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my misery, to cast off lifo and its intolerable 3 monitions, I, who had not given for days and days
Wguish; hut one wild, passionate hope, saved me, ¢ a singlo thought to God, knelt with him in prayer;

and that was the hope of arriving in time to sco
ki onee more ere he passed from earth, to im-
Plare at Lis foct forgiveness; for oh1 Eva, I felt,
Lknew tlien, that it was my turn to pray for par-
don. Of that journey I can give you no account,
fave that it was like some hideous dream. Madly
Tuishing on, resting neither by day nor by night,
Sensible neither to cold nor fatizue; but its end
¥a2 gained, and when Ireined up my foam-covered
e at the porch, the grey headed servant, whom
I. tremblingly questioned, told me Florestan yet
lived. 1 could have almost fallen at his feet and
"uhehip]\cd him ; but every moment was priceless,
Wl with 4 choking scnsation in my throat, I
®rang from my horse and followed him. The
fntic epeed with which T had dashed up the
Wenue, or it may have been some inward pre-
*itiment, had already told the anxious invalid
Uat the fondest wish of his heart was on the point
o :ing realised, and as the domestic turned away,
“3¥ing me standing in the doorway, the tones of
3 ¥oice that thrilled through every nerve of my
ae, feebly exclaimed : .
“‘Oh! William! in mercy, tell me, has Mr.
83T arrived yet ¥
““: I‘ could not speak—T was suffocated ; but with
m;\ldﬁlcn spring I was at his feet, covering his
m; : With my tears, my convulsive kisses. * Edgar,
e t;othler " was all he could utter, as he pressed
» his heart in a long, passionate embrace.
% Eva, that embrace was a foretaste of heaven.
ud"l- A.ﬂingford paused a moment, evidently
. Agitated, and then hurriedly continued :
m%?he scene that followed is too sacred to be
._l‘mc‘]; suffice it to say, that the past was all
dea;}led and forgiven, and Florestan then en-
t Whl'uid to prepare me for the terrible trial
o "Qr‘? God had attached the grace of my
e v:“On-mx‘r approaching earthly separation.
W renry mention of it at first rf)used me almost
'"“nlerzy' I m}led myself his destroyer-~his
e 1 o To vain he solemnly assured me that
- Qr(]:,:f:mm"s. had said the seeds of consumption
i"'l'l'udc.etdy implanted in his frame, and that his
hag 0'111 exposure to the force of the elements
o, 8‘ w}' developed them a little earlier. His
htion tocm useless, they brought no ray of conso-
ke “;y gloomy despn'fr. It was only when
i Umto another separation—one more lasting
o OfAthe tomb, a separation not for life,
ly Qte.mxty, that I listened, trembled, and at
n e’:;'@ed' myself. In the very first hour of
1g, yielding to my brother’s gentle ad-
e,
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myself, but for him, I asked not that his life

. that Lis spirit might pass quictly away, that the
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but the petitions I poured forth then were not for

would be spared. Oh, nol I felt that prayer
would have been useless, for alrcady the pre-
destined seal of the heaven he was passing to,
was stamped on his calm, holy brow; but I prayed
that his sojourning might be prolonged yet awhile,
that I might learn from his lips the way to attain
that glory he had already earned, that I might
tell him of all my love, my devotion to himself,
implore again and again his forgivencss for the
past, never wearying of hearing that blessed
assurance from his lips. My other petition was

gentle calmness of his countenance might be dis-
turbed by no pang of mortal agony, and if some
expiation were necessary, that I might bear it all
at my parting hour. Those prayers were in my
heart or on my lips, at all times, at all hours; I
murmured them inmy dreams, and notwithstanding
my unworthiness, they were heard. 'When once
I had schooled my heart to the coming trial, I
tasted such hours of happiness, in tranquil inter-
course with him, as I have never known since—
happiness that secemed too refined, too etherial for
earth, a foreshadowing of the joys of heaven. I
have not spoken of my mother all this time; not
that she was absent from us. Oh! no; constantly,
unceasingly, did her sweet pale face hover round us,
reflecting in its beautiful serenity that of her child;
and I may safely assert, Eva, that never during
the whole of that trying time, nay even at that
awful moment when our beloved, our precious ‘one
was yielding up his last sigh, did the anguish of
her countenance ever approach to the terrible ex-
pression that had convulsed it when I breathed
into her agonized ear my aversion to my brother.
Hers was a love whose purity equalled its inten-
sity; and rather would she have seen her children
separated by death than by hatred. As he lay
there, in the last hour of his mortal existence, calm,
happy, the sands of life ebbing rapidly away, he
suddenly motioned me nearer, and murmured as I
bent over him: :

“¢Edgar, I have a promise to ask of you. Itis,
that you will never abandon our poor mother
while she lives; that you will ever remember -
she has only you, in this world, to look to for love
or tendernes!

- “Fervently pressing his hand I whispered, ¢ Yes,
Florestan, I swear to you, by all I hold most
sacred, that whilst she lives, I will be to her all
that. the most devoted son can be. No new ties

VAV BN VAN VAR

VAV NAAA




