
but why these tears, youexhibitedno signs of pleasure whenItold
you thekinghad summonedhim hitherfor his nuptials/ Spareyour
griefnow,Ishallattach you tomyown person;Ido not intend you
to leave the court. Ishallnotbe long beforeJL .find a morefitting
mate for the heiressof theO'Neill's than he wouldhavo been."

ThenMary's handsome face again bent over her frame, and a
sickly smile sat uponher lips, for well she knew the womanshe tor-
mented was insecretpining to return toSt. Germains. She knew the
news of Sir Reginald's defection could bring her no relief,as whilst
she was in England it would enforce a separation; also, that tko
quarrelbetween themhadoriginated solely in one feeling, that of a
deep-seatedloyalty toher own dethronedandexiledfather.

The queen then exulted in the power she possessedof detaining
Florenceat Court, knowingthat whilst she mu?t at heartbe pleased
at whatshe had toldher, she must sorrow more intensely thanever
over the adverse fate that detainedher sounwillinglyinLondon.

"We are going tobe verygay this winter," continued the queen," so puta bright face on the change things have taken;nay,do ftoi^
look so lachrymose, child,"and the queenput forthher hand to assist
her torise," theKingand myself were well pleased to further your
interests, by pushing onyourmarriage withthis ungrateful St.John,
before hehad thrown off his allegiance, so have we those same in-
terestsstill atheart, consequentlyIappoint you from this moment
one of my maids of honor,andpromise you a far better spouse than
the traitor you havelost;nay,nay, he is not worth your tears," sha
added,as they fellon tho handFlorenceraised toher lipsere shere-
turned to her seat.

Scarce conscious,indeed, ofwhat she did,she stoodfor amoment
beside queenMary'b seat,and. forgetful of prudenceandcaution, was
about to imploreher to allow her to return to France,and have flung
back inher face the proffered friendship, but even as the words
trembledon her lips, the queenarose,saying: ■

-"PoorFlorence,Ishall lsave^you to yourself for the next feir
hours, during whichyoumust growresigned tothat which youcannot
by anymeans amend,andIshall expectyou toaccompany me to the
theatre to-night, as one ofmy ladiesinattendance j nay,not a word,"
she added, "lam your best friend in not allowing you to remain,
broodingoveryour sorrow alone;" then, as' the queen reached the
door, she suddenlypaused as if a thought had occurred to her,say-
ing:"By tho way,did younot come to England under the care of
oneMr. Ashton, formerly oneof the gentlemen of the householdof—

of the ex-queen?"
As queen Mary spoke, the expressionof her features indicated

what waspassinginher mind;there was that abouther whichmight
wellintimidate a young woman trammelled as Florence now was.
The name of Ashtonawakenedallher fears, andas she raisedhereyes
with a troubledexpressionon her countenance to thatof the queen,
the veryenquiry seemed to paralyze her,besides, she was herself com-
promisedif the queen knew anything concerning the conspiracy, so
she repliedat once in the affirmative."

Andyou were toreturn to St.Germainsunder hisprotectionin
about a week from thopresent time?""Yes, graciousMadam," said Florence, with somewhatmoreof
calmness inher manner,"it was the wishof the queen, my mistress,
that I should go back to St. Germains at Christmas, but Mr.
Ashton—""Had not completed his arrangements," interrupted the queen,
inanironical tone,"rumourshave reachedmy ears implicating him«
self and others;be thankful that you aresafely attached to theEng*
lish Court,andhave nothingmore to do with such persons."

As queen Mary spoke, sho hastened from the room, and for a
momentFlorence stood in the same position,as one dazedandbe-
wildered under someheavy stroke.

Then,almostmechanically, she gathered together the gay silks
andgoldthread, with whichshe wasembroideringa scarf forthequeen,
andhastened to her ownroom."Fatal,fatal day," she murmured, " when the rash idea took
possessionof mypcor weakwoman'sheart, leading me to think thatI
couldbenefit thoseIloved. Alas, alas,Ihave but brought ruin on
my ownhead,andfailed toaid their cause. Ah! Reginald, and my
royalmaster andmistress, what \%ill be yourfeelingswhenyouhearI
am detainedat queen Mary's Court, in truth,but as a captive,whilab
she feigns herself my friend."

"Was there no way to escape?" she thought. "No, none."
Indeed,the only chance for her own personalsafety consisted, she
felt convinced, in patiently andquietly submitting to the will of tbi
queen, aware thnt it was extremely possible she might soon find'
home in the Tower, wereit known that in the slightest way sh« had
interferedin the contemplated rising. She knew too, how ruthless
anddeterminedthe queenhad shown herself, that, at the periodof
which we write, on mere suspicion of Jacobitisni, it was no unusual
thing tobe apprehendedon Privy Council warrants, at a theatre, a
ball,or a party,andbe suddenly consigned to that gloomyfortress,
theTower.

j-ensitive, haughty, and imperious, the young heiress of the
O'Neill's felt acutelyher positiou;sho was to be the constant atten-
dantof the queen, unless some fortuitous accidentreleasedher, com-
pelledto dwellwith her as her favorite protegee, but in reality a
prisoner, under no very mild surveillance, separated from
Reginald,whohadnow,by his adhesion to James, himselfremoved
the only obstacle that hadexisted to her union, as-wellasprevented
from ever returning to St. Germains, whilst no smallpart of her
suffering wouldarise from thenecessity of hidingit underacheerful
exterior.

For the present, indeed, the queen wouldexcuse hervtears, as
they might benaturally supposed to flow from her separation from
SirReginald,this at the moment, too,when she would have joyfully
yieldedhim her hand.

"A round of dissipationis before me," sighed she as sherose
wearilyfromtho couch,against whichshehad kneltwhilstgivingfree
vent toher anguish,"andpoor Ashtou,how willit fare withhim and
myself, andLordPreston,if that conspiracy be"detected."

CHAPTER XIII.
THE CAPTIVE.

WhenFlorence left thopresence of the queen, she little thought still
greateranxiety was in store for her in the fact, that Sir Reginald,
whose arrivalshe somuch dreaded, whilst she believed him the ad-
herentof the Dutch monarch,aware that the queen would rurry on
her nuptials andretainher at her own Court, was really still in Ire-land, and, moreover, that he was fighting in behalf of the rights ofJames, under the command of Sarsfield.

Not long waishe allowedto remain in ignorance ofhis defection
from the cause of William;the following morning tho queen, who
was a muchbetter tactitian than the unsophisticatedFlorence, chose
tho time when boih herself nndher captive, for sveh the latterreally
wds, wereengaged, Florence at the embroidery frame, the queen at
thebelovedoccupation of her leisure moments, knotting fringe, to
convey the startling intelligencetoher.

ThoughQueen Mary was an inveterate worker,her busy fingers
inno way weakened her power of governing during the long and fre-
quentperiodsof theDutch king's absence when engaged in carrying
onhis continentalwars, or managinghis trans-marine possessions.

But while the queen'shead was bent over her everlastingwork,
the changes in her countenance could notbediscerned. Sho had just
partedwithWilliam, andher fond heart always ached when this was
the case;moreover, day after day, some startling intelligence con-
nected with anew plot, or fresh conspiracies springing out of the old
:one,inwhichthe unfortunate Nevill Payne had been engaged, con-
spiied toruifle anddisturb an equanimity of temper which was" too
often assumed as on this occasion, when her blood was at boiling
heat, concerningthedefection of SirReginald."Ihavesurprising news for you," ahe saidj "it isnot likelySir
Reginaldwill return toLondon, if he does, he willbe at once con-
signed to theTower."

As the queen utlered theseominous words,she observedFlorence
start and turn deadlypale, the needle fell fromher hand, affection at
thatmoment gaining the clay over loyalty to the exiledCourt at St.
G-ermains, andon the imqul&e of themoment, she arose, and castiug
herself a1 the feefc of thequeen, her eyes streaming with teu*s, sho was
at once transformed into thesuppliant,exclaiming:

"To the Tower, graciousMadam, ah! no, no, what evil hashe
done? Inthe wholerealmofEnglandyouhavenot amore loyal sup-
portor ofyour throne than he."" Yourbetrothed is a traitor to our cause," said the queon bit-
terly,"he bus taken up arms under the Jacobite general,Sarsfield $
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"And think you, he had received our summons to return to
Englandbeforehe threw off his allegiance?" and the voice of the
queen was husky andtremulous as she spoke."Ishould thinknot," -was thereply. "Nay, it is almost cer-
tain thathemust have left head-quarters very quickly after his
arrival,perhaps immediately. What had-we best do -with this girl
—thiß O'Neill—on whose account we have summoned him here?""

Detainher afc thepalacetill we see the issue of thepresentplot.
You,my beloved husband, are obliged almost immediately to leave
England. Confide to me the task of unravellingthis knotty web,and
of severelypunishing its ringleaders, howeverloftyand exaltedmay be
theirrank. Ishall regard thisFlorenceas a prisoner,but treatheras
a favoredprotegee—nor allow her to feelher imprisonment inits true
light,but watchher very closely nevertheleis. Inoteevery change in
lier expressivecountenance and have read every secret of her heart;
she only fearedSt. John'sreturn because she wasresolved not to wed
Mm,minion as she is whilsthe wasloyal to us. Now she shallknow
of his disloyalty,because the pleasure she wouldotherwisefeel will
meetmithaisting in the reflection that she it withme, and that he
darenot now claim her for his wife. Really,Ienjoy,"added the
queen,

"' the tho ght of thenew sorrow in store for this young fool
with a fair face, who has presumed to make herself the judgeas to
■whetherMary of Modena ormyself should be her queen,butenough
of her; St.John is rich, is he not ? of course you will see thathis
estates be instantly confiscated to the crown.""

Stepß shall at oncebe at once takenforthat end," said William,
hisusually grave andcalm countenance disturbed as he mused over
thedefection of St. John, whomihehad really favored beyondmany
others, "and nowbe waryand not over-indulgent inmy absence," he
continued," forIleave you at the helm, of government again, and
aboveall crush this conspiracy immediately;donot hesitate to single
out for capitalpunishment the principal offenders, whoevertheymay
be.""
Iwillnotbe wanting, my belovedlord," saidMary,

"
norshall

Ifail to count the days find hours of your absence. Truly," and
Mary sighed wearilyas she spoke,"my spiritsareout of tune at these
constant defections,but we must hope for thebes!;; our work cannot
butbe good, asGodnever fails to sendus somelittlecross."

It is laughable enough, certainly, butnevertheless perfectly true,
that this princess,at the very moment whenshe wasreally engagedin
promoting her own interestand that of her fondly-lovedcontort, by
means whichwera often far from good,andat times positively sinful,
wouldquiether conscience, or perhapsstrive to do so, by endeavoring
to believethatit wasnot her own woi'k she was about, orher own
empireshe was striving to establish,but rather the work of Almighty
Q-odHimself.

Then turning to the king, the usual affectionate parting took
placebetween them, and Mary sought, in the solitude of her own
apartment, to devise schemes for bringing wholly within her power
those who wereat the head of the present conspiracy, amongst whom
she numbered,nob entirelywithoutfoundation, the fair descendant of
the O'Neills.
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