
FLORENCE OR WIT AND WISDOM.

as Well as astonished her listener. Still, versed
f'm boyhood in the traditionary lore of his fa-

a study to %hich he had alwavs been pas-
O y devoted, he was able to tell many little

andi aneedlotes, which a less skilful nar-
h eithanl hinsif, wouild have forgotten, and

lt re all eiitirely new to Nina. G radually
nhfisd îimpasibility of ber countenance va-
look , the deep eves brightened, and the sanie

hicof i'ing, speaking intelligence and feeling,
rsbt al anirated her features wben his glance
Sfel upon her, again stole over them. Thoughthe earl a

i as more unembarrassed, more at ease,
h the humblP, quiet Nina, than with any one

tii, Forence herself not excepted, still, a little
t se, fearing te weary bis listener by too pro-at dets, he passed briefly over some circum-

reallye noniy touched upon others which were
ielteresting, but the rapt eagerness with

riase hung on his words, her occasional
ity, reassr ening ber deep interest and curio-oreassured him, and every storied event, every

sti le which had entranced the boy, and
eari the man, was poured forth on ber

oft an eloquence be himself was unconscious
ented hgth they arrived before a portrait exe-
ter - l*itt rare and masterly skill, but still, pos-

es' ofa ttl lattraction in itself. It was the like-

hangi who had not evidently numbered
the sixteen summers, yet notwithstandiug
at thel of the gifted artist, the aid of orna-
ge chamir of youth, she possessed no& one
1clnotl o beauty, unless indeed the look of
antee 01 Softness which reigned over her coun-

eî5(ar 1ht have been titled as such. The
te blor ion and auburn hair, alone betokened
f1 d Ort t a family whose daughters were

i th but few exceptions, for their sur-
fth '7 tougl evanescent loveliness. The story

uney girl was a sad one. An orphan in
li. P''endant from ber cradle on a proud

e,'li'h ad adopted her for bis heiress, but
ed, ge bis slave, her lot was mournful

tned bcd, and unearessed, ber childhood
oiritced b the suinny mirth of that age, lier

epe nn Priod of austere1selusion and
th1er, speidrce on the will of ber barsh, btern

8 prin 1,f youth and hope were soon
re o inif whic St. Albans passed from

it hapinc e had never known onelIb Pn' td the beaven her uncomplain-
tt bs arne bad swOn er Her guardian re-

h 1aiarshness when toc late. 1He would
y sel ber from her dying bed, to seek

ttecf te south; he lavished gifts,
on her, one half of which

e~inred ber health and happiness,

had they been carlier hers, but ail was unavail-
ing. She died. lIe erected a sumîptuous menu-
ient to the pour victitm of tyranny, and lad ber

portrait copitil from a simple original, by the
irst inasttr of the age. Before this picture Nina

paused but a second, and tIen with a hasty
LovemIent, turned away.

Pr" ' do not pass this une unnoted, Miss
Alcyn," said the earl, totally uniconscious that
his companion had traced a striking resemblance
between her own fate, and that of the neglected,
obscure being it imaged. " Do you not think poor
Winifred's story very affecting? but, perhaps yon
have not beard it"

"Yes, I know it well, and few can compas-
sionate her desolate, lonely lot, as well as myself,
but I love not to dwell on it."

St. Albans saw that he had touched a peinful
chord, and unwilling as he was te infliet a mo-
ment'a pain on any human being, much l es on
one se unprotected as Nina Aleyn, a certain go-
nerous curiosity to know the cause of ber sorrow,
tbathe might, ifpossible, find a remedy, prompted
him te retain the conversation in the same chan-
nel.

"If you do net think the question presump.
tuous, Miss Aleyn, might I ask why Winifred's
story is displeasing tw you? T-ne, 'tis a &ad
one, but it contains a beautiful example, a sub-
lime lesson. Certain I am, it is not caprice which
inspires your repugnance te dwelling on iLt."

For once, Nina forgot her cold, self-command,
and murmured, her lip convulsively quivering, au
she spoke:

"'Tis because ber fate resembles my own too
closelv.

Nay, Miss Aleyn, say not se,» he gently re-
turned. "Winifred St. Albans had not one
being who loved or cared for ber, whilst you
have many devoted friends." He felt even at the
moment the mockery of bis own words, but bis
companiou merely sigbed, as she rejoined:

"Tel me one of those devoted friends. I
know of none, save Miss Murray."

" Weil! without speaking of her, or Florence,
who is I know fondly attached te you, Mr. Clin-
ton regards you with a feeling of sincere esteem
and regard, and I need not say that the friendly
feelings of Sydney St. Albans equal his."

" I believe you," returned the young girl,
raising ber clear, trutbful eyes to bis face. "I
believe you. Yes, from the first you have been
to me a kind, a generous friend, and if fervent
gratitude might be considered any recompence,
I might offer you a rich reward, the only one
alas! that Nina Aleyn bas in ber power to
bestow.»


