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A detachment of soldiers arrived from Canter-
bury, and sought them in the woods, wherc
they yet remained. The party separated, in-
tending to approach the misguided throng at
different points. One company was command-
ed by their captain, the other leader was Bel-
grave, who chanced to be in Canterbury at the
time, on business, and glad of an unthought of
visit to his bcloved, had joined them. His
party were the first to reach the open space
occupied by ‘Thoms.” His followers who had
surrounded him, fell back, and he, with Flo-

rence by his side, advanced to meet the soldiery.

The sight of her transfixed Belgrave with hor-
ror and surprise; he had advanced alone, but
she heeded him not.  She only felt the eyesof
her destroyer glaring on her, and only heard
his voice as he placed the deadly weapon in
her hand, saying—* accepled of heaven, ful-
Ji thy destiny.’ A bright smile played over
her face—she raised her arm and fired; but
*twas not by her hand her lover was doomed
to fall—the buliet fell among the green grass
and rolied harmless o his feet. ¢ Thoms’ dis-
charged his own pistol, and lodged its contents
in the noble heart of Belgrave; but that foul
miscreant had run his race, and the muskets of
the soldiers put an end to his dark carcer.

“Poor Florence! you remember Zelica in
the veiled prophet; that beautiful creation of
the poet may assist your fancy, but who can
describe the bursting agony and wild despair
of her breken heart, as the beguiling mist fell
from her cyes. The reaction was 199 strong
for her fragile frame to bear--that fond and
gentle onc, whose arm had been nerved 1o
murder her beloved, sank beneath the accu-
sings of her own recovered mind. She had
been taken prisoner with the others, but was
soan released, and her brother received her,
with a charge that she shouid be kept in con-
finement. Madness had been urged in her de-
fence.  Alas!it was not thecruse, but became
the result of her conduct, and a privatcasylum
near this, received the wreck of thatonce peer-
Jess creature. The wretched people whom
* Thoms' had so misled, returned to their homes
and peace was again restored ; but many a
blighted heart yet weeps at the deeds of that
man of woc.

“Two vears passed away, and Florence yet
hngered here; but in so sad and spiritless a
state, she hardly might be <aid 10 exist. No
ray of that once glorious intellect, shone forth
from its shatiered ccll, to heht her to the tomb.
We watched her fast fading Iife, and cach day
<cemed as if “twould be her last of suffering.

When last year, in that season, which you
your own distent land, so sweetly name thy
‘fall,” we were assembled on the sabbath ey,
for prayer; the open doors let in the sunlighy
and I thought of Florence when I saw ths
light leaves’ shadows on the marble floor, a4
they were borne from their stems by the s:ghl
ing brecze.

The loud pealing notes of the organ ﬁoate:]
around, and the chaun. of the sublime even
ing service mingled its hallowed strains wu
the lofty music, when as it proceeded, a \'o,cg
of wild and thrilling melody was heard far, &
above the others. Along the aisle, came gl
ding a figure with noiseless steps, so ethereal
so spiritual in its beauty, that nonc could duwn
it of earth. A lighting up of the spirit hef
come, and in her dying hour, Florence b2
found her way hither. Awe came over all4
the choir ceased, and her voice was hex
alone in the sublime and beantiful words ¢
Simeon’ssong. Startling was the appearany
of her brilliant loveliness at that moment—b:
eyes shone with the radiance of stars—the
bing tide of life had kindled a rose hue on h
check, and the rich tresses of her hair i
around her like a shining veil. The deep
thos of her voice secemed to ring through even
nerve—she ccased, and we bore her to the
tar steps. The setting sunbeams seemed
wreathe her brow with gloryasshe layin
last light. She knew me, and clasping
hand, whispered—‘Hecaven has forgiven, }
carth may not. Lay me not in my fathe]
tomb, but scck me a lonely grave where n
but you may know my unhonoured rest.
have seen that fatal face once more, its pe
is gone and my path to heaven isfree” T
shadows gathered o'cr her face—they pasy]
and she was dead ; dying evenas she had I
unlike all others, and I abeyed her last wy
by placing here her grave. You now hi
heard her story—may mercy shicld you fig
what destroyed her—beware of coldnessd
that all important subject; but bewars als
being an ¢ Enthusiast’?

The light of day had left the sky, and &
moon pourcd her silvery beams on the 1l
of Florence—1 shed a tear to her memory. &
left the old church-yard sedder than whe
cntered it

Nore.—For an account of the Kent disid
bance, sce Chamber’s Edinburgh Journal. !
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