practices ? Hark ye,boys," he
contined, addressing Denis andanother who appeared to have acted
thepart of ringleaders,"Iwillhear whatpunishmentyoushall each
decree, and then decide whichheshall undergo.""Arrah then, gineral dear," saidDenis,who acted as the general's
servant when in his quarters, "sure andIam afther asking your
honour to letme dohim onelittleservicebefore weareafther punish-
inghim.""With all my heart,Denis,Iput him entirely inyourhands,"
said Sarsfield,whilsta low groanescapedfrom the lips of the terrified
wretch before him. With a shout of joyDenis bounded forwards,
and thenext moment, amidstloudand defeaneninghuzzas, the curly
perukewas thrownhighover theheads of the assembledcrowd.- "See, see, the spalpeen!and sure is it not a shame," shouted
Denis," that yeshould be afther disgracing an oldman's whitelocks
in such a way ? And now what will we do, gineral, with this
thiaitorous spy ? I'm afther thinking it would be mighty well done,
to tie himona donkey's back and give him a rope's endallthrough
the streets of Limerick;and, first, yer honour,let's have a bit" of
sport sure,and be after shaving his head, seeing that thin he'll have
thruo and realreason to wear a wig.""Wellsaid,Denis," exclaimedSarsfield;"

now let's hear what
punishment you advise Patrick, and then it will remain for me to
choose between the two."

A German doctor has discovered that severalgravediseases,
as heart affectious, Bright's diseasej and consumption, may be
caused by theparasitesfoundin the false hair with which ladies
so largely supplement their natural supply. Under the influence
of heat and moisture these parasites swell and burst, and their
nuclei floatinthe airand penetrate withitinto the body, inducing
disease. The doctorestimatesthatinaball-roomfifty ladies with
false chignons mayset free no less than 45 millionsof thelethalgerms.

CHAPTER VI.
SARSFIELD

—
LORD LUCAN.

The various clocks inthe goodcity < fLimerickhadproclaimedthe
firsthour of anew day, and save i"* a occasional barkof adog, or
the patteringof the rain,minglec withthe faint sighing of the
breeze,allwas hushedin profoundsilence.

Yetthere weretwo watchers in >ne of the upperchambersof
ahouse just without the walls;anc these personsappearedto be
buriedin deepandanxious meditation.

Thisroom was simply,nay,scantily furnished;for,in truth,
it boasted of nothing,save two or three chairs, a mean-looking
trucklebedstead,with a mattress, aad a few blankets,a table,on
■whichwere theremainsof a humblerepast,and achestof walnut-
"wooddrawersat the further endof the room, onwhich wereplaced
a sword, belt, cap, and other accoutrements, which declaredthe
professionof theinmate of the apartment to be thatof arms.

Pacing theroom witha disturbedair was alady, whoseage it
wereperhapsnot easy to guess, for toastill freshcomplexion,and
withhair whoserichdark brownrecked notof one silvery thread,
therewas stillthat maturity of form whichmaybelongtoawoman
of some forty or forty-five years of age,together with thoseun-
mistakeablelineson thebrowwhichwe callfurrows,placedon the
smoothforehead of womanby careandanxiety,if notby thehand
of time.

Seated by the fire sits a manin the militaryundress of an
officer ofhigh rank,andwith one hand shadinghis eyes fromthe
toobright glareofthe lamp,he holdswiththeotheranopenletter,
whichhe appears toconwith careandattention. * v

Thismanwasno other than the brave and gallant veteran,
Sarsfield."Take heart,Catherine," he ss»id, addressing the lady,"you
may'perhapsbe suffering from groundless fear. Trust me,Flor-
ence]madcap as she is,has yet discretion enough to takecareof
herself. Ilike not,anymore thanyoudo,thismeditatedencounter
withQueenMary,but youhave owned that you knownot in any
waythis man Layton, who has introduced himself to you;what
grounds then have you for placing implicit faith in the wordof,
after all, onewhoisa merestranger?""Icannot doubthis truth," repliedMiss O'Neill;"heis too
wellacquaintedwith the affairs of my family to permit;me to do
so. Heevidently knows Sir Charles de Graypersonally,spoke of
Father Lawson, describing to me the old Grange, in Gloucester-
shire, wherehehadmet thegood father in company with that Sir"Eeginaldto whomFlorence was long since betrothed;also that
shehadbeen seen in company with Ashton,whoitisknown has
butrecently returned from France,and is striving hardtoreturn
thither.""Well, thestorycertainlyis a strf.ngeone," answeredthe General,
musingly;"so strange thatIwould jike to see tho man, for if any-
thing be amissImay be able to detect it. At all eventsIshallnot
return to my quarterstill to-morrow night, andas you havesaid ho
intends to callon you to-morrow,Iwill take care to se* him;Ilike
much, too, thenewscontained intheletternowbeforeuit:

"
continued

Sarsfield, alluding to that whichheheldin his hand, " ix, givesme to
understand that we may expect Tyrconnell early next month, when
our poorsoldiers will again have an opportunity toshow their intre-

Sidity. Andnow," he added,smiling,
"
Ithink you andIhad best

etakeourselves to rest;andsuffer not your slumbers tobe disturbed
by fears about.Florence;dependonit allis right. Iconsider her too
prudent to tempt danger."

Silent, though not convinced, "Catherine O'Neill, tho paternal
auntofFlorence,retired to her chamber,not to sleep,but to muse
over the fortunes of her orphan niece and the perturbedstate of
public affairs, whichat that time investedthecity ofLimerick withso
much interest, andhas claimed foritandits gallant defenders so great
an amountofprestige through future ages.

Early in the morningthe generalmethis cousin,Miss O'Neill,at
breakfast. He had for a few daysbecome her visitor, onone condi-
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"William andMary at that timeheld their Court, thebaronethad
hireda somewhathandsomeresidence j andflatteredin hisoldage
by theidea of notice from royalty,whilst he had nevercared to
receiveor court its favour in the days of his youth .ndstrength,
Sir Charles really appearedas if he weremeditating undoing the
workof his whole fife,during which,as we have already said,ho
hadmanagedto maintain a'strictneutralityas topolitics.

Butnow the case was altered,and there fluttered aboutthe
oldbaronet acoterie of persons favoured at the Court ofWilliam,
anxious to make a proselyte and entangle in their meshes the
hitherto inflexibleold Papist. Amongst these hangers-onat the
Courtwas afavouritepage of theKing,named ArnoldVonKeppel.
As tohispersonalappearance,few men of his timecould compete
■withhim;his soubriquet was that of the

"
handsome page," and

nonestoodhigher in the favour of William than did thisyouth,
who was also wellknown toEeginaldSt. John.

Itwaswith feelings of alarm and indignation thatFlorence
beheldthe foolish old baronet fallunresistingly and readily into
thehandsof the Courtparasites,whowerenone of them without
akoeneye to the influence he possessed,as well as to the broad
acres in therespectivecounties of CumberlandandGloucestershire,
of whichhe was themaster;and she witnessedthe time approach
forhis presentation at Kensington with absolutehorror. Mean-
while,her mindwasharassedat the thought of the distress which
the CourtofSt.G-ermains would experience

—
and, at the lapse of

time which must pass beyond that originally intended for her
return; for had not Ashton promised the Queen, that ere the
festival of Christmas should be celebrated, he would bring her
back to France? However, there was nothing tobe donebut to
takepatience forher guide,and thus resolving she endeavoured to
watchcalmly the demeanour of her fickle olduncleand his future
behaviour,and also to endeavour through his means to procure
admission to theEnglishCourt.
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