
THE QUEEN S ESCAPE.
Onentering the presence of the queen,Florenceexperienceda

strange indefinable apprehension that her footsteps had been
doggedandher visit to the prison consequently detected; there
was a constraint about tlie latter,such asshehad not yetobserved,
perhapsthe idea wasbora, out of her own fear,but the impression
onher mind was, that the queen was exerting herself torepress
someexercise of power ormanifestationofanger.

Nevertheless, Mary, whom indisposition confined toher room,
dismissedallher ladies butFlorence,and onthisevening wasmore
particular than ever inher inquiry asto theCount of St. Germains,
asking questions which Florence found it very difficult to answer
truthfully, ana fail todiscovermatters whichit wasnot wellshould
beknown at the English Court.

Alter she had retired to her chamber for the night, she for
some time sat revolvingin her mind the horror of poor Ashton's
situation, and the grief of his wife, and along with it,anintense
feeling of disgust and aversion took possession of her soul for
William and Mary.

Casting- herselfonher knees, sheprayedlong and earnestlyfor
Ahston, then for herself, that the merciful God wouldopensome
avenueby which she might be restoredtoher friends, for one very
dear toher, to whomshe was betrothed, and for the family of the
king at St. Germains, and feeling more calm and collected, she
then retired torest.

But the excitement of the day, and the scene at the prison,
hadnut by anymeans pavedthe way for aquiet, peacefulslumber.
Ashton waspresentthroughout all the visions ofthe night, and the
scene ofhis trial enactedover again. Ashton, as she had that day
seenhim, subdued and sorrowful, but nevertheless full of a holy
resignation;thenthe scene changed,and it "was still Ashton, but
nowhe is going to pay the unjust penalty of the law;the ter-
rible gibbet is before her, the gallows is being erected, she hears
the noise of the hammers as the workmen adjust the dreadful
apparatus,andshe starts upin her bed,awild moan for mercy for
himonher lips. Her face was bathed ina coldperspiration,and
she lookedfearfully around her spacious chamber, almost trembling
lest she should be confronted by some spectral vision of the pale
face whichhad haunted her ever since she had seen him in the
prison.

Butno,the pale moonbeams light up the roon, and though
there is nothing extraordinary to be seen, stillanother sense, that
of hearing is painfully on thealert, for she distinguishes anoise
resembling'that which shehadheardinher fearful dream.

She satup inhex- bed,andbent forwardsin theattitude of one
who L.-tens intently;and, at the same moment,asmallBlenheim
spaniel,whichalways slept on the hearth rug, leapedon thebed,
howling piteously."Ah,graciousheaven/ she saidtoherself,"Iamright;that
noise is thecrackling of wood,and the sagacious littleanimal warns
meof danger."

The nextmoment, Florencehad leaped from her bed,theair
was already hot, the oaken flooron whichshe stoodfelt warm,and
had, doubtless, alarmedtheinstinct of thedog.

She hastily threw on a dressing-gown, put her feet in her
slippers,snatched up somevaluabletrinketswhich lay on the table,
andrushed from the room, closely followedby her dog.

Her chamber wason the same sideof thepalace as thequeen's
apartments:she had no thought but to save her life. A thrilling
shriek burst from her lips, for she was aware now she wasin the
gallery, that the next suite of apartments was in flames, and with
the spy odof anaffrighted fawn,she fled tothequeen'sroom,giving
the alinn as she hurried onwards.

Mary wasburiedinheavy sleep whenFlorence entered. Over«
come by weariness, the queen had thrown herself onher couoh.
intending tosummon her maidslater,andhad fallenasleep.

This was no time for idleceremony,the devouringelementwas
withina few pacesof thequeen's chamber."Awake,madam, awake, the palace is on. fire," shriekedthe
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CHAPTER XIX.
THE CONDEMNED CELL.

Some time after the Prince of Orange arrived here, when it was
expected that, according to his own declaration, and the King's
letter to theConvention, an exactsearch and enquiry was tohave
beenmade into thebirthof thePrince of Wales, therewas a scheme
of the wholematter drawn up, andof theproofs that were thenand
are are stillready tobeproduced,toprovehis royalhighness' legiti-
macy j "butno publicexaminationbeing- ever had, andthe violence
of thetimes, as well as interest of thepresentgovernment,not per-
mittingany private person to move in it, these papershaveyver
since lainby."But it being now thought advisable by some tohave them
printed,as they wereat first designed, addressedto the Lordsand
Commons, entreating them toenquire into that weightyaffair,and
to call forward, examine,and protect, for who else dares toappear,
themany witnesses to the several particulars therein affixed tobe
legally proved,Iwas orderedtocarry those papers to theking, my
master,forhis inspection, that this leave and approbationmight
go along with the desire of his goodsubjects here,and theybeing
takenwithme, withso<ne otherpapers ofaccounts inasmall ti'unk,
amongst linenand other private things of my own,and not in ike
packet,by thismeans fellinto thehands of ourpresent governors."They waivedthe producing of them as evidence at my trial,
yetIhave just reasontobelievemy greatest crimes werecontained
therein."

Having readthisdocument,Florence concealedit inher bosom,
wisely resolving to consign it tothe careof Mrs.Ashton, whilst she
contintieda resident at the court.

Onher arrival at the house she speedily changed her dress,
and toldher that, sad as the interview had been, she feltgratified
that she had seen her husband; also that she was to take what
steps she pleated with regard to her children, for the expenses of
whose educationshe would makeherself chargeable,and requested
her wbtn she had any communicationto make, to conveyit toher
thimgh the means other uncle.

Amidst manny tears and the warmest expression of thanks,
Florence thaileft tho house in a coach which Mrs. Ashtonhad
provideddor her use. Itwas just three o'clock whenshe re-entered
her uncle'b cln.rn.ber.

She was pale,tearful, dispirited;how could itbe otherwise ?
Hie only circuiiiblance iv the whole sad afiair that cheeredher

up was the knowledgethat she hadbeenable todoan act of charity,
and thereby tosoothepoor Ashton's last hours.

Itwas impossible,however, to deceiveher uncle. Hehanded
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her a glass of wine. She thankfully accepted it,but her hand
shook as she heldthe glass,and then settingitdownuntasted,she
burst into tears."Florence, my child, whatis the matter?

"
saidtheoldman,

muchalarmed.
"

Youare faint andill;youhave waitedtoolong
for your food, Iwill order refreshments immediately. Ihave
longedso to see you back. Ihave,been wishingIcouldgetyou
here to live withme, without the chance of giving offenceinhigh
quarters;it cannotbe done, however."

"Oh, thatIcould!Oh, thatIcould!
"

said Florence, passion-
ately, wringingher hands."But whathas happened to distress you so sinceyouleftme
this morning?

" enquiredher uncle.
Oh, uncle,Ashton is to be executed atTyburn theday after

to-morrow,andIknew nothing of ittillIcalled onhis wretched
wife.""ButIdid,my child,and Ihidit from youpurposely. But,
my love,did you not tellme you would be prudent,and yetyou
went straight from me topoor Ashton's house, thelastplace you
shouldhave gone to, and youattached to thecourt."

Fearing the effectit might have onher uncle,Florencedidnot
tellhim of the visit shehadpaidto Ashton himself. Moreoves^Jk
caseof harmhappening to her, she judged itbest thathe shoqfc.
be able,if qtiestioned, to declare, with a safe conscience, thathe
did not know what her movements hadbeenduring her absence
fromhis house.

At length she rewardedhiscare and solicitudeby brightening
upalittle,ate her dinner withcompostiTe, took wine withhim, and
sanghim one or two favoritesongs,and whenshe took leave ofhim
late in the evening he was gratified at seeing her as cheerful,
apparently, as whenshe came tovisithim in themorning.

Little children half angelic!
To ourolder eyes yeseem

Like akeepsakeor arelic
Of our childhood's vanished dream,

When, like you,we sat and babblsd
By the softly flowing stream.

Littlechildren! your to-morrow
Seems c'en brighter thanyournow;

Buriedare tlie seeds of sorrow
That will oneday round yougrow,

Robbing from the cheek its color,
Streaking-with deeplines thebrow.

Littlechildren, soft andshining!
Guardian angels o'er youbend,

May they, ne'er their chargeresigning,
Guide youto the journey's end,

There to handyou safelyover
ToHis charge whose flock they tend.

Littlechildren round us clinging!
Never yet hath subtle doubt

Come, amidFaith's gentlesinging,
With a whisperor a shout,

Tillyou closedyourears in anguish,
Truth and falsehood shutting out.

'

Littlechildren! strongtemptation,
Making war againstyour faith,

Hathnot takenyet its station
On yourdaily, hourly path,

There todog your steps for ever,
Tillkind Jesus sends youdeath.

Littlechildren!whiteand glistening,
Nothing of their glory gone,

Are the robes which,at yotir christening.
All unconscious weputon:

Where are ours ? We dare not answer—
Though they onceas brightly shone.

Littlechildren, comeandkiss me,
Ereupon my wayIgo;

Ifat last in Heavenyou miss me
—

Christ avert it! you-will know
ThatIfdiedto learn the lesson
Itis yoursto teach andshow.

CHAPTER XX.

6


