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Si'.---Wiat! Qun niy 0wn Laura-miy future wif'c-be turned by the
l'rowns or the sneers of the %world 1'roni a course whieh. hier own conscience doos
not forbid ? Ah, think again. llie atno.sphere of this place sureiy cannot
have ehanged you so inuchei-oiur thonglits-our feelings, stili are one.

L.-Changcd ? Nover eau 1 change iii anythingy toivards you. I regret
that circumstances render sucli a stop necessary. To be romantie, bats become
the affectation of hiait the(, brainless youiig misses in the country ; an clope-
ment, the very pinnacle of their wislics. One of these romantie ladies vill
miop)e, talk of iiiclancholy, quote frorn garbled addresses to tlic mnon, until she
imagfines herseif' in love, .nid imagines ail the world opposed to lier wishes.
Shec thon clopes with. a Pool wlio wears ne.> cravat, and repents of it aIl the rest
of lier ire.

S1'.-And do you fear, thon, this consequnce-
L.-Ah, you sufiie at niy siily sensitivenoss. Truc, it is very fooiisli. I

will not bc infiuenccd by the opinion of any-iîo, none but you, and my own
conscience.

Si.-Auld iay your own conscience and your husband's will neyer clash!
That is the niost sincere prayer o? my soul; for well I know, that in the
intensity of that prayer, lies the grand secret of meal, lasting, connubial happi-
'legs.

L.-Happincss ! fleaven grant that our fond hopes inay not be cruslied!
Sr.-Oh, they shall xot bo. I have coine here now to, receive, your hand.

1 cannot-will not returu until you arc mny wife. We will not iooklcat thie
dark side o? the picture. Lot us bclieve-let us dcterrnine, thiat ail shal «ho
as we wish.

L.-It shall be so. (A i-istlinzg among the Zeares.) 1Icavens! There is
some person comiDg tais way. I dure not stay a moment longer. I shahl
certainly bc nissed-iiy aunt is on the alert. Gxood niglit. WVe shal moon
ineet here aga in.

Sir.-Good night, my alngel. (Exit I.aira by te g-ate.) Ah yes, this
will, iciicefortli, be to mie a sacred spot. But I trust, there will soon bc anl
end to these stolon interviews. Ycs, Laura, angel, you will soon be mine-
mine alonle. (Exit.)

E nier Nero.
NEit.-li-a! Soi-e biashcmny going on hiere. 1 don't, doprove o? thiese im-

proprieties. No, I don't approve of thi at aIl. (Wallcinzg up andi down
anti ,-esticuiai%- vzolently.) i1 don't believe in these things Iwo'
believe in nobody, tliat's the faiet of it. The world 's a mnass of rottcnness and
improprieties. And what's the reason of ail this, eh ? Just prejiduce against
colour. Nothing cisc. The -arts and sciences ail going to t1 e devil-just for
that accounit. The prejfiduce o? that Missa Topton is-is- oh Lord! Iay be
thiats ini now. (Concealsý /dmiself a?îoîlg, lite foliage.)
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