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FLORENCE O'NEILL;

OR, THE SIEGE OF LIMERICK.
CHAPTER XX.

THE QUEEN'S ESCAPE.
On the following day she kept her room. The next morning she
sent for Florence.

"
Ihave very much to say to you,Florence,"

said the queen, ina cold, frigid tone of voice. "
Iwill commence

by observing that yon are too young to take somuchuponyour-
self, as youhave; there aremanynow in the Tower, and thereare
some whohave beencondemnedtodeath,for far less thanyouhave -
beenguilty of. Nay, do not start and turn pale,child,buthear
meout. Ithas come to my knowledge that youpresumedto'Siix
yourself up with the conspiracy, for which Mr. Asliton has, this
morning, suffered the extremepenalty ofthe law at Tyburn. Nay,
even whilst you have been about our person, and enjoying our
patronage,you took the opportunity of a visit toyourageduncle,
todisguise yourself,and seek Ashtonhiprisonbut twodays before
his execution. Iwouldask if you have come here tohelp,by your
puny efforts, those malcontents whom Iam resolved tocrushby
the strong- armof the law;if so,why shouldInot do by youasI
doby others."

The tone of contempt, assumedby the queen, stung Florence
to the quick;but slie was wholly in thepower of the latter, and
she replied:"Gracious madam,Iknew tlie unfortunate Ashton well. I
crave your forgiveness for my stolen visit tohim, but thoughIwas
awareIincurred the risk of your displeasure,Icouldnot resist the
desireIfelt, onceagain, to visit Mm, before hesufferedaviolent
death."

"Nor could you resist, young mistress, the wish to combine
with those who have suffered their just deserts. You havebeen
withinmi ace of commitall to the Tower:know you why youare
pirdoned? Iwill tell you," continued the queen, "because you
risked your own life tosavemine on thenight of the fire. On tha.t
night, whenIdismissed you,Ihad resolved to sign a warrant for
your committalto the Tower on the morrow. Moreover,by your
acts youhave laid yourself open to the loss of the estatesyouwill
inherit from youruncle, and from Miss O'Neill. Butmy pardonis
lull andentire;inany other person'scase,within the wholeof our
kingdom, their lands would be forfeited to the crown, for far less
contumacious behaviour than your own. Iforgive you Mistress
Florence, in memoryof thenight on which youperiled, your life to
save mine."

Itwas apart of the creedof Florence, to feelaversionfor the
princess who hid usupedher father's throne; nevertheless, for a
brief periodshe felt drawntowards thequeen,whilstshe expressed
her gratitude for the full pardon she hadreceived,andher happi-
ness that ithadbeeninher power toaidher." And nowIexpect, Mistress Florence, that you willmake
y jurselt contentfulinmy Court,andmix yourselfup withno affairs
of State in future, for rest assured, whatever you may think of
the matter, you are no strong-minded heroine, but a very timid
woman, imprudent and rash withal; and whilst you can do no
possible good to those you love, may do very much mischief to
yourself. As things now are,Mary of England cannot beunmind-
tul of one towhom she doubtless owes her life,but had therebeen
no fire fit Whitehall, your own wouldhave been ha danger;or,let
us say your liberty,"she added,as though half sorry she had used
the word "life," for a warm flush had mantled the cheek of
Florence, as she thought of the perilshe hadsonarrowly escaped.

Many conflicting feelings agitated her mind when she found
herself in the solitude of her chamber. That Mary hadmuch to J

pardonin her conduct there was nodoubt, anymore thanthe fact
that the breakingout of the fire,had been aprovidentialthing for
her; for well slie knew the queen would have made srood her
threat. Then again came the question, how hadMary found out
thatFlorence had mixedherself upwith theplot,for whichAshton
suffered;and,at last, though shedid notlike to thinkhehad been
so craven-hearted asneedlessly tomentionher name,she couldnot
help criminatingLord Preston. Her suspicion was acorrectone,
andshe came also to thenot unlikely conclusion that emissaries of
the government were actively employed in tracing outthemove-
ments of all those who wereknown to be of the Jacobiteparty;
and that Mary's suspicions once excited, it was no very difficult
matter todiscoverhow she hadspent her time on theday inwhich
she lui't the palace, avowedly only tovisither uncle.

The young lady'spride and self-love were deeply woundedby^
the almost pitying and contemptuous language the queen had.
chosen touse, bulshe was compelledtoown toherself that she was
nomatch ior Mary, and that it were wise to submit with a good
giace, seeing that the queenhad full powerto do withher asbest
pleased herself.

Well was it for her that the confusion on themorning follow-
ing the lire hau putoat of her headpoor Ashton's execution.

The scene withhis wife andchildren on the previousevening
hadbeenreart-rending,buthediedwithcourageand magnanimity.
Hu ga,\c a paper to the Sheriff, in which he owned his attach-
ment to King Jiimes, witnessedto thebirthof the Prince of Wales,
denied that lie knew the contents of the papers that had been
founduponhim, complained of the harsh treatment he had met
with irointhe judges, and declared that he forgave them before
heaven.

CHAPTER XXI.
THOBNS IN THE DIAJDEU.

Was Mary of England a liappy woman aftei* shehad wrested
thecrown fromher father's brow ?

Alas,no;the path of wrong-doing and usurpationnevercai
bring contentment, even apart from the aggravation of filialin
gratitude and treachery toone who, be his faults whattheymay

Poets'Corner.
THE "BIVOUAC OF THE DEAD."

BT THEODORE o'HARA.
Thomuffled drum's sadroll hasbeat

The soldier's last tattoo!
Nomore onlife's paradeshallmeet

That "brave and fallen few;
On fame's eternal camping ground

Their silent tentsare spread,
Andglory guards, -with solemn round,

The bivouacof the dead.
No rumour of the foe's advance,

Now swellsupon the wind,
No troubled thought ofmidnight haunts

Of loved ones left behind;
No visionof the morrow's stx-ife,

The warrior's dreamalarms,
No braying hornnor screaming fife

Atdawn shallcall toarms.
Their shivered swordsare red withrust,

Their plumed heads arebowed,
Theirhaughty banner, trailed indust,

Isnow their martial shroud
—

Andplenteousfuneral tearshave washed
The red stains from eachbrow,

And theproudforms, by battle gashed,
Are iree from anguishnow.

The neighing troop,the flashing blade,
Tho bugle's stirringblast,

The charge, the dreadlulcannonade,
The dm andshouts are past—

No war's wildnote,nor glory'speal,
Shall thrill with fierce delight

Those breasts that nevermoremay feel
The rapture of the light.

Like the fierceNorthern hurricane
That sweeps his greatplateau,

Flushed with the triumph yet to gain
Came down the serried ioe

—
Who beard thethunder of the fray

Break o'er the field beneath,
Knew well the watchwordof thatday

Was victory or death.

Fullmany a norther's breathhas swept
O"ir Angostura's plain,

And long the pitying sky has wept
A"bo\e itsuioulder'd slain;

The raven's bci-emn or eagle's fiig'hh,
Ox .shepherd'spensive lay,

Alone now wakeeach solemn night
That frowned o'er that dread fray.

rfons of the dark andbloody ground!
Ye mxist not slumber there,

Where stranger steps and tonguerebound
Along the heedless air;

Your ownproudland'sheroic soil
Shallbe your fitter grave;

She claims from war its richestspoil
—

The ashes of her brave.
Thus, 'neath theirparentturf theyrest,

Ear from the gory field,
Eoi'ne toa Spartan mother's breast

Onmany a bloody shield;
Tho sunshine of theirnative sky

Smiles sadly on themhere,
Andkindredey^s and hearts watchby

The heroes' sepulchre.
Beston,embalmedand sainteddead,

l)ear is the bluod yegvive;
No impiousi'lolsti-p here shall tivad

The herbage oi jour grave;
Nor shall jour glory be torgot

While lame lit_r record k^ips,
Orhonor points the hallowed spot

Where Valor proudly sleeps.
Yourmarble minstrel's voiceless stone,

Indcathlcsb song shall tell,
When many a vanished year hath flown,

The story how ye foil;
Nor w reck nor change,nor winter'sblight,

Nor time's remorseless doom,
Can dim one ray ofholy light

That gilds your glorious tomb.

Coai.
—

"Few realise1lie power stored in coal for man'suse. It is
itated as a scientific tact, tlint in a boilerof fair construction, apound
of coal wi1conveil ninepoundsof water into steam. Each pound ol
"team will represent an amount of energy or capacity tor performing
work eqimsnent U 74(j,(jGG foot pounds,or ior the wholenine pound**
6,720.0u0 fool pounds. In otl.er words, one pound ol " oal has done
at much wori inevaporating nine pounds oi waterintonine pounds
cf iteum,ag trouldLit 2,232 tons ten feetbigb..
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