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Poets' Corner.

THE OLD MAN'S DREAM.
H-

(BY OLIVER W. HOLMES.)
Oh, for one hour of youthful joy!

Giveback ray twentiethSpring !
I'drather laugha bright-hairedboy

Than reignagreybeardking.

Off with the wrinkledspoils of age,
Away with learning's crown;

Tearout life's wisdom-writtenpage
Anddash its trophies down.

One moment letmy life-bloodstream
Fromboyhood's fount of flame ;

Giveme onegiddy,reelingdream
Of life,all loveand flame.

Mylistening angelheard the prayer,
And, calmly smiling, said :"
IfIbut touch thy silveredhair
Thy hasty wishhath sped.

But is therenothing in thy track
Tobidthee fondly stay,

While theswift seasonshurry back
To find the wished-forday P

"
Ah, truest,best of womankind,

Without thee what werelife ?
One bliss Icannot leave behind

—
I'lltake— my— pro

—
cious

—
wife.

The angel took asapphirepen
And wrofce with morning's dew:

fr The man wouldbe a boy again
Andbe a.husband, too!

And is therenothing yet unsaid,
Before the change appears ?

Eememberallthose giftshave fled
With the revolvingyears."

Why, yes;formemory wou'drecall
My fond,paternaljoys;
Icouldnot bear to leave them all

—
I'lltake

—
my

— girls— andboys !

The smilingangeldroppedhis pcn—"Why, this willnever do:
The man would bea boy again

And bea father, too!
"

And soIlaughed— my laughavroke
The hoxisohold with its noise

— "
And wrotemy dream, when morningbroke,

To please the grey-hairedboys.

FLORENCE O'NEILL;
CHAPTER IX.

PLAYING WITH KDGB TOOLS.

With an appearanceof calmness and composure, whichshe -ftas,'
however, far from feeling, Florence prepared to accompany her'
uncle to the palace:on. arrivingat whichslie was at onceshown
into theboudoirof the queen.

This favorite sitting-room of Mary was hung with paleblue
'

ailk, thedraperiesand curtains festooned and loopedwith silver,
the ottomans and couches beinj,'also covered with the same ma-
terial. Tables of curiously inlaid woodsupported vasesof precious
metals ;so:ne were filled with thechoicest exotics, others exhaled
an almost oppressive odour from the perfumes burning within
them, so that as Florence entered the apartmenta sense of faint-
nesa stoleover her,but she remembcrel tlio necessity there was
for calmness and composure in the presence of the queen;and,
leaningon the arm of Lord Clarendon, witha cheek only a shade
paler,perhaps, thanusual, the heiress of the O'Neill's approached
Mary witha firm step,and gracefully kneeling, pressedto her lips
thesmall whitehand so gracious extended.

The features of the unfortunate line of the Stuarts were
strongly delineatedm Mary'soval countcuance, and as the eyeaof
Florence fellonher tall and still graceful form, her pleasingand
regular features and air of quiet dignity, they encountered the
■crutinyof those dark, sparkling eyes bent so curiously uponher-
self.

Graciously, too, did the queen welcome thebaronet. Then,
aftera few common-place observations, she hazarded the remark:"Youhave beensome timeat St. Germains;howfared it withmy
father whenyouleft Prance?" Then, as if suddenly recollecting
herself, consciousthat her words might seem to bear a different
meaning thanthat which she wished to express, she added, whilst
the slightest perceptible colour mantledher cheek,"Imean ishis
healthgood,as also that of his consort V""HisMajesty was well, as also my gracious mistress," said
Florence;

"
and pleased, indeed, will they be to hear that I, al-

ready so favoredby theirnotice, should also have beenhonoredby
yourmajesty's gracious receptionofmy poor self.""And you donotmeditate a return to St. Germains?"■said
Mary, fixingher eveswitha penetrating glance on the features

of Florence. "No, thatcannot be, if rumour speaks correctly, for
it is said that youare betrothed toSir Reginald St. John, oneof
the most favored of our beloved lord and consort;nay,ourown
royal favor hasbeensought in this matterjbutof that later. We
know that Sir Reginald is of himself deserving, and we seethat
the lady he has chosen has even more than her fair share of
woman's charms; but, as we havealready said, we will speakof
this later,at a more fitting time, and thendevisemeasures for your
nuptials, andmake arrangementsit may bo, for your future well-
beingnear our person."

Then, turning toheruncle,Lord Clarendon,Mary enteredinto
a longand animated discussion respecting the contemplated de-
partureof the king, leavingFlorence a prey to anybut pleasurable
emotions. Hadshe dared toexpress the filings ofher heart she
could not havedone so, for Mary had purposely contrived her
speechcunningly enough,leaving her no room to expostulate,as-
suming for granted thatshe was graciously furthering themost
ardent desires of the girl's heart,and so clrsing her speech as to
affordFlorence no chance of escape, without being guilty of the
|flagrant breach of etiquette by interrupting the queenwhilst
Ispeaking, or rudely breakinginwhen she was addressing the earl.
! But Mary was far too penetrating in her judgment, and too'clear-headedtobe atall deceived. Her speech had been artfully
|contrived. Sheknew wellthat Florencewasone ofthe most ardent
admirers or the unfortunateMary of Modena, that she had broken
off her proposedunion with Sir Reginald solely becausethelatier
was attached toher coxirt, that the girl's -whole heart was centred
in the wealof the exiledJames, and that she was anxiously look-
ing forward to the time of herreturn toSt. Germains.

Butthe queenhad resolved she should not pee St. Germains
again if she could help it, that she shouldmarry Sir Reginald, and
|moreover, little by little, she wouldmanage to extort,having first
gainedaccess to her heart "by the exercise of ail those blandish-
ments of which she was mistress, a full account of all that was
passing in France.

Itremained, however, for time to show whether the queen
couldbo easily manageher newpreyas slie supposed;but bethat
as it may, the latter folt, when too late, that she had playeda
rather dangerous game incoming to London, or being there,by
failing to preserve the strictest incognito; and still moreem-
barrassed was she wheu, at the moment ofparting, Mary,with the
same gracious tone and manner,addressing- herself to the baronet,
said:''You will not forget, Sir Charles, that we shall use allour
influence topromote this affairof the nuptials of yourniece. We
have feltmuch interested in the Lady Florence, inconsequence of
the reports whichhave reachedour ears of her beauty and worth;
and ascertaining from tlio king that Sir Ueginald hasbut recently
left themetropolis for- Ireland,Ihave obtainedhis promise that he
shall beat oncesummonedback toEngland."

Much asFlorence wishedto speak she darednot,but merely
bowed her acknowledgments, whilst the baronet wasprofuse inhia, thanks for the interest the queen evincedinher welfare;and with
a heart full ot gloomy apprehensions for the future, Florence ac-

1 companiedher uncleback tohis residence.
Alone in her boudoir, the queen moodily watched their de-

parture,accompaaied"byher uncle, theE«xl ot Clarendon,and with
i compressedlips,and fiug-ers nervously clutched together, she ex-

claimed, aloud:" Well met, a pretty trio i'faith. In thegirlItake somelittle
interest, and willmouldher tomy will;butif she proverebellious— well, aye, what then? Suppose she is of a stubborn nature,
iYet, no;with this St. John daily, hourly beside her, she will be-
1 come allIwish tosee her, a willing tool in my hands. She does
not like my proposal, however, forIsaw the colour inher cheeks

1 come and go whenIspokeofher stayinghere,and of my hastening1

1her nuptials. Andas to you,my beautiful uncle," continued the
queen, with increased irritatioa, as she beheld Lord Clarendon
pabsing through thecourt-yardbeneath her window, "Ihave you'
fast, and will take careyou are safely ca<jed in the Tower,if in the
slightest way you are found to have any share in this new con-
spiracy, a rumour of whichhas reachedus, andinwhich your name
is coupled wiLli that of fair mistress Florence, and others wehad
thought affected to ourpersons, airl if

— "
"Aye, indeed, if they areguilty lut them havesuch mercy as

they deserve," said the voice of Williivn of Orange, who, un-
observed, had entered the boudoir aad overheard the soliloquy of
thequeen. "Itell you, Mary," said William, "to watch Claren-
don well, anddo not suffer his relationship to yourself to mar the^
cuds of justice. Trust me,he is not faithful to our interests.""

Iknow it," saidMary, fixing her eyes reproachfully onherhusband, "but do not speak to a wife devoted and tender as my-
self of any thought of family connectives being suffered to clash
with the dutyIowe to you. Ah my beloved one,"she continued,
clasping her husband'b hand tenderly within her own,"caredI
ever for my kindred whenyou wore coucoraed;cared Ieven for the
father of whomIwas the most indulged and favoredchild; have
Inot everbeenthe mo&t dutiful and submissive wife,and whenI
had left, home and kindred lor you,did Inot soon tear frommy
heart, whether at your bidding or not, exerj emotion of oldhome
affection, so thatImight be the more truly and entirely yours?"" Well, yes;Imust give to you the praise you havedeserved,
andown youhave done your duty in myregard," said William."Ihavefoundyou generally faithful in these points, and when
remiss a few words oi" admonitionhave set you in theright path. again, though remember, for your caution,if ever tempted toerr
again in this regard, thutIencountereddifficulty with you indays

■
igone by."

"
! The fine eyesof Mazy filled with tears as again she gazedre-
proachfully onher husband.

I|
"Ah, my best beloved," she said, "remind me not of my

i|former shortcomings, which, God kaoweth, Ihave long since
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