
AwaraD-iiOOKiNO gloomy chamber -was that into -whichSt. John
-was at length -ushered, together -with the ex-tutor, after having
passedupa spaciousstone staircase, withheavy|oakenbalustrades,
and crossedseveral long corridors with apartments branching off
"bothtoright andleft;but thecheerfnlblazeof abright wood fire
■which,burnedin the ample stove gave an appearance of comfort,
and the small inner apartment,communicating with that of the
knight,hadalsobeen duly attended to. With a feeling of -weari-
ness and dissatisfactionSir Reginald threw himself into a chair
besidethe fire,and folding his arms,remained for some time lost
ina, gloomy reverie,notnoticing the observantairofBenson,who,
desirousof imparting to his companion the goodadvicehe somuchneeded,now determinedto abideby Sir Reginaldas closely as in
the days of hisboyhood.

Do not suppose, however, that St. Johnput himself willingly
under the surveillance of Benson,or patientlybore the infliction of
bis advice:the fact simply was, that he paidhim that amount of
respect and deferencewhich oneis wont to yield to those under
whomwe havebeenplacedfor aseries of years,ranging fromearly
£outh tomature age. Moreover,Benson,introducedat firstby the
youngknight to the notice ofthe Dutchking, had rapidly ingrati-
atedhimselfinthe service of the prince, so that the formerfriend
andpreceptor was converted,for the time being, into something
very like aspyon theactionsof Sir Reginald.

Itwas,indeed, to sound theopinionsof theease-seeking, com-
fort, timorousoldbaronet, that St. Johnhad been deputedby the
king with a gracious message, commanding his presence atKen-
sington, and likewise,was bade toexpress ahope thatin theevent
ofhisaidbeing required,should there be realcause for apprehen-
sion of a rising infavour of James, that he would not fail tobe
ready bothwithmenand money,according as circumstances might
require.

William was cognizant of far more of his favouriteReginald's
intentions than the latter was at all aware of, for Benson had
apprisedthe king of his long-cherished attachment for Florence
O'Neill; thus it was then, that the knight was closely watched,
for theadvancementof acertain purposeinview,hadBenson been
requestedopenly by the king to accompanyhiminto Gloucester-shire, andhis proud spirit continually chafed under theinfliction
of theconstant presence of one for whomhe was fast ceasingto
feel"the slightest regard.

.Long and patiently did Benson regard the man whose dis-
positionhe so well knew,and the feelings of whoseheart at that
moment, he could so clearly read; so deep, however, was the
abstractionof thelatter inhis melancholymusings, that his atten-
tion was at last only rousedby a movementpurposely madeby his
companion."

Are yougrieving, man,because the Papistgirl with the fairface willnot have you;you,the favoured friend of ourgraciousking," said the fanatic,in harsh,low accents,"whatcan you be
thinkingof to seekamate fromsuchanest as this? DidInot see
to-aight, with my own eyes, the Romish priest, Lawson, pass ;
"wiftlythrough theapartment by anotherdoor than thatat which

TBUI TO PRINCIPLE.
Earlynextmorning Sir Reginald met his host at thebreakfast
table, butFlorence was not visible, andhe easily accountedfor her
absence, conscious that she must be aware that his visit to the
Grange hadbeen madeto answer some political purpose or endof
theDutch monarch. A longand anxiousconference it was,which
thebaronetheldwithhis guestlaterin the morningin theprivacy
ofhis own apartment.

He was a timid, quiet county gentleman,caring not one jot
about etateaffairs, scarcelyheeding whether James the Second, or
the usurping William sat upon the throne, so thathe couldbutbe
quiet, andyethe was about to be draggedfrom his ownhome to
have the questionablehonour of an audience with the king, who
couldnotgetrid of theidea that the baronet, leading the life of a
country gentleman, hadit inhis power to be of greatservice,if he
wouldbut conquer that absurd timidity, whichhe hadbeen told
had grown up withhim fromhis youth. The time was come then
whenitappearedhemust abandon his seclusion, and thoughuntil
now,whenhe was turnedsixty yearsof age,he neveradoptedany
definiteline of action;he was reqiiired to do so instanier, for hia
sovereign required the aid of all well-wishers to the present
government.

"Anhonour,i'faith," he mutteredto himself,"it is anhonour
thenIwouldbe very glad to decline accepting;his^Majesty will
makemepay dearly for it onewayor another."

Sir Charles was,however, of a veryhesitating disposition,and
so in theend,SirEeginald gainedhis point,andit wasagreedthat

1 thebaronet shouldin «, very few days leavethe Grange forLondon,
wherehe would have the audience whichtheking wishedto give
him. In the evening, St. John was to take his leave, and as the

iday wore on he began to entertain some apprehensions lest he
shouldnot seeFlorencebeforehis departure.

I In this idea, however,he was mistaken, for chance brought
[ that about which solicitation would not haveprocured. He had
missedhis way through theinterminablegalleries of theoldhouse
and insteadof returningto the roomin whichhe hadat last sue
ceededinexhorting the unwilling consent of the baronet toappear
6n the sceneofpubliclife,he entered tho library, thedoorof whicl'
stoodajur. Florence was seated at a tableunmindfulof hispre
sence, till he stood beside her, and extending his hand,he ex
claimed:"Dearpst Florence, have Ioffended you beyondforgiveness
Isloyaltyavirtue inyou,andasin in me? Grantme,at least, i
hearingbeforewepart,and allow me to feel some attachment fo
theking whoseverynamedispleasesyou,evenas you feel love fo
.Tnmoß S+nn.rt nnd Maw of Modena? Do not shrink from m<

CHAPTER IV.

[Friday, July 23, 1875.HEW ZEALAND TABLET.

Poets' Corner.
THE GOLDEN SIDE.
There is many a rest on tlie roadof life,
If we wouldonly stop to takeit;

Andmanya tone from thebetterland
If the querulouß heart wouldwakeit.

To the sunny soul that is fullof hope,
And whosebeautiful trustneverfaileth,

The grass is green andthe flowers are bright
Though the wintryBtorm prevaileth.

Better to hope, though the clouds hang low,
And to keep the eyesstilllifted;

ITor the sweet bluesky will soonpeep through,
When the ominous clouds arerifted.

There wasnever anight withouta day,
Nor anevening withoutamorning j

And thedarkesthour, theproverb goeß,
Is thehourbeforethe dawning.

There is manya gemin thepath of life,
Whichwe passinour idlepleasure,

Thatis richer far than the jewelledcrown
Or the miser'shoarded treasure;

Itmaybe the love ofa little child,
Or amother's prayer toHeaven,

Or onlya beggar's grateful thanks
For a cup ofwater given.

Better to weavein the web of life
Abright and golden filling,

And to do God's will with a ready hearb,
Andhands that areswift andwilling,

Than to snap the delicatesilver threads
Of our curious livesasunder j

And then Heav'nblame for the tangledends
And sit to grieveand wonder.

FLORENCE O'NEILL;
OR, THE SIEGE OF LIMERICK.

A TALK OF THE REVOLUTIONOF 1688.

weentered, andIknow lie recognised me too, for we wereschool-
mates togetherbeforehe had anythingto do with Rome andher
corruptionsP That he was once my friend, matters not, for hia
superstitious creed makes him nowmy foe. And this fair-faced
girl, withthe mawkyblueeyes/ he added,his voice sinking to a
whisper,"it is apity but that the gracious Mary knew not the
treasonable thingsIhave heard her say this night,Iwarrant me
the Papist crew at St. G-ermains would stand little chance of
beholdingher again jbutas to you,the favouriteofKing"William,
and thebelovedsonof myadoption,youcansurely think of herno
more, for theLordlovesnot to see his chosen oneswedwith the
daughters ofBelial."" Silence,Master Benson/' saidReginald,rising as he spoke,
hishandsomecountenance fullof indignation,"remember,Iamno
longer theboy whomyoulectureas your fancy pleases,butaman
whodoesnotplease toregard or listentooffensivespeechesjItell
you there livesnot in theCourtof Mary andWilliam,a more pure
or noblewomanthan she of whom youdarespeakso lightly. Do
not presume to mention her nameagain,and pleasetokeepyour
fanaticismto yourself, donot troubleme withit,normeddleabout
affairs withwhichyou have nothing todo,""Verily,"replied Benson,rising and taking a lamp from the
tableinorder to withdrawto the inner apartment destinedforMs
use,"Itell youSt. John, you do not know what is for yourown
good, andin yourmadfondness for this girl, treat veryillonewho
loves youas wellasIdo;IfancyyoumustbeawareKingWilliam
willnot longshow youhis favour if youaimno higher than to win
thehandof this girl of a Papist brood, who is devotedsouland
body to themiserableandbesottedJames.""Howdareyoupresumeto tauntme withthe interference of
the king," exclaimed St. John,his temper now gaining complete
mastery over him,"now understand once for all, JoshuaBenson,
our long friendship ends from thismoment if you continueby word
or action topresumeto interferewithmy affairs."" Well, then, dear St. John,pardon me if theloveIbear you
hasmademe too zealous,IpromiseyouIwillnot give youoffence
again,butat the same time,Ishallstrive withthe Lordearnestly
beforeIseek my rest thisnight,IwillwrestlewithHiminprayer,
thatyou may escape theperils whichIam certainwillfallon you
if you dally a moment longer than is requisite in this abodeof
Satan."

Bensonepoke thusashe withdrewfrom the room,thenenter-
ing the inner chamber he closed the door,stood for a moment
|warminghis witheredhandsover the fire, andsaid, inalowvoice,
|
"Icannot help lovingthe man asIloved the boy j the evilwhich
Ifearedyears sincehas come topass, andout of the veryaffection
Ibearhim,Iwillplace a barrier in his waywhich he willnotbe
able to remove. He would not let me force himwhen a youth,
eurelynotnow;but never fear,Iknowhow to gain my pointby
other means;onceinLondonIcaneasily gainspeech of theking,
andif Idonotmistake, allhis fineplanswill soonendinnothing."

Thus trying to gloss overhis villainy under the specious pre-
tence of affection for his benefactorand formerpupil,Bensonfell
asleep,whilstcogitating over the meana he shouldadopt to carry
outhis schemes.

CHAPTER 111.
MORVILLE GRANGE.
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