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"That is, v-our fiatiier may die. 1 suppose y-ou and your wife
have talked over that probability. Beatrice would be able to
endure the clirnate then."

"If I did flot see that you -%vere under very strong excitement,
Charlotte, I shoulci be very mucli offended by what you say. But
you doiift mean to burt me. Da you imagine that I feel no sorrow
in leaving father and my mother and you and the old home?
My hieart is very sad to-night, Charley. I feel tbat 1 shall corne
bere no more."

"lThen why go away? Wby, why?"
"lBecause a man leaves father and inother and everything, and

cleaves unto bis wife. Charley, belp me."
She shook ber bead sadly.
"Help me to, break the trouble to father."
"There is no l'breaking' it. Lt wvi11 break hlm. Lt wiil kili

bim. Alas, it is the ungrateful cbild that bas the power to infiet
a slow and torturing death ! Poor father! Poor mother!1 And
it is I that must witness it,-I, that would die to save them from
such undeserved sorrow."

Tben Harry rose up angrily, pusbed bis chair impatiently
a-way, and witbout a word went to bis own room.

In tbe morning the squire came down to breakfast in exceed-
ingly bigb spirits. And Cbarlotte looked at hlm in wondering
pity, for Harry's face was the face of a man determined to carry
out bis own will regardless of consequences.

I.Corne, corne, Harry," said the squire in a loud, cheerful voice,
"you are moping, and eating no breakfast. Charlotte will bave

to fil 1tbree times before it is ' cup down ' with me. I tbink we
will take Dobbin, and go over to Windermere in the tax-cart.
Eh ? Wbat ?"I

IlI must leave Sandal this morning, sir."
",Sir me no sir, Harry. ,'Father' wvill stand between you and

me, I tbink. You must make a put-off for one day. Corne, llarry,
we will go and fish a oit. If you carry your colonel soine, he
will take the gift as an excuse for the day. Eh? Wa?

IlI. tbink Harry bad better flot go witb you, father."
"-Eh ? Wbl'at is the matter with you, Charlotte? You are as

nattert and cross as neyer was. Where is your nother? I like
my morning cup filled witb a smile. Lt belps the day through."

"lMother isn't feeling well. She bad a bad dream about Hiarry
and you, and she is making hierseif sick ovei' it. She is ail iii a
tremble. I didn't think mother w'as so foolislh."

"lDreams are from somewbere beyond us, Charlotte. Maybe
w'e bad better flot go to WT ndermere. We migbt be tempted into
a boat, and dry land is a middling bit safer. Eh? What?"

Charlotte feit as if shie could endure bier fatber's unsuspicious
bappiness no longer. Lt was like watching a littie cbild smiling
and prattling on the road to its mother's funeral. She put Mrs.
Sandal's breakfast on a sinall tray, and w'ith this in ber hand
-wentt up-stairs, leaving Harry and thie squire stili at the table.

"lCharlotte is a bit burrysome this morning," bie said; and


