
Pateick liftedhis cap in due deference to the genera],and then Jsaid,"Thin, if the truth must be tould, general, I'mafther think- \
ing thatfriendDenis is too gintic by half. Whisht, ycr honour," '
he added,witha fingeronhis lips:"Wouldn't it be a purtier thing tohanghimup andlet him
die the thraitor'sdeath?"

"Hurra! hurra!" shouted the mob, the cry taken up by the j
multitudein the distance. "Lethim die thedeathof thethraitor;
if ye sparehim,gineral, it'ssure and afth.6r mischiefhe'llbe goin'
again."" What say you, traitorous spy," shouted Sarsfieldj

"why
shouldyounot die the death of a spy,"as you'so richly deserve ?""

Spare me,oh, spareme!" cried the miserable wretch,"andIpromise you I'llnever,never set foot in Ireland again. Here,
here," he added,putting his hands into his pockets,and pulling
out, with frantic eagerness, sundry rolls of paper, "Ihad thesefromKing William's favouritepa,gc,and give them to youinsteadof to those for whom they were intended. I?a.vdon me, and I
will——"

CHAPTER VII.
THE KING ANDTHE SPY."Your <andid -opinionnow, uncle, of William of Orange," said

Florc-nce, as she watched withsomething of curiosity,certainpre-
parationsSir Charles was making for iDresentinghimselfat Ken-
sington the eveningafter his first introductionto theKing.

The Baronet, somewhat embarrased,answered evasively"and
testily—"

The King received me courteously enough. What makes
you so curious, child? Has he not already shown me a markof
his royalfavour, or why doIspend this evening inhishanqueting-
room ? Ishould not much wonder,Florence, if the like favour
shown you by Mary,who is more gracious than you imagine, in
time makes a convertof Florence O'Neill."" Yes,truly," repliedFlorence,with a contemptuoussmile on
her lip;"Mary wotildbe extremelygracious to me on themorrow,
did sheknow whatmy feelings reallyare.""Suppose Iwere to whisper in the King's ear afew,words
concerningyour disloyalty, Florence;can you trust me, think; you?"
|

"Yes,dearestuncle," repliedFlorence,kissing the foreheadof
i the venerableoldman,as he prepared to depart,"Ican trust you,
|because you love me too well to betrayme;andmoreover,know

that Florence has read your own secret. Youdislike the Dutch
king, thoughyou willnot ownit,perhaps eventoyourself.""Go,saucy one," said the Baronet,parting "back the golden
hair ofhis fair niece, "do not presume to cay you can readmine
own thoughts. Iwill tell, girl,Ithink myself highlyhonoredby

j theking's friendship."
j "

Especially, my dear uncle, as you know, to a certainty,"
I repliedthe aggravatingFlorence, " that DutchWilliamhasakeen" eye to yourbroadacres and widely-spreadinfluence."
j Sir Charles madeno reply,but seemingly anxious to close the. conversation, retreatedfrom the room;whilst Florence drew her
writingmaterialsbefore her and wrote as follows:

—
{ Dear Misteess A.

—
j " Ipray you informyour good husband thatIwillcer"ainly

J seehimon themorning after the arrangementsnowpending shall
Ihave been completed, provided you can yourself undertake to
\ accompany me to yourhouse, without which*our interview willbe"
I attendedwith some danger. I,on my part,shallalso have some

communicationsto make,doubtless serviceabletoabsent friends.
Yours, in allfriendship,

F. ON.
This cautiously worded epistle was then carefullyscaled and

despatchedby a trustymessenger toMrs.Ashton'shouseinCovent-
garden, andior ihenext half-Lour the young lady amusedherself
by revolving inher mind the few words that had passedbetween
herself and the Baronet, togethc-r with<eitain littlepointswhich
clearly showedher that SirCharles had seen nothing in William to
make him change hisowntactics;and though he wouldnot tpeak
out, she was well aware that"ho was restive under the mirthful
spirit withwhich she chose -to icrce uponhimher convictionthat,
spite of the her.or conferred on him by ihe invitation he had
received, he had seen nothing in tho Dutch Kingto warrant his
espousalof his interests.

The Queen had expected, with some curiosity,the arrival of
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Poet s'Corner.
TWENTY GOLDEN YEARS AGO.

"Givehim tous, gineraldear, give him to us,and we'llmake
the spalpeen pay for some of his tricks," exclaimedthemob who
wereraisedtosuchapitch of fury that but for the influenceof a
leader as popularas Sarsfield, thecareer of this dangerousfanatic
hadbeen at once cut short.

As it was,however, Sarsfield again commanded silence, and
recommendedhim to mercyonaccount ofhis oldage. Then,turn-
ing to Denis,hesaid:

—
"
Ithink Ishall leave this wretched creature to yourmore

merciful treatment,Denis, you undertaking,however, to see that
he embarks for London as soon as the punishment has been
inflicted.""Och thin, gineral, sure andIthink out of considerationto
his white hairs, barring the rale fact that he dosen'tcareonebit
about themhimself, I'llbe afther letting him off more aisy thanI
thought of doing' so, yerhonour," addedDenis, inone of nis most
persuasive tones," suppose we give him only fifty lashes. Sure
andIhave thehould ofhim,and willsee thathe is fairlybanished
from the EmeraldIsle for ever."

The generalbowedhis assent, and awarethathemight safely
committhis discomfitedvillaininto thehandsofDenis,hedelivered
himup. to his safe custody, the formercarryinghim off in triumph,
amidst the yells and groans of the mob. Poor Denis, Benson "

Iescapedbetter than he deserved, for he chose to give the lashes
;himself, and laid them on as lightly as his ownmercifulnature
jprompted, to everyroar the wretchuttered,answering

—
j "Hould your tongue,you spalpeen,or I'll give the lash to
3ome one whowill beafther laying itonheavier thanIamdoing."

In good truth,Benson was most mercifully spared, save and
exceptthematter of shaving the head,which Denis scrupulously
exacted,and which occasionedhim and his fellowsno smalldegree
of merriment; this was in fact the most bitter part of Master

;Benson's punishment, as willbe seenlater.
i No soonerhad the mob dispersed,than Sarsfield,quietly seated
i withMiss O'Neill, proceeded toexamine the papers, whichproved
i to bo a packet of letters that had passed between Benson and
j William's favotirite page,wherebyit appeared that not onlywas
the-worthlessBenson contriving tobreak of allprospectof aunion

i between Sir Reginald and Florence,but alsohadofferedhimself in
I the capacity of aspy on themovementsof thegeneral,inLimerick,
! and unless fortunately discoveredby the brother of the worthy
! Denis,would veiyprobably have caused muchmischief to thegood
j Father La.wson,nowan inmate,for the timebeing,mtheresidence
j ofMissO'Neill.

BY JAMES CLAItEXCE HAJfCrAN.

O, the rain, the weary,dreary rain,
Howitplasheson the window sill!

Night,Iguess too,must be on the waric
Strass and gass* arc grownso still.

HereIsit, with coffee inmy cvp
—

Ah! 'twas rarelyIbeheld it flow
Inthe tavern where Iloved to sup

Twenty golden years ago!
Twenty yeai s ago, alas!— butstay

—
On my life, 'tis half-past twelve o'clock!

After allthe hours do slip away
—

Come,here goes toburn anotherblock!
For thenight, or morn, is wet andcold;

Andmy fire is dwindlingrather low :—:
—

Ihad fire enough, when youngandbold
Twenty golden yearsago.

Dear!Idon't feel wellatall, somehow:
Tew in Weimardreamhow badIam;

Floodsof tears grow common with me now,
High-Dutch iloods, that Reason cannot dam.

Doctors thinkI'll neither live nor thrive
IfImope athome so— ldon't know

—
AmIlivingnow ? Iloas alive >

Twenty golden years ago.
Wifeless, friendless, flagonless, alone,

Notquite bookless,though, unlessIchoose,
Loft with nought to do, except to groan,

Nota soul to woo,exceptto muse
—

Oh! this is hard for me to bear,
Me, who whilome livtdso much enhaul,

Me, whobrokeallhearts like china-ware,
Twentygoldenyears ago!

Perhaps 'tisbetter;
—

time's defacing wares,
Longhave quenchedthe radiance of my brow

—
They who curse menightly from their graves,

Scarce couldlove me were they livingnow;
Butmy loneliness hath darkerills—

Such duns as Conscience, Thought, andCo.,
Awful G-orgons! worse than tailors' bills

Twenty golden years ago!
DidIpainta fifth of whatIfeel,

0!how plaintiveyou'would weenIwas!
8..tIwont,albeitIhavea deal

More to wailabout than Kernel* has!" Kerncr's tearsare wept for withered flowers,
Mine for witheredhopes, my scroll of woo

Dates, alas! from youth's deserted bowers,
Twenty golden yearsago!

Yet, mayDeutschland'sbardlings flourish long,
Me,Itweakno beak among them;hawks

Mustnot pounce onhawks : beside in song
1couldonce beat all of themby chalks.

Thoughyou find me asInearmy goal,
Sentimentalisinglike Rousseau,

O!Ihud a grand .Byronian soul
Twenty golden yearsago !

Tick-tick, tick-tick!— not a soundsaveTime's,
And the windgust as itdrives the rain—

Tortured torturer of reluctant rhymes,
Go to bod,and test thine aching biain!

Sleep!— no more the dupeof hopesor schemes;
Soon thou sleepestwhere the thistles blow—

Curious anticlimax to thy dreams
Twentygolden yearsago !

'".Street ami lane.

FLORENCE O'NEILL;
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