
WITHOUT HOPE.

The day followingthe indispositionof Florence, she wassum-
monedtoattend the queen;the latter having vainly endeavored
toascertain if she were atall acquainted with, orhadtaken part
in, the conspiracy. Of the one thing she felt assured, and that
was, thatFlorence had really intended to return toFrance in the
vesselhiredby the conspirators;had she then been able to dis-
over that she was mixedup with that fatal attempt,her majesty
wouldhavesacrificedher toher wrathwithall imaginary calmness."Ihear that Sir Charles is about toreturn to thecountry,"
she said, after expressing regret at the indispositionofFlorence,"Ihave invited him to the palace, in order to spare you,as you
arestill poorly,, the trouble of going thither. The kinghas been
much pleasedwithhis loyal behaviour;hehas given freelyofhia
wealth towards the defraying of the expenses brought uponour
governmentby these risings of foolish people, who wishto over-
throw our rule in theserealms. Howfortunateit isfor you,young
ladj., you did not return to France under the conduct of John
Ashtonand his colleagues."
| Florence started and her face turned pale, Mary divinedher
Iagitationand its cause.

"Be thankfulIhave taken you under my protection," shesaid, "that the Lord, in his mercy, has spared you the sin of
mixing yourself up with these evil-doers,andof bringing yourself,
perhaps to the fate that awaitsthem."

Here the queen paused,and Florence, tooshocked, as wellas
too intimidated,madeno reply. Well she knew thatin some way
theattemptof thebrave Ashton had fallen through, that he wa3
probably even,nowunder arrest, with many others.

The queen again spoke:"You willnot be able to return to France for some time,
perhaps, never; were you still inclined to marry St. John, you
would wedanoutlawandabeggar, whose estates are already con-
fiscated to the crown. Here, under my patronage a better
destiny awaits you; there must, however, be no ostentatious
display of theprinciplesinwhich youhave beenbrought up. You
will learn in time, Ihope, to imitate the exampleof youragedrelative, Sir Charles, who remembers that the Scripture saith," Thepowers that be ordainedof God

—
-wiselyrender them obedience."" Time-server," thoughtFlorence, the wordsalmost tremblingonher lips; but the consciousness of her own danger kept horsilent, and the next moment she remembered that her uncle had

not the power toresist William's demands. The moments passed
on like so many hours, sorrow for him, for herself, for Ashton,
pressing like a weight of lead upon her heart. The qneen was
busy at her everlasting knotting of fringe, andFlorence almost
mechanicallyproceeded with her embroidery,her eyesblindedby
the Tears she vainly tried to force back, so that, onlaying downher work for a moment, the queen sharply called her attention to
the fact, that shehad chosenthewrong shadesin aForget-me-Not
she was embroidering-inher scarf, saying, with a touch ofirony in
the tones of her voice, as shenoticed theparticular flowerinwhichthemistake was made—

"The sooner you get ridof sentiment the better. In this
world we are forgotten much sooner than we think for, or than
one's sulf-love likes to admit ;depend on it, the traitor Sfc. John
has forgotten you ere now, as well as others, whom your heartvainlyaches to see."

Florence hadnot become a reluctant visitant at theQueen'spalace,andfailedtodiscoverthatMary wasarbitrary, exacting, and
severe. She had first become awareofthesepointsinher newmis-tress' character,by her treatment of the Princess Anne,which she
didnot care todisguise evenbofore herladies,for just at this time
the formerhadgiven the queen mortal offence by her solicitations
for apension,so astofreeherfrombeing themeredependenton thebounty of her sisterand the king, as also in her obstinately keep-ingher unworthy favorites, theMarlboroughs,about her person.

Impulsive and haughty as was the nature of Florence, the
restraint imposedon her liberty was fast becoming insupportable,
yet she was without hope, humanly speaking;unless Providence
interposedinherbehalf,she couldseeno help;toescape to Francewasout of the question, toseek an asylum with her friends inIre-land, equally impossible; to ask permission to return with her
uncle to the country, to the last degree, impracticable;for, by so
doing, she should be dragging himinto trouble, even brougut over
as henowseemed to be to the m^ivbto oi tho Princeof Orange.

I Were heinclined to further her wishes, knowing as she didthat,
] as the queuj.c/io.,e it (obe assa.ncd tluU oIil;kept, Florencenear her
from kindly motives, offence .vould be instantly taken, and her
departure visited on hex-soli:, perhaps, by the incarceration the
queen so oi'teix inflicted onUiose who offendedher.

Meanwhile, to her astonishment, the morning- passed over
without tbat visit of the old baroret which Florence had been
bidden to expect, andin lieu thereof, canie a letter to thequeen
full of huwble apologies, alleging, as an excuse, thathe was con-fined tohis chamber by an attack of the gout, whicuwouldneces-
sarily delay his return to the country. When at length siu
receivedher dismissal, it is doubtfulii the queen's frame ofmind
were happier thanher own. Itwas one oi' tiioss days inwhich,as
she remarkedinone of her letters to William, " she muse gri,i wh?n
herhear/ i,-i breaking."

She -was distressed at the news of the conspiracy whichhad
brokenout just as the absence of theking hadlelt her at the hdni
of the government. The quarrel with the P.xiiees3 Anne was at
itsheight,and she feltan aversion toFlorence, v.iiom, neverthelessshe haddetermined on. keeping at her own court, though under a

j speciesof xun-eilUnicc, hoping later to extract fromher tidings of
the movements at St. Gerununs, aud also enjojiug the thoughtI that sbe bad separatedher from the ex-ijucen as"-

ull as from yiv
Hegindid,

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

CHAPTER XIV.
CUAILLOT— THE EXILES."But," repliedthe abbess, "withregard to Ashton,it does appear

that hehadreally loftLondon. Then letme begyourmajesty to
hope thebest."

The poor queenshook her head sadly, saying:"Alas,my goodmother,Icannot divestmyselfof theidea that
Ishallnever more see my brave, good Ashton. Ifear that the
fury of Mary may he the means of stopping him before he has
made way sufficiently to escape emissaries doubtlessonhis track.
Ifso, death for himself, LordPreston,and others concernedin this
rising, must pay the penalty of their loyalty. It does, indeed,
seem as if the will of God were against us. That Florence, too,
shouldhave fallen into the power of the queen fills my heart with

Howlittle didIthink whenIsuffered her to leavemeshewouldeverincur sucharisk.""
That young lady has committed anact of imprudence,nodoubt," said the abbess. "L wonder, was she aware that Sir

Reginaldhad becomeone of the king's adherentsat the time she
placedherself inMary's power?""Certainlynot." Thatknowledge,if,indeed,shebeacquainted
with it, will of itself increase whatshemust now besuffering.""Was not Sir Reginald one of William's favorites;willnothis property suffer for his defection?

"
"Yes, undoubtedly, with all whose loyalty leads them to

follow o\xtfortunes/ repliedthe queen;"his propertywillbe con-
fiscatedtothecrown. Manyhavefollowedus toFrance,and Williamhas, in every instance, outlawed them and confiscated their pro-
perty. Yet they have preferred exile rather than transfer their
allegiance to William and Mary, whilst amongst those who have
remained inEnglandmany haverenderedproofsof their friendship
by refuting theslandersheapedupon myname."

The vile calumnies disseminated by the king's worthless
daughters, respecting the legitimacy of her son, the Prince of
Wales, filled the thoughts of the queen, and those full dark eyes,
which Madame de Maintenon desei-ibed as being always tearful,
overflowedas she alludedto this scandal."Thereare times," she added, after apause,

"
when we havevery little hope;for such is the temper of the nation,my good

mother, that it was impossible for the king todo anything in favor
of religion and fail to give disgust. The time was ripe for the
invasionof William;theaspersionscast on the birthof the prince
by his half-sisters all means to the same end, and those who call
theking a weak man,because thatheabdicated the throne— if that
werethe only proof of his weakness— do forget that it wanted somecourageto go torest as calmly as he did that night at Whitehall,
with the Dutchguard of his traitor son-in-law andnephew about
him. Itis but a step for kings from the palace toanuntimely
end. Hadhenot the fate ofhis own father presentto him ? Whoshall daresay," said thequeen,for a time carried awayby her feel-
ings, tvhoshall dare say that private assassination, or imprison-
ment for life, in one of William's Dutch castles, might nothavebeenhis fate ? But, my dear mother, Ihaverambledonwithoutfully replyingto your question. Sir Reginald's property will all
be confiscated. Atpresent, Florencehas nothing to lose,hnishe
is theheiress ofher uncle, the SirCharles de Gray, of whomyou
haveheardmespeak. He is far advanced inyears,anditappears
healsohas managed to get introduced at court. She is also the
heiress of the O'Neill's so thatone way or another, shouldshe giveoffence, nosmall gum will fallinto thehandsof William and Mary,
as well as landed property, to bestow on their parasites. Buthark;there is the bell for vespers. Iwill followyou," she added,
as the nun rose. "Ibeg you, in your orisons, not to forget to
offerup yourprayersfor the success of theking's arms at Limerick,
and for the welfareof allmy family.""

That is an unnecessary injunction, your majesty," andtheabbess pressed the queen's hand to her lips as she spoke"Nowhere aremore ferventprayers offeredfor yourprosperity andwelfare thanby ourhumble Community ofChaiilot. Itis growing
dark;Iwillhastenand send asister withlights for yourmajesty."

For a few momentsafter the nunhaddeparted, the queenstill
lingered lost mmelancholy thought. The embersof the wood firehadburned low inthe ample stove, leaving the further endof the
apartment enveloped in obscurity, save wheu ever and again a
ruddy glow broie iorth, playing for a while on the dark oakenwainscoat and flooring,andthen fadingaway,leaving the obscurity
deeper than before.

She walked to the casemont and looked out on the scenery
beyond the abbey. The whole earth was covered with a snowygarment, the evening wild and stormy, the boughs of the treesaroundthe abbey bent beneath-the weightof thesnow, which %vas
drifted from their leafless, branchesby the wind, the sullensough
ofwhich was audiblebetweeneach pealof the vesperbell.

The wintrynccne wus gloomy in the extreme,and the queen,
whose henrl wus sorely oppressed at the news she had receivedfrom England, turned awaywith a weary sigh, andalmost inher
present depressionof spirits, experienceda feeling akin to fear, as
she aga-> sealed herself in the large dimly-lighted room, thefurther .ent oi which she could not distin j-'uish in the fastincreasing darkness.

Itwas witha feeling of intense relief, that, a fewmomentslater,.she heard the i'oot^tcp of the Sister Mary Augustine, who
had come with lights. She replenished the fire, and bearing a
lamp inher hand, conducted the queen to her ownapartments,ijei'ore she wont to the abbey chapel, for she was a constantattendant at the dcvutionaJ.exercise1? of thenuns when at Chaiilot.
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