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TWENTY GOLDEN YEARS AGO.

BY JFAMES CLARENCE MANGAN.

0, the rain, the weary, draavy ruin,
How it plashes on the window sill!
Night, I gress foo, must he on the wane
Strass and guss® are grown so still.
Heve Isit, with coffee in my cup—
Ah! *twas rarely T beheld it flow
In the tavern where I loved to sup
Twenty golden yeors ago!

Twenty yen:s ago, alas!—Dbut stoy—
On my life, 'Lis Linlf-past twelve o’cloel !
After all the hours do slip away—
Come, here goes to burn another block !
For the night, or morn, is wet and cold ;
And my fire is dwindling rather low :—
I had fire enongh, when young and bold
Twenty golden years ago.

Deor ! I don’t feel well at all, somohow -
Few in Weimar dveam how bad I am;
Floods of tenrs grow common with me now,
High-Duteh floods, that Reason cannot dam.
Docters think 111 neither live nor thrive
If T mope at home so—X don't know—
Am I living now 7 I was alive
Twenty golden years age.

“Wifeless, friendless, flagonless, alone,
Not quite bookless, though, unless T ¢hoose,
Loft with nouwglt to do, except to groun,
Not o soul {0 woo, except to muse—
Oh! this is hard for e to bear,
Me, who whilome lived so much en kauf,
Me, who broke all hearts like china-ware,
Twenty golden years ngo!

Porhaps 'tis betier ;—time’s delzcing waves,

Long have gquenched the radinnee of my brow—
They who curse me nightly from their graves,

Scavce could love me were they living now ;
But my loncliness hath darker ills—

Such duns as Conscience, Thought, and Co.,
Awful Gorgons! worse than tailors’ bills

Twenty golden years ago!

Did I paint o fifth of what T feel,
O hew plaintive youwould ween I was!
B.t I wont, albeit I hove o deoal
More to wnil about than Kerner has!
* Kerner's tears are wept for withered dowors,
Mine for withered hopes, my scroll of woo
Dates, alns! from youth’s deserted bowers,
Twenty golden yearsago!

Yet, may Dentschland’s bardlings flourish long,
Me, T twenak no benk among them ; hawlks
Must not pounce on hawks : beside in song
T could once beat all of them by clhialks,
Though you find me as I near my goal,
Sentimentuliving like Rousseau,
O! I bad a grand Byronian soul
Twenty golden years ago !
Tick-tick, tick-tick I-—-not a sound save Time's,
And the windgust as it drives the rain—
Tortured torturer of reluctant vhymes,
Go to bed, ond 1est thine aching brain !
Sleep I—-no more the dupe of hopes or schemes ;
Soon thou slecpest where the Lhistles blow—
Curious anliclimax to thy dreams
Twenty goldon years ago!
“3treet and lane,

FLORENCE O'NEILTL;
OF, THE SIEGE OF LIMERICEK.
A TALE OF THI REVOLUTION OF 10688,

CHAPTER VI
SARSFIILD—LORD LUCAN,
Parrpicx lifted his cap in due defevence to the general, and then
gaid, ** Thin, if the trath must be tould, gereral, U'm afther think-
ing that friend Denis is too gintle by hulf. "Whisht, yer horour,”
he added, with a finger on his lips :

“ Wouldn't it he o purtier thing to hang him up and let him
die the thraitor's death P*

“Hurra! hurra!” shouted the mob, the ery taken up by the
multitude in the distance. et him die the death of the thraitor;
if ye spare him, gineral, it’s snwe and afther mischief he’ll be goin’
again.”

“ What say you, traitorons spy,” shouted Sarsfield; «why
should you not die the death of a spy, ns you so richly deserve ?*?

“ 8pare me, oh, sparc me!” cvied the miserable wretch, * and
I promise you Il wever, vever set foot in Treland again. Here,
here,” he added, putting his hands into his pockets, and puiling
out, with fraptic engerness, sundry rolls of paper, “ I had these
from King William’s favowite page, and give them to you instead

ofmto tl},ose for whom they were intended. PTavdon me, and ¥
W] s

“ Give him to us, gineral dear, give him {o us, and we’ll make
the spalpeen pay for somo of his fricks,” exclaimed the mob who
were raised to such a pitch of fury that hut for the infivence of a
leader as popular as Sarefleld, the carcer of this dangerous fanatic
had been at once cut short.

As it was, however, Sarsfield again commanded silence, and
recommended him to mercy on account of his old age. Then, twn-
ing to Denis, he said :—

“Y think I shall leave this wretched creature to your more
mereiful treatment, Denis, you undertaking, however, to see that
he embarks for London as soon as the punishment has been
inflicted.”

# Och thin, gineral, sure and I think out of consitheration te
his white hairs, barring the rale fact that he doser’t care cne bit
about them himself, I'll be afther letting him off more aisy than X
thought of domng’ so, yer honour,” added Denis, in one of his most
persuasive tones, “ suppose we give him only fifty lashes. Sure
and I have the hould of him, and will see that he is fairly banished
from the Fmerdld Isle for ever.”

The general bowed his assent, and aware that he might safely
commit this discomfited villaininto the hiands of Denis, he delivered
him wp, to his safe eustody, the former cozrying him off in trivmph,
amidst the yells and groans of the mob. Poor Denis, Benson-
escaped belter than he deserved, for he chose to give the lashes
himself, and laid them on as lightly as his own mereiful nature
prompled, to every roar the wretch uttered, answering—

“ Iould your tongue, you spalpeen, or I'll give the lash to
zome one who will be afther laying it on heavier than I am doing.”

In good truth, Benson was most mercifully spared, save and
except the matler of shaving the head, which Denis scrupulously
exacted, and which oceasioned him and his fellows no small degree
of merriment; this was in fack the most bitter part of Master
DBenson’s punishment, ag will be seen later.

No sooner bad the mol dispersed, than Sarsfield, quietly seated
with Migs ("Neill, procecded to examine the papers, which proved
to be a packet of letters that had passed Letween Benson and
William's favourite page, whereby it appeared that not only was
the worthless Benson contriving to break of all prospect of a union
helween Sir Regineld and Florence, but also had offered himself in
i lbe eapneity of & spy on the movements of the general, in Limerick,

and unless fortunately discovered lsy the hrother of the worthy
Denis, would very probably have caused much mischief to the good
Father Lawson, now an jnmate, for the time heing, in the residence
of Misg O'Neill.

CHAPTER VIL
THE KING AND.THE SPY.
“ Your candid -opinion now, uncle, of William of Orangs,” said
Florenee, as she watched with something of curiosity, certain pre-
parations Sir Charles was making for presenting himself at Ken-
sington ihe evening afier his first introduction to the Xing.
Tle Baronet, somewhat embarrased, answered evasively? and
, testily—
! “y'I‘he Xing received me courtecusly emough. What makes
you so curious, child ? Has he not already shown me a mark of
| his royal favour, or why do I spend this evening in his hanqueting-
room ? T shonld not much wonder, Florence, if the like favour
shown you by Mary, who is more gracious than you imagine, in
time wakes a convert of Florence O’ Neill.”
i “ Yes, iruly,” replied Florence, with a contemptuous smile on
| her lip; ** BMary would be extremely graciouns to me on the morrow,
did she know what my feelings really ave.”’
“Suppose I werve to whisper in the King’s ear a few, words
. concerning your disloyalty, Fiorence; ean you trust me, think
Cyor P .
i T Yes, deavest unele,” replied Florence, kissing the forehead of
i the venerable old man, as he prepared to depart, I cen trust you,
| heeause you love me too well to betray me; and moreover, know
that Florence has read your own secret. You dislike the Dutch
l king, though you will not own it, perhaps even to yourself.,”
1 “ (o, snuey ove,” said the Bavomot, parting back the golden
i
!
i

hair of his {air niece, ““ do not presume to say you can read mine

own thoughts., I will tell, girl, I think myself highly honored by

the king’s friendship.”

“ Especially, my dear uncle, as you know, to a certainty,”
: veplied the aggravating Florence, © thut Duteh William has a keen
! eye to your broad acres and widely-spread influence.”
! Bir Charles made no reply, but geemingly anxious to close the
; conversation, retreated {rom the voom ; whilst Florence drew her
Dwriting materinls before her and wrote ns follows :(—
! Drar MrsTrESS A.—
i I pray you inform your good husband that T will cer’ainly
I see him on the morning after the arvangements how pending shall
i have been cowpleted, provided yon can yourself undertake to
| accompany me to your house, without which' onr interview will be -
P attended with gome danger. I, on my part, shall also have some
commyunicatlions 1o make, doubilless serviceable Lo absent fricnds.
Youys, in all friendship,
. B, O'N.

'[ This centicusly worded cpistle was then carefully scaled and
; desyaiched by o trusty messenyer to Mrs. Ashton’shouse in Covent-
garden, and {or the neat half-Lour the young lady amused herself
Ly revolving in hor mind the few words that had passed between
herself and the Baronct, together with certain little points which
clenaly showed her that Siv Charles had seen nothing in 'William to
melke him change his own tactics; and though he would net rpesk
out, she was well aware lbatehe was reslive under the mirthful
spirit with which she chese to fcree upen him her conviction that,
spile of ike hexor conferred on him Ly the invilation he had
recelved, hie bad secn nothing in the Duteh King to warrant his
i espousal of his intcrests. .
| The Queen had expected, with some curicsity, the arrival of




