
bitterly atoredfor by manya tear in the longhoursofyour absence
from my side. Itell you onco more that Clarendon shall suCei1

■everelyshould we findhim in theslightest way implicated in this
rising. Smallmercy shallhe meet with,any more thanif he were
onalien to myblood;or, indeed,the fair FlorenceO'Neilleither,
shouldshj be involvedormixedup withmischief, astheprotegeof
my gracious step-motheris likely to be.""Ah,indeed,and pending that matter of the girl," saidthe
king,

"
Ihave sent to Ireland torequire the immediate returnof

St. John, and if itbe true that she has dared refuse him for his
known fidelity tomyself, itwillbe matter for conjectureas to what
course she willnowpursue.""Poor fool," said Mary, laughing, "did Inot dislike her for
theunwarrantableprejudice she presumes to entertainagainst us,
Icould almost havepitied the agitation she suffered whenIspoke
of our interestingourselves to hasten her wedding, and that you
hadsummoned St.Johnhither. She played her part well, but is
tco unsophisticatedtohave gained any mastery over her feaUires.
Indeed,the mistress whomshe almost adores, for she regards Mary j
ofModena.Ihave beentold, with feelings little shortof veneration,
has taught h«r no lesson onthis point,for she herself is the cres tnre
cf impulse, as yourmajesty wellknows, and by iook, or word,or
hasty exclamation, is sure to discover to the worldall she feels;
andno small wonder that this minion, who holds her in such j
veneration,imitates theidolat whoso shrine she bows. ButIwill
watchher well andclosely, andif Ifind foulplay to your interests,
my liege,dependon if,your loving wife willnot spare her power
toavengeand punish,whether the transgressor be Clarendon, in
whose veins my own blood flows, or the fair descendant of thoO'Neill's, onwhose faceInever looked till now."

Thus spoke the wifeof William ofOrange, whenbidding adieu
for a fewhours to theman at whose word she had forsworn every
other tie and trampled under foot the holiest affections of our
nature. It is a historical fact that it was the constant aim of
William torootout of her heart every natural emotion;and well
didhe succeed;for she soon imbibed the naturally cold,apathetic
dispositionof her husband,and centred allher ambition in deserv-
ing the epithet of a humble andobedientwife.

Itishard to look back into the records of the time of which
we write,andnot feel indignant at the rabservient devotedncss of
this rnisguiaedprincess, who,whilst she deliberately crushed every
emotion of filial affection beneathher feet, carriedher attachment
toher husband to amaudlin sentimentality, servile in her sub-
missiveness, and idolatrousinher love of one who,cold as was his
nature, bad a warmer spot inhis heart for another than his wife,
and who, tosay the least, was buta cold and indifferenthusband.

an' bedad, whatdo yovt think, butthe man that showedit tohim,
althoughhe was anear friend iv his,betrayedhim, theblaguard."

Having rested ourselves, listening to Tim, we retraced our
sfops, exploring every crevice as we went along. On the south
3ide we entered a narrow opening, and after creeping througha
small passage, came uponalarge cavewith a giant stalactite, more
beautifully drapedthat any we had yetseen, depending from the
centre. Tim assuredus it had never before beendiscovered, and
our triumph was great. Already we had named it after the
mannerof greatexplorers;but when we went toexamineitmore
clos6ly, what was our disgust to findin the white fold thenameof
"J.Brogden, 1861." How wehatedBrogden!

Back through the trying
"

Pilgrim's Progress,"we crept,and
after the same feat that Tim's intimate knowledgeof anatomyhad
beforesuggested at the point, we sat down at

"
the Chimney,"and

talkedless decidely of exploring theunknowndepths.
A passage north-westbrought us to theriver thatmy imagina-

tion had pictured as a mysteriously awful current. We passed
en route a blindpassage, about thirty yards inlength,half blocked
by a large stalactite. On a ledge in this passage are the only
living things ever observed in the caves;numbers of minute white
wormsabout a sixteenth of an inch in length, crept about with
great spnghtliness. Living and thriving on nothing particular,
there lives wouldseem tocome under the headof"uneventful;

"
yet, perhaps,if wecould see into their minds, theyhave their likes
and dislikes

—
love, hate, and jealousy— as fully developedas the

higher levels in the great scale of evoLution. If so, wecreateda
jvoidin some happy homes— perhaps cruelly preventedan assigna-
tion and wrecked the happiness of some expectant fair one

— by
carrying off anumber, withaviewto microscopic examinationthat
|has not yetcome off. They didnot appear tobe much affectedby
i the light, and most likely have no eyes, which does notmakemy
conjecture lessprobable,asall lovers are"blind.

We came to the river at last, and here our first disappoint-
ment awaited us. It was no river at all;simply on the lowest
level of the caves a quantity of water had collected, which was
slowly pireflating through the the bottom. We searched care-
fully but foundno opening, so,passing through it, partbeing up
toour hips,we commencedBwhat we looked upon as our real work— explorershaving been, with few exceptions,stoppedby the pool.

j A long passagein the north easterly direction took us to
"

Clist's
Cave," a square chamber, with the usual graceful appendages:
this had previously been thu "Ultima Thule

" of exploration.
J Worth from that, about twenry yards, we came to a cross, from

which four pas ages led towards the cardinal points:we explored
themall thoroughly. The northpassage was about eight yards in
length, and led into curious chambers where the huge massesof
rock appearedto have been displacedbat a shortime since. The
fracture.* wore quite fresh, and nostaAajtite had evencommenced
to form, Anearthquake must have bhaken them down, for inno
other waycould they have been disturbed. The east passagewas
devoidof interest; but at the end of the west passage,about a
hundredyams, whereit narrowed so thatwe wereobliged tocreep,
wo founda small hole that our candles showed us led toa large
cave beyond. The place was closed hy a grating of stalactites
w'uch we broke away with tome trouble; and then, cautiously
getting through the opening, we foundourselves ina spaciouscave.
Again wegave a cheer for our success. Here,at last, we made a
discovery. Searching round we made an exit, creeping through

! vrhich wo stood ina cave of such dimensions that a blue light was
necessary. The firet flare disclosed to us

"
The House of

Common >!
"

We had solved the problem as to the unlimited
j extent of the caves, and found ourselves where we had started.
|From here we now went to the only portion of theseunderground
|regions that we had not yet seen. North of the "House of
j Commons" we entered by a longand loftypassageinto "Sadlier's
Cave." Here wo examined the stalactite. "Lot's Wife," which is
thirty feet round the base, but a close inspection showed that it
enclosed a rarge rock. From here wo went to

"
Kingston Hall,"

north by oast, a cave, formed like a long tent, made by hanging
the cloth over a pole:it waa about twenty yards long. Intwo
places the stalactic exudation had formed perfect cutains, through
which doors were cnt. One was called the "The Veil of the
Temple." The colors were very distinct, black, brown,pink,and
white, alternating inregular bands. At the end we passedround
the corner, and returnedtimmght " SandO'tve," whichwasparallel
to" KingstonHall." Off SandCave tliereare twelvesmall caves,
culled "The Closets." On our way back we lighted up "The
House of Lords," and were,ifpossible,more charmedthanat first;

Iand as the clock struck seven we emerged from the caves tiredand
j dirly beyond expression, but satisfied that we had done as we
j proposed.

The whole extent of the caves is under an English mile and
the only portions worth the trouble of exploring are thoseparts
easiest of access— the House of Lords and Commons and" King"-
ton Hall." These places can be visited inless thananhour,and
will amply repay anyperson who hungers for a sight of some of
tho buried beauties of nature.

No remains of anykind havebeendiscoveredin tho eaves,nor
is there evidence that any living- thing hits ever,previoustothe

' late dibcovory, disturbed the quiet contemplation of the spirits of
the earth, for whom Nature has built so gorgeous a home as "The
House of Lords."

The special tiain in which ihe Duke of Edinburgh travelled
on the occasion of the opening of theLee.lsArts Exhibitionaccoiu-
psuiied the distance between London, and Leeds

—
187 miles — in

three hours and tii'ty minutes. The maintenance of this rate of
speed overso longadistance with remarkable easeand steadiness
in the running, is°stated tobe the most perfect exampleof train-
working thathas everbeenachieved,

SKETCHES OF IRISH SCENERY.
.^ i

X VISIT TO THE CAVES OF MITCHELL'S TOWN.
Thb

"
Scotchman's Cave

"
was of anirregular shape,about forty

feet in length, running east by south. Init we observedmyriads
of long, thin, transparent stalactites, clear as crystal, and looking'
like veryold quills, some being two feet in length. From everyportion of the roof they were hanging-. In the corner was the"

Cow'a Slcin," a very curious stalactic formation, which looked
like a skin. When the candles wore placed ins-ide the bands of
color were verybrilliant. This cavu opened into" O'Callaglmn's j
Cave

"" — * long, uninteresting one, without any grand proportions,
buthare and ther« relievedby the evor-prosentstalactic vagaries.
At the end

—
-which was500 yardsfromthe opening in the quarry—

|
w© discovereda beautiful little reservoir of deliciouslyclear water j
that had dropped from r hanging stalactite, and, contrary to i
custom, had formed a. basin below. A few bottles lying neari
showod T.hat it had beenvisitedbefore. We gladly 6at downfor a
rest and drank from thebasin the greater portion of its refreshing
contents.

At this pointTim was inclined to become discursive;tenderly
takingup one of thebottles he said, with a regretfulsigh :

"
Ah!

Godbe wid the night that bottlo was left here. Faix,young Mr.
O'Flanagan, wid two comrades an' another dog, brought me in
hero wid them one night. Ah! the Lord be praised, he was the
man that had the aisj hoult iv the bottle. His delight would be
toace youstretchedonthenuro with the dint ofdrinking., Success
to them all !

"
Tim sniffed at the bottle, andshook his headover

it meditatively;then rousinghimself from whatseemed apleasing
reverieof bygone delight, hesaid:"

Maybe yer honor would like to know how the caves wereI
discoveredhere." Of course, we wereready to listen. |"Well, on the 22ndMay,1833, my uncle— Godresthis sowl

''
■waa quarrin1atones in the quarry above, when the crowbar fell in jthrough aholehe was makin', and after blastin1 away the rock,
theykern on the cavee. First, they wentonly a short distance,but
butlittlo by little, wo found ail we know iv them;but shixre, verhonorß, there's miles iv caves thatno man ever seen yet."" Where is the Styx that we have heardabout?

"
asked the

Colonel." Arrah the devil a stick everIseen in the cave, yer honor,"
laidTim:

"
shuro they do be tellingsto.ties that way,but don't

believe them.""
Imean theriver,Tim. Is that far away?

"" Och, no sir; we won't be long gettin' to itafthur wepass
the

'
chimney

'
again, for we must go back to that. But, as1was

aayin', gintleinen, though the caves wor only known forty years
ago, there was always an ould cave and the peoplesay that theEarliv Desmondwaa once onhis keepin' there in the ould ancienttimes. The wayof it was, yousee, that ina ball inEngland, hegey some sort of »hove to oneiv thorn queens— 'twasBess, Ithink—an' she was that mad that ahe sed she'd give a grate dale for hishead, So overhe kern,and "went on his keepin' intheould cove ;
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