
Now thinkingof Sir Reginald, then of those shelovedat St.
G-ermains, and a weary feeling at her heart on account of the
Queen'senquiries respecting Ashton, coupled with surpriseat not
havingbeensummoned toattendher, shebecamefnllof apprehen-
sion ofcoming evil. She knew how tyrannical theswayof Mary
hadbeen,since shehadplucked the crown from her father's brow
toplaceit onher ownj that there was nota warmspot inher cold,
selfish heart, save for her Dutch husband;that she had trodden
underfootevery tender emotion, where the dearestties werecon-
cerned,so thatBmall mercy wouldbe grantedto herself shouldthe
queensurmise thatshehadinany way mixed herself up withthis
newrising.

One after another the hours spedBlowly on. She had dis-
missedhermaid, telling her she would dispense withherattend-
ance;and, stirring the fire into a blaze, she threw herselfonherknees, seeking tostrengthenand fortify herselfby-prayer,andalso
by the remembrance of thecourage and resignationof the saintly
MaryBeatrice,when, suddenly, the dead silence of thenight was
brokenby the sound of some soft substance thrown againsb the
window.

She started,rose fromher seat,and listenedattentively,when
the noise was again repeated, this time somewhat more loudly.
Shading her larup, sheadvancedwithfalteringsteps tothe window,
andpartially drawing aside the curtain, fancied she could discern
the figure of awomanleaningagainst a tree in thegardenbeneath.
Amomentpassed in breathlesssuspense, then she became aware
she wasrecognized,and advancingfrom the friendly shadow of the
tree,thepersonbeneathraisedher armas if again about toattract
attention. Cautiously and very gently, for Florence had recog-
nized,by the pale moonbeamswhichfellonthe white wastearound,
the form of Mrs. Ashton,she opened the casement, and withtrue,
unerringaim,asmall substance,soft,androundas aball, was flung
intoher room,andthe next moment she had hastily glidedaway
amidst theshadowof the thicketof evergreens. Gently Florence
closed the window, and drew her curtain, and afraid, for afew
moments,toopenthe little packet, she fastenedher door,waited
stilla fewmoments, incase she should be molested,andfullof a
deadlyfearthat hercourageous visitorshouldhavebeenwatched.

Nota sound,however, broke the dead stillness of thenight,
and sheproceeded to unfold the little parcel, whichconsisted of
several rolls of wool, compressed together. At last, within the
lastroll,her eye fell on a small piece of paper. Ithadone word
writtenon it,and that was

"Danger."
Florence flung it into the fire, and crouching down by the

dying embers,buriedherface in her hands. Her worst apprehen-
sions seemedabout to be verified. She went tobed, butcouldnot
sleep,and whenat last she sunk into slumber ifc wasdisturbedby
frightfulvisionsanddistressingdreams,thereflection ofher waking
thoughts.

When the dawnof the wintermorningbroke at last,it found
her with araging headache, feverish, and utterly unable torise.
She had thought overseveralplans, andhadcast themall asideas
impracticable. The most feasible was to makea requesttovisit
Sir Charles,butshe feared being the means of drawinghim into
trouble, as she should inevitably do, did she obtainpermissionto
visithim andfail toreturn., Thus it was thab the'queenwas toldthatindispositionconfined
Florence toher room.

Danger, in what form wouldit presentitself? Incarceration,
such as the queen's tender mercies hadinflictedonher ownuncle;
torture such asNevillPaynehad undergone;or death itself,which
this ungrateful daughterand herDutch husbandhad unsparingly
inflictedon theunfortunate Jacobites who had attemptedtopro-
cure the restorationof theexiledJames.

PATRICK SARSFIELD.
FROM A BIOaSAPHT.

—
BY JABIiATH. l|.

The captureof King William's magnificent battering-trainsaved
Limerickfrom destruction.

"IfIhad failed in thia attempt," said Sarsfield, "Ishould
have been off to France." As it was, he returned safely to his
camp, Whenheentered the city the cannons boomed,the bells
rang,and'men shouted, and women laughed and cried by turns,
and childrendanced,and therewas such acarnival of joy as never
before convulsed old Limerick, when it turned out to greet its
deliverer after histaking of the guns.

William wasnota man to be idle under his defeat. He sefc
about at once to repair his losses, and to revengehimself on tho
townby avigorous bombardment. Two of tho guns whichSars-
fieldhadcapturedwere,on examination, found tobe still service-
able. Twomoreweredespatched from Waterford, whiletfae small
field-pieces which Williamretained wereconstructedinto batteries.
Shot and shell began to rain on Limerick without intermission.
Sarsfield,at this juncture, orderedthe womenandchildren toleave
thecity. With onevoice the women refused todesert their posts.
Unanimously they declaredtheirresolution to fight anddie. They
had workedlike men inthe constructionof thedefences, and they
would fight Hire soldiers among them. The old crazy walls of
Limerick trembledbefore the terrible shock, and at lastbreeches
began toappear. On the 27th of August; Williamina&e onelast
determinedeffort. Five hundred grenadiers received their ugnal
for acharge at three o'clock in the afternoon. They firedtheir
pieces,threw their grenades,and dashedinto the town..; Ahand-
to-handstreet fight ensued. The grenadiers were drivenback
streetby streetuntil theyreached thecounter-scarp.'1

"
They there

made a desperatestand. Now was the pent-up rageand fury of,
the citizenspouredupon them. Missilesshoweredupon themfrom
thehouse-tops. Bricksandbrokenbottles andstones werehurled
at themby the women. Fourhours didthis terribledeath-strugle
last. Thebroadswords of Sarafield's horse werenot absent from
the fray. Dragoonshadswept into the town, andflung themselves
from their horses into themelee.

"The crowning mercy" was to
come. The air was rent by yells and screams of terror, which
pierced through the deafening shock of a terribleexplosion. In
one moment a magnificentbattalionof Bradenburgers wereblown
tipinto thesky. DeBoisseleauhadfireda mineonwhich they stood.
The shadowsofnight werefalling tipon them whenwhatwere left
of the besiegers,silent, sullen,and weary,slowly madetheir way
back to their camp. Nextmorning King William determinedto
raise theseige, and as, humbled and defeated, he retired from
Limerick,itsold wallsstoodproudanddefiant as ever.

A cry wentup from those walls,a cry of regeneratehope,a
cry of thanksgiving and of victory. It was caught up to theEast
and to the West, to the North and to the South, and it spread
through allthe land,and thehoarse murmursofthe wavesseemed
to echo its sound. Tyrconnell heard it, and it filled him with
shame. He was moved to jealousyof the man who had saved
Ireland.vhenhe had deserted her. As the viceroy ofKingJames
henominatedthe council to whomhedelegatedhisnominalpowers—

toone council thecivilauthority, and to theotherthe chargeof
military affairs. The Duke of Berwick wasplaced in chief com-
mand. Tyrconnell darednot leave out thenameof PatrickSara-
fieldj as it was,it wasplaced laston thelist.

The remainder of the career of Sarsfield in Ireland may be
summedupin aword. He was obscured by jealousyand incoui-
petency. .Tyrconnell almost ignored him,while by St. Ruth, the
Frenchgeneral sent to command the Irish, he was doomed to a
galling inactivity. It was not until Athlone had fallen and
Aughrinihadbeenlost,and theIrishhopeagainhadbeendispelled,
thatSarsfieldonce morewas called upon to lead a forlornhope.
Limerick again was the refuge of the remnants of abrokenIrish,
army,andLimerickagain was toundergo asiege.

Thememory of the first siege was freshinallminds. William
rememberedit,and had given toGinckle, his general incommand
inIreland, large powers' to offer favorable terms in'treating witli.
theIrish. For some timeavigorous resistance was opposedto tho
besiegers, but at length a cessation of arms was followed by
negotiations,whichculminatedin thecelebratedtreatyofLimerick,
concerning which suffice it to say that, without having been, as
some wouldfondly believe,agrandcharter of Irish liberties,it was
acompacthighly honorabletoLimerickanditsbrave defenders.

By thecivil treatyacertainmeasure of religion was secured.
By themilitary treaty theIrish soldiersweretohave allthe honors
ofwar, toretain their arms, to march out withcolors flying and
drums beating;and, further, they weropermittedto make choice
whether theylaiddowntheirarms, entered the service of William,
or exiled themselvesto fightunder theFrench. Such as chose to
emigrate coiildgo,regiments, companies, orparties.

Itwasanexciting moment for EnglishandIrish officers when
themen marched oxit. "' Tho banner of Franco waved onone side,

CHAPTER XV.
CHAPTER

—
THEEXILES.

Inaspaciousapartment, withoaken wainscot and flooring1,a
fewuncushioned chairsof the same wood, a long table,andcase-
mentsburied indeep recessesin the wall, lookingout on the wide
expanse of country beyond,the leafless boughs ofthe trees covered
withhoar frost, for itis mid-winter, two ladies are seated;one is
stillintheprime of life, theother is middle-aged. The youngest
of theseladiesis tall andelegant in form, her complexionis fair,
herhair as black as the raven's wing, the arched eyebrowsand
longsilkenlashes thatveiledthe fine dark eyes were of the samehue, thecontour of the face was of a delicateoval,the expression
sweet and winning.

The companion of this lady is robedin the garb of a nun.
She has not her charm of personal beauty, but the frank, open
countenanceis pleasing,her figure isupright as when thirtyyears
since shemade the vows that bound her to religion. She is the
abbess of ChaiUot, and the other lady is the beautifulandhapless
ex-queenofEngland,MaryBeatrice,of Modena.

A"great consolationinher verysorrowful lifemust harebeen
her affectionateintercourse withthenuns of Ohaillot;" Isyour majesty well assured that your informationconies
fromacorrect source ?" asked the abbess, after a pauseintheir
conversation. The calm resignation with which the queengene-
rallybore her great trials had on this occasion given wayto the
indulgenceof a burstofuncontrollablegrief. "May wenot hope,"
she continued, " that there maybe some mistakein theassertion
that your favorite, Florence, is really detained at the court of
MaryV

Alas,no; thenews of my informant may be too well xelied
tipon; therecan benodoubtof that," was the reply."Ourgreatestgriefarisos from the fact that those most devoted
toour interestsare, through that devotion,visitedwithpenalties,im-
prisomnenfc,and deathj but whenIsuffered Florence to leaveme to
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make a short -visit to England, Icertainly had not the faintest idea
thatshe would ever approach the Court, but the missive we have
received tells us that not only is she detained there/Toallappear-
ancesmerely as one of the queen's ladies,but that she,' in fact, fools
herselfa kind of prisoner; whilst immediately after Ashton had
sailed from London, with papers of the utmost importance for the
king, the whole plot was discovered, it is suspected, through the in-
strumentality of the humble persons from whom hehired the vessel.
These tidings, in fact, have reached us through my friend, Lady
Bulkely, whb«e husband writes her that .Ashton's wife has adopted
somemeans to makemy poor Fl>rence awarethat she is surrounded
by dauger;nay, she must herself be aware thatshouldMary's sus-
picions bo excited, thereis but one step from her presence,and that
may be either to theToweror the grave."

here, andknownot how toescape, for to leavewithoutpermission
willbe toownthatIhave cause for fearingIamdetainedin the
light of aprisoner."
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