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d with the purest fraternal aflvetion—the
s¢ mind he had reseued from total igno-
and striven to cultivate at the expense of
Ortans : :.ro morent, nn.d even of more im-
ecﬁunl‘llvltsuxts. ‘To explain to you the deep
§ g with which I regarded him, to say it
B sister'y clinging, devoted love, combined
eren‘:iafiovliug of unbeunded confidence, and re-
respeet for his superiority in mind and
(ur; ’;‘:d everything—is superfluous. That ninia-
8ave me on his dying bed, and he made
“_:::“50,~a prf)mise, o}‘xl how willingly given,
ho\i:nd ‘love it !:or his sake—such was my
N ich’}l]“‘lth Henri Gesner,—such the relation
Creiy, ‘0 stood to me. Judge, then, if you or
o wi; ‘\'ronge'd me, whea you so cruelly taxed
iy 5 1?ﬁdelxty. But, perhaps, you put no
§ Yoy 1001;“]) words; perhaps, like Clinton himself,
; h°“‘e\'er on .lhem as a shameless falsehood; it is,
dug . » Indifferent to me. I have fulfilled my
You ¢ I:D).‘self, and now again, I ask, I beg of
Sy ave me,”
TQU::: before you have pardoned me, Nina.
that you win bear no enmity to me—that
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; ﬁ;,.a‘:"s & dark angd trying hour to Nina, and
§ Whig ‘?mont she was silent, The tempter was
y shem’g at her hearg that Florence was still,
o €ver been, her worst, her cruellest

] Falthfully the busy fiend recounted
. ml‘ongs, the insults, she had heaped upon
l Yigia | '0e hour they had first met; calling up
bey N c“c"’mr‘as't her own forgiviog gentleness,
‘lnp,m,g‘mplammg Patience, reminding her that,
and uninjured, she had blasted her

¢ and raising up her hands and eyes in horrified

‘Derzg? ‘O‘f earthly happiness, and the demon
S ang . Spurn her from you—bid her be-
Q“‘*sea . Bever darkon your sight again. IHeap -
Angy © °°f‘15 of fire on her guilty head.”
!he) ner ¥oice though, spoke then, one to which
8 8irl had eyer listened, softy urging:
OU t0n, weak child of earth, art fruil,
8w o OTBive thy erring fellow creature,
By e%:::idst thy God should forgive thee.” f
"illkm With ed; and, Nina, turning to her com-
ke by . 3 countenance plain in its feature
ren) . Sful, sublime in its expression of
.“‘)nl,] ::‘;Y’ murmured ; Florence, from
Y, °® th 5::1‘3:\1; and my earnest prayer
y"'hich i cart "“{Y nevet know the
,th\’ whe 23S tortured mine, to-night.” And
Ce shrank wigh abhorrence on Flo-
y from even her touch, now led ;
Y lo ee';:"i;.and pressing a gentle kiss on
. O?Q“Oe, ’ ‘n(‘“y bade her “ Good night! "
*"‘“«.~~ 3gitated to speak, replicd only

-,

.. *M,_VWW;MWMWMM\ﬁ N AR ot A A

by tears, which fell, alus! the truth must be tuld,
for herselt, as well as for the one she had so
deeply injured.  As the door closed upon her,
Nina bowed her knce, and, raising her eyes to
heaven, gratefully murmured: « My God! I
thank Thee that Thou hast given me strength
todoit. Yes, from my soul I forgive her, and
pray Thee to bless and protect ber too.” Ang the
intercourse of that pure forgiving heart with its
Creator was now blessed, consuling, indeed, for
no shadow of resentment, or carthly passion,
marred its holiness.

Florence immediately sought her own’ room,
and, without ringing for her maid, cast herself,
dressed as she was, on her couch. Anxiety for
herself, regret for Nina, banished repose from her
pillow; but, worn out with excitement, she fell
into a decp and dreamless sleep, just as the first
faint flush of morning tinted the sky. The day
was far advanced when she at length awoke with -
3 strange fecling of giddiness and oppression.
Starting up, she rang the bell, and Fanchette
instantly made her appearance.

“Mon Dien!™ she ejaculated, starting back,

astonishwent, “ Mudemoiselle has slept in her
beautiful dress! her new dress that cost two
guineas a yard. ’Tis all crushed, good for nothing
now.”

* Silence, Fanchette, your chattering wearies

me,” was the petulant reprimand, Quick, off |-

with this dress, and get me another. Did any one
call here to-day—was any message left for me?”

* Yes, Mademoiselle, there is a note for you;
it came a.short time ago.” -

“A note, bring it quick!” and Florence felt
her heart bound with fearful violence, and then
as it were stand still; “ Whence this idle terror ?
What folly! My nerves are in a shocking state,”

Fanchette, swift in her motions, speedily re-
entered with a note or rather letter, whose address
Florence instantly recognized as the hand-writing
of lord St. Albans. Again her heart wildly
bounded, and, fearing that the gitl might observe
her singular agitation, she dismissed her, forbid-
ding her to return till she was summoned.

“ Now, for my fate,” murinured Florence with
bloudless lips, as she broke the seal 3 “but, no, I
cannot,” and she laid the letter down, and pressed
her hands upon her eyes. A long interval followed,
and, then, with a sickly smile, she murmured;
“1am a perfect child, to-day. *Tis nothing more
than a long lecture, & threat or two, and then
absolution. I must commence.” The first sep.
tence, the first line was o death to ber; but no
sign of emotion, except a quick gasping inspira-
tion, a sudden convulsive movement of the white
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FLORENCE; OR, WIT AND WISDOM.
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