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ﬁ"gors which tightened rigidly on the paper, % you still. I know not if it will add to your
eseapeq her, . remorse, God knows I do not wish it, for if you

“ ¢ will give the lotter word for word:— i have & woman’s bonrt, a woman’s feelings, your
bea you receive this, Florence, you will be §{ remorse must bo already wild, bitter enough,

o~

alre“dy Prepared to learn that 'tis the last time Farewell, then, and that the suffering and des-
Fou wip ever hear from me, directly or indirectly. { pair, with which you have darkened the carthly
fter a5t night's cvents, your own heart must § lot of others, may never overshadow your owr, is
Ve warned you of the truth that on this earth § the fervent, the heartfelt prayer, of
¢ Bever can meet again, unless as perfect stran- Svoxer St. Aisaxs.
%:::' I will not discuss now the justice or — .
ness of this decision, nor will I reproach To the end, the very end of that stunning let- §_

8 With all the evil you have wrought, fur "tisa { ter, did Florence read, and then, with an hysteri-
§l'm €ge that is no longer mine. I leave it to § cal laugh, which contrasted fearfuﬂ'y.mth her-
yz‘"' OWn heart to punish you for all the misery § ashy convulsed features, fell back rigid on her

inj,. 2ve inflicted on two beings who never couch. Hour after hour pass?d on, and still she

mJ“red You in aught, to avenge the blighted { lay in her fearful stupor, depnv:ed of that help

P:nh%d of the warm-hearted, high-principled § her eritical situation so imperiously demanded,
Teiva]

Clinton, and the ruined hopes, perhaps § At length, Miss Murray, surprised by the long
Al Token heart, of the harmless, gentle Nina § delay of her two young friends, neither of whom
- 0. Ohl Florence, Florence! were I theonly | had as yet made their appearance, though th'ﬂ
I ;rer you might again be forgiven? Again { dinner hour was long past, ascended to Florence’s
1,05 tI put my trust in you, for ’tis now, in the apartment. The outer one yvu.vacant, but re-
tlog f our eternal farewell, that I feel how § assured by the thought that l.ler niece bad merely
Oy 7 My heart has twined itself around your ¢ overslept herself, she passed. into t%le ioner cham-
t may not, cannot be, After what has { ber. A glance at the seemingly llfeless form on
mg, Dever could I trust you, never enjoy one { the couch, at the opeu letter which she drew
b Dent'g happiness in your smiles; the remem- { from the icy fingers, told her all,. and she sank
forhee of all you have done and might do again, { ona seat, as heart-struck, as miserable, as th
% ul:]mr Vows and promises are traced on sand, § wretched Florence be.rself. . :
Ny - eF haunt me, poison my domestic happi- “ Florence, my child, my darling!” she pas-
8d sooner or later change my love into $ sionately ejaculated, losing in that moment all
they Aye, Florence! bitter hatred. This ber habitual coldness of manner. ¢ Awake! you
".:ht is the barrier which rises between us, & ; have here, at least, one fond heart to repose on,
You Ie' ore jmpassable even than the solemn | Oh! my God! have mercy upon her, restore her
hooy 2de to the unfortunate friend of my boy- ¢ to myold age, and I will bless Thee for every
A:\::]’ “'l!en he came to me in his wretchedness, { other trial it may pleas‘e Thee to send”me. I
tup, o5 1OF the peace I could not give to his tor- { must be calm though, ’tis my only hope.” Con-
€art.  Reckless, despairing, he has left § cealing the letter in her bosom, she !o.udly rang
oy 0d frionds to seck in foreign lands, death { the bell, and in answer to the enquiries of . the
' Oblivion he so madly covets. He is your § servants who quickly crowded around her, briefly
%thivlcﬁm. Of the fate of The other I know said “ their young lady bad been attacked b‘.y'
hg, g May God help her! and send her, in § sudden illness, the consequence of over exert}on
t w°f’e iness and sorrow, some angel of mercy { and imprudent exposure to cold the preceding
Y mflsper Peace and consolation. Now, for { night” The family physician arrived imme-
be °'lt' “hen this is given to you, I will already { diately with the messenger who had been sent in
.00 ndon, and ere four days have passed { search of him. His gl:u.:ce beca'me very gl:ave. as 3
"hen ave left England, to return to it only 3 it rested on the unconscious p::»tlent, and dismiss-
of,  Jour memory, your very name, will be ing from the room the domestics, who we.re only ‘
they from my heart, for then, and only { in the way, he succeeded_, after great' difficulty, ;
‘tey, 30 T hopo to enjoy repgse and happi- { in restoring her to consciousness. Finally, she

’ *y("'-in had commenced this last address to §{ unclosed her eyes, and looked around with a con- |
g t“’dillg that it should bo cold and mea- fused, bewildered air. o %
"Gveaj\um‘ 10 passionate word, or regret, might “ Are you better now, my child?” tenderly j
bayy o2 agonized, tortured, feelings; but you § asked Miss Murray. . '

“‘lt,. *1 100 dear to me once, Florence, for  Better! have I been il?  Oh! yes, I feel ill,
hig ;:ery'socret struggle of my soul has { ill here,” and she pressed her hand with an ex.

pression of intense pain, to her forchead, By,

' ‘ your gaze, even as if I loved




