
FLORENCE; OR, IT AND WISDOM.

d t h e t b y a r s , Nv hi e h f e , a s ! t h e t rt h îu s t p s t ul,
n se n ind ho had rescu ed fro m n total i no- for er seî, as wvl t as f r th e one i had so
se and strivn tu cultivate at the e.x'qense of deeply injured. As e door close upon ber,cry 1lsre moment, and even of nore im- N b d lier As the, ora i r ey:up te

,et i c T1 xplin to you the deep heaven, gratef îry murire :m M God !t
th ac 1ite' cligig doed love, cote i Thee that Thoui hast given me strengtha f ln , devoted love, colbhied bo do t. Yes, frum ny soul I forgive ber, anderential ft fnbo nded confidece, and re- pray Thee to bless and protect her too." Ani the

and eset rh-is superiority mn mmid and intercourse of that pure forgivin.g heart with itsade h pec mg--is suiperlous Thatn min a-d Cra · ·e egaem ohi 5 suprluos. That mnia- Creator was nov blessed, consoling, ideed, fortole pr m e on bis dyin bd, arid he -made no shadow of resentmuent, or earthly passion,toer a promise oh! hoiv villingly ginen, marred its holiness.coN and love it for bis sake-such was my Florence immediately sought ber own room,,i11 'Vith houri Gesnersuch tb relation and, wiflout ringing for lier maid, cast herself,erea ood to me. Judg, iben, if you or dressed as she was, on her couch. Anxiety fornitW. i d itme, when you so cruelly taxed herself, regret for Nina, banished repose from berlth i onfidelity. But, perbaps, you put no pillow; but, worn out with excitement, she fell1 o 'Y eords; perhaps, like Clinton himself, into a deep and dreamless sleep, just as the firstd Oe ndiffer asa shameless falsehood; it is, faint flush of morning tinited the sky. The dayde to hlf, d ave fulfilled my was far advlanced when she at length awoke withY lesaef, and now again, I ask, I beg of a strange feeling of giddiness and oppression.otlbe me."9 
Starting up, she rang the bell, and Fanchettetu befor you bave pardoned me, Nina. instantly made ber appearance.th ill bu will be:r no enmity to me-that "ilon Dieu!" she ejaculated, starting back,

go. rgiven and forgotten, and I and raising up lier bands and eyes in borrifiedI st a astonis ent, "Mademoiselle bas slept in berf n as h eark ansI trying hour to Nina, and beautiful dress ! ber new dress that cost twodnat she has s"ent The tempter was guineas a yard. 'Tis all crushed, good for nothing
hi9u er heart Ilthat Florence ivas stili, now."

e." aef beent ber worst, ber cruellest "Silence, Fanchette, your chattering weariesl1 rnithfuly the busy fend recounted me," was the petulant reprimand. " Quick, offer, n thror the insuts, she had eaped upon with this dress, and get me another. Did any one
t r'ia thie hou thybdfrtme;clig'i cOrthe ing up call bere to-day-was any message left for me?"lne Mi her own forgiving gentleness, "Yes, Mademoiselle, there is a note for you;p ctruPid patience, reminding ber that, it came a.short time ago."' hop of eartn n red, she had blasted ber "A note, bring it quicki" and Florence felt"hri : Spurn happiness, and the demon her heart bound with fearful violence, and thenan "everSurk ber from' you-bid ber be- as it were stand still; " Whence this idle terror?' evr dark fie your siglitagi ,Ieap What folly! My nerves are in a shocking btate."th eas of fire on er guilty bead." Fanchette, swift in ber motions, speedily re-'irle thoug , spoke tlien, one to which entered with a note or rather letter, whose addressti fie o, c ive b hxl of earth, art fruit, tf lord St. Albans. Again ber beart wildlykhqt îldifsrgi%.

0 thy erring fellow creature, bounded, and, fearing that the girl miight observeer dty God sould frgive the." lier singular agitation, sie dismissed lier, forbid-b ih ; and, ina, turning to her com- ding ber to return till she was summoned.bt beaut enance plain in its feature "Now, for my fte," nurmurcd Florence with"y chiartyf, surlime in its expression of bloodless lips, as she broke the seal; "l but, no, 1bei4 Ili, f i Yoururd Flurence, from cannot," and she laid the letter down, and pressedlie that yo u; and my earnest prayer ber hands upon ber eyes. A long interval followed,ich. Yaur bart mnay neve& know the and, then, with a sickly smile, Sbe murmuredee's bashtort ured mine, to-mght" And " I am a perfect child, to-day. 'Tis nothing moret fhrank with abliorrence on lo- tan a long lecture, a threat or two, and thenthe d, an er touch, now led absolution. I must commence." The first son-ore eekand pressing a gentle kiss o tence, the first lino was a death to ber; but no04n titaed toeakreplietd niy of enotin, except a quick gasping inspira.to spcak, r ,n Lon, a sudden convulsive movement of the white


