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,,Nonsense! Were there no lovely E1.nglisli girls? no good
Englishi girls? Emily is ten times lovelier."

"ýYou know wvhat you said."
"I said it to please you."
"Charlotte! "
"Yes, I did,-at least, in a great icasure. It is easy zeýnough

to eall a pretty girl an angel; and as for nmy promiise to love your
wife, of course I expected you would choose a wife suitable to
your religion and your birth. Suppose you selecteci sorne out-
landish dress,-an Ital ian brigand's, for i nsta nce,.-what would
the neighibouring gentlemen think of you? Lt would be an insult
to their national costume, and. they would do riglit to resent it.
Well, being- who and what you are, you have no riglit to bring
an Italian -woman into Seat-Sandal. Lt is an insuit to every
woman in the county, and they will make you feel it."

";I shahl not give them the opportunîty. Beatrice cannot live
in this beastly climate."

-The elirnate is wrong also ? Naturally. Lt woul foll0w the
religion and the woman. Llarry Sandal, I wish I had died, ere
my ears bad heard such a shame and sorrow for my father andi
mother! Where are you going to live, then? "

"ýIni Florence. It is the birthplace of Beatrice, the city assoc-
iated with *all bier triumphs."

"ýGod hiave mnercy, llarry! Her triumphs! Is she, then, an.
actress? "

",She is a singer,-a wonderful singer; one to whorn the world
bas listened withi breathless deliglit."

" siging wonan! And you have married bier! Lt is an
outrage on your ancestors, and on your parents and sisters."

"tI 'vilii nt hear you speak iii that way, Charlotte. 0f course 1
miarried her. My sin against the Sandals and soeiety is, that I
married hei*"

",No, sir; you know better. Your sin is in having anything
whatever to do with lier. You might hiave tliought of aviotlier
woian besides Beatrice. Is a sin against a mother a less sin
than one ginta foreign wornan ? A mother is something
sacred. To wound lier heart is to throw a stonie at bier. You
bave comnritted a sort of sacrilege. And you are rnarried. 1 No
entreaties can prevent, and no repentance can avail. Oh, what
a sorrow to darken ail the rest of father's and rnother's days!1
What righit bave you to spoil their lives, in order to give yourseif
a little pleasure? O Harryl I neyer knew that you. were seifisb.
before."

I deserve ail you say, Charley, but L loved Beatrice so much'"
,,Are vou sure, even of that ex-ýcuse? Why did you flot corne

home, and speak to me before itw,,as too late? Wh y corneat ail?"
-lBeca use L want to tlk to you a bout money. L have sold ont."

",Sold out? Is there anv m-ore bad news? Do you know what
father paid for yourcominission? Do you knowliow ithampered.
him to do it ? that, iii fact, lie lias never been quite easy about
ready monex- si iice? "
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